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Hello everyone, and welcome to Log Entries 11.

I zaid once before that it scemed no time at all since I wrote the
last editorials I can say it agsin this time and know that it's the
absolute truth, for I did the last one less than ten hours ago! Which
leaves me very little to say for this one...

You might wonder why I'm doing the editorisls for two zines in the
one day. The answer ig easy - the con. I got so carried awsy putting
stories onto stencil, knowing that I'd a lot to do, that I suddenly found
I'd done enough stencils, not Just for two zines, but a story for inclusion
in IE 12 ag welll DBut getting the stencils done ilsn't the same as getting
them run off, and of course this one will be coming out two months after
1E 10.

I must apologise for the two blank sides between pages 47 and 48,
This was done deliberately in foct; when the pilcoture was run off, we
discovered that the black was shining through rather more than we lilked,
and we were afraid that it would interferse with the clarity of print on
the backing page. We therefore decided to print the two sides on separate
sheets of paper, and it should be easy enough to stick them together if
you want to.

1E 12 should be another good zine. For it I have a story by Jennifer
Guttridge; aolso stories by Simone Mason, Lesley Coles and Gloria Mitchell.
Somehow, the last two issues have worked out low on poetry; with luck,
there'll be a little more poeiry in this issue too.

Non members of STAG can obtain information on forthcoming zines by
sending o stanped addressed envelope or addressed envelope and IRC to
Sheila Clark
6 Craigmill Cottages
Strathmartine
by Dundee
Scotland.

Itd like to thaonk my wmother, who did some of the proof-reading, and
Valerie Piacentini, who came tThrough for a weekend to discuss stories and
ended up being given some proof-reading as well. (Zine editors ove known
for making use of their friends!) Also Janet and our over-worked duplicator
Freda for running off the stoncils.

Contributions of stories, poetry or artwork are welcome, and submissions
from non-members get the sasme consideration as stories from members.

T think this is a good issue -~ I hove you agree with me. Read, and
enjoy! : o :

Septembep 1977 : P
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THE WARLORD by Sheila Clark

"The Governor of the colony on Dryed is calling you, sir," Uhura.
reported.

"On auwdio, Lieutenant," Kirk ordered.

& worried-looking face appeared on the screen. "Captain Kirk, we
request your assistance. The native Dryads are a highly aggressive species,
and they're getting very restless. I'm afraid of trouble. We're an
agrarian settlement, so we're not in a very good pogition to defend our-
selves. The natives have their own territory ~ the area we're in was desert,
unsettled by them, useless until we irrigated it. Part of the treaty we drew
up with them was that we wouldn't try to take over their traditional lands,
For have we., But I think they'll accuse us of doing so, because they - some
of them - are looking enviously at the rich farmlands we've created. They
outnumber usg quite considerably, and if they attack us, we'll be wiped out.m

"I can't remain indefinitely, sir."

"I realise that, and I don't ask you to. But a display of strength on
our behalf would help very much. They might not call our bluff."

"I see. ALl right, I'1l send down a security detail. Show off our
strength."

"One or two of our men are missing, Captain. Could your perty inguire
about them?"

"That's eagily done. Kirk out."

The Captain glanced round at his First Officer. "You heard that, Mr.
Spock. What do you make of it?"

"I believe his fears may well be justified, Captain. As I recall, the
original survey on Dryad did indeed describe the natives as extremely
belligerent. We might avert trouble for the moment, but a major clash does
appear to be inevitable, assuming the Governor is not taking frighi at.
ghadows. I would recommend a small military base to be assigned here."

Kirk nedded as Spock contimied. "How large a party will you send down,
Captain??

"A dozen men should do. I'll command it; I'd like to seec these nabive
Dryads for myself before I make any recommendations."

"Captain, would it not be advisable, in view of the Governorts fears,
to permit mwe to accompany this landing party instead of you?"

"No, Mr. Spock. I need to form my own conclusions.”

* * ¥

The planet's gravity was fractionally higher than Barth normal, but not
sufficlent to occasion any great hardship to any of the landing party. Kirk
looked round. They had selected a larding area at randomy and they had
arrived little more than a mlle from a large castle. In appearance, it was
very little different from any Terren castle of the middle ages; and it was
surrounded by cultivated fields, though the crops were unlike any that would
ever have been seen in such a setting on Earth. &4 few natives, female by
their general appearance, were dispiritedly working among the crops.

They headed towards the castle; and were barely half-way there when
they were intercepted by a group of men mounted on what looked like horses.
The beasts had fairly obviously come from the Human settlement, either
traded or stolen.

Kirk moved out in front of his men asg the Dryads hauled their mounts
roughly to a skidding stop.
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"What do you want here?' the leading Dryad asked. "This is outwith
your territory, Human." His accent was harsh, grating.

"Some men are missing from the Human settlement," Kirk replied. "We a
are from the Federation Starfleet, come to look for them."

"Soldiers?"! The leader laughed harshly. "How meny?"
"Bnough,! Kirk replied evasively.

A good talce," the Dryad growled. "I have heard of your Starfleet.
But I cannot believe such an organisation would bother to send men to search
for such a small group of your kind ag came to live on our land. I believe
you are men from the settlement, dressed to lock like soldiers, trying to
fool us."” He stared insolently at Kirk, then sneered as he let his eyes
move over the-small group, outmanbered by his men by nearly itwo to one.

He snapped an order in his own tongue, a gutteral cacophony of sound.
Hig followers raised crossbow-like weapons, and Kirk's men fell, riddled
with bolts, before they had time ‘o do more than reach for their phasers.
Kirk himself remained untouched.

"ow you will come with me," the Dryad purred, "and tell me all the
1ittle secrets of the seitlement's defence.”

Kirk shook his heead.

"Search him," the Dryad continued. One of the natives dismounted, to
run quick rough hands over Kirk then hand over the communicator and phaser.

"That's all, oh Zartan.,"

Zartan handed back the comnunicator to the man. He secmed familiar
with the device. "Got rid of it."

The man battered it with a stone, without success. Eventually he
simply scraped a hole and buried 1t. Meanwhile, Zartan examined the phaser.

Prom the way he handled it, he was clearly, if not famillar with it,
aware that it was a weapon. "See if they also have these weapons," he said
at last, indicating the dead men. In a moment, other phasers were offered
t0 him.- He turned his attention back te Kirk.

"How do these weapons work?"

"L will tell you nothing." #Hentally, Kirk blessed the standing order
that phasers be set to stun force under nermal landing party assignments.
Zartan could do little damage with them.

Zartan smiled unpleasantly. *I think you will, my friend. I think
you wili."

¥ ¥ ¥

Xirk was taken to the castle, and left under guard for a short period
vefore being taken along several passages and down some stalrs to an
extremely wedlatockead torture chamber. There, he was fastened spreadeagled
to a wooden frame, the purpose of which was not immediately clear, and left
againg to think about what was in store for him? He tried tc put the
thought out of his mind. Spock would soon become alarmed at his fallure to
reports his dead crevmen might scon be found; Spock would certainly
investigate the castle. But would Spock find him? He had already seen
enough of the place to realise that a rabbit's warren would be as a child's
toy to the maze of tunnels and levels here. Of course Spock would find hing
let Spock once suspect that he was here, and Spock would find him if he had
to tear the entire building to the ground, stone by stone, to do it.

Eventually, after a walt that Kirk was sure was actually of less
duration than it seemed, Zartan came to him.
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The Dryad studied him conéideringly. "Well, Homan? Will you tell
me all I want to know, or must I force the information out of you? How do
your weapons work? What are the settlement's defences?!

Kirk shook his head., "You won't win," he said., "My men will come.
YTou camnot defeat us."

"I have already defeated you," Zartan pointed out.

"One skirmish ~ one surprise - dossn't constitute a vietory," Kirk
replied., "In the long run, we will win."

"Wour pecple are soft," Zartan said., "Your men till the fields like
women. JYou do not kmow the ways of war."

"We do,'" Kirk answered. "We simply prefer peace."
¥

"Peace is for ckildren and weaklings. I did not become the Warlord
of the district by being a weakling. And when the other chiefs ses uy
succeas, they will flock to follow me, and I will become the Chief Warloxd.™

"Fhat will they do when you fall?h" Kirk asked.

"] cannct fail. Now -~ tell wme. The defences?" He held a knife to
Kiriz's throat.

The Human closed his mouth, staring defiantly at the Dryad,

"ou hope I will kill you quickly if you defy me? NWo. There is a
hetter way."

He turned and crossed to where an assortment of whips hung from a
gtand. He selected one, heavy and many-thonged.

It whistled down across Kirk's back, cutting through the material of
his shirt, cutting into hils skin. Kirk bit his lip against the agony,
determined not to give Zartan the satisfaction of hearing him ory outb.

The whip fell again and again and agein. At last Kirk lost consciousness,
and hung limp against the frame.

When he regained his senses and raised his head wearily, Zartan was
waiting, watching, patient.

"Pill you t211 me now?"

Kirk remained obsiinately silent. Zartan raised the whip again.

* W ®

Eventually, Zartan seemed to realise that he had failed. He turned
away. Two guards came forward in response to his gesture as he hung the
whip up again. Kirk hed not even realised that they were therxc.

The Human was barely able to move as they released himi they had to
support him for a moment. Then his obstinate wlll-power came to hig rescues
he would show them he was no weakling. He forced himself erect, forced him-
gself to wmlk at least reasonably firmly towards the door.

Outside, an officer walted. He led the way through tunnels, down
stairs, desper and deeper into the depths of the castle. Despite the drain
on his physical condition of the pain, which forced him to concentrate
almost completely on where he was putting his feet, Kirk found himself
wondering just how many centuries of building and excavating and tunnelling
the rock on which the castle stood had gone into its construction.

They passed heavy doors - doors with tiny openings set at eye level.
Behind some, voices were meaning or occasionally screaming or openly sobbing.
Few of the volces uttered words that he could comprehend; those few were
crying out for mercy.

At last the officer stopped.. For a moment, Kirk wondered whys at




that point in the corridor, there was nothing - no door or any other opening.
Then one of the two guards moved forward another few steps, and bent to a
ring set hmar.the edge of one of the huge stones that paved the floor. He
pulled, and it swung upwards, heavy and awkward, oh a creaking hinge.

An appalling stench rose from the hole, and Kirk understood why the
genlor man had remained a little way away. The guards forced him forward,
not giving him time to wmove of his own volition, and made him sit on the
edge. Then, without warning, he was pushed. The heole was pitch dark; he
could not see how far he had to fall, and the thump as he hit the ground
very awkwardly knocked the breath from him and wrenched his torn back.

He gasped, and choked on the foul air, but he knew that his nose would
gsoon become accusiomed to the stink. Less eagsy to bhear was the pain in his
back. The trapidoor above him thudded shut.

Gradually, he realised that some light was seeping in from somewhere.
As his eyes grew accustomed to the dim twilight, he tried to make out det-
alls of his prison.

He could neither see nor reach the reof. Well, that was understand-
able, he thought. The cell was several feet wides by experiment he dis-
covered that if he lay down with his feel touching one wall, his outstretched
hands touched the other. And he could take fully a dogzen paces from one end
to the other.

Ho soon discovered the source of the swell. He was sharing the cell
with two bodies, one just begimming to decay, the other in an advanced state
gf putrefaction. He had little doubt thet thils was intended to he his fates
to be left here to die of starvation, then rot, to add to the torment of
some other unfortunate victim. Or perhaps to die of cold and a gangrenous
back and blood poisoning. Germs must be rife hers, despite the cold,. or the
bodies would not be decaying so enthusiagtically, and the remains of his
shirt, s$ill hanging in tatters from his neckband, would be useless to
protect his back or keep it clean. Spock would search for him; he had no
doubt that Spock would find him. But would Spock find him in time?

* ¥ *

On board the Enterprise, Spock walted anxiously.  Time passed slowly.

"The Captain should have reported in by now," he said at last. "Lt.
Uhura, try to contact him."

Uhura obeyed. After a few momenits, she turned back to him. "Captain
Kirk does not respond, Mr. Spock. Neither do any of the men with him."”

"Sensor scan of the landing srea," he ordered. There might be a gimple
explanation, of course, but... He was aware of an unpleasantly familiar
feeling of tension., Why did Kirk so often insist on running headlong inte a
dangeyous situation? ‘

"Wothing, eir," Chekov replied, raising his head from the scammer.
"Phe landing area and the ground for a mile around are bare of iife. There
are one or two scattered life form readings about a mile from the landing
area, probably workers in the fields."

"Tlm going down to have a word with the Governor," Spodk decided.

* X ¥

On the planet's surface, he was shown immediately into the Governor's
office, The Governor rose %o meet him.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Spock," he sald. "I didn't expect this visit.
Have you news for us?"

"Our men are missing,™ Spock told him bluntly. "Twelve men, with




Captain Kirk in command. Whatever happened to them musgt have happened very
guddenly, or the Captain would have managed some sort of report. As acting
comnander of the Enterprise, I am prepared to give you all the assisiance
you require, for as long as you require it. Since the native Dryads appear
to have overcome an armed party, they will be feeling very confident:; =
major clash, soon, must ocour. We'll remain until thens our weapons should
settle matters decigively

"If they have captured your men, they will have +taken possession of
their weapons," the Governor said quietly but anxiously.

"A dozen hand phasers, and the natives have no knowledge of how they
operate," Spock replied. M"Against the Enterprise's phasers, those will be
useless."

* ¥ #

Spock returned to the Enterprise to face the inevitable conflict with
McCoy. He must remein in control of himself, he knew, and it would not be
easy. Why could Bones never understand that he must act according to what
his command training told him was best, end not according to the dictates of
his heart? DBones knew almost as well as Jim did how deeply he was affected
by emotional considerations when either of them was involved, even although
he was successful in hiding his feelings from everyone else. He sighed, for
he understood only too well that Bones did realise why he could not mount an
immediate rescue operation - too many lives might be lost without the Dryads
learning a lasting lessoni their first duty lay in protecting the settlement
and leaving it safe from future attack. Bones simply had to express his own
frustration, and in typical Human fashion he did it by turning on a friend
whom normally he would have died rather than hurt. And all Spock could do to
help him was permit him to do so without fighting back. But it made it that
mich harder for Spock to maintain his outward impassivity.

Reluctantly, but knowing he must face MceCoy, he left the transporter .
reom and headed for sickbay.

* ¥ %

The expected attack did not come for several days. The Enterprise, in
gynchronous orbit above the settlement, had her phasers trained on the ground
between 1t and the Dryad lands, and security men, armed with phaser rifles,
guarded much of fthe perimeter of the settlement.

The attack itself was short. In the first onslaught, some of the
defenders wers hurt by crogshbow bolts before the Bnterprise could fire her
phasers, but then the phasers, set on stun force, fired, and the attackers
collapsed. Those at the rear, out of range, fled in terror, obviously bel-
leving their comrades dead.

"Even when they discover they're only stumned, the psychological
effect should be the same," Spock commented. "As far as they!re concerned,
the Federation has some magic weapon that can strike them down, not one at a
time, but all at once. I do not think they will risk attacking again.”

The fleeing Dryads led them straight to Zartan's castle. Spock led the
pursuit. The settlement was safe nows now he could obey his heart, and
search for Kirk.,

There was no defence of the castle. Zartan, hatred twisting his face,
met them. With difficulty, he humbled himself in what was an obvious ritual
of surrender..,. handing over a phaser az he did so - a traditional surrender
of what he c¢learly considered a valuable weapon. He could not have declared
his guilt more clearly.
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"Mr. Sulu. Keep him under guard," Spock ordersd. BHe glanced round,
"Search the place thoroughly,” he instructed. "There are settlement men
missing as well."

He joined the search, too anxious to wait for news. The search brought
out two wor three of the missing colonists, all showing signs of ill-treatment.
Then Spock opened a door, and walked into the torture chamber. His lips
tightened in distaste.

He returned to the upper hall where Sulu guarded Zartan in +time to meet
the first of the men reporting back. All the dungeons had been searched. A&ll
the surviving prisoners - some of them Zartan's own pesople -~ had been released.
Therc was no sign of their missing landing party.

Spock furned to Zartan. "Some of our men are missing. What happened
to them?"

"They were killed when I found them trespassing on my land."

"Their leader. He alone wore clothes of a different colour - the
colour this man is wearing." He indicated Sulu. "Was he killed too?" Spock's
voice was bleak.

Zartan sneered. "He refused to obey me. He was flogged."

"Anden

"He died." Zarten sounded pleased. Tor the first time, ke smiled - a
gloating, unpleasant smile.




"His body?"
"Fed to my hounds."

Spock felt an atavistic surge of rage. He fought it, aware that it
was pointless bheing angry with a man who was obeying the mores of his own
culture, knowing that his fury was directed less at the man's cruelty than
at his callous gloating. He wag glad that he could tell them Kirk was dead,
his body fed to a pack of Dryad hounds. Spock tried telling himself that
this gloating was also a facet of the cultures but his telepathic nmind,
sharpened by his emotlon, caught a flash of triumph from the native's. This
was no cultural reaction! It was the spite of a gadistic egoist seeking
revenge for his defeat. ‘

Spock deliberately relaxsd his control, let his rage mount,.

"Mr., Sulu," he said, and the cold viciousness in his voice made the
Oriental look sharply at him. "Pake - this ~ " he indicated Zartan " - to
the torture chamber two levels below here. Lash him up for a flogging.'

Sulu realised that this was no time %to protest, and signed to his men.
Spock followed them.

As Zartan was lashed up, Spock stood looking over the whips. Sulu
crossed to him. M"Mr. Spock," he said. "You can't do this. Captain Kirk
wouldn't want it. It won't help ~ " He broke off, seeing it was hopeless.

"No, Mr. Sulu, it won't help," Spock said, his rage now channelled
though still intense. "Butb it wmight teach this - " he indicared Zartan
again, violently, " - not to gloat about it. That's encugh, Ir. Sulu," he
went on, as Sulu opened his mouth to argue, and the helmsman retreated
unhappily. It was not that he cared what happened to Zartans but he sus=
pected that Spock, once he regained contrel of his temper, would be bitterly
ashamed of his lapse, and he did care for his senior officer.

"Ready, sir," one of the security men reported.

Spock turned, picking up the heaviest whip. It was the one, had he
known, that Zartan had used on Kirk.

He raised 1t, Jjudging his distance.
A quiet voice sald from the door -
"Don'+%, Spock."

The Vulcan whirled. KXirk stood there, swaying, supported by two of
the men who had been searching the castle.

Spock stared at him for a long moment, herdly able to believe his ayes.
Then even as he sprang forward, Kirk's legs falled and he collapsed. The
Vulcan was just in time to catch him. He lowered Kirk gently to the ground,
supporting him. Kirk, his face twisted with pain, leaned his head against
Spock!s shoulder.

"I knew you'd come," he whispered, then coughed ~ 2 hoarse, racking

cough.
Spock reached for his communicator.

"Spock to Hnterprise... We've got the Captain. I'm beaming up with
him now. Have Dr., McCoy standing by in the transporter room... NMr. Sulu -
take over here." Sulu barely had time to acknowledge the order before his
genior officers shimmered out of sight. Then he turned to the men who had
found Kirk.

"here was he?" Not in one of the dungeons, that he knew.

"In a hell-hole on the lowest levels," he was told. "It was gheer
iluck that we found him, too. We were talking about old castles back on
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Earth, and thinking how alike the design was to them, when we realised that
maybe this place would have a pit on the lowest levels too. So we went back
down to look for one.”

"It was lucky you knew something about old castles," Sulu said. He
regarded his prisoner. '"Let's get him untied: we'll put him where he had
the Captain. That should hold him all right.”

* ¥ *

Kirk was consclous when they reached the Enterprise, but only just. He
materialised coughing dreadfully, and McCoy, hearing it, leaped forward. He
checked Kirk quickly. "No time to walt for a stretcher," he said., '"Help me
carry him." ‘

"I'1l teke him," Bpock said firmly. He swung Kirk up into his arms,
and followed McCoy., By the time Kirk had been lald on a bed in sickbay, he
was unconscious and breathing harshly and with considersble effort, and
coughing a great deal. ¥cCoy reached for a hypo, gave Kirk an injection;
then a second.

"His back," Spock said.

McCoy glanced at him, helped him to roll Kirk over, and drew in his
breath sharply as he saw the mess that was Kirk's back. Raw, suppurating
cuts, many oozing blood, many angrily inflamed, gaped up at him.

McCoy gave Kirk yet another injection, smeared ointment gently over
the maltreated back, then laid a piece of lint over it.

"He hasn't much chance," he said dully. "He's terribly weak.!
"What exactly is wrong?"

"Blood poisoning. Double pneumonia. A touch of pleurisy. A slight
degree of starvation. I don't think he's had any food since he was taken
prisoner. While it's only been sbout a week, the drain on his strengih has
been considerable, and the over all effect is much greater than if he'd been
physically sound.!

They looked at each other, thelr syes mirroring their worxy.

* R *

The slow hours passed. McCoy never left Kirk's side; Spock only to
check with Scotty that the Enterprise was all right and with Sulu and the
Governcr that matters on the surface were satisfactory.

"He's not responding to the drugs,! McCoy said at last.
"hy net?!

"How the hell do I know?" The spark of temper vanished as quickly as
it had appeared. "It's impossible to say for certain. The blood poisoning's
¢learing up, the pleurisy's not bad... it's the pneumonia. It's always
possible that this is a native bug that preduces symptoms sgimilar %o pneumonia
and not the illness we know.!

"Can you f£ind out?"

McCoy nodded. He went through to the lab, leaving Spock alone with-
Kirk. The Vulcan touched Kirk's face gently; shocked at the febrile heat in
the Human's skin, he drew his hand away again. McCoy came back gloomily.

"The colony haven't had any cases of anything like this,” he said. "And
they say that if it is a native bug, the matives won't have any curey they
have some limited surgical knowledge but no medical knowledge at all.!

* X %
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During the evening of the second day, the fever seemed to become worss.

YThig can't go on," McCoy said urhappily. "YEither the fever will break
soon or he'll die. Trouble is, he doesn't seem to be fighting any more. He
fought to remain alive in the dungeon, but when he saw you, and knew he was
safeves I don't know 1f he even remained conscious long enough to recogmise
me, but he'd know you'd get him to me as quickly as possible. He knew he
was safe; and he trusts us completely. BSo he's stopped fighting to =tay
alive. Oh, not deliberately ~ it's a subconscious thing, because he relies
on usg, trusts us... He's completely relaxed — too sompletely. Because if he
doesn't fight... BSpock - could you do anything with a mind meld? Persuade
him to siruggle?"

Slowly, Spock shook his head. "No," he gaid.

"Woutve done 1t hefore. Or don't you want him to survive? Do you see
yourself as the new Captain of the Enterprise, promoted for your success
here?" Even as he spoke he knew how reasonlsssly cruel he was being.

The atavistic mocd, never wholly dissipated, gripped Spoeck again., "I
he dies," he said, "I'11l go back down there and take Zartan to pleces with nmy
bare hands."

McCoy looked at him in amazement. He had never heard Spock spesk in
such a vicious tone. Some instinet - awareness of how unfalr his':last . words
had been —~ kept him from comment.

"Zartan?" he asked quietly.

"The man who held him prisoner. He told me Jim was dead... died under
his whip. I had him lashed up for a flogging, but Jim came and stopped me.
But if Jim dies after all... no-one will stop me.m

There was silence for a moment. Then Spock realised hovw completely he
had betrayed himself. Wooden~faced once more, he said stiffly,

MMou will, of course, inform me if there is any change in the Captain's
condition, Doctor. I wili he on the bridge." He headed for the door.

And then McCoy realised fully just what he had done. He had finally
broken Speck's control. Perhaps he had offended Spock beyond forgiveness.
But he had to try. With a rush, he reached the door before the Vulcan.

"Spocks.so I'm sorry. I didn't mean that. Humans... under siress,
Humans oftern hit out at whoever's nearest, it deossn't mean... " He looked
at Spock's face, and received no encouragement. Pride gtiffened his back.
"At least accept my assurance that what was saild will go no further, sir."
He turned, and walked stiff-legged towards his desk. Behind him he heard the
door slide open, then shut again.

He sat at his desk. "I should never have sgaid that," he said to the
unresponsive instruments. "I'm well-served if it has cost me Spock's
friendship."

A strangely gentle hand came down on his shoulder. He turned.
"Spockt!

"I know you didn't mean anything, Doctor," Spock told him quietly.
"It Jjust took me a moment... Now you know why Vulcans dare not permit them-
selves emotional release," he added wryly. "Our emotions -~ in particular,
our tempers — can still be violent.!

McCoy nodded. *I1 didn't think it was possible to make you so angry,"
he replied. "But what I said was unforgivable; I know you want him to live."

"There is a reason why I cannot meld with him, Doctor. If he was
conscious, even raving I could contact him. If he was uncongcious but not
raving, I could contact him. But unconscious and raving -~ no. I have not
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got sufficient telepathic strength to push through the delirium. If I were

a full-blooded Vulcan, perhaps then I could manage... but my Human blood
weakens my telepathic ability. If I were to try, I could be trapped in his
delirivm. I% is more... sensible to wait. DPerhaps as the illness progresses
and he ‘becomes weaker his raving will cease, and then I will be able to do
something."

MeCoy nodded. '"Yes, I understand," he said quietly.

They returned to the muttering, sweating figure on the bed, and stood
looking down at him helplessliy. .

"Spock," McCoy said.
"Yes, Doctor?!

"Sometimes... familiar voices will penetrate an unconscious mind. If,
instead of watching him in silence, we were to talk,.. "

"Wo must try."

S0 as they maintained their vigil, they talked. They talked theme
selves hoarse. Afterwards, neither of them was able tc remember what they -
spoke of - it wasn't important. ALl that mattered was they kept on talking.

Suddenly, McCoy became aware of silence from the bed. He broke off in
mid-sentence, automatically looking up at the diagnestic pansl. The readings
had levelled off ~ low, but steady.

"TIs he...?" Spock began.

"He should be all right,'" McCoy replied. "He's weak, but he's sleeping
normally.! : :

LA B 3

Kirk slept for some hours, and as he slept the readings gradually rose
to more normal levels. Afier a while, Spock persuaded McCoy to rest too,
promising to wake him 1f the readings began to slip downwards again, and
continued to watch alone. He could relax too, now, not gquite meditating buit
allowing his mind to fill with a guiet content that he found strangely rest-
ful, although he had never been able to undersiand why, knowing only that it
was a by-product of his friendship with this one Human who lay there so still.

At last Kirk stirred, and tried to raise his head. Spock held him down.
"Rest, Jim." '

"I'm all right -~ just tired,” Kirk said. He still sounded sleepy. But
he made no further attempt to sit up, it seemed to satisfy him that Spock
was there, :

The Vulcan moved to the next bed, and shook McCoy awske. The surgeon
glanced over at Xirk, and sat up at once, studying the panel.

"ou'll do," he said cheerfully., "Iwenty-four hours, and you'll be
almogt as goed ag new." .

Kirk nodded. "Spock... "
 Megph

"Don't enswer this if you don't .want to... but why were you going to
flog Zartan?"

Spock hesitated. He and McCoy glanced at each other.

"Hven Vulcans get angry sometimes,” McCoy said lightly.

"He was gloating sbout having killed you," Spock said slowly.

"What T don't understand, though," McCoy put in, '"is why he didn't tell
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you the truth when he realised what you were going %o do."

"For all he knew, it was the ftruth," Kirk said. "I was certainly left
there to die.”

"io," Spock said. "The man was a sadist. We had besaten him. He wanted
revenge. When I asked him about you, it gave him a weapon he could use.
Mental cruelty, By threatening him, I was actually showing him how success—
ful his cruelty was. HBvery lash would have been a triumph to him.!

McCoy stared at him in horror. "You could be right, Spock... but what
a warped way to think. What will happen to him now?!

"According to the customs of the planet, the Governor told me, we — that
is, the Federation - have the right to take over his lands; a defeated
aggressor has no rights. However, there is the treaty that specified that we
would not txy to taks over-the natives! land. He suggested that we make it
clear that we hold to the treaty, and give the land back to Zartan's oldest
son. Zartan himself... I believe we should simply release Zartan, to live
on the charity of his son. It would be the most severe punishment we could
inflictY

"You mean by humiliating him?" McCoy said. "Because it would show that
we don't consider him a serious enough danger to... 1o execute?"

"Precisely, Doctor."

Kirk nodded. "I think that you're right, Spock; and it would be an
object lesson to the others, tooy +the Federation is sc confident of its
strength that it can afford to leave potential enemies alive. See to it,
will yout"

"Yes, Captain."

Kitk yawned, and closed his eyes. His friends locked at each other
once more.

"He'll be all right, Spock," McCoy said.

"In that case, I will go and carry out my orders. I will be in my
quarters if 1 am needed,"

McCoy watched the Vulcan stride out, and then he too yawned. In spite
of his sleep, he was still tired. He returned toc the bed he had so recently
left, and closed his eyes again. 4 moment later, a quiet snore disturbed
the sllence.
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SCOTT ~ A MAN OF METTLE by Helen Sneddon

Montgomery Scott was a real despot

When it came to running the ship,

Sniffing brandy bungs with his iron lungs

And shooting lead from his hip.

He would mesmerise his steely eyes

On the swell of his copper pot

And with real brass neck would watch Star Trek
- And be riveted to the spot.

He tried to drum up some platinum

In a manner less than deft,

Got a bit intense and short of cents
When he hadn't a nickel lef%,

He made a play for a rise in pay

And was positively turned down flat,

For eating jujubes in the Jeffries Tubes,
~ And you can't zinc lower than that.
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TAST DAYS by Wendy Miller

PART ONE

'Buch a pity that this is all doomed." Xirk surveyed the beauty of
Terrana Six, +he cool, friendly forest which stretched away to the distant
range of golden mountaing. There was & lake, still and deep as a peari, ref-
lecting the red light of the huge sun which hung low in the sky.

"There's nothing we can do about it," MoCoy said, busying himself with
his tricorder. He was not blind to the beauty of the sixth planet of the
great star Terranus. But he was more interested in the star itself, the greal
red sun which would soon explode into =z gisnt nova. When that happened the
world on which they were camped would be burned up like a feather in the fire.
The Enterprise had been ordered to study, at close quarters, what happened to
a star in the last few days of its life.

They had chosen the sixth planet because it was the nearest one to the
star thet would still sustain life.

"Where's Spock?! McCoy said suddenly. "I don't remember seceing him for
a while.M

L

"T think he's studying our equiné friends again.h.

The doctor frowned. "You kaow, Jim, it's unusual for Spock to get so
attached to anything - I didn't know he had it in him. I just can't under-
stand it."

"I+ must be because they're so like 0ld Farth horses. I think they pose
more of & scientific problem to Spock than an emotional one. 1 can hardly
believe it myself that a planet billions of light years away from Barth could've
evolved a life form so similar to one of ocur own.!

"It does make you wonder,' MeCoy agreed. "Bui, unfortunately, we don't
have the time for Spock to study them further." He pointed upwords, indicating
the large sun. "When that sun goes nova in a few days' time, this planet will
he burned to a crisp and all the 'horses' with it."

* K%

The creatures did look like real horses. Opock was watching a small herd
of them from a grassy bank overlocking a canyon, not far away from his friends.

There were mares and a few colts, cach grazing on the lusédaqus blue-green
grasg which carpeted the canyon floor. One of the more wventuresome of the colis
had clinmbed on to a terrace not thirty yards from where the science officer lay,
where a patch of young, clover-~type growth afforded a tewpbing morsel.

Cauticusly, the Enterprise wan got to his feet and approached the young
animal, his palms extended upwards in front of him. The colt was so engrossed
in his grazing that he failed to see Spock coming towsrds him.

Spock was an arms-length away Ffrom him when his foot slipped on a stone
and he jerked forward clumsily. This sudden movement atiracted the attention
of the colt who flung up his head and gazed at the Science Officer with head
held high.

Spock half expected the small creature to run, but it did not. Instead,
after staring at him for a long moment, trembling a little, it shook its mone
and carefully approached him. Spock held very still while the small creaturs
sniffed his hands, then gently he dropped to his knees and stroked the glossy
neck.

"Remarkable," muttered the Science Officer to himself as the colt nudged
his arm affectionately. He noticed that in fact the small creature had two
coats, rather like a bird's down and its outer.covering of coarser fibres.
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The colt's outer coat was a fiery
silver, while the inner was jet black,

Both man and horse were so amazed
at this newfound friendship that
neither of them noticed the four large
winged shadows which slowly swept over
the canyon and finally brushed the
terrace. What occurred next badly
startled them both,.

The four winged, faintly ape-like
‘men! came gliding down on a sbtrong
ourrent of sir. They passed low over
Spock's head before sailing down the
terrace. There was, at that moment,

a startling interplay of sunlight and
ghadow ag a wigp of cloud drifted past
the doomed sun. OCther drifts of vap-
our foliowed; and so intermittent
were they that it was difficult for
Spock, flattened into the ground, to
determine at first which were cloud
shadows and which were those of the
bird ‘men'.

The colt however waz in no doubit.
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After his first glide over the
terrage one creature gave a gruff bark
like that of a dog and turned back in
to the alr gtreams. It was that call
which excited the others, and in a
' el matter of seconds a concerted attack

P G was made at the defenceless foal.

g The poor creature's tortured
scraams tore at SBpock's brain as he
made a dash for the shelter of a large slab of rock which jutted out sharply
from a small rise. Once in safety he grabbed for his phaser - meaning to drive
the four inhuman assasging away - but the action was futile. He noticed the
small metallic glint of something on the ground where he had been lying a mom-
ent before and realised the weapon must have fallen from his belt as he made
for the shelter.

He made as if to go for it, but one of the creatures had seen him, and
leaving its companions to finish off the foal, it dived for him, its talons
dripping bright erimson. Spock flung himself back under the overhang, but noi
bvefore the creature's talons had forn a deep gash in his shouldex.

With a gasp of pain he reached for his communicator. "Spock... to Captain
Kirk. Acknowledge... Acknowledgs... " All that answered him was a blast of
static. He adjusted a minute control on the instrument's voice panel and spoke
again., "This is Spock., T am under attack. Acknowledge!V

His attacker gave another gutteral squawk and came at him again, its
talons outstretched, its lips drawn back over savagely pointed fangs. The
creature's face was foamed like that of a hydrophobic animal. Its glide over
the terrace wall was one of restrained power, coupled with deadly intent to
drive its prey from the security of the overhang under which it was sheliering.

Fortunately for Spock, the creature, now joined by its companlons, had
difficulty in reaching bhim. Whilst the upper part of the wall shelved outwards,
the ground below sloped at an inward angle, with the result that he was fully
protected from any attempted assault from above. Moreover, the shelving wall
shut off the flow of alr currents and made it necessary for the creatures %o
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beat their wings clumsily to and fro.

They thus lost the impetus that had characterised their glide along the
adge of the terrace. They could only penetrate the acclivity for a short dis-
tance and then swing about to make another attempt.

Ag he watched them, thelr wings beating just a few feet from his face,
Spock gradually became aware that he was dizzy. Fumbling with his communicator
he spoke, almost frantically, into it. "This is Spock. Captain, come in please.
I am under attack! Repeat = L... '

The dizziness came agaln and with i1t a knifing pain in his stomach which
made him retch and left him gasping, slumped azainst the rocky wall.

If he had but looked upwards at that moment he would have seen the creatures
hovering expectantly sbove him as if they knew, and expecied, what wasg about to
happen. The foal had been lucky, he had died too quickly to feel the pain of
the creatures' tearing talons and to know the agony of their venom. But Spock
knew it and 1t took all of his Vulcan heritage to keep him from crying out.in
pain as the poison tore through him ag swiftly as death iteelf.

He managed to keep upright as alternating waves of dizziness and violent
pain drifted over him. Gasping into his communicator, "Captain... please...
acknowledge... Jim!" Finally he gave an inarticulate cory and slumped forwards,
blackness engulfing him. Above, the creatures closed in.

Suddenly, a woman appeared out of thin air in fromt of the unconscious
Spock. She was tall, slim, dressed in a long robe which shimmered with red and
gold lights. She weas also exquisitely beautiful. At the sight of her the four
attackers, as if she were some sort of demon out of hell, gave a cry of terror
and flew off over the hilltop.

The girl looked around her, at the herd of horses balow who seemingly
hadn't known a thing about the drama that had occurred asbove them, a sadness
coming into her large eyes when she saw the bloody pool on the grassy ground a
Few feet in front of her.

"Poor Keras," she said softly. "ind so young."

Then, turning, she knelt to examine the First Officer; gently she ran a
hand over his forehead, disregarding the gtickiness which covered her fingers.

"L am sorry 1 could not allow you to spesk to your friends. But I wigh to
know you further. You interest me." Smiling, she stood and closed her eyes.
She and Spock vanished into a crimson haze.

* ¥ H

Meanwhile, back in the clearing, McCoy, Kirk and a security team were busy
loading their various instruments into the miniaturiver. This last was Scotty's
brainchild - a machine capable of reducing wmatter into its smallest form -~ and
Kirk, as yet unused o its function, was wwﬁchmng thelr portable compuier shrink
to thc size.of a box of wmatches.

"Pity we can't send the horses through this contraption, he mused. "We
could save the whole kit and caboodle.!

"Sure, but what kind of mess would they be in when you tried to integrate
then? MeCoy sald. "There wouldn'i be enough to f£ill a bucket. You can't mess
around with atoms of a living creature in thait way. Scobty's preliminary test
proved that. I lost God knows how mony mice and guinea pigs that way trying to
refine the process, but it's no good, it just won't work. 54111, it was a nice
thoue.. "

Kirk's raised hand stopped him in mid-sentence. "IListen!®

MoCoy strained his ears trying to catch the faint sound which his Captain
had heard. Only silence reached him. Then, suddenly, he heard the barking of
some wild animal and a high-pitched squealing coming faintly from the direction
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of the other side of the wood.
"What in heaven!s name is that?" he asked.

"I don't know, Bones," Kirk answered. '"But whatever it is, it's coming
from the direction of Spock's last position. Come on, let's find out!" He
turned to the four security guards who also listened intently, a puzzled frown
on each of their faces. "Carver, Malone. You come with us. Jennings, McKinmbo,
you stbay here and get the rest of the instruments packed and beamed back on
board. Tell Mr., Scott we may need to be beamed up ~ fast!!

&s the four men moved off the two remaining guards hurriedly stuffed the
remaining gear into the miniaturiser.

* K K

"Phasers on stun," whispered Kirk. They were erouched behind a large
thorn bush on the edge of the small hillock on which Spock had been positioned.
Bverything in the surrounding area was deathly still; even the chattering birds
had ceased thelr trilling - only the swall herd of Terrana horses showed there
wag still life on the planet. They were grazing peacefully enough in the can-
yon below thems every now and then a shrill whinny drifted up to the four men
ont the stili air.

A magnificent stallion stood on the very edge of the herd, his beautiful
proud head casting a watchful eye over his domain. His mane and tail were
silvery grey - almost white, but his coat was a blue so rich it scemed it must
have been stolen from heaven itself.

Carver, forgetting the situation for a brief moment, gave a .low’ whistle
and mudged Malone in the *ibs. "Isn't he something, Mike?"

"He sure is, almost too good to be... Hey, what's that?' His wandering
eyc had caught sight of a large patch of sticky redness on the grass in front
of them. "Captain, it looks like bleood! And there's no sign of Mr, Spock."

Striding out inte the clearing, dangers forgotten for a time, McCoy and
Kirk knelt at the side of the crimson mass. A skull, picked clean, the dead
caverns of its eye sockets sbtaring back at them, sat in the centre -~ a few long
silken silvery hairs were scattered around.

"Thisg is what we heard,” gaid Kirk, disgust in his wvoice. ”Someone's hed
a Darty n
& *

"But what could kill anything so quickly and leave so little, Captain?!
asked Malone.

"I don't know, Ensign. We don't know what kind of predators exist on this
planet — not all of them anyway - anything could've done [+, anything at all.
Starfleet records don't have much on this godforsaken place, the only survey
done wag fifteen years ago and even that wamn'd complete.!

"Wasn't complete?" McCoy agked. ~"“Whyd!

"Both the scientists on the mission and their crew were found dead by &
rescue party that was sent after them when they didn'+t send their monthly
report to the Scilence Centre on Vulcan. !

“ng did they die?" McCoy looked up from his tricorder readings.

"o-one knew. There wasn't much left of them when the rescue party found
thelr camp. And something had... had..." He shuddered. "Something had
chewed up their bodies into pulp.”

"Christ!" muttered McCoy, his face sick. "And now Spock's disappeared."

Kirk nodded, straightening and stretching aching muscles. "Carver, Malone.
Take a look round. BSee if there's any sign of Spock, but don't go far! And
keep your eyes oper for anything that's more belligerent than a flyi*
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The two security men moved off, phasers in hand. As McCoy stood up his
heel caught something and turning he saw a phaser almost hidden in the grass
behind him.

"Jim!" he almost yelled. "It's Spock's phaseri" He stoopetho pick up
the weapon and turned it over in his hand. "It isn't damaged - what's it doing
here? Spock wouldn't just throw it away!"

Kirk had spotted something under the overhang of a large, flat boulder.
Stopping when he recognised what it was, his face went deathly white. !"Bones."
It was hardly more than a whisper.

A sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, the Doctor ran over to stand
by his Captain. "It's his communicator," he said. "And there's blood on it -
plenty of it." He dropped to his knees and ran his tricorder over the small
instrument.

"Tt couldn't be an animal's?" Kirk was clutching at straws, and he knew
it. He expected McCoy's answer:

"No, Jim, it's not. Life on this planet is carbon based, same as Earth.
" This blood's copper based — and besides, who else do you know with green blood?"
He wasn't joking -~ his voice was gentle. "It's Spock's, Jim. T-negative."

"You're sure?!
"Yes, I'm sure."

Kirk closed his eyes, half hoping that when he opened them again he would
find that all this had been nothing more than a bad dream. But it was not so;
when he opened them the communicator was still in McCoy's hands.

Just at that moment the communicator beeped. Flipping it open he muttered,
"Kirk here." '

It was Carver. "Captain, we've found something." There was a queer tohe
to his voice that McCoy did not like.

"What is it?"

"I think you'd better see this for yourself, sir."

"fe!1l be right there. Where are youf"

"About five hundred metres to your right. Back in the woods."

_ It took a matter of seconds for Kirk and the Doctor to reach the.tWo
security men. "O0.K.," Kirk demanded. "What've you got?" Both men glanced at
Dr. McCoy. Suspecting the worst, he nodded.

"It's over here, sir," said Carver. "Behind that lanrge tree," He led them
over to what looked astonishingly like an oak tree, its trunk gnarled and
crooked, and gestured behind it. "There, :sir."

Kirk walked round the trunk, and Doctor on his heels. What he saw over
Kirk's shoulder turnéd his stomach. There, on a patch of bare ecarth, lay Spock's
blue tunic - or at least, half of it. It was torn to ribbons, and, worst of
all, it was drenched in his blood.

Kirk leaned heavily on the tree, his hands over his face.

"This dammed planet," muttercd McCoy heavily, laying a hand on Kirk's
shoulder. "This damned murderous planet!!

* ¥ ¥

He was drifting up through a maze of images and drifting coloursj movement
wag not his, but he could feel a gentle softness about him which warmed his
cold flesh. There were voices, distant and hazy - he could not understand
their words, but they were calling him, that he knew. One voice, soft and
feminine, came suddenly clear.
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"Spock!" it gaid. '"Do you hear me?!

He was too tired to answer, but the voice was insistent and came again.
"Spock! Do you hear me?"

He managed a slight nod.

"Listen to me. Listen and know... TYou are safe, safe with us. There is
nothing to fear. You befrienfed one of our kind, therefore you are one with
us. Awaken. Spock, open your eyes. See usi!

He could not disobey that command. Slowly, with heavy lids, he opened his
eyes slowlys green light shocked his pupils, then a shadow fell across him and
he was able to open them properly. He was locking inte gentle brown eyes,
liguid like a doe's, topped by dark sweeping lashes and wreathed by a shining
nmass of ebony hair.

She was beautiful, like = breath of spring. He smiled and her eyes spark—
led like gems. Shocked, he assumed his normal impassive expression and the
doe eyes frowned. "Why are you so ashamed of a smile?" she asgked.

"It is not - my way," he said in an unsure voice.

"T de not understand." BShe stood up, and for the firgt.time he noticed his
surroundings. He was lying on a pallet, soft with animal sking, in the centre
of a large arena-liike room. Overhead, a green, circular light shone with lustre
and his awskener was pacing the ground by the side of him. He was dressed, not
in his own uniform, but in some sori of white coverall. He wondered what had
happened .

"Your clothes were damaged by the creatures who attacked you," she said.
"So I disposed of them. They weren't very pretiy, anyway.!

Spock frowped and testily pushed himself up on one elbow to face her. He
wag still dizzy, but nc matter - it would pass. That, scmshow, he knew. He
also knew now that he was in a c¢ave, not a room, and that the shining light
came from the sun cascading down through a net of long grass fifty metres above
them. The girl wag spesking.

"ihy do you say 'it is not your way'?" she asked. "Is it not every creat-
ure's way to be happy?!

"Not for wy people," he answered. "Hundreds of years ago, our planet
faced destruction because of base emoticns - hatred, envy, greed... "

"Love?"! She came and sat by hig side.

"es, that too. We found it a better way to shut out emotions and so make
a peaceful life for all.! '

"I do not think I care for your way - Spock."

He swung his legs off the edge of the pallet, careful not to kick her, and
tested his weight. He was amazed $o find his legs worked surprisingly well.
"How do you know my nome?!

She gave him a smils. "While you were sick we shared many things."
"Have I been ill long? I don't seem {0 recall...

"Ten of your days. You suffered from a loohn-ta wound. We thought you
would die «~ you lost a lot of bloodsy but my father saved you. He would noi
permit you to diett

"Your father? I would like to thank him. But tell me, where are we?"

She got up and took him by the arm, leading him to the cave entrance.
Pushing aside a curtain of vines she gestured outside.

"Sée, our land. Torie, the land of freedomi”

The view was breathtaking. The cave was set in a mountainside that swept




20

down to a crystal clear lske. The huge red sun hanging low in the Bagtern

sky cast 2 crimson ribbon over its surface. Round i4s edges were trees of
every description, seemingly from all the planets in the universe, and seemingly
too of all the colours of God's creaticn ~ lemon, azure, gold, violet, emerald
green and other subtler shades for which no name has ever been found. And most
wonderful of all were the pecple who sbounded there. They were all young,
healthy and lsughing and each had the same dark hair and shining eyes as his
companion. ‘

Spock wag aware of the girl swiling up at him, then blue and black part-
“icles spun before him. There was a sense of darkness, of impossible distances
and unimaginable speed. And then, slowly, a figure took -shape. A man, thoughi
Spock, one of extreme wisdom.

He was tall, as tall as Spock, wide shouldered and confident. Not much
older than I, thought Spock, and this was strange too, for the man's eyes were
heavy with the knowledge and experience of great age. His eyes also spoke of
great powexr, ‘

"Welcome %o Torie, Commander Spock,! he said. "I am Usan,"

Spock began to recover from his bewildered stupefaction and put hig hand
to his head. There had beon the attack of the bird '‘men', a blow. That was
it. A econcussion, now hallucination.

The wanr shook his head, "No, Commander. This is all real. Uy people's
existence won't be suspected by your race or your frients for a hundred of
your life times. Perhape never.!

"Te ran a computer check on this world and all the others in this sector.
Not one revealed an intelligent life form.!

""We can camouflage our existence from your archalc sensors.M

Archaic, thought Spock. He thinks we're backward.

"Ag you are," said Uaan. "And I should not toy with you. Behold our
city!!" He waved, and a dazzling panoramic view of a city engulfed the Science
Officer. It could be nothing else. Human, undoubtedly, made for people. 3But
how could people make suck things? Dazzling shapes, irridescent under a calm
and brilliantly corimson sky, but shapes which changed with every moment.
Colours, spangling and shifting like living things, and then turning back into
more shapes as tiny hovereraft darted amongst them, o hang and then become
absorbed. '

Spock knew without question that he was looking a billion years into the
future of every race in every universe. BEven as he thought to ask the dazed
guestions which spraong into his mind, the city became part of a shifting, more
subtle panorama. Usan's face shimmered into his vision and the landscape once
more sprang into being arcund him.

He locked past the man. Crimson was the predominant hue of Torie. Crim—
gon sky and a crimson sun that hung darkly over the shimmering lake. Something
clicked in his brain. The sun - of course - it was to go nova in a few dgys!
time!

"We are in no danger, my son." Spock looked at the man who called himself
Usan. Telepathic. "Try to adjust, Spock. It iz true. I do read your thoughis
and I brought you here."

"y father carried you here when you were dying from the loohn-ta wound.
It was he who saved your life."

"Hush, Leonie!" said Usan sharply. "Our guest will $hink we require thanks."

Leonie. 5o that was her name, thought Spock. Besutiful. Be saw the girl's
father give him an amused glance. '

"I do thank you," he said. "Very much. But %ell me, where are my friendst"
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"They believe you are dead. They have returned to your vessel. But do
not concern yourself, we will inform them of your safety - for the moment, my
daughter wishes to show you our hospitality. Rest a while. I will speal with
you later., There are many things to talk of."

The Torian vanished. One moment he was there, the next he was gones.
Leonie took Spock's arm and led him smiling into the cave. She took him
almost to the back, then, passing her hand over hidden circuits in the rock
face, she brought him tc a halt. Vith a grinding noise, slowly the huge slab
digappesred ihto one wall. The light which then filled the cave was dazzling.
When Spock's eyes had become used to the glare he saw before him a long,
sweeping ramp, leading down into the very city he had seen through Uaan's
powerful mind, into the vexy heart of the mountain itself.

In that moment all thoughts of his friends and the planetls approaching
doom left him and the beautiful sight before him filled his mind. He allowed
Leonie to lead him down the ramp into the subterrancan city of Torie, and the
rock door ground shut behind them. Once more the cave was plunged into darkness.

¥ ¥ W
PART TWO

Bpock knew what it was like tc be happy. The hours - dsys? passed in a
slow and dazzling proceseion, each minute bringing its own new wonder. Leonie
was by his side az he explored Torie.

"Spock, seec - we project our image of the city and when we find a new way
of expressing ourselves we can alter it. You could learn, Spock. You have
the intelligence and you can develop the skills."

It seemed to Spock that he was travelling through a veil of crimson uist.
Tractor beams took him high up above the city and its glorious towers. Below,
he could see its people casually wandering through flowering gardens. Every
now and then one of them would drift away from his friends to soar through the
erimson air on his own private dream.

"It is a world of dreams," said Spock. "It has the texture of reality,
but it 1s temious. It changes so quickly ~ shape, colour, guality! I see it
and then can't take in the shapes. I can't imagine how I could begin to
create anything so beautiful.h

"If you stayed with me you would have time to learn! We don't have your
brief span of life, Spock. Why, my Lather has lived for over five of your
cenfuries and he is still a young wman. We have a dogen of your life~times
ahead of us. And fthe stars too! I can show you how to fly far out beyond any
Galaxy you know -~ take you to universes wherc life ls stlll being created.
Only say you'll stay!V

"That of my friends aboard the Enterpriget!

"They would understand, they would not deny you the happiness which is
every oreature's right.M

Spock felt the girl's love wash through him like a tide. It filled him
with a warmth he had never known before.

"I have to believe you,'" he said. "I have to believe that this is truc.
I know that I have your love, Leonie, and I hope you will understand when I say
I cannot return it."

For a moment a sad smile came across her beaubtiful face. fThen suddenly
she said, "Come, Commander Spock, let me show you to your quarters. There is
food ready. Bverything is as you would wish."

He followed her. A floor swimming with mosaics led to a haszy, glowing
ghape. As they approached,; the shape took on sgolidity. And then 1t was an
gxact replica of his own quarters on the Enterprise. The table was laid for one.
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"our powers are truly remarksble," he told her as he walked round,
fingering the oriental-like ornaments. "I wish I had more time to study them."

"You could, if you wished," she reminded him.

"T can no more stay here than you, Lecnie, could come back with me to the
Enterprise.t

"IY1l come!" BShe grasped his arms, and detaching himself gently, Spock
said,

"No. It would be the worst kind of imprisomment for you. However much
you cared for me the day would soon come when your mind rangsd into regions
where our narrow intellects could not follow, and you would be alone. I am
bound to my people -~ you must not be.M

"Leonie was weeping. Spock took a step towards her. Her desp, dark eyes
were awash with misery. He reached out and ran a hand down her cheek., The
skin was warm and soft. He looked beyond her through the open door. Torie
had changeds +the towers were rounder, softer now. In that moment Spock had
a brief insight into the ways in which it was possible 4o dream such things.
He could learn, that he knew.

"Daughter!" said an authoritative voice. Uaan was there, subdued and
watching them with a worried wxpresssion. "You shouldn't speak to the Commander
so. He must return to his friends, you know that. When our time comes he must
go or we will not be able %o save him.V

"I know, father. It's just that Tees Ie.. "

"I read what is in your mind, child, and I am sorry. But as Spock has
told you, it cannot bei

Spock looked at her sadly, then turnivg to Uaan he said, "Sir, there are
a few questions I would like to ask about your city, if I may."

MCertainly,”" the Torian said. "But please, eat your food."

As Spock end Uaan sat down, Leonie, in a flood of tears, vanished into
a soft crimson mist.

oM X

Kirk shifted uneasily in his command chair, trying desperately to relax,
but its designers had not intended it to be comfortable. The effort was
worthless. Flicking a swiich on the console and setting the dial for crosse
room pickup, he stood up and walked round the bridge.

"Captain's Log stardate 5549.1. Four search parties are still
searching the planet for my First Officer. If is unlikely however
that thers will be a ¥Mr. Spock to find. We have roceived reports
of large, flying mammalian creatures existing on Terrana, which seem
to be totally without intelligence and kill cruelly without reason.
The gearch parties have seen what they can do %o a Human body as we
have lost fnsign Malone to them. I am therefore giving all parties
ancther twenty-four hours to complete the search before I am forced
tc order them back on beard. Terxranus is due to nova in two days.”

He punched the 'off' bhulton and turned to Uhura. "See that Starfleet
reveives that as soon as possible, Lieutenant.!

"Yos, sir. Shall I code it?" He shrugged, heading for the door.

"You needn't bother, there's no-one to hear, I'll be down in sickbay if
I'm needed."

As he disappearsd through the door Sulu and Chekov exchanged worried
glances. Uhura sighed, "That sure isn't the Captain Kirk I know," she told
them. "He'd never have said that. WNever in a million years."




‘Bhe swung round in
her chair, and punching
Code Four she began to
trangmit the message.

Sickbay waza deserted,
Kirk found Scott, McCoy
and Chief Kyle plcking at
food at a table in the rec-
reation room. Getting a tray
himself he jJjoined +them.

"I'm a 1ittle sick,"
UeCoy said as he sat down.
"T still can't believe what
we saw on that planet. I
saw Malone's body reduced to
80 much mgh. I somebimes
wonder what I'm doing here.
For as much as I can do, with
all my technology, for some-
thing like that I might just as
well go back to stone knives
and bearsking!"™ He shoved his
plate away angrily.

"Take it easy, Bones,"
Kirk teld him in a quiet voice.
"There wasn't anything to be
done -~ not for Malone - not
for... " He stopped, unable to
contimie. Then Scotty said,

"Captain, do you think Mr.
Spock's alive down there? o
I burned out three scanners s
rurming checks on his
phager and communicator .
and every time I couldna' find a single thing wrong with them. I canna sece
why he didna' try %o contact you or the.Buterprise. It's a mystery, and that's
a fact. All I can guess is that someone, or something, didn't want him to."

o

!

Kirk did not answer his Engineer at first but arose, his meal yet
untouched, and walked over to the observation hatch. DPressing the operating
button he watched the metal shutters slide back to reveal the planet rotating
slowly below them. Somewhere down there, Spock's alive, I know he is, he
thought. He did not know how he knew - he just did, it was almost as if some-
one had told him. '

"Yes, I do think Spock's alive, Scotty," he said finally. V"He's some-—
where on Terrana and we've got to find him."

"That's 2 hell of a tall order, Jim," said McCoy. "That's one big planet
down there. Bven 1f we knew where he is — which we don't -~ it still might be
too late. He's wounded, how badly I can only guess. But he can't last mch
longer. Remermber, it'snearly eleven days now since he disappeared.!

"If only we knew for certain," muttered Chief Kyle.
"Captain James Kirk?"

At the sound of the strange voice the four Enterprise men whirled.
Standing in the doorway was a robed man of indiscernable ages He had the air
of a person of great wisdom and knowledge. The air around him seemed to
shimmer constantly with a crimson aura.

"Who are yout! asked Kirk, on a level with the stranger almost before the
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question was out of his mouth. "And how 4id you got on my ship?!

The man raised a hand. "Do not be-concerned, Captain. I am here, that
is obvious ~ it should be enough.!

"Did you beam up?' The Captain realised the stupidity of the question
only afterhgtd said its; if the stranger had beamed up, he would have been
gtopped by the transporter room guards. Unless... "What have you done to
my men?t"

"They are unharmed, Captain, and I have no use for your transporter
mechanism. I have my own methods,"

"And what are they, may I agk?®

"Captain, please! I came here to give you a message concerning your
friend Mr. Spock. Do you wish to hear?!

Kirk was dumbfounded. At the Captain's silence the sitrangsr conitinued,
"Your friend is safe with wmy people.”

"Is he hurt?"

"He was, but he 1s well now. He is a guest of my daughter's and will be
returned to you shortly."

Kirk felt an overwhelming sense of rellef, which was echoed fervently by
his three friends. "Thank you, er... "

"aan," said the man. "Citizen of Torie."
"Tou mean there's a city down there?!

"fes, You are wondering how your instrumcnts falled to detect 1t? We
have shields to protect it from prying syes.m

Kirk nodded dumbly. "We must get your people off right away, Usan. They
are in terrible danger. Your sun... "

"Is going nova," Uaan finished.

"ou knew?"

HOf course. We have known for many of your months.”

"Then in heaven's name why are you still here?" demanded HcCoy.
"We are in no danger, Doctor. When the time comes, we are ready."
Kirk couldn't help wondering what he meant by that.

"ie have powers beyond your dreams, Captain. No harm will come to us,
believe me. And yes, we do possesa telepathy - zmong other accomplishments.n

Nothing like blowing your own trumpet, thought MceCoy, Uazn gave him an
amused glance.

Isn't it a Buman right to do so, Doctor?!
Kirk smiled. "When will you return Spock to us?"

In front of the Captain's amszed eyes the man Uasan slowly disgsolved into
mist. "Soon," came his echoing voice. "Soon." The four Enterprise men were
left to stare at an empty space.

"I saw it but I dinna believe it," said Scotty in an amazed voice, shaking
his head. "Just like a spook!M

"He is a teleporter also, it seems,' McCoy told him.

"I wender what 3pock's doing," said Kirk., "And exacily where he is.m
Puzzled, he sat down hard in a chair,

* ¥ %
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Leonie was leaning back against a downy cushion in the room she had
brought into being, its milky colour reflecting that of her face. Spock,
sitting very erect, was saying,

"Yes, we Vulcans pride ourselves on our logic.!

"slso on complete control of your emotions?" she asked.
"Emotions only interfere with logic," he told her firmly.
"Is that why you teke a mate only once in seven years?"

"The mating cycle is biological. A% that time the mating drive outweighs
all other motivation.m

Leonie moved her head from the pillow and rested it against his shoulder.
He looked down at the silkiness of the ebony mass, its fragrance in his head,
and their eyes met. '"Con nothing disturb this cycle?"

The Vulcan logician cleared his throat. "Exceptlional feminine beauty is
always - disturbing."

"Vulcan eyes seem to be very disturbing too," she whispered. Just as she
was about to kisg his chesk there came o resounding explosion, which shock the
air, and seemed to come from all directions at once. Spock sgprang from the
couch and ran for the door.

Outside, the Torian people were standing stone still, each wondering
about the scource of the sound.

"The time is nearly upon us," said Uaan's voice. "It iz writien in the
ancient texts that it would be heralded by a great noise.n

Spock turned to seec the Torian standing by his daughter, an arm about
her waist. She was clearly frightened, but her father was calm, unafraid.
"The sunt™ asked Spock. :

"fes. It will soon be time for us to leave this world. The sky begins
to grow dark and the wild creatures are gone."

"Gone? Gone where?!

"To their new home, as we must alsoc." He started to herd his daughter
towards the door. BSpock stepped outaide and watched +them walk into the street.
Uaan at once released Leonie and closed his eyes, standing with arms held high.

In the Science Officer's head a voice was saying, *My people! Listen to
me.  Qu¥ time has come., We must leave our homes and find the new world which
is promised to us. Go quickly and do what you mugst. Peace go with you.*

- He turned back to Spock and spoke. M"You must return to your people.”
"Tell me, where is your new world to be?!

"Somewhere that men will never find. In another universe. We will tele-
port ourselves there as have the wild creatures.!

"Even the animals have power®"
"Some, but 21l have the ability to reach our new home."

Spock couldn't imagine anything he'd ever heard as being so unbelievable.
Lower life forms possessing ESP.

"Tou are puzzled, Commander? Let me explain — come with me and I will
ghow you the secrets of my people.”

He waved an arm. Spock's vision blurred. When it cleared again he was
standing on the very same hillside where he had been attacked. It was darker
now, though, and the wind blew in sharp gusts sending dust into his eyes. He
could feel the ground shivering under his feet., He loocked around for Uaan and
Leonie. They were not there. But below him, in the canyon, were a pair of
the horse-liks creatures grazing on the lush grass - strangs, he thought, all
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the creatures are supposed to have gone. Apart from them, there wasn't a sign
of life; not even a bird disturbed the trees to one side of him.

Higan!i! he yelled. "Where are you?"

"Here, Commender." The voice startled him. It came not from Human lips
but from those of the larger of the creatures below him., As he watched it,
it resolved itself into the familiar form of Uaan.

Spoclk slid down the slope, sending rocks tuwbling before him, to reach
the Torian. "You — I do not understand." He pointed to the beautiful golden-—
coloured mere which stood a little way behind Usan. "And that is Leonie?!

Uaan nodded. "Yes, it is she. You see, Commander, hundreds of your
esentaries ago there existed on this planet two races of peopley one peaceful
~ the other cruel, brutal. The violent race was always killing the other. So
our ancestors, not wishing to harm any life forwm, not even their encmles,
devised a means to end the killing. Over a period of many years they developed
the pawer of their minds till they were, as we are now, in total control of
their very existence. They decided that they should read the minds of the
Leanders - their foes - and to appear 1o become a creature they would not wish,
or would not dare, to kill. Something larger, more ficrce perhaps than them-
selves., Their method proved successful, so to protect themselves further they
decided that if ever aliens came to their world they should not see them but
creatures they would not wish to harm, as you did. The Leanders finally
destroyed thomselves.m

"But why did you reveal yourselves to me?'" Spock asked.

, "The small one you befriended and tried to protect was one of us. He was
young, only a child, and had not yet learned proper control over his powers -
he could not transform himself quickly enough to save himself. And even
though you too could not help him, it was obvious to us that we had been mis-
taken in our belief that all races other than our own were hostile. When you
were injured, we had to held you."

"There have been others before me. The survey pardty fifteen years ago -
they were killed."

‘ MThat inecident wag unfortunate, and gives us great pain. But we did not
know then what we know now. We were too afraid to help them overcome the
loohn~tas. We are sorry.!

Spock was about to reply when the ground shoolk violently and he was thrown
to the ground. He could feel the air rippling reound him like a living thing.

When a% last everything was still he got to his knecs and saw Leonie, in
Human foxm, row crumpled on the grassy floor. She was so still she might have
been dead, but Spock, hurrying to examine her, found that she breathed, though
shallowly. Her face was terribly white and her skin cold to the touch. Uaan,
standing helplessly nearby, looked at him with abject pleading in his eyes.

"Help hoer, please. She is dying."
Spock wag puzzled. "You can heal, Can't you do anything?"
"No, Commander, I carnct.!

Spock slipped his arme under the girl's unconscious form and gently lifted
her. "Take us %o the Enterprise," he told the Torian. '"Dr. McCoy may be able
to help her. But it is not logical that you can do nothing. You have shown me
some of the powers you possess. You healed me when I was dying, she told me."

"You are vastly different to us, Commander. Even with our powers we are
vulnerable ih many ways. Leonie was in the midst of transformaztion into Human
form when she fell. This is a process that must not be interrupted, else it is
fatal, And even we do not have the power to stop this degeneration once it
bagins.”



27

"Then quickly. Take us to the Enterprise."

Before Uaan could move, however, the air sparkled in fromi -of them,
coalesced and finally resolved itself into the forms of Kirk, HMcCoy and two
security guards.

Kirk smiled when he saw Spock, not seeing for a moment the dying girl.

"Spock!" burst out McCoy. "You pointy-sared freak, I ought to have
known nothing would've dared to... " He noticed the girl in Spock's arms,
and at the same moment Kirk did too.

"What's happened?” he asked.
iy daughter dies," said Usan. "Help her, please."

Quickly, after taking a brief look at the girl, the Doctor flicked
open his communicator.

"McCoy to Enterprise. Seven %o beam up. Medical emergency.”

¥ # ¥

"I gtill don't understand how you knew where I was," said Spock.. They
were in McCoy's office. Xirk, sitting at the desk, smiled.

"We were scanning the planet when we picked up life form readings -
yours and.the Parians'. We were just about 4o beam down anyway to come
looking for you. Uszan told us that he'd send you back soon, but we didn'st
know how soon that would be and we were getting worried.M

"Waan has been on the Enterprise before?!
"Wes, didn't he tell yout!

"He said he would let you know I was alive. But I didn't think he
would deliver the message perseonally."

The sickbay doors swished open and lcCoy appeared framed in them. He
looked drawn.

"How is she?" asked Kizk.
"She's dying, Jim," he said sadly.
"Do you know what it is?"

"Not exactly, but as far as I can make out it's a slow Sorb of degen-
eration process."

"Isn't there anything you can do?"

The Doctor shook his head helplessly. "Her brain is severcly affected
- beyond hope of reversal - Geod knows how she still manages to talks a
Human would be & vegetable by now. She must want to live very much, for
some reason.’

"Dogs her father know?!"

"Yes, he's with her now, but... " He turned toc the Science Officer.
"She wants to see you, Spock."

Quietly, without speaking, Spock walked into sickbay. Leonie's gasps

of pain hung in the air as he entered. He smoothed her blazing forsghesd.
Uaan stood by her bedside in a state of misery. The life #ndicator panel
readings above her were very low, but her weary eyes only gazed at Spock.

"T... am glad you are here. Is my time short?!

"Very short,” whispered Spock, an uncharacteristic quiver in his voice.
His mind was in a whirl. He should not be feeling like this - not such a
gsenge of loneliness and despair. And he feit something else too. Was this
what hiz friends called 'love'? Somehow, the idea didn't seem as rTepulsive
as it should.
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"I hoped to make you love me." She smiled wanly. "It... began like
this, didn't it. You and I. Except you were here... I'm glad you aren't
here now. We knew it could be, right from the start, didn't we - but there
Just wasn't enocugh time. I wish you could love meees Luas Y

She gasped under a spasm of pain. Then she lay 8till, expressionless.,
Suddenly, with a slight ory, she raised her armg to embrace him., The delicacy
that had giver her such grace in health now gave her too much fragility in
his arms. He willed her with all bhig might to recover.

"I am not afraid of death... I am not at all afraid," she murmured
goftly against his ghoulder. "It's only that now I wish I could be... with
Fouless Torevers.. "

She gave a gentle sigh. Her voice sank. Gently, Spock laid the beaut~
iful head on the pillow.

Kirk and McCoy, at the open doorway, exchanged glances as Spock bent
to kiss the dead face. Quietly, so quietly that no~one heard, he whispered,

"Porever would have been a long time. Leonie... I loved you.!

Usan, by his side, was saying, "My poor child, she always did reach
for the stars." BRlindly, he 1laid 2 hand on Spock's shoulder.

* X ¥

The ship was many hours away from the dead star, heading for its next
asgignment. The news of Spock's safety had now reached the ears of everyons
aboard and there was a general feeling of well-being in every member of the
Starship's crew —~ everyone, that is, except Spock...

"What will you do now, Usan?" asked Kirk. They were in the briefing
room. Spock, now back in uniform, was seated by the small video viewer
set at one side of the table, watching the stars flying past. Kirk and
Usan sat at the table itself deep in conversaition.

"L will find my people, Captain. It is where I belong, and we have
mach work ahead of us -~ bullding a new Torie.” '

T wish we could have had more time to learn about your civilisation,
Uaan. I would have liked +to have sesn your city."

Uaan stood up, nodding. "Your dir. Spock will no doubt tell you all
there ls to know - my daughter spent many hours showing him our world." He
turned 4o the Science Officer. "Remewber Torie, Commander,” he told him.
"In the days when you see a new gtar system for the first time, think of us.M

Spock did not look up.

"Goodbye, Captain - Mr. Spock. We shall not meet again." Usan's eyes
blazed,; the crimson haze engulfed him. Through it, the last Kirk saw of him
wag 2 hend raiged in a gesture of farewell.

Kirk thought of the hidden city, and then of Spock,

"Spock," he said gently. His friend looked up slowly. "I think I can
guess at some of what happened down there. But I won't ever mention it
unless you do first. Is that what you want?!

MWas," Spock said, in a veolice so sad that Kirk was shocked. Maybe tinme
would dim the image of the beautiful girl with the dark, doe eyes and gentle
manner ~ and Torie, the city of dreams. Maybe the daily routine and the
unremitting bustle of life on the Enterprise would help him forget.

He hoped so, without really believing it.

"There are a few things I want to ask you about the city itself," Kirk
gaid asg they headed for the corridor. But not yet. They'll keep. As long
as youlre with us." :
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Spock closed hig dark eyes. "I am,"he thought, all the way.

But the sadness persisted. That, and the ache of loneliness,
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A DARK AND IOWELY SPACE by Gillian Caichpole

They say the universe iz wide,

Its boundariss too far tc understand,

Its entirety beyond our simple mindsj

But the distance between the heart and wvoice,
That toc can zeem so vast,

4 lonely space where a man can hide himself away.

The words so logically spoken

bre ones he is allowed to say.

4 meaning precise for a measured effect,

An exactness where analysis is strictly correct,
An unbreakeble rule to state only the facts.
Working by his side I often think

How easy it is 4o become a fool,

To hear the voice and think it is the man.

Below this surface world of black and white,
The constant threat of changing hues,

The imprisconment of worrisd tones.

5o carefully buried down depths of dark,
That none may see and know +the truth.

To preserve his outward look of calm,

The mask adjusts concealing all behind,
Shutting out the light

I want so much to give.

Sometimes I sense distress,

So painful is the sight I camnot look his way.
Feelings that ache to be heard, rise up, engulf,
To form on lips that can make no sound,

So silently are swallowed down

To a place that's safe from curiocus eyes.

A dark and lonely space to hide away,

Where none can gsee his total shame.

There are no words, no simple touch,

To ease such personal suffering,

To share his silent agony,

For even as a friend,

I camnot reach the depths of apace.
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WHAT IS A ST}E‘.R? by ToGoZ-Cn

Lost in the vast lomensity of Space
4 solitary planet whirls around
The lonely star that spawned it.

No other sparks of life show nean,
And to a2 child living upon that world
The question is unanswerable -

What is a star?
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MISSION ACCOMPLISHED by Ginna La Croix

The furnishings told a great deal about the occupant. To the casual
observer they would appear strange, imposing, and uninviting. To the
educated, they would sugsest a certain culture, showing the influences
which shaped and guided it, the veiled walls, the flickering light at the
bottom of the guardian, the various articles about the room which suggested
a warlike race.

He was there. There was an unearthly stillness about this man watching
the flickering flame. It danced on his features, now highlighting a del-
icately pointed ear, now the dark hair finely sculpted 4o the shape of his
head, now the high, arched eyebrows over brown eyes that never once wavered
from the light that rose and fell in front of him. The greenish tons of
his skin was emphasized by the odd light. His absolute immobility only
added to the effect of his satanic appearance that many found so disturbing.

Commander Spock, Vulcan Firast Officer, Scisnce Officer of the U.S.S.
Enterprise, had heen motionless for many hours. It was the custom of his
people to meditate, an ald in following their philosophy of non-—emotion.
Tor Spock, who was also half-Buman, this meditation was a necesgsaxry part of
his existence. Human emotlon was not as easily controlled as Vulcan and he
needed these guiet moments to deal with the two conflicting nztures thai
often threatened to surface, unbidden and wnwanted. For, fight as he would
t0 present to the universe a belng who was the Vulcan ideal, time and again
these feelings would surface and betray the lnner man.

This wag one of these tiwmes - and again the cause was Capitain James T.
Kirk, commanding officer of the Enterprise, the one man in the universe to
whom Spock had made a deep, yet silent, cowmnitment.

* ¥ X

The cause of Spock's concern was also sitting motionless but for a mueh
different reason. Tousled brown hair and sleep-filled hazel eyes made him
appear young - too young to be the commander of a Starship. He was in
obvious pain. The broken ribs, only partially healed when he had been rel-
eased from Sickbay that morning, were making slesp almost impossible. In
his attempt to get comfortable, Kirk had banged his side on the edge of the
bed. Buddenly wide awake, he held his aching ribs until the pain subsided
and he could lie down again.

The giant Starship was silent, marnned by night persomnel. Kirk had
almost succeeded in falling ssleep when the intercom at the head of his bed
Tang.

"Kirk here.!
"Hessage coming in from Starbase 12, sir. Priority one."

"On my way. Contact ¥r. Spock, Dr. McCoy and Engineer Scott ~ have
them report to the bridge. Kirk out.”

Minutes later, Kirk arrived on the bridge. BSpock and Scotty were there
ahead of him. MeCoy was last fo arrive, grumbling about the ridlculous hour
and %rying %o pretend that he wasn't studying the Captain. He noted that
¥Kirk was still pale and there was an urnusual sagging to his shoulders, but
he didn't seem in distress.

"essage ready, sir.M
"Put it on visual, Lieutenant."

The image of Admiral Wicker appeared on the screen, his face drawn.
The situation was obviously an unpleasant one.
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"Captain Kirk, we have just received a message from the troop ship
Normandy. They have been attacked by the Haver fleet not far from the Haver
home planet. They have taken Admiral Peter West and left the Normandy
crippled. We have help on the way for the ship, but you're the closest help
for Admiral West. The arsa around the Haver home planet is gtill disputed
space g0 the Federation has mo clear legal grounds for the presence of a
Starship. If youl're involved in any fighting - you're on your own."

Kirk and Spock exchanged glances, each fully aware of the desnger that
could lie ahead. XKirk looked back at the screen, knowing that his face
reflected the grim lock that he saw there.

"We!'ll do our best, sir. Xirk out."

"Peter West," =zaid McCoy. "Wasn't he just elevated to Under-Secretary
of the Cabinet?"

"He was, Doctor," answered Spock. "I presume he was on his way to
Starfleet Headquarters to take up his new dutises.”

"Yes, well, obviously he didn't meke it," said Kirk. "Spock, what do
we know about the Haverg!

"Not much, Captain. They are a warlike, barbaric people. Their ships
are archaic by our standards, powersd by nuclear energy but posgessing
surprisingly sophisticated weaponry. They often stage ralds on Federation
outposts, choosing tc plunder and steal rather than to bargain for their
needs. Federation vessels that have encountered them report that they are
shrewd fighters and show no mercy."

"Great," said McCoy. "Por this I got out of bed?"

"I think we had better adjourn to the briefing room, gentlemen,! said
Kirk. "We need a plan - fast. WMr. Chekov, plot a course for Haver. Iir.
Sulu, Warp 6 as soon as possible." Loocking at his three senior officers,

he continued, "Shall we gof?!

* X% ¥

Kirk looked around the table. The situation was bad but he knew there
were no better qualified pecple to handle it than those sitting in this room.

"You know the situation, gentlemen. Opiniong?" As always, his first
glance was at Spock and, as he knew they would be, the Vulcan's dark eyes
wers looking directly at him. "Mr. Spock?"

"The Normendy ascertained that the Havers didn't tske Admiral West to
their home planet but to one of its satellites. They obviously expect some
attompt to rescue the Admiral - almost surely in the form of a Starship. I
would suggest sending the Enterprise {to Haver as a decoy and a shuttlecraft
to the satellite.m

"They wouldn't have a chance!" blurted Scotty. Spock raised an eye-
brow at the engineer's outburst but almost immedistely focused his attention
back on Kirk. The Captain had not reacted to Scotity's outburst but was
obviously turning Spock's suggestion over in his mind. Then he seemed to
come to a decision.

"Agreed, Spock. But the shuttlecraft crew will only have a slim chance
g0 we can't risk many people.' He looked arcund the table, then continued.
1I'11l tske the Columbug, Scotty and Bones will come with me. Spock, you'll
be in command here. The Havers will be expecting you -~ you'll have to be
careful. Stay long enough to let your presence be known, then get out.
We'll leave the locational beam open on the shuttlecraft so you can find us.
Hopefully, we'll be in orbit but, if anything goes wrong, you may have to
come to get us."
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Spock's expression f0ld Kirkthat his First Officer didn't agres with
his Captain's delegation of duties but he gave Spock no opportunity to argue.

"You have your assignments, gentlemen. Scotty, get the Columbus ready.
Welll leave as soon as possible.

The group broke up. Kirk picked up some charts and started to ileave,
then noticed that MoCoy was still sitting at the table, gentle and concerned
eyes quietly analysing Kirk.

"Jell, Doctoxr. What's troubling you!

MA+t the moment, the Captain of the Entervrise. Jim, you'wve been out of
Sickbay for what - fourteen hours? You were badly hurt in that rock foll on
Darien VII. If you remember, I alwost ordered a medical leave for you.
Captain, I am seriously oonsidering that leave to be ordered now."

"Bones," said Kirk gently. "I appreciate your concern, but we don't
have any commend pilots to spare on this mission, and we don't have time to
order up replacements. I promise I won'+t stand at the bottom of any cliffs.
Satisfied?!

"No, and I would get Spock to replace you except he was probably huri
worse than you. It never ceases to amaze me, whatever happens to you, he
always manages to be in the thick of it. Well," he rose wesrily, "I suppose
T can keep you patched “ogether long enough to find Admiral West. But,
please Jim, take 1t easyT?"

* ¥ R

Spock met them on the flight deck. "An additional message Just received
from Starfleet, Captain -~ coded and scrambled. Admiral West was carrying the
new defense plans for this entire sector of the Federation. Starfleet does
rpot think the Havers suspect this, but if they should manage to acquire those
plans... "

M,.. then we will be at war, Spock; a bloody, dirty war that could go
on for years." Kizk rubbed his eyes, trying to will away the tired, defeated
feeling that was plaguing him. A flecting hint of worry crossed Spock's face,
but when Kirk looked up, the Vulcan's mask was once agaln in place.

"411 right, Spock," he said reassuringly, "we'll get West. Take care of
yourself. Get the Bnterprise out of this in one piece."

"I gshall attempt %o do so, sir. I trust you will do the same."

Kirk lightly touched Spock's arm and turned for the shuttlecraft. Spock
watched the slightly limping stride, his worry increasing as the Captain
entered the small ship. Then he left quickly for the bridge. This affair
was going to be difficult, and it was going to get that way soon.

* % %

The shuttlecraft left the Enterprise and was soon approaching Haver—
shangt — one of three small satellite bodies in orbit around Haver. Kirk was
studying the sensor readout of the small sphere. The report didn't sound
very inviting - mountainous terrain and a frigid, windswept climate. There
secmed to be only one inhabited area on the surface. Few 1ife forms were
registered, but one of those wag distinctly humanoid.

T don'+t suppose anyone is expecting a shuttlecraft, but we had better
land under cover and go the rest of the way on foot," Kirk suggested. "ith
the mountaine for cover, it should be fairly casy to land undetected.”

"How far do we have +to walk, Jim?" said McCoy with a bit of concern
sourding in his veice.

"Shouldn't be too far, Bones. Therc's a sheltered arca not too far
from the settlement. Shouldn't be more than a mile or so."
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"That's good. I joined the service as a doctor; not a marathon specialist.!

Kirk smiled but made no comment, and missed the real reason for his friend's
grumbling. McCoy was worried, really worried. He knew his Captain wasn't up to
mich physical stress, and he had a feeling that a lot of trouble lay ahead of
them.

They landed in the sheltered dip that had shown clearly on the sensors.
Scotty handed out the phasers, HcCoy got his medical kit, and they left the
protection of the shuttlecraft. Kirk involuntarily coughed as the cold air
hit his lungs. The sudden intake of breath alerted MeCoy to the pain the
damaged riboage was still causing. Recovering quickly, Xirtk waved McCoy away
before the Doctor could get his medi-scanner out.

"I'm all right, Bones. Scotty, how far?!

Scotty was studying his tricorder. "Just over that ridge, Captain, about
one kilometer."

"Good. We'll approach under cover. Jon't do anything unless I give the
word. Let's go."

Ho guards sesmed to be posted near the small group of buildings. The
tricorder showed only one building to be opcupled. They approached it silently.
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Liocking in the window, Kirk saw four Haver guards. Further down, Scotty
discovered Admiral West in a smaller room. After a whispered conference, XKirk
waved Scotty around to a side entry and wotioned McCoy to come with him. They
burst into the room catching the guards by surprise. They were quickly dige
armed and Admiral West released from the adjoining room.

"Well, well," said West. "Jim Kirk! You are the last person I expected
to see here. Did you and that big ship of yours get lost and wander into
hostile territory?"

"Hot quite, sir," grinned Kirk., "I take it you are unharmed?" West
nodded. "And you still have... " '

"Yes, those have not been discovered, Jim, you can rest eagy."

Kirk turned to Scotty. "Take a quick look around, make sure there are
no other Havers. We'll meet you at the shuttlecraft." Scotty slipped out the
door. Kirk turned his attention back to West and HeCoy who were busy tying
the aliens. McCoy stood up to survey bhis handiwork.

"I4'11 be good to get back to the Enterprise, Captain," he sald. VHow do
you think Spock's doing?"

"Knowing Spock, Bones, he has things under control,"

* ¥ W

But Spock didn't have things at all under control. The Enterprise had
approached Haver cautiously, knowing that they wers expected. They were met
by a show of force which the ship handled without too much difficulty. Buf,
as they started to retreat, they were ambushed by three large warships and
only the Enterprise's superior sgpeed and weaponry had kept the fight even.

The BEnterprise was gradually forcing the otber ships back. Taking ad-
vantage of the situation, Spock ordered Chekov to plot a course back to the
satellite bodiss.

“I think we have spent enough time as a diversion. Nr. Sulu, I want
some distance between us and the Haver warships. Implement Warp B8."

As 8ulu moved to obey, there was a blinding flash and everyone on the
bridge was flung off their seat. The ship heaved with the strain of righting
herself from the combined phaser blasts of the enemy warshlps.

Spock shook hig head., His vision was blurred, the result of a sharp
connection with the bridge railing. Running his hand across his forehead, he
gaw it was covered with blood. Cautiously, he rose and looked around. All
personnel were returning to their stations except for Chekov, who was lying
motionless beside the navigation console. BSulu was fighting to get the
Enterprise under control. Spock hit the commnicator on the command chair.

"Sickbay, send a team to the bridge immediately.m

He quickly checked the navigator. Satisfied there was nothing he could
do, he attempted to contact Hngineering but there was no response.

"Lt. Harmon, get down to Engineering - find out what is going on."

Harmon limped hurriedly. into the turbo-lift, a nasty gash showing
through a tear in his trousers which he didn't notice in his concern to find
out what happened.

"ir. Spock," said Sulu, "I can't hold her. Something has happened to
the controls ~ and the Havers are coming at us again. We can't take ancther
combined blow like the lagt one. Our shields are completely down on the starw
board sgide." :

Spock slipped imbo Chekov's seat and checked the photon torpedoes - the
system seemed undamaged. Sulu counted down the seconds as the distance
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between the Havers and the Enterprise narrvowed. He glanced at Spock, his
normally cheerful face drawn with worry. The Vulcan had his eyes glued on
the viewing soreen, his slendser fingers poised — then they moved and the ship
shuddered as the torpedoes departed. A blinding sglare flashed on the screen.
Ag it cleared, two of the Haver wsxships were stopped in space, one listing
badly. The third had disappeared.

The medical team arrived on the bridge. Dr. M'Benga treated Spock's head
wound as the report came in on the almost total destruction of the Engineering
section., BSeconds later, Lt. Harmon made his eyewltness report from the site
of the disaster.

"It's & mess, sir. Half the panels are burned out. Impulse engines are
completely destroyed. We have warp drive, but instrumentation shows that the
power flow is uneven. I don't know how long it will take to repair.”

"Can we get enough power to navigate?"
"fetll do our best, siv. Harmon out."

"Chekov has a concusgion, Hr. Spock, but no other serious injury. Just
a matter of time now."

Spock nodded, his mind already miles away. They were stuck in space,
time length unknown %o repalr angines. Jim Kirk and the others should be
leaving Havershaengt. The Enterprise was going to be late for the rendeuvous.
If a Haver warship should intercept the shuttlecraft, the landing party had
little hope of survival. Spock decided to go to Engineering tec see exactly
what was going on.

As he walked through the corridors, repairs were in full swing. HNost
gections were in operational readiness, but he discovered that reports ccn-
cerning the Engineering section had not been exaggerated. He listenedwithout
comment to Lt. Harmon's assessment of the needed repairs. Scotty's assistant
knew his job well, and the Vulcan saw there was nothing he could do to help.
If he would admit to the feeling, he was frustrated when he left Engineering.
He could only imagine what was happening to the landing party - he had no idea
if they were successful in rescuing Admiral West, and no-one knew when the
Enterprise would be capable of returning to the satellite.

* ¥ *

hs West and MceCoy finished securing the Havers, Kirk walked over to the
door, ready to go out and join Scotty. As he opened it, the room exploded in
action.. He was driven back to the far wall by itwo men, the taller one
wielding a stout club. He hit Kirk viciously across his side, across the ribs
that had only just begun to knit together. Kirk staggered forward, only to
got hit again, and dropped to the floor with a quiet moan. West and MoCoy
had leaped forward instantly, only to be felled by a phaser blast.

* * ¥

NcCoy was hamily awSro.pf being shaken. He tried to openshis eyes and
wag surprised that he could. After a second, the room came into focus. Then
he staggered to his feet. It was Scotty who was doing the shaking.

"You all right, Scotty?"
"Aye, Doctor. No permanent damage."

McCoy turned to Kirk who was lying, unconscious, on the floor. Picking
up his medical kit, he quickly ran the scanner over Kirk's prone form. Scotty
gaw the frown and wisely asked no questions.

"Help me raise him up, Scotty," said McCoy.
"How is ha?t!

"Not good. He had three broken ribs. Those were reinjured, and two more
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along with them. Some internal bleeding ~ why he hasn't punctured a lung is
beyond me. He's got to stay absolutely still until we can get him back to the
Enterprise." As he spoke, he taped Kirk's ribs as tightly as he dared.

There was a quiet cough from the door, Looking up, McCoy and Scotty saw
the commanding officer of the Havers. He was very tall, long black hair pulled
back from kis face. His complexion was a light purple ~ narrow yellow eyes
gazed expressionlessly at Kirk lying on the floor. Lifting his eyes, he looked
around the room. The vacant expression on his face made McCoy shudder.

"Your Captain, he is not well?p"
"No, he's not," snapped McCoy. "He needs medical treatment immediately."

Kirk stirred and opened his eyes. The Haver commander looked at him
celdly and contimued, "I came to tell you that we have removed Admiral West
to a better location. Oh, yes,"” he sald as an afterthought, "your shuttle-
craft has been disabled, and, by now, your Starship has been destroyed...

"No, not the Enterprise...n

"Jim, don't get up!™ But MeCoy was too late. Kirk staggered to his feet
and was hit dmmediately by a phaser blast and crumpled to the floor. MNeCoy was
brought up short by the same phasger.

"ou are staying here," continued the Haver commander as though nothing
had happened. "There is no heat, no food — no way %o get off the planetoid.
You will die, slowly, painfully. Maybe it will teach the Federation to stay
out of Haver territory."

The hours dragged by. The three men huddled on the floor, trying to keep
warm. McCoy had checked Kirk and found that his fall had caused one of the
broken ribs to press against his left lung. The irritation was causing the
lung to £ill with fluid. Kirk drifted in and out of consciousness. They
tried to make him comfortable but there was little they could do. MeCoy
debated with himself on the risks of performing surgery where they were. He
didn't have the required equipment, no sterile conditions, no blood for trang-
fusions if they were necessary - but he knew he might have no choice.

Scotty got up and started walking in a vain attempt to get warm. Kirk
moved restlessiy.

"He's worse, isn't he Doctor. Cen't you do anything?"

All McCoy's psnt-up worry let loose. "If you think you're so smart, why
don't you try opening his chest in this filthy place - let in all sorts of
infection. Sure, I could set his ribs and almost surely kill him in the
process. Is that what you want?" '

Scotty went a dull red but didn't answer. McCoy was immediately sorry
for his outburst. "Scotty, L..."

"Forget it, Doctor. I had no right to say anything. I know you're
doing everything you can,"

McCoy walked over to the window, his frustration visible in his move~
ments. YHe's developing pneumonid, Scotty. I'1l probably have to drain that
Iung. That might give us a little more time." He hit his fist against the
window frame, debating on the best course of action.

As he hit the frame, Scotty saw the wood around the window give slightly.
Grabbing the table, the only article of furniture in thr room,; he smashed 1%
againgt the wall. McCoy stared at him in amazoment.

"Doctor," said Scotiy, "I think you have just shown us the way out." He
took the stout table leg and blow after blow hit the window frame. TFor a few
minutes, nothing happened, then there was & loud crash and Scotty hit it with
all his strength and his momentum sent both of his armg straight through the
sharp edges.
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McCoy was in immediate action. "Quick, Scotty," he ordered, seeing the
severed artery. "Clamp this on your arm." He worked quickly, but had a bit
of trouble keeping up with the blood flow. However, ten minutes later he fin-
ished sesling the last wound.

Scotty looked rusfully at his arm. "So much for my contribution," he said.

o permanent damage, Scotty," sald McCoy, "and it got us out of here."
He cleared the rest of the debris out of the broken window. "Stay with the
Captain," he said as he boosted himself through the opening. "Don'i let him
move around. I'm going to see what is golng on."

There was no sign of the Havers and none of the other buildings scemed
to contain anything useful. MeCoy ran to the shuttlecraft - if it wasn't
entirely destroyved, he could get the survival kits. A4+t least that would koep
them going for a while. As he clambered over the last of the boulders, ke
gtopped in his tracks. “There were people gathered at the shuttlecraft and -
thoge people were dressad in Starfleet uniforms. MeCoy gave a yell and thun-
dered down to the group. :

"You certainly took your sweet time to look in on us, Spock. We need the
Bnterprise badly."! Seeing Spock's rising eyebrow, he continued, "West was
heres we logt him. Jiwm's hurt. It's serious... "

Spock grabbed MeCoy hard by the arm, meking the doctor wince. "The
Captain — how ... !

"e wag badly beaten by the Havers, Spock. Broken ribs, internal bleed-
ing, and he's developing pneumonia. I've been able to kesp him comfortable,
but he's glipping. T've got to get him to Sickbay!?

Spock turned to the security guard standing beside him. "Have you been
able to contact the ship?" The young ensign shook his head. Bpock looked at
MeCoy. MThey must have run into gome problem to take them out of orbit.

McCoy frowned. "Well, we'd better get back to the Captain and Scotty."
He ducked into the shuttlecraft and came out with one of the survival kits. I
they couldn't get Kirk back to the Enterprise immediately, at least he could
keep him warm.

On their return, a phaser took carc of the locked doors. Although Spock
had been warned about the Captain's condition, it took all his Vulcan control
to keep his expression impassive. Xirk was very pale, his face and hair
drenched with sweat and his breathing exitremely laboured. DBut he was
conscloug.

"Spock.s. ' A painful spasm of coughing followed the word.

WJim, don't talk — we're taking you back to the Enterprise... " A warn-
ing shout from the other room sent Spock and McCoy xunning out into a melee of
Havers and Enterprise persomnel. MecCoy was flung to the floor. Spock put up
a tremendous struggle but was overpowered. As McCoy was hauled to his feet and
shovad over to where the landing party had been herded, he saw the Haver com—
mander being helped up.

"I nad heard of the strength of the Vulcans," he said, rubbing the back of
hig neck., "Up until now, I had not experienced it personally. My compliments,
gir. You are a worthy adversary."

Spock said nothing. After sizing him up, the Haver turned his express—
ionless eyes on the others. "So, once again we have the Federation. My
information appears correct, you did destroy our ships. Your Starship is
obvicusly as dangerous a fighting vessel as it is reputed to be, but we failed
to see any sign of it ag we approasched the planst... ' Turning quickly, he
struck Spock across the face. "Where is it, Vulcan?"

Spock stood silently, a trickle of green running from his mouth. "No, I
didn't think you would give me an answer. But I know o way of getting you to
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talk." As he spoke he walked over to the door that KeCoy had closed behind him

ag he entered the room. He flung it open, his weapon at the resady. The room
was empty!

"That happened to the Captain?'' Spock and MceCoy exchanged glances - o
Kirk's physical condition would not permit him 4o go far.

"It is of little matter," continued the Haver. "We found an interesting
item when we searched Admiral West a short while ago ~ certain defense plans.
When I get those back to Haver, they should make interesting reading. We... "

L loud explosion interrupted him and he motioned his men outside to inves—
tigate, leaving himself and a lieutenant to cover the Enterprise crewmen. Then
there was a shout and the gound of running feet, another blast, and total
sillence.

The Havers looked uneasily at each other. "Lieutenant, go and sce what
hasg happened.”

The man departed and the minutes dragged past. There was no sound from
anyone in the room. Many escape plans passed through the minds of the Enter-
prise personnel but Spock was covered by the phaser in the Haver's hand and it
never wavered. OClearly, if any of them moved, it would cost Spock his 1ife.
Then footsteps were heard mounting the steps to the building., The door opened
slawly, forecing everyone in the room to focus his undivided attention on it.

"No, it can't be... " The sentence broke off as a phaser blast hit the
Haver full force. He crumpled where he had been standing at Spock's feet, but
the Vulcan was no longer there. Three quick strides brought him to the door
where he caught Jim Kirk asg he also lost consciousness, and gently lowered him
to the floor.

"Quickly, Doctor," he ordered, but McCoy needed no urging. Grabbing his
medical kit from the other room, he was rununing to the Captain when suddenly
there seemed to be people everywhere.

"I+ looks like the Cavalry just arrived," grinned Scotty as he watched a
large contingent of . Enterprise personnel pound across the compound. As Sulu
ran up; Spock got to his feek.

"Mr. Sulu, have the Captain and Dr, MeCoy beamed aboard immediately -
medical emergency. Mr. Scott, go with them. Security team, come with me.
lMr, Bolton, stay here and keep an eye onthisg prisoner.t

The hum of the transporter was sounding as Spock headed across the come
pound. A& quick check of the area showed the rcsults of the fight., The other
gide had fared very bedly.

"Tou seem to have arrived in time, Mr. Sulu," said Spock. "We certainly
necded the help."

"But we had only Jjust beamed down when we met you at the compound, sir.
Whatever happened here happered with no help from us.Y

Spock stared at him. If the landing party hadn't ambushed the aliens,
then there was only one other answer - but that wasn't posgsible -~ not in the
condition he was int

* ¥ %

The Bnterprise was on its way to Starfleet Headquarters. Mr. Scott was
shaken when he saw the condition of hisg engines, but under his expert guidance
* Mr. Harmon and bis crew were geiting the warp drive stabilised. Chekov had
been releascd from Sickbay suffering from z slight hoadachke but otherwise none
the worse for wear.

Spock and HeCoy were sitting in the Sickbay, the latter totally exhausted.
In the past hour he had almost lost Kirk twice - only the Captaint's stuoborn
resistance got him through the operation.
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BSulu arrived, accompanied by a tall figure. Spock rose to his fest -
MeCoy was too tired to try.

"admiral West," said Spock. M"You are looking well, sir."

"Yes, thanks to the gquick asction of the Lieutenant here. Doctor, how's
Kirk? Would it be possible to see him?"

"He's alive, Admiral. You can see him, but oniy for a few minutes. He's
not very strong.!

The five of them moved to the next room. Kirk was lying motionless, his
chest heavily bandaged. DSensing their arrival, he opened his eyes.

"Hello, Jim," said West. "Excuse me for saying so, but you look even
worse than the last time I saw you. What's he been deing, Docior, siaying up
toe late at night?

"Wo, ignoring wmy advice to take a rest leave."

~T

"Cut it out, both of you," said Klrk. ‘"Be serious. Wo-one will tell me
what's been happenlng.“

"L could say the same about you," replicd West. "Lt. Sulu said you made
a one man assault on the Havers and probably should have died in the trying as
you were rather battered before you started.!

"ever mind that. What happened?"

"The Haver ship has been destroyed, Captain,! replied Sulu. e were
orbiting the planetoid, having traced the shuttleecraft's locational beam back
there. Mr. Spock had besmed down with the landing party when our sensors
ghowed the presence of a Haver warship and it was beaming something down to
the surface. On a hunch, I had the sensors check out the possibility of
Admiral West being aboard. Life readings for one Human registered, so we
beamed him aboard... "

"You stole him right out of the Haver ship?" sald ¥irk in surprise.

"Weg, gir," grimed Sulu. "Then we challenged the Havers., There was no
verbal responsge, but they 4id fire. Uh... we had damaged shielding so were
forced to fire back. We must have hit their nuclear pile - she blew up with
the first phaser his."

Uind, fortunately, the defense plans wers blown up with them," added
West, "so that is no worzry now." Noiticing Kirk's attempts to find a comford—
able position, he went on. "How do you feel, Jim ~ and be honest."

Kirk smiled., "I think I'1ll live."

"Live!" spluttered McCoy. "Yeu have five broken ribs and a punctured
lung, thanks to your fool heroiecs! Do you hove any idea how dangerous a
gtunt you pulled down there?"

"Bones, I had to do it. They had you at something of a disadvantage. I
peeked through the door after you left, and saw Spock with that phaser pointed
at him. I was afraid he would do sgomething foolish." He smiled fondly at
his First Officer. "3o," he continued, "I got your hypc spray, injected what
I hoped was a proper amount of Rzhat, which I remembered you saying was the
best pain killer you had ever run across, and lsft through the window. It
was a simple process %o sat gome explosives I found and get your captors to
chagse aftor me." Touching his side gingerly, he said, "Running across the
compound was not the easiest thing I have ever done. Tihen the explosgion came,
I discovered I had miscalculated the strength of the blast and was knocked off
my feet. I must have passsd out, because the next thing I knew, a big Haver
was standing over me. I guaess ho thought I was dead because he bent over me
with his phaser within casy reach. I grabbed for it and in the struggle it
was fired - fortunately directsd at him. It took me a few mimutes to get to
my feet. I honestly don't rewember what happened after that. When I woke up
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again, I was here."
"and here you're staying," said McCoy firmly. "Come on, everybody -
out!!

"See you later, Jim," said West. "I know better than to arpuc with a
ship's surgeon." With a cheerful wave, he and Sulu left.

"Te should be at Starfleet Headquarters in 14.3 days, Captain," said
Spock. "The Enterprise is still only capable of warp one... "

"Tes," interrupted HcCoy, laughing, "and I don't know who hurts more,
Scotty or his engines."

"Dootor," said Spock, "that is a completely illogical statement. Englnes
cannot feel pain.t

Kirk staried to laugh, but was brought up short by a gasp of pain.

"Well ' said YMcCoy, "you must be feeling better if you can laugh at an
idiotic statement from your First Officer."

"Doctor," sald Spock iecily, "I fail to see how you can find a logical
gtatement idiotic."

Kirk sank down into the pillows and closed hig eyes. He didn't think he
could stand onother argument between the perennial combatants.

loCoy felt Kirk's pulse, then looked at the readings on the panel above
the bed. Nodding to himself, he turned +to the Vulcan standing beside him.

"Come on, Spock. I've got somc Seuriazn brandy in my office and I +think
we could both use some. Jim's already asleep and I don't know about you, but
my nerves are shot., We almost lost him back there."”

"ind now, Doctor?®!

"Now?" Looking at Xirk, he answered in a slightly shaky voice. "It will
take time, but he's got all the time in the world., He'll be all right.v

Kirk heard a quietly released breath from the Vulean and falt a warm hand
gently brush a siray strand of hair from his face.

"Dooctor,; I believe I shall join you for a brardy. is you said, recent
events have been trying.!

As Spock and McCoy walked side by side out of the room, the zhost of a
smile crossed Kirk's face. The touch of 2 hand and the tone of a voice had
done more for him than could any medicine - and the knowledge of a friendship
Trom two men that was too deep ever ¢ beo expressed. Darknessg settled ing a
soothing, quiet oblivionj; a healing sleesp.
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THE -Ffllmm by TnGoZoCo

They failed him at the fcademy, kicked him out
During the second year. He could not understand
Their reasonss his results were always good,
His marks the highest seen for many years.

In fitness he excelled, he swept the board

In the sports day at the end of his firet year.
He was polite and courteous, gove his seniors
A1l the regpect that was their duey and never
Bullied or belittied those unfortunates

Who lagged behind him in their daily tasks.
And yet they failed him for one vital flaw.
Lliens come in many shapes and sizges -

He was afraid of anis.
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ULTIKATUN by Valerie Piacentini

PART T - ULTIMATUM PRESENTED

As the Enterprise settled into orbit around the shore leave planet
Marnon, Kirk stretched luxuriously in the command cheir. It had been a
difficult and dangerous mission - leave would be wore than usually welcome.
Turning in his chair he smiled at Spock, and received in response the barely
perceptible narrowing of the eyes that told him the Vulecan shared his
anticipation.

Instead of their usual camping trip they had booked in to one of
Marnon's most expensive resort hotels. Kirk was looking forward to the
change, o the recreational facilities offered, and to ssmpling the
galactically-famed luxury of the hotel.

The stand-by crew came aboard, and as soon as they had handed over,
Kirk and Spock made their way to the transporter room and beamed down to the
planet. After saying goodbye to McCoy and Scotty, who had made their own
arrangements, they set off for the hotel. As they registered the desk clerk
handed a packet to Spock.

"A message for you, Commander, sent to aswait collection.”

¥irk could not help noticing that the envelope ceme from Vulean, and
he recognised the distinctive handwriting of Spock's father. He felt vaguely
utleasy - experience had taught him that any commnication from Sarek usually
meant trouble, and Spock nceded this rest as badly as he did.

They had already planned to spend the afiernoon sailing, and to Kirk's
relief Spock made no reference to the letter when they met again in the hotel
foyer. The hours passed pleasantly, and Kirk soon found himself relaxing
after the strain of the last few months. He always enjoyed Spock's company,
and was delighted when they had the chance to be on their own, away from the
demands of thelr dutics.

After dinner Kirk remembered that he had not yet replied to a letter
from his nephew, and returned to his room to do so, arranging to call for
Spock in an hour's time, when they would go out and cxplore the town.

His letter despatched, he was about to head for Spock's room when he
stopped, and smiled; he had a much better idea. Finding a quiet corner he
sat down, closed his eyes, and concentrated.

Some time age he and Spock had been stranded on the planet Derran *;
he had suffered from total amnesia, and in order to protect him, Spock had
been compelled to establish an unusually close mind link with him. Their
regscue had been so long delayed that the link had become permeanent, and
since then Spock had becn training him in its use.

Though he would not have admitted it even to himself, Kirk had been a
little afraid when he had learned that the 1link could not be brokens he had
not fully understood its nature, and had believed that he and Spock would
always be in contact, fully aware of each other's thoughts snd emotions.
Gently, patiently, Spock hed reassured him; showing him that the link would
only operate when one of them wished to¢ contact the others it required a
definite concentration tc establish contact, but now either of them could do
g0 casily. During the training they had come to understand each other as
they never had before, and as he grow more famillar with the link, Kirk's
hesitancy and uncertainty vanished ~ he could now claim admission to Spock's
mind in the certain knowledge that he would he welcome.

* See 'The Wheel Turns' by Valerie Placentini, available from STAG.
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This time, however, he met with no response. Instead, he came up
against a solid, impenetrable barrier; for some reagon, Spock was shielding
his mind against him. Seriously worried, he made for the 1ift, and was soon
knocking on Spock's door,

U"Comeli"

The usuzl permission to enter was a reliefy he had begun to fear that
Spock would not admit him. The room was 1lit only by cloudy moonlight, but as
his eyes became accustomed to the dimness he could make out the Vulcan's slim
figure curled up in the window seat, He crossed the room, and to his sur-
prise Spock reached for his hand, pulling him down beside him. For some
moments neither spoke, then,

"What's wrong, Spock?" Jim asked quietly.
"fou know that I had a message todsy from Vulcan ~ from my father?!
"Yes, I saw it. I hope it's not bad news?"

"That's what I want... what I wust explain to you. It is... wvery
difficult." He paused, and turned to lock a%t Kirks his face was in shadow,
his eyes hidden; but Kirk knew that the Vulean could see his face clearly.

"I'or some time now, I have been under great pressure from my family...
wmy father wishes me to return to Vulcan; he... he intends to arrange a... a
new marriage for me."

Kirlc made no answer. He felt... he did not know how he felt. Sudd-
enly the two of them were alone in the universe -~ everything else was some-
how unreal. He tried to speak, but no words came; his throat seemed dxy and
paralysed. Spock went on. :

"As you knbw, wy family is of some importance on Vulcan. My father
writes that T'Pau is... displeased... because I am s1ill unmarried. He hasg
the authority to arrange a match for me, and demands my conament.M

hnd if you refuse?"

"If I refuse, I can never return to Vulcan; my family will reject me.
Sarek presents me with an ultimatum, Jims Starfleet - or Vulcan."

At that woment full moonlight flooded into the room, lighting Spock's
face with a terrible, revealing cruelty. He was unprepared, and the sheer
misery in his eyes brought a cry of protest to Kirk's lips. He caught at
Spock's hards.

"Don't, Spock! I can't bear %o see you like this. Is there nothing
you can do to change Sarek's mind?!

"Nothings he is determined."

"But 1t doesn't mean you have to leave Starfleet; you can go through
with the marriage and return, as you would have done if you'd married
TtPring."

Spock stirred restlessly. "Think, Jim. You know what is involved in
a Vulcan marriage. When I was bonded to T'Pring we were children; although
the bond held, and drew us together, I was able to erect defences against its
going too deep. We never really knew each other - perhaps that is why she
rejected me. Now that I know what it is like to be linked to someone who
understands and cares about me as a person, I know that I could not tolerate
& permanent link with a stranger... who could not even begin to comprehend
the... the problems I face as a half-breed. You have never intruded, have
always respected my... emotional reticence; I fear that a Vulcan wife might
not. In addition, among Humans, I have learned... many things... that a
full Vulean could never understand. You must know... I camnot risk...
forgive me, I can say no more."
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Kirk understood. Gently he laid one hand on Spock's cheek, and in
response felt the Vulcan's fingers touch hisg face. The barrier Spock had
erected betwesn them fell, and their minds linked.

Between these two lay much that because of Human ovride and Vulcan
reticence would never be put into words; only in their linked minds would
its existence be acknowledged. Time ceased to have any meaning - they had
‘entered their own world where race, tradition, upbringing nc longer existed,
and they stood face to face. '

Yhen at last they broke fthe link, nothing had been resclved. Kirk
gazed down at their clasped hands, his heart heavy with dread.

"How long do you have to decide?!

"Not longs Sarek ig waiting for my answer.!

"You - you will tell me, won't you, Spock?"

"T give you my promise - as soon ag I decide, I will tell you.ﬂ

They parted, and Kirk returned to his room, but he did not sleep., He
could not forget his last sight of Spock still sitting in the window seant,.
his dark head tilted against the glass as he stared up into the night sky.

* ¥ ¥
PART IT -~ ULTIMATOM REJECTED

Kirk was called early in the wmorning with a message from the spaceport
comnander which required his personal attention. Leaving word for Spock, he
went to the base, where io his fury he was detained for most of the day. It
wag evening when he returned to the hotel, and called Spock's 'roomi there
was no reply. Kirk was concerned, but not sericusly worried -~ probably the
Vulcan had gone off alone to think., He tried to reach him by mind link, but
the barrier was back: obviously Spock wanted no distractions while he
reached his decision. Kirk was go tired that despite himself he fell asleep,
and did not waken till morning. There was still no reply from Spock's room
and, soriously alarmed now, he questioned the desk clerk. The Vulecan had
left the hotel early the previous day, and had not yet refurncd; he had left
a letter for Kirk with instructionsg that it be handed to him only when he
inquired about his Firgt Officer. Returning to his room Kirk opened the
letter with shaking handss " as he read it, the words blurred before his eyves.

"Porgive me, Jim. I have received another message from Sarek ~
he demends an immediate answer, and I have none to give. Fot
only is the marriage he proposes impossible for me, he also
insists that I return permsnently to Vulecan. I cannot give up
Starfieet, yet my Vulcan bleoeod ig toc strong H¢ accept exile.
Idc as T must. T will not insult you by telling you not to
grieve for me, but it way help you to know that my greatest
joy has been in knowing you. May you live long, Jim - and
prosper.'

He must remain calm; perhaps it was not too late. Returning to the
foyer he questioned the desk clerk again. Spock had left the previous
morning, hiring one of the hotel's air cars. It had returned some hours
later under automatic pilot, so no—one knew where he had gone. After some
thought the man remembered thet Spock had bheen interested in the wvast Ardan
Desert just outside the city. Mention of the desert struck a responsive
chord in Kirk's memory, and increased his fear. There was probably nothing
he could do, but he must try. He pulled out his communicator.

"Kirk to Enterprise - beam me up at once.”

* ¥ ¥
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McCoy, who had spent the previous evening drinking with Scotty, was
finally aroused by the frantic knocking on his cabin door. Muttering
angrily he stallked smoross to open i+, composing on the way a blistering
attack on the idiot who insisted on waking a hard-working doctor at unsocial
hourss but the distraught figure that stumbled inte the room banished all
trace of levity.

As his doctor, McCoy had seen Kirk in many woods he would have hidden
from anyone else - angry, apprehensive, indecisive, even afraid. Never
until now had he seen him almogt incoherent with grief and fear.

Applying an old-fashioned remedy he siapped Kirk hard across the face
geveral times, and was rewarded by seeing the Captain pull himself together,

"Thanks, Bones., I'm sorry - I just couldn't seem to help it."

"Here -~ drink thats not another word until you do.M He waitched as
Kirk drained the brandy, then took the glass from sheking fingers.

"Now - what's wrong?"
"Boneg — it's Spock. Hels going to... to kill himself.!
"3pock? You must be mad! He'd never... "

"Believe me, Bones, I know." Kirk buried his face in his hands; when
he raised his head again his eyes were wet.

"I can't explain all of it, even to you. It was Sarek... he's
arranging a new marriage for Spock, and wants him to return to Vulean. It
would mean he had to leave Starfleet... or face perpetual exile from Vulcan.
It was..., an impossible choice. He told me once... on Vulcan, there's a
form of suicide... he's gone’into the desert alone... with no water... to
die! We've killed him, Sareck and I3 between ug we,.. tore him apart.”

For & moment MeCoy stared uncomprehendingly, then realisation dawmned.
"Oh my God! Jim, I understand.”

He sat down on the bed beside Kirk, holding him as the tears came.
"God help you beth! Is there nothing you can do?"

"If T find him in Yime, perhaps. Scotty's scanning the Ardan Desert
for him now. I made some inquiries before I left Marnon, but he'd been gone
too long.m

"And if you do find him?"
"T don't know.., but if it's too late... how do I go on, Hones?"

There was no ansWer to the pitiful gquestions McCoy could only hold his
friend, giving what comfort he could by his presence. At least he could ease
the strain of waitings he reached for the medical pouch he always had with
him, and administered a sedative. Making Jim comfortable, he dressed quickly
and left for the bridge, where an unusually grim-faced Scott sat in command.
At the sensors Chekov worked busilys the air of tension was electric. Uhura
and Sulu were in their usual places, doing what they could. Although nons of
thewm knew what had happened they were aware that they worked for Spock's life,
and that was all they needed o know - time was their enemy, and they could
not afford to fail. Hours passed with no result, and McCoy's sense of fore-
boding grew stronger — how 1o tell Jim?

Then at lagt Chekov turned with a cry of friumph. "Got him! At least,
I have a fix on the approximate area.!

Returning to his quarters, where Kirk still tossed in uneasy sleep,
McCoy stood for several minutes watching his friend, his blue eyes clouded
with concemn.




46

Despite his utter confidence in Spock, he had always mistrusted ths
mind linkg it wae not natural for Humans, he had always maintained, and
had watched with amxtiety the subtle changes the establishment of a psrmanent
link had made in his friends. Perhaps, he admitted, that anxiety was tinged
with a degree of jealousy that they shared something he could not, but at
this moment, his concern was purely for Jim. Gently, insidiously, the link-
ing had grown deeper since their return from Derran, until the emotional
atate of each man was almost unconsciously reflected in the other. He had
sgen for himgelf how the conflict that had driven Spock +to suicide had
affected Kirk ~ he was afraid now of the damage that the severance of the
link by Spock's death would do to Jim's mind, '

There was nothing he could deo - it was up to Jlm now. With a faint
gigh he reached out %o waken his friend. :

¥* % N

"Shall I beam down with you, Jimn?"

UcCoy and Xirk sfood in the transporter room W1th Scott at the
controlss; the doctor wanted no other witnesses when the Captain returned.

"No, Bonesy I've got to go alone. If he's still... alive, we have
much to say, and not even you have the right to hear. If it's... too late,
I¢so 1 want to be... alone with him... for the last time."

"I understand; but don't worry, Jim - he's only been gone two days.
Vulcans can last a lot longer than that without water, even in the desert.”

"T know, but he's very determined. His strength of will has saved us
all more than once. He knows I'll be searching for him - he might... maks
certain... I' tco late."

"I'11 wait until I hear from yous 1if you need me, call, and I'11
come."

Kirk touched the doctor's arm lightly. "You alwsys do, don't you,
Bones?" He stepped on to the transporter platform. "Energise, Scotty."

* X *

The desert sun beat down with almost physical force as Kirk material-
ised on the sand. He looked round, and sighed. Somewhere in this jumble
of rocks and sand was Spock; +the sensors reported that he was s3ill alive,
but something in the composition of the rocks confused the readings, and
this was the closest he had been able to come — the rest of the search must
be conducted on foot. Delaying no longer, Kirk began to climbd, watching
anxiously for the flash of blue he hoped, yet almest feared to see. It was
an effort to move in the intense heat but he kept going, pausing only to
wipe the sweat from his eyes.

He should have brought water, he realised very quickly; he was getting
thirsty already. In his anxiety to leave the ship he had not thought of it.
Then as he stepped through a gap in +the rocks, sunlight glinted on water — a
small pocl 4rapped in a hollow. Kirk hurried forward eagerly and knelt, only
to draw back in disgust - the water was stagnant, evil-smelling. He was
about to call McCoy to send down a flask when he noticed something that drove
all discomfort from his mind. In the mud at the pool's edge was the clear
impression of & hand - a hand with long, slender fingers. He scanned the
- ground eagerly -~ someone had knelt here at the water's edge; had lesned over
the pooly had... drunk of that poisonous water? He prayed not. Beyond the
handprint further tracks on the sand showed where someone had retrested among
the rocks. Rising to his feet he followsd swiftly — every instinet told him
to hurry... hurry!

Be could have wept with disappointment when the tracks faded at last
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on stony ground. Kirk locked round Fraantically:; which way now? It wag -
tiogical' ~ that the Vulcan would concesl himself to further hinder the
search he knew would be made. That low cliff ~ perhaps there was a2 cave?
e drove himself on, but despair was in his heart as he thought of that
poisonous water, and his own words to McCoy -~ had Spock 'made certain'? It
seemed he had been stumbling among those nightmarish rocks for hours when

"Tim. "

That so-familiar volces Dbut the tone was one that of all men only Jim
Xirk would recognise.

"here are you?" And that tone, only the Vulcan had ever heard.
"o your right ~ between the rocks."

Spock was lying propped up ageinst @ boulderjy he was pale, but other—
wise secemed normal. Kirk felt his hesrt 1ift until he noticed the unhealthy
sheen of sweat on Spock's face, and +the feverish glitter in his eyes. With~
out knowing how he got there, he was on his knees at Spock's side, pulling
out his communicator.

Spock's reaction was as fast as ever:; with one hand he caught Kirk's
wrist, with the other he took the communicator end tossed it away. It lay
well beyond Kirk's reach, and he could not break the grip on his wrist.

"Let me go, Spock, I must call Bones."

"Fo. I cannot permit you to do so. It will noct be long now.!

"30 you did drink some of that watexr?"

"Yes... I knew you were following me, and I had to be sure; it seemed
«oe the only way."

"Please, Spock, don't do this." It was a mcan of agony.

"I must. I have... considered carefully. The conflict has become too

muc for me, Jim. If... what we shared... means anything %o you, be mer—
ciful. Let me go.m

"Is that really what you want?"

"It is what I must do. I can go on no longer, torn between my Human
and Vulcan blood. If I could choose one without regret... but I am - as I
an., Help me, Jim. Let me go."

"I don't know if I have the courage; how do I go on, without you?"

"You are... the Captain of the Enterprise. You will do as you must,
as I do. I have never... asked anything of you, Jim... until now."

UI'1l try... %o do as you wishy but don't send me away - let me be
with you, as long ag... "

"That is why I called to you: I confess, I wanted you with we... at
the last. Forgive me for that.n

1t would be so much harder... to know you were alone.'

Deliberately Kirk slipred his arms round the Vulcan, cradling the dark
head on his shoulder. He was very calm now, his own decision made. No
argument could turn Spock from his chosen course — he accepted that, as he
supposed he must have done all along. Well, his own mind was clear at lasts
the weight of the phaser was suddenly comforting sgainst his hip...

They sat in silence for a long time. Bach had considered reaching for
the mind link, but had rejected it for his own reasonss; Spock, to spare Jinm
the pain he suffered as the poison crept through his body, Jim for fear the
Vulcan should read his intentions.

suddenly Spock shivered, and Jim's arms closed tighter around him.
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"Spock! Is it... time?!

"I believe so." The slender fingers dbrushed Kirk's face lightly.
"jimy, L... T want... "

The 8lim body shuddered and was stilly the dark heod was suddenly
heavy against Kirk's shoulders the slanting eyes closed slowly. Jim nade
no sound, only gathered the Vulcan closer, burying his face in the silky
hair. He remained so for a long moment, then lifted his aead and looked
down into the still, secret face, at the silent lips, thelr last words for-
sver unspoken now. With an unsteady hand he clumsily smoothed the dark hair.
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"Goodbye, Spock, my..." His voice broke on a sob.

Without taking his eyes from the Vulcan's face, one hand reached
purpesefully for the phaser at his hip.

* K K

A few feet behind Kirk, McCoy moved swiftly, silently closer. He had
become uneasy when the Captain failed to call in, and 81l attempts to con—
tact him remained unanswered. He remembered Jim's expression as he left,
and his concern grew. There had been something in those eyes...

MceCoy had hesitated, wondering how to act for the best. Impossidle
to break in on what might be Kirk's lost meeting with Spock; equally imposs—
ibvle %o leave that grief-stricken mon alone with the body of his friend. As
time srawled by with no word he came to a decision at lagt, and beamed down
to where he believed Kirk to be. There was only the communicator lying on
the sand, and he realised what must have happened. ¥From behind the rocks
came the low murmur of voices, but he was too far away +to hear what was being
said. When the voices fell silent he moved forward to find his friends,
rounding the rock in time to see Kirk lay his cheek against Spock's hair.

Bis heart heavy with unshed tears, McCoy come closer, and watched with
horrified understanding that deliberate movement of hand 4o hip. He moved
faster than he had ever done in his life - Kirk's fingers had scarcely
closed around the butt of the phaser when the hiss of a hypo against his
shoulder sent him sprawling forward across Spock's body. If was better so,
McCoy thought, for the effects of the severance were even graver than he had
feared — at that moment, Jim Kirk was not quite sane. He turned to the
Vulecan, scanner in hand. After a moment,

"Scotty! Three to beam up -~ fagti" Urgency, and & desperate hope,
echoed in his voice.

* K ¥

Slowly, unwillingly, Kirk regained consciousness. He was in sickbay -
MeCoy's doing, he supposed wearily. Frantically he fought to cling to the
comforting, friendly blackness where this... pain... did not exist. It was
impossible; he was forced back into a grey, leaden world from which suniight,
lavghter, hope had suddenly wvanished.

What now? he thought. How do I go on, without Spock? Never again to
lock into those dark, alien eyes that had seen so deeply into his souls
never again to share that silent communication that sald so much more than
mere wordss never again to feel that touch on his hand, én his mind, to see
that face, expressionless to others, to him the mirror of a thousand changing
reoodss.

He was alons nows; strange... he had never before realised the utter
desolation of that word. A low moan of agony broke from his lips and he
buried his face in the pillow to shut out a suddenly empty world.

A4 hand on his shoulder, a voice speaking urgently in his ear.
"Jim, wake up! Wake up, damn you!"

He opened reluctant eyes. "Bones. Why did you interfere? You should
have left me with... hims we could have been... together.!

"Jim, listen %o me. He's alive. I don't know how, but he's alive.m"

& sudden surge of hope. Kirk sat up, his hands gripping McCoy's aTTAS o
staring inte the vivid blue eyes.

"Tou're:sure? Don't lie to me, Bones - I can't take it."

"See for yourself. He's alive —~ barely."
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Kirk swung his feet to the flooxr. Clinging to McCoy for support he
moved to the next bed. Spock lay ummoving, pale and silent.

"4 healing trancef!

"No, I've never seen him gquite like this before, I don't know what's
wrong., I got the poison out of his system — he should have come round by now."

"Then why hasn't he?"

U think - but I cantt be certain ~ that itte 2 deliberate refusal to
responds he seems to be willing himself to die. I can't reach him, Jim
perhaps you can.!

Kirk touched Spock's face with trembling hands. Now, if ever, the link
migt be made; closing his eyes he summoned every ocunce of concentration,
willing Spock %o respond. He encountersd - blankness. o way t¢ reach him ~
he would not be recalled. Kirk looked up with agonised eyes.

. "He won't let me through. He's determined to die, I know it. I can't
reach him, Bones."

"I'm not sure... The indicetors roge a little when you touched him...
You must be getting through scmehow, Keep trying -« I don't think he'll let
go as long as you stay with him."

Kirlk sat down on the bed, holding Spock's hands tightly, esvery nerve
concentrated in the effort to break the barriers he was not even aware when
MeCoy left the room.

The surgeon had gone 4o his office, where he called Uhura. There was
one slim chance for Spock's life. Once before Sarek of Vulcasn had responded
when his son was in danger; If a wmessage could reach him in time, he might
come again, and if anyone could break Spock's defences, it would be he.
Vulcans did not respond to emoiional appeals, but his son's Ilife pust be of
some concern to him -~ surely he would make an effort to avert the tragedy for
which he had been partially responsible? :

His message despatched, McCoy returned to sickbay, where all his skill
was needed to sustalin Kirk's strength.  As long as Jim could hold on, McCoy
belleved, Spock would liveg if that tenuous link wag broken, however...

* % %
PART III - ULTIMATUM EECONSIDER®D

On beaming aboard the Enterprise, Sarek noted with some surprise that
he was received by Lieutenant-Commander Scott. This was unugsual ~ an Ambags-
ador of his status was usually greeted by the Captain. He 4id not, of course,
feel insulted, but it was... sgirange; Captain Kirk was usually meticulous
about such matters.

As he exchanged the usual formalities with Scott, he made no reference
to the reason for his visit - he might have been paying the most routins of
courtesy calls. Scotty's well-renowned temper was roused by this seeming
indifference to the fate of the man he was proud fo call a friend, but he
held it firmly in check.

Le they passed along the corridors to sickbay Sarek noticed that the
ship seemed to be unusually crowded to be in oxbit round a shore leave planet.
Very few seemed to be actually on duty, tut stood talking in smzall groups
wherever he loocked. Curiosity was the one emotion Vulcans had totally failed
to eliminatey turning to Scotty he said, :

"I understand that the corew was granted shore leave, Hr. Scott®"
"iye, that's right, sir ~ and a grand planet it is, too."

et I observe that the ghip seems fto be remarkably well-manneds are
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you having some technical difficulties?!
Scotty stopped in his tracks, sitaring at the hnbassador with astonishment.

"Well, wid ye credit that!" he exclaimed at last. '"Ambassador, I'm
thinking ye could be doing with a few home truths!!

He swept Sarek into the 1ift, and called it to a halt between floors.

"Right, now we'll no' be interrupted. Listen, man, for years I've had it
dinned intae me that Vulcans are suppesed tae be intelligent — I'm beginning
tae wonder if yeo'd ken whit a dug wis if it ran up and bit ye! ~ So yelre
wondering why so many of the crew are on board -~ well, I'll tell ye. As soon
as they heard about Mr. Spock they began drifting back, a few at a Gime ~ I
reckon they're nearly all here now. OCh, they ken fine there!s nothing they
can do, but they Just want to be here. I don't suppose you'd understand, dut
it so happens that we're all worried sick asbout that stubborn, p01nte&-eared
son of yourst"

"Please go on, ilr. Scott," Sarek said quietly as the Engineer fell sil-
ent, suddenly realising what he had heen saying to one of the mogt influential
men in the Federation.

"aye, well.., They tell me that emotion doesn't mean much to your
people — I canna pass judgement on thats but I know my own crew, They don'+
Teel much like fun and games at the moment - Spock's too ilmportant to them.
Open your eyes, man... or your mind... or whatever; take a good long look
at this ship, and for once in your life, try to realise what Spock ist"

Sarek eyed Scott consideringly; despite himself, the appeal had shaken
him. On his previous visits to the Enterprise he had recognised with well-
concealed pride the respect his son commanded from these Humans. And... he
was curious. Closing his eyes in concentration he opensd his mind and scanned
the Enterprise. It was as Scott had claimeds from every corner of the great
Starship, from every man and woman on board, one thought, one prayer, was up-
permost — Spock must live. It secmed that a great tidal wave of prayer, hope
and ~ yes ~ affection flowed through the ship to where his son lay. He had
never thought that a Vulcan could inspire such devotion in Humans. Vigibly
shaken, Sarek opened his eyes.

"I think," he said quietly, "that you had bhetter take me to Captain Kirk.!

* X ¥

As Sarek approached his son Kirk released his hands and stood, head bent,
in silence; wunder Sarek's compelling gaze he looked up at last, and the Vulcan
made an involuntary movement of protest. The silent agony in the hazel eyes
reminded him of a trapped animal he had once sesn, and released out of com—
passion. No-one should suffer so, he thought, but this man would not accepd
pitys +the tragic gaze demanded positive action - how should he respond? Kirk
stepped forward, his hands held out helplessly.

MSarek, T beg you... help him."
"ell me what had happened.m

He knew already, but wished to hear how the events appeared %o Kirk.
The words were unimportant ~ he listened to the quiet, desperate voice, watched
the changing emotions on the expressive face. This was not the James Kirk he
had known, vital, decisive, assuredy this was a stranger, the haggard face
and broken volce eloguent testimony %o a grief Sarek would never admit %o
recognising. As Kirk finished his explanation, Sarek began to speak.

"Captain Kirk, I realise that this is difficult for you to undersitand,
but I cannot do as you wigh. My son has made his decision, and we must abide
by it. He was presented with a choice between his duty to Vulcan, and his
duty to Starfleet. Rather than be compelled to do so, he had elecied to ter—
minate his existence in the traditional manner. It was a... logical decision,
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He has the right to take hig own life -~ I cannot interfere.m

Gone now was the grief, the dumb suffering; the hazel eyes blazed with
anger, and the voice shook with hatred rather than sorrow.

"Logic! I'm sick to death of that word! Spock's dying, and you dare -
you dare stand there and talk to me of logic! You may choose to forget that
he's your son... I can only remember that he's my friend. I've always hon~-
oured him for his loyalty to Vulean, never sought to change him. Oh, I don't
pretend I'wve always succeeded, but at least T've tried to understand what he
is = have you? You've always rejected his Human side, demanded wmore of him
than you would have done if he'd been fully Vulcan. Couldn't you see what
you were doing to him? If he dies, Sarek, we killed him, you and I, ag surely
ag if we'd used a knife., I can accept my share of the blame -~ can yout? We
asked too muchs Human or Vulcan - we couldn't accept that he is both. We
foreced him to choose, and he could not. & logical decision? Never! We
drove him to his death; perhaps you can forgive yourself - I know I never
will. We both knew - and made sure he knew -~ what we wanted from hims
neither of us bothered to ask what he wanted!" '

The anger drailned away in the face of that impassive calm. Kirk shook
hie head helplessly and moved back %o Spock's side. As hisg bitter grief, all
the sharper for the loss of the small hope he had allowed himself, closed
around him again he took Spocl's hands in his, as though trying to infuse
some of his own will to live into that silent figure. Totally sbsorbed in
Spock he had almost forgotien about Sarek, and wag vaguely surprised when
the quiet voice spoke behind him.

"Captain Kirk, that is one error of which you could never be guiltys; T
believe Spock's wishes have always matiered to you. I confess, you have
given me mich to consider -~ your appeal, emotlonal though it was, contained
mich truth. I will need time to reflect upon your words. With your per—
mission, I will go now to Spock's guarters; he would have returned there 1o
make... ceriain preparations before he left for the desert. There will be
letters which I must study before I make my final decision.™

Kirk nodded absentlys; it was doubtful if he had teken in Sarek's words.
His whole being was centred on sustaining that frail thread of life. Intuit-
ively, he knew that McCoy was right — somehow his mind was touching Spock's.
The Vulcan would not respond, but neither would he permit himself to die while
that frall link existed, fearing that the viclence of its severance would
damage Kirk's mind. A4nd Kirk knew, as McCoy could not, that Spock was walting,
walting for sheer exhsustion to dull Kirk's watchfulness. He must sleep soon,
and the ingtant his vigilance was relaxed, Spock would be gone.

* Kk #

MeCoy met Sarek at the door to sickbay.
"If you permit it, I will come with you."

Sarek inclined his head gravely. As they walked along the corridor he
walted for yet another appeal from the surgeons somewhet to his surprise, it
was not forthcoming. Only when they stopped at the door to Spock's quariers
did the doctor break his silence.

"Sarek, while you are deciding what to do, here's one more thing for
you to consider. When I found Jim down on Marnon, he thought that Spock was
deady I was only just in time %o stop him blowing his brains out.!

Satisfied that he had Sarek's full and somewhat stariled attention,
McCoy went on bitterly, "That bloody mind link! It's going to be hard enough
losing Spock, but this...! They're linked now, even though Spock won't
respond, and when he dies, God alone knows what will happen to Jim! I¥'s not
one life I'm fighting for back there, but two. How does that square with
your Vulcan reverence for life?!
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Favouring Sarek with a long stare from those ineredibly blue eyes HoCoy
turned on his heel and left. Sarek watched him go before he entered hisg
son's quarters.

It was as he had anticipated. Spock's preparations had been thorough,
methodical, Vulean; he had expected no less. On the desk lay his formal
declaration of intent to take his own life, the cold, traditional phrases
written with.a steady hand. 4 neat pile of envelopes contained his pergonal
farewellsy +to his mother, to Sarek himself, to Capiain Kirk, to Dr. MeCoy.
Saxrck fouvhed the last two vuriously, wondering what his son could have
found to say at such a time to these so-emoticnal Humans. Not even to him—
self would he khave admitted that he was delaying as long as possible the
moment when he would have to open the envelope that bore his own name.

&t last he unfolded the letter. He was net quite sure what he had
expected, Vulcan formality or Humen emotions Ilike his son, it was & blend
of both. Quietly, simply, Spock explained his action, offering no excuses,
attaching no blame, accepiing the situation as he saw it. His farewell to
his father was touched lightly with affection, deeply with respect. A4sg he
read his son's words, Sarsk felt a sudden filerce pride. He recalled the
words Kirk had huried at him.

‘Human or Vulcan... he is both!!

For the first time Sarek understood that what he had fesred might be a
weakness in Spock had become in fact his greatest strength. He possessed
indeed his mother's warm humanity, but tempered by his father's teaching he
was free from all the baser Humen motivess; his simple, transparcent goodness
shone out in every word. Now Sarek could admit that perhaps he had been
wrongs he must consider carefully.

* X ¥

The Starship seemed to hang suspended in time and space. The entire
crew had returned now, and wandered the corridors aimlessly, getting in the
way of the msintenance gtaff., From the bridge personnel down to the rawest
crewman they hung about the rec. rooms, gathering in small groups, talking,
reforming, waiting, endlessly waiting. Still no word from sickbay - it was
strange how unreal the ship seemed without that quiet presence on the bridge.

At Spock's bedside Kirk and McCoy s+ill waited. The world had con-—
tracted to that pale face, to the barely-flickering glow of the life indic-
ators. McCoy glanced at the Captaing Jim could not hold on much longer -
he was plainly exhausted, kept going only by a will-power that in its way
was as great as the Vulecan's. He had often wondered idly which of them had
the stronger will - now it seemed he was about to find out. It was a battie
neither could win., If Spock died, MoCoy knew without doubt Jim would surely
follows; yet if Kirk succeeded, and somehow drew Spock back, the original
problem would remwin -~ Spock would still be faced with that impossidle
decision. If only he could help...

He looked up as the door opened and Sarek returned. Jim followed his
gege absently - he had forbidden himselfl to hope for any help from thab
quarter. This time, as Sarek approached, he did not move away, and the
Vulean saw with no surprise that his son now rested in the Captain's arms.
The hagel eyes surveyed him with an unnatural, hopeless calm, and Sarek Ffelt
an unaccugtomed guilt that Kirk had carried this burden for so long. It was
that guilt that lent an unusual gentlensss to his voice ag he said,

"Captain, I have considered your words very carefully, and although I
have no right to interfere with Spock's decision, I am prepared +to do so.
However, I must warn you that there is no guarantee that I will succsed.
Spock's sulcide seemed to him a logical solution - even if I succeed in
reaching him, [ do not know if I can persuade him to reconsider.m
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Renewed hope flared in Kirk's eyes., "If there's any chance, any
chance at all, we must try. Please, do what you can.V

He relinguished his hold and stood up, his hands lingering for a mom—
ent on Spock!s shoulders before he stepped away from the bed. Taking his
place, Sarel reached for his son's mind, and was astounded at the resistance
he encountered; he had not thought that Spock's defences were so strong —
nothing he could do broke through his guasxrd.

His eyes moved to the indicators over the beds; +they had dropped
alarmingly in the short time since Kirk had released his hold - cbviously
the Captain's presence made a difference. Was it possible, Sarek wondered,
that Kirk could succeed where he had failed? Not alone, of course, his mind
was not strong enough, but perhaps with help...

Sarek beckoned MeoCoy aside. '"Doctor, I have failed 4o break Spock's
defences - his mind is shielded from me; +the Captain must try to recach his
Human side. A Vulcan can be turned from suicide if he is given a logical
reason, but we have none to offer - we must rely on ewmotion. You know more
than I sbout such things - have you any suggestions?!

MeCoy thought for a moment, then answered slowly. "Perhaps if he
could be made to realise how his death will affect Jim - I told you what
happened when I found them ~ if he knew for certain that his death would
mean Jim's, it would bring him back, I'm sure."

e must try it, then. I will lend my power to the Captain's mind,
and let him make the links 1f you will recsall for me how you felt then, I
will draw on your memory, and using the Captain's mind as a channel, present
the image to Spock. If he reacts as you believe, he will enter a healing
trance, and the danger will be over."

MeCoy nodded his understanding, and moved to stand beside Sarek, who
explained to Kirk what he intended to do.

"I am aware, Captain, that you have some experience of the mind links
reach for it as you would normally do, and I will supply the power your mind
iacks. Are you ready?"

"es."

Kirk's lips were white, but his hands were steady as he laid them on
Spock's face.

This time, 1t was easler; his own wistful appsal, strengbhensd by
Sarek's power, enabled him to slip through Spock's defences, deep into his
mind.

- Spock, answer me, please, -
« Jim, you should not have done this; it is too late. Leave me. -
-~ I cannot., T... need you. =

Sarek had been waiting wntil Spock's atiention was fully occupied with
Kirk's presence in his mind. While he waited he had been drawing on McCoy's
memory and emotions$ now he linked them to Kirk's, and with irresistsble
force sent the image crashing into Spock's unprotected brain. Jim's grief
and desolation, McCoy's agony of mind, were shown to him in all their naked
cruelty. Most horrifying of all, he was forced to see that despite the
barriers Spock had thought sufficient to protect him, Jim too had been
trapped by his conviction that only death would release him from his con-~
£lict. The link had gone deeper than elther had’reszlised; he saw through
MeCoy'ae eyes Jim's attempt on his own life, and understood at last that for
his friend's sake he must live — Jim's sanity, if not his life, would not
survive the severance of the link. The shock of comprehension was devast—
ating. BSpock's ory of anguish snapped the contact instantlys Xirk would
have fallen but for McCoy's arm around him, and even Sarck staggered and had
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to clutch the bed for support.

After that one convulsive shudder Spock again lay unmoving. MeCoy
helped Kirk to sit on the next bed, then turned back to his patient. He
worked busily for a moment, then glanced across at Sarsk.

"The healing trance?! he questioned.

"es, The Captein has succeeded. Spock will awaken in a few hours.
Now, if you will forgive me, I would like to rest."

"Wes, of course. Nurse Chapel! Oh, there you are. Please conduct
Ambassador Sarek to the guest quarters. I'll see you later, sir. By the way,
Nurse, tell the crew there's no word of Mr. Spock yet - we'll see how he is
when he comes round. Jim, I want you in bed - now!"

McCoy was back in top form, issuing orders, comments, instructions on
all sides, Within a very short time he had Kirk sedated and asleep; sickbay
was very gulet now, and peaceful affter the tension of the last few hours.
McCoy sat down, his watchful gaze moving between his two sleeping patients.
He was stdlll uneasy about what would happen when Spock awoke, but for the
moment it was encugh that he had decided to live.

*® % *
PART IV -~ ULTTHATUY WITHDRAWN

"I said no, Ambassador, and I meant nol!" McCoy's blue eyes flashed
dangerously as he faced Sarek ascross the desk in his office. "You will be
informed when Spock ie well enough %o be visited, I'm still in charge here,
and I won't have my patients... " He broke off as the intercom sourded.
"McCoy here. Yes, Nurse?" He listened for a moment.. "I'1ll be Tight there.
Excuse me, sirs; I won't be long." Nodding abruptly to Sarek he left the
office.

After a moment the Vulcan rose and moved to the doory it was slightly
ajar, and he could see directly into sickbay. Spock's bed was clearly
visible from this position. As he had expected, his son was not alone; Kirk
sat with him. BFach held the cther!'s face between his hands ~ obviously their
minds were closely linked. Sarek could not bring himeself to interrupt that
gilent communion - indeed, he should not have been witnessing it at all - but
he had a decision to meke. The question of Spock!s future still had to be
resolved. He wanted his son to return to Vulecan, but he had now seen for
himself the depth of their commitment to each other's interesis: he had not
thought that so close a link was possible with a Human. He had learned
enough to realise that to insist on Spock's obedience would destroy not only
his son, but Kirk too - so strong a link could not easily be broken.

As he watched the *wo men drew apart, their hands resting now on each
other's gshoulders. Their eyes met, and heldy after a moment Spock said
very quietly,

"You understand now, Jim?"

"Yes. There's... no way to say it, is there?"
"0nly in our thoughts."

"What will you do now?"

& faint sigh, that scarcely reached the unseen listener. "I must go
back... 1o Vulcan. I can't fight any mors, Jim; Sarek is... oo strong,
and I am... Vulcan, after all. The marriage... I will do as best I can,!
Then, urgently, "But you must live, Jim. Promise me."

"I will, somehow. At least I'11 know that you're alive.M

* K %




56

"Gongratulationsg, Sarek. You've broken him at last ~ quite an
achievement, isn't 1t?"

The Vulcan turned to meet MceCoy's accusing stare. '"Yes, you've won.
But tell me, is it worth it? I don't know who you'll take back to Vulcan,
but 1t won't be the Spock we all know and - yes - love. You'll have your
Vulcen son at last, but you'll have to £orgive me 1f I mourn for the man
you've destroyed. Then there's Jim - ¢h yes, he'll survive -~ but he'll be
different too. I think T prefer him as he was.! '

Sarek had intended to protest, to deny the doctor's words, but he
could not -~ they were true. The Spock who returned with him to Vulcan
would not be the same wan who had written that letter he hal read such a
short time ago. To survive the future Sarek had plamned for him, Spock
would have to kill his Human side, finally and completely - 1t would not be
an sasy death. He thought of Amanda - what had he been about to do to her,
and tc the son she had given him? He wag fiercely proud of his son - he
could admit that now to himself, if %o no-one else - yet had been preparsd
to destroy him, tc force him to conform to an artificial ideal. For a
moment he visualised a totally Vulcan Spock, and knew that he had deceived
himself ~ he wanted his son as he was.

That knowledge enabled him to meet McCoy's eyes. "You are right,
Doctor. Will you permit me to speak to Spock now? I should be glad of your
presence ~ both you and Captain Kirk should heer what I have to say."

McCoy searched his face, then pushed open the door. As their footsteps
came closer, the two men looked upy slowly Kirk reached out and laid a
reassuring hand on Spock's arm. The gesture was not lost on Sarek. He
spoke quickly.

"T ask forgiveness, Spock. I find that I have made a grave error of
Judgement.!

Hope flamed in the hazel eyess; fearful of betraying emotion, the dark
eyes were guickly veiled.

"It is not easy to admit to a mistake — I have made one. I sought to
make you something you are not. Captain, you spoke the truth - I valued
Spock's humanity, yet almost destroyed it. You are free from all pressures,
Spock. It is my wish now that you select your own way in iife. T!'Pau must
learn, as I have learned, that you are not to be judged by wholly Vulecan
standards. If you decide to return to Vulcan, you will be welcome; 1if you
prefer o remain with Starfleet, you have wy permigsion, and my blessing.

It may sound strange to you, Spock, but in this matter, choose as your heart
directs you.

There waz no need to ask for Spock's decision in wordss +the quiet
Joy in the dark eyes said all,

"I am content. Now I must refurn to Vulcan., Live long, my son ~ and
progper.”

As he tummed to go, twe hands detained him.
"Thank you, father.!

Barek inclined his head, and turned to Kirk,
"Sarek... ‘thank you... Tor everything."

The Vulcan hesitated, then lightly touched the hand that lay on his
slecve. :

"Goodbye, Captain. I... wish you well. Doctor, perhaps you will
accompany me to the trangporter?"

Somehaw the news had already spread through the ship. As he walked
the corridors with McCoy, Sarek could sense the overwhelming joy and
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gratitude from the Humans he passed. He could undersiand now the position
Spock held in the hearts of the crew — they had instinctively felt what it
had taken him so long to see, Spock's unique and very personal goodness and
honesty.

In the transporter room he exchanged farewells with McCoy.
"Goodbye, Ambassador. And from all of us... thank you.!

"I should thank you, Doctor. TYou have ensbled me to correct +he
wrong I did my son, Farewell.!

Ag the shimmer of the transporter died away, McCoy turned back towards
sickbay. Like Sarek, he too had finally come to realise what the existence
of the link peant for Kirk and Spock. It was at once hazard and safeguard,
danger and security, rendering them vulnersble, yet granting to both these
lonely men the sanctuary of each other's mind where fesr, loneliness and
pain would be guietly met and healed.

The price of such a friendship was high - few would be prepared to
pay it ~ but they had congidered the risks worth wnile, knowing the wvalus
of the unity they shared. And in his heart, McCoy could only approve
their choice.
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