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Hello 2gain, and welcome to Log Bntries 8.

Thanks for the comments some of you have sent in, not only on Log Entries
but on our other zines too. It's nice to kmow you've been enjoying our
offerings... So far, I haven't had any letters saying 'Such and such wag terrible,
I don't know why you printed it!' even though some comments have been on the
theme of 'I didn't think that particlka r development was likely, but I quite
liked the story.!

When you come to think of it, although only a few stories have been written
as 'Alternate Universe', all ST stories are, in thelir own way, alternate universe,
written according to how the writer sees the characters and their interrelation-
ship. Some of these interpretations are close to our own, some are far removed.
But all are valid, in their ocwn way.

An editor's job isn't always easy, and one of the hardest jobs ~ for me -
is accepting a story on a theme that I find emotionally unsatisfying, because i1
is well written and I know someone out there will like it.

We've tried to improve reproduction of ililustrations this time, and we'wve
finally splashed cut and bought a good, heavy-duty stapler, guaranteed foolproof.
I just hope it's Clarkproof as well — I have a gift for chewing up staples that
ig unsurpassed this side of Vulcan!

Meanwhile, I'm getting stories readyr for Log Entries 9, which I hope will
he ready about the end of May/beginning of June. In line for it are 'The
Cleansing Fire!, a Baillie story by Valerie Piacentini, who is undoubtedly one
of our best writerss 'In The Bag! by T.W. Francls, a light-hearted follow-up To
t4 Piece of the Action's +the winner of the newsletier compeitltion for a story in
which Spock beams up wearing a grass skirt, string of beads, a flower in his hair
and carrying a small wooden trumpet...Most of the entries produced remarkably
ingenicus reasons for the situation.

Non-msmbers of STAG can get information on new zines by sending a SAE ox
addressed envelope and International Reply Coupon to
Sheila Clark
6 Craigmill Cottages,
Strathmartine,
by Dundee,
Scotland.

At the moment, reprints of Log Entries 2-6 are available (or will be vexry
shortly) and there are still a few copies of Log BEntries 7 left. We'!ve been
asked if we'll be reprinting Log Entries 1 - sorry, no, we won't. It was put
out ag a limited edition of 100 copies, and we then destroyed the stencils. And
while I could re~do them, it would take fully a week, and I'd rather spend the %ime
doing stencils for a new zine.

Pinally, I'd like to thank Peter Grant and Brian Topping, who have agreed to
come and help me with the collating, and my long-suffering mother, who I conned
into doing the proof-reading for this zine. She soon learned what she'd let
herself in for... We think there's one typo slipped through - she spotted i%,
and then we couldn't find it sgain...

But enough of me. The zine stands before you, ready and waiting to be read.

Marck 1977 . (/ B
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THOSE BLASTED KLINGCONS! by Donna Nixon

Captain Kirk stood drumming his fingers impatiently on the Transporter
congole top. '"Where in the name of heaven and earth ig he?" he snapped, more 1o
himself than to Mr. Spock, who was standing near by.

Here,'" said McCoy, entering the room. "Sorry I'm late.!
"Come on then, let's get wmoving."

The three Enterprise officers, accompanied by three security guards, stepped
on to the transporter platform.

"Energise," Kirk toid transporier chief Kyle.
"Energising."
The men were replaced by shimmering stars, then vanished altogether.

They rematerialised on the planet far below. It had a temperature of above
eighty degrees Celsius, but despite this 1t had a vegetation of lush green grass,
trees, and shrubs. Most of the planet's surface —~ almost two thirds - was cov-
ered by water.

Large seams of a silvery metallic element had been discoversd there by a
Federation Scout Ship. The ship had lacked the equipment to make a full analysis
of the meial, but it was thought to contain the same structure and valency as
platinum -~ only 14 was quite a bit stronger and lighter.

The Enterprise, being in the area, had been assigned the job of analysing
the ore and sernding a full report back to Starflest. This would have been sasy
enough but for the fact that a Kiingon ship wa# in orbit arcund the planet too.

¥irk lecked round as they materialised. "Let's get started," he said. "I
don't want o be down here any longer than is necessary."

The work, though not strenuous, was tiring in the heat. Only Spock seemed,”
unflugtered. EHe worked as steadily as usual. After a while, Kirk groansed, and
wiped & hand across his foreshead. BSpock locked up.

"Captain, I suggest that you and Dr. McCoy return with the guards to the
ship. It is clear you caanot stand long periods down here."

"If anyone goes back to the ship, we all ge," said Kirk. "One person alone
could be in considerable danger.”

"But Captain, I could..."

But whatever Spock thought he could do, his companiocns never found out.
From out of the silence came the sound of a phaser. Spock stiffensd as the beam
caught him, and fell, rolling back and coming to an abrupt stop against a rock.
Kirk, McCoy and the guards, caught unaware, fell too before they cculd begin to
look rournd for their attackers.

From out of the shrubbery came six Klingons. They crossed to the uncon—
geious men.

"This is the Captain," sald one, hoarsely.

The youngest mewber of the party moved to where Spock lay a little apart
from the others. "Why not take this one?" he demanded. "He's hurt. His back's
bleeding pretty badly. His Captain will feel...emotion? if he thinks he's huri
and a prisoner. After all, they don't think like we do."

The leader of the party considered for a moment. "Get these ones into the
shade.” He pointed to the Humans. "Keer is correct. Humens are weak. We'll
take the Vulcan. Get moving!"

"Yes, sir."

The subordinates set about moving the unconsolous men into the shade. The
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action was not motivated by any kindnesss the Klingons knew that the heat might
kill the Humans if +they were left exposed to the direct sunlight, and it was no
part of their Captaints plens to kill...

The leader heaved Spock over his shoulder, noting that he was also bleeding
green from a deep gash near one eye. Then he pulled out his communicator,
ordering his party to be bLeamed aboard his ship.

McCoy was the first tc regain conscicusness. He was lying on a diagnostic
bed in Sickbay. Groggily he propped himself up on his elbows.

Murse Christine Chapel hurried over to him and handed him a glass of vile-
smelling, pale yellow llquid, shooting a glance up at the body funmetion panel as
she did. "How do you feel, Doctort"

"A1l right." He drank the liquid, and pulled a faca., "Ugh! Terrible now
that I've drunk that stuff.”

Christine smiled, "You can get up. It's not good for the orew to see you
lying there."

McCoy rolled off the bed. He crossed to where Kirk lay, glancing at the
third, empty, bed as he went. "What about the others?" he asked.

"The guards are next door. Mr. Spock wasn't there when you were brought
shoard. Mr. Scott left a search party down there, and he's also continuing to
search from the ship. But Doctor...we know Mz. Spock's hurt - there was blood
not far from where you were found."

Kirk began to stir, and Christine went to fetch a glass of the yellow liquid.
Ag she handed it to Kirk, the wall intercom beeped. McCoy crossed to it.

"icCoy heres.m!

"Iy the Capiain conzscious yet?" It was Uhura's voice.

"Wes, Lisutenant.!

"The Klingon ship is calling, sir ~ Commander Kcloth commanding."

"He's on his way." Kirk was already heading for the door.

On the bridge, chief engineer Scott vacated the command chair asg Kirk
entered. As he sat, Kirk ordered,

"Put Koloth on, Lieutenant."

She nodded and turned to her console. On the main viewing screen, the head
and shoulders of Koloth took form.

Mfhat do you want, Koloth?" Kirk asked, making sure he got the first word.
"To do a barter, Captain... a little exchange."

"What soxrt of barbter?" snapped Kirk.

our First Officer, Capiain...for the planet below."

Kirk had not yet realised that Spock was missing, and Koloth's proposal
took him completely by surprise. He turned to the library computer station.
Sure encugh, Chekov was there, not Spock. Kirk turned back to the screen.

"How do I know you do have Spock there?™

HJust take wy word for it, Kirk. You have twelve hours to consider. Koloth
out." The image faded. »

Kirk stood up, his face aghen. "Lt. Uhura, contact Starfleet and tell them
what's happened. I'11 be in the briefing room. Bones, Scotty, you come with
me. Mr. Sulu, you have the con.m
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He moved to the elevator, McCoy and Scott behind him.

The answering message from Starfleet turned out fo be very simple. They were
not to accede to Koloth's demands, nor weres they %o attack the Klingon ship. The
Klingeons were to be given no chance to claim that the Federation had started
anything.

Kirk sat staring at the now blank screen. "Just like that," he said bitterly.

Aboard the Klingon ship, Koloth exchange® an equally bitter glance with his
second in command. The twelve hours had passed, and still Kirk had not surrend-
ered. "They'wve called our bluff," he snarled. You might as well return the Vulcan
to the Enterprise. He's of no use to us now. We can't stert anything - the
Organi ang would soon stop us.!

Korax saluted sharply and turned to leave.

In the Klingon sickbay, Spock was strapped securely to a bed. His back hurt
terribly and his head ached. He had been given no medical attention at ally the
only attention he had been given was by a Klingon who had kept him from entering
into a healing france. The Klingon's methods were brutal, and each time he was
shaken his back hurt intolerably. Waves of searing pain flashed through his mind,
and he found it increasingly difficult to focus on anything. Slowly but surely,
his sight was failing. He was thankful when at last true unconscicusness over-
took him.

He was brought back to consciousness a few hours later by the feeling of
someone pulling him roughly to his feet. He opened his eyes but could see nothing,
and his legs gave way under him. Once again, he sank into oblivion.

When he came to again, he could hear voices faintly renetrating the agony in
hig head and back. Something was holding his eyes shut...then he realised that
the voices belonged to Kirk and lcCoy. His eyes must be bandaged. He concentr—
ated.

McCoy was saying, "... all I can. I've cleaned the cut on his head, and we'll
Just have to walt and see how his syes react. I've managed to stop his back bleed—
ing, but he lost far too much blood ~ and we don't carry enough of his T-negative
Vulcan blood to give him a full transfusion, so I've had to make it up with plasma.,
There's also extensive damage to the spine - one nerve in particular is pretty
badly mangled. S+till, with any luck, he'll heal all right."

"Yeah, sure. With any luck!" Kirk sounded bitbter. "I just wish I could
begin to understand all this. When they went to all that bother to get him in
the first place, why suddenly hand him back, just like that, then go?"

Spock had tried to remain silent; but now a coughing fit gave him away. Kirk
and McCoy vrompily forgot their conversation and bent over him.

"Fasy, Spock, easy." lcCoy was fussing as usual.

Spock tried to speak, but his mouth and throat were too dry. MeCoy, realising
this, went to get a drink for him. He came back with a glass of a milky coloured
liquid, and put a hend behind Spock's head to lift him very slightly. He put the
glass to Spock's lips. Spock swallowed and promptly choked. McCoy pulled the
glass away. WVhen the coughing fit had subsided, he allowed Spock to drink again.

"Try not to move too much, Spock. You could start bleeding again, and you
can't afford to lose any more blood. Just lis as still as you can,!

"Captain..."
"es, Spock?"

"What happened?" His voice was barely a whisper from beyond the grave.
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"Mhe Klingons just gave you back, Spock. Don't worry. TYou'll be all right."

Spock opened his mouth to speak, but before he could utter a sound, his body
visibly relaxed. He was asleep again, the sedative in the drink being most
effective. Kirk looked at McCoy. His face was drawn.

Throughout the next seventy-two hours, Spock spent mogt of his time sleep~
ing. Christine asked McCoy for the job of looking after him. McCoy granted it
readily. Spock needed twenty-four hours a day care, and muck though McCoy would
have liked to tend to the Vulcan himself, he knew he could not forget his other
duties.

By the fourth day, Spock stayed awake long enough to demand to know what was
happening. NcCoy told him coneisely, making no attempt this time to minimise the
extent of damage to Spock's eyes and back. As McCoy finished, Spock murmured,
"Oh," and drifted off to sleep again.

McCoy watched him for a moment, then turned to Christine, yawning. "It's
time I went off duty, I think -~ if I don't, I'll fall asleep on my feet.™

"Goodnight, Doctor. I'1l call you if there's any change."

She watched the Doctor leave, then turned back to Spock. She was puzzled -
why didn't he put himself into a healing trance? Unless...since he was only half
Vulcan, might this injury be beyond his sbility to self-heal? BShe looked down
at him. His face was a deathly white under the bandages that covered his eyes,
the pallor contrasting sharply with his pitch black hair. 8he checked the body
function panels. One or itwo of the dials had quickened, some had slowed, but all
were still far from their Vulcan norm. '

She checked the glucose drip that was still Spock's source of nourishment,
and decided to renew the bottle. The movement woke Spock., He stirred slightly.

"'y gorry. Mr. Spock., I didn't mean to awaken you."

"i4's all right, Christine," he murmured. He was still hardly aware of
what had been happening %o him over the last few days, and he didn't even realise
he'd just used his nurse's first name. Sieep claimed him again.

It was six days before Spock could eat properly instead of being fed intra-~
venougly. But as soon as he began to eat solid food, he began to pick up. His
back was healing well, helped by the fact that McCoy, afraid that Spock might
meke a sudden sharp movement and harm it again, had strapped him to the bed. He
found i% rather uncomfortsble having to have the bed tilted slightly before he
could eat, but he made no protest, realising that McCoy was right. Awake, he
could be certain of lying still, but sleeping, he could very easily move
involuntarily - and he still fell asleep very readily. And the readings on the
body function panel were at last beginning to steedy. The dials were nearly all
up to Vulcan norm.

The next nine or ten days passed slowly for Spock. He got used to everyone
gpeaking %o him as soon as they entered the door, and he had plenty of visitors.
Chekov came frequently, to tell Spock of all the latest computer activity. At
first McCoy hadn'+t been too sure about the wisdom of this, but he scon realised
that it did no harm, and in fact, gave the Vulcan something to think about. BSo
it was with some surprise that Spock heard someone come in who didn't immediately
speak in order to identify himself.

"Who's there?" he asked curicusly.

Just Christine and me," McCoy's voice told him. "I want to check your
back."

He took the cover off the bed and unstrapped the bands that had held the
Vulcan immovably for all those dsys. "Don't try to move," McCoy warned. "We'll




roll you over."

He was furned gently on %o his side. "Good," ¥NcCoy said. "It's healed
beautifully." They helped him roll onto his back again. "Right, now, Spock, let's
sea you move your legs.m

Waen nothing happened, he said, 2 little impatiently, "Well, come on, Speck."
"Doctor." Spock's voice sounded strained, "I can'?t move my legs.n

"Christine, let's get him sitting up. Careful, though ~ 1ift him gently —
that's it."

They essed Spock, very carefully, into & sitting position with his legs over
the edge of the bed. The Vulecan tried again. Finally,

"It's no good, Doctor. They won't move."

McCoy lifted one leg and placed it carefully across the other. Then he hit
the knee sharply. The response was minimal. He picked up his scanner and ran it
over Spock's body carefully. '"You should be able 4o meve, Spock. The damage is
almost completely healed, the nerves are functioning - not as well as I'd like,
but you should be able %o move your legs all right."

"But I can't, Doctor.”

McCoy grunted. He nodded to Christine, who laid Spock down again and then
arranged the cover over him, while McCoy crossed to the wall intercom.

"Sickbay to bridge.”
"Kirk here. What is it, Bones?"
"I want to see you right away, Jim. I%'s about Spock.”

Christine suddenly felt the need not to see Kirk's reaction %o this news.
She looked down at Spock. '"Are you hungry, lr. Spock? Would you like some plomik
soup?"

"Please,!
As she left, Kirk entered. '"What's wrong, Bones?"
"Come in to the office, Jim. Spock, if you want anything, just call."

The Vulcan nodded, but he knew that at the moment, all he wanted was to be
alone for a few minutes.

in the office, McCoy sank exheustedly into his chair. Kirk sat dowm opposite
him. "What is it, Bones?"

"Jim, I decided to begin getting Spock back onto his feet today. Only I
can't. For some reason, he can't move his legs. There's no earthly reason that
I ocan see for ity the damage %o his spinal nerves is hesling perfectly. HNow
I've come across this kind of thing with Humans - they're so convinced they! ve
been orippled that they can't move, but a Vulecan isn't likely %o suffer from that
kind of paychological condition. So I must assume that there's still some phys—~
ical damage that I've missed.”

"Is there no chance?! Kirk asked dully.

"How do I know? I can find no damage...for what that's worth." He paused.
"T think the best thing for him is a short lesve on Vulcan.!

Kirk nodded slowly. "The entire crew is due & month's R & R when we get
to Base Four, while the ship gets a major overheul." He thought. "We pags
reasonably close to Wulcan before we got there, too.m

"Do you think there's any chance that we could get our leave on Vulcan?"
"fho'1l need to go?"

"I'd like to go, snd Christine of course, since she's lodking after him.
He'd probably like to have you along too."
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"T*11 see what T can do. Starfleet owes us something after all - 1t was
they who insisted we do nosiaing to rescue him.”

As he passed through Sickbay, Christine was feeding Spock plomik soup. She
looked up as Kirk entered.

Mifant some, Captain? Now that he's got it, Mr. Spock's decided that he isn't
hungry after all."

"Yeuch! Certainly not!" said Kirk, wrinkling up his nose at the thought.
"That stuff doesn't agree with my digesiion at allil

Christine smiled, then turned hér attention back to Spock.
"T have eaten sufficient,'" Spock said obstinately.

"No you haven't," Christine told him. MAnd if you don't eat, I'll have to
start feeding you intravenously again," she threatened.

Kirk grinned, and left.

"Come on, Mr. Spock." How she ever managed to get Spock to finish the soup,
she never knew. She felt sure it musi have been cold by the time he had finished.

Spock leaned his head back ageinst the the pillow. He was rather pale, and,
as Christine had just proved, he still wasn't eating normally. Even a small bowl
of plomik soup was too much for his failed appetite. Christine saild nothing, bul
she shook her head slightly as she removed the pillows and settled him down again.

As he entered the bridge, Kirk said, "Li. Uhura, put me through to Starfleet
Command "

"Aye, sir." There was a short delay, "I have Admiral Komack, sir."
"On the screen, Lieutenant."
Kirk put his case briefly, knowing that Komack disliked lengbthy explanations.

"Hmom."  The admiral thought for a moment, then turned to speak to someone
off the screen, turning off the audio signal as he did so.

Lfter what appeared to be a hurried discussion, he resumed contact. "Who
will be acuompanying your First OffTicexr?"

"Dr. McCoy, Chief MNurse Chapel and myself."

Komack nodded. "Permission granitsd. Your Chief Engineer will . .., the
Enterprise on to Starbase Four for her overhaul after dropping you off at Vulcan,
and return for you after a month. If Mr. Spock is still incapacitated at the end
of that time, he will be invalided out of active service, although he may continue
in an administrative capacity if he wishes.!

"Thank you, Adwmiral."
"Admiral Komack, Starfleet, out."

Kirk stood as the picture faded. "Mr. Chekov, set course for Vulcan. Mr.
Suiu, you have the con. I will be in Sickbay." He only half heard the acknow-
ledgements, cut off as the elevator door closed.

On entering Sickbay, he found it empty save for Spock, who was lying very
ghill.

"Spock,' he said softly.

There was no Treply. Kirk smiled gently, and crossed to McCoy's office. The
doctor looked up from a desk covered in tapes.

"Tell?" he asked.
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¥irk nodded. "We can take Spock for shore-leave on Vulean. We're headed
there now." He glanced back towards the Vulcan., "He's sleeping — &t least, I
think he is. He didn't say anything when I spoke to him coming through Sickbay.!

M5leep's the best thing for him, really. I only wish he'd eat more. He's
geiting as skinny ags... as..."

"As an old~fashioned hypo needle?" Kirk suggested, grinning.

"iaybe a little far-fetched, but... yes, I suppose so. I'm having Scotty put
together a wheel chair. As long as he doesn't install a warp drive to it, we'll
be okay." '

Scott stood behind the console in the Transporter Room. Spock sat in the
wheel chair, his legs wrapped in a blanket. He felt better dressed in uniform
- instead of the white hospital gown. His eyes were still bandaged. Beside the
chair, Christine turned +to Scott. She sald nothing, but indicated silently that
they should get Spock into position. Between them, they lifted Spock on to the
Transporter platform. As they did so, the doors opened, and Kirk and McCoy came in.

"Scotty, you know exactly what to do, don't you," said Kirk.

"Aye, sir, I know., Have a good time."

Kirk and McCoy took their places on the platform. "Energise," Kirk ordered.

The engineer moved the levers and the four dematerialised in a shimmer of stars.

They rematerialised on the planet Vulcan far below. Christine took the brakes
of f Spock's chair and grasped the handles.

They had materialised in a huge courtyard. The floor was made of large white
flagstones. A fountain played in the centre of it. The house which surrounded
the yard was a large twoe-storey building with white walls and & red roof. A door
opened at the far side of the yard, and Spock's mother appeared.

"Welcome," she cried. Bhe was in her fifties, tall, slim and still remarkably
pretiy.

Kirk held out his hand. "I am pleased to meet you again, Mrs. Sarek.”

"The feeling is mutual," she said warmly. She exchanged greetings with McCoy
and Christine, then turned to her son. She took his hands in hers, tears coming
into her eyes. 8pock sat rigid, but gripped his mother's hands tightly. It
showed her clearly how he fel%.

She released his hands, resolutely controliling herself. "Come," she said.
"Sarek is away et the moment - at a conference. He should be back tomorrow."

She led them into the house, through a large airy hallway and into a lounge.
It was comfortably furnighed in Vulcan style.

Amanda wag an excellent hostess, warm and friendly. 3By the time the sun began
to sink, Kirk, McCoy and Christine felt they had known her all their lives.

She led them to thelr rooms, which were upstairs. The sole way to get Spock
up was for someone to carry him. Kirk took Spock in his arms while McGoy carried
the chair. At the top, Mcloy put the chair down, and Kirk lowered Spock gently
into it. Christine draped the blarnket over him.

Kirk's room was next to Spock's ~ MeCoy and Christine were opposite. They
sald goodnight, and Amanda left them.

Christine took Spock into his room, closing the door behind her. She helped
him to undress and wash, then into hed. Then she pulled the covers straight.
She sighed softly as she straightened.

"What's the matter, Christine?" asked Spock. "am I too much $rouble?"
"Goodness, no, Mr, Spock. I'm just tired. Do you want anything?" Spock
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shook hi:u head. MALL righ*, then. Call if you do - I'm a light sleeper. Goodwl. =
night "

"Goodnight, Christine."

But if Spock did call thet night Christine never knew, for she slept very
deeply. .

Next morning she awoke feeling quite refreshed. Her first thoughts were of
Spock. She scrambled out of bed and got ready as quickly as possible. She made
her bed then hurried over to Spock's room. She knocked at the door.

"Come in.!
She entered. "Good'morning, Mr. Spock."
"Good morning, Christine."

She helped him to sit up, then turned to get his clothes. It took about half
-an hour to get Spock ready. By the time she had finished, she heard McCoy and Kirk
talking in the corridor.

She opened the door, and wheeled Spock out into the pessages

Sarek didn't arrive home until late that evening. When he did arrive, he
sald nothing about Spock's condition. He did, however, sesm to study the visitors
quite carefully. '

On the fifth day, Sarek called Spock and Christine into his study. Amanda
stood behind him as Christine wheeled Spock into the room.

"I have been observing you closely since I came home," Sarek Vegah without
preamble. "I notice that every time you require help, it is always Nurse Chapel
you turn to. Spock, if you are plannlng gomething you think I am likely to
disapprove of, I'd like to know it."

"What do you mean?" Spock asked, a hint of suspicion entering his voice. "I
am not aware of 'planning' anything.!

"You are not considering marriage?"

"Marriage?" Spock said sharply. "No, I am not. Why should I? And why
should you think 1t?"

"Tou have been depending on Nurse Chapel 2 lot lately, and according to Dr.
HeCoy and Captain Kirk, your attitude towards her has changed since Dr. MeCoy
assigned her to look after you."

"Dr., McCoy didn't give me the job, sir," Christine put in. "I asked for it."

Sarek gave a slight nod. "I mefely wigh you to know that if you are con-
templating wmarriage, I am not opposed to the match.m

"Father, the thought of marriage has not entered my head. Why should it?
Besides, it would not be logical to marry in my preseni states I would be nothing
but a handicap to a wife. I am merely giving Christine gratitude for her attention.
I have never considered her as a possible wife."

Sarek looked at the girl. "Is this true, Christine?"

"Yes, sir, as far as I know. He has made it... quite plain."

"411 right. You may go.”

Christine turned Spock's chair and wheeled him out.

"Take me into the lounge, Christine," Spock said. "I want to talk to you."

Bilently, she obeyed.
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"T regret if I ewbarrassed you there, Chrigtine."
"ou didn' t, Mr. Spock."

"It's nothing persenal, Christine; I do not intend tc marry. If I did...
Do you understand?

"Tes, Mr. Spock." Her volce held no trace of bitterness. To change the
subject, she saild abruptly, "Would you care to go for a walkth

"Thank you, Christine. I'd like that very much."

Spock sat alone in the living room, aware of a terrible feeling of hopsless-
ness. His back no longer hurt, but he just could not move his legs. McCoy had
suggested that it was caused by fear because he couldn't see. Tear? He was a
Vulcan! But was McCoy right?

The door opened and someone entered. "¥ho ig it he asked.
HOnly me " It was Christine. "Do you want to go out for a while?"
"Just into the garden, pleass."

In the hallway, they met McCoy. He advanced on them. "Take him back into the
iounge, Christine. I'm going to take the bandage off his eyss."

Yes, Doctor.”

She stood behind the chair, and put her hands gently on Spock's shoulders.
"Mervous, Mr. Spock?!

M4 little," he admitted quietly.
HMcCoy began to unwind the bandage.
When the bandage was off, Spock still sat with his eyes closed. Small marks

left by the bandage were all that disfigured the handsome face, and they would fade
over a few days.

"Come on, Spock, open your eyes.' UNcCoy's voice was very gentle.

The Vulcan obeyed. BEverything was blurred, ocut of foous. He closed his syes
again, then opened them once more.

"Well, Mr. Spock?" Christine asked.
"Captain Kirk and my mother are standing by the deoor," said Spock calmly.

For the next minute, he was the only one who was calm. Amanda blinked back
tears. It would never de to cry. "Now you must try to walk again.!

McCoy checked Spock's eyes. "Your sight's not what it used to be," he said
honestly. "But it's as good as most Humans.!

Spock nodded. "Take me up to my room, pleasa."

Alone, he sat for a while staring out of the window. Then he resolutely
gripped the arms of the chailr, concenirating fiercely. For a moment he thought
he was succeeding, then he realised that it was only the strength in his arms
lifting him. A+t last, he relaxed, feeling 1t to be hopeless.

Christine gave him about half an hour alone before she returned. 3She had
fully understood that he wanted solitude to recover his composure fully - it
must have been quite a relief, finding that he was not blinded after all. But
her insight wag not enough to let her realise that he had wanted to attempt 1o
stand immediately - but had chosen teo do it alone because whether he succeeded or
failed, it would sgtrain his already brittle control unbsarably. Now, she came in
briskly.

"Right, M¥r. Spock. Next thing is to get you on your feet again."

He shook his head. "I've tried often enough,” he said. "It's hopeless."
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"No it's not," she said, patient to the last. BShe went to fetch a glass of
water. Spock took it gratefully. Afterwards, she 1lald the empty glass down and
said, "and not another drop do you get until you can at least move your legs."

The threat didn't work.

Next morning after breakfast, Christine carefully wrapped Spock in his blanket
and took him out towards Vulcan's Forge — the name the Humans had given to the
Sag-a-shar Desert.

Spock seemed strangely talkative. Every so ofter he would point out a par-
ticular object that held either childhood memories or even sentimental value, sirange
as it seemed. Christine smiled secretly to herself. Her experiment in psychology
seemed to be succeeding.

The shade of the hills was welcome to Christine, whose eyes were aching from
the bright light and who was feeling the heat by now. "Do you want to go further?”

Spock nodded. $She said cheerfully, "You'll soon be walking these hills again."

"Wili I?Y His wvoice was doleful.

Christine decided to leave the subject for the moment. She took him quite a
way into the hills, picking a careful way round big boulders but finding the going
not too difficult. Finally, they ended up in a cul-de-sac. Steep walls rogs on
three sides. She applied the brakes, and sank on to a boulder. Lying back, she
closed her eyes.

She remained there for about $en minutes, during which time she occasionally
opened her eyes to glance at Spock, who was sitting guietly, his eyes shifting from
thing to another. From somewhere nearby came a high-pitched scream. Spock

stiffened instantly, knowing full well what had made the sound. A le-matya - a
leather-hided creature similar to a Terran mountain lion, a coreature with poisonous
fangs. Christine, who didn't know what it was, ignored it.

Suddenly, Spock caught sight of the le-matya on a ledge far sbove, poised to
spring, baring vicious~looking teeth. It was staring straight at Christine.

As the animal crouched lower for the spring, Spock yelled "Christinel" A4g she
sat up, puzzled, the Vulcan, impelled by sheer desperation, leaped from the chair
and pulled her from the boulder. They both fell to the ground as the le-matya
sprang. Its target gone, it overshot the boulder and fell, striking its head on
the far wall of the canyon.

Spock raeised his head to see where the le-matya was, knowing that he could do
no more. He let out his breath in relief when he saw it lying there. With an
effort, he sat up.

Christine scrambled +o her feet, her face pale. '"Mr. Spock," she gasped. "I
know that when you do things you don't do them in halves -~ but really, this is
ridiculous.”

Spock seemed to smile slightly. "I regret if I hurt you - but if the le-
matya had bitten you..."

Christine looked over to the dead animal, and shivered. Then she looked
directly at Spock. "I knew you would be able to walk if you tried hard enough."

The blood had drained from Spock's face now. Vulcan or no, reactlon had set
ins the narrowness of thelr escape had left him comparatively unmoved, but the
shock of discovering that he was not, after all, paralysed, was considerable. For
the first time, he accepted McCoy's diagnosis that his affliction had indeed been
psychological, perhaps aggravated by the length of time that he had had to lie
completely still.

Christine had little difficulty in lifting Spock on to the bouldsrs +then she
maneuvered the chair +to his side, and carefully eased him into it.
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Sarek, just back from a meeting, obligingly carried hig son up the sfairs while
Caristine carried the chair. At the top, he put Spock back into it. The younger
Vulcan knew what his father was thinking; but he simply said,

e

I am trying to walk, father." Then Christine wheeled him into the room.

Inside, she removed the blanket once more. "Right, Mr. Spock," she sald
gilkily. "You are going to wall if it kills me.m

Once again Spock gripped the arms of his chair. This time he was successful.
Chrigstine smiled encouragingly. Witk his feet planted firmly on the ground, he
let go of the arms of the chair, relaxing a little. Christine took his hands.

"Do you want to try to walk nowt!"
He looked at her. "We've got this far, we might as well go all the way."

She slipped an arm round him to steady him. He leaned a lot of his weight on
her, and managed an unsteady step. Then another.

He was sweating from the effort by the time he reached the other side of the
Toom, but he persigted, continuing until he returned to his chair., He sank into it
thankfully, then to Christine's utmost astonishment, he chuckled siightly. She
stared at him. "What's up with you?" she asked.

"Wothing, Christine. Only... this time last week, I thought I would never be
able to sse or walk again.!

At lunch¥ime, 3pock almost begged Christine to let him walk down., At first
unwilling to let him overtax his strength, finally she relented.

Going down the stair was a slow business, and he began fo be afraid that one
of the others would appear on his way toe carry him before they reached the dining
room. He still had to lean on Christine for support, but it was worih 1% fe see
the faces of the cthers ss they looked at him. Only Sarek sat motionless, giving
no sign of his feelings. 3But there was approval in his eyes.

After lunel,.MoCoy took Spock up in his arms. The Vulcan struggled protesiingly
but MoCoy was firm, and Kirk added his authority to the doctor's. Spock was not to
overdo things. McCoy carried Spock upsteirs. Amanda stood up to follow, but Sarek
prevented her. '"Wife, let them be alone for a while. TFriends are what he needs
at the moment, not parents.”

She nodded and sat down again. Sarek extended his hand, and put his first end
second fingers to hers.

Upstairs, McCoy laid Bpock on his bed. Taking out his tricorder, he passed it
over Spock's body. It hummed softly, as if to itself.

M"As long as you don't strain yourself +trying to do too much too soon, you
should be fine," he gaid cheerfully. ~

"What happened, Spock?" Kirk asked.
Christine and Spock exchanged glances.

"Thet!'s a secret,' he replied.
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ENSIGH: Doctor, I keep thinking I'm a spaceship.
McCOY s Well, come down off the ceiling and I'11 see what I cen do.
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ONCE UPON A TTE... by Sue Bradley

The Bnterprise was scanning one of the smaller outer planets, that had only
recently come to light, in a solar system that was relatively new to the Pedezation.

Mr. Spock gave the all clear as regards the atmosphere, etc., of the planet,
and then found himself making up the landing party. This consisted of Mr. Sulu,
Captain Kirk, Mr. Spock and two security guards. They went in a shuttlecraft, as
the transporter was malfunciioning.

The shmttlecraft landed in a leafy glade, No-one could believe their eyes.
411 the flowere were so small, and perfectly shaped, with delicate leaves around
them. They grew like a carpet underfoot, with fine velvet moss between the plants
themselves. The trees were the usual size, and seemed a little dull compared to
the delightful flowers. All very similar, their grey trunks were crowned by dark
green leaves. But they contrasted very effectively with the floral carpet.

Nr. Sulu was already down on his knees taking readings, a huge smile on his
face. A botanist's dream come true ~ a myriad of totally wnkmown flora, and in so
many colours too.

"¥gll, Mr. Sulu, it seems you were rightfully included in our landing party
today,'" Kirk remarked to Sulu.

"7 certainly am, Captain, I wouldn't have wanted to miss this for anything!"

Mr. Spock too had begun his own tricorder readings, while the guards weTe
content to look atound at this tiny paradise.

Piny sigas of life, Mr. Spock?" Kirk asked the Science Officer.

"Yes, Captain, I have detected some interesting readings. They show items
I've not seen before... "

NFair enough, Mr. Spock, let's go and investigate, then we won't be kept
guessing any longer." Kirk motioned the guards to bring up the rear, as Sulu,
he and Spock went ahead.

"1t almost makes me feel guilty, having to walk over these beautiful flowers,”
Kirk remarked tc Sulu at his side.

Mr. Spock had walked a 1little distance from them, and seemed to have found
gomething.

"Gaptain, over here. It would appear to be a path, but a very miniscule one.
We will at lsast be able to follow it."

Kivk and the others came over, and sure enough there was a tiny little path,
no more than six inches wide. It was a clear line through the carpet of flowers,
80 wag obviously well used.

Mihat kind of animals would make that, Spock?"

"1 cannot tell yet, Captain, they are very small and I still can't get an
accurate reading.m

%Just keep irying, Spock.™

The landing party was following the tiny track now. It led between the grey
tpee—~trunks over a little hillock and they were locking down into a small valley.
There were even more types of flowers and plants for Sulu to marvel over — which.
he did without any vprowpting. They walked further down and found the flowers were
gparge here. They gave way to a silvery green grass that felt as soft as thistle~
down.

"Gaptain, I have located a life~form -~ 1t is three hundred yards in front of
us." Spock pointed in the direction.

"Right - Spock, Sulu, let's make our way over. You stay here, please, Li.
Rodgers, Basign Teylor.! Kirk indicated to the security geards where he wanted them.
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Soon the ground became scattered with swall yellow and red toadstools. Where
Spock said the readings were coming from brought them right into the middle of a
ring of bigger toadstools.

: "Why, Captain, it looks like fairylandi" Sulu couldn't resisi saying. Kirk
was about to agree with him when a little snicker of laughter sounded from the
direction of one of the bigeger toadstools.

Kirk put his fingers to his lips, bidding the others to he quiet.

"Hello, is anyone there?" Kirk called out. There was silence for a minute,
but whoever or whatever was hiding became overcome with curiosity.

"Hello, why here I am!"™ The owner of the voice jumped up before them, and
seated himself on the toadstool he was hiding under.

The men ; could scarcely believe their eyes. TFor the voice belonged to
what could only be described as a gnome. IHe was dressed in a small outfit of
short brown dungarees, with a lititle orange top similar to a t-shirt. His little
feet were brown as berries on the soles where he had hardered them by going with-
out any form of footwear. He looked just as if he had come from a2 children's
fairy tale, with a i1ittle bald head and a wizened face, plus two very bright
eyes full of laughter and migchief.

"My name is Donjo. I am very pleased to meet you."

Kirk and the landing party stood in astonishment, but Mr. Spock was the first
to find his tongue.

"We are pleased to meet you, sir. We are from the Starship Enterprise. This
is Captain Kirk, Mr. Sulu, Lt. Rodgers and Ensign Taylor. I am Mr., Spock."”

The little man started his laugh, poilnting at Spock. "i¥hy, you are one of
the pixies, surely?"

"Indeed I.am not, I come from the planet Vulcan," Spock said stiffly. He
pointed to the skys Donjo followed his glance. "Do you know that people live
on those iiny points of light in the sky

Kirk meenwhile could scarcely keep himself from laughing. What a shame Bones
wasn' t here, he wouldn't have missed the gnome calling Spock a pixie for anyihing!

"I have heard that people - glants like you 21l are - iive on worlds far
away in the sky. Come, you must tell we of your worlds and +the ship you travel
in."

Kirk smiled. A1l the landing party were still regarding Donjo with
incredulity.
"Do you live all alone here, Donjo?" Sulu asked him.

"ifhy no, there are other jolly folk like myself, off gathering berries and
honey. TYou may be lucky and ses our falry folk too, they fly high above but. come
here for foocd. Did I not hear one of you say the word 'fairyland' shortly after
you arrived in this glade? The pixies live up in the hills.®

Kirk nodded, unsure how he was going to tell Donjo about the legends on
Earth.

"Yes, you did. Donjo, you may find this hard to believe, but on the world
I come from, we keep tales of your folk to tell to our children.!

Kirk could see a guestion forming on Donjo's lips. "ihat ars children?"

"hy, they are our offspring; our race would die if we didn'+t produce
children,! Kirk answered ag best he could.

"fe never die, none of us ever do. But come now, let's see if we can find
some of the others. They should be back with all their baskets of berries any
time now."
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Donjo led them further d¢..» the little glade, to where there were plenty of
fallen logs and tree stumps for the landing party to sit on. Over their heads
they caught a few flashes of colour, like humming birds, so fast they flew. It
7ag the fairies, but they weren't stopping this time. Their silken wings hardly
;. igtered in the minds of the crew, as they darted over their heads, Down the
path came the sound of merry voices, and round a corner came a little group of
gnomes. All were dressed very similarly to Donjo. They stopped dead in their
tracks as they came face to face with the Humans.

Donjo jumped up guickly. "Do not be afraid, these gisnts are our friends."”

His words had the desired effect: +the gnomes smiled and began to put thelr
bagkets down. These were filled to the brim with beautiful shiny red and brown
berries. The 1little folk had done a fair day's gathering, Kirk reflected.

"Now my folk have returned, I will get you some refreshment!"™ Donjo jumped
down and disappeared.

"That do you make of all this, Mr. Spock?" Kirk asked, a look of amusement
on hig face.

"Absolutely fascinating, Captain.”
"T suppose I should have guessed that. Ah, here's Donjo back again.!

The little gnome wag carrying some tiny cups on a tray. "These are the
biggest containers I could find. I do hope they are adequate for you all to
sample our nectar?™ Donjo looked a little apprehensive.

"Yes, of course they are." Kirk handed the cups round. They were rather
like the small Chinese tea cups that you sip from.

", it's delicious."

"Lovely and sweet."

"Interesting."

"Delightful."

"Yes, it is." All the crew enjoyed the nectar, from their comments.

T muet tell the ship about all this. Our commnicators as well as the
transporter are out of order. We'll have to return in the shutitle. We will be
back in about half an hour."

T will look forward to it, and our fairy folk may be persuaded to meet you
then."

"Porfect, Donjo, we are all looking forward to it. I'll bring our ship's
surgeon with us, he won't want to be left out againi

Donjo came back with them to the shuttlecraft. He seated himself on a large
toadstool for the best view.

Spock had the shuttle ready and took off for the Enterprise. As it sailed
overhead, Donjo waved to his new friends, then watched the shuttle fly from view.

Kirk felt something repeatedly tugging at his sleeve. His heavy eyes
managed to open at last. Wher they did, he sat bolt upright.

"Bones? Oh! - didn't we go back to meet the fairies then?"
UFairies, Jim?"

"Yes - don't you remember? Spock will, the gnome thought he was a glant
pixielss "

Kirk looked in amazement at McCoy, who had now been joined by a curious
Spock.

"That was some hangover, Jim. Perhaps you'll heed me next time I tell you

e}
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when you've had enough Rigellian wine."

"That was some dream, Bones. Strange, but I rather wish it had been true,
after all.”

"You wish you'd met the fairies, oh?" Bones sat down on Kirk's bed. MYou
must tell me about it, Jim. Even Spock's interested!®

"Here goes, then." Kirk made sure he had their avid attention. "Once upon
a 'time---enoo-oon
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THE NIGHT WAS DARK AND STILL by Sheila Cornall

The night was dark and still

As T stopped on top of the hill

And stood gazing at the velvet night
Bejewelled with stars so bright
Just me and my thoughts -~ alone.

My unspoken wish drifted to the sky
And very shortly, by and by,

With a shimmering and silver hum
An image had come

And T was no longer -~ alone.

The moon peeped through the trees

ind danced on the gold braid on his sleeves
Although he was mostly hidden from view ‘
I knew the uniform was blue

And we wers -~ alone.

I guessed he wouldn't stay long
For he didn't really belong
There was much more than a line
Between his time and mine

I'd soon be agsin -~ alone.

A hand caressed my cheek

And lips didn't have to sesk

While the breeze stirred and played

And whispered through the disappearing silver haze
I was once more - alone.

The night was dark and still

As I walked down the hill

The stars contimued to jewel the sky
ind all T could do was sigh

The dresm was mine - alone?
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KIHK: Tou have just beamed down to an unknown planét and see a large
hairy monster approaching you. What steps do you take?

CREWMAN:s Large ones in the opposite direction, sir.
K K XX
Would you call a space magician a flying sorcerer?
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IBGACY by Valerie Placentind

Through the dimness of the artificial night he prowied the corridors of the
Enterprise, his restless feet awakening no echoes in the hushed ship as his cat—
like tread carried him soundlessly past the quiet rooms where the Humans lay asleep.
There was no such rest for him - in his alien mind, his alien heart, grief and a
sense of overwhelming guilt struggled for supremacy.

Jim was dead.

This time there would be no last-minute mirasle, no sudden awakening from a
nightmare - Jim was dead, and Spock ¢ould not weep for him.

With his own hands he had prepared the Captain for burial, as though in this
way ke could somehow placate ihe demon of guilt that mocked him, refusing all
assistance as he cloged the sparkling eyes for ever, smoothed the fine hair,
folded the expressive hands. Scotty had read the burial service ~ hs knew he could
not trust himself for that - and he had stood in frozen silence, his dark eyes
fixed unblinkingly on the pale face, certain that he could feel the condemnation
of the assembled crew.

Then - it was over. The Humans had withdrawn in small groups, to comfort
themselves and each other, but he was alone ~ there was no-one who cared enough
to comfort the Vulcan half-breed. McCoy had paused for a moment, touched hig arm,
murmured some meaningless words, but he had turned away, afraid to meet the acc—~
usation in those blue eyes; that would be the hardest thing of all, for McCoy had
been right. If only he could go back, re-live that argument again..osseses

"Isn't there any word from Jim yet, Spock?"

"Doctor, impatience serves no useful purpose. Neither the Captain nor any
member of the landing party answers the contact signal, and I have his order that
no—one else is to beam down without his direct permission. Nor is it possible to
detect any member of the landing party by sensor, as this race resembles Terrans
s0 clogely as to e indistinguishable."

"Then what do we do, Spock? Jim's already seven hours late reporting in."
"We wait, Doctor. In accordance with the Captain's last order.”

And they had waited. Waited through long, agonising hours until every Human
on the ship was stretched to breaking-point, their nerves on edge. Spock himself
was frantic with worry, but concealed it behind his usual impassive expression.
However much it cost him, he would not disobey Jim's direct order.

It should make a difference that Spock was right, McCoy thought wearily, but
somehow 1t did not. When another twelve hours had crawled by at last, he made his
way to Spock's quarters, determined to make the Vulcan listen. His carefully-
prepared arguments were not nesded ~ Spock had already decided to act.

"Doctor, I know you cannot understend why I do not disobey Jimfse direct orders:
you must accept thav 1 cannot. However, one thing I can do3 +the landing party
do not answer the contact signal, and Jim has forbidden a rescue party, but he
did not forbid me to contact his mind."

"is mind? Is that possible? He's so far away, you don't even know where
to start.!

"I can start at the beam—down point, and scan from there. It may take some
time ~ if T can locate him I will endeavour to learn where he is; be ready to
take a note of any coordinates I may be able to give you.!

The Vulcan sat, composing his mind and body in utiter concentration, before he
sent his formidable mind searching for his friend. It was not enough te scan for
a Human mind - the natives'! thought patterns were so similar to Human that only
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Jim's own'mind would do. He poured himself totally into that search, for there was
no other way. After many hours, when even he had begun to despair, came very
faintly an answering touch on his mind.

- Spock? -

- Jim! Axre you all right? -

- No, I'me..hurt, guite badly, I think. -

The contact was slightly stronger, but still terribly faint.

- May I come for you? -

~ No! It's a trap. The others are all dead... they think I am too... they're
waiting, expecting a rescue party... you'd be killed at once. =

- I have your position now, Jims I can beam you UDse. —

- Hurry, Spock. I must report, and...I don't think I've got much time... -

McCoy had already noted the coordinates Spock gave him;  pausing only to alert
gickbay, the two men hurried to the transporter room, arriving just as Kirk appeared,
lying unconscious on the platform. There was ne time $o walt for a stretcher: Spock
lifted him and carried him to sickbay, where the frantic activity bore witness to
the gravity of Jim's condition. At last WMeCoy stepped back from the bed.

"It's no use, there's nothing I can do. He's lost $oo much blood... I can
make the end easier, that's all..."

He swung round to face Spock, the blue eyes hard. "It's your fault, you
inhuman freak! If we'd got him back a few hours ago, I could have saved him. You
and your bloody obsession with duty! You've killed him!"

"No, Bones." Jim's voice, faint but detsrmined, brought them both Tound %o
the bed. "Spock obeyed my orders - he had no other choice. Tou can't blame him."

MeCoy met Spock's eyes. '"Sorry," he said gruffly. "I know, I just...!
"That's all right, Doctor, I understand. Jim, what happened?!

"hs T told you, it was a traps the natives already have an alliance with the
Romulans...they'll kill anyone from Starfleet who lands there...we didn't have a
chance...they thought I was dead, tco. They...they were watching...waiting for a
rescue party...they took the communicators, so I couldn't warn you...if you'd come
for me, we'd have lost even more men..."

"Den't talk any more, Jim - save your strength..."

"Why? I heard what you told Spock. It's all right, just...stay with me,
both of you.m

They had sat silently, one on each side of the bed, each holding one of Jim'g
hands; there was no need for words, each understood how the others were feeling.
Jim's breathing grew slower, quieter; suddenly he gave his half-smile.

"Spock, do you remember...?!"

His volce stopped suddenlys; Spock caught his breath as MeCoy leaned forward.
"It's...all over, Spock," he said, very quietly.

The Vulcan shuddered, and covered his eyes with his free hand.e....

That had been three days ago. Now... he became aware of z sudden frantic need
to be alone, to conceal himself from curious or sympathetic eyes. As the door of
his quarters closed behind him he stumbled to the desk, to sit with his head
buried in shaking hands.

The message from Starfleet lay in front of him -~ he had forgotten ity he read
it again with mounting horror and disgust. The Enterprise was his, if he should
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choose to accept. With something approaching panic he swept the message to the

floor. To take Jim's ship - that would be the final betrayal, as though he had
callously stolen the body of the only man whe had ever really been his friend...
the man he had killed.

A hand touched his shoulder, a familiar voice, strangely husky, called his
neme. "Spock, please...l want to apologise. I...3c understand, you know. You
did what you had to do, I can see that. It's part of your burden, as it was part
of Jim's...you can't always act as you would wish to. TForgive me?"

He swung round in his chalr, raising his head to meet the blue eyes, reddened
now with weeping. And I can't even cry for Jim, he thought sadly. He was aware
of a feeling of compassion ~ McCoy had suffered too. Fleetingly he touched the
hand that lay on his shoulder.

"5it down, Bones.!

McCoy sank into the chair opposite, and the two men surveyed each other
frankly. Thers was no need for predende, for concealment here - each felt the
octher's grief, and it was almost 2 relief to acknowledge the shared sorrow.

"Spock, it's been three days; you can't go on like this. You haven'it eaten,
and I'm sure you haven't slept.!

"Have you, Doctor?"

There was no need to answers they knew each other so well now., HcCoy
stirred resflessly. "I know, I keep telling myself...Spock, we must go on
somehow.!

"Just tell me howi!

McCoy's eyes widened; he had never heard such bitterness in the quiet voice.
He would have spoken, but Spock went on. "I was lonely, but I did not know it I
knew nothing of happiness, but I knew nothing of grief. Then...HE...reached out
to me; he tought me...many things ~ friendship, joy, laughter. I learned...so
much...and just as 1 was beginning to - to respond...he...left me alone again.
He awskened my Humanity, and showed me its joys now I must learn...to 1ive...
with its sorrow.”

"Do you regret it? Spock, I know...how impossibly difficult...it has been
for yous bu® think.—.wasn't it worth 149"

So faintly that the doctor wes scarcely sure he heard i%, Spock sighed.
"es.. it wag worth it. Never to have known him...but now...l am more alone
than before.h

"You are not." McCoy's hand reached out to touch Spock's. "I know...I can
never...take Jim's place, but...we both loved him, and he...loved us both. I%
would please him if we could...comfort each other. Then - there's the Enterprise.
it was...part of Jim, it always will bey don't refuse the command, Spock. A4s
long as we're both here, on his ship, Jim will still be here too. It's what he
would have wanted - you kmow that, don't you?"

The dark eyes were very troubled as they met icCoy's. "I know. But...l
might fail him."

"You never failed him while he lived, not even at the last. We need you,
Spock - all of us. W¥We need your strength, your wisdom, your...love; and...I
think...you need us too. Don't turn back - don't betray the Humanity Jim taught
yous. If you do, you'll be killing Jim all over again. I'11l help you...if you'll
let mes but I need your help too. We both owe him so much. Shall we iry to
repay him - together - by deing as he would have wished?!

"Wou are surse? I thought that...parhaps...you would wish to leave. I
cannot be...like Jim...but I would welcome your friendship."

"You have it, Spocks you've always had it, I guess. You'll need someons o
talk to sometimes, snd so will I. Can you itrust me enough®"
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The dark eyes closed slewly. He had dresded this meeiing, wondering if McCoy
still blamed him for Jim's death, if he had only accepted him for Jim's sake. He
had wanted - so much - McCoy's understanding. He looked up; the blue eyes met his
with concern and affection.

"Bones, I..."
H

His hands reached ocut blindly, were caught and held firmly. The long withheld
tears came at last, and he wept hélplesaly.

There was nc need for words - McCoy knew his decision already. They would go
on together, sharing the legacy their friend had left them - their love for each
¢other, for Jim, for the Enterprise. And that love would carry them through the long
years until, somehow, somewhere, they would again stand face to face.
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SILEET LOVE by Margaret Bertram

Tou call me the Companion,

Don't you know

That I am more than that?

When you arrived; so close to death,
There was no thought

Except the wish to help

To make you well and end your suffering.
But gradually there was a change
When I enveloped you,

A glittering cloud.

There was emotion -

More than that, was love.

Ok Human friend

¥hy don't you understand?

And yet

I fear that true awareness will bring pain
And separation.

90 let us just remain the way we are,
And though I long to hear you say
The magic Human words

UL lowel!

I'1) be content,

Remaining what I'm now -~

A friend, companion

Ready to be called, to help.

And never ghall you know

That the mysterious glitter you can see
Is nothing but my tears -

A rainhbow=-shower of tears

Of love unanswersd -

Love that dare not speak.

WK K WKW W HH KK KKK W HHKNK

KIRK: Mr. Spock, since none of the sensors are working properly, how can
you be s0 certain that the planet we are orbiting is uninhabited?

SPOCK:s Quite easily, Captain. I ordered the landing party to begin their
survey by digging a hole. BSince nobody arrived to waich them, it is
clear that the planet must be uninhabited.

KIRK: Very well, Mr. Spock. Carry on.
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NBSSTE by Gexrry Dovmes

"Well now, what did ye think of the Inverness castle today?" Scotty assgked of
ne one in particular as they set up the evening Camp.

"4 swordsman's dream," answered Sulu. "I've never seen so many ancient
weapons in one place before.!

"Suits of armor, and tapestries, all tucked away in that old fortress,"
sighed Ducharme. "What romentic days they must have besn." She carefully pulled a
dinner packet from the campfire and tested it. "Supper's ready."

"Good, I'm starved." Chekov hurried over and drew his out. "Wacationing is
hungry vork."

"Aye," agreed Scott. "But it's worth it to see this grand auld country. T'was
a fine ides to spend our leave here, Mr. Sulu." //And a fine chance to show these
kids just who knows his history// he thought.

"Tes, I don't even mind all the hiking." Sulu joined the others and began
eating. Between mouthfuls, "I'm almost sorry we have to report back tomorrow."

"Wiell, this is a lovely spot for a last night camp." ILt. Ducharme folded her
enpty packet carefully and put it back in her pack. She began pouring coffee for
everyone. "The lake over there is so beautiful, and the colors of that sunset
tonight," she sighed again.

"There's stories about that peaceful lake." Sulu firighed and reached for his
coffee. M"Tales of a2 strange creature that lives out in the water.m

"Burely ye dinna believe such foolishness, lad," Scott protested. "Monsters
on earth in this day 'n asge.!

"They're probably all gone now, but people used to think there was something
like a pleisiosaur that somehow managed to survive the ice ages.

"Tales to frighten children," Scott snoried. "I for one am goin' for a walk
down by yonder loch. Anyone care ta come along?"

"Sorry, Scotty," Ducharme answered first. iy feet refuse to take another
step tonight."

Sulu and Chekov both shook their heads. "ot me." "o 4hanks.V

"The younger generation's gettin' soft," Scott grinned. "Save me a bit of
room by the fire, then. It's chilly on towards mornin' "

"Call us if you find a monster, ve'll come rescue you," Chekov promised.

UAh, I'm sure I'll manage somehow, dinna worry.!

It was a beautiful night for a walk. The stors and moon gave plenty of light
and Scotty followed the path to the lake easily, humming softly to himself. The
lalke surface was smooth as glass, a dark liquid mirror refiecting the stars like
Jewels from its depths. He followed the shoreline and after a while olimbed up on
a large rock that was half in and half out of the water.

He looked from the lights in the water up to the lights in the sky. TYes, Earth
was nice to visit, but it would be good to get back to his engines. He had enjoyed
himself, true enough. But the Enterprise was his real home and she was out there
walting for her éngineer. He turned from the water and stood up to climb down.

Then he heard a faint splashing and something large and hard nudged his back!

"Quick now," said a low voiee right behind him. "What isss your name and your
busssinesss here?!

Scotty stood very still, "Lt. Commoender lontgomery Scott and T was just
admirin' the loch and the stars." The pressure left his back.
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"Wery well," said the hissing voice, more pleasantly. "May I cail you Mont-
gomeryTh

Scotty turned round and locked into a glowing amber eye larger than his hand
on a meter long head attached to a slender curving neck that broadened out as it
disappsared under the dark water. He took a small step backward and nearly slipped.
"0all me whatever ye like," he stammered, regaining his balance. 'What menner o'
beastie ars you?"

"T am the monssster of Loch Nessss, of courssse," the dragon answered. "Tou
cen call me Nesssie, if you want to," he added politely.

"Ye oughtn't ta snesk up on a mon that way," Scott said, recovering somewhat.
Yo gave me quite a start."

"I'm sssorry, Montgomery. It isss necesssary for me to hear a human sgsgspeak
a few wordsss before I can tell if i+ isss sssafe to approach.™

"How is it ye'r speakin' ta ne?!
"The wordsss are not correct?" the dragon asked, siightly confused.

"hat I mean is," Scott sat back down onr his rock, curious now, "how is it ye
can talk?t"

The dragor laughed a swall rumbling laugh. "I sssee. Long ago, many humansss
uessed to come to the lake to look for me. We...I had plenty of time to learn
ssspeech. I ssspeak ssseven different languagesss," he said with pride.

"Te siarted to say we," Scott ventured. "Are thers many more of ye?"

" migstake, Montgomery. It hasss been ssso long sssince I ssspoke to a
human." He saw the men reaching inside his coveralls. "What are you doing®™ he
asked, his orest rising in alarm.

"Calm yourself, Nessie," Scott reassured him. "I only thought to hae a drop
o' whisky. It seems ta be a good time for it.M

"g93coteh whisssky?" the dragon hissed hopefully.
"Aye," Scott drew out his flask. "How do ye know about Scoteh?!

"Phree, or wasss it four?, centuriesss ago, another party of ssseachersss
came looking for me. They were well sssupplied with refressshmentsss, and 1 man-
aged to bump into their boat and a few bottlesss accidentally fell overboard. They
were very excited about sssighting me, but with the sssmell of all the whisesky
they ssspllled, T don't think they were believed.!

The dragon's long forked tongue licked delicately at his fangs. "Would you...
ssshare sssome with me, Montgomery?"

MOYcourse,! Scott answered, taking off the cap. "I you're sure now ye 1like
i‘t.”

"Oh, yesss." The dragon leaned his great head forward and opened his mouth.
Scott looked at the teeth in the gaping jaw and took & quick pull on the flask him-
self for courage. Then he carefully inserted his hand between the front fangs,
poured in a healthy amount of whisky, and quickly withdrew his hand.

The jaws closed with an audible click as the dragon rolled the lovely liguid
around with his tongue. Then he swallowed slowly. '"Ahhh," he sighed blissfully.
NThank you, Montgomery.'"

"{ell, now, if you're the only one here, Nessle, dinna ye get lonesome?"
Scott helped himscelf to another drink.

"Yegss, sssince Litket and Meryn passssed on, 1t hasss been lonely. They
fought consgsstantly, but even argumentsss are conversssation of a sssort." The
dragon opened his mouth for ancther drink, and Scott poured in the remaining con-
tents of the flask.

"Litket snd Meryn? And who were they, now?" Scotty asked.
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HI'11 be happy to ssstay and talk with yoﬁ, Hontgomery, but explaining 188
thirsssty work. I don't sssuppossse you have any more?"' The dragon sounded
wigtful.

"I do, back dt the camp. If ye dinna mind waitin®, I'11l go and fetch it."
"I'd be very pleasssed to wait, Montgomery.!

Scotty scrambled down from the rock snd headed towards the path. Once he
glanced back, and saw the dragon's neck and head silhouetted against the dark water,
scales gleaming silvery in the moonlight. Back at the campsite, he looked at his
gleeping shipmates and shook his head. 'Scotty, ye must be daft, talkin' and
drinkin' with mythical beasties.' But he pulled the haif-iiter of Scoteh out of
his pack anyway and headed back for the lake.

"Nessie, where are ye?" he called in a loud whisper as he approached the rock.

"Right here," the dragon answered, his head and neck rising almost soundlessly
from the water. "I alwaysss hide underwater when I'm waiting, for sssafety. Force
of hebit," he apologised. .

"I brought the Scotch." Scotty held up the bottle and poured the dragon
ancther mouthful. "Now, then," he sat back down on the rock and took a drink him-
self, "who were Litket and Meryn, and what happened toc then?"

S50 the dragon talked with the man, explaining about his relatives, and about
how a few of the long-lived dragons had always been at Loch Ness, showing themselves
often encugh to keep a few curious people around,; once people had apresrsd on the
scene. He told of their peculiar empathic semi-telepathic abilities, by which they
had avoided those people with savage thoughts, and about the underwater cave, filled
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with dragon bones from the time of the begimming. After the big change; Litket and
Meryn had been so despondent and upset that they had gone in there one day and not
come out, leaving himself alone. After that he had stayed hidden, sleeping for
months on end, as was a dragon habit, waking only a few times a year to tend to
necessities, like eating.

"What was this ohange ye speak of?" Scott asked, as he poured another round.

"About two and a half centuriesss ago," the dragon answered when he had
swallowed, "the sssearchersss became ssseriousss. SSScientissstssse even came in a
sssubmarine! They planned to capture usss and disssect usss!" His voice trembled
with the remembered horror of it. "We hid, of courssse. But one evil man brought
depth chargesss, figured our bodiesss would float to the sssurface. It wasss a
terrible time, Montgomery." A tear rolled from one shiny eye. Scotty hastened to
give him another drink. After a moment, the dragon went on., "Litket and Meryn weTe
sgso sssad to think Immansss had come to thisss, they couldn't go on. It wasss the
firgsst time they ever agreed on anything.” He hegan to cry in earnest.

Scott petted the great head and made comforting sounds. When the dragon had
calmed down they shared ancther drink. "It wouldna' be like that now, Nesgie. MNen
have travelled the stars, and made friends with all kinds of creatures out there.
If yo revealed yourself again, people wouldna' harm ye, and ye'd have company to
talk to."

"T4'sgs not much fun when humansss know for sssure that I'm real. They alwaysss
enjoyed it when they were uncertain...it can be fun to be ssscared sssometimesss,
when you almossst know the creature cen't really exissst." He opened his mouth for
another drink, and Scotty poured one in. "Sssometimesss whole familiesss would -
gome. I like children...they never thought it wasss odd +to talk to a dragon..."

After a little silence, Scott passed the boitle again, and began to hum, then
ging, an old Gaelic folk song. To his surprise, the dragon joined in when he came
to the part about all the different cows, hardly hissing at all. Just at the end
of the song the dragon belched loudly, and little orange-red flames flickered out
of his mouth.

"Oh, excusssge me!"™ the dragon exclaimed selfcomsciously, the flames coming
agein. "Alcohol doesss that to me sssometimesss." He burped once more. "T believe
I have & touch of heartburn." He lowered his head and took a drink from the lake-
water. Little wisps of smoke curlsd out of his nostrils. "Ah, that'sss better.”

"Perhaps ye've had enough to drink, Neseile," Scott suggested.

"Nonsssenssse, Montgomery, the evening'sss young yet." To show he wasn't
drunk, he started to sing a bawdy tavern song. Scotty laughed, remembering the
last time he had heard it, and joined in. They stopped for drinks in all the app—
ropriate places. The song went on for rounds and rounds, each verse getiding more
obscene than the last and they collapsed with booze and laughter long before the
end.

"Ah, Nessie, you're a bonny, bouny dragon," Scott managed to gasp out. "What
a nightif

"Montgomery, I am a little tired. Would you mind if I take a sgshort nap?!
The dragon carefully seitled his huge head on Scotty's lap, filling it to over-
flowing and effectively wedging him against the rock, and began to smore softly.

" 10ourse not, laddie, the bottle's empiy anyway." Scoit leaned his head on
the dragon's neck, at the soft place just behind the ear-membranes. He could feol
the oreature's pulse beating steadily. It gradually slowed to deepening slumber,
drawing Scotty along to sleep.

A chill morning fog drifted through the campsite. Sulu shivered and woke up.
He was adding logs to the fire when he noticed Scotty's sleeping bag was still
rolled and tied. "Chekov! Ducharme! Wake upi" He shook them awake.
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"Wat is it at this hour?" Chekov grumbled.

"Scotty didn't come bacik last night. Look!" Sulu gestured to .the eloguent
sleeping bag.

Chekov dragged himself up and examined Scott's things. "Vell, the botile's
gone Irom his pack. He probably fell asleep down by the lake.n

"I'11 put the coffee on while you twe go find him," Ducharme offered. "If he
slept ocut in the open, he's going +to be cold and gHiff.m

Chekov automatically picked up & tricorder and he and Sulu started on the
path to the lake. Wisps of fog swirled around their feet.

"Watch your footing, Pavel, it's hard to see the ground in this.m

After a while they heard water genily lapping the shore, then Chekov got his
boot wet and they knew they were at the lake. The water's surface was covered
with the swirly fog. "Vitch vay now?!

"Here's some footprints on this side. Look's like he went to the left. Come
on." They could see the tracks just often enough through the wist fo know they
were on the right trail.

A huge rock loomed up out of the fog. Both men stared, speechless at the
sight of Mr. Scott asleep with a dragon's head on his lapi Sulu came out of 1%
first. "Quick, Pavel, your tricorder."

Chekov brought 1t up just as the dragon woke up with a start a% the sound of
a strange volce. The monster reised his head so abruptly that he cracked Scotiy
on the chin, and he woke up yelling, "Here, now! What's goin' on?"

"Pleassse, Montgomery, not seso loud," the dragon pleaded, his huge head
aswaying nearer the men on the beach as he tried to focus bledry eyes. He had a
dragon—-sized headache.

Sulu took a hasty step backward and bumped into Chekov, who slipped and fell,
The tricorder gsplashed into the lake.

"Wait, Nessie, it's all righi," Scott called to the dragon. But the creature
wag already swimming away, almost out of sight in the fog. Amezingly fast for a
beast that =ime.

While Sulu and Chekov brushed themselves off, Scott climbed down from the
rock and fished out the tricorder. His finger hit a butten and it made a faint
skrilling sound. "Och, I'm sorry, Mr. Chekev. The box was wet and my hand must!'ve
slipped. I'm afraid your tape's erased."

"iister Scott!" Chekov snatched away the tricorder and checked it over, then
swore. '"You newer had an accident vith a machine in your life!!

Scott held his head as Bulu joined in. "Now we!ve no record of one of the
most fantastic discoveries on the planstii!

"Easy, lads,™ Scotty begged. "Quieter, please. Ye can still file reports
when we get back. I'll back up your story. O' course, it is a verra foggy
mornint, and I have had a great deal fto drink....."

"Wo one wvould belief usg, lr. Scott,! Chekov mourned, shaking his head.
"et1l be laughed off the Starbase," Sulu added gloomily.

"Not everyone will laugh, lads. Maybe a few curious folks will start comin!
here again, and give a peor lonely beastie someone to talk to." He saw their
puzzled expressionsg. "Well, it's no fun if ye already know all the answers," he
explained. "Let's go back to camp, I really need some coffee this mornin'.m
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FOUDseseos by Fionn James

Hungelseseses
I have never had a proper meal.

Once thers were many of us, long ago. But ithe seas began to dry up, and we
were forced to climb on to dry land.

The beings who lived on the land feared us, and sought %o kill us. We could
not understand —~ we 4id not do them any lasting harm. We only needed a little
from their blood, salt that they could easily replace.

T+ was to protect ourselves that we developed our hypnotic ability. The
land creatures were not easily tricked; we had to learn to maintain an illusion
for many days.

At first, it was not too difficult fo survive. We could still obtain food
from the sea, and there were many land beings. We required very little food
from any one. But as the world became drier, the land creatures began to die
out, and food became more and mMOYe SCATCE.

As the land beasts died, my people also died. I+t had been easier for us
to survive than for the land creatures; we needed salt, but they needed fresh
water. And Tain had long since ceased to fall. There were those who bellieved
that 'rain' was a myth, an imeginary attribute of & Utopia invented to relieve
the wisery of every-day living.

When the last of the land creatures died — and all their vast technology
could not save them — it meant death for my people too. We had come to depend
too greatly on the blood salts of these creatures. The salt in the sea had
become too concentrated even for us, and we had no way of diluting it.

We tried to adept - we really did. But we could not. Te had walted too
long.

Now only I am left. T have never eaten properly...but it takes a long time
for the pesople of my race to die.

T smell...fresh salt!

Yes!...there - the creature so closely resembles the descriptions of the
beilngs among whom we lived...its blood =alt rust be edibie!

I must get near o 1tesveveen

Ahhhhh. For the first time in my 1ife......I am full-fed.
T did not mean to kill...but food...at last...

The other being wants to kill me...lefence...adopt the shape of the dead one,
and +then, perhaps...

He understands!...He gives me salt...I must not feed from him - it migh®
kill him, and then there wéuld he no more gsalt...

Strangers!

Tood...s0 much better than those salt tablets...
Foodeswsere

PooGessssne

Ahhhhiicsosson
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The Enterprise was making hex way back to S4arbase
Four after a routine bui very exhausting mission, so that
the crew cowid have a short but well-earned rest.

Captain Kirk sat back in his command chair, relaxing
while his crew carried out their duties with the
efficiency that had mede the Enterprise the best ship in
the Fleet.

Suddenly, Commander Spock looked more intently into
the scanner, and then raised his head as he turned to-
wards Kirk. "Capiain, sensors indicate the approach of
an ion storm."

"How serious is it, Mr. Spock?!

"It will be upon us inside fifteen minutes, sir,"
Spock replied evenly, as if the proximity of an ion
storm was an every-day eveni.

Kirk nodded acknowledgement, reflecting how easy it
was to appear imperiurbable when his Flrst Officer
always remained so calm, whatever the danger. "Standard
procedure," he ordered. He wondered who was on top of the duty roster, to draw
the dangerous task of manning the observaiion pod, his wind involuntarily going
back to the day when it had fallsn to Ben Finney.

The alert iight was flashing yellow now, warning the crew of the impending
danger. Tor a few minutes things continued as normal, while only Spock's alert
position as he bent over the scanner showed, along with the flashing light, that
anything was wrong. Then the Enterprise shuddered as the leading edge of the
storm hit her.

The buffeting, slight at first, gradually inoreased in severity.
"Charge building up %o intolerance level in the pod," Spock warned.

"Evacuate pod," Kirk ordered, his finger poised over the button to jettison
the pod the moment it was empty. Several seconds passed, then Uhura reporied,
"Ensign Walsh reports pod empty, sir."”

With an inner sigh of relief, Kirk pressed the button, feeling rather as
bomb experts might have done centuries before after successfully defusing a bomb.
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"Pod has failed to detach, Captainl' There was the faintest trace of strain
in Spocik!s voice.

"Mihat?! 11" Kirk pressed the jettison button agaih.
"34i1l attached, Capltain.!

Kirk agitated the button frantically, aware that there was nothing else he
could do. If the electric charge in the pod reached a certain critical level, the
Enterprise herself would be in great danger.

"Released, Captain." Spock's voice was cut off sharply as the ship jerked to
a violent shock. Standing as he was, he had no opporturity to save himself but
went filying. Other crew members were flung violently from their seats.

Kirk lay still for a moment gathering hisg thoughts. The pod had broken free
just in time, he realised. The charge building up inside it had resached the
critical point and it had exploded, too near the Enterprise for comfort. However,
it could hawve been worse.

He began to pugsh himself up, and bit back an involuniary yelp of pain at the
sharp stabbing agoény in his side. The sensatlon was one he had experienced before
-~ he knew that he had at least one broken rib and that unless he was very careful
the broken end could very easily penetrate a lung. Someone came %o help him. He
glanced up, expecting to ses that it was Spock, only 1o discover that it was Chekov.
The ensign helped him into the command chair.

"Report, Mr. Spock." It was an aubomatic request. Only when it failed to
produce an answer did anyone realise that Spock still lay where he had fallen, out
cold. Kirk made an automatic wmovement tc go to him, but the renewed siab of pain
convinced him that it would be unwise. 'Lieutenant, call Dr. McCoy," he ordered.
"Then get me a damage repori."

"Aye, sir." Uhura turned her attention to her conscle. After a minute, she
looked back. "Hr. Scott reports serious damage to the warp engines, sir. He
recomnends cutting warp drive and operaiing on impulse powsr only while he effects
repairs.!

Warp drive damaged — operate on impulse power only in this storm? Kirk only
half registered that the rest of the ship had escaped with relatively litile damage
while he considered the implicstions and the problems that would arise. The ship
would be unsble to make any headway against the storm, she might even be carried
along with it, only 2ble to maintain the minimum of stability. Kirk's every
instincet rebelled at lzaving himself so helpless, but he realised that he had no
choice. If Mr. Scott felt it had to be done, undsr these civcumstances, it had to
be done. Wearily, he punched the intercom button.

"Cut warp drive, Scotity."
"Aye, Captain.!

The ship was flung sideways by the force of the storm before Bulu managed to
gteady her. Strain showed clearly on the helmsman's face as he fought the controls.

The elevator doors slid open and McCoy entered, two orderlies close behind him.
He was rubbing his head.

"Next time you decide to shake the ship up, you might give the crew a word of
warning," he growled.

He went to the prone Vulcan and ran a scanner over him. Kirk watched
anxiously, torn between concern for his ship and concern for his friend. The
slight tightening of ¥cloy's lips was warning enough that something was sericusly
wWIong.

"That's wrong with him, Bones?" Kirk asked as the surgeon straightened up.

licCoy directed the orderlies to take Spock to sickbay. Then he turned to
Kirk.
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"He has a fractured skull. There is some depression - I'1l have 4o operate to
relieve the pressurs. Unfortunately, Vulcan healing abilities won't work on this
particular injury, because the fracture is right over the spot that controls that
ablility. Thisg time, he'll have to depend on me. What about you, Jim? Uhura sezid
you were hurt too,"

"Think L've cracked a rib," Kirk said off-handedly., McCoy wasn't fooled. He
checked the Captain's rib cage.

"Two ribs broken, and severe bruising," he said seriocusiy.
s 9 5

"They'1ll have to wait, Bones," Kirk said gquietly. "There's no-one %o iake
over. Spock's unconscious and Scotty's needed in Engineering. I can't hand over
to a junior in these conditions. I'll take it easy, but I must stay on the bridge."

McCoy looked at Kirk unhappily, kaowing that the Captain was right. "I'11 send
someone up to sirap your ribs,”" he gaid, resignedly.

The strapping brought some relief, but it was undoubtedly simplest tc sit as
still as possible in order to minimise the pain. Unfortunately, that was not sasy
to do, as the continued furbulence of the ion storm shook the ship, often violently,
and 1ts occupants had to tense thelr muscles and strain their bodies as they fought,
sometimes vainly, %o remain in thelr seats. Without warp power, the ship could make
no headway, no attempt to fight her way out of the path of the ztorm. And as Kirk
had feared, she was in fact being carried backwards, slowly, by the increasing force
of the storm.

A slow hour passed. Kirk became increasingly worrieds surely McCoy had
finished with Spock by now! Surely he knew how anxiously Kirk would be waiting for
news of his First Officer's condition!

Chekov, from his assumed position at the library computer, said tensely,
"Captain, we're being drawn backwards faster. It's as if we've been caught in the
gravity fieid of a gilant star - but Captain, there's nothing there."

Kirk feit the bicod draining from his fsce and the sudden rush of adrenalin
thet made his heart beat faster. He had heard of such phenomena, s0 rare that he
had never thought to encounter one. And it had to be now, of all times, with a
disabled ship caught helplessly in the grip of an ion storm, and his Science Cfficer
injured, that he should do so. 4 gravity well!

"Tieutenant - " he began.

"I'm sorry, sir,"” Uhura said, before he had time to contimue. "There's no way
I could push a signal through the static.!

No; Kirk thought ficrcely. The BEnterprise isn't going to become just a
statistic, one of the ships that vanish without itrace! There must be & way out.

Although he knew that Scotty would be working at top speed and would +tell him
ag soon ag the engines were ready, he punched the intercom hutton.

Mirk to Enginesring.!

There was a brief pause before an answer came.

"Scott hers." The engineer sounded strangesly weary. '
"How's it going, Scotty?"

"Ye'1ll be almost an hour yet, Captain. There were a lot of wee components
damaged, and it's a slow job replacing them.”

In an hour, the Enterprise would be inextricably caught and itrapped in the
gravity well. IHe had to thinlk of a means of escape long before that. If only he
coulid call on Spock for advice!

The Enterprise shook violently once more asg she was flung sideways by a sudden
eddy. Kirk was thrown hard against the arm of his chair, and gasped at the pain
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from his broken ribs. Every breath he drew thereafter was agonising,

There had to be some means of escape from this trap. Had to be. Kirk racked
his brains while the overworked iwmpulse engine sirained to hold the Bnterprise in
position agsinst the ever-increasing pull of the gravity well.

In sickbay, McCoy fought far Spock's life, hampered by the frequent, irreg-
ular jolting. The sweat of extreme tension beaded his face, and he was forced to
call one of the junior nurses to stand by with a swab 4o dry his face every few
minutes. This was even worse than a previous occasion in which ke had performed
a vital operation on a Vulean, for the storm had already lasted much longer than
the Orion attack had done. Besides, the hesart is a surprisingly resiliant owmgan,
far more so than the brain, A slip in a heart operation might be repairable, but
in a brain operation - if such a slip didn't kill Spock, it could well do worse,
demaging his brain and leaving him at best insane, at worst ar idiot, able o
remember that he had been brilliant but completely unable to remewber his previous
knowledge -~ or relearn it. With an effort, MeCoy forced his mind away from ths
discouragement of this thought, and concentrated on his hands.

A very similar thought had entered his Captain's head. Suppose, it said, that
Spock has died? That Bones was thrown off-balance at the wrong moment and Spock'!s
brain injured so severely that it killed him? If that happened, Bones might decide
to wait until the storm was past to report it.

Resolutely, Xirk refused to consider ihe possibility, and concentrated on the
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problem of escaping from the trap the ship was in.

Speed was the only thing thet might help -~ end speed was the one thing they
didn't hove. Unless -

Mir, Sulu - one hundred and eighty degrees sbout. Head straight fox the centrs
of the gravitational pull. On my order, sharp port ninety degrees."

"Aye, sir."

The starship swung round, far less gracefully than normally due 1o the ateady
buffetting of the storm, and began to move closer to the invisible gravity source,
slowly at first them with ever—increasing speed as the pull intensified. Faster
and faster — she reached the speed of light, then pussed it, and still Kirk walted.
Fagter, faster, until -

"Now, Mr. Sulu! Port ninety degrees!"
The ship's bodywork grosned in protest as she turned on to the new course.
The gravity well pulled at her. Sheer impetus drove her on, however, for a good

distance before +he force of gravity slowed her sufficiently to overcome her att-
empted escape and draw her steadily backwards again.

"Pogition, Mr. Chekov."
"We have gained ncarly five thousand kilometers, Captain,'" Chekov replied.

"Not enough to break fres, though," Kirk commented. However, he was reasonably
gatigfied with the result of his experiment. He could repeat the maneuver as nec-
cgsary until the warp drive was repeired, then use the extra speed of the warp
engines to bread frse altogether.

Kirk eased himself back in his chair, trying vainly to find a comfortable
position. Now that the engines were repaired and the ship out of danger, he was
free to seek attention for his own injury - but the thought of the interminably
long trip to sickbay was off-putting. At least here he could sit still, where it
only hurt when he breathed.

The elevotor door s1id open, and McCoy sntered. The surgeon looked tired but
cheerful, and Kirk felt the last of the tension drsin from his body.

NSpock?" Although he knew the question was not needed, he was unable {0
refrain from asking it.

"Ha'll be 0.K. The operation took a lot out of him, though, it took much
longer than it should have done, and he'll have to stay in sickbay for a bit, of
gourse. Now, what sbout you?"

"Pretty sore," Kirk admitted.

"Hmm." McCoy checked the injury. "What have you been doing, Jim? This is
much worse than it was.!

"Hit it off the chair,” Kirk said.

McCoy nodded. "Uhura, get sickbay to send a trolley up. You're relicved of
duty, Captoin, on medical grounds. You're going to spend the next two days in bed.m

"7y not that bed, Bopes -~ "

NIf you think I want a patient as restless as you cluttering up my gickbay,
you can think sgain," McCoy told him. "I'1l throw you out just as soon as I think
it advisabli.. For the moment — you're confined to bed - in sickbay.!

¥irk grimmed. "Yes, sir!"
McCoy was not fooled., "And you'll be good. Or else -~ tn
"Wou like having us both in sickbay," Kirk accused.

"o, I don't — but at least when you're there I know you're not doing anything
gilly.m
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The elevator door slid open again to reveal the medical trolley. HcCoy
supported Kirk on to it.

"Take the con, Mr. Sulu," Kirk sald as he was wheeled out. He lay back and
relaxed. He would never admit it, of course, but it would be pleasant to lie back
and rest for a couple of days, especially with Spock fto keep him company.

As the door slid shut behind the Captain, Sulu grinned over at Chekov.
"Come on, Chekov - let's get back to Starbase Four as soon as possiblse."
"Course laid in, Mr. Sulu,"

And the Enterprise headed for home.
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HARP STRINGS by Janet E. C., Hall.,

Earp strings, apesk for him tonight.

In that nebulous non~time

Between the and of one day

And the start of the next,

When he can call the hours his own,

Give him the means to freedom denied him
During the working day.

Be the voice

For his human half which demands expressionsg
For to his Vulcan half

Words of emotion are taboos

¥ace, tone, posture - all must be

Guite neutral.

Yot inside

The thwarted feelings

Cry out and mist be heards

Harp strings, be their wvehicle tonight.

Through you he can revesal

That which openly he must deny possessing:

The satisfactior of a job well dones

The relief when a demanding situation is resobveds
The pleasure of friendship; the fear

Of failure, unacceptance or rebuffls

The pain of a jibe or taunt, from

A thoughtless word meant in jests

The loneliness, the bitter aching voids

The homesickness with no chance of resclutions
The unceriainty of not knowings

The caringi the compassions

The quiet love.

Through you he can say,

To a world which doesn't listen

And couldn't understand,

What otherwise he could only think.

Reach out, commnicate -

Touch the hearts of those who

Otherwise would pass unheeding by.

Harp strings, don't let him down:
Speak for him tonight.
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DBARLY BELOVED by Janct Ellicott

"'The price of a virtuous woman'," Sulu quoted inaccurately, "'is far sbove
rubies's There's some more somewhere. 'Whoso findeth a wife findeth a good
thing'. These old writers certainly had something."

Mhat 1s that? MeCoy demanded.

"The Bible, Doctor, full of good advice. I% even iells a man how to look
after his wife."

Chekov gave him a look that spoke volumes and walksd ocut in silence. He
decided to walk to his cabin and find time to think. Thinking was easier when
he was doing something, even wandering mechanically about the ship. He thought
back to that morning on the bridge. Captaln Newman had asked his old friend Kirk
to take over an assigoment he couldn't handle. His ship had an important
delivery to make and no more time to waste. Besides, he didn't have the necess~
ary personnel. The natives refused to deal with anycne who couldn't spsak
Russian, and they hed instruments that would detect even the use of a hearing aid
let alone a language computer. No. Natives wasn't the right word for them.

They were Barth colonists originally, fugitives from a Russia that would never
again be a Glorious Nation ruled by an autoccratic Czar,

Bow they had escaped the notice of the Federation was a mystery. But they
finally had been noticed and the Federation had seen the danger. They sent men
in to negotiate but they were the wrong men. The Enterprise ftook over from
Bill Fewmen's ghip.

There were only two Russians on board the Enterprise, and Valentina was only
half Russian. S5till, she did speak the language, and that was +he important
thing. BShe beamed down at Chekov's side.

Almost immediately, a force field encircled the planet, cutting them off
entirely from the Enterprise. They were given black furs to protect them from
the cold, and black horsesg to ride. The black stood ocut strangely against the
raler colours around them.

It was fortunate that they both knew how to ride. No-one thought tc ask
them, and the journey was long. Neither of them could understand why they had
been asked to beam down so far from their destination. Perhaps the Enterprise
wag not meant to find them again.

Their weicome at the end of the trip was unnerving. For a start, their
destination was an exact replica of the Kremlin and the guards arcund it could
easily have come from Earth, the Earth of the 1970s and 80s, when space travel
was young, and interstellar travel still a dream. They were taken %o a glass
coffin. Valentina almost choked when she saw it. Lenin's body had been dispiayed
to his people like that, but who was the saviour of these people? The inscription
bore only the man's name, Vladimir Tolstol, and two dates, presumablt; those of
his birth and death, 1585-2047.

"Who wag he?" she asked.

"He said he'd discovered the secret of interstelliar travel," Chekov answered,
after a moment's thought. "But his ship never returned to Barth.!

"He found this world," their guide told them. "Russia is nothing now, a
mere puppet in & puppet world. New Russia is great. Come with me.!

He took them to a vast underground assembly hall. Much of the city was
underground, presumably to hide it from the prying eves of the Federation - its
founder must have realised that they would eventually be found. The hall was
packed from wall to wall with people, all of them adults. They were later told
that a whole continent had been set aside for education and training. A1l the
children of the world were there, safe from the dangers of experimental lab-
orateries and the guestions of any visiting off-werlders.
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Chekovw. and-Valewtina glanced apprehensively at each other.

"Jur new Czar!" Someone yelled. The cry was taken up all around the hall.
"Long life to the Czar! Czar Pavell"

Chekov opened his mouth to protest. V alentina saw quickly that he would
bring about the death of both of them. There wag only one way to stop him. She
stepped up to him and gave him a big kiss. BSurprised though he was, Chekov wasg
s8till young enough to enjoy the kiss. Valentina's action was approved in another
quarter tco. The crowd halled her as their Czmarina.

When they finally escaped from the crowds, they were taken to luxurious
guarters — but they were separated and guarded. Their surroundings were only the
bars of a gilded prisen.

Valentina found her quarters well equipped with books. She spent all that
first night reading. '

Chekov was brought to her quarters for breaskfast. He stared in disbelief at
the books scattered where Valentina had dropped them. Books were not among the
things he had been offered.

"That did you find ocui?" he asked her.

"Enough to keep me awake all night. To all appearances, these people want to
return to a Russia that never really existed. They forget the poverty and filth
outside Moscow and the slums inside. They think only of what made Russia great.
They sent men into space, Pavel, spent millions on the space programme, while men
were in prison for daring to speak against the system, even for worshipping God.
These people think only of the cosmonauts and the generals and the men who made
them great names, men who came years after the last Czar.

Tolstol was a scilentist thrown out of the space programme. According to
these boolks, hig colleagues were jealous of his capabilities. A% any rate, he
developed an interstellar ship. There was no warp drive then, of course. Four
generatlions were born and died on his ship. They preserved his body to show to
future generations."

"Why did they give you these books? I had none.!

"Tolstoi left a book for his people,.a kind of Bible. He said they were to
walt for the leaders he would send them. 4s far as I can make out, there was a
second ship scheduled to leave some five to ten years after the first. I% never
arrived - possibly it never left Earth. The second ship was to carry the fore-~
runners of the new leaders of these people. Tolstol believed that absolute power
corrupts. He wanted a couple bred 4o rule, & man and a woman. She was to be both
a great scholar and a warrior accomplished in battle without weapons. He was %o
be a lesder of men and a scientist. They believe us to be that couple.!

"I'm not o sclentist!?
"Tou're not exactly an idiot, Pavel. You'll pass.M
"But youlre not..."

"I am. I can take on most men and beat them. I even know how to apply the
Vulcan neck pinch. As far as I can see, there's only one flaw."

"Tesg?!
"Welre meant to be married.M

That seemed their only loophole but, unfortunately, they weren't the only
ones to spot 1t. Later that morning, Chekov was taken to a cathedral in the centre
of the city. He waited anxiously to see why the crowds had come, some thought of
a goronation in his mind. He soon found cut. There was a terrific cheer as
Valentina entered the cathedral. Bhe was dresged completely in white, and gave
him a smile that left him in no doubt as to where they stood.

"T won't go through with it," he hissed in English.
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"here are ounly 50,000 people out there," she answered in the game language.
14 can't be binding off plonet.!

After the ceremony, Shey were taken to the outskirts of the city. What
appezared to be a small alrfieid was in reality an underground spaceport. They
were surprized at the ships it contained, and knew then thait they were not meant
to rule the plenet. They were meant to lead their troops into battle, probably
against Barth itself!

Their marriage had one good point. They were now allowed to be alone
together. In foct they were ordered 4o be slone, in order to found a Royal
Dynasty. Valentina proved very good at hiding Chekov's absence. - "

It took him three days to locate the generator for the force field. Rather,
one of the generators. They were spaced evenly around the planet. S+ill, one
wag all he needed, Jjust to 1ift the force fleld long enocugh for Kirk to notice
and teike appropriate action. There was no way he could get a wessage to the
Enterprice ~ thelr communicators had vanished during the first night, and to ask
for one would definitely be asking fer trouble. No-one would be fool enough to
trus?t him that much - not until he had proved his trustwerthiness - but he had
seen on2 way oubt. It was risky, but he knew Valentina would go along with him.
And if they failed, there was still one course open to them. They could always
kill themselves. Without leaders, the invasion force couldn't leave,

Fe asked for - and was glven - a guided tour of the defence systems. I+
was odvious that, while the Wew Russians were capable of destroying the Bnter—
prige and taking Eerth, their own defences were pitifully inadequate, consisting
mairly of the force field. They had just never, it secmed, envisaged an attack.

Valentina wasn't idle while he wass out. She discovered early on that their
guurters were buggsd, but she also discovered the one place their conversation
could not be overheard. After his tour of the planetary defences, Chekov lay
beside Valentina on the bed and told her what he'd discovered. Valentina wasn't
a8 exclted as he'd expected. In fagt, she was ssrious, too serious.

"There was a Council of War while you were out,” she said,
"{ithout me?"

"They wanted you out of the way. They're ready, Pavel. We leave in the
morning!"

Fortunately, Valentina had something else up her slesve. She dragged Chekov
inte a perty and saw to it that everyons got well and truly drunk. Everyone hut
hergelf and Chekov...he never did discover how she managed to keeyp his glass
filled with water. At last, sveryone was asleep. They waited for what seemed
Like hours, surrounded by sunoring soldiers.

Bventually, Chekov led the way out of the house. He smiled as he thought
how eagy it had been to stesl a spaceship and use 1t to mullify the forcefield.
Kirk had tzken over then, and sent down the %roops he had summoned when he lost
contact with the landing party. The Admiral, when he came aboard, sseemed quite
satigfied that Chekov had succeesded in 1ifting the forcefield. He hadn't
expected even that.

Kirk was walting in his quarters. "They tcld wme you were coming here."
"I wanted to be alone for s while, Captain. Is there news?V

"Unfortunately, yes. You'd betier sit down. ALs for as Sitarfleet Command
can determine, you were under no actual physical compulsion o go through with
the marriaze ceremony. Therefore 1t must be considered legally binding.m

"But we can be divorced?!

"Wo, Mr. Chekov, you can't. I'm empowered to marry my crew, but divorces
are only obtainable on Earth. We have three years before we return there. I
suggest you get used to the idea. You're & married man,"
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by Sheila Clark

There was little of interest in the entire solar system of the star
generally known as 'Variety' by Starfleet personnel. The only interesting
aspect lay in the single quality that had given the star ite popular name. None
of the planets was of any value to the Federation, either for farming or for
mining: none was inhabited by any sentient species. However, an auntomatic
recording station was sited on the fourth planet. There was no regular pick-up
of the records, which measured the sun's variations and radiation -~ it was one
of many such sgtations dotted around Federation space on planets that should have
been suitable for exploitation but werenti. Any Starship that happened to be in
the vicinity stopped off for an hour to pick up the records, make sure there were
plenty of tapes in the recording machines, then left again, and the results were
duly sent off to Starfleet along with the ship's regular routine reports.

The ship that was passing on this occasion was the Enterprise,

Spock was busy; some other, more important, results that they had picked
up recently had to be processed, and he was buried deep in them. Kirk decided
to leave his Science Officer to get on with it, and beamed down himself with
two of the ship's junior scientists. To satisfy the book, he also took down a
security guard, Brewster, even although he knew full well that there would be
nothing for the man %o do.

I+ was an uninviting world. Vegetation must have existed there at some
time in the distant past, for there was a breathable atmosphere; but there was
no longer vegetation or even water on the arid globe. High mountains inter-
spersed with deep, deep valleys covered much of ity 1n other areas the ground
was flat, the unevennesses levelled off by windblown soil. The recording station
stood on an outerop of rock overlooking one of those windswept desert plateaux.

The landing party materialised to find a howling gale whipping sand round
the station. Lightning flashed eerily in a cloudless skys thunder echoed
hollowly round ihe mountains behind the long, low building, reverberating from
peak to pesk. Lieutenant Yates gasped and clapped a hend over his eyes as sand
blew grittily into them. His sclentific colleague grasped his arm and led him
towards the door of the station. Xirk and Brewster followed, staggering slightly
ag the wind buffetsd them. Lighitning forked dosn to hit the ground a few yards
from them, and they smelt an indescribably unpleasant stench of burnt earth.
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The force of the wind rushing into the space left when fthe lightning burned up
the oxygen in its path knocked all four men flat. They staggered upright again,
all very conscious that they had been fantastically lucky not %o have been hit,
to stumble on %o the door.

Inside, they relaxed in the grateful calm of shelier. By now all four had
gritty eyes, and their first concern was to remove the grains of dirt irritating
them. Yates and Udo then turned 4o the banks of machinesg lining one of the walls.

Kirk watched them as they moved along the row, subconsciously noting their

performance as they pulled out tapes, checked that everytoing was opersbting
woperly, then replaced the used tapes with fresh ones. He also noted approvingly
how Brewster, fully awsre that here there was no danger for him to guard against,
moved forward %o offer the scientists his help, passing new tapes %o them as they
were required and taking the recorded tapes from them to- let them proceed more
rapidly. Satisfied that his men were performing competently, Kirk went forward
$00.

Outside, the thunder continued to rumble, muffled slightly now, however, by
the walls surrounding them. The building shook ominously as lightning hit it.
Kirk asutomatically glanced up at the roof, a little nervously, dbut the men who
built the place had known what they were doing, and the structure was sounds and
of course there was no way that the lightning could set fire to stone, he reminded
himself.

The two young scientists moved steadily on, and the pile of recorded tapes
grew larger. Udo handed Brewster ithe last tape, took the replacement and +turned
back to help Yates finish the check., Brewster began to gather up all the tapes
ready for the beam-up; Kirk reached for his communicator o give the order,
anxious to leave this nerve-racking environment as quickly ag possible, willing
his young officers to hurry up. 4 further bolt of lightning hit the wall. Sparks
flew from the machine the men were checking. An unearthly green light flooded
from 1% as its check-light flared brilliantly, dazzling them. Tapes scattered as
all four instinctively and automatically threw up their hands to shield their
eyes., Kirk's communicator skittered along the floor with the tapes. He paid no
attention. Why was he feeling so dizzy? His physical discomfort oocupied his
mind to the exclusion of almost everything. He was only partially aware that the
other three were similarly affected. Faintness overcame hims he dropped to one
knee to steady himself, but in wein. Udo and Yates were already proney as Kirk
collapsed to join them, Brewster also fell. The green light also intensified,
flaring even brighter, then with a sharp crackling that only Jjust stopped short of
being an explosion, 1t snapped out, leaving the four bodies illuminated by the
ordinary lighting.

Scotty, left in command since Spock was so busy, relaxed $iredly in the
Captain's chair. At had been a long day...routine maintenance first, then three
very junior ensigns to get their firgt assessments -~ and that had been a more than
usually exhsusting experience, since one of the three had been overcome with
nerves and fumbled clumsily at a test job that Scotty knew he should have been
able to do with his eyes shut; and another, who had looked quite promising,
turned out to be barely competent after all, knowing the theory perfectly but
being able to perform the practical part of the test only just well enough to
avoid being failed. Fortunately, the third had wholly lived up to his promise -
for Scotty had then taken the others and gone over and over with them the practical
work they had found difficult until both were confident with it. Now he had the
con..., Oh well, nothing much could happen here. Standard orbit, routine mission
well within Federation space... He suppressed a yawn. He should be off duty now...
It would be pleasant to sit back in peace and comfort in his quarters with the
latest technical journal and a glass of whisky, he reflected -~ in half an hour or
g0, when the Captain was back...

The half hour passed, and a few more minuies with it. He glanced over to
Uhura.
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"Any word yet frow the landing party, Lieutenant?"
"o, Mr. Scott.!

"Give them a call. See if everything's all right. They're a little over-
due..."

.”Aye, girs«s They don'% respond, Mr, Scobt.m

Scott swore, briefly but comprehensively. Uhura went on, "I'm get'ting no-
thing but severe gtatic — there must be a gtorm down therse. It's possible that a
communicator signal isn't managing to get through.!

The Chief Engineer looked a little more cheerful. He thought brisfly,
egtimating times, then punched the command chair's intercom button.

"Scott to Mr. Spock.™
There was a brief pause, then, "Spock hers.™

"The landing party's a mite overdue, Mr. Spock, but Lt. Uhura can't pick up
anything but static when she tries to contact the Capiain. Shall T send down a
shuttlecraft to collect them?"

"An excellent idea, Mr. Scott. Spock out."

Bven with the more powerful equipment available to them, the two-man corew of
the shuttlecraft lost contact with the Enterprise not long after they entered the
planet!s atmospherse.

"Bet the Captain's wad," Zelinski suggested.

‘Wellis chuckled. "Ever been on a landing party with the skipper when some-
thing like this happened?"

"Once. I never knew he could get so annoyed about anything.”

Wallis nodded. 'I've known him longer than you, sport. He can be as patient
as...0h, as a chunk of rock when he's up against people, and it's a battle of wits
-~ but when the elements turn against him and there's nothing he can do, a man like
him can't stand knowing he's absolutely helpless to change matters..."

"Yeah," Zelinski agreed... "There's the station."
"They must still be insgide it."

"Well, can you blame them? Look at the way that soil's being Whlpped up.
There must be a proper gale blowing down there."

& gust of wind caught the shuttlecraft. Wallis wrestled it straight again.
It was relatively easy to compensate for the wind, howevers; although gusting
slightly it came steadily from one direction in an undeviating line.

They swooped down to land close to the station door. Zelinski looked at
Wallis, sitting almost triumphantly at the controls, and grunted.

BT guppose L've to go out because you're the pilot.”
Wallis grinned at him. "Well, I've dons all the work so far."

Zelinski muttered something under his breath and opened the shuttle door.
Soil blasted in and stuhg his unprotected face and hands. He swore sharply, and
then dived out. Wallis clcsed the door and waited. But his colleague reappeared,
alone, almost immediately, beckoning. He looked shocked. DPuzzled, Wallis foined
him, and followed him back into the station.

Together, they stood staring down at the four moitionless figures.
Zelinski shivered. "I +think they're dead.”
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lgnoring the scattered tapes.~ someone from
the science department would have to come down
anyway to finish checking the recording computers
- Wallis and Zelinski carried the four bodies out
to the shuttlecraft. Zelinski went back one last
time %o fasten the door; then they took off,
gaining height as rapidly as possible,

McCoy, with a medical team, met them in the
hangar deck. He rushed the bodies to sickbay.

Spock entered just as McCoy was stralghtening
dispiritedly. The surgeon looked round, his
discouragement showing in every line of his body.
spock bit back the guery he had been about to
male, substituting another.

"Dead !

Unhappily, McCoy nodded. "I don't know why.
There's no sign of injury on any of them. It's as
if they just lay down, went to sleep, and died
peacefully in their sleep. I'1l 4y an autopey...
but I'm not hopeful of finding anything signif-
icant." He looked over the four bodies again.
"Christine - take the Captain, Brewster and Udo
down to the morgus. We'll need to retain their
bodies, at least until I can come up with some
reagon for their deaths," he added, almost apologetically, to Spock.

As Chrisfine Chapel moved to obey, McCoy nodded to his orderly, who shifted
the fourth beody -~ that of Liesutenant Yatesz - through to the lab.

"I'11 let you know as soon as I get any results, Spock.!
"I will be on the bridge, Doctor."

The Vulcan looked once at the face of his dead Capiain, then turned and left
unhurriediy. Outside, he stopped for a moment. The corridor was empty. He
permitted himself the luxury of shutting his eyes for a brief second, his mouth
twisting in griefs then he straightened himself. His face resumed i%s normal
impassivity. He strode firmly to the elevator.

He paused as he moved on to the bridge. Zvery eye seemed to be fixed on him.
Be hesitated, then made his decision. The bridge crew deserved to know first,
before he made the general announcment to the ship - even although it meant that
he would have to say, twice over,
the words that even now were
gticking in hig throat, the words
that he would have given evexny-
thing he possessed to be able to
deny .

"The members of the land-
ing party were all desd when
the shuttlecraft landed,” he
said quistly. '"Dr. McCoy is att-
empting to ascertain the cause of
death.”

There was a single sob from
Uhura, cut off short. It nearly
broke Spock's desperately-held
composure. His face like stone,
he moved to the command chair as
Soott came to his feet. "Give me
shipwide intercom, Lieutenant.!
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"Aye, sir." Uhura choked back another sob as she obeyed.

"Attention all hands. This is Mr. Spock., It is my unpleasant duty to inform
you that the Captain and his landing pardy are dead. The cause of death is ag yet
unknown. Science depariment; Mr. Carstairs, take a shuttlecraft and go down for
the record tapes from the recording station. Check that all computers are pro-
cessed. Spock out.! He stared hlindly at the backs of the men at the helm/nav—
igation console. "Mr, Chekov. Compute course to the nearest Starbase.n

"Yes, Mr. Spock."

McCoy straightened wearily and moved away from the neatly dissected body o
wash his hands. Thisg, of all his tasks, was the one he most disliked; +he final
butchery, carried out to discover the cause of death, with only the barest chance
that his findings wmight ever help him in future. And on this occasion, it had
been a futile exercise. Life processes had ceaseds and he had discovered nothing,
nothing at all, *that might explain why.

His hands dry, he reached for the intercom. This was not golng to bhe easy -
he might ag well get it over with.

MeCoy to Spock.”

YSpock here. What have you learned, Doctor?! A stranger might have thought
¥ that Spock was speaking of someone he barely knew: but McCoy had learned long
since that when Spock sounded most unfeeling, it was when he was, in fact, at his
most emotional.

"7 haven't found anything, I'm afraid., There was no indication of any injury,
no damage to any internal organ... The only suggestion I can make is that since
brain lmpulses are basically electrical in origin, the viclence of the storm on
the planet!s surface short-circuited the brain. It's not a theory I like, in fact
as a diagnosls I dislike it extremely; but since there's no sign of any internal
or external injury, snd everything just stopped working, it does suggest that
gomething did, in fact, arrest all brain activity."

"Hmmma"  Spock considered the surgeon's words. "Radiation ~ even solar
radiation masked by a planet's atmosphere ~ can have soms strange effects, Doctor.
You will log it tentatively that the effect of the storm or solar radiation on
thelir metabolism was the cause of death?!

"Yeg., Nothing else I can do."
"Very well, Doctor. Thank you."

McCoy punched off the intercom. 4An orderly was Jjust finishing tidying up
the autopsied body. "You might as well put him in the freezer toc, Corso.”

"Wesg, sir." The phlegmatic orderly wheeled out the body.

The days passed slowly as the Enterprise moved steadily nearer to Starbase 5.
Everyone on board was depressed. Thelr work didn't suffer, they were too well
seli-disciplined for that, but off duty in the rec rooms, little groups gathered
to talk in sclemn voilces., There was some gloomy speculation about their new
Captaing would Spock get the post, or would he be pasged over in favour of some-
one else? The general consensus of cpinion was that Spock would he preferable to
any other Captain.

MceCoy seldom left sickbay. He spent the hours going over and over the use-
less autopsy resulis, comparing the readings there with Yates' living readings,
and finding no ancmolies. COccasionally he just sat, staring at nothing. There
was nothing he could have dones the men were dead when they were brought aboards
but he still felt he should have been sble to do something.

Spock never sppeared outside duity hours. He came on to the bridege, remained
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+i11 his watch was over, apparently relaxed — perhaps a fraction quieter than .-
usual - but showing nothing else. When he left the bridge, he went straight to
his guarters and remained there till i+ was time to go on duty again. It was some
days before MeCoy realised that the Vulcan had eaten nothing since Kirk dled. The

surgeon hesitated about interfering, but only for a moment; then his sense of
duty took him to Spock's cabin.

He had +to buzz twice hefore he got an answer.

"Come." It sounded unenthusiastics he would gladly have retreated, but he
knew he had to do this.

Spoeck was sitting at his desk, fingers steepled. He looked up, however, as
licCoy entered.

"Well, Doctor?"

"No, it's not well, Spock. Have you eaten anything recently?"

"I am not currently hungry, Doctor. If I were, I would sat."

"Why arentt you hungry?!

nVulcans do fast on occasions, Doctor, as you already know., OQur reasonS...
Vary .

"What possible reason can you have now? Spock, you're acting Captain. You
need all your strength. You can't afford to waste any of it by sterving yourself.!

"Doctor, I am not starving myself. I am undergoing a pericdic fast - some-~
thing that is customary to my people.!

"When $they are...under stress," MceCoy said slowly, remembering a previous
fast. '"What stress are you under, you living computer?” He knew he was belng
cruels Dbut if that cruelty broke Spock's iron self-control, it would have served
ite purpose, even if Bpock never subsequently forgave him for it, "We're headed
straight for Starbase 5 — and while the circumstances taking us there aren't
routine, the flight itself is. So what are you worrying about?"

"I do not wish for command, Doctor. That I am now the ultimate authority on
the ship is something I find...disturbing. In & disturbing situation, a Vulcan
ia unable to eat. If he does...he cannot retain the food in his stomach. It
would be illogical for me to eat. The food would be wasted.!

"Come off it, Spock. You know you're perfectly capable of tzking command - "
"L do not wish for command, Doctor," Spock repcated.

"Spock, will you stop being so damned evasivel!" McCoy exploded. He put his
hands on the desk and leaned over it accusingly. "You wanted command all right
before you ever knew Jim. It was only after that that you began to claim you
didn't. You can't deny it."

"Tt was after ¥ became seoond~in-command to Captain Kirk that I realised I
am more sulted to such a position, Doctor.”

"Tehal™ With an effort, McCoy restrained the obscens expletive that rose o
his lips.

"Besides, would you really wish for me as the next Ceptain of the Enterprise,
Dootor?" Spock added, a little wrily.

"Yeg, T would, dammit! And so would all the rest of the crewl!
"The...'devil you know', Doctor?"
"If you care to put it that way.m

Spock looksd steadily at him. "In this instance, Doctor, the devil you know
would not make a satisfactory Captain.”

"Are you trying to deny your own capability? I thought you had a very
acomplete appreciation of your own worth."
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"7 have no illusions regarding my own ability, Doctor. I know what I can do
effectively and well. I do not consider I have the capacity to become & wholly
effective Starship Captain...as you yourself havée pointed out to me in the past.”

"In the past...the situation was not always the same," McCoy admitted. "But
this time..." He sat down wearily and buried his face in hig hands. "Oh, God,"
ke murbled. He looked up tiredly. "Spock...the ship needs you. If Starfleet
offers you the Captaincy...you must take it. You're not betraying Jim if you do.
You'll be carrying on his work, the way he would want you to do."

"T dontt want it!" It was an explosive, gesplng whisper.

"I know," McCoy said, gently now. ™"idhat you want is to be Jim's second-in-
command. But you can't be that any more. IHe's dead. There's just one things if
you take over, in a way it would be like contimuing to be Jim's second-in~commend,
for you would be continuing his work in the way he would do it. You would only he
betraying Jim if you refused to do that."

"I can't,” Spock said, despair clearly sudible in his voice., "I don't have
the gift for command that he had., I could have succeeded any other Captain I can
think of = except him. I don't have his Humen insight, or - "

"You are the man he would have chosen to succeed him, if he had ever had the
occasion to choose,!" McCoy sald quietly. He was silent for a moment, then went
on. "Spock. Once hefore, we thought him dead - lost with the Defiant. Do you
remember the message he left for us?!

Spock nodded dumbly.

"Ho told you to ask my adviee 1f you wanted to know the Human reaction to a
situation. It wasn't needed that time. We -~ you ~ got him back alive. This
timess+" His voice broke. "This time we have his body...for all the good it
does, I haven't even been able to find out what killed him!..."

"You cemmot blame yourself, Doctor. There was nothing you could have done."

"I know. All I can do...is offer you advice when you feel you need it - as
he told me to do. And at this moment -~ I advise you to accept the Captainey if it
is offered to you. Please, Spock."

The Vulcan looked at McCoy, his face strangely gentle. "Very well. If I am
of fered the position — and it is by no means certain that I will be -~ I will
accept it. But I will...need you beside me, Doctor."

McCoy nodded. "I'1l stay with you. Now ~ now that that's settled, will you
conme and eat?!

Slowly, Spock shook his head. "I can't. WNot yet. I must still...learn to
accept that Jim is dead. Strange... I was certain that I would feel his death...
in my mind, es I did when the Intrepid died. But I did not. I know he is dead,
but I cannot believe it. It is...illogical.”

"No, Spock. It's Human. You can't believe it because you don't want to
believe it. I don't elther. But it hag happened, and we must accept it."

"Do you think I don't realise that?" Spock gave a long, shuddering sigh.
"Please, don't say anything more on the subject. Let me come to ferms with it in
wy own way."

They were still three days from Starbzse % when Starfleet contacted them
urgently. Admirel Komack's face stared gravely from the viewscreen.

"The colony on Beta Piscium 12 reports that it is under attack by a hostlle
race, believed to be neither Klingon nor Romulan. You will divert to assist the
colonigts "

"admiral," Spock put in. "I am compelled to remind you that at present the
Enterprise has no Captain - M
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"Mr. Spock, you have an excellent record," was the firm renly. "You are
highly experienced and overdue for promotion. Buccess in this mission will ensure
your promotion to Capbain of the Enterprise. You will proceed as ordered. Admiral
Komack, Starfleet, ocut." The viewscreen blanked out, then the normal Iizplay of
sters appeared.

Spock closed his eyes for a moment. He had already concluded that while
Kirk's body was still on board, he would be unasble to accept his loss. Little
though he relished the thought of an auvteopsy on Kirk, it had been almest a relief
to realise that in three days they would be able to hand the bodies over to the
Starbase medical section %o see if the doctors there could find something McCoy
had missed. Privately, Spock considered it unlikely that they would. Now they
would have to retain the bodies for an indefinite period.

"dr. Chekov, plot a course for Beta Piscium.m

.. .eeplotted and laid in, sir.?

"Execute."

The great Starshlp swang gracefully onto her new course.
"Rarp factor six, Mr., Sulu."

"Warp six, sir."

Skillfully concealing the wearied resigpation that he felt, Spock went over
to his neglected station at the library computer, wanting to check out details on
the threatened colony.

It was a planet of an A-spectrum sun, swinging round its primary in a wide
orbit estimated at 98.4 standard years, The ruins of a high-level civilisation
had been found on it,; but it was not certain how old they were; probably about a
thousand standard years. The ruins were not extensive, being very localised in
small pocketss and among the ruins, there were indications that the race, sparse
though it appeared %o have been, had had space~flight capacity. Some skelstons
had been found, of a tall humanoid race with a rather large cranial capacity. It
was congldered possible that the inhabitants had in fact also been colonists from
some unknown planet but that the colony, for reasons unknown, had either died out
or been abandoned. The latter wes perfectly possible ~ with a year almost a
standard century 1n. length, it was probable that as yet unrealised difficulties
or insoluble provlems might arise. The planet seemed fertile; it appesred to
lack specific seasons, having a reasonably ltemperate climate round a wide belt
that covered at least half of it, since its axis was a bare degree from the
vertical. An experimental farming colony had been set up on it that had so far
more than paid its way.

But it was dangerously near the edge of Federation controlled territory,
close to unexplored space. Now, it seemed, that unexplored space had spawned a
race that attacked strangers on sight. BSpock suppressed a tired sigh., Why were
sc many intelligent races so bloodthirsty? ALl right, Vulcan had had its viclent
past, tooy but Vulcan had overcome it. Why had so few other races? Surely
their civilisations were advanced enough to permit them to agree to differ with
other rages. He passed on to study the reperts recorded by Uhura regarding the
attacks.,

- So far, the only thing that had saved the colony on Beta Piscium 12 was the
wide dispersal of its settlers into many small communities, and the fact that
there seemed to be only one attacking ship. It had picked off one or two
communities, although most of the inhabitants of these had been out in the fields
working and had escapeds; but many of its attacks had, strangely enough, been ...
aimed at the ruins. It was as if the crew of the attacker could recognise the
ruing as centres of habitation but could not detect that they were no longer in
uge. Interesting. That must mean that the atiacker's sensor sguipment was not
as accurate or ase sensitive as the Federation's. What was the comparative level
of their other equipment, though?
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The enemy vessel was large. It was rocket-shaped end rather longer than the
Bnterprise. Sensors indicated that it was in fact powered by rockets - although
it was a very sophisticated rocket; the vessel did not lack maneuverability. As
the Enterprise swung round Bota Piscium 12 towards it, it reacted swiftly, moving
into a defensive posiiion.

"Open a channel, Lieutenant," Spock ordered.
"Hailing freguencies open, sir.%

"This is Commander Spock of the U.S.S. Enterprise, representing the United
Pederation of Planets,” Spock announced. "You have attacked one of our colonies.
Please state your reasons,"

Only the faint crackle of static broke the silence.

"They don't respond, Mr. Spock,' Uhura said.

"J,.8.8. BEnterprise ito alien vessel. Please identify yourself."
The silence continued unbroken. Spock raised an eyebrow.

"1+ would appear that they do not desire contact," he said unnecessarily.
"Close the channel, Lieutenant.” '

"Aye, sirv.t

The Vulcan Aoting Captain stared unseeingly at the viewscreen. Now what?
His orders were to assist the colonlists. How could he even begin to do so if
the enemy refused to make any contact? How could he meke any decisions when he
only knew.one side of the situation?

" M"8igns of energy readings building up on board the enemy ship, Mr. Spock,"
Chekov reported from the library compuiter sensors.

"Deflector shields on maximum, Mr. Sulu." That at least was a decision
sasy to make.

"Shields on maximum, Mr. Spock.”

"Power readings now very high," Chelkov continued. He had barely uttered the
last word when the ship shook violently.

UMy, Chekov?"

"Power readings now minimal...but beginning to rise again, sir," Chekov
reported. "All shields holding."

Spock's eyebrow lifted consideringly. A weapon, probably similar to &
phaser, but whose rays were invisible., How had this alien race managed 1t? I%
took a decided effort to drag his mind from contemplation of the accomplishment
and back to the problem of how to counteract 1t.

"Power nearly at firing level again, sir," Chekov put in.
Unfortunate, Spock thought. But he had to defend Jim's ship.
"Pire all phasers, Mr. Sulu."

vee "411 phasers fired, sir."

"No damage, Mr. Speck," Chekov announced. "Their shields are holding."
Then, almost without a pause, "Thelr power readings are at firing level again.”

"Stand by for their attack," Spock sald quietly. Moments later, the ship
shook again. "Damage, Lisutenant?!

MA1l decks report no damage, sir," Uhura relayed from the reports reaching
her. "One casualty in engineering."

"Shields still holding firm," Chekov said jubilantly. Then, gloomily,
"Their power levels are beginning to rise."

"Hmgm. Do they have any other weapon, I wonder®! Spock mused. "It would
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seem illogical to comtinue using a mode of attack that has been yroven ineffectual
if & second method isg avallabls... lir. Sulu. Arm photon forpedoss,m

"Arwed, sir.!

"Power level increasing rapidly, sir," Chekov said.
"Fire one."

"One fired, sir."

"Direct hit," Chekov reporited unnscessarily. They could see the hit in the
viewscresn., "No damage.!

"Fire two.™

YWliwo fired, sir.”
"Missed," Chekov reported.
"Fire three."

"Mhree fived. !

"Another direct hii," Chekov sald, "He damage. Thelr power is at firing
level again... Our shields are holding steady, Mr. Spock." A pause. '"Their
power level ie holding steady tco. HWinimum powsz.V

"Posaibly they have decided that our defences ars foo strong...or else they
have a further weapon they now wish to try," Spock said. "We cannot pilerce their
defence edther, however. Is this the situation that Humans would call a 'stand-
Off‘ ?H

"Weg, sir," Sulu answered.

Spock nodded. "hisengage pnoton torpedoes. Stand by 4o fire phasers again
if they attempt another attack. Lieutcnant Uhura, open a channel. They may
accept contact this time."

"Hailing frequencies open, sir."

"This is Commander Spock of the U.S.3. Enterprise. What is your reascn for
attacking ug??

The resulting silence could almost be felt.

Since it seemed obvious that the enemy vessel was not going to attack again,
at least not at once, Spock left 3cott in command and went 4o his cabin to think
over the matter in privacy. It required a conscicus effort before he managed to
relax sufficiently to permit his subconscious to begin considering the data.

One thing he realised clearly at lasty McCoy had been right. He owed it Ho
Jim to continue with his works 1o keep the Enterprise 'the finest ship in the
Fleet' - and perhaps it would be easier doing so than accepting a new commanding
officer o whom he would, as a Vulcan, automatically give his loyalty. To see
someone else in Jim's place...no. Disinter his ambition from the unmourned grave
where he had buried it the first time Jim had smiled at him in open friendship.
But — first he had to solve this problem. This was the test of his ability to
command as Jim had done.

He congidered his options. One ship against cne ship, evenly matched, evenly
armed, evenly defended. They had already proved that martial force was ineffective
in these circumstances. He could ask for help...but that would be to admit defeat.
Quite apart from his prospects for promotion, to admit defeat would betray Jim,
and that he would not do. If the enemy ship sent for reinforcements, then... dub
they had not broken radioc silence. Might they be expecting reinforcements anyway?
Unlikely. Until the Enterprise arrived, the alien vessel had been master of the
situation...

Evacuste the colony? Spock shook his head. That also would be a surrender,
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But what other course of action was open to him?

He rose wearily. Leaving the cabin, he paced deliberately along the corr-
idors, cheooging not to use the turbolift becauge that would take him {to his deg-
tination so much gquickery and he was strangely reluctant to reach that destin-
ation. But at last his wnwilling feet carried him to the ship's morgue.

He 9lid Kirk's body out of its freezer compartment and stood looking down atk
it, net really sseing it for the image in his wind of a ¥irlk alive, alert, active
and smiling affectionately.

#Jim,* he thought. *Jim, in this situation, what would you do?*

Spock emptied his mind completely, hoping that here, standing beside his
dead Captain's body, some inspiration might come. He stood there for a long time.

Slowly, so slowly that at first he éidn't realise 1t was not his own reaction,
his wind registered an awareness of cold. A cold so intense, so mumbing, that it
blanked every other thought out of consclousness. Spock shivered involuntarily.
Yes, it was cold...but not as unbearably cold as the thought irdicated. He
glanced round to see who else had entered, but he was still alone. Alone except
for the body beside him.

Kirk? Kirk's thoughts?

Spock reached down, and without any of the revulsion a Humen might have
experienced at the thought of touching a corpse, he placed his fingers to the
Captain's head,; reaching out with his mind.

*JimP#*

The thought was faint, hardly more detectable than it had been without the
physical contact.

*Cold.' LN ] l*
*Jime*
*¥,..0p0ck? Help me... 820 cold..e*

Spock lifted the stiffened body easily. He tumed to the door.

MoCoy locked up from the autopsy report that he was studying for the fiftieth
time, hisg fatigue-reddened eyes blinking as his gaze focussed on the Vulcan's
burden. BSpock crossed to a bed and placed hiz Captain's body carefully on it.

"Are you out of your Vulcan mind?" IeCoy asked irritebly. "Why on earth - "
"Doctor, I have detected coherent thought in the Captain's mind -

Mihattt

" - He is aware of intense cold... I believe that he is alive and that by

some chance the freezing process in the morgue acted to suspend animation as if
1t had been done deliberately in a hospital to rest a sick patient's metabolism - U

"Yes, I know why we use deep freezing procedures," McCoy growled. After a
moment of stunned dishelief, he had moved gquickly, and he was already spreading
g thermal blanket over the prone figure. He touched +the switch to activate the
diagnostic panel. The necedles jerked fractionally upwards.

"Alive all right... if we can keep him alive..." McCoy muttered.

"Doctor, I suggest we fetch the bodies of Mr. Brewster and Mr, Udo. They
also might be in a state of suspended animation.”

"Yes, of courge." McCoy moved to the lab door. '"Corso, Cssowski. Go and
got Brewster and Udo from the morgue: Be sarsful with them -~ they may be alive.m
He returned to Kirk's side, his face sitill showing near disbelief.

Spock looked down at Kirk's face for a moment longer, his expression atrangely
gentle,
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"Prognosis, Dochort"

McCoy shook his head. '"Too soon to say, Spock. And even if he lives, he
may not recover fully. He's been frosen rather longer than recommended. In
addition, there was no respiration descernable for several hours priocr to freezing
- and no pulse, therefore no circulation. Therse may be brain demage. There may
not."

They were interrupted by the oxderlies wheeling in the other two bodies.
McCoy hurried to attend to them. He pulled blankets over them and flicked the
switches. The needles on the panel above Brewster jerked and s1id upwards
slightly. Udofs panel remained obstinately unwoving. McCoy reached for a hypo.

Spock watched him for a moment then glanced back at Kirk. Knowing himself
to be unobserved ~ McCoy and both orderlies were fussing round Udo's body - Spock
reached out quickly and touched Kirk's face lightly, fleetingly. Then he turned
towards the door. He still had a problem to solve.

He headed back towards the bridge. He had alrezdy been away from it for far
too long — much tonger than he had originaily intended.

Scott looked round as Spock left the elevator and rose to let the Vulcan
assume the command chair, aware of a siight feeling of relief that he was no
longer in the hot seat. The lack of response from the enemy ship was unnerving,
even although Scott was not a nervous man., Perhaps that was what the aliens were
wanting — to upset their opponents by making them nervous.

Spock sat down gratefullys his legs were feeling strangely weak.
"Pregent statue, Mr. Scobt?"

"o change, sir. They've made no hostile wmove, but they've made no attempt
to contact us either.”

"That is hardly surprising, Mr. Scott. If they had been prepared to talk,
they would have responded to our signal.”

Scott watched sympathetically as Spock stespled his fingers and contemplated
them. Then he moved over to the engineering sfation. There might be very little
concrete assistance he could give the Vulcan, but he could at least be there, on
the bridge, offering moral support. Little though Spock might show it, over the
vears Jcott had come to realise that the Vuican did in fact appreciate the silent
sympathy and support of his friends.

What would Jim do? Spock thought. He could, of course, stall, wait until
Kirk regained consciousness and leave the decision to him... provided Jim was then
mentally active enough to make a decision... but that would be the coward's way
out. OSpock's stubborn pride refused to consider it. 3Besides, there was Jim's
declared opinion of Spock's gbilities.., and, seemingly, the crew's, if McCoy had
been telling the truth. The Vulcan knew that he didn't want te betray that
opinion. He wanted to be sble Lo report to Jim that he had found a solution to
a problem the Captain didn't even know existed. Bven if that solution was the
one Jim himself would have found.., especially if it was the solution Jim would
have found.

What would Jim do?

Spock thought back over some of the situations Kirk had contended with. He
had used bluff often... but Spock suspected fthat, with the best will in the
universe, he could not carry out a successful bluff. Bven if he could... what
bluff could he use in this situastion? If the aliens would only accept contact...!

Wait, though. Although the aliens had not responded to his attenpts at comm—
unication, it was alwmost certain that they were, 1ln fact, receiving the signal.

"Open a channel, Lieutenant," he ordered pensively.

"ailing frequencies open, sir," Uhura sald, a hint of ftired frustration in
her voice. He noted it, with a touch of sympathy. He also was experiencing some
irritation at the aliens' continued refusal to ftalk.
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UThig is Commander Spock of the U.S.S. Enterprise calling unidentified alien
ship. It is obviously cloax to you that our vessels are of comparable power and
that we are in a state of impasse. It must be equally clear to you that this
gituation cannot continue indefinitely. We have a claim to this planet in that
we have established a colony on it. There was no indication of any other col-
onisation, but if you feel you have a prior claim, we are prepared to dlscuss it
with you."

"o response, sir," Uhura said, in a tone that indicated that it was exactly
what she had expected. Spock nodded. It was what he had expected as well.

"Jo must make them listen, then," he said.
"But how, Mr. Spockf" Scott exploded.
"By beaming someone over on to their bridge," Spock replied calmly.

The bridge crew stared at him as if he had suddenly sprouted & second head.
He loocked over to the library computer. "Mr. Chekov - can you pinpoint their
bridge?!

"1 think so, sir..."! He bent over the sensor intently.

"Mr. Spock -~ wouldn!'t it be better to beam ore of them over here?" Scott
asked.

e could, of course, do that, Mr. Scott," Spock admitted. ™"But what
guarantes would we have that we had, in fact, locked on to an important member
of their crew? Even on their bridge, we might pinpoint somsone no more important
then a yeoman bringing in a standsrd report. In an attack situation, such a
crewman would become highly expendeble — a pawn whose importance is negligible.
No, we must send someone over. And since I am the ranking officer here, the
tagle must be mine., If I fail... If I fail, we will know we arve dealing with a
totally intraciable race, probably as dangercus as the Romulans, and you mst
imform Starfleet of that fact.!

Scott looked searchingly at Spock. &4 few hours ago, he would have said
that Spock was suffering from a death wish, but thers was a subtle difference in
his attitude since his last absence from the bridgey he clearly 4id belisve
that this was the only way to reach a solution ~ and what he said was true. In
the abgence of a trained diplomat, the ranking officer present was the one
empowered to meke diplomatic decisions.

"Have you found the co-ordinates yet, Mr. Chekov?" Spock went on.
"T think... yes, Mr. Spock."

"Tnform the transporter room. Mr, Sulu = I will inform you as soon as [
am ready to beam over. Drop the shields on my signal, and re-catablish as soon
as transport is confirmed." IMentally he was hoping that the alieng' shield
could be penetrated by their transporter. If not - scratch one idea and. try to
find ancther.

"iye, sir."
Mir. Scott, you have the con."

"Good luck, sir," Scott said quietly. BSpock looked straight at him for =
moment without replying, then turned and entered the elevator.

His first thought on materialising wss that it was no wonder the attacking
ship was so large. Himself tall enough to tower over most of the Bnterprise's
crew, he was dwarfed by the buge alien standing near by. He stared in a fasoin~
ated silence at the aliens, only half aware that they were studying him as
intently.

The aliens were fully eight feet tall. They were humenoid, without in
any way resembling a Human. Their scaley bronze green faces were topped by
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-oresta of-wvarying magnificences; ssveral carried
their orests flattened against their heads, but the
standing alien carried his high, flaring wide in
proud display. His lidless eyes blinked as a
nictating membrane passed over them. Spock's
first coherent thought was that this race was of
reptilian origin rather than mammalian.

MWho are you?" +the alien asked, utter
bewilderment in his voice.

"Spock of Vulcan, representing the United
FPederation of Plancts.!

The alien's scaled face was incapable of
frowning, but the angle of its head was eloquent.
"I do not understend," it said.

"You thought we were someone else, perhaps?!
Spock asked.

"Yes... My apologies, Spock of Vulcan,
But..." The puzzled voice trailed off.

WBu

"We received your carlisr commuwnications.
We did not believe... This world is the home
planet of my people. How can you have a colony
here?!

"There was no sentient life on the planet
when Federation scouts found it," Spock said,
almost sympathetically. "Only ruins almost a
planetary century old."

Shock showed on the alien face, immobile
though it had appeared to be. !"Soc old?n

"That is our estimate.!

The beautiful crest drooped, giving an
impression of utter hopslessness. "This is
the home world of my psople," +the alien
repeated. '"Three to four generationsg ago, there was a war. Our ancestors were
of a less fechnologically advanced race and were defeated, their country over-

run. Those who were not content to become as slaves were forcibly deported to
another solar system which had only recently been discovered - and was known %o
have little of value to the conguerors. A few liberal-minded of the conguerors
were exiled too, for daring to suggest that even the conquered had rights. They
were our first teachers... We taught ourselves technology, urged on by the need ™
to win back our own land, and at last succeeded in developing spaceflight. My
ship came to reconmoiter, snd soized the opportunity offered us to attack... Dot
now you tell me we have attacked your people, who have done us no harm... It
makes us ag bad as those we thought we fought."

"No," Spock said. "You had no way of knowing that the present inhabitants
of the planet are no longer those you sought. And while the desire for revenge
is no longer a thing my people ever experience, historically we were warlike and
1 do understand it. All we ask is that you meet us now with open minds."

e will do so." The crest lifted slighily.

"And since the colonists also have a viewpoint, I suggest that we meet on
the planet with their leader.m

"Tillingly "
"T will speak with them, and let you know time and place. Will Fou now
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contact my ship and ask them to beam me back on board."

The crest lifted a little further. "Gladly. And until our next meeting,
Chavex of IMlexa bids you farewsil.!

Spock was greefed aboard the Enterprise with an exuberance that at first
surprised and then ‘touched him. He had never realised before that he was
actually likeds and the discovery that his fellow officers had sctually been
worried about him was somehow warming.

He went first %o the bridge; ordered Uhura to contact the leader of the
colonists so that he could arrange a meeting with the aliens, then, that done,
he told her to relay everything to Starfleet - including the information that
Captain Kirk was alive.

np1ive?"  The bridge crew stared at Spock in utter amazement.

"Dr. McCoy is unsure as yet how fully the Captain will recover, however.
Wr. Scott, carry on. I will be in sickbay."

Tn the solitude of the elevator, Spock allowed himself a luxurious streteh.
The +onsion across his shoulders that he had not permitted himself to notice
relaxed slightly. Provided Chavex of Mlexa proved trustworthy...

He put the matter to the back of his mind as he entered slckbay. McCoy
was bending over one of the beds —~ and locking very unhappy.

"Doctor?"! Spock was suddenly anxious again.

The surgeon jumped. "Oh, it's you, Spock. What do you mean, creeping in
1ike a cat?" He had regained control of his facial muscles, and a Human wight
have wondered if he had imagined the expression on McCoy's face. The Vulcan
knew he had not. It was a revelation to him. MNeCoy, ashamed of cmotion?

"here was one casualty in engincering during the battle, Doctor. How is
het!

"Oh, Jarrold. He fell down the steps. A& broken leg and a few bruiscs.
Nothing serious. His pride's hurt more than anything alse,

"end the Capbaint!

"Hasn't come round yet but his temperature's nearly back %o normal. ¥he .
readings all look satisfactory."

HGood. What about the other two?"

"Brewster's responding well, but Udo's definitely dead." IlcCoy did sound
depressed, Spock thought, his keen ear catching the trace of weariness in the
surgeon's voice. 0dd. Certainly, Udo was dead and McCoy hated losing a patient,
ut since XKirk - and Brewster as bonus - were alive after all, he would have
expected McCoy to be delighted, bubbling over with the vehement exuberance that
Spock regarded with amusged tolerance.

"What is 117" Spock asked softly.

"hat is what?" NcCoy asked, too quickly. Spock looked at him with a
quict patience that defied the bluster, and McCoy found himself unable to meet
the Vulcan's eyes.

"7g1l me," Spock insisied. "Is there... is Jim still in danger?"

Wnder the circumstsnces, until he actually comes round, I won't know. I
told you — there could be brain damage. The readings look all right, but that
isn't sconclusive.”

Spock still looked directly at him, patiently weliting, ingtinct teliing him
that there was more to McCoy's depression than fear for Kirk.
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"That isn't all, is it?" he asked gently.

¥eCoy gave in. YHNo.M
o)

"Tell me, then. You've said to me in the past that it helps to ghare your
troubles. Try your own prescription for once.!

McCoy took a deep brsath. "It's Tates, Spock.!

The Vulcan waited.

"I keep thinking... Was he Teally dead, like Udo - or did I k111 him when
I performed the autopsy?! '

The impact of the question hit Spock like a douche of cold water. There
Was no easy answer, no real reassurance that he could give,

"£11 your diagrostic alds reported Mm. Yates dead, Doctor," he said at last.
"If you do not believe your instruments, you might as well give up prectising
medicineg.”

"Those seme disgnostic ssnsors reporited Jim and Brewster desd too, but
thay weren't.!

"The oddg on such an occarance happening once are very high. The chance of
the situation repeating itself sre incalculsble - M

But it did. Jim - and Brewster. That's two.!

"And for it to happen three times... No, Doctor, I am convinced that it
could not have occurred three times, even all ab once. I am sure in my own mind
thet Kr. Yates was indeed dead when he was brought sboard."

"Are you, Spock? Are you really? Or are you Just being...kind?"

"T would not lie simply for the sake of what you call 'kindness', Doctor.
I am convinced that ¥r. Yates was dead.m

"A1l right. Then was the autopsy itself necessary?!

"hat killed Udo and Yates and left the other two apparently dead?" Spock
asked.

"I don't know."
"Was there any way you might have found out?"
"Only by performing an autopsy," McCoy admitted.

Spock looked down at Kirk's relaxed face. "The Captain might be able to
shed some light on the matter once he regains conscicusness," he suggestsd.

"If he's capable of coherent thought at all," McCoy said gloomily.

"I believe he will be. Even unconscious and frozen, his mind recognised me
and communicated with me. I think it likely that he has escapsd permenent injury.t

"I hope you're right," ¥cCoy said fervently.
"let me ¥mow as soon asg there is any change in
his condition. T will be in my quariers."

"Wes, of course." lcCoy put aside his depreg-
sion long enough to register that the Vulcan looked
tired, Little wonder... bubt he was at least going
to his quarters - hopefully to rest.

The doctor watched Spock leave. Hig face
resuned the unhappy, haunted expression he had been
wearing carlier. Had he killed Yates? He would
never kncw.

Urhappily, he sat down between his two living
patients, and waited quietly for them to regein
conscliousness,

He e o Heoe K K R HH K KW
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_ _ NICE WHILE IT LASTED.... by Caroline Nixon

Two rather morose figures were standing in the transporter room. Juat lately,
1ife hed lost all its sparkle, unless one counted the purely electronic brand of
tingel and glitter.

The man in the gold shirt heaved a sigh eloguent with patient martyrdom.
"Wonder whers Bones has got to, Spock.”
"T do not care to speculate, Captain. Recently..."

But the First Officer's words were interrupted by the precipitate arrival of
the missing medical officer, young tech. in tow, muttering apologetic excuses about
late laundry deliveries.

"No security guards, Jim?" McCoy asked, as they took their positions on the
disks. "This ig an unexplored planet, after all."

"FThat's the point, Bones?"
"Yeah, what's the point."

They materialised on flat terrain, the ground beneath their boots resembling
an emerald green oriental carpet, intricately patterned with wild flowers in jewel
colours. A light, warm breeze rippled the grass and wafted deliclous scents to
four sets of unappreciaitive nostrils.

The Enterprise team exchanged uneasy glances.
"So far, so good." Kirk was first %o break the wary silence.
"Sure, but the suspense is killing me," said McCoy, carefully pessimistic.

"I too am somewhat apprehensive as to what the soript-writers have in store
for us today," said Spock, siding for once with his friendly asdversary.

"One bright spot," Kirk insisted. "We didn't disintegrate in the transporier
beam."

"T1logical, Captain. e are needed for next week's episode.”

On overhearing Spock's words, the young tech, who had been standing quietly
at a respectful distance from his superiors, suddenly found the courage to sneak.

"Itts all right for you regulars - sir," he croaked. "But survival rates for
small part characters is practically nil."

"0alm yourself, Bnsign," Spock rebuked mildly. "At least you are not obliged
to Tespect the same dialogue week after week. If I find myself required to say
that word once more," and his voice was thick with distaste, "I shall go into
Klee-fiah."

"What word, Spock?" said McCoy, blue eyes wide with innocence.
Black Vulecan eyes glittered dangerously.

But Kirk's optimlsm refused 1o be defeated. "At least there's no female for
sither of us to be involved with, Spock," he grimmed, and his First Officer con-
ceded the peoint solemnly but appreciatively.

McCoy, however, was still not satisfied.

"Yes, Jim," he said complainingly, "but this week 1t might have besn my turn.
It's been a long time, you know, since, 'The World Is Hollow'."

Spock had become bored with the conversation, and was moving cautiously about,
scenning with his tricorder.

"o intelligent life forms,”" he announded, "but a few animals and birds are
indicated.” :
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"Man—eating owl-tigers and pterodactyls, T cxpect," McCoy commented gloomily.
"Herdly, Doctor. They appear more of the order of Terran mice and finches."

"L don't get it," said Kirk, musingly. "No ion storms, no Klingons or irate
sub--human tribesmen -~ fauna harmless, flora non-pernicious - there's got to be a
catoh somewhere." 4 sudden suspicion made him $ake out his communicator to test—
call the ship, but Uhura was still opening hailing frequencies beautifully, as
usual.

They finally decided to make a cautious survey of the immediate ares, sticking
together, of course. They had been caught that way too many times before. They
passed through a copse of fresh-smelling trees and breasted a rise. Beneath them
was silver sand and a sea of liguid jade.

"I don't believe iti" Kirk's voice was husky with emotion. "Look - a beach
for me to walk onl"

"Well, what are we waiting fort" grinned Bones delightedly. "Let's get
walking," wnd he started off down the gentlie slope.

The sewa was lapping gently, spreading its lace over the soft sand, which was
scattered with tiny shells, rosy as a baby's fingernails. Kirk bent over to
dabble a finger in the water.

"One moment, Captain. The 'water' may in fact be some deadly acid," Spock
cautioned. But it was only friendly oid H20.

Kirk sat down on a rock. "Bones, you and the young ensign here go and check
those rock pools for unusual fauna," he directed lazily, finally letting the
gentle sun relax his body. "But don't go out of hailing distance.M

"Aye, siz.n

MeCoy and the ensign moved off, disappearing behind the nearby rocks. Spock
stared in amazement as his Capiain began to remove his boots and sccks and roll
his trousers up to his knees.

"What are you proposing to do, Captain?" he asked curicusly, suppressing an
urge to raise an eyebrow. Cliche it may be, but it was after all an almost
involuntary thing with hinm.

"I'm going %o paddle, Spock," Kirk answered, and then, seeing the Vulecan did
not understand the term, "you would call it 'immersion of the podal extremities
in an aguecus medium for recreational purposes'." Pwo steps from the brink, he
paused and looked round, widening his eyes questioningly.

"No, sir. No crustaceans are indicated."

Kirk splashed up and down for a minmute or two, a look of quite fatuous bliss
on his face.

"Come on in, Spock," he urged. "The water's lovely. Go on, the ebb and flow
of the water between your toes boosts the circulation and is conducive to a
receptive mental state.!

The Vulcan complied, carefully placing boots toes together, socks neatly
roiled and tucked inside. He joined his Captain, parading solemnly up and down.
Though if he were in a state of fatuous bliss, it wasn't observable on his im-
passive countenance.

"Feels good, eh, Spock?! Kirk was expanding his chest to meximum capacity,
taking in great lungfuls of sea air.

"It is pleasant, Ca— " Kirk shot out an arm to steady his friend, who had
slipped on a sly tongue of rubbery sea-weed.

"Hey, perhaps that's it, Spock," laughed Kirk. "You fall in the water and
get pneumonia, and Nurse Chapel gets 4o nurse you and give you plenty of blanket
baths!?
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“Ppock's face didn't slip as he answereds
"Please, Captain, we are a family show.”

They left the water and strolled up and down the beach for a while, feeling
the crunch of powdery sané hetween their toes, basking in the peacs. Two friends
in perfect empathy, minds communing without the need for speech. ALlmost before
they remermbered to worry about McCoy and the ensign, they were Joined by the other
two, tricorders full of interesting biological data.

McGoy smirked when he saw thé bare feet and rolled up trousers of his sup-
erviors. "Going io play sand-pies, Spock?" he taunted.

The Vulcan shook kis head, seriously. "Unfoerfunately, Dostor, I lack the
reguigite receptacle. You wouldn't hapren to have one with you, by any chance?"

Kirk!s communicator bleened.

"Captain, you're five minutes late for progress report. [ll goin' well doon
there?"

"Couldn't be better, Mr. Scott. We can log this place as well worthy of
further investigation. But you had better beam us up now. I have a stack of
reports walting for me," sald Kirk, with a singular lack of enthusiasm.

"aAnd I have data to correlate from the nova we observed lagt week." Spock
too sounded strangely reluctant.

"ih, well, it was nice while 1% lasted," sighed MceCoy, taking a last look
round at the tranguil scene before him.

ig the transporter whine began, they heard an evil laugh grow, and fill the
gky, and a leering voice jeered,

"There's always next weelk!!
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KLINGON FATRY TALE g
to frighten goecd children
Jng$OJ Once upon a time, there was a Xlingon

called Kray, who was kind to everyone. So
CaﬂMﬁbE@ no-one liked him very much.

How, there was something asbout Xray that
tribbles liked. 8o Kray is known 1o history
as the only Klingon who ever kept a tribble
farm.

And if you're not bad, the sams thing
might happen to you!
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