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ANOTHER UNIVERSE by R.H,

Noname awoke from his ncon-gleep 2nd probed the soup around him
for signs of life, For life mesnt only one of two things - foecd
or destruction., This was 2 cruel universe - eat or be eaten was
the oniy 1aw here, 3o Noneme tried to esat whenever possible. He
read the pulse of the all enclosing fluid around him, his teste
spines sifting for recognisable chemicals, his litfle pseudo-legs
turning him slowly in the feeble current. A green globe streyed =
fraction too clese and a deadly sccurste clew seized and devoured
i$4, He tested chlorophyil. The thing must hsve been & plant -
not thet the presence of chlorophyll was aan exact test. The gunk
all life here swem in wes rich in meny things, the green photo-
reactive compound being one of them. In such an environment even
the larger animels had rather alsrming concentrstions of the stuff
in them., No metter. It wes food, and it hada't killed him.
There was no nead in worrying if it hadn't proved fetal, no chance

to 1f it hed. Plessed with his logic, Nonsme pulsed forwsrd in
search of more prey.

There was no such thing as "besuty" or "ugliness” in this
universe. Wnich was perhsps fortunate in Nonsnme's case. True, he
wesn't exactly ugly; on the other hand he wasn't likely to win
any beauty competitions either. He was tell for his species,
standing hesd and cryipece. over what brothers and/or sisters
(his rece was monosexusl) he might have had. Of course, he had
rever seen his siblings. When his perent ejected him from the
incubsation capsule with his dozens of birthmetes he had been in
no hurry to check relative growth rstes, his prime objective
being to survive loang enough to grow big enough to discourage
anything but the largest co-inhsbitants of this crazy world
taking bites out of him. PFor all he wss conceraned, he was the
lest surviveor of his entire race,.

He flexed his proypods, short chitinouns rods jointed 2t
intervals, with ftouch sensors at their tips. Held defensively
behind were his port, then starbeoerd, msin clesws, 21l buid covering
the soft head/eye plate under his head armour, WNot that the eye
was a recogniseble device used for seeing. HNothing in Nonanms's
world performed exactly as would be expected on another creature
in another universe., WNoname's eye waz not much more than s
sopnisticated pressure senscr, evoived over the seons to perform
to the greatest efficiency in this goo that served as an
atmosphere.

He flexed his back. A plate of (when viewed under poly-
chromatic light) ceremel coloured chitin glowed slightly in the
reflected light. He did this to a2id the %tiny heart buried within
him, pulsing life sustaining fluid over znd through his body
tissues, keeping the joints between his body zrmour moist and
flexivle. He tracked sround with his propods, sesrching for more
food.

A pressure gradient across his eve warned him of something
near. Something big, at lesst as big as he was. Which meant =a
possible enemy. He craned his siubby neck round, following the
gsource of the disturbesnce, his efficient little brain working like
a battle compuber plotting snd trianguleting the possible source
of the intrusion.

Another green globe drifted past him. He snapped it up
antomatically, ignoring it as scon ss he had decided what 1t was,
leaving the details to his digestive trect. Then something
sheared through a pseodopcdium growing from his chest plete. Had
he & set of vocal chords he would have screamed. Instead he
arched his back, propeds and claws sesrching for his attecker.

His eye was bombarded with signesls, blind in the soup. He
lashed out, his port claw contscting, gripping, then crushing




through & chitin stalk. There was another Jlurry of pressure, and
the green gunk rcund him begen to stain brown. One of his propods
was sheared neatly at its socket. No consegquence, he could grow
another in & few days, and he still had the other to fight with.
Something cleaved s side plate, snd he felt life fluid oozing into
the slime. His starbosrd claw locked onto something solid and
moving. His port clew locked over it, and both squeezed, The
object yielded, cracked, then collepsed, releesing a red stain
across him. Most of the weight of the object lifted, and he was
left with a veguely trisnguler piece of orgsnic material. He
probed 1t gingerly with what was left of his propods, recognising
the remains of a hesd of one of his fellow inhabitants, He
shrugged s pseudo shoulder, tore a piece off the grisly trophy and
pushed it into his mouth owifice, wondering where the rest of the
body had got to. Someone would have a reel feast on him. ¥No
matter, there would be plenty more wherc thet cesme from,

He wes congratulating himself on his survival, closing wounds
and ejecting demeged body plates, when his universe suddenly gave
a lurch, and all the lights went out. His para eye dida't tell
him that at first - it was too busy reporting fhe creszy pressure
changes going on 211 around him, He swung his claws around,
reedy for absolutely anything. He was 2till reedy when the fire
of 2 million suns burned him out of existence.

McGoy removed the acrylic slide from the autocleve and slipped
it into its storage rack, the microscan sliding obediently into
the lab table in front of him. He turned to Nurse Chapel, a
rueful smile cressing his face. :

"Y'know, I don't think I'll ever get tired of watching those .
micro-organisms. I sometimes even get the impression they can
think,.."

T e KW N KKK
AND THE GREATEST OF THESE . by Margaret Bertram

Saptein Kirk, about to lesve sickbay, was stopped by Dr. MNeCoy,

"Jim, can you spare me & minute?"

"Sure, Bones. Jhat is it? You look worried."

"I am worried. It's Spock., Do you remember when he had to
get back to Vulcan, but wouldn't tell anyone why? Well, he is not
quite so aggressive and uapredictable 2s he wes then, but there is
something wrong. Scotty tells me he sits in his quarters svery
minute he's off duty, playing that infernal harp of his in even
more mournful tones then usual. Haven't you noticed snything?"

Eirk looked thoughtful. "Well, now that you mention it, he's
not guite our imperiurbable Spock these days; for once, he takes
all his off-duty time, while usually, 2s you know, he loves his

scientific instruments as much as Scotty likes his engines!" He
smiled ot the doctor. "Keep an eye on him Bones."
McCoy shook his head. "This is serious, Jim. You know how

different Spock's metabolism is to ours - ghould there be anything
seriously wrong with him, I'm not sure that I could help.”

When Kirk got back to the bridge, he found, to his intense
surprise, thet Spock wes absent.

"ir. Sulu? Where is Mr. Spock?" the Captein inqguired.

"feil, sir," Sulu said, "shortly after you left the bridge,
Mr, SBpock told me to take the con, and practically ran out."

"Ran?" Kirk exclaimed. "Are you sure?"

"Yes, sir." Sulu looked distinetly uwncomfortsble. "And if it
ned been anybody but ir, Spock, I would sey he looked...distressed.,"

"Keep the con, Mr. Sulu. I'l1l be in Mr. Spock's quartexrs."




TCaptedin Kirk stood outside.-Spock's door, .istening %o the
mournful sounds coming from the TOOM - .

"Mr. Spock," he called. My I come in?™"

The playing stopped abruptly, aand Spock's voice, strangely
bresthless, soid, "Please, Captain, I must be slone."

"Nonsense, Bpock, If there is anything troubling you, let me
help."

"No! No." There was human snguish in Spock's voice, "This
is something I must work out by myself, I.,.."

But Kirk didn't weit for more. He entered, only to find Spock
retreating from him as from zn enemy.

"Pleese, Captain." Spock spoke very quietly, "You have hon-
oured me et times by celling me your friend. Please, leoave me to
myself. My humen half is doing battle with its Vulean counterparty
for the first time in my life, my logic is deserting me. But all
the meny years of rational thought cannot Just diseppesr - I will
succeed in fighting this...this...affliction, but you, Captasin,
are the iast person to assist me.,"

Kirk stared st his First Officer, Spock emotional...and he
wes emotional! What was going on?

de mede his decision. "All right, Spock, I'll leave you now -
but I'll expect an explanstion if you don't feel better soon, very
soon!"

"Thank you, Captain." Spock's voice had almost dropped to a
whisper. "If I don't win through soon, I'l1l have to ask for a
transfer to another ship,”

Spock set motionless, his heed in his hands. He knew. At
last he knew.

The way he lost interest in T'Pring when he thought he had
killed Kirk, the time he had fused his mind with the Captain’s to
help him forget his deep unhappiness...had that Just been the
logicel wish to restore the Captain's full capecity for the good
of the Enterprisc - or whst? The emotion - emotion! which
affected him when seeing Kirk with the woman called Ruth when on
shoxe leave...now he knew, He loved James Kirk, loved his Ceptoin
-~ how could he live with that knowledge?

He went into a deep, self-induced trance, deep down into his
subconscious, briliiant mind.

He jerked awske. So that was the explanation - but wes it a
solution?

Spock had alwsys studied his plonet's ancient history with
burning interest. He knew that in ancient times his people had
accepted love between males as a completely usual snd everyday
thing; only when they csme into close contact with inhabitents of
Other worlds, especislly humens, hed this sttitude changed,
Vulcans s%ill retsined their remotness, their slmost sgressive
pride in their supreme logic, but they had become accustomed to
seeing men a#s friends, to like, even %o admire, but nothing more,

Wow BSpock knew. It wesn't his humen side he hed to conguer;
oh no, it was the old Vulcen blood which ceused the bewilderment.

And then, with blinding certeinty, he knew hapoiness; not the
short~lived he hed felt with lLieila but a deeper, lasting heppiness.
He wes a true Vulcen, after all. Now he would be able to be again
what his Ceptein had sometimes cslled him, the best First Officer
of the Fleet - end he would defend the Enterprise, and all who
served in her, with his life.

When Spock arrived on the bridge, Captein Kirk looked up
questioningly. "Lverything 211 right, ir. Spock?"

"lhenk you, Ceptein. fGuite =211 right."

And he bent over his instrument panel.
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30, The bumen half.

32. You canlt turn it.

%3. Another letter would make it odd.
38, She wes stopped in 1 down.

WA A
e e b et e o

7. One of Harry's girls. gq)
8. They were desdly. 5)
¥ 11, Auntie wants a letter. (1.1.1)
¥ 12, Girl's name. (6)
14. 4s 7 down. (3)
16. Women in Kirk's life., (5)
17. The first, later halved and doubled. (3.9}

* Q9. Vowels 2,3 and 4. (1.1,1)
20. Blinker. (4.2.2,3)
22. Inverted propulsion, (3

* 24. Round which 211 things revolve. (4
27. Real nasties. (8
28 and %4 scrpss. Disesse unknown. (3.4.2.6)
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(
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Crossword by Hulen Sncddon.
* Denotes snswer not directly connected with STAR TREK.

W W e e e R R R
DIFPERENCE IS A VIRTUR by Jinx.

The Enterprise was in turmoil, physically snd mentally. The
ship wes severely dameged, and it seemed possible that they would
have to weit for assistance before they could move,

Worse, their heart and soul, the Captain, wes dying. Noone
knew quite what hed heppened, but rumour and counter rumour ran
along the corridors as they laboured to repair, renew, just keep
holding on, keep the life within them. But eech of them wss
distracted from time to time, as whispers spread,

In Sickbey, the three men were sileat, for different ressons.
Captein Kirk ley stiff, uamoving, his eyes open but seeing nothing.
The hum of life support proved thet he wes alive, but he looked dead,
end his mind wes gone,

McCoy stirred; Aais hend went out to shut off the 1ife suprport,
but Spuck's hend grasped his wrist.

"Wo, Doctor.”

"le's deed, Spock."

"I do not believe it."

McCoy took refuge in snger. "He's deed, you didn't get him down
here guick enough. It's not like you to refuse to face the truth."

Speock lifted his head.

"I had the ship to see to first, Docitor. But I do not believe
that he is desd."

The mention of the ship reminded him. He moved to the intercom
on the wall, and ssked for intra-cretft. His next words boomed out
all over the ship. The crew 1ifted its collective hesd to listen.
Insensibly the femilisr voice comforted them, mede them realise that
they were not slone. _

"The Captain is still alive, berely. He has very little chance,
but he will expect you t¢ continue doing his duty. As soon s we
know definitely you will be told.”

He clicked off end turned beck to the ved. McCoy watched him

compassionately. "What heppened, Spock?"
"The deteils are unclesr. We ceme across a supposedly derelict
craft, As we heiled it, it #imed a - psychic weapon et us. Bach of

us hed 2 sudden hetred for the ship, and wented to do es much demege
to her as we could. Only the Ceptain ond I seemed to be uneffected,
He - resisted wholly, the beam focussed on him, #nd - burned his
mind out.

I was able to subdue Mr, 3ulu, ond tura the phasers on the croft.




14 was.destroyed, but for » few moments T had to sustein life suppord
meanualily, until the crew fought free of the influence., Only then was
I free to attend %o the Capitain.”

McCoy put a hand on his shoulder, gently. "You made the right
choice, Bpock., What he would have wented. But you must accept that
he is dead.”

Spock moved awsy, turninz to face the wall. "I cannot asccept it,
Doctor. I did not feel him die.M

"Oan you explain?®

The Vulcan's beck stiffened, and for a moment MeCoy thought that
he wouldn't answer, but after & while 3pock went on, coldly, evenly.

"T am & ¥Yulcan, I would feel - Jim's death halfwey across the
Gelaxy. T did not. He was overwhelmed, but he 4id not surrender
his basic integrity,”

"But you said that his brain was burnt out?"

"Mind end body do not make up the whole being, Doctor, If I
could somehow re-sctivate his mind..."

"Could you use the mind-meld?”

McCoy heard the bitterness clesrly. "No, Doector. I am crippled,
how could I bring beck & whole mind? I do not have his capacity for
emotion, sffection, humcur. If T could pass my ability to meld %o
you, it might be possible.,™

McCoy turned awsy in turn. "Don't be @ fool, 3pock. You've
clogser to Jim then snyone in the universe., He trusts you completely.
Me, I'm liable to go off half-cocked, get med at nothing, make a
decision with my heart, not my hesd, and often the wrong cne. I
guess that's my life story, T alweys made tThe wrong cheice., IL T'd
been on the bridge, I'd have tried {0 save Jim first, and let the
ghip die.”

Spock's voice was very gentilce now.

"No, Bones, you would not. You would hsve done what you knew
he would have wished, #s I d4id. and you avre far closer to him, in
many weys, I have seen you and he often, shering a joke I cennct
share, sharing distress, sharing."

"Jealous, Spock?"

"I think not. Merely awere that 1 cannot give what you give
to him.,"

They both went to the bed, looking at the still figure of their
friend.

"How are we golng to get on without him, Spock?”

"We will doubtless continue to exist.”

"Bxist, maybe, is thet living?"

"Y existed for meny yesrs - before he reached out 40 me."

McCoy locked up, seeing the Vulcen through a screen of tears.
He forced himself into painful confession.

"Spock, T have been Jjeslous of you and Jim. I don't know why.
I can see now that it never mattered. We're differvent, and he saw
and valued different things in us."

"Po a Vulcan, difference is a virtue,” Spock observed absently,
his attention on the pale face on the pillow. Somehow his own words
rong strangely in his ears., He lifted his gsze, to meet McCoy's gaze.

"Could we bring him bsack together, Spock?"

"I do not know, It dg impossible in & normel wmeld, ond I do not
think that we could achieve Herlis together, even for Jim.,"

"Why not?"

"It means totsl melding; youw would know all of me, and T all of
you, and so we would know 211l of Jim, 1f we could find him. It is
almost impossible to eccept cneselfl, Doctor, and we would have to
accept each other, our visions of i1ife, our philosophies, our petfi-
ness...and there are many things in me thet I am sshemed of."

McCoy felt cold with fright, but he forced himselfl to spesk,

"A11 of uws have a lot to be ashemed of. I'm willing to try, for
Jimln




Spock turned away; his voice was unaccustomedly hoarse.

"Tf « Jim knew us 28 we are, would he accept us, or reject us?t"

McCoy wes filled with sudden love for Spock. He leaned across
the bed, end with gentle fingers turned the Vulcen's face towards him.

"Spock, cen you really conceive of anytning in Jim thet might -

meke you reject him?"
The Vulesn considered,

"o ," After 2 psuse, he continued, feorcing the words out through
rebel lips., "Hor in you, Bones." .
The Doctor nodded., YI feel the same, and I'm sure that Jim will.,

What do we have to do?"

Spock took hold of Kirk's hend, sand stretched his cther ecross
the bed. #cCoy copied him, and began to feel a stresnge presence in
his mind, He shut off his repugnsnce, reminding himself firmly that
this wes Spock, and tried tc come closer.

Suddenly they were struggling in & mealstrom of memories snd
feelings - McCoy's first girl - Spock's peain at being tormented by
his schoolmates - a mindless hatred and anger, mixed with painful
lust - tenderness for his new~-born daughter, so fragile - love -~ fesr
-~ hurt - joy - they swirled dizzily together, but each was aware of
the other's hand in his, snd each was steadied by the joint memories
of Jim, seeing him now in stereoscopic vision. They were no longer
sure which was which, but it didn't metter, and they knew it. They
surveyed their joint lives together, each gently helping the other's
wounds, or their own wounds, esach knowing that the moments of shame
were right, that they hed blundered, forsaken their standards, but
also knowing that they had leasrned from their mistakes.

Gredually they became one entity, susteined by the knowledge
that they were crippled, lost, without their third, and they set out
te find him.

There were o many places, galaxies of suns, and crevices in
rocks, They were still looking 2t the universe with different eyes;
one saw & daisy here, and the other a hideous monster, thean a cocld,
derd star that to the other was a light fluctuwating in a different
spectrum. But all the time they drifted, through strange and familiesr
scenes, they knew that they were drawing closer to their gosl. Their
emptiness was seeking the one who could £ill them, and now they
found him.

He lay withdrawn, curled up tightly, rejecting the outside world
but he wes living. They held him in their shared embrace, gently
soothing him, caelling, calling, until he woke slightly, and surveyed
them sleepily, then smiled, snd flowed into their grasp. Again they
shared a kmleidoscope of experiences - the joy of diving into an ice-
cold stream ~ the beauty of a mathematicsl eguation - the horror of
sharing & bed, a 1ife, with hatred - the fear of being alone - the
burden of duty. This halted them.

"The ship." Which one had said i1t? It didn't mattexr. Thelr
ship; they must find it, return to their duties; they swirled for
g moment in bewilderment, then found it, and hung in nothingness,
considering.

Here they were whole, one person; there they were divided,
separste. Could they go back to the loneliness? They knew that they
hed no choice. With » sigh, they separated, drew apart, found their
rightful shells, and opened dull eyes on thelr universe.

Their hends fell away, and McCoy moved to shut off the unnecessary
life support, ss Spock walked unsteedily %o the lntercom.

"Phe Captain will live, will recover fully., Spock out.”

He collapsed, sliding down the wall to the floor. Kirk and
MeCoy ran to him, He opened startled eyes,

"T hsve no strength left.” .

Kirk lifted him, and put him on the bed he had just vacated.

"IT'm not surprised, you were supplying energy for both of us.
Just sleep now, we'll need you o repeir the ship.”




Spock nodded, snd looked at kim frankly, waiting to see 1f - if .
these so wers numens were still prepared to accept him, Thelr smiles
reagsured nim., He smiled back, faintly. Kirk laid a2 heand on his
ghouldez,

"Difierence is & virtue, remember?!

Spock leened his cheek ageinst the hend for & moment, then
dropped over the edge into sleebp,

Kirk 12id his other hend on McCoy's shoulder.

"ihanks, Bones."

~ He paused, but there was nothing else to be said. They went
about their duties knowing that nothing else was needed.

R B e IR R e
THE 3WING by Sheila Cornell.

0f all the new and scientific toys to be had of her age - the
0ld fashioned swing was still her favourite, It was just a simple
piece of wood, through waich her Father had knotted stouk, strong
ropes. The other ends were fixed securely round the extending arm
of the giant old tree that stood by the lake. BShe would gpend hours
just sitting there and swinging as high as the ropes would let her
g0 ~ she was so near the sky then! But it wes fer better at night.
She often crept unknown from the house into the warm summer night air
to swing her wey up to the sters., HNobne ever guegsed her secret, for
there was this tree that grew neer the house; it afforded the house
much needed shade during the hot sunny deys., The top branches
reached up to opposite her bedroom window, and being =zn agile child
this wes her stesirway into the aight. She would silently clember
down ite most obliging branches for her trip to the stars,

As she swung, feeling the rush of the warm night air about her
and listening to the gentle greaking of the old tree at the movement
of the swing - she wondered sbout the stars. What would it really be
like to sail emong them and visit the fer-off planets? Ware there
really still worlds and peoples yet to be discovered, when so much
nad been discovered slready? It must be & very enormous place, the
home of the stars, the Galaxy. The swing took her up so close to them,
it seemed she could pluck them from the velvet mentle they rested on.

Alresdy she was forgetting about the argument with her brother
earlier in the desy, when yet agein she had been found uninvited in
nis room, where she had gone to ponder znd mervel over nis latest
pride snd joy - the very most up-to-date communicating snd receiving
set which nad been his birthdsy present. He waes an amateur inter-
stellar redio operator., Once, long ago, such communications had been
Timited to just one world; now the amsteur redio hims could centact
and meke friends with aliens on other planets.

She had a keen, intelligent and inquiring mind, and longed to
find out how it all worked. Once she had sneaked the cover off end
peered in increesing amezement et what her eyes beheld. She really
aid want to kihow how it 211 worked, but Brother just didn't understend,
So it was alweys either "Keep out of my rcom!" or "Leave my things
alone!™ znd like today, "Go sit on your swing, silly little girl.” -
9illy! Little! Indeed! ~ her dark eyes still flashed at the thought
of these remerks. He wes only four years older than herself, after
all. Brothers! Somedsy she'd show him - girls cen be just as clever
too! Why, she might just become a communicztions officer on board =a
Starship, that would tesch him, and how! What would Brother say then?
She smiled snd giggled to herself &t the thought., And she sat on the
swing contemplating the future and what it could nhold in store for
ner. The stars rushed to meet her, then slipped awsy, then rushed
beck sgein. The warm sweeping sir ceressad her fixm brown body, snd
she was a2s free as her Swahili neme proclaimed - UHURA - Freedom.
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DISTURBANCE by C.B., Hall.

The bridge covew tried, not wholly successfully, to avoid sfaring
at Kirk as he stemped angrily into the elevator. Only Spock seemed
to have noticed nothing wrong; as he moved easily to the command
cheir he looked as relaxed ss he always did; eas relaxed as if there
had been no hystericel outburst from the Captain, and he himself its
immediate bterget,

But in reality, Spock was not nesrly as calm a8 he looked. He
was forcing himself, by iron self-coantrol, 1o move easily and slowly,
and to sppear calm and relaxed., Inwerdly he was neither - his mind
wag full of confused and chsotic thoughts. But he knew, almost by
instinct, thet if he let go and lost control, discipline abosrd the
Interprise would totally collapse.

But he had come very close %o it, snd this disturbed him!
Captein Xirk's behaviour hed astounded him - he had ranted on at him
over a simple error, as if it had been & major catasiropae. That
he should have spoken to him like that at ell was a shock; that he
should have done it in froant of all the bridge crew was even more
disturbing.

Yet almost 28 disconcerting to the accurate efficient First
Of ficer wes the fact that he had nade such a silly simple mistake,
and also the knowledge that it wesn't the first in recent days., He
had ceught himself out twice already, fortunately in time to correct
and cover up before anyone else hed reslised his lapse. But he failed
to understand why such errors had occurred - he could think of no
reasson why his concentration should hsve slipped so badly.

He sat there in the command chair, issuing the necessary routine
orders as if nothing hed hzppened, and pondexed over the whole busi-
ness, I+ wes not only Captein Xirk snd he himself who were behaving
abnormally! Uncherecteristic behaviour wes rife all over the ship -
the once-narmonious Hnterprise wes fest losing its stable friendly
atmosphere. The co-operetive ettitude which made everything run so
smoothly hed now diseppesred. There was grumbling and bickering
everywhere -~ snd now 1t was no longer conceeled. Arguments and
guarrels were freguently to be hesrd in the recreation room, and
there were evaen a few men in the 'brig', who had allawed thelr
animosity to develop into actual fights.

Thanks to their training, the bridge crew had, up till now,
menaged to maintern their self-discipline while on dubky, but how long
would that last after the scene Captein Kirk had made? That was why
Spock was trying so hard to keep up his calm attitude. But he was
extremely disturbed by the realisstion that Kirk had sroused in him
anger and protest such ss he could only remember having felt once
before. His thoughts went back to that time, when Xirk had deliber-
ately teunted end insulted him, in sn effort to free him from the
euphoric spores of Omicrom Ceti III. Then he had given way to anger,
and had sctuslly fought his Captain; and he knew that once again
he nhad come nesr to similer action.

T+ was almost time for him to go off-duty for a spell, but he
made no ettempt to go yeit. He did not intend leaving until Captain
Kirk returned to relieve him, and he had a chance to see what state
of mind he was in.

At this point the elevator doors opened, snd Kirk ceme back to
the bridge. All the bridge personnel suddenly found it necessary to
check the instruments in their charge, and geve their attention
assiduously to them. Xirk's expression was serious, almost grim, as
he strode towsrds the commend chair. As Spock made to rise, Kixk put
s hand on his shoulder and stopped him for & moment. He spoke
queitly, though several of the others clogse by could not help but
overheesr,

MSpock," he seid. "I want to apologise. I should not have




gone on st you like T did. It wes inewcusable.”

"T wos in the wrong, Captein," replied Spock mildly, his dexk
eyes studying Kirk's frowning face.

"Yes, I kaow thet," sgreed Kirk, "out it wasn't nearly as
serious fs I mede out, I can't think what possessed me to behave
s0 bedly, ead in front of everyone on lhe bridge. I'm sorry shout
it, Spock."

Resssured that Kirk was now in 2 calmer frame of mind, Spock
nodded his accepiance of the spology, and lelt the bridge. As he
went down in the turbo-lift, end wsalked elong the wide corridors,
his mind still %oyed with the problem. What had come over Kirk, and
indeed, meay others of the crew, to alter thelr behavicur so
violently? It wes not as 1f they were particularly tired, at the
end of o long trip, or =fter en especially exhsusting mission., In
fact, their recent werk hed been feirly routine - & hesic check »n
some Federation outposts, and nothing unusual had cccurred at any of
them. Alsoy it was only two weeks since they had spent a few days at
Space~Rec., 4, a recreaticnal space-stetion. A1l of the crew in turn
had hsd a spell aboard the vessel, meeting old friends, and spending
some of %“heir back pay on the various delights 1t had to offer. It
had & very good store, with items of interest from all ovar the
galaxy - he himself had picked up some interesting old mzauscripts
there, well-preserved for their age. Many had hought gifts to take
home on their next visits, or to decorste their own quarters. It
had seemed & pleesant relaxing interlude, and yet, the more he
considered it, the more he began to realise that the trouble asboard
the Bnterprise hed developed since then! Why? he wondered. A
possible snswer crossed ais mind. Could it be that they had picked
up some sori of diseese cr infection at space-Rec 47 With .this
thought in mind, he chenged his objective, and made for Sickbay, to
put the idea to Dr. McCoy,

He found the Doctor busy at hils desk, with some records he was
bringing up to dste. As Spock approsched, interrupting him, he
looked up end scowled at him. TUndeterred, Spock attempted to enlist
kis help,

"Dy, MeCoy," he began. "I would like to discuss a problem with
you."

He got no further before McCoy spnepped at him, "You do pick the
most inconvenient times, Spock! Can't you sse L'm busy?"

To him smazement, Spock felt irritation rising in him, & feeling
ne had ravely experienced before, and before he could stop himself,
he was apswering back.

"Wery well, Doctox,” he snepped. "T111 see to it myself."

He turned swsy, ond strode towards the dooxr, but before he
reeched it, Bones was there, grabbing st his arm,

"Stop, Spock," he said. "I shouldn't have spoken like that, and
it's most unlike you to answer me back so angrily. We are all doing
it, I've noticed. What is happening to ug?"

"That is whet I wanbted to discuss with you, Doctor," seid Spock,
calm again, and returned with him to his office. "I, too, have
noticed thet 2 percentage of the persoanel have become increasingly
irritable. There hes been quarrelling end even fighting smong the
crew. I am affected too. I heve been feeling dxritation and even
anger - it is most unnesturall”

114 geems to heve developed in the lest fortnight," mused McCoy,
"gince we laft Space-Rec 4.M

"Yes, I reslised that," confirmed Spock. "Could we have picked
up some disease or infection there?"

"Maybe - L'1l1l do some gquick tests,” replied McCoy. He guickly
got out the necessary equipment, and mede several tests on both
Spock and himself, but all were totally negative.

"Well, on first sight, that doesn't seem to be the answer," he
said at last., "Could it be something that came abosrd the ship from
the spsce-station, and is hidden somewhere?"




Thoughtfully 3pock considered this suggestion.

Mihat is & possibility, Doctor," he said, "I suggest we go to
the Ceptein, end ask permission to institute a search."

Ascertaining that Kirk wes et present in his own gquarters, they
made their way there. They knocked on the door, and in response to
Kirk's "Come in," @ntered the room together.

Kirk hed a sherf of papers spread out on a table, and didn't
look too pleassed at the interruption.

Spock started to explsin why they had come.

"Caphain," he begen, "the Doctor snd I believe there is something
wrong aboard the Enterprise., We would like..."

He got no further. Kirk turned snd scowled at him engrily,
seying, "You know, Mr. Spock, I'm getiing a bit fed up with your
officiousness.” Then, totally without werning, he clenched a fis®
and swung e punch et the Vulcan., Taken completely by surprise, Spoak
made no attenpt to defend himself, apert from an instinctive recoil.
The blow caught him on the chin, and knocked him off-balance. de
fell heavily to the floor, narrowly missing striking his head on a
fitment.

After a moment's open-mouthed astonishment, McCoy dsshed to help
him, Spock sat up rather dizzily. There wes a slight trickle of
green blood from the corner of his mouth, where the blow had cut his
lip, and he debbed at it gingerly.

Kick dropped on his knees beside them. He looked white and
shaikea, end his eyes were troubled. He grabbed Spock's arm, and
gspoke remorsefully.

"Spock, Spoeck, I'm sorry!" he gesped., "Whatever made me do that
- I don'%t understend it."

Spock sterted to get to his feet ageain, and the other two
helped him up, in spite of his protests thet he was all right.

Kirk turned to McCoy.

"Bones, is he reslly 0.K.? What ceme over me?" he asked, still
looking bewildered and upset.

"That ig what we wented to talk to you about," replied Spock,
now recovering rapidly. "Something seems to be affecting a large
proportion of the crew - causing irretional irritebility and temper,"

"We wznt to search the ship," added McCoy. "It seems to have
started just after we left Space-Rec 4, and we wonder if anything
ugusual ¢sme abeord then." ‘

Kirk reedily sgreed, end under his orders extensive searches
and checks were carried out. McCoy made & specisl check to see
whether anything new had been zdded to the food stores, but the
result was negetive. Nothing out of the ordinary ceme to light
enywhere. It wes very puzzling.

Kirk, dpock end ¥cCoy met agein to consider all the reporis as
they ceme in, but could find nothing unususl in any of them.

"You know what it feels like," said ieCoy thoughtfully. "Do
you remember when all the crew wenl ashore on Omicron Ceti IIX,
affected by those 'hepsy' spores? You two rigged up some sort of
sub-gsonic irritent sound that offected us all. Could there be some-
thing like thst going on?"

"I can soon check that,” replied Spock, interested in the idea,
and departed to the Science Department. Aided by the scientists
there, he scon hed some equipment set up, end somewhet to his
surprise, found a positive reading. He went to the intercom and
called Kirlk,

"Dr, McCoy was right, Centain," he expleined. "There is some
sort of sub-sonic vibretion on the ship. It is very diffused, so I
connot s yet pla-point the source. T shsall work on 1%, and report
back." '

Te returned to the eguipment and studied it carefully. The
various indicators showed that there wes no one source, but thet
the effect was spread all over the ship somewhat haphazardly. How-
ever, the strongest concentration seemed to be in the living quart-
ers, both of the officers asnd the crew.




The Vulcan's alert geze rvoved thoughtfully rcund the laboretory,
sy he considered this fect. As McCoy had esteblished thet there head
been no infection picked up, whet could it be that so many of the
crew seemed to heve brought beck with them from Space-Rec 47

And then suddenly he saw it! On e shelf in the Science lab.
stood three 'Glo~crystzls'. These had been an outstanding novelty
at the recrestion station. They were basutiful irregular-shaped
crystals, very lerge for crystals, s#nd set very delicately in fine
metal settings. Under & light they pulsed 2nd glowed with a kind
of inner fire. They were extremely ettractive, snd not expensive,
2nd meny of the crew hed bought one or more ss gifts. He himself
h2d one, which he had pleaned to teke hime for his mother on his
next visit. I% wes sitting on @ shelf in his querters, end in his
mind's eye, he could sce the one sitting on McCoy's desk in Sickbay,
and the three on the table in Captain Kirk's gquerters!

Quickly he fetched them down from the shelf, end tested them,
proving his theory instently! The crystals gave out ¢ very weak
vibretion, which wes sugmented by the metel settings. He quickly
set the smezed gcientists present the tesk of fitting a small store-
room with eguivsment to kill the effect, end pleced the culprit
'Glo~crysels' in there.

Then he mede his reocort to Cepitain Kirk end Dr. McCoy. Kirk
immedistely rctiveted the ship-wide intercom, and instructed that
everyone who hed one of these crystals wes to bring it to the .
Science lab. immedistely. On McCoy's suggesticn, he added the
instruction thet each should be identified with an owner's name
iabel.

As the crystals began to be delivered to the lab., and pleced
in the prepared room, il wes seen thet the resdings on the sonic
equipment were steadily diminishing. HcCoy and some helpers stood
by, listing 211 the names of the crew-members as they brought their
crystals, and the list added confirmation, es it contained the names
of those men who had spent a night in the cell for fighting, and
also many who had been hesrd guarrslling.

As the lsst crystals were brought in and placed in the room,
the resdings on the detector dropped stesdily down to zero. There
were %68 of the crystals altogether, so it wss not surprising that
their cumulstive effect had been so very disruptive. Bveryone
began to feel a grest sense of relief as the naws spread sbout what
had been happening snd its ceuse. They were very pleessed to know
that the trouble hed be.n discovered and neutralised.

McCoy ceme up to 3pock with his list in his hand, wesaring a
slightly puzszled loox on his face.

Winet ds wrong, Doctor?" asiked Spock, well setisfied with the
wey things hsd gone.

TTust 2 1ittle odd thing," replied McCoy. '"Uhura brought in
two crystels, but I heven't noticed that she's been behaving oddly
at 211."

"She is an intelligent woman," replied Spock, who had consider-
able respect for the Bantu Communications Officer. "Perhaps her
self~control wes stronger.”

"Stronger than yours?" queried McCoy. "I doubt it. Only one
was getting through to you, so why should she be immune to two?"

Ag if she had known they were talking sbout her, Uhura chose
this moment to return to the lab,

"ir. Spock," she seid. "I thought I had better come and tell
you something, in cese it is important.”

"Go ahead," seid Spock, ready to listen, and McCoy smiled
encouragingly.

"§ell," seid the coloured girl, "I have 2 friend at Sterbese 4,
who bought something similax to these crystals some yeers ago. But
she told me that hers didn't last. It seemed to dry out in the
atmosphere and eventually crumbled sway, I didn't know for sure




whether these would do the same, but I thought I would try to
prevent it heppening. So I painted my two 2ll over with clear nail
vernish. It made no difference to the look of them.”

"Thet might just be it," said McCoy exultantly. Spock was
alresdy teking sction. He was sesrching the room for the two cry-
stels beearing Uhurae's nsme. He brought them out and tested then
with the equipment on the bench. BEven when the detector was turned
to its highest strength, there wes still no reaction.

“Some of my friends followed my suggestion," added Uhura eagerly,
and gave their nemes. Vhen their crystels were sdded, there wes no
flicker of & reading.

"This is greet,” seid iecCoy. "I wes afrsid you would have to
say we'd heve to desktroy all the crystels, ead they ere so very
beautiful, But now we can epply to the stores for some varnish,
and they cen 211 be made zsefe agsin."

And thet is just how it was. It took a little time, for Spock
insisted on meking extensive tests to meke sure the effect of the
vernsih wes permenent 2ad totel, but eventually he wes satisfied,
and one by one the crystels were treated end returned to their
owiners. Only the three bought to be studied in the Science Dep~-
artment were left untrested, but they were carefully pleced in =
neutralizing conteiner for future study. Captein Kirk was given a
full repurt which he studied with interest., Thenks %o his efficient
treined staff, snd especially Spock and McCoy, the Enterprise had
been saved agein, from what could heve developed into something
very destructive.

Later, Spock wes resding quietly in his room vefore retiring,
when he hesrd ¢ soft knock oan his door. Ee responded, and much %o
nis surprise, saw Captein Kirk enter and come towards him. The
Captein's expression wes odd, 2lmost sheepish, and Spock wondered
whet wes wrong. Trying to cover his embarressment, Kirk came
streight %o the point.

"Spock,” he seid, "ebout me striking you, and knocking you
down before a witness - you heve the right to prefer charges.”

"I herdly think that is necessery, Captein,” replied Spock,
"and I woive the might.,”

"Thank you," seid Kirk, relieved glthough he had expected Spock
to sey something like that. "But I still feel badly about it.
Would it help if I let you have a free swing at me?"

"It would eifford me no gretificetion wheotsoever," replied the
Vulecan, his eyebrow shooting up in surprise. Heelly, how oddly
these humsng thoughit sometimes!

"No, I don't suppose it would," seid Kirk. "But it might make
me feel better."

3pock considered this for o moment - what odd reassursnce these
humens needed, the strenge need to meke amends when they felt guilty,
even when the wrong wss nod intentionel.

"Well," he said at last, "if it will pieese you, perheps I can
show you something you mey not have seen before." Carefully weigh-
ing up the spsce and the proximity of the furniture, ne advenced on
his Captain, end using 2 hold snd # throw totelly unknown to hirk,
deposited the Captein gently, bub unceremoniously, flat on his
back on the floor.

Kirk, somewhst sstonished, pushed up on his elbows and regarded
the Vulcan ruefully.

"I like tha%," he said. "Very effective, but I hope you don't
ever use it against me in anger."

"I sincerely hogpe the occasion never arises, Captein,” said
Spock fervently, snd reached out a strong hand to help Kirk to his
feet agein. He would never fully understand these humens, but he
hed come to reelise what thelr friendship meent to him; he valued
it highly, and would do much to keep it unspoiled,
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-« JPEHCHANCE TO DREAM by Sheile Clark

Coptoin Jemes . Kirk did not perticularly like Ensign Rev
Haxbi,..end he did not know why.

It worried him.

Harbe had only joined the Enterprise a few deys previously;
he was coutreous, obedient, efficient, punctual, tidy...there was
nothing, nothing at all, that Kirk could put a finger oa and say,
"This is what's wrong."”

Kirk had shipped annoying crewmen before this; men who had
been less then fully competent, or who were lazy or careless - he
usually managed to get rid of them fairly quickly - but he had
never shipped one that he had completely disliked - until now.

And there wss no obvious resson why he should dislike the Dorian.
The being wes, perhaps, a little more extrovert than Kirk, per-
sonally, appreciated, dut that was no reason to dislike him,..aor
was it any comfort to Kirk to lesrn thalt noone in the crew liked
Harbi. Not that he was actively disliked; he jJust wasn't liked.
And that in itself wes odd, too; every Dorisn Kirk had ever known
had been popular, liked by everyocne oboard ship, without exception.

Xirk found himself wanting to punish - or at least reprimand -
Harbi for any end every minor thing that he did; things that he
would overlook in anyone else, st lesst untlil the new crewmen found
his feet and learned Kirpk's weys. Realising this, Kirk was delib-
erately lenient with the Dorisn, even when Spock mentioned to him
that several of the crew nad complained about the Dorian Service
diedallion that Harbi wore,

This medallion had been annoying Kirk, too, but knowing as he
di¢ now proud the Doriens were of thelr medallions, he had deliber-
ately weited, hoping that once Harbi hed got over the first raptures
of being entitled to one, he would wear it inside his shirt, as all
the other Dorisns Kirk nad ever served with had dore. The trouble
with the medallion wss thet, becsuse the Dorians' optic system was
different from the human one, what they considered 2 thing of
besuty was, to humans, highly, very highly, psychedelic, and
visuslly very disturbing, causing a condition that, in extreme
ceses, ied to dizziness and loss of balence.

"ven I find Mr., Harbi's medallion disturbing," Spock seild,
haeving delivered the general complaint.

"I know," Kirk said., "I keep wenting to drag 1% off his neck.
The trouble is, the thing's a status symbol."

"So T have heard," Spock commented. "But I have never before
served with s Dorian. In what way is it significent?"

Mifell, you know the Dorian system," Kirk replied. "Gravity
only 85% of Barth normal. By Terrsn standards, Dorians are mostly
far too weak to meet the physical requirements of Sterfleet, The
handful who are strong enocugh to get through s physicel and event-
wally get on to a ship...they're regsrded as something specisal.
Once they're assigned to e ship, they get a Bervice liodallion from
their Government. This is Harbi's first sssignment, so he's only
just got his medellion. Of course ne wants to show it off. T can
understand that. But understanding doesn't make it any easier fto
live witih. I probably would have spoken to him about it days ago,
only I was scered of picking on him..."

Spock nodded. "I understand how you feel,” he seid, surprising
Kirk considerably. "I do not like him -~ I find I am continuelly
wanting to correct him wanecessarily, so much so thet when I do
have reason o correct him, I am reluctent to do so."

"T'm glad I'm not the only one,” Kirk commented drily. "But I
think I'l1l have to speak %o Harbi about it now thet there are
complaints.”

He sent for the Dorian, aad when Harbi reported to him, he
merely pointed out that since most of the crew were humans, and
humans found the medallion disturbing, it would be more courteous
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to his crewmstes if he wore his medallion under his shirt, where
most of his »ace did.

Harbi egreed to do this; but within twenty-four hours, the
compleints had sterted agein., Harbi wes agein wearing his medallion
in full view.

This time McCoy ceame to Kirk.

"Jim, that medellion of Herbi's hes got to go," he said. "Half
of the crew sre suffering from genersl dizziness and lack of con-
centration because of the crazy colour pattern on it. HBven Spock's
affected. And I couldn't give him a proper physical beceuse of it.
T kept seeing double. If you cen't persuade him to keep it out of
sight, you'll have to confiscate it.,"

"T don't want to do snything that drastic,” Kirk begen reluct-
antly - more so becsuse it was what he wanted to do.

"T4's that or have noone on the ship apart from Harbi working
at full efficiency. The ones who aren't affected yet aren't
affected simply because thay haven't come in contact with Harbi yet.
But they soon will. And es soca as they do...NWo, Jim, you'll have
to stop him wearing it, snd if the only way is to confiscate it..."

"] suppose you're right,"” Kirk szid unheppily. "But he's going
to feel thet I'm picking on him. And he'll be right."

"You're not, Jim. TYou geve him & chence. He dida't take it.
You heve the rest of the crew to consider...Jim, if you liked him -
would you hesitzte?"

"o, T don't suppose 1 would.o.:ll right, Bones, IT'l1 ordex
him to stop weering it, end wern him thet if he discbeys thisz time,
T'l1 confiscate it. I hope I don't have %0." -

The weraing was sufficient, however. Harbi stopped wearing the
medellion, at least where it could be seen, but Kirk sensed that the
Dorian was resentful. On the surface, he was gtill the ssme court-
cous, ifficient, obedient officer; on the surface, there was no
sign that Herbi knew he wes disliked, especielly by his Ceptains
but Kirk felt that he knew...and returned the dislike with outrlght
hatrad.

It would have afforded him no graztification to know that he was
right.

Kirk was definitely right.

Harbi didn't like the Captaian. But then, Harbi dida't like
anyone.

He hed alweys been regerded 2s unusual on Dor; he had grown up
knowing that everyone expected him to join Starfleet Command because
he was so big and strong; he was plessed thet he was big enough and
strony enough to be accepted - yet parsdoxically he resented i%,
resented the assumption that so meny of his race, his family among
them, mede, that only the big and sirong Dorisns should be of wvalue
to the Federstion. (Voone else in the Federstion made this assumpt-
ion; there wers meny things Dor produced that the Federstion
velued, and there had been great sdvances in the tresitment of
0s ychlstrzc illnesses since Dor joined the Federstion because of
them. Only %the Dorians themselves underestimeted the meany benefits
they had given to the other races who were allied to them.)

No, Harbi didn't like anyone - his defisnce in continuing to
wear the medallion, the one disobedience he had allowed himself,
and thet only because it hadn't been a direct order, had been
symbolic of it = but Kirk he now hated, es the symbol of the
detested Federation thet decreed that his younger brother, who
would have given enything to be entitled to wesar the medallion,
but who was too slightly built to pess the preliminery medicel
examinetion, should be useless to the Federation. He himself didn't
want the hated symbol of strength, but he found he bitterly
resented not being allowed to show it off.




He began to woander how he could be revenged on Kirk...and
suddenly realised that he had an innate wespon that he could use,
without asnyone being any the wiser. The fact that Kirk himself
wouldn't know who was ceusing him distress didn't matter; all that
mattered was the fsot of heing able to distress Kirk - and gain
personal plessure a2t the seme time.

For Dorisns were unigue in that they had developed from a
parasitic life-form. They had existed on the emotions of the other
life-forms on Dor, preferring the more pleasant emotions, and had
developed intelligence as they sought to cause pleesant emotions in
their hosts. Although Kirk didn't know it, 1t was one reason why the
other Dorians he had known had been so well liked; they had provided
o telepathic aurs of happiness, which had provided them with feedback
to satisfy their now rudimentary psrasitic cravings. HNoone suffered,
everyone was happy, snd noone was sny the wiser. It was also the
resson why Dorian treectment for psychiatric disorders was S0 Success-
fuly but they hed never seen any reeson to mention their ability to
the Tederstion,

But fHarbi wes not a2 normel Derian.

Unlike most of his fellows, Harbi was capable of resentment.

Harbi was a throwback - and e throwback of the worst kind. The
emotion he preferred to feel in others wes unheppiness, The aurs he
projected was one of dislike. For a parasite, it was anti-survival,
and most of his kind hed died out long before the race had geined
intelligence. It weas rarely thet o Dorian like Harbil was born.

On Dor, he had been cunnihg enough %to hide his aberration
here, he saw no need to. And since it was & telepathic condition, it
didn't show up on eny of his personality profiles, Since he ceme on
board, he had been feasting on dislike, unhappiness snd disorientetion.
And he hed now been forbidden to wesr the medellion thet had given
him much peresitic food - a double reason for resentment.

But he could replesce what he had lost, from Kixk. He could make
Kirk miserable.

He watched Kirk carefully for several days, before insinuating
a parasitic thread of thought into Kirk's mind. Ee sow Kirk's deep
affection for Spock and McCoy; send decided that he could cause Kizrk
great distress if he could somehow alienate him from them...prefer-
ably one at a time. And he would feed fat from that distress,

He knew the theory of the sncient technique, no longer commonly
used, of ceusing dreems in the host; and began to experiment with
the technique.

Te probed Kirk's menories cerefully, searching for one that he
could use. He knew he coulda't create dreams for Kirk - not yet. He
had to gain experience in controlling his hostls mind first, and the
way to do thei was to take memories and manipulate them.

The surfece memories were all pleasant ones, and Harbi's nose
wrinkled ss he experienced them, finding them sickly to his depraved
tastes. Memories of laughter, of friendship; memories of assisteance
in times of denger; memories of a look or a word or even 2 touch
exchenged, a rzpport grester than even Harbi's parasitic mind could
appreciate., And worst of all to the Doriasn’s warped mind was love...
Kirk's love for his friends, his certainty that they loved him in
return — even the Vulcan from whom Harbi had been able to obtain very
little reaction.

There was nothing that he could use!l!l Iven the more unpleassant
memories were smothered in s thick layer of suffocating gratitude for
help received...

Wait though...wait...could he use some of them? There was one...
the help given had been so little,..could he use it? He probed the
memory, absorbing all the details...

Then recalled it to Kirk's sleeping consciousness that night.
He watched, stending in the beckground of Kirk's mind, absorbing
Kirk's emotions,..
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It wea s beautiful plasnet. UGravity, tempersiure, stmosolhere, all pexiect,
with no sessonel fluctusbions aayehere — ebernel sumaesr, Thee o [lower, =

beautiful, lerge flower, fired s cluster of dexris &l one of the lunding
arty, and he fell, desd. Heloy bent over him...he could do nothing. #Kirk

gleaced round. There wers more of the {lowers...oulb noat nesr encugh o
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de sny dsmage, Then bpook ceme up benind 2dm ~ and deliberstely pusned him
towards one of the flowers., o5till off-balsuoe, he tried to geb sway from

it, and failed. de full thne derits hit him, like so wmany gitabs of fire, and
Fell, unable to wove, unable Lo speak..,.siill soloud, e besxd Hedoy asy,
"He's deed,” and Spock’s renly, & wooking, "’ well vid ol hiw.™ HeCoy

laughed too; and they waly ¢ lmft min lying theoe, stlil
alive but unable to show it...long tendrila sneked out [roew the plsat then,
festening bthemselves round him,..he felt fhen wuua”ﬂg the Lieed from nilam,
pulling tiny pieces of flesh frow him and knew Hhet the f{lowar, so beesubifal
to leook at, wes eating hism alive...he threshed eboalt, trying to gel away
from it, but knowing thet for all his efforts he wosn'b 10»1nw an inoch, ..

Pali~fed, Havoi sllowed the dreaw, an smalgsm ol two experisnces, to
fade, but vemsined wetcohing, probing for another memory he couvld use,
another memory he could manipulate a3 easi%v,‘.od' that Lt hed boea 9o esgy
sfter a#ll, but of course they hed been siaples wemocies, nobthing complicatsd
gbout them...Al, Lthers wos another nae.., .

The saprvivors of fthe escapiag band ol genetle glents feced the crew of tha
Enterpriss, who had proved unsble to stop theas.

"You ocan Jjoin us,” Khen sgid. “We need servanis...ss our slaves, you will
be permitted to live...and you, ¥Mr., 3pocis. We would be gled Lo have you join
with us, #s an squal. You are our equal, much superior to these puny crest-
nres that Herthmen have becowe since bthey overthrew un by ithelir vreschery.
H111l you Join us?"

"Yes," Spock geid clesrly. "Youa sre by fer & betler leader thnen Lirk...
You do not went Eirk, Khen. Let me heve the plessure of destroying hinm.
Dtherwise, you wili be eternally in denger rom kis trickewy."

"o what you will with nim," Knan ssid, "He is youps.®

Spock gripped his sva sod desgged him oul., Uunce outside, Kirk said, "That
was a good acht, Spock -7

Baat?!" 3Spock seid wmoekingly., "It wes oo sct, Kigk. fan is your superiox
I serve him now." ) . ‘

Ee opened the doon of the decomnpression ohambm
door sileamed shutb; . the s2ir pressure hagen e decy
brebvhi.,maspwdwo,kvvpaﬁo,gnﬁu averyining becage blaol

He opened his syes to {iod bhiamsell dn & sppoe-swiit, o !
gpsce, Where?.. Wesrthy, he could see the Enterprisce, He struegled to rssoh

»
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ner, trying to swim through the vacuum of Space, end finding that he
could. He only had air for such & little while now,.,.he had to get
to the IEnterprise..,

He resched out to touch the ship, and found thet his hand went
through her. He pushed his wey through the hull, and moved down
the corridor.

The bridge...he hed to get to the bridge...and he was thers, on
the bridge, with no ides of how he had got there. Spock was sitting
in the Commend chair, McCoy at his side, and Scotty nearby.

They sew him, stered at him. He tried fto call %o them for help;
Spock shook his head, "No, gentlemen, Kirk is dead. Theat is only
s ghost., Forget ebout him., He is dead, Lost with the Defiant.”

Desperately, he tried to spesk to Spock, to beg him for the help
thet a corner of his mind knew Spock should give him, but he had not
the breath to do it. He gesped for bresth agsin, feeling his senases
going, sinking into bleckness...

He jerked into wakefulness, esnd sat up sherply. He iooked around
the familier cabin, snd drew a deep, thankful breath. Only e dream -
no, three dreems...but so vivid - and so wrong, so terribly wrong.
Why had his subconscious mind insisted on having Spock betray him,
when he knew Spock had sspved him eech of those times? Deliberately,
he thought over the actusl incidents ebout which he had dresmed,
Spock hed pushed him zwey from the flower; Spock hed risked every-
thing to retrieve him elive; Spock had not sided with Khan, dbut had
defied him...

He was worming his wey into your confidence, a thought seid, deep
inside his need. Hde wenbed you to leern to trust him...so that he
could betrey you later...

Mot he gasped 2loud.

To distract himsclf, he glenced at the cronométer. Time to get
up, to return to duty...he yewncd, still sleepy, but hauled himself
out of bed.

He found himself webching Spock ceautiously from ftime to time
during the dey, end each time he forced his eyes away. He trusted
Spock...of course he did! A few bad dreems couldn't alter that...
if only thet treacherous little threed of thought would stop rememb-
ering the mockery in Spock's voice during the dreams. ..

He went to bed eerly thet night, hoping for & good sleep to make
up for the lsck of rest the night before., Harbi wetched sas he
settled down.

He fell sslecp quickly; - he was very tired.

Whnich memory tonight, Herbi thought., That me? Or that?...

Gery #Witchell's eyes glesmed silver es he looked at Kirk. "You
alweys wented me to think, didn't you, James? Well, I'm thinking
now. You cen't stop me, James; I'm stronger than you...you should
be kneeling before me; I should be the Captain, not you..."

Spock moved into the line of Kirk's sight. He walked over to
Mitehell's side. Then he turaned to fece Kirxk.

His eycs also were gleuemiang silver!

"We're toking over this ship, Kirk," he seid., "We're the rulers
of the Galexy. We're stronger than eny of you puny Barthmen...you
wentoed to leave us stranded on Delta Vega., But it's you who will
be stranded there, Kirk, you and the rest of the week insects that
we could crush under ocur feet. We could survive down there; how
long will you live?" And he laughed, scornfully.

Somehow, without eny trensition, Kirk found himsclf on the sur-
face of Delts Vega, several of the crew ot his side. Facing him
were Mitchell, Spock, McCoy, Scotty, all with their eycs gleaming
unrcecognisably. Then they were gone, They had been his friends,
end they wore mane...leaving him, end the hendful of the crew who
had not been affected by the barriexr, to die & lingering death
{from starvation...He looked round at the near-barren planet, seeing
plants sprouting miraculously; he glenced towards his crew - and
found that they had mostly diseppeared., Only one oxr two, all




sbtudying tricorders, were left.

"Jimmy, boy!"

He whirled to fece the remembered, the hated, voice.

finnegan! '

"Do you think you c¢an survive here now, Jimmy boy? You heave to
beat me firsi, you know - and you cen't best me, Jimmy. You never
could. You never will."

Kirk lunged forward, wanting fto batter Finnegen into unconsc-
iousness, irratated beyond besring by the detested, gloating voice.
He thought he had seen the last of Finnegan when the Irishman left
Starfleet Academy; it seemed he had been wrong. And he had never
envied the unfortunete Capbtain who had had to put up with Finnegan
in his crew.

Finnegen danced backwerds, awey from Kirk's threstening fists,
apnd round behind a rock., As Kirk followed him, he stopped.

Finnegan waes no longer slone. Spock stood beside him.

Kirk stopved dead. "Spock?" ‘

Finnegen burst out lsughing, e horrible mocking laugh that Kirk
remembered only too well; 4t spelt humilistion fox him, indicated
that once agein he hed fallen vietim tc one of Finnegan's tricks;
and this time, Spock laughed with him. He turned awey, uawilling
to let Finnegsn see how hurt he wes that Spock, Spock of all people,
should laugh with Finpegen at him; end knew thet Finnegan was not
fooded.

He turned to fece o stone well and whirled sgein.

Finaegen no longer stood there; Garth did, with Spock still
ot his side. And Spock held an open communicetor.

"3poeck! MNot"

"Yes, Kirk," Spock seid coldly. "Lowd Garth is the natural
lesder of the Galaxy. He must be 2llowed to leave here, and teke
up hisg rightful place."

Kirk lunged et Spock, trying to stop him. With one hand,
almost contemptuously, Spock held him off while he spoke into
the communicator.

"Spock to Enterprise. Two to beam up."

Scotty's voice spoke., "Queen to Queen's levev three.”

"Gueen to XKing's level one,” Spock s#id deliberstely.

"Scotty! No! WNo!" Kirk scresmed. "Nol,.."

"You did kill Ben Finney," Spock went on, es if none of the
previous exchange ahd happened. "You panicked, Kirk, never geve
nim & chence to lesve the pod. You murdered Finney, Kirk. You
murdered him. You murdered him. You murdered him..."

Kirk closed his eyes to shut out the sight of the accusing
fece. The voice slowly faded into sgilence; Kirk reopened his
eyes,

He wes lying on the floor of his cebin. A glance at the
chronometer told hiam it wes egein morning.

He got to his feet, slowly dressed. He hed never flet less
like going on duty.

That night, he fought his tiredness, trying to stay awake 2s
long as possible, afraid to sleep in cese he dreamed sgein. He
g8t at his desk, trying to keep his mind occupied with paper work,
but his eyes drooped shut despite all his attempts to remein
wakeful. At last he gave up, and stsggered to bed, hoping sgeinst
hope that this time he'd be tired enough to sleep without dresming.

He faced Spock, @ strip of leather in his hends, wondering how
to use this weapon to best advantege. It seemed so unlikely a
weepon!...And he didn't want fto kill Spock...even though there was
killing fury in the Vulcan's eyes. HNe was half conscious of
McCoy at the side, beside T'Pau, watching. Spock lunged, getting
nis thong round Kirk's throat, He felt it tighten, end struggled
for breeth, unaveilingly. He felt consciousness slip from him; as
it 4id, he heard McCoy seying, "'e's dead, Well done, Spock.”




The voice was truly congratulatory; Kirk knew that McCoy was
offering @ sincere comment. He flet his body being thrown intc a
pit; end heard the gethered Vulcans, MeCoy with them, lesving.
They weren't even bothering to teke his bvody back to the
Enterprise...

He struggled back to conscious thought, to find himself lying on
a bed - facing himself! He stered in horror at the face, s0
familiar from his mirror, #s it looked down at him, a vicious
expression on its fece. Then it left him, and he lay, unable to
move bocouse of the restrsints thet held him.

Spock ceme in, to lock down a%t him.

"Spock! You must help me, I'm Ceptein Kirk. Janice Lester
changed bodies with me..."

Spock's fingers on his face..."I believe you...but I believe we
will be better with a change of Captain. She will depend on me
more, since she has no experience...and she will not have the
delusions of grendeur that you so often have...Lf you tell anyone
that I sdmitted that you told the truth, I will sey you ere lying,
Dr, Lester.

I hete you, Capiein...'

Kirk's stiention was drewn from his sching hesd to Spock's
ststement. Somewhere in the background, Kevin Riley wes gtill
singing 'Kethleen', very bedly.

S0 the silment, whetever it was, had sffected Spock too...and
now he kaew the truth. Spock heted him,..He had hidden 1t cleverly,
but the disesse hed betrsyed him...he would know never to trust the
Vulecen agein... .

e closed his eyes in misery, and when he opened them sgain, it
wes to look up et the roof of his cabin. It wes morning agein, and
for the third night he had obtained no rTest from his night's sieep...

H

3itting in his Command cheir that day, he had 2 momentary impulse
to confide in Spock. Despite the dreems, he still trusted Spock...
he did, he told himself.

Tnside his mind, Harbi sensed the thought with neer penic. He
nustn't allow Kirk to confide in snyone...but could he influence
Kirk's weking mind? Reslly influence it, ss opposed to putting a
stray thought into it?

Mhe dresms can't be wrong, the thought came subtly. They can't
be wrong. Why have there been so many of them, if they are? Spock
is just biding his time. He wants o e Captain. He must went %o
be Cepbein., If I tell him, he'll tell McCoy, and get me declared
anfit for duty...meybe even insane...never to cemmend the finterprige
pgain...end then 3pock would be Captain...

He geve @a involuntery shiver at the thought of losing the
Interprise.

"Are you all right, Jim?"

He glenced round. Spock was standing beside him, &sn expression
of some concexn on his fece.

Tt's & trick, the thought said. He wants you to admit to
feeling ill so that he csn heve you removed from duty. He's
cunning...

"I'm perfectly all right, Mr. Spock,"” Kirk said coldly,
formally.

Rebuffed, hurt, Spock retreated intc cold formality himself.
"Very well, sir. I regret having bothered you unnecessarily."”

Je returned to his station, and gave his atteation to his
Sensors.

Kirk watched him for a moment. I was right, wesan't I7 the
thought ssid. If he really cared, he wouldn't have gone back to
duty so readily. You beat him this time,

From his place at the nevigstion console, Harbi glanced beck 2%
Spock. A new flavour had crept into the parssite's mind...he
realised that he was getting some feed-back from Spock as well es




the now-permenent emotional feast he was getting from Kirk. This
wes wonderful...he had never been so well~fed, even &g & child
basking in the love and cere of his parents, for that emotional
aure hed been the sickly-sweet one of effection, and he preferred
the bitter one of hetred, fesr end distrust, the tert one of hurt.

After Kirk weat off duty, however, Spock made his way to Sick-
bay to see McCoy. '

"fell, Spock?" HMcCoy asked airily. "What cen I do for you?"

"¥or me, Doctor, nothing...but I do not think the Captein is
feeling well. He is looking tired. He cleims to be feeling
perfectly all right, but I am not coaviaced. I think you should
give him en examination."

"Are you saying you think he's unfit for duty, Spock?"

"No, Doctor, I would not go so far. I do say he is not locking
well. I think he is tired; unnaturelly so. And that unless
something is done soon, he mey then become unfit for duty. I
think it better to see to him before that stage is reached."

"I'11 go and see him."

MfeCoy made his wey %0 Kirk's guerters casually, as if he had
nothing more important on his mind then a gossip. He presged the
buzzer at the door; end on hesring the invitation to enter, went
in.

Kirk looked st him a little suspiciously.

"Bones, Did Spock send you here?”

"Spock? Why should he? I just looked in for a chat.”

"Oh. Sorry, Bones, I'm a bit edgy..."

"You're looking o bit tired too," McCoy said, privately ahocked
at how right Spock wsas.

"Oh, that. I'm not sleeping too well, that's all.”

"iny idea why?" McCoy struggled to remalan cesuwl, helf afrald
thet Kirk would resent so direct a question. After all, Spock
must have asked, to know that Kirk claimed to be feeling all right.

Kirk shook his hesd. "No, not really., I've had a nightmare
or two, that's all."

"Come on, Jim. You're coming to sickbay with me, and I'l1l give
you 2 check over., Maybe all you need is a tonic."

The checkuyp proved that Kirk wes surprisingly badly run down,
end definsiely undersiept. ileCoy gsve him a shot and a couple
of gleeping piils,

"Take these when vou go to bed toaight," he said. "And go
early to bed. Then I want to see you agein in the morning."

Kirk took them and left. He had no intention of taking the
pills; he had no intention of going to sleep if he could possibly
avoid it. He didn't went to sypend another night dreaming about
being betrayed by Spock... '

He szt at his desk working, forcing his eyes to remsin open.
Harbi sent him sleep thoughts, but he fought them, not knowing
what he fought. Eventuslly, he could fight no longer, and slumped
forward over his desk,

Joanna was on bosrd the ship. She and McCoy were avoiding him...
Well, he thought, they don't see much of esch other...He was walking
down the corridor when he heerd laughter coming from Sickbay. One
of the voices was 3pock's.

"It's better like this," he was saying. "We don't need Kirk,"

We don't need Kirk. '

We don't need Kirk,

WE DON'T WEED XKIRK.

The voice echced round and round in his head, the cruel lsughter
from McCoy and Joenna providing a beckground to 1t,

Suddenly Spock wes stending before him., He wes holding & whip.
He struck out at Kirk with it; Kirk dodged and turhed to flee. As
he did, the lesh ceught him across the face; across the eyes., He




tried to see where he was going, and couldn't...the lash had blinded
him.

The ship seemed to have gone now. He wes walking on a partly-
yielding surface, one thet dragged at his feet. He tripped and fell
over a rock; _he rolled and ceme to rest against a larger rock, the
impact winding him. He ley for a few moments gssping for breath,
then tried to get up. His skin seemed to be adhering to the rock...
he pulled himself ewsay, =nd felt the pein as some of his skin tore
awsy. His shoulder was beginning %to ache too; somehow, he nad dam-
aged 1t. He tried to move on. It wes so hot; he wouid give any-
thing for a drink. e tried to cell out, but his throat was far too
dry, eand he could ounly crozk. !He hesrd rustling behind him, and
turned; the rustling stopoed, to be resumed to one side of him a few
seconds later. He tried to ignove it, but kept wondering if the
animels of this crazy world were as bloodthirsty as he had discovered
the plants to be...he tripped and fell again.

Then he heard Spock's voice, and knew that the Vulcen was some-
where near.

"Spock!" he cresoked, and knew that he'd been heard.

"There's noone here,” Spock ssid clesrly. "We might as well
move on, He isn't here.” ' :

"Spock!”" He tried to call again, but only a hearse sound came,
Someone caught his arm in an unfriendly grip.
Mhlar spyl™m '

He was hustled along. Inveoluntsarily he opened his eyes and
found that he could see asgain.. He wes being forced towards & huge
rock., He was made to stend with his beck to it while his arms weXe
tied by @ rope that went round the bsck of the rock, Spock was
standing there, watching.

"Spock!" he cried desperately. BEven yet, somehow the instinet
to trust Spock had not died completely.

The Vulcen smiled cruelly at him, end picked up a bow. He
fitted an arrow to it, took sim carefully, and fired.

The arrow pinned one shoulder.

Spock tooik another srrow; fired it. It pinned the other
shoulder.

Je took yet snother. This one, Kirk was sure, would be through
the heert. He closed his eyes, He didn't want to wetch Spock killing
nim... )

Wothing heppensed., He opened his eyes.

He was slumped over his desk, his neck stiff from his
uncomforteble position.

le was weshing when McCoy ceme in without buzzing. The doctoxr
took one look &t him and said accusingly, "Jim, you didn't teke those
sleeping pills."

"How did you know?"
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"Because if you had, you'd still be out cold. Jim, I didn't
give you them for fun, You need a good sleep. Tither you promise
to take those pills tonight, or I come in ond sedate you. Now meke
up your mind which it's to be."

Kirk looked at aim from bloodshot eyes. Maybe, he thought, in
e drugged sleep I won't have those nightmeres, "All right," he said.
"I'11l teke them tonight." o

"Did you have another nightmare lest night?" McCoy sasked.

Reluctently, Xirk anodded.

"Jim, why no%t get Spock to meld with you, see if he can find
out what's csusing them?”

"o!" Kirk rejected the idea with revulsion - Harbi's revulsion.
"I'm not heving anycne crewling around inside my skull, least of =211
Spock!"

"But Jim, you've been in mind-meld with Spock bvefore, and you
never minded ~ if you'll excuse the pun.”

"Well, I mind now! TI won't agree to it."

"Al1l right, Jim, just forget it." He glanced at Kirk., "I think
you should stasy off duty todey, and rest. Try to get some sleep.”

"I'm perfectly fit and sble to do my jodb," Kirk answered sharply.

"You're tired out and liable to make a mistake."

"Doctor, are you in league with Spock to declere me unfit?"

McCoy stered at him in emazement, "No," he sgasid. "But if you
go on Lthe way you're doing, I will be declaring you unfit, temporarily
at least, and I'll keep you in Sickbay, under restraint if necessary,
until you're fully rested."

He turned and left without ancther word. Kirk stered after him,
aware that he had hurt him by his attitude, not fully understanding
his own behaviour nimself.

In = corner of his mind, Harbi smiled, ssvouring the flavour of
McCoy's hurt. It had a different teste to Spock's, for it was mixed
with anger...deliclous! .

Somehow, Kirk got through the day. He was desperately sleepy,
and there was a terrible tempbtation to teke the pills as he had
promised and go to bed. Harbi wes feeling hungry...the gluttonous
hunger of the compulsive ester. Harbi had become addicted to his
perasitism...he projected sleep thoughts at Kirk.,.sleep...sleev...

Kirk fought the temptation until mid-evening, ship's time;
then he took the pills and lay down.

The pills weren't working! He had never been so wide awake.
Restlessly, he got up agein ond mede his way to the bridge. They
were near Romulen spece; soon it would be time %o enter it in
obedience to Starfleet's sesled order. They had to discover the
gecret of the Romulan closking device.

Yes; there was the Romulen ship. o C

"You will beam over, Captain, with your First Officer.”

Thw woman commander,..3pock stering at her. ’

"You should join us, Spock," she said seductively. "Your place
is here with us, your listant cousins...these humans do not appreciate
you as they should."

"I agree, Commender," Spock replied.

"This is a spy trip, is it not?" she asked.

"T do not know," Spock said. "PFut Kirk will know. He can
be made to talk.™ . »

Kirk stered st Spock in horror.. Romulen guerds epproached; he
was scized and stripped, fastened to s wall., He twisted his head
round to look #t Spock. The Vulcan had picked up a whip and was
epprosching with it.

"T have itolerated you too long, Kirk," he said, coldly, hershly.
"I have supported your illogic too long. But now we will see which
of us is the stronger."

The whip lashed down across his back, with the full force of
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the Vulcen strength cutting the skin. It fell again, again...Xirk
bit his lip egsinst the pein, struggling to remain silent., At last
it stopped.

nyi1l you tell us, Kirk?" Spock's voice was cold, eruel, full
of sadistic pleasure.

With sn effort, Kirk shool his head.

The women repped out a sentence in Romulan; Kirk é&idn't under-
stend what she said, though he felt that he should have done. The
ropes fastening him were untied; he was dragged across the room to
s table and thrown down onto it, roughly, oa Hs back, the impact
jarring a1l the whip cuts.

Four guerds held his arms and legs; he closed his eyes for a
moment to shut out the expression on their faces, and felt the
smoothness of %the table change under his bsck to & rough, uneven
surface., He blinked his eyes open again.

The Romulen ship had venished; in its place was ean uninviting
landscape. But one thing hedn't changed; Spock 3till stood there,
whip reised; then he brought it down, full force, across Kirk's
unprotected stomach.

Ye twisted in agony, tesring his lacerated back still further
on the rough surface of the boulder on which he wes lying.

"T wonder how long he can remain silent under this?" Spock
said, calculatingly. Then he brought the whip down again. Agsain Kirk
writher, gilent under the fire that shoi through his body. The whip
came down agein...egein...e tiny corner of his mind knew that ten
lashes wes the suatence; though when at lest the whip ceased to fall,
it felt like meay more strokes than ten.

Harbi, weatching, licked his lips delightedly, savouring the
spicy teng of remembered agony. This was the best taste yet;
better than hate, Detter then hurt, better than snger ox fear. He
wanted more...

"1l you tell us?"  Spock's voice insisted. Kirk wes beyond
speeking. He dered not open his mough for fear of losing the fragile
coltrol he nad over his desire to scream...and scream...snd scream...

The lash fell agein...agein...

Spock came out of his cebin as McCoy passed on his wey to
Xirk's guarters.

"How is the Captain, Doctor?”

"I don't know yet, I'm just going in to see him now. He gshould
$still be ssleep, though; I gave him & couple of extra~gtrong sleeping
pills, should knock him out for ahout fifteen hours, and he promised
to take them. You know, it's funny, Spock; he's...well, I gave him
the pills the night before, and he didn'ttake them; he's badly under-
slept, end he seems %o be fighting going to sleep, or he'd have taken
them. He a2dmitted having one or two nightmeres; but when I suggested
that we should get you to meld with him to try to find out what's
causing them, he refused point-blank. Didn't seem to want -"

He broke off as sun sgonised scresm, piercing for all that it was
muffled by the closed door, came from Kirk's room, As cone, they
leaped for the door. uicCoy pressed the button to open it; they
went in.

Kirk was writhing on the bed, his face a twisted mask of agony,
as he scresmed...and screamed...

Spock resched him first, aand gripped his arms roughly, shaking
him,

"Jim! Wake up! Jim!"

McCoy reeched into his beg for a hypo. "He's too deeply
doped by the sleeping pills to waken,"” he said. He pressed the hypo
ageinst Kirk's shoulder, and Kirk subsided from sleep into
unconsciousness.

' Harbi wrinkled his face in distaste et the honey-sweebt taste of
concern that reached him from their miands, and withdrew contact,




maintaining only the tenuous link that held Kirk e helpless prisoner
of his greed.

Spock and McCoy looked st each other,

"If that's the extent of one of his nightmares, no wonder he's
fighting sleep," Spock ssid guietly.

McCoy nodded. "Wnat I don't understend is why he refused to let
you meld with hlm...could you trace the origins of the nlghtmares, ag
I suggested?"

"Probably...but if he is unwilling, he would fight my influence
in his mind."

"Whether he fights it or not, Spock, you're going to have to do
it," McCoy said slowly.

Spock nodded. "It does seem to be the only solution," he agreed
reluctently.

They looked at each other again, then, by mutual consent, sat
dewn to wait for Xirk to regain consciousness.

Kirk lay quiet for s little waile, but then he began to toss
restlessly agein, McCoy bent over him anxiously.

"What is i+, Doctor?”

"I don't know, Spock. I just don't know. It's as if...remember
on Deneva? The pecple affected by the paresites showed strong
reactions even when they were unconscious. He should be out cold
alter that shot T gave him; but he seems to be in the grip of
snother nightmare..."

Spock reached out to touch Kirk's head; but before he could,
Kirk's eyes opened. He stared up &t them, pein and horror showing
clesrly in his eyes.

"It's all right, Jim," McCoy s¢id soothingly. "You're awake
now...that must have been some dream.”

Kirk shuddered. "I% was...pretty bad," he admitted. He became
sware of Spock beside him, and, almost without knowing he was doing
it, he moved fractionally to get further away from the Vulcan.

Spock noticed the withdrawel, siight es it was, and moved away
himself, his face wooden, McCoy noticed it too.

"Tim - what's wrong with you?"

"I,,.nothing, Bones."

"No? What was your dream ebout?"

"It was just...reliving one of my...my less pleasant memonries,"”
Kirk gsid hesitently.

"Go on."

"I'4,,.rather not.,"

"And the rest of your nightmares?"

"Wepre much the same..." he said unwillingly.

"All right, Jim. WNow, there must be some resson for them; I
said thet elready. The only way we can find out what's causing them
is for Spock to mind-link with you."

H'NO ! 1

"He!'s prepered to do it," McCoy told him. Surely that was why
Kirk wes refusing...nis knowledge of how unpleasant it would be for
Spock.

"No," Kirk said agein. "I told you, Bones, I don't want anyone
nosing eround inside my skull."

McCoy glenced at Spock, apologetically. "Jim, either you agree
to it or I declare you medically unfit for duty, sedate you and have
gpock do it enyway. It'11 be more plessent all round if you submit
voluntarily.’

Kirk stered at him, gauging the extent of his implecability.
Then he sighed, :

"All right," he seid. "Get on with it.m

Spock came beck almost reluctently. He resched out %o touch
Kirk's face; =and sent & tendril of thought into Kirk's mind.

At once he beceme aware of a stranger there, stending in a
shedowed corner of Kirk's mind, watching. He moved toweards the
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stranger; and found Kirk stending in his way, facing him.

"You must let me psst, Jim," he ssid quietly.

"ol Kirk gesped. "You went to get benind me, to steb me in
the beck..."

Spock stered a2t him in amazement, emazement thet lessened when
he reslised that he wes holding & knife in his hand. Now where had
that come from?

"You must let me past,” he repeated., "I am not any denger to
you, Jim. But he is." He nodded pest Kirk to the shadowy stranger.
He tried to step past, tried to move round Kirk; but his
{aptein moved with him, turning to keep facing him, and the strenger

moved too, keeping behind Kirk.

"Look behind you, Jim. There's your enemy - not me, Jim, T
hate to remind you of it, but how often heve I saved you in the past?
Would I do thet, then see< to stsb you in the back now? Look behind
you."

The inner struggle showed on Kirk's fece, He wanted to trust
Spock...s50 much, so very much...but that horrible iittle threed of
thought still whispered isnside his heed, "He's tricking you...he
hates you..."

With an effort, o terrible mind-wrenching effort, Kirk gesped,
"Spook...help mel!,..help me!"

Be held out his heond. Spock gripped it, ond pulled him to his
side, turning him to fece the shadow.

"Whe are yout" ne asked.

The shadow moved slight%ly; & man—shape, 1ts face a featureless
mask, it wes completely anonymous.

Spock lifted the knife he wes s%ill holding and moved towards
1t.

"If you destroy me, you destroy Kirk," a hoarse, sighing,
unidentifisble voice whispered, "If you destroy me here, you
destroy his mind; if you do discover who I am 2nd destroy my body,
you destroy his body..."

The figure thinned, became transparent, and venished.

Kirk became aware of McCoy stending there, watching anxiously,
and realised thet the doctor had heerd none of the exchange. It
hod all been inside his head. Beside him, Spock said quietly,

"We were pertly successful, Doctor. There was someone else
inside the Captain's mind, influencing his thoughts...he is gone
now, #t least for the moment, but unless we cen find out who it is
and somehow disable him, he will re-snter - znd continue to give the
Coeptein nightmeres.”

With some difficulty, Kirk seid, "Spock...What I said sbout the
dresms...they were 211 things that did heppen...but he twisted them
somehow, so that you...you were the one trying to herm me...”

"eve you no idea of who it could be, Ceptein?" Spock asked
briskly.

Kirk shook his heed. "I didn't even know he wss there, Spock...
Bones, wiho on bosrd, apert from Spock, is telepsthic?"

#cCoy shook his hesd. "Woone, as fer ss I know."

Kirk glenced ot Spock, who also shook his hesd. "Anyone who is,
is hiding the fact."

"If you melded with him, would you kanow?"

"Undoubtedly."

"Spock, I hate to ask it of you, but we have to find him. Bven
if it mesns you linking with everybody on the ship.”

Spock nodded. "Yes, Ceptain.”

"It isn't as bad as that," McCoy put in. "I think we cen forget
about the humsns on bosrd; and we can forget sbout most of the
aliens too. The ones to investigete are the aliens who joined the
ship recently, and there sre only one or two of them." He saw Kirk's
puzzled look, end went on. "Don't yon see, Jim? Your nightmares
2re so recent, it can't be anyone who's been on the ship for a while




that's responsible, or they'd heve started long ago.”

"Yes," Spock said. "Of course. Now why didn't I think of that?
However, Doctor, we can take the matter one step further; which of
the new alien crew-members would have any cause to dislike the
Captein enough to give him nightmares, nightmares in which I am the
"villain?®

"here's only one of them that I've had anything to do with
yet," Kirk put in.

They loocked at each other.

"iInsign Harbi?" Spock asked.

"I stooped him wesring his medsllion. He would certasinly resent
that," Kirk replied. He glanced at ileCoy. "Bones, what information
have you on the Dorians? Are they telepathic?”

"If they 2re, it's never been reported,” McCoy ssid,

"Let's find cut." Kirk reached for the intercom, "Insign
Harbi, report immediately to the Captsin's querters.”

Herbi, when he aryived, wes the polite, courteous, non-obtrusive,
unlikable officer they had come to expect him to be.

"Yes, sir?" he asked,

Kirk nodded to Spock., "BEnsign, will you permit Mr. Spock to
mind-link with you?"

"For what purpose, sir?"

Kirk locked segrchingly at him. "I think you know thet, Ensign."

Harbi's fece twisted with rage. He reeched out with his mind;
Kirk cried out in pain as the Dorian's mind crashed into his with
brutal forece., Harbi glared defisntly at Spock.

"If you %ry to hurt me, you kill the Captain," he gasped.

) "We're wanting to help you," Spock said ressonably, guietly,

gently, even though his mind wes a seething mass of anxiety for
Kirk's safety - for Kirk's wvery senity. Kirk's only chance lay in
not frightening Harbi. He resched out to touch the Dorian, even
though his mind shranlk from the black hetred he already sensed in
the other's the ghts; and Kirk scresmed sgain, in sudden agony, as
Harbi sent a red-hot thought spiking through his brain.

Balked, Spock retrerted slightly. He caught MoCoy's eye, and
moved gideweys; Herbi turned with him, to keep facing him.
Cautiously, McCoy moved the few steps thet sepasreted him from the
Dorisn, and sthrust the hypo sgainst his neck. Harbi gesped; Kirk
screamed sgain; then the Basign fell unconscious while Spock leaped
forwsrd to support the staggering Kirk, who reeled from the effect
of the white-hot dagger-thrust in his mind, Kirk clutched at Spock,
gasping, while Spock projected soothing thoughts.

Meanwhile, McCoy, leaving Kirk to Spock, bent over the Dorian,
his disgnostic scanner busy. A% last he straightiened.

"Well, BonesT!

McCoy shook his hes d., "His brain waves are showing definite
abnormelities, Jim. In my opinion, this man is insane.”

Kirk shuddered agein. "He's still affecting me," he said. "I
cen feel him; now that I know about nim, I c¢an definitely feel him."

Spock moved now, 1o touch Harbi's heed, He concentrated; his
Face twisted with distaste zs he felt fthe lust for unpleasant
emotions thet boiled in the Dorain's head. His eyes closed in the
effort to separate Harbi {from Kirk; then Kirk cried out agasin as he
felt the thread of thought pull out of his mind, hurting like a
pulied tooth. ‘

Spock glenced at MeCoy. "You .must kill him," he gasped. "Now,
while he is unsble to fight bsck. You must...or he will kill Jim..."
His face showed the strain of holding the link while talking.

McCoy said slowly, unwillingly, "Is it essential?"

"Yes.,."

If Spock. thought so, 1t had to be, Unwilling, but resigned,
MeCoy geve Herbi the appropriste shot. The Dorian's body went
completely limp; Spock pulled his mind free &t the last possible




moment .,

"T111 take his body to sickbay," McCoy said quietly. "Jim,
you should try to get a proper sleep now., You should be all right."

Kirk nodded, with & weak smile. DBut after McCoy had gone, he
turned to Spock.

"Spock...can I 25k you e favour?"

"Certainly, Ceptain.”

"Harbi...nhe is dead, isn't he?"

"Yes, Caotein.”

Miven sS0...L'm...afreid to sleep...those nightmares were...
were pretty bed. Spock, would you meld with me again...so that I
know you're there to help me?"

Spock reached out without replying to touch Kirk's face. Then
he whispered, "Our minds are one..."

He sat on the edge of the bed, holding Kirk's hend. Kirk
smiled as he closed his eyes. Spock concentrated. Peace...
trangquillity...comfoxrt...

Kirk walked through asn open meadow, relaxing in the peaceful
atmosphere. Spock ca:e forwand to meet him, and without speaking,
turned to walk beside him. At the edge of the meadow they stopped
and looked back at the besutiful panorama behind them. They smiled
at each other; and together, they walked on. Thers was more
beauty shead...and they were together...and nothing could ever come
btetween them.
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A tribvle is & lovely thing

But heaven, how it multiplies!

Why don't Vuleens do the seme?

For fans thet would be pesradise!

There would be little 3Spocks gelore

We all could heve one %o ourself -

But help! There would be more and more -
Put the idea on the shelf!

Margaret Bertram.
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SPOCK'S SONWET by Kathleen Glancy.

Living with humans isn't guite, to use

One of their strange expressions, alweys Jam,
Given their tendency their wits o lose

In certain situstions, when I anm

Colm and sersne, Now let us take Jim Kirk.
Sometimes he is & man thet one respects

Though e'er benesth the surface does thexe lurk
His lowsr self, To bring out its effects
Easily done. Just show a femele form

Te him, znd nhe will lose his sanity,

His wild emotions swiftly from him storm.

I'm not like thet, am I? Oh no, not me.

Now if you'd know what constant thought is mine
Go down the letters first in every line.
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