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Hello everyone, welcome to LE 27.

It hardly secens worth while taking a stencil for an 'editorial' page this issue -
I said all T had to say a week ago when I did the editorial page for LE 26!
Everything T sald then is still valid, and in the past week nothing new has
happened. All it does prove is that when we have to, we can get a zine onto
stencil inside a week.ss and no, I'm not going to make a hablt of it! Quite
apart from anything else, I'd soon xun out of material - I've got a reasonably
well stocked file, but it's not inexhaustible. I'm still on the lookout for
submissions ~ in particular, Kirk-bonkers., We like to have one each issue, but
we can't print what we don't have. Kirk-trauma is just as effective...

Enjoy the zine.
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P.5. We must apologise to you, and to Ann Neilson, for not printing her picture
on P.2. When we came to print it, we discovered that it had toc much black on it
and 1t would not print - unless we cared to do it page by page and peel every
page individually off the drum where James T. was clinging lovingly to then.

e will print Ann's drawing in a later issue of Log Entries = photocopied.
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IS THIS A DAGGER? by Pamels Dale

Weaving in and out of talking groups, balancing a plate of sandwiches on her
coffee cup, Susanna slowly made her way across the rec room to a far table.

"Where've you been?" demanded Sulu, looking up as she thankfully put down
her coffee.

"Didn't spill a drop this time... Visiting Pavel - Chris said he'll be in
sickbay for another three days at least. What've I missed?"

"Nothing much =~ only the staxrt of Sherlock Holmes' first case," commented
Uhura, standing up to let Susamna sit down. "I'm on duty in five minutes, so you
can take over my role as Wabson."

"But what's happened?" Susanna didn't allow herself to be distracted by
Uhura's departure. "Come on, Sulu, give,"

"Do you know the new security guard John Lindley?®
"T don’t think so, should I?" she asked, attacking a large chicken sandwich,

"No reason why you should., He's only been aboard since Starbase 14." Sulu
paused for dramatic effect. "He's Just been found dead in his quarters."

"Dead?" squeaked Susanna. Yhatever else she was expecting it hadn't been
this.

"Stabbed," Sulu elaborated succinetly. "I don't know how you missed it, the
ship's been in an uproar all day."

"I told you ~ I've been in sickbay, playing cards with Pavel, and this morn-
ing T was working in the lab. Now tell me properly - and what's all this about
Sherlock Holmes?'

"As far as ¥ can gather his body was discovered this morning when he didn't
turn up for his shift... Are you sure you haven't heard anything? His body
mist have been in sickbay."

"I keep telling you, 1've been visiting Pavel... In case you've forgotten,
he's in that side ward away from all excitement. It took me ages to persuade
Chris that cards wouldn't upsst him."

Susanna sounded so exasperated that Sulu hurriedly continued.

"Anyway, he was stabbed with a dagger - one of those jewelled things they
sell in all the shops on Starbase 14."

"First time I've heard of anyone killed by a *present from' souvenir. But
vhy ki1l a security officer? Is anyone missing or a shuttlecraft or something?"

"Not a thing. Mr. Spock's investigating - I waylaid his yeoman and he says
they've found out nothing. Except that he was last seen leaving the concert in
a hurry."”

"Most peculiar, I take it you intend to do some investigating. yourself?"
"Care to help?" ' h
"I'ry stopping me. Vhere do we start?"”

"By intexviewing everyone who saw him last night.”

“Let's face it, we're not getting anywhere," said Susanna reluctantly, mat-
erialising beside Sulu in the rec room two days later.

"Sit down hefore you pour that coffee down my neck. I've just found
another witness."

"Oh yes? Not another one who saw him leap up and rush out just before the
end of the concert?" Susanna sounded cynical but obediently sat dosm beside him.
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"Cheryl?” Sulu called and waved at a blue shirted bhlonde at the other side
of the room.

"Not another nurse?" sighed Susanna. "I thought you were walting for the
next consigment?" ' :

Sulu looked rather embarrassed then hissed, "This ls strictly business =

don't you dare mention nurses and me in the same breath. T don't want her to
get ideas."

"I should imagine every nurse is warned about you a3 soon as she comes
aboard," retorted Susanna, looking with interest at that rare breed = a nurse
Sulu wished to avoid. Not that she blamed him, this one had femme fatale written
all over her wndulating hody.

"Cheryl, would you tell me again about John Lindley?"

"Such a shame, I was expecting to find him walting for me at the end of the
concert. He was staring at me for the last half hour while Uhura was singing.
Couldn't keep his eyes off me. And when he disappeared..." Cheryl did not
finish her sentence but her eyes and her body said it all.

Susanmma, was fascinated by the beautiful blonde from slekbay; until now she
hadn't believed that anyone could be so conceited as to think she was irresist~
able. Stifling a amile she asked,

"What made you think he was looking at you?"

"I was sitbting dead opposite = who else could he have been looking at? There
were only the passengers in front of me ~ and they were nothing to look ati"

The passengers. That was something no=one had mentioned before. Susamna
caught Sulu's eye and grinned =~ they were back in business.

"Thank you, Cheryl..., Come on, Susanna.”™ Sulu dragged her out into the
corridor, ignoring her lament for her lost coffec.

"Now about these passengers?" she demanded once they had reached the safety
of the prant room.

"There are four of them. One's Andorian, but the other three I can't
idenuily. I can't think of any way elther of us can find out via the computer.
I tried Lts Anderton who allocated their rooms, but he hasn't a clue.™

"That's a probleme.. I know! Have another go at Mr. Spock’s yeoman. I'm
geing to inveigle D, MeCoy into glving me a dxink and an hour of his company.”

"He'1l know you're up ta something,” warned Sulu.

"Of course,he will, bub with any luck he'll not discover what I'm after
t11l he's told me all about the passengers.®

"What you're really saying is that Security still hasn't come up with a
single clue." Kirk paraphrased with one sentence what had taken Spock five
minutes to report in minute detail.

"L thought I had made that clear, Caprain.® Spock paunsed while he stared
at the celling before adding, "I would also like to add that there is another
enquiry being conducted by Lt. Sulu..."

"And Susannea Grey," finished MeCoy for him. "She was trylng to discover
something from ne last night - I'm not sure what, I might even have told hers..
That girl needs a keeperl"

"She can't get into much trouble on the Enterprisé." Kirk sounded soothing,
amused by the idea of Susanna interrogating Mcloy.

"I would not underestimate Miss Grey's capacity..."” began Spock, but was
once agaln interrupited by McCoy.
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"You don't know Susanna. Anyone who can get herself locked into the
Deneblan clawcat's cage is likely to do anything." :

"The clawcat? Why wasn't I told?" demanded Kirk, his anger famned by the
remembrance of razor claws and teeth.

"There was nothing to tell," explained McCoy calmly. "I've had the lock
altered so it won't slam shut again...but it was somewhat hectic while it lasted,"
he added reminiscently, remembering the panic-stricken minutes when they couldn't
find Susanna and someone mentloned she had gone to inspect Stripey., "And why she
named that animal Stripey, I'1l never know. Attila the Hun would be more
appropriatae.®

"1 do not see why Humans feel the need o name every animal," observed Spogk.

"Why wasn't she hurt?" demanded Kirk, totally ignoring the whole question of
the cat's name.

"It appesra that the clawcat likes Miss Grey," explained Spock.

McCoy smothered a chuckle and elaborated. "To be more blunt, Stripey adores
Susannal When we went into the animal room, with security loaded for bear, we
found them both fast asleep - that damned cat sprawled across her lap and snoring
+++ She had the nerve to say that because she couldn't make anyone hear her, what
else was there to do but sleep!®

"4s long as it's impossible for it to happen again.” XKirk sounded relieved
and somewhat amused.

"It will not happen again,"” Spock assured him. "The cat disturbs the other
animals, s0 Lt. Grey keeps him in her cabin during the day."

"With a muzzle and guards on his paws when she takes him to and from Life
Sclences," added McCoy. "Stripey tolerates Spock, Sulu and myself, after that he
loses patience rapldly... But this is getting us away from the point. Do Sulu
and Susanna know any more than you do, Spock?"

"L thought we were getting on so well," sighed Susanna, "but it's another
d.ea}i. endo "

"I'm sure there must be something we've missed.” Sulu followed her out of
the 1if't. "Somehow there must be a connection between John Lindley and one of
the passengers.”

"But what? He's never been to one of their pianets, at least according to
Mr. Spock's yeoman. No-one on boaxd seems %0 have served with him before... Let's
face it, we're baffled. Come on, I must see if Stripey's demolished mny cabin
yet = he doesn't like being left."

"You and that cat. You ought to get a Job in a zoo.”

"Perhaps I might ~ I've given up trying to understand why animals like mea..
Pavell When did you get out of sickbay?"

Chekov, who had Jjust emerged from the 1ift, walked slowly towards them and
leaned thankfully against the wall.

"Last night."

"I don't expect Dr. McCoy meant you to go dashing all over the ship,”
reproved Susanna, horrified by his grey, drawn face. "Come in and sit down.
Whatever possessed you?" she added, pushing him through the door of her cabin.
"Don't be silly, Stripey, it's only Pavel and Sulu.” At the sound of her voice
the ugly growl changed to a rumbling purr.

Chekov sat down with relief.

"I'd forgotten Stripey... I couldn't stay cooped up in my cabin a moment
longer. 1I've been on my own for a woek - I was going mad. I only went to the
reC room. "
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"And that's laid you out. Sit there and don't move or 1'1l call sickbay."
"You wouldn't?"

"I would." Blackmail or not, the threat was effective and Chekov lay back
in the chiar, gradually regaining a little colour.

"Give him a drink, Sulu, I think therc's a bottle over there." Susanna
polnted towards overflowing shelves and turned her attention to Stripey. Fagtened
with a stout chain to a ring in the wall, the clawecat had curled into a brown,
xust and yellow ball when he was satisfied as .to the -visitors' identity. As
Susanna approached him he opened one green eye and firmly anchored her to the
floor with a solid claw-laden paw. ‘

"You think you've been left alone long enough?" Susanna rubbed the large bat
ears as she extracted her foot. Viewed even by favourable eyes a clawcat was no
cuddly ball of fur but a knee high ugly striped feline who would rather fight than
sleep.

"What surprises me is how quickly Stripey accepts us once he gets used to the
idea,™ Sulu observed as he handed Chekov a glass of brandy. "It wasn't long ago
when he growled all the time Pavel was in the room."

"I'm glad I'm now on his guest list., I've never liked the look of all those
teeth," Chekov looked across at Stripey, who was now lying on his back, ecatat~
ically waving his paws as Susamna rubbed his stomach.

"I'm trylng to widen his cixcle of friends. The sooner he stops attacking
people the sooner I can take his muzzle off in public. 4% the moment I feel 1ike
a lion temer - and a pariah! Nobody believes me when I tell them he's Just an
ordinary cat."

"I don't blame thems If I hadn't heard him myself, I wouldn‘t believe he
could purr," Sulu said with a sideways look at Stripey. "Did you find anyone in
the rec room, I would have thought it was a bit early?"

"I had coffec with Carlos and some others from Engineering. There were some
of the passengers in there, you don't often see them in that rec room. We were
discussing the murder. Nobody seems to have any ideas. I don't see why anyone
wanted to Idll John., He had a mind like a filing cabinet with total recall -
tut that's no reason.,”

There was a stunned silence, then Sulu gasped, "You knew him?"

"Sure, shared a cabin with him on the Potemkin years age. Why all the
excitement?" Chekov asked, puzzled.

"You're the only person we've found who knew hinm at all, How long ago is
] LE-TT
years'?

"Four. It was only a few months, he transferred to the Indomitable... That's
funny, talking about John. I've just remembered vhy that passenger looks familiax.
He was arrested as a suspected Klingon agent." :

"What passenger?"
"Klingon?"

Both Sulu and Susanna spoke at once, startling Chekov and waking Stripey from
his snooze., Once the clawcat stopped yowling and peace restored, Chekov explained,

"The small dark one wearing black. I wondered why he looked familimer. I'm
sure it's the same man.”

"Would he have known John Lindley?" asked Sulu, trying to find a link between
them,

"John was one of the security detall guarding him, and I stood in for him one
night."

"That must be it. John must have recognised him at the concert ~ and was
killed before he could tell anyone, Perhaps he wasn't sure and wanted to think
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abcut 1t." Sulu was triumphant at having found a solution after so many dead ends.
"I wonder why they released him in the first place," mused Susanna.

"How should I know., Perhaps there wasn't enough evidence," retorted Sulu,
ignoring minor details that didn't f£it bis theory. "I suppose we d better tell
Mr. Spock." )

"It seems rather a shame, but there isn't anything else we can do by our=
selves,” sighed Susanna. "He's off duty, by the way."

"Don't suppose that matters. I'1l go and explain, I'd rather not do it over
the intercom. You stay here and keep an eye on Pavel =~ he's looking better, but
we don't want to lose our star witness in the depths of sickbay.” Sulu walked
across to the door, trailed by Susamna and her feline shadow., "Keep Stripey
loose, there's always a chance that the ¥lingon recognised Pavel,"™ he added in a
whigper as Susamna opened the door, then was gone before she could do more than
give a startled squawk.

As far fetched an idea it might be, Susanna was forced to see the logic of
his argument. - If anything happened to Chekov, there would only be their word on
such a wild theory. Someone had murdered John Lindley and this was the only
valid reason that had emerged. It might not be the correct solution, but someone
had killed to protect himeelf - and had nothing to lose by killing againm.

Chekov lay back in his chalr, eyes closed, his skin even greyer than before.
One part of Susanna wanted to remonstrate with him for getting up too soon, the
other glad he had because otherwise they would never have solved the murder.
Because of that she didn't scold him but said,

"You Jook like death waxrmed over, you'd better lie down. I'll wake you when
Sulu gets back," she added, half carrying him towards the spare bed that had
renained vacant since her roommate had set eyes on Stripey.

"I'm all right, don't fuss," complained Chekov, although the room was
beginning to spin round him,

"Just lic quietly for ten minutes." Susanna ignored his protests and det=
erm inedly tucked him in. His eyes immediately closed and she smiled to herself
before tiptoeing to the door, shutting it carefully behind her. Now that he
couldn't hear, she began a frustrating few minutes trying to locate Dr. McCoy,
finally running him to earth in the animal xyoom.

"Gan you come and collect Pamel; he's gone a terrible grey colour, I've
made him lie down but I think he ought to be back in sickbay."

"I thought I told him to stay in bed?"

"Much good that did. We told him that too, btut he said he'd had enough of
his own company.”

"He won't when I've finished with him... I'11 be with you shortly."”

That settled, Busanna turned her attention to Stripey, who had ignored the
girl's struggles with Chekov = cvidently the Russian was now on his list of
harmless visitors.

"Stripey, boy, we might be having an unwelcome visitor. Gome on, wake up
and act like a ferocious watchdog = or watchcat, it you prefer,”

Stripey opened one eye, butted her affectionately with his hard head and
slowly disentangled himself from the rug he wsed as a makeshift bed. Sensing
the worry in her voice, he stalked the room on still legs, tail erect and
tristling.

Azgentle knock on the door brought him to a sudden halt, every hair on his
back standing on end like a ruff. But he made no noise. A clawcat was doubly
dangerous when silent.

Knowing it wasn't Sulu or anyone the cat knew, Susanna stepped away from the




deoor, calling,
"Tho is 117"

There was no verbal answer. Instead, a burst of phaser fire demolished the
door and ruined the wall oppesite. A black dressed figure appeared in the shatt-
ered doorway, brandishing a phaser in one capable hand.

"Where is he?" he growled, making the mistake of threatening the gixl.
Stripey, not liking his attitude nor the tone of his voice, drew himself together
and leaped sllently for the enemy's throat. Man and clawcat fell into the corr—
idor, pursued by Susanna, shouting, ‘

"No, Stripey, no! Drop himi" She had no illusions about her protege. The
clawcat was a Kkiller, trained for centuries for the hunt. 'The Klingon's only
chance was that his loyalty to Susanna might seep through his instinct.

Even as she dodged the razor claws, she never quite forgot with .whom they
were dealing. Unhbellevably he still retained a firm grip on his phaser, trying
desperately to train it on elther Susanna or the clawcat. While tugging at
Stripey's collar, she stamped down on his wrist with all her might, attempting to
make him release the phaser. She didn't really care whether the Klingon lived or
died, all that nmattered was that Stripey mustn't be the one who killed him. Over
the sounds of her own voice, the Klingon's struggles and Stripey's growls, she
suddenly was aware of footsteps them Mr. Spock s calm volice.

"I have the phaser now."

Sulu materlalised at her side and took a firm grip on the cat's collar. With
a tremendous effort they managed to detach Stripey from his victim, narrowly
avoiding being bitten by the enraged animal, WeCoy skidded to a halt beside them,
his - tricorder already running over the injured passenger. Relleved to find thatb
somehow the sharp beeth and claws had missed all vital arcas, he turned his att-
ention to the more important question.

"What's been going on hexre, Spock?"

Spock's impassive face did not alter as he regarded the impatient doctor.
Just as the onlookers thought McCoy would explode, Spock said,

"The clawcat has apprehended Mr. Lindley's murderer... Do you need any help
with the animal, Miss Grey?"

"No, thank you, sir. He's calmed down. I'll just chain him up." Susanna
herself had stopped shaking and could view the toxn body with only a faint sense
of nausea. Ignoring McCoy's attempis to get more information out of Spock, Sulu
stopped in the doorway and viewed the ruins with amazement.

"Have you ever eonsidered applylng to have this declared a disaster area?"
He stepped over the rubble to join Susanna, being careful to avoid alarming the
grumbling clawcat.

"They turned me down, there hasn't been an carthquake." ©She was able to
secure Stripey to the hook in the undamaged wall, whlle telling him how proud of
him she was.

"Where's Pavel?" demanded Sulu suddenly, remembering the reason behind this
destruction.

"On my spare bed. He was fast asleep when I left him ~ he looked dead to the
world, I suppose we're lucky there's only a storeroom behind that wall." She
waved her arm towards the gaping hole opposite the door, then turmed hesitantly to
MeCoy. "Is he dead?®

"Nothing like, Stripey missed his throat but made a nasty mess of his
shoulder and body. Did he bite either of you?" McCoy asked, watching his medlcal
orderlies wheel away his patient = escorted by Mr. Spock and a couple of hastily
summones security guards.

YA couple of scratches, Sulu?”




"Abhout the same,"

Denanding to see thelr wounds, McCoy dressed their cuts, muttering about
people who kept fighting cats.

"You two owe me an explanation. I still don't know what you were trying to
learn from me the other night, Susarma. Now will you tell me what it was all
about?"

"It would take too long now. I promise 1'1l explain everything this evening
«+o I don't seec how Pavel managed to sleep through all this, he must be exhausted.
«v+"  She grimmed affectionately at his retreating back, then stared thoughtfully
at the bloodstained cat,

"Sulu, have you ever bathed a clawcat?"

WX AR R KRN W YR KR RN K

IONELINESS AND FRIENDSHIP by Janet Hall

Avenues of loneliness
Set between the stars
Define the route the Enterprise must travel.
Her ways chalked out
Amongst the suns,
Her byways marked by planets.
Alone, so isolated, so
Without assistance in the hour of need.
How gelf=-reliant
- Must that one man be
Who dares to take command,
To Jead those daring
Interstellar Argonauts
Across the largely undiscovered deeps?
Here be tygers indeed!
To travel throush this maze of time alone,
This is too much to ask of any man.
For he who could be
Wholly self-reliant
Could never draw respect and love
From those who serve beneath him.
There is no need
To feel ashamed
To need a friend.
It takes courage t0 uncover
All the dreams and hopes and fears
And secret longings of a soul alone,
Especially to one who
By a quirk of nature
Might be unable ever to comprshend.
The chance was taken,
And the bet paid offy
And. two men who
Could well have spent their lifetimes quite alone
Found friendship and fulfillment.
de are their heirs.

R R H R W RN R K

A1l hands -~ this is the Captain. We have cleared the neutral zone, Mr. Scott has
repalred the warp engines, we've shaken off the Klingon battle-cruisers, and Mr.
Spock has restored 1ife support. Now for the bad news = we're lost!

He K R W He ke W WK N
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THE_FUNGTION by Bryan Lilly

When something starts invading
Your Sacred Land of Peace;

There's no question of your aiding
To make a battle cease.

When aliens start to molest

Tou fight back at a junction;

But there's nothing harder to suppress
Than pure function.

Captain's Log- Stardate 5407.3. We are completing a routine observation
of planet VI in the unexplored solar system of Cramous, which was recently
mapped by the Scoutship Shahr.

"Landing party on bhoaxd now, sir." Captain James T. Kirk spun around in his
chair as the Bantu communications officer continued, "Lt. Burry reporis some
lower life forms were found and a small amount of vegetatlon; however, the
planet seems to be devoid of sentient beings.”

Kirk sighed. It had heen two full weeks of nothing to view but six barren
worlds, Well, at least this was the end of them. Three moxe days and the Enter—
prise would be orbiting Starbase XIV for refuelling and a well deserved leave,

"Mr. Sulu, adjust course for Starbase XIV, Warp 3.7

The helmsman turned a few dlals, and within a matter of seconds the Enter—
prise was moving through space at twenty-seven times the speed of light.

"Mr. Spock, you have the con. I1'1l be in my quarters if you need me." The
Vulecan-Human hybrid nodded as he crossed the bridge and sat in the command chair.

The door leading into the sickbay of the FEnterprise swished open in froat of
Kirk. As he walked in he noticed one patient in the treatment room.

"Morning, Bones,"™ he sald to the doctor.
"Morning, Jim." MeCoy turned sround to face the Captain.

Kirk pointed at the unconscious man before asking the obvious question.
"hat's wrong with him?"

"Wish I knew. He walked in almost ten minutes ago complaining of dizziness.
Next thing T knew, he'd Tainted." Mcloy glanced at the diagnostic scanner.
"Everything looks fine according to my instruments. His name is Cooper.”

"Coopexr," Kirk muttered to himself. He paused for a moment as memory
connected., "Ensign Coopeor from the Cxmmnous landing party?"

"That s right. The landing parties were checked when they came back aboard,
but it's possible something was overlooked,"

Captain Kirk spoke with his usual concerm. "™Then you think that this is
something that he picked up on the planet?"

"iell, it's a possibility, so I'm having the reporits and the ship's readings
looked over again." MeCoy looked as though he were about fto say more, tut he
didn'% get the chance.

The familiar whistle came from the intercom on the wall. "Bridge to Captain
Kirk, bridge to Captain yirk."

Kirk strede over to the samll box on the wall and placed his finger on the
button, "Yes, Lieutenant, what is it?"

Uhura's volce sounded again. "Commodore Broader of Starbase XIV has an
urgent message for you."
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"Pipe 1t down here, Lieutenant.”

The next volce he heard belonged to Commodore Broader. "Jim, we have a
mystery on ouxr hands.™

Jim Kirk's face showed his immediate interest. "What is 147V

"In the last three days we have received two distress signals from the Star
System Orana. From what we picked up, it secems that the fourth and fifth planets,
the only inhabited ones, are under heavy attack,™ '

Kirk knew what was coming and said simply, "And you want us to assist them."

"Precisely, As you know, the Orana system is right at the edge of our
galaxy. If you leave now, you will arrive there in five days. You must stop
whatever is destroying those planets, at any cost. I don't want any more populated
planets being destroyed. Check in with me as soon as you find anything. Broader
out. "

Kirk pressed the button again. This time Chekov's voice responded. "Yes,
Si’.t‘? "

. Chekov, plot in a course for Orana, warp six,"
After a pause, Chekov replied, "Course laid in, Captain."
"Thank you, Mr. Chekov. Execute. Kirk out."

Kirk turnmed around to face McCoy once more and said, "Well, Doctor, it looks
like we're off again. If anything comes up, call me. TI'1l be in my gquarters."”

"Right, Jim." The sickbay doors opened for Kirk and then closed after him,
leaving Dr. McCoy with his unconsclious patient.

Captain's Log: We have been given top priority instructions to procede to
Crana. to. investigate disturbances, Dr. McCoy has eight people unconscious

From some illness, and he still has not found out its cause.

As the Enterprise approached Orana, Captain Kirk waited tensely for some=
thing to happen. And soon something did.

Sulu turned toward the Captain abruptly., "Sir, sensors just picked up some-
thing ~ and the shields just snapped on."

"A1l right," Kirk sald. "Let's have a closer look at it. Magnification
four, Lieutenant." Suddenly, there appeared on the main viewing screen a large
ship with a design that was completely unfamiliar to Kirk.

The ship was spherical with three cylinders projecting from the back - and
was atb least three times as large as the Enterprise.

Kirk stared at it for a moment curioasly. "Mr. Spock?!

"Unknown, Captain, sensors cannot penetrate the hull, not can they identify
it. It would seem that whoever built it is advanced far beyond anything we are
capable of in ship design.”

"Do you think that that is what destroyed the fourth and fifth planets of
Orana?" '

"Again, I do not know, but it is a possibility that should be considered."
¥irk took a deep breath. "Is there anything you can tell me?"

Spock, not knowing what to say,s looked at Kirk. "There are no facts that I
can give you at this time, However, it is my opinion that it is badly damaged.
It is only travelling at warp two and the computer shows stress on its engines.
8ince we have never encountered anything quite like this before, I assume that
1t came from amother galaxy and was damaged while crossing through the barrier."

"Lt. Uhura, open communications.™
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"Channel open.”

"o unidentified vessel, this is Captain Kirk from the Starship Enterprise
of the United Federation of Planets. Ploase identify yourself."

"This is Scouting Unit 3127." The metallic voice resounded across the
bridge.
' "That s a lot of help," Kirk commented. He then noticed that they were only

recelving audio transmission and not visual. "To whom am I speaking? What is
your purpose here?"

Once again, the voice filled the air, "This is Scoubing Unit 3127. I am
from theGalaxy Tarbo. I have been sent here to your galaxy to prepare it for
colonisation by my makers." -

Kirk glanced at Spock. “"Unmanned probe?™ he asked softly.
"It seems probable, Captain.”

"Are you responsible for destroying two populated planets?" Kirk asked,
fighting to keep hostility from his volce.

The emotionless reply came backe "I am."
Again Kirk spoke, but this time with a softer voice. "Why?" he asked.

"Exactly 35,812 of your years ago, Scoubting Unit 189 reached your galaxy to
see 1f it could sustain my makers' life forms. It started its return journmey
500 years later. The information it obtained showed that they could live here,
so my makers sent me out to destroy all life in your galaxy to prepare it for
thelr people.”

"And you will continue to destroy all living forms in our galaxy?"

"Yes; that is my function.®
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Kirk sighed. "L, Uhura, send a message to Starfleet. Command informing them
of the situation.™

After pressing a few buttons at her station, Uhura spoke. "Sir, transmission
is block = I can't get the message out.™

Kirk was muttering a few words when some unknown force suddenly slammed into
his seat.

"Captain.” Sulu stated, "We're being sucked into that robot scouting machine."
YReverse power."

After a short pause, Sulu continued; "Werre still being pulled in. In four
hours and twelve minutes, we'll be crushed.”

"Mr. Chekov, lock phasers on full power directed at the centre of that
thing and fire on my oxrder.”

"Aye, aye, Captain. Phasers on target."

But before Kirk got the chance to give the oxder to fire, an amazingly strong
enexgy bolt emerged from the alien vessel and hit the Enterprise.

"Spock, how badly were we hit?"

"We seem to have suffered minimal damage. ZLife support still working at
full capacity...complete loss of warp and phaser power. I would say that it
guessed our next move, Ve are now being pulled towards it at o much faster rate...
I estimate it will engulf us in three hours and six minutes."

"How long will xepalr operations take?"

"Approximately eight hours for phasers and two hours for warp drive; however,
Wwe will still not be able to Ttweak the tractor beam.”

"Hmm. Mx, Spock, tell Scotty and Dr. MeCoy to meet us in the briefing roon
in five minutes.

The meeting began a few minutes later. "Mr., Spock's filled me in and I can't
say I like it," McCoy said,

"Neither do I, Bones. Do you have any news about your patients?®

"Yes, btut it's all bad, The illness is caused by radiation. The Cramous
system passed by a radiation source about 50,000 years ago, ond the effect has
lingered.,"

"Well, at least you kmow what it is. What can you do about it?"

"That' s the problem. About 5,000 years ago, the radiation started to dis~
sipate, and in its present state, I can't get 2 good fix on it. And here's some~
thing else; the effect is spreading. I now have fourteen patients."

"Beautifule" It veally was one of those days., "Mr. Spock = " he drew his
attention back to the immediate dangexr. " = Do you have any ideas about how to
get us out of here within three hours?®

"I do have one suggestion but it holds an clement of risk."
"So does doing nothing."

"Very well.” Spock looked dirvectly at Kirk and said, "If we were to switch
off our shields we would be sucked towards Scouter 3127." He continued, ignoring
Kirk's astonished face. "If we set up a ecircuit to trigger an explosion when
the Enterprisc comes into contact with it, we should be able to geherate enough
power to destroy it. Logle dictates, however, that it will once again foreses our
puxrpose and repel us before we can damage it. If we do this after we have our
warp drive in operating condition, we can then outdistance it. Should it not
repel us, = we will have destroyed it.”

Captain Kirk sat motionless, thinking, for a few moments then £inally spoke.
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"All wight. Mr. Scott, slgnal me when the repairs on the warp engines have been
completed." _

For the next two hours, sitting waiting was almost torture for Kirk. Commo~
dore Broader had said at any cost, but if that cost was the Enterprise and her
crewsso Well, what had to be done, had to be done.

At last the call came from Scotty. Kirk gave the ordexr to drop the shields
slowly and felt himself being pushed back into his seat once more as the Enter-—
prise moved swiftly at the scouting ship.

After only two seconds ~ which seemed more like two hours - the Enterprise
was repelled violently, shooting backwards at a considerable speed. Because of
inertia, Kirk was sent sprawling on the deck. He recovered and spoke quickly.

"Sulu, 180 degrees about =~ warp elght!" After a moment, he continued, "Spock,
how does it look?"

"It appears that we are out of its reach," Sppoklreplied.

"Lieutenant, see if you can inform Starfleet of the situation.”

"Wes, sir."

[irk turned back to his First Officer. "Well, Mr. Spock, it would seem that
we have another problem." Spock raised an eyebrow and Kirk continued, '"We can

walt two days to get an answer from Starfleet, and let SCouter try and destxoy
another planet, or tangle with 1t again.®

"We camnot let 1t destroy more life, Captaln. I also have a piece of
incidental information you might want to know."

"Go aheed, Spock.™

"fwo of the doceased on the fifth planet of Orana, according to the computer,
were Professor and Mrs. Burry."

Kirk recognised the name. "Lt. Burry's pavents?" When Spock nodded, Kirk
was left at a loss for words.

After a moment, the Vulcan spoke again. "There may be a way to bring them -

and the other inhabitants of the Orana plansts - back, alive, and prevent further
extermination.

Kirk stared at him in disbelief. "Explain," he said.

"You recall that Scouting Unit 3127 said that 35,312 years ago, Scouting
Unit 189 left our galaxy = I assume, following the course this one did, It should

be possible, therefore, to go back in time 35,312 years, and alter the data that
the first unit recorded.®

Kirk looked as-though he had just received an cnergy charge emitted from a
thaser on heavy stun. He sat still for a few minutes and then nodded, "We'll
try it," he said. "We have nothing to lose = and everything to galn - by it."”

Spaces . yes, 1t was indeed the final frontier, but time was awesome, and
being back in the past brought its own frontier.

"Sensors picking up an object just ahead,"ASpook'cbntinued. "That could be
Scouting Unit 189, its shape is identical to that of 3127. It's travelling at
warp five, and it will reach the barrier in 23.8 minutes."

"Mr, Sulu, tractor beams on."
*"Tractor beams on, sir."
"Computer.”

"Worlking. "
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"Locate all data units on board alien vessel and feed cowordinates to the

transporter. Mr. Scott =~ prepare to transport data units aboard; co=ordinates
will be coming in shortly.”

"Getting them In now, Capitain.®
"t, Uhura, open communications.”
"Channel open."

“To unidentified vessel, this 1s Captain Kirk from the United Starship
Enterprise, of the United Federation of Planets. Please identify yourself."
Kirk walted for the inevitable response.

"This is Scouting Unit 18%."

"To whom an T speaking?"

"This is Scouting Unit 189. I am from the Galaxy of Tarbo."
"Your mission here?"

"I have been sent to your galaxy to find out if it is capable of supporting
ry makers' life forms."

YAnd is 1tPv

"It is."

"And you will bring your information back to your galaxy?"
"Yes; that is my function.”

"ir. Scott, you may beam data units aboaxd now. Mr. Spock, rewrlting it is
in your lines have fun."

Captain's Log: Mr. 8pock has informed me that all necessary corrections

have been made, and the date units have been replaced aboard Scouting Unit
189, We will be returning to our own time shortly.

Spock turned towards Kirk., "Ready for time change, Captain?...Claptain?"
Jim Kirk was staring straight past Spock; staring into space. He then pressed
the intercom to sickbay and got the dootor.

"MeCoy here.”
"Bones, how many men do you have sick?"
"Iwanty two, Jim, why?"

"ell, while we' re back in time we could visit Cramous and take a look at
the radiation. It should still be strong now, and we could get some information.”

"“ihal are we walting for? Let's get moving, and that's Doctor's ordersi"

"Mr. Sulu, ahead warp factor six for Cramous."

"iell, Doctor, are you ready?"

“Yep., The cure worked like a charm. I Just hope that Scouter 3127 hasn't
destroyed any planets when we get back."

"Well, then, gentlemen," ¥Kirk grinned as he spoke, "let's see what the
'future' has in store for us."™ Meloy groaned, Spock winced, and somewhere on
deck seven, a man prayed.

The Enterprise Jurched through time. If luck was with them, the beings from
Tarbo would have believed the 'data' brought back to them by Scouting Unit 189
and would not have sent Scouting Unit 3127 to attack.
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"Back in our own time, Captain.”

"Check the Orana system, Mr. Spock. Any sizn of Scouter?”

"None, Captain... and the 'destroyed' planets are in their designated orbits."”
"Rights Since there's been no attack, we shouldn't e here... Mr. Chekov,

lay in a course for Starbase XIV, warp factor six."

"iarp factor six, sir."
How_could they 'romember' something that hadn't happened, Kirk wondered as

the mighty Starship swung onto course. It was a mystery, but one that Kirk
decided need not concern him. It was enough to sit back in the command chair,
watching the stars float by.
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TOGETHER by Gillian Catchpole
McCoy

Time marocned us unprepared

As we stepped across the portal together.
Suffering wind and snow without protection

We seemed cextain to perish.

Desperately we searched for a refuge, a place to shelter
But without success.

Turged him to leave me

When finally I collapsed exhausted to the ground,
My body sapped of strength and will,

4 victin of the savage cold.

Alone he had a chance of survival

But nothing I could say would make him go.

He stubbornly refused to leave me dying,

Whatever happened we stayed togetherx.

I had 1little strength to disagree.

We were Jolned each in the other's destiny

For as long as we both remained.

Spock

Like the tide, time flowsd the present to our touch
And the waves of past ebbed out of sight,
Gone but not forgotten.

Love treasured for a fleeting moment

st be made to say goodbye,

So brief the slp of happiness.

Go ahead and I will follow,

There has been so very little time,

Need time alone =~ to part is deepest sorrow.
Bven that it seems is now denied,

One cannot leave without the other,
Separately we can't escape,

We both must enter time together.

For all that does not belong must be returned
Together as it came.

e e e e 2 W R N R KR

Chapel: Janlce Rand suffers for her beliefs.

Uhura:  Really? UWhat are her bellefs?

Chapel: Well, for a start, she belleves she can wear a size four bhoot on
a size five foot.
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LEADER-TYPHE by Wendy Waltexr

A group of young men and women was walting impatiently outside the examin-
ation hall, chattering nervously. All except Bill Holland., A tall handsome
American, he Was surrounded by several fellow students, all desperately txying
to get into his 'good bocks's Bill Holland had quite a reputation as a ladies

mans a reputation he was proud of. It gave him status among his peers,

Unfortunately, in his first term at the Academy, he had found he had comp-
etition, A young Vulcan was attracting many girls, and although he didn't
respond to thelr worshipping looks, it had made Bill learn to hate him in the ten
weeks since he'd arrived.

"I notice Queer-ears isn't here yet!" He grinned wickedly. "Perhaps he's
not going to tuxrn up."

The young men in Bill's group giggled. They'd long since learned that to be
v "friend' of Bill's, they had to adopt his likes and dislikes.

The girl on Bill's arm looked up at him. "Haven't you noticed? He's always
exactly on time for everything." Susplcion dawned on her. "What have you done
to him? Bill...you've notes."

"Of course notl" he snapped, annoyed that every glrl he took out knew so
mch about the alien., But his grin returned as the bell sounded Ffor the
examinees to enter the hall.

Spock looked at the door of his room helplessly. For some reason, the
opening mechanism had shorted, and he couldn't get out. His mother had warned
him that 1ife would be difficult living with Humans, but he did not %hink she
had been referring to such things as sticking doors. That had nothing to do with
Humans...or did 1t? He looked up at the clock. Five minutes to go. He felt
desperation bullding up inside him, He closed his eyes in an effort to control
it. It was no good shouting for help. Bveryone would be over at the examination
hall., But the cleaner should be around. He placed his hands on the door and
concentrated hard. About a minute passed before the door slid open. Spock
stepped past the woman who stared at him in surprise, key in hand., He managed
to curb a desire to run, nodded thank you, and walked sedately round the cormer.
Then he broka into a run.

He reached the examination hall with not a second to spare. He sat dowhn
heavily, trying to control his erratic breathing. He glanced round the hall.
Bill Holland looked at him with pure hatred in his eyes. Spock was confused, He
didn't understand why this young man hated him. He pushed the thought to the
back of his mind, and turned to the task in heond.

Again he thought how futile this method of. examination wes to a Vulcan.
There was no way he could fail.this exam. He found the whole exercise boring.
Picking up his pen he began to write.

He wrote the last word as the end of examination bell rang. Spock put down
his pen and walted 1o be dismissed.

Holland and his friends were first out of the hall. Spock was the last to
leave, unwilling to be caught up in the crowd as they left the hall., Body
contact would be unavoidable.

Holland polinted a Jeering finger at Spock as he stepped out into the sun.
"So you managed to get out after alll®

"I did indeed," answered Spock quietly.

"oh, Bill. So you did,.."™

"Shut up, Molly., And I suppose you found that exam casys" Holland's voloe
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dripped contempt.

"Yes," Spock sald softly. He side-stepped in an attenpt to skirt the group
of tormentors, but Holland stepped in. front of him. Drawing back his fist, he
punched Spock hard in the face. The Vulcan was taken completely by surprise,
and he staggered backwards, his hand clamped over his broken and bleeding nose.
Two of Holland's side kicks caught him efficiently.

Lt took Spock a second or two to regain his balance and composure, He
looked at Holland, puzzled,

"Mr. Holland, your actions are illogical. I have done nothing..."

The words were not well chosen, Spock still had much te learn as far as
Humans were concerned. With two men holding him, Holland attempted to punch
Spock again. Spock managed to dodge, despite the hands gripping his arms behind
him,

"Hold him still, dammitl®
"Stop it, Bill, pleasel™

Holland gave Molly a withering look. She looked down and moved out of the
WaY .

Two more men were now holding Spock, and this was too much even for him.
This time he couldn't dodge as Holland's fist landed in his stomach. He followed
1t up with a brutal kick. Spock made no sound. Biting his 1lip, he doubled up
in agony., Holland turned to leave and the Ffour men dropped Spock and followed
him,

Spock knelt on the grass clutching his abdomen, trying to control and pain
and the feellng of nausea. Slowly, he became aware of someone standing close
to him. Looking up, he saw Molly. She was holding her hand out to him. Spock
wiped the blood from his mouth and, shaking his head, said, "Please leave me."

Molly looked at him angrily. "All right. TIf that's how you feel.sss™ She
stalked off.

Spock was deeply perturbed. What had he done wrong?

Three weeks later, the exam results went on the board. Spock waited until
all the other students had seen their results, then went to look. He knew that
he had passed it. He was curious, however, to see who else had, His eyes looked
down the list and came to rest on one name;

Holland W. DPass 68%

He turned away from the board, feeling pleased. Holland was potentially
good. ~ possibly officer material « certainly a leader type. Spock hoped Holland
would just learn to contwol his temper...just a 1ittle patilence.. perhaps with
a little help...

Yith this thought in mind, he made his way 10 the bar.
He still hod a lot to learn concerning Humans!

HHH R W RN WY R W W R R
Kirk and Spock were on their way back to Bela's place when they were stopped by
a traffic warden.
"What's the matter?" asked Kirk., '"Was I driving too fast?"
"No,™ came the patient reply, "you were flying too low."
#* Kk K ¥
Uhura says =~ A ring on the finger is worth itwo on the intercom.
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A DEATH IN TIME....by Theresa Hewitt

The Capbain was indulging in one of his favourite pastimes - arguing with
his First Officer. On this occasion, Kirk knew he was going to win ~ not because
Spock'ﬂ argunents had any flaw; well, of course noti But for the simple xeason
that, in a moment, ¥irk was going to pull rank.

"I still ma&ntaln, Captain, that it is completely 1llogical for you to caxxy
out this routine mission. You are, quite clearly, not the loglecal choice,"
Spock's face was stony.

Kirk smiled affectionately at him. "Spock, Spock, listen to me for a minute.
T haven't been off this ship in three months, what with one thing and another.
This is a pexfect opportunity for me to stretch my legs.”™ He walted, but Spock
failed to respond to the misleading metaphor, so Kirk shrugged and continued,
"L'1l only be gone three hours or thereabouts; . just time to do the necessary

checks, You can beam me up stralghtaway when the three hours are up, even if you
don't heax from mo."

"And if by some misfortune you should lose your communicator and we are
unakle to find you?" The Vulean's voice was still grim. "These people are
Human = thelr sensor readings arve identical to yours. If I accompany you -~ "

"Come on, Spocks That would be illoglcal, if you 1ike, A Vulecan down there,
among a race so unadvanced that they haven't even discovered for sure that their
world is round, probably? We're just wasting time, Spock. You know me = if I
thought there was any appreciable risk I wouldn't gos. I'11 wear a homing bracelet
in case I ghould lose the communicator., But it's highly unlikely. You're just
fussing.”" With an engaging grin he reached out to touch his friend's shoulder.

Spock sighed, and capitulated. He still had reservations, but perhaps Kirk
was right, and he ®was being over=protective because it was Kirk. The old line
'T aa merely concermed for your safety because you are an excellent commanding
officer' no longer fooled anyone, he knew, leagt of all Kirke Kirk bounced off
eagerly to get kKitied out.

A small team of soclologists and historians had beared down to Temira, a
previously unexplored, earth-type planet, earlier in the day. They had picked
an average-sized populated area for their survey, keeping well out of sight,
mcroly noting clothing and other details necessary before someone from the Enter-
prise could be sent down umncticed to mingle with the people., The findings so
far indicated that the people on this world were a long way from ready for con-
tact with the Federation, perhaps only comparable with Barth in the thirteenth
cenluxy.

Kirk stepped onto the transporter in a rough brown tunic and trousers, his
comminicstor conccaled beneath the clothing, a translator embedded under his
sikin, and an ordinary-looking bracelet containing a homing device on his wrist.

"Right, then, Spock," he said briskly, trying to ignore the unmistakable
air of rigid disapproval about hisz First Officer. "Beam me up in three hours,
or on my signale. Energlse." ‘

He materialised on a deserted sandy beach and began to walk towards what
looked like a town ahead. He enjoyed the fresh, salty alr on his skin, the
space all around, the blue sky above where a white bird wheeled gracefully, the

warmth and harshness of the sand seeping between his sandalled toes. This was
Just what he needed,

He reached the little town and mingled unobtrusively with the people walking
up and down the cobbled streets, intent on their tusiness. No-one even glanced
at him. Although this was an aversge=-sized community for this planet, it was
little more than a fishing village to Kirk, used as he was to the vast, well~
planned cities of Barth, the imposing edifices and the incessant hum of aircars
and machinery. "Fascinating!" he thought, smiling %o himself at the unconscious
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choice of word, "This is like stepping back into the past. Karth might have
looked like this once."

Fish were everywhere, in baskets strapped to donkeys' backs; Ilying in the
gutter; on tables in the market square. Kirk spoke to several people, careful
not to seem to be asking dangerously ignorant questions, but gaining valuable
information from what they said just the same. Satisfied that he had all the
necessary data, that this particular world was developing quite normally, and
would need many centuries before formal approach by the Federation, with a last
half=reluctant look towards the simple houses, Kirk retraced his steps o the
deserted beach. It was getting dark now, and although he hadn't used up his
three hours, he thought he might as well return to the Enterprise now.

Footsteps clattering on the scree beyond the beach alerted him, and he dodged
quickly into the shelter of a large cluster of roeks. The footsteps became
nuffled as they reached the sand, and only a murmur of volces moving closer
warned Kirk that the owners of the feet were gquite near vhere he was hiding. He
peered cautlously round the rocks to see a group of villagers, all men, sitting
dovm in a circle not ten feet from Kirk. He withdrew quickly and considered. He
didn't know why the men were there, but it would be safer not to use the comm~
unicator while they were so closey and he certainly couldn’t get out from behind
the rocks without their seeing him. It could only be another half hour or so
before Spock beamed him up. He settled down to wait.

The group's voices kept becoming louder and louder, then some wary member
would utter an urgent "Hushi" and the volces would fall, only to rise again as
thelr agitation increased. Kirk smiled to himself. Since time began, in prob-
ably every soclety on every planet, there had been such a group as this, dis-
contented with their lot and the local government, quite unable to do anything
about it (and probably reluctant to if they coulds but relieving their general
frustration in endless plotiting and furtive moonlit neetings. The latest plot,
from what Kirk could hear, was to assassinate the local equivalent of a mayor.
The success of the plan seemed to depend on the mayor being idiot enough to be
lured here at midnight. If, indeed, he was idiot enough to rendezvous in the
dead of night with these unsavoury-looking characters on a deserted beach, then
really the chap didn't deserve to be mayor, Kirk reflected, quite enjoying his
eavesdropping. He was still alert, however, listening with half an ear for
pessible danger, and a strange feeling of unease assailed hime He tried to
shake it off, reminding himself that it could not be long now before he was
beamed up. He felt a sudden longing o be claimed by the Enterprise, catapulted
again into the bright lights, noise and bustle of that world, his world; a wish
to leave this strange little scene, the group of roughly-clad rebels on the
beach and the lapping noise of the cold sea behind,

He heard a noise and whirled round. Nothing - behind him. But from the
top of the pile of rocks in whose shelter he had been crouching, & dark figure
leaped unerringly, bringing Kirk heavily to the ground.

Even with the element of surprise his attacker was no match for a well-
trained Starship captain. But Kirk was somewhat handicapped by his desire hot
to injure the man, and before he could get away the noise of the scuffle had
brought the rest of the conspirators running. Xirk was on top of the Temiran,
and moved too late to avoid the heavy vock that came crashing down on the side
of his face.,.. He slumped unconscious, the gaping wound bleeding copiously,
his communicator which had become detached from his trousers in the struggle
lying unnoticed, half buried in the sand.

The conspirators stood silent for a moment. "You did well to spot the.
8Py, Serros,” sald one at last to the Temiran who was easing himself up from
the ground with many groans.

"He fought hard - but I think you have killed him, Zoraster."

Zoraster threw down the blood-stained rock he was holding and moved for-
waxrd to prod the still figure roughly. "You axe right, Xevran. If he is one
of the mayor's spies, that is just as well, considering what he has heaxd. But
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we must not be suspected - we must pull him into the sea.”

They dragged the body unceremoniously dowm the beach, covering over the
marks they left behind them; and pulled it into the water. Seeing the bracclet
on xirk's wrist, one of the men unclasped it and made as if to put it one his
own wrist, but was stopped by a word from Zoraster. "No, Tsarte. If the mayor
sees you in that, and recogniscs it as belonging to this man, he may commect you
with his death. It has little value, anyway."

Tsaxte saw the truth of Zoraster's words and flung the bracelet as far as

he could out to seas It fell with a gentle splash and drifted gracefully down
to rest on the rocky bodtom.

"There," said Zoraster in satisfaction. "It will be thought that he hit
his head on the rocks while swimming and drowned."

Violence and sudden death were commonplace in their young world, and as
they walked back along the beach, their thoughts had already turned from the
still body lying at the edge of the sea, arms outflung in the sand, sticky
threads of blood swaying with the movement of the waves. -

On board the Dnterprise, two and a half hours of Kirk:'s time had passed w
when the message came through from Starfleet Command, A colony on Alpha Cygnae
IIT had reported an outhreak of cardamonicosis, and had none of the drug necess=
ary for treatment. The Enterprise was to leave immediately for Starbase 13 to
collect the medication and deliver it to the colony,

"Hadn't you better béam Jim up now, Spock?" asked MeCoy anxiously., "It's
a nagty discase = the sconer we get on ouT Wayeeo"

"Doctor, I hardly think it advisable ‘o beanm the Captain wp arbitrarily -
he may well be deep in conversation with some unsuspecting native who would no
doubt be somewhat confused to see his companion disappear completely. Neither
should we attempt to summon him by communicator, for the same reason. Non-inter-
Terence is the Prime Directive, Doctor, and that includes baffling people with
technology they would have no hope of comprehending. Unless we hear from hinm
before, we will beam him up in 16.4 minutes, by which time the Captain should
have found a place whence he can be transported unobserved."

MeCoy subsided, beaten as usual. He walted, on edge, for what seemed like
hours, getting more restless every minute, until at last Spock rose unhurriedly
from the command chair, calmly delegated the con to My. Scott, and began to
walk towards the turbolift, McCoy raced after him. "Wait for me, Spockd™ he
yelled, The Vulcan walted.

In the jourmey down to the transporter room, McCoy shot a quick look at
Spock, who scemed to be a little more tense than usual. “Anything wrong, Spock?"
he queried, scftening his volce a little.

"Not specifically, Doctor; although I must confess I am a litile surprised
that the Captain has not requested transportation by now. I thought three hours
an over—generous allowance for the simple observation tasks that were to be
carried out."

He was frowning slightly, and as they stepped into the transporter room,
McCoy caught a glinpse of such worried concern behind the Vulean's stoical mask
that he reached out to touch Spock’s arm. "He's all right, Spock. Probably
gone in for a quick swim of something.” -

He was to remember those woxds when a2 moment later Kirk's homing bracelet
appeared, dripping wet, on the transporter platform.

"Oh my God," sald McCoy, standing transfixed. After a second, Spock walked
quletly forward and picked up the bracelet. He cautiously tasted the water
dripping off it and looked at McCoy. "Sea water.™

His gaze locked with the doctor's, almost frantic blue eyes to fathomless
dark ones.

&
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"Do not worry, Doctor,”" said Spock at last. "Our first impression = that
the Captain had drowned - was in all probabllity erroneous. For even had that
been so, this clasp is a very secure one, and there should be no possibility of
the bracelet coming off accidentally.”

"What, then? D4 he take it off? Cr did someone take it off for him?"

"There would seem t0 be no way of determining that, at the moment. It is
improbable that he would have taken it off, however, so we must assume that he
is injured, or has had it taken from him by foxce. I think the situation merits
our trying his communicator.” '

gpock hit the intercom and delivered the oxder. But there was no reply -
the commnicator lying thousands of miles below was embedded in sand and its
insistent call was effectively muffled. NOt that thers would have been anyone
there to answer it.

"We'll have to go and look, Spock! Ue can't just go off and leave him..."
One look at the Vulcan's face, lts calmness belied by the tension in the dark
eyes, and he felt a little move serene. No, Spock would never leave Jim, alive
~ or dead.

"I shall go down, Doctor. Mr. Scott will taske the ship on to Alpha Cygnae
III and you will return as soon as you have completed the mission. I will take
a communicator. At the very least - " he made a rapid calculation " - it will
take you 3.8 days to reach the colony with the drugs, assist in their distrib-
utlon, and return here at warp 5. After that time, therefore, I shall try to
contact the ship every four hours until I am successful."

"But Spock: You can't go down there = your ears..."

"I have already thought of that, Doctor," replied the Vulcan, with usual
Vulcan imperturbability. "I shall wear a wig =~ it should be possible to contrive
one which will cover my ears, and my normal halrstyle would undoubtedly seem too
well-ordered to the Temirans.”

"SPOGI{ - I - It

"Doctor," interposed Spock with a hint of impatience, "my decision is made.
The sooner I beam down and begin my seaxch, and the sooner you leave to aid the
colonists, the better it will be for cveryone. You will return - and I shall
have found the Ceptain.” The Vulecan hesitated a 1ittls, and locked away from
McCoy. "I...I an hoping that the...affinity...between the Captain and myself
nay lead to some telepathic impressions when I get near him, which may help me
to locate him.™

"I hope you're right, Spock," muttered McCoy fiercely, to cover up his
emotion. He could guess what it cost 8pock to be so open with him. How could
he have once thought thid man unfeeling? "Just let me come with you, Spock, he
may need a doctor." o

"I agree - Bones," sald Spock, acknowledging McCoy's concern with the rare
use of his nickname, and also with his half smile. "“Bubt you will be needed on
the colony, I shall take a medikit. WNow, I must apprise the crew of the situ-
ation, and give Mr. SCott his orders."

The bridge officers were distressed to hear of Captain Kirk's non-appear-
ance, and to know that they must leave without him and Mr. Spock. But they
found comfort in the fact that, 1f he were there, Spock would spare no effort
to find him and bring him back.

A lone woman collecting herbs and throwing them into a cart drawn by an old
donkey observed the scuffle on the beach, and watched as the men dragged a limp
form down to the sea's edge. Her eyes were keen, and even in the dark she
recognised one of the little group. "Zorastex," She muttered scornfully to her-
self. When the assallants were out of sight, Petra cautiously approached the

w.figure. She didn't really care =~ btut 1t scemed heartless to leave a wounded man
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s0 helpless. She hesitated as she saw the viclous wound, believing him dead,
but a closer inspection revealed a faint heartbeat. She made her decision,
brought the 1llttle donkey down to the water's edge and pulled the heavy man onto
the cart. She was a sturdy woman, but getting old now, and the effort required
was tremendous. However, she managed and led the patient animal over to stand
beneath a clump of trees and returned to cover over the scuffed sand and cart
marks - Zoraster's men must now suspect that someone had taken thelr enemy away
alive.

Petra's hut was about two miles from the seashore, in the middle of a small
woods She and her dead husband never mlxed miigh with the loeal people, and now
he was dead she did so only out of necessity, to sell herbal potions to the sick
when she needed a little money. Mostly, though, she lived on the animals she
caught in her traps, and the Boots and vegetables that grew quite plentifully
around her. ©She often wondered why she bothered to eat at all - now her beloved
husband was dead, she had no interest in living. But she could not have left
this man to die alone, and now she bent her thoughts from her own misery to the
relief of his.

If it had been hard to get him into the cart, it was doubly taxing to get
the unresisting body into the hut and arrange him on a pile of blankets that
served as her bed. But she could see the man was seriously 111 ~ all the move=
ment hadn’t helped him, and she took no time to rest, but immediately set water
to boll and made a thorough inspection of him. Even with her limited medical
knowledge, she realised that his skull was probably fractured, and there was
little she could do for him. She patlently and gently cleaned the ugly wound,
applied herbal ointment to ald healing, and covercd it with a boiled cloth. Then
she washed the sandy body, dried it, covered him warmly and sat down to keep -
vwatch by his side.

Through it all he hed not moved or made a sound. She wabtched him curiously
- she had not been so abscrbed, so garing, since Bodel's death. The gods had
sent her this man to look after, because they had scen her loneliness; of that
she had no doubt.

He was strong=-looking, handsome, though at her age such things had ceased to
matter 4o her, If she could heal him, he would stay with her, be the son she had
never had. She smiled contentedly to herself as she sat through the long night
with him. He didn't secem to be getting any worse, but towards dawn when she her—
self had slipped into a doze, he shifted in his sleep and moaned a 1little. She
awoke instantly and bent nearer, taking his hand., "It's all right, you are safe
now," she said gently.

His eyes, warm golden, flecked with hazel, came slowly open and he stared
unseeingly round the room, searching for something. She had to put her head
close to his lips to catch the thread of sound.

"Spock, . s where are you? Don't leave me, Spockees"

His voice faded, and Petra frowned. Who was this - Spock? If the man had
a wife, he would be eager to leave as soon as he recovered. She could hardly
bear to contemplate that...but it must walt. She rose and fetched water to
moisten his lips. He licked at them gratefully and she gave him a little more.
He seemed to be oblivious of his surroundings and Petra, so she contented herself
with murmuring soothing words, though she wished she could ask him some questions,
tell him that the gods had sent him to be her son. He slept again, and still she
sat by his side, her eyes never leaving the pale face.

Kirk was dreaming; he was wading through a maxsh of agony, every step an
effort, making his head throb with an almnighty spasm of agony. But he had to
carry on, keep walking, keep looking for Spock. Spock must be there somewhere,
Spock never failed him, would come running if he knew of his suffering., He tried
to call out with his mind, but he was too weak, it was hopeless, His despeir’
inoreased, and with a shock he was forced into consciousness, He lay still for
a moment, then opened his eyes, wincing. How terribly weak he felt. At once he
remembered what had happened, the attack = he had heen hit on the head. Why
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hadn't he been beamed up? His hand flew to his wrist - the racelet had gone.
He shut his eyes asain in despair, then opened them as he heard someone moving
about beside him, looking up to see a tall, sturdy woman of about fifty, with

dark hair in a thick plait. She smiled., "You are awake then, my son?"

"here am I?" asked Kirk, his voice surprising him with its shakiness.

"1 am Petra. 1 saw Zoraster's men strike you down and I brought you to my
house. Lie still =~ you are very sick. I will bring you soup."

Kirk tried to think, to assess the situation. They had been unable to hean
him up without the bracelet to show them where he was. Spock and Bones would be

going frantic...they must be down here looking for him. His communicator - if
he had that... ’

Petra returned and helped him o take a little warm soup. He thanked her
profusely for all she had done for him, with the warm smile few could resist.
"Petra = Spock, my friends, will be looking for me. They can heal me. How can
I let them lnow where I an?"

She frowned slightly, "Friends - this Spock is a friend? You do not have
a wife?"

"No," said Kirk, wondexing warlly exactly what he had said while delirious.

"T am glad you have no wife, I too am alone., The gods have sent you to be
ny son. What is your name?”

Iven in his owm distress, Kirk felt a jolt of compassion for this lonely
woman, "My name is Jim," he sald gently, smiling at her. He felt a wave of

dizziness again, and shut his eyes. "Petra. ~ was there a small balck box in
my clothing?"

"I didn't see one, Jim," she answered, the name tasting sweet on her lips.
"I will check." ©&he returned, shaking her head., "Is it important to you?"

Kirk Inew he couldn't explain that he could summon his friends with it, so

he whispered “"No," his eyes closing with exhaustion, his mind becoming confused
aEain.

She was at his side immediately. "Rest now - Jim. I must leave you for a
vwhile, but I shall veturn.®

He managed to form the words, "If you ses Spock...someone looking for me =
tell him I am here."

She did not weply to this. His friend would soon forget him =~ this Spock's
need of him could not be as grealt as hers.

Satisfied that he slept, she left the hut and walked to the town. ghe
desperately nceded cloan bandages for Jim s injury, and she intended to trade
her medicines for the necessary cloth. Her mission completed successfully, she
returned to the sandy path leading to her hubt in the wood, clutching the valued
pelces of white cloth. Hearing footsteps behind her, she turned to see a tall
slender man with long unruly halr approaching her. Some immer sense warned her
of hils intention and ghe walted calmly for him te catch her up, her heart pounding.

"Pleage cxcuse me," His volce was deep and pleasant. "I caughtb sight of
the bandages you carry, and I wondered - do you know anything of a man named Jin
- James Kirk? He may be injured, and T must find him = I am his friend."”

She studied his face, handsome and proud - and with something slightly odd
about it. Excessively pale skin, almost green tingedy was the man sick? and
strangely arched eycbrows. He did not belong to this town, she was sure. He
locked strong, independent - could not, could never be, as lonely as she.

"No," she sald with finality. "I know of no such man. These cloths are for
my beast who has cut a leg.™

He closed his eyes for a moment = he had hoped so much = but thanked her
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steadily enough, and told her where to find him should she hear anything of the
man he sought. He turned to retrace his steps with such a weary droop to his
shoulders that for a moment she was almost tempted... But no, Jim was hers,
now. She quickened her pace.

Spock had beamed down to the same co-ordinates as Kirk, medikit and commun-—
lcator and some hastily-manufactured local money in a hide pouch around his walst,
a dark wig fixed securely over the betraying ears. Refusing to allow pessimistic
speculations on Jin's fate to cloud his sharp mind and wits, he thoroughly scanned
the beach, btut the tide had washed away any clue the sand might have given him.
But, although it was dark, his keen eyes soon discovered a large bloodstained
stone and a discarded communicator behind a clump of rocks. He retrieved the
communicator and squatted for a moment fingering the blood absently = Jim's
blood? It seomed likely... Then whexe...? He rose abruptly and set off for
the dwellings,

It was late, he Ikmew, and he could hardly knock up the inhabitants and’ start
asking questions, He was sure by now that Jim must be hurt = he had obviously
been attacked on the beach, and someone had taken his body away. Did that lend
wolght to the argument that Jim was alive? Or...? He firmly shut his mind to
the alternative; he could not let that thought appear even bwiefly - his control
was fragile enough already, and he would need it firmly in place if he were to
Tind Jim. What would these people make of a Vulean in the throes of a nexvous
breakdown, he asked himself wryly, trylng to lighten the tone of his thoughts as
he had seen Kirk and McCoy do so often, making light-hearted quips when in deep
trouble, to boost their morale. It seemed to work for them = but if you werces.
Who you Welrt...

Lights and the sound of voices dwew him to what seemed to be an ale-house,
and he entered ~ it seemed the only place where he might contact Temirans at this
time of night. There was straw on the floor, and rough seats; the alr was fuggy
and Spock sipped at the warm flat sour beer with distaste. But his martyrdom
paid off, as he was joined by Temirans recognising that he was a stranger and
cager to welcome him. He told them the truth, that he was looking for a friend
whom he believed to have been visiting #hi1s town the previous day. They had arr-
anged to meet here, he sald; had anyone noticed a stranger?

Spock depleted Kirk as best he might, and a vision of his friend came so
vividly to mind = Jim...perhaps lying dead, alone and uncared=for in sope filthy
gutter on this primitive world ~ that his voice caught and for one horrified
moment he thought he was going to break down, but after a few seconds the rigid
Vulcan training asserted itself and he opened his eyes toc late to notice onc of
his companions, alerted by the stranger's description of the man he sought, gott-
ing up and slipping out of the alehouse.

The Temirans were watching him anxiously, “Are you well, friend?" asked
one. “"You are tired, no doubt. Find a room here for tonisht = you can continue
your search tomorrow. If any of us hears anything we will inform you at once.
Most likely he is warming the bed of some friendly glrl and has temporarily
forgotten he planned to meet you."

Spock nodded, and thanked them, and enquired of the innkeeper about a rooms
he was shown up to a small ut clean room with rough blankets on a wooden bed.

Instead of resting, however, he lay down on the hard bed and cleared his
mind of as much emotion as possible (and this was not easy, for he was desperate-
ly worried about Kirk; did one, even Jim himself, realise just how much he
meant to Spock?) but he managed to order his thoughts and concentrated deeply.
With all the mind melds they had had, he thought he would Jnow if Jim had died -
and he intultively felt that he was still alive. He extended his mind tentative-
ly, searching, btut no answering mind reached out to touch his and the effort was
very tiring. He gave up after a while = he could try again tomoxrrow. So - what
was the best course of action now? It seemed certain that the Human had been
attacked, from the evidencc of the bloody rock and the discarded communicator;
but where was Kirk now? Eilther his attackers had moved his presumably unconsci-
ous body to a less congpicuous place, or it had been taken by someone wishing to



27

help him. Blther way, Kirk might be anywhere in the axea. Bub wherever he was,
he would be lonely, needing Spock = and I shall come, he thought with a fierce
determination - he hadn't failed him yet and wouldn't this time.

. Dawm was breaking by the time Spock finished his contemplation of the site
vation, although he was no nearer to a solution. He had considered the idea of
appealing to whatever authority there was here, but rejected that plan of action
Tor fear of too much investigation being made into their backegrounds - his fragile
Imowledge of this world would not stand up to any enquiry, and the Prime Divective
mist be observed. .That left him to search alone. He left the inn as soon as it
was light and began a systematic investigation of the area, teking the beach as

2 starting-off point. The town was already tezimning to stir, boats were coming
in laden with squirming wet f£ish to be unloaded, and women were sweeping the
cobbled streets and chatting to their neighbours. Just as Kirk had, Spock exper-
ienced a definite uplifting of the spirit as he surveyed the busy scene and breath-
ed in the fresh tang of the sea air. '

Tsarte had taken little notice of the stranger when he appearcd in the ale-
house, until the stranger had bought beer for everybody., He drew nearer, sipped
his beer, inclined to be friendly, bub when he heaxd the description of the man
the stranger was seeking his eyes narrowed and he slippsd out of the inn immed-
lately to find Zoraster, who listened carefully 4o what Tsarte had to say. "You
say there can be no doubt that the man is seeking he whom we killed?"

"No doubt at all, Zoraster. He even described the bracelet I +took from his
wrist."

zoraster frowned deeply. He was not an intelligent man, but his sense of
self-preservation was strong. "This new man is obviously another spy of Drona's
come to investigate the disappearance of the other. He may discover nothing,
but you had best keep an eye on him and report his movements to me."

Tsarte followed Spock, at a distence, for the next two days while Spock
searched unceasingly round the towm, asking guestions of those he meb, taking too
little time to eat and rest. If Spock had not been so preoccupied and getting
more worried about Kirk's safety every minute, he would have noticed. But there
was much on his nind ~ still he was reluctant to consider the possibility that
Kirk was dead, but he had discovered nothing so far. He tried to contact him
telepathically, but with no more success than before. About one thing he was
determined - if Jim's grave gas here, lonely and unmarked on this strange world,
then so would his be. He had willingly followed Jim over the entire galaxy, and
no less willingly would he follow him into death; which might not ald Kirk, hut
would rolease Spock from the years of loneliness which he knew would lic ahead
if his loved friend had died, '

Petra sat silently by the unmoving form on the blankets, her grief threaten—
ing to over come her. There was no doubt that Jim was dying... He had been
violently sick, twice, without even opening his eyes, and he had gradually sunk
into a deep coma. He had been 1like this for two days now., She was going to lose
hin. He was going to be taken from her one way or another, and she was trying to
find the courage to summon his friend, who, Jim said, had skill to heal hin.

She had thought her years of loneliness over, Ttut it would seem that the gods had
offered her Jim, merely to snatch him away again. Blinking back tears, she
gently smoothed his brow, covered him closcr, and left for the inn where the
stranger had sald that he could be found.

Tsarte, taking his sleuthing job seriously, was hiding in the room next to
Spock's, walting for his quarry to go out again. A knock on Spock's door
alerted him and he pressed his ear to the wall...

Spock called "Come,”™ raising his head from his axms where he had laid it in
his tircdness and distress, He stood up courteously to welcome the woman; then
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he heard what she was saying. Heard it, but falled to take it in., The words
seemed to be coming at him as iIf through deep waber; she would think him very
stupid. He took several deep breaths and forced himself to think cleaxly. UWhat
had she said? Jim was alive = JIM WAS ALIVE! - bul seriously ill, and needing
him. He picked up his pouch, and began to run, Patra hurrying after him - and
Tsarte, as sbtunned as Spock by the news of the man he thought Zoraster had killed,
followed at a safe distance.

Spock reached the hut at last, Petra a little way behind., When she entexed,
it was to see the tall proud stranger on his knees beside the bed, his head
bowed over the still figuwe, both his hands tightly clasping Jim's. She felt a
pang of Jjealousy - Jim was hers, no-one must touch him but fought to quell :Lt;
she had made her cholce and must face up to it.

"Is he ~ is there anything you can do for him?"

The lean figure started, and stared at her, as iIf he had forgotten who she
was, then he seemed to pull
himself together. "He is
dangerously ill, but I think
I can help him. I shall need
hot water, and cloths,"
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Tsarte, behind the hut with his ear to the wall, risked creeping to the open
door and looking round. A very brief glance was enough to confirm the identity
of the man on the bed. This new man had said he could cure him; when he regained
consclousness he would talk, tell what he knew of the planned assassination.
Zoraster must be informed at once,

Spock was taking advantage of Petra's preoccupation with fetching hot water
and had opencd his medikit to do what he could for Jim. The skull was Tractured,
no doubt of that - nothing he .could do, physically, except apply painkiller and
antibiotic and wait for Mcloy to get herc. What he gould do, however, was get
through to Kirk, lend him his own strength, set him conscious again and keep him
from slipping back into the dangerous coma that might so easily change into the
sleep of death. There was only one way to do that... If he could just contact
Jim's mind, the knowledge of Spock's presence = of which, Spock was sure, Kirk
was 80 far unaware - might in itself stir up his will to live. He turned to
Patra, who was approaching with the things Spock had asked for,

"What I am going to do may seem strange to you, but I assure you that it is
necessary, and harmless. Please do not touch me, or speak, until I speak to you,™

She stared al him appraisingly for a moment or two, and he met her gaze
quite steadily, his face open as, had she known it, he let fow sec it. His
obvious concern for Jim, the worry in the dark eyes, along with his quiet air of
authority impressed her, and she just nodded, and watched him place his oute
spread fingers on Kirk's uninjured temple and close his eyes.

PAIN. Paln was. the first thing he encountered, tut he had expected it, and
traced himself to meet it; and took as much as he could into his own mind, con~
trolling it there. The tense body beneath him seemed to relax a 1little, and he
probed deeper, yot as delicately as he could, into the mind. The contact came
sconer than he dared hope; Jim had not yet sunk as far as he had feared.

/Jime I an here now; you must wake up./
/8pock. .. is it you?/ |
/Who else would it be, here?/

/Uno else, indeed. Is this = the end?/ Panic filled his mind, not at the
thought of death, but camsed by his concexn for Spock -~ fGet out, Spock! Before
I take you with me.../

Spock gradually reduced Kirk's distress with waves of loving, soothing
thoughts. ?ﬁo, no, Jim; you are not going to die; I promise you that. McCoy
will be here soon, to take care of you. But you must wake up./ |

/I can't...it's casier, in herc.../

/You must. T will be with you, heljing you. You must draw on my strength
to allow yourself to regain consciousness. There is always a danger, if you
remain asleep, that you will become weaker and weaker umtil it is impossible to
rouse you. I will establish a fixm link between us, so that I may supplement
your strength until we get back on the Enterprise./

/8pock...I don't know.,.why the hell you do all this for me - /
/Indecd, Jin, I an guite sure that you do./

For a moment they rested, enjoying the pleasurable union of their minds,
Then Spock began gently to force the at first resistent mind neaver the surface,
nearer, ..until he felt it attain awareness, then he opened his eyes in time %o
see Kirk's eyes also open. Je looked a little dazed, tut recollection of what
had happened inslde his mind was instant. There was a little silence, as each
surveyed the other's face, reading joy and relief and satisfaction there, satis-
faction that they were together once more, ' '

"ilhat an absolutely fascinating hairstyle, Mr. Spock," murmurcd Kirk teasingly.

Spock raised his hand ruefully to the lengthy, disordered locks. "I shall
not regret its loss," he adnmitted,
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Kirk sighed, still very weary, and touched the bandages that swathed his
head. "Spock...this is going to sound very odd...but do you think you could put
your arms round me? I just can't believe you're real yet. Pleasel™ he said
urgently, expecting, perhaps, a sarcastic 1ift of an eyebrow, but seelng instead
only warmth in the dark eyes.

"You must not be moved, Jim," the vulcan murmured, but understanding the
Human's need for the comfort of physiecal contact he gently smoothed the damp hair
and took Jim's cold fingers into hils slim warm ones.

They were interrupted in their moment of closeness by Petra, who had watched
throughout, amazed at Jim's awakening, and who deemed she had walted patiently
long enough. Jim smiled weakly at her. "Petra helped me a lot, Spock,"

"I know," he sald quietly. "I will leave you with her while I go and see i
our ~ friends = have returned yet." :

Kixk frowned; 3in his distress and weakness he had not questioned the fact
that the Enterprise must still be in orbit around Temira, but now he realised
that of course that could not be s0, or Bones would be here, and they would have
already beamed up. "Spockse.where,..?"

"They are quite safe, Jim," broke in Spock quickly, knowing Kirk's concern
for his ship. "They had to leave to help another sick friend, some three days'
travel from hers. T gtayed to search for you; it took me some time to find you
and it is possible that they may have returned by now."

Fuller explanations would have to wait. Spock stood up, feeling unexpectedly
dizzy ~ the strain of mastering Jim's pain and at the same time sharing his energy
with him was a2 considerable drain on his strength. But he could - must -~ manage
until the Enterprise arrived. Satisfied that Petra would ensure thet Jim did not

move, he left the hut to find a quiet spot among the trees where he could use his
communicator.

Petra had tears trickling down her cheeks as she gazed at Jim, his eyes now
open and clear as she had not yet scen them. "He has healed you, my son?"

Kirk felt weak, but the pain was almost gone, and his mind was clear. "Not
yet. That's the job of another friend."

"These friends = must they take you from me?" Her eyes were full of pain,
pleading with him to understand her desperate loneliness, and how bitter the
return to that isolation would be now that she had once again tasted the sweetness
of companionship, known once more the delight of having somecone to care for.

With his ware and waxm gift of perception, he dig understand; and a surge
of compassion caused him o reach out for her hand, What would there be for this
plain, kindly woman when he and Spock were gone? "We must leave, Petra., Ye do
not belong here - we come from further away than you eould believe. Bubt we shall
never forget you; we shall remember you with deep gratitude. I should have died
without you =~ you looked after me, and you found Spock for mes.."

He did not notice Petra's eyes quickly drop at his last comment, ahd at that
moment Spock returned. "They have not yet arrived, Jim; T shall try again in
half an hour. It is vital that we get you to Mcloy as soon as possible.”

"Please ~ Spock," saild Petra, stumbling over the unfamiliar word. "May I
speak with you?"

oL course.

She drew him aside. "You forgive me for lying to you? I thought he would
soon forget you and be content with me, but he grew worxse, and I had to fetch
youees Must you take him from me?" Her eyes were anxious. What must this
stern, strange-loocking man - sterm, she called him, but romember how gentle and
caring he had been with Jim = what must he think of hexr deceit? And myst she
losr Jim? - : ‘

"It is forgotten,”" he assured her gently. "You came to me in the end, and
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T was in time. But you must try to understand - he is ill, and very dependent
now, but he would not have remained so, even had you been able to heal him. He
is a leader of men =~ a good leader; and we need him, many people depend on hin.
I speak the truth, Petra. He could never have remained wlth you. If you can
find the strength to let him go willingly, you would so him the greatest sexvice
of all, for if he knew your distress he would caryy with him a burden of guilt
he has not deserved.“

Spock hesitated, looking down at the pain-filled eyes raised to his. He was
no good at offering comfort to Humans, except Jim of courses what words could he
find that would reach this unhappy woman, who had given him back so much?

"He is a fine man, and worthy of your love," he sald at last. "Go %o him
nows try to understand a little of what he is and accept what must be.”

apock went out again a few hundred feet from the hut and f1ipped open his
commmicator. "Spock to Enterprise. Come in, Enterprise.”

To his profound relief, this time he was answered. "Mr. Spock: Thank
goodness you're safe. The Captain?"

Spock could imagine thetenslon on the bfidge as they walted for the answer
to that vital question. "I have found him, Mr. Scott. He has a fractured skull
- sdvise Dr. McCoy to be standing by in the trans - "

He never completed the message, becouse at thaﬁ moment there was an anguished
cry in his mind, still linked to Xirk's - /SPOCK:/

He ran to the hut, no time even to speculate on what had happened, and was
faced by a tall bearded man wielding a long sword. "I'm going to kill you, spyi"
he shouted. "Now we've finished the other one off, there's only you to carry
tales to that corrupt weakling -~ " '

Spock made his leap, Unarmed as he was, he had, as he knew, no chance
against the sword, bubt there was no time to enploy a skilful, tactical defence
and 211 he could do was ensure that the sword toock him in the fleshy paxt of the
thigh, Zoraster stazgered backwards, amazed at his opponent's seemingly foolhardy
onrush; and realising that he had wounded him put him off guard long enough for
gspock to find the spot between neck and shoulder and send him unconscious to the
ground.

All this happened in the space of a few seconds = Spock was conscious of the
desperate need to hurry, to get to Jim - 'ue finished the other one off'.

He burst through the door, limping badly with the agony of the deep gword=
cub, to surprise a small swarthy man about to plunge a bloody dsgger into Jim's
chest. He too was despatched with a neck pinch, and Spock bent over Kirk., His
eyes were shut = Spock had been unable to maintain control of the 1ink while he
had been Ffighting, and he knew that not only would Kirk have had to suffer the
return of his own paln in full force, but that also he would have felt the shock
and pain of Spock's injury.

Kirk's eyes slowly opened, full of agony and despalr, and for the first time
Apock noticed Petra huddled on the floor, blood welling from a stab would in her
chest. Ignoring the pain in his leg he moved to her and raised her gently up.
There was @ half smile on her lips. Kirk said softly, "Petra saved my life,
Spock. She threw herself in front of me when he attacked." .

Though he could see it would be too late, Spock said, "I'll get McCoy =~ he's
Tack.” He was moved beyond words by her sacrifice, and tried to express his
thanks 1o her in the gentle way he held hex. -

Her smile widened, and she met his eyes. With ah effort that was painful
to watch, she managed to gasp out, "No...no need. Too...late. I saved hime..
that is all T evers..waoteds .0 do. This is...the best...way for me.”

spock saw that Kirk had fainted again and was glad that he would not have
to witness the moment of death, Spock gently wiped away a trickle of blood from
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her lips and 1aid her down, covering her with his own tunic. Then he moved back
to Kirk's side and raised the communicator. "Two to bean up, Mr. Scott.

Spock lay in sickbay while M'Benga tended his leg. As he Finished and left
Spock to rest, McCoy bounced in, beaming., "It's all right, Spock - I've operated.,
No brain demage, luckily., Good job you brought him out of that coma..." His
voice trailed off as he noticed the Vulecan's closed eyes and tense abtitudes. "Hey
= are those famed pointed ears on the blink or something? I said, Jim's going
to be all xright.” ‘

"This time, Doctor." The Vulcan's voice was bleak as he opened his eyes
and stared directly at McCGoy, who met his gaze with understanding.

"Don't go crossing any lwridges before you come to them, Spock. Oncesss0nce
I said you didn't know the desperate chances, the glorious victories of lové. T
think perhaps you do now... Isn't it worth it?"

Spock's eyes flashed remembrance, and - what else? Acknowledgement? Then
he resolutely shut them. He certainly wasn't confirming that, at least, not
verbally. McCoy smiled to himself, Sti11l the same old Spock! "Right now,
Spock, no more gloomy thoughts. You're going to rest. You're under ny orders
herel"

"Doctor, T detect a most unattractive mote of gloating in your voice,"
murmured Spock, and fell instantly into sleep.

"ALlL right, Spock! You can go in to him now - he's coming round." McCoy
hung back behind the door, not wanting to spoil their Ffirst moment alone together.

~_Spock’s thin figure leaned over the stockier one on the bed, "Jim," he said
softly. The eyelids fluttered and 1ifted, the foggy hazel eyes cleared, then
focussed on Spock. "My Vulcan friend.,." And then, anxiously, "Petra?"

"She died, Jim," said Spock, very quictly.

Kirk was very still for a moment. Then he sighed, softly. "I shall niss
her, Bpock."

"Iy too. She had courage. But it was for the best, Jims she died to save
someone she loved, whom she had to lose, and without whom life would have become
empty again. There could have been no other choice for her."

MeCoy could wait no longer and burst in. The three friends talked soberly
for a while, Kirk and Spock filling in the gaps of each other's experiences, and
McCoy learning the whole story for the first time. "Thank goodness she gave in
and. fetched you, Spock."

"Yess I tried to contact you telepathically, Jim, but I could not; probably
because you were too deeply unconsciocus most of the time."

"I haven't thanked you yet, have!I, Spock? Not just for saving me, but for
nob saying 'I told you not to go'," murmured Kirk.

Spock didn't reply, but the warmth that 1it his dark eyes was enough to say
cleaxrly to Kirk - I got you back. Recriminations would be useless, We are
together again - that's all that matters,.

"Message understood, Mr. Spock,” said Kirk softly; and them to break the
emotional tension he allowed a mischievous smile to creep over his lips.  "Do
you know, Spock, I'm awfully glad to see you didn't get too attached to that
hairstyle you were sporting down on Temira. Somchow = " he grinned, recalling
Spock’s words to him of long ago " - somehow, long hair just wasn't aesthetically
pleasing on a Vulcan..." :
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IHE UNNECESSARY PRICE by Cerd Murphy

Christine Chapel eyed the Vulcan unobtrusively, not that he could possibly
note her appraisal, The mask~like countenance Spock usually offered to the worid
at large was gone, she saw, But even Spock's stoniest expression would have heen
eninently preferable to the visage he now presentod.

It was...unanimated, she decided, untenanted of any suggestion of l1life.

Kirk*s joy when Spock had confirmed that he was free of the Denevan parasite
had glven way to horrified misery at the price his friend and First Officer had
paid.

And, it transpired, an wunnecessary price.

Her gaze strayed once more to the guiet Vulcan sitting in stillness within
McCoy's office. He appeared to be meditating. She couldn't be sure.

On, dear God: VWhy? she implored silently.
"How is he?"

Startlod, she turned to find MeCoy behind her, looking suddenly old. The
doctor gazed to where the quiet figure sat in silent dignity, and swallowed ~ hard.

At that reaction, she felt an answering lump rising in her throat. Neverthe~
less, hexr voice was calm, despite an initial stammer. "Het's fine, Doctor - apart
from his eyes.®

"His eyesl™ murmured McCoy, looking unseeingly through her, vastly unhappy
and somehow shrunken.

Chapel wondered when he had slept last. His face was white and drawn, and
etched lines of weariness were sharply delineated against its pallor.

"Doctor, when did you last get any sleep?" she demanded in a mixture of
sudden concern and outrage that he should ill-treat himself so.

"Cut it out, Christine." Eyon the words were tired. To have made any
impact, they should have been snapped outs They weren'y and they didn't. McCoy
seated himself vpon a diagnostic couch, #I'11 go to bed soon enough,"” he added,
again in quiet murmur,

She nodded and began to swing on her heel, intent on sleep or something of
the sort after today's nightmare upon nightmare, when something in McCoy's
expression = or stance ~ warned her that he needed to talk,

Chapel propped herself inelegantly against another couch, taking the weight
off feet too numb to ache any more. An opéning ganbit, she saw, was in order and
necessary.

"You're not to blame, lLeonand," she said, guletly. She rarely used his first
neme — she had 00 much respect for him to abuse the privilege.

He shook his head savagely. "If I was any kind of a doctor, I'd've checked
my results and not let Spock into that chamber," he said, refusing the offered
comfort.

The denial she had expected, but hardly the vehemence behind it. She looked
at him, asppalled.

"Spock's not blaming you. In fact, he was positively eager to - "

"L _should have checked. My God, Christine, do you realise what L've done?
I've rulned a man. One of the best officers in Staxfleet.” His voice was taking
on a hint of hysteria, but there was no reply she could give him., Chapel began
to wonder if she had done the right thing in drawing him into conversation.

"

‘ There's no place for him in Starfleet now," continued MeCoy, pouring out
his feellings. "Starfleet is..." He caught himself and changed tense. "Was his
life, Oh Godi" He slumped, agonised,
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Again Chapel searched for something to say in comfort, and again she had to
content herself with the dublous benefit of her presence.

A familiar voilce spoke up. "Doctor, you make meditation an extremely diff-
icult state to attain. To say that I am finding your exhibition of masochistic
guilt distracting is an understatement. But furthermore, your atiitude of mind
is thoroughly illogical,"

Spock stood in the dooxway of MeCoy's office, one hand in uncbtrusive contact
with the door frame. He looked composed and orientated, no mean feat, and the few
confident steps he took toward doctor and murse hardly seemed at all performed by
a man blind, The 1mpre831on was heightened by the dimmed lighting in sickbay,
nasking Spock's unseeing stare.

" 'Tllogical’,” repeated McCoy, with a wry mirthless twist to his mouth.

"Doctor, for that matter T possibly should have exercised morxe prudence in
undergoing that test. My own attitude does not bear close examination. The one
excuse I can make is that the continued..." He paused, seeking an appropriate
word, "Distraction of having to block out the pain was becoming increasingly
tiring. Plus the fact that time was rumning short..."

"The blame = " MeCoy began in protest.
"Blame, Doctor? There is no blame to take oxr attach," eame the guiet reply.
"Bul Spock,your eyes, your careel..."

"Admittedly I shall be sick-listed out of Starfieet. Regrettable, but to
dwell on that uwnquestionable necessity would serve no purpose. And while Vuleans
share with most humanold species the fact that they are visual exeatures, loss of
that faculty can be compensated for. Also, my clrcumstances axre immeasurably
superior to those of twenty~four hours ago."

Chapel stared hard at the Vulcan, whose words had contained the comfort she
had been unable to give, in new understanding., His words had been glib, possibly
too glib, dbut they had a telling effect on McCoy, who looked beyond argument any-
way. Almost imperceptibly, she saw the doctor's shoulders unslump.

Spock, taking the notable lack of response from the doctor as a breakthrough,
pressed his appavent advantage. McCoy's inescapable fatigue was the pexrfect foll
to further divert his attention.

"You seem somewhat overly tired, Doctor," he continued evenly., "Might I
suggest you employ your beads and rattles to further advantage and administer

yourself a sedative before retiring. It is well past the time you were scheduled
to go off duty."

In answer he received a challenging glare, which quickly faded. Pushing him-
self off the couch, Mcloy stood up, and said with hardly anything like the uswal
acid tone he employed whild engaging the First Officer in verbal skirmishing, but
with sufficient sarcasm neverthelegs, "Thank you, Doctor:™ Then he added, "No, I
don't need them, but I'd better see you get to bed yourself, first, Spock. ™

"I can tuck him up nicely, Doctor,”™ cut in Chapel quickly, a trifle smugly.
ficGoy had been handled supexbly.

"Thank you," she said when the doctor had left.
"Nurse Chapel?" It was an innocent enguiry.

"Never mind, Mr. Spock."™ And she reached him in time, before he bounced off
the edge of the nearest diagnostic couch. She bit her 1ip. He had made it look
80 good, 1too.

For a moment she thought Spock's shoulders slumped too, in dejected misery,
but the impression was so fractional that it could have baen her own expectations
playing her false. Anyway, by the time she had led Spock to his bed for the
night, he was once again his usuas Vulcan self - if he had been anything else =
and smothering her won feelings in a flurry of equal parts professionalism and
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plain fussiness, she diplomatically guided him into bed. Then she alerted the
murse on duty, and went in seaxch of some 'shut~eye' herself.

She found the same alr of despondancy prevailing in sickbay on her return.
to daty. :

Looking for MeCoy, she entered the doctor's office to find hir in the process
of pouring a brandy for Kirk, who was looking white-faced and grim. MeCoy saw
her, and gave her a silent 'get lost' signal., She backbracked, and collared
M'Benga in the outer ward. '

"You didn't know?" he asked, utilizing more rhetoric than inguiry. "The
Captein was telling his nephew that he's an orphan. They were both pretty upset,”
he added, indicating with a nod of his head where Peter Kirk lay in bed over on :
the Tar side of the ward, recovering from the residual weakness the parasites had
left in their wake.

Even with the present distance separating them, she could see the young
Kirk's shoulders shaking in silent sobs.

M'Benga, seeing her not wholly voluntary motion towards the crying child,
restrained her, "No," he sald. "As one man to another, I know he has to work
that out of his system on his own," He smiled, sadly, and added irreverently,
"Go and cheer Mr. Spock up."

Spock was sitting up in bed —~ unnecessarily = at the opposite end of the
ward to the Captain’s nephew, in a puddle of dimness. His eyes were closed in
thought, and by his side the tray bearing his breakfast was barely disturbed.
Out of habit, his eyes flickered open at her approach.

"The Captain's talking to MeCoy in his office. Do you want me to tell hinm
to come and see you - that is, if he hasn’t already?" sho breezed, helpfully. It
did not meet with the response she expected.

"No, he has not seen me, nor do I wish hin to - yet." He turned his head in
the direction of Kirk's nephew, from whexe now no longer silent sobs were emanate
ing. "That was quite enocugh trauma for one day."

She felt embarrassed and also strangely slevated, Embarrassed at her own
irsensitivity, and elevated by that self-same scensitiviity and immer caring that
was Spock's, but which he so rigorously guarded from sight.

"Is there anything you want, Mr. Spcck?" she asked, dropping the falsely
cheerful tone.

"Delay hin from seeing me," he replied. At least Ffor the present,™ he
amended.,

"I'1} do that, sir," she responded, and gathered up the discarded food tray.
In any event, conspiracy proved unnecessaxy. Kirk had departed MeCoy's office,
and MeCoy himself was abzent. '

She found him a moment later entering sickbay, two orderlies at his heels,
bringing in a stretcher bearing an unconscious ensign in engineering red,
Business was picking up.

"hat happened?” she asked, later, helping the doctor with a bone laser.
The ensign was not severely hurt, with bruised ribs and a broken leg to complement
conoussion. '

"Power gave out on a defective anti-grav harness," answered McCoy, playing
the laser over the ensign's leg. He stood back a pace, examining his handiwszk,
"Lucky as hell he gt off so lightly. Appawently he fell from a height of over
twenty feet, and since his harness retained a certain amount of residual buoyancy,
he bounced - a couple of times," McCoy grunted and put the laser to one side.
"Scotty was playing bloody blue murder, but with his section working round the
clock to get those tri-magnesite satellites into operati-r, somebody was bound
0 get tired and forget the usual cautionary checks."
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"He's coming round," she said unnecessarily.

McCoy nodded and addvessed the ensign. "lell, Andevs, you ve got more lives
than I don't know what., This must be the third tinme you've had need of my humble
services this month."

Dazcd eyes looked up at them. "Where am IP" asked inders, with little orig-
inality but obvious puzzlement.

"Sickbay," replied McCoy. "You took a fall, rememben?"

"Sickbay," repeated Anders, who didn't seem to rvemember, but apparently
satisfied, he shut his eyes.

They opened again a few mlnuteg later, still looking b&ank. "Where am L7"
he inguired again.

"Sickbay, you took a fall. Remembexr?" Mcloy reiterated.
A few mimtes later still, 'Where am I?"

"Sickbay.™

seessand later still again, "Where am L7

HMeCoy grlnned. "Iis needle's stuckl™ he commented, and shruggod when the
allusion was obvious lost upon Chapel.

"Wherc am I?" came the dazed query once more.

"The Gates of Heaven, and I'm St. Peter. Perhaps that explanation will
qulet hin,” he nused.

During the moring, the depressed atmosphere in sxckbay scemed to lighten,
courtesy of inders' antics, or the fact that she was kept too busy to notlce any
long faces. But later, when she took Spock his lunch, she felt her spirits damp-
ened once more by the dead expression the Vulcan wore.

"Unfortunately, this isn't plomik soup, Mr. Spock. But you' re to eat," she
said, her bustling mamner moxe for her own benefit than Spock's. His bedside
readlng viewer, she noted, was being rigged for sound, to enablu him %o 1isten
to the library tapes he could no longer read.

"Pry it now, sir," advised a young technician, busily engaged in making an
ad justiment within the mechanical entrails of the viewer.

Spock did, A tinny nasal volce declared, ", ...thus allowing for the calcul=
ation of A within the paramet...” The voice cut out, the screen regained its
primaxy function in a sudéden flare of brightness and Christine Ghapel nearly
dropped the food tray she was carrying.

On the opposite side of Spock's bed, the techniclan cursed the recalcitrant
viewer with feeling beforc departing with an indistinct muttex.

Chapel, however, hardly paid hin any atiention. She was too stricken by the
effect of the sudden source of light upon Spock's eyes.

His pupils had dilated in response.

Vith a dawning feeling, nebulously 1dont1f1ab1e as hope, she dumped the tray
on an empty adjacent bed and went for McCoy.

The doctor was talking to Kixk on the’intercom. He looked depressed again,
and she was in time to hear Kirk say, "Tell Spock it worked."

"Wes, Captain. He'll be happy to hear that." And there was a pause as both
nen realised how inappropriate that remark was.

"Bones, it wasn't your fault. Bones! Bonesi" sald Kixk, both giving
'uympaﬁhy and asking for it in return., McCoy eyed the intercom in speechless
mlsery before snapping it off with nerveless fingers. He was incapable of say-
ing anything.

He looked up at his head nurse with dull eyes. "You heard that? Deneva's




37

free of the parasites." MeCoy suddenly registered her excitement and frowned.,
uwha.t“ s U.P?"

Bubbling over, she told him. "...and his pupils dilated, there wasn't any
response before to light." '

"It may be nothing," said McCoy, his expression belying embryonic hope, He
looked at her, suddenly stern. "Say nothing to him," he ordered., "The last thing
I want to do is to raise what could be false hope. C'mon," he added, striding
purposcfully to the First Officer.

They found that Spock, however, was staring at his right arm as though he'd
never scen it before.

"Oh, God!" she breathed, as she realised the implication of that observation.

"Blue," said the Vulcan in something nearing a reverent whisper, fingering
McCoy's sleeve, as the doctor bent over his erstwhile patient with an ear—to-ear
grin on his face. The Vulcan leaped out of bed, an action that was as uncharac-
teristic as it was spontaneous and gave doctor and nursec a particularly intense
experimental stare.

"You can seel" Tellowed McCoy, and grabbed the Vulcan who was apparently
suffering from some sort of shock since he submitted to McCoy's sudden desire to
back=slap him without a word of protest.

As for Chapel, she didn't Inow whether to laugh or cry at the sight of the
Chief Medlcal Officer leading a dazed First Officer in an over—exuberent parody
of & waltz,

Spock finally seemed to come to himself., "Really, Doctor!"

McCoy coughed and went a lovely shade of pink. "Unm, yes, well, Spock.
Yourve regained your full sight?" he asked, suddenly turning serious,

In answer, Spock swung the nearest bedside viewer to face him. He keyed
in a tape at random selection from the library, and began to read.

MeCoy switched it off half-way down the page. "I never was that particular
Tor Milton," he oxplained. “Right, Spock. My office. I want o give you a full
teste " ‘

"Doctor, I don't think that will be necessary..."
"Shut up, Spock! I'm the doctor.™ .

"Oh?" inguived Spock with ominous innocence. "Your performance but a moment
ago prompted me to wonder if you had not forsaken your beads and rattles for the
vocation of dance instructor."

MeCoy regained his rather interosting colour. ™My office,™ he said again in
a distinct growl, glaring at his head nurse; who was attempting to smother her
glggles and obviously losing the battle.

MeCoy's examination was brief but thorough. “Well, you have obviously
regained your full sight, I am very happy to say, Mr. Spock, but if anything
happens, any irregularities, anything unusual, I want to know about it stralght
away." And having dispensed the warning, he allowed himself a celebratory grin.

Spock nodded. "Agreed," he said.

"I mst say you timed this neatly. You're due back on duty in fifteen
minutes. Aren't you Iucky?" said MeCoy, adopting the sarcastic demeanour he
speclally kept a resexrve of for Spock.

Spock, however, chose to miscongtrue his question. "Indeed," he replied,
simply and serilously.

MoCoy exchanged looks with him and nodded in silent recognition of what was
left unsaid.

"Christine, get his pants and shirt," he ordered., "He can't go on the bridge
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in those fatigues. Oh ~ and Christine. Don't say anything to anyone until we're
on the bridge." He grinned in sudden relish. "I want to see the Captain's face
first."

Spock eyed him, an eyebrow on the rise, but before Chapel turned to comply,
she noted a suggestion of an echo of the self=same relish that was suffusing
McCoy's features.

"You, M. Spock, sir," she mubtered under her breath when neither man could
hear her, "are a fraud:"
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DIVIDED IOYALTY. by Gidlian Catohpole

In the corner a candle glowed,

Thankful for what 1little light there was
He gearched his prison,

Ag Tingers followed the lines of rock,
Eyes strained for possible escape.

If not with words the hurried actions
Betrayed, to those accustomed to his ways,
His anxiety for his friends, '

The other prisoners, strangers,

Stared unseeing, without care,

Once they too had searched as he < long ago.

Allow compassion to influence and control 1s lost.
Logic is the basis for sound decisions,
- A considered action for a probable response,
Which only reason can suggest.
This is the Vulcan strength
That Human method will only diminish.,
Steadied by such thoughts
He settled down to rest and think
And silently reproved himself
For draining energy more usefully employed in thought
Than wasted on concern.
Such troubled feelings he would undoubitedly deny =
Through much practise has he learned to mask
But not to weconcile.

Safe again in a sheltered harbour,
A time of brief resplte from stress,
- ¥When no longer is he forced to choose
The loyalty, that half of him, in anguish, will reject.
For there is a comfort in zroutine,
The following cf paths already trod,
Pleasant in their familiarity,
Away Trom turmoil and uncertaintby,
Relaxing in the pleasing company of friends.
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Securlty Guard: Chief Baillie has the worst memory in the wnrld.

Recruit: You mean he forgets everything?
Guard: ¥o, he remembers everything.
) #* ¥ K ¥

Diplomat: Do these Starships often crash, Captain?
Kirk: Only once.
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SAJAN by Valerie Piacentini

Located in a remote corner of the galaxy, the planet swing peacefully .- -
in orbit around its sun. Originally a colony founded by a long~forgotten relig-
iovs sect from Earth, it had evolved over the years into a quiet, semi~rural
gocletyl there were few large cities, and only a little heavy industry - the
inhabltants supported themselves mainly by agriculture, and the export of their
one valuable commodity, the fine, soft wool of the native equivalent of sheep.

Although a member of the Federation, Sanctuary was of no strateglc importance,
and as it possessed no atiractions in the way of rare minerals, it remained
untroubled by the political conflicts of the Federation =~ there was nothing here
to draw the acquisitive eyes of either Klingons or Romulans. The tiny spaceport
was a trading centre only, though very occasionally Starfleet ships would eall
triefly to allow thelr crews the relaxation of shore leave in the capital ocity.

These visits however made 1ittle impact on the majority of the cltizens, who
carried on thelr peaceful, stolild lives aware of'y but not particularly interested
in, the wide-reaching galactic civilisations that flowed around then.

Sheriff Blair disliked mysteries; yet now, he thought gloomily, he was faced
with one. He had prided himself that in the small town of Arden, crime was
scarcely a problem = the occasional drunk, of course, sometimes an outbreak of
petty theft, once even a case of arson - but this latest series of orimes was
outrageous, horrifying., Several young women had been attacked in the town and
the surrounding countryside; 1luckily, none fatally so far, but all had been
injured in a manner which testified to the callous savagery of thelr assailant,

Blair investigated, sick at heart - surely none of the men he had known all
his life could be responsible? Unfortunately, none of the women could describe
the man who attacked them; <there were no clues o his identity, apart from the
unusual physical strength he displayed.

Unconselously hoping for a solution which would divert the guilt from his
neighbours, Blair found himself considering the most obvious suspect, the new
tenant of the old Forbes place on the edge of town.

The arrangements had been made through a lawyer in the capital, and the new=
comer had moved in late one night, so that no-one had seen his arrival, and no-one
in town seemed %o know anything about him. He was a young man, this Kirk, %o have
chosen a l1life of isolation; for the house stood in extensive grounds, thickly
wooded and heavily overgrown. He was seldom seen except when he drove into town
for supplies, and the speculation increased when it was found that he politely,
but firmly, discouraged all attempts to sngage him in personal conversation.

Investigation revealed that he made no telephone calls, and recelved nonej
no visitors were ever seen at the house, nor was any mail delivered -~ he seemed
to be, by his own choice, cut off from any soclal contact. And it was, by Blair's
reckoning, shortly after his arrival in town that the attacks had begun. Certain-
1y, he must be investigated - but discreetly; Blair kmew only too well how easily
rumour vould trand a man as guilty without proof.

Casually, the Sheriff wandered past the grocery store one morning, timing
hinself so that he collided heavily with the emerging Kirks the man staggered,
his purchases flying.

"Sorry about that," Blair apologised. "My fault - let me help you." Kirk
glanced at him, but Blalr was scrambling after some tins that had rolled along
the pavement.

"That's the lot, I think," he sald at last; then, casually, "Settled in all
right, Mr. Kirk?"

"Yes, thank you; there are some repairs needed, of course =~ that keepé me
busy.” The pleagant volce was light, the lips smiled, but Blair saw that the

o
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hazel eyes were wary, defensive. He gestured Kirk towards the cax.
"I'1l bring these."

What was the man hiding? Despite his wish to pin the attacks on an outsider,
Blair's every instinet told him this man could be trusted. He moved with the alr
or a man accustomed to authority, his face resolute and controlled. The simple
clothes he wore were expensive, as was his car - he was young, good=-looking,
attractive to women = as his own daughter had informed him. emphatically - why
should such a man choose to bury himself in an isolated house in a small town?

Reaching the car Blair paused as ¥irk reached for his keys; across the street
he noticed the youngest Morris boy playing with some friends. Suddenly a ball
bounced into the street, and the child followed = straight into the path of a
heavy truck which had just turmed the corner.

Shock held Blair frozen for a few vital seconds, but Kirk was already moving;
dropping his purchases he raced across the road, snatched the child up and threw
him to a2 startled passer~by; but as he turned to jump clear he stumbled and the
truck was upon hin, sending him spinning in a cxrumpled heap to the side of the
r0oad..

Somehow the Sheriff found himsclf calming the confused crowd that guickly
gathered; he was conscious only of the tervxified child screaming somewhere in
the background, and of a pale face, blocd-streaked, at his feet., Snapping an
order for an ambulance he knelt and gingerly touched the chest, feeling with
relief that ¥irk's heart was still beating. When the ambulance came he rode with
it, reluctant to leave the stranger. '

At the hospital there was an anxious walt until the doctor appeared at last.
"How is he?" Blalr enqguired.

"He was lucky « the truck must have caught him only a glancing blow. There's
bad bruising, and a slight concussion, but we won't have to transfer him to the
¢lty hospital. He's still unconscious, though, and likely to remain so for some
hours yet. I'm glad he's going to make it -~ I heard what he did."

"Yos, I couldn t have reached the kid in time., I'11l look in tomorrow, doc-
tor, just to see how he is.”

The doctor glanced at some papers he was carrying, "Do you know anything
about him? I need details of his next-of-kin and so on."

"Can't help you, I'm afkaid ~ he's a stranger in town., I1'11 talk to him
vhen he comes round, and see what I can £ind out."

That night the mysterious attacker struck again. His hysterical victim had
a fortunate cscape -~ some neighbours returning from an evening out heard screams,
and scared him offj although shocked, the girl was unhurt, but like the others
she could only repeat that her assallant was unusually strong, and moved very
quietly ~ he had approached her frxom behind, and she had heard nothing. Blair
was aware of a curious relief mixed with his frusiration = Kirk was in hospital,
still unconscious, so he could not be responsible, after all. He was glad - he
had liked the man, and his actlon in saving the child had not been that of a man
who could attack young women so brutally..

The following day Sheriff Blair returned to the hospital to visit Kirk; the
doctor met him with a worried frown.

"He's not respending; seems to have something on his mind that's upsetting
him. I can't understand what he's talking about - see 1f you can make sense of
it.n

Blair entered the isolation ward quietly. Xirk was lying in bed, his eyes
cloged; he was under resiraint, a necessary precaution as he was tossing from
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side to side, muttering quietly. Blair leaned closer, and placed a gentle hand
on the burming forehead.

"Can I help?" he agked.

Kirk's eyes opened, unfocussed, bright with fever. The unintelligible
muttering steadled into words.

"SPOCKs » «MUst reachesalone..eso afraides « Spockes emust helpse.Spocke.. " For
an instant the eyes cleared. "Help Spock," he said distinctly; then his head
fell back and he slipped cnce more into unconsciocusness.

Blair straightened, a puzzled frown creasing his brow. Who was Spock? And
how was he supposed to help him? It scemed that Kirk had been cleared of one
mystery only to be involved in another. Or...was he? Tt might, after all, be
the same one...

Grimly, Blair checked his holstered gun. Somehow he had the suspicion that
a visit of inspection to the old Forbes place might be rewarding.

The house looked peaceful, deserted, as Zlaip surveyed it in the late after-
nocn sun. He was aloney Kirk was, after all, entitled to his privacy if he had
nothing criminal to conceal = but he had $0ld his deputy that he would be calling
at the house to try and trace Kirk's next-of~kin.

To his surprise Blair saw that all the windows on the ground floor were
heavily shuttered; elther Kirk was afraid of intruders during what he had int~
ended to be only a short absence, or he was taking precautions against being
spiled on.

The door was locked. Blailr had suspected that, and pulled from his pocket
the key=-ring he had found among Kirk's possessions. The door swung open easily,
and he stepped inte the hall. The lights came on at a touch; well, that was a
relief - he hadn't fancied groping about in the gloom.

Taking a firm grip on his gun Blair began a tour of the ground floor, find—
ing that the rooms showed 1little sign of occupation. The exception was the kite
chen, where a table had been laid for a meal; with a sinking heart he noted two
place setiings. So his fears had been confirmed; someons else was living herc,
someone whose presence Kirk felt it necessary to keep a secret. There could only
be one reason for such concealment, and Blair knew a bitter disappointment ~ he
had wanted to trust the mon,

Leaving the kitchen Blair cautiously began to c¢limb the stairsy from the
landing he looked to left and right, wondering where to start his search. A
batch of light wood on a door at the end of the landing decided him, and he
hurried forward to find that the heavy door had been burst open from the inside.
His mind raced, considering - someone had been locked in that room, someonec with
unusual strength... He must have broken out during the night, escaped...

Forgetting in his anger the shuttered windows and the locked doors, Blair
turned away, intending to find the telephone and contact his deputy. He had only
Just begun the movement when steel-strong fingers clamped down on his shoulder,
and he felt himself crumpling helplessly to the floor.

Blair stirred, grcaned, and pulled himszlf unsteadily to his feet; he was
not sure how long he had been unconsclous, tut certainly a considerable time had
elapsed, for it was now dark outside. 48 he gingerly rubbed his aching neck and
shoulder, he became aware of a cold draught blowing up the stairs = .the front
door, which he had carefully closed behind him, stood wide open. Blair caught
his breath in horrified realisation - the maniac had made good his escape, might
even now be on the scarch for another victim; and this time, he might e success-
ful,

Running downstairs Blair found the telephone, and called his office; Dave
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Phillips, his deputy, answered.

"Dave, I'm at the Forbes place. Kirk's been hiding that madman we're after;
he attacked ge, and escaped. Round up search parties - make sure they're armed -
and get them to start looking before we have a death on our hands. Warn them to
e careful - this one's dangerous."”

"What about Klrk?n

"I don't suppose he' ll he g01ng anywhere, tut put a guard on him in case oux
nan finds out where he is and tries to contact him, Get started right away -~
you've got a Lot of ground to wover. I'll join you as soon as I‘ve finished
looking around here,®

Replacing the receiver, Blalr returned to the landing, intending to inves-
tigate the once-locked room.

He found that it was furnished as a bedroom, containing two beds, one show=
ing signs of recent oecupatlon, the other neatly made up. The wardrobe held cloth~
ing, some in Rirk's size, the rest intended for someone taller and slimmer. After
a cursory glance Blalr was about to close the door again when the gleam of gold .
caught his eye; he reached to the back of the wardrobe and lifted down a hanger,
his eyes widening as he realised what he held.

Blair had never actually seen one before, but newsreels ensured that every-
one on Sanctuary could recognise the wniform of a Starfleet Captain. Beside it
hung another, a blue shirt this time; he was not able to identify the rank of its
owner, but it bore the same gold arrvowhead badge.

Blake hung the uniforms on the outside of the wardrobe, and stared at them
thoughtfully; he was, he realleed, involved in something he couldn't handle -
but where could he turn to for advice?

Inveutlgatlng further, he found on a shelf a box containing equipment, bub
the only items he could identify werc two communicators. Glngerly, he lifted .
one, and examined it cavefully; from films he had seen he thought he remembered
roughly how it worked, and after several fumbling atitempts he managed to raise
the grid.

"Hello?" he sald nexvously. "Is anyone there?"

The answer was immediate and explosive. "Who the hell are you?" a voice
demanded. "Whit's goin' on doon ‘there? Where's the Gapta1n7"

"I'm Sheriff Blair of Axden," he replied. "Are you with Starfleet?"

" t=Commande:r Montgomery Scott, in temporary command of the U.S.S8. Entewxprise,”
the volce identified .itself precisely, then continued agitatedly, "Sheriff, did
ye say? Has something happened to Capiain Kirk?"

"It's a bit difficult to explain. There's beens..an accidont, the...the
Captain's in hospital, and...™

"Stay right where ye are," the volce ordered., "I'll send somebody down."

Blair walted, relieved that the responsibility was no longer his alone.
Very soon he heéard o low humming sound, and saw four glltturlng columns of light
which coalosced Into the figures of four men dressed in Starflest wniform., One
stepped forward.

“I'm Dr. McCoy," he greeted the Sheriff., "This -~ " he indicated one of the
red=shirted men who accompanied him " - is Seocurity Chltf Baillie. Now, what's
happened?"

Blair explained how he had come to investigate the house, hastily reassuring
the doctor that Kirk was not seriously hurt; then he spoke of the assaults that
had taken place, his initial suspicion of ¥irk, and his final certainty when he
himself had been struck down by the man the Captain had so carefully concealed.
An exclamation of impatience from the doctor interrupted him.




43

"If you think that Spock's responsible for these attacks, you're a fooll™
McCoy said disgustedly. ©0f course, you don't know him... Scotty, did you get
all that?"

"Aye, Ah did," came the volce from the still open communicator in Blalr's
hand. "I've got Chekov scamming for Vulecan readings now, but there's a lot of
novenent in the area, and it's confusing the sensors."

"The search parties," Blair explained. "I ordered them out when I was suve
+ooX couldn't take a chance on what he'd do..." His voice trailled off.

“Armed, I suppose?” HMoCoy snorted. "Chief?"

"Leave it to me, Doctors" The Sacurity Chief turned o his two assistants.
"Blade, Sorenscon, get out there and keep an eye on things. Mr. Scott will give
you M. Spock's co~ordinates when he's found; get between him and the seaxch
parties, but don't go near him =~ remember, he'll be scared and confused., He's
hiding somewhere, and it's up to you to make sure that none of these trigger-happy
vigilantes get near him. And gentlemen - " Baillie's beckoning finger summoncd
the two men closer, " - if anyone other than the Captain or Dx. McCoy lays a
finger on Mr. Spock, I'11 have a Ffew words to say to you both. I trust I make
myself clear?"

"Perfectly, Chief," the two assured him fervently,

YOff with you, then; call more men from the ship if you need them. They'xe
good boys,"™ he saild sarnestly to Blalr as the Security men left, "but it doesn’t
do any harm t0 kee) them on thelr toes."

"No, I suppose not," the Sherdff agreed dazedly.

"Now for the Captain," McCoy broke in decisively. "Scotby, can you beam us
over 40 the hospital?"

"If you'll exouse me, Doctor, I'11l go and keep an eye on the search,"
Baillie said. "I'll keep in touch with Mr. Scott - one of us will let you know
- when we have Mr. Spock safe,”

"Thanks, Baillie. VWhen you're ready, Scotty."

He did not, Sheriff Blalr decided, like the transporter system; but for once
his companion did not voice his own disapproval as they sparkled into existence
before the goggling eyes of a youthful deputy; with merely a grunt MeCoy hustled
the dazed Sheriff into the room whexe Kirxk lay. '

The duty doctor hovered apprehensively as the Starfleset surgéon made a
thorough examination, then relaxed visibly when the blue eyes flashed a glance
of approval.

"You've done a good job," McCoy commentced, "but he should have come round
by now., This'll do it." He pressed a hypo to Kirk's shoulder, and within seconds
the Captain stirved and awcke., He stared blankly atbt first, then his eyes
videned in recognition.

"Bones:" he exclaimed, struggling to sit up. "Where's Spock?"

"Take it easy, Jim," the doctor ordered, pressing him down. ¥ith a curt
command McCoy dismissed the deputy and the duty doctor, and Kirk subsided
impatiently until the door closed bhehind them.

®Well?" he snapped impatlently.

"Jim, thexre's heen some troubls," Mcloy sald slowly, "Did you hear about a
series of attacks on women in this area recently?”

"Yes, vaguely; bub 1t's gzot nothing to do with..."

"I'm afraid it has. It seems that you mentioned Spock when you were raving,
and the Bheriff here went out to the house to investigate."
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"Oh nod"

"Oh yes. Your pet Vulcan panicked, nexve pinched him, and ran —- he's out in
the woods somewhere, with armed search parties after him."

"I must £ind him!" Kirk sat up abruptiy.

"Not yet. Scotity's scanning for him, and Baillie and some of his boys are
keeping an eye on the search parties. Ag soon as he's found I'1ll take you to hinm,
I promise. Thexe's no point in rushing around just now =~ relax, and get some
rest until we have news. You know the Chief won't let anyone near Spock."

"You're right, of course," Kirk said wretchedly, "but he'll be so afraid,"

Blair could contain his curiosity no longer. *"What ig all this about?" he
urst outs  "Who's Spock? VWhy all the secrecy? 4nd why did he attack me?"

McCoy glanced at Kirk, and received a weary nod of assent. "Sit down,
Sheriff," the dooctor said. "It s a long story."

¥ R K K X

4t the transporter station on Starbase 12 Jim Kirk turned anxiously to
MeCoy.

"Where the hell ig he?" he demanded foxr the dozenth time. "The Vulcan linex
should have arrived an hour ago, and I made special arrangements for him to bean
straight down."

Kirk and McCoy had spent their leave at the base, while Spock had taken the
opportunity to pay a visit home, Their leave was now over, and the three had
arranged to meet and return to the Enterprise together; but the arrival of the
liner from Vulcan had not been announced.

"I'm going to ask..." Kirk was interrupted as an official of the spaceline
approached him discreetly. :

"There is a nessage for you'in the President's office, Uaptain," he murmured,

Kirk opened his mouth to ask a question, thought better of it, and beckoning
MeCoy, followed the messenger.

The President of the spaceline was not alone; a very worried-looking
Admiral Bradshaw was with him. '

"Sit down, Kirk, Doctor," the Admiral began without greeting, "Ye have an
emergency on our hands = it's a lucky thing that the Enterprise is here just now.
Ye have not released the news as yet, but the liner Saturn Queen, en route from
Vulcan, has been attacked and seriously damaged; we have her position, but
communications are poor = all we know is that most of the crew and passengers
are dead or injured.®

"y God!" Kirk burst out. "My First Officer was returning from leave on
that shipi™ -

"I seey well rescue ships are already on thelr way, but I want you to
investigate - we think we know who is responsible."

"Klingons?" guessed McCoy. *Surely not, in this area."

"No, not Klingons ~ plrates. We've had trouble with them recently, but
nothing on this scale. We knew very little about them, but a short time ago one
of thelr crew was injured on a raid; they must have thought he was dead, because
they left him behind, The little information we have, he gave us.

The pirate leader is named Raynar. He was the ruler of a planet which
recently appealed to the Federation for assistance in overthrowing his tyrdfiny;
normally we wouldn't have interfered, but we had evidence he was sympathetic to
the Romulans, so0... Anyway, Rayner bitterly resented the Federation, and Stapw
fleet; we think this is his revenge on us. He escaped when Starfleet moved in,
taking a fortune with him, so he's not doing this for money. Our informant told
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us he equipped a ship, set up a base somewhere, and recrulted a crew of criminals
and renegades. His Plrst Officer's a Klingon, and we understand he has at least
one Vulecan among his crews the others arc mainly Humans, but other races are
represented as well, He's dangerous, Kirk; his ship = thc Staxwolf - is fast
and well equipped, = We'll get him in time, but he can do a lot of damage before
he's caught = he's not too particular about sparing innocent lives,"

"hat about his base?" Kirk asked.

"Nothing, L'm afrald. Our informant couldn't help us there; it seems that
only Raynex himself, his First Officer and his helmsman, know its whereabouts.
We want him, Kirk; you have a free hand fo act as you think necessary."

"L'1l get him, sir," Kirk said grinly. "Come on, Bones,"

The resoue ships were already bustling about the stricken liner when the
Enterprise reached her. Kirk beamed over, taking a full medical team; Scotty
followed with Sulu and a Seccurity squad to glve what help they could

MeCoy and his staff were quickly involved in alding the surviving passengers
and crew, while Scotty immediately began work on repairs to allow the liner +o be
taken to safely. Before heading for the tridge Kirk despatched the Security teanm
to search for any survivors trapped in the ship, and followed McCoy into the over=-
crowded sickbay.

His heart in his mouth, he moved anomg the improvised beds without Finding
the man he sought; he was just nerving himself +to enter the toom where the
bodies of the dead were laid out when MeCoy emerged and barred his vay.

"He's not there, Jim," he said, and watched as Kirk's tense expression
relaxed a 1little. "Don't worry - Security will find him."

But they did not. As some sort of order was gradually produced from the
chaos, the weports began to come in, each with the same result -~ there was no
slgn of Spocks His cabin was empty, he was not among the dead or injured, and a
thorough search of the ship had revealed no sign of him. The Vulecan had vanished,

"Do you think the pirates took him, Bones?" Kirk asked, worriedly.

"It's possible. If they knew he was a Starfleet officer, they might have
thought it worthwhile holding him for ransom; c¢r if they knew of his family
connections...”

“Then all we can do is wait until they make contact," Kirk said quietly.
"I'11l be on the bridge if you need me, Bones.,"

Hoping that the liner's dead Captain had been able 1o leave some clue to the
attackers, Kirk ordered the ship's log played, After some minutes of routine
reports came the first hint of trouble - the radio contact from the plrates order~
ing the ship to hold position. Then followed a confused babble of orders as the
Saturn Queen attempted to outrun the pirvates, bubt was steadily overhauled. When
the attack began in earnest the ship's screens went dowm almost at once - they
had never been designed to take such punishment.

Kirk bit his lips in frustration - he was learning nothing uscful - then
suddenly he shot bolt upright in the command chair as a serene, familiar voice
broke into the din.

"This is Commandex Spock of the U,S.8. Enterprise, All ascertainable details
of the attacking vessel have been fed into the ship's computers. Traces indicate
that the pirate ship approached from the 'Devil's Reef' arca of space; ' it is
reasonable to assume that her base will be located in that sector, and that she
will return there to evade pursuit. I regrete.."

The voice was drowned in a flood of static; Xirk allowed the tape to run on,
but it remained obstinately silent =~ presumably the recording mechanism had been
damaged. )

"hat's the Devil's Reef, Jin?" asked McCoy, who had arrived unnoticed on
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the brddgs:-

"Oh, it's a solar system of sprts, named after an 0ld scafaring hazard on
Karth, I believe. There are no planets, Just hundreds and thousands of asteroids,
ranging in size from a few inches 1o several miles across. It's a dangerous area
to enter, but a skilled pilot could hide a ship there indefinitely, It's not
much to go on, Bones, but it's all we're likely to get. And Spock thought it
worth mentioning. Have you finished here?”

"Wes, I'1l leave M'Benga to keep an eyc on the injured. Scotty has finished
the repairs, he says, so the liner can be taken back to base."

"Right. Let's get back to the Enterprise. We're going hunting.”

In the sickbay of the pirate vessel Starwelf, Captain Raynar leaned over the
bed and delivered a resounding blow to the face of the man who lay unconscious.
There Was no response.

"Damn Valecansi™ he muthered.

"Try agaln, Raynar," advised a harsh voice at his side. The Captain turned,
acknowledging the arrival of his second-in-command, the Xlingon renegade Kuthra.

"Might as well," he grunted. "He's no use to us 1like this.” He lashed out
again, with incregsed force, and in response the Vulcan's eyes flickered open.

“Awake, are you?" Raynar said. "How do you feel, Sajan?"

A frown of bewllderment crossed the face of the man on the bed. "Sajan?"
he sald questioningly. "I regret, I do not..."

"Looks like the doctor was right, Raynar," Kuthra broke in. "That knock on
the head has made him lose his memory. What gcan you remember, Sajan?"

"Nothing at all," the man addressed as Sajan commented calmly, "Most
inconvenient., May I request that someone infoxrm me precisely who I am, and what
‘has happened?"

"Wellss o " Raynar began, but was interrupted by the xlingon.
"The other matter, Captain... Our presence is urgently requized.™

"I'1ll come at once. Sajan, I'1l send Dr. Fellowes in to see you = he can
fill you in. Don't worry = I'm sure you'll remember everything soon. See you
later.” '

Left alone, the Vulean lay back frowning in concentration; try as he would,
he could recall nothing of his life before he had awakencd in this woom. The twe
men, Raynar and Kuthrzs, might have been total strangexs - even the name Sajan
awoke no memories far him. He was striving vainly to yrecover even a flicker of
his past when the door opened again and a short, elderly Human bustled in, '
rubbing his hands. ’

"Right, Sajan," he said bwiskly, "this is no more than I expected, you know.
You took a nasty crack on the head during our last raid - must have scrambled
your memoxy circults.”

"I an not a computer," the Vulcan answered instinctively, and was puzzled
by his instinctlive response. "Rald?" he asked.

There was something about this man that he disliked and distrusted, he
thought, without being able to gilve any reason; despite his friendly manner
his smile did not reach his eyes, and there was a cold undertone in his volce.
However, 1t seemed that Pellowes was to £1il1 him in on his past, so he listened
attentively to the events that were described to him.

They were, Fellowes informed him without the slightest trace of embaxrass—
ment, on board the pirate ship Starwolf, on whick Sajen had served for a year
under the commend of the dispossessed Lord Reynar, who had turmed to piracy oub
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of a desire for revenge on the Federation and Starflect for the loss of his
heritage. His mixed Human and alien crew were criminals, outeasts of all races,
and fiercely loyal to their commander.

The Starwolf's last attack had been on the liner Saturn Queeny there had
been unexpected resistance from her crew, and Sajan had been struck down in the
fighting. The Staxrwolf was now on her way back %o her base in the Devil's Reef,
vhere the liner's cargo would be disposed of through Raynars many contacts.

"And thet's all T can tell you,"™ Fellowes concluded. "Your personsl life
I know nothing about - no-one talks about his past here." -

"What do you suggest I do?" asked Sajan.

"Well, in a case like yours, memory often returns spontancously once the
bruising of the brain has healed, Don't try to force it = Just take your time,
ease your way back into the ship's routine. There's no need for you to stay here
~ 80 back to your quarters and take things casy for a few days. I'11l order 1ight
duties only, and we'll see what happens. I could use drugs, but 1'd rather not
risk it with a Vulecan = your reactions are too unpredlctable,®

Sajan followed the doctor's advice, Tut his confusion only deepened. He
found his way to the quarters he had been told were his - they were furnished
in the Vulcan fashion which he recognised but he could not feel any familiarity
or possessiveness about anything in the rooms. He examined a chess set, finding
that he instinctively knew the moves, but he could not remember leaxming them;
there was a harp standing by the desk - his fingers moved automatically, produced
the correet notes, but when or where he had learmed the tune, he could not
rememnbaer,

It was the same when he went to the bridge; he followed orders automatice
ally, seemed to know exactly how to operate the equipnent, knew his way around
the console without having to think about it =~ but he could not capture the
elusive memory his surroundings evoked.

Even the crew remained strangers. They knew him, called him by namne, but
he could not respond. They had been told what had happened to him, however, and
with a kind of rough friendliness attempited to awaken his memory by talking to
him of events and situations they had shared - all in vain.

Accepting at last the doctor's advice, to give himself time and not try to
hurry things, Sajan returned to his quarters at the end of his duty period. As
he left the elevator he met Raynar and Kuthra, who were standing talking to
another Vulcan, who nodded a courteous greeting as Sajan approached.

Raynax turned and beckoned. "Fellowes told me what he suggested, and I
agree,” he sald. "We'll have some free time soon - Setron here thinks it advis—
able that we lie low for a time after the Saturn Queen affair. It's our fivst
really big job, and we'd botter let the fuss die down. Once we make base, take
all the time you need to work things out."

Sajan inclined his head. "Thank you, Captain. With your permission, I will
70 to my guarters and rest."

"Do that. T don’t want you 111, you're too valuable. Oh, by the way, we
should reach Tortuga tomorrow." In response to Sajan's enquiring glance Raynar
chuckled, "Our base -~ I named it after an old pirate stronghold back on Earth, "

"I see. Mogt appropriate. Goodnight, gentlemen."

In the privacy of his quarters Sajan siretched out on the bed, and began
to conslder what he had learned - and what he had not. His bizgest problem -
what was he doing here at all? To find himself apparently accepted as a member
of a pack of outlaws and renegades had been a considexable shock.

Raynar he instinctively mistrusted, despite his seeming friendliness = he
could sense the man's cold ruthlessness. The Klingon - Kuthra - was no better;
there was an alr of barely-leashed cruelty about the man that Sajan found
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repulsive, Yet he knew he must hide his reactlons; these men considered him one
of ‘themselves, but if they suspected his reservations, action against him would
be swif't and vicious, He must wait, learn what he could, until he was more sure
of his ground, :

Then there was the Vulcan, Setron; for the first time Sajan had felt a
glimmer of vrecognition when he met the impassive dark eyes, so like his oWn.,.
but was it in truth a memory, or merely an instinctive response to one of his
own race? He rather thought it was a memory, but there was a subtle,..wrongness
esabout it that confused him.

With a sigh Sajan postponed his efforts to plan his next move; his head
ached abominably, he felt so tired... Perhaps when he was rested, he would see
his way more clearly. '

As the Starwolf approached the Devil's Reef Sajan grew puzzled. The area
was certainly confusing, with its complexity of planetary bodies, but surely the
powerful sensors of a starship would e able to detect them?

Raynar took over the helm as they entered the edge of the Reef, and Sajan
watched in curiosity as they approached one of the larger planetolds; then, to
his utter amazenment, a shaft opened in the surface below them, large cenough to
admit the ship.

"Welcome to Tortuga," Raynar chuckled, noting his astonishment.

"o wonder we've remained undetected for so long," Sajan sald. "A hollowed~
out asteroid =~ Starfleet would have to take very precisc readings to detect it.™

"Even then, they'd have to know whexe we Wwere, to compensate for my sCreens.
There_ s no way they could detect us by chance."

"Expensive," the Klingon oommented, "hut worth it = we can sit in here and
watch Starfleet going crazy trying to find us."

Raynar piloted the ship'safely into its docking bay; whatever else he
might be, the man was a superb pilot.

Because of Sajan's impaired memory Dr. Fellowes took him on a tour of the
vast complex. The interior of the asteroid had been hollowed out to provide
adequate living accommodation for the crew, and the Vulcan could only marvel at
the ingenuity and patience that had gone into setting up this opexation - in a
rarely expansive mood, Raynar told him that almost hils entire fortune had gone
into equipping his ship and his base as a preparation for his career of piracy.

Ag the days passed Sajan familiariscd himself with his surroundings; his
menory did not return, but he gradually found himself fitting in to the routine
of the hase, and he was accepted unguestioningly by his fellow renegades. Yet
the sense of alienation persisted, growing stronger; he could not imagine what
had brought him here, among people he detested, and to a way of life that offended
every instinct he possessed. The only pexrson in whom he felt any interest was
Setron, and he seemed very withdrawn, associating only with Raynar and Kuthra;
he answered when spoken to, tut never initiated a conversation, to an extent
remarkable even in one of his reserved racc.

For a few days the men of the Starwolf relaxed, then came the pursult they
had expected = sensors detected the presence of a Fedexation Starship in the
Reef. Too large to manoeuvre eaasily, she held position and explored the asteroid
belt thorcughly by sensor scan.

Raynar was confident of his safety until he received a report that a shuttle-
craft, obviously from the Starship, had orashed near the concealed entrance to
the base,

"It could be a coincidence," Raynar told his assembled officers, "but I
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don't like it., They didn't have time to send a distress call, so we have some
time yet before the ship comes looking for +them. Sajan, you and Sctron beam
over and see what you can find out. The hull isn't breached, so the crew may
have survived, If they'xe conscious, tell them you're Vulcan scientists inves—
tigating the Reefy +try to £ind out what they Inow, and if they seem suspicious
- ki1l them."

The two Vulcans beamed over to the wrecked shuttlecraft, accompanied by
Mertinez, another of Raymar's lieutenants, a clever, unscrupulous man whom Sajon
disliked intensely.

There were three men in the wreck. Setron moved to check the condition of
the pllot, while Sajan and Martinez exmmined the two PASSENIETS

"The pilot is dead = killed in the orash,” Setron said quietly.

"Well, these two are alive = a Starfleet Captain, and a doctor," Martinez
replicd. "What should we do with them? They're out cold," :

"Let me see.”" Setron moved Forward and leaned over the unconscious bodies;
unseen by Martines a flicker of...something...crossed the imapssive face, but to
the watching Sajan, his fellow Vulcon was displaying extreme shock and surprise.
He locked at Szjan.

"Do you know them?"

"It is unlikely; my memory is impaired, as you know," Neverthelsss, Sajan
leaned forwarxd and studied the two faces intently. The doctor was totally
unfamiliar, but as he gazed at the face of the Captain, he felt a distinct sense
of familiarity - somehow he knew that face, knew exactly how his voice would
gound, « .

"Best kill them, then, just to be on the safe side?" Martinez asked, reach=
ing for his phaser.

"No, wait:" Sajan thought frantically, secking a logical reason to spare
the two men. "To kill them would be unwise. Thelr companions would know that
they wore not killed in the crash, and would suspect that we must be in the area.
They would search until they found us. It would be wiser to do nothing - their
ship will find them, and they will leave when their scan of the base reveals
nothing.*

"L agree,” Setron added in unexpected support. "Martinez, check their radio
log = that should tell us if they suspect our presence in the area.”

"Right." Martinez moved away and Sajan followed him, looking back in time
to see a curious thing - Setron, who was returming the two officers to their
former position sprawled on the floor, was leaning over the wmconscious Captaing
for an Instant his hand touched the Human's face lightly, his Fingers assuning
almost the position for the mind=-touch.

Puzzled, Sajan turned away, to catch Mertinez' sye as the Human bent over
the radios he could not tell if the man had seen that fleeting gesture, but
when he sald nothing, he assumed that mere chance had caused the impression,
When he looked back, Setron was standing patiently walting for them.

The radio log revealed nothing of interest, revealing only that the shuttle=-
craft had been on a woutine sweep of this section of the asteroid helt, so
removing all trace of théir visit, the three men heamed back to the Tage.

Raynar heard thelr report in silence, then s2id grudrsingly, "I don't like
the idea of leaving them alive, but you were right - if you'd killed them, their
ship would have known we must be near, and they'd have made it a personal fight.
We'll monitor them, and watch what they do."

Not long afterwards, the Starship's sensors began to scan the basey it
was too well-concealed to be detected, but the shuttlecraft was found, it
seemed, for a transporter beam was activated as the missing men werc recovered.
Then the starship passed out of range of their scanners, and Raynar relaxed.
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The following day Sajan was again on duty in the base control room. Raynar
was present, with Kuthra and Seiron in attendance; the Captain had decided to
maintain an alert until they could be sure the Federation ship had left the area.

Suddinly Martinez, who was in charge of communications, swung round in his
chair. '

"Captain = that Starship - she's making contact®
"On screen, Martinez," Raynar ordered.

The screen dissolved into a pleture of the Starship's bridge; in the comm=
and chalr sat the Captain Sajan had seen in the wrecked shubtlecraft. He shivered
involuntarily as the hauntingly familiar volice, sounding just as he had imagined,
came through the speaker.

"Oaptain Raynar, this is Captain James T« Xixk of the U.S.S5. Enterprise., We
have your base pinpointed =~ I suggest you surrender to avold useless bloodshed.
You have thirty minutes..."

"Cut 1iti" Raynar spat savagely; as the image faded he leaped to his feet.
"How the hell did they find us?" he snarled.

"It must have been the Vulcan = Setron,” Martinez burst out. "When we were
in the shuttlecraft I saw him with that Captain. They've telepaths, aren't they?
He was touching the Captain - he must have reached his mind and betrayed us!"

"Sol" Raymar wheeled round to face Setron, who looked back at him express-
lonlessly. "You have recovered your memory, Commander."

"Indeed, A most ingenious idea, Captain. When you found me on the Saturn
Queen you conceived the idea of using me = a Starfleet officer would be a valuable
addition to your crew. Kuthra's adaptation of the mindsifier was...most effect-
ive; the false memory you created for me was very convincing. However, when I
saw my Captain in the shuttlecraft, the surprise restored my memory. I am acc—
ustomed to linking with him ~ a brlef contact was enough to enable me to reach
his unconscious mind and give him the necessary information. It would be advis-
able for you to surrender - there is no escape."

"But we still have thirty minutes, Commander,” Raynar said viclously,,"and
I am a vengeful man. You and your Captain have robbed me of my Preedom; by the
tine he finds you, you will wish that T had killed you = and so will he., Bring
him, Kuthral®

The Klingon stepped .forward and pulled the Vulean to his feeit, twisted his
arm viciously and foreced him out the door. Raynar followed, commanding his men
to remaln on the alert, and to prepare to resist the Fedora$1on attack when 1t
CamE o

Sajan remained with Martinez in the control xroom, listening with dismay as
the man described the hideous trick that had been played on the Vulecan, and how
the entire crew of the Starwolf had conspired to confirm his identity as the
renegade Setron,

"He'll be sorry now that he's got his memory back," the Human gloated.
"Raynar is very...inventive, and Kuthra... Well, he really enjoys hurting people.
That Federation Captain wom't find much left of his precious First Officer when
he gets here,”

Dazed, sick with horror at what he had learned = to a Vulean, tampering
with anyone's mind was the wopst of crimes - Sajan rose and moved closer to
Maxrtinez. Before the man could realise his intention his hand shot out, and the
Human collapsed unconscious. Pushing him out of the way Sajan scanned the
communications ranel; Iuckily the settings had not been changed, and he gquickly
nade contact with the Enterprise.

The face of the Human Gaptaln ~ so disturbingly famlllar - fllled the
screen; he was vhite and strained, his eyes worried.

"Do you surrender? he asked crisply.
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"Captain, I have little time -~ I am making this call without Raynar's know-
ledge. If you wish to recover your First Officer alive and sane, I suggest you
beam over a full Security team at once. Raynar and Kuthra have him - they know
he guided you here.," ' ‘

"How do I kmow it'g not a trap?" Kirk asked suspicilously.

"You have only my word; but if you doubt me, send only one man to check
out the situation.*

The Captain studied him intently for a moment, then appeared to make up his
mind, "Very well; I have your co~ordinates = we'll be with you shortly."

Sooner than Sajan expected the hum of a transporter beam filled the TOOm;
Kirk himself materlalised, accompanied by the doctor who had been with him in the
shuttlecraft, and four Security men. The guards checked the room, and foupd no
trap; one of them contacted the ship, and soon more guards were appesring in
relays.,

Kirk turned imaptiently to Sajan., "™Where's Spock?"
"Raynar took him = probably to his quarters, I'11 guide you."

Sajan led the way along the corridors. The Enterprise men proved to be
swift and efficient = the pirates they encountered along the way were taken by
surprise and disaxmed before they could raise the alarm.

At last Sajan signalled a halt, hearing volces round the corner. "That's
Fellowes, the doctor," he whispered to Kivk., "He may know where Spock is - let
me ask him,"

At Kirk's nod of assent Sajan advanced casuaily tovards 'the doctor, who was
talking to one of his assistants, They looked up at his approach.

"Looking for Raynax?" Fellowes asked.
"Yes, I have a message for him."

. Fellowes grinned evilly, "I wouldn't interrupt him now, unless you have a
strong stomach. He and Kuthra have that Staxfleet officer - you know, Setron =
in sickbay. He's real sore about baing tricked - be careful you don't spoil
his fun." - o

"I'm afraid T shall have t0," Sajan said quietly, drawing his phaser;
ralsing his voice, he called, "Captain Kirk - sickbay!" -

"Why, you...i" Fellowes snarled, seeing the red-shirted Security men who
approached at Sajan's call; he seemed about to attack the Vulecan, but the
phaser 1ifted warningly, and he raised his hands in defeat,

Sajan paused long enough to see the two men taken into custody, then foll-
owed Kirk.who, with the doctor and half a dozen security guaxds, had burst
into Blckbay:

30 swift and silent had been their approach that the two pirates had been
taken by surprise; they had evidently fought back, though, for both were bleed-
lng heavily as they struggled in the grip of the burly Security guards.

"Get them out of here," Sajan a@vised, then turned his abtention to Kirk
"Captain, walt!" he shouted in warning, but it was too late = Kirk reached the
operating table, and starcd down at its pitiful burden. -

Joinirg him, Sajan felt his stomach heave in revulsion; after all, Raynar
and Kuthra had had enough time - too much tine.

Ineredibly, the Vulean still lived, for the slow pulse of blood from the
wounds that covered him showed that his heart was still beating; but worst of
all, from the ruins of what had been a sensitive, handsome face, two dark eyes
gazed up at them, filled with a soul=-chilling agony and awareness that was the
more dreadful for the silence in which the vietim endured.

"Bonesi" was all that Kirk could manage, but the doctor seemed to under—
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stand; a hypo hissed, and the tragic eyes closed slowly. Kirk sagged against
the table for a moment, then pushed himself upright, staring blankly at the green
blood on his hands. "How is he?" he demanded hoarsely.

The doctor locked up, his face white. "It's...bad, Jim," he said slowly.
"He'll live, I think, but he'll need extensive surgery; and his mind... God
knows. Look." He carefully removed a metal Band that encircled the Vulean's
head. "They've used the mindsifter on him again. I Jjust don't know... 3But
you'll have 1o be prepared, Jim...he could be insanc."

"Insane! Oh, my God:" Xirk leaned over the table, took one of the broken
hands in his, and held it gently to his cheek. With astonished pity, Sajan, that
unemotional Vulcan, felt his throat tighten as he watched a Human Captain weep=
ing in anguish for an alien half-hreed he called 'friend'.

*OH K KX

"We kept him alive,"™ MeCoy's quiet volee continued wearily, "but to this
day 1 don't know how =~ L suspect Jim had a lot to do with it; he never left
Spock's side except when he was in surgery.

Suxrgeryess Yes, there was so much of that, but even so, his face..,, I'll
be able to vestore it in time, but there's so much still to do. His hands...
they healed, thank God - he was an accomplished musician. Mercifully, they
didn't touch his eyes - perhaps they didn't hawe time; Tut it was weeks before
he could walk again. Then there was the damage they'd done with the mindsifter .
«oo”" He turned appealingly to Blair. "You'd have had to have known him as he
wag before...a Vulcan, confident, serene, always totally self-controlled; now
he's like a frightened child...the only one he xeally trusts is Jim - and me,
perhaps. We can cure that, too, in time = his own people have methods...but he
was too weak, and we had to walts..., I ordered medical leave, until he was strong
enough for the final operations, but it was difficultees I wanted to get him away
from hospitals for a while, but his face...people turned from him in revulsion.
I'd heard of this town from a friend of mine who used to live here; he told me
about the old Forbes place, and it seemed ideal - a quiet, isolated house where
he could remain concealed, with Jim to keep him company...things wers going so
welleas®

"Until now," Klrk.broko in despairingly. "Now he'® out there somewhere,
alone, frightened, perhaps even hurt...hunted like an animal, to be shot down on
sight... Bones, we must do somethingi®

"We will," McCoy sald soothlngly. "Don't worry, Jim - Baillie won't let
anyone near hlm."

Sheriff Blair had listened attentively to the story McCoy told; he was a
compassionate man when his duties allowed, and his heart went out to the erippled
alien the doctor had depicted so v1v1dly, but honesty made him say quietly,
"From what you've said your Mr. Spock is mentally disturbed; he could be the one
we're after, you know,"

"Nol" Kirk stated violently. "I was with him all the timej - and you don't
understand - he's the gentlest, kindest person I've ever known...he couldn't
haxm anyone. I hurt him...so badly...changing the dressings...but he never
complained...« He can't be responsiblel”

"Perhaps not," Blalr saild soothingly; but he remained unconvinced., He had
only Kirxk's word, and was cortain that the Captain would lie without a second
thought to save his friend. After a moment, wanting to distract Kirk, Blair
asked, "What happened to the pirates?"

"The pirates? Oh, they were returned to Abron - that's where the Saturn
Queen was registered ~ and sent for trial. The Abronese still invoke the death
penalty for murder. Raynar, Kuthra - oh yes, and Fellowes = were found gullty
of murder, and hanged; the others - most were sent for rehabilitation."

"And Sajan? He helped you," Blair remembered.
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"That was a curlous case. We simply couldn't identify him - there were no
records anywhere to indicate his true identity. The only clue we had was that
he thought he recognised me, but that didn't help - I couldn't remember ever
meeting him, The Vulcans tried a meld, but his barriers were too strong ~ they
had to give up, or they'd have killed him., Whatever he was trying to hide heé
succeeded =~ his past 1life is still a mystory. But whoever he was, the Vuleans
and Starfledt psychologists were all-agreed - he was no danger to society. He
was given a suspended senbence, and released... I heard he went back to Vulecan.
I was glad of that =~ he did save Spock..." Kirk's volce faded in exhausbion,
and McCoy stepped closer. '

"Try to rest now, Jimj; we'll need you when we find him."

Kirk nodded and lay back in the chalr, but he did not sleep; hia haunted
eyes remained fixed on the dark window as he walted - as they all walted.

At last the Dlecp of a communlcestor broke the silence.,
"McCoy hexre." ’

"Baillie., We've found him, Doctor = he's in a sort of cave in the woods
about five miles from you. I haven't approached him - thought I'd wait for you
and the Captaln - but L've got my men posted around; that mob is somewhere near,
but they won't get near him, you can count on that."

"Thanks, Chief; we're on our ﬁay. MeCoy out." The doctor closed his
communicator, and glanced at Blalr. "What's the quickest way?" he asked.

"I'1l drive you = you can see the cave from the track."

Shortly afterwards Blair, McCoy and Kirk stood by the Sheriff's car in the
middle of a forest track., In the distance could be heard the sound of the search
parties, tut the three men had found thelr quarry as they peered 1ntont1y at the
dark mouth of a cave a few hundred yards away. ‘

Baillie appeared from the shadows, "He's just inside the cave, sir.™

"Right - I'1ll go alone." Kirk turned at Blalr's movement of protest. *I
know you still think he's dangerous, but he won't hurt me. Have you a light,
Baillie?"

"Here, sir." The Seccurity Chiéf handed over an emergency light, and with
a reassuring smile at his companions, Kirk moved forward.

"IT you'll excuse me," Baiilis murmured, '"my boys and T have a little somew-
thing to take care of..." Noiselessly he melted into the shadows.

The light had reached the entrance to the cave and was stationary, throwing
a soft pool of illumination against the darkness. Within its cirele Blair could
see a slim, huddled shape crouching agsinst the rocks, a shape that curled
tighter upon itself as Kirk walked slowly forward, and knelt.

"Spock." The one word came clearly as Kirk reached out to grasp the tremb-
ling shoulders; there was a moment's resistance, then the fugitive turned,
trrowing his face into the Captain'sg shoulder, clinging to him fiercely. With
careful tenderness Kirk's arms closed around the man he hald, pulling him close,
and his voice sank to en inaudible, comforting murmur.

Somehow, Blair was glad he could not hear that whispered exchange; btut
when Kirk raised a hand to beckon them forward he followed eagerly at McCoy's
heels.,

At thelr approach the dark head 1ifted from Kirk's shoulder and tuxned to
face them ~ with an intense efforit Blair forced himself to concentrate only on
the eyes, beautiful, velvet-dark, shining like stars in the ruined face. For
a moment pity choked him -~ if the physical damege was a symbol of the harm that
had been done to his mind, how thls man must have suffered. And McCoy had
repaired much already, he remembered. :
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He moved, and the dark eyes focussed on him, widening in alarm at the
unfamiliar face. Xirk stroked the Vulean's hair gently. *"It's all right,
Spock; he won't harm you, you've safe with me."

"Safes s yeses s with you,™ Spock sald slowly.

- "Captain, I'm soxry," Blair said Quietly, "put he is a suspect; he should
be questioneda..“ He broke off as a red=-shirted figurc darted to Kirk's side.

“The search parties are coming, Captaln " the Security guard reported.
"So I see.”

Led by Dave Fhillips, a group of armed men cmerged from the trees to surr=
ound the cave entrance.

"You got him, then, Sheriff," someone callcd. "Come on, you = and hin
over:i® Rifles were levelled, and Blair started forward in alarm.

"Hold your firel" he oalled. "There are guards all round you." He had
gseen the Securlty men who shadowed the search party, and knew that any v1olence
would be countered swiftly.

"What do you want us to do, sheriff?" Phllllps called.

"Captain, please hand him over," Blair pleaded. "You can see that there
will be trouble if you try to take him away = we have our suspechtee."

"But you haven't got the criminal = T have," announced a volce from the
darkness as Baillie strolled casually into the cirele of light. His two aides,
Blade and Sorenson, followed, supporting between them the semi-conscious figure
of a man Blair did not recognise. The two Security men looked a little dishev~
elled, but when they dropped their prisoner to the ground at Blair's feet, it
was clear that he had sustained considerable damage.

Baillie shook his head sadly. "He tried to take my boys," he sald reprov-
ingly, "so I'm afraid he's...er...slightly damaged., He's the one you've after,
Sherdff. T did a blt of checking - he escaped from a prison for the criminally
insane about thlrty miles away. They didn't send out a warning, thought it might
cause & panic. I'll have to have a few words with the Govermor...  S$t111," he
smiled brightly at thc Sheriff, “you won't want our Mr. Spock now, will you?"

Without walting for a reply Baillie swung round, issuing terse oxders. The
prisoner was handcuffed, and pushed to Blair's side; the Security guards
assembled in fromt of the cave, their eyes still watchful, phasers at the ready.
With an abrupt changs of manner to a gruff compassion Balllie urged Kirk to his
feet, helping him to support the Vulecan, who secemed bewildered, confused, by the
sudden influx of people. ' He buried his head on the Captain's shoulder and stood
trembling in his sustaining embrace. MeCoy, who had heen tending the injured
guards, took his place in the greup, and in a shimmering sparkle of light the
Enterprise party was beamed away, leaving a stunned Sheriff, a silent, embarp-
asged search party — and one somewhat battered prisoner. Haking the best of
things, Blair organised theik return to towm.

The following day Sheriff Blair was busy at his désk when the phone rang.
He answered it, to hear Gaptaan Kirk's voice.

"I'm at the house to collect my things," he said, "I'd like to see you,
to explain - and to say goodbye."

"I'11 be there in five minutes," Blair promised.

Kirk was walting for him in the room he had shared with Spock. As Blair
entered, Kirk turned, smiling a greeting.

"How is Mr. Spock?" the Sheriff asked. "I hope my...mistake... hasn't
harmed him."

"No, thank God. .He was Just so afraid when ¥ didn't come back...he thought
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you meant to harm him - that's why he knocked you out and ran. And that's how
I knew he couldn't be guilty - he could have killed you easlly, but even in his
fear he's too gentle to harm anyone." His voice softened. "We're taking hin
home now, to Vulcan. McCoy thinks he's ready...and strong enough for final
SURgETY."

"He'll be all right?" Blair asked anxiously,

"Oh yes =~ wWe can be sure of that. If he'd broken last nighte..but he held
on."

"Because he trusted you," Blalr said understnadingly.

"As I trust him." Kirk hesitated. "To you he's an alien - but to me...
he's my friend. I hope that one day you'll have the chance to see him as he
really is."

"So do I. 1In the meantime...it can't atone - but I'm soxry."

"I know. It's easy to jump to conclusions, isn't 1t? Just becauso someane
acts strangely, it doesn't mean... but we won't speak of it. You'me satisfied
the case is closed?"

"fes. Warders picked up the prisoner this morming. They should have
warned me."

Kirk's grin flashed. "fhey will in future. Our Mr, Baillie had a word
with the Governor this morning, and he has the knack of naking a strong impression.®

"So I noticed.,”
"elly I must leave now. Goodbye, Sheriff,"
"Goodbye, Captain. Good luck."

As the shimmering column faded and vanished Blair cast a last look at the
deserted room. He could not rid himself of the memory of last night, of those
two faces, onc fine-drawn, handsome, the other a shattered ruin; yet the eyes
had been go alike, each regarding the other with faith, and trust, and love.

For just an instant he had been allowed to glimpse a friendship that could
transcend all barriers of race and tradition; had learned that it was possible
to look beyond the obvious, and find a hidden truth. It was a lesson he thought
he would never forget.
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