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Hello, everyone.

And so another issue cof Loz Bantries finds its way into your hands. I still
have the stencils to do for Wine of Calvoro by Valerie Placentini, =and then
my typewriter goss in for a well-deserved service - which means, among other
things, that there will be only one new zine out in ¥February, although we
hope to0 have a novells in iLpril as well ag the usual issue of Log Entricsy
this by a new writer, Leslie Coles.

You will notice that this issue is the shortest we'wve had for some time - coven

he short IE 19 was a page longer! Thig is because we had to allow for getting
the illo on P 2 printed half-tone. We've had extyrs coples of 1t done, and we

are selling these for 30p each including postage (U.S. Sl.OO inc. postege). Ve
also hed to allow for gotiting Po 27/28 photocopied -~ that was the only practicable
way to print Karen's winning illo from newsletter 29, and we slso decided that
the best illo we could get for the noem on P 27 would be = photograph of the

scenc - and again, the only practicable way to print thad was 4o photocopy. Our
thanks to wember Beryl Turton for arranging +this for us. I hope to get back to
the normal length next Lime.

For 1& 22 I have stories by Simonc Mason, Elizmabeth Sharp, Susan Mesk, and
others. T still have quite a few sbories on file, but IT'wm always locking out
for more — especially Kirk-bonkerss we like 4o have at least one per issuc it's
such & populser theme. Come on, you dbudding writers - at least let ug share

your secret vice. Hven if your family doesn't appreciate it, we understand!

Decemrber 1978
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THE LAST ~ AND THE FIRST by Blizabeth i, Sharp

Hig name, even his own personal identity, seemed very important to him now.
Separated from his companions, he wag alone on a hostile alien world where the
sun burned as filercely as the hatrod of the natives. There was no movement and
no sound save for the shuffling of feet and the incoherent noises of the natives'
language. The darl shadows moved closer, and he heard their laughter as they
mocked him Tor his strangeness. He felt their eyes burning on him, for the blows
to his head and face meant he could no longer see properly.

They were formless images now, taunting and despising him for his mere
existence, for the shape of his ears, for the colour of his blood. And he felt
his stomach sink and turn at the thought of his predicament, for he knew his
death was both near and inevitsble. They were growing tired of him now, for
their beatings and continual questions in a language he could not understand had -
got them nowhere. His one remaining wish was that they would kill him guickly -
that the whole sordid affair would be over. But it was not to be, for he sudd-
enly realised that they had left hin alone in his cell, the prison door banging
gshut behind them.

Pain was his only companion as he lay on the cold stone floor, staring up
at the ceiling. It was such a stupid thing to have happened — to have become
separated from ithe landing party in such a way -~ but his curiosity about this
world had overcome his judgomsnt, and his attention had wandered for an instamt
- which had been long enough.

Starfleet had requested information about the ancient history of this world
and he had jumped at the chance of coming back in time all of these centuries to
see what the first begimmings of Vulcan civilisation had really been like. He
realiscd now he should have stuyed behind on the Enterprise and kept Spock com-—
pany, for the Vulecan had refused point-blank to come. Both he and the Captain
had pleaded with him, shouted at him =and threstened him, but still Spock had
stayed behind. Now, sadly, lMcCoy understood why - the quiet, genile alien
feared his own origing — the ferocity and violence of his Vulcan ancestors.

YeCoy shiversd with cold. He could still hear the laughter of the Vulcan
men as they walked outside the thick stone walls of his prison. 4s the darkness
of the night came, and still he could not move, he began to wonder if they would
gver come back.

There came a scratching scund, as if something was running across the stone
floor. MeCoy gasped, horrified, as the lorge rat scrambled onto his chest and
gat, watching him with its pincer-like oyes. Afier = long moment, the rat came
to e decision, and ran to $the other side of the cell, out of sight, bt still
the seratching went on. The evil wes lying dormant, waiting for +the night time.

McCoy tugged at his chalns, mowing even as he did so thot it was futile.
Heither the chain nor the wall to which it was fastened showed any signs of
weakness.

The hours passed, and in a strange way the rat became his companion - the
only other living creature in his universe. Once or twice it had come to look
at him again, but always it had left him, always promising with its eyes that it
would return. '

Guicetly he lay, staring up at the narrow slit that served as o window. The
gky was black, and as he counted the fow stars that were visible, he realised
that his sight wuet have returned +to something approaching normal. 4lmost dmm~—
ediately he cursed his eyes as the fates decided to taunt him ewen in his sol~
itude., Slowly, a tiny star drifted acrozs the narrow field of vision, from one
shone wall to the other, and he almost cried at the certain kmowledge that the
gtar had been the Enterprise. In these ancient skieg there were no other
uhaatural satellites.

The rat scurried bock to i+ts hole os the door opened slowly. Thers was
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merely the faintest glimner of light and the darkness remained almost unbroken.
Only onc man had enterad and as far as he could fcll, no~one vlse waited at the
door. But HcCoy did not watch the tall dark form as it came down the stairs
and over the floor towards him. Turning his head to the wall he tensed his
muscles Ffor the beating he felt sure would come. He heard the man kneel down
beside him, and again he felt the burning of the eclien eyes as they scrutinised
his face. But something was different this time. McCoy turned his oyes towards
the man in amagement as the Vulcan zently touched his face. There was no viole-
ence, nc anger hers, and cven the words the Vulcan spoke, unintelligible though
they were, were soft and qiiet. MMeCoy shock his head hopelessly, notunder—
standing, then pgasped as the man held a knife over him. Quickly he +tried
to move awsy, but his injurics would not permit sscape. And then the man was
talking to him agnin, using words that MeCoy recognised but did not understand.
He struggled to remeumber the meaning, for Spock had used these words several
times before, but the memory failed him.

The wan leaned closer, and again he gently touched ¥eCoyls face, ag though
reassuring hime. The blade floghed in the dim 1light and it was several seconds
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before he roalised the Vulcan was working on the lock of his chain., After five
minutes of concentrated effort, the manacle slipped off his wrist to the flcor.

The mon sat back while he carefully hid the knife in the folds of his .
tunic, &slthough MeCoy strained hils eyes to thelr limit, he could not make out
the features of the dark shedow beside him. Slowly, he felt himeelf being
raised off thc floor, as the man 1lifted him with all the cose and gentleness
that one weuld use to 1ift a child. Carcfully the Vulecan walked towards the
door and out into the night. : '

The dim light of the street anllowed MeCoy & brief glimpse of his new friend.
He was o young man, in his early thirtics by Barth standards, with thick black
helr and brown eyes. His regular features gave him & handsome face, despite the
old, thin scar that ron from his left eye to hisg chin, He, too, was seeing
EcCoy clearly for the first time, and as he glanced down at the strange alien
car thot rested on his shoulder, thore waes the merest hint of n smile on his
lips os he repeated the words MeCoy now remembered and understoocd sc well -
"I am your friend - I will not hurt you.™ '

drdificial light is always havsh, but this light seemed unnccéssarily so.
Or perhaps it was the way Spock looked at him that disturbed the Captain's
feolings so deeply. But whetever the resson, Kirk found he could not lock
directly at the Vulcan's eycs. '

They sot in silence, the chief engineer being content tc waitch them both,
for he too was reluctant ito moke the first move. When the Vulcan eventually
gpoke, Kirk felt himszlf eringe from the element of zcocusation in the voicea.

"fhat do you mesn, you lost him?!

Kirk sighed, gzoing over the eovents in his mind for what scemed like the
millionth time. "We just lost him. COne minute he was there, the next he was
gone
o

"You looked for him, yet you could not find him?p!

The Ceptain nodded. Spock stood and paced the room once. Without looking
round he said, "You should roalise that it is possible he is already dead.”

Kirk tried to keep his voice stendy. "Why should HeCoy be dend?"

"If he vanished as suddenly as that, then it is possible - a ninety percent
probebllity ~ that he found his way into o 'mankon', a form of trap used by the
people of this time. Basically it is o very deep hole, well hidden from view,
even when it conteing 2 victin. They ore cenptied periodically, every day. If
you had looked closely at the ground you way well have found them.!

Kirk jumped to his feet. "Thon there is still time. We can look for him
nowiM

"Therc is ne more timsz. You wasted too much of it in fubtile offoris to
find hiw by flying over the area in the shuttlecraft. In open country like
that an adirial view is no good. | They will have found him by now."

Wihat will they do to him, sire"

"Imagine, if you will, Mr. Scott, that you are 2 citizen of andient Rome
on Barth and you find me in 2 deep hole in the widdle of nowherc. What would
you do?" -

Scott nodded, his own imaginatisn ensworing the question. "I know what I
would do, sir, but I think I cean gucss what an ancient Roman might do,M

>
Kirk looked directly at the Vulecen for the first time in wminutes. "I am
sorry, Spock, I should have come to you when it happensd. I supposce I thought
all T had %o do was look for him, 2nd that o drag you sway from your research
would waste timc and serve no useful purpcse.h



Spock shook hiz hoad.

"Tou woere not to know. TYou
Conly went to coliect

gehersl information on
the period to satisfy some
whim of a Starfleet official.
How could you possibly know
what my people are like at
thi=g time in their history?!

Kirk sat on the edge of
the table. "I should have
known, Spock, when you ref-
used to go."

The Vulcan stocd, frown-
ing slightly. "It is my
fault. I should have gone
with you. Ee might have begen
alive now 1f I had.®

They fell sgilent. After
a moment Spock moved to the
door,

"Spock ~ where are you
going?"

The First O0fficer faced
hisg Captain. "I am going to
find MceCoy," was the simple
reply.

Xirk wag puzzled. '"You
said he would probably be
dead !

"Yeg, I sald that ~ but
I didn't believe it."

SAPATKA
'7503.30

The two Humans watched him closcly, aware that this was a side of Spock's
nature they didn't often see. The Vulcan glanced towards the floor before he
added, "I have to find out anyday.!

"But you don't want to go.!

"Ho, Captain, I don't. I would give anything not to have to go, not to have
to see the barbarians my people once weras. But no-one else can go. For once, I
it the pieture completely, sc if you will give me s few moments, stores will
find me the correct period clothing." A% the door he stopped and turned back.
"I will require your help, Mr. Scott.!

The engineer stood. "Of course, sir."

The two men left the room. AlTter a few minutes' solitude Kirk made his way
to the ftransporter room and waited for their arrival. He d4id not hove to walt
long.

Spock was dressed in o simple brown tunic and trousers of the same colour.
The neck of the tunic was slit low enough to show a band of solid metal around
his neck, that looked so tight that 1t might choke him. Spock ignored the
tricorder Kirk had set down for him, taking only the comminicator which he hid
below his tunic.

"Why the metal band, Spock? It looks horribly tight.!

"It iz, but I heve to wear it — or I would not live long.!

"Why should your life depend on that?"

Spock stood on the transporter olatform, the dim light of the machinery
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1lluminating his eyes. When he spoke his
volice was as calm and dignified as Xirk
nad ever heard it.

"Look at me. What do you see? A man
with black hair, brown cyes and dark .
skin?"

Kirk nodded without speaking.

"In that case you see a slave, for
in this time, only fair-skinned Vulcans
had the gift of freecdom. ind a slave
who does not wear a collar is killed =
slowly.m"

Kirk turned away to hide the horyor
he felt. Mercifully, the Vulcan went on
speaking ~ Kirk didn'+t think he would
survive another silence, "I shall try
to call you twice = day, but don't ™ T
count on it - and whatever you do, ~ T
don't call me. They would kill me if
they thought I wasn't like them.!

Kirk's honds moved over the controls.
Before he activated the mochine he said
gimply, "Talke care," but his eyes said
vory much more. He was left with the
memory of Spock's half smile, which said
80 muon in roeturn.

The sun crowled across an orange sky, and from his new 'prison! McCoy
wotohed and waited. From the window he saw the open country stretch os far as
the horizon. Time possed slowly, for Salen, his new compsnion, was usually gone
all day, returning only when the stars appeared in the sky. The door was zlways
locked - for his own good, MoCoy knew — but after a week he would have given
anything to walk across the green hills, even for only a few moments.

He was in what appeared to be Salen's home — only two rooms with the most
rudimentary furniture, = bed, a table and two chairs. The other room held
another table, and that was all, but McCoy had been intrigued to find several
paintings scattered over the teble and one or two on the floor. Thoy were
beautiful - scenes of fthe Vulcan countryside ox portraits, none of which wero
of the same person, Some brushss and sevoral vots used to hold the colour were
lying on the floor in the corner of the room, along with seversl sheets of un-
used paper. MNcCoy had secn Salen work on the sccond day of his stay. For some
reason the Vulcan had come back early snd he hod ths paint with him. The paint-
ing he had storted lay half finished in the corner with the unused paper. It
was o beautiful picture of a little girl of sbout six yeors of age. He had
spent four hours working on the painting until the feding light had mede it
impossible to continue. . ‘

hlthough both men were uneble to understend each other's spoken languege,
they nevertheless commnicated fo a certain extent by using signs. ¥hen McCoy
had indicated that he wanted to know who the child was, Salen's reply had boen
to point %o himself. From this McCoy eoncluded that she was his daughter but
he hed not yet found a way of asking where she was.

McCoy sat down carefully on the edge of the bed, for his body still ached
from the beatings of a week ago. He was very grateful io Salen who had teken
great carc of him. It was only now that he was begimming to regain the use of
his arms and +the mobility to move around the room unaided. MNoloy's universe was
now two rooms imstead of one, but he had learned & lot from the Vulcan. It was
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an uneasy feeling to have & Vulean sit on the edge of your bed, watch you with-
out speaking for two minutes, then burst ocut laughing. He knew there had been
no malice in the laugh, it was simply the member of one race mesting the member
of another for the first time. He wes the firet Humsn Salen had ever seen, and
he was only too aware of how ridiculous he wust look.

The sudden noise at the door made him jump. It was Salen, but he was far
t00 early - it was not yet mid-day - but HoCoy smiled in greeting and was not
surprised when the smile was returned. What did surprise him, however, was the
package Salen held out for him.

"Great God Llmighty, Salen, where did you get themf"

The Vulcan sat, watching him carcfully. He said something and pointed to
McCoy. The Human understood and nodded. "Yes, they are mine. I'd love to
know where you found them, though."

He carefully scrutinised the communicator and phaser he had given up for
lost. The phaser was of no uge ~ if he killed anyone he might drastically
change the future, and he had no wish to get back to the interprise only to
find that Spock had never existed. But perhaps the communicator still worked?
He flicked it open, but it didn't take a science degree to show it was useless.
It remained dead and quiet in hig hand.

He sighed deeply. "It's no use to me clther.m
"Pardont"

"L said it's no usge... " MeCoy's voice frailed off as he studied the
Yulcan. "What did you say?¥

Lifter a fow ssconds' silence he replied, "I said... pardon?
es, that's what T thought you said. M

Salen sat still, obviously perplexed; McCoy thought deeply, wondering how
best to explain the situation. "Salen, this object lets me understand what you
say, and you undersiand what I say."

The Vulcan nodded. "I see... I think. In that case, porhaps you will
tell me what plancet you come from. I should like to know."

¥MoCoy was astounded. He had been thinking of telling Salen he was from a
distant country, but obvicusly the Vulcans knew a great deal ebout their own
world, not to mentilon astronomy, for Salen to ask such = question.

He decided to explore the situction Turther. "You know about that?!

Salen ncdded. "Of course, for what else would explain your ears ol your
red bloodt!

MeCoy smiled. "I sometimes sy something similar to... someone else." He
paused, wondering how muck to tell the Vulcan. It wouldn't wmatter if he +teld
him where he came from, for Barth would not be discovered by the Vulcans Tor
centuries yet. DBut not tco much ~ just the bare facts. "I am from a planet
called Barth. It is a long way frow here, in another solar system.'

Salen's syes shone. "That's marvellous! I did not believe it posszible for
other systems to exist, but I have always kept an open mind. Salar, my cousin,
always believed it possible, however.!

HcCoy considered this. It scemed very strange for the Vulcan to be talk-
ing in this way. He koew Salen was very different from ths men who had captured
him - he had saved the life of 2 man he knew to be an alien ~ but McCoy was
puzzled by the intelligence this 'man from history' seemed to have.

There was a sudden noise at the door and s man rushed in. BeCoy, having
visions of being teken back to his prison, grabbed hold of Salen's arm in
horror. But the stranger totally ignored him, so intent was he on spgeaking to
Salen. The torrent of words that fell frow.the man's lips came so guickly that
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the translator couldn't cope. To MoCoy it was a confusion of sounds.

Salen held up his riget hand and touched the wman briefly on the shouldez.
The man stopped talking and listened as Salen saild, '"Salar, this is MNeCoy."

Salar glanced at MeCoy and nodded briefly before turning back to his cousin,
The only comment he made wag, "Thoe man has a strange name." And then he was
gone, closing the door behind him,

MeCoy still had hold of Salen's arm. A4s soon as 3alar had gone he tight-
ened his grip. "He may tell them I am here."

Selen frowned., "Tell who?t!
"Those men. The ones who imprisoned e,

hore was a fsint smile on the Vulcan's lips. "He would not tell the
Dalanar anything. Did you not ses the iron collar he wore?

McCoy nodded. "It's tho same as yours. But who are the Dalanarp!

"The Dalanar arce the ones who comtrol this world - for now, anyway. Their
control will not last long, for they cannot sense thoughts. They had no woy of
finding out who you were, sc thoey tried to kill you instead. They kill by
starvation ~ they etill don't know you are gone, for they have nover returned
to the cell.”

“Salen, why do you and Salar wear collars?"

The Vulcan stood and walked to the other room. When he Teturned, McCoy
saw he was carrying the half finished painting of the little girl. He held it
out to the Human.

"This is my daoughter, bdut she does not belong to me, The Dalanar have
her. By the same woman I had two sons. They were killed ag scon as they were
born, for the Dalanar sre afraid of wmale children, and keep only a fewy they
kad no usge for my sons. L am my master's property -~ a slave. Nothing more,"

The silence lasted o very long time. Salen sat beside MceCoy watching his
reaction. McCoy did not object when he felt the Vulecan probe his thoughts, for
the brief contact answered many of his questiocns. The fair-gkimned Vulcens
were the masters, and the dark skimed Vulcans were the slaves. It was as
simple and straightforward =g that.

Raindrops glinted on the whito stone pavement. The sounds of early morning
filled the air as man and creature awoke to the new day. At this early houn
only the slave walked the surface of his planet, and it was soon to be their
masters! undeing. But for now, for todey at leagt, their work contimued. And
those who walked the streets tactfully failed to notice the slave Salen and his
anonymous coupanion.

It was such a long way from home, so far away from the controlled, sterile
cmotions of humanity that had once meant so much to McCoy. Now all he wanted
t0 do wag return to the safety of normality that was the Starship Enterprise.
His face was lost in the folds of the hooded cleoak that he wore, but still he
could feel the eyes of the Vulcans woiching him,

Time stopped as suddenly as the rain. The lone figure walked towsords them
slowly, with o forced dignity that betrayed his weakness. A1l movement in the
atreet stopped ag the slaves waited, some with heads bowed, till the blond
Dalanar master had passed. Their eyes watched him %$ill he was out of sight and
out of reach. Yet it wos clear that something wasg going on in the small crowd.
Baolents eyes met the gaze of a young woman of about twenty years of age, and
she nodded once, then ran to the nearest building. MWeCoy came closer to his
friend.

"What's going on?"
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"loday is the duy the Dalanar icet their deaths." He asked no more, for
it was not his business.

They walked on agein in silence. Salen had promiscd teo show hiw the way
back to open country, heving exploined in detail the traps that werc set for
runaway slaves. No-one knew where they were, but they were many and varied.
McCoy only knew he rmust find his way Dbaock to the beamdown point in the hope
thoet the Enterprise was st1ll there to find him.

By the time they reoched the end of the town the roin had started again.
The green expanse stretched far shead of them, so real and daunting that MeCoy
could =lmost hoeor it calling. Salen touched his arm and pointed.

"You go that way, towards the sun, but alwoys in the shadow. Test the
ground ag you go, for you will not gei a second chance. I wish you good fort~
une, MeCoy of Earth.!

He was gled to be on his way home, but soying goodbye to this Vulcan was
proving to be very difficult. "I also wish you good luck, Salen. I hope you
and your people gain your frescdom. Goodbye."

The Veloon waited until the Humon wos well cut of sight defore turning
back.

The streets were unusually busy - more slaves than usual were up and
about. Salen endered the massive bullding that housed his master and his fam~
ily. HMost of the slaves in this town worked at varicus tasiks for this seme
master. He governed the country for hundreds of miles around, and important
delegnies frequently came for discussion with Malwvek, Governor of the Sulasan
Lands, Today there was to be an important meeting of army leaders. This was
a frequent occurrence, since there was always o war going on somewners. The
glaves, of course, were never used in ‘the amy, lest they turn on their
comaondor.

Salen's tasks were no longer marual. His long service with the same mos-
tor had earned him o certein position. During his long day, which had only just
begun, his job was to serve at toble and, most importont, be at hond in case
hig master wanted anything. That meont he had to stond close beside Malvek.
Since slaves were considered too stupid to understand o language other than
their own local dialect and the Dalanar talked freely in his prescnce, Salen
knew their covery thoughty their every move.

The day progressed asccording to plen. The Dalanar were so engrosscd with
the occasion thot they .folled to notice the graduslly inereasing number of
glaves, who walted silently ocutside the building, or moved about thelir tasks
with a certain detached attitude inedde.

A£11 the well-known leaders of the surrouwnding countrics wers gothered at
the toble, arguing violently se usual, when the strange alien creaturs was
again pulled before them. Malvek rosred at the top of his voice, and gilence
descended in the massive holl like = curtain. WNo-one moved, least of all
Salen, who, after o brief glance at o nearby slave, realised there was nothing
he could &o to help MeCoy. It was not yet time for his people to act. They
were not quite ready.

"1 ordersd the death of this sbomination., Why were my oxders not carrisd
out?! Malvek's wvoice boomed throughout ihe hall with o power MeCoy had not
heard befors. One youns Vulean stepped forward.

"e left him in the cell, Lord Malvok. Someons must have set him free,
for ke should be dead by now."

The +ranslator was giving McCoy o perfect reproduction in English of the
violent sager of the Vulecon called Malvek, While he listoned, he was being
forced to stand at the end of the hall facing the table guests by two soldiers
who held spears at his back, There was no way he could hope to get round +them,
and therc was no obvious escape in front. He clenched his fists and waited for
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the iaevitable order.

ialvek stood, his oyos blazing. Lifting 2 wicked looking knife he held

it out te the slave nearcst him., "SLit that cresiure opan.t

Balen locked on in horror. The Human had been doomed to failure from the
start. There was no way through the defences of the slave traps in the open
country as ho should have known - the gcar on his face gave evidence of that.

I
1

The slave lifted the kmife and as he d4id so, McCoy stopped back s pace,
till he felt the spesr at his back ond he could move no more. The dim light
in the hall made the faces watching an anonymous sca of shadow. There was no
way he could see Salen now, which, McCoy roalised, was just as well as there
wog nothing he could de.

Ls the slave advanced towards hisz vietim Malvek only srinned in pure
enjoyrent. MeCoy balled his fists, detemined to make & fight for it even
though he knew vwhat the result would be. The slave's poce never halted for
a moment 28 he walked towanls the Human.

But silence has great power and spesks with an intensity of its own. With
one universal movement the slaves rushed forward towards thoe centre of the hall.
The slave who had been approaching MeCoy ran past the Humon and had killed +the
astonished guard before he had realised what was happening.

Before MeCoy's heorrified eyes there then occurred one of the most violent
geenes bo had ever wiitnessed. Salen, aware that his men had not been fully
prepared, hoed himself pounced on the astourded Malwvek and was in the nrocess
of throttling him. The despernte necd to succeed had increased the slave
londer's strength to encrmous prosortions and he didn't even feel the blows of
the Dalanar guards as they rushed st him from 2ll sides. In o sudden rain of
knives ond fists several dark-haired Vulcans ran to his aid, and Malwvek was
soon forgotten as the guards fought for their lives. But over the centuries
the Dolanar hod become weak ond carcless as they lived with o folse sense of
security - even their wars were fought to rule - and in a few minutes the
slaves had token their revense. Salen stood in the middle of the desolation
and smiled slightly as several of his men ren outside to find and destroy any
resistance that might remain.

The slaves had not bothered with McCoy and had, in fact, gone out of their
way to avoid him. Perhaps the sight of the .strange alien filled them with the
same primitive fear that had condemmed him in the eyes of their former masters.
In any event, in the silence that followed the violence, McCoy was left alone.
His heart was pounding and he Telt sick. How was it possible that the peaceful
Vulcans of his time could have evolved from people such as these, people who
were capable of such anger and hate at the signal of one man?

And the silence stretched on. A4fter a faw seconds MeCoy realised that
the Vulcans were stonding very ¢till with their eyes closed, as if trying 4o
Torget what they had done. There was no movement, save for the wind that crept
rourdd the open doors and sent dust scurrying across the floor. The silence
became almost physical, like a men walking through the hall townrds the doors.
It was so guiet, the feeling was almosat spiritual.

Salen straightened and turned to lock at McCoy. Slowly he walked over to
the Humon. "What do you think of me now, McCoy?" The voice was clear, but
gsomchow sad. McCoy shook his head ond looked away. Salen nodded understand-
ingly. "They did it for you."

¥McCoy looked back at the Vulcan. "They what?!

"They did it for you," repeated Salen very slowly. "They were not fully
prepared, but they did not have it in them to let you die., Oh, they would have
done it anywey - but later today, 4s for me, I did not give the signal. After
generations of slavery I wanted this day to succeed and they were not quite
ready. But they acted on their own. I was going to let you die.!
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It wos HeCoy's turn to be silent. He glanced at the floor, not knowing
what to say. In the end it waz Salen who spoke.

"Jill you forgive me?"

Llinmost at once McCoy nodded and smiled. "Of course., I owe you my life
anyway., DBut what manner of people is it who would risk a revolution Ho save
one man — and an alien at that?"

U4 people who are aware of their barborism. 4 people looking for identity
and who lmow they can no longer live with telepathy and the emotions of others.
It hurts toe much - like killing." :

HcCoy nodded, but he was troubled. What if the slawes'! action had altered
history? His ovn presence had casused them to act before thoy were completely
ready. He had altered his own planet's history once before - It would be Just
as gasy to do it again, this time on Vulenan., What 1f something went wrong and
he succeeded in killing Vulcon's modern soclety at its birth? He bepan to
wonder if he would ever see Spock agzain.

Soalen cleared his throot in = manner rveminiscent of Spock. "There is a
garden through that door. Tt i enclosed within the walls of the huillding.
Would you like to wailt there for met"

McCoy nodded, and pushing open the thick wooden doors, he wonlked inte the
suniight,

The garden was wild, but very beautiful. Tall green trecg swayed in the
gentle breeze and in the centre of the lawn o fountain cascaded among purple
rocks. In the peaceful solitdde, MeCoy sat on o low stone wall and fixed his
gyes on the rocking branches. The sound of running water mingled with bird song
and if he tried hard enough he could almost believe he was on Farth. 4Llmost.

In a dream, he watched the slave cross the lawn {towards him. He knew who
it wag, but the dresm~like stote he was in would not let him move. IHe simply
sat gtill, watching the men come closer, till he sat beside him on the stone
wall. -

McCoy closed his eyes, then opened them. The slave was still thers - he
was no illusion. Buddenly all the fear and tension of the past days fell heavily
on MeCoy ond came to the surfoce. He sat with his head resting in his hands, as
though it would be somehow obscenc to reveal his own emoticns in front of the
Vulean. But this state of mind lagted only o few secords. The hand thet lightly
touched bhis shoulder and the question "hre you 1117V brought McCoy out of his
dream—-like hiding place and beck to reality.

"Wo, Spock - I am quite well." Touching the Vulcan's hand he was both
surprised and ploased that Spock 4id not dxow away., "And I am very pleased to
sge you. I know how you hated to come here."

Spock came very close to smiling. Y“It was uot hate, but fear that kept me
from joining the landing party. It was my fault you got lost. I should have
bewn there,"

MoCoy shook his head. ‘'No - it was my own feult. T didn't do what you
said, and wandered away from the others, I deserved to get lost, but you did
not deserve to have to come to this place after me. I'm sorry you had to do it.
Anyvay, how did you find mef"

"I came to the nearcst town. The people did not trust me for I am a
gtranger to them. DBut after seversl dsys! searching the Enterprize found you
with the sensors. They told me your location when I colled them, dbut oven so,
I had problems. You covered quite o large area of land today."

MeCoy smiled. "It will look o lot different in your time, Spock. That
would have confused you

Mhictually it didn't. You see, I have never been herc before. I don't
even speak the langunge.!
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Meloy sighed. "I am sorry, Spock. I cause you nothing but trouble.”

The Vulcan stood. "We shall be in trouble now if we do not go. Someone
is coming."

They walked togother 4o stand in front of the fountain. Spock raised his
commanicator. "Spock to Enterprise - two to bean up.”

The soir arcund them thickensd =s the sparkle begean. In less than a
minute the Starship had claimed them.

Bock in the garden, the rain had started to fall,
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TO LEIVE IN A VAULT by Crystal Ann Taylor

Tou tell me you don't wish to know,
What it's like to have feelings inside,
You show to us a face of ice,

A heart of stone, expressionless eyes,
Tou insist that intellect alone,
Regulates the path of your life.

You contend that logic, by ltself,
Supercedss any need for love.

You may be content to live in a vault,
Imprison your heart behind a stone wall,
Where Human touch cannct warm the cold,
But I can sees..

The conflicts that rage inside,

T understand...

And won't let you pay the price.

The grave is for the dead. You are alive,
And you can love, ag well az 1.

Feelings are a part of life,

The bhond that touches ancther's soul.

If T must, I'11l chip at the ice

With gentle probes, and teasing laughter,
Until it melts in the warmth of +touch,
And you accent friendship and love.
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L PRIFND by Sandie Cowden

Tour face is not like mine,

- hnd yet

YTour eyes possess a glow.

The softness in their depths
Of two sparkling silver oools,
Of wvelvet brown and starlight,
softly reflecting

The colours of your life...

Your face iz alien

- To mine.

But my heart is nod to you.
It beats a little faster
When my eyes

Glance shyly at your face,
Lnd see a friend

Who iz so muck more

TO MBuas

HHHRH AR HHRH KRR
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A MATTER OF CONVENIENCE by Tina W, Pole

There wag the Chief Inginser waving frantically at us from up in the hangar
deck control room whilst we were making ourselves comfortable in the Galileo.

"Captain... Captain... " I tried to interrupt, but as ususl nobody paid
any attention to me. Still if it hed been anything of importance Mr. Scott
would have got in touch with us wvis the bridges as it was we were given the all
clear for Llift-off, and I forgot &ll about the Chief Engineer as the hangar
doors glid open and we were launched out into space. It was only my second time
out in a shuttlecraft, you ses, and I found it all very exciting.

" aoman M

The Captain was calling for a Yeoman, so what I was... Heavens, he was
looking at me! Of course, how silly ~ how could I forget?

"Cantaint!
"If you'll kindly stop duydreaming and check the controls on your pansl.., "

"Yeg, sir." I peered at the controls at the side of me. Bverything lookéd
all right.

"Well2!
I crossed my fingers, howing he wouldn't see. "Everything's in order, sir."

He nodded his head and I inwerdly gave a sigh of relief. It wouldn't pay
to look ignorant on this little expedition, my fubture career depended on it.

"¥hen we're well awsy from the Enterprise,”" he sald as he undid his safety
belt and stood up, "we'll let you have a go with the main controls.”

I didn'+ say anything, mainly because I was sveechless. This I hadn't
sxpected, after all a Yeoman is a Yeoman, not a shuttlecraft piiot. Oh! sure,
they'd put us through the basics at the Academy, and we'd had a go with o sim-
ulator and had had a ride in one, but to actuaily take control...

"Mr. Spock!!!™ The Captain was standing in the doorway of the back com-
partment of the shuttle.

"Captain?" the Vulecan Pirst OfTicer asked without a trace of emotion on
his face, whereas I looked up al the Captain in surprise, wondering what on
earth had happened.

"Mere's no... " He looked down at me and then back across at the Firet
Officer. "There's no john in there.m

I blushed ~ I couldn't help it. It sounded so personal coming from the
Captain.

"o ! john', Cantaine"
"Toilet, Spock, toilet. It's been taken out.”

"No toilet, Captain? Most peculiar, you'd have thought Hr, Scott would
have informed us.!

"oulre darn right he should have, this shuttle shouldn't be in use with-
out Gess a.s. How long before we rendezvous with the Hood?M

"Two hours and thirty six minutes.!
"And if we went back?"
"Je'd never cateh up with our schedule.™

"“Drat!... " He made his way back to the front of the shuttle and sat back
down. "Two hours and thirty-—-odd mimutes... talk sbout a test of wiil power."

I =zat and fiddled with my tricorder, making sure I had my head bent well
dovn over it because I was smiling... Of course, well, they wouldn¥t be wanting
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me to take over the controls of the shuttle now.

Half an hour later T wasn't smiling asny more. Well, you know what it's
like when you know you can't go, youlve got to and that one cup of coffee I'd
had before we'd set off was apparently producing a gallon in return. I crossed
my legs and tried fto think of something else.

"iliss Wright." It wag the Pirst Officer this time.
"Sil"?"

"L you would take conmtrol.!

I just sat there and sort of stared ab him.
Weoman," It was the Captain.

"Br,.. yes." I undid my safety belt with shaking hands, dropped my tri~
corder on the seat and nervously made my way towards the front of the shutile
and the control panel. How could they do this to me?... It was the First
Officer who vacated his chalr, probsbly because it was too risky to disturb
the Captain ~ no word about me, though... I sat down and stared at the control
panel. My mind had gone blank.

NIT11 take it off +the auto pilot," the Captain sald as he stabbed a button
meking my heart leap in the process — there we were, nhobody at the contzols...
well, you couldn't exactly call me anybody at that woment.

"For heaven's sake, relax," he whispered asg he noticed how tense I was. I
willed myself to sink back in the chair a little and to get my brain funchion-
ing whilst telling myself not to behave go ridiculously, and as I sat there
trying not to panic I glowly bhegan to recall what was what and actually found
myeelf making & elight adjusiment to keep us on course.

"Thore you are," the Capbtain said as he switched on the auto pilot again
after what sesmed an age. "Nothing to get yourself worked up about."

I managed a weak spile at him as I started to stand up.

"No, no, you haven't finished yet." I sank back down in the chair, What
now... ? "I want you to contact the ship."

Oh, no! Communications was not one of my best subjects, I alwoys felt so
gelf consclous when I had 4o talk out in the open.

"Go on, then." I flicked the necessary switeh and took a deep breath.

"Captaini" Spock called from the rear of the shuttle. ¥We both turned
and looked at him. ™A well as having no toilet facilities this shuttle lacks
he basic emergency equipment, food rations, weapons, some form of shelter -~ "

"Tn other words,; nothing," the Captain interrupted before Spock got carried
away and gave us o full inventory of what was missing. He looked at me.
"Contact the ship, Yeoman."

"iye, Captaini® I said as efficienily as was possible, having decided it
was time I pulled my socks up. '"Galileo %o Bnterprise, Galileo to Entcrprise,
come in, Enterprise," I called while cringing at the sound of my own awful
voice. Dluckily I got an answer straight away.

"Enterprise 4o Galileo." I looked at the Captain ~ tiwme for him o take
oOVeEX.

"Jiwra," the Captain said.

"Captain —~ thank goodness you've contacted us, welwve been $rying to get in
touch with you since you launchad,”

"Ahl I see you know sbout this ill-esquipped shuttle, then."

"iye, Captein.® It was the Chief Engineer's voice. "You shouldna' ha!
used it."
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"Thy didn't you tell us?h

e had a spot of bother with communications in tho hangar deck control room.
I did try to get yer attention — T was sure the lagssie had seczn me.™

Captain and First Officer looked at me. I swallowed and nodded my head.
"Wou saw Mr. Scott, Yeoman?"

HEr... yos, sir. I... I did 47y to tell you that he was waving at us, but
you were otherwise engaged.!

"Otherwise engaged... You mean Spock and I were preparing for 1ift off."
"Yos, sir." '

"You should have told us, Yeoman." He shock his head in disbelief. "You
nonestly didn't think that Mr. Scott was waving at us just for the meke of it..."

T didn't goy anything., What could T say? He was right, I should have gone
shead and interrupted them and brought it to their attention.

"fhere's a lot of basic equipment missing," Mr. Scott sald, as if we didn't
mow. "Communications are a bit dodgey as well.!

fOutward $ransmissions are all right, though," the Captaln said.

Mave, it's oaly when we try to contact you. Heavens, man -~ that shuttle wos
in the process of being overhauled.!

"ETees Scotty," the Captain said.

"hiye?n

"iss it really necessary to remove all conveniences as well?"
"Convenienceses, oh."

"Precisely. Let's heope our rendezvous with the Hood 1s on time.M

"Oh ~ er... about that, Captain, thore's a2 slight technical hitch...
navigation-wige."

"Don!t tell me.!

hye. Your readings may be fine, but it deesn't mean they are."
"So where in blazes are we?"

"T haven't a clue, Captain -~ hold on a moment... "

There wag & silence, and I dared to lock at the Captain. ALl he did was
point at wme and then at the back of the shuttle. Clearly he wanted me out of
the way. I didn't walt to be told twicey I went back to my seat and the First
Officer took over.

"ou're in no danger," I heard Mr. Scott ssy as I sat back down in my chair
and returncd to fiddling with wy tricorder. "We're coming after you, but I'm
afraid that by the time we get ocurselves turned around and catch up with you,
itte going to take all of five hours.!

"¥ive hoursi" the Captain exolaimed.

"Five hours... " I echoed. That one cup of coffee was going %o be the death
of we yeit.

"Aye. Well, it's best you just stay on your present course now that we've
g0t a fix on you.”

"Yes, I suppose so," thée Capbtain sighed resignedly.

"Koep your channel cpen, theni" Mr. Scott called as he was anparently called
away elsewhore.

ind so we sat there travelling on to nowhere, and I must say it's really
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amazing what you can do when you have to, body-wise, that is. Nind you, by the
time we'd docked back on board the Enterprise the Captsin and I were pracileally
Jumping and therc was no time for the usual formalitics as the shuttlecraft's
door opencd, we both clambered out and ran scross the deck at top speed towards
the nearest convenience.

Minutes later we both Teappeared as very relicved people. It wes only then
that I actually stopped to think about what was actuelly going to happen o me
now - that little incident with the shuttle was not going to look good on my
report at all. The Captain and the First Officer hadn't really said very much
during those 'painfully' slow five hours, and in & woy I wished they had, even
Just to reprimand me. If there's cne thing I can't stend it's walting for the
hamner +o fall..., or whatever the expression is that one uses.

"Captain," I dared to say as I followed him towards the elevator. USir,
about that shuttles.. "

He turned to me; he was actuslly smiling! "Found your tongue at lagt,'" he
sald, much to ny emberrassmnent. '

Mlens @Twes M
"ind lost 1t again

"Sir.s. I did try to tell you... " I trailed off. I couldn't think what
else %0 say.

7 "I don't think we need to say any more about thet litile incident, Miss
Wright. However, in future I suggost you speak up & little more... which some~
how think you will ~ after 211 4the last few hours have boen anything but
pleasant for us.”

I managed to smile at him.

"ind under the circumstances I think you conducted yourself very woell.!
Heavens! Those were the last words I expected him to say.

... thank you, Captain." I felt myself blush.
"ind now I'm going to grab a bite to eat. Coming?"

I gratefully followed him inte the elevator. What a nice mon — one day
soon when I'm fully qualified I think T'11 apoly for a permanent position on
board the Enterprise. I'm sure the Captain would appreciate that.

"Weoman." It was the First Officer. He'd boen waiting for us in the
elevator.

NEipeM
T believe your next training session is with me."

Perhaps 1 won't apply for a permanent position on board this ship aftexr
all-.'l.....

RHRH RN WA R KK N R IR

A SOLAR SYSTEN by T.G.Z.C.

hs seen Trom Space...
i bleze of light, many +iny sparks around it
Circliing, cirelings they in %urn
Surrounded by minute sparklets in a captive orbit -
L neckiet of shining jewels
Infinitely precious; yet in the void of space
Seemingly negligibls, '
Yet those tiny specks of light, so small
To the distant obscrver '
are huge, lifegiving, to the many species
Of creature living there.
HK K KRR W NN W N %
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HI-J,CK by fi.l. Carthy

I'm Para of the planet Varos, and for those of you who are & bit shakey on
Stellar geography let me explain that we are the fourth planet of the sun’ the
Pederation calls Sigmi Delta. Vulcan is our nearsst neighbour, but for all that
the Varoians and the Vulcans have never got along too well. That's why a group
of guys from both planects got together and ceme up with the idea of Work Study
Groups. What it boiled down to was that a pariy of Varoians went to Vulcan and
gtudied their way of life and the Vulcans roturned the compliment, the idea being
that this would help the two cultures understend each other better. In theory
it was fine. In praciice there were s thousand snd one problems.

What's this got to do with me? Well, I work in the Planetary Diplomatic
Corps, in a junior position which mesns I get all the dlrty work. TLike escoriting
the Vulcan Work Study Group round Varos.

¥ow the trouble with Vulecens is that they're so cold and logical. Black is
black. White is white. You know the kind of thing? o tact! When they want
to know something they ask outright and *o hell with anyone's feelings, and -
well — Varoians are noted for their intense pride, o you can imagine there were
some Tuffled feelings over some of the questions. That's where I came in -~ old
tactful me, trying to smooth things out. I tell you, no-one wasg mors relieved
than me when the whole thing came to an end. The Varoians returned to Varos and
the Vuleans were due to leave for thelr home planet Only then my chicf informs
me that there are still one or two things to be baken care of on Vulcan and I
had the dubious honour of trotting over %hﬂru with the Vulecan Work Study Group
to de the taking care of.

Boy, was I mad! But no-one argucs with my chief, which was why I found
nyself beaming sboard the only space ghip that happened to be in the area at ihe
time ~ the U.8.3. Bnterprise. That was the only perk in the situation. I mean,
who hasn't heard of the Enterprise? She's practically a legend in the Federat-
ion — and out of it +too for that matter. .nd Captain Xirk has always been a
gort of hero of mine. I'd heard they'd got @ Vulcan Science Cfficer too, but 1
guess you already know that.

Well, there I was aboard the Enterprise and being shown arcund the ship by
M. Spoo¢, on account of the three Vulcans who comprised the Work Study Group,
vou understand. The tour lasted about an hour and it wag all in Vulcan so it's
kind of iucky I majored in that language in College, then just as we reached
the Recreation Room for some, on wy part anyway, very welcome refreshment,; these
three Vulcans pulled weapons con us.

How I'd always felt there was something welrd about those three, sven fox
Vulcans, but I had no idea how weird until that mowent. My heart missed a fow
beats, but Mr. Spock merely raised an eygbrow.

"L trust you have a logical explanation for this meost illogical behaviour,
gentlemen?" he asked. 3Boy, ihe cool of that fella.

"Gguite logical," gald one of the Vuleans — ths one called Smursn. "We
intend to take contrel of this ship.™

Well, you could have knocked me over with a feather, as the ancient Terran
sayving gocs. My mouth fell open & kilometer, but Mr. Spock just railses his
other e¢yebrow. I begsn to realise all the stories I'd heard about him just
might be true. I don't know what would have happered, but Jjust then Captain
Kirk came out of the Rec Room, took in the situabion in half a sscond and leaped
for the intercom. Only Smuran was too quick for him and fired his phaser. fven
as Kirk fell tne other two Vulcans had hold of Spock and were hustling him off
down the corridor. I kmelt beside Kirik, half expecting him to be dead althougt
I didn't think the phaser had hit him full on.

He wasn't dead. The languasge burning my cars told me that. 3Bui he was
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clutching at his side and seemed in roal agony. He made it to his feoet, but it
took him a full three and a half minutes to do so. Just then the intercom
beeped. It was Uhura. (Boy, is that some woman, even for a Terrani)

"Gaptain Kirk? I'm getting 2 most odd message from Englneecring."

"Okay, Lieutenant, let's hear it " Kirk's face was white with pain and
angexr.

"Captain Kirk, this ig Smuran., My fellow Vulcans and I are in the Engln-
eeTing Department, where we have managed to over-ride all bridge controls. ¥
also have control of your life support system. If you value the lives of your
crew you will do exactly as I say. In addition, we have your First Officer as
our hostage. The Vulcan form of execution is nmormally quick and clean, but
there are encient forms that cause death to be slow and painful."

Mhe full implication of his words hit Kirk and hig face twisted in fury.
"Tou won't get away with this, Smuran," he said, his voice tight with emotion.
"No-one can take over a Starship.n

MOn the contrary, Captain." I would have sworn Smuren's voice was amused,
except thet Vulecans are not capable of scunding amused. "We have taken over a
Starshin.”

"If you'!ve hurt any of the poople down there... " began Kirk,

"The people down hers have been rondered unconscious by the Vulcen neck
pinch, otherwise they are fine. We do not wish to kill anyone - although that
dopendg entirely on you."

Kirle said 2 word that, if it had gone over the intercom, would have frozen
the ship in space. Then - "Just what are your intentions, Smuran?”

"Te belong to a select group of Vulcans," saild Smuran, "who believe that
our planct should be for Vulecans alone, as it was long ago befoere it was infested
by aliens. e intend 4o rid our world of these parssites - these creatures who
have destroyed what is the very esscnce of Vulcan life. 4 Starship will be
invalusble for our mission., Now to business, Captsain Kirk. In precisely one
point two four three hours we will reach the Rigeli Delta systems The third
planct hag an atmosphers - perhaps a little thimer than Barth's, but quite
liveshle. It also has vegetation, so you will not starve. TYou and your crow
will beam down there when - M

"Woulre crazy if you think you can get away with this - M

"Please, Captain, do not weary me with your theatricals. 1 suggest you
gpend the next hour organising your crew into beaming down parties. 411 weapons
and communicators will be left on board - oh, and tell your Communications
Officer she can cease attempting to send out signals for heln. We have bloclked
the switchboard,"

Kirk swore and slumped againgt the wall. His face was ashen and beads of
aweat stood out on his forehead. By rights he should have heen dead, or at
least unconscious, but in his haste Smuran hed fired crookedly and the phaser
beam had literolly grazed past Kirk's side. Nevertheless, there had been encugh
power to do untold damage somewhere, probably %o the internal organs. I reached
for the intercoun.

NItd betbor summon the Doctor - " I hegsn, but the Captain gripped ny arm.

%o, there's no time. I musi goi o the bridge." Even as he spoke, he was
heading for the clevator., I followed. There didn't seem anything else to do.
Besides, I had no intention of missing out on anything.

Sulu had the con when we reached the bridge and sll the bridge orow were
crowding round him, shouting st the tops of their voices. It was a full minute
before they noticed Kirk, then they all fell silent and moved back to their
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posts sheepishly. '

Sulu rose from the command chair. "What's happening, Captain?' he asked,
woerriedly., "None of the bridge controls are working. Helm, navigation, comm—
unications - nothing. ot even Mr. Spock's library computer.™

Kirk faced his bridge crew grimly. "I presume you =ll hesrd what the Vul-
can Smuran said over the intercom a few minutes ago?" There was a murmer.
"Then you know what's happening. Incredible as it way seem, this ship has been
hi~jacked. I% is being controlled entirely from Engineerin; and unless we can
break in +to the engine room and regein control, we'll all end up sitting on the
third planet of Rigeli Delta while those - those -~ orazy Vulcans take over
Vuleen using the Enterprise to destroy whatever stends in their way, and that,
gentlemen, would probably include the Vulcan High Council.” '

"ind 'lsdies!,” murmured Uhura. '

"L beg your pardon, Liecutenant. fLnd Iadies." Kirk gave 2 mock bow in her
direction, then winced and clutched his side.

It hed to be that very second that Dr. McCoy stepped out of fthe elevator
onto the bridwe. MJim!" he exclaimed, hurrying forward. "dJhat's woonsg? Are
you hurt?"

"Mo, no, it's nothing Bones." Xirk brushed the Doctor's arm aside and
drew himself up straighter. "Just a touch of indigestion.”

"Indigestion wmy eye. Let me toke a look at youl"

"o time, Bones. My, Sulu, get o Security Team %o meet me cutside
Enginecring.”

"iye, Captain.”

ind Sulu - " This ag Sulu was slrendy heading for the elevator st a run,
" - use personal communicaters, vot the intercom.”

"Teg, sirih

NJim, I insist on taking o look at you," said McCoy. "You'wre as white as
a sheet and - M

"It. Uhura, get me Engineering. I want a word with Smuran.”
"Yes, Cantain.”
"Jim, d&id you hear me?!
Kirk raised both honds. '"Bones, plescse. There just isnt+ time. And I
agsure you, bthere isn't a thing wrong with me .M
"I've been o Doctor long enough to recognise a sick men when I see onel"
"I have Smuran, Captain.!
"Thenk you, Lieutenant. Later, Bones, later. Smuran?"
"affirmative, although I believe I have sald everything I necd to... "

"iell, I haven'ti" snapped Kirk angrily. "First - I don't accept your
corditiong. You are not getting my ship. I have a Security Team ready to
move in - M

"S%uch & move would only result in their deaths. Also thet of ¥r. Spock.!

I saw Kirk's lips tighten for a second, then he resumed speaking. "I
can't help that. No man's life can take precedence over the safety of this
ship. Now, either you surrender or wy team moves in. Should you show them
resistance, this ship will self-destruct." He gave MHceCoy a lop-sided grin as
he cut the contzet. "That should give them something to think about.!

"How will you let me lock at you - " began the Docter, but he was talking
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to thin air. Kirk was already on hig way to Engineering, me close behind.

The Security Team was already waiting, They were & grim looking lot, but
then I guess they wersn't chosen for thelr vretty Taces.

"Set your phasers on stun," crdered Kirk. "No-one is to move until I say
g0, but when you do meve you wmove fast,!

By thot time, let me say, Ceaptain James T. Xirk was more than o hero to me.
I guess only I knew what paln he was in at that moment - although McCoy, who had
followed us down, might have had a vague suspicion ~ and there he was, acting aos
if nothing was wrong, cxcept for the merest grimece now and then. He hit the
intercom button.

"Smuran, this is Kirk.

"I really don't ses that there is anything more to ssy, Captain.! Smuran's
voice was emotionless. He night heve becn riding o Space Taxi instead of hi-
jacking the largest Starship in the Federation. "We will crrive 2t the Rigeli
Delta systenm in - M

Smuran," interrupted the Captain,

"0ne thing you don't have in Bngineering,
ip in the area. If we don't ncknow-

"ig radar. We've picked up another Starsh
ledge them thoy'll become suspicious.!

"Then scknowledge them, Captain. We will clear Communications long snough
for you to do so, but do not try to send any messages asking for help. To do
go would surely help Mr. Spock on his way to his death.M

Micthing doing, Smurani!
"I beg your pardon, Captaint
"Welrs not acknowledging thoem.!

There was momentery silence, then the sound of murmured voices ag the Vule—
cans prosumably discussed matters among themsolves,

"Howi™ yelled Kirk, meking me juwmp out of my skin. The Security Cuards
were made of sterner stuff however and hurloed themselves at the door of the
enginecering room.-Bven-as-thelr massive shoulders burst it open, there wag a
ioud explosion that shook the ship and clouds of smoke billowed out into the
corridor. It didn't stop the guards. They were inside and on top of the con-
fusged Vulcons befors you could say 'L $rayful of tribbles'.

When the smoke eventually cleared I could ses one Vulcon on the floor appm-
arently unconscious; several suards were literally hanging on to the seconds
and Spock was fighting the third. I noticod with pleasurc that it wes Spure
and he was definitely coming off worst. It was a pretiy savage Tight, as those
of you who have ever seen two Vulcans fighting esch other will know, but thonik—
fully not as blocdy as some suck fights I've heard of. I belicve sometimes they
aven tear each other's throats out. Spock chose not to validify this story, I'm
gled o say, and wenaged to use the Vulcan neck pinch on his opponent. Smuran
slumped to the floor.

opock looked down ot him for a moment and shook his head. "“A waste of a
brilliasnt mind," he wurmured, then turned as Kirk reached him.

TSpock, are you all right?"
"Porfectly, Captain.!

"Get those three Yo the brig," the Captain ordercd the Scourity Team.
"Spock, how the devil 4id you manage to create that explosion?!
¥

"Simply by shoriing a couple of circuits, Captain. I took advantage of the
Vulcang! momentary distragtion when you spoke to them over the intercom."

"Jim, you're reporting to sickbay right nowt" said McCoy, striding Forward.
H Y & ¥y &
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"Really, Bones, I... " ¥irk gave a sudden groan and would have fallen
only both Speck and McCoy grabbed him. I watched them as they helped him out
and along the corridor. There wasg concern all over their faces. Yes, even
Spock! 5.

I later learned that Kirk was zont on sick leave for & couple of months,
much 4o hisg amoyance, but lucikily his injurles weren't as bad as MoCoy said
ho defsorved them to.be. hLs for Smuran and his cronies, they were dealt with by
a Federation Court of Law made up entirely of Vulcans. 1 don't think we'll be
seeing them around for o while. fnd me? — oh, I still had to go to Vulcan.
But you know - Vulcans aren't really a1l that bad - once you get to know them!

2
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LUAVDL'S SON by Gladys Oliver

There they stood... a crowd of Humans,
Lavghing warnm and free.

«+ But on the cdge... and oh so still,
Llone stood he.

There they loved and tarried long,
Engrossed in feslings so warm,

++ But on the edge... and s$ill,
Llone a Vulcan torn.

Teere they were singing, with children,
In a2 Human circle of ease,

++ But on the edge... and =silent,

L Vulcan boy wag tecased.

Thers they shoubted to him teasingly
That his heritage was a lilef

+« But on the edge... and solid still,
& Yulean would not cry.

There they scoffed at this child alone,
amotions they tried to glean -

.+ But on the edge... and governed,
His feelings remained unseen.

"You should join we Humans, Vulcan,
e have fun, as you can seel”

«s But on the edge... and lonely,
Is wherae ho chose to be.

They stood for & moment, those Humans,
With silence he heard them speak.

+. But on the edge... still calm,

i Vulcan ever seuks.

Then the Humans turned away

«« Apart from only one.

snd on the odge, and silent,

Harth woman stood with her Vulecan son...

FHH KA HHKR W R HH
Prospective buyer: Is that spaceship going cheap?
Harry Mudd: I hope not, sir, it should go whoosh!
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THE IDIC by Rayelle Roe

Many Vulcans possessed an IDIC. It was a sywbol of the honor and rcspecs
given to them by their home world. It was given to those who had achicved the
cpitomec of success in their chosen field. It wae glven to Vulcen's grestest
healers, sclentists, artists and statesmen. It was one of tho highest honors
Vulcan had to offer. But it was not the highest honor.

The IDIC medallions worn by Vulecans all over the Federation were only
coples of the originasl. The One, THE IDIC, had been crafted long ago by Surak
28 a gift for his daughter T'Mil. Incredibly old, urbeclievably snecicnt, it was
the hoart and soul of the Vulcan people. No Human could conceive its meaning
to the Vulcans. No Vulcan could explain. It was their greatest freasure.

THE IDIC was keont in o stasis box to preserve it from harm. Oncc cach
two or three hundred yeasrs it was given inte the keeping of one Vulcen - the
one Yulcan who was deemed by his fellow citizens to exemplify the teachings of
Surek. It was the drcam of every Vulcan, if Vulcans can be gaid to dream, one
day to be the recipient of this highest of all honors.

Thoge who recelved THE IDIC kept it for the entirety of their lives. They
were venerated by Vulcans everywhercs their names were trsnscribed in The Book
of Traditions. The homage paid them would continue for generations.

istounded, Uhura turned from the communications console, disbelicf reflected
in her daxrk eyes. "Sir, we have Jjust been notilied to sband by to receive a
comaunication froun the President of the Tederation High Council.!

Stunned, Kirk stered at her for a full minunite bafore hs regsined control
of his facultics. This was unprecedenteds Kirk could not recall that it had
ever happoned before. He swallowed nervously — this could only mean something
big. Hell, i3 could only mean something monumental was about +o happen. "Put
it on visual, Lisutenant."

He went to stand behind the helm. He could feel his heart thudding away
behind hio ribs. BSpock left his chair and ceme to stand beside him., All eyes
were fastencd on the screen. Bveryonc on the bridg e seemed to be holding his
breath.

The picture shimmered into focus. President Therlin was a politicisn to
the core of his being. iLs a politicion, the indorien knew how to milk the
most from any situation, He was gratified by the response his appearance was
having on the crew of the Entorprise.

iftor what he considered a dramatic pausc, he finally broke the silence.
"Grectings, Captoin Kirk., While this message is for you and the rest of your
crow, it is primarily directed to your First Officer. Captain, you are ordered
to prececd to Vulcan with all possible speed." Once again Therlin paused - he
was onjoying this. "ilr. Spock, the Vulcan High Council has decided that you
are to be the next recipient of Surak's IDIC.Y

For one long moment, Spock stood frozen in disbelicf, but ag the meaning
of the President's message pevetrated, he sank slowly into the command chair.
Joy flooded through him. For the first time in his 1ife he felt like orying,
and shouting, and singing, all at once; but he restrained himself. Instead,
o smile he was completely unable to control 1it his face and brosdened o an
ear to ear grin.

That grin was the signal for pandemonium to break out on the bridge. Crew-
men wore cheerings Kirk and Scott were pounding him on +the back and shaking
his hand all at the same time. From behind, Uhura threw her arms sround him and
planted a wet kiss in his ear. Lnd for once in his life, Spock of Vulcan did
not mind at ali.

o
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Kirk stared rcestlessly around the immense auditorium. BRBefore him were
rows and rows of the Federation's most importent people. Dignitaries had come
from every Federation planct., Were it not for Spock's request Kirk would not
have been here on the platform beside his First Officer but relegated o the
highest of the balconies where a2ll the Captains and senior officers of all the
Federation ships not on critical assigmnent were sitting. Somewhere, Xirk
knew, in those rows of blue, red and commend gold sat his officers. He wished
he could see them; he would dearly love to see McCoy's face. Before they'd
beamed down McCoy had cornered Spock in the corridor. Spock had steeled himself
for onc of McCoy's caustic remarks, but the good doctor had said nothing: he'd
Just beamed at Spock, pride, joy and affection unabashedly filling his face.
Spock had responded by grasping the doctor's shoulder and saying, "I am honorad
that you will be there to share this moment with me - Bones." Bones had
cleared his throat and replied, "Wherce the hell eise could I go? Itts Saturday
night and my date stood me up.M

A round of applause brought Kirk out of his reverie. President Therlin
had finished speaking. 4 hush fell over the great hall as T'Pau rose unsteadily
to her feet. Sarck stepped forward %o escort her to the podiwm. The aged,
woman radiasted dignity and strength despite her infirmities.

Kirk studied Sarek. It was apparent that ne wasg so proud he could have
burst his buttons. That is, if he'd been wearing mny. Kirk shifted his glance
to Lmanda, only to discover that she wes watching him. He smiled at her and
she winked back. She was the only one in the family net making any effort to
suppress her joy.

T*Pau reached the podium and transferred her grip from Sarek's arm to the
sides of the rostrua. She began to spesk of the significance of the honor about
to be bestowed, and of the logic of giving it to Spock.

Spock swallowed nervously. imanda reachad out and touched the back of his
hand..

T™Pauw's volce rang out in the vast hall. "Spock, thee have brought honor
to thy family, %o thy clan, and to all the peovle of Vulcan. It pleasss me
that I may give thee this gift from the hands of Surak. Live long and prosper,
son of Surak."

Spock rose to his feet, standing erect, hands clasped behind his back.

"Live long and prosper, son of Surak.! Thousands of Vulcan voices affirmed
the blessing.

T'Pau hended Spock a glase-like box. Nestled in the cenire lay the chain
and medallion shrouded in a patina of soft green. Spock *ock the box and
stroked it reverently. He turned and faced the audience.

As a man the entire throng rose o its feet. Rach race showed its APProb-
ation in i%¥s own menner. From the thousands of Humans that filled the zisles
came thundrous applause. Kirk was on his feet, clapping for all he was worth,
umnoticed tears stresking his face.

When the applause finally died, Spock began to apeak.

"It is offen said that one does not thank logic, yet thers are maeny here
thet I must thank. First there is my fathor, who instilled in me the laws and
traditions, who guided me in the principles that have governed my life. And I
would thank my mother for the support she has alwagsr given me, for encourage-
ment, and for her strength." He naused and turned the box slowly in his hand.
"The IDIC represents the unity that may be found in life, regardless of the form
1% takes. 511 life springs from one source, one well of creation. 51l life is
precious. Thet is the meaning of IDIC.

From the earliest days of my childhood I was taught this principley it was
the focal point of all my beliefs. When I left Vulcan as a young wman L was
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confident that I understood this principie in its fullest ond deepest meaning.
I wasg in error.

It took me many years to realizme that I wasg mouthing a mcere platitude, that
I was only offering lip service to my belief., This night, as T stand before
you, I now know the meaning and the spirit of IDIC. T lcarned it from a mean
who iives it, from a man who has taught me the wonder and the challenge of all
1life. This man taught me by example to accept the differences of the 1ife
forms I encountered, and t0 accept the diversity in my own existence.

Tou, wy people, have given me this IDIC, T am honored, but there is one
who deserves this honor more. THE IDIC is now mine, and I choose to give it
to the man who taught me its real meoning. I want to give it to my teacher -
my Captain and my friend, James T, Kirk."

Tor Kirk, there was only himself and Spock in the universe - only the two
of thom, suspended in time. Spock stcod facing him, the crystal box held out.

"Spockees mno... I couldn't - it's yours... " It was difficult to speak
around the asteroid lodged in his throat.

"Please, Jim. If I had a hundred such to give, they still would not egqual
what you have taught me, what you have given to me." Spock!'s volce was almost
a whisper. Ho-one clse but Kirk could hear the love in his voice. No-one else
could sec the expression in the deep, dark eyes.

For = brief moment Kirk romained undecided. IHe undersiood why Spock was
offering him the relic, and he wanted 4o accept for Spock's sakes bubt he must
also welght the effects of his acceptance. This could lead to a diplomatic
free~for--all of the firset magnituwie. What should he do? Placate Vulecon and
ourt Spock? Do what his heart told him and cause waves? He looked at Spock
again. Discppointment was beginning to build in the shiclded cyes.

Beyond 8pock's shoulder he saw T'Pau watching him intently. Sceing that
she'd finally gained Kirk's attention, she nodded her approval. Xirk reached
out and took the box with one hand, and grasped Spock‘s outstretohed hond with
the other,

some of the people present at the ceremony thought that the gesture stemmed
from Vulcan's desire to ghow up other planets. There were others who sald that
it was Federation political theatricals. Some thought that Kirk was a fool,
and. some thought that Spock was the fool. Some left a little wiser than they
were when they arrived.

Surak's IDIC was entrustod to Sarek for safe keeping ~ a Starship was not
exactly the idezl place %to store a treasire. Kirk and Spock returned to the
Enterprise, and life went on as it had before. But asnother link was forged in
the chain that had begun thousands of years before on hundreds of planets, when
men of different races and differcunt speciesg first learned to trust.
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SPOCK'S QUESTION by Gladys Oliver

Of Barth am I, and Human skiss,
.. am warn and governed by my heart.
s And yct +e.
Of Vulcan am I, and Vulcan eyes,
«. am cooled, yet understand all that has gone.

30 tell me Barth and Vulczn song,
To which of you do I belongTesecsss

oW HH N WKW H K KR NN
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WHEN ALLL THE LELVES LRE GOUE by Gillian Gatchopole

Autumn, now turned bare,

The icy wind scrapes raw our cheeks

A it blows unhindersd through leafless trecs.

Fatz in its cruel ways has once again returned 4o us,
To refresh those thoughts we have tried to push aside.
The cruach of dying leaves beneath our knees

Ly we knelt to help -~ beside.

The senseless want to put back the time,

The wish to dawn again

Some new, unsullied morn.

Through so many weeks

When nothing secmed capasble of restoring,

I even began to feel that death, the final bresk,
Would be more bearable than that perpstual lingering
And then no matter how I tried,

T cursed and raged as gradually within

I fell apart with grief.

For Spock there has been no release,

L spring that tightensd evory day.

L burst of naked pain that shocked me through,
Then wecks of work without a rest

While I stood helplessly by.

In the beginning ‘here was o moment

When we both could have helped each other,

But as in other times it somehow slipped us by.

We £ind the place of Jim's attack

And stare at the cold ground,

5%111 but for the wind at our heir,

Thankful that 1life signs have begun to sirengthen,
That recovery is not far away.

L last leaf falls from a noarby tree,

Blown by the wind across our feet

And at last, mercifully, in this silence,

i shared aclknowledgement of past distress.

R AR R RHRRHHHRK K
SOMTET by Meg Wright

The bonds that bind my heart are sure and firm,

I bold myself in check, I have control.

No pasgsion rules my ‘tongus, no unconsidered term
0f love or hate I use. No feelings rack my soul.

The petty tyrsmnies that rule your minds

I leave to Humesnkind. To others I have proved
Logic is c¢lear, calm, cocol, and ever binds

My thoughts, to leave me free, unmoved.

Seeing his smile I felt my logic falter,

The ice begin to crack about wy heart.

How may I now my disposition alter,

Bldding my lifelong loneliness depart?

He takes me as I am, with heart amd words inept,
L friend who knows, and knowing, can accept.
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THE PROMISE by Crystal Ann Taylox

Forget!

Jim, please forget that you havs loved
An android you can never have.

To compensate for such a loss

I offer you my own, ianstzad.

I will wrap you up ssculsly

In a protective web of sily,

And hold you tight against the pain
Until the arid wvoil iz filled.
Together wa will ezpnlore those

Quiet momenss we've lsarned to share.
Bring out your laughter, and you'll know
No lonsliness. You will tzasge ma
And I'11 resvond, untll your ayss
Twiakle with that devilish joy

I know so well., We will play chess,
Pitting in our minds in play, until
Tou Wnow no saptiness inside.

Sleep now in peace. Do not pine,
Unknown stars do beckon us.

The friendship you have shared with me
Will give you strengin and comfort you
Until that day, when you do find
Another love to taks its place.

Days of quiset joy ars numbersad

I know, and soon will pass. And T
Rill content myself with knowleslge

07 your rebirth, your nappiness.
Alone, I'11l whisper {0 the stars

That you, Jim, are iovad foraver.
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OFE GOOD TURN by Scourity Chief Bsillie

Do Vulcans have a sense of humour? Ask most Humons, espccially Bones McCoy,
and you'll get 2 resounding 'NO!' for answers I'd have agreed with that once,
but I kunow of one Vulcan wheo does ~ and whe displays it at some pretty odd times,
toos Buch as? YWell, such as after the Vebron affair, for instance.

Wow that was an interesting problem, and serves to illustrate ancther maxim
of mine, that it doesn't pay fto have too much imagination. Oh, sure, it's fine
for someone ag smart as the Captain, or Mr. Spock —~ but that time 1t brought us
a whole heav of trouble.

Vebron's an old planet - nothing spectacular, unless you want to count its
four moons, which orbit in formationi pretty enough, T suppose, but of no
rractical value, Uninhabited - though there are traces of the civilisation
that ruled it onces no rare wineralsy plessant semi-trowical climate, but the
soil is too uscd-up to be of any use as o colony world. No dengerous wild iife,
go it's used from time to time as a break for Starship crews opersting in that
sector ~ orx rathor, it was,

It's the Enterprise, of course, that picks up the first hint of trouble.
We're tucked safely into orbit, and the first shore parties have already beamed
down. cCoy has blackmeiled Spock into going with the first group, with the
alternative of a woeok in sickbay if he doean't cooperate = he's been working:
flat ocut in thoe computor section for the last few weeks, and though he won't
adwmit it, he's alwost dropping with fatigue. So ocur resident Vulcan beams down
reluctantly, bui not being one to waste time simply relaxing, ammounces his
intention of investigeting soms ruins. Somewhat to my surprise Sulu voluntsers
to go with himg bdut Eyle tells me he overhocard the Cantain ask him to go along
to keep a dilscreet eye on Bpock - the Captain or McCoy would be too obvious.

I follow them down shortly afterwards, with o little red-haired yooman from
Enginsering - it looks like a good chanoe to get to know her better.

kind you, I should have known - things are just gelting interesting when my
personal jinx strilkes again, in the shape of a call frowm the Captain.

"Sorry to disturb you, Chief," he says, "but have you seen anything of T,
Spock and Mr. Suluf!

"Not lately, sirs but from here I can see the ruins they're investigobing.
They went in about an hour ago, but they haven't come out yat. M
y b 5

Wlould you mind checking up on them?!

"Is something wrong, sir?" I ask, with o nasty feeling that thatls an
idiotiec question if ever I heard onel

"I'"meso not sure. The sensors have them pinpointed, but they don't answer
a communicator cali. “e're picking up some unmusual readings from that arca, and
they might be interfering with communicationz... but I'd feel happier if you'd
take a look, Baillie. I don't want to beom them up and find out that therse's
nothing wrong after all.V

"Right, sir," I tell him, "I'll call in as soon as I've made contact with
them, so if you haven't heard from me in... say... thirty minutes, assume some-
thing's wrong and beom us up.M

I'm thinking as I move off that I don't blame the Captain for being wary —
Spock!s raised an cyebrow at me more than once for taking what he considers
unnacessary action, and that's a nasty experience, let me tell you.

Once inside the ruins the only place to go ig into a winding passageway
twisting down into the ground, so I follow it;  it's adequately 1lit at first
where the roof has fallen away, but as a result ii's parily blocked and I have
to pick my woy carefully over the rubble. There are two sets of footwvrints in
the dust, though, so I'm sure I'm heading in the right direction.
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Lfter n Tow moments the atmosphere of the place begins to got to me; there's
an aura of érept age, a brocoding stillness that I find curiously oporessive, and
I'm aware of a distinct reluctance +to advance any further - I feel as though I'm
intruding, Somchon in fact, to tall the truth, if 1t hadn't besn for those
tracks leading steedily onwsrds, I'd've been tempted to turn back. But no way
am I going to tell the Captain that I've run out on his Ffavourite Vulcan just
because of a feeling!

hs I wallk the passageway begins to changes the roof is complete now, but
a soft light comes from panels of glowing stone set into the walls of what is
now & tunnel. They've been deliberately cut and positioned, and I can understand
why Spock must have been so interesfed ~ nothing Iike this has been reported
before.

I calculate that by now the downward slope of the tunnel has ftaken me well
below ground level, but the air is still fresh — there must be some form of
vontilation, though I can't see anything. I tzke out my communicator to call
the ship, but there's no response ~ something, perhaps those panels, is causing
interference with communications as the Cavptain suspecteds funny, though, that
their energy readings didn't register on the ship's sensors.

As T walk on I become aware bhot the sense of repulsion has vanished, to be
replaced with an almost compulsive desire 4o advance further; unconsciously my
steps have quickened, mnd I slow my pace carefully, fighting the attraction - no
sense in running headlong into troubls.

Round the next bend, and the soft light increases %o a brilliant glow,
fleoding into the tunnel from a doorway cut into the wally and huddled against
the wall, his Tace pressed into the gtone, is a familiar figure — Sulu. T hurry
over to kneel at his side, afraid that he's been hurtsy as I put my hand on his
shoulder he flinches away, turning to look at me with eyes wide with fear.
Gradually recognition seeps inteo that almost crazed stare, snd with o sob of
relief he sways towards as I reach out to catch him I can feel his body
shuddering violently. He 011n¢“ to me like a terrified child, and I wonder
what he's seen to reduce him 4o such a state.

At last I heor him take a deep breath and he pulls away from me, steadying
himself sgainst the wall,

"ill Tight now?" I ask sympathetically, and he nods, so I go on. '"Where's
¥Mr. Spockt"

"He went... on, through there." Sulu gestures to the open doorway without
looking at it, but as I begin to rise he clutches me frantically, pulling me
down.

"o, Baillie! Don't go! There's... something there... I felt it calling,
pulling me... 1% took Mr. Spock... I tried to hold him, but I was thrown back.
It was like woliidng into o force field; there's... intelligence there, I could
feel it."

TAKE THE RUMAN AND LEAVE.

The voice comes from cverywhers end nowhere, schoing from the wallsg,
resounding in my head; T can't even be sure if it sctually is a voice, or if
gomething is reaching wmy mind, but the experience is shattering, painful.

"Who are yout" Iy own volce is none tco steady.

WE ARE OF VEBRON. THE VULCLN IS ONE wITH US NOW. WE INTEND FO HiRM, BUT
HUMAN MINDS LRE USELESS TO US, AND CANKOT LONG SURVIVE IN SUCH CLOSE PROXIMITY.
GO, LED DO NOT RETUERN.

It's as though... something... slides into wy wind, taking control of my
bodys I watch myself pull Sulu to his feet and we turn back along the tunnol.
After o fow steps Sulu slumps against me ard I pick him up and continue my .
retrest, herded by that... presence. It fades as I step out of the ruins, and
laying Sulu down I pull cut my communicator — I'm ncot facing that azein on my
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own, and Sulu nceds attention fast, he looks to be deep in shock.

irk's waiting in the transporter room when we beam up, but when he catches
sight of Sulu he stens back and lets me carry him to sickbaysy but as soon as
I've laid him on the bed and turned away he whirls on me, his eyes blazing.

Yifherets Spock?! he demands in that quiet, controlled voice I'wve learned
o recognise.

I tell him about the corridor, the lighted room, and the single sot of
footprints leading into the doorway; his face tightens in anguish ag I describe
how I found Sulu, and I know he's visgualising the Vulcan as the prey of some
malevolent intelligence.

"The voice," he says at last. "Did you see anyons, Baillief"

"No, Captaing and I can't even be sure it was a2 volce - 1t might have been
in wy head.! ‘

"L mind fouch," Kirk says thoughtfully. "It would have to be a powerful
entity then, to reach you so clearly without physical contact. So now what do
we do? Spock's our only telepath, and he's the first victim,"

FOT VICTIM, CLAPTAIW.

MeCoy Jjumps back as though he's been stung, for this time the voice has a
point of origin - it seems %o come from Sulu's motionless body.

BE ASSURED, WE INTEND I'O HARM, THIS ENTITY WILL RECCOVER SHORTLY - WE DID
NOT UNDERSTAND THAT HIS MIND WAS 80 FRLGILE. THE UNEXFECTED CONTLCT WITH US
HiLS MERBELY STUNNED HIN.

"What have you done with Spock?" Kirk's voice is low, dongerocus.

HE H4S BEEN ABSORBED INTC THE COVERMIND OF VEBRON. MANY LUBS LGO WE GAVE
UP PRYSICAL FORM AND IFDIVIDULL IDENTITY TO COMBINE INTO THE OVERMIND. ROJ WE
ARE IMMORTAL, BXISTING A5 L COMPLEX UNITY. Wi EXTEND OUR KNOWIEDGE BY LELRNING
HFROM THE LIFE-FORMS ThHLT VISIT US, BUT W& HAVE KO DESIRE 70 LEAVE ~ INDEED, %d
COUID HOT. OCCLSIORLLLY WE RECEIVE L VISITOR WHOSE MIND IS 3TRONG ENQUGH TO
JOIN Uss SUCH 4 ONE IS THE BEING YOU CALL 'SPOCK'. IHE WAS DRAWN TC US, AFND-
HIS MIND HLS BISWDED WITH OURS. LFTER PHYSICAL DEATH HIS IDENTITY WILL CONTINUE
HERE. IT Wis HIS OWN CHOICE -~ WE DO II0T COMPEL.

"I don't belicve thati" Kirk bresks in angrily. "I want to- see him, talk
to him ~ I'll only believe it if he te¢lls me so himselfM

IT ¥MAY BE DARGERCUS, YOU YCURSELF ¥MiY BE DRAVE IIi, OR THH SHOCK OF CONTLCT
MAY DESTROY TOU IF YCOU APFRCLCH TOC CLOSELY.

"T don't care - I won't leave Spock unless I'm certain it's what he wants.
I'w coming down." '

LB YOU WISH, CATTAIN. WE SHALL AVLIT YOU.

As the volce fades Kirk sways unsteadily and I reach out to help him to a
seat, 1 remember lMcCoy telling me once that repeated mind links with Spock have
sensitised the Captain to telepathic communicationy even I feel the npower of
the Overmind, so I guess it must affect hin even more strongly.

McCoy comes over and checks him out. "You'll be all right, Jim," he says,
Mitt's just the strain of contact. Sululs sleeping naturally now ~ hoetll be back
to nomaal when he wakes up. Now, what are you going to do about Spock?!

"I'm golng down to talk to him," the Capkain replies. "I it's really what
he wants I won't stand in his way... but I mpst be sure. You understand, don't
you, Bones?! '

They look at cach other steadily, then MeCoy sighs and nods reluctantly.
"Just be careful, Jim.M

Over Kirlk's head the blus eyes meet wmine questioningly, and I sighal back
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agreement. "I'1ll go with you, Captain. The Overmind doesn't scem to bother me
$o0 much, but the conbact tires you, ond you might nesd help to roturn.t

"Thanks, Baillie," the Cagtain says. "Ho point in wasting time - led's
gO-"

The senge of oppression hes vanished as I follow Xirk along the tunnel,
but I'm feeling very uncasy. I've worked with these two men for a long time
now, and I'm used to them - I know what Starfleet will lose if the team is
broken. I'm also worried about the Captain - that strange world of the mind,
with which the Yulcen is so femiliar, might be a refuge for Spock, but to Kirk
it will wean losing his friend as surely as io death.

Ye reach the doorway, and I don't mind admitting that I don't look too
closely into the light; but the Captain stands gazing directly shead like a
man sceing o vision - but whether of Heaven or Hell I wouldn't like to suess.
All I know i that I cen feel the tension in him as he wailts, sense the
upgency of the longing he is trying to controls and my heart sinks then, for
I know that he won't use the friendship betweon them in an attempt to change
Sveck's mind.

APVROLCH WO CLOSER. YOU RISK BRING DRLWN INTO THX OVERMIND, AND WE DO
NOT WISH TO HARM YOU,

The Captain's intent gaze doesn't waver for an instant from that brille
fant light.

"3pock, where are you?" he calls,

I'm watching his face as he spesks, and I see joy and relief £111 his
eycs o he instinotively stretches out his hands.

"Do not attempt to touch we, Captain."

The sheer normality of the voice sends o shudder through me and I invol-
untarily turn my head towards the light to see the tall, lean figure take
shape in the radiance. Spock remains poised in the deorway, his dark eyes
fixed on the Captain with an almost wistful expression of regret. I think
Kirk lmows right then, for his hands fall to his sides.

"ihy, Spock?" he asks huskily, and the pain in his voice rcaches even
to me. There's not even a flicker in the dark eoyes, serene and untroubled
NnoWe

"I have sought long for this," the Vulcan replics calmly. "To be part
of the Overmind, untorn by doubt or emotion: +o be free at last of a con~
flict I cennot rcsolve, and can no longer endurs. Here I have found peace,
a sense of fulfillment -~ I can be of value."

The Captain moves closer, pausing as Spock 1ifts 2 hand in warnings as
he waits, seeking for words, I'm waiching the Vulcan closely. It seems to ne
thero's something... odd... about Spock, an almost transperent sppearance,
although the Captain hasn't rencted %o it. T concentrate carefully, and when
I'm sure I touch Kirk's army he turns to me impatiently.

"iell, Baillie?"
"Sir, that's not Mr. Spock.M

"Don't be ridiculous!" His voice is raw with pain. Do you think I
wouldn't know...

"Mr. Baillic is correat, however," the scerene voice confirms, unexpect-
cdly. "My body still lives, Captain, bui its proximity to the core of the
Overmind is rapidly draining its strength -~ it could not now reach the door.
What you see ie a projection which I have produced with the help of the Over—
mind -~ I have approached you in this fashion because I know that you find
purely telepathic contact disturbing, ond I do not wish to cause you distress
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by touching your mind ~ linked as I am, the contact would cause you pain.t

Wihat's going to happen to you?'! Kirk asks dazedly; he's accepied the
reality already, even if he dossn't know it yet.

"hg the energy drain contimues ny body will weaken and dic within hours,
but I will continue as part of the Overmind, lsarning, growing... you camnct
imagine the wonder of becoming part of such an entity.”

Kirk tcokes a step backwards theny his face is expressioniess, but his lefd
hand, unseen by 9pock, is tishtly clenched - and there's a smear of blood where
the nailg hove driven deep into the paline

"Is this really vhat you want?" Kirk asks dully. "Will it moke you heppyt"
"I do not know -~ but it will bring wme pesce.M
"Then I wish you well, Spock — even if I'11 nover understand."

"Thank you, Jim. Please inform my family -~ Sarek will understand why 1 do
this. Now I suggest that you return to thw ship - the Overmind will inform you
when ny physical sxistence has ended.m

For = moment he psusesm, then the deep volice takes on the warm tone I'wve only
ever heard him use to the Captain. "I am sorry, Jimy but for me, it is the
logical way."

"Logicall" The word is almost & sob.

"Go, now, my friends it is dangoerous for you to remain any longer. Fare-—
wall, Jim."

"Gocdbye, Spock.!

They lock at each other a moment longer then Kirk turns sbruptly away and
sets off down the tunnel. &8s I fellow him arcund the corner I can't resist
looking back to see the Vulcan still staring after him, with an expression I

nover thought to sce on that impassive face.

But Kirk is wy first concern now. When I reach him he's leaning agsinst
tho wall, one hand over his eyes. He straightens and turns at oy approsch.

"Come on, Mr. Baillie - there's nothing for us here, now."

a8 I follow his stocky figure back along the tunnel the echo of his bitter
words seems fo ring in my eargy and somehow, I'm not so surc.

MoCoy i walting in thoe transporter room whon we return. He takes one
lock at Kirk's face and dismisses Kyle with a nod.

"ihat happened, Jim?"

"Heess he's staying, Bones. It's what he wants, end I can't... Oh Godi"
L oghuddering breath thet wight alinost be o sob.

"Damned Vulcan!™ HcCoy's growl doesn't fool me ~ I can hear the grief in
his tome. "So your living computer finally ran out on you. Just goes to show
you can't trust a Vulcon... but I'd have staked my life that his Human half
was strong enough to keep him loyel ~ at least to you."

"Drop it, Bonus." Kirk's voice is unutterably weary. "It's casy for us -~
wo've never had to live with what he's got to bear, constantly tornm in two, an
alien both on Earth and Vulecan. I've never understood how Sarek and Amanda
could have zllowed... they must have known what their child would go through.
Hels found peace at lagt, and I can't regret it for hims only for myself because
oo+ Decause I couldn't help him after all." The last Tew words aore almost a
walspers; then he straightens and turns deliberately towards the doowr.

"It11 tell Scotty to hold orbit until morning, or until we hear from the
Overmind. It moy not be... logical... bui I con't leave here while he's still
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alive, at least physically. WNo-one is to beam down without wy direct order,
Mr. Baillie - 1t's $oo dangerous. I could feocl the lure of the Overmind draw-—
ing me in, and something in wme wentcd to go... I don't hove Spock's strength,
I'd be destroyed totally.m

wecer, I think, I didn't sense thats 2 certain curiosity, maybe, but
bagically repulsion.

But it's not my place to argue with the Captoin. "Yes, sir,” I reply.
"LT11 tell M. Kylel."

The hours of the ship's night crawl past with agonising slowness. It's
nonc of my business, but I can't help thinking about Mr. Spock down there on
Vebron. God knows, he's weird enough at the best of times, but now he'ls being
changed into something I can't even begin to understand, =ad a cold sick feel-
ing grips me as I begin to think of how the ship will feel without his calm
presonce on board.

In an attempt to keep busy I decide 1o carry out o Security inspection,
but at every turn of the corridor memories rise up 4o distract me.

The transporter room - and I sce Kirk's facce the day he and Spock roturn—
ed from the hearing which stripped the Vulcan of Captain's ronk and returned
hin to us as Flrst Officer.

Shuttlecralt bay -~ watching Spock take off alone %o probe the amocba-
creature that almost dostroyed us in Sector 38J.

The briefing room, and the conversotion no-one knows I overheord when,
contaminated by the Psi 2000 virus, the barriers of custom and trodition first
began 4o fall between Kirk and Spock.

The cargo holds ~ and the time the Vulcan was almost killed in 2 Romulan
attack during which T learned a few surprising things about our Pirst Officer.

Sickbay, guict and deserted now - but how many battles I've witnossod
there as one fought for the otherts life or sanity.

The ship is guiet, secure, but T expect no less—~ I itrain my staff woll.
Lt last the elevator drops me near the officers' quarters, and I find my steps
slowing involuntarily.

Kirk's doors I hesitate, but pass on - what can I say to him? McCoy's,
but what can he do? The bitter guotation comes to minds physician, hea
thyself - and him, if you can. '

Finally, Spock's: $he door stands ajar, and curiosity fills me - who
comes here at such a time? Butbt I already know as I peer carcfully into the
dimly-1it room.

Kirk is sitting absolutely still, his face helf turned from me, but every
line of his body betrays wrotchatness and misery. It's a weird vigil he's
keeping there in the gloom, a death -watch for a friend lost, not to death, but
10 2 strange new life in which he can have no part. And all I can do for him
is to leave him alone with his thoughts, never letting him know that I've seen
tears in his eyes for a man who would deny response to them.

Lg I return to the eleovator my pity for Kirk is gradually replaced by
another emotion ~ a surge of overwhelming anger directed at Spock, an anger

which scends wme running down into the transporier room to confromt a bewildered
Kyle.

"Beam me down!" I order him.
"But Chief ~ the Captain said... !

Now I know ~ and he knows I know -- one or two things zbout Mr. Kyle's
of f-duty activitics that he'd rather weren't brought to the Captain's attent-
ions so whon I tell him that it's for Xirk's sgake I'm going, and drop & few
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hints about what I'll have to say if he doesn't cooverate — well, he caves in
and moves to the controls.

S0, sooner than I'd like I find mysolf back in that tunnel, wondering why
I keep talking mysclf into this sort of trouble, and how the hell I'm going to
get out of it thig time.

The Overmind is awars of wmy presence; I can feel it around me, questioning,
puzzled, but I plough on grimly, rcfusing to acknowledge it until I reach the
by now familiar doorway in the rock. The cmanations from'the room beyond are
weakening me, drawing at my lifc and cnergy. 4 warning beats in my head, urging
me away - the Overmind is concerned, has no wish to harm me, but it is curious
ag to my purpose, and Gelays forcing me to go. I concentrate, channelling all
my anger and grief into one urgent plse.

"Spock!n

I'm no telepaths I must use specch, and the echoes of my ory are absorbed
by the pulsating light. Will he come to me as he came to the Captain, or must
I try to speak with a discmbodied voice in my mind? Or... will he refuse to
come ot all?

"Spock, answer me!!

There is... a response, a stirring in the brightness. Slovly the familiar
figure takes shape befors nac.

"Return to the Enterprise, Mr., Baillioj you have no business here.m

Even before I begin I fear defest - what arguments of mine can disburb
that calm cortainty?

But I have a weapon he can scarcely understand, raw cmotion unlesshed in
the service of one who will not use it on his own bohalf. I allow the anger
full rein, and it comes through clearly in my voice.

"I haves but have you?!
"y choice is deeideds loave me M

"ee, I'11 go if I must - but not beforc I've shown you what you are.
You're a coward, Spock, running out on those who nesd you - and care for TOUs
So you're sick of being alone? Well, tough! Don't you think he is, too?"

"Did ho send you?" A spark of anger.

"When did he ever send snyone 4o plead for him$" I sneer contomptuously.
"Tou're changing already, Spock - there was a time when you'd never have con~
sidered such a desplcable idea. He's 4ried so hard to heln you, but you wouldn't
let him, would you -~ ho's only 'Human' ofter all, and that's a dirty word to you,
isn't it, Spock? Try asking yourself just what the Overmind will moke of FOU
Sure, you!ll lose yourdoubt, your loneliness, the conflict that Tends you — but
you'll lose other things too; your coumpassion, your understanding, the love 1
know you can feel for those who need you. It seems so casy, doesn'+ it, to ba
free of cmotion? You'll have the Vulcan detochment you always wanted - but
you'll pay a hell of a price for it, and so will others. 'My father will under—
stand' you said... oh surs, he will, but what about your mother? The Captain
iz going to have to tell her that her procious son was so ashamed of his Human
blood he Jjust gave up. That'll moke her feel Just great, won't it? 4And you'll
pay too. TYou are half-Human, and all the wanting in the world won't change
thats no Human could live like this ~ for ever - without going insanc in the
and M

I gradually allow my voics to ecften, and continue pleadingly, "You taught
me what coursge mesht - not only in a physical sense, bub in the way you faced
up to what you are. I can understand how hard it wust have been gometimes, bud
you've achieved sc much - don't throw it away now."

Ho's listening to we at least, but I can detect no softening in those
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remote eyes. However, I have another card, the dirtiest in the pack, and I
don't scruple to play i1 now.

e wouldn't stoop to plead emotion to you, but I will. Do you know, or
care, what he's doing now? IHe's gitting in your cabin, gquietly, in the dark,
because he can't leave until he knows you'lre deads and he's crying for you,
Spock. What a bloody contempiible idea - the Overmind will calmnly inform him
that his best friend is dead! I could spit on you for that damnable cruelty!
Just what does it take to wake you admit that youlre Human too? Hasn't he
done enough yet to earn your trust? That +time when he had to get you fo
Vulcan - you never knew that he defied explicit Starfleet cwxders 1o get you
there; they'd have crucified him if T'Pau hadn't intervened. God knows, I
rever thought 1'd see the day when she was more merciful than youl

And that time you were sirsended on Taurus II -~ he came within a hairs-
breadth of mutiny thens if it hadn'$t been for the colonists on New Paris he'd
have clapped Ferris in the brig and stayed there until he found you.

Bven that scar on your forehead - you'd be dead now if he hadn't pulled
you cleor of that rockfall laszt wesk.

How are you going to repay him, Spock? Will you crawl back to the sofe
protection of the Overmind ~ or will you come back with me now, back where you
belong?™

Thet's its I've sald my pieoce, the longest gpeech I've made for meny o
day. Now I can only walt to see what effect I've had. The Vulecan stands
before me, his face impassive, his eyes concealed under half-lowered lids.

I can sense that the Overmind too is waiting for Spoclt's decisiony 1t
ig around we, patlient, enguiring, and for the first time I can see it as some—
thing other then o threst. It's an intelligent life~form, after all, aad it
only wants to incresse its knowledge as we dog bubt now I understand that it
will not compel anyone to join it.

At last, with a faint sigh, the dark lashes 1ift, and the unfathomable
eyes lock desp into mine.

"The supreme irony, Hr. Baillie." The voice is faint, weary. "I concede
your argusents; but it is... too late
3

HToo latet" I whisper.

"The Overmind has token too much from me, has droined my energy. I will
soan boecome part of the complexsy I cannot escape its field now, I do not
have the strength to move."

Before my startled gage the image of Spock wavers, begins to fade.

"Onfortunate, I would have liked... +tell him... " The volce ceonses
abruptlys the figure shimmers and is gone.

For a meoment I stare blankly at the curtain of light, ftrying to realise
that on the very brink of success I have failed: i%t's not 2 nice thought.
Then, thate.. voice... echoas in my heod.

HUMAN, IF YOU HAVE THE COURAGE, ACT SVWIFTLY. THE ONE NAMED SPOCK STILL
LIVES, BUT HIS CONSCIOUSHESS IS ATMOST GONG. IF YOU TRUST US WE WILL LTAD
TOU TO HIM, FOR WE WOULD NOT HOLD QWE WHO IS UNWILLING, CONCENTBATE ONLY O
EE WHOM YOU SEEK, AND WE WILL GUIDE Y(OU. DECIDE NOW IF YOU WILL MAKE THD
ATTEMPT,

I don't have much cholce, really:s I'm not going Ybeock o tell the
Captain that I had the chance to bring his Vulcan out and refused to take it.
Besides, the way I figure it, I owe it to Spock too — I'm the one who raised
doubts in his mind, convinced him that he should return. Taking o deep breath
I gtep forward into the light.
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The core of the Overmind... I have no real idsa what ift's like. Some of
it I forget, some I never saw, and most of what T did see I can't make sense of
anyway .
The vital thing is not to look up, to keep my eyes firmly on the floors

but even the ghadows are... disturbing. I can feel the light swirling about ne,
almost btangible in its intensity.

Don't think, I warn myself. Just concentrate on keeping moving.

bgain comes that sense of being herded, guided to where the Overmind wishes
to lead me, and I yield to it, knowing that if I try to look around to locate
Spock myself, I'1l be lost. I can feel the pressure sgainst my minds so close,
the sheer cnergy generated by this strange being is drawing at mine, sucking it
out. It's so difficult even to walk — the strength is being leached from me,
and I even have 4o concentrate hard to remember why I'm herce at »ll. At last
I'm reduced to crawling, my eyes clamped shut against the hypnotic pulsations
of the light, my hends greping before me.

Bventually my fingeré brush against something soft and velvety, the familiar
texture of a Starfleet shirty I risk taking a look.

Ttt's Spock, lying on his side, his face pillowed on cne outstretched arm,
his hands reaching towards... no, I will not remember!

His face is pale, serene, almost glowing in the halo of flickering fire
that seems to outline his body, and for a moment I wonder if I'm in time, he
lies so still.

It's too dangerous for me to linger, the energy drain is increasing all
the time; somehow I menage to goather him under one arm and begin the slow,
agonising crawl back the way I came. If it was difficult to reach him, it's
gven more S0 to returni something within me is beginning to feel an almost
overwhelming longing to glve up, to allow myself to mergs, to blend with the
awesome power around me.

Two things save me. Feary; for I know that while Spock's mind is strong
cnough to rotain identity as part of the Overmind, mine is not -~ I'd be totally
absorbed, overwhelmed, annikilated.

The second? Merely a memory — the vision of XKirk's hounted eyes. There
is also, I think, help from the Overmind itself; for it is not malsvolent,
has no wish to harm me ~ or even to retain Bpock ag an unwilling component.

At lagt, aeons later, I find myself back in the tunnel, Spock's limp body
cradled in wy arms, snd with nmo memory of travelling the last few yards. The
energy drain has lessened out of the direct presence of the Overmind, and
although still weak I manage to pull muself shakily to my feet. There's no
time to be lost -~ to me Spock looks dead already - but I owe o debty T make
nyself turn back to face the light.

"Thank you," I say simply. The pulse of the Cvermind beats in my brain.

THARKS ARE UNNECESSARYs VE REGRET HLVING CAUSED DISTRESS. THE VULCAN'S
MIND WOULD HAVE ENRICHED US, BUT WE UNDERSTAND NOW THE HiRM WE WOULD HAVE DONE.
THE CONFLICT IS ESSENTIAL TO EIM - HE MUST LCCEPT WHAT HE IS, OR STRUGGLE
LGLTHST IT, BUT THE PEACEK Wi THOUGHT TO OFFER WOULD BE DEATH TO HIS MIND. WE
MUST BE MCRE CLREFUL IN OUR CONTACT WITH CTHER LIFE FORMS. AND NOW, YCU MUST
GC.

Obediently I lift Spock up and for the lagt time retreat slong the tunnel.
The night sky has never looked so beautifully normal, so welcome, and I enjoy
breathing the ccol air while I pull out my communicatory Kyle locks on to my
signal, and beams us up.

When I carry my buxden from the transporter pad I see Kyle reaching for
the intercom.
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"ol I tell him sharply. '"Don't call the Captain yet -~ let me get Hr.
Spock te sickbay first. Time enough when we know how he is,M

Kyle nods in understanding and I carry Spock through the deserted corr—
idors to sickbay. With a sigh of relief I dump him on the nearcst bed - he
might be thin, but he's ne Ilightweight - and go in search of HcCoy.

He's sitting at his desk, his heed resting on his arms, but he sits up
at once when I coms in. The blue eyes are very brighits he's been sharing
Kirk's vigil in his own quiet way, uncble to relax as long as there's any hopc.

Mhat do you want at this hour, Baillie?" he grumbles as usual; but his
heart ilsn't in it, it's pure habit. I jerk a thumb in the direction of sick~
bay-

"Patient for you," I +tell him. "He looks in a had way."
?

Give McCoy his due, he's no slouch when a patient needs him, whatever his
personal troubles; he's moving cven as I'm speaking.

- He checks for just an instant as he recognises the patient, but it's the
sort of shock you recover from quickly - he's already in action as I reach
the bed.

I wateh the life indicators carcfully ~ I've picked up enough by now to
get a rough ldea of Spock's condition. The readings are low = very low =
but steady, and when HceCoy returns the last hypo to the tray and sieps back
his eyos confirm my instinctive sigh of relief.

"Does Jim lmow?" he asks, turaing to the intercom.

"o, I didn't want to tell him until I wes sure Spock would make it."
A sudden impulse makes me reach for the intercom before he cap. M"I'11 $ell
him, Doctor." MeCoy might guess, but it's my belief the Captain won't want
it brosdeost where he spent the night. For thot reason I ask for shipwide
relay.

"Captain Kirk %o sickbay, please.m

When I look round McCoy's zgain leaning over the beds he grunts with
satisfaction. "He should be coming round soon," he says over his shoulder.

At that, Kirk comes through the door; his fece is carefully controllad
~ too carefully. His eyes move from me 4o the occupied HeCoy and back again,

Mihat's the problem?' he asks crisply.

Lg ¥oCoy steps beck T indicate the bed, and he Ffollows my gesture. He
gives a sudden sharp inteke of breoth, then stonds motionless for o moment
before teking a hesitant step forward,

"Spock?" His voice is huslky with disbelief, his eyes wide as he stares
in bewildorment. ‘

"Yes, it's 3pock," McCoy confirms, struggling between tears and laughier.
"Almost as good as new — he'll be plaguing the life out of me before I can
turn round.™

"But... how?" Xirk asks, puzzled.

"Don't ask me. A1l I know is that Balllie strolled in about +ten minutes
ago and dumped him on the bhed."

Kirk's gaze flickers to me, then back to the bed; only a fleeting
glance, but his expressive eyes say all I need to know.

To an observer it must look a bit odd, the three of us staring moon-
struck at that guiet figure; I can't see Kirk's face, but McCoy's grimning
like an idiot, and I don't know that I'm any better. It's Kirk who moves
first, sgtepping forward to sit on the bed as though he's suddenly none too
sure of his legs. :
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Hegitantly he resches out to lay s gentls hand on Spock's facey at the
touch the dark eyes open, clouded with confusion. fgz they fecus on Kirk's face
I see them clear into a blazing delight, and the Vulcan's lips soundlessly form
the word 'Jimi!

Kirk leans closer at that, and HcCoy's touch on my arm reminds me that
neither of us are nceded here; resisting the temptation to linger I follow him
into hig office.

Without a word HcCoy pours two large brandies and hands me one, raising
hig own glass in silent salute. 4s the powerful stuff hits me I feel myself
reeling, and before I know whore I am he's got we sitting down, his scanner
whirring.

"Were you exposed to that... Overmind?" he asks with concern.

"Yes; but I think it shielded me as much as possible. I don't Feel too
bad now, but at the time... " I shudder, and reach azgain for my glass.

McCoy claps me on the shoulder. "Sheer exhaustion," he says. "You can't
have been as aensitive to the mental offects as Spock. Come on, I'm pre—
scribing a fow days' rests I'1l take you to your guarters, and make surce you
get 2 good night's slecp.m

4And I'm gled of his supportive arm as we head for the elovator.

I'm gtill confined to quarters next day when Kirk comes in to sece me. He
says that Spock's in worse shape than I am owing to his longer exposurs, but
with him too it's only exhaustion, and he'll be fine. '

I fill him in on what happened on Vebron, stressing my impression that
the Overmind meant no harm, and he nods understandingly.

"The Overmind contacted me before we left orbit," he says. "Now that its
existence is known it is prepered to szccept official contact with the Federw
ation, zo from now on it will be approached with +he appropriate safeguards on
both sides. But we've lost a shore~leave planct.”

"Can't say I'm sorry,” ¥ tell him., UIt may be harmless, but it makes me
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uncomfortable., That sort of thing is best left to those who understand it."

He lsughg, but then his syes grow serious. "Baillic - thanks for what
you did ~ dut whaet possessed you to take such a ¥isk?" He shudders. "Even I
could feel the power, the aittraction ~ why weren't you drawn in?"

"I don't know. It just didn't seem so... compulsive to me. Ls for WY s
I hesitate, decide this is getting too serious. "Sheer self-defonce, sir," I
tell him virtuously. "I'nmm used to Mr. Spock's ways — a new First Officer would
be bound to turn the Security Section upside down just on principle, and I've
already got it working nicely M

Kirk laughs agein, and rises %o leave. "Have it your own way, Baillie,"
he says. "But... thoanks."

T'm rather dreading my next meeting with Spock, but I needn't have worried.
It's not just chance that he catches uwp with me in the elevator when I'am
reporting back for duty. He dossn't say much, but those eyes of his express
all thet is necessary -~ neither of us are given to making specches. I tack a
chance and it came offs; he knows and appreciates the fact, and for myself, I'm
Just glad that everything'’s back +o normal.

It's not sowmething I spend & lot of time brooding sbout. I don't know
whot the Overmind really was, and I don't want to know, but I do know thiss
Spock!s sensitivity to it ceught him in & trap he'd have grown %o hatoe. The
Captain ~ he felt it too, could never hove survived as I did. He wanted +o
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g0 after Spock himself, make no mistake, but knew that if he Aid he'd be lost
o the ship where he was needed. Thelr imaginations showed thom what they
would have gained as part of the Cvermind, and almost made them Forget what
they would have lost. But me... well, I'm the stolid, unimaginative sorts
there wes nothing there to lure me, so I succeeded where the Captain, for all
his brains, would have failed. There are times when too much awareness can
be o real hondicap,

But I started out to prove thot Spock's not totally devoid of his own
weird sense of humour. I'm in McCoy's office waiting for my official dig-
charge as fit for duty when I hear onc of the nurses collar him just oulside
the door.

"Excuse me, Doctor, but we don't seem to have Chief Balllie's first nomo
recorded in his medical files.m

"Curious - still, he's in my office nows give me the form, and I'11
ask him."

Mo vou won't! I think, meking a hesty cxit by the other doori but

MeCoy's thorough ~ he'll get to me sconer or later, and when I refuse to tell
him he!ll pull the infommation from my personal file in the main computer.

There's not a dorn thing I can do to stop him either, dbut with vague
ideas of waybe wiping my tepe somshow, or even, as 2 last resort, blowing up
the whole damm thing, I head for the moin computer terminal. I'm standing
there storing gloomily at the monster when Spock walks in, and of coursc
wants to know what I'wm doingftherv. I'm se depressed by now, I tell him before
I realise it.

Ons delicate eyebrow Tises in interrogetion, dbut I stare dumbly ai the
floor - I'm not telling even him. After o moment he says,

"fell, Mr. Baillie, since the watter causes you some distress, 1 propose
o compromise. I cannot wipe the information from the compuier banks, but I
can restrict the information so that it will be released only on my author-
isation, or the Captain's, or yours. Will that be satisfactory?™

Satisfactory! I should say so! Kirk's never likely to want o know,
and Mr. Spock would never stoop to vulger curiosity, so I'm safe from any
Prying.

Thet mon may say he doesn't understand Humens - but he sure trics hard!
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SPOCK. ... TO BONES by Gladys Oliver

Cragey brows raised in query,

and verbal repartec!

Lnd T know that the Doctor's in full flood,
Berating and prodding me!

O Bones McCoy, where would I be?
In thisg Vulcan shell of mine,
HWithout your dubious whip and wit
To release this man sometimes.

So carry on, dear Doctor,

ees ond T will always try

To give you cause to practice
Your sarcasm in full cry!

ot W N A A R R
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LIFSETIME 1,001 by Susan leek

Rana. Soft and golden and his. And gone.
The wision of her face was before him again...

Must 1t always be like this? No matter how many times he lost, it siill
hurt. But must it always be liks +this?

~ A1l the women,- he thought. ~ AL the women I have loved, and never
have I been sotonptoed $o share my secret as with this one.~ BShe hod been so
young and full of life. it least they would have had many years shead of +them,
and wnerhaps during that time he would have found the way to meke her as immortal
as hinself,

It was too late now. The mutated virus that had been brought by one of the
trading ships landing at the nearby spacenort had spread like wildfire through
the oity. Rana had been one of the first vietims 1t claimed. The irony was that
in his present gulse as brilliant respected blo-research chemlst, he had bheen in
a poslition to save her. DBut not even hls brilliance and wisdom, or the help of
his robot—computer ¥M~2, had been enough to find the antidote to combat the virus
before she died. OCh yos, mest of the city had been saved... "Congrastulations,
PDr. Sanuels. Your discovery saved countless lives... your wife... a tragedy... "
So many voices over iho pasgt few weeks schoing sympathy. DBut how could these
short~lived beings really know what 1t was to bear the added pain and grief, tho
load of centurios.

Not even ho could foresee every eventuality. He hed so much control over
hig own life, that it was possible to forget that he could not always control
others! destinies in the same way. The answer to this lay in acceptance that no
guilt lsy with biwm foxr hor death.

"Misplaced guilt accomplishes no logical purposc," he said firmly to him-
sif. That souwnded aliost o Vulcanism. He had come to admire the Vulcans very
mueck irn the years since first contact had been made with them. There were many
admirable things in their philosophy. He remewbered in particular meeting an
ambassgador at some diplomatic rocepiion. What was his name... Serek? In a life
that had held so many nomos and faces, 1t was sometimes difficult to pinpoint one
immediately. This Vulcan... tall, controlled, very dignified... bearing his years
well... impressive.,. ond his lovely wife...

But even the Vulcans, he thought, with their longer lifespans, would not he
able to appreciste this., Tho yoars, the endless years, with no-one to share then
- and no way to die.

Porhaps the Yulcans were right. The best wey was to cxclude omotion. But
he was o Human, and he had never been able te step himgell loving.

[

Ao many times, {inding 2 lovely woman, = besutiful foce, & kindred spizit...
enjoying a few years of love, sometimes, if he was lucky, 2 1lifo-~time of compan—
ionship and marriage... thon losing to Death, the one thing he could never share
with the rogt of his sneclies.

How many times rmust he love and lose, love and losce again?t If there was
ornly some way to capture the beauty and 1life... but no. He wazs the only onc
who was blessed - and cursed ~ with immortality. He had never been able to dige
cover just exactly what it was, whot fresk of nature had ziven him this gift of
eternal life. If he had becn able to find it, perhaps he could end all this...

Foo It wmight be lmpossible to recreate the oxact conditions, the bhalance
hotweoen anabolism and katabeolism in another flesh and bleod body. But... perhaps
in an artificinl bedy? Not impossible., An android?

YeSeaa

Suddenly he began to feel hope dawning in him. With his abilities and know-
ledge, accumulated over many millenia, it would net be toc difficult. I+ would
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take time and patience,; but time was something he hod in abundance. And there
was still the problem of creating true life and emotion in an android body.
But even that wazs not insurmountable.

Once his brilliant mind had grasped the ides, ho swiftly hegen to make
plans. It would be necessary to find some DTlV“tO, lonely place for research,
away from the prying cyes of the mortals. Away from this planet...

suddenly the iden secemed very appealing. There had boon many useful
experivonces here on Harth. This planet had given him birth and he hod learncd
nearly all her secrets. Tnerc had been much gaining of knowledge and joys
but alse much pain and grief.

He locked up at the blue sky. It wos a beautiful world. But there werc
others out therc, cqually beautiful, some even more so. This one held too
nany memories.

*How is the winter of our discontent!., A 1ine that as the Blizabethen
Francis Bacon he had fed once to Shakesneare. He felt very old and tired.
It had not been so bad in the Spring of his life, before the burden of years
became too much; in the Summer, gaining knowledge, subtly trying +o help and
guide humanity. Then $hey had found 4he atars...

What did these young, cager Humens renlly have in common with him,
Methuselah? 4nd now he had to Face the Winter that stretched on shead to the
ends of time.

Perhaps with a companion o share it, it would not be so bad. Alrendy
he could picture her in his imagination. She would be Rena. 4nd she would
also be every other woman he had ever known or wanted.

She would be porfect. He would call her... Rayna.

His mind went back tc more practical mad ﬁers. It would be necessary, of
course, to end this prosent life, to find ¢ new identity. But to the man who
had lived a thousand lives, it would not ve dlffioulﬁ. 1t was time o begin
lifatime one thousand and one.

Oniy small details remained, such as a new noeme.for the wan he was sbout
to become. :

He considered for o moment. Somcthing anonymous, but concise.

Flint... would serve, as well as any other.

Fole W S WK W R KN MW R

VUILCAN by Cladys Qliver

Through all the years of timeless sands,
Vulcan, unmoved, unchanged still stands,
With nights so dar& in lonely space,

Tou revolve and turn with infinite grace.

Many worlds I've gceties. ord Eorth... Then
Haeve sghared the life of Human mcn,
Yet Vulcan bright as any stili lies
In its timeless, changeless skies.

Oh, but sometimes I wish, my Vulcan stor,
That life and love are what you are

~ But these warm wishes are not for ne,
Until, my Vulcan, you set ne freol

Fo AR RN AR R HH KRR R AR
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A BRUSH WITH DEATH by Meg Wright

"Come."
Kirk's door slid open to admit the tall figure of *he First Officer.

"8it down, Spock. I've just opened the sealed orders from Starfleety we
are to proceed to Linho to collect three Tellarite officers and transport them
te Starbase 29."

Spock raised his eyebrows. "Ainho? Surely the mines there are worked out
and inovyerative nowp

"I believe so," Kirk agreed. M"Reading between the lines I gather the deeper
levels are well below sensor range and consequently provide a satisfactory hiding
place for Commander Dev and his two coupanions. Apparontly they have informstion
for the Federation they are eager should not fall into unfriendly hands, Can you
give me a rough E.T.APM

YApproximately twenty point two hours away at Warp Five, Captain."

"We're commanded to be there at 3264.8, so we'd better pile it on a bitiM

Since the orders called for a high degres of secrecy the landing party con-
sisted solely of senior ranking officers. They beamed down to level 25, not the
deepest level the transporter could safely achieve, but the deepest level comm-
unicators could reachs owing to natural interference the levels below that were
out of range.

Scott looked around the wide cave, 1lit only by one dim glowpup. "iye, the
old power controls ars over there, I can get the lights working again,"

"Good man. Get o it.M

L quarter of an hour later they were down to level 26. "Five moTe levels,M
McCoy complained. "You'd think they'd have had some gquicker way down than all
these tunnels.Y

"They hed mechanised transport, Doctor," Spock informed him.

"Ayo," Scott said enthusiastically. "With these hundred tom tunnel cleanging
machines, the old Typhons, they could keep the sides smooth enough to ged up gquite
& spoed down here. I believe they used to hold speed trials over timed distances
in those wee powered skimmers.”

"Typhons, did you call them? I could use ohe right now." icCoy wiped hig
brow. "I'd like %o ride.™

Scott laughed. 'You're way wrong there, Doctor. Typhons weren't the speed
craft, they weren't for riding - they were automated and if you met one now you'd
have a hell of a run for it. They had massive boridium brushes along both sides
and over the top and bottom that swept off the heavy deposits. The miners carried
remote control switches in their helmsts in case they met one. If you didn't
either stop it or find another tumncl you'd had it. Tear you to pieces, thosc
things would."

"Just let me know if you see one coming," Sulu told nim.
"Och, they'll all be deactivated before the last mincrs left," Scott replied.

"Level 27," Sulu said as the tunnel opened to a wider gallery. It stretohed
endlessly away frow them, dark openings gaping along cach side.

"It will take us another hour to reach the rendezvous at level 31,% Kirk
said. "We'd better hurry." As he spoke they werce plunged into darkness.
"Seottyl" Kirk sounded aggrieved. "I%'s not like you to do a botched-up job."

"It wasnae a botched job," the Engineer protested. "I cap't understand it.
Down here the system should be onerative for centuries .M
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"ell, it's let us down!™ Kirk thought for a momcnt. '"Spock, how does
it affect us? Can we still make ocur way down to level 317V

"I believe so, sim. Doubtless the Tellarites will have light down there."

"Yes, Scotty, you and Sulu get back up to 25 and got handlights, then
vou, Scotty, work on the power while Sulu comes on down, picks up MeCoy and
rejoins us."

"You're not going on without lights!' protested HcCoy.
"iye, it could be a trap of some sort," Scott added.

"Or we could cause a diplomatic incident by not arriviang on time," Kirk
said curtly. "Come along, Spock. You walt here, IMcGoy."

The going was not too difficult, even in the utter blackness around them.
Bach level was marked by a plate on the wall at the tunncl cxits and cntronces,
casily readable by touch, and an hour later they were almost at level 31 when
Spock sulddenly paused, holding Kirk's axm.

Mhat is 147"

"Ligten."

Beyond them a dull rumbling was growing in intensity.
"4 Typhont!

"T believe it way be, Captain.”

"How far to the intersection?"

"Moo far. We had better go back."

"It will be quite a run," Kirk said ruefully. "Quickly, Spock. Let's
get out of here."

They began to move. ALfter a half mile or so it scemed to Kirk that he
had been running since time begen and that his life held no other purpeose. The
thudding of the giant machine was closing in now, the walls of the tunnel slid,
terrifyingly smooth, beneath his guiding hand, giving no hope of safety. He
could barely hear Spock's pounding boots up shead, hot air knifed into his
lungs, legs moved automatically, each stride an eternity of fear that he would
fall. Abruptly, a hand caught his arm, steel fingers gripping tightly.

"in alecove, Jim, here."

He pressed againsgt the wall, body as flat as he could hold it, heart
pumping frantically. In the scoond before the huge leviathan thundercd past
he realised Spock was not beside him, the shallow depression was too small for
both of them. He turned to join his friend and the giant boridium brushes
caught his back. He knew that he screamed, but the roaring, thudding monster
drowned his agony and was gone., He slid down the wall, nails searching use-—
lessly for a grip.

"Spoek!!

The cry cchoed endlessly on in his brain ag his body hit the ground.

Yaconds - hours? - later he stirred, esch laceration in his back & sepw
arate, fiery source of agony. He forced himself to his hands and kneoes, star—
ing into the darkness shead of him. Spock? How far would he have to go hefore
ne found his friend's body, torn and broken by the pitiless machine? How would
he know in this unending blackness where the Vulcan's body lay? He caught his
breath in one hersh sob and rose to his feet, ignoring the weakness of his legs
and, steadying himself sgaingt the wall with one hand, stumbled Torwards.

Lfter & pace or two he stopped, berating himself for his stupidity. Was he
moving in the right direction or would each step be taking him further away
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from his friend? He leaned against the wall, fighting the torpidity of his
brain, straining his esrs to catch the sound of the receding mochine. His blood
bummed in his ears, giving and snatching away hope. The silehce seemed +to hold
him physically, binding his muscles and draining his will,

"Spock!!

The word was wrenched frow hisg gut. The desperation in his voice shocked
and steadied him. Somewhere in these endless tunnels he would find him, some-
whore, somchoW.

Satisfied of Jim's safety Spock lengthensd his sitride, drawing o little
ahead of fthe throbbing roar of the wotor that inexorably followed its blind
coursc. The dry heat of the tunnel was no more trying to him than the neonday
heat of his desert childhood and he ran easily, one hand brushing the wall
searching for a niche in which 4o squeeze himself out of hars's way. L change
in the pressure ahead warned him of & branching of the ways - no time to regret
he had not brought Kirk this far, that depression had been deep enough to give
him preotection ~ he paused at the intersection, diving aside as the machine
swvung on its appointed path. Ls it throbbed and thundered away from him he
noticed a wisp of light from behind him and swung round. There it was zgain, a
brief flicker from the far distance. He poused = momenty should he zo back and
join the Captain or shouldd he seek ocut the source of the light? Vhether it was
the Tellarites they had come to collect or MeCoy and Sulu it was imperative he
make contact. He began o run.

"Mr. Spock! Lwm I glad to see youl" Sulu's cheerful smile faded as he
realised the Vulcan wos alone. '"The Captain...®!

"In the tunnel behind me." Spock turned to lead the way back. "We were
nearly trapped, but he will be safe.”

"Not your fault if he is," McCoy grumbled, folling into step with him. "Of
all the crozy ideas - coming down here, Jjust ths two of you, after the power had
gone. TYou could have woltud until Scotty had fixed the emsrgency rig."

"Then we would have had no chance at 2ll of being at +the rendezvous ot the
appointed time. The riak had to be taken, Doctor.m"

"Tou didn't make it?" Sulu asked, his handlight meking their shadows waver
on the dark walls. :

"No. It was 2 trap. One of the Typhons was reactivated shead of us. Ve
found @ minor fault in the wall deep enough for the Captain to seek safety in.
The tumnel branched out net more than half a mile on cnd I was able to avoid
the machine. We should not encounter it again Jjust yet.!.

lHceCoy poled. M"I should hope not. Those things move faster than I can go
for more than a few minutes. It mus®t have been 2 hell of 2 run you made.!

"o had to move quickly," the Vulcan conceded,

"How far back did you leave the Captain?' Sulu asked. "I can scee the branch
in the tunnel up ghead; but therels no sign of Captain Kirk."

"About half o mile down the passage o the left,” Spock said. "He should
not be far away."

They rounded the bend and peered into the derkness. Sulu ran the powerful
light from side %o gide of the narrow tunnel. They hastened on.

"There's no gign of him, sir."

Spock frowned. "We should be able to see him from here. Look, there is
the fault in the wall where I left ... "

Lbruptly he began to run. His eyes had cought the gleam of gold lying
cloge against the wall, a tiny scrap of metallic material glinting in the bean
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of light. Puzzled, McCoy and Sulu followed. They joined him as he knelt beside
the wall staring at fthe torn braid in his hand. Sulu ran the light around the
floor and caught his breath.

"Hr. Spock, look., Shreds of cloth,”

MceCoy scooped the tiny pieces up on his fingers. The old gold cloth left
tiny smears of red upon his skin. He thought of the glant brushes degigned $o
serape stone and metal -

"He was caught," he said savagely. "You left him to be mangled,”
1

Spock rose to his feet. "It would seem that you ere right, Doctor," he
agreed, his foce blanlk. '

Sulu, with o compassion born of long experience, shook his head. '"The
fault in the wall is dosp encugh, Doctor, provided the Captain took care.”

"He weas oxhaudted, Lieutenant.,” The Vulcan's voice was toneless. "I do
not doubt that made him... careless.”

MeCoy nodded, repentant for the unmpteenth time. He knew Spock was used
to his need to lash out, but it didn't stop him being sorry every time he did
it to the Vulecan - over Jim at least. He wesn't too sure it was undeserved
at other times.

MShine your light around, Lieutenant," Spock sadd gquictly.

The helmsman obeyed. The powerful bemm gleamed over the dark, smooth
walls and floor of the tumnel.

"iround the fault, please, Lieutenant." Spock ren his hand over the wall
and looked at it closely, then he stooped and did the same to the floor. His
palm was smeared with red. "Strange," he murmured. '

nStrangel” McCoy oxploded. "Jim gets caught by that thing ond you tihink
it strenge to find bleod arcundi™

HOnly on the floor, Doctor, net on the wall.!
Sulu looked at him, frowning.

"Thore iz only blood," Spock said softly. "Blood, braid from his sleeve
and shreds from his shirt. The brushes caught his upper body, yet the blood
is on the floor."

"Are you surpriscd he fell?" HMcCoy said sarcastically. "We're not all
superhuman... " His voice died. "You mesn he fell affcr it passed, but...
then wnere is hef"

"Precisely, Doctor. Were he completely caught by those brushes'they would
have torn him spart, but there is barely sany blood end it is on the floowr. He
was caught only lightly and then collapsed. He cannct bhe far away.

"ihich way?" McCoy asked hopelessly. "He didn't follow you or we'd have
geem him."

"Down the other wpassege?" Sulu hroke in.
"Come on!' McCoy turned.

9pock did not move. "I think not, Doctor," he said, '"He would have scen
your light had he gone that way. He must have bacome disorientated and gone
back the way we came.”

"Thatts all right," leCoy seid, more cheerfully. "All we have to do is
follow the tumnel."

RNThere ars +wo noint six miles with no turning, Doctor," Spock said
guietly. "Should that machine not be the only one that hos been reactivated
we may expericnce some difficulty. You and Mr. Sulu will return the way you
came and collect Mr. Scott at the beam down point. Tell him to return to the
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Enterprise and wait up to three hours for the Capitain. After that time, if
neither the Castain nor I have returned, he must report {to Starflest Command
and follow their orders.”

KHeCoy swore softly. "Demn these Tellarites and their cloak and dagger
metheds! This is a worked out mining planet. If they wented a safe rendezvous
they could have uade it on the upper levelas.!

"oubtless they couid, Doctor, but they did not do-'so. Starfleet had
emphasised the need for secrecy ond below sensor range the Tellarites remain
undetected.”

"If they are here at all.m

"Someone is here, Doctor. The power failure could well have been the
rasult of disuse, the the Typhon had to be reactivated by some means., At this
level 1% camnot have been done by remote control from more than fwe point elght
miles away."

"Then you can't go alone."

"T must, Doctor." He met McCoy's eyes. "I can outrun the Typhon, Doctor,
you cannot. You may well place the Captain in more danger.®

"Damn your logic," McCoy said, unfairly.
"Three hours, Sir?" Sulu asked guietly.
"Wes, Lisutenant. You hove a spare handlight?!

"Here," McCoy pulled his from his belt. "I'11 walt at the beamdown point
with wedication.”

"Wery well, Doctor, but you will bsam up on ¥r. Scott's orders, whather
wa have returned or no. Is that understood?!

MeCoy resisted an answer. Spock repeated the order.
"Understood," McCoy agreed at last.

They watched the tall figure run down the tunnel, and turned to go. "Thrce
hoursi" McCoy grumbled. "It could take him that long to find Jim, nover wmind
getting him back to level 25 %o beam up." -

Sulu grimned broadly. '"Tou weren's listening, Doctor. I heard Mr., Spock's
ordar."” MeCoy stared at him. "He said... 'Tell ir. Scott to return +o the
Enterprisc and walt three hours.' It could tzke us more than that to get to
lovel 25 and give Mr. Scott the mossage."

eCoy's eyes held an unholy gleam, "Always obey orders, Mr. Sulu, to the
letter." He pausged end looked back down the tunnei. "That damned Vulcan must
be pretty worried cbout Jim to be issuing ambiguous orders. Let's get out of
here, Bulu ~ slowlylih

Spock ran steadily down the tunnel, the handlight picking out the dull
gleam of fresh blood from time o time. It seemed that Kirk was bleeding stead-
ily frow the wounds he had received — Spock lengthened his stride. Bventually
he could see ahend the intersection they had 8o nearly reached before. He
slowed down as he reached the junction and shone the Light down each ftumnel;
the trail of blood led, unmistakesbly, down the right-hand fork. He switched
of f the light ond stood listening. Far, far down the left passage there was o
dull gleam of light.

He paused, irresolute. Hig duty lay in completing the Starfleet orderss
ha must go left and seck out the light source. Kirk, of all people, would
understand what he hal to do. He gave one last look down the other way.

"it1l be with you soon, Jim," he breathed, turned to go - and froze in his
tracks., Trom the right-hsnd way there was the distant $hrob of machinery. He




48

wag several yords down the tumnel before the first arguments agsinst it had
formed in his wind. Thankful icCoy was not there to see him he ran at top
speced ~ logic gone.

Bternity passed bofore ho caught the gleam of old gold ahead. Kirk was on
his honds and knees, crawling painfully towards him. The sound was much louder
now, too loudy he could not hope to carry his friend out of denger.

"Keep going," he shouted 4o Kirk ag he passed, "as fast as you con.M
! H b

Kirk staggered to his feet again, his will driving him upright.. "No,
Spock!" he shouted. "Come back, save yourself. There's no need for both of
us to get caught ! :

The Vulecan kept zoing. The Typhon was in sight now. He slowed his pace
to get control and lesped, free hend groping for a hold on the blank front of
the machine. His fingers grasped o tiny bolt and he dragged himself aboard,
sliding under the brushes that scraped the roof. He swung the handlight,
mercifully still in his grasp, found the wires liz scught and pulled hard. The
motor coughed and died. The upward incline slowed the giznt mochine and it
come to a halt, whirling brushes still. Spock slewed himself round with diff-
iculty - the space was barely big enough to move in - and shone the light out
into the tunncl. There was no sign of Kirk. He had no$ been in timc. He
gave one ory, instantly checked, '

Shalking, he climbed out - to find his esnkle held, He allowed his legs to
fold under him ~ they were golng to do so whether he would or ne - and saw
Kirk's face smiling at him from under the grey metal.

T imi"
"Dontt just kneel there," Kirk sald weokly. "Get me out.M

Spock caught his arp and hauled, os gently as he could. He pulled XKirk
to a sitting position and held him lightly, not touching the laceorated back.
Kirk leaned against the whipcord body, and fult its trombling.

"Hey," he said softly. "It's good to gee you, Spock. I've been looking
all ovar." ~

"You went the wrong way."

"I wasn't thinking too clearly. I thought it had got you and I wanted
to find you.!

"Teg." The single word was all that Spock would adwit of his owvn agenisged
search. He kmelt up, still supporting Kirk with one arm. The shirt Was
shredded into the skin, desply cmbedded in the wounds, drying blood caking the
S8,

"It could be worse," Kirk said drily. "It barcly touched me."

"es. The wounds sre shallow. If they had gone deener you would have
been uhable to break free.t

Kirk resisted an urge to shudder. "lLet's get on with the job, Spock.
Has anything been seen of the Tellarites?"

"I sew a light down a turning back therse," Spock said. "IFf you wait here
I'3il investigate.m -

"Wo, we'll go together.”
"Jim, you have lost a lot of bloocd and ere-in some pain... "
"I saild together, ¥Mister!" snapped Kirk.

"Sir," Spoclk said a little rigidly, "my intention wes not to question
your decision wut to offer my assistance.”

"I*11 need your arm," Kirk admitted.
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"Wo." Spock's voice was almost a whisper, "Not just my arm."

Relief flooded Kirlce ™A mind link? Spoclk, why do we all say the wrong
things to you?t?"

o

Spock shoolr hig head dutb
objiect?"

id not enswer the gquestion. "You would not

"Object? When have I ever? But it will slow you down too, Spock, Hadn't
we better have one of us on his toes?!

"As long as the link is not prolonged, sir, I can monage very well. I am
accustomed to a link with you and that wakes it easier to control. Besides
which, therc is little nocd for any barriers between the two of us.!

"That's the bigsest compliment I've ever been paid," Kirk said softiy.
- 1

The warm fingertips pressed his face as Spock begen the ritual, the worm
tendrils of thought sought out his own thoughts, surrounding, merging.

"ie have control." The inner voice was almost storn. "The mind rules.
There is no pain.!

The stabbing aches in his back eased and died. The pain was still there
but under thelr control, stiff muscles loosened until new cnergy came flooding.
Slowly, Spock removed his fingers, dark eyes locked with hozel, Xirk smiled.

iy Vulcan friend."

He allowed Spock to holp him to his fect, and found thot he could stond
confortedbly. "Where would I be without you, Mr. Spock? Cowe on, let's inves—
tigate. Our Tellarite friends must be wondering what hos happened to us.!

"Maybe they believe they know," Spock said soberly.

"There's always that," Kirk agreed. "Let's zo scel !

The light was dimmer than Spock had thought and considersbly closer.

They could see the three Tellarites they were expecting, bound and gageed,
closely guarded by two unmistakesble figurss.

*Klingons*

*Yesg¥®

*The mind link has its uses, Spock. At least we can't be overheaxrd, but
how are wo going to avold being seon?* XKirk pondered the problem. *They bel-
ieve us to be dead, Spock, maybe if we crawl in they'll underestimote our
abllitieg*

*¥. logical sclution¥*

They dropped to heands and knees and crawled down to the light. They were
very close before the Klingons were aware of them and rose %o their feet.

"Tell, well, well. We have visitors, XKorak. DLook who hes coms to join
) ) ’ J
our party. Welcome to you, Garther. Our Captain will be pleased to see you
when he returns.n :

"Indced, Kos, inde.d." The two figures stood ovor them sniggering. Xos
aimed his booted foot at Kirk's drooping head. '

¥ ow#* . -

Kirk and Spock lounched themsclves upwards simultancously, catching the
Klingons by surprise and toppling them. Two hands went to two necks and applicd
pressurey  two figures went limp.

"How satisfying," Kirk said, looking at his hand. "I've never managed that
before, Spock." EHe looked at the Vulcan's inexpressive face and allowed hisz
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shoulders to slump. "I suppose I didn't do i% that time, either."
"Wot entirely," Spock said.
"Oh, well. Mayve it'll come more easily now I know what to do."
Miaybe."

Kirk laughed and Wwent to release the prisoners. The threc Tellarites
sorambled to their feet, unhappily flexing painful muscles.

"You took your time," one grunted.

"But we got hers," Kirk said lightly. '"Which of you is Commander Dev?"
"T am Dev. You have a ship hera?!

"ha you requested.t

"Then lot us go before the Klingon ship returns to find us."

"and these twot?" Kirk indicated the two Klingons."

"Let them remain.” Dev shrugged. M"They know nothing and are no danger
to us., Thelr own race will punish them more suitably then the soft hearis of
the Federation will allow. Use the ropes to bind them and get us out of herc."

*Jim, the link is getting too strong, we must break it soon*

*Jo soon?* ¥irk suppressed his regret at the prospect. The presence of
the friendly, ordercd mind within his own was as comforting as a warm bed on a
cold night. *Very well, Spock*

As their minds slid apsrt agonising waves of pain flooded Kirk and he felt
hig kmess buckle.

"Teakling Mumans," Dev said contemptuously asg Spock lifted Kirk in his
arms. ‘'Lead us out of here, Vulcan."

By the time they had rcached the 25th level more than five hours had
elapsed since Spock had left Sulu and McCoy, end he raized sn eysbrow fto see
MeCoy impatiently waiting at the boamdown point. The Doctor got up hurriedly
and ran to Kirk, wincing at the wounded back.

Minconscious?"

"Nearly so, Doctor !

M7t]1l give him a shot $ill we get back abomed."
"Spock to BEnterprise. Six to beam up."

Kyle must have had his fingers on the lever because the sparkle of the
beaw took them almost before Spock had finished speaking.

"Steady!" MeCoy yelled as he wmaterialised., "How can I give anyone a shot
if vou're throwing my molocules around like confettiP"

MSorry, Doctor." Kyle came round the comsole. U"Are you all right?!

"Never mind me," MeCoy said sourly. "Call o medical team and let's get
H
the Captain to sickbay."

"I'm a1l right, Bones. What's the hurry, Mr. Kyle?"
"Klingon ship approaching, sir. We needed to get the screens up quickly.”

Kirk brushed McCoy aside and went to the intercom. "Bulu! What's
happening?"

"Kiingon ship epproaching slowly, sir. She's seen us and I think she's
manoeuvring for a shot.”

The ship shuddered slightly beneath their feet. "I think you're right,
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Lieutenant.'" Kirk clutched at Spock's steadying arm.

"o retaliation,” Dev sald harshly. "You must get us out of here, Kirk.
The information I have is vital to the Federation.m

"Wery well. Lt. Ubura, relsy this message to Starfleet. Code II. Yes,
IT. HNo contact made with Tellarites, Klingons in attack. Enterprise will
engage battle. Requeost further orders. Enterprise out, Mr. Chekov, set a
course 218 mark 4 @nd engege on my signal. Li. Sulu, raise orbit to twenty-
Tour miles and bring us round +o battle heading.!

"Course laid in, sir,"
"On batile heading now."
"Engage, Mr. Chekov. Warp 8, ¥Mr Sulu - now!"

heg the Enterprize flashed out of thoe Klingon's sights, Kirk ordered a
furthker pattern of rondom course changes before setting o course for Starbase
29 ond then resigned himself to McCoy's ministrations.

The process of picking the microscopic pieces of metal from Hirk's ploughed
£lied of 2 back was recsonsbly simple with the use of a magnetic probe. The
deeply embedded pieces of cloth were not such an cagy matter and entailed meny
hours of patient werk by McCoy. He refused o hand the taslk over to any of his
subordinates, alleging that the spectacle of the Capltain flat on his face,
making so much fuss over a process no more complicated than eysbrow plucking,
would be bad for crew morale. Listening to his own greoans Kirk felt he hed 2
point. Major surgery, he decided, was a lot less painful than such a comparat-
ively minor task. At the end of the third hour Loe'd had more than encugh.

"How much longer,; licCoy?"
"I've done about half of it," MeCoy said cheerfully. "Enouzh for today."

Kirk groaned ogsain. "I need to get back to the bridge, Bones, can't you
spoed 1t up?!

"Hou" Hcloy's tone wos definite. "Svpock doesn't nced you up there, and
wo shall bo off~loading the Tellarites within fwenty-four hours. Being in sicle
bay ot least preserves you from thelr gratitudel”

Kirk managed to turn his head. "Gratitude?"

Heley grimned. "Thot's whot Dev called it. It didn't gound that way," he
admitted, "but your second-in-command isn't losing ony sleep over the tone in
someone's voice. He loogoed the whole as a commendation for your gallantry.m

"He didn't mention his own, of course.!
L]

"Tou'd hardly know he'd been there," MceCoy scid. "A bare mention of the
fact that he mansged to join forces with you while you were on your way to
release the Tellarites after having been wounded, Wasn!t that the way it was?!

Kirlt snorted. "You should know him better than thaot by now, Bones. Itd
lost my way scerching for him - I thought hatd soved me at his own expense, ond
was looking for his body. Then I heard the Typhon agein and had Just sbout
given up hope when he come out of the darkness like an avenging angel.”

¥eCoy muttered something under his breath which Kirk decided 4o ignore.
He described Spockls frantic leap onto the approaching machine.

"T don't know how he made it, Bones. If he had slipped... then he shori-
circuited the thing and it stopped just before the lower brushes caught me."
Kirk paused, remewmbering thot brief unesrthly cry of agony from sbove. "I'T11
log his commendation all right once you let me out of here.?

"T think not, Capiain.™
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MeCoy swung round. "It's usual to request permission to enter sickbay
when T'm operating, kr. Spock."

The eyebrow lifted. "I did, Doctor. You were ongrossed in your
conversation."

Kirk peercd uncomfortably over his shoulder.s "You'll take a commendat-
lon whether you like it or not, Hister," he sald.

Spock came o the head of the bed. "It would be unwise to admit to hav-
ing forgotten the Tellarites, Captsin, and could lead to s degeneration in
the present cordial atmosphere. Commander Dev hos glven the Entorprise full
credit for hor handling of a poteniially tricky situation. Starfleet will
nardly welcome anything leeding to a breskdown in the current diplomatic
situation."

"Have they said anything at all sbout the mission?!

"Wothing save that in allowing time for the Klingons to get to them first
the Federation nearly put the entire Galsxy in jeopardy."

¥eGoy snorted.

"I, ton, fecl there is some little overstatement of their case,™ Spock
said oxpressionlessly. "The Tellarite capacity for pugnocity and self-aggrane—
disement is woll-known, However, we were fortunate thot the Klingon's greed
for the capture of the Snterprise led them to try to set o trap for us. Had
they simply token the Tellarites prisoner we would not have arrived 1n time
to rescue them.!

"Dev told them we were on our woy?"

"Yes. M

"A11's well +that ends well'," Kirk quoted grimly, "but you can tell
Commander Dev that I don't like the Enterprise being used as bait without my
conaent."

"Weg, sir," Spock said carefully. "Is it your wish thot I inform him
immediately, or would you allow the message to walt until he leaves his
quarters in the morning?"

"Dammit!" Kirk ronred, trying to roll over. "You lknow I don't want the
mossage passed on.'

Spock and McCoy put out restraining arms. "Spocik, if you'we going to
learn to moke jokes you'we going to have to learn to time them better," McCoy
s2id, grinning. "Jim, lic s+ill, you'wve started ons of the wounds bleeding
again.!

"Jokes, Doctor?" Tho face wos rigid.

"Yes, jokes, Mr. Spock. Now if you've quite finished, go oway and let
Jim get some rest. I've more work to dc on his bock tomorrow, snd a little
plastic surgery to perfoxm; +then you can have him boack as good as new."

"Yes, get some rosgt, Spock. It's boen quite 2 doy. Thanks - for
averything.
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