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Hello again, and welcome to Log Entries 18.

There's not much %o say this time - in fact, I was very tempted +to miss out
on this page this time round. However, we do have one apology to make.

Even as I write this, Janet is trying to run off IE 17. I say 'trying'
advisedly, for we've just taken delivery of a new (though still sscond-hand)
duplicator and she's having problems with the feed tray, which seems not %o
want $o feed the paper into the machine. The result is the occasional missed
sheet; with the machine generously putting the ink onto the roller - which
means the next three or four pages are getting smudge marks on the backs. We
nave pulled out most of these, but some slightly smudged sheets are being left
in of necessity to cut down on the wastage. If you've found the odd smudged
page in your copy of IE 17, that's why, and we do apologise. We are expecting
a mechanic up to look at the duplicator sometime in the next twenty-four hours,
so hopefully it'll be all right for the rest of the run of IE 17 and for this
zlne.

And that seems to be all I have to say. Uy usual tharks go to Janet for doing
the ruming off§ +this time, either she or I will be doing the proofreading
(if we're to get it ready in time for Intercon '78 there isn't time to get it
to Valerie) and Janet will also probobly be doing wost of the collating.
Janet, I salute you!l

August 1978
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TRESLIP by Christine Leeson

Captain James T. Kirk relaxed in the command seat. ZEverything had been
guiet for the past four weeks, and the ship was on her way to Starbase 11 to pick
up some medical supplies.

"Captain,”" said Mr. Spock, "sensors indicate a large energy mass ahead."
"Put it on the screen, Mr. Spock," said Kirk. "Full magnification."

The screen revealed a writhing, undulating cloud of energy, pulsating and
spiralling in a myriad directions.

"What do you make of it, Mr. Spock?" asked Kirk.

Spock consulted his computer. "I'm afraid I cannot give an analysis, Captain.
It is a totally new phenomenon.”

Kirk was still digesting this when Dr. McCoy stepped onto the bridge, took
one look at the viewing soreen and asked, "What is it, Jim?"

e don't know, Bones. Spock has no information available," replied Kirk.
"¥r. Sulu - change course to 240 mark 11. We'll try to go round it.M

"hye, aye, sir," said Sulu. He wrestled with the controls — nothing
happened. "She isn't responding, Captain., We're being pulled towards that thing."

"Mr. Scotti" ordered Kirk. "Divert all power to the engines." Sulu wasstill
unable to change course; the Enterprise was drawn slowly but irresistably towards
the energy mass.

Slowly, fighting every inch of the way, the great Starship nosed her way into
the energy mass. . The screen showed such a swirling, twisting image of colour that
the senses of the crew reeled under the mesmeric effect ~ even Spock — so that
they were lulled almost into a semi-conscious state. A pale green luminescence
filled the ship, kindly voices sounded inside the heads of the crew.

"Do not warry," they seewed to say. "Be at pesce. We are guiding you."
Then all the crew sank gently into uncongciousness. :

Kirk came to, feeling rather dazed. He took a look around the bridge and saw
everybody picking themselves up from the floor and rubbing their eyes.

He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself, and swung his chair round.
"Lt, Uhura," he said, "check all decks for casualiies."

Uhura did so, and reported back, "No casualties, sir."
"Captain Kirk!" said Sulu in a startled voice, "Look at the screen!™

The ¢nergy mass had disappeareds instead, they were locked in orbit around a
large planet whose primary was a yellow dwarf, the same spectral type as Sol.

"Readings on that planet, Spock!™ snapped Kirk. "I want to know where we are
and how we got here."

"Senscors indicate it is an Barth-type planet with... Captain, an extremely
strong force-field has just come into emistence arcund the planet," exclaimed
Spock, his eyebrows lifting. "I am not receiving any information now from the
planet. The field is completely impenetrable to our instruments."

"LIt. Ubura," said Kirk, "open a2 frequency to the... " The sentence remained
unfinished as both he and Mr. Spock abrupily disappearsd.

"Good lord!" exclaimed McCoy. M"ihere... " Before he could go any further,
a male humanoid appeared on the viewing screen. He had a healthy, tanned face and
body and he seemed to radiate vitality. He began to speak in o narmonious,
reassuring voice. '

"Do not worry about your companions. They are safe and will be returned to




you as soon as possible.!

McCoy opened his mouth to angwer angrily when the scresn was filled with a
vortex of surrealist shapes and cclours. The crew's anger was gradually replaced
with feelings of safeness and well-being. Oh, well, thought McCoy, the man said
that Jim ind Spock would be all right, so why worry?

Kirk and Spock materialised in what appeared to be a rather large room which
was dominated by a large viewing screen on which flowed a kaleidoscope of shapes
and colours which seemed to join and pull apart again.

"Pascinating," said Mr. Spock, referring to the secreen. Apart from the
screen the room was quite bare except for a couch maode out of some velvety-black
meterial that stoed by one of the delicate pale green walls that seemed to radiate
security. In one corner was a small door. The room was well-lit, though neither
man could identify the source of the light.

The door opened, and a small, elderly man entered the room through the small
door. Before he could speak, Kirk snapped, "Why have you brought us here? What
have you done with my ship?"

The gmall man motioned towards the screen. The colours oleared to reveal
an image of the Enterprise still in orbit around the planet. The bridge was
ghowns the personnel gazing hypnotised towards the shapes on their viewscreen.
Then the scene broke up into jostling colours.

The small men spoke then. '"Welcome to this planet. I am Profesgor Ten
Fara - you may call me 'Professor'. We have been waiting for you."

"ho are 'we!', Mister?" snapped Kirk. "Did you have anything to do with that
energy noss, and where are we??

"One question at a time," said the Professor, smiling. "'We' are the Inter-
galactic Empire. I am its official representative herc."

"Wait a minute," said Kirk., "There is no 'Intergalactic Empire!."

"It will all Yo mede clear fo you," sald the Professor. "To continue; yes,
we did cause the 'energy mags' - it is what is known to us as a time vortex. Any
person or ship entering it is drawn elther into the remote future or the remote
past, depending on what the vortex is programmed for."

"You mean," said Spock, "that it is artificial. You created it yourselves."

"Yes," said the Professor. "I camnot explain how, because it would be beyond
your understanding. It is sufficient for you to know that you have entered what
is regarded as the remote future from your time - the year 5000."

"Interesting," said Spock. "Captain, think of all the tremendous advances
that science will have made - all we can learn..., U

"This is not a classroom, Mr. Spock," snapped Kirk. He turned to the
Professor. "How can you prove that we are in our future? For all we know this
could be an uncharted system in our own time.m

"Look at the screen," said the Professor. "Empty your minds."

Lg they looked at the screen the colours seemed to coalesce into a scene so
tremendous it was beyond belief. The shapes formed into what appearcd to be a
magnificent city under abeautiful green sky. The buildings towered into infinity
and seemed to change colour every few seconds. They were spidery thin but gave
an impression of strength. Small sircraft nosed their way between the buildings.
Kirk snd Spock knew they were looking intc the future. Then the picture changed
and the kaleidoscope of colours returned. The two men looked speechlessly at
the Professor, who started to speak.

"That is the main city of this planet. I could not show you mach, for tho
Interglalactic Council is anxious 4o moet you. Come - we will talk on the way.'
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They were hurried out of the room and down a corridor, and into what appeared
to be a lift. "We cannot use the internal matter-transporters because the master
computer has no knowledge of your molecular construction - your internal organs
differ from ours. Evolution has not changed much since your time, but there are
differences. We only possess patterns of those races making up the Empire."

"The city you showed us was very impressive," began Spock.

ife are in that city now," =aid the Professor. "It is called Tarro after
the man who designed the first Intergalactic space vessel." The 1ift stopped and
the two Humans and the Vulcan stepped out. The Professor led them through a door
and into what looked like an underground tube station. "As you can see," the
Professor went on, "our planetside methods of transport have changed little." He
walked over to a large board covered with yellow switches and pressed an assort—
ment of them. As he did so, a small vehicle came down the rail. It was circular
in shape and was made out of a transnarent material. It seemed %o resemble a
Plastic bubble. Inside were comforiable white seats. The Professor led Kirk and
Spock into the bubble-car and they sat.

The Yrofessor pressed forward & huge red lever and the bubble began to move
along the rail. "We all have our own private bubble-cars," he went on. "Of
course, that is not our name for them, but it will suffice. Kot many people use
them nowadays. They sre rather outdated

The two men looked ocut through the transparent material. On cach side there
were wells made of a pale grey naterial which looked rather like a hard plastic
but was not, as the Professor hastened to assure them. "It is a metal unknown o
you - it was discovered on Alluria - a planet in the Andromedan Galaxy !

Then one of the walls expanded backwards +¢ reveal a small platform. The
bubble~car stopped and they got out. The bubble-car digappeared up the tunnel.

Kirk and Spock looked around curiously. The floor oa which they stood was
made of a dark grey substance differing only from the walls in its colour. On
one of the walls was a large viewscreen which looked very similar to the one in
the small room in which they had originally arrived. The colours on the screen
cleared, and a male vulcanoid face appeared. He raised hig hand in the Vulcan
salute and said, "Live long and prosper, Kirk of Tarth and Spock of Vulcan.
Allow me to introduce myself. I am Salor of Vulcan.!

Kirk and Spock responded, then Salor said to the Professor, "Take them to
the preparation room, pleasc."

"Come," said the Professor. "Follow me."

They followed him through s metal door intc & room divided into one large
compartmnent and two swmaller ones.

"Bach of you enter one of the small compartments and remove your clothing."

They did so, and two robots came gliding in. Each robot entered a compart-
ment and proceeded to give its occupant a complete medical examination, including
blood samples, blood pressure and pulse.

"The Council wants 4o make sure you are in good physical health before they
set you any psychological tests and certainly before they see you," explained
the Professor.

"I don't think Bones would approve of robot doctors taking over," grinned
Kirk.

"I find them most efficient," answered Spock.

"We don't have much need of doctors," said the Professor, "sgince we have

disposed of all mental aberrations and most physical ailments. Therefore, most
mund ane medical work is given o robots. M

When the robots had finished, Kirk and Spock dresscd again and entered the
large compartment. The Professor led them to another lift, talking as he went.
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Hhe tests show you are both in excellent physical conditlon as far as we
can determine. The Council will set you some psychological tests such as 19
determinants. The average IQ in this fime period is 400."

That seems excessive," said Spock, arching his eyebrows.

"Js have learnsd to use more of our brain capacity than used to be the casze
by selective breeding, allied to advanced educational techniques," explained the
Professor. The 1lift stopped and they got out, into a small room. This time the
walls were yellow, and Spock found himself wondering if there was ony significance
in the colour schemes. He 4id not have time ‘o ponder this, however. A light
showed above a door set in the opposite wall.

"Follow me," said the Professor. He led them through the door and into a
largs hall. A long desk ran all sround the room. Behind it sat twelve humanoids.
They were oxtremely diwersc however in size and colour. Four of fthem appsared
familiar; as for the others, one had green skin and was exiremely thin, one had
huge purple eyes and was small and dumpy and yet another had two antennae but
unlike the Andorisns looked vaguely feline.

"Gaptain," whispered Spock. "There are one each of Human, Vulcan, Romulan
and Kiingon, but I have no referents for the others.”

"elcome to our planet and to our time," said the Vulcan, whom they recog-
nised as Salor. "You may go, Professor Fara." The Professor left quietly and
Salor went on. "de are the ruling wmembers of the oxygen/water worlds of the
Empire, and we welcome you in the name of all the peoples of the Intergalactic
Empire. Other members will be listening from their respective planets."

Miay I enguire your purpose ih bringing us hers?" asked Spock.
v q ¥

The Romulan, who was female, stood. "I am Sen Tarra. I am, first and fore-
most, & historian, and a% the moment I am studying your peried in history. 1T
could travel back in time, but we are affaid that that nay alter the course of
history, so we prefer to draw people out of $he past inte our time, examine them,
then send them back to their own time. There is still a risk of changes being
made, but it is minimal."

"Wou mean we are like guinea-pigs,'" said Kirk.

"ot at all," replied Sen Tarra. '"We merely wish te find out about your
sciences ~ sociology and psychology in particuler. ¥We wish to know your customs
and social behaviour, and most of all we wish to know about you, our ancestors.
You have already observed that we awve a Council made up of many different species.
In your time, we know, Klingons, Romulans and Humens were enemles. Now we live
gide by side end our former animosity is forgotten; we live in peace.!

"That is correct," szid the Xlingon, introducing himself as Kool.

Kirk and Spock felt astonished at this. I never thought I'C see ihe day,
thought Kirk. Aloud he said, "It is good to see go many diverse races living in
peace with one another. Such a thing was streiven for in our time."

Sen Tarra swmiled. "Wow you know your siriving was eventually successful.
However, let us get down $0 business. I should imagine that you have many
guestions to ask us ~ as we have many to ask you. We have certain tesis we would
like you %o undergo sc that we can test your reactions to various stimuli."

"That kind of tests?" asked Kirk, slightly suspleiously.

"Nothing dangerous, Capiain - just the routine psychological tests the
Profegsor told you about," she replied., '"Meena ~ " ghe indicated the feline with
the antennse " - will set you ths tests.!

"Come, Captaln and Pirst Officer," sald Meena in a high-pitched voice.

Kirk and Spock followed Meena out of the room by yet another door. They
found themselves in a room in the middle of which stood a huge machine out of
which projected a head-shaped protruberance, undernesth which was a comfortable-~
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looking couch. The machine itself looked extremely complex and causged Spock to
raise his eyebrows in curiosity.

"I have never seen such & machine, Captain," he said. "It is far beyond the
science of our day."

"It is & Psychonometer," saild Meena in her high voice. "It tests reactions
to stimuli, it records intelligence level and it reveals the secrets of the id."

"I'm not sure I like the sound of it," said Kirk.

"I+ ig nothing to worry about," said Meena. "It is guite painiess: you
will feel nothing. You will both sit under it; one at 2 time. It will probe
into your minds. From this we will perceive the answers o all our guestions
about your pericd in history. It is much less cumbersome than having to aslk all
our guestions. However, you will both be given a chance to ask guestions about
our era."

Kirk sat dovm on the couch. It was as comfortable as it had looked. IMeena
placed the headpiece over his head. A minute later his mind went completely
blank and he felt Ffeelers gently sliding into his mind. They were very gentle
and he felt completely safe. He heard voices asgking him many guestions about
his childhood, his adolescence, his sccial relationships, how he entered Star-
fleet hcademy, how he became a Captain. They asked sbout life and customs on .all
the planets he had been to, how they differed from one another. Then everything
went blank sgain and the next thing he knew, he was lying on a soft surface with
Meena and Spock looking down at him.

"You have been very helpful, Capiain," said Meena.
"Spock?"

UMr. Spock has already been examined," replied Meena, "but he did not remain
uncongcious as long as you have done."

"How long have I been unconscious?" agked Kirk.

"Wou wers under the Psychonometer for fifteen minutes, then you were
unconscious for twenty minutew,"” replied Meena.

"Hiftesen minutes... but all those gquestions T answered," Kirk began.

Meens smiled dut gave no explanation. Then she gaid, "Both your initellects
are well above average for your era. However, that is to be expected in a Star-
fleet Ceptain and First Officer. Wow, I have to give you a small injection.”

"hat kind of injection? asked Kirk.

"Wothing o worry about," sald Meens in a gentle, soothing voice. Before
Kirk had a chance 10 protest, iieena inserted a needle inteo his arm and released
the contents into his bloodstreanm.

Imnediately, Kirk found himself back on the Enterprise. He was sitting in
hig command chair on the bridge. The sikin was heading through space at warp six.

"Captain Kirk," said Sulu, "thero is a Klingon vessel approaching us on an
intercept course.”

"Change course to 220 wark 11," ssid Kirk.

"The Klingon ship is changing course also," said Sulu. "It's chasing us."
YOpen a halling frequency o that ship, It. Uhura," ordered Kirk,

"Hailing frequencies open, gir."

Kirk began, "This is Captain James T. Kirk of the U.S.5. interprise. We are
on a peaceful mission."

The Klingons responded by opening fire. Right, thought Kirk. If that's the
way you want to play... "Fire phasers one and two, Mr. Sulu."

"Piring phasers, sir," said Sulu. "A direct hit, sir. The Klingon vessel




apnears 1o be completely dissbled.m
"Beam all survivors aboard. We'll drop them at the nesrest Starbase.!

At that moment the ship faded from sight and Xirk found himself lying on a
couchs once more, Meena and Spock were looking down at him. '
"Oh, my head!" he grosned. "What happened?"

"It wasg the drug I gave you," explained Meena. "It is a hallucinogenic drug
which caused you to experietice a situation where desperate measures were called
for. We, the Council, wanted to see how you would react. If you had totally
destroyed the ship and killed all the survivors we would have known that you were
still primitively aggressive. However, we woere pleased to see that you rescued
the 'survivors'. Coms, the Council wishes to see you. Your headache will clear
in a moment.! :

They followed her back into the Council chambor.

"o now have most of the information we need about your era," said Salor.
"Are there any questions you would like to asik us?"

"es," sald Kirk. "I would like to know when the Intergalactic Zmpire was
first formed, and I wouid like some information about it.M

"I should like to know more about your computers," said Spock.

"Very well," said Salor. He pressed a switeh in front of him and a robot
came into the hall. "Robot XVIII, take Mr. Spock to the main computer room."

"Follow me," said the robot. Spock followed it out of the room. -

"How, Captesin Kirk," said Salor, "if you would look at the screen I think it
will answer most of your guestions.”

Eirk loocked at the viewscreen. Funny I didn't notice that before, he thought.

As he watched, an image of the galexy began to form. Mecna storted to give
a commentary.

"Thie is a view of the galaxy taken from outside," she said. "In your time
period, Captain Kirk, it was the only galaxy we inhabited. Your race had two
main enemies, the Klingons and the Romulans. The Klingons espscially were violent
and warlike. Six hundred years after your time there was a war between the Kline
gons and the Humans. Both sides suffered heavy losses. The Romulans were also
drawn into the war. After it was over, by mutual consent it was decided that the
galaxy could not withstand another war, so pesce was declaved. Treaties were made.

Near the end of +the war a man named San Tarro was born. Be was educated at
the University of Usgor and was one of the most ouitstanding students they had seen.
After hig formal education was over he went to live on Capella III. While he was
there he wade a monumental discovery. He discovered the secret of Intergalactic
Tlight by adapting certain of the Kelvan .techniques. He designed a space vessel
that conld make the Journey to other galaxies, not in the 300 years it took the
Kelvans but in three months. This was one of the things that stopped the war.

The Kelvang now admitied that compared o other races in their home galaxy they
were comparatively pesceful. It was declded to present a united frond to the
other galexies in our local group. We went forward in peace and we found psace.
All superior races joined our federation until we became the Intergalactic Bupire.
Races from all the galaxies in our local group joined us. We are all peaceful
races, Captain Kirk; we are all intelligent although intelligence takes many
different forms and we all believe in making contact with as many different species
ag poszible.

Does that help you %o understand us better, Captain Kirk?"

"I find it extremely interesting," said Kirk, who was feeling rather dazed.
"In our time we desired peace — now I know that one day we are going to achieve
it."

"I will summon your First Officer," said Salor. He pressed a switch and
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spoke into a microphone. 'Robot XVIII, bring Mr. Spock to the main Council room."

A moment later Spock entered. "What do you think of our computers, Mr.
Spock?! agked Salor. :

"I find them extremely interestin;," said Spock. "I also found them...
somewhat incomprehensible.”

"Te could not have permitted you to see them otherwise," Saloxr pointed out.
"Wow I will beam you both back to your ship, and you will be sent back through
the time wvortex."

The next thing Kirk kmew, he was standing or the bridge of ‘the Enterprise,
Spock beside him. The crew snapped out of their hypnotic state and Uhura
exclaimed, "Captain Kirk, Mr. Spock, where have you been?!

"I'1l tell you about it one day, Lieutenant," said Kirk.
"Jim, Spock, you're wack!" shouted McCoy.

"I em pleased to see you still have your acute sense of observation, Doctor,"
remarked Spock. ‘

"If T didn't know you betbter, Bpock, I'd say you were being sarcastic,"
retorted Meloy.

Then Salor appeared on the viewscreen. "Captain Kirk, it was interesting
talking to you. You will find that on your passage back through the time vortex
you will become unconscious again. This is nothing to worry about.

Live long and prosper, all of you."

"Live long and prosper," replied Kirk as the Vulcan face faded from sight.
"Well, gentlemen, let's return to work."

HHRRGHRHRAHH AR AR

I LOVE AND HELL WE IET PAST HAPPEN by Gillian Catchpole

Gigantic rivers flowing to seas,

Tributaries of past collecting forever
Memories of joys and hopes, of love and pain.
And into one tiny rush of rapid water

Dived a sick and frenzied man,

A man come corazy in this breath of tine.

S0 quiet and still.

Forgotten debris of an unthoughi~of life,
The only remains of what once had been,
We turn to listen to an empty sky.

Dull and dark the light sinks fading fast,
Shadows of dusk grow creeping long,

We have to search, for once it's night,
He and us will be all alone.

S0 easy to save

We stand and watch her die again.

In love and hell we let past happen,

To know again our own tomorrows.

Do you hear the sound of the wind,

The crashing of rocks, the ripple of watexr?
They at least will never change.

Time becomes as time before,

Except in us for sadnessz clouds,

Memories exist and change our souls,

We'1l never be as we were before.

FRe K EFH LSRR KRR KR
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INVISIBLE ASSET? by Meg Wright

Sulu set his empty glass down on the bar. "I we're to get back on board
and into dresgs uniferm for this dimner tonight, we'd better be on our way. Ready,
Uhura?"

She nodded and climbed down from hexr high stool. A sudden burst of laughter
from the other side of +the crowded bar made them both look across. A young
officer lay sprawled over a table in a welter of broken glass and spilt liguor.
Eis wnsteady companions were vainly endeavouring to pull him upright.

"Silly young idiots," Sulu said without wuch interest. "We'd better be
going, Uhura."

"Wo, wait. Sulu, isn't that young Chekovy"

Suly eraned his neck to see and nodded. "Yes. He'll have a sore heéd in
the morning."

"He!'1l have more than a sore head," Uhura said grimly. "He's expected at
this dinner tonight and if he's not there the Captain is going to want to know
all about it. let's go and see how bad he is."

They shouldered their way through, arriviné just as his cowpanions managed
to pull Chekov to a sitting position from which he slumped back onto the table.

Uhura surveyed the group icily. "Most edifying," she told them. "I suppose
you're all having & wondsrful timsl®

"Jug! celebrating," said one of the steadiest. "I's not every day one of us
gets made Navigator. We're jus' givin' him a good send~off.M

Sulu picked up a glass and sniffed i%. "With thiz?" he asked. 'What in the
nine worlds is it?"

"Some local julce," protested the Ensign. "It packs a powerful punch,
though." He giggled at them. Uhura passed him a glance that seemed to penetrate
his happy haziness because he backed off a little.

"Tou may not remember it, Bnsign, but Ensign Chekov has to attend a formal
dinner on board tonight, and it isn't going to make a very good showing 1f it has
t0 be entered in the log that he was toc drunk to attend." She cut the young
man's protestraticns short. "Ignorance is no excuse, Ensign. This sort of
behaviour in Federation uniform is intolerable on bhoard, but in a Space Station
it is uwnforgiveable. I suggest that all of you get back aboard as soon as pogs-—
ible. Lt, Bulu and I will deal with Ensign Chekov."

The coldness of voice and manner displayed by the normally friendly Uhura
had & noticesble effect on the group; tyey left without protest, looking both
sheepish and owlishly solemn. 3ulu could not help but grin after they had passed
him. Ubura grinned back at him across the unconscious figure. Her smile faded.

"TH's all very well to laugh, Sulu, but the Captain deoesn't take this kind
of thing lightly. We've got to ged him back on board and get Dr. MoCoy to sober
him up."

Sulu shook his head. "Much better to sober him up first,”" he said. "You've
got to get him from the transporter room %o sickbay, and I've got a nasty feeling
that Mr. Spock and Scotty are going to be working on the transmission circultry
today. I've got a better idea. T know this station; old Doc Ansen is a terrible
drunk but a past master with instant alcohol cures. I'1l go Bnd sse him. You
wait herve.®

He was not gone long, in about ten minutes he returned with = small ampoule
of milky liguid; he wes supiling broadly.

"This stuff .should do the +trick provided we can mske him swallow it." He
looked a little dubiously at the sleeping figure.

"That's easy enough." Uhura lifted Chekov upright in his chair. "I'1l hold
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his nose and you pour the stuff in."

This manoeguvre proved effectives in & short while s hazy, but sober, young
Ensign was opening a palir of unwholesome eyes. Uhura shook him.

"0n your Teet, Ensign,' she sald sterniy. "If you're not hack on boaxrd
guicker than a Vegen flea there's goirng to be frouble.”

As they naterialised, Sulu looked meaningfully at Uhura. Protruding from
the console were the unmistakeable legs of the First Officer; a concerned Chief
Engineer clucked unhappily above him.

Uhura waved airily. "Hi, Scotty, see you later."

In the elevator Sulu breathed a sigh of relief. "It's lucky it was Spock
who had his head in the conscle when we arrived and not Scotty. I wouldn't have
wanted to find Hr. Spock giving us one of those mildly engquiring looksiM

Uhura laughed. "You've got a guilty conscience, Sulu, that never does mix
with Spock, But I don't think he saw ug, and why should he take any notice any-—
way? Ve were simply returning from a pleasant run aghore."

"Wou never know what Zpock iz going to notice until it's too late," Sulu
said darkly, "and I don't usually have to hold Chekov's hand! S+t111, providing
we have him ready to go on duty, we shouldn't have anything to worry about."

Indeed, apart from a slightly subdued demeanour, Chekov's behaviour was so
normal that they left him to get rvady on his own.

The farewell dinner for the Space Jtation staff went off smoothly too - up
to the moment of Chekov's collapsc.

Uhura followed McCoy to the sickbay as soon as she could slip away unnoticed,
$o enguire how the boy was getting along. MceCoy shrugged a little.

"I don't know what's wrong with him. He'd had plenty of alcohol over the
lagt few hours, but I don't think that's the cause of his collapse. Why are you
teking such an interest, Ubura?"

"Sulu and I got him back on board eerlier on, He'd been drinking and we
wanted to get him back here on the quiet. Sulu gzot some stuff from the Doctor
on G2 to sober him up. Could it be that that coused 1t7?M

"ihat was it7?M

"I don'$ know. Sulu went to get it, he's still in the mess. Shall I get
him?"

"o, I'11 call up Dr. Ansen.m

I'1l do that for you, Doctor. You want to know exactly what the stuff
was, I suppose."

"Yeg, and how much of it he's had. It may be nothing to do with his coll-~
apse, but it needs looking inte."

She passed the required information on to MHeCoy. He read her notes znd
frowned., "Ptisan! That should be all right. It shouldn't have this effect on
him; gquite the opposite. I'm surprised he isn't doing Cossak dances round sick-
bay. I'1l have to look for some other cause. Thank you, Lieutenant, you've
been most helpful. T hope he was duly gratefulin

Uhura laughed. "I think so. Certainly, if we hadn't scbered him up first
the sight of Spock working in the transporter room would have done the trick.
Chekov's got a healthy respect for Spock!!
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MeCoy snorted derisively, but said nothing. Uhura's eyes were 1lit with
laughter as she left the sickbay. She was well aware of the running fued that
existed between the Doctor and the Vulcan, but she was equally aware of the solid
but unspoken affection that Dr. McCoy had for most of his fellow men. It would
be interesting some day to find out exactly what they really thought of cach other.

A few hours later the Enterprise left orbit for the crossing to Colony
Delta 9. Bhe carried a cargo of medical supplies that werec needed in a hurry, and
was due to travel at high warp speed in order to get the supplies there within
five days. The normal passage time was three weeks, but this would have to be
made at flarp 6 at least. It meant enduring a great deal of bad temper from the
Chief Engincer. On such occasions most of the Human personnel on boazd kept a
respectful distance from Scott, and prevented themselves from unnecessarily
exacerbating a potentially explosive situation. Iuckily for everyone, McCoy was
too busy in sickbay to have time to amnoy Scott, and for this Kirk gave thanks.
Equally fortunately; Scott raised no objections to the interest Spock took in the
proceedings. The modifications which he and Scott had been working on recently
were coming into thelr own while the engines were under comparative stress, and
the pair of them were frequently to be seen deep in conversation, their heads
together over quantities of figures and diagrams.

"It's a good thing," Kirk said to McCoy in one of the surgeon's brief off-
duty moments, "that those two can concentrate anywhere."

MoCoy nodded. "They're well-matched occasionally," he agreed. "Heaven help
the machine they get together over. How's the trip going, Jim? I've been too
busy to notice what's happening around wme."

"No ezcitement,”" Kirk assured him. "I get left to myself except when those
two come to me for official approval. How is Chekov, has he come round yot?"

"Hot yet," dMcCoy said. "Everything is quite normal about him, sxcept for
the fact thet he's unconscious. His condition ian't deteriorating; that's some
comfort."

Kirk got to his fect. "Let me kmow if there iz any change.!

HoCoy floundered up from the deep, comfortable warmth of his dream, to find
the persistant whistling of the crickets in the surrcunding grass still ringing
in his ears. Sourly, he stabbed at the intercom with & sleep-lazy hand only to
come abruptly awake,

"Calm down, Nurse," he barked. "Now, give me a proper report."

“he took a deep breath before she replied. "The scrsen shows o steady
decrease in several areas, Doctor, but Chekov himgelf is showing unusual symptoms.
Doctor, I can see through himi"

"See through him? What is that supposed to mean, Nursef!

"T can't put it in medical terms, Doctor, his condition is way oulside my
experience. He appears transparent, I can see his bones like an old-fashioned
X-ray print, and from the way the screen is acting I'd say his condition is
rapidly deteriorating.”

<

As he studied the young Ensign, McCoy could understand Chapel's agitation.
Chekov's skin was now entirely clear and he resewbled the plastic anatomical
models made for the benefit of medical students, except that this was a working
model. It was not, McCoy thought eritically, the best advertiscment for mankind.
It was not a sight they were called upon to watch for long. In spite of all hig
offorts, by morning Chekov could no>t be seen at all, only %he sterile gown that
covered his body and the depression his head made in the pillow gave any indication
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of his presence on the bedy while the diagnostic panel gave readings that MeCoy
could only gape at in disbelief. After his body had totally disappesred, how-
every, the panel indlcated that Chelkov was begimming t¢ come out of the coma.

Like a small child waking, he stretched, rélled over and spoke, his voice sound-
ing gquite normal if a 1ittle bewildered.

"ihataas I doing in sickbay, Doctor? I feel fine."

McCoy hesitated, uncertain where to begin, when there was & rustle of move-
ment from the bed and then Chekov's voice, with more than & touch of panic in it.

"Hey, I can't sec my hand... or anything. Doctor! What's happened?"

MeCoy felt his arm grabvbed and did his best to sound socothing. "It's all
right, Ensign., I'm not yet sure what has happened to you, dbut there is no cause
for alarm."

"Wo cause for alammi" The voice cracked on the words, the gown on the bed
came bolt upright. McCoy reached for the shouldersy they felt reassuringly
Solid.o

"Just keep calm. I'll find out what's going on and you can help yourself
best by not panicking. Try and act as normally as you cen and that will give
us a chance to get to work on the problem all the gquicker.?

At last, satisfied that Chekov had sufficiently calmed down, HMeCoy left
Christine with him and went to his office. He wade sure the door had completely
closed before he flipped his intercom switch.

"Capbain Kirk "

"In quariers, Bones, What's upt!

"Can you come to the sickbayp!

"Straight away, Banes? I'm going over some data with Spock. Is thisurgent?®

"As long as what you are doing can wait, I suggest you come over straight
away; and bring Spock with you, his opinion could be useful. I have an inter-
esting development here I'd liks you to... " he paused, "well, not look at but
censider.™

As he thumbed the switch a confused babble of sound came from the sickbays
he went at a run. Christine was ludicrously struggling with a ballooning bed-
ZOWE .

"lou're laughing at me," Chekov shouted. "You're not to laugh at me!l"

"Chekovi" McCoy's voice held all the authority he knew. M"Chekov, lie down
at once! T will not have my staff trested like thisM

Nurse Chapel straightened herself, obviously free; +the white gown subsided
on the couch, stifling a sob.

"Wow." MeCoy came to the bedside, carefully maintaining his most normal
mamner. "From the look of that panel I would guess that your condition could be
giving us some false readings. 1'11 have o check things out the slow way. I
shall want some nail parings and hair clippings to test, and blood, skin and
urine samples. It will be easier for you to cut your own nails and hair and I
shall need your full co-operation for the rest.”

As soon as Nurse Chapel brought the required kit, MeCoy broke open the
sterile packs and turned to Chekov again. The gown was sitting up: it weemed
to wear & defeatist air.

"Put your hand on mine," McCoy instructed, "then I can feel whot I need.!
ilhile he was working the door hissed open. "Don't talk, gentlemen," KeCoy
sald over his shoulder. "This may look to you like the beginning of paranoia,

but I assure you I am deadly serious. If you will be patient for 2 moment, I
will be able t¢ answer such questions ags I can.”
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Kirk surveyed the scene hofore him in bewilderment, half suspecting an
elaborate hoaxs he shot a glance at Spock standing ot hisg shoulder, expression-
less as ever, head slightly on ono side, eyes watchful. Kirk waided.

MeCoy finally straightened. "Jell, I think I've got encugh here, Ensign,
but it'e difficult to be sure. If I haven't I will have to come back to you.
Nursge, will you give him the scissors and a couple of containers and bring the
samples to the lab.m

Kirk watched, bemused, as Christine held ocut the scissorgy they glided off
into empty alr and began to cut at nothings he felt his jaw dropping. Pulling
himgelf together he followed MeCoy dnto his office, motloning Spock to follow,

"Bones! Is this some kind of jokef?V

"I wish 1t was, Jim. The only thing I cen tell you is that your oyes arc
telling you the truth. Chekov has become invisible."

"ihen did it happen?!

"It started in the early hours of this morning; Christine sent for me as
soon a8 she noticed it. At the moment I've no idea of the causes; I'11 stort
testing and let you know.Y

"Itd no idea it was oven possible." Kirk was fascinated. "Is it radiation
of some kind?H

"L doubt 1%, Captain," Spock put in quietly. "Some work on the subject has
been done on Vulcan, and it is believed theoretically possible to synthisize a
substance which will temporarily romove all colouring from the body cells. Iy
information on the subject is hardly up-to-date, however."

MeCoy gave an angry grunt. "I might have known this wag some zlorious notion
cooked up by Vulcan scientists. Weerc's the logic behind this 1ittie piece of
meddling with nature?™

"The practical applications arc surcly obvious, Doctor? I believe it was
the work of another Doctor originally. His idea was to render the eplidermis
transparent for sasier diagnosis of +the tissues bensath.!

HeCoy opened his mouth, remembered his first view of Chekov in the early
hours, c¢losed it again carefully and turned to Kirk.

"Can you spare Spock to work with me? It looks as thouzgh his help will be
valuable "

Kirk raised an euquiring eycbrow at the Vulecan, who nodded. "I have finished
most of the work with Mr. Scott now, Captain, and will be pleased to give Dr.
McCoy any heln I can.m

"Wery well. Bverything is golng so smoothly I guess you con be spared. How
long will it take, Bones?"
Y¥eCoy shrugged. "I've no ides, Jim -~ have you, Mr., Spock?"

"I% ig possible that it will correct itself, Doctor. As far as I can remen-
per the theories indicated it would be a temporary condition. I think we can hope
for a posgitive sclution.™

"Have you found out how Chekov is?" Sulu handed Uhurs her coffec. "I
haven't had time to go down to sickbay and no-one I've asked has heard anything
new .

"I went down to see him," Uhura told him, "but they wouldn't let me in. I
thought Christine looked more than 2 little worried, but I didn't got any details.M

Sulu's cheery face logt its normal smile. "I hope it's not my fault, I did
goet him that pick-me—up."

Unura shook her head. "It's nothing te do with that, I checked on it for
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Dr. McCoy. 1T radioed Doc Ansen on G2 for him and got the full details of the
stuffs according to him it was o standerd stimulant, brand name Ptisan.!

Sulu set his cup down sherply. "Ptisont? It waasn't that., One of the dig~
advantages of a mis-~spent youth is learning to recognise Piisan. This stuff
was milky looking and FPtisan has a distinctly blue look. I checked with Doc.
Ansen that the stuff was where he said it was, but he was pretty drunk himself,!

Unura stood up. "WUe'd better go and see Dr. MeCoy. Come on.!
They tracked him down in the labg he heard them out in frowning silence.

"o hope you kept the ampoule? No, I didn*t think so, that would meke wy
life too casy. 'ile must get on to Ansen again. I'11 come with you, Uhura, and
have a chat with him myself that will sober him up for once."

Christine Chapel sighed over the recsleitrant behaviour of her patient.
She had grown accustomned to the eerie sight of the apparently empty gown as it
moved about on the bed, but the young nurse on duty with her had not improved
matters by being first of all terrified and then relapsing into hysterical
glggles. WNeither reaction found favour with Chekov and he exvressed himsslf
quite plainly. Christine dismissed her assistant and locked severely at the bed.

"Engign! I fully realise this is a difficult situation for you, but I can-
rniot have you spesking to Nurge O'Hara like that. Your language was unforgive~
able = and you may consider yourself lucky that O'Hara does not speak Russian.!

The gown's shoulder hunched and Chekov said sullenly, "You should try what
it's like. You think it's very fumny but what sort of life as I going to lead
like thisgh

"I don't think it's at all funny... "

He iuterrupted hoer., "I don't want to tall about it. I'm hungry. I haven'i
had anything to eat since the day hefore yesterdsy, or had you forgotten? Are
you all going to solve the problem by starving me to death?!

"Dr. McCoy sees no reason why you should not eat. Tell me what you fancy
and T will zo and get it."

When he began his meal she found she had to turn away. Food apparently did
not disappear until it was fully absorbed by the bedy, and the process of mag-
tication was unattractive. Christine could only be grateful that his digesiive
system was sufely covered by the gown. She busied herself at the other side of
the room, determined not to turn round until he had finished.

Chekov thought he could understand that averted gaze. "What's the matter,
Furse, as I repuleive as well as fumny?"

She swung round imnedisiely. "Don't be Foolish, Pavel. It's sasy to see
you don't know much about nursing. At the moment I am merely thinking you arve
behaving like a spoilt child. Have you eaten all you want?!

The bedtray Jerked sharply, slopping liguid from its container. "I don't
want ony more. Teke it away and leave me alone!"

"Ensign," she said gently, "you only hurt yourself if you don't eat. Are
you guite sure you have had enough?"

"Of course I'm sure!™ he snarled. "I may not be visible, but I haven't
gone soft in the head.”

She shrugged a little, and removed the tray, teking it to the disposal
chute in the sluice room. As she did so the outer door slid oven and a Lluffy
vlonde peeped in.

"Hello, Wanda. I can guess what you want ~ t0 see Chekov."

The blonde curls bounoced with her vigorous nod. "How is he, Nurse? No-one
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gseems to know. He's not really ill, is he? Someone said it must be pretty
sericus.”

Christine loocked at her thoughifully. "Wait here and I'1l have a word with
Dr. McCoy. It's possible that a visit from you is just what Pavel meeds.M

She went into McCoy's office and called the lab., It was a moment or two
before MeCoy answered. "Problems, Nurse?!

"Hot medical ones, Doctor, but he's becoming depressed and belligerent.
Yeoman Schnabel wante to visit him. If I brief her carefully she may be just
what he needs. Shall I let her in?"

McCoy pondered. "He seem to be on the track of the substance, and once
we've got that we'll be on the way to an antidote. Yeg, let her visit him, but
warn her not o go babbling all over the ship."

"Affirmative, Doctor." She switched off the intercom and went to the door,
beckoning Wanda in. Once she had persuaded her it was not a joke, she emphasized
the need to treat Pavel normally.

"He's upsget end nervy, so you mustntt make it any worse for him. Understoodh
The girl nodded. "Of course. OCan I go in right away?!

"Yegy carry on. I'11 stay in here. I don't imagine you want an =sudience.
It might be =zasier on your own at that, at least he can't accuse us of ganging
up on him. Whatever you do, dontt laugh. It's not at all fumny for him."

Listening to the murmur of voices from the ward, Christine was beginning
to congratulate herself on finding the right distraction for her patient when
Wonda's voies rose in a perceptible plea Lo "Let goil

She wag asbout to go in when Wanda {lod inte the office crying hysiterically
and clung %o the older womsn. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to upsci him dbut he
tried to kiss me and... Oh, Nursge Chapel, it was horriblel™

Chrigtine quietened her down and locked into the ward: Chekov anpeared to
be sitting quietly encugh on his bed. She went back to the stiil sobbing Yeoman
to administer a calming shoulder, finally sending her away with a warning against
gossip, then she hurried back to her patient.

The gown lay limp and empty over the bed; she looked round the room.
"Bnsign, this ig not the time to start playing gemes. Get the gown back on so
I can see where you areg."

There was no reply and, at last, she stepped to the intercom.

McCoy gave Spock a triumphant slap on the back. "We've done it, this is
the stuff all right; now we can get to work on the antidote, and it should be
reasonably ecasy to synthesize." IHe stepped impatiently to the buzzing intercom.
"Weg, Nurse?" '

"Doctor, Chekov has removed the gown and T can't find him, will you... "

A gasp followed by a thud brought both men to their feet. McCoy only just
beat Spock to the door.

No amount of reassurance over the intercom that the antidote would shortly
be found induced Chekov 4o return to the sickbay. He roamed ithe Entoerprise
attacking soveral crewmen and, morce distressingly, Ensign Harie Hancini.

Raging impotently, Xirk took out his bad temper on Spock. The Vulcan heard
him cut calmly, nodded his agrsement to the least outragesous parts of Kirlk's
summing up and got on with the job inm hand. Balked -~ net for the first tine,
glther « Kirk turnsd on McCoy.
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"hre we any nearer the antidote, Bones?"
9

"o nearer than when you come in here," MGCO}[ gald $iredly. "AH?E}I}.J.- ng in
&
those I‘Gsults, S'QOGK?”

"One lead in the last molecular tests, Doctor. There is an interesting
variation in the pattern that could account for the eventual breakdown of the
haemoglobin ag opposed to the swifter reaction of Vulcan cells. It may oxplain
why the substance was effective on Human and well as Vulcan body chemistry. I
should like to do scome further tests however,!

Mle haven't got time, Spock," Xirk said bluntly. "Chekov hus got to be
found and stopped before I have to make an entry in the log that will stop his
caraer hefore itts started. De Salle heard Mancini scream before she was
actually hurt, the next girl might not be so lucky."

MYou can't destroy a boy's life for a ifemporary, drug-induced psychosis,"
HcCoy flared, "or do I have %o remind you of young Riley, now doing very nicely
aboard the Lexingtoni"

"There is no evidence that this psychosis is caused by the drug, Doctor,”
Spock said, "all the evidence points to it having been caused by the condition."

"I'll'log that as caused by the drug!" snapped McCoy.

"Then you will be guilty of an unscientific snd emotional lie, Doctor.m

"Stop it," Kirk sald evenly. "You're wasting time. At the moment oux
prime objective is fo put Chekov under resiraint somchow - anyhow. Once we'wve
prevented any further action on his part we cen then put ourselves to solving
the rest ‘the problem at lsisure. Any suggestions as to how we get hold of
him, gentlemen?"

"There are too many hiding places on a ship this size for a person you
can Boe, Jim How you find onelyou can't see, I don't know,"

"We'll have to wait for the next attack," Kirk said grimly, "scal off that

area and flood it with anaesthetic gas and then go hunting for him by feel.
Tt's the only way I can think of."

"Supposing there is noe further attack, Captain?"
"I don't want another attack, Spock, but we're helpless unless he does.!

"Captain, Dr. HeCoy mentioned Lt Riley - it cccurs to me that Mr. Scott's
recent modifications are somewhat vulnerable. Should we not ensure the safety
of that aren and of the engineering department gernerally?™

Appalled, Kirk strode to the intercom., M"Hr., Scott, seal off engineering
area D immediately and then the rest of the department. e want to meke quite
sure you don't have any unwelcome visitors.!

Yhyae, sir," Scott's voice replied comfortably. "I'we already been kecping
a watch for unexplained opening doors. If he's in here already he's keeping
awfa! quiet sbout it."

Kirk brenthed a sigh of relief. "Well done, Mr. Scott. Report to the
security Chief at any sign of trouble and he will desl with it according to
BSection Bl, understood?”

"Aye, aye, sir."

"Chief Hanwellt"

"affirmative. Section Bl, sir. I'1L have men standing by with filter masks."

"Good. Secure all other arcas and check the elevators for unaccountable
movements., Let's contain him wherever he is at the moment.”

hsRirk-turned, MeCoy looked up from the clectron microscope display. "Yes, I
think this is it, Spock. We'll get M'Bonga to work on it. Tou'd better go and
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got some rest now. Youl've been on your feet too long."
His expression dared Kirk to srgue., Kirk gave a tired grin.

"lets right, Spock. You camc off watch eight hours ago; go and get some
rest. We don't need you at the moment and we may Later." ~

"Wery well, Capiain. 4L short psriod of moditation may well be beneficial
at the moment, I will be in quarfers.m

Kirk subsided onto one of the lab stools. "We'wve still got to find him,
Bones. Any ideas?!

"ot in deep space, Jim. We've too many on board to make the heartbeat
technique feasible. It would take several hours to eliminate over four hundred
possibilities, olus having to breach your security in engineering. ihat you
need is & good bloodhoundi™

Spock began the meditation ritual as he showered, allowing his mind to
open freely. After so many years there was no nesd to proceed tentatively lest
his thoughts should encounter anothor's, the wental boundaries of his own
privete area were as well known as the visual Limitations of deck and bulkhesad.
He was hardly wet all over before he switched off the shower, allowing the
stream of wamrm air to dry him. Stepping out, he crossed to the cupboard and,
pulling on o clean uniform, said conversationally, "You will certainly not
remain in that condition for cver, BEnsign, Untreated, your body will commence
to reappear in just over seventy-two point eight three hours. Given the anti~
dote which Dr. M'Benga is working on at the moment the molscular changes will
speed up considerably. You should be normally visible in point two gix hours
after receiving treatment."

"You wore prying into my mind." Chokov's volice was shoky and out of con-
trol. Spock moved to the door and operated the thumb print lock.

"Not prying, Bnsign. I intended to meditate and was unaware that you were
within range. Had I been expecting to find you in my querters I would not have
begun the ritual M

Chekov caught his breath. "I know. I know no-one would lock for wme hera,
no-one ever comes te your quarters except you and I thought you would be with
the Captain, you usually are. As though you think he can't manage without you."

Spock looked across at the slight depression in his bed, realising that
the slight impairment of its customary neatness should have informed him of his
visitor's presence vefore.

"The Captein's ability is proven, Ensign. There is no need for anyone
to doubt it. Just as there is no need for you to doubt his assurance that Dr.
McCoy has found the sntidote for your condition."

"I don't believe & word of it." The counterpane crumpled suddenly. "You
want to get rid of me - all of you. No-one has behaved normally since I came
round. I don'#t trust any of you."

Spock moved forward slowly. "If you think that, then none of us can help
you, but if you will let me blend our thoughis you will know without unceriainty
that I speak the truth."

"on'+ touch me!" The boy's voice was shrill. "Don't touch me, you...
alienth

Spock stood very still, his cyes fixed on Chekov's so fimmly that the Doy
thought for one glorious moment that he could be seen.

"How do you know where I an?" he demapded. "You'rc reading my mind again.”

"I casn hear your voice, Bnsign," Spock said calmly. "Haturally I can
cstimate from that the approximate place your body occupies. 1 cannot enter
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your mind unbidden unless the well-being of others transcends your right o
privacy. Thot is why I have locked the door sgainst anyone but myself.
I will explain the situation 28 I see it.
I have provented you from doing any harm to others as long as I remain

consciousy now I mey not link minds with you without your free consent, there-
fore I have placed myself in an inferior position tactically.

You have the upper hand in attack since I canrnot see you, and you can open
the door by remdering me unconscious, using my thumb to unlock it. You cannot
get out while I romain conscious.

Thercfore you have a cholce, to trust me or attack me.

Should you attack me you arc on the run again, feeling everyone to be
against you.

The better choice would seem t¢ be to deeide on whether or not you can
trust me. I may bhere remind you that I am the proven friend of your Captain,
and alse that T an an alien from a world you do not understand. The choice is
yours."

"But... " Chekov said, bewildered, "but I don't want to attack you."

"Waturelly I welcome that." The silence lengthened., "I await vour decision
b
with interest, Znsign.! .

"Does it... hurt?"

"No—one has ever complained of it hurting," Spock told him, "but I believe
Dr. McCoy finds it unpleasant. You must take that into consideration.!

"And the Captain?!
"It has saved his life and his saonity," Spock said quietly.

The bed sagged once again., "I don't know what to do," Chelov whispercd.
"I'm tired and I seem %o have lost myself and everyone else. I don't think I
care. Do what you want to, Mr. Spock, nothing matters any more."

"You matter, Mr. Chekov. You have a fine carcer chead of you; one day you
will have your own command. Is that worth o little trust?!

T trust you, Mr. Spock. What must I do?
"Palke my hand and put it upon your face and I will do the rest.!

Spock's fingers touched his face, feather-light. Chekov felt his tonsions
drain from him - he knew, beyond & shadow of a doubt, that this was one man you
could trust with your life, your thoughts, hones and waspoken ideals. His
vhirling wind became centred in o deep well of compassion.

McCoy locked up as the sickbay door hissed open. "I thought I told you to
rest, Spock?™ he said roughly. "Don'+t stand there in the doorway, wan., Come int"

"Doctor, I am sorry to have caused so much trouble."

MeCoy dropped his sheaf of notes. Miell, it's always nice to be allowed to
Tinish a course of treatment, Ensign," he seid jovially. "Come in and we'll get
tc it right away. Jim's in wy office still, 3pock, go and give him the glad
news,"

He rejoined thewm a short time later.  "I'wve tucked him back up again and
given him the antidote. Christine and ¥'Benga arve with him. W%Whers did you
find him, Spock?!

"Spock is in the middle of his report," Kirk told him shortly.

"Oh, good," McCoy sa2id unrepentantly. "Start it agein. I'd like to hear
the details for my log."
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"It is guite simple, Doctor. Ensign Chekov went fo my quorters because
he thought they would remain empty. I persueded him to return to the sickbay.!

"Ig that a1l? “Thet do you mean, 'persusded'?

"Doector, I am = Vulecan. 'Persuasion' means convincing another *o do sowme~
thing by logical argument.”

"Logical argument, in a pig's eye," HcCoy snorted. "I'1Ll bet you reminded
him it's & serious offence to hit a superior officer.”

"The subject was nob mentioned, Doctor. I think you will find the psychosis
was only = temporary matter and has entirely disappearcd.”

"Thank goodnesg," Kirk said, "Mancini and the rest have been most helpful.
They seemed more wirried about Chekov than about themselves. I'm glad you found
hiwm, Spock, vour powers of peaceful persuasion are most useful on occaslon.
Let's go and got a coffee and then we can both get some well-earned regt.m

Ag Spock followed him into $he elevator, Kirk said, "By the by, I've been
on to Commander Nilsson. I guess there are going %o be sowme changes in the
medical section on G2. That stuff wag part of a consigonent left to be coll-
ected by a group of Vulcan dostors on thelr way to Rigel Four, and there was
the very devil %0 pay when they found it had gone astray. IT'm glad I wasan't
around to catch the worst of it."

Spock's eyebrow moved fractionally. "I am sure, Captain, that they were
never less than fully pelite."

"Wixactly," sighed Kirk.
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MeCOY'S REALISATION by Gillian Catchpols

I no longer sce a Vulcan but a friernd,

That brings demands, sometimes fearful.

I cannot dismiss any more

His deep-silence,

Hor explain what is left unexpressed

Ag cold detachment.

I am more sensitive, more attuned,

To the hollowed loneliness within.

And when sad thoughts come knocking at my door,
‘Then routine bores and responsibllity oppresses,
I doubt not hisz understanding

Wor fezr his batrayal.

As Humans just what do we know?

Thet very tert encompasses

Such varying degrees of attitudes and desires
It is impossible to apply a norm

And yet we week to Jjudge anocther.

Too ready with our quick assumptions

We assess with standardis that do not apply,
Putting our Human valuations

On non~Humwun responses.

But this I rezlise now,

There is not another man in all respecis

I would so fully trust.
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Vulcans are grcen
Andorians blue

Klingons are nasty
Romulans too.
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NIGHTHARE DGME by Simone Mason

'Into the darkness you followed... !

Kirk was pacing his quarters with n frown, then sat down when he heard a
knock and McCoy entered.

"Bones, thanks for coming. It's zbout Spock."
"Spock? What sbout Spock? He's fine, Jim. Why... 2"
"I don't know! It's sbout two months now since Vulcan, isn't it?"

"fes. What on Barth... ? Look, I know you worried sbout him then like a
mother hen, but I'm supposed to be the mother hen, and he's all right."

Kirk loughed and McCoy joined in at the picture evoked in their minds.

"Joking apart," continued the Doctor; "he's a Vulcan, or had you forgotten?
M'Benga gave him these special psycho tests reserved for Vulcans and he sailed
through them as though they were meont for infanisiM

"They may have beon meant for Vulcans of average intelligence, Bones. BEven
you must concede that Spock is far above average.!

"Yes, yes, I concede it. He's in perfect health, Jim - had = medical only
ten days ago."

"Glad to hear it, thonk you, Bones,"

"I don't understend your worry, Jim. Spock recovered from the shock of
that fight on Vulcan and your presumed death with typical Vulcan sang-froid,
and has behaved perfectly normally ever since = normally for him, that ig!
Computer-like and lacking ~."

"Yes, Bones, I know. I just wanted to maeke sure, That very absence of
any reaction ig... odd!

. Buman would have teken time to regover, probably needed medical care for
o while, but not Spock, he's tcoo Vulean, which was just as well for once! He
certainly didn't need my help. I'1l let you rest now, Jim, see youlM

McBoy left and Kirk lay down with o sigh. The Doctor was probebly right,
Spock wag o Vulcan. But would that necessarily be a help? Vulcans were gentle
eos Kirk took o decp breath and turned over t¢ try to slecp. He had seen
nothing amiss in Spock's behaviour since that vigit to Vulcan, in fact apart
from the one lapse when a besming smile 1it up Spock's stern features at secing
Kirk alive, the First Officer had been perfeetly normal and the Cantain could
not guess whather the opiscde had affected him in any way. There was that one
mind-meld they had shared, though, since the fight. There hed scoued a slight
hesitation on 3pock's part, but Kirk hed been tired ond could have imogined it,
and. he had sensed nothing abnormel from the Vulcan's mind, but tired as he had
been... 8S%ill, MoCoy was right, Spock was a Vulean and oble 1o sort out his own
problems, the loneliness for one... But that was in the past, there was no
reason to suppose that the pon farr episode hod left any scar in him. I am too
much of tho mother hen, like MeCoy, thought Xirk with 2 smile as he folt sleep
coming at last, but T do hope we find a suiteble rest and recreation vlanet
soon, we all need it.

Kirk was therefore pleased at their discovery, within twenty-four hours,
of what looked like a suitable planst for shome lcave. After = couple of very
arduous missions and a magnetic storm, the crew was tired and iis officiency at
a dangerously low level. The Captain had scensed it and had not been surprised
when Spock had warned him about the need for rest and recroation.

This particular solar system had only one planet with a suitable atmosvhere,
and while it was inhesbited, the inhabitants, for an unknown reason, kept to the
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southern hemisphers. As they were primitives travelling on slow shaggy hessts,
no interfercnce would occur if the crew beamed down in the northern hemisphere.

"Spock," asked the Captain, "are you sure there is no danger? Why should
the natives ignore half their plancet?!

"Unknown, Captain. Their nugber may not be large enough yet to require
the extra space, or it could be due to some superstitious belief. However,
my last scan revealed a source of power in the northern hemisphere that T am
invegtigating.”

Kirk left him to it and walted, praying that this phenomenon would not be
the fly in the ointment. They were all overdue for R & R.

"Captain," said Spock at lost, "I an afreid I camot define the nature of
the power. I have pinpointed it to a specific area, which is not large, and
there are ne inhabitents or indeed any life forms anywhere near -~ ot leoost no
life forms as we know them," he added with his usual accuracy.

"Tn thot case we'd better investigete first, Spock. Mr. 3cott, you have
the con. On no account are you to beam anyone down unless on my specific
order. Should the ship show signs of being interfered with by that mysteriocus
power, lcave the arca immediately, and report to the nearcst Starbase at max-—
imam gpeed. M

"Lye, sir."

MeCoy joined them in the transporter room, only to be told he could not
acconpany them. "If the ship haes to lesve for the nearsest Starbase, Bones,
the erew moy have to be pumped full of stimulants and you'll be needed.!

"ifhat you want is priority shore leave, both of you!" muttered McCoy.

"ilatch cut for dangerous animals or plants, keep away from anything that looks - "

"Are we cadets from the Academy, Doctor?" asked Spock, cone eyebrow raised.
Kirk laughed and gave the order to ocnergisc.

They meterialised about one kilometer from the power scurce and could just
see o brilliant dome reflecting suniight in = luminous glare of sparkling blue.

"That's the place, Captain. Fascinatingi!

"Beautiful, I agres, Hpock."
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"The level of power is holding steady, Captain. I can't explain this. It
igs obviously of alien crigin.”

The First Officer directed his tricorder to the soil, trees and plants
and detected nothing amiss. The planet was Earthlike and very besutiful, and a
giade near & river, the water of which shimmered a brilliant silver in the sun-—
shine, was wvery tempting.

"If that dome spoils our shore leave, Spock, I'1l screami"

"I fail tc see how such an act will accowplish any worthwhile objéctive,
Captain, although it might give you z more throat.!

"It'1l relieve some of my frustrations, Spock," smiled Kirk. "This planet
is ideal for R & R. Let's investigate that dome, and hope it's harmless.!

They walked around 1t ard fourd no door. The substance it was made of
was unknown. Kirk hesitated to use his phaser although there wereno life form
readings inside.

They threw stones at it and then reached for it with a branch, to no availj
there was no reaction. Reluctantly, Kirk let his First Officer touch the dome
with his hand. An opening appeared immediately.

"Could be a trap, Spock, but I suppose we have no choice. In we go.!
"Castain, I should go alone... M
"Negative, two heads are better than cne, and it may be harmless.m
They walked in slowly, and a voice startled them. "Welcome, my children."
Hot a Human voice, Captain, a machine. 35+ill no life readings."
"As we're welcome, let's ge on."
The corridor they were following led them to a large room with nothing
in i%t.
"Some kind of Jokel" exciaimed Kirk.
"I don't think so, Captain, I can hear movewment - wachinery, I believe.".

Kirk had his phaser ready just in case. One section of wall opened and a
wide, low bed appeared.

"Have a rest, wmy children. ZRelax to the sound of beauty." A whisver of
ethereal music filled the rooin.

"Cantain, I'11 lie on the bed first."”

"All right, Spock. This looks more and more like a beamtiful trap, but
we have to investigate."

The First Officer lay down and reported, "Nothing amiss, Captain, the bed
is what 1%t seems, there is no discomfort."

"I'11 join you then, Spock. A restful sleep will do us good after alll"

"T doubt that all this is meant to make us sleep only, but cannot fathom
the puUrpose...

"Oould just be a place of rest for weary traveliers like us!" remarked
the Captain, now lying down. A% least whatever or whoever is behind this does
not intend to separate us, reflected Kirk. He said so.

"I hope, however, they realise we are of the same ssx, Captain."

Kirk sterted, realised that Spock was making one of his rare jokss, and
laughed.

"It - or they = will be disappointed if they don't, and expect... "

A small flat disc made of an unknown allcy had appesred above their heads.
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"We are being watched, Spock.”
"Scanned, I would say, Captain.!

"Could this be an alien observation post transmitting data to its planet
of origint"

"Possible, Captain - we have such automated devices on some outposts.”

If that was the case, there wes nothing they could do. Kirk found himself
vawning, "I feel very reloaxed - do you?"

"Yeg, Coptain., I believe it is induced by the music."
"Pleasing, however, up to now... "

Mon!t be afraid, wy children," soothed the mechanical voice. "Join your
minds... Ybacome one... "

Kirk looked across at his First Officer. "Well, go shead, Spock."

"ire you sure, Jim? If we mind meld, whatever happens to one happens to
the other."

"I know. Whatever happens, we'll face it together, Spock. There is no-
one I'd rather have with me than you.!

The half smile 1it up the Vulcan features and Kirk felt the familiar touch
of hands on his face and the gentle and delicate contact with his wind, a pleas-
ing contact which never ceased to bring a thrill of affinity and friendship in
its wake. DNeither feured coming events while they were together.

A strange sensation was being relayed to their brain, snd yet it originated
within the brain.

"Fhat i it, Spock?"

"I am not sure, Jim, but I believe our minds are being conditioned for
something. This could prove a fascinating experience."

"Or & dengerous one! I haven't your thirst for knowledge at all costs... "

A& flosting sensation had now replaced the previous one, and it was over—
whelming. Were we not spacemen, we'd be sick, thought Kirk as the sensation
inereased until they found thenselves in piteh darkness.

"SpockT!
"I'm here, Jim. The mind meld will hold."

But Kirk had caught the thought nrovided it or they allow it in Spock's
mind. "Have you sensed someone?"

"Wo, but an intelligence is clesrly behind this, whethex benevolent or
malevolent remains to be seen.!

The darkness exploded into brilliance and streak after stresk of light
sped by them.

"Pascinating," murmured Spock. '"We could be travelling through space.!
"But without s ship, we'll die! And yet I still feel fine. "

"0ur minds only are involved, Jim — it is an 1llusion. Our bodies are
in the dome." :

The journey, if journey it wag, was very brief, and then they were in
darkness agnin — such absolute darkness that Kirk was glad thelr training had
conditioned them to this, and glad he was not alone. Then with a start he
senged o slackening of the meld, and knew it had been done by Spock himsoelf...

voluntarily!




25

Then the Vulecan's wild scream reached hims "Jin!" and he sensed it was
2 cry for help.

Frantically, Kirk hung on to the now very slight link with Spock, trying
to join his Firgt Officer wherever he was.

"Jim, no! Stay away - don'ti"  pleaded Spock in such an agonised voice
the Captain disregarded the words. He reached for Spock, and suddenly found
himsgelf on Vulecan!

Then he understood, when he came face to face with himself starting the
dreadful fight instigoted by the disloyal and treacherous T'Pring. He was not
in his own body, he was in Spock's! He szensed a last desperate effort from the
Vulean to break the link.

"No, Spocki" he shouted, henging on. "Let me share this with you -~ you
would, in my placei"

Spock!s effort at breaking the link had failed, because Kirk found himself
literally in Spock's mind, a mind seething with an insane rage and o wild lust
for kiiling - for killing him! The impact of such extreme feelings was like a
very severe blow and the Captain nearly screamed with pain. He tried to remewber
that 1t was not really happening, it had happened in the past, but it did not
heln. "

The reality was the awful fight and the link with Spock's mind was becom=
ing so painful thot Kirk thought for a moment of bresking the contact. Butb he
had heard Spock call to him for help... Forgotting his own discomfort, the
Captain, using the linkege to the maximum of his ability, plunged deeper into
the Vulcan mind, ignoring the madness, but nearly stopped and forced to retreat
at the extent of the agony he detected. But this was Spock; he had to help
hnim, whatever the cost. Foritunstely the Vulcan was unable to stop him; he was
literally reliving the awful fight and could spare no energy for anything elss.

Kirk plunged on without further hesitation, desperately
hanging on to his own identity, ond forced himself to face and
understand and share the horrible conflict inside his friend's . .
mind. .

Under the surface feelings of hate and the wish to
kill caused both by the pon farr and T'Pring's treason, .
Spock's Vulcan logic and genilencss were being
ripped apart by the struggle, with the
enforced viclence tearing at the very roots
of his being, and tearing at the esteem and R
friendship his Vulcan half had for Kirk,
while his Human half wag seething in
an agony of grief and horror which was
tearing him apart in turn. Spock was
watching himself kill his Capbain and
could not stop ity neither his Vulcan
half, overwhelmed by pon farr, nor his
Human half, always kept in check, were
strong enough %o control the madness.

Kirk feld all this onslaught like
a dreadful anighimare, whet could he do?
hcute frustration seised him. There
wag Spock suffering all the tortures
of hell, and he was unable to help! Or
could he? There wag that old saying
that a trouble shared was a trouble
halved, but it meant letting go of his
own ldentity to merge completely with
Spock, and he was unable to control a -
pause at the thought of sharing such
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madness and torment. But it was brief. How could he fall to help Spock?

Resolutely, he let go and his wind was submerged by the violent madness
and the agonised tearing underneath. He was literally suffering each single
torment with the Vulcan, while trying to tell him he was not being killed, it
was not real, but doubting that he wes getting through. When Spock thought he
had killed his Captain and the madness left him, Kirk again tried to tell him
ne had not been killed, but was unable to make contact through the agony of
guilt and pain in Spock's mind. It was everywhere, ¢hoking him, and how his
First Officer could spesk and behave rationally in spite of if Kirk didn't
understand. '

The Captain had no idea how long it lasted, but it stopped suddenly and
he Found himself back on the bed in the dome. Spock was lying there, his head
on his arms and shaken by heari~-rending sobs, all his defences clearly broken.
So he can ory, thought Kirk with a mixture of anger at thelr tormentors and
pain at Spock's bBreakdown.

Wihoever you are," he shouted to the room, "stop it! How can you inflict
such torture?!

He received no answer, of course, but then he was not expecting any, just
ralieving his peni-up feelings.

Very gently, he reached for Spock.
"o, g0 OWAY... hOW can you... touch... what I am... ?"

Ignoring the broken outbursi, the Captain attempted to soothe ¥he
Vulcan ag best he could, unconscious of the tears running down his own checks
for all the torments he had seen and shared, and for all he had sensed in his
friend's mind.

The meld had not been broken and the Captain had seen the surge of joy
when Spock had discovered he had not killed him, but that one lapse was all
the First Officer allowad himself. Afterwards, rigid Vulcan control had ciamped
down on the whole event and Spock had resumed his duties normally. HNo-one, not
even Kirk, had suspected the constant burden of pain and guilt he had carried
and fought ageinst - the kmowledge that he would have killed his Capiain if
McCoy had not intervened. Gradually, he had started to accept that he had
neerly killed someone he cared for and owed loyalty 1o, but he had never allowed
Kirk of MeCoy to guess at the struggle he had had. The First Officer had felt
he had to fight this out on his ownj 1% was his madness, his Vulcan blood, and
he had 4o learn to live with it on his own, without help from anyone. It was
hig problem, and Kirk recognised there the typical Vulcan stoicism and sense of
dignity with which Spock had faced all the problems in his life.

To have %o relive the fight now had been like plunging a knife into a
wound not yet healed, or like a drowning man on the point of escaping the water
being suddenly thrown back into it, and Kirk felt helpless rage against an
intelligence who could show such cruelty.

But the Captain also felt bitter remorse at not having helped his First
Officer more after the actual fight. He should have suspected that Vulcan
stoicism would let no-one suspect the extent of suffering endured. Kirk had
wondered st the time how best to help Spock to forget the nasty event, and hed
decided not to mention it, as though it was not important. With ¥MeCoy, he had
made sure that the Vulecan was never alone when off duty for a while, and they
had also tried to ensure that Spock knew nothing was changed between them and
to show him that he held the same place in their lives., We didn't do enough
after such torment, thought the Captain, angry at himself. Fine friond 1 was
not to guess thot more than that was needed!

"You did help, Jim," mumbled Spock, his head still on his arms but no
longer scbbing.

Kirk started, then then realised the meld was still not broken. He did
not mind, but needed to put something into words - 1t was moTe real to talk,
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for a Human!

"You know now that the fight changed nothing betwsen us, Spock. Even in
my wildest dreams, I never suspected the extent of what you went through. Now
that I do know, I feel anger — and remorse at not having helped you more at the
time ~ and lcCoy should have realised it, too! But I'm the one who should have
guessed...

"Tou did help, Jim," repeated Spock, his face still hidden. "I gsensed
your friendship reaching ocut to me."

"Itm glad, Spock... and I'm also glad in a way that this happened! You
gsaw that I felt no horror of you, although you could say that I know tke worst
about you now. Dut I also know the best, Spocky I found out that even the

Vulecan in you is my friend and fought the madness for my gake, Don't you see
it makes our friendship the more complete?!

The First Officer finally turned over and opened hisg eyves to look up at
Kirk, his hand reaching out to wipe his cheelt. "You even cried with wme, Jim... "

"Did you feel me with you 2ll the time?"

"Weg, Jim. I called out at first because I was afraid to relive that
particular epizcde in my life, then I did not want you to see me zs I was then."

"T understand, Spock."
"I+ helped though that you could share it with me and not be horrified."
"Did you really think I would be? At you"

The Vulcan shook his head and touched his Captain's face in 2 gesture of
gratitude and friendship and Kirk sensed by the mind contact that the First
Officer was himself again.

Both were exhausted; they fell into a deep slesp they could not resist
even had they wished to.

They woke up rested and fecling normaly +there had been no further night-
Mmares.

"Let's get out of here, Spock. I don't like the way the dome builders
treat their guests, and they dared Lo welcome usih

"T don'4 think we can leave, Capiain.”

Spock was right. They could find no door in the room. Phasers asnd comn—
unicators did not operate, and their combined strength was unable to make any
impresgion on where they remembered the door to be.

"So we're prisoners!! exclaimed Kirk, lying down agein, out of breath after
their exertions.

"It seems so," agreed Spock, sitting beside him. "We might ag well save
our strength, Captain."

"Por further torment? What inhuwsn monsters are we up against this time?"

4 small panel opened in the wall and a tray of food appeared, as though
to deny the accusation of inhumanity.

"it least they don't want us to starvel!” reomarked the Captain, tucking in
after Spock's tricorder had proncunced the food safe. It tasted most odd and
was ovbiously alien, but they could not be choosey.

They lay down again, trying to think of a way of escape, without success,
and after o while heard the wmechanical wvoice. "It is time to join together
again, my children."

"Oh ne it's not!M stated Kirk., "Hhoever you are... "
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"Captain, I think we should obey."
T don't want you tortured again, Spocki™

MJe don't know what is in store, and if we don't merge minds, we'll cach
have to suffcr it alone."

"] see your point... Very well, Spock, go ahead.”
But now the Vulcan hesitated. "If you are reluctant, Captain... "

"Go ahcad, Spock. If they mean to hurt you further, I'd rather be with
you. You do believe that, don't you? ¥What happened before didn't come between
ug, couldn't stop the link... "

"I know, Captain, but if you are the next victim, I only hope I find it
in me to help you ag you helped me."

This sobered Kirk. %hat Spock had saild was logical, he probably was the
next vietim! But he had never gone mad, as Spock had, to his knowledge. Nat~
urally there were things in his life he was not proud of, but no more and no
less than other Bumans... What could those fionds latch on to?

The mind meld soothed his worry. %hhatever it 1s, Jim, I'1l stay with
you as you stayed with me. It cannot be worse than my own vicious behaviour.¥

*I{ wasn't your fault, Spock, don't think asbout ity forget it if you
can.*

They wers in darkness again, then the strosks of light recurred, then dark-
ness again. Kirk sensed that Spock tried to reach out to whoever was behind 1t
all, but without success.

The Captain braced himself. His tormentors would find him ready fo fight
them! Unlike Spock, he was forevarned!

i sarcastic laugh answered him. But Spock never laughed... The laugh
was inside his mind... who... 7

"I am you, stupid!" jeered a voice, and Kirk found himself facing the one
person in his life he had not come truly to terms with and only thoughi of in
nightmares since discovering his existence — the Enemy within.

The mirror image facing him with all ifs bestial cunning and cruelty and
anticipation of the idea of tormenting him freely brought back all the memories
of the past and filled Kirk with heorrified revulsion.

"T won't let you enslave me ageini® continued the Enemy with a gloating
smile. "You pretended to help me last time only to trap me! I'1l have my
revenge this time, and you won't be able to stop mel™

U9pocki" screamed Kirk with a desperate appeal.

"I'm here, Jim. The meld was nearly broken by the splitting of your
personality. I had to adapt as best I could and hove to maintain the link."

"Fhat do you wmean? You can't be in hig mind too... "
"Yos, Jim, it's the only way. I have to help both of you, if I can.!

"Not him, Spock! You don't want to help him! He'll destroy me if he
Cale s a "

"e'1l destroy himself then, Jim. Please trust me - I can only help
this way."

MHe doesn't want to help youl' sneered the Bnemy. '"He didn't help you
with 2 mind meld last time, ¢id he?"

"Mo... you didn't, did you, Spock?"
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"T helped to the best of my ability, Jim. You would have refused a mind
meld, you were too vulnerable and ashamed, and I understood and 4id not wish
to humiliate you by intruding."

"He seeg you now!' sncered the Fnemy agein. "And he despises you. I know,
1 can see it in his nind."

UGet away from me, Spock,"'pleaaed Kirik. "Despise me if you rmust, but..."

U1 don't despise you, Jim. Believe me, sse for yourself. He is lying,
trying to separate us so that he can be the stronger.!

Kirl attempted to see clearly in Spock's mind. It was difficult to
sense the link fully now that it was only half-strength. He was conscious of
the Vulcan meking some effort and the meld was clear for u second, a sure and
gtrong support he clung to with relief.

"Stay with me, Spock, I'm all right with you. 3Be my strength to fight
him,"

"T cantt maintain & full link, Jim, not with both of you. But I will
stay and helyp as much ag I can, I promise you that.”

"And he'll know what you'wze really likel" sald fthe Enemy, attacking again
at the point which hurt mozst. "Fine friend you maske for a Vulcan! BSoft and
weak and useless! MNind you, he can't like me either, cruel and bestial and
obeying my basest instinets! That is how he!'ll see you in future, and he'll
be rovolted.!

The Bremy tcouched him and the full force of his words appeared as feelings
in Kirk's wind, base and horrible feelings he was facing with a reality and
strength he had never faced before. He tried desperately to push them away,
but it was usclessy they were toc strong, and they were himself! Spock would
be revolted; he was coming to boelieve the Bnemy now $hat his will and stamina
were being ssped by that horrible image.

W don't want you to see any of this, Spock,”" he pleaded, full of horror
and shame at himself. "Break the link. The only help you can give is net to
huniliate me by seeing this... "

"Mon't, Jim... Let me stay... I can't help... 1T you rejcct me...
Pleage... " Xirk sonsed pain behind the last plea.

"Spock, am I hurting you? Forgive mo; I don't know what I am saying...
What can I do? Tell me and I'1l do id... " begged Kirk, hoving reached the
stage of indecision and helplessness he reomembered only too well from the last
time .

"I can't decide for you, Jim," roplied Spock, the link stronger now that
Kirk no longer rejected it. "Remember what happened last time. You necd him
and he needs you." -

"T know, I had to accept it then, but I've never liked to think I had
that beast inside me since... Vow I see again how horrible he is..,. "

"You must face it once and for all, Jim, and accept the balance you have
to maintain between the two, and the fact that he exists, that he is you. Then
you'll have nothing to fear from him."

"Because 1'1l be aware of the danger he represents?!

"Yes, and because you'll be able to use him fully to master and enrich
your personslity, not tc debase it as he would wish."

"Thanks, SPOCkes. Jpock?"

The meld seomed to have gone and Kirlk felt true terror. The Hnomy laughed
and the Captain saw that he was armed with o knife and already looking forword
to torturing him. Try as he might, he could nct find his phascr.

"I am going 4o kill you once snd for all:" screamed the Enemy, his voice
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full of hate.

"No, you'll kill yourself... "

"That is what you say, that is what the Vulcan says, but I don't believe
you or him. Why should I? He helps you more than he helps me, but he can't like
you, you are a spinelesg and weak creature, afraid to fight because I'll win!

I am the stronger! Bven the Vulcan knows that! . I am the stronger! And I won't
let you imprison me againi?

Kirk tried to shout that it was not true, the Enemy was not the stronger,
but the words would not come out. He tried to sense Spock in his mind, but he
could not.

"Spock, please don't leave me!" he screamed in abject terror.

"He is with me, you fooll" shouted the Bnemy with obvious delight. "He
can't stand you any longer, a Jellyfish... "

"That's not true! Spock... !

Wothingz. He mustn't believe the Ememy, but... Where was Spock? 4 knife
had appeared in his hand as though by magic and he was facing the mirrer image.
There was no doubt from the Enemy's ferocious and cruel expression that the
fight would be to the death. '

S0 be it, thought Kirk in true desperation. ILet us kill sach other ané
be done with it. I'd rather die anyway than g£o on living with that monster
Anside me! To face him once had been bad enough, twice was just too muchl!

They circled each other in a kind of death dance which wmade +the Captain
sick. If he was a barbarian he would die like one, and in his despair he found
the strength to attack first and as viciously as he could. To his shock,
amazement, he sulddenly saw that it was Spock he was attacking!

"Donr't, Jim, stop this madness. You have no choice but to accepte.. "
"So you are on his sidei®

"He betrayed youl!" gloated the Enemy. "Shall I kill him for you? TYou
can't kill anyone, you spineless jellyi"

"T can and I will kill him, and youl”
"No!" shouted Spock, in vain.

Kirk 4id not even heaxr. He felt sick and alone, and wanted only onec
thing, to finish it all. They would both die, but the Enemy would be killed
at last. He just could not bear the knowledge that such = monster lived.
Vaguely, he sensed the Vulcan trylng 4o strengthen the meld, heard him shout
'Wol! again, but the Enemy wasg attacking, his face conbforted in an awful mask
of lust for the kill and Kirk knew it was the end. for them both. He did not
care any longer, and it gave him the strength to strike back. To his surprise
and the Enemy's, neither was hurt, yet both felt the knife...

Looking down, they knew why when they saw Spock's body lying full length
with green blood spreading rapidly from fwo knife wounds. Pull of horror, Kirk
let the knife Tall and knelt down by the Vulcan. The Bnewy, strangely enough,
alzo threw his knife away and knelt down, overcome by weakihess.

"It was not him I wanted to kill," whispered the Bnemy, looking dazmed,
his lust for killing spent and the loss of half his personality weakening him
at last.

"He died for me, for us, so I have to live, we have to live, whether yom
like it ox not," said Kirk with a new assurance he sensed came from his grief,
and perhaps from Spock's mind reaching out before death? He was too shocked to
know, but he had to live now and the Enemy wag weak after the fight - they
could merge and perhaps survive?
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"We are one; I accopt you because T owe it to Spock. I'11 have to learn %o
live with the knowledge that I killed him ~ we both did. I doubt that-you could
be the stronger now."

Prompted by his grief, he thought he sensed the union of their two selves,
then sank into blissful oblivion.

When he came to, he was on the bed in the dome and thought the merging had
been successful, for he felt whole. Spock was also lying on the bed and Kirk
touched his face with a shaking hand, then started violently as the Vulcan opened
his eyes.

ile stared uncomprehendingly, noticed there were no knife wounds or blood on
his Firgt Officer.

"Weou're not... dead... " he sgaid haltingly.
'"Wo, Jim. I% happened in our minds only. I tried to communicate... "
7

"But I killed you just the samel interrupfed Kirk in a ragged voice.
Memories were floocding back and he broke down at the bititer knowledge of what he
had done.

It was now Spock's turn to soothe him and try to stop the painful tears.
"Jim, it was my foult... "

"Illogical, Spoock," stammered Kirk, clinging to¢ him like a child asking for
reassurance. Then he remembered Spock's dislike of physical contact and tried %o
let go.

"Fo need, Jim, if it helps you. I don't mind - not with you. It was my
fault because I could not cope with the two of you at once. The result was that
you felt betrayed, and your Enemy took advantage and turned you against me. The
only way I could save you both was to put myself in between.n

"I realisc tiat, Spock... but that does not make me any less a murderer."

"Had I been a full Vulcan, strong as my father is for instance, I might
have bheen able to cope with both of you, btut my Bunan half is not telepathic and
my Vulecan half was unable to be in two places at once, mainly since the Enemy .
fought against my intrusion. 1 only managed combact with elther of you inter-
mittantly. Therefore 1t was my fault."

"T+t may be logical from your point of view, Spock," Kirk mansged to smile
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ags he slowly straighiened, "but I cannot accept it. I was so sure of mysell,
thought I had no great weakness,... It serves me right! But I think thet I
have finally accepied my baper self, thenks to this. Would you like to check
with a mind meld to make sure it's not loose somewhere?!

"No - it is not necessary, Captaing you know it."

The 'no' had been so emphatic that Kirk stared at the Vulcan; he had not
been surprised to find the meld broken when he woke, for he had believed Spock
deads yet why... ? Comprehension dawmed slowly.

"Spock, did the Bnemy hurt you when he kept rejecting you? When we fought
and you 'died!, we didn't hurt your body, but I remember now sensing pain...
your mind was hurt, wasn't ite"

"Wot seriously, Captain - it was merely the strein... "

"I don't believe that. Show me."”

"I+ is unnecessary, you couldn't do anything... "

HTher it is seriousi”

"No, Jim, believe me. The pain is gone now - only tiredness remains.

"You!re not refusing to meld because I killed you... " As soon as he said
it Xirk wished he could bite his tongue out, then heard the patlent answer.

"Jim, if you could accept that I could kill you, why shouldn't I be able
to accept that you could kill wme?M

"You were not responsible for your actions."

"Neither were you, Jim. You were not yourself." The half smile 1it his
eyes but hardly disturbed his stern features. "But the very fact that we
shared the experience and helped each other... "

"eg., It was beneficial in the end," agrecd Kirk.

Semi-darknoss came, and Kirk shudderad and instinctively moved closer to
his First Officer, both seeking and offering protection.

"Not againt I don't think we could withstand another...
"1 don't think it's the same this time, Captain.”

i screen on the wall opposite 1it up and the image of a very handsome
alien appeared. Tall and well-made, he had bright yellow halr and strangely
attractive eyes which shone with an unusual golden colour.

"Plesse accept our apologies, Captain Kirk, Qommander Spock. This was
never intended to trouble you."

.

"4 bit late to apologise now, isn't it?" Kirk rewmarked ironically.

"Believe me, Captain, we are most distressed that this could happen. e
would have stopped it before, had we bsen able."

"Can'+ you control your own devices?" Spock asked curiously.

"Yos and no. Let me explain. The planet you are on is Arcandra, the
home world of our people, but we now inhsbit a world in a system you have not
yet discovered, on the rim of the galaxy." )

3
 "But there are natives here " exclaimed the Captain.

"Yes, Captain. We left Arcandra because half our people evolved at a fan~
tastic spesd and achieved a very high degree of civilisation, while the other
half progressed very slowly - so slowly it became incompatible for the two to
remain together; each would have impsired the other's continued evelution.

We had developed star travel and went in search of another world, leaving behind
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the primitives to develop at their own rate.”
"Couldn't you have helped them, accelarated their progresst" asked Kirk.

"Captain, you cannoit tzach higher mathematics %o the newly born! The gap
was too great; it just was not possible, I assure you. We did not like doing
thisg, but we feld it was a matter of survival for both parts of our race.!

"ere does all this come in, then?' Kirk asked.

"fe did not wish to abandon our primitive half -~ so to spesk - completely,
so we deviged this dome and left 1t behind. Its purpose was to test and transmit
to us whatever level of civilisation had been reached by any primitive visiting
ity inh order to keep us informed so that we could send help if needed, or contact
Arcendra again 1f o reasoncble level had been reached."

"The primitives do not live in this part of the planet, sir," remarked
Spock, "so you are likely to have a long wait.!

"We knew thety we instilled the superstition szbout the northern hemisphere
on purpose, Commander, so that they would not enter the dome before it was +time.
They had to overcome superstition first and reach a certain level of development.
Hewever, we made a grave mistake. It did not occur to us that aliens would find
and enter the dome before our own people did." '

Mhat you intend to put your people through is torture!" protested Kirk.

"It was for you, Captain, and for you, Commander, and again I repeat how
sorry we are. Remember we are alien to you and therefors different. Yhat the
devices in the domo are meant to discover and analygse snd transmit to us the
the strengths and weaknesses of a personality - snd even more, the level of
co~operation they had reached should two enter together. Had you been unsble to
employ telepathy,; the experiences you underwent would have been different.”

"T still call driving somcone to breaking point toriure.”

"It would not have been so for one of us, Captain, because a combination
of hypnotic music and images, combined with a harmless gas, would have made the
event painless and not even remembered by the subjects unless they had reached
a high level of consciousness. Unfortunately, those methods did not work with
you. Tou must apdreclate that the transmissions from the dome +ook some time
to resch us, s0 by the time we discovered the error and started working to
remedy the situation, it was too late to prevent the cycle being completed.”

"And yet you talk to us directly now, sir," sald Spock.

"Tes, Commander. We have discoveresd methods of direct transmission we were
in ignorsnce of when we built the dome. We did not think to instal them on
Arcandre before receiving a communication from the dome, but we are now working
at this, and giving instructions so that a similar mistake does not recar."

"I still don't understand why driving someone to breaking point should give
you an indication... ™ Kirk began.

"nder extreme stress the true level of civilisation is roevealed, Captain.”
"Weg, I can see that, but it was harrowing bo re-live those experisnces.’™
"Are we primitives in relation to your racs?" asked Spock.

"o, Commander. TYou are about half-way, I would say. Please do not take
my words as arrogance = we are a much older race than yours, and the fact thaot
half of uwg are for behind you in development gives u® no cause for pride. How
that you understand, you will perhaps allow me to make amends and help you,
elther towards a hetter urderstanding of what happened, or by erasing the
memory of the ordeal coupletelys; the chelce is yours.!

"I don't want to forget, sir," protested Kirk.

"Weither do I," agreed Spock, "but further stress might injure my Captain
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and myself; we are not fully recovered, sir.”

USuch formality! iy name is Aral, please use it. There will be no
stress, I give you my word. TYour snswer indicates you are st the level I salds
I'd have been disappointed had you asked to forget, felt yourselves unable o
come %o terms with the experience.”

"1 can understand +that we are wve far behind vou, Aral,!" said Kirk with
¥ b
some bitterncss. "Under stress,; we killed each other."

"Neither of you has any reason to be ashamed," protested the alien in
turn. "He do not condemn ~ we have no right. We went through uncivilised anc
difficult periods ourselves., Tou know the truth, as we do. The most difficult
obstacle $0 overcome in order to reach high levels of civilisation is your-
selvaes.”

Miy people are only too awers of this," agreed Kirk,

"Perhaps nol as much as the Vulcans are; we can understand their rigid
control of emotions, whick is 2 step in the right direction, if a negative gne."

Mot logical, Aral," was Spock's expcected answer.

"Not to you, Commander," smiled the alien, & friendly smile which wade
his features oven more atiractive., "Your people however will understand one
day.M

"Wou approve of lack of cmotion?" asked Kirk curiously.

"Fo, but we undersiond, Captaoin. The Vulcans showed greater courage than
your people, and achicved as a result an inner streangth which will be inval-
uable in their future evolution.!

"Is there howve for Humanst" asked the Captain.

"There is hope for every race, Captain. The methods are thelr cholce, and
could not be the same for all."

"Logical," agreed Spock, "and yet... But my Captain is tireds I must
not let my curiosity and interest prolong this fascinating conversation.!

"T could not tell you much more, Commander," smiled Aral. "hny more
questions before we help you as promised and say goodbye?"

"o, Aral," Kirk swmiled back, '"ihat do we have to do?"

"Remain on the bed and relax. We'll do the rest. If you prefer it, you
may join minds -~ it is up to you."

"Miight a8 well share it to the dast, Spock, don't you agrec?"
"es, Captain.!

The semi~darkness remained and a glowing disc appeared on the ceiling
and hoversed over their heads, so brilliant they had to shut their cyes. Then
they seased the contact from the alien mind, and they lost any doudt they -
might have had and trusted hral completely. It was a very wise and compass—
ionate mind, understonding their neod and coming down willingly to their level.

411 their physical, mental and emotional exhaustion vanished, and most of
the suffering and pain of the ordeal was lessened, rat to make them forget but
to allow them to think of it without unbesrable straim,

Lral went on to show Spock how he could not possible kill his Capteln in
the future, even in pon farr; +the womory of Arcandra would be too strong,
reinforced by the alien mind, so that it would be stronger than the pon farr
madness or any othor possible factors. Therefore the. fact that he had nearly
killed Kirk once did not mean he could do it again, and the fear in the Vulcon
mind was eliminatoed once and for all.

To the Capntain Aral showed how the inemy was now well under control,
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because he had faced him, seen the worgt, ond killed his best friend when dom-
inated by his baser sclf. LAgein the memory of this would be too strong to
allow Kirk 4o let the Enemy triumph ever agoin; he would be the stronger for
it. "You are privileged in having met your other self so clearly, Captain.
Tou know him well now znd it will enable you to control him better, aware as
you are of what he can do."

Kirk accepted the truth of the alicn's words with exhileration. He was
whole at last, his two selves integrated and able to co-operate with stricter
control of his baser insiincts.

"fou are froe to go now, Captain, Commander," finished Aral softly. "May
this experience have brought you more then anguish and pain - 2 beitter know—
ledge of yourselves and of each other. I have been privileged to share, if
only for a short while, the close and rewarding friendship of two minds that
I can only have esteem for.M

The alien contact vanished after a last soothing touchsy Kirk and Spock
got up feeling as rested and relaxwed as though they had already had shore
leave.

"It's not fair, Spock, no-one will believe we need R & R - and I wanted
to enjoy that glede by the river - even do gome swimming," sighed Kirk as they
left the dome.

"Thy not do so, Captain? I believe we'll need some relaxation to assim—
ilate what happened fully, once the alien mind effect has worn off. The
planet isg safe for the crew and shore leave con begin - but nowhere nesr the
dome just in case Aral and his pecple have not finished the modifications.”

"Right," agreed Kirk with enthusiasm. "ind we can stay by the river o
make sure the order is obeyed. We'll sce the dome from there."

Lboard the Enterprise a frantically worried Heloy was saying for the
unpteenth time, "Scotty, we must do something! Jim and Spock are overdue,
and we can't even detect them inside that dome!M

"Miill you come here, please, Doctor."

¥oCoy approaaphed the command chair in surprise and faced & very angry
Chief Engineer who managed however to keep his voice low. "Look, Doctor, I
haven't Mr. Speck's paticnce. Your comments don't help - don't you think I keep
imagining them cui to ribbong, dying? I've had hundreds of ghastly pictures
going through wy head... and you seem to blame me! I mugt obey orders.!

"Sorry, Scotty," said McCoy contritely. "It's only because I'm so
worried... "

"T know, Dector," admitted Scotty, his anger spent. Y“I wish I coulid do
H
somethingi"

r. Scott, T have the Captaini" shouted Uhura excitedly.

An audible sigh of relief could be heard on the bridge asg they heard Kirk
giving orders for the shore leave to start, although no-one was to beam down
near the dome. "Spock and I have started our shore leave, Scotty," finished
Kirl, "but contact us if there. are any problems. Kirk out."

McCoy did not look happy, though, and told the Chief Engineer, "Beam me
down near them, I want to make sure for myself they are all right, and I won't
go near the dome."

The Doctor materialised in the glade by the river and saw the two officers
companionably having a . frugal mceal of native fruits. His scammer confirmed
that they were in good kealth. ‘

"fell, what happened in that dome? he asked with his usual impaticnce.
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Kirk and Spock, their meal finished, lay back again and looked wp at the
Doctor, anrgmuSéd‘smile on the Captain's features; a hint on one on Spock!s.
"It wééié %ery special dome, Doctor -« not, however; meant for us.”
MI'd like to go and have a look.™
o, Bones," ordered Kirk. "You would not get in anyway - forget it."
"It has not done either of you any harmi" protested the Doctor.

Mio," replied Kirk thoughtfully. "I walked into darkness but I was not
alone. Spock?!

"It oeitainly would have been dangerous alone, Capbain, and perhaps
irrepairable damage would have been inflicted on either of us."

"In a way I'm glad we killed ecach other, Spock," said Kirk with a sly
glance at MeCoy. "It makes us even."

The Doctor reacted as the Captain thought he would. "What are you two
talking about? Who killed... You're both alive... Tou mean Spock when he
fought you on Vulcan?... 3Sorry, Spock.!

"It ig not impoxrtant, Doctor."
"There you are, Jim, you worried about him for nothing! He's a Vulcan!

And what'e that shout you killing Spock? Tou would never do that unless you
were insang... "

"There is insanity in all of us, Bones. You should know that."

"If that dome made you kill each other - extraordinary as it may sound -~
why is it so special!

T4 iz the dome of self-lkmowledge, Bones, where you walk inte darkness
to face yourself.M

"Ig that all?" McCoy asked in disbelief.

Kirk and Spock stared back at him without answering, and the Doctor was
struck by the look in their eyes, 2 look which seomed %o have sech so much
they just could not talk about it.

"Once you accept yourself," mused Kirk, "what is there to fear?!

"There is always something to fear, Jim," replied Spock. The Captuin's
gaze focussed on his First Officer and he understood that the Vulecan was
referring to the pain either of their deaths would cause the other. "However,"
continued the Vulcan, "death is not final when you survive in someone's memory,
Jima

"Logical as always, Spock," smiled Kirk, "but I do not wish... "

"Neither do I, Jim," agreed Spock to the unspoken words.

¥cCoy was watching them uncertainly, aware of an even decper sense of
understanding and case between them, something intangible and yet very apparent.
The Doctor felt like an intruder and did not ask any more guestions, just left
for a walk to think further and %he two officers watched him go in silence.

"Bones will txy to puzzle it out," said Kirk at last.

"Docs it matter? He may guess something, but not the whole. You should
sleoep, Captain.™

"Who's the mother hen now?... Never mind, Spock," he added at the sight
of raiszd eycbrows, "youlre right... "

The Captain sank into sleep.

McCoy returncd later and saw thom both asleep, their features relaxed in
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an expression of harmony and peace which puzszled him anew. What had thoy fourd
in the dome of frcandra? Whatever it was, he found himself wishing that he had
found it *oo.

Why should common self-knowledge... He pushed the problem out of his mind
as he undressed to enjoy a swim. Kirk and Spock had both benefitted from what—
ever it was, and the episode of the fight on Vulcan clearly held no terror for
either of them any more. The Doctor had never confessed it even to Kirk, but
he had worried about Spock ~ he had even come close to suspecting the truth.

S0 1o see his two friends so rclaxed, apparently much closer than before, made
his ewim the more enjoyable, all worry gona.

In the distence, the beautiful dome of Arcandra radiated sparkling blue
light like a beacon, and waited to fulfil its destiny.
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INSIGHT by R.E. Young

A product of the discipline of Ages,.

A symbol in integrity to nll, '

Your countenance invariably unimpassioncd,
Logician, perfect ~ olmost to a fault.

Your duties arce performed .with swift precision,
A myriad of data at your calil,

Incapable of any foxm or error,

Ingpiring your contenpr!arics to awe.

To most an inexrplicable enigma,

Devoted to your scientific dreams,

A Vulecan bred devoid of all emotion,
An efficient and disnassionate machine.

Yot T have pilerced the armour that surrounds you,
Ko, do nct be disturbed, my Vulcan friend -

That secret which you guard with such discretion,
Is one I will revere until the end.

For I have seen the side that lives in hiding,
The longing and the love you would deny,

But no matter how you battle to restrain i,
You camnot hely it showing in your eyss.

S0 set your mind at sase, I won't bhetray you,
Though I wish that those who scorn could comprehend,
That the one I would entrust my life and soul to
Is 'That Vulcan' - both my brother, and my friend.
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Sing a song of sickbay, natients in a row,

Four and twenty crewmen, nowhere else to go.
When the door slid open, NeCoy began to shout,
Wasn't that a nasty day with Xlingons all about?

The Captain in his quarters, feeling all his bruises,

The Vulcan in hysteria, feeling what he chooses.

Wiy engines," crooned the Engineer, "they're blown out
like & candle -

WMot 1l never get the bairns to stert without a starting
handlei

KRR KRR RRERHN W% %
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COMMAND by Sally L. Syrjals

So this was the life of a Starship Captain. It could be described in one
word - lonely. He had only been in command a little wmore han a month, but
alroady the isclation of command was moking itself known.

S0 long he had dreamed of having a Starship to commend. Now the dream was
reality. Would it have beon better to have hed the reality remain o dream?

Before, he hod been able to enjoy the company of his fellow crownembers.
Kow he was 'The Captain', and not allowed such luxuries. Yes, ronk has its
privileges, but also its restrictions. James Kirk woas a caring person. Tot
to care too decply whon your job sometimes forces you to send your crew to their
possible death, caring could become a liability - but a liasbility he never
wanted to lose.

The rosponsibility for the ship ond her crew was now his burden. This was
his shin. He was the one who must make the decisions and sec to it that she
would be the best ship in the Fleet.

Ain easy job it certainly wos not, but had he truly expected that 1t would

be?

He hoad wanted more than anything in the universc to command a Stership.
Since thoso first days at the icademy, this had been his dream. He hod for-
saken 211 4o reach his goal ~ love, family, security. Now that 1t hod been
attained, he must never lose her. NEVER!

Yet he was so lonely. i Storship could invade your soul, but could not
provide the wormth of compenionship. Componionship was o necessery clement to
his character. He nceded someonc with whowm he could pour cut the contonts of
his being. Someons who would listen and Peturn those thoughts to their omer
without the outside being o porty to their contents.

Tho could o« Capiain confide in? The cholces weroe protty narrow. Hoving
o Vulcan First Officer certainly did not help matters. If this were a holf-
Vulcan, what would o full Vulcon be like?

He hoed yet to ses o smile cross that foce. He also hod the feeling he
was being judged. Fonder whot #he results will be? Whet if 1 don't measure
up to the Vuleon's standards? Metter of fact, what if T don't gadn the con-
Tidence of the crew os a wholef?

Revlacing Chris Pike wos no new Captedn's wish., Captain Pike head been
one of the best officers in the Flect, and his crow had been very loyal to him.
he mon who replaced him needed to be something spcecial. Slas he that man?

He wanted so badly tc moke $his his ship. 4 Captain necded to make his
own mark if he were to truly command.

L Captein nceded to have those under him trust end follow him without
guestion. Did he possess those abilities?

Those first few weeks on board, ke could fecl zll eyes upon hinm. It was
like constantly having to work within the confines of a goldfish bowl. One
mistake and all would know.

Fortunately there had been no mistokes. Lfter that initisl 'try-out' he
felt acceptance beginning %o toke hold. He was still the intruder, but cach
day brought the ship more into his realm ond further from that of Chris Pike.

If only he could draw his Pirst Officer out of his shell. 14 Captain
needed a rapport with his second in conmand. They needed to work as & teonm.
Indosd, if they were to work at their most optimum, they needed to lewrn each
otherts very thoughts.

What fates had ke angered to get o Vulcan o be in that position? It
’tr_: > X
would be a difficult cnougn job to sccomplish with a Human, but could it even
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be attenpted with ocne so alien in character?
Indeed, would the Vulcan even accept him as Captain? He had been civil
enough, but that wes his whole frame of behaviour - civil. There had yet to

be any show of warmth or acceptance. But could he really expect any? Was
that wishing for the moon in addition to the stars?

Still, somehow he must try. He neceded the Vulcan. BSpock was the best
Science Officer in the Fleet, not to even consider his talents as First

Officer. 3But how to break through that stoney exterior and really communicate?
That was going to be guite an undertalking. However, one that must be mastered

1f he were ever to run thig ship properly.

One he also needed for himself. He desperately needed a friend. Scmecone
with whom he could simply talk and be himself.

Spock seemed to have no close friends on board. Perhaps he a2iso sharved
this need?

The buzzer on his door sounded and he responded "Come", wondering what
problem had arisen to reguire hisg attention.

Spock appeared in the doorwsy, with a chess board in his hand.
p P). 4

"Care for & game of chess, Captain"
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DIFFERENCE by Susan Meck

Till up my turpmoil with gquiet,

Fill up my silence with sound.
Help me to know the mesnings -~
The values of what 1T have found.

Shov mc the ways of caring,

It is you who heve planted the seed.
Cool down wmy heat with the logic
That sometimes T know that I need.

Pill up the gap so empty -
Teack me the ways I should feel.
Help me to hide any anger or rage
That I know I ocught to conceal.

Teach me of warmth and laughter,
Pill up the derkness with light.
Show me the ways of difference,
S0 i can lcarn what 1s right.

Stey by wy side and help me
Ls long ag we sall skies above.
Tomper my love with reason.
Temper my reascn with love.

P KN e KA R H A K NN

What are Humans made of?

What are Humans made of?

Ups and downg and sumiles and frowns,
That's what Humans are made of.

What are Vulcans made of?

What are Vulcans made of?

Logic and ice and never a vice,
That's what Vulcans arce made of.
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ORDELL by R.E. Young

Sulu left the helm, and sauntered slowly through the door,

With placid Oriental dignity,

Whon he returned, !'twas Chekov - he wont bolting out! - once more
The Bridge returned to mock tranquillity.

The Captain was annoyed, surely they knew it was his tumn,
He tried to rise, but beat a quick retrest,

Spock nearly bowled him over, without waiting to explain,
Kirk sighed, and concentrated on his feet.

When the Vulecan finally come, he heaved a sigh of great relief,
And clombered to his feet to try again,

But once more his path was blocked, and as he choked on disbelief,
Uhmra hurricd out to stoke her olaim.

"I have had it! It's not fair! This thing has gone quite far enough!®
Cried the Captoin, as he staggered to the door,

Then Uhura smiled, returning, and she waved her powder puff,

ht Scott, who left to cven up the score.

"Now it's my turn," snarled the Captain, there was murder in his eye,
"But I'm next in line!" wailed Chekov, and he ran,

Kirk stood there in astonishment, his colour rather high,

L3 thoy one by one went owb in turn again.

"There's no Justice!™ moaned the Captain, and he turned around %o Spock,
"Just one moment, sir." Spock quickly made an exit,

"it's a crime," saild Captain Kirk, when he recovercd from the shock,
Withen arc those lazy morons going to f£ix it

"Pix what, sir?" asked the Vulcan, now returning to his post,
"The fault in the dispensers was repaired.

Ho will be somewhat uncomfortablie - an hour at the most -
But the neals will now be properly prepasred.m

"I'm not on zbout the food, you fool ~ " the Captain now was desperate,
"Tt's my Jhotsit on the Bridge I'm talking of.

Three days it's becn out of order, and they haven't fixed it yet,

And I can't welld any longer, so I'm offin

"Captain, wait! Axre you referring to just what I think you are?
If T'm right, you needn't worry any more,

For your Whatsit was repalred, sir, and of that I'm very sure... "
With o seream, the Coptein hurtled through the door.

(Therc's been talk of new arrangements for the Captain's comfort NCW,
To ensure nc wmore swmborrassments cccul.

It wos Bpock whe wmade it possible, though I'm not too sure how,

But two toilets make the Captain feel securc... )

T e e e W H W AN

Tribble, tribble, where have you been?

I've been to the bridge to look at the screen.
Tribble, tribble, what did you there?

1 settled wyself in the Captain's chair.
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LOST AND FOUND by Valerie Piacentini

Captain James T. Kirk of +the U.S5.8. BEntorprise was dead.

It was the source of a curious, rather bitter pride that sc far he himself
was the only one to recognise that fact. McCoy, had he known, weuld have
argued -~ dead men do not reason clearly, function efficiently; but surely only
the dead could oxist in such a limbo of utter indifference? The problem wight
have intrigued him once, Kirk supposed vaguely, but somehow nothing seemed to
penetrate the shell of isclation he had drawn round himself since... since
Helotia.

bs 1%t always did, the thought of that name produced the now—-fawiliar con—
traction of the mind, in which grief and guilt blended to the tearing pain he
must somehow learn to live with now. He glanced round; +the bridge was calm,
working normally -~ he could safely leave. Slowly then, he stood up.

"You have the con, Mr. Sulu," he said steadily, and walked to the elevator
without hearing the helmsman's acknowledzement.

The sanctuary of his quarters had never scemed so welcome, the familiar
territory such a safe havensy but even here the reminders lingered, solid, tan—
gible. No longer fighting the pein he leaned back in his chair and glanced
around, permitting himself to romember.

Helotia, A simple diplomatic misslen that had proved tc be a frap. The
Klingon commander had been waiting whon hoe beamed down. The hopelessness of
capture - he would not, could not, order the surrender of the Enterprise. The
calm preparation for dcath. Then, Spock. Alwsys, Spock. The frantic haste
to escape. The Vulcan caught in the disruptor heam as he relayed his Captain's
co~ordinates to the ship, caught just before he could reach safety. The lagt
thing Kirk had seen was the tall figure slowly folding to the floor, the dark
gyes cloging as the scene faded.

Return to tho Dnterprise -~ and the hidecus, the impossible order from
3tarfleets loave orbit at once, do not atiempi a rescue. He had argued,
begged, pleaded ~ in vain. Finally, the triumphant, mocking message from
Helotias Bpock wos alive, in Klingon nands ~ he would not long remain =0.

It had not been total sbandonment; Storfleet's plans were laid, and could
not be disrupted for one man. The Federation ships had returned in forece,
sweseping the planet free of Klingorn influcnce. Too late.

"The Vulcan is dead," he had been told, flatly. There was no vengoance
for Kirks the commander, Kelath, had been recalled befors the atback, ant was
not among the prisoners.  There was not even a grave to visit, t0 make his
final farewell; the body had been flung into one of the communal burial pits,
and of what worth was one dead Vulcan, that anyone should trouble to record
which?

Kirk had accepted his loss with an outward calwmness that surprised his
crews only McCoy lmew of the guilt that tormented him. It had come at last,
Spock!s 1ife given for his. If only he had defied the Admiral, gone back...
Spock would have done as much for him. So the circle of grief and guilt grow
tighter, choking him.

But a Starship Captain camnot afford the luxury of griefy +to hide his
pain he had begun to build that shell of indiffersnce, retreating layer by
layer into a safc, secure refuge where nothing could intrude te hurt him again.
His concern for his crew did not diminish, but it was an abstract idea now, no
longer touching him deeply as it once had done. McCoy waiched anxiously, know-
ing that the shell was too complets, tco brittie ~ it would shatter one day,
and Kirk's desclation would be terrible to witness. It was not even as though
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Kirk withdrow completely into himselifs; he still mingled with his officers,
joined in their conversation, even smiled occasionally; but the hazcl eyes
were dull and lifeless. Withdrawal would have been e¢asier to handle, MeCoy
thought, but this deliberate... sepsration... allowed no contact at all.

However great one man's agony, the work of Starfleet had to go ong & now
Tiret Officer was assigned to the Dnterprise, Commander Sheron, an Andorian.
McCoy had drended his arrival, wondering how Kirk would react to seeing another
in Spock's places; he did not react ot all. He greeted Sheron with his swect,
remote smile, and thercafter troested him with the same distant courtesy that
now marked all his relationships: all, save that with MoCoy, and that tco was
altered. It was as ihough Kirk, blaming himself for Spock's death, woas delib-
erately punishing himself by refusing to accept the comfort his friends tried
to offers it could not last, and McCoy waited, knowing that he must be there
when that brittle shell broke at lazt, and Kirk was forced to face reality.

Now Kirk sat =alone in his quarters, waiting patiently for his control to
return. It would - it always did - but it was sometimes hard to push away
those comforting, veinful memories; it would be... g0 pleasant... to allow
them full rein, to wander unchecked through the yearg he had shared with the
Yulcan, vears of companionship, utter trust, sometimes pain and fear - bub
always, always, complete understanding. Yet if he did so - if he gave way to
that temptation - he would no longer be sble to function as Captain of the
Enterprise, for he would he compelled to recognise that Spock's life had been
given Tor something that no longer matiercd to him — his career. And it nust
matter, for if it 4id not, Spock would have died usclessly, and that, he could
not have borne.

At last, as he had known it would, the roging pain subsided to the accust-
omed ache that was all that was left to him of feeling. He pulled his regained
control cerefully around himself again, wrapping himself decp in the protective
mantle of voutine. The door bumzer sounded, and he sighed.

"Come!!" The single word ceme calimly.

For just an instant the sight of the blue shirt in the doorway Lifted his
heart: would it always do sc? he wondered.

"eos, Mr. Shoron?" he asked. _
"A message from Starfleet, Captein — Priority Code.™

The Andorien held out a sealed tape. Kirk rose and opened his safe, won~
dering 1dly what problem Starfleet had found for him now - something urgent,
evidently, since they had employed a code to which only the Captain held the
key. Taking the decoder from the safe, he bent to decipher the tape.

Sheron took advantage of hig concentration to study his Captain interest-
edlys ke still aid not know what to make of XKirk. He had accepted asaignment
to the interprise eagerly, for the reputation of the ship, and of her Captaln,
made it an attractive posting for sn ambitious officer.

Initially, howcver, he had been disturbed by Kirk's atiitude. The man was
always pleasant, always corract... but remote, formal, trcating his First Off-
icer with courtesy, but maintaining boetween them 2 distance the Andorian did
not know how to cross. At First Sheron had wondered with dismay whether the
Captain simply disliked working so closely with an alien, but observatlon
quickly disproved that theory, for Kirk wes exactly the same with his Human
officers. Besides, surcly he had heard that his predecessor, Spock, was also
an alien - a Vulcan, wasn't he? Concluding thet Kirk's reserve was natural 4o
him, Sheron had given up trying to understand the mon, and had gsattled for
respecting the Captain; but he was troubled. His position was madc much more
difficult by Kirk's indifference, and although he could appreciate Kirk's
reputation, it was impossible to understend the affection which the crew seemed
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to feel for ithis remote, unemotionzl man.

HWhile Kirk busied himself with the docoder Sheron glanced around with
intercst; he had never before besen in Kirk's guerters, and he looked now for
some clue tc the private life of the man who had come 4o interest him. A
jarring note struck him at once -~ while most of the furnishings and decocrations
in the room werc Human, certain items herc and there were clearly of Vulcan
origin. On a emall side table stood a chess board, a game half completed,
awaiting the next move. He knew that Humans seldom played the complicated
three~dimensional form of the game; an expert himself, he could tell that the
opponcnts were woell-matched, and he wondered who the Captaints opponent could
be. Turning away with a regretful sigh, for his Cingers itched to pick up o
rool and make the next move, his eyes lighted upon an even more unusual object.
On a shelf by the Captain's desk stood a Vulecan harp. A swift glance confirmed
that the Captain wag still busy, and Sheron edged forward for a better loock.

He had been right ~ the ingtrument was a pricelessg work of art, of the type
usually jealously guarded by an accomplished musiciany he would not have
expected to find such a treasure in o Human's quarters. Attracted by its
beauty, Sheron stretched out o tentative hand.

Don't touch that!" Kirk's voice cracked like a whip. Startled, the
Andorian turned to meet hazel eyes blaging with anger. IEven as his amazement
showed on his face, the Capiain's eyes dropped.

"T'm sorry," he said in his usual romote tone. "I did not mean to speak
3
g0 sharply... the harp is very delicate."

"I apologise, Captein," Sheron returned stiffly. "I meant no offence.”

"Worget it." Kirk made an abrupt gesture of dismissal, was again the
efficient, uncmotional Captain. "We haove work to do, Mr. Sheron. The tape
orders us to Orgasniay I am ordered to place the Enterprise at the disposal of
the Council. Please tske the con —~ I'1l be here for a while, then in sickbay
if I'm wanted."

"Wery well, Captain." DMore puzzled than ever, Sheron departed. This was
the first sign of emotion he had ever seen from Kirk - and that he should dis-
play such anger over a triviality was strange indeed. As the elevator carried
him 4o the bridge, Sheron made a mental note to discover what he could about
the curious behaviour of his enlgmaitic Captain.

Behind him Kirk stared miserably at the closed door. He had not intended
to offend the Andorian, he thought guiltilys but the sight of a stranger's
hand reaching for the harp -~ Spock's harp - had aroused in him a fury of poss-
esgive anger, an irrational resentument that Sheron was here, taking the
Vulcan!s place.

When he had been notified of Sheron's appointment to the Enterprise Kirk
had gone at once o Spock's quartersy no stranger would pry into his friend's
life - he would pack hig belongings himself, however muchk it hurt. There were
tears in Kirk's eyes by the time his self-imposed task was completed, and he
surveyed the pitifully small pile he had collected. Spare uniforms were the
only clothing - Kirk reflected that, save when landing party duty demanded i,
he had never seen Spock out of uniform. £ few books — the titles had surprised
and. delighted him ~ he had always known that beneath the Vulcan snell the Human
Spock still dresamed in secret. The chess board, over which they had lingered
for sc maany hours. The harp — pain stabbed deep as he recalled evenings of
enchantment. He reached out, touched the strings lightly, and recciled at the
discordant murmur; it was a beautiful instrument, of great value, but worth-
less to him, for the men who had awakened its music would never do so again.

Kirk glanced round, and shivered; he had lowered the themrmostat to normal
ship's temperature, and only now did he realise how automatically he had
ad justed to the warmth Spock found comfortable. Cradling the harp carefully,
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Kirk carried it to his guarters, returning for the chess set, and the small
cagse of books and clothes. The room's emptiness screamed at hims now he
really knew that Spock was gone, and he left the room without a backward
zlance, for he carried with him all that would remain of his friend ~ those
few possessions, and the memories thot would always haunt him.

In his own quarters he stowed away the case, stood the harp by his desik,
fourd a place for the chess board, carefully setting the pieces as they had
been at the interruption of their last, unfinished game. It would probably be
wiger to pack them away, he thought, but they werc part of the life he had
shared with the Vulcan, and to do so would seem as though he tried 4o deny his
SOLTOW .

Now, vaguely disturbed into guilt et his treatment of Sheron, Kirk reached
out, drew his fingers lightly down the curved neck of the harp, producing, as
the gesture always did, a faint echo of Spock's presence. The Vulcan's strict
sense of justice, which he had almost unconsciously acquired, teld him how
unfair he was being to his First Officer, but he somehow could not find the
energy to get to know the man. Not yet, he silently begged that haunting
presence; give me Jjust a little longer, Spock.

The voyage t¢ Organia was unsveniful. With the Enterprise secure in orbit,
Kirk called Shoron to the transporter room, and prepared to beam down. The
Arndorian obeyoed eagerly - he had heard wmuch of the powerful thought—-creatures
who inhebiited this planet, and maintained an uneasy peace between the Federation
ané the Klingons, and was looking forward to his first encounter with them.
Their first appearance was something of an anti~climax, however, as Kirk greeted
three apparently undistingulished humenoids.

"Trefayne, Ayelborne, Claymare, may I present Mr. Sheron, First Officer
of the Entorprisce?" Xirk began,

"Captain Kirk, you are again welcome, as are you, Commander," replied the
being Kirk had named Claymare. "But Captain, what of Mr. Spock? Surely he... "

"Spock is dead," Kirk replied harshly. "He was a prisoner of the Klingons.!

"We grieve with you," Trefaync sald sgoftly. "A fine wman ~ and o magnificent
mind."

"Indeed. How may I serve you, gentlemen?"

It was obvious to Sheron that Kirk had delibverastely turned the conversotion,
even at the risk of seeming discourteous. Did XKirk's strange attitude have
somoething to do with his former First Officer? But he would have to postpone
congideration of that theory - Ayelborne was speaking now.

"Have you ever hoard of a Klingon commander named Kelath, Captain Kirk?"

"Kelath?" Kirk started violently, bis eyes darkening. "He was in charge
on Helotia when... What of him?"

"We have received reperts from the planet Swirss 1t seems that Kelath has
taken over there -~ the planet, though undeveloped, is rich in rare minerals -
and is using the native population as sglave labour. This must be stopped.”

"Surely that's a breach of the peace treaty?! Kirk enguired.

"The matter is not so simple, Captain. According to the Klingon govern-
ment, Kelath is a rencgede, acting on his own initiatives +they have disowned
him. W%While we do not necessarily accept their denials, we do net at this $ime
wish to provoke an open conflict wlth the Klingons. However, as they have
denied all knowledge of Kelath's actions, they will not interfere if the Enter—
prisoc, scting with our authority, moves agsinst him to frce Swirs.!

"Wou mean you want the Enterprise to attock Kelath?' Kirk sounded more
animated than Sheron had ever heard him.
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"Not quite, Captains Xelath controls throe ships -~ formidable odds even
for the Enterprise. No, we bhave devised an cnergy screen, which we will instal
on your ship; 1t will nuilify the Klingon disruptors, dbut will permit your
phasers to operate. XKelath will be unable to defend Swire, and you will be
able to capture his bHase. You will return the Klingon prisoners here, I
suggest you advise the Pederation to have relief ships standing by - the
reports we have received indicate that the condition of the native lobourers
is grave, and medical teams will be urgently needed. For their protection,
the energy screen can be transferred to the surface, where it will provent any
Klingon ship from centering orbit."

ihat of Kelath?!

"ile will dezl with him, Captain — Mr. Spock's death will not zo unpunished.
When may we begin to instal the energy screent'

"4t once, if you wish., I'11 call Mr. Scott now." Kirk pulled out his
communicator.

Asguming o cosual air, Sheron strolled into engincering. The man he
sought was very wuch in evidence, loudly expressing his opinion of the
Organian device he had been studying ever since it had been installed. Ahs
Sheron approached, Scotty looked up with 2 broad grin.

Mihit kin ok be daein' for you, laddie?" he osked.

"Are you busy, Scotty? I'd like o word with you if you can sparc the
time.."

Scotty cast o oritical glence around his department., "Aye, I could give
ye a few minutes-— there's yon infernal Organian machine, but my boys will call
me 1f anything happens. Come into the office.”

He led the Andorian into the small room thot served him os office, work-—
shop, and,; the ocrew suspected, very often sleeping quarters ag well, "Have a
seat." Snatching up a pile of blueprints, Scotty indicsated the cleared chair,
and perched on o corner of the cluttered deak., "Now then — what's the trouble?"

"No trouble, exactly, it's just... I need some advice, Scotty, and I
don't know who eolse to ask. Iit's cbout the Captain... " He paused, unsurc
how o phrose his question, '

"Is Jim glving you a2 bard time?" Scotiy asked sympathetically.

"No, it's not as simpls as that... Whet's wrong with him, Scotty? Or is
it me? Bver since I come aboard, he's been... strange, so distant... 3it's
almost as if I didn't exist, I canr't talk to him, get close to him... I can't
go on working sc closcely with = man who'll barely acknowledge my presence.

What have I done to offend hing"

"iothing, laddie." Scotty sighed. "He's just the same with all of us now
~ you must have seen that.!

"I have," Sheron admitted, "and that's the thing that really puzsles me.
I could understand it if he just didn't like aliens, but he menoged to work
with Compmander Spock... "

"That's your answer, you know, Sheron -~ Spock."

"I don't understand.”

"lLook, it's this way,!" Scotty settled himself comfortably. "Being a Star-
ship CGaptain - it's o lonoely lifes; the responsibility, the decisions, alwoys
knowing that somebody's life mizht depend on every move you make. There's no~

one to confide in, no—one to understand; then he met Spock. He was lonely too,
in his own way — a half-breed Vulcon, isolated amon; Humens. They secmed to
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nit it off right from the start - they were closor than brothers, understanding
cach other in o way no-one else could share. Then Spock wes killed rescuing
Jim from the Klingons, so Jiwm has got 1t into hisg head that it was his fault.
He hasa't aceepted his loss yet, or come to terms with his feelings of zuilt.
Don't think he doesn't appreciate you as First Officer, it's just that to him,
you've taken Spock's place. Oh, he knows it's not your fault, but cvery time
he sees you he roemembers.!

"T understand now," Sheron said quictly. "Such a friendship is very rare
~ 1t camnot be casily broken. How that I know the reason for his attitude, I
can work with him until he learns to adjust.™

"I'm sure he'll come round in the end - just remember that he was badly
hurt. Mo criticism of you, Sheron, but Spock was... something special, even I
could seec that. Look, why don't you consult his recoxds? And you could try
agking round, digoreetlys you can often get 2 good plcocture of o man from those
who served under him.

"I might try thet, Scotty - thanks.!

Wiy pleasure ~ and don't worrys Jim only nceds some time.™

Commander Sheron halted the tape running through his desk viewer, ond sat
back to consider whet he hed learned. Following Scotty's suggestion, he had
mentioned Spock to some of the junior orew mewbers, and had been somewha
stortled at their enthusiastic response. Bulu and Chekov had painted an aston-
ishingly wvivid image of an efficient commender, 2 perfectionist who was end-
lessly patient in tralning his staff, remorseloss with those who wasgted his
time. He had tested his juniors to the limit, but was unsparing of himgelf in
helping them. From all sections of the ship had come the same attituvdes; even
the hard-bitten security men, nctoriously cynical about thelr superiors, had
quite openly idoliscd the Vulean., Shaking his heeod in bewilderment, Shoron
had retired o his guarters, and pulled Spock's record tapes from the computer.
The service detalls he vaguely kunew already, but he scanned thom anyway, refe
reshing his memory. Half Human, half Vulcan, Spock had served most of his time
on the fnterprise, first under the command of Captain Pike, later under Captain
Kirk., There wag one unusual entry - Spock had jurned down an offer of his own
command, giving as his reason that he preferred to continue with his scientific
duties. Sheron worndered about that — non-Humesn Captains were still = winority
in Starfleet, and he would have expected a Vulecan to be ambitious.

The identificetion details showed on the screen now, and he studied them
carefully. The impassive face was wholly Vulcan, betraying no evidence of his
Human heritage; wnder delicate, winged cycbrows dark fathomless cyes challenged
him, giving no clue to his predecessor's inner naturc. Yet there must heve been
something ebout him to produce so much affection in his fellow-officers - nor—
mal Vulcan rescrve might have brought hin respect, but surcly not the devoted
friendship of men like Kirk, MMcCoy and Scott.

Perhops the clues he sought lay in the details of his service? Sheron
reached out to re-start the tope when the intercom summonced him.

"Commander Sheron to the bridge," ceme Uhura's voice. '"We are about to
enter orbit around Swire."

Yheknowledged " Sheron snapped off the intercom and headed for the
clevateor.

"That's the last of the Klingons transported up, Mr. Sheron,”" the Security
Chief reported. "The medical teoms ore harmd-prossed — I've got every avallable
men helping out. The relief ships are urgently nceded.”

"They're already on their way, Chief. Do you have Kelath safely in
custody?"




47

"Yos, sir. He wag the first one we beamed up. He's sofely in the brig,
and I've got two of my men on guard. I picked men who joined us after Helotia
~ the old hands wore roady 4o take him apart.!

"So I understond, Have you scen the Captainp!

"He's ocutside with Dr. MeCoy, trying to organise things, I must get hack
- some of these poor devils are in a bad way."

"Right, Chicf, carry on.!

Sheron moved of £ in search of the Captein, mentally revicwing the events
of the last few hours. Protected by the Organian energy screen the Enterprise
had assumed orbit around Swire, and had been instontly challenged by the Klin-
gon renegedes. The roesponse to Kirk's call for surrender was an attempted
attack, but as had been promised none of the Klingon wenpons functioned. Land-
ing parties from the Enterprise had quickly token over the base, and with
Kelath in Federation hands the ships had no opticn but to surrender.

The problems really begen when Kirk had 4o consider the plight of the
labourers; the base was indeed a slave camp of the worst kind. The condition
of the slaves was oppalling -~ they hed been half-gsterved, flogped, mercilessly
overworked. What little Kirk could do, he did; medical tooms were alrecedy ot
work, assisted by overy man and women who could be spared from the Enterprisc.
The most urgent cases werc moved to o hut which had been sot sside a8 o teme
porary hogpitaly for the others, food, water and warm blankets at lenst eased
the worst of their misery. Most of the slaves had been chained to prevent any
¢scape and Sheron, catching sight of a yellow-shirted fisgure acress the come
pound,; hurried to join him, steeling himself to ignore the pleading hands that
were stretched out to him as he passoed.

"Captain, the relief shipe will be hore in = fow hours," he reported as
ke reached Kirk. "Dr. McCoy says that we should be sble to save most of the
slaves, though some are in a bad way - still, it's not as bad as he thought
at first."

The dull haozel eyes turned to him listlossly. "I'm,.. glad of that."

"Mr. Chekov reports that therec are a few Federetion men auong the
slaves ~ 1% scems that the Klingons decided to put Starfleet prisoners to work.
Kelath ig - " :

A hiss of pain from the Captain interrupted him. "Don't mention himl I
don't want to sec him, hear about him, think about him! Just arrange for him
to be sent to Organia as soon as the relief ships get here."

"But, Captain, you should question him.,. "

"How much de you think I can toke, r. Sheron? He's cost me... too much
already. If I see him, I'll... " Kirk turned away guickly, irying to recover
his composure. Sheron stood unconfortably, unsure how to reacts after a mom—
emt Kirk turned to face him. "Come on, let's go ond do what we can to help
Bones.n

He began to move away, but somethinz hindored him. Glencing down he saw
that one of the slaves who had been chained 4o the compound wall near where ho
stood had crawled forward to the fullest extent of his chaing his outstretched
fingers closed frentically arcund Kirk's ankle.

ith a faint sigh Kirk knelt, gently loosening the clutching fingers.
"It's all right," he said quietly. "You will be free soon.!

"Jim... Help mee.. " It was the merest throad of sound, but Kirk shudd-
ered convulsively. He could not sce the slavels face, for in his weakness
the man could not even raise his head; long dark hair troiled in the dust,
the hand that gripped so tightly was slim, long-fingered, hountingly femiliams
across the man's back the welts of a merciless floguing showed ETEe1.




48
Grean?

It was then that Commander Sheron received the shock of his life; his
Captain, the reserved, dignified James Kirk, kneeling in the filth and mud of
the compound, gave a sudden muffled cry, and gathercd the stranger into his
arms. His face shone with a2 mixture of anguish and delight, and he seemed
totally unaware of the tears that poured down his face.

"Get MoCoy!" The words werc hurled over his shoulder at the astonished
Andorians Sheron fled.

In response to the Doctor's irritable enquiry, Sheron could only repeat
the Cantain's summonss what exactly had happened, or why, he was at a loss to
explain, Grumbling under his breath McCoy nevertheless followed the Andorian
back to where Kirk still knelt, his head bowed over the motionless figure in
his arus.

MJim, you can't pull me away at a moment's notice," McCoy was already
protesting as he approached. "We'll get round %o everyone in time - I just
don'+t have the facilities... " His veice faded as the Captain raised his head.
McCoy gasped in astonishment at Kirk's once~immaculate shirt, rumpled now and
stained with blood and dusts then at his eycs, vividly alive for the first
time in months, glowing with hone, with joy, and a terrible apprehension.

"Bones... help him," Kirk pleaded.

"Yes, Jim, I'11 sce to it." MeCoy's voice wag calm, scothing - had the
shock of the slave camp, the reaction to Kelath's capture, broken Kirk's shell
at last?

"o, Bones, you don't understand... look."

A% though he touched sowmething infinitely precious Kirk brushed back the
slave's £ilthy, watted hair with exquisite gentleness, revealing under the
dirt and blood %he delicate curve of a pointed ear, a white, set face cradled
against his shoulder.

HcCoy stood motionlesss to the confused Sheron it scemed as though he
%00 had been struck by the same madness that had affected Kirk, for when he
moved at last it was to join Kirk on his knees beside the silent {igure.

"Tifees Ohy Jimes. It is... it really is... Spock," he stammered.

Kirk nodded, unable to speak for the delighted grin that spread across
his facc at this confirmation of his instinctive recognition.

"But how...? Of course, the Starfleet prisoncrs. Kelath told you he was
dead, but he'd sent him herc, to torture him." McCoy lesned forward, profoss—
jonal concern roplacing his delight as he realiscd the state of the Vulcan's
injuries, "Jim, we must got him back to the ship.”

Kirk nodded agein, and gathered the Vulcan closer, but as he tried to
rise to his feet he was hindered by the chain that secured the prisoncr. He
glanced in appeal at HcCoy, but the Doctor was unarmed, and Kirk would not
rolease his hold. Sheron, stirred into action at last, drew his phascr and
severed the chain: Kirk's expressive eyes theanked him silently. Then, moving
very carcfully, he rose to his feet; even so, the movement must have hurt
Swock, for he gave a quickly-suppressed gasp of pain, and Kirk's face tightened
in anguish. Sheron stepped forward to help his Captain, but & swift gesture
from McCoy halted him - this was Kirk's task. The Captain glanced once mere
at the Andorian, briefly, before returning his intent gaze to the man he heid.

"Youlre in charge here, Mr. Sheron, until the relief ships errive; sce
to overything for me, will you? I'11 be in gickbay if you want me."

McCoy had already alerted Kyle in the fransporter room; Kirk had barely
finished speaking when the familiar shimmer pulled the three men away.
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It was =zeveral hours before Sheron was able to return to the Enterprise.
The relief ships had arrived at last, and proper arrangements were made for
the care of the froed slaves. The Klingon prisoncers had been turned over to
one of the fastest ships for transfer to Organias that was one responsibility
Sheron was glad $o be rid of — with s0 many sccurity men busy on the surface,
he had been afrald that Kelath might risk everything in a bid to escape. The
Enterprise herself had been ordered to the nearcst Starfleet hospital with tho
most seriously injured slaves and the freed Federation priscners.

Heading directly for the bridge, Sheron handed over command to Scott and
relayed his orders. He thought longingly of hisg quarters, and sleep, but
supposed he ought first to report to the Cantain. Ar inguiry produced the
information that Kirk was still in sickbay.

The isolation ward waes dimly 1it, aparty from a soft light over the beds
o5 he stood hesitantly at the door, Sheron knew he nust be invisible tc the
two men who walted so patiently.

Kirk sat by the bed, both hends clasping one of Spock's, his eyes fixed
steadily on tho pale face on the pillow; acress the bed McCoy studied the
dlagnostic scanners intently. After a moment the Doctor gave a lon., sigh of
pure relief; Kirk raised his head, and the two meh exchanged grins of delight.

"He's going o wake it, Jim." HceCoy's voice was faintly husky. "He's
been starved, flogged... yet that pig-headed Vulcan stubbornness wouldn't let
him give up. He's going to be pretty wesk for a while, but there's no lasting
damage .M

Kirk's eigh of relief echoed HcCoy'ss slowly, with unutterable weari-
ness, his head droppsd te rest on his outstretched arm, his whole body
trembling with the relief of tension. keCoy touched his shoulder compassion—
ately, his froe hand reaching out and, with the same delicate care Kirk had
showin, he brushoed back Spock's night~black hair, still untrimmed, but clesan
now, and shining. The three figures might have been carved from stone, frozoen
in position, united in & circle that was complete, perfect at last. The aura
of joy and relicef and love flowing from them formed a barrier Sheron know he
had no right to pass - he was not wanted or needed here. With & feeling of
utter loneliness the Andorian left silently, and headed for his guartcrs.

The following morning Sheron returned to duty to find that the incredible
Enternrise grapevine had beern hard ot worky everyone on boord had heard of
Commander Spock's return to the ship, ond wherever he weni exclted groups of
croewmenbers were discussing the implications of that faot. Gradually, thoese
implications began to dawn on Sheron himself.

He had cowmc to realise, if not to understand, the bond his Captain shared
with the Vulcan, but until now it had not threatened his own position. A Kirk
logt in his mewories, haunted by his friend's death, yet still the efficlent
Captéain -~ that man he could work withy o Kirk unexpectedly reunited with that
friend could prove a dangerous adversary. Sheron was certain what Kirk would
want, would move Heaven and Earth to achisve — Spock!s reinstatement as First
Officer of the Interprise.

A smouldering resentment began to build in $he Andorian as he bhegan to
appreciaste the threat to his position. This assignment had won him onvy and
regpect throwshout Starfleet -~ he could imagine the subtle mockery 1f he were
to be transferred so quicklys and werse - the damage to hils prospocts, for
whatover rengon was given for his transfer, there would always be those ready
to believe that he had failed, had not measured up to the stondard Kirk
required. In all honesty, he had to admit that he was probably not Spock's
cqual, but he wos confident of his own abilitiesy for a moment he found him-
gelf wishing thet the Vulcan had died in that Klingon slave comp, but he
suppressed the thought with shame, knowing how much the man had suffered.
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Somchow Sheron endured that long, miserable day, hiding his worry, man-
aging to respond with feigned enthusiasm to the jubilation of the rest of
the crew. o werd came from Kirk, who still zemoined in sickbay, closeted
with HeCoy and Spock. Planning the next move? Sheron wondered misersbly.

Considering this, trying to foresee Kirk's line of attack, Sheron was
finishing a solltary meal when he saw Meloy sitting at snother table with
Hurse Chapel. hot meant Kirk and Spock would be alone in the isocolation ward.
In normal circumstwnces the Andorian would have turned in revulsiosn Trom the
thought of deliberately cavesdropping on his Coptain, but fear for his own
future occupicd him tc the exclusicn of all else. He knew how highly Kirk
was regarded by Starfleet Commands he hed only to request it, and Sheron
lknew he would be transferred from the Enterprise. He could think of no def-
ence; but hoped that he could learn from their conversation what they intended
to do.

As he had hoped, the iscolation ward was still dimly 1it, ns it had been
on ‘the previous cveningy once again he could lizten unseen to the conver—
gation of its occupants.

Kirk and Spock were talking idly of avents in the past as he arriveds;
after a moment silence fell, and Sheron took the opportunity to study his...
rival... properly for the firsgt time. Spock's shining hair had been trimmed
and combed inte the smooth style he remembered from the record tapes; he was
very pale, and the deep lines on his foce showed how much he had endured
during the months of his captivity. The velvet~dark cyes were fixzed on Kirk's
28 the two men cxchanged a long, affectionstec, rominiscent look. The Andorian
cringed in shanme as he saw Spock's face at that moment, for gone was the cool
serenity, the impossive calm the image on the tope had worng his Humen half
was showing clearly now, a man unutterably weary, in pain, bui relaxing ;ratoe-
fully in his friend's company.

Sheron instinctively knew that he must nover betrsy knowledze of what ho
had seen - only to Jim Kirk would the Vulcan willingly have revealed that pars
of himself. He folt o sudden overwhelming pity for the man - Spock had not
asked for what had happened 4o him, meant no herm - but he fought it down
savagelys whethor he intended it or not, the Vnlcan wag a threat to his
career, o threat that must - somchow - be overcome. Suddenly he bscame aware
that Kirk was spenking.

"How do I go about it, Spock?"
"About what, Jim?"

"Getting you back, of course. You belong herc, on the Enterprise -
youtre ny First Officer, you always will be - you promised me that. If T
contact Starflcet... !

"No, Jim." Spock's voice, soft but inflexible, cut through Shercn!s
anger,

"ihat do you mean — 'No'?" came defensively from Xirk.

"Tou will not contact Starflest. You know that I wish to remain with
¥ou... Dbut not like this. We cannot consider only cur own wishes ~ there is
algo Commandsy Sheron. You told me yourself, he is a brilliant First Officers
to be roemoved from bis post without justification, to be transferred merely
because his presence is inconvenient - think what that would do to his pride,
and to his carcer. I will not permi$ you so t¢ hurt & man who has done us no
harm; and what is more, T will not permit you %o disgrace yourself - ond ne
~ by such an unworthy action.!

"But I can't lose you agein," Kirk whispered.

"listen %o we, Jimy all thome months you believed me dead, and you began
to accept it. We have been granted o respite - we may not serve tobeth er, but
our friendship will not end, we will meet sometines... !
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"But I'll be alone again - and so will you," Kirk said miserably., "Wes,
when I thought you dead I had to learn to live with i%... but knowing youlre
alive... Spock, you know how much your support has meant to me - dontt ask
me to give it up."

"I must," Spock countered with gentle firmness. "Don't you see ~ if we
do this, if we wrong Commander Sheron 80, We will cease to be the wen we arc.
We have never used our friendship selfishly - if we do so now we will destroy
it, more surely than death or separation could, for we will grow to despise
whot we see in each other, No, I must go... and you must never indicate to
Commonder Sheron, by word or lock, that you would have it otherwise !

There was a long silence, then Kirk bowed his head in defcat, "You're
right, of course," he soid dully. "We could never iive with ourselves if we
harmed Sheron -~ and I sec now that we would, whatever excuse I zave to be rid
of him. So now I've got tc accept that I found you only to lose you again.”

"Hot altogether, Jim; we will kcep in touch, meet from {time to timc...
perhaps even serve together ngain... onc day." His voice was urgent with
the need to comfort, to convince the Human.

"Perhaps." Kirk's roply was very faini, growing stronger as he contin-
ued. "3o we'll do our duty, as we've alwoays done it - what we want always
comes last, doesn't it, Spock? But we still have a few Cayss once you've...
gene, I'1l Ty to aceept Sheron - but until then, we con go on as before,
can't weph

"ile can." The Vulcon's hand touched Kirk's shoulder lightly for a nmom-
ent, "I don't think he would srudge us this.!

Outside the door Sheron backed away guietly, his mind = turmoil of cone
fusion. This wos not the reaction he had anticipateds he had thought Kirk
and Spock would be uwnited in determination to Temove him from his post.
Certainly, that hod been Kirk's original intention, but Sheron had scen for
bimself how quickly he had accepted the injustice of such an action.

To protect his pride, his carcer, and becouse they could not in honour
do otherwise, they wers propared to face ths parting of their ways yot again.
sheron felt,.. he was not quite sure how he felts he only knew he had 4o he
alone, to think., Turning, he collided heavily with a familiar figure - McCoy.
The Dooctor's face wes stern, his blue eyes unreadsble. Sheron wondered how
long he had been there, how much he hed heard. bcCoy had been a stoble,
enduring part of that complox unity he had scnsed the previous evenings he
too would be affected by its dispuption.

With an abrupt nod of dismissal eCoy brushed past him into the wards
Sheron saw Kirk ond Spock turn at his step, welcome in their eyes, before he
fled to the sanctuary of his quarters.

Despite his revised opinion of Kirk, Sheron could see no way out of the
dilemma, and he slept at last to drean again of the conversation he had over~
heard. On the bridge next morning he was too occupled to think about it, but
he was forcibly reminded when Xirk made a bricf visit of inspection to the
bridge. He spokec t¢ Sheron with more enimation than he had ever siaown before
and the Andorien knew that he was already trying to put into practice his
resolve to accept the situstion. Aftor his departure Sheron overheard Sulu
and Chekov discussing the Captain's improvement; they attributed it to
Spock's recovery, and were pleased, but Sheron had seen the sorrow Kirk could
not quite conceal, and his pity and admirotion for the man gteadily increased,
‘dhen he was able to turn command over o Sulu, Sheron went back to his quort-
ers, hoplng to decide how best to handle the awkward situation that would
undoubtedly arige whon the crow realised that Spock would not remain with the
Entervrise.
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A tape lay on his desk, a personal wessage from his family, snd he scanned
it eagerly in an attempt to calm his mind. Andorians possessed a strong sense
of Family unity, and the warm messages in the tape did much to restore him,

As he removed the tape from the viewer his eyes fell on ancther, Spock's record
tape which he had removed a few minutes previously. Impelled by curiosity he
replaced it in the viewer and switched on, watching intently as the details of
Spock's service on the Enterprise unfolded before him.

Stark, official language, of course; but the truth came through with
gtunning clarity, the awarencss of Kirk and Spock as a perfectly balanced team.
Over and over again he saw it -~ +the risks taken, the challenges accepted, the
dangers faced, each for the other. So many times sanity, life itself, will-
ingly offered, yet by some miracle the final sacrifice was avoided - until
Helotia,

The tape ended there, with the huskiness in Kirk's voice as he rccorded
the capture of his First Officer, and Kelath's vindictive message, 'The Vulcan
ig dead!.

Lutomatically the tape switched off, and Sheron found himself trying
again to think of some way to help. It was up %o him, he rcalised; Kirk
would take no action, he could romain on the Bunterprise and somchow, eveni-
ually, Kirk would accept him. Yet if he remained the Captain would retive
once more into thet britile shell of loneliness that had surrounded him for
so longs Spock would continue his career elscowhere, but among strangers his
warm humanity would be suffocated by the customary rigid Vulecan formalilty,
for Sheron knmw that only to Kirk, and perhaps to MeCoy, had Spock ever
revealed his Human heart. 4nd if he allowed that sacrifice, Sheron himself
would do them the wrong they had refused to do him. Yet, was there another
way?

His eyes were irresistably drawn to the tape from his familyj; an idea
formed, began to grow... and Sheron smiled in understanding.

The shifts had changed, he noticed with some surprise -~ he had not real-
ised how much %ime had passed. At the door of the isolation ward he hesitated,
then entered quictly. Across the room MNurse Chapel turned enguiringly; the
patient in the bed was one of the freed prisoners - there was no sign of Spock.
Muttering an apology Sheron backed ocut hastily, only to come face to face, for
the second time, with Dr. MeCoy.

"Can I help you, Er. Sheron?" Clearly, McCoy was not in the most co-oper-
ative of moods.

"T was looking for the Captain — I thought he'd be with ¥r. Spock," Sheron
replied svenly.

Miow whyeeo 7" MoCoy bit off the quesiion, studying the hndorian closely.
Whatever he sow apporently satisfied him, for after a moment he continuzd in a
warmer ‘tone, "Mr. Spock is much improved, and I needed the isolation ward for a
more urgent case. bs sickbay is already full, he is sharing the Capiain's
gquarters tomporarily. You'll find them both there.”

"Thank you, Doctox."

Ls he halted ocutside Kirk's quarters Sheron wondered how they would
recelve him: in their eyes he was & barrier to their wish to serve together -
gurely they must rosent him?

"Come!"

The Capbain's voice answered the buzzer. Sheron entered and paused just
inside the door. Commander Spock was lying propped up in a sickbay bed in the
living area; WKirk perched beside him, the chessboard standing between them.
Two pairs of eyes turned to him, Spock's veiled, unreadasble, Kirk's expressing
only mlls curiosity.
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"Forgive the intrusion, Captain, Commander; wnay I speak tc you for a
few moments?"

"3it down, Sheron. What can I do for youl?" Xirk's face and voice
betrayed nothing of the tension he must have been feeling: had it not been
for that overheard conversation, Sheron would never have suspected his
distress. '

"It is a... persgonal matter, Captain," he sald when he again had Kirk's
attention. "I wish to request a transfer from tho Enterprise to a temporaxy
posting on wy home planet.” He kept his gaze firmly on the floor, resolutely
ignoring the suddenly stiffening figures of both men. "There has been a
crigis in the affairs of wmy family, and my presence has been urgently
requested. "

"W1... wish to leave the Enterpriso? Kirk's voice was dazed.

"Wot wish, noy I have geined much valusble experience here. But on my
planet family ties are very close. It would only be for a few months, Caps
tain, and I regret giving you so little warning... I have alrcady completed
my application - it requires only your signature."

"T... see." Kirk was, in fact, thoroughly confused; he had resigned
himself to the inevitability of losing Spock, was determinedly mzking the
nost of these lest few days in his friend's company... then suddenly here was
thig Andorian calmly informing him that after all there was a chance for
Spock to remaint

"Bute.. why?" He was interrupted by a faint sigh of pure weariness from
Spocks turning a2t once he lifted the chessboard away, and settled the
unresisting Vulcan comfortably on the pillows. "Rest, Spock," he urged
goftly. "MeCoy'll have my head if you overtire yourself... wait for me oute
side; Sheron, we'll settle this in the briefing room."

Ag the Andorian turned away Kirk fhought he saw a fleeting expression of
concern in his oyes, and he was puzzledy but there was time cnough for
explanations - Spock came first. He reached out to dim the light, and his
hand was caught ia Spock's.

Jim, did you hear?! The Vulcan's voice was very low, but the weary
eyes were alight with hope. "He wants to go... and that means... Oh, Jim, I
can stay!"

"Wes, wy friend, I heard.® Kirk's fingers tightened reassuringly.
"Leave it to wme... and sleep nows I'11 come back later.!

He lingered for a moment, watching as Spodk's breathing settled into the
tranguil rhythm of sleep; it seewed to Kirk in the dim light that the Vulcan
wag almost smiling as he lay.

Outside in the corridor Sheron awaited hims in silence the twoe men
headed for the briefing room. When the door had closed behind them Kirk -
turned to consider the Andorian through narrowed eyes.

"A1l right, Mr. Sheron," he said at last. "Let's have the truth — why
the transfer request? Woy now?"

"is I told you, Captain... "

"Come on, Sheoron, I wasn't born yesterday. You're up to something -
I'1l stake a year's pay you haven't been called home - and I can casily
chack."

"That will not be necessary. ALg it happens, I did receive a message
from home, but it contained no summons. I phrased ny reguest as I did
because it scemed the most acceptable way. May I speak frankly?"

"Ploagse do." Kirk indicated a chair.
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MThank you. Captain, my service on the Bnterprise has been most reward-
ings ir nommal circumstances I would have chosen te remain - but’ we both
know that the circumstsnces are not normal,M :

"Explain!

"I am trying to, but I do not wish to give offence. I em aware of the
close friendship that cxists betwesn you and Commander Spock: it is natural
that you should wish him to return, but I stend in the way. I am also aware
that that friendship makes you a formidable teamy @ Starfleet - indeed, the
Fedoration a8 o whole — would be the poorer for its loss.

Yot I believe that I have given satlsfactlon as Pirst Officer:y 1t is
logical to suppose thot Sterfleet will leave we here, asnd transfer Commander
Spock. You will not request thaet I be wmoved, for you know it would reflect
badly on my roputations however, if I request a home posting on compassionate
grounds, and you support it, there will be no problem - Commander Spock can
return.”

"But what of yout What of your carcer?”

"Captain, there will be other Starship postings for me. I anm confident
that T have earncd a good report from you - I foresee no problem there."

"Sheron, I know I haven't been fair to you while youfvé boén here - why
are you doing this?"

"T5 be honest, becausc I wish to earn your friendship. Until now, Humans
have always been somethlng of o wystery to me. I have learned from you that
men of different races can indeed meet as equals, that the wish to understond
can transcend all barriers of race and tradition. ¥For that lesson, I thank
you. : :

"Then »ll that talk of = family crisig... "

"fag only =n excuse. It will serve for SturfToat - but I wanted you to
know that my request was made willingly."

"Sheron, I don't know what to say. Just"thank‘you', I guess.' You see
& great deal, don't you?!

Captain - I wasn't born yesterday either." The Andorian smiled briefly
for & wmoment. "My race understands friendship - you arc both fortunate men.m

" oam, I know." Kirk rose, held out his hand. "I hope, Shergn, that you
will think of wme as o friend. I owe you o great deal."

"I would be honoured, Captain." The Andorisn clagped the extonded hand
for o moment. "Now... 1f you will sign the transfer... " :

Kirk signed his neme, and locked up. "If I con ever repsy you... " he
said haltingly.

"I understand, Captainy I am happy to have been of service.!

Kirk smiled, then turned his head sherply towards the door, an expression
of concern in his eyes. '

"Is something wrong?' Shoron asked. _ '
"Wo...o it's only... Spock's awske... ond he's droubled...!
"Go to him, Captain - your news will reassure him.!

"Yag." It was a gigh of thamkfulnessi: with o lasgt smile of farewell,
Kirk was gonc. o '

Sheron stared at the closed door of the briefing room. Now that he hod
mode his offer, he half expected a fesling of roﬁrc% that he had acted hastilys
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it did not como. Kirk's eyes, alight with joy and life, were roword cnough.
He might never experience at first hand the denth of friemdship Kirk and
Spock shared, but he was part of theilr werld now, their hepniness enfolded
him too. Had he rewmained on  the Bnterprise he would have won, at best,
eventual acceptance from Kirk ond his crew - now he would alweys be welcome
among thew. He had lost, by his own decision, the most rewoarding assisment
he ¢ould have hoped for, but with Kirk's influence behind him there would be
other opportunitiess he had found instead a true understanding of the value

of & friend.
It wag, all things congidered, a falr exchange.
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