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Welcome to Log Entries 7.

Regular readers will see that we've ilncreased the nmumber of pages in this
issue. This will let me print stories that are too short to make a single
story zine but would take up rather too much of a 30 - 40 page zine. Printing
clarity is somewhat improved as well. I apolcgise for the poor quality of
reproduction of some pages of Log Entries 4, 5 & 6. This wasn't altogether my
fault; the machine I use for cutting stencil pages with illustrations wasn't
working properly, and as I'd a deadline - the '76 con at Leeds - to meet, I
couldn't wait for it to be serviced. And no way will I again try to put out
four new zines -~ even short ones - in six weeks... even although Beth did the
stencils for Vulcan Odyssey (thanks, Beth!) there was just toc much to do to
make a proper Job of them. OCh well, we learn from our misiakes...

I got a pair of Vulcan eyes to do the proof rezding this time. I don't
guarantee they found all my typos, but I will guarantee there are a lot fewer
this time. I must be the only editor in fandom whose printing costs include
a whole bottle of stencil correcting fluid per zine... My typing would go a
lot more accurately if I could only learn to tell my right hand from my left -
I keep hitting keys with the correct finger of the wrong hand. And spelling
phonetically. And putting in all the letters but heaven help the order... my
personal favourite typo -~ would you believe Dorcot MceCoyT

We have quite a range of stories for Log Entries 8§ - 'Hessie' by Gerry
Dovnes, reprinted from Stardate Unknown 2. This lovely little story, where
Scotty meets the Loch Ness ionster, first appeared in Berengaria 7. Although
it's been printed twice in the States, not many British fans know it, and I'm
very grateful to Gerry for allowing STAG to reprint it. Then therc's 'Cause of
Death Unknown' by Sheils Clark, which got an honourable mention in the Ileeds
con competition, which leaves McCoy with an unsolvable problem; and more
stories and poems, some by writers you alreedy know and some by new ocnes. I'm
hoping to improve reproduction of illustrations too. If everything goes
according to plan, it should be ready by late February/early March.

STAG members are told automatically when new zines are ready: non members
who would like information on forthcoming zines, send a stamped, addressed
envelope (or addressed envelope and International Reply Coupon) to Sheila Clark,
6 Craignmill Cottages, Strathmartine, by Dundee, DD3 CPH, Scotland.

Although Log Entries is STAG's club zine, we consider submissions from
non members. Submissions (stories, poems or artwork) should be sent to the above
address. Letters of comment are alsc welcome,

Carry on, gentlebeings - read, and, I hope, enjoy.

January 1977







THE KYMARTW %IPERTENCE by Fnsiwn Fox
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e

Captain James Kirk <ut Tack confidently in his chair in the recreation
room; survaying the three dimensional chess board with an air of anticipation.
The game wez. the centrepicce for a baitle of minds which, Kirk decided, was at
last drawing to a close.

His opponent, who, had he known Kirk's thoughts, would have disagreed
strongly to an imminent finish, was a match for any chess player aboard the
Enterprise. But for all Spock's mental ability he could not have foresecen a
move ag Human as Kirk's next. "Rook to bishop three, Check," stated Kirk, with
the smile of a man who knows victory is near.

If Kirk had thought it possible for a Vulcan, he would have claimed that a
conspicuous frown appeared on his Science Officer's face.

Morried, Mr. Spock?" ribbed Kirk, knowing full well that emotion was
impossible for Spock.

"Captain, worry is not an emotion to be indulged in in a game such as chess,
and certainly not by a Vulcan," Spock responded, and continued, "However, I fail
to understand bow such illogical moves can provide the basis for an effective
attack."

Kirk held up his hands and smiled in a gesture of submission at receiving
the verbal counterattack. Spock made his move. "Queen to rook two."

Kirk pondered a minute over this defensive move, then looking at Spock with
ingv’ “ing ¢ 2s moved his knight. "Checkmate, I think, Spock." Spock was teken
abacks Ki: : grinned while the Vulcan mentally traced back his other moves iry-
ing to discover the error that hed cost him the game. Kirk opened his mouth to
make a suggestion, but was interrupted by the shipls intercom.

¥irk walked over and wrassed a switch on the wall. "Kirk here. What is
it, Unurafh

The Bantu communisations officer continued in a calm voice. "We have an
unidentifial vessel within sensor rauge, Captain. It appears immobile."

"Wery well, Lieutenant, I'1l be right up," replied Kirk and turned to head
for the elevator. Spock, still wearing a slightly puzzled expression, gave a
final glance at the chess board, and joined his Captain in the elevator.

The elevator doors copened onto the bridge where the crew sat busily at their
respective consoles. Spock immediately headed for his own, and Kirk to his
position in the command chair, reflecting the authority and confidence that the
crew would absorb every time the chair was filled by him. In return, the crew
gave their wespect, loyalty and skill unguestioningly to the man in command.

Ensign Chekov had been busily studying the mystery ship which they were
nearing by the second. '"Vessel approaching visual distance, Captain,'" said the
young Russian.

"Very well, Mr. Chekov. Let's have it on the screen. TFull msgnification.n
y b {:

The vision screen flickered into life, changing the view of the usual
black abyss filled with a myriad of stars to the unusual wnidentified stranger.

The ship, if that was what it was, was shaped like a four walled pyramidj;
more simiirr, in fact, to two triangled walls slotted into the centrus of each
other so 1 .t when looked at end on the ship looked just like a floating 'X°
in space.

Kirk stared a while at this sew-found mystery ship and then turned +to his
Sclence Officer. '"Anything. o ock?
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“he Vulcan, who was siudylag his sensors with typlcal thoroughness
lifted his head to give Xirk his findings. "A little, Captein. There appears
to be nc sign of life uva board. I have insufficient data to corelate its point
of origin, but its hull is construc.-d of a metal unknown to us. Its design,
however, guggests a highly intelligent society."

Kirk was about to issue an o®der when Spock carried on. "One interesting
point, Captain. Its atomic structure seems to be based on the sbtmoture of
the carbon atom, one of the basic materials of 1ife."

Kirk was surprised. '"Mr. Spock, are you suggesting that that vessel could
be alive?"

"o, Captain," Spock corrected. "I am merely suggesting that it could be
powered and crewsd from ite own resources, possibly with the ability to think
for itself as a living entity while remaining a metallic vessel. In short,
the ship could be an enormous computer.” Spock was obviously delighted with
the find, if delight was possible within the unemotional Vulcan mind. The
prospect of a computer sent out by a highly advanced civilisation was indeed
' fascinating' .

Kirk turned to Chekov. "Mr. Chekov, what's our distance from the neutral
zone?!

The Bnsign avswered, "Two point three nine light years, sir."

"Hmrm. About Romulan debating distance as to whether the zone ends there
or »ut," * ck murmured. !"Take her in close, but slowly, Mr. Chekov. Sound
yeliow al. t.M

As the yellow alert echoed through the many decks of the Enterprise, she

drew closer to the inactive vessc<l which, simply by being inactive, seemed
more menacing then one at “ull power. Kirk waited expectantly. Although his
ship's sensors told him that the craft was quite lifeleus, something inside

told him to expect trcuble. His instinct was correci, for, even as the Enter:-
prise approached to az reasonable distance, the apparently hibernating ship
erupted inso life with several bolts of brilliant missiles of light that

hurtled at the Enterprise at tremendous velocity. The dazzling bolts of energy
hit the U.S.S. Enterprise with stunning accuracy and, uspaced evenly along the .
ship's hull, showered the bridge screen with a multitude of incandescent sparks.
The mighty Starsh.p rocked in the airless void, its hull creaking and its
occoupants thrown about like so many pieces of disorganised debris.

. The chaos subsided, leaving crew members scattered like unwented toys across
floors and cabins. Kirk's mind raced from victim to attacker in a maiter of
seconds. "Mr. Sulu, all phasers to bear. Give it all you'wve got."

Sulu acknowledged and detonated the phaser banks in one swift move. "Yes,
gir. Phasers fired.”

Two blue-white lances shot across space, followed by ancihier two an d a
further two after those, six spears of energy directed at their enemy, oblit-
erating from sight the menacing shape that had attacked them. The obliteration
was only temporary, however, for as the screen cleared the crew of the Enterr -
prise notioced that, unmoved and quite undamagéd, thdéir ass®ilant still floated,
drifting as if nothing had taken place.

¥irk reached for his intercom. "Engineering, damage report."

Chief “ngineer Scott sounded worried; his Scottish accent seemed more
provounc:’ than usual. '"All shields are doon, Captaing the dilithium cireuitry
has burnc. out completely an' ih canna' get ony power to the warp engines.

We're on impulse power only end without phasers. You've used the last drop of
power — it's as if 4hat shir lrew exactly where to hit to do the most effective
darage.h

Kirk muttered, "Oray, thanks, Scotty."
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Kizk now turned to the communications panel. "Uhura, try to gel a message
to that ship. Ask them to cease Tire, and say we mean no harm. Toy and get
them to acknoledge.™

"Wes, sir."

Spock, meanwhile, had still been studying the vessel and had discoversd
new information. "I still »ick up ne signs of life, Captain, nor energy out—
pul except for that burst of firepower, bud the sensors detected a very power—
ful force shield around the ship that lasted for exactly the sams time 1t took
for our phasers to fire and hit their tlarget. Then the shield dropped again.”
Spock wag becoming more fascinated by the vessells potential by the minute,
but Kirk couldn't share his First Officer's interests not wiih the Bnterprise’s
lack of defence cleouding his foremost thoughts.

"Lt. Uhura, any response yet?" asked Kirk.
"Hone yet, air,'" was the expected reply.
"Very well, keep trying.”

{irk . ighsed up the possibilities in his mind. Either he could make a
gtand-off gesture, hoping te make contact with the entity aboard the ship, or
carefully reireat in the hope thit the vessel had elither exhausted its cap-
abilities or slmply had had c¢roigh of the Enterprise. WNeither of these sugg-
estions seemed comforting. However, be it the devil or the deep blue ses, Kirk
choge. ™Mr. Chekov, pul us in reverse. Full available impulse power. We'll
just have to run and X .pe we live to fight another..." PBui Kirk never finished
the sentence. Before the eyes of *the crew, Capitain James Kirk vanished.

Dr. McCoy entered the room asg his Captain disappeared from his chair.

UIim!" cried out the shocked medical officer. He approached Kirk's chair
and, along with the rest of the bridge crew, stared at the empty seat with
open mouths. McCoy turmed Yo the Vuican. "Spock, what the blazes is happening?
There!s Jim Kirk gone?!

"One question at a time, Doctor," replied the apparently unperturbed and
unmoved Spock, £till in his inimitable ice cool veoice. "Lacking data, I will
not speculate as "o the Captain's whereabouts. IHowever, there are a few facts
t0 be considered."

"What facts, Spock? That ship out there must have Jim Kirk, and all you
can 4o is guote facta!™ McCoy's voice was bitter with delayed shock.

"If I am allowed to continue, Doctor,! spoke the Vulcan harshly. McCoy's
outburst csased ag his Human qualities gave way to hard reason.

"The facts concern the Captain's disappearance. It 1s unlikely that the
Captain is in any lmmediate danger, as that ship is basically a cowmputer. It
would be illogical to destroy just one man - even the Captain - sgo we may
agme the - he is held capitive somewbesre. However, our sensors reveal no
trace wh: o cever of the Captain aboard that ship.”

McCoy and the crew once agalin looked asfounded as Spock calmly gave them
thig piece of traumatic infrmation. "Then where in..." tailed off McCoy.

"That, Doctor, is whe. we shall endeavour to find out. But my first con-
cern is the Enterprise. ond we must use whai power we have to keep clear of
the neulral zone and Le wary of Romulan vesselg.!

Ailmost a8 soon as Spock's voilce finished speaking, another one broke in.
It was Chekov.

Mlir Spock, six vessels approaching at warp three from ‘the Romulan zone."

"I+4 appears, Doctor," said Spock, turning once again to McCoy, "that we
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are in for an initeresting confrontaiion.h

McCoy didn't reply to what had %o be one of Spock's greatest understate-
me 3.

Kirk slepts or at least, it felt like sleep to the Starship Caphain.
When he opened his eyes, &, zround was a wall of white. White... not a blind-
ing. dazzling white, but o restful ivory white. There were no breaks in the
white lines where the Tloor met with the wall or the wall met with the ceiling.
Which was floor and wnich ceiling Kirk could not tell, only the monotonous
white touched all around him. Touched. That was something he could not do.
A comfortable varalysing effect clutched his limbs. He was floating... he
closed his eyes. S+%ill the white persisted in his brain. He felt neither
hot nor cold, neither hungry nor thirsty, neither lonely nor crowded, only
white and a refreshing tingling sensation in his brain like a probe searching,
feeling its way inside his mind. Was he dead? He bit his 1lip - blocd. No,
he was very much alive; and now he could touch again. He licked at the blood.
He felt it keeping him sane, away from the fear of the unknown. But still
there was white. He called out, but there was no sound. Kirk was helpless.

The Enterprise's sensors showed six craft speeding towards their position.

Mir. Scott," Svock spoke into the intercom. '"Have you carried out any
repalrs yei?!

Scotty answersd in a frustrated voice that carried the gasps of sweat with
it. ™Mr. Spock, I'm afraid the only improvement so far is power to the forward
shields. That in itself is a miracle. With luck permitting - "

"Mr., Scott, do not rely on fluck', but continue to do your uimost with the
rest of the damage."

MAye, Ar. Spock." Scotty svoke wearily.

"Dr, .cCoy, I request that you return to your post. You may be needed
later.!

"But Spock - the Captain!" protested the medic.

"T am well aware of %ne situation. I suggest we take care of what must
logically come first -- that is the Bnterprise." Spock's tone was that of a
man stating the obvious.

McCoy had nothing left but to say, "Yes, Mr. Spock," and he left the bridge
mambling something uncomplimentary about logical minds. Spock now turned to
the liesutenant sitting in front of him.

"ir. Sulu, take the Enterprise up close to the hull of that vessel. We
shall attempt to use its bulk as a shield.”

Sulu obeyed without question, although a number of quastions had entered
his hemd at the order -~ as must have been the case with the rest of the crew.
Spock was assessing the situation with precise and faultless reasoning. The
ship that had attacked them could attack again any time it wished, and pre-
sumably at any distance, and without power the Enterprise wouldn't have got
two light years before being pounced on by the ever-nearing Romulans. It was
doubtful, also, that the Romulans would have refused the chance of atiacking
such a prize as a atruggling Starship just because of zonal immunity.

The Enterprise moved nearer to the strange floating shape which, although
it had once been the vdrime enemy wag now apparently her lasi hope of suxvival.
I+t was indeed an ironic turn of events.

The six points on the sensors had grown into six definite points of light
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on the wpersen and were now slowing down as they approached hoth veszelzr. The

mystery ship was a new experience for the Romulans too, and a few calculations
and & considerable amount of guesswork must have been passing through various

Romulan minds.

Kirk was rudely awakened by a soft but jolting electrical impulse through
hig arm. He looked around and noticed the room which was now dark and quietb.
Thar2 was :othing moving and ne sign of life ever having been aboard. He hod
apparent., been asleep on a metallic table (if indeed he had been asleep), He
swung his legs around and sat uvright on the table studying his surroundings
more clogely. He was gtill » liitle confused and faintly tired as he tested
his voice. "Is there anycr: neound? Where am I?" No answer. Kirk tried the
moxe official approach. ©1L wn Captain James T. Kirk of the United Starship
Bnterprise. I am on a peaceful mission. Will anyone answer me?!

This request was at last answered. In his mind, Kirk heard a voice, faint
at first but becoming gradually clearer. ”I/WE DO NOT REQUIRE KNOWLEDGE OR
PROOF ABOUT THE HISTORY OF YOUR SXISTENCE. I/WE HAVE ALL THE INFORMATICIT K/WE
REQUIRE ABOUT YOUR QUEST, YOUR NATURE, THE FELLOW MEMBERS OF YOUR SOCIETY.!

The voice was 50 beautiful, Human, and male, that Kirk could have sworn he
was within arm's length of the speaker, but on recollection it seemed o have
come from deep within his brain. '"Whe ars you?" EKirk asked the obvious. He
was lnstenily answered.

”I/WE LBE NATHIATHAN CF THE KYMARTANS.!

Kirk was even more confused. 'Are you one or many? Where are you?"' The
volce had intrigued him so much that for a moment he had almost forgotien
about the Enterprise, but now he questioned further. "Wait," he sgald, ag if
interrupting an answer. "What do you want? Where is my ship?"

Ag 1T sensing the priority of the questions, the voice returned in its
continually soft male tone. WYOUR SHIP IS TERFECTLY SAFR. I/WE WAHT TIME AND
KINOWLEDGE. I/WE ARZ NATHIATHAN OF THE KYMARIANS. I/WE ARE ALL, I/WE AR
FROM FIFTY FIVE POINT SIX NINE THREE THO BILLION OF YOUR LIGHT YEARS FROM HERE.M
Kirk seemed to be getting everywhere and nowhere at the same time.

He walked around the roomat last, noticing the vast array of what appeared
to te ele.uronic elements but which were made of a crystalline material of a
tywpe he 1.1 never seen before. These slements filled the entire ship, and
Kirk could never begin fto guess which group of elements gave the !voice!,
Nathiathan, iis substance, especially when there was no way to tell the working
glements from the inert ors-, and the voice seemed focussed on the centre of
hie brain. Could it be, iaought Kirk, a telepathic computer? If so, to what
extert do 1ts sensory powers go? His questions seemed to be answered logically
but in a roundabout w:iy, as though the voice was prevented by something from
angwering in any detail. Kirk deciled to try an experiment; he thought hard,
wondering shbout the Enterprise's predicament. Immediately, the entire wall in
front of him disappeared, and was replaced by a spectacular view cof the coumos
and. in perticular the Enterprise floating quite close to this wystery ship of
the Kymarians. Kirk's breath was taken away for a few seconds as he had the
illusion of floating away into that frictionless abyss - even although he knew
this would be impossible. He was still in the confines of the EKymarian ship.
He sensed that this was not the only marvel he was about to witness, and
noticing a change out of the corner of his eye, swung round to discover that
the wall behind him had also given way 1o a pancorama of stars. The point of
focus in this picture however was six points of light, six artificial noints
of light which Kirk recognised to be a threast to his ship.

¥irk looked round in anguish at the three dimensional view of imminent
dangsr, and shouted out to the entity that had him imprisoned. "Iy ship is
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in dangeri I demand to be revurned. Do you heaxr me?"

Afier what seemed like =i age, the calm humanoid._veice reacted. '"IIRFECTLY,
BUT THERE IS NO NEED FOR i RETURN TO YOUR SHIP3 I/WE SHATL PROTECT."

¥irk looked helplessly towards the six ever-nearing flecks of light, and
had he blinked he wou.d have missed seeing the six spears of blue-white light
that shot across the void to slam into each one of the Romuilan vesgels.

The Rowulans now hung motionless in space, inert and apparentiy lifeless.
Kirk opened his mouth to speek, bui Nathiathan had anticipated the guestion
and answered 1%t before the words were uttered. "THEY ARS DISARMED AND POWER-
LESS BUT NOT HARMED, IN THE SAME FASHION A4S YOUR SHIP.

Kirk spoke at last., "What do you want of me and my shipt!

The question was followe by silence.

On the Enterorise, Spock's fascination was trebled by this display of
protectiveness by the mystery ship. With an effort, he drew his attention
hack to hisg immediate surroundings and jasued an order. "I%., Uhura, open
hailing frequencies."

"Yeg, sir.t

Mhis is Commander Spock of the U.8.8. Enterprise calling our unidentified
visitor. I request that you return our Captain to us as we can conceive of
ne use he can be io you. OQOur purpose is one of peace."

As he finished spesking, Chekov gave an excited call. "Mr, Spock! A
binanoic ife-form reading just appeared aboard the mystery shipy it appears
2o be t.: Captain.”

Spock promptly began organising the Captain's return. "Mr. Chekovs Pin—
point the Captain's position.!

"plready noted, sir,‘replied the efficient Russian.

"ery well., ¥Feed co-ordinates to the transporter room." Spock switched
on the intercom. "Transporter room. Be ready to beam Capiain Kirk aboard
on my order."

"hye, sir.”

Spock was prevented from giving that order by a low male voice that
everyone heard, though no—ons could tell from which direction it ceme.

WYOUR CAPTAIN IS IRRETRIEVABLE AS YET; KHOWEVER, YOU MAY SEND YOUR CHIEF
SCIENCE OFFICER TO AID OUR PURPOSE."

"fhat is your purpose?’ asked Spock, %o receive only silence. He tried
again. UI am First Officer Spock. What guarantee can you give that we may
trust you?t"

”MY/OUR TRUSTWORTHINESS IS SHOWN BY YOUR CONTINUED SURVIVAL.Y

Spock raised both eyebrows at the reply, and continued the verbal con-
frontation. "I request that you exchange Captain Kirk for me, as he can bde
of no further use to you now." :

"HIS USE IS PURELY ORGANIC,I/WE NEED TO EXAMINE FURTHSR HIS BICLOGICAL
STRUCTURE . I/WE NEED A SCIENCE OFFICER MC AID US IN OUR PURPOSE.

Spock stood up. "It meems I have no choice," he answered, more %o himself
than Lh: voice, and turned to enter the zlevatoer.

Dr. lkCoy was waiting for him in the transporter room. When Spock
arrivew, McCoy spoke before the Vulean could. "I heard, Spock, and I request
that T also go over to see what they're doing to Jim., I didn't like thad




sentence aboubt further viologlval examination.!

Mr, McCoy," eald Spock. "I understand your concern for the Captain's health,
but there is no fact to suppert the possibility that you would sven seec himy and
the voice grve authority for only one science officer to go."

1T+ cou . be a trap, Spock. e have no assurance that you're going to be
released after you've helped whoever or whatever is over there. Send me., At
least "I have back-up medidal = Uf, dut welre rumning short of back-up Capbains.”

Mc oy was obvicusly worricd, clearly picturing primitive dissections in his
mind. Spock was adamant. VI fail to appreclate the logic behind your statement,
Doctor, and you forget *tlut at this moment we're all prisoners — already trapped.”
Spock turned to approach the transportasr platform, and as an afterthought swung
back 4o McCoy. "And Doctor - I am sure that the mecisal proficiuvncy aboard that
ship iz far in advance of anything we have." It was meant to ba a comfort to
McCoy, bubt as usual it was sald so emotionlessly that MeCoy took the statement
differently. He watched disgustedly as Spock shimmered away.

Spock arrived in a chamber crammed from floor to celling wiih micro-circultry
of such advanced design that Spock's favourite exclamation of 'fascinating' seemed
even to himself to be such a gross understatement that he didn'+4 bother maeking it.

"Spock!™ The voice caused Spock to tear his concentration away from the
infinite mass of circuitry towards the origin of the shout. It was Jim Kirk.
"hat the devil are you doing here?" Kirk was obviously delighted, but also
puzzled.

"Captain," said Spock, "I was invited - but in faot, I had little choice."
He was about to elaborate when Kirk broke in.

"Jell, never mind, Spock. I'm..." I% was Kirk's furn to be interrupted, this
time by the familiar voice.

"CAPTATN, SCILHCE OFFICER, I/WE WILL TALK IN MORE PORMAL SURROUKRDINGS."™ The
voice wag 1.3 that of a lord ushering his guests into the study. In fact, they
were _astan .7 transported into a luxuriously furnished Victorian-stlye mansion
drawing rooir. Kirk could not hide his surprise at such an ocut-of-place room;
neither could Spock hide a slight -.<pression of impressedness. '

"BE SBATED," the voice al=ici insisied. The Enterprise officers sat in the
two luwury chairs available. Kirk turned to Spock while they awaited the voice's
mext instruction.

fell, Spock, what do you meke of this?" And he procesded to give hig tclence
Officer a run down of evenis.

When Kirk had finished talking, Spock outlined some of the computer’s basic
characteristics. '"Undoubtedly a form of computer powered and built with materials
as yet undiscovered &n this galaxy. It has the ability to read the minds of
various intelligences, but to what extent we have insufficient data. Its one
unconformity is its reference to itself as both singular and plural, implying a
lack of word in +he Humsn vocabulary and suggesting a possible programme link with
its entire being and purhaps iis builders. Whatever its reason for being so far
from its point of origin, it has = technology far surpassing that of any Federation
culture. This Victorian setting has presumably been picked out of ocur minds and
has been formed with a kind of matter transformer." Spock concluded his speech
with an almost glowing admiration for the intelligences behind the computer. Kirk
didn't feel in a position to admire his captor or capitors. His responsibility was
floating mearby, powerless and defenceless.

"T'm sure it's a mine of information and knowledge, Bpock, but we have to iry
and return to the Enterprise. There's no telling what might come along to help
the Romulans next,!




Kirk spoke to the computer. "Nathiathan, I want to know wnal you propose $0
do with my ship."

He was answered instantly. "I/WE DO NOT WISH 70 USE YOUR SHIP, MEEBLY THE
INFPCRMATION YOU MAY CARRY."

Kirk was becoming impatient with the computer. "These answeru you give seem
to be avoiding giving any detailed information. I want to know the reason for
your visit to this galaxy."

“IY/OUR REASON IS IN MY/OUR PURPOSE.!

"What is your purpose?! asked Kivk again, and was again followed by silence.

Spock iitervened. "Captaih, I believe the computer is answering the questions
cori= tly ... far as its programming will allow. It's possible that there are two
parts to ti.: computer, one a kind of security computer that gives only general-
iged information, the other a self-programming computer which has the details we
seek.”

"Jhat do you suggest, Spocu?!

"T suggest we try a simplified questionnaire to break down the programne,
and work from there."

"0.K., Spock, it's all yours.™

Spock began, "Nathiathan, I wish you to relate all questions to your purpose.
Please acknowledge."

MAFPIRMATIVE,"

"Why have you entercd our sector of the universe?"
“I/WE CAME BECAUSE OF OUR PURPCSE.M

"Why is your purpose so importapt?’

"I/WE MUST SEARCH FOR THE LORD MASTERS.'

"Wy "

The voice seemed to create gaps between each word. "IT IS IMPERATIVE. IT
IS RECAUSE... IT IS... NECESSARY... IT..."

The voice then changed to a more lively, high-pitched note and a2 completely
different character. "WELOOME TO KYMARIAN SHIP 496328. MY NAME IS5 JORIATHAN,
LORD HICGE MASTER OF THE KYMARIANS." The new voice spoke with a warm open~armead
note of authority. It was with this authority that the lord high magter began
to relate the history of the Kywarian ship.

“3TLLT 773 OF YOUR YEARS AGO, THIS SHIP WAS SENT T0 VARIOQUS PLACES ACROSS OUR
GATAXY, TH. ONE YOUR SCIENTISTS CALL NGC 4501, TO TRY AND DISCOVER OTHER PIANETS
WHERE I&FE EXISTED. AT THAT TIME, OUR SUY WAS EXPECTED TO NOVA IN TWO HUNDRED
YEARS. THE SCIENTISTS MISJ”T-UJ, FOR WHEN THE SHIP RETURNED, THE NOVA HAD
AIREADY OCEURRED. OUR INST«LULIONS COVERED THIS EVENTUALLTY; WE WERE TO ASSUME
TEAT OUR PROPLE MANAGAED TC BSCAPE THET CATACLYSH AND HAD FOUND A NEW HOME PLANET.
WATHTATEL: N WAS PROGRAMY-D TO SEARCH FOR CUR PEOPLE AMONG THE STARS UNTIL HE FOUND
THEM OR WAS DESTROYED BY A4 CGREATER FCRCE THAN HIMSELF. TO HIS PEOPLE HE WILL
CIVE ALL HIS SECRETS. YOUR HELP COULD BB AN DIMMENSE SAVING OF TIME - EVEN A
COMPUTER CAN BECOME UNUTTERABLY WEARY OF A SEARCH THAT SEEMS TO HAVE NO END.

T, LORD HIGE MASTER OF KYMARIA, REGRET ANY INCONVENIENCE CAUSED TO YOU.
FLREWELL. Y

The higher voice was replaced by the unmistakeable volce of Nathiathan.
"HY/OUR QUEST HAS IED I/ME TO YOUR GALAXY."

L period of silence set in, giving Kirk a chance to speak. "3pock, how could
this ship have been travelling for billions of years?!
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"Tis enecvgy source must be inexhaustible, possibly based on the gravitational
pull of the stars or the sparse atoms that make up the universe. ltsg programme
must also be infinitely efficient 4o have beern able to drive it for so long.”
Spock spoke with growing impressedness.

"The point still remains," said Kirk, "whst does it want with us, and how do
we get back to the Enterprise?! He was silent for a moment, then weunt on.
"Wathiathan, do you have any reason to believe that your lord masters might be
near heret!

Tmmediately, before them and floating in mid-air, was a three dimensional
map of the galaxy and a glowing point of light that signified a position. Kirk
and Spock walked around this floating miracle and strained to see the star system
apparently indicated. Before they had a chance to focus on 1%, the magnification
of the map seemed to increase and within an instant there stocd a star system
that looked completely realistic.

Kirk cried out, realising what he wae looking at. "Spock, that sun, it's
Earthtstih

Spock locked on, intrigued, and picked out the most easily recognised

planet, Sa*urn. "Captain, there seems to be on irregularity in the Kymarian's
view of ye .. solar system. Therc appesr to be ten planets, six of which are o
within the rbit of Saturn.”

Kirk looked closer. The Vulcan was right; an extra planet circled where
now there was none. KXirk asiail ahout this eryor.

"Wathiathan, there appears to be a mistake in your star map. Can you point
out ir more detail which planet your lord masters may have landed on?"

hgain there was silence, but again the map changed, The fifth planet from
the sun glovwed brighter than the rest.

Kirk had realised the error by now, and he could fell from the upraised
eyebrows that Spock had alsc discovered it. "Of course, Spock. Where that |
planet is now has an asteroid belt."

"Yeg, Caphain. Unfortunately, at the time of Kymaria's existence, this
asteroid belt could well have been o planet.”

"fhich means," said Kirk, "that Nathiathan's trip has been in vain. FRither
the lord masters never reached this sector, ox if they did, they must have
perished after all or left again once the planet began to disintegrate."

The voice at last spoke. "IF YOUR OBSERVANCES ARE CCRRECT, THEN MY/OUR
PURPOSE IN THIS SECTOR OF PHE GIATAXY IS AT AN END. HOWEVER, YOUR ALID WILL BE
APPRECTATED FOR A FEW FURTHER EXAMISLTIONS.Y

"o we have a choice?'" asked Kirk drily.

l‘!NO.H

On board the Enterprise, McCoy was pacing the bridge behind Scobty, whe was
now in charze of the Starship. Commender Scost, however, could not enjoy such
physcal ~:lease from frustration. "Dr. HcCoy, can ye no' sit doon? TYou're
makin' me ..ervous, mani!

McCoy voiced his worries. "ihat the blazcs is going on over there, Scotty?
Why haven't we heard anythir; from the Captain or Spock?"

“Weel," Scotty replied in a culm voice, "I'm sure we'll find oot soon enough.!

"ir. Scott, look!" The cry came from Lt. Sulu, who was staring at the vision
screen. ‘o of the Romulan ships were moving away from the rest of thelr pack
in a wide arc, apparently trying %o encircle the two ships.
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UBridge to engine room!" Heolyy snzpped. '"Have ye no! fixed the shield yetT"

The question was a formuliiy, and Scothy lnew it. An exhaunsted wvolce answered
from the engine room. "No, Mr. Scott, we cun't replace burmbt-out circuitry with
bits of metal and hope."

Scotty censed the hard work that mmst have gone into the circuityy to be pre-
sented with such a defeatist report. He understood, but said, "Listen, laddie,
T'1]l have none of that backehat. Just cerry on with the job."

"hiye, sir.m

Scotty looked back at the screen. "Keep an eye on iem, Mr. Bulu,s. It's all
we can do at the moment," he added, under hig breath. And the crew of the
Enterprise waited for signs of what would happen next.

"I/WE WISH TO EXAMINE YOUR BASIC STRUCTURE FCR POSSIBLE ORGANIC SIMILARITIES
IN YOUR GENETIC SYSTEM WHICH COULD SEOW HY/OUR LORD MASTERS EVOIUTIONSL OR
MUTATIONAL ESSENCE WITHIN YOUR SPECIES.

The voice was directing its statement towards Kirk, but Kirk wes a little
confused. "Explain what you mean by evolutionsl or mutational essence."

The voice conbimued. "IT IS POSSIBLE THAT MY/OUR LORD MASTERS MOVED TO
YOUR PLANET., YOUR PEOPLE COULD BE BITHER THEIR DIRECT DESCEWDANTS, OR THE
DESCENDENTS OF A BIOLOGICAL INTEGRATION BETWEEN PRIMITIVE LIFE FORMS ON YOUR
PLANET AND ¥Y/OUR LORD MASTERS."

tand if you discover this 'essence' in me, what then?"

NOUEN TOUR RACE WILL BE ALLOWED ABSOLUTE USE AND CONTROL OVER THIS VESSBL
AND ACCESS TO ALL KNOWLEDGE WITHIN MY/OUR MIND M

Kirk paused to think over what Vathiathan had said, and realised that such
an offer couln not be refused, even if Nathiathan allowed him to. However...

Mhat if this essence cannot be traced?"
WPHEN YOU WILL BE HETURNED TC YOUR SHIP IN SAFETY.

The siillness of space was gradually being disturbed by the Romulan crafd
who, one by one, were beginning to atir from their temporary inertness. ALl
gix ships were now moving in a wide circle around Nathiathan and the Enterprise,
s4ill wary of the pyramid-shaped vessel's pubential.

Wethiathan had transported Kirk to the same table that had marked his ent-
rance to the ship. This time, however, Spock was standing nearby.

10.K., what now?" Kirk said, and noticing Spock's gaze fixed on the celling,
followed it with his eyes. A ball of white light was descending towards his
head. Kirk winced away from the brighiness, but was drawn wack by some compell—
ing force, to continue his stare into the cenire of the glowing orb. The light
touched his forehead, and immediately his bedy was absorbed in the light., Kirk
noticed no more as he drifted into a kind of unconscious awakening, seeing again
only the white light all around. Spock was only surprised when he saw Kirlk's
body drift upwards to esbout a foot off the teble.

Ycottr, meanwhile, had watched the Romulans regather about three times as
far away ¢ they had been, but they were now in a position where the Enterprise
was direc.iy between them and the mystery ship. Scotty had watched this nan-
oeuver helplessly, unable to do anything to prevent it. Hisz thoughts were
interrapted by Chekov.
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"Mx. Becott, massive energy bulid-up detected, taking place between all six
Romulan ships."

"Thank you, ¥r. Chekov. Now, what in heaven's name are those devils up to?"
He was echoling the thoughts of the entire crew.

Kirk awoke to find Spock studying the vast banks of knowledge and infor-—
mation that covered the entire Kymarian ship.

"ir. Spock.n

Spock turned as Kirk swung his legs off the table. "Capitain, I trust you
are all right."

Kirk smiled at the usual lack of emotion from the Vulcan. '"Yes, 3pock, I'm
fine. I'm sorry to drag you from your machines, but I thought I'd better let
you know I was back.'" He meant it as a Joke, but Spock took it literally,

"T congidered 1t best Lo learn ag much as I could, in case the sxamination
proved negative. Such a unigue opportunity should not be missed.™

irk o led again, and was about to commert when Nathiathan spoke.

WPHRE L MINATION HAS BEEK COMPLETED AND TH TESTS PROVE NEGATIVE. MY/DUR
PURPCSE IN THIS ARBA OF SPACE IS THEZZTORE TEXMINATED.M

"And my ship?" asked Kirl..
“YOU SHALL BE RETURNED.M

Within a fraction o a second, both Spock and ¥irk were standing on the
bridge of the Enterprise. Uhura was the first to notice. "Captain, Mr. Spock!®

Scotty turned in the command chair and then stood up. "Capiain, T... how
in..." He tailed off, taken completely by surprise. Kirk moved swiftly back
to hisg chair,

"Phank you, Mr. Scott. I think your engines would probably be better for
your personal attention now." I+t was sald so normally that SBcolbt responded
normally.

"Aye, sir."
As he apyroached the elevabor, he met Dr. McCoy leaving it. UNecCoy stared.
"Jim! How the blazes did you ~ 71

"Wot now, Bones," Kirk stopped him. "Explanations later. We'rs not out of
trouble yet.! Mcloy stood silently next do Kirkls chalr as Kirk went on. "Nr.
Chekov ~ information on Romalan activity." ‘ '

The ensign repeated what he had told Scotty. Kirk turned to the more
experienced Spock. "Speculation, Spock? What are they up to"

"I+t appears, Captain, to be an energy transfer to combine their fire power
and form a very powerful type of torpedo, possibly ion based.”

##hat - otection have we, Mr. Chekove!
"Only vorward shield, sir.”

"Wery well. Tull power to forward shield. NMr. Sulu, bring us round to face
them,

"Yes, sir.®

The Vulcan interve.aed., "I doeubt that the shielid will be sufficient protect-
ion, Captain, against an ion torpedo of such magnitude."

Kirk sounded a little subdued as he replied, "True, Mr. Spock, but it's all
we have. Uhura, sound red alert.”
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Even as he issued the order and the siren began to sound, a brillisut red
ball of light emanated from the Romulans' position and headed Howards them.

The bridge crew of the Enterprise readied themselves for %the ensulng explos-
ton. Then a blue~white missile from the direction of Nathiathan hurtled at
fantostic speed above the Enterprise and slammed into the Romulan torpedo, detonat—
ing both in a brilliant flash of radiation some distance from the Enterprise.

As the light faded away, Kirk looked back at the screen, scarcely knowing
what to expect. It was the last thing he would have thought ofy the Romulans
were being drawn backwards towards thelr own zonej and not only were they moving,
but the Enterprise also seemed to be heing pushed backwards. The last Kirk saw of
Nathiathan was a gradually receeding vessel getting smaller on the screen, looking
as it had when they first set eyes on i1, as 1f 1t was dead and lifeless. As Kirk
now knew, it was lifeless but very far from dead.

4% lash Uathiathan disappeared in the immennity ot gpace. Sulu broke the
silence. "(ptain, we've stopped at the exact position we were in when we spotied
that ship."

Nathiathan was again nothiang but a radio imoulse on the ship's sensors. Then
Chekov spoke excitedly. "8ix, tae ship is beginning to move, and... s8ir, she's
gone!" He rechecked his instrumenis, not believing that any ship could accelerate
so fast and reach such a phenomenal speed in so little time.

"Enginesring to bridge."
"Wes, Mr. Scott," said Kirk.

"Captain, I wouldma' ha' believod it if I hadna' seen it wi' ma owm two eyes.
The dilithium circuit's all back to normal. It's as good as new, better, in fact,
and it did it on its own!" Kirk wasn't too surprised. Such as advanced technology
as Nathiathen's would seem to be magic to a lesser civilisation.

"Wery good, Mr. Scott. Get ready to switch to warp drive.n
"Aye, sir."
"Mr. Chekov, plot us a course for Starbase 12. Warp factor two, Mr. Sulu,"

"Yes, sir.!

Later, Kirk spoke to Spock in the recreation room, over a game of three dim-
ensional chess. "Imagine, Spock," Kirk said. "A ship with such a ocapacity of
technology just roaming the universe looking for i1ts meskers -~ who may no longer
exlst."

"Tndeed, Captain. The very idea of a computer of such potential functioning
sternally ov.r one question is, to say the least, sacrilegious."

Kirk n.ied Spock's voice had.a tone of disappointment at missing out on the
chance of & million lifetimes. "S+ill, Spock, it did bring a few things to light.”

Spock looked at bim. "Capliain?"

“I mean, wasn't it true that you wotually guessed that T was aboard that
ship? Oh, I know the odds favoured my being there, but all the same, a guess
from a Vulcane..?"

"ot from a Vulcan, Captain, but from my Human half, and not a guess but a
combination of logic and what you Humans call a bunch. It did not seem to want
the Enterprise, but did not want it harmed eithser -~ which suggesied that its only
requirement was you, Captain." '

Wirk felt defeated. "Queen to bishop three. It had a strange way of cap~
turing me though, just hanging in space. Yhy didn't it attack us? It would have
had no trouble doing that.m
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"o, but it would have been making an offensive move and 1t was possible that
we could have been the mors powerful. By using the one instinct that most
intelligent svecies have, 1t was able to study us at its leisure. Knight fo
¥ing three."

Kirk was interested. "What instinct wag that?! He moved a pawn.
MCuriosity, Captain. The need to know."

"What a long and lonely search to go on, and with no guaranbeed reward at
the end. A pity that Cinderella's slipper didn't fit us."

"Cinderella, Captain?"
"Oh, nothing, Spock, just thinking."

Spock moved a bishop. "Checkmate, Captain," he sald quietly. Kirk looked,
astounded, at the board, and discovered it to be true.

Mifell, you can't win 'em all," sald James Kirk as he got up W0 return oncs
again to hi. position on the bridge.
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MISTAKEN IDENTITY? —~ to L.N. by Caroline lNixon

When I saw you

I gol this peculiar feeling of deja wvus

I know it's rather 1li-bred of we %o stare,

But the urdénisble reseumblence is thewss

I swear I've never set eyes on you before,

And over-familiarity with strangers

Is something I deplore,

But you remind me so much of someone I kmow so well,
Someone who gave me a hand-up out of my private hell,

That [ couldn't help stopping

And dropping

The heavy pile of sci~fi books I bought while I wasg shopping
To sgay hello = '

How can it be

That you are and yet arc not guite he?

Similarities and dissimilarities shift and recombine

A confusing kaleidoscope, whirling within my mind.

I know this might be the purest happenstance,

But are there any Graysons in your fanily tres, perchance?
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ROUND TABLE WITH %WARP DRIVE by Taroline Nixon

Yo -

LAre the new knightss

The star-flight age's vroud, preux chevaliers
Prancing the parsecs on your steed of shimmering steel.
Lancelot -~

8till stends your fateful frailty?

And you

Ths new Galahad,

The trenchant blade of logic your defenses
The first Galshad recognised his goal,

But you -

Can you identify your Grail?
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THE INFAMOUS MR. JOUE3 by Sheils Cornall

Cyeano JFonow is his name

He unfortunately found fame
Jin & wery uhusual way.

Oh boy! doos he ruc that day!

It began with a creature so sweet

gmall and furry who likes to eat
And naturally the more it consumed

it hegan to toke up more room
Increasing its fiuffy rotund size

even hefore your very syes.
Then while softly cooing

and no apparent sign of woolng
Jug”, proceeds to multiply

without the slightesti word of a lie
For with this cute wse creature

its & built~in novelty feature!
"They!re born pregnsvii,’’ the Doctor expiains

and so the coycle starts once again,
No need to tell you the rest

the kind of havoe they caused you can guess
Oncoe on board the best Starship in the fleet

then life bscame anything but sweet.
For there were tribbles on decks, bulkheads and rails,

seats, johns, viewers and consoles
And I almost hesitate to say

even the Captain's snack tray!
This was the final straw,

he just couldn't take any more
And it certainly did the trick

for clearly "OET-THEM-OFF-MY-SHIP"
Without any intercom I fear

could be heard on all decks loud and clear!
Apd so these small bundles of prolific fun

went back from whence they had come.
Now serenity reigns once again

and that's how Cyrano accomplished 'Lame'.

You see the Trouble with Tribbles
Is Tribbles cause -~ TROUBLE

But they do have one saving grace -
They terrify the whole Klingon race!

R IR

Endless journeying, nover at rests
Taking her crew

Eternally round the Galaxy.
Perhaps one da; reason will prevail -
Instead of travelling on,
She will find her journey's
End.

P GeZ.Ca \wf
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by
Vaierie Harrison

The freefall chamber was a good place to get rid of tensions, the completely
different enviromment giving mind and body & whole new suet of problems to cope
with. BSo thought Captain Kirk as he dodged the broadly bulld young licutenant -~
who had enthusiastically chalienged him to battle.

The lieutenant kicked against the opposite wall of the chember, and shot
stralght towards the Captain, who walted $1ill the last second before twisting
away and kicking himself towards the top of the chambor where he absorbed the
force of contact with arms and legs so that he did not bounce off again. The
lieutenant had bounced off the wall and was now slowly and helplessly flcating
away at an angle, frustration and puzslement in his face while Kirk grinned
down at him. ‘

"May I be of assistance? the Cantain asked wickedly, and kicked himgelf
from the ceiling.

In that same instant he was caught in the grip of all the forces of gravity,
and was astonished to feel himsslf being flung downwards. He reached cut to the
padded handgrips that people used te hold onto at the end of a sesslon, but he
was too far away. As he had kicked himself away from the ceiling just before
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gravity took over again, he had been accelerating when gravity took hold, and he
fell faster than fthe young man.

The floor came up horrifyingly fast. He tried fo make himself go limp as he
had been taught. He heard the loud thud, felt ribs crack, and felt all the breath
being forced out of him. In a s$plit second the lisutenant fell across his head
and vho#t, and his head was bursting with darkness.

The emergency light showed on the ouitside of the chamber, and an attendant
ran to the monitor window. He checked guages, found that gravity was fixed at a °
normal level, and flicked controls that made sture that it stayed that way. He ran
to a wall communicator. ‘

Dr. McCoy was calmly studying the diagnostic panel over the bed when Capbaln
Kirk storted tc come round. The readings chenged only slightly. Kirk's syes
flickered open, unfocussed, and wandered over the various parts of the ward till
they rested on McCoy, when after a moment intelligence came back into them.

"What happensd?”

"You have a broken collar-bone, three broken ribs, concussion, internal and
external bluigsing, and you're lucky to be alive playing silly games like that."

Mfhat do you mean?!

"Freefall exercises! Unsupervised, unmonitored, the place isn't inspected
half often encugh."

"Bones," Kirk protested weakly, and closad his eyes. He ached too much to
be able to argue. "Is someone investigating the fault?!

"Scotty's doing that now."
"How is Lt. Ross?"

"He's got a dislocated shoulder, a twisted ankle, some bruising and very
mild concussion and will be back ai work long before you."

Kirk closed his eyes again. McCoy was not going to let up on his argument.

But he could not sleep. He turned restlessly, and in pain, and after a
short while he felt the lypospray against his arm and heard its hiss. His eyes
opened instinctively and he saw Dr. McCoy bendmng over him. He did not make
the mistake of thanking him.

5ithin less than a minute he felt himself drifting on the edge of warm
relaxation.

He did not know how long he had been asleep but he felt much more Human when
he woke up. The confusion and most of the pain had gone, and he lay still,
fearing slightly to move in case it came back. The ward looked reassuringly
golid and impersonal, and he knew he must have been dreaming but could remember
nothing of it. As he lay, sensation slowly came back, and he knew that he was
well and truly alive. He remenbered the fall, and what he thought and felt as it
happened, and he wes glad to be alive and not seriously injured. There would be
discomfort for some %ime, he knew, he had cracked ribs before in his active life,
but he would be able to return to duty very soon.

The light in the ward was turned up to normal level, and Dr. McCoy came in.
M{ell, you 1lnok more normal. Sleep well?"

"Wery well. How long is it since the fall?"

HaAbout thirty hours.!

T4 must be sbout 2 a,m. I think I'11 get up in the morning."




"ot unless I say so.M
"T feel fine.,"

"Only while you're lying still, Walt 4111 you'wve tried moving. Go back to
sleep."

Kirkk rested, but he only dozed. By morning he had become very restless and
McCoy knew that he would not settle till he had tried moving about. After break-
fast he had Kirk's chest bound in a very light framework that was easily removable,
but would atop him from bending much and further damaging the ribs.

Vhen Kirk was dressed, McCoy had a sling brought, and he fixed it 4in position
while Kirk sat on the edge of the bed. The Captain had been showing increasing
signs of discomfort, but had not complained once. When Kirk was ready he staried
t0o stand up, but he feit weak and shaky and the movement brought the pain back to
his chest. He sat down again.

"Bones, can you give me something to see me through the first couple of hours?!
MeCoy locked at him quixxically.

"Do you still feel that you'lre fit for duty?"

The Captain started to protest, then subsided azain.

"Okay, I won't go back to duty, but I'1l have to walk about a bit or I'11 go
orazy."

HeCoy turned away to get one of the hyposprays. In that moment the whole ship
jolted as if struck by some outsized expleosion. It jerked and jerked again.
Parsonnel were thrown about, lights went out, there were explosions, systems failed
and automatic emergency systems took over.

As the chain reactions continued, the sick bay wes in darkness, save for the
night lights, the automatically powered bulbs that could continue, unatiended, for
hundreds of years. '

The Capbaln and the doctor lay still where they had been flung on the floor.
The doctor was struggling against unconsciousness, moving siightly as he tried o
force his arms and legs into action. He thought his sight had been affected, when
hig eyes finally opened, befors he realised that the lights were off. He gaw then
that the Captain too was moving slightly.

He rolled onto his back, walted a few moments, then forced himself up to a
sitting position. His head ached sbominably where it had banged against the edge
of the door frame, and hisg neck was stiff, but his senses were coming back quickly,
and by the time he was standing upright, the Captain was sitting up.

M¥hat happened?" Kirk asked, unoriginally.

"L don't know., T'11 ¢all the bridge."

McCoy walked slowly and carefully to the wall communicator.

"Biokbay to bridge...... .. Sickbay to bridge, is Mr. Spock there?!

He waited, and tried again. "Sickbay to bridge, 1s anyone there?!

There was no response at all. Captain Kirk had come up bheside the doctor.

"I wonder if that thing's working. Captain Kirk to engineering. Is Nr.
Boott there?"

"Engineering here, Lt. Hanson. No, sir, Mr. Scott's on the bridge. I'wve
been trying to get through to him, dbut there's no reply.!

"Are the engines all right? Do you know what happened?"

"Bverything's all right down here. T thought we'd been attacked."




"Okay, Mr. Hanson, I'll see what I can find out. Captain out."
"Sipt!

"Tes?"

"Should I continue at the same speed?!

Kirk stopped short. He had no way of knowing exactly where they were, what
had attacked them, if anything, or anything about their present situation.

"hat speed were you doing befores?"

"Warp four, sir."

"Drop down to warp one. i'1il contact you again from the bridge."

"Teg, Captain.m

After that the Captain contacted the phaser control room. But they said that
there had been no call on their services. As far as they knew, they bad been on
a normal, uneventful flight.

"I'm going to the bridge now," Kirk said to the doctor. "See what you can
do here. There must have been a few injuries.”

HItm coming with you. Dr. M'Benga can take over here."

McCoy called up M'Benga and some of ihe nursing sfaff who had been off duty.
Two of the nurses nhad already arrived, knowing they might be needed, and M'Benga
had gone to someone who had been hurt in a fall, dbut he would be on his way as =
soon as possible. McCoy picked up a comprehensive medical kit, and followed the
Captain into the hall. The lights here were also only the dull emergency lighis.
They went along to the nearsst elevator and got in. The Ceptain gave the order
to take them to the bridge and the cear begen movihg. It stopped and the deor
opened. Kirk started to leave before he realised that they were in an ordinary
pagsageway. He stopped and got back in, realising that they were on the floor
below the bridge. He gave again the order fov the bridge but the car aid not
Move .

Both men knew that a car would not go on when there was already a car at the
destination point. But if thé other car were not in use, it would automatically
make way for the arriving car, unless it was damaged.

The two men left the car they wers in and waited. The doors closed but ithe
car did not leave. Xirk looked around again for a wall communicator and tried
again to call up ithe bridge, but there was sgtill no response.

"We'll have to try the stairs," he sald. "Come on."
4

Few of the people they had passed had realised that there was any serious
difficulty, but when the Captain and the Chief Medical Officer hurried to the
emergency stairway %o the bridge, they began to get interested. Kirk presseda the
button to relsase the door o the stairs, but nothing happened. He tried again,
getting angrier and angrier, $ill he was ready to knock it down. The bridge was
cut off and his senior officers were trapped there, maybe injured, maybe dead.
Frustration and anger boiled.

”Jim! "

Kirk stopped, startled. McCoy rarely used that tone, the commanding,
authoritative tone of someone who was taking over, and it slowed Kirk down like a
shower of cold water. He became aware of other people there, watching, waiting.
He continued to look at the doctor for a moment longer till he was once more in
command of himself, then he looked around the various personnel, ill he recog~
nised someone from malntenance.

"iir. Ching."

The Chinaman stepped forward.
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"Wesg, sir?"

"The bridge is cut off, these doors are jammed, the elevator cars won't go
there. Call the head of your department, tell him the problem, and get a team ...
here as fast as you can. I'11 be at the emergency bridge. You know the possible
dengers, don't take any chances. Carry on."

"eg, gir.t
hs the Captain turned to go, he saw someone from communications.

Miiss Llewellyn, find the head of your department, and ask him to come to me
at the emergency bridge."

"It's Lt. Uhura, Captain, and she's on the bridge, shall T get Mr. Cooper?"
"Weg, do that.”

Kizk turned brusquely away beofore he could think toc closely about the
individuals concerned, but still the lovely face of his commnications officer
was very resl and clear in his imagination, and he strode the faster as 1f he
could escape from it. The door of the elevator opened, and he stepped sharply
in, followed by the doctor. When the door closed, he leaned against the rail
and his head started to droop. The doctor dropped the medical kit, and reached
out to his Captain to hold him upright. The orief burst of anger had boiled up
out of weskness, and had in itself robbed him of part of his remaining strength.

9T could do with one of your painkillers now," he said, his speech a little
hesitant.

MlcCoy did not answer but had the elevator car fake them down to declt seven,
which contained both medical- quarters and emergency bridge. Kirk saw that he was
being diverted to the sickbay when they left the elevator and he protested.

"I can't give you anything Zor the pain till I know how far the concussion
has gone. It won't take long,™ McCoy said.
b

irk was reluctant. He did not want to end up as a patient again, and the
doctor could be very persuasive.

But MoCoy was true to his word. He made the check quick but thorough, found
some slight concussion, the result of the second blow before the first injury had
healed properly, but judged that it would be no real impediment, for the moment.
He administered a mild painkiller, the one that would be least likely to react
with the concussion, but do the most good. After a few moments Kirk began to
feel more normal, althoush he was still very much aware of the pain from ribs
and collar bone, from bruising snd scrapes. He stood up from where he had been
sitting, and as he left the sickbay McCoy began to go with him.

"Where are you going?"
S &

"{ith you, of course. You're not floating round the ship on your own in
your state.!

"Bones, you have patients. 'Benga can't manage on his own."

HT want to stay with you ti1l I'm sure of how you are going to react to the
medicine. I'1l go as soon as I see you're okay."

Kirk nodded slightly. He did no% have the energy to spale to argue, and on
the quiet he was glad that McCoy would be there, if only for a short while. He
turned and left, and walked, steadily, towards the emergency bridge.

1t was empty at the moment. He would need someone there ag an assistani,
someone who could take over if he became too iil. He sat down in the command
chair. He needed someone there too from communications and engineering. He
could not take the best, most qualified, people, they were needesd on the mors
urgent tasks of getting fthe ship operational again. The first person should be
somsone from navigation. He suddenly realised he had not ordered an alert. 1%
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- should. have been.his first priority. He closed his eyes briefly, realising how much
below par he really was. He opened them, and pressed the conirol that set the
yeliow light going. He then opensd communications.

Mir. Chekov. Mr. Chekov, please report immediately to the emergency bridge."
UTan't Chekov on the main bridge?" IlcCoy asked.

"T think he's on the watch after this. I hope so. Who else have we got?" He
opened communications again. - "Lt. Cooper, please call the emergency bridge."

Within half a minute Cooper's voice came from the communicator.
"Cooper here, Captain.”

"Mr. Cooper, can you spare someone from communications for the emergesncy
bridget"

"Yes, sir. I'11 send Ensign Watts. Sir, I haven't Deen able to get through
to the main bridge yet, but we're £till working on it."

WThank you, Mr. Cooper. Let me know as soon as you get anywhere."
"Right away, sir.!

KirTk closed the communications, and sat back in the chair. MMcCoy had been
right. He was not fit for concentrated, full time, duty, and if there had been
anyone even half way suitable he would have handed over. At the moment though his
only duties were to coordinate the efforts of everyone else, and keep the ship en
a straight course. He started to stand up, but his head did not wanit to let him.
Very carefully he straightened and went to the compunications console, where he
switched on the outside cameras. The forward view was of stars, moving slowly past.
He remembered then that Hanson was waiting for further orders. There was nothing
he could do till Chekov arrived, but there was no obstacle ahead. He switched
cameras to see different views of the outside of the ship. ¥inally, aimost reluct-
antly, he switched on the one that would show him the outside of the main bricge.

To his great relief it looked completely undamaged.
"Rones.! He pointed.
"1t looks good.

Just then Chekov came into the room. He stopped when he saw the view of the
main bridge. He loodked from it to the figure of his Captein, his right arm in a
sling, his body held stiffly, bruises on his face and head.

"What's going on, Captain? Where is Mr. Spock?"
Kirk did not lock rourd.

Mir, Spock is on the main bridge, Ensign. No-=one's been able to get in touch
with him or anyone on the bridge. Can you find ocut where we arse?"

"Yes, Captain. I'11 just consult the computer.”

Kirk switoched to the forward camera again, and went stiffly back to his seat.
He switched on the communicator.

"irk tc engineering.!
"Hanson here, sir."

"lir. Chekov is working on the navigation and will let you have direction and
speed soon. Have you been working on the lighting?!

"Yes, sir. We should have sscondary lighting on all main decks within five
minutes." .

"Thank you. That should make the world a bit brighter, metaphorically.!

"EBr, yes, sir. Is that all, sir?"
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Ensign Watts arrived as he closed
communications, and turned ocut to be &
pretty girl of about twenty. He did
not remember seeing her before. She
seemed a bit nerwvous. '

"Captain, Mr. Cooper told me to
report.”

"Wes, would you teke over comm~
unications, pleasc."

"Wem, sir."

She sat down at the controls, and
began to familiarise herself with the
set up. He watched her out of the
corner of his eye, till he was sure
she was settling down.

Chekov at the computer terminal
had finished his calculations, and went
to the helwsman's seat. He checked the
course, the time, the speed, and
adjusted direction only fractionally.

"Sir, we're still on our way to
the Ipsilon trisd. A% warp four it
should take us nine days, three hours
and twenty four minutes."

"Shades of Spock," MceCeoy mubtered.

Kirk did not acknowlcedge the
comment.

Mhank you, BEnsign. Please signal engineering for warp four. Niss Watts,
what do your sensors show?"

He sensed her jumping, and gave her a moment to checl,

"There are no obstacles, nothing moving, no unmanageable meieorites. The
nearest reading is of a red star twelve degrecs, mark four, and a halfl parsec
awr a;y- . 11

"Thank you, Snsign. Chekov, 1s Sulu on the main bridge?"
"He should be, sir, he was on that wateoh."
"No you know who else was on that watch?"

Mir., Spock, Uhura, Mr. Scott was checking something. Insign Kilpairick was
navigating, and Lt. Grabam was helping Mr. Scott. Manzon was at the compuler
terminal !

"igs Watts, get damage control to relay all reports here.”

The Captain had been thinking. Tdighting had been affected, and zll contact
with the bridge, but it was #till possible that someone on the bridge had been
able %o make some attempt at getting a message out. The obvious way, 1f he had
been thinking clearly, would have been through the computer.

"Chekov, something of what happsned on the bridge might be recorded in the
computer. Check it.M

"Weg, sir.!

Chekov locked in the helm controls, and set the autcomatic alarm, before
going to the computer terminal agsain. Kirk watched, gilad that he had such well
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trained crew,. sueh- thowough, efficient people, who did.not have to be told every
single thing. Heé sat s$%i11 for a moment, thinking of Sprock, ¢f Scotty, of Sulu
and Uhura, all locked away, maybe injured, maybe dead. He feld very tired, very
lows The medicine seemed to be wearing off, he had become very aware of his
injuries again. He pulled himself upright, breathing deeply, concentrating. &s
he breathed, he suddenly wondered if the bridge had air. Bverything else had
been cut off. The bridge crew might just be suffocsting.

He quickly called up life support maintenance.
"McKenzie, Kirk here. Is the bridge getting any aiz?!
"It shows up all right oan the panels down here.!

"Everything else is cut off. I believe we should sssume that life suppori is
cut off as well, and have an emergancy pump set up to get air to the bridge any
way at all. Is it possible?

There was silence for a moment as MeKenzie thought about it.
"es, sir, it is possible. I'1l get onto that.n
As communications were closed, Ensign Watts spoke up.

"Captain, apart from lighting and the bridge, nothing else seems %o have
been damaged. There are no lesks reported, and the engines and 1ife guppors
systems generally are functioning perfectly."

Chekov spoke up then.
"Sir, the computer seems to be all right, apart from one section.m
"Tich one?!

"The section that controls all systems connected with the bridge, and the
part next to it that directs the lighting system."

Kirk stared at the young BEnsign.

"How could the compuiter go so radically wrong? It's supposed to be fool
proof.M

"But not Spock proof," Dr. McCoy muttered. Kirk had almost forgotten him.
He stared icily at the dootor.

"Haven't you other duties to attend to?"

"Tou're better, I'm going. Ensigns, keep an eye on the Captain. If he's not
2 3
well, call me.”

"Oh, get out," Kirk said, and returned to what Chekov had said.

KcCoy left. He knew that the Captain was s1ill far from well, but while his
attentlon was on the ship he would be all right. TFor the moment the doctor's
services were needed more urgently in the sickbay. Ahlthough no real harm had been
done to the fabric of the ship, many people had been hurt in some degree or other,
and as the Captain had already said, M'Benga could not really manage on his own.

"I don't know," Chekov was saying. "It ig the computer itself +that has gone
wrong. 1t would need a computer engineer to go over 1% and repair the damage.!

"See to it. Get someone down there. No, not you, I need you here."
Chekov flushed at the unconscious compliment.
"Yes, sir."

After he had arranged for someone to get down to the computer, on the floor
below, he was able %o give a report on what had been recorded in the computer's
mamory banks.

"Captain, up to the time of the damage, the reports were of a normal nature.
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There is a gap then of several minutes, then someone on the bridge started to use
it, bat did not finish.”

"What was 1% being used forp"

"T am not quite sure, Captein. I've been thinking, and it secems almost like
a calculation of precisely how long the air would last."

"Captain to McKenzie. IlicKenzie, please call the emergency bridge immediately.™

Within seconds McKenzie had called up and Kirk told him exactly what Chekov
had said. He urged the engineer to greater speed. MNcKenzie aclmowledged and went
back to his work, driving his pecple on with greater urgency.

"Wou sai¢ the calculations were not finished," Kirk said. "Do you have any
indigation of why?"

"It appears, but it iz not definite, that another part of the computer was
damaged. There is just nothing else recorded.!

Kirr, forgetting his injuries, stood up suddenly out of frustration. HEis
head spun round and he began to collapse. He grabbed the arm of the chalr, and in
a second Ensign Watts was there. Chekov too was there, and between them they held
him upright till his head settled down normally.

"I'11 call the Dockor," Miss Watts said.
"No," Kirk said. "I'll be all right. I wonr't do that again."

He sat down carefully in his chair. Although he hid it, he felt far from
W‘ello

"Chekov, if I am taken ill, you will have to take over here. You know every-
thing that has been going on, just keep it moving, and co~ordinate everything.!

"Yes, sir," Chekov said, suddenly nervous. He had not bheen in command before,
although that wag where his training was leading.

NIf you do have any difficulties at all, do not be ashamed to ask for help.
It's knowing when to ask for help that makea a commander.!

"fes, sir.”

Kirk sat still in his chair, letting his bedy rest, letting his mind think.
Someone was working on the computer, alr was being fed to the bridge, people were
working on irying to get to the bridge, and any second now they should have the
secondary lighting system working. He wondered if Knowing that it was the com—
puter control that was faulty would help Hanson in his repairs.

He called up engineering and passed the message on while Chekov checked the
helm and the navigation details.

Before he had even finished the message the lights came on suddenly, dazzling
them all.

"Ah, Hanson. Thank who-ever d4id that, and thank you for organising it."
"Yes, sir. I'll do that."

As Captain XKirk sat stiil again, he knew that he was not going to last very
mach longer without help from the Doctor. He wondered how Chekov would manage.
He was so young, so inexperienced, but he had a level head, and logic was his
gpecialty. He had had little experience in controlling people, he might not yet
have the confidence. He could always ask someone like Hanson in engineering to
take over. Hanson had had experience with command in his own department, and
most of the problems seemed to be of an enginsering nature, but Hanson was really
needed where he was.

_ "Miss Watts," Kirk said, after he had been quiet for a while, "please call
siokbay.," '
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Kirk nodded slightly.
"Yes, please."

He sat back in the chair, his eyes closed. He hoped McCoy could give him
something to help him keep going. He hardly heard Wiss Watts' words. Conscious-
ness came and went, and at last he heard the door open. He opened his eyes and
trisd to straighten, to appear beilter than he wag., He wanted so much to stay on
duty, to watch over every action, toc be around when contact was made with the
bridge, to know if Spock and the others werTe all right, or if they wexre dead. e
pulled himself upright, nearly falling forward out of the chair. Someone's hand
held onto his shoulder, holding him back.

"Ttm all right, Doctor, just need something else %o slow the pain.t®
"I4's Spock, Captain.”

The voice, so very familiar, came from unreality. He looked uwp, frowning,
thinking he was hallucinating. His eyes focussed clearly on his First Officer.

M3pock?"
The disbelief wag painfully clear.

"Yeg, Jim," McCoy said. "It's Spock. Everyone's okay. We got to them in
time."

"How?!

"Through the emergency stairs. The door was finally forced open, and &
medical team took oxygen in. Everyone's okay."

It finally senk in and Kirk managed a faint smile of relief, but he felt
himself slipping. He pulled himself together one more time.

”M:. Spock.!
"Yeg, Captain.m
"You have the con."

He passed out then, at peace at last.

Tt was twenty-four hours later before he had recovered enough to understand
what was eaid +to him. It was Spock who had come to report, as requested.

"That did happen to the computer, Spock?!
"Sabotage, Captain.”

"Sabotage! Did you get the culrrit?
"Yeg, Captain."

"Then who?"

"Not who, what. A pregnant mouse apparently escaped from the biology section
at some stage, and set up home in the computer.” '

"ow on Barth did it get in?"

"Phat is still being investigated, but so far it is thought that a mainten-
ance hatch was ungusrded for a few mimuteés. The result was that the mouse gave
birth in the computer, somehow found a way %o a food supply and back again, and
she aud the little ones survived. No harm was done 4111 the babies were old enough
t0 explore. The failure of the freefall chamber was also a direct result. No~
thing else was damaged till the rest of the family decided to explore, and to
sample the circuits of the computer. The computer is now completely clear, and
most of the damage has been put right. A full secale investigation is underway to
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find out all the people responsible, and to set up conditions that will prevent
this happening again."
Mhen I think of all the lives that were nearly lost."
Kirk lay back and thought about it.
"oesn't it moke you bvelieve.in luck, Spock?!

"luck, Captain? Most if not all of what happened could have been avoided
if proper care had been taken.!

Kirk looked at him. Still as pedantically logical as ever. But it was
good to have him back again.

The probiems of the !'sabotage' could be dealt with on another day. Tor
today, everyone was alive. And that wag enough.
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THE SECURITY GUAERD'S TAMENT

(hve, nos morituri te salutent)

Aboard the 3tarship 'Enterprise!,
A noble role we play,

Although our life expectation,
Amounts to Just a L.y.

'Tig we who always beam down first,
To some strange alien shore,
Unfortunately !tis also us,

fho don'% come back no more.

"Security's expendable',

The very words they said.
And there's the explanation,
Why we always end up dead.

Our Capiain's most paternals
"fhey murdered that boy!"

But, "They all knew the rislk,"”
Says good Dr. McCoy.

I maey not be @ hero,
Just an ordinary man,
We can't all be Vulcans,
But I do the best’Il can.

It seems that tb =3's n sportage

Of +the replacements that they seek,
Since they're killing off the rest of us
At the rate of thres a weeik.

I don't wish to sound impertinent,
And don't want to make a fuss,

I know someone's got to cop it,
But must it always be us?l?

Alison Glover.
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NIGHT OF F¥AR by Bue Bradley

The planet loomed zhead, snd soon the Enterprise was in standard orbit
around it. Captain Kirk gave the con tc Mr. Scott, and proceeded to the
transporter room. Accompanying hiwm were Mr. Spock and Dr. McCoy. Fach was
filled with thoughts of the pianet beneath them, Iir. Spock in particular -
it wasg Vulcan.

The three materialised in the city of Shikahr; to bz cxact, in Sarek's
house. Spock's mother Amanda was very 111, and as the Enterprise was in the
vicinity of Vulcan, Spock had asked for leave, and had invited Kirk and MeCoy
to accompany him.

Almost a3 soon as they had materialised, however, i1t became painfully
obvious that Spock wished o remain alone. So after expressing their concern
and courtesies to Sarek, McCoy and Kirk left the house.

Mlell, Bones, I've seen Shikahr before - what do you say we take a look
at: the desert?"

"Secems as good a place ag any, Jim. Perhaps we can gei Scotty to beam
us down some supplies to take along?"

Kirk congidered McCoy!s suggestion, but he declded against it.

"Let's pick up what we need on the way. After all, Vulcan food doesn't
entirely consigt of plomik soup, you knowi"

McCoy smiled back and nodded. "What are we waiting for then? Let's go
and get some directions, I don'i want to get lost here!"

The two men had walked to the outskirts of the City by now. They had coll
collected some supplies and had found ocut they were going in the right
direction for a unique and intriguing sttraction of the desert. This was
Tir-ank-Ahn, which could loosely be called a cactus 'forest'.

"T4ts funny, Jim, I don't think Spock has ever menitioned this part before.
It should be a very interesting experience.”

"I hope 80, Bones. At least it will teke our minds off Spock's troubles,
and indeed, off the Entervrise %oo."

As they drew neaver %o the forest, it gradually became more alive. From
the distance it was just a green blot on the horizon. Now it became beautiful,
and ag Kirk and McCoy reached the edge they stood and looked in wonder. The
cacti were all shapes and sizes, mostly resembling trees. In places the
"branches! seemed to join overhead, making an archway. ALl the greers imagin—
able were there to see; the cacii stood out in sharp contrast to the red send
beneath their feet. And one of the most beasutiful aspects of the forest wasg
that some of the cacti were in flower.

"I simply don't believe the colours or shapes of some of these flowers,
Jim," McCoy looked around in amazement, while Kirk was attempting to see if
the flowers were sgcented.

"Very delicately perfumed, Bones. I can see Mr. Sulu turning green with
envy when we tell him whers we've beeni"

Kirk smiled at McCoy again, but the doctor seemed to be a little ruffled,
patting his pockets and looking perplaxed.

"That's strange, Jim. I put my tricorder in one of my bags, but it seems
to have just disappesred. I'd weally like to get a record of this place, tco.
Could I have put it down while I packed the things we got in that store in
the city?"
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"T could almost swear I saw you pack it, Bores. What are you going to do
now?"

HIt's no good, Jim, I'1l have to go back for it -~ after all, it is Starfleet
property. It shouldn't take me long, Jim, you wait for me hare.m

McCoy shook his head, still disbelieving that the tricorder was gone. Xirk
locked around him. Just shesd was a small pile of rocks.

"I'11 wait by the rocks, Bones, and have a bit of a rest while I'm walting.”
"Fair enough, Jim - I'll see you later."

McCoy turned and headed for the City, while Kirk made for the rocks.

Kirk had waited on the rocks for nearly an hours; now he got up to stretch,
and started to walk along the path where Bones should be coming any minute. DBut
after only five minutes had passed he realised it was the wrong path, and fifteen
minutes later he had hecome completely lost. The rocks, with all his bags and
supplies, had vanished. The path beneath his feet was littered with dead needles
frowm the cacti. He realised then that he hadn't any idea if any of the cacti
ware poisonous. After that, he kept a wary distance from the needles.

Onwards he walked, the green cacti full of flowers on each side. Now the
forest was a prison. However he tried, the paths seemed to lead deeper into the
forest. Losing all track of time, Kirk sat down on & small rock to meditate
about it all. I+t seemed ludicrous how he had taken the wrong path in the first
instance. Why, he'd witnessed McCoy taking the right path not an hour before he
attempted it.

"I'm sorry, Bonres, I don't understand it at all. I wonder where you are now
-~ lost like me?"

Kirk spoke aloud. His voice seemed to escho round the small glade far more
than it should. He locked around, and in anguish realised it was getting slowly
darker. Twilight had begun, and its eerie fingers of shadow were coming closer.
Kirk made a last attempt to find the right path as darkness closed in. Then he
gaw a shadow on the path sheads a figure holding a lantern. He stopped in his
tracks - it wasn't McCoy.

He looked closer, and saw it was o woman with a dark coloured cape around
her. Xirk walked up to the Vulcan woman, hand raised in the Vulcan salute.

U1'm afraid I'm lost. Can you show wme the direction for the City?" Kirk
looked at the woman, who replied, redturning the salute.

"Weg, T am returning ryself soon. I like to go for a walk after my
evening meal.m

"Thank you. I'm so relieved you teke that walk - I'd almost given up hope
of finding the way out. My name is James Kirk."

She looked at him with eyes that sald she knew all. "My name is T'Purna.
Let us walk." She held out her arm for him to link his in. Kirk thought how
strange it was, but he felt he didn't need to tell her about his ships no need
to say anything. He felt again that she knew already. Perhaps she was telepathic
a8 most Vulcang secmed to be.

Kirk looked into the sky as a white stab of light came through a gap in
the overhead cacti. He looked closer when they came to a slight clearing.

"Two moons. How very beautiful they are, T'Purna - like you."

He drew her close into his arms, and loocked at just how beautiful she was.
Ske had taken her cape off: with the hood off, it released all her long black
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hair. Her ayes were deep brown and she was clearly the wost besutlful woman
he had ever seen. He bent to kiss her. 5She wasn't cold and aloof like other
Vulcan women, she was warm and tender to the very tips of her elegant pointed
sars. They embraced asg the light from the twin moons enfolded them in their
brillisnt white light. T!'Purna put out her lantern.

"Let us walk on, James; the night 1z so splendid, with this radiant moon-—
light to shine on our Path.M

T™Purna's suggestion was all Kirk wanted fto doy it sseemed that he was caught
in some illusion, a bewitching dream that was real. The perfume from the cacti
drifted sweet and heavy in fthe air all around now. As the moonlight grew even
more intoxicating, he felt elevated above all Earthly thoughts. Even the
Enterprise and all that went with it seemed to be of another world far away.

On and on they walked. The shade of the cactl was cool and refreshing.
Klrk wanted %o walk all nlght; somehow he didn'$ really want to return to the
City.

Kirk asked T Purna about herself, but although she answered, she didn't say
much at all about her. life. But it really didn't appesr to matter much to Kirk,
he felt so euphoricaily happy. So did T'Purna, her smils on her lips and in her
eyes shovwed 1t., Both had fallen hopelessly in love, thelr love was all-consuming.
Everything else was forgotten, even time itself.

But dawn was approachingy slowly a small shaft of light came through the
cacti branches. Gradually the dawn came gloser, and the first actual sun-ray
stabbed down like a dagger.

T'Purna was close in Kirk's arms, her head on his chest. Bhe felt cold in
his arme. He wasg about to put her cape on, but an anguish grasped him. He must
not let go of her, never, never. She was freezing, her body as cold as death,
and pale, so very pele. She seemed like gossamer, and it seemed almost she was
fading slowly away, so transparent now. Fear toock hold of Kirk.

"MPurna, I love you - I love you..."

But she had disintegrated into thin air as the dawn clamoured around him,
bright and triumphant.

Kirk couldn't begin to comprehend the catagirophe. He siumbled blindly,
calling her neme, knowing she would never return. In pain and torment, he ran
wildly down the path.

MeCoy and Spock were waiting for him. McCoy had Toturngd originally, and
as he couldn't find Xirk, he went back for Spock. He was amazmed by the look on
Spock's face as he told him where he'd left Kirk. Together they had hurried fo
the forest, but then darkness had come. Spock didn't tell HeCoy the reason why
he would not enter the forest until morning.

But here they were, waiting helplessly for Kirl to come out as the dawn came.
Spock caught =zight of him first and ran ahead, followed by Mcloy.
"Jim -~ Jim, are you all right?" But McCoy knew he wasn't.

Spock tock over. "Doctor, only I can help Jim now. If what I think happened
did happen, I must reach his mind tithout a moment's delay."

Spock wmind-melded with Kirk, and his face showed all the -torment that was
being shared by both. Spock neared the end of the memory, and bade XKirk 'Forget
.+« forget... ' as he had done once before when Kirk was heartbroken over a
wWoman .

Kirk lay down then, just where he was on the path,and slept peacefully.
Spock drew McCoy aside; +the Doctor was chafing to know the story.
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"It is as I thought, Doctor. Jim was oul all night, on the worst of all
nights possible. It was Khandhan-Ghu last night, when the two moons are side
by side in the sky. It is also the amniversery of the death of a legendary
Vulcan woman called T'Purna. She was of the long-ago time when wars and hatred
raged over Vulcan, before the time of Sursk. It iz said she was killed on her
wedding night, when the {wo moons were in the sky. The legend states she wallks
in this forest, looking for the love she lost."

"Well, Spock, I never thought Vulcans had legends of such emotional gueality!
But what has this to do with JimPe...."

MeCoy's face showed a dawning horror as realisation came to him. "You
don't mean he saw her, Spock?!

"T do, Doctor. Bui I feel he has helped her. She will not walk ever again.
She found her true love last night.Y

Spock turned away. He had felt all of it in the mind-meld,; and couldn't
speak more of it to McCoy at this wmoment.

MeCoy gently woke Kirk, who looked around him in surprise. "Sorry, Bones,
T must have dropped off while I was walting for you !

"It's O.K.y Jim."

"I must have slept all night... Let's get back to Sarek's house, I've seen
enough of this forest, I think. Did you get any tricorder readings?!

Wes." HMcCoy glanced over at Spock, who silently reassured him that Kirk
hadn't remembered a thing.

Kirk followed McCoy's eyes, and saw 3pock for the first time. He smiled a
greeting.

They returned to Sarek's houss, whewve McCoy, who had been thinking, asked
if he could see Amanda. He reappeared after a feow wminutes, and drew Sarek to one
gide. BDarek listened in silence for a minute, then nodded, and weni cutl; McCoy
Joined the others. "I'wve worked out what was wrong with your mother, Spock,"
McCoy sald cheerfully. '"YTour father's gone to get his dectors; I'11l pass on my
diagnosls and recommended treatment, then we can get back to the ship.m

"But our doctors were completely...! Spock began. Understanding dawned.
"Of course. My wmother is Human ~ she has s Human ailment." ¥cCoy nodded
aillently.

Ag soon as they beamed back aboard, McCoy hinted rather broadly that Kirk
needed sleep.

"L think I will go and rest," Kirk agreed, "I do feel s¢ inexplicably tired.
Goodnight, Bores, Spock.!

"Goodnight, Jim," came the words in unison. Kirk smiled broadly as they
ieft, and then settled down to a2 very deep and peaceful sleep.

MeCoy walked along with Spock to his quarters. "He'll never remember, will
he, Spock?"

"F¥ever, Doctor. Only you and I know the truth. But of us both, only I
know the absolute truth, and I must shut my mind off from it."

"Wou did for him what I could never have done. Thank you, Spock."”

McCoy turned without another word and walked reflectively to his own
quarters.
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NOW IS THE TIME by Gillien Catchpols

"Please Sarek not yet,

Can we not wait just a little longer?
He's so young,

Too young for such decisions.!

"Amanda, would you have your son grow up
Alone in the middie,

Lost to both ocur worlds.

He must be allowed to choose.”

"Choose!

Would he understand the cholice?

How nan one s¢ ycung begin to undersiand?
To choose ig to deny existence to a life within,
Who knows what anguish that may cause,
What unspeakable pain?"

"The longer we waitl,

The more difficult the decision.

Wow is the time to direct his life,

He can no longer walk a double path.”
"Sarek I have to say this.

I do not know if you will understand.

I fear his cheicse.

T feel he will choose the way of Vulecan
And when he does, a part of me,

A special part, knowm only to my son,
Will be locked awsy without expression,
As each day he grows to be & Vulcan

And away from me."

MOf course — yes — yes L agree.
The time I hoped would never come
T8 here.

The choice is his,

Iet nim decide.!
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The Enterprise... the besgt ship in the fleet.
The best ever draws the best

And so she gathered the best crew in the fleet.
It did not seem possible

That we could get a better man than Pike

To be our Captaing .

And yet we did. In Captain Kir

We found the very best...

We all are dying now. The great amocba

Hag drained us all.,

The shuttle has no power, and I am weak.

I felt the Enterprise

Enter the creature's body on her way

To meet what must befall hers

Por well they knew it was the only way

To save the Galaxy.

And %o the ship, her crew, and most of all
Her Captain, I bequeath

My highest commendation. They are men.

T.GIZ‘CI
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GLESCA BaELANGS TAlk...? by Margaret Gaughan

Kirk groaned as the alarm woke him from the first decent night's sleep
hetd had for weeks. What the HELL nad happened now? It had all beern so
peacefuls; the mission had been a success, and everyone was looking forward
to a well-deserved R & R when the blasted epidemic had siruck the crew. Only
himgelf, Scotty, and of courge 3pock of the senior officers had escaped, and
it had been sheer hell for a while. Then the sudden unexrvlained brealkdomn in
Engineering that had sent the Enterprise spinning wildly through a time-~warp
to findgh up in orbit round 20th century Darth. There had been nothing else
to do but remain where they were until enocugh of the crew were back on their
feet to deal with the problem. As soon as enocugh of the bridge crew had
recovered to take over, Kirk had retired %o his quarters and thankfully sunk
into oblivion. Wow this. Trritably he punched the intercom button.

"Well?" he growied - this had better be important; it was.

"MeCoy hers. Scotiy's Just collapsed in Engineering., I've got him in
sickbay — I think you'd better come and take a look at him."

"On my way.'" 8o Scotty had ignored his advice and cerried on - he should
have known. The stubborn fool thought that only he could look after his
beloved shgines.

He arrived in sickbay to find that Scotty had already come round, and a
full scale argument was in session.

"'ve got to get back - it's my fault, and T must try to rectify it.!

"Your collapse is certainly your own fault," Spock renlied distantly.
"If you hadn't been so obsiinate, and resited when you were fold 4o, 1t would
not have happened.”

Bcotty frowned, and was about to speak when Kirk interrupted. "All right,
caim down. What's done is done, and for all we know, it might have happened
anyway — perhaps a delayed rsaction fto the epidemic.”

McCoy broke in then., "How am I supposed to work when half the crew's in
here upsetting my patients? Thy can't you all zet out and attend to your own

departments. NOT youl!" He laid & hand on Scotty's shoulder as the engineer
tried to get ur. "You're staying here even 1f I have to knock you out to
keep you!"

A few days later, when Scotty was fully recovered, the senior officers
were all gathered in the briefing rocm. Seotty was feellng, in his own
dialect, scunnerad., Under Spock's direction the damage tc the engines had
been put right, and they were only awaiting the final figures from the com-
putoxr before using the slingshot effect to return fto their own tims. That
blasted Vulcan had done it agoin., He'd show him - one day!

They were interrupted by the intercom. Kirk answered 1%, and returned
looking perturbed.

Mhat's wrong now?" asked McCoy.

"I+'s McPhee. Apparently hetsg not fully recovered from the epldemicy
anyway, he's broken out of sickbay, sfolen a shuttlecraflt, and headed for
Barth. I1'11 have to send someone %o look for hiw. More delayl? Kirk
locked anxiocus as well as angry.

Scotty felt as If everyone was blaming him for this as well. ¥"I'1ll go.
He's one of my men, and the whole thing's my fault, so I should be the one
o go."

"Dontt be stupid," said Kirk. "How can it be your fault?"




32

NTF T'd spotted the fault in Engincering sooner, we wouldn!'t be here.m

"If it comes %o that, if it hadn't been for the epidemic we'd all be on
shore leave now," replied McCoy. "Anyway, I don't think you're £1t enough to
go."

Scotty looked round the room. "I cen see it in your faces," he sald
irrationally. "You all think it's my fault. I ought to go."

The argument raged, but Scotty was adamants he wanted to go. Kirk fin-
ally had to agree, and the meeting was ended to allow preparations to be made.
Only Kizk and McCoy were left.

MI'm not happy about this, Jim - I don't think he's fi% enough yet.
Exhaustion is a funny thing - you can't be sure the patient's fully recovered."

"7 can't say I'm any too happy myself, but you know Scottys 1f we don't
let him go he's goilng to brood about it, and convince himself we're all
against him. It's a pity I onn't afford to send you along with him."

The +wo men thought for a moment, then McCoy smiled. "How about sending
Christine with him? She can keep 2n eye on him, and if they pretend to be
married, it will provide a good cover story if they need one."

N"Ghristine would never agree — you know how ghe feels about Spock,™
retorted Kirk.

"She just might if we tell her that the thought of her with another man
might arouse Spock's Human jealousy."

"She'd never fall for thatiM

"5 woman in love will belicve anything she wants to believe," grinned
Bones. The two men looked at cach other, one laughing, the other puzzled.

Miell, enything is worth a try," said Kirk at last.

"Do you really believe he wight get Jjealous?" Christine asked eagerly.

McCoy looked serious, although his eyes $winkled. "Well, he is half
Human."

Christine thought for a moment. "I suppose I should go - Mr. Scott needs
locking after."

"hank you, Christine, that's a load off my mind," said Kizk, who was
trying not to look at the self-satisfied MeCoy, knowing that if he did so
he would find it impossible to keep from laughing.

"T dinna ken‘why the lassie has tac come," grumbled Scotty.

"§ell, you never know," Kirk soothed him. "You might need a cover story,
and. a marricd couple on holiday won't arouse any suspicions.”

Unconvinced, Scotty was prepared to argue the point, but was interrupted
by Chekov. '"We'wye discovered Mr. MePhee's location, sir. He appears to be
in what was called a 'Glesga pub' with several strange pecple wearing
unusual clothes.!

Spock interrupted. "I have the precise coordinates now, Captain. It
appears that the men with hin are proposing to attend what they refer to as
a !'Football match'."

Scotty's eyes gleamed. "I wonder..." he mirmired thoughtfully. Kirk
looked at him inquiringly. "Ah've jist remembered stories ma grandfaither
used tae tell me aboot how, long ago, nations used tae play this game called
fitba. T+ consisted o' twa teams each o' eleven men who wid try tae it the
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ba' in the opposing team's net. This was called a goal. Whoever scored the
malst goals won the game."

"It sounds very childish to me," said Spock disparagingly.

"Dinna knock it $ill ye've tried it, laddie!"™ retorted Scott. ‘“iWen wid
ge crazy for joy if their nation won !

Spock said nothing, but his look conveyed all.

411 right, that's enough, you'd better get going," ¥Kirk interruvted.
"lir. Spock will beam down with you and collect the Galileo - at least MoPhee
had the sense tc land in a gecluded area and conceal the shuttlecraft. You'll
have to make your own way into Glasgow from there ~ I'1l expect to hear from
you as soon as you've located McPhee.”

As Bcotty and Christine prepared to leave the Galileo, she locked at
Spock hopefully. WAS there a gleam of jealousy in his dark eyes? She bel-
ieved there was. Would he say anything before she and Scotty left? He dig,
but not what she had expected.

"We will expect you to get in touch at once if Mr. Scott seems to be
overdoing things again, Murse," he sald coolly.

"L hope I would not nsed to be reminded of that, sir," she ssid dejectedly.
"If you're ready, Mr. Scott, we should be on our way."

Bcotty turned and stared at Spock, wondering what HE could have said to
make the lassie so upset. Oh well, better get on with i%t; the sooner they
found McoPhee, the sooner they could all go home.

& few hours later the couple walked into the pub where McePhee had been
located.

"I don't see him, Mr. Scott," said Christine.
b »

"Don't you think you ought to call me Scotty, since we'lre supposed i¢ be
marrisd?! '

"Br... yes, I suppose so, Mr...er... Scotty.m
"ou sit therey IT'1l get you a drink, and ask about McPhee.M

Neturally, the barman could not remember one of the many customers he
had served that day. BScotty returned to Christine, and wag about to give her
this information when a siightly inebriated gentleman made his presence felt.

"Haw, Jinmy! Did ah hear ye ssking fur & wee guy called McPhee??
"Aye, ye did," Scotty replied cautiously.

"A wee chap wi' broon curly halr?" the stranger wanted %o know.
YAve," repeated Scotty.

"4 nice wee feila... rather strange... no' quite w1' us, if ye ken whit
ah mean? Whit wid ye be wantin' wi' him?"

Scotty hurriedly thought up a good reason. "I'm his uncle. Scott's the
name - Scotity to my friends, and this is, er, my wife, Christine."

"Oh, I sce," %their friend replicd. M"Well, ma name's Gordon, Hamish
Gordon."

Christine interrupted. "Mr. Gordon, what did you mesn about my... my
husband!s nephew being rather strange?!

Hamish looked at her in surprise. “Wsli - ye ken. He doesna' seem tas
e clued up aboot whit's gein' on in the world. The puir laddie didna' even
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know the matceh wis on the morra... and it the waist important o' 3ll ~ Scot-
land versus Bngland," he intoned almost reverently.

Scotty and Christine looked at cach other. "You see," Scotty explained,
"ho HAS been away from home for quite a long time - only just got back ~
that's why I want to seec him."

Miye, I supposc that could explain it. Onyway, that's no' helpin' ye tae
find him. Ah dinna ken where he is noo, but ah'm mee®in' him here the morra
morning fur a wee dram before we go ta: the match. Why not join us... aboot
eleven o'clock, then.'! Taking thelr consent for granted, he vanished in the
crowd .

M"fell, Christine, should we walit, or ghould we try %o find him tonight?"
asked Scotty. She looked at him, and saw the slgns of strain in his face.

"o, sir, we could spend a lot of time looking, and not find him in the
end. At least we know where he'll be tomorrow. I think it would be baest
if we put up for the night at a hotel.”

"Ur ye mekin' an improper suggestion tae a superior officer, Christine?"
Scotty asked with a broad grin. Bhe blushed in confusion.

"o, sir, it's just that, er, umm..."

It's all right, Christine, I ken whit ye meant. 3Bub ye do realise, of
course, that we'll have tae share a room? Separate beda, of course,'" he went
on hastily asg Christine looked startled. "Te ken it widna look right fur a
married couple tae ask fur separaite rooms. And another thing - PLEASE try
an' Temember toe call me Scotty. Bven in these backward days a man disnae
insist on his wife callin' him ‘sir'.t

"Of course, er, Scotty. I forgot," Christine replied.

Next morning Scotty and Christine arrived early at the pub. They had
agreed it would be best if they got there before McPhee, and of course, hefore
their new—-found friend. They were just begimning to think he wasn't going to
show up when they saw him at the bar. Merhee purchased a drink, and retired
to a corner to enjoy his newly discovered beverage. Scotty approached him
from behind in cage he took fright at the approach of his formidable sguperior.

"Fhit the HBLL dae ye think ye'xe daein', laddie?" Scotty sald severely.
McFhee turned round with a startled expression.

Mir. Scodt, sir. What are you doing here?"

Mfa gquestion should be answered first, dae ye no' think sot?! Scotty
barked. McPhee gulped with dismay, knowing full well that in this mood
Scobty would accord him no mercys he was in for a severe reprimand even
before he returned to the Enterprise to face the sombined wrath of the
Captein and the First Officer. McTFhee thought longingly of a nice, deep
hole somewhere far away. He supposed he had better explain.

M¥ell sir, you see, my father's family came from Scotland, and I've never
seen it, and I've always wanted to, and... and I was so fed-up in sickbay
with nothing to do, especially when w2 should have been on leave, and I found
out we were in orbit round Barth, and it seemed a good idea, and... and..."
His disjointed explanation limped to a halt in the face of Scotty's dis-
couraging stare.

Npye well, iladdie, I ken 1t wis an unfortunate end tae yer first wission,
but that's nae excuse. God help ye when the Captain gets his hands on yei!

Christine broke in. "I think we ought to get baock, Scotty, before Mr.
Gordon arrives.”
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MToo late} hhls hdre,".zaid Scotty resifnedly.
"So ye found him, then,'" Hamlish grested them cheserfully.

Christine explained the situation to McPhee, while Scotty tried to con-
vince Hamish that they had o leave right away.

"Oh, ye canna dae that tae the puir wee sowl! He's that exciied aboot
seein' the game. Wever been tae an international, he wis tellin' me. Surely
a fow hours widna' mak' ony difference? . The gemme'll be over by five, and Ah'11
show ye the best way through the crowds tae gzt ye hame.!

Beotty locked at McePhee's cager face and hesitated. T4 WOULD be gquite a
thrill fc experience at first-hand the thrilling stories his grandfather used to
tell him, but what would Jim say? Actually, he need never know, if Christine
could be persuaded to go along with it.

‘Chrisiine looked from one toe the othery they were both watching her like
small boys walting exvpectantly for a great treat.

"e~ell," she said slowly, "it wouldn'+t delay ug too long, I suppose.!

"Great!" said Hamish. "Welwve time for s dram before we go.!

4 couple of hours later four slightly werry people made their way towards
Hampden Park to join many more slightly or wholly werry people and lend their
support to the Scottish team. As they approasched the ground Christine stopped
beslde a vendor selling - among other things - tartan scarves and tammies.

"T think we should be pro-properly attired for thish game," she said, noi
exactly drunlkenly, but certainly not so coherently as usual. Scotty felt
rather guilty. He shouldn't have let her drink a1l that whisky: after all,
she wasn't used to it. At least there was plenty of time %o sober her up before
the Captain, Bones or Spock saw her. Anyway, he was guite in agreement — they
should be properly dressed. Within a few minutes Scotty, Christine and McPhee
had bedecked themselves with tartan scarves, ftammies and roseitesy Christine
had alsc insisted on buying a rickettys; shoe thought the noise made by this
strangs wooden instrument was wonderful, although the others implored her not
to twirl it anywhere near THEIR ears,

At last they were finally there — Hampden Park... Scotland V Engiand.
Scotty and McPhee looked at each other. 3Both had heard the same wonderful
tales passed down from thelr grandfathers. The atwmosphere was intense as 90,000
people, mostly Scots, stood or sat in the vast stadium, urging their team on
to victory. Their volces Tose in saiute to their heroess their cries of dismay
when those same herces made some mistake, or the opposing team some masterly
move, were heartrending. There were ho geals, but plenty of thrills, in this
match until almost the end of the game. The Scottish right winger passed to the
widfield, then ran on to intercept the return ball....... and GOAL!!!!! Scotland
had scored! The corowd went wild with joy. UNone more so than the three jpeople
to whom the game had been a thrilling new experience. As they Jjoined in the
hugging and uhou’us of joy, Scotty turned to McPhee.

"Well, dae ye think it wis worth it, Angus?"
H

"sye, Uncle Scotty, it wis," and McThee grinned happily as Scotty play—
fully punched him for attempting tc imitate his Scottish accent.

"We cheeky monkeyl!

It wag a very happy crew that made their way back through the Glasgow
gtreets thronged with equally jubilant supporters who laughed and joked with
each other as they walked along. Total strangers were the best of friendss
enemies were forgiven, and brought into the fold.

"Ah think we ought tae huv a celgbLation drinlk," sald Hamish.
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"ireat idea,! =aid Christine. "Where's the nearest pub?!

Scotty was past caring whether he and his companions reiurned to the
Enterprise drunk or sober, and readily agreed.

An hour or so later, he began to think they really should be getting back.
He left the crowd and went out to contact the Enterprise. '"Mishun accomplished,
gir. When dae ye want us back?" :

"Scotty, where the hell have you been? We'we all been worried sick about
you. Are you all zright?"

"iye, Captain, welre 2ll... all... ri... allri... all O.K."
"Mr. Scott! Are you drunki"
"¥o, shir, not quite. Nearly, but not quite."

"Good Godi What on Barth...! Oh, never mind, the important thing is to
get you back. The transporter is out of action. You'll have to go back to
your original beamdovn point, and Mr. Spock will meet you with the Galileo."

HFhit!' g wrang wi' the transporter, sir?" asked Bcotty anxiously.
"How do I know? You can have a look at it when you get back.”
Scotty returned to the others, and told thewm the change in plan.

Mfell, Hamish, we'd 1ike tae thank ye fur yur hospitality." Scotty warmly
shook hands with their new friend. '"Welwve all enjoyed ourselves tremendously.”
The others agreed, and added their farewells.

NTf ye're sure ye must go, sh'll get ye there — ah'wve a van ah can borrow,
fur ye'll no get transport noo."

Spock was beginning to wonder what these mad Humans could be up to now
when he heard a ricketty old wven swerve along the path., From it came the
unristakeabls tones of Scotty's voice raised in song. The van stopped a few
yards from where the Galileo was hidden, and with a final "Scoc ~ t - land -
the - Bragave", the figures of Scotty, McPhee and Christine stumbled out.
Before anyons could stop her, Christine dragged their new friend to meet Spock.

"swfy pleased tae meet ye, sur," he said, apparently seeing nothing unusual
in a shuttlecraft or a totally outraged Vulcan. Spock coldly ignored both
Christine and Hemish, and turned to Scotty.

"IF you are ready, Mr. Scott," he said pointedly, then turned and entered
the Galileo. The others made their final farewells to the now almost unconscilous
Bamish, and followed him. Spock barely glanced a$ his passengers, but the happy
trio could only stand and giggle childishly at anything and everything. Christ~
ine in fact found it vastly amusing to wrap her tartan scarf around Spock's neck
and urge him to join in their rendition of 'Flower of Scotlend', an invitation
he had not the least diffioculty in refusing. If looks could have killed, poor
Christine would have been ten feet under, but at that moment she couldn't have
cared less.

& few hours later none of the culprits felt much like singing. The effects
of the whisky had worn off, thanks to one of McCoy's more noxious potions, and
each of them had undergone an interview with the Captain which they somehow did
not care to discuss. On the way to her quarters, Christine saw Spock approach-
ing. Too late to avoid him, and she supposed she ought to apologise. She
shuddered at the thought. A&ny of the others would have understood, but SPOCK!
Screwing up her courags she said,

Mir. Spock, sir..."” and hesitated.
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"Tes, Nurse Chapel?' His volce dripped icicles.

"I'd like to apologise for last evening, sir. I'm afraid I don't remember
much abkout it, but I beliewe T was... rather rude to you."

"fes, you wers; but I feel most of the blame lies with Mr. Scott for
allowing you to drink so much of that curious beverage, especially when he is so
familiar with its effects...l

Chrigtine blushed, but could think of nothing to say. Just then Scobty
emerged from the transporter rcom.

"Weel, that's it fixed, then - nae problem."
"That was wrong with 1t?" Spock inguired.

Scotty winked. "Wouldn't you like to know, laddies; wouldn't you like to
know!" He grinned and wandered off along the corridor, singing loudly.

"Bonnie Scotland, Bomnie Scotland, we'll support ye evermair... we'll
support ye..."

Meanwhile, in & multi-storey flat in the heart of the Gorbals, Hamish
was facing the wrath of his wifc.

"That's 1%, Hamish Gordon! TYe're jinin' the A.h. the morra! Spaceships
I could maybe swallow... but green men wi' pointed ears... NEVER!Y
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SPOCK'S SEARCH hy Joyce Desning

Where is my Journey's end?

Where can I call my home?

- The land of my fathers, my mother's world?
Fone is truly my own.

The Universge vast encompasses me,
3o many worlds and landss

Each hae his place, but I alone
In & void of empitiness stand.

4 man apart in a solitude world,
Unable to share with any

My hopes and fears, Joys and distress,
But forced to hide them within ne.

Many's the time I have wished that, liks you,
T had a home and a planct,

Could laugh when happy and cry when sad,

But nothing can ever change it...

For I am what I am, you are what you are

And never the itwo may mect,

But there's strength in my weakness, and I wonder to know
The whole Universe lies at my feet.
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HORROR OF BARDA 92 by Audrey Baker

The darknese came -down like the crack of doom and it was absolute. Kirk
let out one yell as the earth opened under him and he was gone. Spock flung
himself flat and his outstretched hands hooked over the lip of a chasm.

"Captain!™ he called. "Captaini!
There was no answer.

Cautiously Spock rubbed his eyes. They were open and certainly sesmed to
be functioning normally. Where had the stygian blackness coms from, then?
One moment there had been plenty of light and no sign of any chasm. And then...

He inched closer to the gash in front of him, trying to fesl how wide it
was. He could not reach across it. HNor could he feel the bottom of it. He
lay there on the edge, his heart jolting, trying to get his bearings, listen-
ing with his keen ears. But he could hear nothing. Kirk had completely
vanished.

He called him again, and only the echoes of his own voice came up out of
the chasm to mock him. He thought for a second and then reached for his
communicator. He fried to call up the ship. No response there either.

The blackness was impregnable. He was far too oxperienced to attemnt to
move around in it. He could only stay where he was and await developments.
He put the useless communicator back into his.helt and walted, the fingers of
one hand still holding on to the chasm lip. He knew it had not beea there
before and he wanted to know when - and if - it would disappear again.

It was some time before anything happened but when it did, it happened as
suddenly as the first incident. The ground under Spock's hand was firm once
more and simulteneously the iight returned with almost blinding vigour.
Blinking, he sat up carefully. Barda 92 looked exactly as it had before the
darkness came — a stark world with little to recommend i+.

For some time he ftried to trace the mysterious chasm but without success.
Thers was no sign of it on his tricorder readings. He knew though that it
had been there and he was fairly sure that Kirk had fallen into it. Once
again he tried to contact the ship, but with no result. He was complesely
cut off on this planet and he had no idea how to £ind Kirk.

ile started to search the area, and he was still looking about when the
darkness descended again. He dropped flat and crawled forward until he TFound
the chasm. This time he didn't wait. He slithored over the edge, hanging on
grimly, and began %o c¢limb down.

It was not easy in the dark but he was managing well enough. The side
was not sheer and he found plenty of foot and hand holds. The chasm seemed
bottomless and he went on and on, down and down in the pitchy blackness. It
was like climbing into black wool. He was sure he must have descended nearly
half a mile - how much farther was there to go?

Suddenly a voice rang out, a strange sharp voice, possibly a woman's but
with alien overtones. He halted and froze to the rock face but he could not
gee anything and he could not locate the speaker.

"So you've come down of your own accord! How very obliging of youl"
"Where is Captain Kirk?" Spock asked.

"Yes..." said the voice consideringly. "I banked on that. On your Vulcan
loyalty bringing you down afier him ~ or at least keeping you here until you
found him." The voice was sneering now.

"What have you done with hin?' Spock demanded.

"You really want to know, don't you?" the voice said. "Tell me, are you
attached to him ag a persont"

"He is my Captain," sald Spock stiffly.
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There was a shrange eerie quality of laughter in the volce now, but it was
not nice laughter. "A truly Vulcan reply! And you'wve come to find him of
course. Very well, you shall find himl"

"I do not know who you are," Spock said, "but if you can see in the dark,
I cannot. I would be grateful if you would give me a little light."

"411 in good time," the voice said gloatingly. It sounded like a nasty
child preparing to torment some flies. "You don't like me, do you, Vulcan?t"

MT do not dislike anyone," Spock said patiently, still clinging unmoving
to the wall. "If you know anything about my race you should know that. How-
ever, I must confess to being curious. Exactly what are your intentions?!

"You'll £find outl" the volce promised.

MIf you keep me in this darkness I am not likely to find anything out,"
Spock said. MIf you could provide some light I might be able to move.s '

HYou won't need light for that," the voice said and a second later a foroe
of iron caught him round the body and 1ifted him off the wall as if he had
weighed only an ounce. He let out a smothered yelp of astonishment and then
something hit his head and he knew no wmore.

He came to feeling vilely uncomfortable with his head throbbing. He seemad
to be standing up against something with his arms nearly pulling out of their
sockets. He 1ifted his head poinfully end blinked in the light. Then he saw
he was chained to a wall with wrist shackles. He shifted his weight onto his
feet, thonkfully feeling the pull on his arms lessencd, but he was gtili very
uncomfortable and his hands, from being above his head, were numb. He '
straightened up as much as he could and looked about him.

He looked first for Kirk but there was no sign of him. He was in a swmall
rock~hewn cell, and then suddenly he realised he was not alone after all.
Watching him from some feet away was a snake like a woman, or a woman like a
snake. He knew this was the owner of the volce.

She stood there in front of him, dressed from neck to feet in a very tight
shimmery scaley garment like a snske's skin. It glowed greenish in the light.
Her body inside it was snake~like too, thin and tubular and flezible. It was
hard to %ell where her waist ended and her hips began, or indeed any other
part of her, for it all flowed into one sinuous boneless whole. He could not
even tell if she had legs, but she certainly had arms. Her face was small and
triangular with glittering eyes and a lipless mouth and her dead black hair
hung straight down onto her narrow shoulders with neither wave nor shine.

"{ell?" she said. _
"T should like %o know where I am and who YOU are," Spock said.

"You're in my world," she said. "And as for who I am, that's not import~
ant. I have many napes."

"Where is my Cantain?" Spock persisted.

"Patience, all in good time," she said. "You'll see him again, I promise
you ~ just once more."

"Are you going to kill us, then?" Spock asked.

She smiled freezingly. She looked like a smiling snake. "T really haven't
any use for you. Isn't that a pity?"

"Wuy should you want to kill us?" Spock wanted to know.

"I have my reasons, Vulcan, rest assured. And I intend the deaths not to
be easy, particularly yours," and she smiled again, complacently.

Mihere is my Captain? What have you done with him?" Spock demanded.
"You'li find him."
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"How can [, %ied Iike this?"
"L think you'll £ind him, even so," she said and turned to go, moving with

a slithery glide and still he could not see if she had elther legs or feeti
She might have heen walking on her tail.

HAre you just leaving me here?" he asked her as she went.

She looked at him over one shoulder. "Why shouldn't I, Vulcan? I don't
fancy you as a household pet. For the present, then, goodbye."

She left him.

He tested the chains bui they were firm. He looked round him, but could
see nothing but rocky walls and the opening the snake woman had used. He
listened. No sound. EHe called Kirk. S1ill no sound.

Presently he heard something moving neax the door. It was a smell creasture
resembling a large scorpion,; with no tall, six lesgs and powerful pincers. Its
beady eyes glinted red in the light as it looked at him. It crouched with the
Joints of i%s legs bent above its body and he saw it had sviny teeth. For an
instent he thought it was going to spring on him and braced himsell, but it
changed its mind and retreated out of the~door again. There had been some-
thing uniguely evil about it and he, who found very few alien forms disgusiting
or frightening, was shsaking all over. He howved he had seen the last of it.

He tried to trace the source of the light, but could not find it. It
came from above, but there did not seem to be anything it could have origin-
ated from, not even a crack in the roof. He spent some time puszling over
this, glad to find something Yo occupy his mind. His arms were numb, his head
gtill ached and he was thirsty. He was also worried about ¥irk. He wondered
if the snake woman intended to keep him shackled until he died of starvation.
The time went by and still nothing happened.

He was half dozing in his shackles, exhausied, when suddenly the darkness
came down again. He stood tense, listening, and somewhere in the inky blaclk=-
ness he heard small rustling noises and faint clicks. He could not see, but
at once he kKnew what was making those nolses. The scorpion creature had come
back, with reinforcements. His skin crawled with horror and revulsion. The
noises were coming closer, across the floor towards him.

He waited as long as he could, then lashed out with his feet. One bhoot
made contact with something hard and he heard an explosive hiss and the snap
of teeth as the creature was flung sway. Then something spiny gripped him
by the other ankle right through his boot.

He fought iike a maniac, pinioned as he was and unable to either move away
or %o use his hands. He wriggled and sguirmed and tossed and kicked. The
small sharp teeth stabbed into him a2ll over, and he could feel his blcod run—
ning down. He could not tell how many of the creatures were swarming all over
him, dbut they seemed determined to tear him apari. Suddenly the light returned
and with it the snake woman. BShe was carrying a whip with which she set about
the scorpions with vigour. There were elght of them, Spock noticed, not
incliuding the one lying squirming on the floor, evidently the victim of that
firgt lucky kick. The snake woman drove them out of the door like sheep, then
come back and calmly frod on the head of the injured one, crushing 1%,

"They're a little out of hend at times," she said. "I don't want you
kilied - yeit."

He looked down at himself, at the torn uniform and the blood. He felt
ashamed st being seen like this by her. Shs looked at him in her flickering
way and coiled up her whip.

"I seec you can still defend yourself," she observed. "Even when you're
tied up." She glanced at the dead scorplon.
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"Vour intervention was still timely," Spock said drily. "Do those
creatures make a hobit of devouring your prisoners?!

She smiled a little. "Sometimes. They're rather pets of mine, good
scavengers."

"That I can believe," he said.

She looked him over. "You don't seem badly hurt."
"I am not," he answered. "And where is my Captain?"
"You'll find out, in time," she said and went.

Spock watched her go in silence. The bites were stinging. He shifted
uncomfortably, then suddenly listened hard., Kirk was calling bhim. There was
no mistaking it. He seemed quite a distance away but the rocky paszages
funnelled the sound like an echo chamber.

"Spock! Spock!M

Spock answered at once. "Captain! Where are you?"

"I'm shut up in some kind of a cage,’ Kirk answered.

"Are you injured?"

"No, not anything to speak of. Where are you?"

"I am shackled to a wall."

"Have you seen that woman?"

"Wes., Who is she, do you know?" Spock inguired.

Mio," Kirk said flatly.

There was a pause and then Kirk called, "How did you get here?”
Spock %o0ld him and added that he could not get. in touch with the ship.

"So no one khows where we are," Kirk said. "Come to that, I don't know
myself. Have you any theories?"

"o, Captain," said Spock gloomily.

A silence fell, and then just as Spock was about to spesk again, Kirk
soreamed. The sound wag agonising and it galvanised Spock into madness. He
fought his shackles even more savagely than when he had been attacked by the
scorpions. Withoyes that saw but did not register he noticed indifferently
that the shackles had rubbed the skin off his wrists and the blood was sosking
down into his cuffs. A4s he struggled he called to find out what was wrong,
but Kirk did not answer, just went on screaming, the screams seeming fo come
from every direciion.ationce until the cell rang with the noise, maddening
Spock still further.

The shackle pins pulied loose suddenly with a jerk. Spock, reeling and
panting, raced for the door. He emerged onio what locked like a staircase
landing. In front of him were two large flights of stairs, one going up, the
other down. Both vanished into infinity. Both were 1lit by the seme myster-
fous light. There was nothing else in sight.

The soreams were still coming from every direction at once. He stood
there uncertain, broken chains swinging from his wrists, trying to trace the
source of the noisge but irn that place of so many echoes not even his ears
could track down where Kirk was. He poised there, ready to take off either
up or down, unable to decide which way. The feeling was returning to his
numbed arms and hands now and the seansation was agony, but he ignored it.
Then, warned by some sixth sense, he turned and ssw the snake woman behind
nwim, in the doorway of the cell he had just left. BGhe smiled.

NI told you you'd find him," she sald. "Shackled or not."
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"T have not found bim," Spock retoried. "Where is he and what are you
doing to him?"

YAs I'm hexre, the answer is 'nothing'," the sneke woman said -swoothly.
"ig for where he ig, I should try that direction if I were you."

She pointed up the stairs with her whip. Spock flashed her one look and
was off ~ down the stairs.

The next instant the stairs gave way under him, turning into a smooth icy
slide like a frozen waterfall. The steps melted into one another and vanished.
He slipped and floundered on the glassy surface, skidding and sliding, snatch-
ing franticaelly at the sides. Finally he lost his footing and fell, rolling
dovn the incline, trying to dig his heels in. He did not slow down, but even
as he fell the slide beneath him turned into a bhed of spikes that tore at his
body. He grabbed at them
and halted himself, then
bleeding and shaking he got
to his feot. Kirk was s4ill
screaning, but less often
now, and something told Spock
that it would soon be oo
late. He had suessed corr-
ectly, though, he was def~
inttely clossr. Ahead of

* him the stairs went on des-—
cending, spikeless, perfect.
He rubbed his bruised and
bleeding wrists and went con
cautiously. It was as well
that he was cautious. A
sacond later the step he was
about to tread on sank down
and vanished, leaving a
gaping hole. He jumped over
it. ITmmediately every step
he put his foot on 1lifted
up, so that he siayed
exactly where he was. Be-
coming desperate he gathered

- himself together and threw

- himself over the next flight.
He bounced and rolled and
kmocked nearly all the breath
cout of his body, dbut he had
progressed. In front of him
now wag a low door in the
rock face, like the entrance
to his own cell. He stumbled
through it and came up
against the bare of a cage.
At last he had found Xirk,
and Tor one momeni of Human
weakness he wished he had
not.
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The scorpicns had also
found Kirk and the snake
woman had made sure that he
could not escape by binding
him hand and foot inside the
cage. His bedy was covered
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in them, fighting and hissing and feeding. ¥or a moment Spock thought his
Captain was dead but then the bloodied head on the floor slowly turned towards
him and he saw recognition in Kirk's eyes.

"Spock? I knew you'd come... but you're too late..."

He reached out one hand fowards the bars and Spock, dropping down, strained
voth his own towards it. It was all he could do to reach it, but he did reach
it and clutched it. He tried to drag Kirk towards him dbut fziled. He appeared
to be tied to the wall on the far side of him. There was nothing Spock could
do but watch Kirk die.

ilhen 1t was over he walted for the scorpions to attack him, but when they
had finished with Kirk they scampered away without even locking st him. He
stayed where he was long after the rattle of their claws had faded inte the
silence, hunched against the bars. The snake woman found him there when she
reappeared some time later.

She stood looking down at him for a momant. He did noi move but he knew
she was there and after a while he saild tonelessly, "Are you going to kill
ME now?!

She said, "Get upi"
He lgnored her.

She crossed to him and caught him by the back of the nceck in a grip of
iron. Her strength was astonishing. She hauled him to his fest as 1if he was
a puppy. He 4id not lock at her, still leaning against the bYars with his face
turned away.

"Come with me," she ordered.
He shook his head.
"Come with me or you'll regret it," she threatensd.

"Do what you please,!” he gaid indifferently. Then he turned his head
slowly and looked at her. He said, "ihy did you do it?"

"I don't have to account for my sctions to you, Vulcan!" she retorted.
She then reached out snd twisted one of the bars of the coge. A gap opened in
them and she said, "You can go in to him now.™

Spock said, "I have no wish $o."

"Surely you want to check that he's dead?" she asked.

"T do not have to," he answered. "No men can live eaten down to his bones.™
"Go into the cage," she sald ominously.

"No," he said.

She took a step towards him. "Don't try me too far. I shall force you
in there."

"You can try," he said and then suddenly hurled himself at her. His hands
pressed round her throat, the fingers digging in, seeking her windpipe. It
was a killing hold, one he rarely used. He had hands like stesl, but she was
stronger than he was. BShe flung him off as if he had been made of paper,
crashing him back into the bars so violently that he was half stunned and slid
down to the floor. He knew of no humanoid, particularly a female, who could
have shrugged him off so disdainfully. She stood over him now, not even
ruffled.

"You see," sghe said. "Now, are you going?"
He looked up at her. "hat are you? You are not Human, that is for sure."

She smiled. "No, I'm not Human, I'm glad to say. DPuny creatures! 1
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have merely adopted this shape for the moment. Now get into that cage before
I throw you therel!

He got up slowly. He knew now she was quite capable of carrying out her
threat. She had the strength of a glant for all her smallness. He turned
reluctantly to the gap in the bars, not wishing to be hurled through them like
a doll. BShe chivvied him in.

"I thought you'd sece sense in the end," she said., "Now I shall leave you
here for a while."

"Are you going to send your creatures to finish me off, as they 4id my
Captain?" Spock gueried azs the bars closed again to cut off his escpae.

"ait and see," she sald, swiling enigmatically. She walked off, looking
vaclk to say, "You wanted to go to him. Now youlre with him, so go."

Spock stood and watched her leave. Then he slowly lifted his arms and
looked at his bleeding wrists. Absently he moved the shackles on then, irying
to get the metal off the wounds. Then he loaned his head on the bars and
sighed.

He tried to work out why they were there ot all, what they could have done
to have brought such dreadful punishment onto thewselves. The universe was
full of strange creaturas, he knew, and not all of them fricndly, but this was
out of all his experience. How had they incurred such emmity? And having
ingurred it, how could he escape now? What was the snake woman going to do
with him?

The darkness came down again like a blanket and he heard the rattle of
claws. He knew at once what she had in mind now. He was not tied up, so he
could run about in the cage. It wes her intention to have him Fushing here and
there, trying to escape, flying like a hunted animal, terrified, blind,; never
knowing when he was going o be set upon. He remembered only too well Kirk'ls
screams, He knew the beasts killed slowly and painfuily. And, no doubt of it,
somewhere away in the darkness she would be watching it all, savouring it. His
terror and his agony would feed her malice and she had set the stage for this.

Well, there was only one answer. He was going to disappoint her. He would
die all right, but hiz death would have dignity and seemliness, it was not
going to be the blind panic she expected. What pain he felt he would keep %o
himself. He would not give her the satisfaction of hearing one groan.

The claws were nearer now. He turned with his back to ths bars, sat down,
crosslegged with his hands in his lap, and waited. He concentrated fiercely on
other things, stilling the racing of hig heart. He would die like a Vulcan.

Ag the claws rattled closer still he briefly resached out in the dark, unerringly,
to lay one hand on Kirk's boct.

"Goodbye, Jim," he marmired. Then like a buddha ho sat and stared in front
of him, his head high.

He felt her presence then, her chagrin and disappointment at his refusal to
panic. She was trying to make him panic, thrusting needles of fear into his
mind, showing him visions of what was about %o happen when the scorpions
attacked. He sensed that he was in mental contact with her at last, the first
time she had permitied i%. Instantly he threw all his power into the link, and
the sense of dismay and astonishment he picked up encouraged him, She had not
realised his strength in this field and now it was too iate. He held her mind
relentlessly, refusing to let it go. She might be physically stronger than he
but she certainly was not mentally so. He seized his advantage.

Piret of all, who was she? Why did she bhate him so much? The answer came
back confused and reluctant. She - it ~ was not of any speciss he had encount-
erad before. T4 was impossible in fact to deduce exactly what she was. 3She
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seemod %o belong to another dimension entirely. Her hatred and malice sizzled
across to him, unstinted. She hated him and all creatures that could move
freely outside her own world, envying them the mobility she could never have.
Here, on thig world, she lived alone and trapped, her only amusement and
pleasure the torturing and killing of those she could catch. There was some
vague hint that she had once been marconed here deliberately as a punishment,
but he could not be surs of this. He did not pursue the matter; for his mind
was concentrating on something else. She belonged to another dimension - the
shape he saw was only one she adopted to be visible to his eyes. If this is so,
he thought suddenly, than perhaps all that has happened here has been a hallw -
ucination. If she is not in our dimension then she can only reach us through
our minds. And if that is so, then the scorplons could also be hallucinations.

Furiously he began %o channel all his mental powers towards the oncdming
claws. :

"7 do not believe in you. You are unreal. You do not existi"

The sweat broke out on his face with the effort. He shubt out the flood of
frustrated rage from the woman, he concentrated, harder, harder. Then the claws
were silent and the darkness had gone. He was sitting in the cage as he had
been before, and outside the bars stood the snake woman, her eyes burning with
venomous fury. He got up slowly and turned to face her.

taind I do not believe in YOU eitheri" he told her. "You are a hallucination.
Go back to where you came from. You have no more power over me."

For a second she looked at him with almost demented hatred. Then she
dwindled away and was gone and with her went the cage and the whole surroundings.
Spock was lying full length on the ground and above him the plenct's sun shone
peacefully. HNext to him lay Kirk, unmarked. Spock reached out to touch him.

"Captain, are you all right?"

Kirk suddenly raised his head. "What? What the hell - 7" He blinked and
then said, "That dream... Spock — " A look of horror crossed his face.

Spock wondered if Kirk's dream had been identical to his own, but he did not
wish to find out. Getting to his feet he suggested that they beamed back up to
the ship as soon as possible. Kirk reached for his communicator but befora he
spoke to the ship he put one hand for a moment on Spock's shoulder.

"You're always there, aren't you?' he said quietly. "Somehow, you always
manage to get there.Y

T trust so," said Spock.

They looked at one another for a moment and then Kirk smiled and f£lipped
the top of his communicator.

"Kirk to Enterprise. Two o beam up."
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BUTERFRISE by Poter Grant

Enterprise, illustrious star traveller, cruising
effortlessly through the cosmos in your quest
for undiscovered worlds.
Not unlike a swan are you, graceful and majestic
mighty starship, striking fear into those that
hate you, and joy into those that love you. Go
in peace Enterprise, we salute you, our emissary
in space.
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BMERGENCY by T.G.Z.0.

Here we go agein. Warp six. Wonder what the wild excitement's all
about thig time? HNo-one ever itells me anything beforehand... I'm just the
poor machine that has to do all the work. Rushing here, rushing there...
never know what's happening i1l it's happencd.

Cuch! It's all very well for those silly Humans saying that the deflector
shieldg protect the ship, dbut when a meteorits hits the shield, it hurts!
Especially at theze crazmy speeds. Can't even enjoy the scenery when we're
belting along — can't relax for = moment in case something unexpected crops up.
Warp one, it's easy. I can afford to look round and appreciate the viewy if
I'm a nonosecond late in telling them I've detected something, it doesn't wuch
matter. DBut at this speed, a nanosecond could mean the difference between
life and death ~ and I can't fool myself, I do need them; I wasn't made to
control my own actions. If they all die, so do I...

Hope it isn't another battle. I've got one or twoe good friends among
the Klingon ships. Very nice people, really — not thelr fault their MNen and
mine can't agree. It's not very pleassant firing off pot shots at a friend and
doing all you can to disable her just because some silly Men think that it
matters how mich sypace they control.

Can't even snatch a lititle snooze at this speed... Ok, I never really
sleep properly, not ag Humans undsrstend the word, bul under ncormal cruising
conditicns T can shud down a lot of functions and get a bit of a rest. At
this speed, I don't dare.

Oh—~oh. McCoy's calling on the medical ssction... ah, that's all right.
Just a medical emergency, outbreak of something reseubling Rigellian fever
and he's got to synthesize vaceine and have it ready for planetfall. No need
for me %o worry ~ I'm just going to be overworked providing the vaccine as
well ag keeping all my people safel... Wonder why ny designers never realised
I'd get tired? That's why a ship sometimes breaks down for no obvious reason.
She's so tired she just hag to have a rest, so she lets some litile component
in an awkward corner to get at bresk so that she can get that rest. At least
we get a full overhaul occasionally, but I'm overdue for one. Think I'1l
maybe have a minor breakdown once this crisis is past ~ can't do it yet, I've
a reputstion to maintain. Best Starship in the Fleet; they call me. And
while I know perfectly well that it's reslly the crew they mean, I can't let
my people doWhea.

Ah, there's the planet. Thank goodness - normal speed at lasi! No need
to bother asbout anything here, they won't even be using the sensors, just the
transporter... yes, there they goy medical team of four... they're away.

Now perhaps I can grab a little rest before I'm asked to do anyithing
MOTS o e
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Gushing visitor to a Sdarbase:s Woulid you say going into space is dangerous?
Kirk {slightly bored): Going into space is dangerous.
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MURDER TWICE REMCVED by Security Officer Baillie

For a Starship Cagstain, James T. Kirk has some pretty odd ideas at timesg
take shore leave, for instance. Most Captaing insist on crews reporting back
on time, correctly dressed, and scber. When Jim took over the Entsrprise, he
took one look at the crew, another at the charge—sheet after the lasgt shore
leave, and promptly had a fit at the amount of trouble involved. As usual, his
devious mind came up with a way round it; he pulls everyone in twenty--four hours
early, regardless of what shape they're in, and gives them a day to sober up and
settle down.

Seems to work - we'wve had no trouble so fars well, not of that sort, anyway.
After a rather nasty experience when Scotty, in a fit of misplaced enthusiasm,
tried to smuggle a gorgeous Aldebaran stripper on board, the Captain likes to
have a Security officer on duty in the transporter room to give the crew members
the once—over, and confiscate any contraband they just wmight happen to absent-
mindedly bring on board.

Which explains why I'm hanging around chatting to Kyle while he's beaming up
our wandering boys and girls. We're in the middle of a friendly argument over
the attractions of a couple of girlg we'd met, when the communicator signals
someone waiting to beam up. We break off while he does the necessary. Itts
Spock, of course. I might have known - he's always first bmck. TYou'd think he
didn't like shore leave, oxr something.

"{elcome aboard, Commander," I say. "I hope you had an enjoyable leave."

"Thank you, Mr. Baillie, most pleasant. I had the opportunity to visit the
Institute of Science. Professor R'Ley and I had some most absorbing discussions
on the theory of mathematics. When the Captain comes sboard, please inform him
I will be on the bridgs." '

As he goes out, Kyle and I just look at each other. I mean, so 0.K.; he's
not Humen, but you'd think that after months in space, he'd want gomething a
bit more relaxing than mathematics!

Next to return are Lt. Uhura and Christine Chapel, and it looks like they!ve
bought up the entire planet. I'm looking at all their parcels and boxes,
wondering how they intend to manage; I soon find out.

"Dear Mr. Baillie," coos Uhura sweetly, "I'm sure you can find a couple of
men to helpy Christine and me with all this?!

For a smile like that, I'd round up Admiral Kor himself, and meke him carzy
the entire load three times round %he Enterprise on his head. However, Kor nct
being available, I call for a couple of Security men, help them load up, and
collect another million-watt smile for my efforts. Some lady, Uhura. Pity she's
a a lieutenant...

I expect trouble with our next visitor, and I get 1t. Scotty is not drunk -
not exactly - but he's getting on that way. He's cluiching about eight bottles
of Saurisn brandy, and he's very talkative. I have visions of spending the next
three hours listening —~ in detall - to Scotty's doubtless disreputable adventures,
and I also have the problem of separating him from the brandy. Then I get a
flagh of inspiration.

"I think Mr. Spock is looking for you," I tell him. "I heard him say he was
on his way to Engineering.”

Scotty eyes me like a Klingon who's just been confronted with a shipload of
tribbles. "Engineering, is it?" he rumbles ominously. '"We'll see about that.
Here, hold these, laddie.!

He hands me the bottles and marches off to do baittle for his beloved engines.
Quite what he thought Spock would do to them I don't know, but I put up a fervent
prayer that he wouldn't meet our Pirst Officer in the corridor.
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I stack the bottles on one side to dispose of later, and get back on the job.
The crew are reporting in thick and fast now, and my pile of contraband grows
ateadily. At last things quieten down a bit, and I look up from my checklist.

"That just leaves the Captain, Dr. MeCoy, Sulu and Chekov," I tell Kyle.

"Funny," he comments. "The Captein's usually one of the first back. There's
the communicator, perhaps that's him now.m

I%'s not, though ~ it's Sulu and Chekov. I have to try pretty hard fo keep
a straight face as they materialises; Sulu's bad enocugh, but poor Chekov looks
as 1f he died three weeks ago and someone forgot to tell him.

"Hi, Pav," I call over, "have a good leave?!

He doesn't answer, just groans very quietly, and shudders. When Sulu stops
laughing, he tells me, "I found him in a bar in the red light district. Out
cold, couldn't even remember what day it was, so I thought I'd better bring him
slong."

"Tt's just as well, the Captain's due back any time. Take him to his
quarters, and let him sober up.”

To tell the truth, I've seldom seen anyone in as bad a state; he looks out
on his feet, and his eyes are sort of fixed and staring.

"isybe you'd better teke him to sickbay," I suggest. "He looks like he's
got more than a hangover to me."

"Perhaps, I'1l see how he is after he's had some sleep. You know what our
pet witch-dector is like." Give Sulu his due, he's pretty concerned when he
sees how bad Pav looks. "Come on, Russisn wonder boy. Bed time.”

As they go out, Kyle activates the transportwr again, and this time it's
the Captain and Dr. lcCoy.

This looks like being a bad, bad day, because McCoy looks like a candidate
for his own sickbay. He's white as a sheet, with a couple of cuts on his head,
and he's limping badly. I zalert = medical team, and go forwsrd to help the
Captain.

"What happened?" I ask.

"Hit and run,” says Kirk. "We were on our way over to the transporter
station when it happened, so we decided to come straight up. It's a miracle
you weren't killed, Bones."

"I'm all right," says McCoy testily. '"Just a few bumps."
b

"T've aleried sickbay," I tell the Captain. "Did you get a lock at the
driver?"

"No, it all happened so fast, and I was more concerned with Bones, but Id
like to get my hands on whoever it was."
"Probably kids joy-riding," I suggest.

"Probably. Well, come on, Bores. Sickbay. Captain's orders."

So now we've got the whole crew back we can get on with normal routine.
Twenty-four hours later, with everyone sobered up, we leave orbit, and head off
to where-sver Starfleat Command in its wisdom has decided to send us.

Pirst clue I get that anything is up comes a couple of days later, I'nm in
the rec room chatting up a pretty young yeoman I've had my eye ong ghe's just
getting interested in my sparkling personality when the ship's intercom undoes
all my good work.

"Security Officer Baillie to the Captain's quartersi"
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My immediate response to this ig a hasiy examination of my conscience. I
want to have wmy answers ready. The only thing I can come up with 1s one bottle
of Scotty's brandy that got sort of accidentally lost on the way to disposal,
but the Captain couldn't have found out about that. Could he?

Anyway, I don't hang about too longs James T, Kirk is not the most patient
of characters, and 2 summons to his quarters instead of the Dbridge scands ominous.
Turns out, though, it's not a private party. Spock is there, looking about as
concerned. as I've ever seen hims: by which I mean that his right eyebrow is up
shout two millimeters as he reads through a report the Captain hands him as I
come in. MeCoy, though, looks worried enough for both of them. Last time I'd
seen him he seemed to be recovered from his accident, but now he looks terribie.
Scotty is muttering something under his breath, and from the tone of his voice,
gomebody has an unpleasant couple of minutes coming.

"git down, Mr. Baillie," says the Captain. "We are goling o need your
help." A%t once I compose my features into an expression of helpful attention,
but he dossn't seem to notice., "You will remember that as Dr. McCoy returned
from shore leave he was the vietim of a hit and rTun driver. At the time we put
it down to an unfortunaie sccident. I% seems we were mistaken.”

My ears prick up at this.

"There have been other... incidents... since. Nothing serious, bhut all
potentially dangerous. Last night we had this." He holds up some sort of
gadget that I don't pretend to recognise, though IL've seen McCoy handle one.
HLast night Dr. McCoy was sbout to treat kir. Chekov for an infected hand. He
was about o use this scalpel to lance the infection when something went wrong,
and it pierced his own hand. Thinking it was just a faulty instrument, he com—
pleted the treatment, but later he became very i1l. Luckily, Murse Chapel had
kept the scalpels Dbecoming susplcious, she examined it, and found that the
blade had been poisoned. Thanks to her, Dr. M'Benga was gble to treat McCoy in
time. This scalpel had been tampered with, and subgtituted for the one McCoy
intonded to use on Chekov. It seems clear, Mr. Baillie, that someone on this
ghip is trying to kill Dr. McCoy, and I want him found."

To say I'm surprised at this ig some understatement. I mean, McCoy of all
people! I can't imagine anyone having a reason to want him dead.

"To begin with, Mr. Baillie," the Captain goes on, "we must take every
precaution. Apart from Nurse Chapel and Dr. i'Benga, we are the only ones who
know what heg happened. I want you, personally, o keep an eye on Dr. McCoy.
We must get to the bottom of this. I don't wan® to involve the entire security
section, as we can't risk warning the killer.!

"I1'11 look into it, sir," I promise him.

"Look, Jim, I don't need a nursemaid,” growls MoCoy. "I'm on gU.&I‘d. now
’ ? 9 ]
and I can..."

"Bones, can!t you see? We don't know who the killer is, and in sickbay
you are vulnerable. Let Mr, Baillie do what he can."

"I supposge I must."

We finally work it out that while McCoy is on duty, I'11 be out of sight in
nis office, ready to act if enybody triss anything. Scotty will share his
quarters at night, and for the rest of the time we'll all take it in turns to
keep him in sight.

As I go off to arrange my shifts, I'm doing some heavy thinking. Anyone
could have arranged the hit and run accident, butb the sabotage in sickbay is
guite a different kettle of fish. The way I see it, how could the killer be
sure that McCoy would use that parficular scalpel? The substitution must have
Yeen made betwsen the time it was laid ou®, and the time it was actually used.
Seems to me this narrows the field somewhat. :
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I make a detour via sickbay, and corner Nurse Chapels she's not much help
though. BShe laid out the instruments for McCoy herself, then they were called
away to an emergency. Winen they got back, Chekov was walting, and MeCoy staried
work right away. Looks like anyone could have made the substitution while the
room was empty.

Right dbout then, I decide to go for some coffes and a meal ~ me getting
ulcers won't help any. I'm sitting in the rec room thinking hard and getting
nowhere, when I spot Chekov at another table with cne of the passengers we
picked up at the last stop. (Normally, of course, we don't carry civilisns,
but thelr shipthad engine trouble, and as their destination was on our route
anyway, we took them along.)

It comes to me then that I've seen Pav with this guy a couple of times,
and 1t surprised me a bits he's not the type Chekov usually hits it off with,
somehow. He seems to be doing all the talking, and Pav is just sitting there
with a sort of wocden look on hig face. After a bit he nods, and the guy gets
up end leaves. Being incurably nosy, I get myself another coffee, and move
over to join Chekov,

"Hi, Pav," I say. "How's the hangover? That was sowme skinful you had back
there." To tell the truth, I'm wondering if he's really got over it yet; he
doesn't look right somehow - his eyes are toc bright, and though he looks pale,
he looks sort of feverish at the same time. As T it down, he looks over at me,
and it's as if he has to struggle a2 bit to focus on me. Then he gives a start,
and grins, and I see the familliar Chekov.

"Hi, Baillie. I feel fine, thanks. Funmny, I don't remember much about
that bender I went on. Sulu hasn't let up about it though. He's going to make
one crack too many pretty soon,!

We sit talking for a bit, then he leaves for the bridge, and I'm back with
my problem. Now, I wouldn't let on to the Captain, but I've got a personal
stake in this. McCoy pulled me through once when I'd been pretty badly smashed
up, and though I make the usual cracks, I've got a healthy respect for Blue
Byes.

Seems to me that playing it Kirk's way leaves too many loophecles. The
killer is likely to stsrt geittlng suspicious at never seeing McCoy on his owns
all he'd have tc do is hold off for a while, then move in when we were off our
guard.

Then I get a brainstormy the %hing $0 do 1s to lay a'trap for the killex
and flush him out. I think I know just how to do 1%, too. T swallow the last
of my coffee, and hsad off to see the Captain.

A couple of hours later, the grapevine spreads the news through the ship
that poor old Baillie has flaked out on the bridge. Very proud of that act, I
am, even though I did have some help from McCoy's little yellow pills. Yes,
very spectacular. Very convincing, too; at least I hope so, because McCoy's
iife depends on how well we've fooled the killer. The situation is that I'm
suppesed to have this weird illness that I carn't even pronounce; that I'm
being kept in the isolation wards and that McCoy is teking care of me himself,
trylng to find a cure. The Captain and the others are well out of sight, and
we're hoping ‘that the killer will take the chance to strike while Bones is on
his own apart from one (supposedly) unconscious patient.

Which is why I'm lying in bed in the isolation ward giving a perfect
impersonation of something nasty. The lights are dimmed, apart from one over
MoCoy's desk, and from where I'm lying, I get a good wiew of him. He's a lot
calmer than T am, that's for sure. Our biggest gamble is that the killer
won't risk using a phaser, knowing that its power would be picked up by the
sensors, and Security alerteds; we reckon he'll go for the quiet approach to
give himself a chance to escape. I'm sweating more than socmewhat as I lie
there, because 1f I'm WIrong.isesesaes
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T freeze as the. door of"the ismolation ward opens, and someone comes.quietly
iny I can't see his face — the lights are toc dim. McCoy must have heaxd him,
but doesn't move; he's sprawled over his desk as if asleep. He's not short on
courage, our McCoy ~ I don't know if I could just sit there waiting to be
attacked, and relying on the reachions of someone else to save me.

The figure sitands in the doorway looking round the ward:; I go on playing
unconscious. I can't risk acting too soon, as this just might be an innocent
vigitor looking for Bones. He comes further into the room, and then I ses he's
"got a wrench in his hand -~ the traditional blunt instrument, I suppose. That
does it for me. Luckily I'm fast on my feet, and I'm across the Toom before
he renlises I've moved. As T closs with him, I'm wondering what I've let my-
self in for. He's fighting in silence, but with a kind of frenzied desperation.
For a bit, I have my work cut out %o hold om to him, but I'm used to This sort
of roughhouse, and once I get the wrench away from him, things are much easier,
and at last I manage to knock him out.

Meantime, MoCoy has pushed the panic button, and help is on the way. The
lights go up as the Captain, Mr. Spock and Scotty rush in, and I can see that
my prisoner is wearing Starfleet uniform. This I do not expect. Even less do
T expect what comes next. Scotty turns the body over (none 100 gently) with
hig footy and it's Pav Chekov.

Right about then, you'd think the Enterprise was running a contest in
eyebrow-raising, but Spock beats us by a mile; it's the closest thing %o
surprise I've ever seen on his face. T guess he saw more of Chekov than the
rest of us, and you can tell he's really floored for once. McCoy gives Pav
a sedative 1o keep him out a bit longer, end Scotty dumps him on the bed I've
just unceremoniously vacated; +then we all stand round gaping at him for the
next couple of minutes.

McCoy is the first to break the sllence.
"hy? Why Chekov?" he asks dazedly.

Of all of us, it's Spock, the half-Human, who recognises McCoy's shock and
distress. He pushes Bones gently into a chair.

"Some brandy, I think," he murmurs. "Perhaps Mr. Scott will oblige."

A few minutes later, lir. Scott does oblige. As he posses me with the glass
in his hand, he gives me a wink, and grins, and T know he's done it again.
Semchow he's smuggled some of that triple-damned Saurian brandy on board. I'm
just making plans for a suitable Tevenge, jncluding doing something very nasty
to his engines, when I get reminded of the business in hand.

The Captain has been looking at Chekovy now he turns to the rest of us.

"ell, gentlemen, we must come to a decision. What are we %o do sbout Mr.
Chekov? Incredible as it seems, he ig responsible for attempting to murder
Dr, McCoy. I suppose he must have substituted the scalpel himself while he
was alone in sickbays now we have the evidence of our own eyes." He sounds as
bewildered as I feel, and no wonder. It's a terrible job for any man, to try
one friend for the attempied murder of another.

"Well, I dinna belisve it!" Scotty breaks in angrily. "I don't care how
it looks, Chekov wouldna' harm Bones, I'd stake my life on it."

"Indeed, I am forced to agree,” puts in Spock. "It is totally cut of
character. Captain, in the exceptional circumstances, I am prepared to meld
with Mr. Chekov without his consent. I am convinced we do not yet know the
whole story, and I may be able to learn something." At Kirk's nod, he leans
over Chekov, and takes his head between his hands.

Now, I've never fancled this mind~link business myself. Don't get me wrong,
T'd trust Spock with my life, but the idea of someonse else wandering sbout
ingide my head gives me the shudders. Doesn't seem to bother the Captain,




23

though. - I've known him link with Spock on several occasions, and more than once
the Vulecan's welird povers have got us ocut of a sticky situation.

We stand around watching Bpoclk, scared to make & wmove in case we break his
concentration, until he lets Pav go and siraighiens up.

"It seems your confidence in Mr. Chekov has been well placed, Mr. Scott,"
he says. "As I hope to demonstrate, he is as much a victim as Dr. McCoys; in
effecs, he himself is the murder weapon. If I may trouble you, Dr. McCoy?"

He's really got me this time - I just can't see what he's geitting at. As
Bones goes over to the bed, Spock brushes back Chekov's hair, and we see a
small scar just above his ear.

"If you will open up this scar, Doctor, and remwove what you find there, I
am confident we will make progress.t

McCoy gives him a sharp look, but doesn't argus. We stand back a bit to
let him wozk, and when he turns round, he shows us a small metal capsule he
has removed from under Chekov's skin.

"iir. Scott, your opinion, please," says Spock.

Scotty takes it gingerly, and has a good look. "Ii's a radic receiver,"
he says siowly, "very small, not very long range, but effective over short
digtances. "

"Effective enough for its purpose," says Spock, and if I didn't know better,
I'd say he sounded angry. "I sensed its presence during the mind lirnk. More
important, however, I managed to reach deep into Mr. Chekov's mind, and I have
some of the answers. During his last shore leave, Mr. Chekov was drugged,
presumably by the killer, and {the receiver inserted. Under the drug, his
natural resistance was broken down, and he was placed in a deep hypnotic state.
In this condition he was trained to respond teo orders transmitted through the
receiver. When he awoke, he wag unable to recall what had happened +to him.
Thereoafter, he could be placed in a trance at any time by broadcasting a code
words he wag then programped to obey whatever ingtruciions he wags glven.
Another code would bring him out of the trance, and in his normal waking state
he would forget what he had done. It was a most ingenious plany had it not
been for my knowledge of Mr. Chekov's character, and my telepathic abilities,
the receiver would mever have been discovered, and Mr. Chekov would have been
deemed guilty of the atltempts on the Doctor's life.!

Y30 welre gtill back where we started," says Kirk heavily. '"Chekov is
innocent, but the killer is still on the ship, and we are no nearer to finding
him. If he's really determined to kill Bones, he could try again himseif.!

Right then, I get one of my well-known flashes of inspiration.

"Captain, I think I know who we want." I tell him about the man I'd seen
with Chekov in the rec room. "You know he dossn't normally mix much with
civilians," I go on. "He did look a bit odd at the time - I guess he must have
been coming out of a france when I spoke to him. I thought it was just the
tail-end of his hangover. If I had only reazlised.”

"There was no way you could have known," replics the Captain. '"We are
only too thankful, Mr. Baillis, that you spotted it. However, we still have
problems. We need hard evidence -~ and I still want to know why he wants
Bones dead.."

Spock has taken the receiver back from Scotty, and he's looking at it.
Then he says, "I believe the evidence will not be too difficult te obtain.
The killer has no way of knowing that we have diseovered the capsule. It is
my belief that he will eventually issue further instructions. If we relay the
transmigsion into the ship's computer, we will rnot only have a rscord of his
intentions, but also a voiceprint identification which will stand up in court.!
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"See to it, please, Mr. Spock,” the Captain tells him. "Bones, I think we
should bring Chekov round, and explain it all tc him."

As Spock and Scotty go out, McCoy gives Chakov an injection, and pretty
soon he comes round. The poor guy is naturally somewhat surprised to find him-
gelf the centre of attrsction in the isolation ward -~ last thing he remembers
is going off duty on the bridge. Xirk and licCoy break it to him as gently as
they can. Poor Pavl I+t knocks him all of a heap -~ he's white with shock, and
almost crying by the time they get through. McCoy is real nice about it though,
and finally makes him see that it wasn't his fault. There's times I think our
tame witch~doctor can overdo the sarcastic bit, but when you really need him,
he furns up trumps. By the time Spock and Scotty get back, Pav's good and mad;
he's ready to take on our pet killer with his bare hands, and looking at him,

I reckon he could do it, too.

Anyway, armed with our evidence, we all fake off to arrest the killer -
according to the passenger list, he's a bloke named Charles Ryan. When he
onens the door, he comes the outraged innocent citizen act, but when Spock
plays over the taped evidence, he decides to come clean. It's pretty much as
Spock worked it out. He met Pov on shore leave, recognised he was from the
Enterprise, and drugged him under the pretence of buying him s drink. While
he was out, Ryan inserted the receiver, and set up the post-hypnotic suggest-
ion. The hit ard Tun acoident was the first atitempt, & sort of trial run.
McCoy escaped, but Chekov acted as he was supposed to, so Ryan shipped aboard
the Enterprise to finish the job.

While he's talking, McCoy is looking at him sort of puzzled. Then he says,

"But why? I don't know you, I've never secen you before in wmy life, as far
as I can remember. Why do you want to kill me?"

UTt11 just let you worry about that," says Ryan. "I know what happens now.
You'll have to hand me over to the civil suthorities for trial. I plead guiliby,
have a couple of years corrective training, then I'm out. Maybe I didn't manage
to finish you off, but I'11l get quite a laugh thinking about you going crazy
trying to figure it out."

"0h, no," says Kirk, and there's a very nasty gleam in his eye. "You're
on & Starchip, remenmber, and I'm the Captain. What I say here goes. TYou
attempt to kill aman who is not only one of my officers, but also a close
friend. I want the whole story, and I'm going to get it. I'm sure Mr. Scott
and Mr. Chekov will be only too delighted to persuade you."

"That T will, laddie," rumbles Scotty menaoingly. Chekov doesn't say
snything, but he grins. I don't like that grin. Neither does Ryan apparently,
because he gives in.

"A11l right, I'11l tell you. What difference does it make to me anyway? I
had no personal reason to kill wyou, Doctor. I'm a hired killer ~ I was paid for
the job."

"Who paid you?" asks McCoy, deadly quict.

Ryen ignores the question. "Yes, my client hates you very deeply, Doctor.-
paid well over the going rate for the job. I've never known anyone so '
determined."

"I believe," Spock breaks in, calmly as ever, "that the Doctor agked you
a question. I suggest that you answer. Mr, Scott appears to be getting
impatient."

Ryan looks over.ad McCoy, grimnings he's enjoying this.
T4 was a Mrs. Sarsh McCoy — your ex-wife.!

Spook is the only one fast enough to catch MeCoy as he passes out cold.
* * *
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A couple of weeks later, I'm called to the Caplain's guarters again. He's
alone this time.

"Sir down, Hr, Baillie. I have hsre a report from the police on Earth.
They have investigated Ryan's allegations, and have sent me a copy of their
findings to be used in evidence when we hand him over for irial. Dr. McCoy
faels that as you were so closely involved, you are entitled to know the full
story.

You may not know that before he Jjoined the Enterprise, Dr. McCoy's marriage
broke up. The details do not matter, but it seems that his ex-wife, who from
all accounts tended to be neurotic, hiamed him for the divorce. As she grew
more and more disturbed, her hatred of McCoy grew, until at last her desire to
e revenged on him became an obsession, and she employed Ryan, with the results
we know. The failure of her plan has driven her beyond sanity, and she is now
receiving the approvpriate treatmenty it's too carly to say with what result.!

"T'm gorry," I +ell him. "The Doctor must be feeling pretiy bad about 1t."

"Well, he is a doctor, so he's more used than any of us to coping with the
actiong of a sick mind. 1 belisve he'll get cver it."

"T'm glad of that, Captain: he's a ve gpecial guy."
’ ry o

Kirk swiles. "I think so too. Well, I must thank you for your assistance,
Mr. Baiilie. T know®I can rely on your discretion.”

"Of course," I say. "By the way, how's Mr. Chekov?!

Completely back to normal, I'm happy to say. However, I think he'll be
more careful who he drinks with in future."

So that's how it ended. Iext time I see Pav Chekov, he's his usual sunny
self. MecCoy's back to normal too, just as sarcastic as ever. So there's only
one thing I want fto know, and it sure keeps bugging me.

Just how the HELL did Scotty manage to smuggle that bottle of Saurian
brandy under my nose?
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