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Hello again, and welecome to Log Entries 9,

It seems no time at all since I did the last editorial - trying to
maintain a two-monthly publication is rather like running on a treadnill -
you never seem to stop, yet you never seem to be gebtting anywhere... 3But I
can only keep up a two-monthly production i1f people send me submissions.
Which is why, although we have been putting out Log Entries regularly, we
5till say 'Log Entries is an irregular pubiication'.

Since the present STAG committee took over some eighteen months ago, we
have managed tc hold zine prices steady. Variations in price have been due
W different lengths, and we have absorbed at least one risge in the price of . _x
paper. However, the club can't afford to do that every time costs go up, and
we have reluctantly decided that we must raise the price. Paper, stencils,
ink, envelopes, all have gone up in price again recently, and in June, we will
be faced with an increage in postage costs. The combination of all these
rises is just too much. We'll hold the new price steady as long as we can,
hut we are very much at the mercy of externsl forces about which we can do
nothing.

We'll be putting out a zine in July, but haven't yet decided on whether
it will be Log Entries 10 or a one~off, single story. In any case, we hope to
have at least four new zines in time for the convention in September,

Writers lined up for LE 10 include Valerie Piscentini and myself - I've
finally got the story finished that was begun in Newsletter 19, There's an
excellent story by Christine Hall and one by Hargarst Draper. There won't be
a STAG story competition winner this time, since the most recent competition
was for poetry, but the winning poem will in included.

Non—members of STAG can obtain information on new zines by sending an SAE
or addressed envelope and International Reply Coupon to
Sheila Clark
6 Craigmill Cottages
Strathmartine
by Dundee
Scotland.

Finally, many thanks to my eyestrained mother, who did the proof-reading,
and to Peter Grant and Brian Topping who have been visiting me regularly and
spending their evenings collating...collating...collating...and then for a .
change doing some collating...

May 1977
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IN THE BAG by T.W. Francig

CAPTATIN'S LOG - STARDATE 5846.2:

Rumours of Romulan activity between Colony Outpest 8 and
Tholia have been filtering back to Starfleet ond must be
investigated.

At present passing through Dans Iotia System.

Kirk switched off and left his cabin. The corridor outside was guiet. This
was officer country. He did catch a gliwmpse of two female yeomen just before he
entered the turbo-elevator and smiled absently to himself as he thought, very pretty.
The elevator doors closed with a gentle hiss and he said "Bridge.™

The elevator car moved off and in a few seconds the doors parted to let him
step out on to the bridge. He was greeted by the hum of efficient activity, a clear
gign that all was well.

4s he sank into the command chair, Kirk mused to himself, "For once, it looks
like being a quiet trip."

"Did you speak, Captain?!

"I was just thinking, Mr. Spock, that this looks like being a quiet pat®ol, I
don't think the Romulans will try anything else so sodn - for ance, I believe we may
get back to base without any trouble.”

"Yes, Captain," Spock replied as he returned to his sensors. His head snapped
up almost immediately, but before he could spesk, Sulu cried out,

"Automatic defence screens just snapped on, Captain.!

Kirk turned to Spock, who raised an eyebrow as he sald, "You were saying,
Captain®!

"Whatever I was saying, it appsars I was mistaken, Mr. Spock.”

"Indeed." Again Spock turned to his scanner, co~ordinsting the incoming sensor
reports. The flashing light of the Alert was almost hypnotic,

Kirk joihed Spockiat his consgole. "Well, Spock? Vhat's haoppening? What do .
your gensors say?h - ’

"It would appear, Captain, that we are the tsrget for a missile atiack.” He
paused, then " -~ twenty missiles at least, with a second wave now at the edge of
sensor range. Estimated time of arrival, twenty seconds, with the second wave ten
gsaconds thereafter.”

"Mr. Sulu repare forward phasers." Xirk spoke even as he returned to his
» P 5
command chalr.

Sulu's hands whipped across his board. Within seconds, affirmation came from
the forward phaser room.

"Phasers locked on, Captain,'" Sulu reported.

Kirk hit the intercom buiton on his chair-srm, and said, "This 1s a Red Alert.
Assume battle stations. This is no drill. Batitle stations.m

"Captain, ten seconds to first weve impact," Spock gaid calmly.
Wihank you, Mr. Spock."

On the screen an array of bright blue dote becams apparent, visibly increasing
in size.

Kirk watched for a moment before he gave the order. "Mr., Sulu, fire phasers
one and two."

"Phasers one and two firing, =ir,' Sulu's volce called above %the hubbub of
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activity on the bridge, as his hand moved deliberately and the thump! thusp! of two
lirerated phaser banks vibrated the ship's structure.

"Detonation," Spock's calm voice called.

The screen flashed white then dimmed automatically.

"Second wave impact, due in ten seconds," said Spock, as deliberately as ever.
"r. Sulu, lock phasers thres and four on secondary target, and fire."

"Locked on and firing, sir."

Thump!  thunp!

"Detonation," Spock said again. He continued io bend over his scanner,
apnticipating Kirk's next guestion.

"Any data on the missiles' point of origin, Mr. Spock?! Xirk gwivelled in his
chair to face his ¥First Officer.

"CGoming into sensor rahge now, Captain. A large, slow-moving vessel, configur—
ation unknown. There is no record in the computer banks of a ship of this type., It
is complebely unknown. Fascinating." Spock's face was a study as he contemplated
the problem.

A smile touched Kirk's lips as he continued his swing. "Lt. Uhura, do we have
anything on communications?!

"o, sir," she replied., YAll bands are clear." Then, as Kirk was about to .
turn back to the screen, she grasped her ear receiver, and said, '"Sir, there's some—
thing coming in on audio , channel two. Strange, Captain -~ that's one of our
communicator channels."

R



"Very good, lisutenant, put it over the main spesker." Kirk turned back to
the msin screen. Hibow on chair arm, thumb and forefinger pursing his lips, he
pondered, then said, "Extreme magnification, kr. Sulu.”

"hye, aye, sir."

The unknown vessel grew proportionately. It was a bulky, cumbersome structure.
A row of menacing orifices gtill emitted vapour, guiliy evidence of its hostile
actions. The bridge speaker crackled with static, then a voice, both demanding and
insolent, permeated the air.

"This is a Hit. You guys is in the bag. Open up and pay yer percentages.”

Kirk turned automatically 1o Spock, and noted that his First Officer had also
recognised the heavy slang and colloguial expressions prevalent in the voice.

"I believe, Mr. Spock, that we have re-encountered some of our friends from
Dana Iotia Two.!

"It would appear so, Captain,'" Spock said, a slight hint of regret in his
volce, "but I find it difficult to reconcile their apparent space-going capability
with the rather backward and criminally-orientated culture that we discovered there
three point eight six standard years ago.!

"Yes, Mr. Spock, an anomaly. But we can investigate that later. Pirst of
all... L%. Uhura, open ship to ship communication."! His voice was rather grim.

She flipped one of her console switches. "Channel open, sir."

Hitting the communicator stud on the arm of his chair, Kirk said, "This is
Captain James T. Kirk of the Starship Enterprise, representing the Federation of
Planets. Your 'Hit' has had no effect on us. May I ask why you fired on us in
the first place?"

The next sound that came over the bridge speaker could not be mistaken. It
was that of a man choking ~ followed by =& paroxysm of coughs and wheezes, then a
prolonged silence. Finally, a rather squeaky voice asked,

"Wou guys is Fedg?"

"Yeah," Kirk drawled, "and we'wve come for our cuf. So, I repeat -~ why'd you
hit us?' By this time, only Spock wag not staring at him in open amazement.
Spock's expressgion was rather that of a tolerent adult humouring a child.

Over the speaker, a different voice saild, '"We ain't got no beef with the
Fedg, Charlie." The speaker had clearly forgetten he would be heard.

"Quiet, meat-head, T'1l do the talking," the first voice replied. There was
another pause, then, "Hey, you Feds. Give us a break, eh? Ve got no beef with
you — we thought you was the Tri-ties trying to pull a fast one. So we hit first
to meke sure they paid their psrcentage. We had no idea you was Fedg."

"0.Xs So you made a mistake," Kirk conceded., "What ship are you?"

"Bela's Baby," came the reply. "Top liquidator of the Syndicate of Bosszes.
This is Charlie Tepo in charge."

"Yery well," Kirk said. "You'll return %o Dana Jotia Two with us. I think
it's ftime I had a tallk with Bela Oxmyx."

"There? Oh, yeah., Homeworld. O0.XK., Ped, affer you."
"No way," Kirk said. '"We'll follow you."
"0.K,, 0.K., you Feds ig boss. I think Bela will want a word with you, too."

The Totian ship began a slow, pondsrous turn and Kirk iried to refrain from
smiling. It looked for all the world like a great, wheel-less, black hearse,

"0.K., Chekov bsby, set course for Dana Iotia Two. Suliu baby, standard orbii
on arrivel."



Kirk turned to Spock, ™Miell, Spocko, what..." He stopped, cleared his throat
and continued. "Hhat did you make of that, Mr. Spock?"

Spock's eyebrows had been in the course of rising, but at the request for
information he said, "Captain, I have been co-relating some data while you were
holding your discussion with the Totians, and have ascertained that the construction
of the missiles used against us by the Jotians is of an antiquated Orion design.
Trace elements within the dispersing gas ball that was left after our phasers
struck the missiles can only be found in Orion space."

"Hom. Spock, can we say for sure that these people are Iotianst!

"I velieve so, Captain, your recent dialogue and their colloquial expressions,
combined with the shape of their vessel -~ it has 2 marked resemblance 4o an Earth-
type hearse of circa 1930..."

"Tou noticed that toof"

"eosand if you will recall, Captain, on our last visit to Nens Iotia Two we
did have occasion to meet a boss named Tepo...the person claiming to be 'in charge!
of that vessel.?

"Yes, I think you are correct, Mr. Spock. We can thersfore conclude that the
Totians have gained the capacity for space travel. But how? They were nowhere
near this level of fechnology on our previous visit. That was...what? Three and a
half years ago?!

"Three point eight six years ago, Captain.!

"And in that short time they have come this far? Then there are those wissiles
+s+0Orion construction. Mr. Spock, I am beginning to smell a rat."

"3ipet

"le just recently had a run-in with some Orions on our way to Babel... I
wonder 1f there is any comnection.m

"The Dana Iotls System is not renowned for its deposits of dilithium crystals,
Captain, and that is the only commodity an Orion would come thisz far from home to
obtain. It would be most uncharacteristic for an Orion to venture upon an unprofit-
able and expensive voyage. And as we found to our cost, dealing with the Iotians
is by no means esagy."

MAgreed, Mr. Spock. But Dana Totia is close to the Romulan Neutral Zone.
Perhaps the Romulans have something to do with it."

"Sir, I fail to see how you arrive at that conclusion."
"A hunch, Mr. Spock - and a very sensitive nose," Kirk smiled.
"Coming up on the planet now, Captain," Chekov reported.

Ahead, on the main view-screen, the Iotlan ship was slowly moving into orbit
around the sky-~blue orb of Dana Iotia Two.

"Communications from the surface Captain " Uhurs said. "Mr. OXHIV}C - on audio
b ¥
only."

"Very good, Lieutenant, put it over the main speaker.m
M"ye, aye sir."

"This is Bela Oxmyx, Chief Boss of the Syndicate of Bosses. You Peds is
early this year. Need yer percentage, buh?p"

"Captain,” Spock interjected, "the U.S.8. Potemplkin is due here in twenty five
standard days to collect the Federation 'percentaget!.”

Kirk nodded and hit his communication button. '"Bela, baby, this is your old
buddy Kirk aboard the Enterprise. We was passing through your system when some of
your boys made a hit on us," Kirk sald plaintively.



"My boys did what!" Oxmyx bellowed, then continued. "Look, Kirk, I'm scrry.
When I get my hands on them, I'1l gend them down a river with cement overshoeg."

"o need for that, Bela, no harm done," Kirk conceded.

"We was trying ncot to let the Feds know yet, but... you've unsarthed our
little secret, Kirk, so I'd like you to come down here for a little chin-wag."

"I've got a great deal I want to say to you, Bela, but I feel safer up here."

"Look, Kirk, I'll come to the point," Oxmyx said. "We've been having some '’
trouble with the Tri=ties, and what I have fto say... well, I don't want to risk
them hearing.!

tTri-ties?" Kirk asked, glancing at Spock, who merely shook his head, then
sald in a low voice,

"They did meke mention of Tri~ties before, Captain, but I have insufficient
data to co-relate a hypothesis.?

Oxmyx was still talking. "...been giving us a lot of irouble, but if you
come on down, I'1l fill you in." ,

"I hope not," Kirk muttered to himself, then went on. "All right, Bela, I'11
be in your office in ten minutes. Xirk out."

"Captain, you may walk into a trap. Mr. Cxmyx is not a person I should
readily trust, to judge from my previous dealings with him." Bven as he spoke,
the Valcan stood, prevaring to jein Kirk.

"I know, Spock," Kirk said as he stood up. "That is why I'm going alone %o
Bela's office."

Spock opened his mouth to object strongly, but Kirk held his hand up and
added," However, Mr. Chekov will lead a full security detachment and beam down
simultaneously into the corridor just outside the office. If I am to be put 'in
the bag', then I want to make sure that I come out of it as quickly as possible."

"Your strategy camnot be faulted, Captain.”

"Thank you. Mr. Spock. You have the con.” He moved towards the elevator,
saying as he went, "Come along, Mr. Chekov -~ you are about to meet a !'Bosst.m

Chekov's "Yes, Captain,” was not enthusiastic.

The beamdown proved quite uneventful, and Kirk reported in alwmost imme&iately.
"Firk to Enterprise.m
"Enterprise. Spock here, Captain.!

"Transported without incident, Mr. Spock. It seems that our wistrust of Bela
Oxmyx was unfounded - they really do need our help. So much so thai now we are
here, Bela is calling a full Syndicate Council meeting. He wants to give me the
full picture, and I personally, am determined to obtain it. However, this may take
some time. Don't worry if Mr. Chekov or I are unsble 4o answer communicator . =
signais. I'm using him as an aide ~ and the security team to keep the council . %
members in order. They're a vociferous lot! I'11 call in as soon as we are ready
to beam up. Kirk out."

Several hours passed in active silence. Duties changed. Spock wag relisved
of the con by SBcott, and the Firgt Officer retired o the officers'! rec room to
continue a chess game he was playing with the ship's computer. He knew that should
the Captein contact the ship, Scott would instently inform him; he could therefors
devote his full attention to the chess problem. But even so, he could not help
himself from glancing occasionally at the wall interndm.

Eventually, when even Bpock had begun to feel some apprehension, it whistled
H 3



for attention. "3cott to Mr. Spock.!
Spock crossed to it. He depressed the switch. "Spock here.M
"iir. Spock, we've just received word from the Oaptaiﬁ. He's beaming up."

"Acknowledged, HMr. Scott, I will meet him in the transporter room. Spock
out.m

As Spock entered the transporter room, Chekov was just lsavirg, but two of -
the sccurlty team wore still walting. McCoy was waiting too, standing by the side
of the transpcrter console.

"fhe Captain is still not on board, Spock," McCoy said, somewhat anxiously.
?

"Patience, Doctor," Spock replied, and turned to the transporter chief, "Ig
the Captain ready to transport, Mr. Kylet"

Kyle firished adjusting a lever. "Yes, sir." He pulled the levers on the
console down evenly, then slowly slid them up again. A sparkling began to form
above two of the transporter pads, and in a few seconds, Kirk and another being
took form. The gusrds watched steadily, phasers ready.

Kirk also had his phaser levelled at the being's back. He prodded the other
with it, and urged him down the siteps.

"Hr. Spock, Dr. McCoy, allow me to introduce you to De Bctor, an Orion., By
occupation, a trader."

"Indeed," was Spock's only comment.
"T don't understand, Jim," McCoy said.

"You will, sawbones." Kirk relapsed into Iotian. '"Spocko, take this guy to
the brig then join Doc and me in the briefing room on deck four."

"Acknowledged, Captain."

Spock deposited De Ector and his retinue of guards with the chief security
officer on watch, then made his way to the briefing room. ZEntering, he sat down
at the library computer reader. McCoy and Kirk were already there, talking in low
voices as they awaited his arrival.

Miell," Kirk begen as Spock sat. "I suppose you're both pretty anxious to
know what's been happening. I must admit that after sitting through almost eight
hours of an Iotian Bosses Syndicate meeting, I'm feeling somewhat fatigued. How-
ever, I've decided 1o give you a preliminary report - you'll both be called on
later to give evidence on the culture we found on Dana Iotia Two on our last visit
- yes, 1 know our report then is in the records, but it'1l all have to be gone
into again. You have no idea...

Spock, Bones. It's changed down there, really changed. Spock, you mentioned
- back then that they were a very imitative people. You were right. They imitate
all right. For example, in a year or two, their communications network is going to
be almost as good as ours. I'm sorry to say it, Bones, but that will be your
fault."

McCoy locked flustered. "Mine, Jim? How? I can't see...”

MIf you will recall our last visit, Doctor," Spock interrupted, "you will
remember that you left your communicator behind.!

"Ch yes. Bub..."

"Spock's right, Bones. Your communicator has a lot to answer for. But there
is more - much more, and this is even worse. That fellow I brought up - he is the
main csuse of the changes. They still adhere to the 'Book! left by the Horizon
all those years ago, but when De Ector crash landed, the trade goods he carried
on board his ship stirred up a hornet!'s nest of activity smong the Iotians., They
copled everything from a geodesic dome to a jacouwmzi unit. Mono rails to lasers.
Tou know, Bela Oxmyx walks around dressed up like a Ramulan Praetor.!



"That I can believe," MeCoy said caustically.

"Yes. De Ector had been trading in Romulan space - apparently the Romulans
have trede agreements with individual Orion traders. They supply the traders with
dilithium crystals and the traders undertake to sell high technology goods to back—
ward worlds, usually ones on the edge of the Neutral Zone. Sometimes they have
been known to stray over into Federation spaces 1if caught they claim navigation
error, or try to. But [ suspect they are sent by the Romulans on purpose, to dis—
rupt $he Federatione -policy of allowing planets to develop of their own accord.

De Botor's presence in this gquadrant seems to prove it."

"0f course," Spock interjected, "being Orion and neutral, they can pass through
the Neutral Zone without contravening the Romulan-Federation peace treaty.!

"Exactly, Spock," Kirk continued. "But De Ector had had no intention of
trading with the Iotians. He had only been passing through the system. As he 4id
80; however, he came across a strange pyramid-shaped vessel in the system's
asteroid belt. It appeared to be mining some of the smaller rocks. Wien it was
discovered, the vessel opened fire with high energy plasma weapons,

"Possibly something similar to phasers, Captain?' Spock suggested.

"More than like.y, Spock. Anyway, De Betor's ship was damaged. He ran for it,
and crash landed on Dema lotia Two just after we left, three and a half years ago.!

"Three point eight six years, Captain.”

Kirk threw his First Officer a disgusted look. "To contimue. De Ector
persuaded the Totians that if they helped him repair his ship, he would in turn
help them to build a space fleet — about a dozen ships of the type that fired on us
as we were passing through the system. Of course, they're armed only with missiles
because he didn't want the Iotians to be able to stop him leaving once his ship was
repaired. He was handicapped, though ~ he had to work surreptitiously, because
every year a Starship kept coming round to survey the pilanet and colleet the
Federation's percentage, offer help where needed to the Iotians and generally koep
an eye on them. I imagine their reports will indicate surprise at the speed with
which the Iotians were developing., The change, of course, was due, not to the
Starship's yearly vigits but to the presence of De Eotor.

The Jotlans knew they were on to a good thing - they were very careful to
keep De Ector out of sight when the survey teams showed up, never guessing how much
that suited him, too. Then, when the Iotians had built their space ships, they
began o explore their own system. It was during this exploration that they found
that their territory was being poached by unwelcome and aggressive visitors.m

"Tholians, Captain?!

"Very perceptive of you, Spock. TYes. The Tholians -~ or Tri-ties, as the
Totians call them.!

"Tholians... Yes, of course, Jim," McCoy exclaimed. 'Dana Iotia's planets
have large deposits of the trace elements necessary for the production of theragen.
If you romember, that was the drug that ensbled us to overcome the debilitating
effects of that space. I drew up several perscnal conclusions at the time -~ one of
which was that the Tholians needed theragen or some derivative of it just as we
did.m

"Federation scientists believe that the Tholians have theragen in their
atmosphere as we have nitrogen, Doctor."

"Miow he tells me!" McCoy muttered.

"There was nc occasion to mention it before, Doctor - and you would have heen
deprived of the pleasure of formulating your own conclusions.!

Kirk cut in before McCoy could say anything more. "The weapons of the Tholilang
proved too powerful for the Iotians to overcome in straight head-on baittles. So
now they hit first and ask questions after - the only effective action open to them.
Hence their attack on us.n



10

"T fail to see how they could mistsake a Federation Starship for a Tholian
vessel, Captain,"

"That brings us back to De Echor again, Spock. He only gave the Iotians a
warp space movement indicator. In normal space they can identify the distinctive
Thollan vessels' pyramid shnpe, but anything fravelling in warp space got the
migsile treatment, just in cas We were early for a Starship to be around, so they
hit us, thinking we were Tholians. But even with this faciic they're losing.

So when Bela heard who it was that had arrived, he was overjoyed. You see,
the Federation survey teams had let it slip that if a Race has the capacity of
inter-stellar flight, it can apply to the Federwition for membership. So... they've
impounded De Ector's ship, which is now repaired. They'd comnned him into staying
on until the Potempkin had come and gone, wmeaning to hand him over then, but since
we! re here first, we got the honour... and with De Ector's ship, they now have the
capacity for intersteliar.travel. In fact, I have received from the Syndicate of
Bogses an official request for membership of the Pederation of Planets.!

"And as progpeciive members of the Federation, they come under the asgis of
Starfleet and can clali; protection sgainst aggressors."

"Qquite correct, Dr, McCoy. It would seem we are committed to protecting a
government based on a 'moral inversion',!

"Not only that, Spock -~ the Iotians will be entitled to a Starship of their
own,Y

There was a pause as Kirk allowed the information to sink in, then finally he
added; "You know, Spock, Bones, I was right before. The Totians are now demanding
a 'piece of our action'."

<P
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THE SBLANS' ENCOUNTER WITH THE ENTORPRISE hy Joanna J Deen

Captain Kirk was rondered totally speschless; he stared at the transporter
ped onto which the aliens had materialised; he had been taken aback by the stunning
rescmblance ihey bore to Vulcans - and the clothes they wore were sbsolutely
gorgeouss red, blue and gold glossy velvets. The alien in the forsground howed
low to Kirk.

"Good day to you, Barthiing, we welcome you to Epsilon higuarii 18,"
"Do you live hers?" asked Kirk.

"Indedd no, Barthling, we are Selons from the planet Selanis.'" The man spoke
in slightly broken English,

"My name is Captain James T. Kirk, and this is my ship, the U.S.S. Enterprise
~ I represent the United Federation of Planets.!

"How very interesting!" said the Selan, not sounding the least bit impressed,
and railsinzg an eyebrow in such a way that Capiain James T. Kirk of the U.S.8.
Enterprise hegan to get o little irritated.

"I ses that you have women aboard this vessel," the Selan added.
"That's right," said Kirk, a little surprised.
"Do they belong to you?!

Kirk exchanged glances with McCoy and Scotty. 'No, they belong to no-one,
they are all free."

4 look almost of despair came to the alien's face, and he led out o wistful
sigh. "Would yo u not consider selling some of them?" he asked.
"I beg your pardon?" expostulated Kirk, ‘taken aback.

Mlould you not sell just a fow of them?" he pleaded. "My companions and T
will pay any price you name for them."

Beotty's jaw droppad open. "I hardly think so," said Kirk. "J¢ all belong
to Btarflect; I necd my crew, I cannot give them to you!M

TIf you will not sell them, then we wmugt borrow them." He pulled out a phaser-
like weapon from his belt. "Do not try to wam your crew, Captain, or I shall kill
you.'

At that moment, Spock called down from the bridge, "Captain, there is an alien
vessel on our siarboard bows it does not seem to be pursuing, merely observing us."

Unsecn, Dr. McCoy had pressed the button thet opened communications between
the transportsr room and the bridge. Kirk did not answer his Pirst Officer.
Instead, he snapped, "Is that your ship?

"es," said the Sclan. "But they do not know we are here. We simply want a
little pleasure. %e have not been home for more than twenty of your Earth months;
you must try to understand, Captain."

Unfortunately, at that wmoment Yeoman Janice Rand entered. A1l six pailrs of
Selan eyes fixed themselves on her as she walked towards Captain Xirk.

"Of all the galaxies and the three thousand seven hundred and seventy-seven
million astercids!" exclaimed one of the Selans.

WThat iz enough, Laren," snapped the Sslan who seemed to be in command. "We
will take this one."

Yeoman Hand was astonished. "Ceptain Kirk, what's happening? Who srae they?"
"Thoy're Selans," answercd Kirk.

"Tthat is correct, Captaing if you value the lives of your crew, you will
please..."” He got no further. ALt that wmoment eight more figurcs materialised
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on the transporter pad. Seven were clad in red and gold shirts with black trousecrs
and polished bhoots, and the eighth man wore bluc and gold with a red sash belt.

"Drop your weapons!' he commanded.
"Je have already given up our weapons," said Kirk.

"T wag not addressing you, Barthling," said the man, and repeated his former
command.. The gix Selans began dropping thelr weapons — MceCoy looked at Kirk in
relief. The Selan with the blue shirt radioced his ship and all the Selans gave
himself beamed over to the Selan vessel.

He then went to where the rather bemused Kirk, Scott and McCoy stood, putting
away the weapon as he did so. He bowed and raised his hand in salute.

"T am Kothan, Commander of the Selan ship Arriasta."

Kirk introduced himself. "I am pleased to wmeet you, Captain Kothan," he
Said .

"Just 'Kothan', please; we do not use your Earth form of address." He paused
for a moment. "Allow me to apologise for the bshaviour of my crew. Tell me, what
did they want of you?"

"You mean that you didn't know?'" said XKirk.

"Hardly, Captain Kirk, I am not a wmindreader," he szid. McCoy grunted in
slight digbelief,

"They seemed to want to borrow six of my fewale porsonnel!™

Kothan began to laughs Cavtain Kirk was getting even more irritated then he
had been with the other Selans. Y"Forgive me, 1 ¢id not mean to laugh... but we on
the Arrissta have not heew home for twentyone of your Earth months... however, it
is out of the question to borrow some of your crew, it would be unthinkable -
anyway," he added as an afterthought " ~ I do not think that they would be willing.
The men of course will be punished severely for attempting such a thing..." His
voloce dled away as he suddenly caught sight of YTeoman Rand.

Kirk broke the silence. "Allow me to introduce Teoman Janice Rand, Kothan."

He bowed and took her hand, kissing it; MNcoCoy coughed. Quickly, he relcased
it. "I must return to my ship," he mutberad.

At that moment an orderly came in and announced that thore were ten more
cgaualities of the unknown fever that had devastatingly hit the Enterprise crew in
deep space.

"hig is serious, Jim, these men will die if we don't get help soon, and
we're eight days from a Starbage.!

"Can nothing be done, Bones?" demanded Kirk.

"How can L do anything, Jim, we don't have sophisticated enough facilities o
determine this virus."

"iloy I see one of these men, Capbain? requested Kothan. "There is a fever
local to this part of spece that affects our pet animals. We have a cure, very
painful - "

"Anything, I'11l try anything," said McCoy.

Men and women were collapsing all over the ship: in desperation, Captain
Kirk, who had himself succumbed to the disease, asked Kothan if some of his crew
would men the ship while the cure was beling effected - uwnfortunately, this proved
%o be a lengthy procaess.

Before the Selan crew boarded the Enterprise, Mr. Spock opened communications
with the whole Enterprise crew and spoke to them about the dangers of the Selan
crew, warning the womeh in particular to avoid these men &8 much as possible.
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The Selan second-in~command, Karlen, hod also spoken to his men, warning them that
they were here merely to help these aliens. "Anyone who does otherwise will answer
to mei" he had stated in no uncertain terms. The trouble was that Kothan's men

had other ideas!

The Selen First Officer Kerlen swanked onto the bridge of the Enterprise,
followed by seven other officers in dress uniform, this being their first official
vigit to the Enterprise; he surveyed his surroundings with a pained expression on
hig face, mutiering in Selanian, "No taste, these Earthlings, no taste whatsoever..!

He smiled patronisingly down at Sulu. "How do you do, sir," said Sulu.

"L am well," answered the Selan second in command. "I believe you are Humans,
Barthwen, yes?" he asked.

"Yeg," he answered. "And you are Vulcanst!

"No, we are Selan, what made you think that we wers Vulcans?" he asked,
exchanging a look with his second officer, Horek. NoCoy thought %o himself, 'Ch,
it's only a 1little matter of pointed ears, Mr. Karlen', but for once he refrained
from specking.

‘Karlen continued, "Your ship is mogt...er, how shall I express it? most
demure." While he spoke, the other Selans wandered round the control panels,
passing comments in Selanian with disapproving faces. A+ this point, Commander
Spock entereds Scotty introduced him to Karlen, who bowed to him, making a curious
salute and speaking in Selanian. Spock returned the salute and answerced himg o
the surprisc of the bridge personnel, it scemed that Spock could spesk the language.

Chief Engincer Scott was sbout to introduce Mr. Spock 4o the rest of the Selans
except that they seemed preoccupied with the compunications panel — but when
Scotty looked again, it was not the panel they were scrutinising, interesting
though it may have been, but Lt. Uhura, who, necdless o say, became not a little
embarragsed and wes rather rolicved when Yeoman Rand entered and said, "Mr. Spock,
gir, will you sign this for me?!

_ A1]1 eyes turned and settled on her; she felt even more uncomfortable than
the first time this had happened to hor!

"Is anything wrong?" asked Scotty, eware of the streined silence.

"Indeed there is nothing wrong," answered one of Karlen's officers, and
decided to pay his compliments to Yeoman Rand - end compliments they were indeed!

"1 am Laten, and enchanted to meet you, fair goddess of the three million
six hundred and thirty-nine thousand galaxies..." he fock her hand in gresting
and kissed it. "And seven million nine hundred constellations..." He kissed i%
again. "And fifteen thousand eight hurdred and twelve spiral stars..."” He kissed
her hand yet again. TYeoman Hand was too taken aback to make any objections, she
just stared at him. "The eight moons of Xalesia, the fifteen moons of Antares — !
kigs " = the five orbits of Selanis and her six scasons — " kiss...

HeCoy coughed. He was feeling guiie sick! Chekov mudged Sulu who was on
the point of having a fit, and whispered, "He cortsialy knovs his astronomy!!
Sulu nodded in assent, for he could not trust himself to speek. TFinally Laten
stopped.

"Forgive me, fair maiden, for occupying your hand for so long, but I was
carried away."

"That's quitc all right, sir," stammercd Janice Rand, who had blushed bright
pink, much to her indignetion! Tho other Selans began introducing themselves to
her in what secemed their customary form of address, as each kissed her hand
politely.

"But surely, Mr. Scott, thesc ladics must belong to someone?"

Before Scotty had had a chance to speak, Mr. Spock replied, "Indeed, these
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two ladies belong to me, they are part of my harem."

MoCoy's jaw dropped opens Chekov swung round in his chailrs Sulu stared atb
Spocks Yeoman Rond locked at him gratefully.

"Come, gedtlemen," McCoy said, rapidly chenging the subject, "I'1ll show you
round the rest of the ship."

"One moment, Doctor," said Xarlen. He went to L1. Uhura and produced a lace
handkerchief from his sleeve and handed it 4o her. "4 token of friendship," he
said.

Chekov, who could scarcely contain himself any longer, burst out laughing at
the sight of fthe lace handkerchief. Karien turned and rounded on him. "You are
insolent, young man," he addressed Chekov. "You would soon leugh on the other
gide of your face if you were in my charge.! This sent an icy chill through the
ensign... A moment later, they left the bridge.

Scott went up to the First Officer. "iMr. Spock," he said, "where did you
learn to lie like that?!

"erely o white lie, Mr. Scobtt, it was necessary to do i%, so I did."

"That it aboot the harem was guite lngenlous, ye know, ye'll have tae keep
up wi' the pretense until the Ssisns leave, laddie!" he said, grinning,
P b 7 s & &

"I am awars of the consequences, thank you, Engineer!" snswered the Enterprise's
second in commend, folding his arms and raising an eyebrow.

It had been decided that Xarlen should help the bridge personnel and share the
acting command with Spock while Capiain Kirk was ill. 8o Kerlen and his officers
beamed back to the Entorprise for duty. Spock and MeCoy waited for them in the
transporter room. Thisg time, MeCoy got an even greoter shock, The Selans had
changed out of dress uniform into yet another one. He had expected standard uni-
form to be the clothes they had worn the first time they had appeered in the trans-
porter room, but nog this uniform consisted of deep beige boots, black trousers,
and a wide block belt with a shiny clasp in fronty an open-necked shirt, embroid—
ered collar, puffed sleeves and o lace-up front to the shirt, with square silver
buttons; also attached to Xarlen's belt by 2 silver clasp wes a formideble leather
whiplash. They reminded McCoy of the pirates of old. There was no party elegance
about them now. Karlen strode over to them and nodded to ¥HeCoy.

"Shall we go 4o the bridge?" said Spock.

All eyes were on the 1ift as it openedy Spock and McCoy stepped out followed
by Karlen. Chekov swallowed herd. Karlen locked strangely fierce, almogt barbarics
Chekov saw the coilled whip and realised what Karilen had mesnt when he had laughed
at tho lace handkerchief. Karlen paid his respects to all on the dbridge, but when
it came to Chekov, he bestowed a rather curt nod in his direction. Chekov nodded
back. He had hoped thet Karlen had forgotten his laughter... but apparently he
had not!

"Plot a course for Rigel 9, Mr. Chekov," said Commander Spock; Karlen went
and stood over Chekov and Sulu, looking at the controls.

"They work quite simply, sir," said Sulu. "You just - "

He got no further. "I am well awsre of how they worlk, Lisutenant," Karlen
said sharply.

Chekov read out the figurces which he had calculated for the coursc. "You are
inaceurate, Ensign, by 0.379 degrees,' said Karlen.

"I am not, siri" answered Chekov.
Spock chocked it and confirmed Karlen's figures.
"I am sorry, sir," said Chekov.

"ain inaccuracy of 0.5 degrecs is allowed," Sulu said in Chekov's defence.



15

"I see that you arc somewhat lex in discipline sbozrd this ship," Korlon said

turning to Spock. "Accureey is necessary st oll timesy;  lock of it is o sign of
leziness and is o punishable offence aboard my vessel."!

"But this isn't your shipi" retorted oCoy.

"That is a logical observation, Doctor," answered Karlen curtly.

Three doys later, MceCoy had had his bout of fever and was now convalescents
luckily n01tncr he nor Kirk had suffered too seriously with the curstive drugs
provided by the Selans. McCoy went on to the bridge to converse with Karlen; it
was the first time the Doctor had had the opportunity to speaik with him privately.

Excuse we, Commander Kerlon,”" MeCoy began, "but I an rather curious to know
why you wear that rather vicious-looking Whlp attached to your belt."

A1l Captains and First Officers wear one of these. We do not wear them for
decorative purposes, Doctor; the lash is the punishment for petty offences and
insolence %o & superior. BSpock has boen telling wme that you have no kind of
corporal punishment in your fleet - or should I say that you hove it but it is
never uscd. I find it difficult to imagine how you are able to maintain discipline.

"Force of personality," McCoy replied. "We believe o good officer should De
able fto commond men without resorting +to harsh punishments such as these,!

"Tou call these horsh, Doctor..." He loughed, and o cold chill seemed to work
its way down Chekov's spine. "No, this is not horsh, and it is always dealt out
with fairness, never tco severely, Doctor.!

"I'm glad to hear it," retorted McCoy. "But surecly there are alternatives.!

"Indood there are, Dr. McCoy; for example, one could take the power of
resistance from the other person's mind and inflict mental torture by telepathy,
but this has been found a little foo harrowing an experience, so it is no longer
useds the lash has been substituted in its place.”

"I see," said McCoy, rather taken sback. "I trust that you'll save that
whip solely for your own crew, Commarder.

Karlen seldom smiled, but when he did his face 1it up, giving him rather o 1
boyishly impish expression. "Of course, Doctor, with pleasure, provided that
your crew behave... Understand, Doctor,” he went on in a low volece, "I do not
enjoy using its none of us derive pleasure from hurting each other. Indeed, I
bave been attempting to learn Vulcan ways from Spock, they are-fascinating... it
might do we Selans good to adapt ourselves to Vulcan self-discipline.”

But MeCoy did not see why Vulcans were in any way 'fascinating', so ho left
Karlen to his own devices...

Karlen sat for meny minutes on the bridge, trying to think of a way to explain
the behaviour of his crew to these Humans, who admittedly 4id not seem to have the
same problems of discipline. Iven the man Chekov... after that one time, he had
been perfectly respectful... Karlen had met Humans before, but had never fully
understood themj there were several so-colled mixed marrisges on his home planet
Selonis, even although it was not a morber of the Federation; these Humans had
come from & colony that had little to do with their home world. Some of these
seemed to have worked out tolersbly well, but there had been one common factor
in all these merriages - the Humon side of the partnership, like the Selan side,
was teleapathic.

For other marriages, thore hoad not boen happiness, just toleration, which
invarisbly ended in divorce, a practice which had always been frowned upon by the
elders. Yet it wos inevitable, as the children suffered the most in these
toleration atmospheres. He understood o2bout children from these broken homes —
was not his dearest friend half Human? A victim of one of these morriages thot
had not worked out, his friend was still bitter and still bore the emotioncl scars
of his parents' dlffOanGeS” one of the many rcasons why he had not yebl settled
down.,
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Humans were intriguing, mused Kerlen. Whotever spere moments he had were
gpent in talking 4o tho Enterprise’s First Officer, Spock, about his life in a
Human society, end about the Vuleon techniques of controlling telepathy. His
questions werc seemingly uhending, yet Spock was quite willing to onswer anything
put to him by Karlen, who thirsted for this new knowledge. In return, Karlen told
Spock many of the scorsts of the Selan woy of lifes both discovering that Vulcan
and 8eclan cultures had many profound similarities — which Spock had suspected ever
gince realising that the language had similaritics.

Captain Kirk would have liked to have joined Spock in these conversations,
but the fever had taken = greot deal out of him, much to his iniense frustration,
and although he hed been continually assured by Dr McCoy that he would be up and
about again in the not too distant futurc, he was still convalescent, allowed to
wander around but on no sccount to go anywhere where he might be tempted to resume
active duty! The most frustrating thing of all was that MeCoy had bounced back
- 4o health inside thxee daysS...

One evening in the recreation room, second officer Howek had been observing
Ensign Janet Mecrae for some time. He stood up, went and sat next o her. She
smiled and said "Good evening."

"Good evening," he Teplied. Therc was o pouse, then "You are very beautiful,
you know," he muttered.

"Come on, Uhura, sing something for us," said Sulu.

"Yog, go on," said Captain Kirk, enjoying the last of his convalescence.
So she began to sing, accompanied by taped music from the sudlo-visual sct.

Hill you dance with me, Janet?" asked Horek.

They stood up and began to dance, Horek tutoring her in a Selan dance. At
that moment, Spock walked in. He watched for o moment, then realised what dance
i+ wesy he knew it must be stopped befors the end. He called Karlen over the
intercom, and +told him what was happening.

Within moments, Karlen arrived; he turned off the misic, and Uhura faltered
to s stop. Regardless, Horek continued to dance. Karlen swung him round by the
shoulder. "That is enough, Horsk!" he said in a loud voice. It snapped Horek
out of his dream. He shouted something at Karlen in Selanians Karlen replied in
English, "Get out, Horek, go to your gquarters!”

Fnsign Macrse watched, frightened, not understanding. Spock caught her ap
and took her to one side, where he explained that the dance was an anclent rit.sl
Selan wedding dance. Had the dance been finished, she would have found hersel.
merried to Horek...

Meanwhile, everyong was watching Karlen and Horek as they faced each other.
Horek again spoke in Selanisn... Korlen's eyes blazed. He detached the colled
whip from his belt end flisked 1t open; then wound it round and round his fingers
in an effort to control himself in the Vulcan way he had been trying to mester.

"ot cut! You heord me, get out!'" commanded Karlen.

Captain Kirk exchanged glances with Mr. Spock; the Enterprise crew looked
from one to the other, alarmed. Horek turned nway from Karlen and laughed, and
again spoke in Selaniang thig time Karlen answered him in Selanian, raised the
whip and struck Horek. A orvy escaped from the young Selan's lips; Xarlen dragged
him from the ToOW...

The Bnterprise orew looked confounded ot such amappalling displeay of
violence.

"But why did he hit him, for dancing?" asked Ensign Chekov, bewildered.

Milo," answered Dasek. "He hit him for insolence. Ho~one can be insolent 1o
a senior officer without being punished by the whip." Dasek spoke coldly and
unflinchinglys; Chekov shuddered, 2and thanked God thnt this type of punishment,
although still in the fleet, was no longer commonly used.
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Now, and only now, did the Enterprise crew begin to believe that the Selans
were indeed different to Vulcans.

Karlen had still not decided how to explain Selan ways to Humans, these Humans
who looked upon Karlen and his crew as barbarians...especially after last night,
when Karlen had resorted to violence in punishing his second officer, horek, for
insolence.

Karlen was homesicks how he missed his familys; but there was no use getting
sentimental over these things... He understood how the rest of his crew was feeling,
if there was a chance here of some kind of social life among the Enterprise crew
they would give anything to become part of it, even for a short while. HOWe.ohOWes.
how could he explain?

At that moment, his reverie was broken by Ceptain Kirk. "Commander Karlen,"
began Kirk, "I have had little opportunity to speak with you earlier, and to thank
you for all your help. Mr. Spock has been telling me how great an asset your
officers and yourself have been to him."

"We are pleased to be of assistance to you, Captain Kirk. I am glad to see
that you have recovered fully, with no unpleasant side effects."

The two men continued to talk for quite a while, each becoming more at ease
as the time passed by.

Later that evening in his querters, Captain Kirk had a long overdue conver—
sation with his First Officer. They spoke of many things, not the least of these
being the Selansj Karlen was the irst Selan Kirk had conversed with at length,
and he told Spock that he had found Karlen to be extremely intelligent, well-spoken
and highly sensitive in character to the needs of both others and himself.

Kirk had witnessed the violence of the night before and had been appalled by
this taste of barbarism, and shocked that a people who so closely resembled his
second in commend could be so cruel and merciless in their punishments. Yet there
seemed such a difference between the hard, unyielding Selan of last night to the
man he had spoken to today. Karlen was certainly an enigma...Kirk needed more time
to try and understand, for although fairly perceptive in his dealings with other
Humans, he was not a Humen telepath and was as yet unable to understand fully the
people of Selanis.

"Perhaps," thought Kirk, "if I had a chance to see them in their home surr—
oundings, to speak with them at greater length..." But he knew that this was an
impractical thought.

Two hours later, Captain Kothan beamed over to the Enterprise. "Captain Kirk."
He spoke with urgency in his voice. "My ship must depart at once for Selanis. Our
planet is being attacked by Klingons; they are trying yet again to capture our
planet."

Kirk spoke. "Mr. Chekov, plot & course for Selanis."
"Aye, sir," answered Chekov.

Kothan looked quizzically at Kirk. "Do not feel obliged to help us, Captain.
The Klingons are a vicious, warlike peoplej there is great danger if you come
with us."

"My ship is used to facing danger, Kothany besides, the Klingons are enemies
of the Federation too. Is that not so, Mr. Spock?"

"Very well, Captain. Thank you. Karlen, we shall return to our ship."
Kothan went over to the 1lift, and Karlen followed.

"Ahead warp factor five, Mr. Chekov," said Kirk.

As they came in sight of Selanis, the Klingon vessel was being held at bay by
one Selan flag-ships +two other Selan battle cruisers were approaching with the
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Arriaste and the Enterprise not far behind. They surrounded the Klingon warship
and opened ship-to-ship communications with them; the Enterprise bridge personnel
watched and listencd on audio=visuanl centacts.

"Surrender, we have you surrounded," Kothan was saying. "We will take war
hostages - we know that it is not the Klingon custom to do this, but Selans are not
like Klingons who kill their prisoners; we are not barbarians. We giwve you thirty
seconds to surrender, or we destroy your vessel."

Before he had finished speaking, the Klingon ship sent a burst of phaser fire
directly at the Arriasta. The ship could not avoid it but its deflector shields
withetood the hlast. Another Selan ship, jointly with the Enterprise, opened fire
on the Klingon vessel before it had a chance to fire again on the Arriasta. The
Klingon vessel was destroyed, and the Selan battle cruiser Mareysa picked up sur-
vivors from it.

Three other Klingon ships were approaching. Kirk recognised their flag-ship
as being that commanded by Captain Koloth. In no uncertain terms, Kirk told Koloth
to leave Selanis or he would have a full-scale battle on his handss Kirk said that
he had radiced all Federation Starships in the vieinity...he neglected to say that
there were no other Starships within nine hundred light years of Selanis... Happily
Koloth did not call Kirk's bluff, and departed fairly speedily with his fleet.

Kothan and Karlen did not waste any time in beaming aboard the Enterprise; they
invited the bridge personnel to Karlen's home for refreshments and to meet Karlen's
family. Kothan was not married, but had a brother and sister who lived with Karlen's
family, although Kothan had a home of his own for whenever he chose to marry.

Karlen had hopes of Kothan marrying his younger sister, but he did not play the
matchmaker too often for fear of offending his friend.

The bridge personnel beamed down to Karlen's front orchard; Kirk and McCoy
were enthralled by the beauty of the orchard and garden; e small stream gurgled
alongside the path...

Karlen's children simply could not restrain themsleves in the house to receive
their guests politelys; +they dashed into the garden and flung themselves in a heap
onto Karlen and Kothans a tall youth tried to restrain the younger ones, but when
he succeeded, Karlen grabbed him and they embraced, laughing and crying at the same
time. Kothan too embraced them with almost equal vigour.

Suddenly Karlen remembered his guests. He gasped something in Selanian, and
the chatter eventually died down. "Captain Kirk, my children speak only very broken
Terran. Let me introduce you..."

Kothan cut in. "I can do that, Karlen, go inside and see Shanyia."
Karlen smiled. "I shall not be long - excuse me, Captain, Spoclk..."

"We shall follow in five minutes, Karlen," said Kothan, then added as Karlen
left them, "His wife..." Then he began introducing the children; he was holding
Shanyseya, Karlen's youngest daughter, in his arms. "Shall we make our way to the
house now?"

Once in the house, the bridge personnel were introduced to several other mem-—
bers of the family. They all looked so young; Karlen's mother and father, Kothan's
grandparents, they could all have been brothers and sisters as far as Kirk was con-
cerned. Later, Spock explained that this was a vulcanoid phenomenon - the aging
process in their metabolism was unlike that of Humans.

Two hours later, Captain Kirk and Mr. Spock were summoned by the Selan High
Council of Elders. Kadon, a dignitary, spoke. "Welcome to Selanis, Captain Kirk,
Mr. Spock; Kothan and Karlen have been telling us about you. We had, of course,
heard of your Federation; now, we consider joining it. We have one proviso, that
we must keep our own space fleet."

They continued discussion and Captain Kirk contacted Federation High Commandj
it was agreed that Selanis would be suitably inaugurated into the Federation. The
Selan High Council announced a celebration in honour of their guests from Earth,
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and to welcome home their fleet. The celebration would commence in three days'
times Karlen was determined that the Enterprise bridge crew would be guests in
his house while preparations for the celebrations were being effected. Kirk needed
very little persuasion, as this was a chance for his crew to have some long overdue
shore leave.

The following afternoon, Kirk, McCoy, Spock, Uhura, Sulu and Chekov were having
refreshments, Selan delicacies - Mr. Spock was in his element, it had been too long
gince he had tasted foods like these, which reminded him of his childhood. He was
very silents what was it that he was feeling? nostalgia? sentimentality? was it
an emotion experienced purely by the Human part of him? He was remembering... the
cool veranda as he sat in the early evening looking out across the rugged hills...
his mother speaking to him in her Terran tongue. She smiled... suddenly he realised
that he had been less perceptive than he had thought at the times his mother
Amanda was happy, had been happy, was happy now! How was it that he had not seen
that, had not understood that she had chosen the Vulcan way of life and culture...
now he could see it, but then... then, he had been too young, too ready to mis-
construe people and situations.

He had been too sensitive in judging others, could it have been that he had
succumbed to the emotions which he had so desperately fought against and trained
his mind to suppress in his youth? These emotions that he had scorned as belonging
to the Human half of him... He was suddenly struck by the full force of realisation,
that it was in fact the Vulcan part of him with which he battled! The illogical,
irrational part, perhaps he had known it all the time... His Vulcan barbaric
ances®ry had never really been far away, it had never left the planet of Vulecan in
the millenia of their past...no, it was with them every moment; they had only to
discard their facade of self-discipline and control and they would become more
Human then the Earth people, who never ceased to boast of their humanity! He was
thinking of one person in particular, Dr. McCoy, who spoke of Human emotion as
lightly as if it meant nothing to him... what a blow this visit must have been
for the Doctory he had always been an indulger in platitudes!

The evening of the celebration arrived; Captain Kirk and his officers changed
into their dress uniforms, although when Mr. Spock requested that he might wear
Vulcan ceremonial dress to honour the Selans, Kirk agreed; he had never seen
Vulcan ceremonial dress before.

They beamed down and approached the Selan gathering; the clearing was 1lit by
flickering lamps which overhung arches, intertwined with fresh blooms of exotic
flowers. Surrounding the arches were shrouds of gossamer-like threads, which
shimmered in the firelight and shivered with the gentle breeze...

The Selans welcomed them:; +the Enterprise crew found themselves speechless in
wonderment. It was like a fairy glade... an elfin glen. The Selans were wearing
ceremonial dress surprisingly similar to that of Mr. Spock.

There were sounds of wind-chimes and ethereal bells in the distances; music
was being played upon a lyre, and rich mellow tones echoed across the clearing...

McCoy rubbed his eyes. "Jim, I must be dreaming, I feel like I'm in fairy-
land!"

"It is as though they had stepped out of a fairy tale," said Chekov.
"And that includes you, Spock, in that Vulcan ceremonial dress!" said Kirk.

That was how the Selans appeared to the crew of the Enterprise, as though they
existed in some ancient elfin legend of enchanted forests, wizards, goblins, bold
and magical deeds... The clothes worn by the Selans were of elfin designi on top,
the men wore closks of the most gorgeous and finest cloth that Jim Kirk had ever
seens the material glimmered, reflecting the firelight, creating the impression
of a myriad of stars flickering in the distance. The Selan women were clad in
similar dress, some in flowing gold-lurex robes, their hair adorned with incan-
descent jewels.
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From out of the fairy-tale world of that night, Ensign Janet Macrae had con-
sented to marry second officer Horek, and live on his home world of BSelanis; but
first he had to gain permission from Captein Kothan. This, however, was a mere
formality. Ensign Macrae told Kirk, Spock and McCoy about her engagement, and they
congratulated her, wishing her all happinesss; then Horek and Janet requested per-
mission to see Kothan alone.

Kothan listened to the young man, then was silent. "Horek, Miss Macrae," at
last he spoke, "I regret that I cannot give my consent to your marriage. You have
not known cach other long enough, and besides, you know how difficult it is for
mixed marriages to work. Nog there are too many risks, too many chances of
unhappiness. I cannot consent."

"But Kothan..." pleaded Horek.
"That is all, Horeks I am sorry. I shall not change my mind; you may go."

When Janet and Horek went outside, she was cryings Kirk, his party, Karlen
and Shanyia waited for them.

Mhat's wrong?" asked Kirk.

"Kothan would not give his consenti!" said Horek. His voice shook. "I hate
him - as long as I live I shall hate him!"

"You must not speak thus of Kothan," said Karlen, going over to Horek and
putting his arm round Horek's shoulder. "He is sad and bitter about his parents'
marriage, you must try to understand, Horek."

"Could you explain to us?" Kirk asked.

"Very well," said Karlen. "His father is Selan and his mother, Human."
Kirk axchanged glances with Spock. "They were divorced when Kothan was sixteens
he had suffered long from his mother's lack of understanding of the Selan nature."
There was a pause. "You see, Captain," Karlen continued, "she was not a Human
telepath. Kothan's father knew it but they chose to ignore this fact. It affected
Kothan very deeply. I shall try to talk to him, but I do not think he will change
his mind."

Karlan was right.

In desperation, Janet Macrae pleadéd with Captain Kirk to speak to Kothan.
"Captain, let me try," said Spock.

"All right, Mr. Spock," he replied. "You possibly understand his feelings
better than most of us." So Spock went in search of Kothan and did not return for
fully three hours. Kirk was about to go looking for him when they returned.

Kothan went over to Janet lacrae. "Miss Macrae," he said, his voice strangely
quiet. "I have changed my minds you may marry Horek, and I wish you every success."
Janet was so enthused that she kissed Kothen. He smiled at her. "Go now and enjoy
what is left of the festivities." Joyfully, they wandercd off together.

Soon the celebrations were over and it was time to part. Kothan said his
farewells to the Enterprise crews then -

"Goodbye, my friends I look forward to seeing you again," he said to Spock.
Spock nodded at him.

"Spock," said Karlen, "I hope that you and your friends will return for a
longer visit, and teach us your Vulcan control."

"T shall be privileged to do so," said Spock.

"You had nc harem, did you, Spock?" smiled Karlen. Spock looked at him and
raised an eyebrow. Karlen laughed. "We will leave it at that, Spock," he said.

They embraced and psrted, and the Enterprise began its journey once more
into deep space...
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GRANDPAPPY'S PATENT HYDRO-VACUUMATIC FLAG-WAGGLER by Margaret Draper.

It was spring~cleaning time down in sickbay, and McCoy's temper was cven
viler than usual. If there was one thing he hated, it was peopls messing about
ashifting equipment and instruments from their old familiar locationg, installing
new monstrosities in place of the well-known, well-used apparatus he was accustomed
to working with, and generally creating havoc where spotless order had reigned
before.

Christine wag in her element, of course, running around with trays full of
this that and the other, telling the fechnicians where to set up the new consol-
ulate 'scopes -~ what was wrong with the old ones, for pity's sake? and helping
M'Benga decide what fo do with the things s that were being discarded.

Dam' cheeky, some of those young technicians werc, too - talking to him as
if he'd come out of the Ark, making him feel like a spare part...

Ard SBecotty, of all people, as well! The unkindest cut of all, that ~ the
patronising smile of the expert towards the ignorant laywan when he had come to
fix the blood analyser unit. Well, how was McCoy to know some fool of a mainten—
ance man had unplugged it? He was a doctor, not aesee..

Mumbling to himself, he retreated to the sanctuary of his offices; but he
wasn't safe even there. Christine was tidying up! As if it hadn't been tidy
enough alread.yo .

Driven forth again, he had to contend with ¥'Benga, as anxious as he was to
get things ship-shape again.

"ihat do you want doing with these, Doctor? The negro jerked his thumb to-
wards a Jjumble of assorted disgnostic instruments and apparatus.

"Oh, just ~ leave them in the corner there. I'1l sort through them some
time .t

Hours later, when the last ftechnician had removed his unhygenic self from
the sierile wards, and Christine had gone off duty, McCoy wearily turned to the
task of sorting out the junk-pile in the corner. Some of it cost a pang or two to
discard: a favourite scalpel, @ pump that wust be getting on for a museum piece
by now. Evidently Christine had taken advantage of the general melee to turn out
some cupboards as well. And that - what in blazes could that be? McCoy thought
guiltily. He must be getbing " old:  ab least he usually recognised the basic e
function of a piece of equipment, however ancient or new-fangled it might be, but
thig one had him beaten. Perhaps it was part of something else? Hastily he ran
his eye over the new srrivals, but could see nothing obviously missing,

There was a sort of flywheel thing, and a metal cylinder, and - oh well,
Scotty might know, if he'd condescend $0.cera0s

McCoy paused, and a swmile slowly spread across his face. 3Scotty, the great
engineer, eh? Carefully he began to pick through the pile, selecting an item here,
rejecting another, and when he was satisfied he carried the bits and pieces into
hig office.

",..an heirloom, if you like$ my cousin just sent it to me. Grandpappy was a
kind of inventor, and this was the pride of his collection," McCoy explained glibly.
Scott said nothing, but coniinued o walk round and round the Heath Robinsen
contraptior on the table, his eyes bulging with amazZement.

"Of course, I was just a kid when he first showed it fto me...hasn't been
working properly recently, Cousin Bsau tells me. We thought maybe you could fix
157" continued the Doctor wickedly.

Scotty cleared his throat noisily. "Ah could txy. ah suppose." He coughed
again. YEr... whit is.....?" BicCoy's eyes met his innocently.
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"You were saying?"

"Nothin', nothin'., I'm sure I can gu$ it working fur ye in a trice. Jist
leave it t2C me," said Chief Engineer Scott confidently.

"Hey, Bones!" Kirk waved a friemdly hand to the Doctor across the coffsee
lounge, and YcCoy obediently changed course to join him at his table.

"Seen Scotty anywhere sbout? He's been hiding away somewhorc these last two
or three days.”

"Indead," Spock corroborasted solemnly, "I have found him extremely elusive of
late. T have been wanting %o check the Stores requisition lists with him, but he
seems preoccupied with some private task at the moment.!

HMcCoy choked on his coffee. "Oh, that — it's just a little repair Job he's
doing for me." He grimned to himself. His companions looked at him curicusly,
but forbore to comment, and gradually the talk drifted to other topics.

A weelt had passed, and McCoy was beginning to bave the uneasy feeling that the
Jjoke had gone too far, when Scott unexpectedly burst into his office Just after
morning rounds.

"I'*ve done it!" he exclaimed triumphantly.

MeCoy leapt to hig feet. "Who... whaif!

"'ve done it! It's working! And a besuty it is too.M
The Doctor stared at him blankly.

"Come on, man — it's out there nowih

Dazed, he followed the Engineer into the outer office. There on the bench,
proudly gleaming, stood what he vaguely recognised as his own brainchild. But
what a fransformation had been wrought!

"0' course, it was easier when I realised a couple o' screws snd such had
been lost, and the copper piping," remarked Scott, further obscuring matters for
HeCoy .

"Oh, of course."

Milell, don't you want to see it working?"

"Sure, sure. Yes, of coursc."

Scott pressed home the plunger from the remains of McCoy's second-best hypo,
and the contraption sprang into life. Therc wes o mighty hiss of escaping steam
and a trap~door in the top sprang inte life. Slowly o narrow, silvery rod emerged
from the trap until about six inches protruded and poised there, gquivering.

There was a tense silence. MoCoy turned to the Enginser.
”IS- .‘H

Without werning, the machine gave a piercing whistle, coloured lights
flashed on, and the rod guiversed again. Then, at three times the normsl tempo,
it burst into a shrill rendering of 'Dixie!, a tiny old-style American flag broke
from the top of the rod and the whole set-up began to revolve at high speed,
flashing brilliantly.

"Wy God," breathed HeCoy.
2

"Aye, isn't she the beauty?" replied Scott proudly. "ind verra rare, too.
It's a hydro-vacuumatic flag-waggler, mebbe the only one left still working..."

The machine had by row finished with 'Dixie' and was well on the way through
a frenetic version of the 'Stars and Stripes', banner wagging furiously.
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"It's for celebratin' special occasions," Scotty continued. "Grand, grand.
End that's not all it does.M

Before the bemused Doctor could ask any further questions, the doors at the
far end of sickbay slid open and Spock strode in, saying as he did so, "Exouse ne,
Doctor, but I believe Stores has mistokenly deliv..." He stopped in his tracks as
the full glories of the hydro—vacuumatic flag-waggler met his startled goze. Mo
swallowed, then continued gamely, "Mistakenly delivered here s package intended
for Rec Room 2. It contained a tea dispenser...'" He broke off suddenly, staring
carefully st the infernal machine. Mr. Scott, toc, was lookiang a2t the metal
cylinder at its heart, then he turned awfully towards ths Doctor.

There was o silence, broken only by the shrill whistle of 'Yankee Doodie!.
MeCoy smiled sheepishly.

"Leonard," began Mr. Scott, more in sorrow than in anger, but he was inter-
rupted by the Starfleet hnthem, fortissimo. The flag quivered to attention, the
revolving stopped, and with a roar and a hiss fthe machine produced a thermal
beuker full of bubbling ligquid.

Mesmerised, Spock leaned forward, picked it up, sniffed, and sipped the
scalding brew. '"Excelleni," he murnured.

MoCoy's face broke intc a lopsided grin of relief, and a tiny gurgle escaped
the BEngineor. Spock, oblivious of them both, had pushed the 'on' button and was
watching in rapt fascination as the massacre of 'Dixie! began once more.

"Cowme on, Leonard," whispered Scotty.



"Bom?!

"He've got some celebratin' to do as well! And, no disrespect to your
grandfoither," he chuckled, "I think something stronger that tea is ca'ed fori"

With a glance of mutual understanding, the two men tiptoed out of sickbay.
Behind thew echoed the strains of 'Yankee Doodle!
happily poked and prodded at the knobs and switches of the flag~waggler, sbsently
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imbibing his second cup of teal

Find all fourteen heavy cruiser class starships.
vertically, horizontally or diagonally, and mey resd from left to right, right
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The list of ships to be found is as follows ~

Consteliation Constitution Interprise Excalibur
Bxeter Farragut Hood Intrepid
Kongo Lexington Potemplkin Republic
Valiant Yorktown

Compiled by Steven Hatton.

Answers on page 31
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Kirk left the rec room with a sigh

And a tear in the tail of his eye

And he said, "Beg in vain,

I'i1l not trust you again

Spock, you finished the chocolate piel’

FEHeF R T T Ko A H W N W e

a8 the earaptured First Officer

The names may be written
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HOME IS THE BUNTED by Veronica Wallace

"Come, Kirk-ala!" MTiraytha crooned, long spiked lashes fluttering over liquid
amber eyes. Surely she was the sweetest, most beautiful woman on Kapan!

"Forget the strange one," she murmured. "Patoorit guests him. They see the
wild land. He learns what he wishes. Come, Kirk-ala, drink. Eat of the fruit of
Kapan. Then we dance for you. MTiraytha, she dance well." She raised the wine
decanter gracefully,

"Wo. HNo more, Tiraytha! It must be nesrly dark." Xirk struggled out of the
depths of the Kapan guest chair. "We have to get back to the Enterprise. Scotty...
Bones...It's Yime we left. You've entertained us well, Tiraytha, you and your
friends.., How much longer will your brother be? He suid the visit would be brief,
an hour or so in the flier, out to the wild lands. Spock should be back by now.
What's keeping them, Tiraytha?!

"Always the strange one!" Tiraytha pouted. "Are we not beautiful? Does the
guesting displease? BSpeak, Kirk-ala, we will remedy. Kapan ie guest-world. Ilei
us guest you."

She wound slender bilown arms around his neek and smiled up into his face,
MeCoy wes having similar trouble — Sireeth would not let him leave his co mfortable
chair! Beotty, on a guest-ease talking to three of the Kapan maidens, showed no
gign of stirring. Jim Kirk frowned. The party could £0 on... 2nd oOne.. 203 Ofe..
There was no need 1o leave. The Enterprise hung in orbit with a skeleton orew on
duty, while the rest took very welcome shore leave on Kapan. A Suest-planet,
beautiful, welcoming, paradise indeed after the dull routine of the last months.

And yet... this vague uneasiness... Spock had been gone so long... with the Kapan
men~folk... he had not called in. But then again, why should he? If the wild lands
held him interest... even although i% got dari...

"Tiraytha, no. The party's over." He pushed her firmly from him, shook her
very lightly. '"Spock, Tiraythe, my First Officer. %hen do I get him back?"

She Jjerked away angrily, the translucent scarlet shimmer-gown fluttering
around her sinucus body.

"Unkind, Kirk-ala! Ungracious! You spoil the guesting... all for that, the
strange one... We go. Sireeth, an end. Come, leave themi"

Bright glittering fabrics swirled around the room, the milti-%omed bell-beads
of the door curtain chimed a frenzied harmony and the girls were gong. Jcotty
sigheG and drained his Jjewelled cup. McCoy rose and crossed the flower-strewn
mosaic floor to where the Capiain stood, trying again and again to contact Spock on
the communicator. To no purpese. The Enterprise reported a similar loss of contact.

"It's & guest~planet, Jim. What harm can come to him?" EcCoy's reassurance
was hesitant, revealing his own doubts. "He preferred to four the planet with the
men. He's having a ball somewhere, studying the mating habits of the sludge-beetle,
or something., Patoorit will teke care of him. Why worry?"

"His communicator could be damaged," Scotty suggested.

"In which case, he'd return." It was certain now, something must have happened.
"Te beam up. With the ship's sensors at our disposal we can scan the whole planet
if we have +oi!

"Spock!"  Patoorit chuckled, long-lidded syes glittering. "Another sirangs
one! Look at the ears, my brothers, and the skin! Ah, we have bruiged it... just
a little! Shall we see it bleed?!

His hunting spear flashed in the dying sunlight. 4 long line appeared across
Spock's neked body. Blood began to trickle.
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UGreen.. " hissed his tormentors. "It has green blood, yet calls itself a mani!

"Yulcan blood." Spock was calm, almost relaxed in the fierce grip of his
captors. Ringed with ready spears in the hands of Kapans under blood-lust, resist-
ance was impossible. Watch, listen, learn...

"I am half Vulcani you know that, Patoorit..."
A savage blow to the mouth jolted back his head.

" Lord!, creature, call me 'Lord'!" Patoorit snarled. "Are we your equals,
animal? You dare to wear man-shape, to speak man—tongue! Kapan shall be cleansed
of guch!"

"] had gathered your antagonism is racially based,'" Spock said through swelling
lips. "Perhaps there are alsgo religious reasons? I know so little of..."

Another blow stummed him into silencse.

MReligious reasons?’ Patoorit panted. "You think us mumbling idiots? We are
men of Kapan, creature - hunters, always hunters! But our fathers left us little
geme to hunt; only the crawling things our brats can kill bare-handed. So now we
stock our hunting lands with such as youy you will make good sport, animal. But
first you roam the lands awhile. Seek out the others... breed... Ny sons shall
hunt for yours... Bell him, Catingis!?

Rough hands jerked back his head, thrust round his neck a noose of unbreakable
hold—string. Bell beads chimed on it, each brilliant colour marking a different
tone. Ho felt the coil tighten, a flash of pain as the heat-lock fused the ends
together.

"ls shall hear you, creature, when we hunt. The bells, their tones are noted.
We tell our gquarry by the tune it plays." He laughed. "Throw it down, friends.
Let it run free, for now..."

Spock was dragged to the cliff edge - 2 steep slope of blue chalk. DUpears
pricked his back. He fell, and the bell-beads jingled as he rolled and tumbled
down into the shadowed undergrowth below. Half stunned, he lay still, listening...

"Mie guard the borders, creature. Join your kind. One day, we hunt..."

A short while later the fliers soared into the evening sky and swooped away
across the empty lands,

"Paople, in the wild lands?' Kirk was incredulous. "One group, you mean?
Spock, Patocrit's party?"

"o, sir." Ensign Chekov was quite definite. "The sensors show meny small
groups scattered over the entire areca. Human, probably very primitive. No mach-
inery, nor power of any kind. Unless Kapan hes religious groups who choose to live
in monastic seclusion, es nomads... But there is no mention of that in the libraxy
computer. Or of these people.”

MAnd Spock could be any one of thewm? The sensors cannot pick him out?!
At this range, sir? If he were wholly Vulcan..."

HCaptain!" Uhura's voice was urgent. "The Chieftan of Kapan! IHe wishes to
beam up. He brings you news of lMr. Spock."

Spock loped tirelessly along the narrow frack in the dense tangle of under-
growth. The sunrise scarcely warmed him, but by its light he saw the tracks of men
amonz the twigs and fallen leaves. Not recent tracks... but he would find them,
the hunted of Kapan... Who were they, natives of this planet; or 'guests' as he
had been? Men, women, children, condemned to live and die as animals, prey to
Patoorit and his kind?
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The bell-beads round his neck sang at every step, their plercing notes dulling
hig hearing, vibrating through his mind. He made a conscious effort to cancel out
the auditory receptors most affected, leaving his hearing part impoired, but capable
of reglistering sounds on other levels. Running naked, bare-foot, a long forgotien
sensation from his childhoods but with unknown perils, here. The wild lands of
Kapan were so little documented. But the others, they susrived... how? As savages?
Did fear and degradation keep them as forocious as the hunters?

'Spock had every intention of finding ocut. Then he could turn his thoughts to
the problem of contacting the Enterprise.

They waited in the transporter room oe three figures shimmered into beings
Tirsythe, Patoorlit, and their father Thath, Chieftan of Kapan. Tiraytha ran wailing
to crouch at Kirk's feet, Patoorit flung himself face down before them, arms
extended, hands empty, open, palus up.. Thath, & burden in his hands covered in a
heavy "grey cloth, stood tall and dignified, his eyes downcast.

"Thath ~ you are welcome to my ship." Xirk gave formal greeting hurriedly,
teying to ignore the chill foreboding that he felt. "News... You bring me news of
Spock?!

"The misging one is dead." Thath's volice was calm, impersonal. He ralsed
sharp, watchful eyes to study them. "y son returns alive to tell his death. That
is his shame. We bring you these — belongings of the dead ocne. They have heen
cleansed. I regret that sorrow touches you, hers on Xapah. Patoorit, speak.!

Kirk took the bundle from the old man's hands, uncovering Spock's equipment,
tricorder, commmnicator, belt -~ everything but clothing. Thath watched wordlessiy,
his face a wrinkled sallow mask. Patoorit was speaking, a low, inesudible mutter.

"Stand up, Patoorit... and Tiraytha. How did he die?" Kirk's voice was harsh.
McCoy's hand closed on his shoulder.

"The worms..." Patoorit spoke jerkily, standing stiff before them, his gaze
reaching woodenly beyond them. "...He crossed a glade and fell into their nest.
He died. There was no way Lo ald, or save. The wolf-worms tcok him,"

"There is his body, Patoorit? If Spock is dead, we give his body honour. Why
did you leave it?" Angry disbelief was raging in Kirk's mind. Spock could not be
doad...

"The dead one leaves no bHody." Patoorit!s gyes shifted a little. "Wolf-worms
are all-devouring. We used our spears to reach his +tools, metsl they cannot harm.!

"and I was harsh to you," Tiraytha wepi. "Forgive, Kirk-ala! It was the
strangs one spoiled our guesting... I weep. Forgive...!"

"Spoiled the guesting?' MNMeCoy was incredulous.

"Spock, Tiraytha," Kirk mubttered. "idis name was Spock." Strange that they
never named him — was there some reason? "Patoorit, take us there." Resolve
gtirred hir to action. He had to know the truth. "Can you pin peint the spot? So
we can beam directly there?!

UNot IIM Tiraytha's trewmbling cry was piteous. "I fear the worms."

Patoorit glanced at her indifferently, shrugged, and locked at Kirk. "I can
do it. Come, we see the worms. But not the lost one. There is nething left to
seg,"

McCoy and Kirk watched him turn away with Scotty, and locked at one ancther
guestioningly. A certzin smugness in his voice; a hint of triumph, even...?

He wag tiring, but the track was broader. Spock had covered many wiles, scen
the wavering paths branch and cross. Always he had chosen the wider trall, or that
most recently used. Now he had crossed the hilleg, and the path wound down towsrds
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a river valley. Wound tortuously... a direct line across the turf, under the
feather—-fronded trees, would save him time and effort. He left the path, loped on
downhill, into a heady scent, while a corner of his brain pondered on the oddity of
that unnecessary... detour in the path? To aveid what...? His feet thudded on the
turf, the slender trees vibrated... A sudden hail around him, a shower of red...
petals? Seeds? They pattered agoinst his bare flesh, clung there, swelling.

Spock raced out inte the open, beating ot the things, uselessly. He recognised
the panic that had gripped him, quelled it, investigating as calmly as he could
this new phenomenon. He had, after all, set out to study Kapan's ecology...

Flowers, small red flewers, already fertilised... There were tendrils amongst
the petals, anchoring them to his skin... ¥o, rocting them... The tendrils had
pierced the skin, were probing him... Pain was spreading like a slow fire. Diff-
icult to quell entirely... The blooms were rubbery, he could not crush them, or
detach them... The swelling, the seed pods were developing, fed on his blood, his
tigsue. An unknown species of carnivercus plant... end likely to remain so...
Blackness wag rising, engulfing him... He heard bells chiming as he fell...

"Hold still, fool. There are so many, they will kill you." The voice wrg
young, a girl's. He lay gasping on his face while firm hands held him down.

"T have an antidote... a flower extract... but maybe not encugh. Be still, I
dare not waste it."

She worked in silence on his back and shoulders. A lancing spear-point of
agony at every touch, that essed as suddenly, teking the fiery pain with it. She
rolled him over, working quickly and carefully. Her head was a dark patch against
the sun, which wade her hair & halo.

"T have so little left... This last, here in your hair... I cannot, it is
finished." She leaned closer, studying the bloom. She wore a tunic of woven sil-—
very leaves, a cape of grasses. "It does you little hurt., TYour halr is thick.
The flower clings io that, it does not touch the skin. You are made safe.”

She sat back on her heels and smiled at him. Her skin was honey gold, her
eyes grey and bumorous. Spock sat up.

"I shonld have known. Paths do not detour round safe places. Thank you. It
gseems unnecessary to add that I'm a stranger here."

"Ag are we all." Her face was sombre suddenly. She held up her hands, small,
slender, graceful hands... six~fingered. "We differ, each of us. But we are not
anpimal...and we do not go naked. Here, take this for now."

She gave him her cape and waited while he wound and fied it round his waist.

"T am Ardan. I take you to the Keep. Come, 1%t isn't far.!

"Here," said Patoorit, pointing to the churned black earth. "The pit., They
dig beneath the ground. The strange one's welght broke through.!

There were scraps of cloth in thse seil... Spock's clothing, shredded... boots
half-buried. Xirk moved closed, searching.

UToo close!” Patoorii stopyped him and MceCoy drew him back a pace.

Y¥atch!" Patoorit opened the skin bag at his hip and pulled out a chunk of
rotting meat. He thrust it on the point of his spear, reached out and plunged it
in the ground. When he 1lifted it out, it was alive, white with crawling, heaving
inch~long worms. The disturbed soil was bolling with them... the grasses near
their feet... Patoorit tosssd the stinking mass away, and the worms veered back,
towards it.

Mhe strenge one died. They killed. You wish to stay?" Patoorit was
brugque, almost insclent. Xirk shook his head and jurned away. It was the
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Noctor who called the Enterprise requesting a beam up.

The Keep was a cavern in the hillside. A spur of rock jutted high into the
sky above it, towering over the gently swelling hills. The entrance was a cleft in
the Tock, screened by thorn bushes. There was no guard. Spock lifted an eyebrow
and Ardan smiled.

"y should we guard the Keep? It is the place for children, for the old and
gick. The hunters scorn to touch it."

Mihere are the others, then? The men and women?" They were walking now down
a widening tumnel lit by smoking torches.

"Je rosm the wild lands, alone or in small groups. The fliers watch us
always. It is forbidden to gather in large nmuwbers. They punish us with fire."

"I saw only spears. They have other weapens, then?"

"Only on the fliers, to herd and threaten with. They tske a pride in hunting
with spears alone. And we have only wood and stome to fashion our defense."
Ardan's voice was bleak and bitter, her face unreadable in the flickering shadows.
She led him out into a chanber where children sat In groups arcund elderly men
and women. ™"We teach the children all we can. Knowledge is strength. Come, all
gtrangers must be brought to the information room. It is beyond.'

"You teach strangers how +to survive the hunt?" Spock guestioned.

Ardan’ laughed. "Survive? We teach all that we can. But it is our custom to
loarn from strangers all that they can teack., Our elders write it down, our young
ones learn from it. One day, perhaps, we shall have knowledge enough to achieve
the home-going."

They were entering a smaller cavern now, where grey-haired people sat at rough
hewn tables strewn with tablets of indented clay. Some studied, others wrote with
pointed sticks. A tall, white-haired man rose to greet thems

"irdan, you bring s new—comer! Welcome, both." He took their hands in his.
MYou are tired? Hungry? Come and sit awhile. BSelta, bring food and drink - and
healing salve. You have the marks of blood-blooms on your skin, my frienmd. Ardan
releasged you?"

HOf all but one, Tarindi." Ardan smiled., "That one in his hair will die by
morning. It does not touch the skin. I have no essence left. Can your healers
give me more®"

"Gladly, child. But first you rest and eat."

- He led them to a couch of dried sweet-smelling leaves. A woman with.a
humped back came with water and fresh bread on a wooden dish, and a clay pot full
of ointment, Tarindi took it, began to tend the green-black marks that covered
Spock.

"1 don't believe it, Jim." McCoy slammed a balled fist into his palm, pacing
fretfully to and fro. "That meat stank. I know of no creature that kills for
food which would respond to meat that rotten. BExcept when starving, which, accord-
ing to Patoorit, those worms weren't. I don't trust him either. Scotty, Jim,
do you?t"

They shook their heads, frowning.

"So," Scotty mused, "we assume that they are liars, and Spock, allve or dead,
ig somewhere else."

Malive." Kirk was thinking clearly now. The shock and horror that had
stricken him were lifting. "If he were really dead, they'd have shown us his body,
in that hole. Being eaten, but still recognisable. Green blood would prove his
identity. So, he lives. A ocaptive? Or escaped?"
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"Why would they keep himrcaptive? What use could he bhe?" icCoy faced them.
"Those Kapan buildings - they're simple-~structures. It's a guest world, and we
have right of entry anywhere.M

"4 search? It's possible. Crewmen, in groups of two or three. But only as
guests, exploring, visiting... Heanwhile, I think the wild lands deserve closer
study. The shuttlecraft, Bomnes. We'll tour the place until he's found.!

M"But first, we ged some rest." Meloy was adamani. "We can leave in time to
catch the next sunrise over that area. But we have to be fit if we're to help
Bpock any."

Mhgreed. Meanwhile we'll keep the arca monitored. It may give us a lead.!

"Ardan spoke of home-—going." It was night, but underground it made little
difference. "Tarindi, are you naiives of this world, or visitors, as I am?V

"Both, and many born of us here in the wilds. We do not meke distinctions
between peoples. We are all hunted, far from home. There is a faith that one
day we will return. We Keep the call-horns for that time. Here, in the Keep,
the Great One. Others at watch-places in the lands. It is foretold that help
will come suddenly. Our people must speed home, and the Keep here is the gateway.!

"You can call them in? All of them?" Spock was cager - there was a chance,
for all of them. "The BEnterprise is somewhere overhead. It will be searching.
They are not easily deceived. If we can make some sign, to let my people know...
and call yours in, before the hunters strike..."

"Fire for signalling by night, and smoke by day." Arden had caught his:
enthusiasm. "The hunters will come for sure, but our people travel quickly, even
by night."

"It is not time." Tarindi was sombre, unimpressed. "The Call~horns may not
sound before the day of Home-going. It is the Law. We may not bresk it, however
strong your faith in those you leave."

The old man rose and turned away. Spock made to follow him, but Ardan
caught his hand.

"He will not be persuaded. The old need much convincing. They wait for
certainty, or miracles. Tell me your plan. The Cali-horn is unguarded..."

It was dawn. Spock caught the first rays of the rising sun as he stared down
from the summit of the great rock spur. Mists filled the river valley, but on the
hillside ~ that was smoke, from carefully tended fires. He ralsed the Call-horn
to his lips again., So small, it seemed, and yet the ancient, fine-honed weod and
red-fibred mouthpiece sang loud enough to deafen him. OCther horns answered his,
from all around... nearer, much nearer than before...

"The groups are moving, Captain. Gathering in towards the South." Chekov
wag jJubilant. "If Mr. Spock is one of them... I can give you the co-ordinates
for the gathering point. Will you still need the shuttlecraft? We could besm
do‘m- . eﬂ

MITLL scout it first, Any sign of the Kapan fliers? Do they patrol at
night?"

"Seemingly not, sir. DBut we have detected some entering the area.”

"Keep me informed. Bones, Scotty, we're leaving now."

The fires were burning well. Now, in the light, Ardan and her friends were
working against time. The hiilside grass and shrubs made too much smoke. If .
fliers came too soon... Already the fires on the lower slopes had done their
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work. The outline of the Starfleet insignia was nearing completion. If the
hunters reached it first, they would have to fire the whole hillside to burn away
the mark. Even then, the Enterprise would notice it, ask questions. They had a
chance...

The fliers came, swooping low over the further hills. Spock, from his vantaze
point, saw them first. He blew the horn again, shori, strident notes — the alarm
he had pre-arranged with Ardan. TPeople ran for cover as the hunt ships flamed
acrosg the hillside, soared, turned and came again. The grass was burning in wide
arcs already, Spock's signal scored across, almost unrecognisablie... But there,
to the BZast, the Galileo... They had come,

Kirk was dogging the fliers, trying to study the ground through the drifts of
smoke. Scotty, his accent sharpened with excitement, wag in contact with the
Enterprise. MeCoy strained to see...

"Jim, a man on the cliff-edge. Thej’re shooting at him..."

Scotty shrieked co-—ordinates to the Enterprise as the figure slipped, hung
for a moment, then began a slow, drsam-like fall down the sheer rock wall. If the
transporter could not catch him...

Uhura's voice, almost delirious with relief:

e have Mr. Spock, sir. Report from the transporter rcom coming in... he's
unharmed, but... he's worring a grass skirt, beads, and there's a flower in his
hair. He alsc has a trumpet, made of woed... What kind of party was that, any-
howt! ‘

"Welcome him home, Uhura. We're setting dovn. I want to meet his friends.
Send word to Thath... I think Starfleet will want an explanation from him. Kirk
out."” He was grinning now.

HeCoy whooped with laughter. "Bpock in fancy dress... I hope someone up
there had the sense to get a picture of him..."
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THE CLEANDTING FIRE by Security Officer Baillie

Did you ever see that old motto that people used to stick up in offices and
such places way back?

"Tou don't HAVE to be orazy to work here - but it helps.!

Well, there are times when I reckon that whoever wrote that must have known
about the Enterprise. Think sbout it — weeks of nice, normal, peaceful routine,
then suddenly everyboldy's rushing around in a frenzy of activity and sheer heart-—
stopping terror. So why do I stick around? I guess because I'm orazy too.

Take our visit to Tessra, for instance. At the time, I swore blind that 4f I
ever got off that planet, I'd quit Starfleet so fast even Scotty couldn!t build an
engine to catch me.

It all starts out as a routine planet survey - but then, doesn't it always?
Spock!s running the show because McCoy's hauled the Captain off to gickbay - he
plcked up a bad case of fever on.our last call, and it's not responding to treat-
ment. Our tame witch-doctor's just sbout running himself into the ground trying
t0 come up with a svure.

Nobody gets too excited when orders come from Starfleet Command to survey
Tessra, even though the Prime Directive is in operation; it's the sort of mission
we've done a hundred times before with no problems.

It doesn't even matter too wuch when Scotty reporis a transporier malfunction
wnich he reckons will take quite a while %o fix. Rather than hang around, Spock
decides to use the shuttlecraft to take a landing party down to complete the
survey. He goes himself, of course, taking Sulu, a geologist, and a couple of
security guards, me and a bloke called Danvers.

I'm helping Sulu when it blows up on usy we're quite a distance away from the
rest of the survey party when anm alorm call comes from Danvers, who's working with
Spock and the geclogist. Sulu and I drop everything, and head back to where we lef%
the others. ot being too sure what's happened, we approsch guietly, and take a
look from hiding. It's lucky we do, because what we see is pretty bad. Danvers and
the geologist are dead, no question about that, and at first I think that Spock is
too, until I see him move, and realise he's only been knocked out. Standing over
the bodies are about a dozen Tessrans, and they don't lock any too friendly. I
don't see any firearms, but they're all armed with efficient-looking swords and
spears. Sulu has his translator on, and we can make out what they're saying. The
ieader, who hasg been bending over Spock, turns to the others.

"Bind the demon securely, and watch him closely. We must return at once to
the temple ~ the High Priest must be +old of this.n

A couple of the men lead up some animals that I suppose you'd call horses if
you weren't too fussy, and Spock is tied on %o ones he looks dazed, but he's trying
to pull himself together. The others mount up, and they head off Bast. Asg they
move off Sulu leaps up, and I have to pull him down again.

"Just what do you think you're doing?" I ask him.
"They've got Mr. Spock ~ we can't let them %ake him."

"Listen, Sulu, remember the Prime Directive is in operation here. Tt's bad
enough already, but if we go charging in, there'll really be trouble. Nobody's
going to leave Mr. Spock, but we've got fo think things out first."

Luckily, the Tessrans haven't spotted the Galileo concealed among the rocks, so
Sulu and I take the bodies on board, and try to work out the best plan of action.
The first thing is to find out where Spock is, so Sulu calibrates the sensors for
Vulcan life readings, and we manage to track him. After a couple of hours we've Zot
a fix on him — wherever the Tessrans were heading, they're there; presumsbly in the
'temple' the leader spoke of. In the meantime, I've called up Scotty, and filled
him in on what's hspoening.
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He wants us back on board, so we prepare to take offy I tell him that on the
way back I'll fiy over the co-ordinates we now have for MNr, Bpocle, and try to get
some idea of the general layout. The sensors should give us a good picture of the
terrain, and we can fly high enough not to be seen from the ground.

That done, we return to the Interprise. The bodies are taken to sickbay, and
Sulu and I are called to the briefing room.

It seems weird to be sitting there without either the Captain or Mr. Spock in
charge. Apart from Sulu and me, there's only Scotty and Dr. McCoy.

"Right," says Scotty. "What happened — and how did it happen?t"

I tell him, with as much detail as I know. "Don't ask me how it happened,’ I
end up. "Danvers was securlty watch on Mr, Spock. He's paid for his mistake, poor
devilJ®

"The trouble is," says Scotdiy, "that Mr. Spock may pay as well. Doctor, what's
the Captain's condition? Is he in a fit state to be told what's happened?”

"Absolutely not," says McCoy firmly. YYou know what he's like - if he gets
wind of this, he'll try to take over, and it'11 finish him. We've got to handle
this ourselves.!

"The tronsporter's stlll out,” Scotty sefs distractedly, "so we can't snatch
Spock that wayj the Prime Directive forbids a rescue party. We can't leave him
there, yet we can't go in and get him, so what the hell do we do?"

"We can't send a landing party," I say slowly, "bui we could send a couple of
men down in native clothes to take a look at the situation on the ground. I'd be
glad te go myself ~ I might be able ‘o contact Mr. Spock, and he may have some
ideas himzelf."

"It does seem to be a possibility, Mr. Baillie," Scotity nods. "Let's see what
information the shuttlecraft picked up.'

The film projected onto the briefing room screen shows what appears to be a
fairly large citys; its most distinguishing feature is a large, flat-topped pyramid
set in an open space in the shadow of a towering cliff.

"The life readings place Mr. Spock within the pyramid," says Scoity. "Presum-
ably this is the 'temple' the Tessran leader spoke ofy that, and the reference to
& 'High Priest' seems to indicate some sort of religious authority. Taking that
into account, I don't like the fact that they called Spock a '"demon's; he could be
in really bad trouble.m

"It's those sars of his!" snorts MeCoy, but you can tell he's worried too.
"Scotty, we should do something soon -~ the longer we leave it, the worse trouble
he could be in.Y

We fix it up that Sulu and I will take the shuttlecraft and return to the
surface. Disguised as Tessrans, we'll try to get into the temple and contact Spock.
Scotty gives me a miniature communicator in case I get a chance to smuggle it +o
the Vulecany it won't reach the Enterprise; but I'11 be able to pick it up on my
own communicator. It's not much, but it's the best we can do for the moment.

We land the shuttlecraft as close to the city as we dare, and conceal it as
well as possible among the rocks, then we set out on the hike to the tomple. Secems
as 1f the entire population have the same idea, because we soon meet up with crowds
of Tessrans all heading in the same direction. Our disguises pass muster, and it
turng out to be a lucky break, because we're soon lost in the crowd.

On this level we get a better idea of the layout of the city. The pyramid
tenple stands alone, backed by the towering cliff that rises behind it, and an open
space in front, bounded by a line of marker posts, and forming a triangle with a
curved base; beyond this boundary the streets radiate out, so that the city forms
a semi~-circle with the cliffes as the diameter, and the temple at the centre.



34

£y

At last we pass through the open gates of the temple, and come into a vast
hall which takes up mosgt of the ground floor of the pyramid. On the rear wall is
an intricate mosale picture, which I recognise as a itylised sun disc set in a
triangle. 1In front of this is a raised platform, on which stands an altar and a
carved throne. Just as Sulu and I come through the gate, the notes of a gong echo
round the hall, and the Tessrans fall to their knees as if they'd been slugged;
not wanting to be conspicuous, Sulu and I go along with the crowd. Out of the
corner of my eye I can see some movement taking place on the daig, but I wait until
everyone else stands up before I risk taking a look. There are now about half a
dozen of the guards we'd already seen, and the throne is occupied by an elderly man
I take to be the High Priest. A4+t first I don't see Spock, then the woman in front
of me moves aside, and he's there. At the edge of the platform is a post, and he's
chained to it by a metal collar round his throat. His hands are bound behind him,

but he doesn't seem to be hurt.
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"Draw nearer, Children of the Sun," says the old priest, "and look upon the
demon who has been sent to trouble us.m

There's a general movement towards the platform, so Sulu and I take advantage
of the confusion to work our way nearer to Spock;y soon I could reach out and
touch him.

"Find me a diversion," I tell Sulu. "Preferably something noisy." He nods,
and slips off through the crowd, just as I manage to catch Spock's eye. Trust old
stone-face - he doesn't bat an eyelid, but he knows I'n there, he's recognised me.

The Bigh Priest has risen from the throne and moved forward.

"My children, we have questioned the demon, but he will not reveal his purpose
here. Never in history has such a one appeared o ug, though the teachings of our
ancestors have prepared us to desl with the evil he brings. The vasgage into our
world has weakened his power, and by the grace of Hedra, we have been able to
chain him."

At this point everyone bows in the direction of the altar, and it's pretty
clear even to me that the Tessrans are sun worshippers, and Hedra is the incar—
nation of the sun. The priest goss on.

"We know that the power of the demon will be weakened for three deys, there-
fore at sunrise on the third day he must pass to judgsment. We ourselves dare not
deal with one so great in evily he will pass through the cleansing fire to Hedra,
who will judge him in his own realm. Do not fear, he can do no harm. Go now, my
people, and retumm ai sunrise on the third day, when the fire will be 1it, and this
evil will pass from our midst."

As his words sink in, I realise just how much trouble we've bought this times
if I've plcked up all this talk of fires correctly, the High Priest means o have
Spock burned alive.

I'm just wondering where Sulu's got to when I hear & terrific crash from the
temple entrance; somehow I manage not to look round, but take advantage of the
confusion to move even closer to Spock, whose eyes arse still on my face.

"Have you been secarched?" I whisper, hoping he can hear me. He can, bacause
he nods, then shakes his head when I ask, "ATe you chained all the time?"

Thankfully I reach out and drop the communicator into his boot. "I'11 be
nearby," I tell him. '"Contact me when you can,!

I'm sbout to tura away, but his eyes hold me. "How is the Captain?"

His face and voice give nothing away, but I know him better than I did, and I
can see how worried he is.

"The Captain's fine," I assure him. "Dr. McCoy is taking good care of him -
he'll probably be up and about by the time we get back."

50 0.K.y it's a lie, but I wasn't going to add to his troubles. I grin, then
lose myself in the crowd. Now I've got to locate Sulu, and get out of there. As
I get near the entrance, I spot him meking his way towards me. At the same time,

I see his 'diversion'; he's used his phaser to cut through the hinges of the gate,
and the crash of its falling gave me the iime I nesded.

"lucky nobody spotted your phaser beam," I mutter,

"No chance. I mede wy way to the back of the crowd, and they were all %oo
interested in the 'demon' to notice me."

"Good. Come on, we've got to find somewhere to hole up until Mr. Spock makes
contact.”

It's no use going into the city, and we can't get too far away because of the
limited range of the communicator, so we decide %o try the cliffs behind the
temple. There don't seem to be any guards rushing about, so it's obviousg the
Tessrans don't expect anyone to come screaming in demanding their demon back.



36

Sulu's performance with the gate hasn't caused a panic either, so I reckon they!ve
assumed it was some sort of accident.

As we pass behind the temple, Sulu spots a cave not too far up the cliff face
which makes @ good hiding place, so we settle down to wait. There's no word from
8pock for a couple of hours, snd I'm starting to get restless, when my communicator
bleeps.

"Baillie here," T acknowledge.
UGoed evening, Mr, Baillle. I trust that you are safely concealed?”

Jugt once, I'd like ¢ see that man get really agitated sbout something.
"Yes, thank you, Mr. Spock. Sulu and I are in a cave behind the toemple.™

"Ahy, yes, Mr. Sulu. I take it he was responsible for the diversion?" Honest-
1y, social chit~chat at a time like this!

"That's your position, Mr. Spock?!

"T am at present confined in a cell Jjust under the roof of the temple. There
are guards outside, but I am not under constant supsrvision.!

"How about windows" Any way out there?!
"Hegative, Mr. Baillie. The opening iz tco small,”
"Could we get to you from inside the tomple?!

"I think not. The upper part of the temple iz restricted to the guards and
priestss  you would be questloned almost at once."

None of this sounds any toco helpful, but I persevere. '"Have you been told
what they intend 4o do with you?"

es, the High Priest was most explicit., The...execution...will take place
on the templs roof. I will be chained to the pyre at sunset, and the fire will be
lit at dawn.”

His voice is as dispassionate as eversy you'd never believe he's talking
about his own agonising death.

"Listen, Mr. Spock," I tell him. "To be honest, I haven't the faintest ldea
how to get you out. £Le soon as it's dark, I'1l try and reach the temple roof - I
may get some inspiration once I've seen the layout.!

"Someone ig coming," he says hurriedly. "Spock out.!

I put away the communicator, and teke a look at the iémple; the sides of the
pyramid are stepped,; and T reckon I'11l be able to climb it -~ I used to do a bit of
rock climbing onoce.

As soon as dusk has fallen, I start the climbi no point in hanging about.
I've got the beginnings of an idea, but I'11 need to check out the roof before I
go any further. It's a gtiff cliwb, but not impossible, and at last I crawl over
the low parapet onto the flat roof. Trying to get wy breath back, I take a look
round. The site of the execution is cbvious enoughi in the centre of the roof is
a high platform which I judge can be clearly seen from ground leveli on the plat-
form the woed for the pyre is already in position, with the metal stake rising
from the centre. There's a small altar cn the platform, and I'm betiting Spock's
life and mine that the High Priest will light the fire from that apot. I can see
that a man bound to the stake would be well sbove the head of anyone standing on
the platform. ALl at once my idea seems possible. I make the return trip o the
cave, where Sulu is walting anxiously.

"I think I've got it, Sulu. Any word from Mr. Bpock?"
"Wothing, Mr. Balllie. T hope he's all right."

I trigger the call signal on the communicator; SBeotty's rigged 1t so thai
the note is ‘oo high-pitched for Human (and, we hope, Tessran) ears, but audible
to Vulceans. There's no reply at first, then at last,
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"Spock here. !

"Mhenk heaven! I think I've found the way out, Mr. Spock: Sulu and I are
going back to the ghip for some equipment - don't worry if you can't reach me for
a bit. I'll contact you again hefors we make the saatch.”

"Thank you, Mr. Baillie. Please do not take any unnecessary risks on my
behalf. Spock out."

To tell the truth, I'm a bit worried by this exchange. Spock ig never
exactly bubbling over with enthusiasm, but his voice sounds strange - even more
than usually flat, and stilted. B54il1l, the only thing I can do for him is get
back 1o the Enterprise and start things moving, so Sulu and I head off back to
the Galileo.

Once more ittsg just the four of us gathered in the briefing room. McCoy
locks distinetly edgy as he comes 1n, and says to Scotty,

PJim's beginning to suspect that something's wrong — he's come round a couple
of times and agked Tor Spocks I don't know how much longer I can stall him."

Scotty turns to me. "Any progress, Mr. Baillie?!

I explain the situation to him, then go on, "hs I see it, the bvest soluticn
would be to rescue Mr. Bpock without the Tessrans realising he's gone. They get
rid of their demon, we get Spock back, and we don't upset Starfleet Command by
violating the Prime Directive.!

"ind how do we accomplish that little miracle?" snorts MeCoy.

"That's up to M¥r. Scott. At sunset tomorrow, Mr. Spock will be taken from
his cell to the temple roof, and chained to the stake. He will remain there
until dawn. That's when we make the snatch — during the night. Hr. Scott, do you
nave enough time to construct a robot duplicate of Mr. Spock? It won't need to be
elaborate, as long as it looks like him and has the ability to move."

"T get the picture," Scotty says execitedly. '"Tes, it can be done.!
"Well, I don't get 1%," grumbles McCoy. "What's the idea?"

"The idea 1is that I climb the pyramid during the night, release Mr. Spock,
replace him with the robot duplicate, and we head back to the shuttlecraft. It's
full of holesy, I know, and it's a terrific gawble, bubt I don't see any other way.
From what I've seen of the arrangements, the Tessrans won't get close enough to
detect the substitutions once the execution og over, i% should be easy.!

"Well, laddie, it's the best chance we're likely to ge$; I'11 away to
Engineering and see what I can do about the rohbot. Bones, you'd best get back to
sickbay and keep an eye on Jim — we don't want him getting wind of this."

For the next few hours I feel pretty uselesss; I try to grab some sleep, but
it's no good -~ I keep going over things in wy mind, trying to plan shead for any
snags that might crop up. There are so many I nesrly scrap the whole thing right
away, but i1t's the best we've got to work with, At long last Scotty calls me
back to the briefing room; he's beaning like a proud father, and with gocd
reasgon — the robot is as near perfect as I ever saw.

"Chekov spoke to it in the corrider," he sayes smigly, "and didn't spot it
until I told him. Tt won't be able to do much, but I've programmed it to react
to the flamess it should fool the Tessrans. I think it would be better, though,
if T beamn it down to you once you're on the roof. The transporter's all right
for equipment now, and 1t'll savs you having to control it on the way in to the
city."

"Thanks, Mr. Scott. I'11 keep in contact.”

I wirkle Sulu out of the rec room where he's busy chatting up one of the new
nurses, and we're back into action. On the way dowm to the surface, we fix it up
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that this time he'll stay with the Galileo while I go and get Spocks it's taking
too much of a chance leaving the shutilecraft unguarded so near the ciiy.

By this %ime, I could find my way back to the cave blindfolded. The Tessrans
are not a nosy bunch, luckily, and nobody seems to have noticed my comings and
goings. I tuck myself away in the cave, and try to call Mr. Spock to let him kmow
I'm vack on the job, but there's mo answer. I tell myself not to worry, there are
probably guards around and he can't use the commnicator. I'm sure helll find a way
to let me know if there han been any change in the plans for him. Sure enough, just
about sunset I make out some activity on the temple roof. I don't want to blow the
whole deal by being spotted now, so I keep a discreet eye on things from cover. It
seems somebody up there likes me, because when they've finished I can see that Spock
is alone on the roof — the Tessrans haven't posted any guards,
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Ls soon as it's dark enough, I maske with the mountaineering bit again. There's
enough light for me to see whers I'm going, but not snough tc make me easily seen
from the ground. I'm just congratulating myself on how well things are going when I
reach the pyre and get a good look at Spock. That'ls when I start reciting a list of
the unpleasant things that should happen to idiots like me who join Starfleet
Security. They've given him a real working overs the state he's in, I wonder that
he's still conscious, but he 1ifts his head as he hears me.

"Good evening, Mr. Baillie. I am pleased to see you."

Hig usual unflappeble greetingsy but his voice is a mere whisper. He's been
horribly floggeds; some of the lashes have landed on his face, which 1s badly cut
and swollen, and his lips are blseding. When I release the collar from his throat
I have to oatch him as his dead weight falls against me. He's never golng to manage
the ¢linb down from the roof, o I lay him down, move out of earshot, and call up
Bootty.

"There's been a change of plan,” I tell him. "I'm going to need some extra
equipment.”

"hat's the problem, Mr. Baillie?"

"ir. Spock has been hurt. We're not going to make it back to the Galileo to-
night, we'll have to hide out in the cave."
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"What do you need?"

"Ask Dr. McCoy to send me a medical kit - I'd better give Spock a sedative
before I try to get him aways in fact I'd be happier if he was totally out ~ he's
in pretty bad shape. I'1l need some rope as well, and when we get back to the
cave we could use some food and water.!

"Right. That's a medical kit and rope now, food and water when you give me
the co-ordinates for the cave. Stand by, I'm sending the robot down.m

A couple of minutes later the shimmer of the transporter effect signals the
arrival of the robot. First thing is to do something for Spock, so I fetch the
medical kit. Bones has labelled the hypo, so I give him a shot, and he passes out.
Then I reckon I%d better get the robot in position just in case anybody gets nosy,
g0 I ease off Spock's torn shirt, and put it on the robot. It still doesn'+t look
right, so to complete the picture I smear some of his blood on its face. When I
get it looked into position on the pyre it looks convineing enough %o me; I can
only hope it does to the Tessrans.

Bow I've got the job of getting Spock back to the cave. There's no other WaY
I*11l have to carry him, so I get him over my shoulder in a fireman's 1ift and tie
him to me as securely as I can manage. I tske a last look rounds sverything locks
much the way I found it, so I reckon I'd better get out of there.

The climb down i hellishly difficult — Spock's no featherweight, and I don'+t
have much freedom of movements at the same time I'm trying not to move too
abruptly as I can't tell how badly he's hurt, and I don't want to make things
worses & couple of times I think we've had it, but we get down in one piece. The
climb up to the cave is no pienic either, but eventually I stagger inside end lay
Spock dovm. I moke him as coufortable as I can, and do my best to clean up his
injuriesy he looks pretty bad to me, but what do I know? It's one time I could
really do with McCoy here.

When I've done the best I can for him, I get back on to Scotty.
"Enterprise - Scott here. Whait's happening, Mr. Baillie?"

"I've mede it back to the cave, and done what I can Ffor Spock. iny chance of
the tronsporter working soont

"Negative. It's going to take some time yet.“

"Oh, damn! Well, I suppose there's no hslp for it, we'll have to stay here
today and hope Mr. Spock is fit enough to make the Galileo after dark. Will you
let Bulu know — he'll be wondering where we arc."

"Jill do, Mr. Baillie. I've zot your co-ordinates now, and I'll have some
supplies beamed down to you. Oh, Dr. McCoy's here -~ he wants a word."

"Baillie? How's Mr. Spock now?"
"isleep, Doctor. He looks bad %o me."

"iell, listen. I'm sending you some more medical supplics. Bive him somew
thing to eat, then keep him asleep for the rest of the day. Just before you set
out for the Galileo, inject him with the second hypo - it's labelled. It's =
stimulant %o keep him on his feet, but don't use it until you're ready to leave.
Call me at once if there's any change in his condition. Good luck.M

"Thanks, Doctor. Baillic out."

hs I put away the communicator the supplies are beamed down, so I investigate,
as I'm getting somewhat hungry by this time. It's fairly standard stuff, but then
comes a well-wrapped parcel, and I get the shock of my life. Scotty has actually
parted with a bottle of his 1llicit alcohols real, honest~to-goodness Scotch, no
less, which he usually guards like he does his engines., Making a mental note not
to say anything nasty about him for at least three weeks, I pour myself a drink.
Just as I down it Spock comes to, so I teke him over some food and water - no use
offering him any Scotch. "Vulcans do not..." ~ you know how he goes on. Give him
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his due, he mekes a damn good job of hiding his pain as I help him sit up and give
him the water,

"L owe you my life, Mr. Baillie. Thank you."

"My pleasure, sir," I grin. "Hey, it's nearly dawn - I'd better take a look
and see if we've got away with it."

Stubborn as & mule, that mans he climbs to his feet and moves to the cave
entrance with me. We've timed it just right, the Tessrans are already arriving on
the roof. My heart's really in my mouth as they gather round the pyre, but nobody
seems o notice anything different about the chained figure. There's a fair bit of
chanting and moving around, then the High Priest takes a torech and sets light o
the pyre. As the flames rise, the robot reacts according to Scotty's programming,
and 1t's so realistic I break out in a cold sweat, realising how easily it could
have been Spock up there.

"ell, Mr. Spock,"” I tell him, "it's not everyone who gets a grandstand secat
at his own execution."

"Believe me, it is an experience I do not wish %to repeat," he says. '"Now, I
believe L would like tc sit down.!

I help him back insgide, snd give him some more water.

"How did it happen?' I ask as I rebandage the stlll bleeding scars on his
chest and arms.

"The High Priest believed that I could be persuaded to reveal my purpose hers.
He persisied in the belief that I am some sort of demon, and that pain would so
weaken ny thinking that I would tell him what hie wanted to know. That is why I
was unable to reply to your last signal - I could not reach the communicator.,"

He's very white when I finish bandaging him, and ease him back ageinst the
cave wall. I'm still wishing McCoy was here, but in the absence of our pet witch—
doctor, I give him another shot with the hypo. As soon as he's sufely out I pour
myself another drink from Scotty's bottle, and settle down to pass the day. From
time to time I take a look outside, but everything stays peaceful.

As darkness falls I waken Spock, and teke him his share of the remaining food
and water. He cats carefully, in total control of his actions, yet I know he must
still be in great paing and somehcw we've to cover several miles of rough coumtry
before morning. When we've finished eating, I give him the Tessran ciothes I've
had sent down for him, and the hooded closk which completes the disguise, because
if anyone spots those ears, it's all up with us. He gets edgy when I take out the
stimulant from the medical kit.

"] am perfectly all right, Mr. Baillie," he says stiffly. "I have no need of
any of Dr. McCoy's drugs.!

"Sorry, sir, orders," I tell him, and move over to give him the shot; in his
normal state he could stop me easily, and it's a sign of how bad he is when he
submits without further protest.

"Come on, sir, time we were going."

I take a last look round to make sure we haven't left any evidence of our
stay, then we begin the climb down. He's very slow and unsteady, unlike his usual
swif+4 and precise movements, but we meke it safely to the ground and set off
through the city. There are plenty of Tessrans abouts looks like they've been
celebrating the destruction of the 'demon',; because most of them are drunk. It's
a lucky break for us, as Spock's hesitant step could be put down to intoxication
if enybody is watching. We're just passing a particularly merry group when he
stumbles, and only wy arm round him saves him from falling. Normally I'd never
dare touch him, knowing how he hates it, but this is an emergency. ks I expect,
he stiffens at my touch, but I guess he realises he needs help, because he leans
on my am for & moment before he pulls away and we go on.,
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At last we're adtlinto the darkness of the countryside, but if the danger
from the city lights has passed, we now have to contend with the rough.going, I
thirk he's too far gone to notice as he accepts my help againg I can feel how the
strain is telling on him - it's sheer will~power that keeps him on his feet now,
and. I've no medication left to give him. Somehow we struggle on, making the best
time we can. If dawn catches us in the open, I guess we've had it.

When I'm sure we're near the Galileo, I give Sulu a aall, and he's the most
welcome sight I've secn in a long time when he appears out of the darkness, and
gives me a hand to get the by now only half-conscious Spock aboard. Lis soon ag
we'!ve cleared with Scotty, we head off back to the Enterprise.

The short rest on the return flight seems fo have perked Spock up a bit; be~
cause he manages to leave the CGalileo on hig own two feet. McCoy's waiting,
diagnostic scanner in hand, loocking as if someonce's jus+t done him a personal
injury. He takes readings from Spock, and his expression is one of deep concern.

"I'm sorry, Spock," he says slowly, and considering the way he normally talks
to the Vulcan, the gentleness of his voice weally surprises me. '"Do you think you
can hold out a bit longer? Jim's been asking for you, and if he sees you in this
gtate, it'd'worry hims he's not fit to take over yet, but he'll insist on it if
he thinks you're out of action. I hate to ask you, but..."

"I shall ve all right, Doctor," interrupts Spock. "I think, however, that
we should not delay - I cannot maintain control much loanger."

We all troop after him to sickbay, Heloy fluttering round him like an anxiocus
hens poor old blue-eyes really has his hands full this time with both of them out
of action.

The Captain's eyes are fixed on the door as we go in, and the relief on his
face is plain to see. "Spock! Are you all right?"

"Of course, Captain. It was a normal, routine plenet survey, successfully
completed. Dr. lcCoy tells me that you have been unnecessarily concerned because
we were unforfunately out of contact for some time."

"But your face?!

"This?" The hand he raises to touch his cheek is as steady as a rock. "An
unfortunate accldent — I carelessly stepped on some loose stones, and suffered a
minor fall. As you cen see, the damage is not severe. Now I suggest that you
follow Dr. McCoy's advice, and get some sleep.”

While he's talking I can see from where I'm stending that only McCoy's grip
on his arm is keeping Spock on his feet. As soon as Nurse Chapel has given the
Captain a shot, he folds to the floor like a rag doll. I help McCoy 1if+t him on
to the next bed.

"Out!" he orders me. "I've got a sickbay to run, and Mr. Scodt wants to
see you."

Sulu and T head off to the briefing room, where Scotty is waiting impatiently.
Wle bring him up to date, and he relaxes visibly when he realises we're all back
safely. By the time we're through, I'm zbout asleep on my feet, so I head off to
my guarters, pausing at the door to say,

"By the way, thanks for the Scotch."
"I thought you could be doing with it, laeddie - but don't look for any move."

In a few days things are Lack to what passes for normal on the Enterprise.
Kirk's over his fever and back in command; Spock, with his Vulcan powers of
healing, is back on duty quicker than I'd have expected. The Captain is madder
than fire when he finds out how we tricked him, Tut with his usual incontestable
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logic Spock points out that killing himself +rying 4o help wouldn't've done any-—
body any good.

As soon as they're sititing up and teking notice, the Captain and Mr. Spock
call me in to thank me for what I've done. I carefully refrain from pointing out
that as senior security officer of the landing party, I'd've been up to my neck if
there'd been an inquiry into the loss of cur first officery and accept their
thanks with becoming modesty. As it happens, I've done myssif a bit of good,
becauge Kirk tells me he's decided to make me up to securlity chief - a nice little
bormus. I meke myself = promiss, thoughsy if that blasgted Vuloan does another
planet survey where the Prime Directive is in operation, I'm going along as his
personal bodyguard. I might get my head blown off, but even that would be prefer-
able 1o going through another situation like Tesgra.

Like I zaid at the start -~

"You don't have to be crazy to work hare - but it sure halpsi™
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CAVELT SCRIPTOR!

"Are you related o Dr. BE

I asked ths Vulcan, politely,

"Or do you find child-care a bore,
Unlike that other Spock of yore,
And cannct feel the slightest zest
For teilet-training and the rest?!
The Vulecan shook his haughty head
And distently and coldly said
"Degpite the fact we share a name
Mine is a different ciaim to fame -
I combine curiosity

With rarified verbosity

And carelessness provokes my ire
And stirs up long~forgotten fire,
S0 those who call me Dr. Spock
May meet with an unpleasant shock.
And now, excuse my abrupiness -

I promised Jim a game of chess.)
And off he went, and left me thare
With thudding heart, and frightened stare,
Aware I'd been within an inch

0f getting the Vulcan neck pinch!

Caroline Nixon.
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"Oh, Sarek, come here," cried Amandea,

There's a live fur rug on the veranda...

You say it's a sehlat?

It's more liks a door-mat

That somchow got crosscd with a panda.t
* ¥ %

Said Spock, as he hid from Nurse Chapel

"I've heard peceple say that an apple

When caten each day

Keeps the doctor away -

I wish it would work with Murse Chapel."
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REPCRT

The following is taken from a draught of Sociplogist Akarsten's
impending report to the Develepment Council.

My worthy cclleagues,

In dealing with the situation on Terra (Sol III, Rigel sector), the state of
development of the native dominant race gave me little scope to work with.
Although the time since our last ministrations has been short, since then they
have matured beyond the point where we can appear as 'gods' and influence thenm
by religion. Indeed; regarding the internal state on Terra, I believe that any
personal appearance by one of us would have o 87.3% probability of being fatal,
ond an almost equally high chance of precipitating the world war we are trying
Yo delay until the end of the century, such is the extent of international
mistrust and unease. 1 decided therefome that it was necessary to take a more
gubtle apoproach.

The decade of their years since I started this project, wlihough such a time is
infinitesimal to us, is, I think, sufficient for my purpose. How successful the
project has been I will lecve you and the future to judge. The probability of
this war is still uncomfortably high, but the projected damage to be caused
seems to have been considerably reduced. However, my main concern was noi so
much with internal matters, but with the first outworld contact, which I
estimate will take place at neorly the same point in their history. It is
obvious that such an aggressive and warlike race could not be trusted +to make
such 2 contact unaided; or the encounter would probably prove final and fatal
to both parties. LAlso, the present predictions indicate that the continuing
lessening of interest in spaceflight would result after the war in all attempts
at interplanetary travel cessing for the next century. In such an event,
interstellar capacity might never be developed, and our forecast for this
galaxy will be drastically altered for hundreds of millenia.

My mission, then, hag been to encourage intersst in spzce travel and research
generally, a tolerance towards alien races, and where possible zlsc peaceful
cocperation between racdes on Terra itself. You will notice that the project

ig directly concerned with only o minute fraction of the planet population. It
will have o very mild effect on a larger percentage. However, this small number
of pecple mckes short term prediction more accurate, and I think close study
will show thot since the type of people represented by many of this group -
doctors, scientists, teachers, writers — ond their position in society, should
meke this mumber sufficient. Llso, in such a security-minded world, the number
affected is so small that there is o probebility of only 1 x 10 - 18 that any
suspicion of our manipulation will be suspected. BSuch a risk is, I thini,
acceptebly small. And since the methed is so wiusual, I doubt that anyone
having thought of it would believe it.

For the technological state of their development, I feel this way was mos$
appropriate. Even the Humans themselves are beginning to realise the possible
effects of the media on their audiences. his already noted, I doubt they will
notice this one, although it has already outlasted most of its contemporary
creations of the '60s — as predicted, sn interesting phase of social develop—
ment. This length of time has also encbled the project to span another
generation. Lttached 1o this report is a description of o television series
called 'Star Trek' (technical note: ‘'television' was a method of transmitiing
and receiving imoges, either monochromatic or colour, in two dimensions. It
was based on the electron gun, also cathode ray oscillascope.) I also enclose
newspaper reports for the following ten years, telling of 'Ffanatical' interest.
While some of these reports are obviously meant as sarcasm or gensotionalism
(I assure you some of their figures are quite erroncous) they contain an
gesence of truth, born out by the admittedly biased fan magazines. Put then
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it is on those biaged fans that this project depends. fLnd, wmost importantly,
the many different zge groups included in that following should ensure the
transmission of the effect to the children and grandchildren who will man the
sxploration ships of the early 2000s, and initiste the new societies of the
Centauri colonies.

From the same people who rioted at the very broadcast of 'War of the Worlds'
(an early 'science fiction' story of invasion from another planet - see
history section under Wells, H.G.) I believe I have succeeded in producing
enough of those who belisve in peaceful contact with other races, and the
equality of intelligent being, terrestrial or otherwise, and who are prepared
towards such ends. In the creation of the series, 1 am indebted to Varneth,
who helped me a great deal in the concepts for the characters. Obviously,
none of our race could create a believable Human characier, so we used prom-
inent characters from one of the more optimistic avemues of their future, and
the rest could be left to the Humans' own imaginaticns.

You will doubtless notice the importance given the character of *Spock'. This
pleages me ~ the resemblance of the Vulcans physicaily to some mere unpleasant
aspects of Terran mythology might have otherwise vroved difficult. We must do
all we can to ensure that the predicted Vulcan~Terran alliance, with all its
inherent bensefits to the galaxy, becomes fact.

Obviously, some details of the probable future have been distorted to make
them more accepteble, and the Bumans themselves have altered and replaced
others as they found necessary. Howewver, the point I neaded %o make is still
clear, and the repressntation of the future is quite acceptable ~ indeed, it
is an intersesiing coincidence that some of the characters even look a little
like thelir distant descendanis ought to.

I see in this no viclation of the Terrans' rights - certainly not one they have
not themselves perpetrated on each other -~ and we have given no forced path,
but only a clearer view of one choice to their destinies. T find it fitting
that the more they believe in it, the wmore likely i1 is to come 4o pass. I
call your attention to this revort urgently, since their life-gpans are such
that by the time we have debated the project, the results will be already
known. Lnd by the next meeting of the Council, the Starship 'Enterprise!
(although I doubt she will have that name), if she is to exist at all, will
already be history.

My salutations to you all.

Lkarsten, sociclogist for ths Rigsl sector.
G.R. (second age) 889734.745

(For historical purposes, the spproximate Terral date is September 1976 AD)
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i real Southern gent named Coy

Wag the medical team's pride and jJoy.
When Spock lost an ear

He cried, "Mever fear -

I'11 scon stick it back on with Gloy."

* X %

Waiter! Waiter, there's a spaceship in my soup!
It must be left over from launch-time, sir.
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THE DREAM OF SHANDA-KOR by Simone dason

The ion storm raged around the Enterprise and viclent flashes of vivid
cclours made a grandiose spectacle the crew 4id not have time to admirs. To
Maintain course was proving impossible and the ship was belng pulled inexorably
towards uncharted space.

"3pock, how long will it last?" asked Kirk anxiously

"Unknown, Captain... We will be entering uncharted space in six minutes,
ten seconds.!

"§}ill we be able to find our way back?!

"Yeg, Captain, the computer can extrapolate our position by comparing our
charts with the stars visible -~ M

"Wes, yes, thank you," interrupted Xirk shortly, controlling an angry ratort.
He d4id not need a detailed reply.

Kirk took a deep breath. He wasg tired, but Spock had been on duty even
longer, and none of this was the Vulcan's fault.

The storm went on for ancther thirty-five mimutes, then died away, %o be
replaced by wispy clouds of ceolours reaching out and curling around the Enterprise
iike graceful tentacles.

The Cavptein rubbed his eyes tiredly.

"That is this now, Spock? Residue from the storm?!

Hegative, Captain, those colours emanate from a specific area of space.”
"Any pull on the ship, Mr. Scoti?"

"o, sir, none at the moment.m

Kirk stared thoughtfully at the whirling shapes displaying thelr beautiful
colours, and heard Spock whisper, "Pascinating!!

"Beauntiful, 1 agree, Spock, bui what are they?"

"T have pinpointed the source, Capitain, a planet in the next solar system,
name of course unknown.!

"sre they clouds of encrgy? Gas?!
"Negative, Captain, I cannot define their nature."

"So besutiful!? murmured Kirk, entranced by the symphony of shimmering
colours. "As we can easily find our way back to charied space, we'll investigate
this first. Mr. Sulu, sct course for that solar sysiem."

As they established orbit around the planet, the clouds of colours became
aven more beautiful and McCoy himself, now on the bridge, could not take his eyes
away .

Spock however was frowning. "Captain, I believe I cen ascertain the naiure
Of‘...‘F

His hands flew to hig head and he swayed, then slowly crumpled to the floor.
"Spock!" Kirk ran to him, closely followed by KcCoy.

A quick check by the doctor revealed little. "It is nothing physical, Jim,
and yet he went out like a light! He's asleep.m

"asleep?! exclaimed Kirk.

"Yeg, aslecp. How long has he been on duty?  Have you been overworking
your Pirst Officer because he's a Vulcan, Jim? Can't you have some consideration...!
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"Just a minute, Bones, relax. Spock was on duty about threo hours before I
came on, that's all, so you see he could not be overtired.™

"Wo, he couldn't, so why fall asleep? Have you ever known Spock fall asleep
or: duty?"

"Of course not, Bones,"

"Then something 1s wrong. Let me try thie,"

The injection worked and Spock's eyes opened, locking urgently at Kirk.
"Captain, go..."

His eyes shut again and he become rigidly still, as though under stress.
#icCoy was reaching for another hypodermic, but the Vulcan pushed it away and got
up, now looking normal.

Mihat happened?’ asked Kirk, helping him up.
"I am recovered now, Caplain ~ just a temporary indisposition.!

"Youfre not prone to suck things," said MceCoy, "so I want to check you out
in Sickbay."

"Doctor, there is no need..."

"Please, Spock, do as he says. If you are fine, you can come back," saild
Kirk scothingly.

They left the bridge and the Capiailn listened o a preliminary report on
the planet from Chelkov.

"Barth-type, Capiein, no irhabitants, but evidence of a past civilisation.”
He went on to give further details when Kirk interrupted.

"The clouds — they have gonc!®

"Yes, Copitain, they disappeared when Mr. Spock fell."
MBones,”" called XKirk urgently by intercom, "how is Spock?!
"One hundred percent fit, Jim, and on his way back."

The First Officer walked on to the bridge a few mimutes later and Kirk
watched him carefully, then went to hig stution and put a hand on his shoulder.
The tenseness he felt confirmed his hunch: something was wrong.

"Spock," he murmursed. "Whatever it is, you can tell me."

"Tell you what, Captadn?" replied Spock, his features expressionless.
Mihet happened when you collapsed. Why tell me to go? Go where?"
"Temporary aberration, sir, to be ignored.m

Mihy did you fall agleep?!

"I regret wy lapse of duty, sir, and understand that a charge - "

"T didn't mean that, Spock!" interrupted Kirk with impatience. '"What sudden
allment could make you fall asleep?"

YT am perfectly fit, as Dr. McCoy testified, Captain.”

Kirk saw that it was no use, and went back tc his command chair with a
frown. It was unlike Spock to reject his help and not be completely truthful,
and the Captain could not wmaster a strong feelling of unease at the back of his
ming .

The THirst Officer was giving further reports on the planet when his audience
heard him say with his usual calm,

"fe are about to be contacted, Captain.”

"But there are no inhabitantst™
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"None in one sense, Captain, but there is an intelligence..."
"Captain,' Uhura interrupted, "message coming through."
"On audio, Lieutenant.! '

The screen showed a mediun-gized sphers without substance, inside which -
whirls of colour shimmered and sparkled.

"Telcome to Shanda-Kor, Captain Kirlk," said a voice, and after wondering
where it could have come from, and how could a sphere talk, Kirk realised that
it had spoken inside his mind.

"How do you know who I am?" he answered aloud.
Wour Mrst Officer's mind told me.m
"Spock, why...™

"Captain, I sensed the probe, but was informed +that if I attempted to maks
you turn back, I would he put to sleep. The being then proved that it could
accomplish its threat. There seemed no purpose in being unable to help you.!

"I gsec. What is your neme, and what do you want®" asked Kirk of the alien.

"My neme is Shaan. Please beam down to Shanda~Kor, Captain, and you will
understand.!

"Hay I bring some of my of ficerst"

"ot yet, Captain, you are the one who has the right to understand first."
"Very well, I'1l beam down."

The gcreen iwmage disappeared, and McCoy protested,

"Jim you should not - "

"{e have to investigate, Bones, and I prefer 4o go alone and leave Spock
here to take odrs.of.the ship in case of trouble.m

On their way to the transporter room, Kirk asked, "Spock, did you sense
anything from the mind probe?"

"Wery littie, Captain, the contact wasz brief and I was then rendered
uncongcious. One thing L do know, the clouds of colours were mental projections
from Shaan himself.M :

"hat wag his purpose?!

"An invitation perhaps, or a balt."

"ie don't know what we are up against, Spock, and if I give the order to
leave, you will obhey."

"Yes, Captain.”

Bguipped with a phager and communicator, Kirk stood on the transporter pad
and gave the order to energisc with a feeling of apprchension, but he knew his
First Officer would take the Enterprise out of danger if necessary, regardless
of McCoy'a protests ~ provided Shaan allowed it. Or would the alien be unable
to stop the ship's departure?

Kirk materialised in the middle of a clity and sitared around him in wonder.
Even although it was partly in ruins, many structures stiil stood proudly in
the brilliant sunshine, beautiful shapes of glass and jewelled stones throwing
beams of colour in an aura of glitiering magnificence.

His communicator took him out of his absorption.
"Captain,!" said Spock's veice, "you left your phaser hers.!
"Did I? Yes, I have not got it, so I must have."
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"Should I attempt to beam it dovm to youth

"L doubt that you could."

"So do I, Captain."

"Leave 1t, Spock, I see no evidence of immediate danger. Kirk out.”

He had just had time to put the communicator away when he saw the alien
approach, the sphere hovering noiselessly over the ground.

A very pretty alien, thought Kirle, but he knew better than to trust
appearances and was relieved Bhaan stayed a reasonable distance away.

"L am glad you appreciated wy clouds of colours and came to investigate,
Captain. I rejeoice at your arrival," said the voice in his mind.

"Fhat happened to the peonle who lived here?!"

"There is no-one but myself, and now you, Captain. But you must be
impatient to know about the new life awalting you and your crew."

"ie don't want to live here, Shean," protested Kirk.

"You will, Captain. Let me show you."

"Could you explain first..."

"Later, Captain, later! You must do as I say, T camnot wait any longer.!

‘ To be ordered about by allens, pretty or not, was not something Kirk
accepied readily, so his beck was up.

"And if T refuse?"
"Wou can't rofuse, Captain. Don't waste time in useless argument, please.!
3 © 3

A heap of glass and colourcd stones stood nearby, clearly a previous statue
or sculpture, and the alien continued,

"You will rebuild $his work of art, Captain.!

Kirk appreciated art, but had no artistic ability whatsoever, and was going
Yo protest, when a force irrupted into his wind and he found himseif pioking up
pieces of glass and putting them together.

To feel like a controlled robot was not to his taste and he dried to reject
the control, which made hisg head ache violently.

The alien Shaan did not seem $0 notice or cars as he explained with
enthusiasm. "Your crew will come down and halp you, and this town will be
rebuilt in all its glory, then another and another as your people reproduce
themselves, and..." '

e don't want to stay here! We are not bulldersi" Kirk tried to shout,
but fourd he was not able Lo escape the horrible pressure on his mind. He
tried desporately to concentrate all his strongth sgeinst it, without success,
while any physical attack was just as impossible. Hs was rebuilding a sculpture
and could do nething else.

A nightmarish vision cf his crew helplessly enslaved by that alien filled
him with horror. He had o stop it.

The structure was now taking shape and he sensed that the pressure was
eaging a little; Shaan was becoming absorbed in the concept hehind the
sculpture. With a desperate effort, Xirk managed to seize his communicator
instead of more stones, and shouted as he opened it.

"Spock, leave immediately, go..."

The pressure redurned double-strengih and he screamed, letting the
comminicator fall and collapsing himseif into unconsciousness, a welcome
relief from pain.
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oar he Enterprise e scream echood around the bridge bringing horror in
Eboard the Enterprise, th hooed d the bridge b ging
ite wake and freezing everyone into immobility. Bveryone excoept Spocks

by

"Maximuyn power, leave orbit immediately.™

Lg he was saying it, he had run to Sulu's station and was executing his own
orders with a speed the frozmen Sulu could not have achieved.

The planct receded fast from the screen and Spock sank back in the command
chair.,

"Maximum power until we are back in charted space, Mr. Scotty pleass let me
know the second you discover any interference with our escape.!

"hive, aye, sir," said a still bomused Chief Engineer.

is was 1o be expected, an irate McCoy arrived on the bridge. "Spock, we con't
leave the Captain in the hands of that monster!!

The Tirst Officer, who had been seated in the command chair meditating over
steopled hands, now went to his station and sterted working rapidly, ignering the
Doctor's outburst. This naturally intensified HcCoy's anger.

"Spock, are you deal?"

"hen you are around, Doctor, I wish I was!" replied the Vulcan without
stopping work. "You heard the Captain's orders.'

"But we can't lesave the Captuin Just like that, Mr. Spock," protested Scotty,
wno had also approached.

"How long until we reach charied space, Mr. Scott?!
"Twenty minutes, sir.Y

Mir. Sulu, have a shuttlecraft prepared for departure, programme D," ordered
Spock.

"Now you'rse talking, Spock!" exclaimed HeCoy. "We are going back for Jim?"

"I doubt it, Doctor," said Scoity. "Hot you, that is. Programme D means
maximum fuel and one passenger only."

"Correct," said Spock. "My calculations indicate that I cen reach Shanda—Kor
and get back to charted space if I leave within the next ten winutes. You have
the con, Mr. Bcott. Once you reach charied space, walt for six days, then report
to Starfleet and procecd to the nearest Starbase 1f the Captain and I are not back
by then.!

The Firgt Officer loft ths bridge for the hangar deck and McCoy and Scotbt
accompanied him, the Doctor pressing Spock tc let him come as well, but the Vulcan
refused.

"Apart from the need the Bnterprisce has for her Chief Medical Officer, Doctor,
the fuel T can carry 1s Jjusi enough to toke me there and back with the Captain. An
extra passenger would make return impossible.!

"The Enterprise could meet us part of the weay."

"No, Doctor, the Captain's orders were to ensure the safety of the ship and
crew. Should we be unable to reach you, we can send a massage for assistance when
we are half-way, if it is safe.”

They were at the hangar deck by then and Spock opensd the door of the shuttle-
craft as the Chief Engineer said in a low voice,

"I know you don't believe in 14, but good luck just the same.”
"May you be in time and save Jim!" added the Doctor.

"I will endeavouxr to do so, Doctor. 1 am not going sll that way to return
alone."
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He wag going to close the door when HeCoy sald urgently,
"Spock, if you are too late... cowe back anyway."

"Wes, Wr. Spock," added Scotty. "o don't want to losce both the Captain and
youl™

The Vulcan did not answer, perhaps tongue—~tied by embarrassment at their words,
and they saw the door shut with shared anxiedty, then ran cut of the hangar deck
ag the alerm sounded 4o clear it of persconnel.

It was a very worried crew who watched the shuttlecraft disappearing from view
on their screen, and Uhura cxpressed all their wishes.

May we see then both back safelyiM

hg the Captain reganined consciousness; he feit his mind free from pressure,
but his elation was short—lived when he opened his eoyes and saw Shasn hovering by
hig side.

"o send your ship away was stupid, Captaing now it will take you much longer
to rostore the past, and when you die, no-one can tbtoke carc..."

"D am not interested in your past, Shaan, and..."

"4 temporary aberration duc to lack of understanding, Captain. It is a pity
you get tired sgo quickliy. Why did you rneed such a long sleept!

"That was no sleep, I was hurt by ths pressure on my wmind.!

"L dontt see how... but then your mind is strange to me. Perhaps I should
have asked the Vulcan down - he had no emctions, however, so could not have undaer—
stood. T find it so difficult to deal with alien minds afier such a long solitude!
But now, Captain, back to work."

Kirk felt rested, and wondered how many hours he had 'slept', but the Entorw
prise had escaped, which was a relief. Now he had to try tc escape the alien or he
would go mads he could not hear that awful pressure... it wag back agalnt

The Captain fought with all his renewed strength, to no avail. He had to go
on with the rebullding of the sculpture. Only when it was finished did his mind
feel some relief, but his head was burning and he was exhausted.

"T must resti" he croaked, staggering towards a small building nesr an open
space overgrown hy luxurisnt vegetaiion.

The alien must have ocgreed because Xirk was not prevented from zoing in. He
found a wooden bonch inside, lay down and fell into the dreamless sleep of
axhoustion.

He was awskened, he had no idea how long afterwards, by an intrusion into his
mind and he rejected it violently, then sat up amazed at his success, to meet the
familiar dark eyes under slanting eyebrows with a start.

"Spock!!
"Pleage, no noise, Jim, I was trying to avoid it."

"So it was... I am sorry, I would never have rejected you had I known! But
the ship, Shaan said she had gone."

"She has, and the crew is safe. I returned in a shuttlecraft, but whether I
have been detected or nof..."

"You came back...n

Kirk gripped his First Officer's hand in a mixture of gratitude and affection.
"I should have known you would! I am being selfish in saying this, Spock, but 1
am glad you are here. Perhaps between the two of us, we'll escape that alien.”
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Mlay I merge minds with you to save time, Jin?"

"es, of course, you'll sce what happened quickly and then we can decide what
to do."

The mind meld took place and Kirk relaxed, welcomingz the gentle touch of his
friend's mind: there was no pressure or hurt hers.

Lfterwards, Spock looked faintly toubled.

"Jim, something is wrong, and I am unable to comprehend how Shasn.could hurt
you without realising it. He is obviously a telepath, but I would say failed %o
contact the whole of your wmind. Yet I sensed he was very strong when he contacted
me

"Wever mind that now, the main thing is to escape.!

"I doubt that we'll be able to, but we can try. The craft is on the other
side of that open space.!

"Let us move through the vegetation for cover. Is it still daylight?"
"It was dawn when I landed, Captain.t

"T slept longer than I thought! Let us go. Give me your vhaser - I have no
wish to be a robot againi®

They pioughed through the tall plants and aryived at the craft, only to see
Shaan walting for them. Kirk levelled his phaser at the alien, who said without
any trace of anger,

"s ghastly object which you cannot use, Captain, so put it away, please,"

Compelled to cbey under threat of that awful pressure, Xirk complied with the
request and the alien turned to Spock politely.

Mlelcome, Coimander Spock, I am pleascd you camc to assist your Captain.
Will the rest of the crew also return?"

"¥o, Shaan," replied Spock. "I alone came back to rescue my Captaing the .
ship necds him.!

"Shanda~Kor has a much gresier need, Comander. We'd better get to work,
the Captain is rested...”

"Shaan," interrupted Spock, "wouldn't it be logical to explain your purpose
in keeping us herc?"

"You may be right, perhaps I have been too dlmpaticnt - but I waited so long...
I am not myself a native of Shanda-Kor. I came from ancother galaxy a long time
ago and chose to settle here. The people wers gentle and loved beauty, =so I was
pleased to be sble to help them build fthe kind of civilisation they wanted."

"Wou mean you took them over, don't you?! asked Kirk.

"Ho, Captein, they were my tools, if you iike, but their minds had a creative
ability I could snhanoe and perfect to a degree which brought them and myself
great satisfaction. Shanda-Hor became a beautiful world, where cities, art, life,
everything was an enchantment, and you can still see evidence of this.!

Spock was gazing at a structure of golden spheres linked by delicate silvex
filaments, standing on graceful columns, with an admiration he was not trying to
hide.

"Yos, indeed, Shaan, much beauty remsains heres; but the people —~ where are
they?!

"Dead, all dead.!

Genuine sorrow cculd be sensed in thoe alien's volce in their minds as Shasn
continued. YA terrible disease, for which no cure could be found, appeared, so
the time came when I was alone on Bhanda-Kor, alone among a beauty I could
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share with no-one, alone among a beauty I wos unable o stop from deterioration and
ruin! But I kumew this galaxy must have other races, and T walted. One day, people
would come to help me resitore heauty and give 1ife to Shanda~Kor again. It has

been so long! But my dream stayed vivid and clear, and now you can make 1t reality.m

"I understend your wish," said Kirk, moved in spite of recent events, "but I
can't help you."

Mihen I svnsed your ship, I felt such joy! I sent clouds of colours as a
weloome, sure you would understand, and you will when you know..."

HShaan,!" interrupted Spock again. i1l you allow a mind meld between you
and me?!"

"Spock, you should not... Take care," begged Kirk,
"It ig the only way, Captain, and I hope we can achleve 1t.M

"our mind was not pleasant to me when I contacted it, Commander," said Shaan,
"and yet there was a kind of beauty in ite stern logic, I must admit. I allow the
meld."

Dpock touched the sphere gently, finding it warm and pleasant to the touch,
and concentrated. To Kirk's relief, no stress was apparent in his First Officer.
The weld lasted quite a while, thoen the Vulcan withdrew and his hands flew to his
face asg he leaned against the shutticcraft for support.

"Svock, are you all right?" asked Kirk anxiously, putting his arm round his
shoulders for further support. He felt the Vulcan lesn on him for a second, as
though for comfort, fthen his head lifted and he said in a volce nearly normal,

" am all right, Jim. It was disturbing only because of the intensity of
Shaan's probe.”

This infuriated Kirk, who know only too well how much 3pock wvalued his
privacy, s¢ he turned on the alien with angex.

"Did you have to hurt him too?"
"I am not really hurt, Jim," protested Spoclk, but Shaan was speaking.

"Captain Kirk, T owe you an apology. I never realised that my presence in
your mind wos harmful. The natives I used to merge with were telepathic and their
minds were different. Your Commander's mind I found more congenial after assim—
ilation of hig concept of logic, and his telepathic ability made the meld painiess.
I can assure you, Commander Spock, that my deep probing was not caused by avid
curioslty, but by interest and a wish to understand the kind of beauty loglc
represents for you. Whatever I saw is safe. My race has similar ethics to your
owrr and to betray the seccrets of a mind is vile."

"Thank you, Shaan," said Spock, "but are you now able to realige that what
you need here are peoplc who are artists, noi spacemen like us?"

"I am not so sure it would not work with you. Would you be willing to try
an experiment?"

Mhat kind?" agked Kirk distrustfully

MCommander Spock 1s a musician. Here, there are similar instruments to his
own, wWhich can be repaired easily, and you could hoth play under my influence.!

"No, thank you..." gtarted Kirk, but Spock interrupted.

"Channelled through me, Shasn's mind would no longer be painful Tor you, Jim.
I am tempted to agree; it could be fascinating.m

"Look, Spock, I don't want to spend the rest of my life playing music, no
matter how beautiful!™

"Captain," said Shaan, "let me cxplain. ¥When you arrived and I made you

rebuild the sculpture, I never realised that you did not enjoy the task and were
hurt by my mind, or I would have stopped. T have no wish to ensiave yous what I
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thought I was dolng was showing you how much you were able to achieve: I bheliecved
that afterwards, you would have wanted to continue.!

"L know Spock is anxious to try, so I agree, dut I am no musiciany I never
played a note in my iife.M

"our mind has many arcas unused, Captain, and you may be surpriscd at what
you can achieve. I promime you, however, that you will be fres to return %o your
ship if that is whet you want afterwards.!

"In that case, let us got it over with.m

They found the instruments, similar %o harps, well preserved and in neod of
only minor repairs, then settled in front of the shuttlecraft with Shaan nearby.

Spock merged minds with Kirk first, then with Shaan, and the Captain was
relieved that the contact was now painless, even pleasant.

The Vulcan sterted to play and Kirk mechanically struck a few notes, mourning
his inability to produce the beautiful sounds Spock was creating, when a glow
filled his wind end he followed and understood Spock's music fully. Not only that,
he found himself Joining in, amazed at the sase and simplicity of creating beauty.

How long they played he had no idea. A1l he knew was that his heed, his ears,
aill his senses were filled with the beautiful melodicus sounds_echoing among the
tall and graceful glass structures gleaming in tho sunlight. I am discovering a
new world, a new dimension, thought Kirk entranced, I was blind, deaf, before!

So much beauty!...

Their surroundings seemed to blend with and enrich the wusic to perfection.
He followed Spock's concentration on the cluster of golden spheres and imagined
them erupt into a myriad of stars cascading all over the town in a rain of soine-
tillating snow flakes.

Then a fountain attracted their attention. Kirk was thrilled to accompany
the translation into music of the water rumning down a translucent web of thin
filaments shimmering in the sunlight like rivers of gold.,

Hig eyes fell on the sculpture he had rebuilt. How could he have missed the
sheer artistry of its shape, the wonderful blend of colours which made it a
symphony to the eye! That symphony could be translated into music and the Captain
marvelled at the facility of the process, his mind lost in the great poetry of
artistic creation.

Above all, the awarencss of Spock in his mind made him conscious of the
quality of their music, and of the guality of their sharing.

Much more beouty filled his mind, his whole being as he played end played,
vaguely awarc of tiredness but not wanting to stop the enchantment, as enchantment
doubled by the sharing of Spock's own interpretations.

At last he had to stop, his fingers aching and hardly able to move any longer,
and tears of frustration eeme to his eyes. Spock was not tired, how could he
gpoll this for him? He sensed the Vulcan resssuring him, then the mind link
broke and exbaustion hit Kirk so violently that he fell asleep with ne further
conscious thought.

When he woke, he saw that twilight was sending orange beams all over the
glass city, making it glow like a fiery light. Spock and Shaan wers on each side
of him and memories of the mugic fleocded Kirk's mind,

"I'm gorry I had to stopi®
"I was getting tired also, Captain.”

"It was... I never thought I could... Spock, I can't put it into words!"
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"There is ne need, Jim, we know how you folt."

"Do you understand now, Captain?" asked Shean. "I was itrying to communicate
beauty to you, unaware that your mind had a very limited conception of it, hence
the pein you felt., But through your Commander, you were able to assimilate and
understand, and I could awaken parts of your wmind you ncever used.”

"fhat I felt, saw, played, it was all due to you, Shaan, and to Spock."

"o, Captain, I was contributing some of my own concepts, but also enriching
yours and enabling you to discover them.!

"Wine and Spock's."

"Yes," agreed Shasn. "I owe to your Commander the understanding of a new
kind of beauty I had not discovered bhefore, the beauty of & symmetric shape, the
beauty of order and the control of dimensions to make them into fascinating
patterns! It is true to say that I learned from both of you.!

"What can you have lsarned from me?" asked Kirk.

"The enhanced quality that affinity between fwo winds can bring, Captain.
Your merging with Commander Spock enriched both your minds, and mine as a con-
sequence.’

Kirk looked at the Vulecen quickly, afraid the FPirgt Officer would be upset
thinking his Captain had betrayed too much of their frierndship to an outsider,
but Spock's eyes smiled at him, the half-smile whick hardly affected the impass-
ivity of the featurcs.

"Shaan's mind iz very strong, Jim, and he is sble to read both our minds
easily. '

"Wot quite correct, Spock," said Shaan. "You threw an effcective shield that
first time I contacted you. 3But as I said before, whatever I saw remains with
me. Now, your decision, Capiain. Do you wish to stay, or return to your ship?"

Xirk was amazed to find himself hesitating.
"I+ was an expericnce I'11 never forget, and for the first time in my life

I can feel some regret for the path I have chosen... But I am a Stership Coptain,
not a musician. However, I'1l understand if Spock wants to stay.!

"Wo, Captain. I too can feel regret, but even if I am a wuslcian in a small
way, I am a scientist and your First Officer."

"T will respect your decisions," saild Shaan, "end walt longer to see Shanda-
Kor regain its original besuty. YTou cannot imagine the frustration of my race
at the inability to create anything except abstract colour patternsi!

"We may be able to assist you," sald Kirk. "I'1l send a report to Starfleet
recomnending that srtists be informed, and when they hear @bout Shanda-Kor, I am
sure they'll flock here in earnsgt.!

"They will," assured Spock, "ard provided you take care not to hurt them,
Shaan..."

"I won't agaiys now that T am familiar with Farth minds, T could not repeat
wy previous mistekes. I'11 take great care not to upset anyone."

"Then don't despalr any longer, Shasn. Before long, many artists' colonies
will be enthusiastically rebulilding and creating beauty on Shanda-Keor.!

"Tour words are real music to me, Caplain Kirk. My dreams will come true
at last and Shanda~Kor will live again! WMay you both return safely to your
vessel."

"Iive long and prosper, Shaan," said Spock, making the Vulcan salute.
"Vulcans will always be welcome, Spock, and thank you."

"Thank you, Shaan," said Kirk with emotion, "I'1ll never forget that, thanks
to you, I created beauty for a short while.!

o
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They stepped aboard rhe shuttlscraft and lifted off, with a lingering glance
at the lost beauty of Shanda-Kor.

Mhat a shame that music we crested is losti" sighed Kirk.

Spock took a tape out of the tricorder he had been carrying. "There is a
recording of it here, Captain.!

"Spock, you are... We'll each have a recording, and whenever we play it, we'll
think of how we both created it with Shaan.”

Mind we'll remember Shanda-Xor," added Spock.

They looked at each other and knew that the tape would be one of their most
treasured posscssions, a vivid memory of the tiwme when thelr minds were united in
the creation of beauty. The music itself was a reflection of the affinity between
them, a beautiful reflection of their friendship.

An enthusiastic reception welcowmed them aboard the Enterprise and McCoy seized
the Captain's arm happily. "Thank God you are safe, Jim.Y

"I told you I was not going all that distance to return alone, Doctor," said
Spock.

McCoy for once could net be sarcastic. "Even if you had come back alone, I
would have said, 'Thank God you are safe, Spock'.m

"Our anxiety was not for the Captain alone, Mr. Spock," added Scotty.

Kirlc smiled at his Tirst Officer's embarrassment and led the way to the bridge
where he settled in to his command chair with & sigh. Relief? Regret? A little
of both, he thought wryly.

Mihet happened on Shanda~Kor, Spock?" asked McCoy with his usual cagernsss.

"any things, Doctor. Perhaps it made me understand, as much as I ever shall,
how emotion can contribute somothing to beauty.!

"And perhaps I understend how logic can also contribute to beauty, Spock,"
added Kirk,

"fhat are you two talking sbout?™ exclaimed the Doctor, baffled.

"Spock and I have shared a dream," said Kirk in a far sway voice.

A fascinating dream," agreed the Vulcan.

"ifhat can be so particular sbout it if it wae only a dream?" asked McCoy.

"It was a beautiful drcam, Bones, bescause, unlike most dreams, ocurs had a
flecting moment of reality."

4% his sign, Spock inserted the tape and the music echoed around the bridge,
filling everyone with wonder.

"I never heard anything so beautiful!" sighed ¥McCoy. "Fhat is it called, Jim?"

"The dream of Shands~Kor."
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