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I wish T could think up another way of saying hello apart from
'Hello agsein, and welcome to Log Bntries... ! whatever-number—it-is.

I've had very little rosponsc to my plea for letters of comment from
British readers - a total of two, so far... from which I con only assume that
most of you ere quite happy with what is going into Log Entries. T.W.Frarcis
commented on the preponderance of 'get-em! stories, adding 'Stories of %his
nature will always seem the same. Whet makes them interesting is the way in
which Kirk/Spook overcome, solve or circumvent their provlsms'. He also
comnented on the tendency of female writers to have Kirk and Spock touching
each other. I suppose that's true: female writers do tend to put that in.
L find there's something very satisfying in physical contact that exprassges
affection without any possibility of the contact becoming sexual. Perhaps
we'lre trying to get something out of our systems - I don't know.

As for the preponderance of 'get-em' stories - well, fan fiction - indeed,
virtually any kind of fiction! -~ comes into five categories:
Get--em
Lay-—am
Hary Sue
Parodies
Others.

For several reasons, I won't print 'lay-em' stories or the more blatant
kind of Mary Sue {(which is virtually the same thing). ¥y desision on that
point is academio, L must admit -~ I haven't been sent any hot, steamy sex
stories, and the stories I've been sent that I'd classify as Mary Sues have
been only marginally so. I haven't been sent any parodies... that only
leaves 'get—ems' and 'others'. So all I can do is try to vary the contents
within the framework of stories that mostly come into the one category, for
'others! is & very small one.

However, we do have a story in the 'others' category ihis time. Indeed,
we have two. Unfortunately, that practically exhausts my stock of !other!
gtoricg... I didn't mean to put 'The Cause of it A1L!' in this time... Dbut
it followed on so naturally from the poem in front of it that I couldn't
resist,

For next time there are stories by Simone Mason, Beth Hallom and Valerie
Pilacentinis and . alsoone by Jemny Elson, who is coming back into active
fandom after a two-year absence. For those of you who are fairly new wembers
of STAG, Jenny brought the club into being and orgenised the first two
British cons; she was forced to give up through ill-health after the 1975 ocon,
and we're delighted that she's feeling well enoush again to +take an active
part once more. LB 1% should be ready by March/Aprila

My thanks this time go to Valerie Piacentini for proof-reading - she
came all the way through to Dundee from Saltcoats to do it, and for some
reason she seems to think it was worth the trip... 4lso to Janet for doing
the running off, and to the ﬁﬁiﬁﬁé assistents who were éﬁéﬁéééﬂééﬂ persuaded
to help with the collating.

Non-members of STLAG can get information on new zines by sending a SAL
or addressed envelope and IRC to
sheila Clark
6 Craigmill Cottages

Strathmartine
by Dundee
Scotland. . G e
. . - /'
Enjoy yourselves! dﬁi::: \F\}y _/’,/,,
’/“//,,
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THE KATON IT INCIDENT by Jean Barron

Captain James T. Kirk, dangerously close to losing his temper, glared at
his First Officer. "Are you trying to tell me that all survey data on Katon
IT has vanished from the computer banks?!

The Vulecan inclined his dark head fractionally. "Affirmative, Captain,
‘that is the informetion I am endeavouring to impart.m

Kirk's syes narrowed suspicicusly but there was no trace of sarcasm in
Spock's voice. "How do you account for it, Mr. Spock?"

"I camnot, Captain. Long range sensor probes were lsunched as we apps
roached Katon I1 and all readings were fed directly into ithe main computer."

"T'm aware of that," snapped Kirk.

The Firgt Officer continued without expression. "Further sensor probes
were inltiated immediately upon our entry into orbit arcund the planet three
days ago. All indications were that no apparent life forms sxist on XKaton II.V

"Apparent life forms?!

Spock hesitated imperceptibly before going swoothly on. "Secondary sweeps
confirmed no energy sources and we commenced trangportation of survey teams
to the planet's surface.M

¥irk slammed his fist down on the axm of his command chair. "But what
happened to the information they obtained?®

"A malfunction on the computer intake system, perhaps?" suggested Spock.

Kirk turned a withering glance upon him dbut refrained from comment since
the rest of the bridge personnel were beginning o show signs of interest in
the conversation.

"I will make & further check, Captain.®

"Do that, Mr. Spock," muttered Kirk, momentarily diverted by Uhurse, his
commundcations officer, who was looking very oddly at Spock. "Is there any-
thing wrong, Lisuienant?!

Uhura jumped visibly. "No, gir.®
"I'w very glad to hear it."

Chekov and Sulu exchanged sidclong glances before bending studiously over
thelr respective comgoles once more,

Presently, Spock raised his head from the library computer viewsr. "Cap-
tain, 1 have roe-checked all memory banis. The Katorn II data is conspicuous
by its absence.!

"Wery well, Mr. Spock," sighed Kirk, making an effort to conceal his irr-
itation which he knew was due to hours of unrelieved duty and soveral sleep-
less nights. "You will re~programme sensor probes and personally ensure that
all readings are fed to the computer - and double checkediM

* ¥ ¥

Sowme hours later, considerably rofreshed after a lengbhy nap, Kirk lay
on his bunk pondering over the mysterious disappearance of the Katon survey
information. He reached up and flipped the wall intercom switch. MKirk to
bridge. Mr. Spock?"

Sulu's voice answered apologetically. "Sulu here, Captein. Mr. Spock
hag been called to sickbay.!

"Wery well, Mr. Sulu. How's the new programme going?"
"Satisfactorily, Captain. Secondary scans now being implomsnted .

"Carry on, Mr., Sulu. Kirk ocut.!
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84411 deep in thought, Kirk strode into sickbay and intc the middle of
a stormy scenc between Spock and McCoy.» Nurse Chapel was a white-faced
bystander.

M1t may have escaped your notice, Mr. Spock, but I am Chiof Medical Offe
icer sboard thig ship and, as such, I have the authority to carry out medical
examinations as and when I sce fit. May I quote Sterfleet Command Regulation
.8 ?”

NT am well aware of the pertinent regulation, Dr. HMcCoy, but I do not
propose submitting at this time." The Vulcan officer's composure was belied
by the tenseness of his slim, hard-muscled body.

"YOU do net proposes.. 7V

¥irk stepped hastily between the combatants and placed a restralning
nand on McCoy's shoulder, "Bones," he saild soothingly, "if Spock isn't
ready for @ check-up right now, it can wait a day or two, can't itn

icCoy opened his mouth to speak, then subsided with an angyy gesture,

"Thank you, Captain, but I con assure you that your intervention is no%
required.h

Spock's level tones brought XKirk spimming round to face him, his cyes
flashing. "Are you telling me to mind my own business, Mr. Spock?"

His First Officer's embarrassment was so acute that Kirk had difficulty
in hiding a smile. "Wever mind, Spock. 1 know what you mean."

"T am grateful for your perception, Captain.
Kirk grimned and bowed slightly in acknowledgement.
"Jith your permission, Captain, I am due on the bridge at this time."

Kirk nodded and, as soon as the hatch closed behind the Vulean, turned
to MoCoy. In the background, Christine Chapel was studying o report which
appceared to be trembling slightly in her hands.

"What!s going on here, Bones?!

"I can't put wmy finger on 1%, Jim, but I know there's something wrong
with Spock. For one thing, he hasn't caten for two days, and for another,
he spends more time than ever alone in his own quarters."

The colour drained from Kirk's face., "Bones, it's not... ¥

The rest of the scntence hung in mid-sir while McCoy stared at him in
bewilderment. Then light dawned. "No! It's not that. He's got o few
vears to go before the Vulcan mating cycle grabs him again.!

Kirk exvelled a massive sigh of relief. 'Tou had me worried, Bones."

"I am worried, Jim. Spock's not himself — and I can't help him because
he won't lot me. Uhura iells we he was downright rude 4o her this morning,
2ll because she hit the wrong bubtton snd he got an earful of static.™

The Captain grinned. "#hat 4id he say?™

"She didn't care to repeat it. And he duplicsted a request for a status
report on the impulse engine maintenance progromme. Scotty nearly had his
head bitten off for daring to point it out.n

"That's definitely not our cool, precise Science Officer. What could be
getting at him, Bones?"

Mcloy's syes were blesk. "I wish I knew. Perhaps you can persuade him
t0 Teport to sickbay. He'll take an order from you even if he rides rough-
ghod over me .M

The intercom blewped suddenly.
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B3ickbay ~ Kirk here."

"aptain! This is Lt. Uhura on the
bridge. Sir, I've had a repert that Mr,
Spock has collapsed on Deck 9, apparently in
gome poin.t

Wiet 1l take care of it, lieutenant. Kirk
out."

MeCoy haed alroady snatched up bis medikit
ag they both ran for the elevator.

* * K

They emerged into the corridor on Deck 9
to find it almost deserted, the only occupant
being a young ensign who was slumped semi-
congclous against the mall. Under
¥eCoy'ts minigtrations, he came ‘o
M.,  TUOPing his neck.

"Engign! Where's Mr. Spock?"

At the sight of the Captain, the
boy tried to struggle {o his feet but
Kirk held him down with a hand on his shoulder. "Steady! Just tell me whai
happenad,”

"ipll, sir, I was just coming off duty whean I saw Mr. Spock step out of
the elevator. We were about level when he suddenly doubled up and grabbed
his head with both hands -~ and he started screaming. It wes terrible, sir!

T tried %o help him but he threw me off, then he just went limp and collapsed.
T thought he was unconscious but I'd just finished reporting to the bridge
when he got me with that damned Vulcan neck grip... sorry, siz.”

Kirk smiled faintly but his inward concern for Syock was like a hea

¥y T
weight in his chest., '"Forget it, Ensign. That was fair comment under the
circumstonces.! :

He stood up and spoke into the nearest intercom. "Security, this is the
Captain. I want the ship secarched for Commander Spock. Locate but do not
attempt to apprehend. ¥Kirk ocut."

Having dispatched McCoy back to sickbay with the still-dazed ensign, Kirk
stepped back into the bridge elevator. He was somewhat startled when the
frantic figure of his Chief Engincer huriled through the doors at bridge level.

"Captain! I have to get back to engineering... Mr. Spock's gone mad down
there! He's alrecady injured threc of wy men and done God knows what damage
to ny engine room!"

* Ok *

The scene that met their eyes in ergineoring was like the aftermath of a
primitive battle. Bare cables lay hissing and sparking on the deck amongst
broken insgtrument casings, red tell~tales flickered across svery bulkhead and
smoke poured from a dozen sources. Crimson with rage, Bcoity tore himzelf
free from Kirk's grip and darted ocut inte the centre of the chszos.

"fhere is he? Wherels the madman that did thige?!

"Socotty, look out!" Kirk's shouted warning spun Scotty around in his
tracks to find Spock, a strange menacing figure, coming towards him. Rooted
t0 the spot with shock, Scotty was totally unprepared for the attack but a
third figure suddenly lesped between them and thrust Scotty to one side.
¥irk's reactions were lightning-swift but even his trementous skill in hand
40 hand cowbat was no match for Spock's maniacal strength. Without apparent
effort, Spock struck two terrible blows which slammed the Captein into a bank
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of instruments where he lay crumpled %o the deok and lay still.

Stunned, no-cne moved to prevent Spock's escape although a sccurity man
reached belatedly for his hand phascer end fired ot the retreating figure
before it rounded a corner.

Finding his efforts to revive wirk unsuccessful, Scotty stroightencd up
and. crogsed to the intercom. "Enginevring to sickbay. Dr. McCoy, you'd ' .
better get down here. The Ceptain's hurt brdl Damoge control, report to
engineering, SJecurity, renew your sesrch for Mr. Spock. Scoti out.!

He had scarcely turned awey to survey the dsmage once more when a cool
dotached voice spoke. "Bridge to engineering. Mr. Scott!!

Scotty stared speechlessly at the intercom grille.

"Mr. Scotteh

Torcing himgelf into action, Scotty flipped the switch. "Is that you,
Mr.Spock?"

"ir. Scott, you have seen fit to leave the bridge without advising me.
Do you have an explanation?!

"Do Ieoee Y

"I would be obliged if you would report to the bridge imwmediately, Mr.
Scott. Spock out.!

Scotty arrived on the bridge to find the Vulecan First Officer calmly
studying the main scresn from his position in the commend chair. He d4id not
turn his head as Scotty approached warily. "Well, Mr. Scott, do you have a
report to make?!

"ir. Spock, you have... er... apparently been unaware of... Gre,. coTt-
ain eventga...

Spock swung round abruptly, one eyebrow lifting very slightly. "“Are you
quite well, Mr. Scott? You sound extremcly indecisive.”

"That could be because I'm worried about the Captain, sizr.M
The eyebrow rose a little higher. "The Captain? Where is he?"

"In the sickbay, sir." A picture of the devastation in engincering sudd~
enly flashed in front of Scotty's cyce and be added angrily, "Where you put
himi" The expression in Spock's eyes made him blanch.

"Explainih

"Certainly, Mr. Spock." Scotiy proceeded to describe the events of the
past hour, at least as far as he knew them, but before he had finished, Spock
was on hig feet and heading for the elevator.

* K X

Seconds later, Spock entered sickbay where McCoy, who had been putting
the finishing touches to the strapping around Kirk's broad chest, quickly
interposed himself between Spock and the bed. The Captain's eyes were
closed. Spock raised his hands in a gesture of appeasement. "Is the Cap-
tain... Tecovering?"

"o thanks to you," growled McCoy. "What in hell's name got intoc you,
Spock?M

Ignoring the question, Spock walked past him and stared down at Kirk,
"That are his injuriest" he asked quietly.

McCoy glared at him across the bed. "He's suffering from a serious con-—
cussion and three cracked ribs - and if he hadn't got the constitution of an
ox, he'd be dead Tight nowi!

Heither man was aware of Hursce Chapel silently meking notes as she
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checked the Capialn'as vital signs on the panel above his head. Without warn~
ing, Kirk opened his eyes, surprising a look of concern on Spock's face be-
fore it was hidden beneath his usual impassive mask.

"Spock! Are you all right?H
"Yos, Captain.”

Kirk's face twisted with pain as he struggled to rige, but, with the sup~
port of Spock's muscular arm, he was able to pull himself up into a sitting
pogition on the edge of the bed, despite MeCoy's protests. "Well, Spock, are
you ready to tell me what's been going on here?

"Quite ready, Captain, although you wmay find the explanation difficult
to assimilate.!

There was & sound suspiciously like a snort from McCoy's direction but
Spock gave no sign of having heard it. "You know, of course, that I led the
first survey team transported to the planet!s surface. It was thers - out of
sight of the others ~ that I was... visited... by an alien force which att~
empted to take control of my mind. 1 was able to suppress this force with
comparative ease but considered it circumspect to transport back to the ship
immediately. The other moembers of the team were reluctant to curtsil their
gsurvey but I overcame their objections."

"I'1l just bet you did." McCoy's tone was dry but there was a look of
incredulity in his intensely blue eyes.

"Why didn't you report the whole thing to me?" demanded Kirk., "Why keop
it to yoursclft! ‘

"The force returned -~ scmewhat stronger — but I felt I could control its
effects until I was able to learn the purpose of the intelligence dbehind it.
However, its strength continued to grow and I found it increagingly difficult
to retain control. I realise now that, at times, my consciousness must have
heen taken over.” ‘

"Where is 1% now, Spock?" asked Kirk, trying hard to make sense of his
First Officer's fantastic story.

"It has left me ~ but I have no doubt it will return and, this time, I
fear I will bo unable to offer any resistance at all." He paused. "I bele
ieve I have reached the limit of my endurance... the last attack was...
uncenforyable .

Recalling the ensign's description of Spock's collapse, Kirk had to
swallow hard to maintain his objectivity. Averting his eyes for a second, he
encountered the parchment-white features of Christine Chapel who had abandon~
ed all protence of professional detachment and was gazing in anguish at the
Vulcan officer. Fortunately, Spock was quite oblivious of her prescnce as he
went stoically on with his story.

"I must have been responsible for deleting all Katon II data from the com—
puter ~ T do not recall deing so but it almost certainly happened during a
lapse of consciousness.!

"Did you learn anything about it?" persisted Kirk.

"Wegative, Captain, but its purpose is apparently not friendly. Each
time I attempted a2 wind touch, extreme pressure wag applied to my noural cen=
tres until I was obliged to cease my efforts in that dircotion.! There was
a faint note of amulogy in Spock's voice.

"Don't blame yourself, Spock. You did all you could.”

"Agreed, Captain, but it is ~bvious that my efforts wore singularly ineff-
ectual." Almost as an afterthought, he said, "I must request that I be placed
under arrest."

"BPor what reason®!




"T struck you, Captain.m
"But you said yourself you weren't responsible for your own actionsi®
"Wevertheless, it was my hand that dealt the blows."

Kirk winced. '"Don't remind me, Spock. Bones, let me have my shirt."
As he dressed with McCoy's assistance, he stared thoughtfully at Spock.
"Have you drawn any conclusions at all about this alien? Forget facts for
the momant."

Spock looked pained at this order. "I have made certain... assumptions,
Captain. I believe the intelligence menipulating this force is elsewhere -~
perhaps benecath the planet's surface. I am led to this conclusion by its
behavioural pattorns ~it withdraws at intervals and, when it returns, it is
invarisbly stronger as though my powerg of resistance were being guaged and
the force strengthened accordingly. Captain, I must be placed under res—
traint before it rotumnst¥

"But if it returns and can't force you to do what it wants, it could kill
you trying!" exploded McCoy.

"Perhaps, Doctor; but I am not at all convinced that its prime objective
is to destroy ~ although it has disabled the warp engine drive... " Spock
faltered and stopped, his eysbrows ralsed in surprise at his own words.

"I%'s done what? Why hasn't Scotty reported it? And why haven't you
told me bhefore now?l!

I did not know until this moment, Captein. The information appears to
have filtered from my subeocnscious."

The intcercom bleeped as if on cue. "Bridge to sickbay. Mr. Scott hers."
"irk here. What is it, Scotty?"

"Captain! You're all right!" Scotiy's obvious agitation lessened con-
siderably. "Captain, we have a malfunction on the warp engines. I+t hasn't
showed up until now because of the damage to the engineering computer, but
itts bad"

"Give the con to Sulu, Scotty, and get down to engineering. Let me have
a full report. Kirk out."

As he turned back to Spock and McCoy, Kirk's stern expression changed
abruptly to one of astonishment as he stared over their heads and they whirled
round to.sce what was already holding Christine Chapel spellbound.

A shimmering column of light, gently pulsating and filling the room with
a crimgon glow, hovered in front of them and, even as they watched, began to
extend glittering tentacles toward Spock who unconsciously braced himself.
But the tentacles never reached him. A slim, blonde figure ran forward and
froze as the pillar of light touched her and was instantly absorbed into her
body. Without hesitation, Spock drew his phaser and fired at point blank
TANge

"Spock!" MeCoy yelled in shocked disbelief as his assistant collapsed
into his arms.

Spock wes unperturbed. "I took a caloulated risk, Doctor. The vhaser
was on stun.!

MeCoy lifted Christine and placed her carefully on a couch. In a voice
shaking with barely concealed fury, he said, "Perhaps you'd care to explain,
Mr. Spock. I'm sure we'd both like to know why you risked killing wy chief
agsistant.”

"Certainly, Doctor. Before doing so, however, I would suggest you place
Nurse Chapel under restraint.t




Forestalling MeCoy's outraged reply, Kirk seid firmly, "Do as he says,
Bones. Spock knows more about this !thing'! than either of us.!

"I would also recommend a strong sedative," Spock added, as soon as the
gtraps had been securely fastened.

"hnything else?" grumbled icCoy, but he reached for a hypo and began the
necessary preparation.

"Well, Spock!

"I omitted to tell you, Captain, that on leaving engineering, I was struck
by a phaser blast and, although the alien had sufficient strength to prevent
my succumbing, it was subsequently obliged to retreat., That is when I found
myself on the bridge. T had hoped that a second plaser blast would release
Nurse Chapel but the Katonian intelligence scems to have compensated for the
phaserts effects. If Nurse Chapel ig to survive this invssion - which she
has unaccountably drawn upon herself - she must be kept sedated until the
alien is forced 40 scek another host,!

Kirk's misgivings over Spock's extraordinary behaviour were quickly over—
come. "Spock, cen you do anything in the way of a mind meld to get through
to this intelligence?"

Spock hesitated., "I am reluctant to do so, Captain, since I cannot obtain
Miss Chapel's consent. However, under the circumstances, I shall put aside
ethics. What I cannot do is guarantee that the results will not be disestrous
for Miss Chapel. My own experience of this force has beern anything but
pleasant. Do you wish me to make the attempt?"

"I believe we have no choice, Spock.™
The intercom signal interrupted once more. "Engineering to sickbay.m
"{irk here. Go ahead, Scotty."

"Captain, we've got serious problems down here. Thers's every indication
of a terrific build-up of power in the warp engine scotor. It's threatening
to overload the cnginsering circults ~ and there isn't & thing I can do about
igw

My not?"

"Because there's a dirty great force field round %he whole sector and
nothing can get through i%1Y

"How long have we got?!
"I caloulate 30 minutes at the outside, Captain.!
"Do what you can, Scotiy. We msy have the answer here. Kirk out."

Outwardly calm but seething inside, Kirk turned to Spock, who scemed to
be go ng into a light trance. "Carry on, Spock. It looks like you're our
only hope."

Spock moved forward and lsaned over Christine, a proximity that would have
disturbed her considerably had she been conscious. As it was, she did not
stir as he placed his fingertips on either side of her head and closed his
eyes. Immediately, his face paled, beads of perspiration broke out on his
forchead and his hands trembled with the effort of maintaining the tenuocus
contact.

MoCoy took an invaluntary step forward but Kirk, grim-faced, held him
back. Slowly, Spock gained conitrol of the situation and began to speak in a
barsh whisper. "intruders... bringing death... mugt be driven... fFfrom
this place." After a long pause, Spock's voice assumed its normal +ones.
"Captain, 1t would appear that we have trespassed in an area of space which
was allocated many centuries ago solely to the inhabitants of Katen IT.M
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"But there are no inhabitante!"

"None vigible to our sensor probes, Captain." Spock became silent and
appearad to be listening with head bent, his lean jaw almost brushing the
marble smooth skin of the woman lying scquiescent beneath his touch. He
spoke again. "They are an ancient race with the ability to shield them-
selves from even the most advanced technological instruments. They dev—
eloped this ability when they bscame aware that their race had no natural
immunity from micro-organisms o be found in all other parts of this gal-
axy. Our continued presence hers will mean their extinction."

Kirk reacted angrily. "But they're going to kill us! Don't they lmow
that? Tell them we had no idea how wvulnerable they are ~ how could we when
we didn't even know they were there? Bxplain that we need to get into the
wapr engine section if we are to leave at all. The Federation will respect
their gquarantine - and protect them."

"They do not mean to harm us, Captain. The energy force, a remarkable
demonstration of the power of thelr combined thought waves, was an attempt
to frighten us off. They had hooed to aveid making themselwves kaown but had
not expected such a violent resistance. However, it would appear that they
are prepared to accept your guarantees. I have been instructed in the
correct moethod of disengaging the forcefield."

Kirk moved to the intercom as Spock prepared to break the mind meld.
"lait, Captein, there is something else coming through!®

Under the curious eyes of his collesgues, Spock hesitated, then his eyes
snapped open, one eyebrow shot up alamningly and he snatched his hands away
from Christine's face.

"That is it, Spock?!

Recovering his Vulcan composure, Spock met Xirk's snguiring look with a
blank stare. "Nothing at all, Cuptain. I was mistoken, Now, if you will
gxcuso me, gentlemen, I must report to engineering." He left abruptiy.

Kirk moved to follow but his face suddenly became ashen and he grabbed
MeCoyts shoulder as the room began to sway sickeningly.

!"Jim, youtre in no condition to go charging about the ship. In case you
don t kmow it, you're suffering from concussion!"

"I know it, Bones, believe me I know it."

"Then lie down and try to behave like a patient!”  Having watched the
Captain follow his orders, McCoy returned to Christine and removed the res-
traints before checking her viial signs, frowning when he found them sirangely
lethargic.

An eternity passed before Spock's vastly reassuring voice came over the
intercom. "Captain, the forcefisld has been removed. Mr. Scott has invest-
igated and corrected the malfunction on the warp engine circuits. What are
your orders?"

Fiat on his back, Kirk was obliged to resort to his personal communicator.
"Prepare to leave orbit; Mr. Spock - warp factor thres." As he spoke, he was
aware of a glow emanating from Christine's unconscious formm. Assured of the
Enterprise's imminent depariure, the inhabitants of Xaton II were recalling
thelr servant, the orimson cloud growing in volume until it became once more
& tell column which vanished silently through the bulkhead to return to ite
SOUTCE .

MeCoy watehed it depart, his expression one of pleasure and considerable
relief. "Now perhaps we can get back 4o normal.?

The crisis past, Kirk's remaining strenzth begen to drain away and he had
to strugsle 40 keep awake, but he rofused to allow Mcloy to administer a
sedative.
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"No, I'1l wait till Spock gets back. There may be something that needs
my attention.n

MceCoy shrugged helplessly, kmowing it was useless to argue. Only Spock's
pergonal reagssurance would ease the lingering doubts in the Captain's mind.
411 right, Jim, I'11 4ry to get him off the bridge but I can't see him leave
ing his precious computer.®

An ice~cool wolee corrected him politely. "You overestimate my affinity
for machines, Doctor."

"My apologles, Mr. Spock. Who's on the bridge?"

"™r. Scott hes the con. 8Bince he is guffering from a temporary lack of
confidence in my ablilities, I have allowed him to take charge." Spock stared
reprovingly at Kirk and McCoy who were making no attempt to hide broad zrins.
His gaze slid across 1o Christine's still foatures, then moved quickly away
but not before McCoyts sharp eyes had noted his concern.

"She'll be all right, Spock."

"I do not doubt that, Dooter," he replied stiffly, "I merely question
the wisdom of allowing her to remain unconsciocus for this length of time.'

Kirk flinched, waiting for the explosion, but McCoy walked calmly over to
the door of his laboratory. "If you're so worried, Spock, you stay and watch
her - and Jim foc. Christine should be coming to quite naturally in an hour
or so. When she does, you can c¢all me. XIn the meantime, If've got some res—
earch to catech up on." With this, he switched off the main lighting system,
leaving yhe sickbay only faintly illuminated, and retired to his workbench.

Spock watched him go and turned back to the two patients left so arbit-
rarily in his care.

"Is everything vack $o normal, Spock?" asked Kirk sleepily, his eyes
already closing.

"There is no further cause for ooncern, Captain.!

Klrk sighed deeply, then grunted in pain as his cracked ribs protested.
He was vaguely aware of fingers lightly touching his faces scon his ribs no
longer ached and a fesling of lassitude begen to wash over him. As sleep Tosc

tc¢ engulf him, a hand rested fleetingly on his shoulder and a voice said
softly, "Goodnight, Jim."

During the noxt hour, Spock paced back and forth with uncharacteristic
restlessness, listening %o Kirk's even breathing and increasingly aware of a
change in Christine's respiration. Presently, she spoke. M"Dr. McCoy?!

He stopped by her hed. MSpock. I will call the doctor.™
"No -~ I'm all right. Tell me what happened, pleass."

At first, she listened in silence to his matter-of-fact explanation,
relieved that he found it unnecessary to comment on her own actions, but at
the first mention of a mind meld, she reacted at once.

¥ ou did what?!

Bensitive to her intense ewbarrassment, Spock kept his voice carefully
neutral. "I wished to tell you myself before the Captain or Dr. McCoy ment-
ioned it %o you. It was imperative that we contacted the Katonians and I
regret that a mind meld was the only answer. I regret that I was obliged to
proceed without your so~operation.m

"You read my mind?" sald Christine slowly, trying to absorb the enormity
of the thought.

"My intention was to touch only the minds of the Katonians through the
force occupying your body and I therefore made the probe ag shallow as pogs-
ible. I did not wish to intrude upon your own thoughts.!
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"But it happerned anyway, is that 147" She spoke sharply but her eyes
showed her distress.

"othing has changed, Christine," he said gently. "You have spoken to
me before of your..,. feelings. It was inevitsble that the strength of your
thoughts in this area should become known to me when my mind touched yours."

"The Captain?... Dr. MeCoy?"

"Know nothing. Your thoughts are locked in my mind. Should you find
thig distasteful, I can - if you wish - bhelp you forget."

Moved by hie obeione eonoern, Christine smiled snd shook her besd.. "I
can bear the knowledge, Mr. Spock, but I know how you feel about Human emot-
ions. It's a pity there isn't someone to help you forget."

"I do not belisve your thoughts will cause me any undue &iscomfort. They
will, in fact, be a welcowme change from many emotions I have encountered since
leaving Vulcen.”

"Thank you, ¥r. Spock."

Spock nodded. "Now, I must call Dr,. McCoy before I am accused of
attempting Yo override his orders.”

With a finel searching look which appeared to satisfy bhim, he turned
and crogged to the laboratory door.

PR KN K H W R SR WA

SHE MORE THAN ARY OTHER by Gillian Catchpole

Outside the door a woman stands,

4 woman with power,

More than any other.

Only she can so perfectly breach the logile
And appeal te the emotions hidden,

That she wore than any knows,

Are guarded deep within.

From tight-lipped, hurting child,
REefusing confort,

So many times she'd had to turn,
To hiide the tears

She could not let him see.

To a man struggling with choices
That burned her heart,

She had to come,

To ask that he should choose and think again,
That he should choose Sarek

And let somcone else command.
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ALL I NEED TO KNOW by Gillian Catchpole

When feelings are withheld from view,

How can we know anothor's heart?

A fliecker in the eyes,

in eyebrow raised,

A hand held out, protecting those who fall,
Talls me all I need to know.

e F WA H e H KWWK R

Space traveller: How long will the next spaceship be?!
Vulcen spaceport controller: About two hundred foot, sir.
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THE GREATEST GIFT by Valerie Piacentini

It has been said that the greatest gift a man can show iz 1o give his
life for his friends. That is not so - there is a greater gift. I knows
once, it was given to me.

* % X

It was the President's receoption on Cornel V. There were Ambassadors
from a dozen plancts, Cornelian dignitaries, elegant men, beautiful women.
Jim and I represented Starfleet - Spocly engrossed as usual in some research,
had elected to remain on the Enterprise.

I was tallking to the wife of the Terran Ambassador when the bomb wasg
thrown. Why? I never knew. Rebels, freedom~-fighters, terrorists - take your
pick. Whatecver the wmotive, the result was horrifying.

Over the bodies of the dead and dying I somehow scrambled towards the
vellow—-clad figurc: Jim had been nearer the blast thon I -~ could he still be
alive? I c¢ould hear the rescuc parties alresady at work, but they would tzke
some time yet to reach him; fire had token hold, and trapped by a fallen beam
he lay perilously close to the flames. Bwven as I reached hiwm his clothes
caught alight, and I had to smother the flames with wy bare hands before I
could raise the beam and move him clear.

With Jim dn ny srme I staggered dtowards the doors shocked faces turned
to me, and someone gently took him from me. He was 2live - I registered that
Tact os for the first time I became aware of the pain from my badly-burned
hands. I remewber trying to say something about the Enterprise just =3 a hypo
higsed against my shoulder, snd oblivion claimed me.

* R K

I rccovercd congciousness in my guorters on board the Enterprise: I was
alonc. It waeg only when I tried to =it up in bed that I realised that my
hands were heavily bandaged, and I remembered what had happened. Jim! I must
et to him - ho would need me. With some difficulty I got to my feets after
a fow wmoments the dizziness passed, and T hegan to dress, ny movements unususlly
clumsy. As I pulled on my boots Nurse Chapel caome ing  she would have protested
but my glore silenced her.,

"How ig the Captain?" I enquired.

She locked away. "He's in sickbay, sir. You should be resting; Dr.
M'Bongs saide.. M

"I'm the Chief Medical Officer on this ship, not M'Bengs," I growled,
brushing past hery she followed as I headed for sickbay.

M!Bonga was leaning over Jimsg Spock stood at his shoulder, ag he had so
often stood at mine. TFrom my vantage point I could see his face clearly - so
that was how he looked at such timess usually I was too occupiocd to notice.
Ls he became aware of my presence, the cold Vulcaen mask cloged again over his
face.

M'Benga straightened, and I saw $he readings over the bed.

"Your report, Doctor?" I asked crisply. ILike Nurse Chapel, he knew better
thon to argue, and handed mes hisg notes. It was,.. very bad., The burns were
superficial, but smeveral bomb splinters had penetrated Jim's body. Oune lay
very close to his heort - if it moved cven a fraction, and it easily could,
it would kill him.

"Prepare for immediate surgery," I ordered.

M'Benga shook his head. "I con't rislk it, Dr. ¥oCoys I don't have the
experience. I could kill him."

I glanced at Spock. "How long to the nearest Starbaset!
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"Pour days." His eyes didn'+t move from Jim's foce.

Four days! To wait four hours would be a rigk. "We've got to try," I
told M'Benga. '"He doesn't have much time - you'll have 4o operate. I'11
supervise, guide you as bYest I can.!

He nodded slightly. "If you think it essential, Doctor, but the chance
of success is slight."

"A slight chance is better than no chance at all. I'1l be in my office
-~ ¢all we when you'zre resdy.!

* O ¥
Seated at my desk, I stared down at my useless hands, knowing with
bitterness that I had the skill to save wy friend's life, yet could not do so.

The door tc my office opsned and closed. Gradually I became aware of somsone
standing patiently, waitings I raised my head to meet Spock's dark eyes.

"I must speak with you, Docior,"

I motioned him to a chair. "Jell?P"

"I must... moke a decisionyg +4here are... several questions I must ask."
"Go on."

"i¥ithout an operation, the Captain will diep"

"fes, and soon. The splinter could move at any time."

"Dr. M'Benga hasg little chance of success?!

I sighed wearilys he always had to have things explained in precise
detail. Then I relented — after all, he had allowed Jim o come closer to
understanding him than anyone else, and if ho thought of him as =2 friend, he
would naturally be concerned.

"That's true,” I answered. "He has insufficient experience, and the sur—
gery involved is extremely delicate. It's not much of a choice, Spock; the
operation will probably kill him, but he'll certeinly die without it."

"You could perform the operation successfully?"

"I believe so ~ I've done similar before. He'd have a better chance,
certainly... but I can't operate like this.!

"L see."
He sat in silence for what seemed like a long time, then raised his head

and met my eyes steadily. "Suppose... " Uncharacteristically, he hesitated,
then went on, "Suppose it were possible for you to cperate?"

"Don't be a fool, Spock!" I said sharply. "You must know I'd give... "
"There is a way," he said slowly, "if you can trust ms completely.!
"How de you mecan?"

"There is a form of the mind meld, a total fusion of personclities. I
can suppress my own mind, and allow you to control my body. With your skill
directing my hands, you can operate on the Captain, You may find the close-
ness of the fusion... disturbing, but it wiil work."

I stered at him in disbelief. Jim and Spock had often linked in the
past, but I knew the Tulcan disliked doing so with anyone else; ond not even
with Jim had he atteupted to do as he now proposed, allowing me total control.

"Do you trust me so wuch?" I asked huskily.

The dark eyes held mine unswervingly. "I do," he said quietly. "We
have said... many things in the past, Doctor... but you must know... not
even for Jim's sake could I allow this link to anyone else.”
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I could not speak, only
reached out to hiwmi he took
my hand gently.

"There is no tlme to
waste," he reminded me. et

WThat must I doh

"T will establish the
initial link first. Lis
down on the couch, pleage."

1 obeyed, and he sat be-
side me, his fingers touch-
ing my face. Despite my
utter confidence in him, for
a moment an instinctive fear
overwhelmed me, and I drew
back. He walted patiently.

"I'm sorry," Iwhispered.

"I understand. Relax,
and trust me... trust me...

Thig time I remained

unmoving as his thoughts

touched wy wminds I would never
have Jim's easy familiarity with
the meld, but I knew I could trust
Spock's integrity completely. As the
link formed =znd girengthened, I was
aware only of his eyes, holding mine
so that I could not look away. His
thought reached we cleaxly.

"The link is formed, Doctor; are
you rrepered for the fusion®!

"Wea, What happens now??

"I must submerge my personality, and allow you to take over. I
would suggest that you give yourself a2 little time to become used to con-
trolling my body before you begin the operation - you will find that my
reactions are faster than yours, and it may confuse you at first. Whan you
have finished, freturn herej you will have to initiate the separation, as I
will be uneble to. Reach for the mind link as you have scen me do, and call
me with a1l your concentration. Do not be afraid, Doctor, Trust me, and all
will be well.™

"I do trust you, Spock. I'm... zeady now.!
’

His mind moved again, and darkness descended on mes when sight returned,
I wag looking down 2% my own body, Iying on the couch as though asleep.

It was a... very strange sensation. My eyesight seemed much sharper
than normal, and there was a subtle... difference in my perception of colour.
-1 stood up rather shekily, and moved around the room. hs the minutes passed,
I grew more comfortable in this unfomiliar body; co-ordination improved, and
I became morc sccustomed to my heightened senses. I remember - curiously -
thinking how cold it seemed, and realising thot this was how the normal tempe
crature of the ship must feel to Spock.

“hen I was sure of my control I entered sickbay, where M'Benga and Nurse
Chapel were preparing for surgerys they stored at we in surprise,

"Mr. Spock!" exclaimed ¥'Benga. "I think you'd better wait outside, sir."
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MTt's not Spoek," I told them, conscious of o momentary amusement at
their puzzled expressions. "It's McCoy. I've linked with Mr, Spock ~ I'll
operate on the Captain wuyself. Finish the preparations, please - we have no
time to waste.!

I passed the next few mimutes examining the instruments I intended to
use; to my reiief, my - Spock's - hands manipulated the delicate squipment
with the deftness I had acquired through long femiliaxity.

When all was ready I approached the bed. Now I must forget that the man
who lay there was my friend: for the next few hours he could only be an
anonymous patient whose life depended on my skill -~ to think of him as Jim
would only impair my concentration. A4t the same time I must try to forget
that I stood within an alier bodys I must have confidence in myself, in my
abilities = yet surely ro surgeon had ever operated under such strange cir-
cumstances. I drew a deep breath, and signalled to M'Benga.

"Ready, Doctor."

* K ¥

Some remote corner of my wmind reglstered the passing of time as I worked
steadily on. It was incredibly delicate surgery I must perform ~ the splinter
lay wvery close to the main arbtery, end there was no rcom for error. Yet I
st also work swiftly -~ Jim weakened reopldly under the strain of the long
hours of surgerys indeed, at one point his heart stopped beating, but life-
support sustained him until I could continue. Spock's physical strength kept
me on my feet, with none of the fatigue I would normally have expected, and
his keen sight and quick reflexes were invalueble. The mental strain was int-
ense, howevers I could not quite forget the curious circumstances under
which T worked.

At logt T cloged the incision in Jim's chest, and stepped backs all
that my skill could do for him had been done. Now everything depended on his
own will to live. I could safely leave him to M'Bengs now, =nd went to clean
up, becoming aware of a numbing exhaustion that always seems to overtake me
at such times ~ perhaps it's only the relaxation of tension.

It was while I was washing that I caught sight of myself in the mirror,
and paused Yo peer closely at my reflection. Staring into the dark eyes that
locked back at me, I wondered then how.it must be to wear this face, to walk
among Humans so clearly marked as an alien. How did he meet so calmly the
sidelong glances, the whispered comments that were meant fto be overheard? 1
had teased him often in the past, but we both knew how 1ittle substance there
was in my barbed comments — others, I knew, judged him more harshly.

I felt a sudden surge of angexr on Spock's behalf., To save Jim he had
been willing to violate his deepest instincts, reveal his carefully hidden
heart. WKy presence in his mind wmust have hurt him unspeakably, yet he had
been prepared to suffer even this for his friend's sake. He had courage -~ T
had always known thats but I had dared to call him cold, unfeeling -~ now 1
knew the extent of the injustice I had done him. PFew men, even if they poss-—
essed his abilities, would have had the grace, the courage, to make such a
sacrifice.

Only then did I remember that, linked as we were, hs would be able to
sense my thoughis and emotions. Once I would have been embarrassed, now I
was only grateful that he would be aware of the change in my attitude.

Deep within my mind T felt him move in warning - it was time 1o break
the link. So total a meld, 1if sustained too long, could be dangercus to both
of us. Responding to that warning, I returned to my office, sitting; as he
ha¢ done, on the couch. As he had saild, Spock's personality was so deeply
submerged in mine that I wust open the way for his return. Awkwardly, 1 cop~
led the gesture I had so often seen him meke, placing my hands on the sleep~
ing faces I strove to make my mind a blank, then called to him with all the
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mental force I could summon. Gradually, I became more aware of his presence -
he was responding, teking control. Then, for one brief moment, our minds
touched, totally open to each other, and I saw Spock as he was, his dreams,
hopes, fears, all clearly revealed to me; and I knew that he saw my mind and
heart with the same clarity.

We would never speak of it nor, I think, would either of us have wished
to. I am, in my own way, almost as reticent as Spock - for many reasons, I
often hesitate to display my true feelings openly - and he, of course, rarely
drops that Vulcen masks; but in that moment, we both experienced a true under—
standing of oursclves and each other.

Not even with Jim could we share that discovery, but he would know that
our relationship had changed -~ he was so sensitive to Spock's moods that it
could not be otherwise - and it would please him.

Slowly my eyes opened, and I looked up into dark Vulecan eyes that would
hever again seem alien to me. There was anxiety in the geze that held mine,
and I smiled reassuringly, seeing in response the familiar raised eyebrow.,

"Are you all right, Doctor?"

"Tes - just let me get my breath. A4ll this dashing about from one body
to another - it's worse than the transporter!" I complained, knowing that I
mist not refer, even obliquely, to what had just passed between us, and teking
refuge in my usual sarcasm. As I expected, his other eyebrow rose as I went
on. "Well, I suppose I'd better go and see what sort of job you've done on }
Jim." '

He seized the opportunity I had given him, and replied in his usual cool
tones, "The hands may have been mine, Doctor, but the skill - or lack of it -
was yours."

I grunted, =nd levered myself to my feety he paced soundlessly behind me
as I returned to sickbay. M'Benga straightened from the bed as we entered.

"The Captain should come round soon, sir; the readings appear to be sat-
isfactory." He left at my nod of dismissal, and Spock moved to take his place
at Jim's side. How often in the past we had shared such a vigil, but never
with such a complete understanding as now. As the minutes passed, and Jim did
not awake, I began to grow concernecd.

Glancing up, I caught Spock's gaze again; +the dark eyes were glowing
with confidence and trust. Heartened, I turned back to Jim, just as his ayes
flickered and opened. He looked at me steadily for a moment, half-smiling,
then his eyes turned to Spock, knowing that the Vulcan would be there. They
exchanged a long, silent gaze, and for the first time I did not feel shut out
by their complete acceptance of each other, for now I understoods +then he
sighed wearily, and relaxed against the pillows.

When I moved to run the scanner over him, he focused on my bandaged hands,
and a frown of concern creased his forehecad. "Bones, you're hurt! What
happened "

"Oh, it's nothing much - just a few burns."
"Then how... I suppose M'Benga operated on me?"
"Noy I did = but I had some help."

He glanced from me to Spock, sensing, as I knew he would, that something
important had happened between us.

"Spock?" he questioned.

"Yes, Captain. Dr. McCoy and I used a meld to achieve total fusion of
our minds. I am... pleased... that we succeeded."

"Right!" I said firmly. "That's enough chatter for now. Jim, you'wve
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Just undergone major surgery ~ you need rest. And you, Spock. You've just
performed a long and taxing operation — or rather, your body hasy fatigue is
going to catch up with you soon. TYou might as well spend the night here,
where L can keep an eye on you -~ but no talking."

For once, he cbeyed me meekly; d=oon they were both asleep. Leaving
instructions with H'Benga, I returned to my qusrters, yielding at last to my
own weariness.

The lagt few hours had taught we wmuch, and T felt... humbled. Spock had
given me the greatest gift I could ever have imagined. It is comparatively
eagy to give a life for a friend if one cares enough: he had given me much
more -~ he had trusted me enough to show me his heart. FPride, which had been
our strongest shield, our greatest curse, had finally been overcome, and I
had gained a friend, a friend whose worth, I suspected, I had only just begun
to learn.

In that moment, the last lingering regrets for the life I had once known
vanished for ever. I had come home.
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I STILL THINK OF YOU, LEILA by Janet Hall

I still think of you.
Although many lonely days,
Many long and silent nights
Have since elapsed

Between that time

When I held you

And you held me,

And you were mine,

And enpty, aching now.

I gtill remember

Your laughter, your caress,
Your kisses and your smiles
A1l are as fresh as
Testerday in my mind.

My life is interspersed

With transitory others,
Never you.

Where are you?

¥o doubt you are happy in
The amms of someons slses

I hope you are.

I had my chance

End failed. T could never
Begrudge you someconz elec.

I only know

What my self-madc purgstory
Will not permit me to forgets
That once T had you,

Once I held you,

In a transitory, logic-free interliude in my life,
When I was momentarily free,
Which pasgscd all too quicklys
And T lost yeou for ever.

But T still think of you
Leila.

I can make others forget,

But my own memories linger for evoer.
I still think of you, Leila.
Do you sometimes think of me?

Fo K e W N W R KKK



DECKER'’S
LAST
LAMENT

It geewms unfair that fate's decree
An ancient race, long dead, should be
Allowed ¢ end my span of years,
Before 1 Yave shed all the tearc

I bkave tc sked.

Life ic a "vale of teavs', they say.
End ¢trenge it is, that I ohey,
b dew that sgayw I ehall survive
Lnhil %Le day that fate deprive

me of thoat 1ife and fteors.

That day, 1 krow, cormes now.
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Fight YLil my final br e.wh
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THE 1437 TROUBADCUR by Margeret Draper

It was all Sulu's fault, really. On the other hand,
you might say (though not in his hearlng) that Spock to

hadn't been for Admirsl Harper in the first place - or
even Mrg. Harper...

I see I'm going to have to start from the beginning.
) Better find yourself a chair, and suspend that dis-
m e belief for a while.

Sitting comfortably? Right...

Canis pseudocornis was its technical names
Harper's Plofflchound was perhaps the most compe
linentary of the soubriguets by which it was

better known to the crew of the Enterprise.

Canes Pseudo... Plofflchounds cre loyal, affect—
ionate, gentle, intelligent, clean, mederate in their
feeding and breeding habits. They are herbivores from Alfa 3, small,
gomewhat dog-like in appsarance - if you ignore that curious horny protruber-
ance on the head for which ne obvious purpose has been found.

They are slightly delicate.

They are rather rare.

A trifle temperamental, perhaps, but who would want to upset them?
They make excellent pets.

At least, that's what Mrs. Harper thought.

So did the Admiral, of course.

"It's a present for my wife, Ceptain. She breeds them, you know," said
Admiral Harper, beaming all over his broad, beefy face. "I'm sure you'll take
great care of the little fellow. His name's - er - Ploffles.!

Piloffles had long, silky golden curls.

Ploffles had dark, meltlng eyes, and he sat at the Admiralls feet, his
haad cocked on one bldc-

gome extent brought it on himself. 3Bui then again, if it

Captain Kirk repressed sharp pangs of nsusez, and put on his best 'humour

the Admiral! expression. '"Charming. I%'11 be s pleasure to have him aboard.
Mr. Spock here will sec he's properly looked after, won't you, Spock?" He
smiled diplometically.

Spock nodded impassively.

McCoy swore comprehensively.

Sulu, in the next room inspecting the new nurse inspecting his cut fin-
ger, was greatly impressed.

"Er - what's up, Doc?" he enquired. Muffled objurgations szbout Vulcans
and vetérinary surgeons were his only answer. Curious, he slipped down from
his werch on the comrner of a medical couch and strolled +o the doorwey,
followed by 2 rapidly unrolling bandage and Nurse Popper uttering shrill 11ttle
cries of protest.

MeCoy, red~faced and specchless with fury, was bending over what seemed
to be & golden-haired Yorkshire terrier, tethered securely +to the leg of his
degk. PFastened round the animal's neck was a printed label reading 'Life
Sciences'., Underneath that, somecone had written, 'For the personal attention
of Dr. McCoy'.
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Vulcan script is gquite ummistakable.
"That... that... if he thinks he... "

"Ien't it swoet?' Nurse Popper clasped her hands together with delight
and make cooing sounds. "Aren't you the booful... 7V

McCoy turned & deeper shade of puce. Sulu grinned misckievously. "He's
real cute," he agreed, watching the Doctor struggling for control.

"Hr. Sulu,”" he replied in a dongerously quiet voice. "Take that -
creature, take Plopsy Bunny here, take them both and clear out of my office!
£nd if you can manage tc dispose of either of them, or preferably both, through
some convenient airlock, I shall be forever in your debt."

"But, Doctor... "
MGET QUTin
Man, girl and plofflehound fled before the storm.

"ind stay out!" roared the Doctor, hurling %he bandage after them. Mut-
tering savagely %o himself, he swabbed at the little pool that had formed
under the corner of his desgk.

¥ ¥ H

So it was that Sulu, with the plofflechound in tow, became & familiar
sight trotting up and down the corridors of the Enterprise between watches.
The humoruus remarks had almost died away, and Sulu was more or less resigned
to the situation, when the catastrophe occcurred.

He'd had o tough day dodging Klingons and beating off the amorous advan—
ces of purple princesses - anyway, he'd had o tiring day, and his quarters
seewed more than usually humdrum, not to mention rather full of hot ploffle-
hound, so it seecmed an ideal occasion for an evening out.

He whistled up the mutt, who responded with his ususl enthusiagtic "Chigger
chigger chigger," and clipped on the lead, and wondered off towards rec. Toom 4,
where he'd hesrd there was to be an entertainment that evening.

The room was already crovwded when he got thers, but Chekov in the front
row gave him a good-natured wave and squeezed up closer to Nurse FPopper -
Nurse Popper? - to let him and Ploffles in.

He nodded his thanks and seated himself with the hound on his Tap,
stretching his legs in the first moment of relaxation he'd had all day.

The 'entertainment' began with the usual amateurish comedy turns, a song
or two, monologues, dancing, =nd a display of more or less successful card
tricks... Bulu dozed, and Ploffles dozed too, lifting his head from time to
time to snort at a more than usually inept item. Only the songs revived his
flagging sttention - Sulu had noticed before that he seemed to appreciate music,
opera in particular, and would ‘chigger' softly to himself when the background
stereo was playing.

Towards the end of the first half of the concert Sulu suddenly yawned and
sat up again. The highlight of the evening, for him, was to be the next items
a solo by Uhura, accoupanied by Spock on the Vulcan lyre.

Ploffles, disturbed by Sulu's movement, sat up too.

Uhura, swathed in gold, came on with Spock in tow. The Vulcan settled
himself on & stool, Uhura advanced a gtep or two, and the lights dimwmed mently
behind them botk, softening to a deep, misty bive. The materisl of her dress
seemed to glimmer with a light of ite own as she stood motionless before them
all, her eyes remote.

h stillness fell on the crowd, 2nd in the twilit hush Sulu becsame aware
for the first time of the tinkle of drops from the tiny fountain playing in the
cerner of the rec. room.
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The fountain quickeneds no, those cleor, bell-like notes must be coming
from the lyre, out of the shadows whore Spock sat... now Uhura was humning,
a rich sound thaot blended with the resonant tones of the alien instrument...
and the words came at last. The Rain-songs a melody from her homeland, con-
pulsive, throbbing, swelling till it filled the roowm, then falling away to
gilence. The audience sighed softly; then came the applauss, and the stomp-
ing for an encore. Bven Ploffles was chiggering with enthusiasm, though he
was somewhat annoyed by Sulu's attempts to clap above his head.

Uhura smiled her thanks to the audience's appreciation. The lighis
gwirled, brightened, turned green, and she nodded minutely to Spock as she
caught his eye. The lyre broke into a quick, lively tune and she started to
sing again, with Spock softly humming in harmony.

"Chigger chigger chigger," sald Ploffles reflectively.
Lt the chorus everyone joined in - it was an old favourite with the crew.

"Chigger chigger chigger," udtered Ploffles fimly, ears pricked as he
stared at the performers.

The second verse was Spock's...
"CHIGGER CHIGGER CHIGGER!IIM

The plofflehound hurled himself like a golden torpsdo bolt from Sulu's
lap, whipping the leash through his helpless fingers, and landed squarely in
Spock!s manly bosom. Totally unprepared, the Vulcan disappeared backwerds off
his stool in a jangle of lyre strings and a shower of pretty coloured sparks,
and crashed to the deck.

Bulu sat paralysed, mouth open with shock.
Murse Popper turned whits.
Chekowv, I rsgret to say, giggled.

Ploffles sat proudly on the First Officer's chest, licking his face and
crooning happily, "Chigger chigger chigger.”

Spock!s expression was megnificently calm, his eyes closed. In a slight-
ly muffled voice he said, very ovenly, "Lieutenant, would you kindly remove
this alien life-form from my upper torso?"

Uhura leaped forward as if stung, and hurried to his rescue. He rose
with stately dignity. "Thonk you." His eyes met those of the helmsman. "Mr.
Sulu, I would suggest that you take this creature out of the recreation room
for the remainder of the performance.!

Sulu essayed & sickly smile. "iye, sir." He was only too eager to
Tolléw- Spock's advice. The other side of the door seemed an excellent place
to bes the other side of the ship, better still. 1In fact, he had a feeling
that the other side of the galaxy would be a nice spot for a holiday, say for
the next ten years or so. Vulcans never forgote..

He bundled up the squirming hound and retreated hastily, gasping with
relief as he reached the sanctuary of the corridor. The strains of the inter—
rupted song had resumed, and he looked rucfully at the little animal in his
arms. Just when he'd been enjoying himself, too! Slowly he turned away.

"Chigger chigger chigger," said Ploffles softly. Sulu took no notice.
"Chigger chigger chigger!" more loudly.
"Ch, shut up."

"Chigger chigger chigger!" There was definitely a threatening note in
the plofflehound's voice now as they drew away from the vicinity of the rec.
room, and he began to wriggle violently.

"411 right," replied Sulu crossly, and halted. The song finisheds the
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plofflichound sighed, and cocked his head enquiringly.
"Chigger chigger chigger?!
The applause within died away, and a mumble of voices began.
"Chigger chigger chigger!" said Ploffles angrily. There was no response.
YOHIGGER CHIGGER CHIGQER!!!M
Obdurate silsnce from within, save for the murmur of the audience.

"CHIGCER CHIGGER CHIGGER.....cceEEEE!TIIM

Sulu dropped the plofflehound asg if he'd been burned. The high-pitched
shriek continued, echoing through the ship, varying its note but steadily
inereasing in volume. Louder and louder and loudelvecessses

Chaos broke cut. Six crewmen fainted - one of them three decks away.
Equipment throughout the ship shuddered as Ploffles hit sympathetic resonances.
MeCoy, bhalf dressed, burst from his room, a shattered tooth glass in his hand,
while down in Engineering, Mr. Scott was on his knees, grieving over the wreck-
age of his whisky bottles. Delicate navigational instruments went wild...

Captain Kirk, up on the bridge, was frankly bewildered, but he issued
immediate orders to seal off the afflicted sres of the ship. In vain - the
sound cut through emergency bulkheads like & phaser on full power.

A% the heart of the maelstrom Spock, hands pressed over his super~
sensitive ears, face contorted in agony, reeled ocut into the corridor 4o find
Sulu desperately trying to muffle the hound in his uniform shirt. It was not
the slightest use.

"What happened, Mr. 3ulu?' bellowed Spock. His desper tones penecirated
the uproar, and the Oriental looked round.

"It was when you stopped singing, sir!" he shrieked back. "I think he
wag disappointedi!

"He wag WHATD?Y
PDISAPPOIRTED! 1M

Ploffles choosing that moment %o take a deep breath, Sulu's clarion voice
rang out unopposed. Spock lowered his hands cautiously.

"Surely, Mr., Sulu, you'xe not suggesiting... "

"Chigger chigger chigger," the plofflehound said meaningly, his pansy-—
like eyes fixed on the Vulean. "COHIGOER... "

"Perhaps 1f you were to carry on... " Sulu cut in hastily.

"¥r. Sulu," Spock began frostily.

"For pity's sake, pleage itry, Mr. Spock!" scresched Sulu.
"La la la," uttered Spock experimentally.

"EEEese... " The squealing stopped as if by magic, and Ploffles gazed
adoringly up at him. '"Chigger chigger... !

"Don't stop, please, sir," begged Sulu.

"La la la," repeated Spock self-consciously, "dum de dah. It must...
ta la lae... be something to do... la la la... with certain freguencies
which appeal particularly strongly... !

"Unless it's you porsonally, sir?" suggested Sulu.

"Let us hopesss  la la la... that it is not," replied the First Officer
grimly. .

* Ok ¥
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8o began the sccond worst pericd in the history of the Entorprisec. It
was ushered in by several remarkable discoveries.

Firstly, Dr. McCoy foumd out thet no known tranquilliser could keep canis
pseudocornis under for more than five minutes at o time. Barly specimens had
been collected of their own free will, apparently. "Never give a sucker an
even break," the Doctor had muttered obscurely, on lesrning this. Stronger
doses of his knock-out potions would be fatsls a consummation devoutly to be
wished, he felt privately, but Ploffles was valuable - to Admiral Harper, at
leagt.

secondly, attempts to isolate Ploffles in a soundproof room were nod
entirely successfuls ewmergency welding teams had to be called out todealwith
the resulting metal fatigue, and it took thirteen verses of Brahms' Lullsaby to
soothe the hysterical creature down again. Someone suggested, only half jok=-
ingly, that Spock and the hound finish the journey by shuttlecraft - or even
in a liferaft, on tow. Ceptain Kirk vetoed the idea on the grounds of the
danger involved - to himself, chiefly, if he had to break the news to Spock.
The Vulcan's temper was a little - frayed at present.

Thirdly, despite exhaustive trials, no mechanical methods of reproducing
soundg could satisfy canis pseudocornis' sesthetic sensibilities. Sulu's mis-
givings were well founded; Ploffles didn't just like 'certain freguenciest,
he liked singing, preferably with a real live singer attached. He could be
fooled only momentarily by the trills and warbles of the computer, and even
tape~loops couldn't keep him happy for long. No, it had to be the real MeCoy
- or rather, the real Spock.

Life on the bridge became sheer hell. Only Uhura preserved a smiling
countenance. Captain Kirk attributed this at first to her strong musical
bents it was only when he cought sight of her from the back that he suddenly
realised she had transceivers in both ears. A heavy cloud of gloom enveloped
the rest of the crew as the laryngitic Vulecan ploughed his way wmiserably
through song after song - Ploffles liked variety, too.

Fifteen days oui, Kirk could finally stand no more. As the last pathetic
strains of 'Free from his fetters grim' died away, he steeled himself to speak
to the Vulcan. With the Gilbert amd Sulliven finished, he knew that ahead
stretched the arid wastes of Gluck, Councd, Grieg and a host of deservedly
little~known classics. If he had to listen to Spock declaring that he'd lost
his Burgdice he'd... he'd...

"Mr. Spock!" he seid decisively.

"Captain?' It was the merest croask.

"I'm soxry, Hr. Spocks I'm declaring you unfit for duty.”
"But Captain - my work... " +the Vulcan pleaded huskily.

"I know, I know, it's as efficient as ever — but I think it's in the best
interests of the ship as o whole if we dispense with your services up here."

"Chigger chigger chig_er," murmured Ploffles from his seat under the
computer panel. Spock shot him & look of what wight, in 2 Human, be called
pure hatred. It wmight in a Vulcan too, come to that.

"I suggest that you withdraw to your quarters for the present,’ Kirk
continued.,

"Yes, sir." Spock paused, then added thoughtfully, "But is that entirely
failr to my neighbours in the adjoining cebins?!

MHever mind... " Kirk's voice irailed off =s he suddenly caught the
implications of Spock's remark. Guess who had the adjoining stateroom? "Br -
perhaps, after all... "

A quick burst of song interrupted himy Ploffles was getting restive.
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"is T wos saying, possibly it would be better to - er - distribute the
load more fairly? If you wers to walk up and down the corridors, say?!

TFor ten terrible days the Lest of the Troubadours paced the decks of the
Enterprise, shadowed by his faithful admirer, snatching quick naps while the
hound slept (canis pseudocornis needs very little sleep), shunncd by all and
living mainly on liquids. For one ghastly afternoon he lost his voice comp-
letelys while McCoy frantically tried everything from throat-swabs to 'Mother
Carey's Soothing Syrup'! the entire medical staff attempted to divert Ploffles!
attention with massed renderings of Great Operatic Choruses. They failed mig-
erably, of course, and the resulting migraines and blackouts among the rest of
the crew filled the wards %o overflowing. Kirk's ship-wide appeal for ' anyone
who can sing like Mr. Spock' bore little fruits no-one would admit to such =
thing, for numercus excellent recsons ~ except for Kevin Riley, and he was
disqualified by unanimous consent. The Captain was desperastely contemplating
compulsory auditions on the hangar deck - or automatic destruct, even -~ when
the glad news came through that Spock's voice was back. Lnd through the ship
the wailing dicd away...

ALl bad things come to an end, fortunately, and never wos planetfall more
gladly made than ot Bellatrix 8, home of Admiral Harper's lady. The Captain,
his exhausted First Officer and the excited Ploffles beamed down into what
might have been mistaken for a private menageric. Outside the palaiial house
were animals of every imaginable, and unimaginable, shape and size.

Mrs, Harper, o generously constructed lady, bore down on the trio with
alacrity, clasping what appsered to be o golden chest-wig or large powder puff
to her bosom. A muffled 'chigger chigger' sound soon enlightened the Bnter—
prise crowmen, however, and Ploffles was overjoyed at mesting Mitsi, his new
companion. Mrs., Harper tearfully thanked the Captain for +the care he had taken
of the dear little doggy. Kirk sssured her it had been no trouble at all.
Spock refrained frow comment. Out of the corner of his eye he could see the
two animals circling each other, chiggering softly, both pausing from time to
time to gaze up &t him.

"Captain... " he whispered urgently.
“Not now, Spock." The Captain was listening politely 4o Mrs. Harper's
effusions.

"Captain," Spock insisted, and Kirk finally looked round. The ploffle—
hounds appeared to be conferring about something, oyeing the Pirst Officer
carefully. Kirk stared at the Vulcan with a wild surmise, as the samc appall-
ing thought occurred to them simaltansously.

"Br - excusc¢ us, Mrs. Harper. So nice to have... must get back -~ the
ship, you know... " gabbled Captain Kirk, trained diplomat. Spock's commin~
icator wag already out and the Vulcean could be heard hozrsely imploring Mr.
Scott to lock in on his signal.

Mrs. Harper looked at them in astonishment. "Must you.., 9

e must."

Four dark, velvety eyes were fastened on Spock, two golden muzzles rose
as one. "CHIGGER CHIGGER... M

"ENERGISE!" cried two despaitring voices.
HGGQGEEEEE- trae "

And as they stumbled from the transporter platform, the scream was still
ringing in their cars!

HeHe N KR WK R KK W R
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AN TNVESTMENT IN TIME by Nency J, Kippax

Spock convulsed spesmodically, the restraints cubting painfully as his
body arched. Kirk, alert despite the long vigil, reached across and quickly
released the confining straps.

"Basye.. 1it's 2ll right... you're safe, now... " He reachad up ftender-
ly to push the demp hair from the Vulcan's face.

Spock turned grateful eves to his Captairn and focussed with difficulty,
acknowledging the familiar presence with a thin smile before lasping into the
seni-stupor. of the drug-induced reszt his system craved.

Kirlk ached with his friend's pain. Spock's chest oand arms had been
ripped oven by the giant weng-cat on Regulus Seven. He had been rescued, half
deed from infection and loss of blood, only his Vulcan abilities having saved
him this far. McCoy's skills had done the rest, and the doctor wes optimistic
about Spock's recovery now, but wmy god, how it must hurt, Kirk thought in
despalir.

hs Kirk settled on the side of the bed, he saw another flicker of pain
cross the Vulcan's face, quickly repleced by determination. Spock was con-
trolling the pain, but it was taking Its toll on his strength.

"Spock... is there anything I can do?" he asked, his voice soft, yeb
gounding loud in +the silence of the sickbay cubicle.

Without opening his eyes, Spock extended one hand, palm upward, toward
Kirk. Eis arm, sterile dressing from the wrist up, barely moved. Understand-
ing, and touched, Kirk gently grasped the hand with his own, transmitting his
presence and concern. Instinctively, Spock drew nearer.

How far they had come together, Kirk reflected. As Spock's features
relaxed again in slsep, Kirk couldn't help remembering enother time, so long
ago, when the situation had been almost identical, yet the two men involved
had been so different. It had been oniy two months after Kirk had assumed
commend of the Entcrprise. Relaxing, he let his memories take over, let him-
gelf drift back to that far away time...

¥ % ¥

Lnxiety consumed the new Captain. The entire bridge crew could see it.
Three crew members, including the First Officer, had been separated from the
rost of the landing party, and could not be locuted in the specified area of
exploration.

Koppa Theta was an uncharted world, and a new planet could always contain
unknown hazards. Kirk had sent down o routine preliminary science team to
investigate. Four returned at the specified times Spock and the other two -
Lt. Belena Washington and Ensign Timothy 0'Dell — hod neither answered a call
nor showed on a gensor scan.

As the hours spun away, the ship searched an ever widening arc. Finally,
the unconscious body of Lt. Washington was found and brought aboard. Then,
minutes later, before ths young lisutenant could be questioned; they found the
mutilated, lifeless BErsign O'Dell., Kirk was in sickbay with Dr. Boyce when
the corpse was delivered.

Something - some unknown life form — had caten away scctions of flesh.
Other areas were blackened with hidecus burns. Ensign O0'Dell had been twenty-
three. Kirl felt ill.

He was the Capioin. He could not afford to show how the death affected
him. ¥o matier that O0'Dell was the first casualty in his crow. No matter
that his First Officer was still unaccounted for. Boyce regarded him curicus~
ly as he straightened and cleared his throat.

TWhat did this?! Kirk asked tightly.
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"ot 11l know after the autopsy is performed, Captain,' Boyce replied, not
bothering to mask his own sorrow. "My primary concern ls Selena. She may
hold the answer to all this."

"Yes," Kirk sgreed mechanically. "i1l right. Carry on, Doctor." The
correct military langusge, the precise detachment of a commanding officers
Kirk was so tired of it all.

He wandered into Boyce's empty office and stood, staring at nothing,
unable to relate to his surroundings.

The past twe months had been a whirlwind of adjustment - to the ship,
the crew, the daily routine and the responsibility of command. Two montns.
Hod it really been that long? So much had been crammed into the short span
of time that he marvelled =% having accomplished it all. There had been the
sceningly endless departmental briefings, all the new names and faces to metch
up, the myriad details of shipboard routine to learn and consider. His senior
officers had been hoelpful, polite, yot there was no-one to whom he could
relate, no-one with whom he could relsx and let down occasicnally.

How, taken by this new tragedy, Kirk sew that he had not tried. Perhops
there had not been $ime, but Kirk could see how his gtrong sense of duty had
led to this awful loneliness. He had not been able to let down with anyone,
not even his second-in-command.

3pock had been there, at his side, since the first day he came aboard.
His cool efficicncy had intimidated Kirk at fizst, then he had come 4o accept
it and be grateful for it. He could be the detached, impersonal Capisin with
Spock, becaunse that was what the Vulcen expected. Or, did he?

0f all the crew, only Spock had wade an offort toward friendliness. No,
that wasn't the correct term, either. Spock had met him as an equal, as one
who gave respect, but cxpected i1t in return. ¥hen the Vulcan discovered that
Kirk played chess, they had begun o tournament which filled many of their
enpty, off-duty hours.

Yat, even now, Kirk felt as though he did not even know the salien First
Officer. He might be dead - Spock's body might be beamed up exactly like
0'Dell's ~ and Kirk had never made any effort to close the gop between them.

Suddenly, Dr. Boyce was beside hims Kirk hadn't even heard him enter
the room.

"Captain?! Kirk turned. "They'wve located ¥Mr. Spock. All we know is
that he ig alive.V

L wave of relief washed through him and he permitted the emotion to show.
Boyce smileds Xirk could read the approval in the old doctorts face.

"Let's go," Kirk said shortir.
’

fLis they entersed the exsmination room, 2 security team was iransierring
Spock's limp form to o table. Kirk reached his side first, and the sight made
him draw o deep breath.

Spock's entire right side, from neck to ankle, was blackened with the
game corrosive burns which had coversd 0'Dell. His uniform had been torm o
shreds, and there was a gaping, green mass of rew flesh on his hip where zome-
thing had ripped his skin away. The Pirst Officer was, mercifully, unconscious.

Boyce muttered a curse, and began cutting wway the charred, blood-soaked
clothing. Kirk watched, then he impulsively reached across the table to help.
Cradling Spock's hesd, he drew the Vulcan towards him, onto his uninjured left
side. Boyce noddsd briskly.

"Good. Hold him steady."

Kirk found the comment rather incongruous, since the Vulcan was uncon~ &
sciouss 9till, he complied, holding quietly to the injured man. Spock's
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breathing wes warm and foint against his arm, and Kirk found it curiously
soothing.

hs the doctor sprayed a cooling antiseptic on the burned arm, Spock sud-
senly bolted to consciousness with a startled violence., Xirk reflexively
tightened his hold.

"Basy, Mr. Spock - you're back on the Enterprise," Boyce said. Kirk was
vnable to speak; embarrassment at the intimacy unnerved him.

Spock tilted pain-filled eyes to sce who was holding him. Kirk saw surw
prise flicker, then a dull mask cloud the expression.

"Captaini.. I am... 2ll right now," he said formally. "There is no
need for regtraint.”

hwkwardly, Kirk stepped back. "Good. Save your strength, Mr. Spock.
Don't try to tulk." MHe watched as Dr. Boyce completed his trestment and inst-
ructed two orderlies to transfer the Pirgt Officer to = private cubicle.

Kirk followed the doctor to his office persistantly. "Your evaluation,
Dr. Boyce? What is Spock's prognosise!

. It woen't thoat he did not hove feith in Boyce - the doctor was the top in
hig ficld ~ but the man was getting oldi he had confided to Kirk that he
wouil be retiring ot the ond of his tour next month. He frequently left the
actunl madical work o his junior officers, presiding over the administrative
end of the deportments in fact, Kirk hod been surprised to see him tresting
Spock: beday. .

"You sow the extent of his injuries, Captain!" Boyce snapped. "It!'s
doubtful whether a Human would have survived this long. But Spock's Vulecan
physiclogy is stronger than ours, and he hos a higher tolerance to pain. Who
knows? T've seen your First Officer through worse crises than this - but
don't misunderstand, Captain - it is bed."

Kirk looked away, anguish seeping through his exhausted system. S%ill
no answers, still no posgitive hope...

"Captain, I recommend you get some rest now. There's nothing further
you can do down here," Boyce said more kindly. "You'll be notified if there's
any change."

"Ho - I don't want rest, I want answers," Kirk insisted doggedlv. "iag
. b 2 =15
Lt. Waoshington regoined consciousness?!

"iflhen have I had time to check with her doctor?" Boyce retorted. MWhat-
aver did this, there's no immediante donger to the ship or her crew.!

The implication was plaing Kirk pretended to aoquiesce. "All right,
Doctor. I'll be in my quarters.”

Perversely, he left Sickboy ond went to the bridge. He informed the
anxious crew what little information he had. Nothing was happeningy event-
ually, Kirk did mcke his way to his gquarters, but therse was nothing 4o hold
him there, and rest was an impossibility. He kept seeing 0'Dell and Mr. Spock
and Washington ~ people for whom he was responsible. Misery engulfed him,

It was all part of the Jjob - =nd nothing he could not cope with, given
time. But it was the first time - alwoys the hardest, he'd heard. Tou mean
it gets easier? T doubt it.

If the victim hod been anyone other than Spock, perhaps he could have
communicated his sorrow to the Vulcan. Spock had undoubtedly dealt with sim—
1lor situationss his logical, non-emotional assurance would be welcomed right
1OW . .

Strange, how insidiously he had come %o depend on his First Officer -
almost without thinking about it.
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Fow, the Vulcan was... alone. Abruptly, Kirk left his cabin and returned
to the Sickboy.

Dr. Boyce hailed him as he entered.

"Caoptoin Kirk - I wasg just sbout to call you. Selena regained conscious=—
ness. e got her statement, then gove her o sedative to put her to sleep for
a while. Q@Quite a harrowing experience." Kirk waitedy Boyce went on.

"She and O'Dell wandered off, following some irregular readings on the
tricorder. Apparently, Spock went searching for them when he discovered their
absence. Quite unexpectedly, they were attacked by some large... animals,
belngs, who knows? She described them as tripeds, winged but not capable of
flight, dark, shaggy... huge, snoutlike mouths like a shark or a dolphin.
They swept down on them - that's her term — and 0'Dell managed to shove her
through a small opening into a cave. He never made it through before they got
to him. Their fur scemed to secrete some kind of acid ~ 0tDell couldn't touch
them.

Selena wasn't armed, and 0'Dell couldn't reach his phaser. Suddenly,
Spock was there, joining the melee - he was armed, killed several of tho
things,; but one got to him, burning and chewing at hiwm., Selena saw him go
down — that's when she passed out.

She must have regained consciousness, left the cave and headed toward the
rost of the party, although she has no recollection of woving. &nd, we can
also assume that Spock's weapon frightensd the other beasts off and he was
eventually able to defeat his attacker.”

Kirk shook his head, trying to banish the gruesome picture Boyce had
conjuraed. He swore, bitterly. Then, “"How is Spock?!

"No change. Rest is good for him. He's been drifting in and out."
"I want to see him.m
"I told you - he's asleen.!

"He's also alone,” Kirk returned reproachfully. Boyce offered no further
objections, so Kirk entered the cubicle.

The Vulcan was lying flat on his left side, the steri-light above bathing
hig wounds. IHe was draped with a sheet, carefully exposing his injured side
while affoxding coverage to the rest of him.

Pulling a chair close to the bed, Kirk sat quietly for several moments
watching the slow rise and fall of Spock's breathing, the barely discernable
twitching of the injured limbs. He wished there was some way he could let his
Pirst Officer know that he was not alone, that someone cared. Kirk knew it
couid mean so much.

He is Vulcan others would argue. He has no need for warmth, for Human
concern. Perhaps they were right -~ but what if they weren't? How could any
living, scntient creature deny the basic emotional needs?

Suddenly, Kirk realised that was cxactly what he had been doing to him- .
self, letting his rank strip him of his basic warmth. He had beon so cone-
cerned about doing a good job, presenting the best image, he had forgotten
the simple, Human touch he hed learned years ago.

Now re understood. HNo-one on the Bnderprise had reasched out to him
because he had reached out to no one. Only Spock, in his own way, had tried
to climb that wall -~ probably becsuse he saw a mirror reflection of his own
loneliness.

And just as Spock had pierced Kirk's somber mask, Kirk had scen beneath
the surface of the Vulcan's immobility. He knew now that his instinet today
was right. BSpock, too, needed someonc,
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The Vulcan shifted, muttering something indistinguishable. His left
hand slipped off the =side of the bed. Gently, Kirk reached over and moved
it back into place, letting his fingers rest for a heartbest.

Spock's ayes opened for a moment, but Kirk wasn't sure 1f he recognised
his Captain thare.

"I'1ll be here," Kirk murmured softly, "if it means anything. I'11 bve
with you as long as you neod me."

Hours passed, a blur of fatigue and depression. Boyce came in twice
to administer a hypospray, gave his Captesin a curious look, shook his head
to indicate no change, and said nothing. There was no change in the read-
ingsy they remained dangerously low. The steri-light was turned off and
medicated wet-packs applied to the burns. Kirk watched Spock carefully
after that, changing the dressings as soon as they bhegan to dry out.

Once, as Kirk was beginning to doze, & nurse came in and offered to
rellieve him. He knew 1% was more of Boyce's patronising. 3Bpock, from a
medical standpoint, needed no one at his bedside, Captain or rurse. Xirk
sent her away, kindly but firmly.

As the panel indicators began to rise slightly, Spock roused ssveral
times for a few moments. He seemed only dimly aware of his surroundings,
but drank gratefully from the cup XKirk held for hiw. Again, his conscious-
ness surfaced, this time as Xirxk was changing the wei~packs along the side
of his chast. -

Kirk's movements did not falter, but he felt that same dtwinge of ewbarr—
assment, discomfort, which he had experienced in the examination room.
"Captain? Why are you... "

"Shh..o " Kirk straightened, relieved to see the clarity in the thin
brovm oyes. "Lie still. How do you feel?" He did not want Spock to quest-
ion why he was there. He didn t know if he could answer.

"The pain is... tolerable. I can manage it. You need ncte.. "

"L know," Kirk interrupted the terse speech guickly, "but I want to.
Call it an investment in time, for a very excepticnal First Officer.”

One eyebrow rose, whether in surprise, indignation or some other react-
ion, Kirk could not tell. But the Vulcan was very definitely back to his
healthier self. Poor Spocks he'd go on denying himself those basic needs,
denying the oxistence of emotions - well, Kirk reflected, perhaps it was
right, for Spoeck. Bui not for James T. Kirk, not any wmore. Aind he would be
there - if Spock ever made the same decision.

"I'11 get Dr. Royce," he said confidently, and left the cubicle.
* K *

Kirk's memory broke off as Spock roused again. He had moved around the
room as he thought, now he returned to the bed.

"Foeling any better, Mr. 3pock?" he asked affectionately, ensily, bend-
ing over %0 lay bkis hand along the Vulcan's cheek. It was cool and moisty
the fever had broken.

"T ame... tired," Spock esdmitted, staring up at Kirk with open candor.
"However, 1 d¢ not desire any more of HeCoy's sedatives."

"I don't bleme you," Kirk responded sympathetically, settling on the
side of the bed, "but rest is best for you right now."

"I wag... dreaming... about the cat,” Spock confessed, his eyes slid-
ing away in horror at the mewmory.

"You reached out... +took my hand... "
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"T remenber.”
"I told you once... I'd he with you as long as you need me."
Spock regarded him in puzzlement.

Nhfter you were attacked on Kappa Theta. You were delirious - you
probarly don't remember," Kirk explained lightly.

"I recall the incident," Spock admitted. "You stayed with me... I
wondered why, at the time."

"ind how did you explain it - laterf!

Spock pressed hig head back against the pillow. "You called it an
investment in time. I concluded you were f£illing some need within yourself.!

"Within myself," Kirk conceded, "and within you. I think my investwment
pald off, didn'+t 1t7"

Spock did not reply, but a faint smile illumined his face. Silently, he
reached up his hand, not in delirium this time, and Kirk entwined his fist
within the Vulcen's. The past was remembered, then forgetten, as the reality
of the present flowed between them.
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THE WHISKY CHORUS by Kathlcen Glancy

Starfleet version - guess who's singing!

Now Spock he sald tae me

"Just why do you like drinking?"
I answered him with glece

"Tt clayifies ma thinking!

&L glass of guld Scotch whisky, Spock
Aye, Just a iittle drappie

If Vulcans drank 1%, what a shock
They'd soon find they were ha

When we're flying off through space
The danger that's before us

Guid whisky helps us Tace

Ard that's the Starship Chorus.

"Now 3aurian brandy's joys
Can make the Captain frisky
Mint julep is MeCoy's

But I prefer Scoteh whisky."

Chorus

"You'll run out soon, you will,"
says Kirk, but I'm not fearing
He disna ken aboot the still

I run in Bngineering.

A glass of guid Scotch whisky, Spock
Lye, just a little drappie

If Vulcans drank it, what a shock
They'd soon find they wsre ha

When we're flying off through space
The darnger that's before us

Guid whisky helps us face

Lnd that's the Stership Chorus!
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THE CAUSE OF IT i#BL... by Sheila Clark

Kirk intensely disliked the rare occasions when the Entorprise was used
as o freighter. He accepbted the necessity, of course - he had ne choices
when an emergency aroses; a Starship was the fastest vessel available —but to
Spock and McCoy he grumbled about the wasie and stupidity of using highly-
trained personnsl as merchants. But his real resson - the one he could not
bring himself to confide to anyone, even those two friends who knew him so
well and would understand ~ was that he considered it a degredation of the
lovely lady who ~ fickle and demanding as she was -~ was still the only woman
he would ever truly love.

On this ogcasion the cargo was grainy & barley-like grain that was being
taken to provide seed for the imminent planting on Crague, rodents having
found their way into the seed store there and destroyed almost all of it. The
planting season, because of climatic conditions, was Tairly short: there was
no time to waste.

Kirk, having watched in deepening gloom as the first ton of the stuff was
beomed aboaxd, retired to his cabin to recover his equanimity, leaving Spock
to check the cargce aboard.

The holds filled with containers, the stowage continued in the lower cor—
ridors, leaving only room for a man to pass, a pathway occasionally widening
into double width where two men could pass each other, until every available
inch of space was filled with containers of grain. Spock heaved an inner,
gilent sigh of relief as the siream of containers that was arriving trickled
to a stop. He checked that everything was properly stowed, and punched an
intercom button.

"Spock to Captain Kirk."

"Kirk here." The Human was aware that he sounded irritablei he tried to
control his anncyance, knowing he shouldn't take it out on Spock, comforted by
his fallure to do sc by the knowledge that Spock did understand and would not
be hurt by his attitude.

"The cargo is all aboard, Captain.m
"Take us out of orbit, Mr. Spock. Warp six."

* ¥ ¥

Scotty looked gloomily at the couple of inches of whisky left in the
bottle, sighed, and poured it carcfully, evenly, between the two glasses. He
pushed one over to McCoy.

"And that's the last," he said sadly.

"Huh? Scotty, what happened? I've never known you to rua out before.!

"Bad luck, laddie; nothing but bad luck. The chap I get it from back
there had an accident; he'd just recently taken on & new assistant, and the
mazn thought the order for whisky had, to be a mistake, there's so little demand
for good Scotch out here, so he didn't get it in. By the time the boss found
out, it was too late to get it... He was very apologetic - " Scotty shrugged.
"It wasna his fault." He sighed again. "I'il just have to make do wi' brandy.
But brandy - even Saurian brandy - ach, it's no!' the same.”

McCeoy grimmed. "There're other drinks on board as well as Saurian
brandy," he suggested.

"Aye, and I've tried quite & fow of them. They're no' the same," he
repecated. "Oh, they're all righ$ for a casual drink - but for @ drink and a
gossip with an old friend, there's nothing quite like Scotch whisky."

McCoy grinned oygain, secretly amused by his drinking partner's obstinacy.
They drank companionably, in the comforteble silence only possible between
good friends, making the drink last as long as possible.
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At last, McCoy yawned. "I'1l be glad to get to bed," he confessed. "It's
been one of those days. Jim does try not to take it out on us when he's in a
bad mood, but you know what he's like.on these cargo-hauling jobs - cdgy,
1rr1t5ble - and I'd to chase him up for his routine physical, which didn't
help. Then Tfd Bpock to do after that, and you know what he's like about
physicals... and it doesn't help that at heart I agrec with him, that for him
it's a waste of time. I just don't know what's nomal for him - if two reads
ings taken on successive weeks are different, I don't know which one's off =
he doesn't follow Human physical patterns, but he doesn™t strictly follow
Vulcan ones either... and then I'd to recalibrate everything, of course... "
He stood up. "“Sorry, Scoetty, I'm just taking my frustrations out on you. I1'd
better get to bed. Goodnight. !

"Goodnight." Scotty's voice fellowed him out the door.

Sootty studied the empby bottle in unrelieved gloom for a little longer,
then got up. He crossed to his bed, then hesitated. He wasn't really slcepy
yet. Ho might as well check the night watch. Good for discipline, toc ~ the
odd, unexpected visit frowm the Chief Engineer did help keep all his staff,
even the best of them, on thelr foes.

He walked ocut into the corridor, turning towards the elsvator as he did
50, and promptly bumped into one of the grain containers. TIis edge was sur—
prisingly sherps 1t hurt. He muttered something inaudible but uncompliment-
ary about freighters incapable of travelling faster than Warp two, resulting
in Starships being cluittered up with cargo...

He took two more strides - and stopped. He looked at the continuous line
of containers marching in file along the corridor - and a half smile dawned as
the beginnings of an idsa began to take shape. He oxamined a contalner care-
fully, glencing up and down the corridoer to make sure no-one was coming, then
unerringly unfastened the 1id =and removed it.

The grain didn't quite £ill the container - the top inch or so was enpty.
The smile broadened. He put the 1id back on again, checked that it was secure,
and headed on towards BEnginsering.

* oK ¥

The grain was duly off-loaded and the Enterprise headed back towards
Starbase 11. DLveryone aboard seemed more cheerful, from the Captain downs
even the Enterprise herself secmed almost to prance as she sped through space
-~ aven though she was now travelling at Warp one instead of Warp six.

They were twenty-four hours at Starbase 11, then, with new orders, they
were on their way again - on another of Kirk's pet hates, a diplomatic mission.
Lt least Ambassador Fox was an old acquaintance who had lsarned quite a lot
from a previous trip on the Enterprise; Kirk no longer had to worry about hinm
or hls reactious towards the crew. In fact, Fox wmade quite a congenial addw-
ition %o the group that often formed in the rec. roowm, eonsisting of Kirk him-
s¢lf, Spocl, McCoy, and often Scotty, Sulu of Uhura as well, when, by common
congent the one subject that was avoided was ship's bu51noss.

They reached the planst where Fox's mission wae to try to reconcile the
completely divergent views of two warring groups, both $rying to grasp power.
On the surface, a2ll wag at least relatively peaceful; and after consultation
with Fox, Kirk decided to grant the crew shore leave while they waited for the
hmbassador to complete his mission. Lpart from anything else, the presence
of Federation uniforms should remind the two warring parties that the Foeder-
ation, while quite willing to accepi whatever settlement the disputing factors
reached, did insist that it should be a peaceful solution, not one gained by
force of arms.

The first third of the crew beamed down for forty-cight hours leave.
There was no trouble, nct that Kirk had really expected any. hlthough one or
two of the men did have a tendency to drink too much on leave, the most intox—
icating liquor here was only about one percent proof. It wasn't impossgible
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to get drunk - if a man were determined enough - but it was unlikely that any
would. The second group beamed down.

Bix hours later, Xirk got a frantic call from Fox. Some of the men — a
group of five - had managed do get roaring drunk snd werse threatening to undo
a great deal of his work.

It took twelve securiity guards to overpower them — and only then by using
phasers to stun them.

McCoy checked them as a matter of course - and promptly found himself in
the middle of a nmedical emergency, as all needed treatment for acute ale= .2
oholic poisoning. I4 was three days before he was sure that all would recover.

Kirk made inquiries immediately. They had obviously found somewhere that
sold real rot-guty he intended 4o put the place off limits. He would have
cancelied all leave, except that no—one else had found the place - not one of
the first group had, nor any other of the sccondj clearly it wasn't easy to
find. 3But he warned the entire crew that he would throw the book at anyone
else who got fighting drunk, although he promised to overlook it if anyone
would come forward whe would admit %o finding the place — where-ever it wag.
No-one could help him. The five had been together the whole time, no-one clse
with them. They had gonc into one bar where some of their crewmates were
gathereds had onc drink - over a dozen of their crewmates testified to that -
and promptly went berserk. The drink wes the innocucus local brow that passed
itself off as being alcoholic.

"The logical conclusion is that they drank somcthing else before they
entered the bar," Spock commentoed.

"They weren't seen in any other ber," Kirk objected.
"Therefore they found someplace that no-one else did."
"That's what I've been trying to find out, dammit!" Kirk snapped.

"If no-one elsec found it, no-one oould tell you where it was," Spock
pointed out in the reasonable way that sometimes became frustratingly
irritable.

"Come off 1%, Spock," McCoy protested, temporarily raising his head from
the results he was trying to process in his attempts to discover just what
had been in the stuff that had poisoned the men. "You don't really believe
that out of two-thirds of the crew, only five found the den that sold... what-
ever it was?"

"Bones is right, Spock," Kirk said. "This is a good crew, the best, bui
even so there are several that I'd guarantee to find the lowest drinking den
possible when they're on leave. Only they didn't. No-one slse got drunk, let
alone fighting drunk. I want to know how they did itiM

"I'm afraid you're going to have to wait till they come round, and then
agk them," McCoy said.

L

Ls the men regained their senses ~ all with incapacitating hangovers
that no pills seemed able to alleviate - McCoy tried zently questioning them.

"Oh, wy head... mnever again... "
"hat were you drinking? It must have been some hooch.m
Meoo 0dd. I don't remember.!

The reply was consistent. The men all recovered with an amnesia that
covered not only the entire six hours of their leave, but several hours befors
it as well...

¥ ¥ X
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HeCoy Joined sootty that night for a quiet drink from the Enginecr's
siere, Teplenished at Starbase 11 ~ the first night he had been able to do so
gince the emergency. It immediately struck him that Scotty was looking rather
depressed.

MThet! s wrong, Scotty?"

"Oh - nothing, really... Are those lads all right - the ones you've been
sceling to?

"Yes, they'll be 0.K. now. They've lost seven or eight hours - can't
romewber a thing that happened, and the computer concurs; they are telling
the truth, not just covering up. They honestly can't remember what they were
drinking - or where."

Scotty nodded. He locked subtly more cheerful - but still rather unhappy.
"Any special reason for asking?! MeCoy went on.

"0h — no.

It was tco forced. "Come on, Scotty. Tell me."

Scotty hesitated,

"I get itI" HcCoy exclaimed. "You know where they got the hooch?!

"‘Ayﬁ . i

There was a short silence.

"ifell, come on, don't leave me in suspense... Oh, I see. You don't want
Jim to know? Scotty, you know I don't betray confidences. What he doesn't
know won't hurt him - cven if it does leave him with an unsolved nystery to
worry about. Give him -~ and Spock ~ something to think about.!

Reluctantly, Scotty began, "... Mind when we were carrying that cargo of
grain?!

"es."

"ind T ran out of whisky? Well, it struck me that I wmight try weking ny
own. There wag all that grein...

Wou mean you took some of it?!

"hiye. Fo much! 4 handful each from some of the containers, Just barely
enough to try it out. I thought, if it worked, I could casily get some proper
barley and keep on making it. We couldna drink it right away, of course, it'd
need some time to mature... Lnyway, it was casy enough rigging up o s$ill -

a few extra lengths of piping in the engine room, even of copper, wouldna mean
anything to anyone... and there arc arcaos we're no meant %o go in while the
ship’'s under way, but you can get cway with it if you know what you'me doing,
and that gave me somewhere to germinate the groin where no-one would notice
the smell. I did most of the work at night. I'd to watch none of the juniors
saw me, right emough, but it wes easy to fool them... I didna get much spirit,
Just about half & gallon... ™

"And?" MeCoy prompted, os the silence lengthened and it bepan to look as
1f Scotty wasn't going to say any more.

"Jiaybe I should have kept the jar where I germinated the grain, but I
didna really fancy going in again so soon, and I didna want to have it in mny
room because I'd noplace really to keep it ocut of sight, so I put it in one
of the umused storerocoms in the lower levels, well tucked away. But they must
have found it, for the jar's yone, where—cver they drank it. &nd it was pure
aleohol, raw as the dévil. Hadn't had o chonce to moture. HMaybe that part-
icular grain doesn't make good liguory maybe the radiation when it wad Zer—
minating affected it; or maybe it just wouldne mix with anything, even the
scda~pop they call liguor down there. But whatever it wasg, it was my fauld.
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I should have made certain it was hidden
where no-one could possibly find it. At
leagt I've learned o lesseon - I'1l no
try again, in case I rezlly do monage to
poison somsone elsel!

McCoy chuckled. "No, you'd better
not try that zgain., But why don't we
see 1f we could use sickbay facilitics.
The smell of some of my stuff would dis~
guisce the smell of the spirit, and - "

"Ie'd have to find somewhere else
to germinate the grain," 3cotty reminded
him. "You camna have that lying around
on the eickbay floor."

"No, but I could lock one of the
smaller wards... "

Scotty begen to look quite enthus—
iagtic. "If you think we would get away
with it... We'll have to
wait till we can get the
proper barley, of course -
I'm no trying it agzain with
anything else - but the
first chance we gobtees "

nENd this %ime, we'1l meke sure that no-one can find it before we'Te
ready to drink it.m

Scotty raised his glass. "I'm looking forward to it already.m
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TODAY by Gillian Catchpole

Today, perhaps for the first +time,

I truly felt the differences between us.

Such ugliness our friendship never knew,

Until today.

Today Vulcan stood up and spoke.

I voice born of bloodshed,

4 calm even tone,

Yet not weak.

& volice strengthened by logilc.

4 woice with words of much significance

To the children of Vulecan.

ki wvoice shouting for all the universe to hear,
Our alien differences.,

L,

I say I, as if I am all important,

My way is right, I have the answers,

Let me whisper the words to remove such impressions.
Today, I do not recognise this child of Vulcan,
His words of logic are so without compassion,
My origins won't let me agrees.

Today we stand apart, all conbact lost.
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OBSESSION by T.G.7.C. V. RENIBSTD
. =

The Farragut... years ago.
I smelt that honey-sweet scent then

And even thought it pleasant... 0d4d,

I've never been able to relish honey sinces

I never realised that before.

We got away that time... those who still. lived.
Nearly two hundred dead... among them my first Captain,
A man who taught me almost all I know

About my work. The planet Tychos 4...

We interdicted it, of course... not realising

That the creature could traverse the space

Between the stars. Creature... or creatures?

We mast attempt

To destroy this one — and hope there are no morc.

L T T R
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A TACK OF COMMUNTCATION by C., K. Hall

Captain James T. Kirk of the Starship Bnterprise was writing a letter -
a thing he did not often do, as he usuwlly preferred more up-to-date a2nd less
effort-~provoking means of communicaetion. But the recipient—-to-be wos an eld-
erly and scmewhat irascible professor, who didn't care for 'those new-fangled
affairst. ILnd, as Kirk loved and respected the old men, who had been like a
second father to him since his teens, he was prepared to moke the necessary
effort.

He was really hoping that his communication would not be necessary, as
hig imminent visit $0 2 speclal Conference at Starbase 4 should give him an
opportunity to call in, if only for a few momenis, at the office where Prof-
essor Gelliford worked. But the old wman was failing in health, and &1d not
come to his office every day, and there certainly would not be time to visit
his out-lying home. So, if he did not get to see his old friend, he would
leave the letter for him.

He looked again at the Professor's latest epistle to him, several pages
of untidy scrawl spread across his desk. He wes gratified 4o re-read it, and
feel again the enthusiasm bubbling through, but the deterioration in the writ-—
ing grieved him. It was obvious that the old mon was gradually failing, and
Kirk hoped that he would be spared long enough to complete his project. He
was plaming a detailed book sbout alien life-forms -~ he had masses of data
and pictures, but desperately necded some help to collate and classify it. He
had asked if Kirk could suggest someone — the task would not take a methodical
man long.

Kirlke thought he had the obvious answer - Spock! His intelligence and
logical mind would make short work of the mass of information, and, in sdd- i
ition, he was temperamentally most sulted to the tesk. He would be unlikely
to toke offence at the Professor's irascibility and sharp tongue, especially
if Kirlk explained the high regoerd he had for his clever old friend.

It might well be fitted in with present arrangements too. Kirk was beam~
ing down in the morning to Outpost 13, the small planet they were now orbiting,
to catch 2 fast shuttle to Starbase 4, thore to attend a three-weck secret
conforence. Spock was $o remain at Outpost 13, in command, while verious
essential repairs and rofits were carried out. Then the First Officer was to
bring the Enterprise to¢ Starbase 4, and await the end of the conference.

There might well be a few spare days to be found then. He would recommend the
Vulcan tethe Professor, arnd see what his reaction wos. He would say nothing
to Spock as yet, in case he found that the old man was too ill to contemplate
the work after all.

He finished the first page of the lettoer, in which he h:id expressed his
interest in the idea of the book, and went on to the sccond page.

"I would very wmuch like to rcoommend my First Officer, Commender Spock,
for the ftask you have in mind. He is very knowledgeable, and is logical
and methodical in any work he does. And he knows how to keep a secret.m
(This he had added because one of the old man's idiosyncrasics was to
keep the subject of his work hidden, to surprise his collesgues when

it was published.) .

I am sure he will do what you want most efficiently. If he seoms rol-
uctant; please tell him that I perscnally suggested +hat you should
approach him, and it would plecase wme if he were to comply. Show him
this letter if you wigh.m

Then he signed it with a flourish, James T, Kirk.

He folded the two shects of paper, put them in an envelope, and added it
to his already-packed personal luggage. Then he retired for the nighi.

In the worning everything seemed to be somewhat of a rush. & fault in




3%

nis shower had delayed him, breakfast had been o rushed affair, and people
seemed to keep popping up before him with docitets to be initislled. Scotty
wag fusgsing asbout the work to be undertaken in the refit, and HecCoy was pre-—
occupied, bothered by the outbreok of an unusual rash among certein crew mewm=
bers. He sald his 'gocdbyes' to both and left them to it, knowing they would
cope. He sought out Spock. He alone seemed unruffled, and was decling pat-
lently with o long iist of itens to be checked and counter-signed.

Kirk had had sccond thoughts about Professor Galliford and his proposed
book. He had declded to tell Spock about it; so that he would be ready when
the old man contacted him. But he got no further than his opening words.

"Spock, thezrs's a job I'd like you to do for me - something rather hush-
hush."

"es, Ceptain," said Spock attentively, preparing to listen, but they were
interrupted zgain. Both were approached by yeomen with boards requiring close
attention and initisliling. By the time they hed finished, there was another
yeoman with o message from the transporter officer to say that Captain Kirk had
better come at once, or he would bhe late for his connection. Kirk turned 1o
Spock,

"I'm afreid there's no time to explain, Spock, but you'll hear sbout it
later." He moved off to follow the gzitated yeoman., His last words came
floating back %o Spock, saying, "I'd like you to teke it on, Spock.!

Spock filed the incident in his methodical mind for fubture reference, and
got on with the tasks in hand, which were pressing and urgont.

Kirk becmed down, caught his connsction with only o few momonts to spare,
and was soon on his way to Starbase 4. Arriving there, he found that he had
barely an hour before he was due to repert, go he went o call at Professor
Galliford's office. But he was very disoppointed to find his old Triend
abgent. A pretiy young secretary informed hiw that the housekeeper had celled
to say that the Professor was not too well, and could not face the long jour—
ney in to the office. He hoped to be in agein in a few days, perhops sven to-
morrow. Lt the girl's suggestlon, Kirk laid his letter in the cenire of the
old wan's desk, first clearing a space among the clutter there. He wished he
could have travelled out to visit his friend, but there was just not enough
time. DPerhaps he would be shle to manage it when the conference was over.

He made his way to the reporiing centre, where he met up with many friends
and acquaintances, and was soon decply involved. To the great surprise of many
of the delegates, they found that their weeting was coven more secret than they
had expected. They were whisked away to en isolated hotel, and held 'incomm—
unicado' there, not allowed to make or receive any calls, and meeting only the
well-serecnsd hotel staff. So for almost threc weeks, Coptoin Kirk had no idea
what was happening outside his narrow 1ittle world.

He missed the apnounoement of his old friend's death, and the sad obituard
ies that followed. He would have added his own if he had known, expressing his
praise for the fine work the old man had achieved in his long lifetime. He
would have expressed regret for the interesting book +that would now not be
written, ot least not in the special style of Professor Galliford.

f

4 Junior officer was assigned the task of clearing the Professor's office.
With little regard for the treasures he wes handling, he packed the books and
papers into boxes to be sent to his home. Socmeone else would sort through them
- hopefully someone with more appreciation of their value.

A letter sitting in the middle of & space in the clutter on the desk
cought his eye. He opened and read it casually. It meant little to him, and
he was about to throw it away, whoen the bold signature at the bottom captured
his attention.

James T, Kirk.
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A& moment's thought and he placed the name. Ah, yes, the Capiain of the
Tamous Starship Enterprise. He was here at the conference, and his ship was
at Outpost 13, refitting, and would soon be coming to Starbase 4. Thinking of
the friends and connections he had there, the man re-read the letter, espec—
ially the second page. 4 scheming look crossed his face. Folding the paper
carefully, he tucked it away in his pocket, and continued with his job. Aind
such was the beginning of a train of events that was to cause a great deal of
confusion and bother.

Captain Kirk had thoroughly enjoyed the Conference. At first it had
been a bit irksome to be totally cut off, but he and the othewrs had had to
admit that it did sharpen their concentrstion. New i% was all satsifsctorily
over, and he was on his way back to Join the Enterprise again. 4is he entered
the Starbase Headquarters, an orderly approached him.

"Captain Kirk?" he enquired.

On receiving an affirmetive answer, he informed Kirk that a Dr. McCoy
was waiting for him in the Main Lounge. Slightly puzszled, Kirk made his way
there. Why was Bones waiting for him here? He wag due baclt sboard the ship,
surely that would have been soon enough to greet him, unless there wag some- -
thing wrong. As he entersd the lounge, he saw MoCoy and Scotty sitting there
together. One look at their sonbre faces killed his light~hcarted mood. Some-
thing was wrong, he could sense it. They saw him coming, and got to their feet.

"Boneg, Scotty," he greeted them. "What's the matter? What has
b
happensd 7"

lMeCoy avoided his eye, hating being the bearer of bad news.

"It's Spock, Jim," he said eventually.

"What about him, Bones?" Kirk asked smxiously. "Is he ill or something?"
"Wo," said McCoy flatly. "He's in jail."

"In jail?" sald Kirk incredulously. "Whatever for?!

"He's accused of smuggling in some calcorin,” said McCoy.

Kirk was amazed. Calcorin was an illegal narcotic drug, ten times more
addictive than heroin, very dangerous stuff indeed.

"Spock!" he said incredulously. "I don't believe it ~ there must be
some mistake."

"Of course thers must," chimed in Scotty. "That's what I said."

"Let's go and soxt this out," sgaid Kirk decisively. Glad o have passed
the problem on, the other 4wo followed him as he sirode towards the door. Now
that the Captain was back, things should be put right. Both had felt sc lost,
when deprived of both their Capiain and their First Officer.

Kirk went straight to the Police Headquarters, and, pulling a bit of
rank, managed to get an interview with & senior officer. He asked for the
Tacts, and was soon told them - incredible as they seomed. Spock had been
arrested in the act of handing over a package of calcorin to Varriman, whose
nickname was 'King of the Dope Ring'. Varriman had also been arrested, along
with most of his men. The officer was justifiably cock-a-hoop. It was & very
successful coup - a long-awalted opporitunity to scoteh the calcorin frade in
this vart of the galaxy.

"What explanation has Spock given?!" asked Xirk.
"fono," replied the officer. "He won't answer our questions.!
"May I sce him?" asked Kirk. "He will talk to me, I'm surc."

Permission was granted, another officer wes summeoned, and he showed the
tric down %o the cells in the basement of the building. As they moved along




a corridor, Kirk spotted a figure in blue, sitting on a bunk behind the bars
of a cell door. He quickened his pace. Spock heard the approaching footsteps,
and looked up.

He rose and came to the bars, an almost eager expression lighting his
dark eyes. Puzzled -and concerned, Kirk spoke more sharply than he had intended.

"What's all this about, Spock?" he demanded. M"iWhatever made you do such
z thing?"

Spock started back as if Kirk had dealt him o physical blow. For a mome
ent he looked shocked and dismayed. Then his face closed, and his eyes became
cold and expressionless.

"L have nothing to say, Captain," he said stiffly.
¥

"That's not good enough, Spock!! snapped Kirk. But the Vulcan was not
listening, Turning his back on thom, he walked away and sat down on the chair
pulled up to a small teble at the back of the cell.

L1l three called his name in turn. He ignored them. Kirk ordered him to
come back and speak to them ~ Spock gave no indication that he had even heard.
Kirk asked the officer to let him into the cell, but he refused, having no
authority to do so. At last, as Spock remained obstinately deaf to all his
appeals, Kirk decided %o seek tho necessary pemmission, and asked to be taken
back to the officer in charge of the case.

Thelr footsteps retresated, and finally the door at the end of the corrs
idor clanged shut. Only then &id the s%iff Vulcan back unbend. The bluc
shoulders sagged wearily, the dark heed drooped onto supporting hands. This,
then, was the strength of Human friendship. Stronsz enough when all wase going-
well, but failing when things went wrong. He had been waiting patiently till
Kirk returned from the Conference, confident that in a few words he would
explain the situation, and clear him of any criminal intent. But instead, Kirk
had evidently decided to deny any knowledge of the scheme and his own involve—
ment in it. To protect himself, Kirk was going to allow him, Spock, to take
all the responsibility.



42

Hell, if that was the way it wes to be played, the sooner the whole farce
wag over, the better. Then he could get away, =anywhereo, away from those he had
learned slowly tec trust, and who had now beitraved that trust and abandoned him.
Where would he go? He had not thought that far, but he would find somewhere, a
place wherc he couwld keep himself fo himself, and trust no-one ever again. His
bitterness was deep and painful, especially as he knew, decp in his mind, +that
if he had bohaved as & true Wilcan, he would never have laid himself opern to be
80 hurt.

* ¥ *

Kirk, Scotty and MoCoy hurried back to the officer in charge of the cages
Kirk's mind was in a tummoll. What had got into Spock? Why was he behaving so
obstinately? The only idea he had at the moment was to ask permission to make
closer contact with the Vulcan, though he wasn't sure what he could do even if
this wore granted. Bpock wasn't obeying orders, so what olse was there? To
attempt to physically force compllance from him would be stupid. Lpart from
the fact that it would only alienate him more, the Vulcan was by far his super—
ior in strength and endurance. The other two were similarly confused, and had
no suggestions to offer.

The officer in charge listencd as they t0ld him of their failure to get
the Vulcan to explain his actions. Xirk mske his regquest to be allowed into
the cell, and the man considered it.

"Will it do any good?" he .asked, as much of himself as Kirk.

"I don't know," admitted Kirk doubtfully, "but I'd iike to try. Perhaps
if I force him to look me in the eye, T wmight make contaci.m

They were interrupted by a secrctary who brought in a sheet of closely—
typed print, end handed it to the officer. He glanced at it, and then began
to read it carefully. When he reached the ond, he put it down, and faced the
three Federation officers, a thoughtful look on his face.

"This makes a difference, genilemen," he anmnounced. "I have just had the
analyst's report. The calcorin is not pure, it has been adulterated. It is
totally worthless now."

This was an odd fact about the substsnce called calcorin. The addition
of a tiny quantity of sodium chloride, common salt, could render it useless.
Somehow the salt permeated the whole mass, and caused a reaction in it. In
addition; it was undetectable. It made no difference to the feel or taste or
smell of the stuff, and could only be discovered by a skilled analyst wiih
gpecial tests.

"That changes things, doesn't it?" speculated Scotty. "You can't charge
Mr. Spock if he was transporting stuff that was harmlezs. Thai's not an
offence.n

"I mist consult my superiors," said the policeman. "Where can I contact
you to inform you of developments?!

"Aboard the Enterpriss, I suppose," answered Kirk. "I'd better get back
there, and wait for news.m

The threc returned to the Enterprise, and tried to busy themselves with
various duties. McCoy and Scoity checked and rechecked their renewed supplies,
Just for something to do. Kirk listencd several times to the meticulously-kept
ship's log, which gave details of the refit and the trip to Starbase 4. Hear-
ing the Vulcan's calm, so-precise tones tormented Kirk, as he remembered his
latest encounter with him, and the icy coldness in his voice. Nothing in the
log gave him the slightest clue as to what had been going on in the Vulcan's
mind. It wag a purely factual account.

His unhappy reveries were interrupted by a call put through to him by
Ubura. It was the police officer from Starbase 4.
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"Captain Kirk," he said, "I thought you'd like to know. We have decided
to drop the charges against Mr. Spock. The matter has now been referred to
the Starfleet authorities." The policeman was quite happy with the situation.
A court case involving the silent Vulcan might heve been difficult, and he was
only a mere messenger anyway. The main gang was safely in the bag howdver, in
spite of the latest development, for, in an effort to save their own skins,
most of them had been 'singing' like mad, and there was enough cvidence piling
up to put thom all awsy for yoars.

"ifhere is Mr. Spock?" asked Kirk anxiously.

"He!s been transferred to Fedoration Headquarters," replied the men,
obviously gquite pleased to he relieved of one problem.

Kirk thanked him for the information and the conversation ended. He
hardly had time to think about the implications of this new development before
there was another call. This time 1t was an old friend, Commodore Talbot, at
present in command at Starbase 4. Histone was friendly.

"Jim," he said, "what's the matter with your Vulcan? He's as stiff as a
poker, and won't answer questions. He maintaing he has 'nothing to say'."

"I wish I knew, George," replied Kirk. "I'm as worried as hell about
him -~ he wouldn't talk $¢ me either.Y

Miell, come down and see me tomorrow, Jim, and we'll have a long talk
zbout 1t, I don't want to have to call a court martial, if there's a recason-
able explanation, but he's verging on insubordination, and I might be forced
into it.M

Thankful to have found that matters were in the hands of someone who knew
Spock, and was as concerned as he about his behavicur, Kirk =sgreed. He spent a
restless night, ftrying in vain to fathom out any oxplanation of the Vulcan's
attitude towards him -~ but the morning found him still as much at a losg.

After a sketchy breakfast, for he just wasn't hungry, he left Scotty in
command, snd beamed down to the planct. McCoy insisted on coming with him,
more because he thought Kirk needed company than with any real hope of doing
any good.

They made their way to Talbot's office, and he greeted them warmly, for
ho knew them both well, had done so for many ycars.

Has he sald anything? asked Kirk.

"Not a word," replied Talbob, a worried look on his face. M"Jim, what
possgessed him? He's usually such a stickler for regulations.!

Kirk shook his head without answering. He couldn't understand it either.
"Let's go and try him again," said Talbot.

He led them to another part of the building, to where an armed guard
stood outside a door. He stood to attention as they approached, and allowed
them to pass in to 2 small simply-furnished chamber. Kirk had the merost
glimpse of a figure slumped in a chair, before Spock jumped to his feet and
stood rigidly to attention, his cxpression completely closed and wooden.

"At ease, Mr. Spock," ordersd Commodore Talbot, but the stiff figure only
relaxed the merost fracticn.

"¥r. Spook," continued Talbot, sposking gently and ecarnestly. "Please
tell us why you agreed to carry the calcorin. You must have known it was
against all Federation directives. You must have had a reason - you never do
anything without a logical reason," he added persuasively.

"I have rothing to say, sir," replied Spock stiffly. And thet was the
only answer they could get out of him. For nearly an hour they ordered, .
reagoned and persuaded, using every argument they could think of, but all the
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Vulcan would do was repeat his same answor over and over again. At last,
Talbot gave up, =@nd issued an ultimatun.

"ile cannot go on like this, Commander Spock,' he said. "If an explanation
is not forthcoming before this day is out, I shall be obliged to call a court-
martial. Do you undersiand?"

"Yes, sir," replied the Vulcan, but added nothing more.

Defeated, the tric left, and returned to Talbot's office. Left alone, the
Yulcan's attitude altered. The stiffness went from him, and he walked slowly
over and flopped onto the bunk, exhaustion in every line. How long would this
misery continue? he thought bitterly, and wondered if he would have the -
strength to stick it out to the bitter end.

The others too were concerned sbout hig state of health. 4is they reached
the office, Talbot turned to Dr. McCoy and said,

4

"Bones, how is he standing up to all this ohysically? He's so tense - he
looks as if he might smap any minute.”

"He looks pretty strained to me, too," agreed McCoy.

Wiiell," said Talbot; "go and see him again, in your medical capacity. Give
him anything that migat heilp - he may respond tc your care.m

MI'11 txy," said the doctor, "but I'm not hopeful. I secem to have a knack
of putting his back up when I'm trying hardest to help.”

Ee ®eturned to the room where Spock was detained, and the guard at once
admitted him. This time the Vulcan was too slow %o move, and McCoy was across
the room to the hedside before he could rise. He put a restraining hand on
his shoulder,; as he produced his medical scanner,

"Relax, Spock," he insisted, helding him down on the bunk. "Medical in—
spection ~ orders.m

After a2 moment's hegitation, Spock submitted. He lay still and waited
sxpressionlessly as the doctor checked him over.

"Hm," sgaid McCoy at last. "You're wearing yourself out, Spock. You can't
koep this up, you know. Why den't you tell me sbout 1t?" he sdded cosxingly.

His obvicus concern touched Spock in spite of himeself, and a tinge of reg-
ret ceme into the dark eyes, but his answer was no help.

1

"I cannot say anything," he said softly, and added, "I'm sorry, Bones."

That he should have speoken so revealed to McCoy more than anything that
the Vulcan was under extreme stress. Anger at being unable o help made him
speak more brusguely than he had intended - or maybe it was to drive awzy the
frustrated tears that threatened.

"You'll face a court martial, thon," he cried. '"Is that what you want?"
The gentleness left the Vulcan too - he was ag hard as granite again.
"The soomer the bettor," he snapped, "and let's got it over with,"

MeCoy turned on his hesl and left. He felt angry with himself. Had he
almost made a breakibhrough, and then put his foot in it as usual? He was
afraid so, but on the other hand, was he kidding bhimself in imagining that he
could fight against the Vulcan's strong will.,

Yot wishing to interrupt Kirk and Talbot, he woent instead to the large
recreation room that served the building. He collected a cup of coffee, and,
toking it over to a table, sat staring unseeingly at it, his thoughts going
round and rourd in circles. He sat for o long time, asbsently stirring the
coffec but not drinking a drop. His reverie was interrupied by & quiet voice.

"Can I get you another coffee, sir? That one must be cold."
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It was one of the waitresses, a pretiy fair-haired girl. He accepted her
offer, and watched as she carried the wasted cup over to the counter. He had
seen her hefore several times, when he and Scotty had been in the recreation
room walting for Caoptein Kirk. She was the kind of alert, initelligent~locking
girl that one saw in these places, who made one wonder to oneself, 'What is she
deing in a job like this?' SBurely she could do better?! If one tock the
trouble to enguire, one often found that these girls were working part-time to
support themselves while attending evening classes to gain qualifications for
something. And such was true of this girl too.

When she returnced shs carried two stesming cups.

"3ir," she asked politely, "I am off duty now. DMay I pleasc git down and
tall with you? I may be able to help you."

Intrigued, and willing fto be diverted from his gloomy thoughts by anything,
McCoy waved her to a seat opposite him across the table.

"My name is Julie Brett," she introduccd hersgelf.

"and I am Leonard McCoy," replied the doctor politely.

"Yes, I know," she said. "Dr., McCoy, from the Starship Enterprise.”
He nodded, somewhat surprised.

"I asked," she explained, "when I saw you visiting the Vulcan officer
who is held in the detention room. Are you a friend of his?" she asked.

"I try vory hard to be," he answered, his sombre thoughts returning.

"Jell," she continued, "I take his meals to him from the canteen, ond I
find him intriguing."

Another one, thought McCoy to himself. What is it about that aloof creat-
ure that so attracts the women?

The girl went on. "You see, he ig always perfectly polite to me, but no
more. I have been asking asbout him - I've & boy-Ffriend who works for Commodore
Talbot," she confessed, "and I've discovered that he's just not talking to any-
one, even though it may mean = court martial.!

"That's true," admitted McCoy. "He won't open up to any of us.”

"That's what made me try it," continued the girl eagerly. "Tou see, I work
here during the day, but in the evening I study at the special college attached
to Foderation Headquarters." She hesitated slightly, then pressed on
resoiuvtely. "The truth is, Doctor, I have a special ability. I've strong
telepathic powers, and I'm training to develop them, to qualify myself for
gxperimental work for 3tarfleet."

McCoy had heard of this specisl college and its work, and locked at the
girl with added interest. :

"I thought I'd try and reach the Vulcen mentally," she said, "to find out
whet he was thinking.!

"Did you succeed?" asked MeCoy cagerly.

"iiell, I couldn't think of @ good excuse to remain for long in his room,
but I got Joe to sneak me into the room next door. Anyway, you don't necd
visual contact for telepathy," she added.

"Come on, girl," said McCoy impatiently. "What happencd?!

Ingtead of being offended by his Impatience, she responded ‘o his urgency.
"At firet I got on very well," she saild. "I could feel such misery — he's very
distressed about things. Then he began to think about someone called Jim, and
he was very bitter sbout him. Apparently he had trusted him and relied on him
more than a Vulcan should, and when this trouble came, Jim let him down and
abendoned him, to save his own skin.!
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MoCoy listened, fascinated. He might soon find the solution he needed.
"Go on," he urged.

"T wish I could," said the girl sadly, "but somehow he must have felt my
thoughts, for quite suddenly he closed his wind sgainst me - Vulcans can, you
know ~ and I could get nc more. But I thought you would like to know even
that little bit."

"Yes indeed," said McCoy. "I am glad you told me. Are you sure that is
absclutely all you got?"

"es, I think so," replied Julie. "No, wait a winute - there was something
about a letter. It's in a desk drawer in his quarters, and he was wishing he
could get hold of it and destroy it. Does that help at all?"

" don't really kunow," said McCoy honestly. "I'll ne:d time to think. But
thank you very much for frying to help."”

Mlell, I've watched you end your Captsin," she replied, "and you both look
so worried. And the Vulcan too — he hardly touches the food I take him."

The girl left %o collect her out-door clothes, and went off to her class.
WcCoy sat for a while longer, but the constant to-ing and fro-ing in the rec-
reation room was disturbing to his already chaotic thoughts. He must have
peace to try and meke sense of what he had heard. Leaving a messpge for Cap— .
tain Kirk to say that he had gone back aboard, he beamed up to the Enterprise,
and retired to his quariters, leaving insiructions that he was only to be called
upon if a real emergency arose. Then he sat down and began to ponder.

There were so many unanswered questions. Why had Spock agreed to transport
and deliver the calcorin? Who had adulterated it? Aind to HcCoy, most puzzling
of all, why did Spock think Kirk had let him down? Kirk had been at the secret
Conference, and totally out of touch during the time Spock had been bringing
the Enterprise to Starbase 4. A further thought came to his mind. What was
all that about a letter?.

On a sudden impulse, he jumped up, left his room, and walked the few short
yards to the Vulcan's quorters. He was inside, and starting fo look around,
before the audacity of what he was doing struck him. He stood stock-still and
thought. How dare he invade a fellow-officer's privacy like this? Spock would
never forgive him if he brought 4o light something that he wanted hidden.

But on the other hand, thought McCoy, if that letter gave him some real
answaers, it would be worth incurring the Vulcan's anger.

He pulled his key-ring from hig pocket and approached the desk. As he had
suspected, his keys fitted here as well., The first two drawers revealed nothw
ing but tidy piles of notes on some scientific subject, in Spock's meticulously
neat handwriting. The third contained a miscellany of personal itcms, and at
the very bottom, under = message tape - & page of = letier! DPulling aside the
tape, he lifted the sheet out. His eye was drawn immediately to the beld sig-
nature at the end ~ James T, Kirk! Now, there was another puzzle. Why should
Jim be writing letters to Spock? Usually they were in daily contact, and if
they were not, Jim would use a message tape, or radic, wouldn't he?

Stifling an involuntary qualm of conscience, he read the letter through.
e paused and then reread it carefully. It was vaguely familiar. He felt sure
Jim had shown it to him sometime; but he was darned surs it wasn't to Spook..
There was no heading to the letter. Of course, he could see now — it wasn't
complete. He searched the drawer, but thers was not another sheet. How had
Spock got hold of this bit anyway? Had somecne told him it was meant for him?
MoCoy sat down in the chalir by the desk, and begon to think hard again, trying
to imagine what Spock had thought when he had received the message.

Suddenly HeCoy began to see daylight. Supoose this note had been brought
to Spock with the consignment of calcorin? Memories of a half-forgotten con-
versation came back to him, and his understinding »~ graditally built up over
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long years -~ of how the Vulcan thought, begon to clarify things for him. No
wonder Spock was bitter, he thought, and felt himself abandoned. And still he
was keeping silent, in the belief that ho was protecting his Capiain.

It wes & stupld misunderstanding, of course, alded by deception, and as
soon as he told Jim i% would all be cleared up. No ~ on second thoughts, that
wouldn't do. If Spock was to return to his old relationship with Kirk, he
would have to be shown, in dramatic fashion, that he had made o misteke. He
must realise for himself that Kirk was innocent of what he believed of him.
Commodore Talbot was the man he must see, and as soon as possible. He left the
Vulcan's quarters hurriedly, putting the letter safely away, and mede his way
to the {ransporter room.

Cpatain Kirk had just beamed up, looking weary and dejected. Bones waved
an agitated hand at him.

"Can't stop 1o explain, Jim," he exclaimed. "Someone I've got to see. But
stop worrying, I'm geing to fix everything."
y

With that enigmatic remark, he stepped onto the platform, the Transporter
Officer obeyed his instructions, and beamed him down to Siarbase 4, leaving a
homused XKirk staring at the empty dais, wondering what on earth his impulsive
doctor friend was up $o now.

Heloy was only just in time. Commodore Talbot, looking as dejected as Kirk
had done, was just leaving his office to go home. MeCoy grabbed his am, and a
agsailed him with excited words.

"I think I know now what happened," he said.

Talbot led the way back into his office, sat down at his desk, and waved
MceCoy to & cheir. opposite.

"Tell me," he ordered, making a real effort to throw off his fatigue.

"I don't think I'm quite ready for that," said MeCoy, perching on the edge
of his chair. "What's happening tomorrow?" he asked,

"I've no option,”" replied Talbot. "I must have a formal inguiry. I've
detalled two senior officers to attend.,"

"If LT were to make you a special list of questions," said McCoy, "would
you ask them, and insist on answers?"

"ifhat will they show?" asked Talbot cautiously.

"That Commender Spock was tricked by o scheming man," explained McCoy, "and
that caused him to make an error of judgement." And please God, he added under
his breath, that he made a mistske aboui Jim and his involvement in the affair.

"Dr. McCoy," said Talbot consideringly, "I've known you a long time, and
go I'm going to trust your instinct over this. If you can clear Commander
Spock of criminal intent, there needn't be an officizl court martial at all.
But if T have those two senior officers there tomorrow, it will add weight to
proceedings, meking it seem offieial, and perhaps obliging that stubborn Vulcan
to answer.!

Talbot gave instructions that supplied MeCoy with a quiet room in which to
work, and he himself went home in & more optimistic mood than he had feit for
days,

McCoy sat for several long hours, working out just what he wanted asked on
the following day. ¥Finally he was satisfied with his efforts, and, having
writien it all out carefully on several sheets of paper, relaxed at lasgt, and
shatched a few hours'! sleep on the camp bed in his room.

* ¥ *

ot sc very far away, someone else was not sleeping. Since he had felt
that inquiring probing of his mind, Spock had been constantly on his guard. By
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deliberate effort, he had shielded hig thoughts, and the strain of doing so had
brought. him almost to breaking point with sheer exhaustion. He dared not sleep
for fear of relaxing his defences, and fatigue showed in every line of his
slumped figure and haggard face. But there was only ons more day to be got
through, surely! If only he could hold out through tomorrow's inquiry, until
the ghastly business was over, then he oould escape from it all, and hide his
shame and fatigue well away from prying eyes and preobing minds, It was a large
universe - one could quite easily digappear and become ancuymous, if that was
one'ls ain.

* ¥ %k

Up on board the Enterprise, Kirk was not slecping either. He had retired
to his quarters, ostensibly to rest, but found that he could not. He was not
looking forward to the formal inguilry that would have to take place tomorrow.
If only Spock had ialked to him. That was what worried him most -~ the Vulcan's
attitude to him personally. He thought back to when it had begun, on their
firet encounter in the jail. A4t first, Spock had seemed relieved to see him -
then he had changed abruptly. Why? He congidered carefully what had actually
ocourred and what had been said, and an odd thought struck him. It was almost
as if Spock believed he knew 2ll about it already, oand was taken aback by his
guestioning attitude. But why should Spock think he knew? He had been away ab
the Conference ~ had left Outpost 13 wecks before Spock and the dnterprise, and
had been totally out of touch until they were released from it. How could he
have known anything?

Then he thought about MeCoy and his odd behaviour as they had passed in the
transporter room. What had the Doctor learned? But his curiosity had to
remain unsatisfied, for when he put through a call for his medical friend, he
found that HcCoy had called in to say thst he would be staying at Starbase 4 »
overnight. BStrange!

* ¥ X

But YMcCoy had evidently returned early in the morning to shave and change,
for as Kirk walked towards the transporter room half-an-hour before the app-
ointed time for the inquiry, McCoy Joined him, neat and tidy in his dress
uniform. His face did not wlrrer the glcom on Kirk's, however, and his words
of greeting werc opiimistic.

"Don't look like that, Jim," he said. "I've o feeling things are going to
work out after all. You'll see.M

Together the two friends beamed down to Starbese 4, andl made their way to
Commedora Talbot's office, where he introduced them to the two other officers
who were to atdend +the proceedings. He hed chosen well - both were gquiet
intelligent men of his own kind. Xirk warmed tc them immediately. He could
feel thet they were reasonable unbiased wen, who would listen carefully and
judge sensibly what they heard. His main hope now was that they would have
something to listen to. No-one would be sble to do anything if Speck maintain-
¢d his stubborn silence.

Talbot led the way into a spescial room. It was very azustere and formal.
Agoinst the longest wall was a low platform with o large table and three chairs.
In the centre of the floor, totally isolated, was a single desk and chair. To-
wards one end were soveral chalrs, set unobtrusively almost back against the
wall. Kirk and MeCoy were direcied to these, while the three officers tock
thelr places ot the big tabley, Talbot in the centre.

The scene was now set - it ewaited oniy the entrance of the leading char-
acter. Thers came 2 sound of footsteps in the corridor, and o sharp rop on the
door. It opened, and prisoner and escort marched in. They came to 2 halt in
the centre of the room. Then, responding to a nod from Talbot — and previous
orders - the escort retired fto a position outside the door of the room.

Spock wag left standing alone by the solitary desk and chair. His dress
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uniform had been sent for, and he looked immaculate as usual, but Kirk and
MoCoy, with eyes only for the set impassive face, could see the slens of stress.

Talbot broke the silence. "Sit down, Commander Spock,” he said calmly.
"I prefex to stend, sir," replied the Vulcam, standing rigidly to attention.

"Maybe," replied Talbot mildly. "But this may take some time, and you pui
us all at a disadvantage. Please, sit down."

Somewhat disarmed by the man's gentle reasonablenesgs, Spock capliulated
and sat down ot the desk. Although he must have been aware of their presence,
he had not given Kirk and McCoy a single glance, and kept his eyes firmly fixed
towards the large desk and the three officers there.

"Now," bezan Talbot icking up o sheaf of papers, "there ecre some cuestions
9 9 P 3 a
I should like to ask.M

Spock almost interrupted him. "Sir, I do not wish to answer guestions, I
piead gullty to a breach of regulations, and accept the sonsequencas.”

Talbot lowered the papers, and gave the Vulcan a long look. Inwardly, he
was sighing to himself. Oh dear, how herd it was to help this stubborn
character! But help him he would; in spifte of the Vulcan's resistance. He was
%00 jood an officer to lose over one mistake. Well, he would have to try his
master bluff. He had primed his Ffellow-officers to show no surprise at anything
he said, and hoped they would remember.

"¥r. Spock," he said. "Have you heard of Regulation T6B, Special Pilep
"o, sir," admitied Spock, with o puzzled look.

"It gives me authority, at my own discretion," said Talbot, "to use truth
drugs and will-breaking serums to obtain any answers that I think necessary in
any case under ny jurisdiction.!

It was sheeor prevarication, of coursc. Such things might happen in other
regimes, but Starfleet had not taken on such an abnegation of Human rights, and
probably never would.

Spock, and the two listening Bnterprise men, werc rather taken abock by
this statement, but Talbot gove them no time to think about it.
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"ifell?" he demanded. "Are you going to impose upon yourself and us the
indignity of such proceduresfh

Spock hesitated a wmoment. Xt would be an interesting battle, to see how
far his Vulcan training would enable him to resist, but it would be & degrad-
ing experience, and a protracted one too, and he didn t want that.

"Ne, sir," he answered quictly.

"Very well," said Talbot, his calm voice concealing the exultation he felt
inside., "I ghall expect straight-forward honest answers, as we cught to get
from an officer and a Vulcan."

Spock made no reply. Suddenly he felt too tired to argue further. Let
them get on with it. He would angwer as best he could. They could not poss—
ibly know it all anyway. With eyes downcast, he did not see the look that Tal-
bot exchanged with McCoy, a loock that said plainly, !'So far, so good.!

Talbot picked up his papers agaln and began his questioning.
"ir. Spock," he said, "do you know what calcorin is?"

"eos, sir," replied Spock at cnce. "Calcorin is a narcodic drug, vroduced
from the plant callsd lorina. It is ten times more potent that heroin, and
oxtremely addictive."

"Correct," agreed Talbot. MAnd as it is so dangerous, it is illegal in
all planets that are Pederation controlled, and in many cther areas too.' He
paused, then asked directly, "And what are Starfleet regulations ashout. it?!

Speck knew the answer to that one too, and gave it. "It is an offence for
any Starfleet personnel to be found in possession of calcorin, to further its
spread from one planet to another, or to traffic in it in any way at all."

"But you 4id just that, Mr. Spock," said Talbot sently. "Whye!
Spock did not answer, so he contimued, "Was it for money?"

How Spock wished he could answer 'yes' to that. It would have dbrought an
end to the matter swiftly without involving Captain Kirk. But being a Vulcan
he could not deliberately lie. His voice was very low as he answered, "No, it
wasn't for money."

"Tou must have had o reason, Mr. Spock,! pressed Talbot. "Vulcans do not
act illogically.!

Spock remzined silent, so Talbot decided to lezve that for a bit, and try
another tack. '

"ou know who Varriman is, don't you, Mr. Spock?"

"Wes, sir," answered Spock readily. Questions like that he could snswer,
giving him a breathing space to gather his thoughts to combat the difficult
ones. "Varrimen is well known as the head of the organization involved in
the distribution of calcorin. The police know him well, but his orgenization
is so clever that ho manages to evade caplture and prosecution.”

"Tes, he is very elusive," agreed Talbot., "In fact, that was the subject
of a conversation shared by you, Captoin Kirk and Dr. McCoy, & day or so
before Captoin Kirk left for the Conference, was it not?"

"Yes, sir," Spock agreed, wondering who had told him that, and why.
y

"Perhaps Dr. McCoy would give us a word sbout that," sugsested Telbot.
licCoy jumped up eagerly, and came to the corner of the large table.

"Yes," he said. "ie talked for a long time about Varriman, and whet a
villian he is. We also discussed the crafty way he seems to be able to aveid
the police. Finally, we came to the conclusion that the only way to snare him
would be to trick him into the open by some deception, and catch him in the
very act of receiving the calcorin.!
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(fn foact, this was just what had heppened; Varriman had been amused by
the idea of a Btarfleet officer bringing him his supplies, and had had to come
in person to receive thom.)

Spock was beginning to feel uneasy. Did MeCoy know anything, or was he
just speculating? But his doubte d4id not show in his naltsred expression.

"Is that an agcurate report, Mr. Spock?™ Talbot queried.

When Spock agreed, McCoy returned to his seat. But Talbot, instead of
pressing the point any further, stoarted off cn yet another tack. Was it dole
iberately, $c try and confuse him, Spock wondered. He must be on his guard.

"Coptein Kirk," said Talbot. "May I have a word from you."
Loolking rathser pugzled, Kirk rose and came forward,

"Captain Kirk," Talbot began., "Is it true that sometimes you are involved
in special secret missions - so secret that you do not let your own crew know
what is going on?"

"It has happened," agreed Kirk, rather mystified as to the point of all
this, but ready to answer if it would help Spock in any way.

"And sometimes," continued Talbot, "have you even kept Mr. Spock in the
dark initially, relying on him to follow orders implicitly, even if he didn't
fully understand the reagonft"

"That's also possidle," agreed Kirk, "for I know I could trust him to
follow ingtructions, and wait for an explanation until I was ready to give it."

"Thenk you, Captain Kirk. Tha#'s just what I wented," said Talbot, and
with his puzzlement unresolved, Kirk went to sit down again.

Talbot turned back to the Vulcan. "And that's the answer, isn't it, Mr.
Spock? he continued. "Talk of a much-needed deception to cateh Varriman,
added to a natural inclination to follow Captain Kirk's orders even if you
didn't entirely understand them. That's why you reacted as you did, when
Varriman's messenger produced Kirk's letter. M

These last words produced a shock reaction all round the court-room. .
Spock especially was shaken, and for a moment an expression of consternstion
showed on his face. How had they found out about the letter? He had thought
it well hidden, and had been walting for a chance to destroy it secretly. How
was he to conceal Kirk's part in the affair now?

In his seat at the side, Kirk too was thunderstruck. What lettier? He
hadn't ever written to Spock that he could remember, certainly not recently.
He got to his feet, prepared to mske a protest, but Talbot turned to him and
said firmly, "Captain Kirk, please sit down. If you will allow me just a .
Iittle longer, all will be made clear to you." Kirk subsided.

"Well, Mr. Spock?! demanded Talbot again. '"Wasn't it this letter, brought
to you with the consignment of calcorin, that decided you to break regulations?!

Spock's face was palely tight and expressionless again, as Talbot waved
the incriminating letier at him.

"Be honest now, Mr. Spock," insisted Talbot, pressing home his advantage.
"This letier made you think that Captain Kirk was devising a plan to catch
Varriman, didn't 1t7"

"Wes, sir." Spock was: forced to admit it was so.

"So you went along with it. Did you attempt to contact Captain Kirk to
verify his instructionsi

"Yes, sir, I did try," explained Spock, "but I found that Captain Kirk and
the other delegates were being kept In total isolation, and could not be
contacted.
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"id either you or Captain Kirk expect this?" asked Talbot.

"I did not," admitted Spock, "and I do not think Capiain Kirk did either.
He was trying to explain gomething to mu just before he left, and did not
have enough time. I am sure he thought he would be able to contact me about
it later."

"ind when you were shown the letter, you thought he had?"
"Wes, sir."
"and you were gquite sure it was from him?"

"Pogitive, sir. Distrusting the man who brought it, I, at first, did
suspect Forgery, but it was undoubtedly Ceptain Kirk's handwriting."

"And so you followed what you believed were orders from Captain Kirk, and
carried the calcorin to Starbase 4, arranging to meet Varriman to hand it
over?!

"eg, sir," agreed Spock. ¥

"hind so you weren't surprised when the police arrived just at the right
moment to catch Varriman red-handed. YTou belicved it was part of Captain
Kirk's plan?!

"Yeg, sir," said Bpook in a low voice. It weas all coming out now -~ he
couldn't stop it.

"Fould it surprise you to know that the only reason the police arrived
then was that they had had an anonymous tip~off from a woman claiming $o be
the sister of an addict who had died -~ a revenge wotive?"

The whole court could see from Bpock's suddenly uplifted face that he was
indeed surprised at that.

"4 few more questions, Mr. Spock," went on Talbot. "I presume you know
how calcorin can be adulterated and rendered harmless?"

"Weg, sir," admitted Spock. "With the addition of a small guantity of
sodium chioride.”

"Didyyou adulterate the shipment?!

"Weg, sirJt
HiThy?" demanded Talbot.

"Because 1t is an extremsly dangerous substance, sir," sgald Spock without
hesitation. "It could be the cause of many deaths. I did it as a safeguard,
in case anything had gone wrong with Captolin Kirk's plan, I was beginning to
have doubts as I hadn't heard any more frow him, but at least the sgtuff would
e of no use."

"Thenk you, Mr. Spock," sald Talbot. "That's all I want from you at
present." e turned to the others. "Capteain Kirk, will you please come for-
ward and answer a few more questions,!

!

With a very puzszlsd expression on his face, Kirk came forward to the i
officers' table.

"Captain Kirk," asked Talbot, "you do remember the discussion about how
to capture Varriman?!

"Yes, sir,"sald Kirk.

"ind also, do you remember trying fto tell Mr. Spock something in a hurry
before you left?"

"Yes, but that was about... "

"Not yet, Captain Kirk," interrupted Talbot. "Now, sbout the lettez."
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"L don't understand about the letter,! burst out Kirk. "I'm sure 1'wve
never written to Spock in my 1life."

MeCoy wos watching Spock's face closely, and saw the pein and digbelief
that he could not help showing at this flagrant denial. So, I wasg right, he
thought to himself. This was what had upset Spock so ~ Kirk's apparent desire
to deny involvement, to avold any responsibility.

"This is your writing, isn't it?" said Talbot, showing him the letter.
Kirk took it and read it through. It said clearly,

'L would very much like to recommend wmy First Officer, Commender Spock,

for the task you have in mind. He is very knowledgesble, and is logical

and methodical in any work he does. And he knows how to keep a secrat.

L am sure he will do what you want most efficiently. If le seems rel-

uctant, please ftell him that I personally sugegested that you should

approach him, and it would plezse me 1f he were 1o comply.' 4And then his
own sprawling signature, James T. Kirk. :

As he gamed at it, light suddenly dawned on him. No worder Spoclk had
done what he did - this did sound just like carefully disguised orders from
him, for a deceptive mission aimed at trapping Varriman. He could see that
Spock must have thought that, after their various conversations on the sub-—
ject. Then he thought & little further. He could see now why ths Vulcan had
reacted so oddly. When he, Kirk, had behaved as if he knew nothing about it,
Spock must have thought that he was sbandoning him +to seave his own skin. How
that must have burt him! And yet, he'd kept quiet, accepting all the blame
himself, and not attempting to invelve Kirk at all. He would most likely
never have told, if it hadn't been forced out of nim. That was real self-
denial and loyaity!

Swinging round,; he flashed a smile of pure affection at his bemused-
locking First Officer. Then turning to the bench again he begen to explain.

"Tes, this is wy writing 211 right, but it wesn't initended for Spock. It's
he second page of a letter to Professor Galliford, in which I suggested that
Spock might be a good person to help him with his proposed new book. Ls you
know, he died before he could even start it."

Talbot and the others nodded; they all remembered the clever old man.

Kirk went on, "I think I can even £ind you a copy of the whole letter., The
first one wes & bit of a scribble, so I rewrote it, and it's still in my desk,
I think. Someone clearing up Professor Galliford's stuff must hove found my
letter and used it cleverly to deccive Mr. Spock. It was all a misunderstand-
ingt" he finished in a triumphant tone.

There was a longsilence as the occuwants of the room struggled to assim-
ilate this newest revelation. It mode things so much clearsr.

Bpock, especially, was thinking fast, and his thoughts were in a real
turmoil. He bad been wrong, so wrong! Verriman's emissary had deliberately
deceived him with that bit of o letter — 2 letier not intended for him ot all,
and his own misjudgement had wade him further their scheme. 4ind how he had
nisjudged Captain Kirk! His show of innocence when they had met in the jail
had been genuine, and not simulated, as he had thought. How puzzled he must
have been by his, Spock's, attitude =and stubborn behaviour. He sat with his
eyes downcast, not daring to let them meet his Captain's until he could con-
trol his feelings better. He sensed rather than saw Kirk turn towards him,
and mentally braced himself for a very difficult confrontation.

But Talbot saved him. He had for the last few minutes been having a whis-
pered consultation with his fellow officers, which ended wiith their nodded
agreement. Now he spole authoritatively.

"Gentlemen, I think we have heord all we need to know," he said. "I should
like a few words with Commander Spock alone now. Captain Kirk, Dr. McCoy,
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thank you for your assistonce. I suggest that you both return to the Enter—
prise now. I shall send Commander Spock back to you there later." And with
& reassuring smile, he ushered them out of the door. They went, Kirk some-
what reluctantly, for he badly wanted a word with Spock, to put things right
between them. But that would have to wait. Talbot would not have spoken so
cheexrfully, though, if Spock were still in troudble, so Kirk was in s happier
frame of mind when he rsturned to the Enterprise. Maybe Spock would get off
with merely a severe reprimand or a token fine.

Kirk changed his uniform, went up to the bridge and resumed command.
The bridge crew noted with pleasure his more cheerful egpressicn, but did
not venture to ask questions yet. No doubt they would lesrn all shout it
later.

Sitting easily in the command chair, Kirk smiied 46 himself as he heard
the report come through communications that Commander Spock had cowme back on
board. When his spsll of duty was over, he would go down to the Vulcan's
guarters, and have a word with him.

MoCoy alsc had the same idea. He wanted to make his peace with Spock
over entering his quarters and ovening his deslt. He wasn't looking forward
to the sncounter, but was hoping desperately that the Vulcan would accept
that he had done it for all their sakss.

Kirk came down from the bridge and went first to his own quarters He
freshened up, admitting to himself that he was really trying to delay an
interview that could prove emoticnal and difficult. He was just about to
leave when he saw the envelope lying on his desk. Wondering, he picked it
up, slit it open, and read the contents.

He saw still staring blankly at it when, with s purely perfunctory knock,
MeCoy hurried into the room.

"He's gone, Jim," he said agitatedly.

"Bones, it's Spock's resignation," said Kirk dully, indicating the paper
in his hand. Then suddenly realising what dMcCoy had said, he came alert.
"What do you mean, he's gone? Gone where?" he asked urgently.

"Down to Starbase 4, I suppose,” said McCoy. "I've just been to his room
and bhis uniform is lying on the bed -~ and some of his personal belongings
seom to be missing.!

It didn't toke Kirk long to check. He made a few quick snquiries, which
established that Spock had drawn some credits from his account and arranged
to have them changed into local money, and that he had tranaported down to
the plenet, corrying a small bag.

"How long ago?" snapped Kirk.
"About an hour and a half, sir," was the roply.
"Come on, Bones," said Kirk. "Let's go and find him.

It did not take them long to get down +o the planet, but it did teake
them a long time to find the missing Vulcan. It would have taken less time
if they had contacted the authorities and arranged for an officisl search,.
but they didn't want to de that if they could avoid it.

At last they ran him to enrth in a small bar on the seedier side of the
town. Dressed in o green tunic and trousers, Vulcan-style, he was sitting
in a dark corner, and several cmpty bottles stood on the table in front of
him. As Kirk and McCoy approached, he raiscd lack-lustre eyes and regarded
them dully.

"Spock, you're drunk," said Kirk accusingly.
1 gly

"Tes - eshtremely so," agreed the Vulcan. The slurring was very slight,
and. would have been almost imperceptible in anyone whose diction was not




normelly as precise as Spock's.

Then he added in = plaintive tong, "But it's not any help.™

¥elCoy felt a greot surge of ocmotion, a feeling almost of compassion for
this inhibited man, who could not even achieve the solace of 'drowning his
sorrows' . Kirk, too, felt it, and spoke more gently.

"Come on, Spock, let's get back to the ship.!
Spock shook his head delefully. "No," he said slowly. "I can't go back."

"Oh yes you can," snapped Kirk. He grabbed the Vulcan by the front of his
tunic, and dragged him to his fect. '"Do I have o maoke 1t an order?"

Startled by the unexpected man-hondling, Spock gozed at him for a moment,
wide-cyed. Then his eyes glazed, his knees buckled and begen to sag. React-
ing swiftly, Kirk heaved his limp form over his shoulder in a fireman's 1ift.
MeCoy reached under the table for the travel-bag, and followed as Kirk strode
towards the door. No-one gave them a second. glence. More people ot carried
out of this place thon walked on their own two fect, and people tended to
mind their own business.

Finding a quiet spot in an alley round the corner, they called the Enter-
prise, and were swiftly beamed aboard. Fortunately, it was now the night
watch, and there were very few to see them as they made thelr way to the deck
which housed the officers' quariers. &s they entered the Vulcan's room, .
McCoy put down the travel-bag, and then departed, saying, "I'11 get him some=—
thing that'll help."

By the time he got back, Kirk had lowered the Vulcan onto the bed, and
loosened his clothes, pulled off his boots, and was spreading the silken bved-
cover over him. McCoy came up to the bed, and shot the contents of a hypo
into the Vulcan's arm.

UThat'1l help & bit," he said, "but I Let he'll still have a great hang-
over in the morning." He smiled at the thought, but not unkindly. "What are
you doing?! he asked, as he watched Kirk pull up an easy chalr closer to the
bed, and sit down to pull off his own boots.
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Kirk put his feet up on the bed, wriggling them under the cover. "I'm
staying here," he announded. "When he wakes up, I'm going to straighten him
cut.m

¥eCoy looked at him a Iittle doubtfully. Kirk smiled back at his anxious
face., "Don't worxry, Bones," he said, "I'1l find the right words somehow."
He gazrd at tho unconscious Vulean fondly. "I'm not going to lose him over
this « I need him around." lcCoy was satisfied, knowing that the words meant
& lot more.

"A11 right," he said. "Call me if you nced me, won't you?" He put two
white tablots down on the bedside table. M"Give him these in a drop of water
when he wekes.!

Af%er the doctor had left, Kirk settlied himself back comfortably in the
chair, prepared to spend his vigll in thinking out exactly what he would say.
But it didn't quite work out that way. He quickly fell asleep, tired by the
day's evenbs.

He woke hours later, stiff and cramped, with no rehearsed speech rcady in
hie mind. He looked at his Vulcan friend. Spock was beginning to stir. His
dark head moved from side to side, a frown creascd his brow, and he gave a
stifled groan. Kirk smiled and waited.

Spock woke slowly to & pounding headache. He moved his head slightly, and
regretted it at once. Through half-opened eyes, he saw a figure moving be—
side the bed. A scund of water pouring into a glass was followed by = clink
and a loud fizzing wmoise. A familiar voice, his Captain's, said,

"Come on, Spock, drink this. Bones said it would help." 4 hand lifted
his heed, and another held a glass to his lips. He drank -obediently, but the
thought crossed his mind that MeCoy could heve prescribed some quieter
medicine.

Then, realising how foolish he was being, he made a determined effort to
clear his mind. So this was what a hangover felt like - never again!

Determined mental effort helped, and after a moment he opened his eyes,
and found he could focus after all. Looking round, he recognised that he was
back in his own quarters sboard the Enterprise, although he could in no way
recall how he had got there. Captain Kirk was standing by the bed, with a
half-smile on his face. As he met Spock's gaze, the smile faded, and a ser—
ious look tock over. He sat down on the edge of the bed, and bepan to speak
carnestly.

"Spock," he began, "I've just got & few things to say, and then that's the
end of the subject. First of all, you ave not leavin: the Enterprise."

"My resignation... " put in the Vulecan sliowly.
"Not accepted," interrupted Kirk firmly, "Insufficient grounds.!
"But when everyone knows what happened... " began Spock.

"Mihc'!s going to know?" demended Kirk. "Only a very fow know the whole
truth, anrd they won't say anything. Everyone else who hears the story will
believe what you first believed, that it was all an elaborate plot to bring
about Varriman's downfall. And it did achicve that, didn't it? It was some-
thing well done, although we nearly paid too high a nrice for it." There was
a thoughtful silence for a moment, then Kirk went on.

"Look, Spock," he said. "Why should you resign? Your reputation for
integrity is unharmed. So is mine, come to that. In fact we'll probably be
more famous than ever, as real swart guys." He grinned cheesrfully at the
thousht .

"A1l that hes been damaged," he went on, "is your pride, your trust in
your own judgement - and your belief in me. I sreatly regret that, but I'm
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hoving that time will restore matters, and I'm determined it will get the
chance."

He smiled widely at %he thoughtful Vulcan. "“Now," he said firmly, "I'm
going to leave you to rest and recover. I bet you've got a super hangover,
but that!'s your own fault. I couldn't have emptied so many bottles and still
stayed awake, I'm sure. I bet even Scotty would have been impressed.!" He
smiled again. "Use whatever Vulcan methods you like, or contact HcCoy for .
help, if you have to, but I shall expect to see you back on duty, second
watch. Thet's an order, Mr. Spock." His tone was authoritative, but the
smile in his eyes, and the swift squeeze he gave to the Vulcan's limp hand,
belied it.

Spock lay still for a long time, thinking hard in spite of his headache.
He had made a mistake - no, several mistakes, he corrzcted himself. By bel-
ieving what he had imagined to be true, he had alwost spoiled the relation-
ship that had been growing between himgelf and Jim Kirk. But surprisingly
gnough, Jim had evidently forgiven him his -misiskes, and wanted to restore
things to what they were before.

Ard most imporbtant of all, Jim ztill wanted him around. Spock wasn't
fool enough %¢ try to pretend to himself that it was only because he was a
good, well=trained officer - he knew Jim intended more than that. Was the
only barrier between them his own stubborn pride? If so, it was up to him
to remove that barriers it waz after all a product of his Humen side, and
he did try so hard to be totally Vulcan.

He reflected again, as he gradually eased himself up on the bed. Should
he fight his hangover with purely Vulcan methods, or should he seek McCoy's
help? It would please the good doctor if he did, whether it was necessary
or not, Tor it would show him that he had accepted his interference and
invasion of privacy as well-intentioned.

* R O*

Jim Kirk sat on the command chair on the bridge. With a great effort, he
tried tc conceal his restlessness and anxiety from the others there. DBut
goon several of them were wondering why the Captain kept checking the time
every few minutes.

It wasn't as if anything special was due to happen, except a partial
change of duty crew. Bubt inwerdly, Kirk was fretting. Had he said the right
things to Spock? Had it been the right approach? Would the proud Vulean
respond?

Precisely at two o'clock, the 1ift doors to the bridge opened. Deveral
crew members emergsad. For a moment Kirk's heart sank, then soared again with
a great surge of relief as a familiar biue shirt topped by a dark head came
intc his view.

Spock walked firmly round the bridge to his place at the computer station.
Kirk eyed him surreptitiocusly. He looked a 1little pale, and there was still
a frown between his eyes, bub his step was sure and purposeful. As he turned
to slip into the chailr vacated by his cther-watch substitute, his dark eyes
raised to meet Kirk's. He said nothing, and did not smile, but his gaze was
steady and resolute. He was back wherse he belonged, whers he was wanted, and
where he wanted to be, and he was ready to fill his place there 4o the best
of his abillity.

Kirlt flaghed him a special smile, unscen by the others, then turned back
hoppily to address the helmsman, and issue his oxders.

"Prepare to leave orbit, Mr. Sulu," he saild cheerfully. "We'wve on our
way again.m

R RHKH W RN R H KRR RR R




