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Hellc again, and welcome to Log Entries 12.

This editorial signals the end of a most chaotic month - I'm now going
to have a rest from cutting stencils for a few weeks. (The next two or three
weeks will be spent collating... with the help of anyone I can coeroe into
doing it with mee.. )

I hoped to have more poetry this time. It didn't work out like that,
I'm afraid; the stories took up more space that I expected. However, perhaps
next time?

We also have a mystery picture. The illusiration on P31 was forwarded to
me by Helen McCarthy some time ago, and while I think it's by Sharon Packham,
I'm not sure: the style is rather different from the rest of Sharcn's that
were with It. If anyone can positively identify the artist for me, I'1ll give
it the proper acknowiedgemsnt next time.

Also I still need morTe ariwork, line drawings without too much solid
black, which provides preoblems in the duplicating, and I'd welcome more story
submigsions, from non-members as weil as members of STAG.

Thanks t0 all the people who have helped me put out this zine and also
the one—offs we have produced for the con, The Web of Selager and The Price of
Frisendship,; both by Simone Mason, and Variations on a Theme, by Valerie
Piacentini and myself. I can name Janset and her mother, both of whom have
done a great deal of proof-reading in the last couple of weeks despite illness
in the family, as well as all the work Janet has done running off the stencils.
I can't name the collators yet because I don't know who all they will be, but
thanks, anyway - I do appreciate it.

FPor LE 13 T have T.W. Franeis' winning entry in the competition in N/L 23,
a story by Christine Hall and a Baillie story by Valerle Placentini. T'm
planning on having it ocut sometime around Novemben/December.

Non-~members of STAG can get information on forthcoming zines by sernding
a SAE or addressed envelope and IRC +o

Sheila Clark

6 Craigmill Cottages
Strathmartine

by Dundee

Scotland.

I would also welcome letters of comment if only to help me put out the
gort of story that you want.

I hope you enjoy these stories as much as I do.
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Kirok's heart pounded in time to the rearing wind, and the earth
trembled beneoth his feet as the darkening sky reached down with billowing
fingers and threatened to hold him fast. He ran on, just as he had done so
many times in his dreams, but this time was different. This time James T.
Kirk knew the seoret of the Obelisk: he could set right the faulty deflector
mechanism which the Preservers had instelled to protect the planet, and, this
time - Miramanee would live!

* Ok K *®

It was Spock who had szid so, and a very angry Dr. McCoy who disagreed
with him.

"That in blazes has gotten into you, Spock?"

& smile touched the corner of Kirk's lips as he remembered the conver-
sation, was it yesterdey? No matter - time had no weaning for him, at least
not for a iitile while moxe.

"Isn!'t one bad experience enocugh for both of you? Or do I have o spell
it out? - It just isn't natural playing around with the Past like that.™
McCoy paused for o moment to observe the Captein as if to summon up further
ingpiration for a new attack.
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Jemes T. Kirk was tired and he knew it showed. The bresk in the argument
gave him the necessary incentive to regein command of the situsation before it
degenerated into another barrage of insulis, and left the issue unonswered -
and he must have an answer!

"Gentlemen!" He stood up to pace the distance between Spock and McCoy.
"Bones" - the tone subsided. M"I've got to have mors to go on. I appreciste
your concern in this but... "

"And I'd appreciate it if the Captain would hear mc out!" McCoy's eyes
blaged in fury and Kirk fought hard to control the flars of colour to his own
cheeks. "My Jjob is the welfare of this crew, not least of all the Captain,
and anything which threatens to endanger that welfere either physically or
peychologically becomes my concern. The risk is too great, Jims 1if anything
£0C8 WIONZes. !

"The decision is mine, Doctori" It was an order.

Eirk's mind accelerated, there could be no delay; he must decide, and
now! "All right, Spock -~ your evaluation?"

The First Officer had remained his usual impassive self throughout the
exchange, and as Kirk turned to face him now, he could not help but envy the
cool, composed nerve of the man, whose only reaction was that raised eyebrow.

"The facts have already been stated, Caniain.”
"I'm well aware of thai, Mr. Spock - continue,"

Aware though he was of the Captain's impatiencs, Spock took the time to
catalogue his thoughts. Hidden from view his hands clenched with concesaled
tension, but his face revealed nothing.

"Closer analysis indicates that the ripples in time initiated by the
existence of the Guardian of Forover moy be distorted, and the resulting
power rechannelled to motivate changes in events which could have no histor—
ical significance. With the Guardian's assistance and use of the ship's com—
puters, it may be possible to re-arrange events as they occurred in order to
achieve a desired effect.!

"Are you saying that you could re-~time what happened? That we could
reach the Obelisk and re-set the controls before... " Kirk left the sentence
vnfinished.

"Correct - in part, Captain. However, as events are, in effect, being
'manufactured', it will be necessary for both Dr. McCoy and myself %o be
prosent, as the original pattern dictates.!

"Bomething's wrong, Captaini" It was 2 more subdued ¥eCoy who made the
statement, and Kirk felt a pang of regret. "It's just as casy as that? Press
& button, walk through a door, and all your troubles are over ~ forever and a
day?"

"On the contrary, Doctor." Spock paused. "It will not be casy at alli"

"That's what this whole thing sounds like o me - one big chance - and
what's the price for this new-found happiness, Jim? There's got to be one,
hasn't there? And what do we tell Starflcet Command? 'So sorry the Captain
can't speak to you right now - he's just popped back in time to see his wife
for a minute!.!

"IHAT' LL BE ENOUGH, MeCOYIM

The intercom beeped and Ukura!'s melodic voice broke tho sharp silence.
"Bridge to Captain.n

Kirk angrily thumbed acknowledgement. "Kirk here.!

"Request you come up, sir - we have a problem.m




"Specify." Kirk allowed himgelf a moment to reflect how much like Spock
the question was.

Hiell, , M
"That is it, Lieutenant?"

Uhura saw the danger in delaying further. "There are 2 number of urgent
Section reports for your attention, and -~ " she paused " - you have bean away
for over three hours now, sir?..." The tone was anxiocus, and Kirk mellowed.

"Wery well — I'm on my way." He headed for the door.
"Before you leave -~ Captaini!

Kirk paused in the doorway. "Not now, Bones." It was a plea, but McCoy
continued.

"Regulations reguire I inform you that I intend to record my disagreement
with the Captain's probable decision to proceed with this mission. My medical
opinicn is that the Captain is psychologically unfit, therefore his decision may
be emotionally blased to the detriment of himself ~ and the crew of the
Enterprise.”

Kirk remained where he wag. He felt... empiy. There was nothing to say,
hut McCoy hadn't finished yet. "My medical report will be communicated to the
appropriate authorities in the morning, and that decision - Capfain - is minel

Kirk rested an arm against the door for an instant and then turned quickly into
the corridor as the doors hissed closed on Spock and McCoy.

¥ R K X

"Well?" MoCoy cleared his throat and then vented his frustration on the
chief cause. "I hope you're satisfied, Spock? It was your analysed, comput-
erised, Vuican, hair-brained scheme that started all this; and where has it
got us?t"

Spock crossed over to the viewer conscle aznd flicked a switch to observe
the Captain's arrival on the bridge. McCoy joined hiwm and pauged for a long
monent to watch Kirk retrisve the con from Mr. Scoti.

Mie kmew it would take a long time for him., Maybe not one yesr - or two,
but this has opened the wounds all over again,!

Spock's attention wasg still on the viewscreen as he addressed lcCoy. "Have
you observed the Captain lately, Doctor?® It was not really a question. !"The
wounds have not healed, rather they have festered. Are you aware that for some
time now the Capiein has taken only minimal rest periods, and eats alone - if
at all. Furthermore - it is several months since our last chess game." The
lagt sentence sounded alwmost amusing but McCoy knew that to Spock it was no joke.

Mell... he is under a gtrain - I've already said that." Realisation
dawred as McCoy thought hard. "Come %o think of it -~ he doesn't have time to
talk much of late, and... he did defer a check~up recently - about the time we
had that scrap with the Klingons at Vega II - naturally I zssumed... "

"The Captain knew he could not fool your equipment, Doctor, and that there
was no antidote - until now. May I ask if you intend to file that reportt!

"Blast it, Spock - this is oll the more reason for Jim to teke things easy.
Why, o long rest and... "

"Time to think, Doctor? That is precisely what he is trying to avoidi" A
long moment passed, and then, a decision made, Spock continued, "Thers have
been occasions when you have nod hesitated to debate my '"Human' failings. I ask
you now, Doctor = " Spock 1lifted his head from the viewscreen to look directly
at McCoy ™ - how muclh of the Vulcan is there in youf"

¥R X ¥
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Kirk spent an hour clearing the bhacklog of reports and queries, and then
spent ten minutes or so staring st the main viewscreen. It didn't help, and
he was suddenly aware of the odd questioning glances in hig direction.

Yiir. Scott!"

"pye, Captain?" The Engineer was obviously relicved to receive a ocom—
minication of some sort.

"Scotty ~ I'1ll be in my quarters, if... "

1111 see you're not disturbed, sir." With a grateful nod, Kirk escaped
the bridsge.

Iveryons looked at everyone else as the doors closed.
"There's something wrong with that laddic - and Ah don't like it.M

Sulu relaxed, glad that the tension had eased. "If he puts us through
any mors emergency drills this week, therc'll be something wrong with all of us.M =

"T don't understand... " Chekov joined in. "I+ isn't anything he does,
but... " there was a pause, a silent agreement.

"hat do you suppose is the matter, Mr., Scott?" Uhura's concemm was
apparent and touched them all. Scotty drummed his fingers on the arm rest of
the command chair.

"Ah don't know, Lieutenant, but if all this to-in and fro-in is anything
to go by, I'1l wager it won't be a mite longer before we find out!"

Almost at that moment Spock entered the bridge, and was met by an ewmb-
arrassed silence. Scobtty relinguished the chair. "The Captein doesn't wish to
be disturbed, Mr. Spock." The information relayed, he attempted to adjourn to
his station, but Spock was too quick.

"hank you, Mr. Scott." He had their attention, and they waited, but not
long. Spock punched s button on the chair console. MBridge to Engineering -
prepare for computer check of all awxiliary by-pass systems. Mr. Scott, Mr.
Chekov — your attention please.”

Sulu grinned in commiseration as Chekov got to his feet. "Here we go
agaln. He kept the remark low, but Spock had heard -~ and chosen io ignore.

* ¥ * %
Kirk lay contemplating the ewmptiness of the space above him.

Bones was right, of course. Who was he to risk the Enterprise for this
- oh, it wasg all very well Spock declaring the scheme to be of 'considerable
scientific importance', and very convenient it was too, but was that the real
reagson the Captain gave his approval, or was he -~ as Bones had sald - 'emotion~
ally biased'. That was a damn silly gquestion - of course he was. A sharp pain -
gripped his heart as he remeuwbered the fate which had condemmned him to a life-—
time of memories... of orange blossom and pine trees - and Miramanee...

Kiric's arm laghed out in anger at the nearest object - a curlio in finest
opalayne. It shattered into o thousand pileces which launched themselves
across the room. He idly watched asg a $rickle of bloed ran down the back of
hisg hand, and then spread out in several directions.

Wellw- now 1t was finished., Thore was no decision to make -~ McCoy had
seen to that, and he was not even sure he disaygreed with him any wore. Kirk
lay back and closed his eyes. He was tired... g0 very... tired...

* KX ¥

Leonard McCoy was... eombarrassed and angry and worried, not necessarily
in that order. He reached over to switch on a library tape, only to switch it
off a moment later in disgust. The choice WAS his to make and both the Cap-
taln and Spock knew it, but dammit! He was a Doctor, not the Commander of a
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Starship! McCoy felt an uncontrollable urge to kick something, and made a
mental note %o provide just such an object, next shore leave. He attempied 1o
review the situation 'logically', and smiled to himself. There was that word
again, perhesps Spock was right; he had been insensitive to the Capntain's con-
dition, yét . Jim had taken care to bluster through their conversations lately,
nearly always ending with 'I'm a busy man, Bones'. Yes - the act had bheen
good, and he had been focled, but Spock hada't. Perhaps that was what hurt
wmost; that, and the fact that Jim hadn't confided in him. Why? What was it
he feared? Rebuke? Criticism? Well, he'd certainly taken a fair share of
that today. And then McCoy romembered the expression on Kirk's face as he had
delivered his threat, and he had his answer. Defeat - utter and complete, and
it was his power, his decision that had brought it about.

And if I'm wrong? McCoy thought about that for a long time -~ in fact,
he was still thinking about it as, armed with a bottle of *'Chateau Scotty '76',
then quit the elevator, and headed resolutely towards Kirk's cabin.

EE

Spock had similar ideas and McCoy felt a surge of delight t0 see the
glimmer of confusion which passed over his face, as he sought o disguise and
produce a logicsl explanation for his presence -~ and that of the portable
chess game under his arm.

As they stood in the corridor, a few feet from Kirk's cabin, Spock
glanced meaningfully at the boitle in McCoy's hand, and he saw his escape.

"A peace offering, Doctorp!

McCoy coloured slightly but changed his mind about full scale war. 'Hell
Spock, it kinda looks as though yoa had the same idea, doesn't it? Now - are
we gonna stand here all night discussing it, ot are we gonna go in there!

Kirk's voice called a tired "Come!" in answer to their buzs, and as he
greeted them with an inquiring "Spock? Bones?" he moved to get up, and then
apparently thinking better of it, sat on the edge of his couch instead. "Is
there something...?" And then he saw why they had come and his heart warmed
at the thought behind it.

McCoy broke the silence as he looked for glasses and found them from a
nearby unit. '"Well, Jim - there's an old Earth proverb - something about
spilling milk... " He paused, glad Kirk couldn't see him struggling for the
right words. "And - well -~ I guess it's all right to mop up a little?p"

Kirk smiled. "Forget it, Boneg."

Spock had relinquished the chess game and was looking with curiosity at
the shattered oxnament. Xirk saw the raised eyebrow, and by way of explanation
he offered, "It... fell.M

Thankfully the moment was over as McCoy handed drinks to himself and
Spock. "To the Enterprise - and her Captain," McCoy toasted, and judged it wise
not to say morc. .He had seen Kirk's injury almost at once and guessed how the
ornament had 'fallen'. He only hoped Spock would put two and two together
also. He did.

Time passed quickly and pleasanily, as Kirk relaxed in the company of
the two men he trusted more than anyone in the universe.

"Let's take a look at that hand, Jim." McCoy took the chance as Spock
checkmated the Captain for the third time. Kirk shrugged at Spock.

"i'm... out of practice," and to McCoy, "what, this, Bones? It's no-
thing to worry about."

"IY11 take a look .anyway."

Kirk surrendered, and as McCoy cleaned and sprayed the cuts, Kirk fought
down a wave of nausea, as lack of food and sleep caught up with him. McCoy




noticed, and when he had finished, poured anocther drinks his back to Kirk,
he added two drops of a clear liquid to the glass.

"One for the road, Jim - Doctor's ordersi™

"Kirk sipped the drink gratefully, and then, "I don't know... what to
d.Oooo 1'

MTCaptain ~ " Spock made to say something buit a glance from McCoy brought
kim up.

Kirk hesitated. "I can't be sure... I could be risking the ship, and...
when you make your report, I'll lose comm -~ "

"There won't be any report, Jim," McCoy cut in guickly.

Kirk couldn't be sure, but McCoy's words sounded very far away. He shook
his head to clear it. McCoy was talking again. "Spock!'s the Sclence Officer,
and I presume he's done his homework. If he thinks this thing'll work -~ then
it'1l work. Go ahead, and... I'll abide by the Captain's decision, decision,
decis, dec.., "

Strange - the words echoed in XKirk's ears, and thern the room turned over.
Through blurred eyes he watched as the glass slipped from his fingers to the
floor and MeCoy and Spock moved quickly to him before he fell. Asg they lifted
him gently on to the couch, he struggled feebly against the enforced sleep.
"Bongg€.ses N0... must - think... "

"ou'll think better after a good night's rest, nowi"m McCoy's arm was
on his shoulder, comforting, yet restraining., "Just relax, Jim - don't fight
ity

He had no choice, and they stayed until he was asleep.

* oK K *

"What's the matter, Spock? Unethical?®

They were standing near the elevator on Deck Pive. Spock, arms folded,
studied MeCoy. "On the contrary, Doctor, the success of this plan depends
upon clear and precise attention to detail. In order to comply with full
efficiency, the Captain required rest, which you have provided. Your action
wag, therefore - gquite logical.!

"Good! Now - I requirs your co-operation on another matter.”
"Indeed?! Spock was curious.

"I want you to take it ecasy yourself.Y

"Really, Doctor? Your concern is unnecessary -~ I am quite... "

#eCoy interrupted. "Youw're not fooling me, Spocks get some sleep ~ and
don't give me any of that 'We Vulcans can go on forever' dull! If you haven't
thought for yourself, just remember, Jim will need to rely on you now, more
than ever."

Spock reflected on the words as he ran through some computer tapess later
in his cabin. He studied the data intently for only a few moments before
discovering, in surprise; that his mind was absorbing little. Switching off,
he Tollowed McCoy's advice, and fell quickly inte a troubled sleep.

* * X X

MeCoy entered the bridge as Kirk shouted "COMPENSATE!M™  and the Enter—
prige lurched violently in her struggle against the phenomenon which Spock
called "ripples in time'. Momentarily off balance, McCoy clung to the bridge
rail until she stabilised.

"Damage report?” Kirk walted amxiocusly until the breathless reporter
confirmed that the Enterprise was undamaged. "3pock?!




"Affirmative, Captein ~ it is beginning.!

Bven the hurried smile of greeting which Kirk shot him could not quell
the cold fear which gripped McCoy as Spock said the words. He waited, always
uneasy smongst the panels and flashing lights, more so on this occasion. BSpock
nodded briefly, and returned to his viewer. They went to yellow alert; the
alarms quietened and, as the Captain joined him, McCoy was suddenly hesitant,
unsure what the reaction would be. He looked away, but there was no need, for
Kirk's syes held no reprimand, only warm amusement.

"No hard feelings, Doctor, but... " he paused as McCoy's expression
changed. "Next time... the drinks arc on mei'" They laughed, and so did the
cthers, and Spock, whilst missing the joke, understood the nesd for it. As he
looked around at the smiling faces, he knew that thesc people would follow
James T. XKirk to the end of the universe, and beyond - as would he. It wasn't
logical = but it was itrue.

Sulu interrupied. "Standard orbit procedure, Captain?!

Kirle was brought back to realitys; "Carry on, Mr. Sulu. Steady as she
goesg,!

"Aye, sir.!

Ls the laughter faded, Xirk, attempting a confidence which his heart
didn't feel, surveysd the bridge one last fime. "Well, gentlemen - " he tugged
at hisg shirt to hide a moment of panic " -~ let's go test your theory, Mr. Spock
- Bones, I need you too."

Ag they headed for the turbo-lift, Uhura caught the Captain's arm, hesit-
antly, and then released him just as suddenly. "Sir, I... "

Kirk saw the filled eyes, and as Spock and MeCoy tactfully moved on past
him, he 1lifted her face gently, and brushed away a glistening tear. "No...no,"
he chastised softly. Her dark eyes met his in a million shared hopss — and fears.
"It'1ll be... all right," he sald resolutely. "It'll be all right."

He left her then and headed towards vhatever game Destiny had in wmind

for him.
* O K ¥

They stood once again on the c¢old surface of the dead world. The same
fascination held Kirk as, flanked by Spock and McCoy, he stood before the device
which was neither being nor machine, which was its own begiming and its own
end. Ee remembered its discovery. When MeCoy had fled the ship in biind
paranois after an accidental cordrazine overdose, they had followed him herc,
and through the portal into a past where they did not belong, in order to restore
a present in which they did. He looked at Spock, busy with lest minute cal-
culations, and a memory returned to haunt hinm.

{'it hig side - as if he's always been there, and always will be... ')
"4 moment longer... " Spock {twiddled some dials.
(*Captain - even when he doesn't say it, he does.')

"Penny for them, Jim?" MNcCoy broke into his thoughts. "Bdith?" Kirk
nodded. "She kinda got to me foo, you know..., "

And then, the familiar resonant throbbing voice of the Guardian stirred
the air in response to Spock's guestion.

"Guerdian - do you know why we are heret!

"YOU SEEK THE PAST. MANY SUCH JOURNEYS ARE POSSIBLE. LET ME BE YOUR
GATEWAY "

"We seek to... reconstruct a past, and in so doing, remake a future."

The humming continued, and then "IT IS POSSIBLE. THE BALANCE MUST BE
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MAINTAINED., DO YOU UNDERSTAND P!
Spock angwersd. "It is understood.”
MeCoy whispered to Kirk, "What's all that about a balancef"

Kirk shrugsged, and McCoy's uneasiness grew. The Guardian spoke once more.
HGO THEN -~ TO YOUR OTHER WORILD. IR YOU ARE SUCCESSFUL, YOU WILL BE RETURNED.
IT WILL BE AS THCUGE YCU HAD NOT GOHWE.M

The centuries began o roll past before them, and Spock moved closer.
"Captain, Dr. McCoy ~ please be ready, on my signal."

"Now, hold on just a minute! I want to kn ~ "

MO Kirk grabbed McCoy's arm, and the three men disappesred into the
cloudy, octagonal vortex.

* % XX

Kirk ran on towards the two familiar figures who stood walting at the foot
of the Obelisk. Spock HAD done his homework well, the approximation to jump
could not have bheen better. He reached them; and together they moved to the
platform where Kirk spcke into his communicator, repeating the pattern of con-~
sonants and vowels; +the secret key which gained them admittance to the control
TOOMm.

Once inside Spock wasted no time setting to righats the malfunciion., "Just
push the right buttons,”" Kirk had said, and as he did just that, the pencil-thin
blue beam reached out to push away the asterocid which threatened to smash this
world apaxrt.

MeCoy breathed a sigh of relief. "Well - that wasn't so bad. Now can we
go home?"

"ot so fast, Bones. I have a wife out therc, remember?" He started for
the door, only to hesitate as something in Spock's attitude drew his attention.

"What is 1%, Mr. Spock? Something wrong?"
There was a sadness in Spock's face, and curious, Kirk moved +to him.
"There is something which must be done, Captain -~ I regreb... "

Kirk gripped the Vulcan's shoulder in growing alarm. "Spock?! and
suddenly he was pushed, gently but firmly, as Spock twisted, throwing the
Captain off balance and 1into the path of the memory beam which, once hefore,
had reobbed him of his identity.

WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?Y A frenzied cry escaped McCoy as he saw Kirk crumple
to the floor before Spock could catch him. Instantly at his side, McCoy gave
Kirk a shot, and watched as he stirred momentarily but could not respond. "I
asked you a question, Spockil

"Tt was necessary, Doctor."

"Ts that all you can say? What purpose...?”

"Soon yeu will understand, Doctor. For the moment, I ask that you employ
patience."

"That's a laugh!" McCoy was bitter. "Perhaps I'm next, c¢h, Spock? Is
that your nlan? I just can't believe... "

"Dr. MeCoy! Plsase - not now." Something in Spook's voice mede MceCoy stop,
and then he watched and followed as Spock lifted Kirk effortlessly and carried
him out of the Temple.

As the trio appeared, the crowd drew back. They had watched in awe as
the Gods had saved their world, just as legend had predicted, but they had
doubted and tried to kill the one whom the Gods had sent to raise the Temple
spirit and make the sky grow quist. Now, the Powerful Ones must surely punish
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them. In sheer blind terror, they turned and fled. A1L but one —~ Miramanse

ran to them, unafraid but anxious. Spock laid Xirk on the platform and she fell
sobbing at their feet. Kneeling, she cradled Kirk, her hands touching, caress-
ings - her shining black halr tunbiing in waves about her shoulders. The Captain
gtirred again, and McCoy =aid gently, "He'll be all right now - and so will your
people."

She cried and laughed fogether as she spoke to the man she loved, the
father of her unborn child. "I knew you would save them, my Chief,"

Feeling unneeded, McCoy joined Spock who stood a little distance off,
quietly watching the scene. "You don't intend to take Jim back with us -~ do
you, 3pock? You never have!" There was no reply. "How are we gonna eX...

His question went unanswered as a cry rent the air behind them. They
whirled as, crazed with the couragsous obsession which Jealousy alone can bring,
the former Medicine Chief prepared his revenge.

"Liars! False Gods! Use your powers to strike me down, if you can, for
I will prove to the people that you are no Godasl!

"Salish! HNol" Miramanee ran to join McCoy and Spock. "What can be
gained from this? Our world is safe now - forget this madness!!

But this was the anger of murderous hatred which reason could not reach.
"You are bewitched by these deceivers and must die like them - now!"

The air suddenly grew cold, as the knife hurtled towards her and McCoy
with deesdly accuracy, and then, with a lightning movement, Spock interpeosed his
body between them, and Hiresmanee screamed in terror as the cruel blade buried
itself in his back. McCoy used his phaser and Salish dropped where he stood. .

Miramanee was unconsclous but unharmed. ¥ecCoy turned Spock onto his side,
supporting him with one knee. A glance told him...

He used a stimulant, and as the Vulcan responded, "Pig-headed, stubborn..."
and then, brokenly, "Spock - why?"

"Do not be concerned -~ Doctor. There is... no pain.”

"Liari"™ But there was no anger in McCoy, only remorse and a large feeling
of helplessness. He shook his head, incredulous, dishelieving. "It wasn't
supposed to be this way - I should have known -~ should have prevented... "

"Ho...» Doctor. HNecegsary... +he balance... "

McCoy had begun to understand. YA 1ife - for a life?" Spock's silence
answered him. 'Ok, wmy God!"

Spock was fighting, controlling, but as McCoy reached for a hypo, he
caught the Doctor's arm in refusal. "The Captain?"

"He'll be all right - they both will."

Satisfied,; Spock tried to reach for the 4ricorder which lay beside him,
and suddenly, quietly, it was all over; as the grip on the Doctor's arm
relaxed, McCoy held it fast in pumb disbelief.

Beconds, minutes, or maybe hours later, McCoy pressed the bution which
Spock had indicated; and listened to Kirk's recorded voice say, "So peaceful...
uncomplicated, no problems, no command decisions. Just - living... "

And he would never know... never know that Spock had bought him Paradise
- with his life. An anguished cory broke from McCoy as he hurled the tricorder
at the stone metal.

* X K ¥

And then - he was on the bridge, not making sense and looking at two
ghosts.

"Jint  Spock! Wh- what happened?
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"What's the wmatter, Bones? You look terrible." Kirk came to him,
smiling.

"T.., you're... not supposed to - be here... where's Miramance?" Lt
Kirk's perplexed look, he added, "Your wife.!

Incredulous, Kirk said, "Whatifv

Spock said "Fascinating! " and it was all too much for McCoy. As he

recled, Kirk banged a button on his chair panel. "Medical team to the bridge
- energency!!

Some time later an anxious James T. Kirk watched as MeCoy regained con=—
sclousnegs in sickbay. Suitebly reassured, Christine Chapel smiled in relief
and then left then.

"That was some nightmare, Bones — how do you feel?"
McCoy tried to sit up, but nothing seemed to work just yet.

"Take it easy." At McCoy's look, Kirk added hastily, "I know, I know,
you're the Doctor, but... get some rest... we'll talk later."

As the Captain left, McCoy looked at Spock and beheld in those dark eyes
the answer to his questions. Tor Jim there was no planet, no asteroid, no
Miramanee - yet. But there would be one day, and suddenly McCoy knew what the
price would be when that time came. That is — until a touch from Spock removed
the secret of a tomorrow, and the memory of a yesterday.

e K I KRR R K W% K

Ma POCR WEE BATRNS

Ah dinna ken the man's request
He's Jjist a ravin' madman,

He disna' understand them

That I know.

He calls himself the Capiain
But he disna' really love them.
111 give them two more hours
Before they blow.

He had this crazy chase in mind
He wouldna' be prevented,

I wish I were the Captain

Of this ship.

I'd make them {ake it easy

But it isna' really my place,
50 I push the engines hard

And bite wy lip.

I canna' really hate the man,

He only does his duty,

The same as I do mins

With no complainte,

But it's hard to hear them screaming,
I just wish that he could hear them
And spare a thought for me

And ma wee balrns.

A Wigmore

EHERRERURRW LKA RHR
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BVIL IS... by Jennifer Gutiridge

The slanted vividly green eyes of the woman flashed. She tossed her
head high, shaking out her mane of midnight dark hair. "You will regret this,™
she sald in a voice that shook with scarcely controlled fury. "You will all
regret thisi"

"I'm sorry, Ma'am," ¥Kirk told her. "Buit there is really nothing further
I can do. I've pleaded your case before the Federation council, and they'wve
decided irrevocably to deny you even associate membership.!

"Wery well!l" she snarled. "Co on! Get back to your space ship and your
precious Federation! But where ever you travel, my curse will travel with
you." Her eyes switched in turn to each of their faces. For each of them
there was a momentary nausea as his mind was penetrated by a blunt sensory
probe, and then her seyes returned angrily to Kirk's face. "Get outi" she
hisgsed.

Kirk inclined his head. "Very well, Ma'am." He turned on his heel and
walked from the smoky hall without looking back. Outside he waited for Spock
and McCoy to catch up with him.

McCoy looked back as the door was slammed shut behind them.

"L can't say that I'm exactly grief stricken over taking my leave of that
lady," he said feelingly.

Nor I," Kirk agreed. "Let's get back to the Enterprise before things
turn even more unpleasant, and put a considerable amount of space between us
and this backwater. Kirk to Enterprise.”

"Enterprise. Scott here, sir."

"Mr. Scott, prepare to beam three aboard," Kirk said. "Lock on.
Energize."

*OR ¥

Kirk watched the murky green planet recede to a speck on the screen and
vanish. "YSwiteh to forward scanners," he ordered and leaned back in the
command seat, stretching. "Lt. Uhura, inform Starfleet Command that we're
underwvay to our next assignment." '

"Aye, aye, sir.M
"Maintain your course, Mr. Sulu, warp factor two."
"Warp two, sir," Sulu acknowledged.

Kirk swivelled in the command seat and then got up and walked lagily
aoross the bridge to the computer station. He looked up at the Vulcan and
grinned. "Two and a half weeks to the next port of call, Mr. Spock," he said.
"o rush, no worry, an enjoyable little pleasure cruise.!

Spock gazed down at him with an air of immocent puzzlement.
"Pleasure cruise, Captain?' he inquired doubtfully.

"Yegs, A little relaxation. All the amenities. All the comforts of a
home from home. The only +thing I can't offer is a sun tan."

"Sun tan?™ Spock asked.
Kirk spread his hands. '"No beach," he explained.

"Beach?" Spock repeated, giving up the attempt to follow the reasoning
of Kirk's brain.

Kirk smiled kindly and shook his head. "Forget it, Mr. Spock. Just for-—
get it," he advised. '"You take care of things up here and I'1i go and fell it
to McCoy .M
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"Ag you wish, Captain," Spock murmured, watching Kirk's back retreat
toward the turbo 1lift doors. '

. He watched the red doors slide together bshind the captain and then he
raised 2 hand to his head, pressing the first two fingers against his temple.
There was a tenderness there, a sorencss that went deep. He frowned at it and
with the typical Vulcan attitude set the thought of physical discomfort aside
and bent his head once more over the computer consocle.

* K ¥

Kirk and McCoy rmised their glasses and grinned at each other through
the amher liquid. "Here's to it, Bones," Kirk said. "Two and a half weeks of
perfect peace."

"Huh!" MoCoy scoffed. "I seem to remember the last time you said some-
thing like that - the entire ship's complement came down with a mutation of
Tiavian worm, and we spent three weeks clearing up the resultant mess!"

Kirk held up his hands. "Don't remind me," he begged. '"What do you
intend to do with the time?®

"e?" McCoy grimmed. M"Apart from eating, drinking and sleeping, I'm
going %o make a concerted effort to classify those -~ " He jerked a thumdb in
the direction of the cabinets that lined his wallg, and thelr coutents, rank
upon rank of anthropoid skulls whose origins ranged from one rim of the galaxy
t¢ the other.

"Back %o the book." Kirk grimned and raised his glass., "Here's to it."

MeCoy swallowed a mouthful and then doubled up, coughing, as a tremble
ran through the superstructure of the ship and made the fluid ripple in hisg
glags.

Kirk hammered him hard on the back. "That was trouble if ever I felt
it," he said. The intercom bleeped even ss he reached for the switch. "Kirk
herea."

"Spock here, Captsin. There has been a minor explosion in the engineer=
ing section. Mr. Scott reports superficial structural and circuirty damage.
One subsidiary bulkhead has buckled. There is one crewman requiring medical
attention.”

"Understood, Mr. Spock," Kirk said, frowning. "Assemble a damage control
party. Give Mr., Scott all the assistance he requires. Dr. MeCoy and I are on
cur way."

McCoy,y his medical kit in his hand, was already on his way to the turbo
lift.
® * ¥

It was in the early hours of the following morning that Kirk stirred with
g dull ache in his stomach. He rolled onto his side and drew his knees up to
his belly. The pain stayed with him. He came fully awake and, thirking he
had cramp, stretched his body out. The pain inecreased noticably with the
movement. Kirk felt sweat break out on hig body. The sheets became cold and
clammy and uncomfortable. He threw them off and tried to sit up on the edge
of the bed. A wave of sharp agony swept through the lower half of his body.
He wrapped his arms round his body and groaned. The sweat ran down his face
in cold beads; his legs were numb and refused to respond, it was impossible
for him to walk.

Holding himgelf tightly he rolled off the bed and dropped onto the floor.
The impact made him gasp. Inch by painful inch he dragged himself across the
floor into his office and over to the desk. He reached up, feeling for the
intercom switch. The muscles of his abdomen twisted themselves into knots and
jerked the knots tight. Kirk ocried out as lights burst ir his head. His
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distant discomnected fingers tipped the rocker switeh. "Kirk.,. Kirk 4o
bridge," he gasped, his voice sounding little more than a croak, even to his
own ears. "Kirk to bridge." No voice responded from the intercom. Kirk
became aware of a dead hollow hum coming from the machine. His fingers fum-
bled to the next switch. "Kirk to siockbay. Kirk to... "Still there was only
the warning sound of a disconnected channel. He collapsed, panting, onto the
floor. Dizzying nausea washed over him, he reitched and vomited. A4 black gulf
yawned before him and he felt himself slipping over its edge. Resolutely, he
draggsd himself back.

Using one elbow as a lever he set out to pull himself across the miles of
floor that separated him from the door and the corridor beyond.. Interminably
he crawled until the door towered sbove him. He raised his hand towards it.
With a light hiss of hydraulics it s1id back into the wall casing. Kirk drag-
ged himself through it.

The night dimmed corridor curved away in both directions, humming with
the warm competent silence of the ship. There was no distant gsound, no sight
of anyone. Kirk got his head and shoulders through the door and then laid his
check on the cool metal of the deck. The jagged fangs and sharp nailed fin-
gers of pain reached up and dragged him down beneath the level of consciougs
ness. :

When he awoke, he still had the pain, but it was not the crippling
wrenching pain of the night. It was a penetrating sorensss and an ache of
bruised muscles deep inside his body. He breathed in and his throat felt as
if it had been skinned raw. He lay flat on his back on the sickbay examin-
ation table, dressed in clean hospital issue pyjemas and coversd with a light
sheet. He blinked up at the light asbove his head and tried %o 1lift o hand to
his face. His fingers and wrist felt a long way off, as if they belonged to
someone else. He guessed from the heaviness of his arm and the slowness of
his brain that he was drugged.

There was movement somewhere out of his range of vision. He heard some-
one get up out of a chair and walk quietly across the floor to hisg side. His
eyes rolled in their sockets and he blinked. McCoy towered over him. looking
down from a great distance. Kirk swallowed and tried to speak. His throat
burned. McCoy leaned .down to his level, his face swimming into foocus. M"Don't
try ‘o telk, Jim," he advised. "You've had quite a nasty time of it." He
laid a reassuring hand on Kirk's shoulder.

Kirk looked a%t the hand curiously, noticing the carefully scrubbed nails
and the neat way all the little light brown heirs lay the same way, all the
way from the back of the doctor's hand to where they vanished beneath the
short sleeve of his tunic. He realised his mind was wandering and fought back
the Dgginess.

"Drink," he crosked hoarsely.

McCoy straightened and vanished but he was back in a moment holding a
glass of water. He supported Kirk's shoulders with one arm and allowed him to
take three small sips before taking the glass fimly away and lowering him
back onto the bed. The drink, scant though it was, eased Kirk's throat.

"Bones, what hit me?" he gasped.

"Sssh," McCoy hushed him. "You were in quite a mess when they brought
you in last night. I had %o clean your stomach out Ffor you. That's why your
throat hurts so much."

"That.eo what... oV

"Wo don't know what caused it yet. Some form of enteritis, or perhaps
it was just something you ate. I eent some samples down to the labs. Results
should be back in a couple of hours."

"Spock?" Kirk asked weakly.
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"Chy he came in and looked at you end grunted a few times and then went
out again. He's on the bridge now, so I guess he's taking care of things,
you can just lie quiet and teake it casy for a while."

Kirk managed & frail grin and nodded. "What about... the damage in
engineering?"

"Scotty's fixing it up. The men who was injured has two burned arms and
concussion. He'll be all right in a week or two. Ah... " MeCoy looked up.
"Here's Murse Chapel come to give you a wash and brush up, and then we'll see
if you can stomach a little liquid nourishment.”

Ag it happened Kirk proved able to take nourishment, indeed the thick
white fluid did almost nothing to alleviate a growing hunger. Afterwards he
had a short deep sleep and by the time Spock reappesred in the sickbay at
about midmorning, Kirk was sitting up in bed and looking decidedly more
cheerful. The Vulcan walked 4o the end of the bed and looked along its length
at hime.

"You are recovering from your indisposition, Captain?"

"Thank you, yes, Mr. Spock," Kirk whispered and gestured to his throat.
"I'm afraid I don't have very much voice this morping. McCoy took the skin
off my gilzzard."

"I quite understand, Captain. I have come to assure you that there is no
need to concern yourself over the welfsre of the ship or of the crew.!

"o, I'm sure there isn't, Mr. Spock," Kirk agreed. "But there is one
thing you can do for me.!

Spock raised an eyebrow. "Captain?!

"The intercom unit in my quarters is malfunctioning. Last night, when I
needed help, I couldn't make anyone hear.!

"I'11 see to it that the fault is rectified immediately M

McCoy came out of his office and looked up from the report pad he was
reading. "Oh, hello, Spock.!

"Good morning, Doctor. I came to inquire after the Captain's health.!

ell - " McCoy locked at Kirk. "You can see for yourself, he looks a
darn sight better then he did first thing this morning. A day's rest and
he!'ll be back on his feet."

"Less than a day if I have anything to say about i%," Kirk grunted. "I'm
getting bed sores already."

MeCoy chuckled, bub knowing him as he did, Kirk noticed that the laughter
did not quite extend to his eyes.

"Doctor." Spock turned from the bed as if he had had an afterthought to
his visit, "I would trouble you for one of your headache tablets before I
leave."

"Oh?"  McCoy looked up at him, his face taking on an immediate expression
of concern. He knew how rarely the Vulcan desired or admitted the need for
medication. "Are you sickening? he asked. "Let me look at you,t

Spock shook his head and backed away. "There's no nced of that, Doctor,
it's merely a headache.!

"I'm the Doctor around here," McCoy said, putting the report pad down.
"I'11 Jjudge what's wrong with you and what I give you for it. Sit down in a
chair.!

Spock looked unhappily +towards his Captain, his face pleading,

"Do as the wman says, Spock," Kirk told him. "“As he says, he is +the
doctor.m
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Spock sank, stiff backed and wary, into & chair, eyseing McCoy's approach
with a medical scanner from beneath his syebrows. The doctor set the small
device gpinning and passed it over the Vulcan's head and neck.

"There doesn't seem to be anything wrong," he admitted. "I'1l give you
your toblets.®

With a bad grace Spock accepted the two small yellow pilis into the palm
of his hand and beat a rapid if dignified retreat. Xirk shook his head rep-
roachfully. "That wasn't really necessary. 7You know how he hates to be
examined.!

"Oh, I know all right," McCoy agresd, grinning. "But it doesn't do him
any harm to submit that pride of hisg once in a while."

"Wou just enjoy tormenting him."

MeCoy chuckled wickedly and then soberedas his eyes fell once more on the
report pad. He picked it up and scowled at what was written there.

"Jim," he said, "This stomach trouble of yours, from the lab. reports it
looks like sowething you ate cauged 1t."

Kirk frowned deeply. "I don't see how that can be. 1 only had a stealk.
The kitchens are.., "

"¥o. WNo, I don't mean that." McCoy broke his own rule and sat on the
gide of the bed. MAccording to this analysis report, the samples from your
stomach contained traces of Atusic acid."”

"That's a poison, isn't it7"

"TIt's used for a lot of things. Some forms of plant life thrive on it,
and 1t kills those nasty white grubs that live under your skin, the ones that
originated in the Orion system. But ftaken internally it is a poiscon. Small
doses over & long period accurulate with much the same result ag lead poisons
ing. Larger doses bring on the experiences youw went through last night.
Extreme pain, numbness in the limbs, sickness. If it's not treated in time it
can lead to coma and death."

"Tn that case," Kirk said, "I have to thank you for your prompi aotion.!

"411 part of the service. The thing that worries me is, how did Atusic
acid get into your stomach.!

"There's it keptt"

"Well, there's some in the lebs. It's stored as dry crystals, quite
inert until dissolved in an activating agent. Once in a concentrated fluid
form you could have eaten it with your food or drunk it 1n your coffee.
It's quite tasteless. The question is, how did it get there?!

Kirk thought for a long moment and then slowly shook his head. "I don't
know, Bones. I just don't know. Some sort of... accident?"

! MeCoy snorted. "inother of the great unsolved mysteries, I expect,
but I'1l ask a few questions round and about."

"Do that," Xirk agreed. "And you'd better get those food dispensers
checked, just in cass."

Kirk ate a very light lunch of what McCoy chose to call solid food,
although Kirk, looking at the slop, could think of several far more apt des-
oriptions. However, to please the doctor, and expedite his release from sick-
bay, he swallowed it down. It gave him a pain in the belly for a while but
then that went away and he felt comfortably replete. He dozed for half the
afternocon, and then boredom set in. Sickbay, when no-one but yourself was
sick, was not the most intercesting place to spend one's time!

He tackled McCoy about if and after much argument and objection persuaded
him that he was well enough to make his way to the bridge.
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He found that the ship was operating with the usual standard of effice
iency despite his absence. He sat down in the command seat and Spock came
down from the computer and stood beside him.

"Maintaining course and speed, Captain. Damage control party estimates
nine hours for the completion of repalrs te the engineering section.”

"Wery good, Mr. Spock. Is there any indication of what caused the
damage?"

"L faulty fail safe circuit. Mr. Scott is in the process of rectifying
it

"Good." Kirk leaned back., "I'1ll take over here for a while. You go
below decks and teke a break."

Bpock looked at him doubtfully. "If you'rs surc... !
- "I'm sure," Kirk said with a grin. "Go ahead."
Spock nodded and turned, hoading not ungratefully for the turbo 1lift.

As the doors slid closed behind him the pain in his head that had been
troubling him all day increased abruptly. Alone as he was he was able, mom-
entarily, to allow his defences to drop. He closed his eyes and leaned his
burning forehead against the cool metal of the wall.

Kirk loocked at the steadily marching stars on the screen in front of him.
They never failed to cast their spell of fascination over him. Their diff-
erences in size, colour and configuration were endless in their variety. They
appeared from the nothing in the central vortex of the screen, swelled siteadily
as the Starship approached and then passed off the edge of the screesn and fell
behind as they passed out of the range of the forward scanner.

After a while Kirk got up and walked arcund the bridge balcony, looking
over the shoulders of the crew at the multitude of lights on the consoles. He
stopped beside Ulmra., "Any word from Starfieet, Lieutenant?

"Negative, Captain, Nothing since the routine acknowledgement of our
lagt message."

Xirk nodded and moved on. He found that the boredom had travelled up
from sickbay with him. He was & man of action and inactivity proved infin-
itely wearying.

"™Mr, Sulu, increzse speed to warp factor four," he ordered. "Ly. Ubura,
if I'm needed, I'll be in engineering."

"Teg, sir.t

The turbe 1ift doorsg closed behind him. He ook hold of the metal lever
and twisted 1t until the light glowed.

"Engineering level," he ordered.

The 1lift generator responded with @ mounting whine and he experienced a
slight lightening of the stomach as the cage dropped into the descent shaft.
He sensged immediately that there was something wrong. He could hear the disw
cordance in the sound of the motor. Before he could do anything the cage
gave a viclent jerk that knocked him off his feet and sent him sprawling
across the floor. He felt light-headed, nauseated, disorientated. He was
dropping with tremendous speed towards the bottom of the shaft. He struggled
on to his feet and pulled himself round the wallg, using the levers as hand-
holdg. With the heel of his hand he rammed in the manuwal control circuit.
The cage shuddered as the brakes came on, wobbled violently in ite own slip-
stream. Kirk felt it slowing down and took a deep breath, becoming aware of
the sweat that weas growing cold on his skin.

The 1ift cage lurched again, shunting suddenly sideways before it had
actually come to a halt. Kirk grabbed once more for the lever and missed. He
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staggered and landed once more, with brulsing force, on ths floor. Hs could
hear the generator racing wiidly beyond the walls and the cage Yegsn smoobhly to
pick up speed again. Kirk clambered onto his hands and knees. The alr was
goreaming past outside. Kirk crawled forward, struggling against the speed
that drove him back. The flesh rippled across hisg cheeks and his lips drew
back from his teeth in an involuntary snarl. It was becoming difficult to
breathe. He reached up with sweating fingers 4o the mamial control. He press-—
ed and once mere the cage began to slow down. This time he kept a firm hold
until it had slid to a complete halt and the doors opened.

He staggered out, his legs numb jelly beneath him, and drove himself to
the nearest intercom. "Kirk to bridge," he gasped. "Sulu, go to the environ-
mental control unit and turn off the entire turbo 1ift system. It's not to he
used until it's been entirely checked out.!

"Weg, Captain," Sulu said, socunding surprised.

Kirle took a deep breath to steady himself and pressed ancther butien.
"Kirk to engineering.”

There was a pause. "Engineering, Scott here."

"Scotty, detail some men to check the turbo 1ift system."
"Thatever's the wmatter with it, sir?"

"T don't know. But it just nearly killed me."

"T'11 get some men on it right away."

St111 shaken, Kirk made his way by means of the companionway ladders to
deck seven and sickbay. McCoy took one look at his pale face, pushed him
promptly down in a chair and poured a stiff drink.

"Medicinal purposes,” he said, holding out the glass. '"What happened?!

Kirle swallowed the brandy in a gulp. It made him feel better. "Turbo
1ift,;" he said. "Wearly made pulp of me.m

McCoy frowned. "Have you done something about it?"

"Itte out of action. Scotty's seeing to it."

"Hm, " MoCoy grumbled. "You seem to be making a habit of narrow squeaks.!

Kirk managed a weak grin. "Some vacation," he agreed.

* K K

Kirk scowled at the report pad. "I don't understand,” he said. "What...

can it mean?t!

"I wouldn't like to say about the iwmplications of it, sir," Scott szaid,
"out the facts are what they are. The turbo 1lift control was programmed +o
disassociate 1tself on the receipt of your voice patiern.!

Kirk shook his head. "But that's impossible. What... Who could have
done that?"

"I don't know, sir. But wheever it was was highly skilled and had a
complete knowledge of the computer system. I+ was a beautiful job." Scott
sighed with grudging admiration.

"Captain, the same can be said for the intercom in your quarters,” Spock
said. "That too was sabotaged, and by an expert.!

Kirk looked at him and then stared down at the report pad again with
bewilderment and dismay.

"Tou've got to face it, Jim," Mcloy said gravely, "someone aboard this
ship is out for your life. That Atusic acid didn't get into your food by
accident, somebody put it thers, That much is obvious now, and then fixed the
intercom so that you couldn't call for help. And then this business with the
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turbo lift. That's two determined attempts to kill you."
{irk looked at% each of his friernds., "But who? And why?"

"If correctly evaluated, we should have sufficient data to establish who,"
spock said. "Perhaps then we should discover the reason why."

"Wery good, Mr. Spock," Kirk agreed, handing the report pad back to Scott
and meking a concerted effort to pull himself together. M"3ather all the infor-
mation you can, from Scotty, McCoy, the labs, the damaged equipment, and run it
through the computer for analysis. I want to get to the bottom of this, and as
goon as possible.m

Spock inclined his head. "Acknowledged, Captain.!

* K K

Por Spock sleep was impossible. ALl through the long night he lay on the
top of his bed, hig hands at his sides, clenched and twisted in the covers, and
he suffered. Pain lanced through his temples with fine needles of fire, pierc-
ing deep into his brain. He stared up unseeingly at the ceiling, and unbeknown
to himgelf, he uttered little whimperings of agony.

* ¥ ¥
Kirk pressed the button of the wall intercom and spoke to the bridge.
"Kirk here. Give me the Pirst Officer."

"He's not here, sir. He went down to the physics lab. Shall T call him
7
for you?"

HEr, no, Lieutenant. I'1ll go along there. Kirk out."

Kirk made his way along the curving corridor to the door of the labkoratory.
The room was large, brightly 1lit and humming quietly with the sounds of idling
equipment. It wasg also empty. There was no sign of the Vulcan anywhere. The
door closed quietly behind him. "Spock," he called, "Mr. Spock?" There was
no reply. Kirk started across to the door on the far side, picking his way
between the work benches.

There was o soft clicking sound from the side of the room. "Spock?" Kirk
turned. Therc was no-one there, only the yawning black opening of the pressure
chamber door. Kirk went over and peered inside., "Mr. Spock?' he inguired.

There was no response from the Vulcan but again he heard the colicking
sound coming from the back of the chamber. Kirk ducked inside and went +o find
out what was making the noise.

He never &id actually discover the cauge of that illusive sound. The
pressure chamber also doubled as a wind tunnel and was frequently used as a
combination of both. Consequently i1t was both solidly constructed and long.
Kirk was two thirds of the way =long it when the circular door behind him slid
acrogs the opening and dogged tight., Immediately Kirk heard the sound of
pumps starting up and the hisg of air being sucked out through the valves. He
started Po run back towards the entrance, already feeling the pressure drop on
his skin and cursing himself for a fool. Wow that the trap was sprung it was
only too obvious.

There was a thick crystaline port in the door, necessary for direect wvisual
observation of the experiments. Xirk's ears were tingling as he reached 1t.
He sucked at the rarifying air and peercd through it at the same time pounding
on the unyielding metal with his fists. Through the port he could see the
Vulcan, sprawled on the deck, either unconscious or dead, Xirk couldn't deter-
mine which.

There was a singing in his head and his esrs were huriing. Something
warmp ran down his neck, tickling. He put up a hand and hig fingers came away
wet and red. He hammered on the door, shouting at the top of his voice for
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help. He tried to draw a deep breath and found that there was almost no air
left. Sireuns sang maddeningly in his head, the hlood ran freely from his
ears and nose, his eyes felt as though they wexre being dragged from their
sockets. His pounding on the door became weaker, his shouting mere gasping.
Through a grey haze he saw the door slide open and a white coated lab agsist~
ant came through it. The man saw Spock laid out on the floor and started
towards him. Then he caught sight of Xirk's bug-eyed bloodstained face in
the pressure chamber port and veered off, running for the control consnle.

Kirk's lungs snatched at the alr as it rushed back into the chambsr. He
gank to his kneeg as the door slid open and concentrated on breathing. Just
breathing.

The lab seemed suddenly to be full of people. Willing hands helped him
from the chamber and a chair was found for him. Someone wag calling urgent-
ly over the intercom for a doctor. Xirk accepted a tissue with shaking hands
and wiped some of the blood from his face.

"Spock®" he asked.
One of the men looked up from the Vulcan's side, "He's breathing, sir."

MoCoy came through the door and loocked round rapidly, assessing the sit-
uation. His eyes swept over Xirk and he knelt down at Spock's side, feeling
for a pulse. A medical team arrived with a trolley. McCoy waved them over.

"Get this man to sickbay," he ordered. "And be careful with him. Jim,
you come with me.!

Kirk stood up, and was glad of McCoy's arm to steady him.

* ¥ ¥

McCoy spent & considerable amcunt of time with Spock while Christine
.Chapel bathed the blood from Kirk's face and neck. Then he came and very
thoroughly examined the Captain's ears.

"You can thank your lucky star for your resilisnce," he saild with an
agitation that Kirk knew meant that he was rattled. "Another few seconds
and you'd have had burst esrdrums and colliapsed lungs.M

"And no future," Kirk added honestly. "How's Spock?"

MeCoy looked towards the examination table where the Vulcan lay. "He's
deeply unconscious,' he sald, frowning. "“That's about all I can say at the
moment."

"hoever .locked me in that pressure chamber must have hit him.!
McCoy locked at him oddly. "I don't know about that," he said.
"What do you mean?!

"There was no sign of a sitruggle in the lab," McCoy said. "Spock's
strong as a bull buffalo. He wouldn't have gone down without a fight."

Kirle accepted a cup of coffee with a grateful grin and sipped at it.
"He must have been taken from behind."

"It would take ome hell of a corack to fell Spock with a single blow,"
HeCoy remarked.

Yhgreed. I don't seg... U
"Jim." McCoy looked at him squarely. "There isn't a2 mark on him."

Kirk put his cup down on the table. "Bones," he said. "What are you
gaying™

"T don't know what I'm saying!" 3McCoy shook hig head, genuinely bewil—
dered. "I just don't know!?
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"Well, what's the matter with him? You're saying he's unconscious., Is
he...» shamming it, somehow?" The words stuck in Kirk's throat.

"No." McCoy shook his head. "He's in a coma, but I can't for the life
of me find out why! There's not a dbruise or a cut or a lump anywhere. 4
blow hard enough to put him out like that would have opened his skullim

"Have you considered... other causes? Kirk asked. "What about drugs?
Gag?t!

"There's no trace of gas in his system. A4is for drugs, well, I've sent
samples of blood and urine to the labs, but somehow,,. I doubt it."

The door slid open and Scott came in, his face lined with worry.

"Captain Kirk, are ye all right, man?" he asked, his concern making him
forget all formality and his accent burring.

"I'm fine, Scotty," Kirk assured him. "Our unfriendly friend tried
again. This {time he almost made a double hit."

Scott looked puzzled and then turned his head with McCoy's nod and saw
the Vulcan., "We've got to do something sbout $his," he said decisively. "Or
it'11 not stop until one or the both of you are deadlt

"hgreed," Kirk said. !"Spock had that data almost ready to run through
the computers. Tt looks as if you'll have to do it."

"Doctor," Christine called from the Vulcan's side. "I think he'S... "

Spock stirred and a low shuddering groan came from him. He raised both
hands %o his head ard tried at once to sit up. MeCoy planted a hand firmly
on each shoulder and pushed him back onto the bed. "Lie still!" he ordered.
Spock fought him momentarily and then relaxed. His heed rolled feverishly.
Hig lips parted, panting for breath. "You're in pain," McCoy said gently.
"Where is 1t? Tell me where it hurts."

Spock looked at. him, his eyes bright. "My head," he said in a tight
carefully controlled voice. "Painl... " He closed his eyes and pressed his
tips hard together.

"Sedative, nurse," McCoy ordered. He passed a medical scanner over the
Vulcan's skull and his frown deepened at the result. Christine returned with
a filled hypo. "Just relax," McCoy said, applying the nozzle to the Vulcan's
shoulder. "This'll ease it." BSpock tried to flinch away, but McCoy, knowing
his phobia, held him firm. "It's all right. It won't put you to sleep." He
pushed the plunger and there was a sharp hiss.

Spock's eyes closed and for a full minute he lay still, his hands twisted
in the sheet. Then he took a deep breath and relaxed. He looked at McCoy.

"Thank you, Doctor. For once your medication is welcome,"

¥MeCoy nodded guardedly. '"You're welcome. Do you feel up to answering a
fow questions?"

Spock's eyes switched from his face to Kirk and Scott, standing behind
him. "I'm 81l right," he said.

MoCoy stepped aside and Kirk took his place at the bedside. M"Spock, can
you romamber what happened to you?!

There was a troubled lock in Spoci's eyes as he shook his head. "Pain...
in my head," he said. "I was working in the lab, and thers was pain. I...
don't remember."

"lere you alone in the lab? Was there anyone there:rwith you?"
"No. Nobody there.!

Kirk frowned. There was something inconsistant here. "The pressure
chamber — did you see me in the pressure chamber?!
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Spock gazed at. him, his almost black syes confused.

"He doesn't know what you're talking sbout, Jim," ¥cCoy said. "The
drugs are getting to him and making him dopey and he's still in pain, Let
him rest a while and he might remember more clearly."

"411 right," Kirk agreed and laid a reassuring hand on the Vulcen's
shoulder. "You let McCoy take care of you for a while. You hear?"

Spock nodded his head against the pillow. "I hear, Captain."

Kirk, Scott and McCoy withdrew to the far gide of ths room.

"Keep a close eye on him, Bones,'" Kirk said slowly.

"Jim, you don't think that Spock has anything to do with... "

"T just want him kept o close eye on," Kirk repeated. "He's a friend of
wmine .M

HeCoy shrugged. Y“All right," he agreed.

Kirk nodded and left with Scott. They walked side by side to the turbo
lift.

"The First Officer'd give his life before he'd let anything happen to
you, sir," the engineer said. "I'm sure he's got nothing to do with all of
thig."

"I know all about his loyalty, Scotty. I don't question it for a min-
ute. But there's something golng on here that none of us understand. I want
gou to run that data through the compubter first chance you get., That might
provide us with some answers."

MEY1l have it processed for you by morning, sir."

Kirk ncdded and took the turbo 1ift to the bridge while Scott made his
own way to englneering.

* ¥ %

Kirk spent the afterncon and evening not exactly in fear, hut he was
aware of a sort of tension within himself. He had supper with McCoy in the
officer's ward room and afterwards, with a glass of brandy warming in his
hands he felt his spine, aching from being stiffened against an expected blow,
begin to reiax.

"How's Spock?" he asked.
"He was sleeping when I left. The pain in his head seemed to be easing."
"That's good. Has he said anything?"!

"o. Any concerted attempt to questlon hiw upsets him. The pain  .-2
increases again. But I'll be guite honest, Jim. I don't believe he knows
anything., Bpock wouldn't try to murder anyone. Leasgt of all youl!

Xirk stered unhappily intc his glass. "I know that, Bones. We all...
know that. But it doesn't bring us any closer to a solution. Scotty's going
to run everything we've got through the computer. We should have an answer
by morning. I intend to try and get a good night's sleep before then. !

MeCoy yawned in sympathy. "That sounds like a good idea. I'1l be head-
ing for the sack mysslf before long. I've got to go basgk to sickbay and make
o final check on Spock and change the dressings on Chamberlaine's arm. He's
not as comfortable as I'd hoped."

Kirle emptied his glass and pulled & grim face. "The way things have
turned out I keep wondering if that blast wasn't meant for me in some way."

"You're getting morbid in your old age," MeCoy said with a grin. "Good
night, Jim."
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"Good night, Bones."

McCoy took the turbo 1ift to sickbay and after disposing of their glasses
Kirk started for his quarters. The sickbay lighte were dimmed. McCoy looked
round and his eyes fell at once on the rumpled sheets and empty examination
table.

"Murse!" he shouted. '"Nurse Chapel!?

"Doctor?" Christine's voice came from the office. They met in the door-
wWay.

"Where's Mr. Spock?!

"But he's... " Christine looked beyond him %o the empty bed. "He was
there," she breathed. "Just a few minutes ago he was therel"

MeCoy gazed at her one second and then walked quickly to the intercom.
"McCoy to security. The Pirst Officer is missing from the sickbay. He's got
to be found and returned. He may be dangerous, so be warned!M

"hoknowledged, Dootor," a voice said determinedly.

MeCoy flicked the switeh off .and then on again. "McCoy to Captain Kirk."
He waited. There was no response from Kirk's quarters. "MeCoy to Captain
Kirk! Jim!" 84111 there was no reply. MeCoy ran for the door. "I've got
to get to him befors Spock does!™ he shouted back.

¥ ¥ ¥

Kirk glanced vbehind him at the empty corridor. That was becoming =
habit. Reassured he made the last part of the journey to his guarters. The
door opened for him and he was already half way through it when he heard the
distant sound of men's voices, shouting. He turned, his mouth opening to
voice a query. A %all lean shadow loomed out of the dark room behind him.
Kirk sensed the movement and half turned, his mind registering alarm. Some-
thing hesvy and golid smashed down on the side of his head.

The blow was deflected by the turning motion of his body. Had it not
been his skull would have burst open. The object glanced off bone znd the
momentum carried his assailant on past him. Kirk fell to his knees, leaning
forward on braced arms. Blood dripped from his head onto his hands. He
couldn't see anything, but he could head voices, men's voices, coming closer.
His attacker heard them also, He had turned to come at Kirk again but now he
hesitated,; listening. Kirk heard his rapid breathing but was unable to do
anything. There was a swift decisive movement and footsteps sounded in the
corridor, walking rapidly away. Sowmeone shouted. The footsteps began +o run.
There was more shouting and the shrill whine of a phaser beam. Kirk folded
on to the ficor and lay still.

McCoy ran to the open door and threw himself onmto hig kness beside Kirk's
body. He pulled a pad from his medical kit and laid it on the wound behind
Kirk's ear, leaning on it, trying to stem the bleeding with pressurc. "Get
that damned Vulean," he hissed. "Get him!"

* R %

Kirk come to very slowly. It was dark and warm and there was a soft
warm bed under him. He felt drowsy and comfortable. His head was completely
numb and tightly bandaged. His eyes, when he tried to open them, were VEITY,
very hsavy. He blinked and his surroundings swawm into focus. He was in bed
in the hospital ward in sickbay. He drew a deep breath and rolled his head
on the piliow. Someone moved close at hand. A cool cloth dsbbed at his face.

"Lie very still, Captain," Christice Chapel's voice said from a pale
oval that floated above his face. The oval moved away and Kirk relapsed into
a fitful doze. When he opened his eyes again there were two hazy out of focus
faces above him. One of them leaned close and he recognized McGoy.
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"Bones?" he mumbled from lips that were numb snd senseless.
"Stay guiet, Jim.M

Kirk gripped his wrist. "I'm all right." He tried to pull himself up,
using McCoy's arm as o lever. He felt abruptly sick and lay down again.

"That'll teach you," McCoy growled. '"Now do as I tell you and with a
little luck and a great deal of ny skill you'll be all right."

Kirlk raised a tentotive hand to his head. "Somesone hit me," he said,
remembering. "In my quarters, someone...

"Our Vulcan friend," McCoy nodded. M"He's turned bad on us, Jim. He laid
your head open to the bone. Another minute and he'd have brained you.!

Unaccountably Kirk felt something stinging his eyes. "No!" he said fer-
vently. "Moot Spock! He wouldn't... "

"He was seen, Jim," McCoy said gently. "Seen and shot at. There's no
d_ 'b " ’
oubt.

¥irk cloged his eyes and drew a long deep breath, struggling hard with a
concept that was ubtterly impossible by anything he knew and believed, and yet
was a proven facht. He let the breath ocut with a sigh and looked at NoCoy.
"here is he?" he asked.

"ie don't know. He moved too fast for us and got away. The security
details are searching the ship."

"T don't want him hurt.”

"He won't be," lcCoy assured him gently. "I went you to liec ag gtill as
you can, there are a lot of stitches in your head. Do you want a drug to
help you sleap?"

"o, T don't want to sleep.Y

MeCoy nodded and straightened up. VALl right," he agreed, knowing that
now wag not the time to push his medical suthority. "But don't move around
too much. There'll be someone within calling distance all night.'" He moved
away from the bed, gesturing to the nurse to zo with him. He paused briefly
to loock at the man sleeping restlessly in the opposite bed and then vanished
through the door.

Left alone Kirk cleosed his eyes and rolled his head away despite the
soreness of the stitched wound. Suddenly he felt very small and vulnerable
and alone. His mind drifted back over the years. He and Spock had met on a
darl shore on a dark distant planet, ¥wo young men at the very outset of
their careers, sach full, in his own way, of his own enthusizsm and ambitions.
They had talked and wallked beside that tideless se~ together, and locked at
the stars and discussed the future. They had not liked sach other, not then,
not at once, but they had both been aware of a rare sttraction.

Lfter that long evening they had met several times, on a variety of
Tederation planets and bases. They had had a nodding acquaintance, the odd
exchanged word, two ships passing in the depths of eternal night.

When Kirk had come aboord the Enterprise, his first independent Starship
command, the Vulcan had been there, firmly estsblished as ship's First Officer.
For a while they had fenced each other warily, and then settled down to a
working relationship that had matured and developed most satisfactorily to a
point where the powers at Starfleet Command were loath to part them. They had
become tweo men, thinking and acting as one. Both had given and both had
received and thelr friendship and loyalty had grown slowly, naturally, or =o
¥Kirk had thought until this night.

tow something had snapped. No, No, he couldn't believe that, even now.
It was more as if a wedge had been driven between them. Xirk hoped fervently
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that the fissure was not irreversable. A1 last, exhausted by his 4trials,
he fell into a fitful sleep.

* ¥ ¥

The sickbay door opened and & long dark shadow fell across the entrance.
Christine Chapel loocked up, and then laid down her stylus and stood up slow-
ly. BSpock looked at her from the doorway, his face lost in the darkness.
Only the high ridges of his cheekbones were highlighted, two bright stars in
his eyes, a blue sheen across his hair. He moved very slightly, only as if
breathing. Something glinted in his hand, low down by his hip, the long
smoothly curved blade of a Vulcan war sword.

Christine stood guite still and watched him, and for a long moment he
stood in the doorway and watched her. Then his eyes shifted, the gleam in
them moving with them. He began to walk slowly and silently towards the
door of the ward as if stalking some wary creature. Christine backed away,
using only her legs and keeping her bedy quite still., Spock didn't sesu to
notice. The door to McCoy's office opened behind her. "Doctor,!" she said
tightly. "Come guickly!®

McCoy left his desk and came at once. At the sound of her voice Spock
had stopped and turned. His syes met McCoy's. His face was harsh lines and
gaunt angles, his eyes deeply shrunken into shaded hollows. He wore the
Vulecan mask of expressionlessness, but there was something tortured in his
countenance, something to be pitied.

"Spock," McCoy sald softly. "MCome into the office. Let's talk this
over."

Spock turned away, not understanding, not hearing, and continued his
slow advance on the ward door, the sword held loosely at his side.

"Stay here and don't move," McCoy told Christine and went back into his
office. She heard him speaking quickly into his intercom. "Security, get
some men up here at the double. The Vulcan's here and he's bent on bloedl!
Homents later he reappeared, his face grim and & phaser in his hand. Christ-
ine gasped and wrung her hands as he strode determinedly across sickbay.

Spock stopped at the end of Kirk's bed, hesitated momentarily as if
undecided or... resisting? Then with both hends on the haft, he swung the
sword up.

Across the ward Chamberlaine stirred, put a hand to his forehead, opened
his eyes. He stared a moment of frozen horror at the unbelievable tableau
and then he moved, throwing himself the length of the bed. He leaped from
the end of it, his bandsged armg flailing. He hit the Valoan full in +the
back and they went down together in the space between the beds. Chamberlaine
felt Spock wriggle lithely beneath him, felt the powerful surge of muscles
throwing him casily aside. He lashed out at the black hesd with his forearms,
gasping and gritting his teeth at the pain of the impact on his burns. Sur-
prisingly, Spock cried out. He got his legs under him and siraightened in a
single movement and shook himself, breaking Chamberlaine's grip and tossing
him away. The crewman landed on his arms, whimpering with pain.

Spock ignored him. In a smooth swooping gesture he retrieved the sword
from the floor and turned once more to Kirk, the razor sharp blade poised %o
swoop down. Their eyes met, and the sword stopped for a moment at the zenith
of its upward sweep. Kirk saw two things in the depths of the dark brown
eyes. One he recegnized, an evil raging hatred, the other was the gentleness
of the friend he knew, struggling with the overwhelming insanity in & battle
it could not hope to win.

HcCoy fired from the doorway, a short but stunning burst of green energy.
Spock's body became ridged as the cold green fire flowed over him and then,
as it faded, he folded slowly onto the deck. The sword clattered from his
hand .
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MeCoy walked round the beds and knelt down on one knee beside him, feelw
ing for a pulse. Having found it and satisfied himself that it was regular
and strong he picked the sword up gingerly by the hilt. The thin lethal
blade glinted.

Boots pounded across the sickbay floor and three red-shirted socurity
guards appeared in the doorway, phasers drawn. McCoy gestured to the inert
body of the Vulcan. "Take him out," he said softly.

* % ¥

"He's insane, Jim," MeCoy said. '"Murderously, and as far as I can tell,
incurably insane. The oniy place for him is an institution.!

"o, Bones." ¥irk shook his still sore and heavy head. "He's not mad.
She's the one that's mad. She's the one that's determined to kill me. To
get what she considers her just revenge."

"She?!

"The woman. Do you remewber wnat she said? 'Where sver you travel, my
curse will travel with you.' She meant what she said. Don't you see? Where
ever I go, Spock goes too. She did... something to his mind. She has con=-
trol of his bedy. I saw... her, in his eyes, and he was fighting her with
every ounce of strength he had."

"I don't know if that's possible," Meloy said doubtfully. YSpock's not
susceptible to hypnosis, that mind of his won't submit. And he has a very
high pain threshold."

"and yet those headaches he's been having have put hiwm in agony," Kirk
reminded him. "She must be able to exercise immense power over him t¢ induce
pain liks that. She must use pain to contrel him."

"Wore likely the headaches are produced by Spock's own efforts to fight
her influence. 4s I gaid, his mind dossn't sumbit.m

Kirk loocked at him. "I don't believe he's aware of what she's been
making him do. It must be something that goss deeper than hypnotism. Some-
thing fundamental.t

McCoy frowned deeply. "If that's true," he said, "there's nothing we
can do for him. We're just not advanced enough, medically or scientifically,
to interfere with those deener levels of a man's wmind. And the Vulcan mind
is one of ths most complex known to man."

The intercom bleeped and Scott's face appeared on the screen, the lights
of the computer glowing behind his head.

#I've just run the computer analysis, sir, but I don't suppese you'll be
needin' the result anow.,"

"It's what we expected, Scotty?"

"hye. Thickin' back on it, it was as clear as day. The Pirst Officer
was the only one with the {technical skill to rig the turbo 1lift control that
way."

"We often fail to see the obvious, Scotty, especially if it's sowmething
we don't want to recognise. Don't worry sbout it."

"Aye, sir." Scott's unhappy face faded and the screen became blank once
MOTe .

"The woman, using Spock's own skills and knowledge to malke him destroy
me," Iirk said.

"And after you, what else?" MocCoy asked. "The Eniterprise? The
Federation?!

"There's a good deal of damage he could do.!

w
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“"The only thing we can do is get him to a Starbase. Hand him over +o a
proper psychiatric hospital. I can't help him. I don't know how.!

"Ho. We can't do anything for him, but maybe he can do something for
himgelf M

They stopped side by side in the doorway. The Vulean lay unresisting now,
his arms and body secured %o a hard matress with tight unyielding black straps.
The pain-driven fury with which he had fought for his Ffreedom when his senses
first returned was gone, drained out of him. His face was furned away from
them and the tension in his neck made the tendons protrude like thick cords.

"Can I talk to him?" Kirk asked.

"You can try but I don't gusrantee tho response. He's in a great deal of
pain. Nothing I can do seems to case it."

Kirk nodded and walked softly over to the bed. "Spock," he said gently.
"Spock, do you hear me?"

The bleck head of hair rolled against the pillowless matress. Spock's
slanted eyes were bright with pain but lucid. He recognised Kirk.

"Captain?" he inquired. "Whatts wrong with me? Why am I under restraint?
No-one will tell me." There wag trust and honesty in his face and Kirk knew
that he truthfully didn't understand what was happening to him.

"You tried to kill me," he said frankly. "Several times."

The change of expression that came over Spock's face was terrible to
behold. His lips parted and then closed agsin. His eyes filled with utter
bewilderment, fixed on Kirk's face. Then, gradually, another expression
replaced it, one of distress. "No, Jim." Spock shook his head slightly. "No,
Leeu M

"It's not your fault," Kirk told him gently. "Your mind is being taken
out of your control. You're being made to do it against your will., Do you
remember what the woman said about her curge?!

Spock nodded. "I remember," he said and then his whole vody Jerked against
the straps. His face twisted and = sharp breath screamed in through clenched
teeth. Xirk and MoCoy winced in sympathy. Spock muttered something in Vulcan,
tossed his head and then repeated it more forcefully.

"hat did he say?" McCoy asked.

Kirk rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth. "The pain, the pain,"
he transiated.

Spock turned his head 4o look at him. There was 2 trace of sweat glisten-
ing on his upper lip. "The woman... has my mind?Y

"In some way we don't understand, yes," Kirk explained. MicCoy says
there's nothing we can do to free you of her. But there might be something
you can do.JM

Very slightly Spock ncdded. "I understand you, Jim," he said end closed his
eyes with a gasp. His breathing rasned a moment, in and out, and then steadied.
He released @ long pent breath and for a long time remained guite still., The
ninutes dragged by in silence snd his cyes remained closed. Then he sighed
and looked at Kirk. M"Yes," he breathed in almost a whisper. "She's there, I
can feel her."

"Can you... drive her out?!
"I don't know. I can try."
Kirk touched his arm reassuringly. '"We'll be herc.!

Spock fixed his eyes trustingly on Kirk's face and then closed +them as if
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going gently to sleep. His body relaxed. McCoy produced a tisgsue and care-
fully began to dab away the beads of sweat that formed on the Vulcan's brow.

* * #

Delibverately Spock utilized the inherited abilities of his ancestors and
sank his awarensss beyond the conscious level of mind. These were the regions
he knew and consciously ordered and cared for. Here was stored his knowledge
and experience, ranked ready for reference and use. He could have likened 1t
to a well-stocked library, each shelf and cach section neatly labelled and
cross-referenced. This was his domain where no-one dared intrude. There was
no danger to him here.

He moved deeper into an area he was less sure of, but one he rarely
questioned. Here was implanted the strict training of Vulcan childhood, the
blocks and prohibitions of his youth. He knew Tetter than to tamper with
these. They were the very foundations upon which his existence was based,
the bulwarks without which the conflict of his mixed heriiage would flood in
on him in an overwhelming iide, bringing with them the irreconcilable insanity.
Here he dared do nothing but observe in awe and wonder at the strength of his
own mind.

He descended still further, entering the limbo where instinct ruled.
Here he preferred not to examine himself too closely. Here was a place where
there was no control, little reason or order, and the confusion and senseless—
ness dismayed him and made him ashomed. Fear ruled here, the natural drive
to retreat from danger, to defend one's life above all else, to hide from
unpleagantness and embarrassment. Spock pasced by here with uncomfortable
hagte, on into the region he most despised, and most feared.

Supoerstition. A thing that Spock would not admit existed even to hime
self. It luriked here in the very well of the depths of his mind. ALl the
primacval terrors of his people, buried out of sight, ignored, denied; but
in Spock bhrought to awarcness by the blood of his mother. Unlike his Vulcan
forefathers he found it impossible to crush them into oblivion beneath the
iron ¢lad heel of logic. Always there was that tiny lingering doubt thet
sustained their existence.

He wallked tentatively here, tiptoeing in the vaulting chambers. Dmpty
they were, there was nothing to see or hear to confirm or disprove the
ancient ancestral fears.

Something stirred in the blackest corner like a sleepy cat.

"Come out," Spock ordered. For a moment there was no response. '"Come
outi"

There was a stretching movement znd she smerged from the shadows. He
saw the essence of her, with her slit green eyes and the flowing dark curtain
of her haix.

"So you have come to find me," she said. "I doubted if you would."

"I know you now. L do not fear you. T have come to cast you out. You
will leave now."

She smiled a thin mirthless smile that 1lit her eyes from within.

"1 shall remain with you until your Captain is dead by your hand. Until
your ship is destroyed and your Federation set at odds. You are a tool., I
will use you. You cannot regist."

"Wo. I am not your puppet and I refuse to do your hidding. You will
leave."

"Then it seems there musgt be a viector between you and me," she said.
"When that ig decided; then so shall Kirk's fate be."

"es," he agreed uncompromisingly.
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"However," she went on, "if we ave to fight it will be on my ground and
in my manner.,' 0

Spock experienced a very odd sensation. It was as if he was falling a
long long way without any actual passage through space or time. He descended
into and through a dimension which was incomprehensiblé to him.

¥ K K%

MeCoy wiped ‘thc'e,_'_f:ceeiy' flowing sweat from the Vuloan's Face and dropped
the saturated swab into the already filled basin. Kirk looked across the bed
at him. : o

"It's been three hoﬁrs;" he said. "Y"How much longer can he stand up to
thige" S

McCoy -laid his hand low down on the left zide of Spock's chest, feeling
Tor the rapid throb of the Vulcan's heart. "He's under terrific strain. His
heart's racing away. The pain must be unimaginable.!

Kirlke looked at the wet pale face of his officer. "What's going on?" he
grated. "What's happening?"

UPhey're fighting each other for their existence," McCoy said. "Only
onag of thew can survive. The sanity of the other will be irretrievably lost.
neither of them can suffer defeat and exist in the rational universe werely
at the tolerance of the other."

Kirk himself swabbed the sweat from the Vulcan's face. '"We don't know
her strength," he said fretfully.

"No," McCoy agreed. "But neither do we truly know his."

A cry wrenched itself from Spock's lips. His body arched upwards,
bruising against the siraps. His fists clenched, his nails digging through
the skin of his palms. '

Kirk lecened close to him. "We're here, Spock," he said softly. "The
Doctor; and I, we're here."

If the Vulcan heard he was incapable of giving any sign. He twisted, as
if trying to free himsgelf physically from the pain insgido hisg skull., The
straps streined, and held.

L

It seemed that he stoocd in a vast chamber carved out of the living rock.
Light sifted in from an unsecable source, dimly illuminating the rough brown
facets. There was coarse sand beneath him and high above the walls leaned
together to form a ceiling.

"Thig ig your battlefield?! he asked. "dith what do we fight?"

" The womansa's voice chuckled from nowhere, and overywhere, and that was
his only response.

There was nothing else for him to do but proceed. It was as if he
fleoated, He moved whichever way he wished merely by willing it %o be so.
A11 his senses were funcitioning, all his faculties present, and yet he knew
that this place with all its sighis and sounds and feelings was merely a pro~
duection of the imagination., His or hers, he was not sure which. Anything
that he experienced here would only actually happen in asg much as he was
aware of its occurrence.

The walls of %the chamber became indistinct. There was a blue mist
rising up out of the ground around him. He stopped movinz and remained guite
st1ll, walting., The wist thickened. Swirling tendrils twisted and knotted,
obliterating all perception of distance.

He was expecting atiack, but not in the form or from the direction from
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which it came. He realised abruptly how alone he was. His existence, his
former life aboard the Enterprise seemed infinitely far away and unimaginably
long age. There was no-ong here, or anywhere, who cared where he was or what
was happening to him. An ache formed itself in his gut. Loneliness descended
upon him wrepping him in deep folds of despair. He remembered how once, 2
long time ago, there had been a man named... Xirk? Yes, that had been his
name. They had been close in a masculine sort of way. They had had a good
relationship. He recalled the way Kirk had looked at him sometimes with a
tolerant half smile that had understood the wey his own mixed heritage could
tear him apert. But Kirk was gone now, he could see his face only dimly. And
there was another too, & woman, even further back in time, who had held him so
close against her and spoken soft words and even sung the sighing lullabyes of
her home world wistfully to an alien c¢hild who could nc$ understand and had
only come to appreciate what she had done so long afterwards that he wanted to
weep. He struggled to fight back the tears, all the while cursing himself for
an cmotional fool, but the faces of his mother and Jim Kirk floated before him,
haunting spectres from a time he could barely remember.

And then he felt pain, and with it fear, the terror of physical injury to
add to mental torment. He 1iftéd his hands before his face. They had been
dipped in acid. The skin peeled back, the flesh melting and dissolving away
to leave exposed bones. He stored with terror and frozen horror, too numbed
to feel the pain.

Part of his mind screemed out a warning. He testerad on the edge of
irganity. His body was rotting, falling away before his eyes... a single cold
clear thought cut through the panic like a knife. He had no body. His
Physical form lay on an oxagination tsble in the care of his friends. Hig
frierds! Abruptly it became clesr to him. He remembered his earlisr assessw—
ment. Bverything that occcurred was no wore or lesg than pure mental experience.
In the physical sense it was unreal. He hed no hands. He just didrn't believe
it. He knew it! The melting stumps vanished. ¥Nor could there be any pain.

The agony consed.

bwpock began to understand the enviromment. He wondered about the blue
mist. The mist remained. I4 seemed that positive thought was the essence of
control. He decided that there was no mist. There was a powerful resistance
fighting againzst him, and then the air cleared. He was once mors in the vast
rock chambor,

He became thoughtful, considering what he had learned. The environment
wad not static. It could be altered to meet the demands of whoever's will was
the stronger. Spock decreed that it would be darker, much darker. Despite
the furiousg resistance of the woman, the light dimmed. Satisfied of his abil-
ity Spock set to work in the darkness.

When it wes finished he woved back into the deepest shadows and waited
patiently for her to come. He was confident, but no% carcless ~ that he could
not affoerd. This was a place that she had creaited and he was here at her
bidding, she might have more resources yet with which to surprise him. She
had driven him once, menially, to hig knecs by using his inherited emotions
against him. Had she not made that one mistake in her impatience to conquer
him, he would have been at her mercy. And she had none.

She came at last, Noving softly in the darkness along the path that he
had created for her. He observed her with a detached clinical interest for
he knew that she would go to the very edge of the pit, and then he would have
her. ©She-appeared as he had first seen her, a long pale high-cheekboned face,
straight smoothly draped black hair and the boring, slightly glowing cmerald
eyes. She hesitated, as if she sensed that he was nearby, and then she moved
forward once more, drawn compulsively %o look down inte the heart of the sick-
ening monstrosity that lay in the bottom of the pit. She recoiled and turned
to flee in horror and revulsion, but he wag there behind her, cuiting off her
retreat.
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"Now you will leave," he said for the third time.

Possionately insane fury argued with her fear for a moment, won, "I will
not," she said defiantly.

He shrugged. "Your alternative lies down there."

"ou are not stronzer than I It was an accusation.

"Wo. I cannot do what you have achieved. T merely have superior control
over this enviromment which you have creasted."

"Tou have created that thing! Now you must exist with it! If it ever
egcaped from thers it would destroy your sanity utterly!!

"I know," he agreed. "But it cannot escape. And no more could you.!
Wou would imprison me with..., that?!" she asked.

"You have another choice. Leave."

"That would cost me my own sanityiV

"Yes. But iz that not a preferable alternative?!

She stared behind her into the pit, and then she lashed at him with
vicious desperstion. Almost nonchalently he reitaliated, burling her back to
the very lip of the pit.

"Choose," he sald.

The woman drew herself up very tell. "Very well," she said. "I will
go. But I pity you, existing with the creation of that!" Her image shimmered
and diminished to a single speck, the colour and brighitness of her oyes, apnd
then winked out. He heard the echo of her first insane shriek echoing back,
and then he wes alone. He looked at the thing in the pit almost with indiff-
erchoe, and it regarded him in much the same way. They were well used to each
other. Then he turned and wearily began to make his way back.

* X ¥

Mooy came out of the ward and returned the empty hypo to the dish on the
tabls. "Another nightmare," he said. "I've quietened him now. We'd best
leave him in peace b

Kirk nodded. "Will he be all righte"

MeCoy didntt look at him. He sisred down at the table top frowning
deeply.

"He will be all right, Bonest"

MeCoy sighed. "I think he'll be all right," he said. "It'll take time.
A man's mind heals only =lowly. But eventunlly... with care... he'll be
back 4o his usual cheerful light-hesarted self.Y

Kirk met his eyes gravely. "You're sure sbout that?!

"Damn 1t, T have to be sure! Otherwise he'd have to be put ashore. DBut
I'm not saying he'll not carry a scar. A lobt went on in the deeper levels of
hisg mind that you and I'11 never know about, and wouldn'+t understand even if
we did. T don't think he'll ever get completely over it. He'll... remewber."

And that was what Xirk had to accept. "i1l right, Bones," he said.
"We'lve got ten .days loft of our so called wasetion, I can't think of anything
better to do with the time than help o Friond forget a bad memory. Can you?!

MceCoy gazed o wistful moment at the runls of skulls on his shelf. "No,"
he agreed. "I can't.M

KREFEAHHREEARKR AR
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OF LIFE AND DEATH by Janet Hall

Thoughts of 1life and death,

In a worid grown strangsly silent,
Away from the bustle of ship's day.
Anxious monitoring of readings,
Hasty medical consuliations,

"How is he, Bones? Will he 1ive?"

There was a2 time when this seemed
3o very remote,

An undiscovered futures

I would not say 'glamorous’

(What do Vulecans know of that?)
But fascinating, certainlys
Inagining the interest value would
Far outweigh the risk.

And it did,
Apnd always wiil.

And the anxious relatives,
Left far behind on distant worlds,
Need never know
Till all is past
And can be gleossed over,
Reduced to trivia
("It was nothing.
T am quite vrecovered now.")

But what of present friends?
Worried eyes,
Suestioning, afraid.
Anxious hovering at sickbay's door
("You ought to rest, Jims
There's nothing you can do.")
And a cool, soft hand
Gently taking my own,
Dinly realised through the Vulcan healing trance
{"He's probably awarc, Nurse Chapel,
That you're holding his hand.")
Meant only to comfort, a reassurance,
To say, "You're not alone,"

Trom the twilight of sickness
To the daytime of rocoverys
And vack into uniform,

Back te my post.

I will die a% the foreordained time,

Which ig the right time,

In keeping with the harmony of the universe.
Until then,

My 1ife will always be safe.

So what need of fear?

What must be, will be.

0f life and death I need not worry for myself,
But only for my lFriends.

F R H A K KK AWK

3lgn secn on spaceship in Harry Mudd's second-hand yard: Por gals. One
owner. Only 50,000,000,000 miles on the clock.

W R e K KA S 2K
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SHEER STUBBORMNESS by L,M.Coles

The shimmering transporter effect stabilised into four distinet shapes.
MeCoy ran forward, arms outstretched, offering anxious support.

"fhat in Hell's name's been going on down there? -~ " He faltered as his
eyes took in the scene before him. "Jim... JIMIY

"Let me GO, Sulu!™ Kirk was siruggling frantically with the helmsnan,
his face a contortion of pain and anger. "I must go back! I must...”

"No, Captain! You can't... Your leg needs attentionih

McCoy's eyes fell to the limb in question, his hands immediately reaching
for his wedical scamer. Kirk's left thigh was drenched with blood, and
already a tell-tale pool of red was spreading across the transporter area as
the Captain continued to struggle.

"I tell you I'm going back... Leave me alonel... 3Spock... Spock's down
there!" With one terrific wrench, Kirk pulled himself free of Sulu's grip and
iunged for the control counsole, stumbling badly ag his weight shifted suddenly
to his injured leg. BSulu recovered his balesnce and made to restrain the
Captain further, buit McCoy held him back, indicating the hypo he had poised.

"Et1l see Yo him. You get up to the bridge. Scotty's the one who needs
your help now." Bulu nodded acknowledgement and was gone. Bones turned his
sttention to his friend, who was by now wrestling with Lt. Kyle, trying
desperately to resch the controls.

"You MUST let me go back... I'm your Captain! I order you! DPLEASE..."
The last word camc pleadingly from his drawn features, and for one flceting
moment, Kyls appeared hesitent, almost relinguishing his position. But Kirk's
supposed victory was ghort-lived; +the gentle hiss and pressure of the hypo
brought a fear of realisation to his face.

"NQ! Wo, Bones... you musitn't! BSpock's still there... He needs me...
I mugt... I muuse..." The words faded as the drug swept relentlessly through
his system, bringing with it the silky black of unconsciousness.

"1 know, Jim." McCoy gently supported the falling figure. "I know..."

¥ ¥ ¥

Two hourg passed rapidly, during which time Bones surgically repaired
Kirk's leg, and checked him thoroughly for any other injuries. His report was
concises left thigh - severe tissue damege, probable cause, cell disruptor or
similar weapon. Blood logs - substantial, leading te shock and coliapse.

Other injuries — minor cuts and bruises, with the possibility of lcocal bacter—
ial infection. Treatment - rest, intra-venous therapy and broad spectrum anti-—
hiotics.

He rose from behind the desk, stretching his tired muscles, and headed
towards the bridge. He knew none of tho detalls of the fateful '‘beamdown’, and
was eager to hear the whole story. But something else was bothering him more
than he cared to admit. In his mind, Kirk's look of desperation reappeared,
sending a cold shiver down his spine. He hoped to God Spock wag all right!

* K *

"And that's about it, sir." Bulu sounded strained and tired as he
related the past events. "Hr. Spock +old wme to take care of the Captain, while
he created a diversion. 3But they're barbarians, Dr. McCoy... barbarisns.”

"Aye, they are that." Scotty sat in the command chair, scanning the
swirling planet beneath them. "We knew they were unstable. 3But to transport
down just when a World War was breaking out..." He shook his head in disgust.
"And those weapons... L Mr. Spock is captured or injured..." There was no
need to finish - everyone knew what he meant. Trying to instil an air of
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confidence, he turned tc Spock's science station, now dutifully wanned by
young Chekov.

Micll, laddie? Whot have you found out for us? Mr. Spock camna ha'e
got far.!

"T'wm sorry, sir. It's very difficult to distinguish individuals. A1l
the readings are mixed up... and the natives have s similar read-out to
Vuleans. If Mr. Spock is already dead..." He stopped in mid-sentence asg the
turbo~1ift door opened to reveal an ashen Captain Kirk lesning somewhat
strangely against the wall,

"Fim! For God's sake, are you mad?" McCoy was beside him in a flesh,
nis face revealing anger and concoern all in one expression. Kirk raised a
hand to calm him, and managed a weak smile.

"Don't fuss, Bones. I'm all right - really.m
y 2 5

"lLike Hell you are! Sit here while I c¢all a stretcher." Scotty vacatad
the command chair, and helped MceCoy settle the Captain into i+.

"You shouldna' be here at all, Captaing how did you manage tae walk so
fareh

But Kirk was not interested in describing the ordeal of hig journey to
the bridge. He had cother things on his mind.

"Spock? Have you found Spock?!

The silence was azlmost unbearshle, pressing in on Kirk like a physical
force. Finally SBcott answered.

"o, sir. NWot yet. We have the sensors searching every square metre
of that planeis but with that war, it's almost impossible to pin-point one
Vulcan..." He paused, watching closely as Kirk dropped his head into trem-
bling hands and sighad deeply. "But we'll find him, sir. If it's the last
thing we do, we'll find him!™

"Thank you, Scotty." Kirk's voice was almost a whisper as he fought
for conirol, but his eyes expressed hig gratitude ten timeg over. McCoy
reached for the intercomi time to get Kirk back to sickbay.

"Neo! Wait. Please, Boneg,; let me stay for o short while. Pleage.!

¥cCoy's decisilon was never reached, as a shrill cry from Sulu interr-
upted everything.

Mlantoin! Two Klingon battle cruisers! They mnust have been hiding
around the opposite side of the planet.!

Kirk's conditioned reflexes came into play.

"Sound red alert, Mr. Sulu! Mr., Chekov, plot courses, speeds...'" The
words tumbled freely as his mind engaged the crisis. He glonced back at
McCoy. "I can't leave now, Bones. Just give me one of your magic potions...
I"11 moke out O.K.M

Reluctantly the Doctor gave way. 'Oh, all right. But youlre a very
stubborn man, James Kirk, and one of those days I'm not going to give in to
youl™ The last words drifted over the bridge as McCoy entered the turbo-lift
on his wny o sickbay to prepare a hypo.

Kirk zmiled to himgelf and relaxed slightly. He had won one battle,
but now he must win a war, and that might ncet be so easy!

* W X

Time seemed to be dragging. The Enterprise was engaged in a game of
cat and mousa. The Klingons' intentions had been aspperent from very early on.
A1l they were interested in was keeping the Federation away from the war
raging on the planet's surface. These tactics revealed to the Enterprise crew
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what should have been obwious to then earlier, if they hadn'+t had other things on
their minds. A typical Klingon trick - treacherously, they had taken advantage
of the inhsbitants' warlile tendencies, set them at each other's throats, and
were now preparing tc take over the pathetic remains and impose their ruthless
dictatorship.

- Kirk sat in the command chair, trying to control the gnawing pain seeping
into his leg. I% was becoming wartmer, and he could feel his shirt sticking %o
his back. McCoy's stimulant was beginning to wear off, and with its withdrawal
from his system, he knew that the moment of collapse wag approaching fast. His
left trouser leg gripped painfully at his thigh, aggravating the injury. He
shifted cautiously, eztending his leg in an attempt to relieve the agony, but
he was unable to suppress an audible gasp as the pain reached a new level.
Anxious faces turned at the cory, but he was fighting hard, and at the moment
was Just in the lead with the battle azainst oblivion.

"Pouck of crasmp... that's all.?
MeCoy'a professional eye was not convinced, however.

"Come off it, Jim! You can't sfay here much longer. Scotty's quite cap-
able of taking care of a few Klingons. Come back down to sickbay, and as soon
as I hesr anything, I'11l Iet you know. I promige!!

MNOIM  Kirk gripped the arms of hisg chair, fearing nhysiecal removal. "¥o,
Boneg. I'm staying here as long as I can. Right here!®

A small eternity peassed as the two men siered each other out. Finally,
McCoy stepped down and with an exasperated wave of his hand shouted his
annoyance. '"To Hell with you then! Go shead and kill yourself! What do I
care — I'm only the Chief Medical Officer. Nobody important!"

He stormed across the bridge, making for the turbo-lift. As the doors
swooshed shut he slammed his fist againgt the wall, wenting his anger. "Damn
you, James Kirki!

¥Kirk watched as Bones departed, Lkis mind a jumble of loyalties., Suddenly
the bridge ceiling reeled towards him, together with a wave of nausesa; his
tenuous thread to consciousness wasg threatened. The verbal explosion must have
drained his reserves congliderably. He MIST rewmein in control!...

"r, Sulu ~ any change in the cneumy's tactics?"

"No, sir. They continue o play hide and seek with us, refusing to attack
but ready if we venture nsarer the planst."

UCaptainl" Chekov turned away from Spock's console. UThe Klingons appear
to be moving away."

"Are you sure, Ensign?"

"Wes, gir. HMost definitely. Instruments indicate a new course which will
take them out of this system." The young Russian loocked puzzled as he reeled
off new speeds and plottings. Was this another trick, or had the Klingons fin-
ally decided to call it a day?

"Outside range, Captain... all instruments read clesr."

_ "Very good, Chekov. BSecure from red alert, but keep long range sensors

oparational...” He paused as ancther wave of giddiness passed over him. The
pain in his leg moved up a few more degrees, causing beads of sweat to emerge on
hig forehead. He must keep zolng! Spock was still down theres meybe fighting
for his life; or even deadl

"Resume the search for Mr. Spock. Pind out what's going on down there...
the Klingonsg... they... they wouldn't go...s0...s0ddenly...! Talking was
becoming an effort, every thoughit incomplete. But he was determined. Spock
was his friend... wore than that... they were like brothers, closer if that
wags possible. If Spock died, pert of Kirk would die alg~. Words and fantasics
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whirled around his mind. Round and round... and round...

"JTim?" A firm hand was gently squeeszing his shoulder. "Jim, drink this.
It' 1l make you feel better.n

He recognised Bones' voilce but couldn't remewmber hiwm coming back. He was
hera though, and wanted him %o drink something.

"What is it?" He focused weary eyes on the cup held out to him.

"Only a glucose drink. Come on now, drink it down." HMeCoy eased the cup
towards the pale lips, sensing Kirk's suspicion. "I'm not lying to you, Jim,
it's only gilucose. Now drink it and we'll find Spock together.”

Kirk drank down the cool refreshing liquid, gagging slightly as the first
mouthful reached his parched throat. His hends shook violently as he held out
the empty cup. He opened his mouth to spesk, but no sound came out... he was
losinge..

"Captain! I've found him!"

It was no good, his strength was gone. In the distance he could hear
Bones talking rapidly to Scotty and Chekov. Everything was slowing down,
drif4ing. Hig Chief Engineer glided paust, ignoring him as if he didn't exisd,
What was happening? Why didn'% someone tell him? Tell him about Spock? Where
was he? Spock!... 3Spock!...

* ¥ ¥

"Spock?" The image wavered. KXirk closed his eyes, not daring to open
them sgain for fear of being tricked again. Butb then a voice entered his
darkness.

"Jim? Can you hesr me, Jim?"

The image wavered agsain, but this time he forced his eyes to rwemain open
untll they focused.

"Spoek?... Is it zeally youl?®

"Vos, Jim. How are you feelingt!

fooetired, & little tired... But you? Are you all right? ¥What happened?
eee  The war..."

Spock held up his hand. '"Please, Jim, do not talk ‘oo much. Dr. McCoy
hag left explicit orderss you are to rest. Suffice it to say I am well, and
the wer ia over. 1% is a long story, and when you arc better there will be
mich to discuss.”

"That's right, Jim!!" Bones came up and joined Spock at the foot of the
couch, a broad smile gpreading across his face. "Your First Officer has made
quite a name for himself as a diplomat, but right now, the only stories you
are going 1o hear or see are in your dreams.'” He produced a hypo and pressad
it lightly against Kirk's shoulder.

Once more the wavering returned as sleep drifted slowly over hims but
this time, he knew Spock would be $there when he awcke, and he accepted 1t
gladly.

W 3 W F F K H e e K I Ko

Mrg. Kirks How was school today, Jim?
Jim Kirks Ch, boring!
Mrs. Kirks Why was that, dear?

Jim Kirks Well, Billy and I were busy talking about spaceships going at
twice the speed of light, and Teacher mads us go and count all
her coloured beads again!

H A He R W N W KW M
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THE EITERPRISE AFFAIR by Simone lMason

The Enterprise was c¢stablishing orbit around Starbase 1 and mixed feelings
could be sensed aboard, while Kirk himself was both excited and apprehensive.

"Jim," saild HcCoy, offering him a glass in his surgery, "to your promotion.!
"We dontt know, Bones."

"A call to Starbase 1 usually means that and you know it. But why do
you look so glum?!

"I don't particularly want Yo be a Commodore yet, Bones."
"Why not? You would keep the Enterprise... !

"Maybe! Once you get to Commodore grade, you have to be ready to take
a desk job if Starfleet wishes it. I don't wish it at allim

"They wouldn't ground you at your age... M

"Precisely, Bones, that is why I feel something is odd... I don't think
I'm old enough to qualify as Commodore. I'd rather stay Captain, it's saferi"

"They might promise not to ground you; don't worry, Jim, best of luck
for your interview with Commodore Rozzi, whoever he is. Do you know him?"

"No, not at all. He has recently been promoted head of Starfleet personnel.”

* % ¥

When Kirk was announced back, McCoy ran to the transporter room where Mr.
Scott beamed the Captain up. Both officers were taken aback by Xirk's coldly
grim features. Something was wrong!

Making no comment, Kirk operated the small viewing screen and called the
bridge.

"ir. Spock, full dress uniform, report to Commodore Rozzi at once.!
"Sirt" said a visibly startled Vulcan.

"Tou heard me, Spock."

Wes, Captain,”

The Captain left the transporter room without any explanation and McCoy,
after the initial surprise, ran after him and Kirk invited him into his quarters
in an angry tone clearly not directed at the doctor.

"What is it, Jim? A court martial? Neither you nor Spock have done any-
thinges.

"o, no, Bones, It is, as we thought, a promotion.m
"Come on, out with it."

Kirk had sat down and leaned back with a sigh. "They want to take Spock
avay, Bones,"

"Away where? Who are they? Whoever they are, we won't let them!™ exclaimed
the doctor with his usual belligerence.

"I wigh it was that simple! BSpock is wanted by two parties, actually.m
"Ch! And are they going to spiit him in two like Solomon's judgement...

"Dontt joke, please! You know that Spock has published several secientific
papers while he's been aboard the Enterprise, the last one recently."

"Yes, so what?"

"His latest paper was so brilliant that the Calactic Science Research
Centre wants him to join their rosearch tcam.!

"Is that all? Starfleet can refuse... !
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"esg, but they must have & good reason. Spock's dossier has been studied
at high level as a result of all this, and the promotion board, in conjunction
with Commodore Rozzl and his staff, have decided that my First Officer was
overdue for promotion,; and must either become Starship Captain of join the
Galactic Science Centres.!

"I seei! said McCoy, looking upset in %urn, YAn ulitimatum! So whatever
hapoens, we lose Spock.M

"Exactly, Bones. I was informed first, as a matter of courtesy, and
there is nothing I can dol"

"l have to agres," muttered the doctor somberly. "Against such heavy
bragg... "

"I'd fight top brass, no matter how heavy, on Spock's behalf, but how?
I have no idea.”

"Let's see what Spock decides first, Jim. He might come up with the
logical solution.™

"I just can't see any," sighed Kirk, his tone indicating sadness and
frustration.

McCoy could only agreec and left the Capteln to his dejection, only to
feel dejected in his surgery. In the privacy of his office, the doctor had
to admit to himsclf that he was just as upset at Spock leaving as he would
be if Jim was leaving, illogical as it might be! He had come to understand
and appreciate the Vulcan more and more while they maintained their argu-
wmentative attitudess both knew they enjoyed the arguments. Who on earth
shall I argue with now? thought McCoy gloomily. Spock is at home here, why
does Starfleet have to interfere?

After MeCoy had left, Kirk let hiz head fall on his arms. To think of
the bridge without Spock... He just could not! HNo more chess gomes with the
Vulcan's yuizzical smile when he was beatens no more relaxing evenings lis-
tening to music and sharing the enjoyment without a single word being said:
words were not often needed between Spock and himself, they knew what the
other was thinking, and after so many mind melds, it wasn't surprising! No
more mind melds, the gentle and delicate touch of warm friendship no longer
hidden, the thrill of affinity and care between two minds...

Kirk shuddered. He had known loneliness once, the loneliness of command.
It wag nothing compared %o the Ionelinese he would know if Spock left. Of
course he would be better off than the Vulcan, he would have ¥McCoy, but fond
ag he was of the doctor, it was not the same, and it was true 1o say that one
friend just could not replace another! Spock's absence would bring in its
wake a mental loneliness the likes of whichk was enough to give him nightmares,
and he realised fully for the first time how terribly lonely Spock himself had
been before thelr friendship. Surely such a nightmare would not become
reality?

When Spock beamed back aboard, MeCoy ran to Kirk's guarters o have news,
knowing that the First Officer would report %o his Captain.

As usual, Vulcen impassivity revealed nothing, but the very coldness of
Spock's expression wesg an indication of all he kept hidden.

"Well, Spock?" asked Kirk. "Sorry I didn't warn you, I couldn't... "
"I understand, Captain. I chose to resign.!

Kirk stered as McCoy exclaimed, "Trust you to think of a third solutiont
But it's an illogical one, Spock.”

"Is it, Doctor? If I must leave the Enterprise, I shall leave her on my
terms."

"I can understand, Spock," said Kirk softly. "It doesn't help though,

-G
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nothing helps! Look, I know you don't want command, but you can command, so
why not accept it and be a Starghip Captain?s

"Illogical, Jim, I could not function as efficiently as I should."
"Why not?"

"I am a scientist, and for mo sclence ls the essential work at present.
A Captain should have other priorities.™

"When you replace me, you're & good Captain, Spock."”

"Temporarily, maybe. I can forego sclentific studies for a while, and
the crew accepts me for what I am. Bub on a permanent basis, no. I have to
function as I am best suited, Jim, I discovered this under your commend. I
may at some time in fthe future become eble to assume Captain's duties, which
is irrelevant now, but I cannot accept a post knowing I would not be able to
Tulfil its duties to my own satisfaction”

"I think you underestimate yourself, Spock, and your honesty is perhaps
too extreme... The fact that you would not be a Captain similar to myself
isn'% important."

"It is, Jim. You have shown me what a Captain should be like, and there

-were things I had to learn from you still, not %o become an identical officer,

but to fulfil my duties as I would wish. A% the moment I serve Starfleet
best as First Officer under your command, no more and nu less, and it would
be iilogical and wasteful to attempt other duties. Commodore Rowzi would
not accept my srguments, and I do not want to join the Galactic Science
Centre and work to specific orders on subjects I might not be suited +o
study, so I had no choice but to resign,”

"Logical from your point of view," Kirk had to agree, "but it doesn't
holptt

"I know, Jim, but it is my decision and I would appreciate no atienmpt
on your part to make me change it."

"I respect your decision, Spock, I know 1'll have to accepbs.. "

"How long before... " asked McCoy, uneble to hide the shaking of his
volcce,

"My resignation is effective as of mow, but 1'll await the arrival of
the new Seience Officer before leaving. Commodore Rozzi assured me it would
ncet be long.”

"What will you do?"

"Go to Vulcen, Doctor. My parents might have me home for a longer
period than my usual leaves while I decide about the future. My father may
have his wish after alls I may join the Vulcan Science Academy.”

"Rather ludicrous when he has accepted your choice of a career at lasti!
romarked Kirk. "I hope you enjoy your next post, Spock.!

HeCoy nodded wearily in agreenment, upset and at a loss for words for
once. He went to the door and murmured, "Ye'll miss you, Spock.”

"Bones,;" called Kirk as the doctor opened thc door, "not a word to any=
one yet. It's up to me to ammounce.e. "

"Yes, Jim, of course," agreesd McCoy, his face reflecting his dispirited
state of mind as he loft the room.

- "$it down, Spock, try to relax... Sorry, this applies to me more than
youl! What can I say?"

"There is no need to say anything, Jim, is thore?!

"No," agrecd Kirk. "We both know how we feel about this nightmare.
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Isn't there anything I can do to stop this, Spock?"

"T can't think of anything, Jim... Strange how fate is rarely what you
expect. I always agsumed deoth would separate us, not beaurocrats."

"ay I never become onel" said Kirk fervently. "I felt the same, Spock,
only death... I'm g0 tense and strung up I can't face the crew calmly now.
I need relaxation, music perhaps? Will you stay, Spock?"

"Yes, Jim, it might help both of us."

Kirk chose 2 soft and melodious tape and managed to relax a little,
letting himself relive the past years he had shared with Spock and aware that
the Pirst Officer was doing the same, both enjoying the silent affinity of
thought they were used to but always appreciated as the true mark of their
friendship.,

* ¥ ®

The Captain felt that the bridge crew was entitled to know first and
announced the coming change and its recsons simply and directly. All eyes
turned to Spock standing at Kirk's side with stunned disbelief and the Pirst
Officer faced his colleagues with his usual Vulcan dignity.

"T would have preferred o more logical solution, but as there was none...
I wish 4o emphasise that my resignation was caused by external circumstsnces
and I take this opportunity of thanking you for your loyalty and assistance
at all timeg."

The Vulcan went to his station and everyone turned back to theirs in
8ilence, what could they say? ¥Tach of them was individually aware of the
shock and upset the news caused them, the wore intense because they had come
to take Spock for granted and never imagined that one day he might no longexr
be there.

"Fiendish Sassenachs!! muttered Scotty to himself at his station. "Why
can't they loove well alone?' Whoever they sent as Scilence Officer could
never take Spock's place, of that the Scotsman had no doubt. He remembered
the numerous dimes he had collabeorated with the Pirst Officer, and always
the Vulcan had appreciated his worlk, not by words, but by mentioning the
Chief Bngineexr's efficiency in his reports. Scotty had come to realise, as
most of them had, that words counted little with Spock, but the First Officer
found a way of thanking them Just the some. Of course there were times when
hig logic was rather too much, Scotty thought, ruefully, but it was a small
price to pay for the loyaliy and trust I felt for Spock. After the Captain,
the Firast Officer was next on Scobty’s list for respect and estecm.

Mr. Sulu was checking his navigation console absently. It did not seem
possible not to see Spock on the bridge, he bvelonged there! The halmsman
could remember the few times he had crossed words with Spock and learned his
lesson! He smiled at the stupidity of his belief that he would be able to
pull one over the Vulcan. He soon stopped trying, not through fear, but
through the acquired kunowledge that his superior officer, with the quiet
volce sveryone iistened to, was worthy of his respect and esteem. The times
he had collaborated with Spock, he had always appreciated the direct orders
and the Vulcan calm which stopped any possible vanic. Now these wretched
beaurccrats would give them a nincompoop instead, no doubt! Spock was nob
replacable, how could they even hope to replace him?

Chekov at his side 4id not even prefend to work, but stared absently
into space and the word 'Cossacks' could just be heard from time to time,
indicating without any possibility of doubt the low opinion the Ensisn had
of Starfleet Commanding Officers.

A mere Ensign was not that close to Spock, but the Hussian could remem-
bex the patience with which Spock would explain something o him when he was
new aboard and still 'wet behind the ears'. Now that he knew BSpock betier,
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Chekov realised how boring it must have been for the First Officer to spend
time explaining elementary nntions fo him, and yet he had never suspected this
then! Whenever he had gone on a mission with Spock, he had always felt secure
and protected somehow by the Vulcan's mere presence, so calm and reassuring at
all times. COrises zboard had been many, with Kirk in danger somewhere, and
Spock in command, and any private worry had never .stopped the First Officer
from noticing and appreciating any help given by the bridge crew, not often
verbally, but in his reports, which was far more important. Now they had to
have a new face among them when they 2ll krnew and trusted each other and worked
as a very efficient team. Chekov guessed that this was dus as much to Spock as
to the Captain. The loyalty and trust he felt he owed the Vulean could not be
transferred eagily, if at all. He would rather have logic to contend with than
many of the Human tralts he had had to put up with ot the Academy! Commodores
were such Cossacks, he nearly sald aloud, that I don't wish to become one!

Uhura at her station was trying desperately to look at Spock to show her
distress, but could not, afraid she would cry. God knew she was not the orying
type! But her throat felt so $ight she could not speak end one word.or glance
from Spock could be enough to open the gates. It did not seem possible to come
on duty one day and not see the dark Vulcan eyes turn to her with a silent
welcome. Uhura was a dedicated officer and did not allow herself time for love
or any of those feminine emotions, she was a career woman and enjoyed its may-
be later there would be time... So she was not in love with Spock, unlike so
many women aboard. She had come however to like the feeling of his presence
nearby, his agsurance and calm transmitted themselves %o her in time of crisis.
How could she panic when he was 0 ¢calm? She had long discovered that his
Vuloan nature did not stop him from seeing and appreciating the merits of
others and she fully returned the estecm he had for her professional abilities.
The faet that from him she had no fear of any emotional entanglement made hex
relationship with Spock ecasy and friendly in spite of the formal: terms. -Bach
knew or guessed much about the other, but respected privacy. His mere pres-—
ence nearby she had taken for granted, as well as %the security and assurance
it gave her, and she was genuinely distressed at the idea of losing someone
the imporiance of whom she had not realised up o now, when sbout tc lose it.
Stupid men always messed things up! There was the best Starship in the fleet
and some tinpot dictator wanted 4o put an ond to it! The value of a vessel
was not due to the Captain only or to the crew only, but = combination of the
two, and Spock was a very important part of the cowmbination, so imporitant she
ghudderaed at whot could be the result of his departure, with Kirk miserable
and everyone upset.

The atmosphere on the bridge had become so heavy with sadness and deps
ression that it was tangible, and McCoy noticed it when he walked in, and asked
Kirk to his quarters.

"Jim," asked the doctor, "haven't you told the Commodors that Starfleet
may be ruining the best Starship in the fleet? The officers are vexry upset.!

"I know! I told him, Bones, begged him to reconsider, not only for our
sake, but for Spock's. How can they throw him back into loneliness when he
had found 2 home?!

"le're only names on paper to most pen-pushers, Jim."
"You say my officers are very upset, Bones, but some hardly know Spock... "

"Some are more upset than others, of course. But Spock has become part of
ug, even been taken for granted, proof that he belongs here. The shock of
loging him has made us realise how important he is, to various degrees. In
other words, 1% is like losing a member of your own fanily."

"Yes, I see that. I'm surprised you're not pleased at losing a compuber.!
added XKirk teasgingly, trying to lighten the conversation.

"Donn't, Jim, please... I don't think I'1l be able to talk about logic
agoinih




"That!1ll make a
change," smiled Kirk, a wan
smile which made McCoy look
away. Together their dep-
ression became worse, a
comlative effect?

Their dark thoughts
were interrupted by Uhura.
"Captaln, Commodore Rozzi
wishes to speak to you.m

"On my way,
Lieuenant."

* Kk X

The large screen on
the bridge showed the
officer!'s heavy features.

UCaptain Kirk, your new
Science Officer will come
aboard soon, Lt. XKurt Klaus.
Licutenant Commander Scott is
promoted to Firgt Officer.”

N3tuff 14! was the Chief
Engineer's answer, which was not heard
clearly by the Commodore.

"Did you say something, Mr. Scott?"

"He only coughed, sir," answered Kirk
hurriedly.

"On! A pleasant shock, I imaginelM

The Captein was glad the officer was nc longer looking at Scotty whose
furious gaze clearly indicated murderous intentions towards Commodore Rozzl.

"Specific orders for the Enterprise are not yet ready, Captain,'" Rozzi
added, "so you will remain in orbit for the moment. It will give ¥time to
your Science Officer to settle in."

"Wery good, sir."

The screen went dark and no-one could look at Spock, whose quiet voice
agked, "Shall I look up Lt. Klaus' record for you, Captain?!

"No, Spock, I don't think anyone could care less! You're relieved from
duty as from now, not because I want to... I won't inflict the sight of
your replacement on you. Come, 1'11 help you pack, if you'll let me."

"You are welcome, Captain.” The Vulcan got up and walked to Scotty.
"Congratulations on your promotion, Mr. Scotd, it is well deserved.m

"Thank you, Mr. Spock," repiled the Scotsman dully. "I'd give it back
like & shot if I could... "

"Tllogicall! said Spock with one of his rare smiles.

As though moved by a single spring, the bridge crew got up and stood at
attention while 3pock left with Kirk, then sat back and avoided looking at
each other's gloom. Uhura had given up self control and was crying quietly.
An eerie silence reigned, a silence full of emotion, loss and sorrow as
though someone had died, and not a single officer could yet face the fact
that they had hcard the famous word 'illogical' for the last time from
Spock's lips. In a way, it was worse than il he had diedy death was final
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end had to be accepteds Human intervention was more difficult to tolerate
because it could have been avoided.

* H %
At Spock's door, Xirk hesitated.
"I don't want to pry, Spock, and will leave you %o it if you prefer."
"No, Jim, come in and hel». Why waste what little time we have left?"
"Logical," agreed Kirk in a low voice, without smiling.

Spock had already packed and transferred the bulk of his things to the
Vulcon Bmbassy on Starbase 1, so it did not teke long to assemble the few
personal effects remaining. Afterwards, the Vulcan led Kirk %o a chair and
sat on the desk facing him.

"Don't be sad, Jim," he said softly. "No-one and nothing can teke away
what we shared in the past.M

Kirk nodded; unable to speak, and Spock continued, "A lagt mind meld,
Jim? It might help you.!

Kirk relaxed at the gentle touch of Spock!s hands, & reaction which now
came automatically, after so many wind welds. The linkege lasted a while and
he was moved beyond words at seeing how Spock would always remember his Cap-
tain and the Enterprise and would alweys remember what the experiences shared
with Kirk had tought him.

"I'1l always remember too, Spock,” he murmured as the Vuloan released
him gently afier scothing the pain of separation in him. Both knew that at
whatever time they met again in the future, they would be able to take up
their friendship again at the precise moment of separation, as though no
lapse of time had ocourred.

They were going to leave the room when MoCoy knocked and came in. "Wani
any help?!

"We have finished, Doctor.m
"Fine mess you're leaving behind, Spoclk."
"I beg your pardont" queried the Vuican, both eyebrows raised,

"By the look of everybody, I'll have & ward full of maniac depressives
soon., !

"Tour skill will no doubt cure them quickly, Doctor."
"I doubt it, Spock, I'1ll be one of the first victims of the epidenici™

Kirk tried to smile as Spock, to McCoy's surprisse, touched his shoulder
lightly. "May I say goodbye as I wish to, Doctor, with a mind touch?"

licCoy hesitated, aware that the few mind melds he had had with the Vulcan
hed upset him. There had been 2 barrier between them he had bsen unable +o
crosg. But he did not hesitate for long. "Yes, of course, whatever you say,
Spock.,!

He sat down and felt the hands on his face while be gazed into the dark
eyes under slanting eyebrowss whyhehad ever thought of them as cold he
could not imagine! But the barrier was still there.

"Are you afraid of we, Doctor?!

"No, Spock, why... "

"Then relax, don't resist.”

"Go on, Bones, trust Spock," urged Kirk.

MeCoy was too full of sadness and emotion at Spock's departure not to
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respond to him and the barrier dissolved. It had been of his own making,
he suddenly realised, and the Vulcan had respected it.

The meld was brief. HMcCoy was not used to them as Kirk was, but he knew
he would not have missed 1t for the world.

"Thanks, Spock," he whispered shakily, moved and enriched by the glimpse
of the Vulcan mind he had been privileged to see. VYhat a fool he had been
not to accept this before!

It did not matter, Bones," said Spock with his half-smile. "We both
knew, didn't we?"

McCoy nodded and each took one of Spock's bags and left for the trans-
porter room in companionable silence.

Scotty was there waiting and asked Kirk, "Shall I sabobage the trans-
porter, Captain?"

"Tou would, too!" Kirk mensged to smile. "Unfortunately it would
achieve Little.!

He turned to his First Officer. "Where will you be, Spock, in case we
have to contact you about anything?"

" pelieve everything is in order, Jim, but I'Il be 2 guest of the
Vulcsn Attache for a few days. My discharge papers are not finalised yet..."

"Fhat? Then you shouldn't leave... ™

"I+ makes no difference; Jim. The promotion board's recommendations
are usually approved by the Grand Admiral and his HQ staff. I believe my
file is due to be considercd by them soon, after which there should be a
ship for Vulecan I can get a passage on."

"Yes," agreed Kirk, "HQ usually ratifies the promotion board's recomn—
endations sutonstically. I don't even know if the Grand Admiral has a say
... Spock, Admiral Derval is a friend of your father's... "

"oes it matter? My father made him promise he would never consider
me, if the ce=sc arose, as the son of Ambassador Sarek, but as an oxdinary
officer. In any casg, the Grand Admiral does not know me well a% all, so
why should he interferet"

"No hope anywhere!" sighed Kirk. "So this is goodbye, Spock. I wish
I knew howeoo "

"o said goodbye already in wmy quarters, Jim. Bones, we said goodbye
too.M

Kirk and MeCoy nodded in agreement and Spock made the Vulcan saluts.
"Live long and prosper, Jim, Bones."

Kirk reburned the salute and touched palms lightly with Spock, Vulcan e
fashion, welcoming the last brief mind contact with bitter—sweet pleasure.
McCoy was trying to meke the Vulcan salute, cursing himself for not having
practiced it.

U] can'+!" he raged finally, angry a2t himself.
"I+ does not matter, touch palms with your fingers closed."

The doctor compiied with undisguised emotion, then the Vulcan stepped
on to the pad. "Live long and prosper, lMr. Scott."

"Goodbye, sir, my very best wishes," the Scotsman replied in a trembling
volce.

Kirkk signalled him to energise and the Chief Engineer obeyed numbly.
This was not happening, it was a bad drean!

They returned to the bridge in a silence sharing their common loss and
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settled back at their posts among a generasl silence they did not try to
break. Chekov was the one who hroke it.

"Captain," he shouded suddenly, leoking upset. "You should know this —
I can't be seecing thingsi?

"hat are you talking about, Mr. Chekove"

"The record on Lt. Klaus, sir. I just locked it up, not that I care
but it was part of my duty... "

"Wes, yes, go on."

"He's anti-Vulcan, Captoin,™

Mifhat!" shouted Kirk, nearily falling out of his command chair.
"I don't belisve 141" exelaimed Scotty.

Kirlk had run to Spock's station, where Chekov wag, and saw for himself.
"Tt's truel™ he gasped.

"Commodore Rozzi is insane, Jim," stated McCoy. "Klaus will be murdered
if he steps szhoard... "
"That's for sure, by me!" said Sulu darkly.

"If you need help, let me know, Mr. Sulu," added Uhura in her sweetest
volice.

"Enoughl!" interrupted Kirk sharply, now recovered from the shock. "As
there are no Vulcansg abeard, his phobia is not likely to be an impediment.
Just don't mention Vulcans to him, that's all,m

"It's not a phobia, Jim," said McCoy, who had been looking at the record.
"There's nothing medical zbout it. The man just hates Vulcans, ond doesn't
get on well with Humans either. Vulcans moy not be his only phobial On top
of it, he's Grand Admiral Derval's nephew."

"No wonder Spock did not think it worth waiting for his final dischargeil"
sadd Kirk with disgust, "What's his service record like, Bonesf"

"Rather odd. He's 28, gqualified two years ago as Lieutenant due to his
Science degree. He has already served aboard three Starshivs... "

"Three?? 1!
"He only steyed about six months on ¢ach, Jim."

"So he's either incompetent or wanbs a wide experience under different
Captning., We'll have to see.Y

"His science dogree is good, and... "

- As though on cue, Uhura interrupted the docter. "I have Lt. Klaus,
Captain, He's asking to be beamed up"

Mr. Bcott transmitted the order to the transporter room. He was not
going to put himgelf out for the newcomer!

"Scotty, you or I should have gone to welcome him you know," said Kirk
mildly.

"Shall we draw lots to find out who loses and has to meet him, Captain?
I warn you, I'1l cheat.!

"Wever mind," Kirk smiled. "He can find his own way. He's only a
lieutenant, after all. We must remember that he's not respongible for Spock's
departure, and hide our private feelings, whabtever they may be."

The new Bcience Officer arrived on the bridge with & very assured step.
He was of medium height and medium build ~ in faet everything about him was
medium except the obvious high opinion he had of himself.
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"Lt. Kurt Klavs reporting for duty, sir," he said importantly to Kirk,
"ag Science Officer."

"Weicome, -Lieutenant,” XKirk replied in a neutral voice, carefully hiding
the fact that what he really wanted to say was 'Go to helll' Miay I give you
o word of advice?! he added aloud.

"If you must, Captain. I om not stiXl wet behind the ezrs, you know."

Moy I have patience, thought Kirk inwardly. But he won't see my dislike,
Spock would never let it show and I can be as conirolled if I want to bel! ®T
am sure you are experienced, Licutenant. What I wanted to say is that you'll
have to be patient with us. Our previous Science Officer had to resign, and
we all mlsgs him, but you are in no way responsible...

"He was a Vulecan, wasn't he?" interrupted Klaus.
"Yes, he was," replied Kirk in a warning tone whioh fell on deaf cars.
"You'll soon see the differsence, Captain, I am sure."

"I have no doubt that I shall!" agreed Kirk with an irony lost on the
new officer. :

"Then you'll wonder why you ever put up with a pointed-eared freak!"

The frozen silence did not affect Klaus, who did not even seem to notices
but McCoy nearly choked. He had called Spock that, but no-one else had the
right...

"Listen, Licutenant," he snapped, "the quickest way to my surgery is to
g0 On 28... "

"Don't, Bones, let it pass this time," ordeved Kirk softly. "I'11 iry to
explain... "

The newcomer wag now observing Spock! s station and the Captaints fists
tightened., How was he ging to bear that man there?

"Doctor," called Klaus. "Has all this been sterilised?™
"Sterilised? Are you mad?..."

"Doctor, please, it's casy enough to understand that I don't want to
catch any Vulean diseases! Thore must be many germs everywherce.. !

"I'm sure there ore," sssured McCoy withk & gly smile. "If you =it on that
chalr you'll get greecn plague caused by green bugs from Vulcen blood, and you
will erupt in green spots all over. I have no cure for thai," he added
delightedly, among approving smiles.

"So if T was you, I would ask for another ship," continued Scotty, joining
in, "Mthese bugs can't be storilised, we tried, but we are all infected.!

"And 1t is highly contagious,!” added Uhura smilingly.
"Weep away from me!" shouted such o terrified Klaus that Kirk intervened.

"That's encugh! Lieutenant, it is only 2 joke, there are no green bugs
to my knowledge and none of us ever caught a Vulcan disease from Commander
Spock.!

YThen I assume all the officers concerned are on a charge, Captain.”

"You assume wrong. It wag a joke and if you could not see it... Please
come to the briefing room, I want to talk to you.®

* K ¥

The Coptain sat down and faced Kiaus severely. "Lieutenant, your stay
aboard my ship can be plesasant or unpleasant, the choloe is yours."

"] don't understand... "
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"I am aware of the faect that you ———
hate Valcans. It so happens that after i
. having a Vulecan Pirst Officer aboard for
hany years, we have come to appreciate, 4
respect and like Vulcans. I instructed j
my officers not to mention Vulcans to [y,
you to avoid friction. In return, you { |
will have the courtesy of not mention- 3
ing Vulcans either. Only on this basis
is there some hope for you aboard my ;
ship.n

Mou can't have liked a Vulcant!
exclaimed Klaus, appalled.

"T said, 'don't mention Vulcans', " A
repeated Kirk in a deangerous tone. "Must I
meke it an orderp"

"Sir, should you enforces.. "

"Once and for all, I will not have
discipline digrupted by brawls betwsen pro
and anti Vulecans. If you want to rave ‘
at them, ask for a transfer.!

"I will obey your order, Captain," assured *
Klaus. "I can obey orders, you know."

"Glad to hear it! Your guarters hove been assigned on decke.. "

Mo I have a single cebin, sir?" asked the Science Officer cagerly.

MWes. Why?"

"Thank you, Captain. I like that. Aboard my last vessel, I had to share."

Klaus took the tag indicating his quarters and left. It wag with an efforid
that the Captain refrained from telling hinm that he had single guarters because
no-one had wanted to share with Spodk's replacement.

Kirk, on hig way back to the bridge, passed Spock's cabin with the name
still on the door. I'll leave it, thought Kirk, why not? No-one ncedg his
quartors, unless Scotiy...

The Captain called the Chisf Engineer over to the command chair as he
settled in. "Do you want to move into Spock's cabin, Mr. Scott? You are
entitled to... M

"o, sir, I am perfectly happy in my present quarteors."

"Then I'11 leave Spock's neme on the door."

"As a memento,'" aporoved Scotty. "Aye, sir, that's o good idea.”
"Jet 11 think of him as we go past," added Uhura.

Naturally, the first thing Klaus did bvefore reporting for duty was to take
the name down and hand it over to Kirk, saying he assumed it had been forgotten.
The Capinin could not make out if it was deliberate and told him to mind his
own business in no unceriain terms, after which he gave the neme plate to
Scotty to pud up agoin, and the new Firgt Officer swore he would give that
twerp o good hiding if he tried that agoin!

Klaus sprayed Spock's station to sterilisce it, uncaring of the upset around
him, and settled to his post. He obeyed Kirk's order not 4o wmention Vulcans
to the letter, but mentioned Spock instead, which was worse. Whern the Captain
told him not to mention Spock, for his own safety, Klaus talked of his pre-
decessor in derogatory terms and sct sbout reforming the science department, as
a result of which mess resignation was threatened by the scientists.
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T can't stend it!" moaned Kirk to McCoy in the privacy of the doctor's
surgery. "That man is a menace, a maniac who should be in o place where he .can
do no harm, not sboard o Starshipih :

"I know, Jim," agreed the doctor. MHe no longer mentions Vulecans or Spock,
mind you, but he is an insufferable prig, =n egomaniac who sces only himself
and can talk of little else, unless it is in relation to his ego.”

"and they let Spock go for such o man! It's monstrous!M
"I'm gterting to wonder if it is a case of nepotism, Jim."

"I shouldn't have thought Admirel Derval was that type... I don't know!
I am going to sce Commodore Rozzi and ask for = replacement, or for Spock back,
which would be better of course! Surely even a Human could see the logle of
thisi!

® % * .

Kirk's intorview with the Commodore was not pleasant, and the Capbain had
to make a huge effort tc maintain a respecitful attitude.

"There is no question of getting your ex-Pirst Officer back," stated the
officer coldly. "There is o general revision of Starflect policy being done,
and many of us want to enforce a stronger sense of discipline and respect for
orders, whatever they are. Commander Spock had the gall to imply that I was
not a logical mant?

"I'm sure he weant no disrespect, sir, it's the Vulcan way of talling.!

"Being = Vulcan does not set him apart from rules and regulations, or
digecipline and respect for his superiors. I will never let my decisions be
changed by a resignation. It was his choice. So be it.”

Spock put his back up, thought Kirk in dismay, and he =lso had the feeling
that Rozzl did not understand Vulcans and had misunderstood many of Spock's
words or attitudes, but he could not explain or srgue without being disrespectfull

"Then may we have another Science Officer, sir??

"Certainly not! There are none available at the moment in any cese. Li.
Klaus is Admiral Derval's nephew and will no doubt have a brilliant carcer.m

lot aboard my ship he won't, thought Kirk inwardly, but he had the dis-
tinet impression that Rozzi believed Derval's nephew could do no wrong! He
probably never met him!

After another try at obtaining satisfaction, Kirk gave up. Rozzl did not
want to know and thought it was sour grapes on the Capteints part, so 1t wes
hopeless.

* ¥ ¥
Back aboard the Enterprise, he paced his guarters back snd forth letting S
of f steam to o gsympathetic McCoy.
"T can't make Rozzl see senge! Klaus in o crisis would be uscless - unot
only that, he would probably create panici™

"Wou certainly couldn't toke him along on dangefous wissions, Jim. Thot
type locks aftor their own skins first and foremost.!

"and most missions need a Science Officer, or how am I supposed to get
the necessary data? It's ludicrous.”

"o wonder he didn't stay long aboard ony ship! I wonder how they got
rid of him? Probably told Klaus he was too good for their vessel and should
move on. It's about the only argument thoat would work.m

"But the Enterprise is the best, so... I'm seriously thinking of resign-
ing too, Boneg."
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"I know, Jim, I miss Spock too. The Enterprise is no longer home. If he
had died, we would face the fact. If he'd accepted a Captain's posting we would
console ourselves with the thought that he deserved promotion and be happy for

bim. But it's infuriating to think he's therc on Starbase 1, 2nd we can't
have him."

"It's so unfeir, Bones. It's only two days since Spock left, and it fecls
like ages. After two days, Klaus is already unbearablel®

"I think he rosonts the fact that we liked o Vulcan, Jim, so he is trying
to ¢ffoce his image and reorgaenise the department on new lines. It has to be
his department, not Spock's. The mon is an egomanime, as I said, and I don't
know how he ever got through Starfleet's psyochological tests!M

"And he hes nowherc near Spock's ability as a scientist, let alone any-
thing else; Bones., If Spock had left us of his own free will, for promotion,
then I would feel more inclined to bear Klaus temporarily, while going on agking
for a replacement from Storflcet until they became so tired of my demands that
they would give ini It would only be & matter of time. But with Spock avail-
ables.. Lot's see how the third dsy goes."

I{ wag no better. Uhura warned Kirk that the newcomer would finlsh in
gickbay if he didn't stop pesteoring her, The Coptain called Klaus and told him
in no uncertain terms that he would be on a charge if he said one word to Uhursn
outside duty hours. The whole bridge crew was in a perpetual state of tension
now and Kirk could seo no immediate solution, unless...

On an impulge, he agsembled his senior officers in the briefing room and
asked bluntly, "How do any of you feel about resigning?

"To get Mr. Spock back, Captain?" asked Scotty eagerly.
"I don't know, Scotty, I can't make any promisee,"

He outlined the ridiculous situation wherc they were stuck with the horrible
Klous while Spock waps idle on Starbase 1,

"Completely illogicanl," agreed McCoy. "Spock would sce it all right!™

"If you sec it, he certainly would," emiled Kirk. "My feeling is that the
whole affair is grossly unfair to Spock, %o us and to my ship. How can anyone
function properly with a Klaus arcund?!

"Even Spock couldn't," assured McCoy. "I'm glad he didn't meet him. To
see his post filled by that specimen would have been an insult!™

"I agree, Bones, What I'm getting =t is this; if we 2ll resign as a pro-
test againsgt the situation, we might force Starfleet's hand and be all reinstated,
including Spock. But I stress the 'might'. We could also find ourselves out of
a joh we like."

"If Mr. Spock was here, he would stress that aspect," said Scotty. "Should
we resign, we have to be ready to stick it out no matter what and say geodbye
to the Enterprise.m

"Exactly, Scotty," agreed Kirk. "Consider this among yourselves, be honest.
I will respect your deoisions, then make mine accordingly. Personally, I want
to resign, I have wanted o ever sinece Spock told us he was leaving, because I
think Starfleet treated him unjustly. But never wind, I tried 4o adjust to the
new situation, without success."

"Hear, hear," said McCoy in a bleak voice.

"If the worst comes to the worst," contimued Kirk, "I could always join a
large comwercial company with Spock and any other officer who wanted to stay
with us. Commercial companies welcome Starfleet personnel with open arms, and
have interesting routes - we would even be allowed to pick which route we wantod.?

"That's a good idea, Jim," agreed McCoy. "No pen-pusher could tell us to
get rid of Spock then.!
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"Of course not, Bones, as Capbtoin
I would choose my own orcw.!

"I'm with you, Captain," said
Scotty. MlNo need te think further."

The audience looked at the Chief
Engineer with open admiration. The
gacrifice would be worst for him -~ he
would have to leave his beloved engines!
Sulu, Chekov and Uhura also agreed to
resign. They knew Lt. Kyle would follow
ag well as Desalle and most of Spock's
devartment. They would ask others.

Within an hour, Kirk had a list of

over half the officers aboard ready o
resign to get Spock back or join a

; . transport company, and with that mumber,
\\ Kizi hod most of his own orew ready

for a transport vessel.

; "Right," smiled Kirk, "now for an
~ i’ 2 ultimatun to Commodore Bozzi. I'11 have
. o~ to remenber to inform Spock before he

N : rusheir off to Vulcan, thet we might have
a job for him, one way or the other.”

"He!ll be with us zgain!® beamed McCoy.

"Whatever ship we have next will be home, doctor. Sheme if it's not this
one though," sighed the Chief Ingineer.

"Scotty," said Kirk. "You will lose your promotion to First Offlcer if
Spock comes back... "

"Who cares? I didn't want it in the first placei"

They laughed with genuine mirth for the first time since arriving at Star-—
page 1 and Kirk dictated their collective resignations on tape, stating that
they would withdraw these if Klaus wag taken off and Spock reinstated. He then
gent it to Commodore Rozzi with his compliments.

All they could do now was sit back and await {he emplosive repercussions.
The Captain started planning which company he would Join and which routes he
would ask for. Some of them were tricky becouse of Klingon interference and
should be of interest. Others were exploratory, to find new markets or discover
inhabitable planets... He hadn't called Spock! He did so hurriedly and waos
relieved the Vulcan wasg still at the Bmbossy.

fSpock, I won't say much or you'll try to interfere to save us from our-
selves! On no account leave for Vulcan yet. Await possible news."

T don't understand... "

"The less you know the better, Spock, or you might be accused... Trust
me! Will you do as I ask?"

"Yeg, Jim, but all this sounds very much like one of those poker gmme
moves you showed me. Are you trying a bluff?!

"You could put it that way, but I believe we said goodbye prematurely."
T4 would be gratifying if this proved true, Jim."
"T41d solve everyone's problems," agreed Kirk.

* ¥ ¥

Kirk received ths expected order to report to Commodore Rozzi and the
glacial expression on the officer's features was not reassuring.
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"L presume Commander Spock is responsible for this ultimatum, Captain?”
"No, sir, he knows nothing about it."

"Then that makes 1t worse! I told you before that it is not my policy to
allow intimidation, and the promotion boerd is also shocked by your attirude,
while Admiral Derval is unlikely to appreciate your opinion of his nephew."

"It is the truth, sir, and three other Starship Captains would undoubtedly
confirm my statements.!

"Silence! I refuse to discuss anything with mutineers. Think yourself
lucky that I don't insist on a court martial for insuboxdination, Captain.
Ultimatums cannot be tolerated and your collective resignations are accepted.
Digeipline will prevail. Starship Captains have had too much freedom and too
much power in the past. It is starting to go to their heads, obviously, but
it will be stoppedi®

Instructions regarding the Enterprise followed and Kirk left numbly, shocked
in spite of half expecting this.

When he returned azboard the Enterprise, he called his senior officers to
the briefing room and said simply, "This is it, I'm afraid, packing time."

"You mean they accepted all our resignations?" asked MeCoy in disbelief.

"Yes, Bones. I was told in no uncertain terms that this was mutiny and
ulitimatums could not be tolerated. So the BEnterprise is to go into dock until
replacements are found. Klaus - as senior officer remaining aboard - is
temporary acting captain.”

"Whoever heard of someone so inept in charge of a Starship?" gasped Scotty.
"I agree, Mr. Scott, but at least in dock Klaus can't do any damage."
"Aye, sir, fortunately."

The Selence Cfficer, far from being taken aback, was delighted at being
acting captain. The wretched man obviously thought it was due 4o him!

The ¥nterprise officers packed up and scattered smong hotels on Starbase 1,
Eirk having told them to have a couple of days leave to reconsider if they wished.
They all regretted leaving the Enterprise, Scotiy particularly, but they had
prepared themselves for the possibility and none wavered. A few more even joined
them because they just could not stand Klaus any longer. As a compensation for
thelir regret, all looked forward to haviig Spock back.

Kirk and McCoy had hardly settled in their hotel room when Spock knocked
and walked in, lockiang faintly upset. "Jim, Doctor, this is not logical, sven
ingane... "

"Please, Spoclk," interrupted McCoy, 'no verdict on medical natters. I am
the doctor.M

Kirk laughed and outlined their rlans to the Vulcan. MAre you with us,
Spock? It will be a poor subsiitute for Starfleet, but better than nothing."

"I agree, Jim, and T am with you." 4nd so, their future decided, they
settled to enjoy each other's company after the short separation which had seemed
so long to all of them.

* % %

Grand Admiral Derval had just returned from a meeting with the Federation
Council for the annual report on Starfleet activities. He was tired, and he did
not welcome the knock on his door, for he had given orders that he was not to be
disturbed while he went over some matters arising from the meetinsz.

"3ir," said his alde, coming in, "I'm sorry to bother you so late. I'wve
taken ib upon myself +to bring this file to your attention in gpite of your
order. The whole of HQ staff is upset by it."
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"What happened? 4 mutiny?!

"It could be called that, sir.®

"What? Impossible) I was Jjokingi!

"I% concerns Commander Spock mainly, sir.!

"That's insane, Lieutenant. I'll never believe that Commander Spock
matinied."

"He didn't, sir, his Captain d4id."

"are you out of your wind? How can a Capbtain mutiny? This is so weird,
I'm intrigued. It concerns Captain Kirk, then, not his Pirst Officer, I'm
happy to hear. I can't intervene on behalf of that particular Vulcan; his
father would never speak to me again if T 4idi"

"On this occasion, sir, I think it is advisable that you should make an
exception. First he resigned, then so did his Captaln and wmost of the crew.”

'"What kind of insanity has been going on in my sbsence?'' asked Derval,
appalled.

HThere is the full file, sir. Er... I'm afraid Lt. Xlaus is involved.!

The Grand Admiral reacted as though struck by a sharp needle and nearly
Jumped into the air. "I might have known! That explaing everything! If
there's ever a war with anyone, Lieutenant, remind me to send Kurt to our
enemies as a gift., I1'1]1 be enough to stop hostilities - they'll bheg for
peace provided we talke him backim™

"Yes, sir," smiled his aide. "Did I do the right thing by disregarding
your order and bringing you the filet"

"Wou certainly did! Congratulations! You may leave now. I'll gzo through
it and 4ry to make some sense out of this collective madness."

* Kk R

The next day Kirk and Spock received the unexpected summons to report to
Grand Admiral Derval, and it worried McCoy.

"He can't touch us, Bones, we've resigned," Kirk pointed out.

"Our discharge isn't final yet, Jim, so we must show proper respect,"
said Spock.

The stern and sombre features of Guy Derval were not reassuring! "Sit
down, Captain, Commander. I don't make a habit of interfering with Starship
personnel, but this affalr appears illogical - as your father would say, Com-
mander. So I have taken it upon myself to interview the main parties concerned
to achieve some understanding as to why... I can understand your refusal to
join the Galactic Science Research Centre, but why refuse promotion to Starship
Captain? TYour record indicates that you have the ability to command."

"Sir," replied Spock, "as I explained to my Captain, it is ldgical that I
should function in a capacity best related to my ability. hs Pirst Officer of
the Enterprise, I achieved this.!

"Tou are however able o assume command, your record proves it."
"Wot on a permanent basis, sir!

"T don't understand, Commander. Sooner or later Captain Kirk will be pro-—
moted, and you will then be the logical choice as his successor. Would you
refuse?!

"T might at gome time in the future consider myself ready to assume such
a responsibility, sir. I would be more mature then and perhaps able to perform
the command tc my own satisfaction.”

"ore maturce?... but your age... Of course, you are a Vulcani!

oy
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And T bet the promotion board and Rozwzi overlooksd that fact, thought Derval
to himself, as well as the Vulcan sense of resgponsibility and integrity. "I
believe I understand your choice of resignation now, Commander. Captain Kirk, I
would 1ike to hear a concise account of what happened aboard your ship after
your Firgt Officer left."

Kirk looked embarrassed and Derval added, "Speak your mind, Captain, honesty
ig often the best pollcy."

'Encoursged;:the Captain related events aboard the Enterprise and the Admiral
listened grimly, pleying with his command baton as though he wanted teo hit out!

"Thank you, Captain," said Derval, making no commants. "Now that I have
talked to you both, I will hear the other side of the fence, so to speak, then
try 40 sort this ocut. Please do not leave Starbase 1 yet; that includes your
other officers.”

"Weg, sir."
"There is however Mr, Scott's promotion to consider... "

"He didn't want it, sir, nct at the expense of Spock's resignation. My
Chief Engineer is more interested in his engines than in being First Officer.!

"Thank you for teilling me, Captain. My mind is not made up yeot, and I
promise nothing. Commander Spock, should you all be reinstated, will you please
agsure your father that I had to look into this affair at HQ's request, not
because you were his sont™

"I'3i1 mention it $o him, sir."

"Thank you. You may both leave now. You will hear from Starfleet soom
one way or the other."

* % %
"¥ell, Jim, Spock, what happened?" asked McCoy cagerly.

"fe angwered guestion, Bones, that's all," replied Kirk. "Admiral Derval
is looking into the affair and has to see other partiss. We'll have to walt and
gae, but I have the feeling he is on our gide in spife of his nephew.,!

"On what grounds do you base your assumption, Jim?" asked Spock,
"Nothing logical," smiled Kirk, "purely Humen intuition,"

Wes, I think I understand what you mean, Jim."

"Wou do?" exclaimed Kirk. "You sensed it too?"

T believe I did, because it is logical... "

"Never wind the logic, Spock, you're making progress," approved McCoy.
"Keep it up."

The Vulcan's raised eyebrows made them smile and 4id not deter them from
optimism, however cautious.

* ¥ X

hdmirsl Derval next called the promotion board, consisting of four officers
under the chairmanship of Vice~admiral Laviron. "Gentlemen, T would like %o
know why Commandsr Spock was faced with an untimatum.!

"It was not an ultimatum, sir, it was a choice!" protested Laviron.
"Depends on the way you look at 1t! But explain your reasons.!

"It is simple, =ir. The Galactic Science Centre wanted him, but they can't
insgist on a Starship Csptain being released by us. Commander Spock's record
proves that he has reached the age and ability to be a Captain - hisg promotion
ls even overdue. So we offered him the choice, in crder to be fair to him should
he prefer a scientific career.”
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"Reagonable, I suppose," reflected Derval aloud, "but Commander Spock
wishes to remain FPirst Officer for +the time being. Why not accept this?!

"It is not up to him to decide, sir. We have never heard of anyone
refusing promotion before. It smacks of insubordination.m

"He is a Vulcan, so he is not as old ag he scems, and if he does not
feel able to fulfil the post, why not accept his reasons? The Vulcan sense
of integrity would not let him accept a responsibility he can't fulfil, con-
trary to usg Humans!"

"T gee what you mean, sir," replied Laviron thoughtfully. "I'm afraid
we overlooked his racial characteristics, he is after all half-fuman, but if
the Vulcan side is predominant... We disgcussed subsequent events with Come
modore Rozzi, who ig all for tougher discipline, and followed his advice,
perhaps ‘oo hastily."

"Glad 4o gee you are reasonable men. Thank you for your time."

Commodore Rozzi was next and Derval asked him for the tapes of his inter-
views with Spock and Xirk, then listened to them. "Well, Commodore," he asked
afterwards, "why didn't you accept Commander Spock's arguments and let him
remain First Officer?!

M"Out of the question, sir, it was not part of his choice. There is no
place in Starflect for officers afraid of responsibility and for officers who
think they know better than thelr superiors. Commander Spock was rude to me.t

"He is a Vulcan and speaks his mind according to his belief, logic.
There are times whern I wish we had more Vulcsns... But I digress. Uhy did
you disregard Kirk's pleas and later his ultimatum?"

"That was crase insubordination, sir, even intimidation, and could not
be tolerated."

Yhidn't it occur to you that such measures adopied by a man of Captain
Kirk's outstanding record and z@bility showed how strongly he and his officers
felt? Since when is it a crime to want your ship to have highly efficient
crewnen?"

"Not to the point of overlooking discipline, sir, You know we are con-
sidering a strengthening of it wainly in regard of senior officers on ships..."

"If that is the result, I am against, Commodore. Your desire for tough=
ness hag nearly leost Starfleet the services of its most outstanding officers.
Hhere is the logic in that?"

"It would have made an example to other Starghip, sir.!

Wloo costly an example, Commodors. We can't afford it. This is a case
where the remedy is far worse then the sickness. You have to accept that Star—
ship Captains must have some freedom from our interference, or how can they
function out on the rim of charted space?!

"You may be right, sir, the guestion of tougher discipline is scheduled to
be discussed further, but there is s$ili the matter of your nephew. Captain
Kirk gave a very harsh and severe report I feel to be unjustified... "

"Commodore, you are new here, so you are not aware that the last time I
met Lt., Klaus I nearly wrung his neck, not that it would have done bim any goodl'’

"Wdhat!" gasped the Commcdore.

Mihatever Kirk said of him ig true, I am sure of that., The question of
my nephew no longer arises.”

n3ix

"ifter recading this file, the first thing I did was go aboard the Enter-
prise, seize him by the scruff of the neck and drag him all the way here, where
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he handed in his resignation. I can't take any more... Never mind the familiy
matters, they are my concern. We can't afford a Starship out of action when
an excellent orew is idle, Commodore. Let's have a general meeting of staff
and thrash this guestion out."

Grand Admiral Guy Derval was not too tough during the discussions, making
allowances for many newcomers unused to their work and a nasty incident which
had enginecred the wish for tougher discipline. Officers like Commodore Rozzl
for instance had never been Cavtain of a Starship, so they did not realise how
exacting the rank was. But the Grand Admiral did give the whole of Starbase 1
a good shaking up to ensure that no such dictatorial attitude was ever taken
again and enforced regardless of men's wishes, emphasising that the Starship
orews were doing extremely difficult and demanding tasks and should be treated
accordingly. 41l personnel not familiar with Starship work were to have a
crash courge on the subject. Pinally, his staff suppoerted him in asking for
the whole of the Enterprise crew to be reinstated, and agreement was reached,
mainly when the Admiral pointed out that the attachment the officers had shown
for Spock clearly indicated that he would make an excellent Captain to succeed
Kirk when the latter was promoted.

Guy Dexrval called Kirk himself to give the good news and the Captain thanked
him with true gratitude, after which a jubllant group of officers joined the
ship and took her out of dock and back into orbit to await orders for the next
migsion.

* ¥ *

The Chief Baginecr was itcased when it was discovered that he slept beside
his beloved engines the first fewdays in sheer joy. On the bridge, Sulu and
Chekov kept turning to look at Speck from time to time, to Kirk's amusement,
until the Vulcan finally asked, "Mr. Sulu, Mr. Chekov, is therec something wrong
with my appearancet"

"o, sir," replied Sulu hastily.
"Then whyeeo "

Yile were making sure you were there, sir,'" answered Chekov with some
hesitation, wondering how the Firgt Officer would take it.

Spock's eyebrows went up and the word 'illogical' clearly hovered on his
lips., Kirk smiled when the word never came out and Sulu and Chekov hid their
own smiles carefully. 4 Vulcan was supposed to have no feelings, but they did
not want to ewbarrass the First Officer, Jjust in case...

Yhen Kirk and Spock went off duty, the Captain asked his sscond—in-command
to join him in his quarters.

"I know it's our first evening back together on board, Spock, but I asked
Bones to comc along too. After all, out of the whole crew, he would heve missed
you mosti"

"fould he, Jim?" asked Spock with one of his rare smiles.

Kirk smiled back and did not answer. There was ho need. Spock knew who
would have missed him wost of all.
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