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Hello everyone, and welcome to Log Entries 29.

Ye're sorry that the price has had to go up this issue -~ blame the Lost Office

and thetr second postal rise in six months. Let's just hope that we can hold

the price steady for a while now. As of the time of writing, we don't know what
the new forelgn rates are; although it's only a week till the new rates come into
effect, the post office has not yet had the forms in that glve the new foreign
rates: Come to that we only know the British ones approximately, but we can
estimate them from the last time, ‘

We originally intended teo print a separate zine for stories/material-that was
specifically movie orientated; however, now that we've seen ‘the movie, since it
actually changes nothing (except the uniforms and some of the technology) we've
decided that it ia possible (though not compulsory) to accept the movie as a valid
continuation of the STAR TREK series. We are therefore prepared to accept stories
incorporating movie references. These should be consistent with both series and
movie and a logical progression = in other words, no Kirk/Ilea stories as these
are rendered impossible by the facts as portrayed in the movie.

Yhen dealing with the movie, Gene's book is the acceptable reference.

Ye're hoping to get two issues of Log Entries out next time. We've got a lot of
good stories on file and we've had some of them for a while; we'd like to get
some of them into print.

February 1980







3
'"HERE _BE_DRAGONS,..' by Tina W, Pole

Slmmm.s. s'nice and s'cosy in s'here but s'time to s'break outs..
Sreold out here, s'humm... T detect movement,.s'thought pattorns...

"Whatever was in this egg, Jim," McCoy said as he stood taking tricorder. read~
ings of the broken shell of an enoxmous egg that they had found, "was mighty big."

"Is that a sclentific observation, Doctor?" Spock was quick to ask. However,
McCoy was in no mood to start one of their verbal battles. He was too concerned
as to where the thing that had been inside the egg could have gone. According to
his readings it had hatched only minutes agos.

S'MeCoy s'Chlef Medical Officer on board s'tar s'hip, Entégggiée? S'interesting.

"Well, gentlemen," Kirk said as he pulled out his communicator, "I think that
Just about concludes our preliminary survey. A possible world to colonise, ch,
Bones?" he joked. :

"You must be kidding, Jim. This place is so barren, so bleak... And what
about that egg we found?" : : _

"lell, if we could find the occupant...”

S'Kirk, Jomes s'Captain of this s'tar s'hip Enterprise? -

"Tricorder readings indicate there are no life forms in the vicinity,” Spock
reported,

S'pock... First Officer, s'Vulcan s'different...

"Iricerder readings indicated that there were no life foxms before," McCoy
pointed out. “Yet we came across that egg and something must've just hatched out
of itlv

"Maybe.it flew away," Kirk suggested.

MeCoy flicked his communicator open and without even waiting for the Captain's
consent oxdered them to be beamed back aboard immediately! .

No doubt, Xirk thought as they found themselves on the transporter platform,
he had visions of something swooping down out of the sky and carryine him awayes.
"Ouch:® He found himself at the bottom of the platform steps. '

"are ye all right, Captain?" Scotty ran over to assist him but the Doctor
and First Officer were already hauling him to his feet. '

"How did you manage to do that?" McCoy asked as Kirk stood rubbing his sore
knees. : ' ' C

"I tripped.®
"Over whalb?"
"Beals mCeds"

 "Too much fresh air," McCoy suggested as he watched the Captain limp painfully
towards the door. :

"Well, it was your idea to go down in the first place," Kirk grumbled.

Momes.  S'nice and s'warm in s'here...like in the s'hell... I s'tay!

"Well, thabt's the transporter checked out,"” Scobty mumbled +o himself as he
switched off the main circults and then headed for the door.

PAD! PAD!
He spun round, hadn't he been alone in the transport room? Yes, he was, S0...
PAD!  PAD!

He looked down at his boots. Must be time he got himself a new pair.



PADY  PAD! . S : _

Noisy critters, those boots. He'd go and see about them right away. .

‘ “Thls“ié”Mr. Scott £b.éhf1£bﬁmenﬁﬁi'Eontfol;“' Scotty puiled at the collar

of his tunic and wiped the perspiration off his brow as he stood next to the

interoom in the turbolift.
“EnV1ronmental control, sir." : _ , o
"What's with the turbolifts, 1addle? Aﬁ'mrfair roasting alive in herel" .
"Nothing, 51r. Thexe's no warnlng llght on our panel,"

- "Forget aboot the warning light = Ah'm on ma way up tae the bwidge. Ah'll
tak' a look there." _

S'nice and st coav in s'here. ..

"What's the problem, Mr. Scott?" Kirk asked as the-Chief.Engineer stalked
out of the turbolift and headed for the Environmental Control console.

"Ah'm no' suwe, Captain. It’'s the turbolift.. It's 1ike bein' in a .sauna.™

"Just the turbolift?"
"Aye, sir."

FAD' PAD!
'in' ma shoes,' he almost added.
S*'1looks like the s'hell.

Kirk returned his attention back to the plandtoon the main viewscreen. No

doubt Scotty would sort it out. He glanced at the chronometer, the last half hour
had Jjust dragged.

"Anything ne#, Mr. Spock?" he eventually asked.

""Je still have no life readings, Captain.”

"ell, there must have been somethlnﬂ down there." /ind,/ he thought, /antzl
we solve the nystery of that egg we can't break orblt./

ﬂO ~w L] JI\I,I‘UD L)

Kirk swivelled the Command Chalr axound to see what all the commotlon was
about. It was Scotty = he was sitting on the deck.

"Mr. Scott?"

Scotty elimbed carefully to his feet, rubbing his sore backside. "Ah walked
intae something, Captain.”

Kirk eyed the empty space between the Chief Engineer and the turbolift.

"I wis like a forcefield, Captain,™ Scotty explained. "ih bounced straight
off itln

Kirk glanced at Spock, who just shook his head.

"It's all right, Scotty, we belleve you. - Ag for the sensors, they haven't
proved themselves to be of much use on that planet below."

"Then there could be something here, Captain.” Seotty “backed away from the
area wherc he had just fallen. "Something comnected with that planet.”

T wouldn't rule it out. Mse. Uhura..."
"Seourity's on its way, sir.®
3t they be s'upset...
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The turbolift doors opened and then closed. The one solitmry security guard
that stood near the doors made no attempt to stop whatever it was. Kirk couldn't
blame him. It was something big. :

"That thing was in the turbolift wi' me,™ Scotty said in sudden realisation.
"And Ah heard it in the transporter room, an... That noise! Ah thought it wis
ma bootsd"

"The transporter room?” Kirk queried.
"Aye, sir. It must've come aboard wi' you."
"That's what I fell over:™

"Aye, but Ah walked intae it. It must be Tig... You must've Ffallen over a
part of it.,.."

Kirk shuddered to think what part it could have been. As for it being bige..
"The egg, Captain.'" Spock voiced his thoughts.
Now s'what did s'he do? If s'I s'yeach out s'mind,..,

“SICKBAY}" Its voice boomed in the unfamiliar tones of a language it had
never spoken before. "SICKBAY!" The turbolift moved off,

"Find out wheve it's going to," Kirk ordered as he saw the tell-tale light of

the turbolift 11ght up on the englineering board and heard a familiar whine as it
noved off,

ME have a recordlng of a volice, sir," Spock reported and played it back.

"Sickbay!" a volce boomed over the bridge in the unmistakable tones of the
Chief Engineer. "SICKBAY !

"Bonesi" Kirk exclaimed in sudden reallsatidnme. "It nust be following the
landing party around." .

"But Ah wasnae ‘paxt of the 1and1ng party, sir," Scotty pointed out.
- "You were there though when it came on board. I wonder,.,."

"It must have been in the viciniiy when the Doctor approached the egg,
Captain,” Spock said, voleing his thoughts again. ,

"Yes, and he wag the first person it saw."

"Captain..." Scotty was over at the engineering console, following the
progress of the turbolift. "The turbo's stopped on Deck 5..."

The babble of voices from Uhura's conscle told them why. Several of the
crew members had requested it to stop at Deck five; +the doors had opened and *
they had been pushed, ever so gently, aside., Well, at least it wasn't some -
brainless creature. :

Christine hummed softly to herself as she switched the sonic shower on. It
vas then that she became aware of something watching her. She slowly turned
around. One stesl grey eye set in an enormous lizard-like head stared at her
through the parted curtains., Christine screamed., It vanished.

roor S'Christine s'T did not s'mean to rlggten. S‘peoiallx g'friend of

4cuov. ‘S'where now 1',1'10upcxh‘P 3°* hungrv

*I've an urgent message from the 'park', sir," Ubura reported less than
five minutes after Christine Chapel called in. She opened the channel.

"There are footsteps in the shlp vark," somebody whispewed. "Giant
four=toed ones..."
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"Get a security team down therel!" The Captain was on his feet and heading
for the turbolift, Spock at his heels.

There were footprints all right, not only embedded in their precious green
grasa but up the bulkheads!

"My, Spock?" Kirk turned %o the Vulecan.
"It has wings."

"L gathered that!® Kirk snapped, getting irritable. "Most things that come
out of eggs do," ’

"On the contrary, Captain,® Spock hastened to correct, "Ms. Gﬁapel's brief
description was that of a reptilian. Most reptiles do not have wings."

Kirk found himself stawing up in the alr, It wasn't difficult to imagine
a flying lizard... Next time he wouldan't laugh at Mccoy s antics.

"Clome on,  Spock, let's get out of here."

"Jell, at least we know where 1t is,"™ Secotty said as he set about closing
all the entrances to the ship's ‘park’.

"Ah know we' re no' supposed tae hae it on Wwaxd ship, sir, but..." Scotty
held up the empty bottle of what had once heen whisky, which he had brought with
hin into the brleflng room. "A whole case, Captain.®

"That explains the footprints up the bulkheads," Spock sald.

Kirk and Scotty looked at him, but Spock had hig most innocent expression on
and it was difficult to tell whether he was being serious or not.

"Right, so how are we going to get a drunken flying weptilian oubt of our
park and back to the planet?" XKirk asked.

"It was on its way to sickbay, CGaptain," Spock pointed out. "I bélieve that
some species attach themselves to the first thing they see...™

Just then McCoy came into the briefing room. The otherwise impassmve and
profesgional Nurse Chapel clutched his arme. Which only went to show what a shock
she had had. * )

"If you'd pald more attention to me in the first place,” MeCoy grumbled as

he pried the nurse off his arm and guided her into a vacant chalr, "we mightn't
have this thing on boaxd now."

"lell, it's too.late now, Bones," Kirk saild. "It!s on board and we've got
to find a way to get it off."

"Indeed,® Spook agreed. "Especlally as there is the possibility that it
could have parents and that we are therefore violating the irime Directive."

Kirk swallowed hard. Those were the two things he hadn't stopped to consider,

"Well, then, we've really got no choice." He looked across at the floctor.
"I'm sorry, Bones."

"Eh?" McCoy stared at him across the briefing room table.
"It was on its way down to see you before it got side-tracked,” Kirk explained.
"On its way down to see me?” McCoy echoed in dishelief.

"That is correct, Doctor," Spock confirmed. "And we have come to the con-
clusion that it was because you were the flrst person it saw and so naturally it
assumes you are its...”" McCoy's glare told him he had better say nc more.

"But that's ridiculous.™

"Bridge to briefing room, btridge to briefing room. Acknowledge, please,"
came Uhura's voice over the intexrcom. The Captain leaned forward and activated
the intexrcom.
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"What's the problem, Ms. Uhura?" - /Didn't he have enough problems as it was?/
"The alien in the ship's Tark, sir," she told him. "It's escaped.”
"Oh, nol" he groaned. That was all he didn't need.

"Where was it last located?" Spock asked, noting that the Captain was at a
temporary loss for words.

"In the turbolift, sir. The voice command it gave directed it to sickbay."”

McCoy jumped to his feet. “Sickbay! What about my patients?" He ran out of
the room, all fear of the unknown forgotten. Vislons of his preclous sickbay
smashed to pleces drove him onwards. As Kirk quickly followed him, Just managing
to Jump into the turbolift with him, he could well imagine the Doctor dressed in a
suit of armour and waving a sword.

He retracted that thought as soon as they burst into sickbay and found it
lying asleep - Or was 1t unconscious? = on the deck.

"Aee s edragon?" Scotty spluﬁtered‘in disbelief as hé, Spock and Chapel
trotted in behind them. But it was there and then it wasn't there...

"Fascinating!" Spock was heard to exclaim in a quiet whisper.

"Yes, that's it," Christine Chapel confirmed as it came into bheing agéin and
then started to fade once more.

"No wondex we couldn't pick it up," Scotty sald. "It doesntt exist...well,
not completely...in our space~time continuum. Does it?"

"We shall have to do more resea®ch in that area, Mr. Scott,” Spbok said.

"Okay = everybody stand aside." McCoy started rumning his medical scanner
over it. "Strange..."

"What's strange? It's alive, isn't 1t?" Kirk asked in concern. Ye - Gods,
if anything had happened to it...

"Yes, but... It's drunk, Jiml"
247 478 Vv
"and apparently the alecohol 1s making it visible to us," Spock said.

"ill somebody please explain t0 me how this here dragon got itself drunk?"
. McCoy asked.

"Ma whisky..." Scotty lamented. "A whole crate of it. Whit a cxyin' shamelr

"On the contrary, Mr. Scott," Spock said. "It has made this fascinating
creature visible to us." ‘ -

"Yes, well, we haven't got time to start making any tests, Spock," Kirk said,
noting a certain glimmer of enthusiasm in the First Officer’s eye. "While we can
see it, let's try and get it off the ship."

Three medi-trollies, a couple of antigravs and a whole collection of medical
staff later, McCoy found himself wandering around the place where the egg had
oxi ginally bteen found, keeping a vigil on the sleeping dragon.

"Come on, damn you,"™ he cursed as he huddled a 1little closer into his coat.
"Wake up and then I can go home,"

*How are you doing, Bones?" Jim's voice asked him from his open communicator.
"Bloody freezing, that's what."

"Soxxry we can't offer you any whisky, the dragon drank it all," Jim said,
trying to sound cheexful, but McCoy could hear the concern in his volce.

"1'311 be all right, but -~ Jim, what if it doesn't fly off on its own oxr its
parents come? What then?"
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‘"Don't forget to come and visit me on ihenﬁenal'planet they'll send me to
when we axrive at the nearest Starbase with a dragon!"
Ococd  S'ma heads.. . Coor wee s'heads..

. One eye blinked open.and surveyed the tiny belng that stood stamping the
ground.

. "IF YOU DON'T-MIND," a wolce boomed out behind McCoy. McCoy froze to the
spot. MTHANK YOU. MY HEAD IS HURTING, YOU SEE. THAT LIQUID I CONSUMED...HICCI"

McCoy tirned around and narrowly missed the bdll of fire that went bouncing
past him. "Steady on therel" )
"SORRY tn

McCoy stood looking up at the still visible dragon. What'now'

"NO I HAVE NO PARENTS," it explained as it struggled up into a 31tting
position and set about wrapping 1ts long sexpent tail around itself and fannlng
its baby wings in exercise.

"Er, .. then you're not attached to me?"
"HARDLY...BUT YOU STRUCK ME AS BEING NICE TO KNOW."

MeCoy felt himself blush at the compliment, He hoped that Spock was around
to hear 1t at the other end of the open ‘abmmunicator,

"Excuse me," Spock's volce Sald. MeCoy wonderxed what he was, g01ng'to say in
retort. "We are cupious to know if there are more of you on your planet?”

"OH YES, I'M ONE OF MANY. BUT UNFORTUNATELY - OR FORTUNATELY, DEPENDING ON
WHICH WAY ONE LOOKS AT IT =~ YOU CANNOT SEE US:."

"But I can see you now.,"
"INQBED, BUT THAT IS BECAUSE OF THAT WHISKY STUEF "

“You're telepaths, aren't you?" McCoy sald, suddenly cottoning on. "That's
how you're speaking to me in my own language."

"CORRECT." o
“Been tunlnb in to Spock's braln by the sounds of it."

 "ONE OF MANY...OH!" The dragon began to shimmer. J'whisky g'tuff beginning
to s' £Q

HICG' Another vall of fire rOlled past Mccoy and the dragon Was gone.
'"You still there?”
MSORT OF.™

*T think it's time to go, Bones," J1m s voice sald. "Time we designated the
rlanet - definitely a No Go area and moved on.”

"WE APIRECIATE THE NO GO ARBEA,™ a different voice said to that of the dragon
MeCoy had been talking to and the soft thuds of more than one set of invisible
dragons' feet convineed him that it really was time to go!

"Go on, Jim," MeCoy urged him.

"I do not believe that 1t is standaxd Starfleot 011351f10at10n, 31r,"
Spock pointed out.- '

"Be a devil, Jim," McCoy said, deliberately looklng in Spock’s dlrectlon,
“"oven if you don't -look like one‘"-. S : S N

"Mz, Uhura,” Kirk instructed, turnlng to the Lleutenant with a mlschlevous
smile on his face., "When you send that report..." :

ngiper
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"Designate that planet not only under classification DRG 1 but..." He still
couldn't gquite bring himself to do it. .

"Jim," Mccoy‘prompted him,
"All right, Bones. ‘Here be dragons'."

"Here be dragons," she repeated in disbelief and then broke inito a smile.
"Whatever you say, sir. HERE BE DRAGCKS..."

WK R R KR KRR R K He R RN

THE FINAL DENOMINATOR by Crystal Arn Taylor

Loneliness stretched through the black reaches of space
Screaming its séng of isolation,

Logt in the cold emptiness around it,

Cxrying for completion, bezging to be heard,

Seeking its own death in welcome oblivion,

Imprisoned by its nature, craving for escape,
Everything it touched turning to ice...

Small specks of matter adrift in infinity,

Each caught within himself, dependent on none,
. Apart, alone, facing demons unaided,

Functioning without heart, only with purpose,

Until worm out, used up, and discarded,

Left dead for eternity in the endless void.

Loneliness cried until it met two flames,

Bright with wonder, bubbling with antlclipation,
Filled with joy of discovery, glowing with life,
‘One golden with warmth, the other cool and restful,
Pulsating and playing’ their own separate tunes.
Fach man alone, ingside the shell of his being,
Fighting the ache of existence.

Isolation answered by reaching out, touching,
Two flames brought together, merging to one,

Surging to fire, sharing the pain,

Bringing forth hope in a laugh or a smile, -

- Boundaries broken between two restless souls,
Though they are different, alike in their needs,.
Together they face the inviting unknown,
Confident in each other, no longer alone,
Stronger together than the forces arcund thenm,

~ No terror in darkness when met side by side,

‘ Burnlng a path of companlonshlp to melt through the cold,

Longliness's cry dying in the warmth of thelr friendship,

It welcomes the dissipation it finds in their world,

It now knows the answer, the final denominator,

That through time and space, whatever's lost, whatever's gained,
It is love that endures.ahd survives.

Uhuras I lost. my tribble. . . .
Chapel: Why don't you put an ad. on the Shlp s notlce board?
Uhuras That's no good, he can't read.

B

Chekov: I heard Riley sang a popular song- at the concert.
Sulus. . Well, it was popular before he sang it.

N RN e B R N
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Tos~— . : ) ‘ . ‘
Yrofessor ﬂ«& Dr. X, Arvette, .- -0 Ul.S8.5 Enterprlse,.
Ferndale Medlcal Centre, : . ¢/o Starbase 24,
Area Reference E/U5, ‘ Starfleet.

England, S S o '

Terra.

Dear Mum and Dad,

Yes, it's me again! T bet that when you told me to be sure and write, you never
dreamed I would, and so vegularly? If Starfleet hasn't done anything else for me,
it's turned me into a faithful correspondent. Maybe one day (if, that is, you've
saved my letters, and you, Mum, never throw a thing away!) we could put them o=
gether and publish a book, calling it ‘Thoughts of a Security Guard'. No? 4h,
welll So muoh for my elaim to famel

But back to husiness - how are you both? Fit and thr1v1ng, I hope, and taking
the best possible care of yourselves. I heard via the general news reports we
get (the little god of communications satellites permitting) that your winter has
been pretty tough - snow, ice, the whole packagej the kind I remember from way
back yonder. I suppose I shouldn't even think i%, let put it to paper, if the
winter has caused difficulties, btut I almost wish I could have experienced its
toughness. Got caught in a snow storm or raced along the ice or simply felt cold.
It's the damndest thing about being in space. You miss the weathexr! We have a
season simulator in the rec. hall, tut somehow you can just feel it's not the
same. That's why I get so excited when my name is one of those on the top of the
landing party duty roster. Space travel is fantastic, but that sensation when
you maberlallse on solid ground, in fresh, non-recycled air, and with a hOIlZOﬂ
in sight...it's pure magic.

1

I guess that you're saying it's all very well for me to jump at the opportunity

to make planetfall, but what about those who don't return? If I'm ever fortunate
enough to meet the Federation beaurocrat who, quote, 'In the public interest'
unquote, published those fatality statistics forxr Starship security personnel, I'1ll
send him off pronte in a pre-flighted shuttlecraft to the Romulan Neutral Zone
where he can personally discuss Starship losses with an arch foe. You wrote in
your last letter that these figures are frightening, bub so are any other set of
statistices when singled out for consideration. There are plenty of other zrisky
occupations and I've no regrets about choosing the carxeer I did. You mustn't
worry, really you mustn't. 'And as big brother Andy often said, 'ferle's head's so
hard you couldn't knock ‘it off with the Galactic Demolition Company's biggest
building wrecker'. And Andy is second only to Confucius when it comes to his
vords of wisdom and truth, so pay heed to him!

Talking of the perils of space and the like brlngs me very nicely to the next
paxt of my letter. By now you've probably seen the hologram Lornm Ulvarsson, a
pal (?) from Botany, seént his mother who 11VGS quite close to.Ferndale and who
promised when writing and asking for the 'grams to show them around. The 'grams
were taken aboard our merry vessel afiter our last port of call, and I would ’
imagine you're.wondering why in said 'grams I have a black eye and a busted lip.

There is a simple. explanatmon-‘

It began with the trivbles. No, 1t dldn t. It began with the guadrititi...
quadroto...hold on a mo while I agsk the computer for the correct spelling. Quad-
rotriticale., (I wish I'd had a Starship computer as a kid at school!) This
quadrotriticale 1s a grain, but Yav Chekov, my fellow vodka=swigger, could tell
you mere about its scientific make-up than I, but be assured, it's vexry, very
valuable. Our Enterprise was assigned to look after it. Well, valuable it may
be, but nucsemalid to grain...! I was as unbelieving as the rest of the crew when
word spread. Then, not an eternity later, came the next bombshell. Not only was
a mighty ship of the fleet guarding grain, but we also had to share the delights
of gtation X~7, about which we were in orbit, with a shipload of Xlingonsi

Orders were, in diplomatic pailanée, to maintain equable relations with the Klin=-
gons for we knew there was no way, under the terms of the truce, they could be
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refused the station's facilities. My heart went out to our Captain. On one hand he
had to play nanny to the guadrotriticale whilst on the other he had to act buddy-
"buddy with a bunch of aliens whose usual bent was to create trouble and, however
they could, kick the Federation where it hurts. - C

(Actually, it came about that the Klingons' intentions were anything but benign =
that's vhere the tribbles come in, btut it's a long, complicated story and not really
involved with my tale. Tell you more next time.) :

As I was due for shore leave, down to K-7 I beamed, along with Gillies and Chambois,
koth of whom share my tastes in off=duty pursuits = nothing I wouldn't write home to
gran about, folks!

There we sat in the station's main bar, quietly drinking our favourite poisons, the
clientele composed of both Federatlon and Klingonsi all models of exenplary behav~
lour, bub the atmosphere in general was a~buzs! Nearby sat Pavel Chekov, Johnny
Freeman and Scotty, our Chief Engineer, whose mechanical skills have won him a
place In the text books and whose affection for the Enterprise is legend. The man
is made in the mould of geniuses and is a great guy 0 boot. It was nice and peace~
ful, Jjust as ordered, when this burly ape of a Klingon began to crack snide remarks
about Captain Kirk. BEveryone in Starfleet uniform tensed and I saw Scotty lean
ackoss the table to restrain Pav, who had risen from his chair, looking as if his
greatest ambition was to stuff the xlingon through the waste disposal. Scotty was
our renking officer and we had to take our lead from him, keeping to our seats and
not letting that ape set our blood boiling. It wasn't easy. Then the Klingon, loud
enough foxr everyone to hear, insulted the Enterprise. He sure must have been stupid
for anyone catching the expression on Scotty's face would have filed Tor immediate
transfer back home. But no. The Klingon sailed right on, cackling that our beloved
ship ought to be hauled away as garbage! That did it! Seatty handles his engines
with the tender care you'd lavish on a new=-borm babe, but oh, the strength behind
the flat that crashed wham' bang into the Klingon's face! Now, in my Jjob as security
guard I'n trained to protect my crewmates from the manifold dangers and hazards of
space (I didn't earn my commendations and rank for nothing = bang goes my modesty
again) and maintaining the peace is ordered by the senior officer present and, as I
said earlier, we had to take our lead from Scotty. We did. We gave those Klingons
a showe leave they won't forget in a hurry! DIersonal result? A black eye and a
busted 1ip. My assallant? He didn't look toc well either.

Fifteen minutes later when both Texrrans and Klingons were bruised, battered and a
little weary, calm was wesumed. By then, of course, the...er...disturbance ... had
teen brought to the Captain's attention, and not a half hour after that we Enter—
prise men were lined up before him, an unsavoury looking collection, helng batile~
scarred and unkempt, ,

James Kirk has a well-deserved reputation for being the most understanding and
patient of captains with his men. I've seen him in the best of humour, Jjovial and
laughing, ready with a joke of his own and eager to smile = at that moment, there
wasn't a twace of a grin in sight. He demanded to know who started the fight. We
Wwere as tlght as clams. He questioned Pav and Johnny Freeman in turn, but got no
Joy. The Captain fumed, confined us all to guarters and dismissed us, with the
exception of Scotby., Our sympathies were with him as we trooped out of the door,
somevwhat stiffly. What happened once those doors closed we have no idea, but I
reckon the Captain learmed the truth. His coaxing tones could loosen the tongue of
the most silent of cnemy agents, Pooxr Scotty never stood a chance! Anyhow, our
confinement to guarters didn't last long!

S0 that's how I came to look like a punch bag in those 'grams. Lorn's mother had
written to him with her request and, being nearby at the time, I was roped in to
show off my red shirt while Chambois took the 'grams. You're not to concern youz=
selves that I'm making a hobby of getting into fights, nor am I taking it up as a
hobby. I protect my crewmates = wemember? - not scrap with them, and to be that
closely assoclated with Klingons again is a pessinmist's nightmare. I only told you
the whole story, omititing nothing, because I knew you'd speculate and imagine the
worst 1f I didn't. dall it a brief spell of boyish adventurism. Okay, so I'm
twenty-five, but Scotty's even older and a Lieutenant-commander!
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The happenings on ¥=7 were _really the livellest events to occur for months.
We've had the odd encounter with weird life-forms, but nothing out of the oxrdinary.
At present, we're on our way to Starbase 24, to plck up some new personnel., Who
knows, perhaps there's a nice little female lieutenant amongst them who could take
me in hand, get me tamed just in case the nightmare ever looms! No, don't start
writing the wedding invitations. The majority of women in Starfleet are, qulte
rightly, very anti~-marriage. I'm not going to get hooked in this profession.

Well, that's it for now. I'm due back oh duty in five minutes. Write soon,
won't you, and let me have the news from homei Andy's pictogram arrived a day
ago from his uew hospital on Alverous II. He promised to follow it up with a
letter, Knowing Andy, it could take years! Aren't you glad to have one literary
son?

Take dare,
Deric. .

I B e i
ART THEE VULCAN OR ART THRIV. HUMAN,

You stand before me.
A silent figure, so calm
seemingly mature
That my heart cries out in protest
He's Just a boy.

You're so like your fathexr.
With serene eyes and ways
That hide the tumult of your soul,
I want to hold you in my arms

But would not try.

For you are you, and T am I.
To look at we are worlds apart
A Human mother - a Vulcan boy.

Oh son of mine I love you so
‘My heart ls yocurs can yours be mine?
_ So restless, yet so still.
It's time for you to go.

You turn ~ I turn away.
For there is nothing else that we can say?
Except farewell. -

Mother!

Eyes meet eyes.
‘ Hands touch hands.
T look at you -~ you look at me.
I wonder now what do you see?
A Vulcan woman? And I,
And I - a Human boy,

Jayne Tufmner.
A e e o L

SULU: That's a magnificent stuffed lion you have there. Where did you get him?
UHURA: At homejy I went on safari with my uncle. '

SULU: What's he stuffed With?

UHURA: My uncle.
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A SHARED NIGHTMARE bx Jacqueline Newey

Kirk dreamed of pine trees that nights They swung around and captured his
gaze, thelr slim splinter—like branches shielding him from the strong wind. He
imagined them stretching on and on in endless rows at the top of a mountain
ridge; holding their stiff rough limbs up to the light, and capturing a faint
whisper of wind and throwing it into an enormous roar. His knees were aching to
kneel before their majestic sways, but instead he moved on in between them and
let the needles gently brush over his tingling face.

Suddenly the kindness of the branches seemed to turn to vindictive anger.
They twisted and turned Kirk in amongst the prickly mass, covering him in the
green revolting vegetation. Kirk spluttered, tried to sit up, and found himself
smothered in a silky sheet, Wrenching it free he gained control of the disorderly
mess, and hurried to get dressed.

The corridors seemed somewhat quieter than usual, thought Kirk, as he strode
along one such empty passagewasy. He smiled politely at a passing yeoman, who -
appeared to be the only other person on duty besides himself. It was not until
the Captain was approaching the recreation room that he remembered. A trickle of
sound reached his ears, and as the doors swished smoothly open a small group of
crewmembers became vislble at the far end of the room.

"Captain Kirki" The deep volce resounded across the width between Kirk and
a glant of a man who was obviously not a crewmember. Those surrounding the owner
of the volce immediately backed away =~ both from vespect for the man, and from
the honest fear of belng trodden underfoot. Upon seeing XKirk's bemused glance
they all scurried away to various tables in a cloud of chatter.

"Mr. Kavran:™ Kirk roplled with equal enthusiasm. "Won't you join me for
gome coffee?"

"But of course I'll join you,” went on the large man. "But 1'11 do without
the coffee, thanks," he added hastily. '

Kavran sat down as lightly as he could in the chaixr, which was - for hin,
at least - a mldget's chair. He tucked his feet awkwardly in under the table,
cleverly folded his bulky arms, and tilted his ginger-haired head down to look
at Kirk.

Kirk's eyes were filled with respect for this man. One who had, alone,
brought up a colony of apprehensive people on a planet seemingly wrought with
disaster. Xavran was now being transported to another impatient group of men,
women and children who had recently colonised a planet in the sector through which
the Enterprise would be travelling, and were having some difficulty in controlling
their situation.

For a few minutes Kirk and Kavran talked busily, appreciating each other's
company. Then Kirk was called to the bridge.

Spock also noticed the stillness in the corridor.. As he approached the door
to the xecreation room he could scarcely fail to miss one of the causes of this
emptiness, as Kavran launched himself through the confined space of the doorway,
followed by an alerted Kirk and a crowd of bustling offﬂduty crewnembers ~ all
anxious to hear the knowledgeable words of the glant.

4s Kirk stepped into his familiar stride beslde the Vuican he began. "What's
up on the bridge, Spock? Sulu says there's a shuttlecraft floating around in
space."”

"Indeed, Captain. The design of the shuttlecraft is identical in every way
to those of Starfleet, and it is suspended in space whilst maintaanlng no funstions
at ali, even those which are vital for supportlng life, It is logical to assume
that it is dead."
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"Maybe. But where did it come from?" murmured Kirk, more to himself than
to Spock. But he had, once again, undercstimated the hearing of Vulcans.

"Tts origin is unknown. and will probably remain so unless we.bring the
craft aboard, sir," was Spockis reply.

They entered the bridge.

"ery well, Mr. Spock, let's have this shuttlecraft brought. aboard." Kirk
smiled before addlng, "With all the usual precautions, please. This may be a
balt of some kind."

“Naturally, sir," came the instant response from behind his right shoulder.

" A technician was'juggling with switches on a panel of dazzling fiashihg o
lights when McCoy paused on his way through towards the hangar deck., He trlad to
look interested in the variety of gadgetry before him, but the lights made his
head ache.

The. technleian, notiecing his agitation, said, "The Captain is on his way,
gsir."™ He pointed to a nearby chalr. "™ou can sit there to wait, if you 1like,
sir,” he smiled, and went back to his work. :

NcCoy was just about to say that he was managing quite well where he was,
thank you, when Kirk walked in through the opening door, Spock following close on
his heels. Thinking better of his reply MeCoy grunted and shuffled towards them.

"Hurry up, Jim," complained McCoy. "I hate it down here - it's like a
different ship altogether."

"Soxry we're late, Bones," said Kirk. M"There was an unexpecﬁed traffic jam
outside the elevator = Kavran and another of his crowds."

gpock was staring at MeCoy in a way which would not be considexed polite on
Vulcan. One eyebrow vose slowly. ‘'Perhaps we should excuse the Doctor from this
engagement, Captain., He does appear to be extremely uncomfortable in these
surroundings."

Kirk ahtlelpated the oncoming argument. He turned t¢ Bones. "Before you
ansWwer him with some retort or other, just thina," he grinned, "Who's going to
win?"

Spock had overheard again. “Logic estimates that the possibility of the
Doctor. .. " _

»Shut up, both of youl!" WeCoy shrugged., "I haven't retorted anything, yét,
aind auywWay = " he looked ab Klrk " - yhose side are you on?"

They were both 1nterrupted by the technician. "Gaptain, the shuttlecraft is
ready to boaxd now."

Somehow they had managed to open up the shuttlecraft. The three men filed
in past the two security guards and looked casually around. They were not casual
for long. Kirk had suspected that this might be more than a routine 1nvest1ga¢-
jon, and glancing at their faces he noted thelr immediate reactions.

Bones shuddered. He stood Just inside as if uncertain whether to venture
any further. His eyes flitted guickly around the interior and seemed to grow
wider with disbelief. Or was 1t amazement? Klrk ~gouldn't be sure.

Sucdunly the Doctor sneezed. He wrlnkled up his nose. "Mhe air in here is
foul," he murmured., Xirk nodded in agreement.

Spock had mansged to study every console, screen and switch, and now at last
he was faced with just one more area of exploration. They all were. Yet somes
thing still held them back = just for a moment = as 1f their minds had united as
one and so became aware of some terrible danger which the future held.
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Kirk suddenly became conscious-of the absolute stillness. It had seemed 40
bombard him all day, and now it stifled the already thick, heavy atmosphere. It
reminded him of his dream, but he hurriedly pushed it from his mind and turned
his attention to the two occupied seats. ‘ o

Yellow faded bindings which were crinkling up at the edges had been wound
around the shapes on the seats. They were unnmistakably the shapes of Human fig~
ures, and thelr weight pushed down the seats.

Spock, without hesitation, began to scan one of the objects with his tri-
corder, and McCoy, reassured, joined in the examination. Both busily employed,
they falled 10 notice Kirk., Nelther saw him tentatively tug at a loose end of
material which dangled temptingly from the top of the other ‘flgure', A little
more of the strip unravelled and Xirk caught it lightly in his hand. His face
was filled with 'a glowing radiance - enraptured, caught in some far away drean.
His lips began to mouth silent woxds as they drew up into a smile,

McCoy had been discussing their discovery with Spock. He was just saying,
"They're just like the mummies which ancient peoples of Barth used to..." when
the sight of Kirk cut off his sentence and replaced it with one word, expressing
more emotion than any thousand sentences could have dons,

"JIMIM

That one word hit Spock instantly. He felt it wrench painfully at his
heart, the emotion wanting to tear down his Vulcan half and give all his Human
help to the one man who now needed it most, the man to whom McCoy had addressed
that single woxd,

But he didn't, The situation was besging for his Vulcan half instead. But
the situatlon as Spock and MeCoy saw it was mostly hidden. A small corner peeked
sut for them to view, but it was only small. They had both suffered this same
torment before, and now, within almost a few seconds, they were sharing the burden.

Kirk had been pulled to his knees. His face was contorted with an expression
of evil, and his shoulders heaved in jerks as he tried to f£ill his lungs with the
foul air, He tried to drag his arm up to his face to wipe the sweat from his
eyes, but the pine trees forced it down in his mind, and when the attempt was a
failure he began to moan.

_ In front of him, still occupying one of the shuttlecraft seats, was the
figure = now free of bindings to the shoulders, and with the head exposed.

Although the decay had already begun the familiar features were distinguishable.
The face was that of Captain James. T. Kirk.

Then their Kirk crumpied in a heap on the floor.

As Spock knelt down by his side a faint whisper came from Kirk's now calm
mouths "Spock..." .

McCoy brushed his hand against Spock's shoulder, and the dark eyes looked up
into his., WMo words were spoken, but this time both knew that medicine could waib.
Thelr silent communication ended swiftly.

Mcdoy staggered outside and gulped the fresh alr. His face a deathly white,
he avoided the questioning glances of the guards, and waited. He might wait for
ever, but wallt he must, _ '

When Kirk woke up he felt refreshed and calm. He found himself lying across
several folded down seats in the shuttlecraft, and...why was Spock sprawled across
his legs? Fearing the worst he quickly leaned forward and =1id his hands under
the still Tody, trying in vain to move Spock carefully to another seat.

The disturbance woke Spock up, and Kirk relaxed again, allowing the Vulcan
to pull himself to his feet without embarrassing him with any comment. His eyes
followed Spock's to a covered object at the other end of the shuttlecraft. Noth-
ing registered in Kirk's face except a puzzled expression, and then suddenly he
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knew that he needed to thank Spock, but for what, exactly? ‘

“Sﬁook..." ¥irk felt his hands and flushed cheeks, still sticky with sweat
as though he had just had a fever., "Did you make me. forget? I don't think you
did, yet I feel so..." He couldn't reach the rlght words to put over his feel-
ings, and a hopeleso look dawymed on his face.

Spock knew exaetly how he felt, and as Kirk looked deep into his face he
realised that Spock knew. It made hinm feel unaccountably sad.

"T only searched for the source of the -trouble. You made yourself forget -
a total rejection of everything you experienced. Unfortunately it means that I
have been unable to dlscover anything essential ‘about our problem. However = "
Spock prevented himself from glancing towards.the still-bound. figure, which sat
hidden from Kixk " ~ I intend to remedy that situation in the very near future."

There was a slight pause before Kirk said falteringly, "Thank you, Spock.™

Another pause, and absolute silence. Then Kirk noticed the stuffiness of
the atmosphere. "Can we get out of here, please?" he asked. '"And then I1'd like’
you to tell me about it, if it won't hurt you too much.™

At first he thought that Spock was not going to reply. But he must have
imagined the hesitation ~ Spock's voice contained a hint of urgency. "I have to
tell you everything I know, and perhaps suggest even more. However, I believe we
should now inform Dr. MeCoy of your recovery." ' '

McGoy watched as Kirk left the slckbay on his way to his own rooms Perfectly
healthy, both physically and mentally. Well, at least that was a relief. So
Jim's display must have been brought about by extermal forces - something to do
with that thing in the shuttlecraft.

He had to let Spock explain what had happened. Jim hadn't seemed shocked or
upset - it was just as though all his memories of the incident had suddenly come
flowing back, but this time without the repulsive shock and the endless torment. -
Spock seemed to know instinchtively how to explain, how to prevent the wound from
worsening and the infectlon spreading. - That made McCoy glad. For once he too
longed for the calm, soothing words.

Suddenly, as if some faliry godmother had waved her wand and granted his wish,
Spock appeared in the doorway. The Doctor immediately wanted to change his wish.
Spock was needed in too many other important places on the ship.

"Spock, shouldn't you be on the bridge?" he asked. “The crew will begin to
vonder 1f you..." :

"Mr. Scott i1s quite capable of directing activities on the bridge,™ replied
Spock, "and the crew still appears to be enchanted by the presence of Mr., Kavran."
He sat down opposite McCoy. "Doctor, I need your help urgently."

Realising the urgency of the situation, McCoy didn't interrupt.

"I said before that when I searched the Captain's mind I was unable to die-
cover a reason for his display because of his loss of memory on the subject.
However, I omitted to say then that I knew the readgon for this loss of memory.
Some alien, some 'thing' has planted at the back of his mind the fhlse belief
that this ship will be destroyed by someone on hoard, by a colleague of his,
perhaps a friend."

They were both thinking along identical lines. It could be any of them -
even 3pock, or MeCoy. “Have you tqld Jlm thig?" MceCoy asked.

"Yes," Spock replied, "He asked‘to know everything, and I complied." -

MeCoy knew - and Spock knew he knew = that Spock had complled as Jim's best
friend, and not as the Captain'’s First Offlcer.

w1 want to.help," sald McCoy. "What can I dof"
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Spock explalined.

The door to Kavran's cabin was not locked. Never in his wildest dreams would
he have suspected that the most improbable enemy of all was now stealthily creep-~
ing through the door. :

Kirk's face was glowing with that same radiance again. All around him swayed
the beautiful pine trees in his mind, and whilst believing himself to Dbe kneeling
under them, he was in reality stooping at the side of the sleeping Kavran.

Then, as always in these terrible nightmares, Kirk was beginning to be
smothered by the prickly branches. Lashing out with his arms he caught hold of a
thick tree trunk and shook and squeezed it with all his might.

But that was all an illusion. In reality Kirk was strangling Kavran, digg-
ing his nails into the thick skin, his bones sticking out and forming 1ittle
gullies on the backs of his hands as he struggled to reach death.

Kavran fought back breathlessly, not yet aware that the would~be murderer
was Kirk. He finally peeled the hands away from his neck and pushed Kirk to the
floor, where he immediately fell unconscious. :

Kavran had carried Kirk all the way to sickbay. When he becase :consclous,
Bones, Spock and Kavran were talking quietly at the othér side of the room, and
by listening to their conversation he managed to piece together, bit by bit, what
had happened, ’

Noticing that he had not been strapped to the couch, he called across, “Bones,
you'll have to put me under restraint. Whatever's got into me is obviously
perfectly willing to kill to achieve its goal."

They walked across. "You're too weak to even think. of inJuring anyone
rhysically," said McCoy.

"But I might get hold of a phaser of something," argued Kirk.

Reluctantly, McCoy fastened the restraints and Kavran, excusing himself, ieft
the three alone.

"What did Kavran say?" inquired Kirk,

"Nothing much, really. T told hinm as briefly as I could that some alien
force seems to be influencing your actions, and that it had got into you when you
entered the shuttlecraft. He understood immediately that I couldn't $ell hin
everything, and he certainly doesn't blame you for what happened." McCoy turned
to Spock. "Uould Kavran be the colleague who somevhere in Jin's mind is capable
of destroying the Enterprise?"

Kirk winced.
"My thoughts entirvely, Doctor," replied .Spock.

"But supposing that these beliefs which have been planted in my mind are
true, what then? Kavran may indirectly bring about the destruction of...of this
ship, but that doesn’t give me the right to murder him in cold blood." Kirk
leaned back and rubbed a bruised shoulder = KoCoy had used minimal restraints,
which left Kirk's hands free. He doubted if he could ever kill Kavran with his
bare hands anyway. He was the one with the injuries. His eyes closed, and for
a moment he saw those stark pine trees again, only this time they were still and
calm, and they bowed their heads towards him.

"Captain?® o

Kirk started and opened his éyes. "Wﬁa&_is it, Spock?"

"Have you ever dreamed of Pine trees?" - , :

"Pine trees?" MeCoy couldn't believe his'earéq "What have they got to do




18

with anything?"
Kirk suddenly understood. ™So you have seen them too, Spock."

"Fleetingly, yes. They are etched on your mind =~ at Pirst welcoming, and
then they smother and torment you to the brink of death, but not quite over the
edge, At first there is the feeling of unbelievable Jjoy, and then a -sudden
replacement of it, with such a sheer welght of . emotion that pain is the only
thing left.“

. Kirk was plainly shocked., "Did you feel all that? BEverything that I don't
remembeyr lingers on, tormenting you?"

"Not quite. I barely touchéd the feelings Wthh you were. expermenomng. - I
sensed ‘them, but you suffered them." » %

Kirk was very tlired. Seeing this, McCoy led Spock away into his office. _
"Spock, you never told me that. I may not undexstand pine twees, but I know what
emotion can do to.a Vulcan. And you plan to unwrap. the second flgure and Just
let yourself be stifled with these emotlons? You can 't do it. Why not let me
1nstead, Spock? Spock?“

"I can., T will. T have %o do it," came the voice softly.

They had sat together for a while, each thinking their own thoughts, each drawing
on the other's companionship for his own comfort.

Soon, they both knew, Spock would have to do that which in his own heart he
had secretly sworn to do. McCoy thought he could see all Spock's thoughbs etched
in his face, but he couldn't 1nterpret them all. Looking away, he wondered what
his own face revealed about his inner thoughts and- the feelings he found it so
hard to describe. :

Time went quickiy, Time not wasted, but time granted for the necessary
thought and understanding.

Then suddenly it seemed as if somsthing had touched them both., Together
they loocked up, unable to avoid looking deep into the other's eyes. McCoy was
the first to approach the door. He was not held in a trance, but he knew instin-
ctively that now was the time, and the place was the shuttlecraft.

As Spock followed McCoy throusgh the door Kirxk's dream was Tbeginning in the
other room. So peaceful and gentle = a faint chuckle in the dim dlstance, and
then the whispers of the pine trees rustllng in the fresh breeze.

. The shuttlecraft was filled with the stench of death, but neither Spock noxr
McCoy noticed it. Thelr concentration was so intense even before the link had
been moulded, that the atmosphere seemed vold of any capacity to overcrowd thenm
with its denseness.

McCoy's knees sank to meet the floor; he was breathing shallowly, he could
feel the muscles in his face becoming tense ~ then relaxed, repeating over and
over; no thoughts. that secemed sane, was he trembling? It was fear, no doubt of e
that, fear and worry for them. all. Worry? He was petrified beyond scope of his
imagaination. But still he had faith; his trust in Spock, and courage because
he knew Spock trusted him, '

So when Spock's fingexrtips played over his temples he was ready. When their
touch grew stronger he gasped a deep breath, felt the alr rush into his lungs,
and then welazaed. Slowly, but without hesitation, he accepted Spock. It was so
gentle, and in other circumstances an experience so beautiful that he felt like
crying out with joy and... 3But he didn't. Couldn't. Not now. To let Spock and
Jim down would be such an ubtter fallure, and a1l his own. He was here as Spock's
memory, and in that tole he knew he was indlspensible. And as Spock began to
unwrap the second figure with his free hand McCoy did not even need his faith to
believe in., The pure total bhelief of the experience enveloped him in the unigue
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strangeness of the shared mind. And the familiar voice renewed MeCoy's strength
as it echoed softly in his mind., "You belong, belong, belong..."

Kirk could not see anything for a split second but pitch black darkness.
Then when sight returned his dream was being disesobted by the slender shadows
of the pine trees which were blotting out different images in his mind. He
thought .that he was perhaps finally overcoming the viciousness of these evil
trees, but when for one moment his concentration lapsed, he lost his grip., The
rich ancient red of the weathered bark curled up high branches towards the sky,
and then dived downwards with the wind, seeming to sweep Kirk off his feet. He
fought on in desperation, but this time he was not alone. Two others also lived
in his nightmare, yet even as the burden was shared it tripled in strength over
and over again,

Spock had not been as badly affected as Kirk by the sight of his own mummified
body., He had known what to expect, or at least he had thought he had known. The
initial shock was over, but then he remembered. Much, much worse was to come.

He had never really forgotten, but he sensed that the thought of the oxdeal had
lain hidden in the darkest depths of his mind.

Spook was grateful for McCoy's presence. It was not just necessary for the
situation, but needed by him. And when it had begun he had felt as though the
whole universe had abandoned him. But no - never. He could never lose or be lost
when those two names resounded im him, Jim had taught him so much, and now Bones
was begglng him ot to give it all up in one vast leap into the unknown. Instead
he crept along slowly and reached forward with care, and never would be tempted to
surrender,

McCoy's eyes had been closed, but when he felt the irregular twitching of the
cold hand, he prised his eyelids open to look., Fivat his eyes saw Spock's fight
for control, then he felt it in his bwain, rushing around and seaxrching for more
strength,

Spock was leaving him behind!

But no = Spock would never do that. He never had done it. Never will,
thought MeCoy, I am lagging behind.

Breathing evenly he managed to catch up slowly without draining away any more
strength. Then he closed his eyes and waited for the beginning of the edge of
Spock’'s most minute thoughts, tinged only slightly with the pain which was already
twisting itself in Spock's face,

MeGoy was the first to wake up., He felt peaceful and rested, but also con~
‘fused. Then he recognised the shuttlecraft. Stalned bindings littexed the floor,
one end entwined tightly around one of Spock's hands. The other hand, the one

which had been held up to McCoy's temple for what had seemed like an eternity,
had fallen with the Vulcan's unconscious body to the dirty floor.

At first MeCoy was trying so hard to remember that his memoxy failed hinm.
But as he let his thoughts wander aimlessly they merged and formed one persistent
nemnory.,

McCoy leaned over Spock's still body. The eyelids fluttered. "Spock! Axe
you all right?" He spoke quistly but urgently. How would the experience have
left him? Idike Jim? Apparently all right but actually brainwashed?

As Spock came to McCoy reminded him gently about their link. At first
Spock's eyes seemed to light up, but then he thudded back on the floor and closed

his eyes (angrily? thought MeCoy) again. He repeated over and over again, "I've
forgotten.”

"No, Spock," sald McCoy, still gently. "You've remembered., It's just that
your memoxy is preserved in my care, and I'm just walting to hand it back to you."
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At last Spock sat up, He seemed relieved that McCoy could easily relate to
him what had happened. "Please take me to sickbay," he said., "Or - no. Doctor,
remember how the Captain attacked Kavran? I may also be plagued with the desire
to kill him. I had betiter be taken to the brig immediately.”

He stood up quickly, but McCoy stopped him. “No, Spock. You're my respon=
sibility now. And besides, you have to come to sickbay to persuade Jim that his
hidden beliefs are false. And yours, too," he added hastily.

But Spock did not seem to compxehend the full meaning of McCoy's words. He
Just nodded and followed him out of the wretched shuttlecraft.

Kirk s nightmare had ended when Spock slumped down unconscious on the
shuttlecraft floor. He had slept deeply for a long time, but when McCoy and
Spock came in he was awake and alert. It was as if someone had shaken down all
the pine cones from the trees and woken him up out of all thls nonsense.

But a nightmare of a different kind, a worse kind, made its presence felt
when Spock stumbled into sickbay. KXirk suddenly remembered everything which he
had foxrgotben before, everything which 3pock had now forgotten.

"It's horrible, Bones," Kirk uttered. Thelr eyes met. In that one moment
MeCoy knew that Kirk was no longer held in the alien grip. But his relief was
shattered when he had to lead Spock to & bed, urge him to lie down,

"You've got to help him, Jim," he said. "You're his only hope." McCoy
paused, "He...he did this for you."

*T know, Bones," managed Kirk. As McCoy was leaving, he added, "Keep every-
one away from that shuttleoraft, Bones. Seal it off, Do what you have to. Talk
to Scotty, Bub don't destroy it yet., I don't like to imagine what it might do to
Spock, and I certainly don't want to see it happening."

Kirk had been let loose from the restraints and was now pacing around Spock
who was sleeping restlessly. Must be one of those dreadful nightmares, he thought.
He didn't have to wonder how Spock was coping, either =~ just look at his face. He
broke off in mid~thought, BSpock was stirring.

“Don't come near mel" growled Spock.

Kirk sprang back quickly. He was stuck for words. What could he say that
would bring round this man? Standing back, he wondered. FPerhaps this was a tine

when words were just not the right way. There must be another way, a better way.
The only way.

So he stood quietly, looking at Spock as though casually, all the while think=~
ing furiously.

Then he seemed to have come to a decision. Approaching Spock slowly he
succeeded in removing the restraints from the Vulecan and then stepped swiftly back
to his former position. :

Time slipped quietly by, and by, and by... On the outside Kirk looked like
the calm, efficient Captain he was. From within he was struggling to hold together
his patience, telling himself that this was the solution, that...

Then he saw Spock pushing his feet firmly to the floor, forcing himself to
stand without hesitation now that he had moved, But Kirk saw the faint trembling
rippling through the body. He did not miss the expression on the other's face as
he pulled himself together = not totally, but steady enocugh for them both o =
accept.

For a moment Kirk thought that Spock's cur1051ty would pull him through and
land him firmly in reality, but his hope was premature. Just as he seemed to be
gaining control Spock slid to the floor, unable to forget, as Kirk had, the trip
inte a nightmare.
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This time ¥Kirk could not stand it. Rushing to 8Spock he grasped him under
the arms and hauled him to a nearby chair,

"let me go! Let go! Let go!" Spock's arms swung through the air.

"I give the orders around here," spabt Kirk., Ferhaps if he could make Spock
really angry... If Spock could be made to release all his feelings blindly...
No, almed at him...then he could reach him as his guard was down...when he was
open to attack...then perhaps he could be talked round.

_ Kirk pulled Spock, still resisting, to his feét. Swaying gently, the Vulean
stood opposite Kirk, his brain bombarded with thoughts that told him he should

renember, before it was too late. Slowly, small fragments of memory floated back
to him.

"(aptain, the shuttlecraft. We muste.,"

"le must destroy it, Spock. It is evil, and the alien forces within it in
intend to kill Xavran and prevent him from saving many lives on a problem planet.™

"Negative, sir," managed Spoeck., "We must preserve it, It holds within it
beauty beyond our capacity to imagine. TIn it 1ife itself is defined, all evil
and hatred are flung aside and peace is shared by all." Spock lifted his hand
and Kirk recognised the Vulcan salute. "Peace,"™ whispered the Vulcan.

Kirk could not bear to watch any longer, He turned away. Spock really
believes,,, He has sacrificed himself totally.

No. Spock would not believe that. The allen force was believing it for him
«so just let Spock loose...out of i%s grasp..., He turned round again.

"Gpock, Just let me...™

But Spock was not listening. His bbdy twisted and turned in different dir—
ections, and then he seemed to spiral to the floor.

Instantly by his side, Kirk shouted urgently to him. "Spock. SPOCK! Speak
to me now. That's an order, Spock." No answer. He shook the limp body, and .
began again more gently. "It's getting to you. Spock. Slowly but surely you
have given in to that alien...whatever it is. Because you have pushed away all
those emotions to which I ignorantly surrendered without a fight, it has to
tackle you in a different way. It has to force its way of thinking into you.
You have had no cholece but to let it cemmand you.. But it has shown signs of weak—
ening. You can overcome it. You will, because you must."

"It's too late,"™ replied Spock dully. "Jim's dead. Gone. And now such
emptiness, Bones? On the endless search for him. Forever in eternity. Gone."

"stop it now. Now, Spock. Stop torturing us both. You're hurting me too,
Spock. Not Just yourself. Me. Jim. For my sake..."

- Kirk finally saw that he was getting through. Something was building up
behind that Vilcan mask - something good. Something which would bring the end
of this shared nightmare.

Suddenly Spock drew himself up and slapped Kirk hard. It had hurt, but the
Captain allowed himself to smile before preparing fom the next outburst. But it
never came.

Spock drew back his hand. "Uh... 1 am sorry, Captain. Uh...Please excuse
my behaviour. I believe T ame..™

"Back to normal, Spock?" supplied Kirk,,still smiling.
"Yes, sir., And beginning to remember. Bube..uh...why did I slap you?"

"It was the logical thing to do. You and the alien were fighting for
control in your brain, and because the alien is mainly made up of emotion you had
to get rid of any surplus emotion so that you were concentrating fully on forecing
the alien away. So you hit out angrily at the first thing you saw, and that just
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happened to be hé. Forfunaiel& that was all you did. I suppose you could just
as easily have pulled me to pleces 1n seconds.™

"And. if you had not been there," murmured Spock thoughtfully, "I would have
'hit out' at myself and just been filled with even more emotion. Eventually I
would have killed myself... Thank you for being‘here."

They both understood and were silent.

Far away in the distance a beam of light reached its target, and the shuttle-
craft exploded in a ball of more light.

"You know, Spock," said Kirk, "you didn't have to expose yourself to all that
emotion in the shuitlecraft to try and reach me. After all, the effect wore off
after a while, and T was perfectly all right."

"Oorrect, Captain,® replied Spock., "I did not have tos Just as you did not
have to remain with me as I underwent the effect of those emotions."

A firm steady hand drawing up into a familiar salute caught Kirk's eye.. He
stood staring - diving deep in his mindiinto what had once been an aching emptim-
ness. Then even before the explosion of light on the screen he had been showered
with that remembrance = those putrid, rotting flgures flashing back into view at
the moment of their creators' death..

"Peaca..." supplied Spock.

One word =~ said so much - yet to 'them' had meant so 1little, Carrying their
disease in the ever-hopeless search for cure =~ on through dark and dreary years =~
unintentionally destroying others = yet pained with the threat of eternal life.
Death = the ultimate medicine. 7Yerhaps ‘they' wexe at peace now...

Kirk blinked away from thoughts, and returned his gaze to the salute. This
time he did not turn away. This time he too lifted his hand,

Behind them on the bridge, Kavran smiled., Even he had learned something on
this trip. '
e I I L J e

I CAN'T STOP... by Sandie Cowden

T can't stop climbing Vulcan treess
It's wearing out ny hands and knees.
It sking my shins and gives me fleag =~
¥ut I can't stop climbing Vulcan trees.

I can't stop singing Klingon songss

My ears vibrate like brass~bound gongs.
My teeth c¢lick shut like sugar tongs,
But T can't stop singing Klingon songs.

I can't stop quoting Terran rhymess

It's getting on my nerves at times.

I'm worse than anclent hall-clock chimes,
But T can't stop quoting Texran rhymes.

I :can't stop, flying Martian kites:
In marrow-chilling Martian nights.
It loses friends and leads to fights,
But I can't stop flying Martlan kites.

I can't stop doing funny things:

Like painting dots on beetles' wings.

The doc says these pills cure all things,
But T can't stoPesesssossHoy! I've stoppedd
Will someone wind me up again?

BB e a2 e 22
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IHE FLING by Tina W. Fole

Scotty studied his handiwork with pride. At last, at long long.last; after
all these years, he'd done it. Managed to programme the fabrication processor to
make him a proper Highland kilt. From now on he wouldn't have to keep his real
kilt just for those speclal occasions. He 4 get the Cpptain's permission, but as
far as he knew there was nothing in the rules that stated that you couldn't wear
a kilt on duty, and then he'd show them.

"Aye! I'm bound to attract mony a lassie this way... an' Ah wouldna' be at
all surprised it the Captain himself decided tae change over taec wearin' one as
well.e s ™

Kirk stared at the length of pleated red tarbtan material that the processor
had just given him. "Mmm... T must've done something wrong, somewhere. Don't
know what, or how, I've been using this thing for long enough... Still, these
things aren't infallible."

He fed his instructions in again and waited. Another bundle of red tartan
material came forth. That did it. He reached for the intercom button.

"Maintenance, this is the Captain.™

"Mainbtonanoe herg, sir," came the soft feminine voice of Lt. Marshall.
"Ms. Marshall, I'm having trouble with my fabrication processor.”

"You are, sir?" gthe didn't sound too happy about his observation.

"Yes, it keeps on giving me a length of tartan material.”

"It does?" She really did sound dejected. "Well, I'1l be right up, sir."

"Ere..you will?" Kirk looked down at his state of undress. If only he
hadn't fed yesterday's trousers into the recyclew.

"Yes, sir, if it's convenient.™

What could he say? ™"Yes, yes, of course, Lieutenant." He switched off the
intercon.

Blasti I haven't even got a dressing sown. He looked across at the bed.
Thank heavens he hadn't got around to dumping the cover. He quickly pulled it
off the bed and wrapped it around his walst. Fine sight he was going to look!
Why couldn't she have sent up one of the juniors, preferably a male as well?

The door buzzed and he shuffled across to his desk and released the door.

Lt. Marshall of Maintenence walked in, a petite brunette with flashing brown
eyes. A woman whom at any other time he would have been pleased to see ~ however,
not at that particular moment, not when hg was the one who was at a disadvantage.
She eyed him as he stood trying to cover up his embarrassment behind his desk.

"Si'.t‘? 0

He smiled uncomfortably and pointed in the direction of the processor. She
gave a sigh and walked over to it, picking up the two bundles of tartan.

"L thought as much,® she said. "It's the same as the rest."
"The rest?" Kirk asked as he sat down in his chair.

"Yes. Yours isn't the only call I've had to deal with this momxming,
Captaln,” she explained. "You were programming it for trousers, weren't you?"

"Yes. Yes, I was," Kirk confessed, thinking, As if you hadn't already
guessed.

"ind,;" she sald as she held up one of the lengths of material, "what you've
got is a kilt, sir."
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A kilten

"Yes, sir, a kilt." She demonstrated by wrapping the offending article
around her walst.

"I see,.. Well, what are you going to do about it, then, Lisutenant? I
can't go on duby in a kilt."

"Well, at the moment there is nothing I can do, sir. VWe are working on the
problem.

"How long do you estimate it's going to take?"

She shrugged her shoulders., "I don't know, Captain. So far it's rejected
all our attempts to re-programme it. If we can't get at it through the programm-
ing system, we're going to have to take the whole thing apart, and that means
that we're all going to be out of elean uniforms for a while. And not only clean
uniforms.™ ©She eyed the stripped bed. "Everything that fabrications produces."

"In other words, what we've got on our hands is a minor catastrophe.”
"Precisely, Captain.”

"But how did all this come about in the first place?" he asked. "And why,
of all things, is it producing kilts?"

"That, sir," she sald rather sarcastically, "is a question you should put to
our Chief Engineer."

"Chief PFngineer..." He eyed the kilt. "Ah! T seec..."

“I admnit that lam partially to blame, sir," she said, "I did give him
permission to use the fabrication processor, but it was he who messed up the
programming. *

"Yes., Well, you'd better get yourself back down to your section, Lieutenant.
The sooner you un~programme it, the better."”

"Yes, sire I'll let you know as soon as we've got it fixed."
*Yes, you do that, Lieutenant."

As soon as the doors slid shut after her, he was on the intercom. "Mr,
Spock thisg is the Captain.”

"Spock here; Captain. "
"You're on the bridge?”

The viewscreen 1it up and Kirk eaw that his first officer wasn't on the
bridge. "Negative, I am at present confined to quarters."

"Oonfined?"

"There gppears 1o be a malfunctlon in the fabrication processor, Captain,
and regrettably I am unable to procure a wniform."

Kirk couldn't help but grin.

"I do not understand why my predicament should be a cause for amusement,
sir.”

"I'm in the same predicament, Spock. No trousers..."

"Wot in precisely the same, Captain,™ Spock pointed out. "I have been -
unable to obtain any of my uniform, whereas I see that you have managed to get a
tunic top."

"Yeah! And a fat lot of good that does me."

Spock raised a quizzical eyebrow,

"I still can't go on duty without my trousers."

"Have you received one of these, (aptain?" Spock held up a length of red
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tarton.

"Yeg, "
"I believe it is called a kilt. Perhaps if you were to WOBL itess"”
"ihat!" exclaimed Kirk., "You must be Joking. " |

"ot at all, Captain," Spock said, as serious as ever., "It is an accept&ble
form of dress. I believe the Doctor has already dressed in one."

"MeCoya.ssin a kilt?" He couldn't believe his ears. The last person he'd
ever expect to wear a kilt was McCoy...apart from himself, of course.

-"Yes, Caphain," Spock confirmed.
"iell, I... Stay where you are, Spock!"
"I have no intention of going anywhers, Captain.®

He switched channels. McCoy wasn't in his quarters. KXirk called sickbay.
At last, an answer. "Jim?"

“*Bones, you aren't...are you?"

McCoy grinned at him, and then moved away from the veiwscreen to show his
Captain. “Great, eh? I think I could grow to like these things."

"Sure you haven't been drinking?"

McCoy ignored the comment, but moved in closer to the screen., “You want to
know something, Jim," he whispered. "I've had more passes since I put this thing
on than ever bhefore in my life." -

"Oh, lord..." Xirk groaned, and switched back o his first officex:
"You have spoken to the Doctoxr?"

"Yes, and of course, as usual yourre right. I stlill can't believe 1t, McCoy
in a kilt, singing its praises...”

"Praises?h

How could Kirk explain why McCoy was singing its praises to his first _
officer? "Never mind. What are we golng to do? It. Marshall had no idea as to
when she might get the processor fixed = in fact there's a chance of the whole
darned thing having to=he taken apart."

“Well,.." Spock looked thoughtfully at the wrap-over robe that he was wear-
ing. "With your permission, I could of course wear my own clothing.™

"{es, yes you can. I don't suppose you'vVe anything that would fit me?"

"T very much doubt 1%, Captain. I am after all somewhat slimmer than you,
and I believe there is a slight difference in our helghts. However, if you would
care to come to my quarters, perhaps we could do something.”

"Ch no you don't, Spock. You come to my guarters, and bring anythlng that
you think might be sultable. I am not walking down the corridor in a kilt.
Understand?" o ‘

"You have made that point very cleax, Captain. T shall be with you within
a few minutes." The vliewscreen went blank and the Captain stood up, still
wrapped in the bed cover. A kilt? How could they think that he would even
consider wearing one? - : :

Spock crossed his arms and looked at his Captain.
"3pockss. DO you realise what this is?"

"Of course, Captain. It‘is in every sense of the word, a kilt = however,
a Vulcan one,™ - .
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"And a full length one at that." He locked down at the deck where his feet
should have been. "And too darmed long..."
"T did warn you, Jim."

"Wou warned me. Well, I can't possibly go out in this. Haven't you got any-
thing elsef?"

"They will all be too long."

Kirk sat down on the bed with a sigh. "Yes, you're right. They will be."
He reached over to the hedside intercom.

"It is highly unlikely that Lt. Marshall and her deparitment have got the
fabrication processor working yet."

Kirk took his finger away from the button he had just been about to press.
"Guess T'm expecting too much. Well, Spock, ¥ou'd better get yourself to the
bridges at least one of us has to go on duty."

"Gaptain, you are forgetting..."
"No, Mr. Spock, I am not. I am not geing to wear a kilt.”

Spock could see that it was time for him to go. At times like this the
Captain could be very stubborn - too gtubborn for his own good. Still, perhaps
he could arrange to rectify the matter. "I shall keep you informed as to the
status of the ship, sir.”

"Yes, of course."

"Jim," McCoy sald as he paced up and down the Captain's gquarters. "This is
the second day you've been missing off the bridge. What are you going to put in
your log as an excuse? I can certify you off with something, but 1'll need some
kind of medical report. I 4o need medical reports, even for such a minor ailment
as a headache, to balance out my log., That fabricator's going to be out of
commission for a few days at least = Lt. Marshall and her crew have only Just
given up on the programming side of it; they'll have to take it apart. Things
are golng to be chaotic encugh as it is. Imagine -~ we're all going to have to
use things again. It's going to be 1like hell in sickbay, 7'll have to get all
the old style sterilisers out, I'1l have to..."

"Bones, all right...calm down..." Kirk stood up and gently pushed the har-
assed Doctor into a nearby chair.

"'Calm down' he says. My staff =~ they'll come out on strike, they'll..."’
He looked up at the Captain. "Why, Jim, yourve put one onl™

"I have. Anything for peace's sake."

"But you look just great! Yes, it really suits you... Good job that these
dress uniform tunics aren't the recycling kind, though, it looks best with them,
even though..." he tugged at his collar..."they do tend to strangle you a bit."

"Well, are you going to come with me then?"
"You are actually going to leave this cabin?®
"I've no cholce."

MeCoy was puzzled. "How's that?"

"I don't get any dinner if I don't.”

"hy, surely one of the yeomen...t"

Kirk shook his head. "My falthful first officer and friend has issued
orders to the contrary., In fact, he's starved me into submission."

"He hasn't..." McCoy couldn't believe his ears. Spock, that Vulcan...
using his tactics. : : '
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"He has. Now if you'll lead the way, I shall go and make a fool of mysellf,
But I warn you, one wrong look, one wrong word, and I'll thyow whoever it is in

the brig!"

Scotty looked up uncomfortably from where he sat at one of the mess room
tables. There was the Captain, dressed in one of his kilts, looking like
thunder. He hingelf couldn't understand what all the fuss was about. What was
wrong with a kilt? In fact it made the nmale nmembers of the crew look a lot
smarter, and as for the fabrication processor, well, surely his programming
couldn't have upset it to such a degree. It must've been going wrong anyway, it
just happened to finish going when he had perfected his 'kilt' programme, and now
they were all blaming him.

"Migter Scott."

Scotty swallowed hard and looked up at his Captain. "Er...sir,” he
acknowledged. '

Kirk pulled out a chair and sat down, making sure his legs were well hidden
under the table. He didn't want a repeat of the incident that had just occurred
in the oorridor -~ somebody had wolf whistled at him...a female at that! Trouble
was he hadn't been able to find out who the culprit was. S$till he had had the
whole group of six or so females confined to their quarters - that would teach
them he was in no mood for jokes.

"What do you want to eat, Jim?" McCoy asked. He was having great difficulty
in keeping a straight face. There was Scotty dblushing profoundly under his
Captain's scrutinising gaze, while the Captain himself was still blushing from
that encounter with those females out in the corridor.
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"Anything, Bones. I can't say l'm really hungry any more."
"Er...Captain. " Scotty was actually daring to speak to the Captain.
"Mister Scott?"

"Would ye care .for a wee nip of whlsky7" He brought out the bottle that
he'd kept hidden under the table., He'd brought it along on purpose, Just in case
the Captain did happen to come along, and néeded paclfylng.

Kizk 1oqked at the bottle...and then smiled. "I think that's an excellent
idea, Scotty."

The Captain awoke with a splitting headache, a bad taste in his mouth and
of all things an aching jaw.

"Here, -drink this, Jim." McCoy poured some foul-tasting liquid down his
'throa.‘h. ’ .

"Bones. s .Bones.. . pleass..." he spluttered as he pushed the glass anay.
"Yeah! Well, you need something after last night."

"Last night..." Somehow he couldn't seem to recall last night.

"And don't kid me on that you don't remembex, "

Kirk looked up at the grinning face of his Chief Medical Officer. "But I
don't..." Even as he sald it memories came drifting back...memories of Scotty's
extra potent whisky, memories of a certain young '1a531e Scotty had introduced
him to, memories of,..

“Oh no, Bones, I didn't... Tell me it was a dream.”
"fhich part don't you want to know about?"

"I 3idn*ts..do the highland fling and a sword dance with two knives in the
mess.. (Aid I7"

MeCoy nodded.
"0Oh hell," he moaned. "I 11 never live it downe.."

"ou won't live it down9 What about pocr Scotty? You drank him under the
table!™

"L didrn
. "You di.d.c e

"Hardly anything to be proud of, Doctor," came the unmistakable volce of the
first officer.

"That®s right = just when I'm cheering Jim up, you come along and put the
dampers on." :

"Not at all, Doctor. I merely stopped by to inguire as to the Captain's
health.," He plcked up the half empty glass of liquid that McCoy had been pouring
down the Captain'’s throat, and looked at it in distaste. - "Also to inform you
that Lt. Maxghall has managed to repair the fabrication processor."

"She has? Great..." The Gaptaan struggled wp inte a sitting p081tion.
"That's the best news I've heard in a long time."

"There is also, I believe the correct term is 'lassie' walting outside to
see you, Captain.” .

“"Oh no, that must be the girl I vaguely remember Scotty introducing to me
last night."

“indeed., Then 1t might also interést you to know that she is in fact also
a distant relative of our Chief Engineer."
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"That's all I need, an {nvolvement with a member of my crew who also happens
to be related to one of my officers.:."

"Shall I let the young lady in, Gaptaln? I believe she has something Bhe
wishes to glve you."

Kirk looked at McCoy, but the Doctor just gave him a "don't ask me' look.
"A1l right, Mr. Spock, let her in. I'm going to have to face her some time dur-
ing the day, better get it over and done with."

gpock nodded and left. No sooner was he ouf‘éf the door when Lt, Marshall
of Maintenance walked in, carrying of all things a pair of trousexs. Kirk just
stared at her. She couldn't be... But he knew she was.

"The sly dog..." he heard McCoy mutter, and he knew there was only one per-
son the Doctor could be referring to, and he had to agree with him, Who said
that Vulcans didn't have a sense of humour, because like hell.:.his first officer
did, and a peculiar one at that!

"Captain, I believe these are yours."
YEr... Lieubtenante.."

"If you will remember, I manag9d to get them for you last nlght, after you
made me take you down to the main fabrication processor."

Kirk swallowed hard. He still couldn't quite remember...

- She smiled at him, "Nothing happened, sir," she reassured him. "You were
concerned about the processor, so concerned that I decided to work through the
night and - " she lald the trousers down on the bed " - after the initial break-
through, thanks to you, I got it working. Everythlng s back to normal.ﬁ

"It is..." He still sat there Just staring at her, but more fragmbnts of
memory were coming back to him.

"Yes, sir. Well, I'd better go and catch some shut~eye. If either of you
gentlemen should ever need any help with the selecting of garments, Jjust give me
& calles "

"Jim! Jim!" MeCoy shook Kirk by the shoulders. "Snap out of it! Just
because nothing did happen, there's no need to go into shock.”

"I'm all right, Bones, I'm all right..." he mumbled, still staring at the
door through which she'd passed.

"Good, because as soon as you'Ve recovered enough you can get yourself .
dressed and on the bridge. Hangovers aren't covered by my department, and this'll
be the third day you havent't heen on duty. JIt's going to be difficult enough as
it is, covering up for two days." . :

"Yes, all right Boness.. . I'1L be there.”

The Doctor left him, and he leaned back against his pillow. Yesterday even-
ing's incident had all come back to him. Initial breakthrough... Hadn't she put
it sweetly. The initial breakthrough had been when Lt. Heather Marshall had
socked the Captain one...for trying to get a 1little bit too familiar, and he had
fallen against the processor and hey presto! It had coughed ovt one pair of
trousers, his size as well... He rubbed his jaw. If there was one 'lassie' on
poard this ship that he would never try it on with, it was her. And now...

There were more important matters awaiting his attention...such as his throbbing
head, his poor burned out stomach, a certain Vulcan first officer and the
dlsposal of one red tartan kilt!

A o o 2
RILEY: Now you've heard my volce, what do you suggest to accompany me?
UHURA: A bodyguard?

B R mE e ma s TS
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PARTINGS by Josile Rutherford

T looked back once and only ence, at the planet which had given me birth,
Vulcan; already reduced to a small, glowing, rweddish orb, which diminished
further as I watched, till all “that remained visible was a minute pinpoint of
light, Vulcani one staxr among uncounted millions.. My Father's world, and the
adopted home of my Mother. o ’

I turned away from the observation port, my mind filled with memovies of all
that had happened during the past few days, I found it diffiocult to dismiss
“these remembrances, so I relaxed in my chair, closing my eyes and allowed my -
thoughts to flow tack...

Sarek, my Father, could not =~ or would not -~ undewstand my decision to
leave. I fried to explain that though it may be soclally acceptable for one in
his highly esteemed position to take a Terran woman to wife, no such allowance
is made. for the offspring of such a union.

How could I hope to make him understand the loneliness I have had to endure;
Vulcan ~ and yet not so. That small Human part of me, which I have striven so
hard to contain, would sometimes escape from the rigidly disciplined training of

my boyhood; : the cold mask of logic would slip and some small vestige of emotion
would show.

For such unforgivable lapses my Vulcan peers subjected me to stinging taunts
which T pretended not to hear, but the veneer of indifference was thin and event-
ually the situation became so unbearable that I avolded all tut the most necess~
ary of personal contacts.

There were some few exceptions; Sovek, who had been severely injured in his
early childhood, whose lameness and frequent ill-health had made i+t impossible .
for him to join the othex boys in rigorous physical training, I called friend;
and T'Vanne, Sovek's sister, whose gentle discerning eyes seemed to look deep
into my inner self and somehow see my hidden pain and indecisione..

. But T digress. This also is unseemly in a Vulcan., My patterns of thought
should be arranged in a thoroughly logical mammer. S

My Father refused to give his blessing to my deoision and. we parted in
disharmony.

Amanda, my Mother, said little when I took my leave of her ~ torn between
husband and son. But there was a hint of a smile on her lips and a brightness
in her eyes which might have been unshed tears. AManda had adapted well to the
Vulcan creed of non=emotion, though occasionally, like her son, she allowed the
mask to sdin, and when we parted I was aware of a sadness within her. She
touched my hand briefly, covertly, so that my Father should not see and wished
me 'Good luck' after the manner of her own people. I realised then, for the
first time, how deep was her love for me. I saw how the strain of living anong
Vulecans showed on her face and wondered at the depth of her feelings for my
PAther, and the emotion which had persuaded her to leave her own world and come
to live on Vulcan, where she was accepted for Sarek's sake and not her own. She
seemed tired and somehow very vulnerable as she turned awgy from me,

I gave her my word that I would return 4o see her when my studies permitted,
and, as Vulcan honour demands, I will keep that promise; yet I sense that time
will be long in coming, for I can fowsmec w reconciliation with Sarek. Pride
is a Vulcan trait which we both possess.. - o -

T'Vanne alone accompanied me to Vulean Space Central, where I was due to
catch my flight., Sovek, whose constitution was delicate, had been taken i1l and
was unable to make the journey, though I visited his home the day before I left.
He gave to me, as a parting gift, a copy of Surak's 'Principles of Logic and
theix /pplication' with instructions to consult this volume whenever I felt in
need of guldance. It is among my most treasured possessions, for, in the
departure area, before my flight was called, T'Vanne informed me that Sovek was
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dying and nothing further could be done for him.

T told her then that I would not leave Vulcan. It would be incorrect to
depart when one whom I regarded az a friend was so near to death, but T'Vanne
persuaded me that it was Sovek's wigh, and her own, that I enrol in Starfleet
College, where, he hoped, I would be able to make a new life for myself and
find a solution to my own, unique, problem.

"Live long and prosper, Spock."™ T'Vanne recited the ancient blessing as we
made our farvewells and I knew that these words, coming from her, meant more than
a formal repetition of the old saying. She touched my hands in the ritual mannerx,

but as I looked into hexr dark eyes, I saw, or perhaps I imagined, something deeper
than friendship.

My thoughts turned to T'Pring, to whom I am betrothed. She had sent no '
nessage, tut then, such contact was not to be expected. I hardly Imow T'Pring;
indeed, we met only once, on the day of our bonding, though we are destined to
meet again, vwhen the time of pon farr comes to me.

© I looked for the last time on the face of T'Vanne, There was an inner
tension about her, visible only to one who knew her well. Incredulously, I found
myself wishing that instead of the coldly formal, disdainful T'Pring, it was to
T*Vanne that my bond had been given...

I left her standing alone in the departure area. She watched till I disapp=
eared inside the walting shuttlecraft. From a window I saw her slowly twrm and
walk away.

I knew then that I would not see her again...

Now, I must put all such thoughts behind me. What is done is done and some
things cannct be altered. As the shlp speeds on towards Earth I must look to
the future and my career in Starfleet. I will have much to leaxrn; an abundance
of new information with which ‘o occupy my mind, opportunities to meet many
cultures from diverse and fasclnating worlds.

«ooind one day, perhaps, #omewhere in the vastness of the star-filled void
now surrounding me, I will find a place which I can truly call home.

B0 2 i 2

THE TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES
(With apologies to David Gerrold...)

Ten little tribbles sitting down %o dine,
By the time they'd finished eatlng, there were nincty=-nine.

Nlnety-nlne tribbles on board the Enterprise;
Some were in the engines = Scott could not bellieve his eyesd.

A thousand purring tribbles gorged upon the grain,

Pell ocut on the Captain, who began to feel the strain
OF...

Ten thousand breeding tribbles inhabiting his ship.
- If someone didn't move them, Kirk would very soon let rip!

A hundred thousand tribbles with Cyrano Jones, '
The sound of all the trilling only just drowned out hlS Eroans.

A MILLION" tribbles on board the Klingon ship.
Captain Xoloth was not happy, it was NOT a pleasant trip:l!

Linda Green & Wendy Emery

+ . . .
Please place your own adjective here..
St
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ANCIENT MEETS MORFRN. by Joanna Ray

Yeoman Janice Rand felt the Purning sun beating down on her head and neck.
Her mouth was parched with thirst and fear as she slowly looked upwards from the
dust where she lay. A tall, lean man stood before her, speaking in a language
that she did not understand. Surely they would come back and help her...but how
could they? She. remembered now. . They Wwere far away. The planet, Osiris Beta
Halenis ITT had become surrounded by a . natural forcefield which dafied transporter
or shuttle penetration. Captain Kirk and Dr. MeCoy had just been in time to beam
back, but she, heedless of all except the mineral survey which she had been eon-
ducting, had missed the cruclal moment of reporting for beam-up.

Now she was stranded, for...how long had Mr. Spock sald that forcefield would
last?...18,7342 months in real time; she felt more at ease thinking in real time.
But they would return for her; Captain Kirk had promised to come back over the
dying communicator channel. Now she clung fast.to thed diminishing hope as a
drowning man clings to a straw. There was silence, and then she felt herself
belng dragged to her feet in one swift movement, and found herself looking into
the face of a Vulcan, It dld not however come as a surprise to her. They had
monitored planet life forms, and had found much in the way of farm~type animals,
and these vulcanoid people. There had been barely suppressed excltement among
the Enterprise officers;’ especially Mr. Spock who enthused at the idea of making
contact with an offshoot of the Vulecan culture.

But as she looked into the face of the man standing before her, her courage
ebbed away. She imagined his eyes to be cold, completely cold. Shivering, she
looked away; but when she ralsed them once more to look at him, there was a glint
of derigive mockery in his eyes. Instinctively she brushed the dust from her
hair, and attempted to meet his gage without faltering; the movement of her hand
had brought a hard smlle to his lips.

What to do for the best? Janice Rand knew that this man stood between her
- and death; ~without a gurvival pack she could do nothing, and she had lost that
in her desperate effort to get away from what she thought to be a hostile wild
cat. If he helped her, she would survive the elghteen months, if not she would
die as surely as she was stranded on this planet. But how to ask for help? She
tried to smile, and say, "Will you help me?" Her throat was parched and she .:
rubbed it. He answered in a language unknown to her:

"Chevarr; averimast—-ay, ilyashin, Ashon, t'aversh?"

To her consternation he spoke no Galactic, and she, no Vulcan =~ though of
course 1t was no guarantee that because he was vulcanoid he should speak the
language of that planet. In fact, it was highly unlikely.

Suddenly the man reached out and touched her falr haix, then pointed 'to a
distant logwood cabin that she now saw for the first time. Unceremoniously he
began pulling her towards it. She attempted to shake him off, but received a
back-handed slap for her pains. Astonished, she starsd at him, tears springing
to her eyes. What sort of man was it that would strike a defenceless woman?

She had eightesn months. to find out. Shaking her by the shoulders, he sald some=-

thing. His voice was sharp and cutting. She did not try to resist again. Once

in51de the house, he tossed her ungently into a wooden chair, and called some=
thing oyt in a loud voice. . A woman's volice replied, and a young boy of about

nine came running into the room, saylng "Arnl...." but stopping dead when he
caught 31ght of Janice. : ‘

nAresh, idann?™ he questmoned- bﬁt his father - so she assumed - -interrupted
him shaxply, and spoke to him for a fow moments.

The man was not only rough with her, she saw now that it was appavrently his
norral behaviour; the boy accepted the rough words, replying meekly. As the man
walied out of the house again, crossly slamming the door behind him, Janice got
the distinet impression that he might have sald. "Another mouth to feed!"™ had she
understood him. _




Going up to Janice, the child smiled shyly, and handed her a drink. Swallow-
ing it quickly, she smiled, and sald, "Thank you." Suddenly the little boy
laughed, and reached out impulsively to touch the tip of her left ear, drawing
back quickly.  Making a game out of this, Janice soon made a firm friend of him.
He began to show her where the kitchen crockery and wares were kept, and as he
did so he' pointed to éach in turn and named it. Janice had to repeat some words
several times before she could say them with any certainty. Eventually the
¢hild +took her into an adjoining room where lay a frall, elderly lady; her hair
was silver and hung in long plaits across her shoulders. But the thing that
struck Janice most was the finely marked cheekbones, so like the man's, that
spoke of some beauty in her youth. She looked warily at Janice, but beckoned to
her to sit .on the bed, and spoke.softly,_smiling,

"Che adesh, Sher=idann.*

~The little boy sat. besmde Janice sznging his 1egs. He pointed £o the old
lady and said, "Are-var—darsh." Janlce repeated the word, and they all laughed.
The old lady patted her hand and pointed to the child saying,

"Al'eyrish. "

There was more laughter mhd Janice ‘began to genuinely enjoy herself. No
sooner had she rested than Al'eyrish began showing her what to cook and where to
wash the dishes. So they began to prepare the evening meal together,

Darkness fell, but three splendid mooms 1lit the sky, and myriads of stars
glittered in the heavens. The earth was still except for shrill cries of prowl-
irg wolves. anice ghivered and moved closer to the log fire which Al'eyrish had
set alight a good hour ago. The night was indeed bitter, and she sat huddled
with the child, contented as the aroma of stew bubbled through the room. . The
outer door creaked open and the man returned, slamming the door again. The old
lady's voice could be heard from the other room: "Ashon. t'aversh, ivthalyin."”

He answered rapldly, swinging two sacks to the floor; one filled with roots,
and the other with small, dead rabbit-like creatures. The boy beckoned to
Janice to help with the. sacks, and together they dragged them back into a large
side cupboard which had in it a cooling giid that would keep the meat fresh until
they had had a chance to cure it.

Janice had realised by now that drinking water was scarce, and'strictly
rationed, but the boy had shown her a stream nearby, blg enough for bathing.

The man, whose name she had gathered by now was Ashon, disappeared, and
returned ten minutes later with wet halr, He quickly rubbed it dry with a worn
towel and squatted before the fire, shivering and rubbing his hands and face. Of
course, Janice had forgotten that vulcanoid races could not bear the cold as they
could the heat; Humans were moré adaptable to nights such as these. She felt a
momient's compassion for him as Al'eyrish took a blanket and wrapped it about his
shoulders, "Arni, aversh?" he asked, Janice had gathered that the woxrd fox
father was Arnl, as the bdy had used-it several times when addressing him., The
man drew the child to him for a long moément, touching his face ‘and kissing his
“forehead., Janice was surprised at the first gentle act that she had seen the
man perform that day. Wearily he sank into an old, cushioned floor seat, and
took the boy onto his lap. Happiness radlated from the child's face as his arms
slipped round the man's neck, but Ashon did not return: Al'eyrish's smile.

Janice had already decided that she did not iike this man and was now cons—
olidating that opinion. She waited for quaxter ofan hour and began laying the
table. The earthenwars crockery was Chipped and the designs faded; pretty
designs of flowers budding and leaves in autumnal colours, they were certainly
hand made but there was little doubt that the potter possessed no mean artistic
skill,

Janice went over to father and son seated Yy - the flre, and gently touched
the boy's arm, thinking the man asleép. With startling speed Ashon opened his
eyes and glared up at her with such intensity that she coloured. No = she did
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not like this surly man = tut she would have to humour and tolerate him for eight~
een months if she was to stay alive. Pointing to the table, she moved to the sidew
board and began sexving the steaming stew, and having laid a tray for the old lady
she took it in to her and returned, the man watching her with something akin to
open astonishment at the gesture of friendliness.

'‘Some of us can be civilised, you know, Mrs Ashon,” she thought to herself,
rather smugly, still inwardly seething from the slap that she had recelved earlier
Ol : . '

The better part of the meal was eaten in silence., From time to time Janice
would glance up from her plate to find the man's large, dark eyes fixed upon her
face., They were beautiful eyes, she thought, viewing them objectively, just like
those of the old lady and the boy. Ashon had high cheekbones and the slanting
eyebrows and pointed.ears of a Vulcan, but in no other respect was there a resem=
blance between Ashon and first officer Spock. Ashon was...she could not gquite
make up her mind...unciviliged, barbaric...primitive. Yes, that was it., Janice
felt very superlor for -a moment, mistakenly overestimating the thin veneer of
civilisation of both Human and Vulcan cultures alike. ' :

Dinner was over and the little boy was yawning. He kissed his father and
went to bed in the old lady's xoom. Where Janice was to sleep she knew not, but
after washing up she curled up in front of the fire and laid her head on a cushion,
and closed her eyes preparing for sleep. Her reverie was abruptly disturbed by
gomething thick and soft hitting her squarely between the shoulder blades. Leap-
ing to her feet, she realised that Ashon had rolled up two blankets and tossed
them carelessly at her. She glared at him for such a churlish act but felt
obliged to mutter "Thank you" even though he did not understand. She rolled her-
self in the blankets and went to sleep.

Ashon was awake before dawn the next day preparing a lunch pack to take to
his work, and also breakfast. Janice was roughly wakened by Ashon shaking her
shoulder and indicating the table. For a moment she had forgotien where she was,
znd seeing the Vulecan, whispered, "Mr. Spock?" Tut then sleep rapidly left hex
and she sald "Good morxning, Mr. Ashon," and smiled vaguely. He did not return
the greeting but pulled her to her feet and into a seat at the table. 'Ill-
nannered! was not the word for him, thought Janice, infuriated. How dare he?
She, a Starfleet officer, a degree holder, how dare he? She ate the breakfast
put before her... He was a good cook, she mused...

Impatiently he watched her finish eating, then beckoning to her he went ocut=
side; she followed. He made her wash in the icy stream, and then taking her arm,
began to walk. The dawn was just breaking., Where were they going? - Surely he
"Was not going to abandon her after only one day. Perhaps the churl had decided
that she ate too much - after all, she had had that second helping of stew last
night. But she had been staxrving, not greedy?

They walked for ages, and still he tenaciously held onto her arm. True, it
had prevented her from falling several times on loose ground, but really! What
did he think she was? Mindlsss? Witless?

She began to hear bleating sounds in the distance, and then caught sight of
a hexrd of forty or so tegraggled sheep~like creatures pulling restlessly and
hungrily at the parched earth. They were enclosed in a pen which was in need of
repalr at one point in the fencing., But few animals had strayed; +too listless,
she thought; there were a few gkinny cattle in a neighbouring pen, their eyes
sunken and hollow, staring at anything and everything. Janice suppressed the
rising tide of pity within her as Ashon thrust a plece of timber into her hands.
She knew now why he had brought her. There was no thought of abandonment ~ he
needed help, and needed it badly. All right, she would give it willingly in
repaynent for food and board; she need not feel guilty any more about the second
helping of stew. They worked solidly until mid day and stopped to eat lunch.
They had repeited the fence, fed the sheep and cattle tlght wations of barley and
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water, hunted a few paltry hares, dug up roots and tilled some of the parched
ground, ready for planting at the onset of the rainy season. Janice knew the
climatic changes, scanners had indicated the approach of rain in 29 days. Would
the hungry animals survive until then? And if they did not...? She had been
tempted to give more than the mations to some of the starving herd, but common
sense had stopped her in time. Better to have a little often than starve after
the rations had run out; Tty her caldulations they “should Just hold out until
sixteen days into the rainy season. Janice vaguely wondered how Ashon had managed
untll now without help. What had happened to his wife? ©Dead, she guessed - worn
out by the harsh wilderness...and the old woman was dying too, the harshness of
her coughing told Janice as mych.

Perhaps that was why this men never smiled, why there was such a fierce'
bitterness and impatient resentment in every task he undertook. There was nothing
for him to smile about. Even the cattle and sheep looked accusingly at them,
asking for death, a merc¢iful escape from the dreadful heat.  There was no release
for this man either, he must survive or his child would die, and his old mother
would be uncared for and fade away. He stood between them and death. But Janice
wondered Jjust what there was to live for here.

As she sat back tiredly feeling painful muscles that she did not know existed
until now, Ashon divided the food and gave half to hexr. -She ate a little, then
realised that the food was only enough for one; he had shared his lunch with her,
even thelr food had to be rationed...and he had done more work than she. She
watched the tiredness of his lean features. Nothing to smile for.., A sudden
wave of pity shook her, and she handed him back two~thirds of the food, and smiled,
saying, "Thank you, but I've had enough to eat. You can have it - after all,
you've done a lot more work than I have." She pushed it into his hands. He looked
curiously at her as she spoke, and shrugged his shoulders slightly, saying, "Chd
varr." He took it.

Yeoman Janice Rand had by now made up her mind that she would help this man
‘all she could. She would make him smile - she would raise heaven and earth and
make him smile! Why?... She sat back suddenly, realising the full import of her
thoughts., Why? Because...he deserved it. Why else? He deserved some respite.
She understood loneliness and grief, in some ways they had driven her to the haven
of Starfleet. ‘

Over the weeks she watched the courageous determination with which Ashon
fought the elements. One night four days into the rainy season, the third of the
rainstorms caught them on thelr way home. They were forced to take shelter in a
cave, where the ¢old steadily penetrated; Ashon sat shivering, staring at the
ground. Janice had not realised Jjust how low Vulcan tolerance of the cold could
be - moving close, she huddled up against him, sharing her body's warmth. Grate-
fully he held her closely and in less than a minute was asleep, his head resting
on her shoulder. She was wakened by dawn breaking; 1t had only been four days
since the rains began, and almost miracuously green shoots had begun to appear
out of muddy ground, new life, and with 1t, fresh hope, which Janice imbibed like
an elixir.,  Ashon looked pale that day, eating nothing and going to bed as soon
as they got home that night ~ the cold damp cave had taken its toll. Janice felt
a surge of panic; he must not, could not, get i1l now.

He could, and did.

So now Janlce worked the land by herself, determined to do everything that
was necessary t0 grow those crops. In -~four days Ashon had shown her a little of
the routine of planting; as to the rest she trusted to luck and common Sense,
and at the back of her mind a prayer echoed -~ "Oh God, don't let him die, please
don't let him dlel" A week later hexr prayers were answered, the fover broke, but
Ashon was too weak to leave his bed.

Janlce took him breakfast each morning and an evening meal; somehow she
found the strength to do so. -Sometimes Al'eyrish went with her, making himgelf
useful with the small tasks, though he was needed at home.
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Today her hands were too sore to work without ald, so she bandaged the blisters
tightly and with an irom will set to the usual tasks, That night she took Ashon his
soup and bread on a- tray, trying not o let him see her bandaged hands; he took the
food and put it on the bedside table and indicated that she sit next to him,
Uttexrly exhausted, she sat heavily on the bed. Ashon took her hands in his; she
feebly tried to pull them away, without success; then suddenly, to her astonish-
ant, he kissed them, '

Janice blushed fiercely, not knowing where to look; it was so unexpected, and
she was so tired. Silently he slipped out of bed, laid her on the pillows and
taking off her shoes, covered her lightly. Vainly she tried to protest, and tell
him that he should not be up, but then remembered that he could not understand her
anyway, so she became silent. He walted until she had drifted into sweet oblivion,
and then went into the other zoom to sleep on her usual bed by the fire. Morning
came and he was dressed, bringing her in some breakfast. Her hands were so stiff
that she could not hold the spoon, so Ashon fed her. When she had finished eating
he put down the plate, and once more kissed her hands. Again in confusion she
blushed shyly and lowered her gaze to the bedcovers. A laugh escaped from Ashon's
lips. He was smiling...smiling! She had made him smile! A glorious Hallelujah
rushed through her mind. It had needed all this for him to smile. Ashon rubbed a
soothing cream into her hands and pushed her back onto the pillows, left his son
with her and went ont to tend the crops. The little boy crept into bed with her,
and snuggled up to her, to go instantly back to sleep., She followed his example.

A month later, she and Ashon were married. Three months later the old grand=-
mother died peacefully in her sleep, contented in the knowledge that her son was
once moxe happy, and her grandson had a mother again.

And when the Enterprise returned to pick her up, Yeoman Janice Rand was the
proud mother of a baby boy. She had sustained Ashon through loss of both mother
and son. Al'eyrish had died of a fever. Now Ashon had a new son - he had delive
ered the baby; there was no=one else and no time for last minute paternal nerves.
Once again Janlce admired him for his quiet courage.

But here now was the Enterprise, as if from another universe; Captain £irk
and Dr, McCoy, hugging Janice; astonished at her survival on this primitive vulcan-
oid world. The doctor sympathised with her at the price she had had %o pay for
her keep to this barbarian. At this point Janice had lost her temper. How dared
he call Ash.n a barbarian? She had lived here for six months before maxrying hims
she had been made to do nothing acainst her willy she was in love with Ashon.

br. MeCoy hastily apologised, seeing in her eyes that she spoke the truth.
Also in the way Ashon covetously guarded her, fiercely rejecting McCoy when he
had tried to examine hils wife, until Janice had made him understand that Dr. MeCoy
meant her no harm.

Together they all beamed aboard, Janice in an old, handwoven sack dress, the
baby in her arms, and Ashon in dusty work clothes. They were greeted by an aston-
ished welcoming party - Bnslgn Chekov impulsively rushed forward to fling his arms
around Janice, but the baby came between them.

"Chekov, walt a minute," beamed Janice, and handed the baby to Ashonj now
they were free to hug each other.

"Is that yours, Janice?" asked Chekov.

"Ours," she asnwered, squeezing Ashon's hand. He smiled faintly at her.
Taking the baby from Ashon, Janice went up to Commander Spock. “Mr. Spock, this
is my baby Cheron. He's a hybrid too - perhaps you'll advise me on his upbring=-
ing?" Captaln Kirk looked on with amusement: Yoeman Rand had for once left Spock.
totally bereft of words. He nodded slowly. "and this is Ashon, my husband,”
Janice continued, holding out her hand to him. He came forward and put an arm
around her shoulder. :

Ashon bowed slightly and sald, "Chévarr, aver imastay, ilyashin Ashon."
"Chevarr, aver, tarevalish?" answered the First Officer.
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"Tarevalish, ilYich,"'aﬁswerediAshon.

"You understand each othex! ™ gasped the ever—impetuous Dr. Mccéy.-

"Tndeed, Doctor, Ashon's language is indistinguishable from AnClent Vulean.
It will be fasclnating to speak with him at length. In answer to your gusstion,
Yeoman Rand, I shall endeavour to help in any way I can with the child,”

o bring the poor mite up like a loglecal Vulecan, I Suppose, " gnorted McCoy.

 "And what is wrong with loglcal Vulecansg, Doctor? The child's father is
Vulcan.®

- "Ancient Vulcan!" retorted MCCOye

 "ancient or modern is irrelevant, Doctor.”
"Of course it's not irrelevant, you walking computeri"
"You flatter me, Doctor." '

Janice Rend began to laugh, along with Captain Kirk and the rest. Not a 1ot
had ‘changed in eighteen months of her life.

Ashon looked at her and .smiled. The time of waiting, for hls paople, was
over. They would once more be a proud race, and journey to the stars, a legend
would come %o life, For centuries his people had toiled in soil that was unyield-
ing, starved, died; thelr ancestors had fellen from the skies ~ now they would
return. o :

N B O e
MISSED OFPFORTUNITIES by Gillian Catchpole

A1l T dream of is to be reunited,

Once more to be a family

Free of silences.

Kow your career has heen successful,

‘Reasons to remain once so important

Are never mentioned.

Explanations have ceased to matter

But still that barrier keeps you from us.
Should you not return

The memory of opportunities not taken,

To be forever lost,

Replaced only by regret,

Would be too much to bear.

So much happiness you gave would all be clouded,
A shadowy half-remembrance,

Should you not return.

Through long days 1 wailt

Bager for a breath of news,

A hint, a morsel,

Anything to ease the ache

To know a moment free from woxrxy,

A flood of joy, a rush of elatlioen,

Before the mind remembers.

Right now perhaps some distant world devours you,
Maybe yesterday some shining star

Savage within its silver beauty

Claimed you for its own,

-But T would be filled with joy,

For days, weeks, maybe months past,

You escaped from danger and counld stilld return.

T
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LT _OF THE FRYING PAN by Therese Holmes

As the flames rose high around the Oaptaln, McCoy never took his eyes off Kirk's
face. One 1llttle mistake twenty years 2go; and now he was paying for it twice over -
with the life of his best friend, and then with his own. He struggled helplessly
against the bonds securing hinm to the post as he watched the fate he was so soon to
share. And where was Spock? Why wasn't hé here, as he always had been before,
stepping in so opporitunely to save his friends?

Not this time, thought McCoy. This time he's missed his cue.

The scene before his eyes began to shimmer, and he coughed as smoke rose from
the wood piled about him.

S0 this is it, he thought.. The end at last. "Goodbye, Jim," he croaked use-
lessly. ‘"Forgive me..."

"Did you say you'd been here before, Bones?" asked Kirk as the shuttlecraft
neared the single continent in all Sentinax's vast expanse of sea.

"Oh, years ago. I did a bit of reseaxrch here as a medical student, among the
Outer People.” _

"The Outer People? But = "
"Yes. I had a permit.®

Kirk stared in surprise., "They must have thought pretty highly of you,

Bones. They don't dish those thlngs out to just anybody. What were you working
onT"

"Oh, just a little something. T had to do it, you know, as part of the
course., Otherwise I wouldn't have bothered. Research was never my line."

"I believe I read the results of Dr. McCoy's 'little something', sir," put in
Spock. "His work led directly to the development of a vaccine against xylatosis,
a disease to which these people are naturally immune. Isn't that correct, Doctor?"

McCoy beamed modestly as Kirk regarded him with renewed respect. How like him
to_have kept guiet sbout it all this time, he thought, and how like Spock to have
known all along. "Can you still remember the place, Bones?" he asked. "Because
if so, you can show us around a bit when we've finished this business."

MeCoy shifted uncomfortably. "Well, Jim, you know you're not allowed into
the Outer Zone."

"esy, I know, but you can show us around the middle part, what's it called -
the Median Territory, can't you? We'vre allowed in there. And we've got plenty
of 4ime. We don't have to be back on the ship for another day."

"Well, 0.X., but don't forget we won't have phasers or even tricorders down
there, and there are some pretty fearsome beasts around, I can tell you."

"A situation not unfamiliar to us, Doctor," remarked Spock dryly.

‘The shuttlecraft touched down well into the Medial Texritory, about one hour's
walk from the Great City. Several miles away in the opposlte dirvection could be
seen the great dark mountains where the Outer Feople lived. Actually, this was a
complete misnomer, as the mountain district comprised the inmer part of this con~
tinent, and was encircled by the Lowlands of the Town Dwellers. However, this
was the Town Dwellers' own name for these people, and it had stuck despite all
logic.

The Outer Yeople were a primitive hunting race, at a very sensitive period
in their development. If they followed normal patterns, then within the next few
hundred years they would gradually settle down and turn to agriculture rather than
hunting. So as not to influence their progress in any way during this pericd of
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change, the Federation had imposed a ban on all visitations except with a special
permit. Noxmally, any contact would be forbidden absolutely, but this particular
- race provoked speclal interest because they shared thelr world with a people
rather more advanced than themsélves = the Town Dwellers. Yet nelther side showed
the least interest in the other, and there appeared to have been no mingling of
the two cultures at any timé during thelr history, although both %=re fully aware
of: ‘the other's existence.

Most of the Town Dwellers 1lived in the Great ity to the north-east, but
there were smaller towns and villages scattered throughout the perimeter of the
continent, On the Federation scale thelr soclety was Late Medieval, and largely
agricultural. Thelr main occupation was the cultivation of a high proteln grain,
not unlike quadrotriticale to look at. They produced far more thanh they needed,
and by a long=-standing agreement with the.Federation, the surplus was left in a
warehouse just inside the walls of the Great City, and was collected by any passg-
ing ships and taken to the nearby Starbase 7, whence it was shipped to its final
destinations. The Federation's half of the bargamn was rather negative (and from
the Town Dwellers' point of view, non-existent, since they knew nothing of it).
Starfleet'mxﬂcitupon themselves to ensure that the supplies were all collected
in person, and not just transported up. The Town Dwellers displayed the same im-
difference towards the Starfleet personnel as they did towaxds thelr own Outer
Feople, but the sight of sacks of grain regularly disappearing inte thin air was
a different matter. That was thought sufficient to disturb even the most imper—
turbable Townle, and Starfleet had no wish to start the legends of wltcheraft and
'Gods from the sky' which had so plagued early explorers.

The three officers quickly changed into the uncomfortable homespun suits
which were requisite wear on these missions. Federation Standing Orders stated
that, if guestioned by the natives, Starfleet persommel were to explain that they
were merchants from a distant land who had come to collect the grain for their
country, since this was the disgulse under which the bargain had first been struck.
So far, however, nobody had ever been approached, and even more strangely, the
Town ¥Yeoplée had never asked for anything in return for supplying the grain.

Having assembled the authentically ramshackle»looklng cart onto which the
grain was to be loaded, the three set off in the direction of the city.

“iver V1slted the Townies, Bones®" asked Kirk.
McCoy hesitated before replying. '"No. Why?"
"1 just wondersd, Not much is known about them, ls it?"

"Certainly not until recently, no. But now a Federation 'spy' has infiltrated
the Great City, disguised as a native from one of the ocutlylng villages, and he's
been sending back regular reports for a while."

"Oh? I didn't know that.”

"ell, ke hasn't been there long. I only know about 1t because I make a point
of keeping up with any developments here. The fact is, avzng aztually lived and
worked here, I became interested in the place, and the interest has stayed."

"ind has this so-called spy discovered anything important, Doctor?" asked
Spock. :

“Nothing really rew that I know of, except to reinforce what we knew already
about their lack of curiosity in anything and everything = which is why you're
here, of course."

Normally in such a situation, anyone as obviously alien as Spock would be
excluded from the landing party out of deference to the Prime Directive. But in
this instance, the Town Dwellers' guite uphumanocid lack of interest in anything
unusual had provoked comment, and Starfleet had speoifically asked that Spock go
along with the others. 'If you are seen,' his orders ram, ‘you are to note the
natives' reaction, if any, but on no account are you to go out of your way to
force an encounter.'
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"Apparently they have another peculiarity,' continued MeCoy, "which is prob-
ably paxt of the same trait. They have no god., No religion, no deity, no church,
nothing.” ‘ '

"That.ls indeed unusual for a eivilisation at this stage of development. "

"And. another thing. They have very little in the way of art of any descript-
lon = painting, writing, music, whatevexr. What they do produce is very crude and
primitive;, more what you'd expect from the Outer People, really."

"What about the Outer People?" Kirk asked. "What are they like?"

"About as “ifferent from the Town Dwellers as they could be. They're fierce,
superstitious, independent, typical, in fact, of most primitive cultures. OF
course, even less is known about them than the Townies, because so few people have
ever even seen them, I reckon I must know as much as anybody."” He paused as

- though struck by this realisation.

"What about the fact that they share thelr world with the Townles?" persisted
Spock. "Surely that's not typical?"

"No, that's true," admitted the Doctor. "But they take it so much for granted,
you know, that it doesn't seem unusual until you really stop to think about it.
As far as they're concerned, the Townles might as well live on another planet.
They would no more consider crossing the Median Territory and visiting the towns
than they would...well, visit another planet.®

"Fascinating;"
"Yes, for once, Spock, I have to agree with you."
"Do the Townles ever come into the Median Territory?" asked Kirk.

"Well...now and then. But it seems to be a sort of No-Man's Land as far as
anyone can gather. I suppose in the end, they'll both be forced out into it, when
their populations really begin to grow, and what will happen then iz cnyone's
guess. DBut of course that won't be for several hundred years at least."

"Well, all the same, we must be getting close to the City now, so we'd better
keep a look out Just in case."

They trudged on in sllence, until at last, topping a small rise, they looked
down to see the Great City spread out before them. A few minutes more brought
them in sight of the Main Gates.

"Hello, what's this?" Kirk stared in surprise. "I don't vemember any mention
of guards, so you, Spock?! ‘

"No, Captain. Indeed, it seems to go against everything the good Doctor has
been telling us about these pecple.” He turned enquiringly to McCoy.

"Don't look at me, Spock. I'm as surprised as you are.," He frowned., "It
does seem odd... Stil1l, perhaps therers a perfectly straishtforward explanation.”

They said nothing more until they were within a few feet of the two men at
the gate. Then one of the guards stepped forxrward with upraised hand.

"Show your papers Please."
"Fapers?"
"You must show your papers before you can enter the City."

Somewhat at a loss, Kirk launched into the Starfleet formula. "We are mer~
chants from a distant land. We have come to collect the grein you have stored
for us in your city. This is an old agreement between our peoples. We know no-
thing of any papers." ' ‘

“"Strangers are forbidden in the City. You must go."
"Bu’q Wh’y‘? "
"It ig the law.®
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"May I ask how long this law has been in operation?” put in Spock.

" The guard looked directly at Spock for the first time. If he noticed any-=
thing unusual, he gave no sign of it. His face remained as stony and impassive
as it had been throughout the interview. "Since the Elders decreed it."

. "This is hopeless," muttered McCoy. - "Why dld they decree it?" he demanded.

The guard looked at him blankly. "It is the law," he repeated. "It is=~ -
decreed. You must leave." ' - . >

Kirk saw that to pursue the matter further would only invite trouble. "Very
well," he said. "We honour your laws. We will go." R '

They turned the cart rcund and set off in the direction they had juéﬁ comef
from, For a while no-one said anything. Then McCoy shook his head.

"T just don't get it. This contradiots everything we know about the Townies.
They nevexr used to cawe who went in and out of thelr cities. Now it seems even
their own people need passes, and strangers aren't allowed in at all. I wonder if
Starfleet knows .about this.™ '

"A%parently not," remarked Kirk, "otherwise théy'd have warned us. Which
must mean that this spy of yours has been falling in his duty."

"Tt. is possible that the two matters are connected, Captain," sald Spock.
*There has obviously been some digturbance or upheaval here to cause such a rad=
ical change in these people’s outlook; it may well have been accompanied by
violence during which the spy was captured or otherwise silenced.” '

Othexwlse silenced. Kirk didn't like the sound of that. He stopped in his
tracks. P

"This matter needs further investigation, Bones, you and I are going to get
into that city somehow and find out what's been happéning.” He turned to his
First Officers "Spock, I know that native didn't bat an eyelid when he saw you,
but we really can't risk you in a sensitive situation like this. You go back to
the shuttlecraft and let Starfleet know what's happening. We'll be back in five
hours. " -

They parted company, Spock pushing the cart on his own now. The two Humans
turned round and surveyed the landscape before them. They had not come far Lfrom
the City, but they could not see it since it was situatsd in a hollow Dbehind a
low hill.

"How many other'entrances.to the City axe thers,"Bones?"
"Three, I think. But they're bound to be guarded too, Jime"

"Wes. We'll just have to hope they're not patroiling the walls in between
as well. We could get over them quite easily, don't you think? They didn't look
very high." ' ' o

McCoy replied that he had no doubt that the Captain could go on scaling walls
of twice the height till Judgement Day with no difficulty, but that he (MeCoy)
felt that his own mountalneering days were over., Kirk dismissed his objection
with a laugh., "Nonsense! You've as fit as I am. Come on."™ '

There was hobody in sight when they reached the walls, but they waited
concealed behind a rock for a few minutes as a precaution. :
"fhat now?" MeCoy found he was whispering, somewhat unnecessarily.

Ke was not left in doubt for long. Suddenly, strong arms pinioned him from
behind and a brawny hand closed over his mouth. He struggled in vain; within
minutes he was as securcly bound as he had ever been in his life, and quite unable
to move. Looking across, he saw with dismay that Kirk was unconscious and bleed~
ing from a head wound. '

He looked awmd for their attackers = and only the rough gag in his mouth
stopped the startled cry which rose to his lips at the sight of them. Lue was a
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stranger to him, but he recognised in the broad muscular body a typical represent—
ative of the Outer rYeople, or Hunters as they called themselves. The other... There
was no mistaking the flattened nose or the ugly scar running fully from hairline to
chin down the left hand side of his face. The glossy hair that twenty years ago
had been jet black was now grizzled, but the face was as youthful as ever. McCoy
did not even stop to wonder what two Outer People were doing at the Creat City, of
all places. The sight of that face had swept him back through the years to an
earlier time, a time of windswept rocky hills and barren wild places, and he was
momentarily disconcerted by a flocd of disjointed recollection, Then he was
picked up and swung over someonet's shouldér. The blg Hunter was bearing him away
across the Median Territory towards the distant mountains. By craning his neck,
McCoy could see that Kirk was being carried in the same undignified fashion; the
gash in his head was dripping, leaving behind them a dark trall on the hard ground.

Night had long since fallen. Kirk and MeCoy had been dumped unceremoniously
in a damp cave overlooking the tribe's present encampment. Kirk was awake now, but
weak and pale from loss of blood. He was a comical sight, sitting with his head
wrapped in the shredded sleeve of McCoy's woollen tunic. But MeCoy was in no mood
for laughing; even now, red was beginning to show wetly through the rough material.
He mentally cursed the irime Directive, which had forced them out into this primit-
ive world without even an anabolic protoplaser, normally standard field equipment.

Kirk was groggy, but taking notice. He wanted to know where they were, how
they had got there, and why. McCoy answered the first two easdily enough, but then
he was stumped.

"I Jjust don't understand it, Jim. One of the men who jumped us - I recognised
him. He was the medicine man in the tribe I worked with when I was last here. We
were quite friendly for a while. He helped me take blood samples and so on from
the people; I told them I needed them to make medicine and potions for my people.
They were quite willing and never questioned my story. Actually, I did have fun
once or twice, making up a few supposed medicines while L'langa was there, just in
case there was any doubt. I think he was quite convinced. But I was surprised,
because I expected him to take a sort of professional interest in what I was doing,
but he didn't seem to be curlous at all. I remember - "

"Your cosy reminiscences are very fascinating, Bones, but they're not helping
us get out of hexre.®

"{ell, there's always Spock. We're long overdue at the shuttlecraft now,
and he's bound to be searching for us.”

"L sometimes think we place too much reliance on Mr. Speck's godlike powers."
Kirk rose shaklly to his feet and went to the entrance. It didn't seem to be
guarded, so he stepped out. Instantly a spear thwacked into the ground a foot in
front of him, He could hear it humming as the shaft vibrated in the moonlight.

"0.X., I get the message," he said to the unseen watchsr above the cave, and
went back in.

"1'd get some sleep if I were you, Jim," said McCoy, "and rest that head.
After all, having Yrought us here, they're hardly likely to let us just walk out,
even if they have untied us. The next act'’s probably set for tomorrow."

"You're taking the whole thing very quietly," remarked Kirk questioningly.
He sat down again with a grimace on the cold hard rock.

"Well, to tell the truth, I'm interested to know what's “2en happening around
here. There's something odd going on = the Great City guarded and practically
swarming with Outer People, and then E'langa; he must have recognised me, so why
attack ms 1like that? It doesn't make sense.®

"I take your point =~ and I think 1'll take your advice as well. This head
does hurt.” He stretched himself uncomfortably on the ground. "Though how anyone
is expected to sleep in this place 1ls beyond me.”
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Notwithstanding this last remark, he was alseep in minutes, leaving the world
to darkness and MeCoy. The night was pleasantly warm, so the doctor did not
suffer from the loss of hls sleeve. He went to sit at the entrance of the- cave,
and leaned against the wall watching the starlit scenes below him. He couldn't
see much, just one or two small fires with flickering forms seatasd around them,
and now and then a dark shape moving about., Sounds rose indlstinctly; the murmur
of conversation, the crackling fires, oceaslonally a . laugh, a cry, a woman's
shrill exclamation. McCoy's eyes closed, but his mind was too full for sleep.
Images formed and vanished, scenes crowded through his memory, visions of the.
past forgodten for twenty YEALS 00

««+He lay on the windy ledge, powerful viewers tralned on the valley beneath.

A party of hunters had just returned with their Kkill, a large deer-like animal,
and the women were preparing it, He studied faces and physique, assessing them
critically with his doctor's mind., Yes, they seemed suitable; they would do.
He shifted uncomfortably. His arms ached. The wind was chill, and soon he would
go bvack,..to the carefully concealed hut deep in the mountains. Here his analyt-
ical and processing equipment would be kept. Tomorrow he was to make contact

with the tribe in the valley, and he was gathering together what he would needj

a makeshift tent, a fur g, a primitive pestle and mortar, and a few clay pots
contalning sundry herbs. His 'cover' was that of a traveller from a distant land
(McCoy hoped they hadn't yet discovered that theirs was the only land mass on the
world) who was collecting ingredients for his medicines..."and I ask for your help
in my guest.”

The old chieftain was scarred and wrinkled, He fingered the gifts that
MoCoy had remembered at the last minute - the traditional beads, a headdress of
bright feathers, and a small wooden statuette of a woman. Indicating a younger
man seated on the ground beside him, he said, "E'langa is the Medlecine Man. He
will help you.” :

Gathering the gifts into his arms, the old man rose and left them. McCoy
megarded his companion with interest. He was young, about McCoy's own age, and
_he had a watchful, intelligent face disfigured down the length of one side by a
1ivid secar...hls brcad flat nose seemed %o spread even more when he smiled, as
now. They were sitting in McCoy's tent, and while the doctor industriously
scraped and stixred over his bogus medicines, E'langa answered his inquisitive
gquestions. Yes, they roamed continuously, stopping for a period only occaslona~-
11y, when the hunting was particularly good, as it was here. They would move on
from here when the rains came, driving the animals away. Yes, they sometimes
came across other tribes, sometimes travelled with them for short distances.
Membership of a tribe was not risidly enforced, but changed continuously. Ueople
were always moving about from one tribe to another. Oh yes, the chieftain and
his family always stayed. The chieftain was the central point about which the
tribe formed. No, no~one ever went off to live by himself, How could a man hunt
alone? No, and here E'langa laughed, no-one ever crossed the Medlan Territory,
No-one ever even went into the Median Territoxy. There were no animals worth
hunting, so why should they? Town Dwellers® {es, he knew of them. T'ey lived
on the other side of the Median Territory, in the Far rlaces. Sometimes one
would leave the Far ylaces and come into the lands of the Hunters. Sometimes
they would be accepted into a tribe and stay.

"Oh?" McCoy was surprised. He hadn't realised there was any contact at all
between the two peoples. However, he didn't pursue the matter. The last thing
he wanted was to become too intimate and matey with E'langa, and have to start
ansWering questions about his own hypothetlcal people. He had armed himself with
a few mythical facts and stories, Just in case, but so far they had not been ne
needed; E'langa asked him nothing. NGVertheless, he played safe and changed the
subJact.

"Now then,l'langa. Tomorrow I an g01ng to make a very special potion for
which I need very special ingredieénts. I have most of them already, but the most
important is still missing. I will need to take blood from your people."” {There
at last!) "iill that be acceptable?"

E'langa nodded, quite unperturbed. "I will tell them tonight.™
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"They won't mind?"
"We are accustomed to shedding blood. Marok demands it."
"Ah yes, Marok.,."

weodhanks, Marok, T hope you'vre satisfied with your share, Back in the hut,

MeCoy xubbed his hands gleefully over his prize. You're a bloodthirsty old devil
~ I mean god - but I like you, :

It had been ridiculously easy, something of an anti-climax after all the play-
acting which had led up to it. E'langa had told the tribe that the foreign doctor
wanted blood to make his strange potions, and that he would offer some to Marck o
ensure thelr efficacy - and they had literally quewed up with arms bared. Tt
appeared that to have blood offered to Marok was a great honour, as well as a
necessary rite somewhat akin to the old style Catholic confessicon of Barth. When
Marok tasted the blood he saw into the heart of the donor, and seeing what was
hidden there, meted out punishment or reward as appropriate. Thus every stroke of
good fartune, every unlucky accident that occurred, was looked upon as a Judgement
from Marok. It was a singularly happy state of affairs for MeCoy . :

He hummed as he set up his apparatus and prepared the samples. There was
enough hexe for extensive study, so he probably would not even need +o go back
for further supplies. He had told E'langa he was going away to continue his med-
ical guest elsewhere, but that he would probably be passing this way on his jour-
ney back to his homeland. His permit still had a full three months to run - .
plenty of time to complete his experiments and prepare his thesis. And then, when
he was finished, he would go back to the tribe with the gifts 'gatheved' on his
'travels', and bid farewell to E'langa, his friend whom he would never see again. ..
Just before he reached the encampment, McCoy met a group of Huwrters. They were
bearing a battered, bleeding object which they dropped to the ground as they drew
level with him; he saw it was the body of a man.

"What's this?" he cried in horvor.

"He came from the Far Places," replied one of the men. "He wished to become
one of us. He falled to pass the test."

McCoy had dropped %o his knees beside the body, and was examining it gently.
He looked up angrily %o exclaim that the man was still alive, but the Hunters were
already ambling back to their camp. The young medic fumed helplessly., What should
he do? Every instinct urged him not to leave the unfortunate man here to die of
his wourds, and yet... Consclous that he was probably making a great nistake, he
set down the gifts he had been cerrying, picked up the body and headed off in the
direction of his hut. The load was heavy and he began to regret his charitable
lmpulse. He cursed his healer's mentality. The absurd words 'Good Samaritan' kept
leaping into his mind, but he found himself wishing that he had 'passed by on the
other side', whatever the consequences to his immortal soul...

" oo Dronn, why did you.leave your home?"

"My home? You mear in the Great City? ¥ah! _Those people! They were blind;
their nminds were closed. They saw to the ends of their noses and no further.
They had no thoughts for the things that really matter, the meaning of life, the
reason for our existence, the question of destiny...”

"The whichness of the why," murmured McCoy.
"Pardon, Mastert"
"Nothing, GO on."

"I feel there must be something more to life than just this. There must be
something to live for, something to strive for. I twxied to tell them what I
meant, but they wouldn't listen. Do you know, they actually cast me out of the
City believing I was Tainted? Hah! It is they who are talnted, poor fools, if
only they could see it." . :

"o you came along here to see if the Outer People had what you were looking
for." \ .
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"rah! Were savages. I should have known. But Master, they are not
entirely benighted., They led me to you, for which I shall ever give thanks. You
have opened my eyes, and at last I can see clearly my true path."

There would be more of the same, McCoy knew, but Just now he had neither the
time nor the inclination to listen. His permit expired today, -and he wanted Dronn
out of the way so that he could make hls preparations for leaving. About the only
bright thing he had done this last week, he reflected grimly, was to pack away
most of the incriminating evidence while Dromn was st1ll unconscious. But that
still left plenty that might ralse questions in an enquiring mind. This wasn't a
characteristic for which Townies were renowned, MeCoy knew, but Dronn had turned
out to be ro ordinary Townle. He was alert, intelligent, and very inquisitive,
and from the moment he had regained consciousness two days ago, McCoy had not dared
to leave him alone., Now he could walk, and McCoy urgently wanted him to make use
of that facility.

"Look, Dromn, it'g been nice Imowing you, but you have to go now. Take my
advice and go off into the wountains where you can meditate unmolested on the
meaning of life or whatever. But whatever you do, don't tell anyome about this.
Just keep it to yourself, 0.X.” "ight, now scoot.”

"if it is your wish, Master, I shall go." He hesitated. "Am I permitted one
relic from your dwelling, to comfort me on the Jowrneys that lie ahead?"

"Noi Nothing; This whole thing never happened, understand? Just go away
and forget about it."

Dronn towed, still slightly stiffly, and left without a word. McCoy saw
with satlsfaction that he was headed inlands..jseeees

MeCoy slept.

Kirk woke early, and soon wished he hadn't. His head throbbed painfully,
his mouth tasted bad, and he felt decidedly at odds with the world. He declded
to lie quietly while he could, Some time later, he opened his eyes to find McCoy
leaning over him, accompanied by two fierce~looking men with spears.

"How are you feeling, Jim?®
"['11 dive. Who are your friends?"

"Oh, uh, they'vé comd to take us somewhere. I don't lmow why.' I told them
you were ill and oughtn't to move, but they ~ you do look awful, Jim."

 "Don't let that fool you," sald Kirk, struggling to his feet. "I'm happy to
follow these gentlemen anywhere 1f it will help clear up this mess and get us outb
of here."

"fell, if you're sure... Here, lean on me, That's right." They made their
way slowly out of the cave and down towards an encampment, a guard before and be-—
hind them. "I wonder where the devil Spock is,™

"Spock's quite capable of looking after himself, Bones."

"“Yes. Yes, L know." That hadn't been exactly what he meant, but he didn't
pursue the matter, not wishing Xirk to realise that he doubted their own ability
to handle the mituation unaided. A wounded man and an old country doctor, what
hope had they against these people? He wondered if perhaps he was worrying unnec—
essarily. After all, they had no idea what 1t was the Hunters intended with them.
But the thought kept retuxaing that E'langa must have recognised him, remembered
hin.

They reached the centre of the camp and stopped. Xirk's head was spinning
and he clung to McCoy, but he looked around and tried to make out the scene around
then. His first impression was that they were surrounded by people, a mass of
silent people staring at them. They he saw in front of them a young man sitting
on a painted boulder. His face and body were daubed with Tright colours, and
round his shoulders was the skin of some dead animal, KXirk guessed that he was
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the chieftain. At his feet were arvanged a string of beads, 2 headdress of bright
feathers, and a small wooden statuette of a woman. BY his side stood the one
MeCoy had spoken of as B'langa. Of all those present, he alone was quite naked,
wearing nelther clothing, jewellery nor paint. Presently he stepped forward and
turned to address the chisf.

“The tribe is gathered together at your command.. *
The young man nodded. "Proceed, "

E'langn bagan to speak in a minging voice. To Kirk it sounded fantastic,
unreal, a falrytale, of a plece with this whole dream that was rapidly becoming
a nightmare. But McCoy knew with cold certainty that he was awake, and compreh-~
hension grew in him as he listened to the words. :

"I am Eflanga, for many cycles Medicine Man of this tribe, in the eye of
Marok. The Hunters have lately seen troubled times; they have forsaken the true
path to follow falseness. Before you stands the cause, the perpetrator of this
wickedness. FPor Marok has been gracious; he has delivered the Enemy into the
hands of his children.,*

A murmur ran through the crowd, which the chief suppressed with a motion of
his hand.

"This man has nost blasphemously been called a god. If there are any among
you who still secretly believe this, I who know tell you it is not so. There is
but one true god." :

"Marok be praised!*
*A11 hall Marok!"

B'langa turned once more to the young chieftain., "My lord, in the days of your
grandfather, this man visited us. He cast spells upon us so we should not see hinm
a8 he was. He took our life blood, sacred to Marok, and made his devil's potions
with it in the mountains. He even, most horribly, made offerings of it to Marok,
shameless mockery in the face of the god. I, who was with him, know.all this. I
tell you it was terrible to behold. '

"There came among us once a man from the Far rlaces, cursed be his memory.
He wished, as they sometimes do, to join us, but he failed to survive the test.
We all know how this man, the Enemy =~ " he indicated McQoy " ~ claimed the body,
and how later the Preacher reappeared among us, telling how he had been ralsed
from the dead, and breathing his poisonous words. His power was such that many
Wwere led astray by him, out of the eye of Marok. Many came to believe that the
Enemy was indecd the true god, and they spread their contamination from txibe to
tribe, till not a child of Marok was untouched. But Marok had spoken to me, and
I gathered gboubt me those of his children who were still faithful. We did what
we could, but the Enemy had done his work well., The disease had driven deep and
was not to be plucked out easily. For many cycles, as you know, the battle was
fought hard., Ue, the Faithful, with Marok on our side, were able to keep the
evil in check, but for every wanderer we reclaimed into the eye of Marok, another
- was lost wo us,

"Then the Freacher returmed from his travels, and announced that he would
venture into the Far Places 1o caxrry his evil ways to his own people. Maxok
spoke to me once more, and I knew what had %o be done. Marok would be avenged!
The Glorious Day had comel!"

The crowd had begun to murmur again, and at this broke out into an excited
babble. E'langa had to railse his volce to make himself heard. "At a signal, you
rose up and slew the unbelievers, every one! Thelr ashes now blow with the winds,
under the wrath of Marok. Throughout his land, even now, the sacred work is still
being carried out. His children shall be cleansed!™

He paused while the nolse died down.
"You have done your Work well; Marok is well pleased, Neither the Enemy
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nor his Preacher will trouble us ever again, and I have now to tell you how I

know., When he left for the Far Places, I walted for a few days, to make sure all
vwas in readiness here. Then I set out after him with two of the faithful, mighty
Hunters both, We tracked the accursed one across unknown lands until we came to
the Far Places. There is a mighty place there, of great darkness and all enclosed,
and from within came a mighty noise. When night fell, we:-scaled the high fence
and went in soixwoh of the Preacher. There are no words to describe the awfulness
of that place. There were people, 1f such they can be called, everywhere,

meagre, pale 1llttle folk running hither and thither without purpose, making a
great noise all the while. There were lights and fires turning night into day,

and everywhere was confusion and chaos. Dead men lay unburied at our feet, and

we frequently saw great crowds fighting together, seemingly driven from their
senses, Suddenly we found him for whom we had been seaxching. In front of one

of the high, dark shelters that were everywhere, a stake was driven inte the ground,
and from the top of this stake a severed head stared. Friends, it was the
Preacher., HMarok's work had been done, by a hand other than mine. We gave thanks,
and returned, trusting in Maxck to guide us safely out of that place of madness.
One of my comrades was struck down before we reached the fonce, but he died
gloriously, knowing that he gave his life in the service of Marok.

"By the grace of Marok, wa escaped, but our work was not, as I had thought,
complete. For there at our feet crouched the Enemy, and this other, his familiar.
He had returned to ald his descliple, and he had falledl Had I not seen the proof
of his fallure, I rejolced at the sight of him lying there, he who purported to be
a god, and was not! Now could the matter be finally put to rest! He must be shown
to ‘be mortal man, and not immortal god; for the one immortal god is Marok, whose
name must never more be doubted.

He turned triumphantly to the chiefl "e awalt your word, my loxd."
The painted face surveyed the prisoners dispassionately. Then he stood,

It i the will of Marok, speaking through me, that these two shall suffex
the same fate as those whom they caused to abandon the true falth and stray from
the cye of the god. Namely, they shall be burned until they are but ashes, and
these ashes scattered +o the winds to suffer the wrath of Maxrok., For they are but
mortal men, and those who yet doubt this will believe. Further, it is Marok's
pleasure that these objects = " he indicated the gifts at his feet " « recalling
as they do the BEnemy and his evil days, be likewise burned and scattered. Thus
shall the Hmnters finally be cleansed and made pure.

"Let us glve thanks unto Marock, who is terrible in his anger, but is merciful
and just, that his children once more walk in the eye of the god."

"Thanks be to Marok! Marok be praised!™ cried the crowd as one man.

Up to now, McCoy had been too dazed to speak, but now he opened his mouth in
protest, "E'langal! What..." . .

What could he say? He .saw all too clearly what had happened, the awful -
inevitability of it. He had contravened the Frime Directive, and was being pun-
ished for it. irunished? By Marok? He was beginning to think like these savages!
He couldn' help it  the will of Marok was upon them, and they couldn't escape...
couldn't escanc... '

Kirk, however, was under no such illusions. Swaying a little and blinking
unsurely in the sunlight, he stepped forward, "I don't understand what you've
been talking about, but I assure you my friend and I are both innosent of what-
ever it is you accuse us of ~ %

He was allowed no further. "Silence! Guards, take them away. They are to
be burned at sunset today. See that all is prepared.”

"Now walt a minute..."

The guards advanced, and Kirk lashed out blindly, but he was weak and easily
overcome., MeCoy stood entranced, unable to help, unaware indeed of the scuffle.
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He saw only his own and his Gaptainﬂs'approaching death, and there was nothing he
onuld do to stop it. They made a sorry palr as they were shepherded back to the
cave ‘ ‘ . ' : -

"All right, Doctor, I suppo e this eipiaiﬁs ﬁﬁat we found in the Great City?
I wisgh you'd enlighten na.," ’ -

"I just don't know what to say,'Jim. I just can't believe it."

"iell, you'd better start belleving it, and soon. Those people didn't
strike me as being practical jJokers. I- want te know exactly what we'me doing
here, and why, and I want to know now."

"Hell.. . When T was here before, there was a Townie..."

"Yes, that's what I thought they meant. What was a Townie doing among the -
Outer .. eople?

"They come sometimes. But only the oddballs, what they call the Tainted
ones, the ones who show any marked leaning towards art, or music or...or scilenco,
even., Anyone, in other words, with the slightest spark of sreative genius in any
direction. They happen only very cocasionally, and nobody really knew anything
about them until falrdy recently. I certainly had no idea when I was here.
Apparently the Townies regard anything the slightest bit innovatory or inspired,
anything that escapes from the routine of 1life and tends towards higher things,
with the utmost suspicion.®

I!Bu-t - "

"L know what you're going to say. Why do they accept us so galmly? It hasn't
been explained properly, but my own idea is that it's because we appear so similar
to them that they never bothered to wonder about us. They're not a reflective
people, Anyway, the Tainted ones, by thelr very nature, aren't generally very
discrect about thelr...ah...condition, and when they're discovered, the Townles
throw them out. They'ze left to fend for themselves in the Median Terzitory or
where they will, and no-one bothers about them any more. Some, like Dronn, wander
acress to the Outer iteople, but nobody knows how many don't, or what happens to
them, if you follow me."

Kirk nodded.

"ell, if they come to #the Hunters and decide they want to stay, as Dronn
did, they are put to certain tests. If they survive, and many don't, they are
accepted without further question; if they don't, they wouldn't have made a good
Hunter anyway. They have to undergo a course of fairly unsubtle torture, and it's
not surprising that many don'® make it; details vary, but basically they're
burned, frozen, drowned, stoned, made to fight some particularly nasty wild
animals, and finally they're whipped, scourged, and beaten with a variety of
implements surprising in so primitive a people,”

"Let me venture a guess. The choice of who survives is left entirely up to
Marok?" '

"That's right.”

"From what you say,; it's a wonder he gets any choice at ali.™

"Ah well, he has to be particular. But Just occasionally one does survive,"
"Like Dronn.™® . | ‘ ' '

_ "Dronn? Well, actually, no. That's the whole trouble. He would never
have pulled through if I hadn't been such a fool as to take pity on him."

"You mean you...you treated him? = Bones!™

"I know, Jim, I know., But he was dying and I knew I could save him. I was
young, I = oh, I could fthink of a thousand excuses but there is none really. I
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acted contrary to the irime Directive, and I was wrong." He stopped, then he went
on softly. "But somehow, Jim, when I stood with that man lying bleeding and broken
at my feet, it wasn't wrong. It was the only thing to do."

Kirk regarded him sympathetically. "They should never allow doctors on rrime
Dlr@ctlvo planets,"” he said vontly. "It compllcatos life,” ‘

McCoy continued as though he hadn't heard. "It wasn't until he came round
and started to talk that I really realised my mistake. Up till then I'd thought
he was an ordinary Townle, although I did wonder what a Townle was doing in the
Outer Zones. Bub there was nothing ordinary about Hronn. He was a religious
fanatic with no god, and I, unfortunately, supplied the deficiency. Goodness
knows why. 1 was never very civil to him, and I kicked him out with very little
ceremony as soon as he could walk. I remember he asked for something of mine to

take with him, and T told him o go away and forget all about me. T never dreamed
«»« I honestly had no suspicion of what was going on in his mind., I guess I was
too anxious to get rid of him before he asked one guestion too many, or before my
permit ran out." He laughed bitterly. 'What a fooll"

"Compassion ls an expensive luxury, Doctor. As we are sh nt to find out.”

"411 those people dead., A1l those 1ives wasted because of me." He secmed
suddenly to reallise what Kirk had said. "BExpensive? It's cheap at the price.
But Jim!" He started up as though stung. "Jim! Not you! You're not part of it;
you shouldn*t have to pay! Call the guard. Let's explain that you had nothing
to do with it - ¢ ' -

"Bones,™ Kirk cut in drily. "Didn't you hear them? They think 1'm your
familiax. "

McCoy sat down wearily. "Whatever are we going to do, Jim? We can't Just
sit here and let them take us. Can't you talk to them? You've wormed your way
out of worse places before now with that silver tongue of yours."

"Buu none s0 delicate.® Kirk shook his -head. "If I d4id speak to them, I.
don't think they'd listen; or if they did, I'm afraid it would only make things
worse., . I'm sorry, Bonaes," '

MeCoy was filled with an anger born of desperation., 'Where the hell is
Spock? Why doesn't he come? Why isn't..." He faltered %o a stop.

"I'm sorry, Bones," Kirk repeated quietly.

The doctor turned on him heatedly. "You're sorry. You're sorry! You sit
here under gentence of death for no reason save my own stupidity, and you tell me
you're sorry! Well, let me tell you, I don't feel too good about it either.™

Kirk made no reply, and McCoy's anger subsided. He stared abt the Cagtain
as though seeing him for the first time. When he spoke, there was somothlng in
his voice, awe perhaps, that sounded oddly in Kirk's ecars.

"You're going to let them do It, aren't you? You're actually going to sit
here and let them bumn you, scatter you in the wind, you, Captain James T. Kirke..
The iYrime Directive..."™ He shook his head. "Captain, I'm ashamed to say that I
never fully realised you until now. I'm proud to have known you." He tried to
smile., "I'd always considered dying for an ideal the noblest thing anyone could
do. WNow I'm about to do 1t, I'm not so sura... Bubt when I look at you, I am
sure. You're rlaht, you're absolutely right."

"ind you're wrong, Bones. That's not it., The Frime Directive is never more
than a means to an end, not the end itself. But what we have here is a race of
paople who have been interfered with and thrown out of lines They've managed +0
straighten themselves out, and it only needs one final act for everything to fall
back into place and life to go on as befove. I think that's worth dyling for,
don't you? It's not a question of paying the price for past mistakes or dying for
an ideal called the Urime Directive; it's a question of honouring an oath we
both took., Remember?t
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"Yes, I remember," said McCoy humbly.

"Believe me, Bones, if there was a way out of this that wouldn*t foul up
things here even further, I'd be the first to take it."

There was silence for a while, then MeCoy said, "What about Spock?"

"Really, Bones, 1t'S unreasonable to keep harping on Spock. I'm sure he's
deing his best, but the chances of finding us before - "

"That isn't what I meant.”
Kirk turned away. "He'll understand."

‘"Oh, sure. He'll understand. And I'm sure it will be a great comfort to
him. But how will he know? What if he never finds out? He knows nothing of all
thiss as far as he's concerned, we'll just have been captured and murdered
needlessly..." Seeing the expression on ¥irk's face, MeCoy stopped and cursed
himself. "I'm sorry, Jim, I guess you knew all that."

"My one regret," sald Kirk after a pause, "is that Spock will not know why
we died. If only I could tell him somehow, explain it to him..." The voice was
steady, but McCoy could guess what was hidden benecath the words. Kirk was 1maﬁ~
ining himself in Spock's place, valnly scouring the planet in search of his
friends, eventually reaching the logleal conclusion; seelng the bleak, lonely
years strotch out ahead, empty, empty.

- And McCoy was thinking, If he doss find out, will he ever forzive me? Dear
heaven, how many more neople mwst I hurt before all this is over?

The light was failing. Footsteps approached the cave. The men rose to
thelr feet, and Kirk briefly clasped the doctor's hand.  "Goodbye, Bones."

MeCoy found he could not speak.

Abruptly, Kirk could breathe again., Long refreshing draughts of ccol air
entered his lungs; hands gripped him firmly; a much~loved voice asked if he was
all right., He opened still smarting eyes and was not really surprised at the
scene which confronted him. The transporter room, Scotty at the console, Lt. Kyle
in the cormer staring intently at something in the viewscresn. Kirk became aware
of someone supporting him and helping him down from the platform. It was 3Jpock,
of course.

"Spock," sald Kirk. "Héaven wouldn't be complete without you.™
"Captain?®
"But where's Bones?"

Kyle made a signal of somg sort to Scotty, and the transporter shimmered into
life. In a second McCoy stood there, coughing and rather disconcerted. Then Kirk
understood,

"Oh," he saild., “We're home, Bones."
McCoy sald nothing.
"How did you manage it, S?ook?" :

“"Captain, you are wounded. Nay I ougﬁost that explanations walt untll youx
head has been seen to? I believe that Dr. McCoy would proflt from o little
medical attention as well."ﬂ

Thus adroltly they were bundled down o olckbay. Kirk was ordered to hed
immediately by Dr. M'Benga, who then turned on McCoy. Spock saw with infinite
satisfaction how the doctor's ministrations grovoked McCoy to some caustic comme
ents. Pinally they were all finished, and H'Benga left them alone.

"All right, Spock, let's hear it.™
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"Just a minute, Jim," interrupted McCoy. "Spock, I hate to say this, but
I'm awfully glad to see you. However you did it...thank you."

spock nodded and looked at Kirk, who smiled. "0.K., Spock,"

"Captain, Doctor - are you sure you're not too tived?®
“nSpock! " | '
nsir?n

"FPor heaven's sake get on with it!"

"Yes, sir. There is not much to tell, as you will discover, When we parted
company I returned as you requested to the shuttlecraft. I contacted the ship in
order to transmit the message to Starfleet, but found that in fact a message had
been sent to us which had just missed us. Apparently their agent in the Great
City had failed to report in for a few days and we were asked to investigate as
far ss we could. T apprised Starfleet of the situation we had found, and returned
to look for you. I came upon you sooner than I expected, as you can imagine, but
I was able to hide in time and your captors did not see me. I followed you from
a safe distance, tracking your progress by means of a oonvenient trail of blood."

Kirk grimaced.

"When I reached the camp you were nowhere 0 be seen. I supposed they had
you held somewhere, but I was unable to search without being discovered myself.
However, throughout the night T investigated the place as best I could, and tried
to devise some means of escape should the opp rtunity arise. Barly in the morn~
ing T saw you taken from the cave, and I was able to position myself so as to hear
vhat passed. When I heard the sentence passed on you, that you were to be burned,
I knew what had to be done, but there wasn't much time. I returned as fast as I
could {0 the shuttiecraft, and thence te the ship. We located the encampment
with the scanners and put ocut a camera probe to monitor the situation. We saw
the preparations . being made, and then you were brought down from the cave, and -
well, I need not remind you. The Doctor, as the star of the show, was evidently
o be kept till last, for they 1it the Captain’s fire first. As soon as the fire
was strong enough for the smoke and flames to hide him from view, we transported
him up to safely., Then we simply repeated the operation on Dr. MeCoy."

"ind here we are."
"As you say, Captain.”

MeCoy shivered. Then a thought struck him. "BEr, Spock... Er, have you
been in touch with Starflest Command over this?"

"Indeed I have, Doctor."”
"pid you tell them what you heard?"

"] did. I confess I was somewhat concerned as to the possible consequences
to yourself arising from your past action, should you survive the rather more
immediate dangexr.®

"And7®

"There is no cause for alarm. The Legal Department have nctified me that

the affair occurred before the present stringent regulations concerning the rrime
Directive, and the harsh penalties for contravening it, came into force, Indeed
it was Just such situations as these which highlighted the need for tougher legls-
lation. This, coupled with your otherwise spotless recoxd to date, has persuaded
them not to pursue the matter any further. Of course, they will be requiring a
full report from you on what exactly did happen. I was only able to pass on the
somewhat garbled account as I heard it from E'lena. I fancy that as a result of
this, they may decide to prohibit absolutely all contact with the Outer leople.”

"A very wise move,® said Kirk emphatically from the bed. "But what about
the Townies, Spock? They scem to have been somewhat disrupted as well."
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"Apparently they are a remarkably resilient people, sir. The Foderation
agent, who was forced underground when the troubles began, is now reinstalled,
and reports that life is continuing in the CGreat City as thoush nething untoward
had cccurred. The sentries are no longer at the gates, and all traces of the
recent disturbance have disappeared,"

"That means the grain is still sitting down there walting to be collected,"

"Yes, indeed.” He paused. “However, they did suggest that perhaps it would
be prudent to depart and let another ship have the job of collection.™

"A decision with which I heartily concur,” laushed Kirk.
Meanwhile, McCoy had sat silent for an uncharacteristically long time.
"What's up, Bones?" enquirsd Kirk.

“Jell, it's very nice to be let off the hook like that. But there's Just the
small matter of all those inncecent veople who died because of me. Nothing much.
I Just feel like a mass murderer, that's all,"

Kirk, for once, could think of nothing to say to fill the uncomfortable
silence which followed. Finally it was Spock who spoke.

"Dr. MeCoy, I feel you are being umnecessarily harsh on yourself. It is true
that many people died who might otherwise have lived, but I do not think that you
can be held wholly to blame for that. WUe know very little of these peoule, but
they ars proven to be unpredictable and savage. No-one could have foresecen that
they would take such drastic action in this situation. OF course you feel guiltys
anyone would. But if you had not acted as you did twenty years ago, you would not
be Lecnard McCoy, and you would not have become the respocted and esteemed doctor
that you now are,"

McCoy was rather taken aback at hearing such a Kirkian speech issuing from
Vulean lips. "Thanks, Spock. T..." He cleared his throat, suddenly feeling
foollshly embarrassed. "You'we just making excuses for me. Sure, I was young and
S0 was the vyime Directive. But nothing you can say can alter the fact that I,
who was pledged to save and preserve life wherever I can, am directly responsible
for several thousand deaths." He faced them defiantly.

"Hoctor - M

"Bones, listen to me." Kirk svoke at last. "You're absolutely right., You
acted wrongly; you allowed your heart to rule your head, and as a result hundreds
of people died. I could say it was an unfortunate accident, which it was. I
could say you weren't to know the consequences of your kindness, which is also
true., But I know you wouldn’'t listen to me. 8o all L'1l say is: it's over,
finished. ©Nothing you can do, no amount of self recrimination, will bring those
people back again., Just be grateful that we can learn from our mistakes, and be
confident that it won't happen again.”

McCoy nodded, and the subject was dropped. He knew Kivk was probably right;
but he also knew that there were some long, soul=searching nights shead of hinm
before he could come to terms with the situation.

Meanwhile, however...

"By the way, Spock. You cut it rather close that time. My cyebrows are
distincetly singed.®




