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Hello everyone, and welcome to Log Entries 31

First of all, if the artist who sent me the drawing on P42 will get in touch with
me, I'1Ll credit her for her contributor's copy. It doesn't happen often, but
sometimes the covering letter gets separated from the submission -~ in this case,
when the drawing went off to get the electro-stencil cut. I can only say sorxy.

We have iltems from a fajr amount of 'new blood' this time, which is very
gratifying at a time when a lot of zine edltors are finding fewer people writing.
It's possible of course that a lot of regular writers were walting until the
movie came out to see which way STAR TREK was going to be heading before they
put work into any new stories; I know that one or two editors also were doing
this. However, as we've sald already, it seems to us that in fact the movie
hasn't changed anything important, and we'll consider movie~orientated as well
as series-orientated stories equally impartially.

Several people have written to me recently asking if they, as new STAG members,
could submit stories to us. Of course you can! Without you, the budding writers
in the club, there would be no Log Entries. However, let me state once more our
editorial policy regarding story content.

We will not print any story in which the characters hop irresponsibly in and out of
bed; inferred sex is all right provided the characters ave married first. This
mey be an old~fashioned view, but I'm a strong believer in monogamy and sexual
responsibility. We will not print any story in which one of the main characters
dies (although he may be believed dead for a while) or leaves the Enterprise
permanently. We did print one such story (Valerie Piacentini's 'Legacy' in LE 8)
and the response to it was adverse. We don't like this kind of story ourselves,
and it seemed from your response to Legacy that most of you don't either.

Stories must be about characters who appeared in aired Trek (or the movie, of
course), although the story can include characters of your own invention, even
as main characters provided the story isn't too long. We're not interested in
stories set aboard other Starships with a completely different cast. To us - and
as Tar as we can make out, to most of you, our readers - STAR TREK is the
Enterprise, her crew, and the people they meet. T know that some fans are
interested in gll of the Federation and want to write about other aspects of it,
but we feel that these stories are sclence fiction rather than STAR TREK, and
what we put out is first and foremost a STAR TREK Zine.

Alternate universe stories are acceptable, but must be clearly seen to be alternate
universe. '

Happy writing!

We're hoping to got Variations on a Theme 4 out next time along with LE 32. It's
reached final first draft stage now, and scenes have gone for illoing., 1If things
don't go as smoothly as we'd like and it does got held up, it should still be
ready by Auvgust.

Non~members of STAG can get info on zineslin print and on fortheoming zines by
contacting me enclosing a SAE (foreign, addressed envelope and 2 IRCs. We only
get enough postage on 1 IRC to send a letter surface, which takes 2 - 3 months).

Enjoy the zine.
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THE LATE MR. SPOCK by Gladys Oliver

Kirk stepped from the shower, dripping and utterly refreshed.

- That was What a couple of MeCoy's 'specials' did for you, that, together with
a long sleep, undisturbed by the usual array of bleeps and noises from the inter-
com. Now into a nice crisp clean uniform prepared by Yeoman Rand - and he was
ready for business. :

Sitting down.on the edge of the couch he pulled on his boots, then stretched
luxuriously, a smile llke a young boy's playing on his mouth. :

NOW was the time to look at that last diabolical move Spock had made on their
chess board. He had kept wirk walting long enough for that move, so Kirk had plaved
his own walting game, aware that Spock thought he now had him checkmated. Well...
now was the time to display the right amount of carelessness and lead Spock into
the trap... He rubbed his hands in anticipation. He moved across to the closet he
and Spock had bullt into the bulkhead between their quarters.

The panclled door slid easily open, and he stepped up to the board, smug smile
creasing his features.

Of course, the move meant that he would have to sacrifice his Queen and a Rook,
but...well, it should fool Spock into disregarding the dang@r from Knight and
Bishop L3N BN 3

He picked up the Queen and made to place her in her new vulnerable position,
when the wall intercom bleeped. Still holding the chess piece, he made his way
across the room, depressed the switch, his mind still half on the chess board,

"Kirk here." The Queen turned in his fingers.

"Scott here, Captain.” Scotty's voice came clearly over the intercom. "It's
time to beam back the landing party, sir. That ilonic disturbance will soon be in
TANZE , and the quicker we put some space between it and us, the better I'1l like
it.»

"0.K., Scotty, contact Spock and the others and tell them it'g time to pack up
and come home. I'll be up in five minutes.” He flicked the switch and made his
way back to the board. He studied 1t a moment more, then with a decisive movement
brought the Queen dowmn.

"Here's hoping Spock buys it!" he muttered. sliding the door shut with a firm
click, an almost evil grin on his face. "It's about time I won a pair of games
back to back," He left his cabin moments later and headed for the bridge.

On the way up in the elevator he tried to forget the game and concentrate on
th& new planet they had discovered.

They had come across it a couple of days ago. It had now been coded as
Cayniz B. It boasted no humanoid life forms, yet held an abundance of very early
types of life form such as Earth had had in its prehistoric days. The surface was
almost completely covered in forest, dark and dense, which was broken only by the
high rugged mountains. Water covered at least a third of the surface, and readings
had indicated a large number of sea creatures. :

It was a new world, untouched until they themselves had arrived.

The only problem was the presence of two moons, each revolving in an opposing
orbit. The region between thelr orbits contained a huge field of ionic disturbance,
the 'storm' Scotty had referred to. It was pulled this way, then that, as the
moons completed theilr orbits. :

This made standard orbiting very difficult. If they came in too close, the
strong magnetic pull of the moons diszu,ted thelr readings considerably. They had
been forced to make a wide cilrcuit of the planet, nipping in to beam down a landing
party, then getting out sharply before the fast-moving 'storm' caught them. Thexe
was no telling what it might do to them - but it was better not to tempt fate.
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The landing party had been planetside for nearly twelve hours, more than enough
time for Spock to quench his sclentific curiosity and Sulu to collect samples of
plant life, as well as check out mineral deposits.

The bridge doors slid open and he headed cheerfully for the command chair.
Scotty stood up almogt too eagerly, glad to give the con back and return to the
engines. "We' re in contact with Mr. gpock, sir.”

"Thanks, Scobty." He pressed the switch., "Kirk hexe."

"gpock here, Captalh.“ The Vulcan's calm tones came over the air flrmly and
with Just the right amount of excmtem@nt. o

"Go ahead, Mr. Spock."™ He smiled to himself - all that contalned ex01tement...

"Captain =~ we have just discovered a rather interesting crystal.’ Request per—
mission to stay another ten minutes to add it to our collection." ' '

"That ionic storm is moving in fast, Spock - we'pe cubting it a bit fine now,"
Kiek said bluntly. "We won't be able to come in agaln for another thirty=-six hours
to get you if we miss out nowi"™

There Wwas a moment's silence, then Spock's voice. "Six, I have computed the

- time we have. It will take us a further eight minutes to gather sufficient crystals
which will leave us two minutes to beam up, and a further five minutes to leave

the area =~ in complete safety."

. Kirk could almost see Spock's brow on the rise. - He grinned despite himself.
"Mr. Spock = " he began. ' | |
"It will save us a return v1smt, smr," Spock 1ns1sted. Kirk turned to gcotty.
"Mre Scott?" _ ' :
"It'il be tight, sir - but safe enough." .

Kirk turned back to the intercom. "Very well, Mr. Spock, carry on. I just
hope that lump of rock is worth it." N

"Indeed,™ éﬁme the quick'reply; .“It could be a breakthrough in energy
crystals." '

h_yes, thought Klrk, the enthugiasm is there all right. "Let'g hope so,
Spock. As soon as we have you aboard we'll leave the area, and debrief at lelsure.”

"Very well Captaln. Spock out.®

Kirk swung to where Scotty was monltoring the rising activity of the storm.
Already some of their equipment was having to be recalibrated to odmpensate for
slight fluctuations. "Scotty - let's keep on the safe side of that thing out
there, secure all positions to code four, and have the transporter stand by. You'd
better see to the actual beaming yourself." Scotty nodded, and Kirk swung back to
the helm. "Mr. Chaney, I want all shieclds activated at minimum strength until the
landing party is beamed aboard, to cut down interference from the storm. Once the
landing party is aboard give me full shields uhtil we've out of range." :

"Aye, sir."” The acting helmsman turned slightly ih’his geat. "Sir - " he
began, his voice tentative. :

. Kirk's eyes rested brlefly'on him. "Yes, Mx. Ghane§°" Kirk reflected that
Chaney had a very capable lock about him, and he had been Sulu's recommendatlon.
At this moment, though, the young man looked worrled.

"Sir - I have notleod a slight change in my readings, which would suggest
that the storm is approaching faster than first thought."

"Computer readings are seldom wrong, Mr. Chaney. We have already compensated
for any disruption in the readouts." :

The young helmsman looked a trifle ombarrassed but still pressed home his
point. "I reallise that, sir. But I have a feellng...call it intuition... bute..”
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Kirk interrupted, understanding the man's concern. Hadn't he bsen the same
years ago, the first time he had been responsible for the helm? He hadn't forgotten
how easily the gremlins could set in.

"Your intuition is noted, Mr. Chaney. Perhaps it's fortunate that Mr. Spock
is planetside, and not seated here, for he would tell you that the computer deals
in hard facts, not emotional .'feelings'. He would also point out that Lt. Commander
Scotty has checked and rechecked the readlngs." He turned in his seat. "Right,
Scotty?" , ,

Scotty nodded cheerfully. Kirk swung back to Chaney., "Satisfied, Mr. Chaney?"

Chaney wasn't = but then he wasn't Captain of this ship...who by all accounts
was pretty unbeatable when it came to the safety of his ship. If he thought it
was C.K., then who was he to argue the point?

“Aye, sir. Sorry, sir..."

"ifo need, Mr, Chancy. Your concern is noted and logged. 4nd, as I am not
Mr. Spock = " he turned to where Chekov manned Spock's station. "Mr. Chekov,
please do a recheck on the previous readings. We'd rather be safe than sorry., -
Isn't that so, Mr. Chaney?" he cast the young man a melting smile, which won him
a fan for 1life. ' '

"Yes, sir!" he breathed in relief, then turned back to the helm.

Kirk for his part turned back %o the screen, mentally noting that Spock would
be aboard again in eight minutes - then, perhaps a couple of hours from then, he
would notice the move Kirk had made on the chess board. A brow would rise in
blank surprisc...and...

Chekov's volce brought him back with a sharp crack. "Captain - Mr. Chaney is
correcti” He swung to face Kirk. "Computer readout shows that the storm is clog-~
ing faster now than first estimated...the energy mass will hit us in...seven
minutes.” The Russian was as surprised as the rest of them.

"Why wasn't this noted before?" Kirk snapped.

"I can only assume that we did not allow enough margin when we recalibrated,
sir - or else there was a faulty readlng initially, which made all our calculations
incorrect.“ _

Kirk exchanged looks with Chaney, “Your 'feeling' was correct, Mr. Chansy,"
He stabbed at a button. "Transporter, stand by for immediate beamup of the land-
ing party." He turmed to gcotty. "Scotty, get down to the transporter room now.
Uhura. Contact Mr. Spock and tell him that the storm is imminent. T want him and
the others on board now, or we can't pick them up for another thirty-six hours.®
He turmed tc the screen, watching the red~blue dust-like substance about the planet
sparking out in all directions. Pretby - but not something to be caught in.

They had to get that party back on board... He wouldn't envy them thirty-six
hours planetside, twenty-four of which would be during the planet's night.

"Mr, Chaney = plot us a wide course out of the area as =oon as we have them,"

lKirk was about to turn to Chekov when Uhura called urgently. "Captain -~ we
have mn emergency on the planet! The landing party is being attacked by a large
creature... - Mr. Sulu has lost contact with Mr. Spock and Dr. McCoy."

*Put him on, Lieutenant."

A quick dance of fingexrs over crucmal controls, then, "Sulu here, sir." He
sounded breathless.

"Report, Mr. Sulu."

"We've been attacked, sir. Mr, gpock gave us orders to scatter. The monster
got Security Guard Thayes, sixz. Mr. Arna and Mr. Dleglsh are with me =~ but there's
no sign of Mr. Spock and the Doctor..." Ancther intske of breath. "Dr. McCoy...
was injured, sir."
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"Stand by to beam up, Mr. Sulu. Once we have you We can sweep the area for
other readings." ' '

"Scanning will be a bit off, s1r," Scott broke in. ."That storm's getting too
close.ﬂ '

"ietll have to chanoe it, Scottyl™ Kirk snapped, rising. "Mr.“Ghekbv, take
the con. Mr. Sulu = get ready to beam up." He did not walt for any reply, but
headed for the turbélift as it came.

"Yes,. sir."

By the time Kirk reached the transporter room, Sulu's group was Jjust shimmer-
ing into existence on the platform. The figures faded in and out, and Kirk threw
an anxious lock at the console, where Kyle and Scotty fought to retain the patterns.
Finally the figures solidified. Rager hands helped the brulsed trio down,

"Sir," Scdtty sald, "that storm will hit us in three minutes. I won't have
time to lock onto anyone down there propexrly."

- "Sweep the area anyway; lock onto any life forms..."

"I night end up with a dinosaur in the beam," Scotty grumbled as he set to
work, his capable hands moving surely over the controls.

At that moment the intercom bleeped. Kirk thumbed it guickly.

“Uhura, sir. Mr. Spock has made contact. He and the Doctor are in imminent
danger from a large creature, sir, Feeding communicator co-oxdinates to transporter
now, Emergoncy beam up'"

"Scotty'“ Kirk turned - and at the same moment a shudder racked the ship in
sudden viclence.

"] daren't beam them now," Scotty said, ominously calm.» "That storm - there's
no telling - .

"Scotty?!™ cried Kirk. “They're in more danger on the planet's surface! Get
them out of thexre before it's too late!" Hé made to reach for the controls that
Scott was already operating., His worrled eyes watched the Scotsman's hands move
ovexr the board with hurried care, and mused at the way fate could change a relat-
ively 'safe' period into an emergency. A knot was forming in his stomach as he
saw a shape begin to take shape on the platform. The ship gave another shudder
that nearly kunccked them off balance. "Kirk noted only that Scotty's strong hands
remalned absolutely steady.

On the platform the shape sparkled welrdly...faded...then suddenly becane
whole as Scotty snapped up the controls.

It was McCoy...battered and bloocdied. He stood for only a second before he
collapsed to the deck. Kirk raced up with Kyle %o help him. He struggled up.

.. "8e..8pocks  Getes.get him outa therel™ He gasped, sinking to his knees but
still trying to get up. "Jim...get him out!!l!"™ Kirk held him still as Scott
again swept the area, locked onto Spock and began to operabhe the controls once moxe.

A figure once more began to take gshape on the platform...faded...only to be
hurriedly brought back once more by a sweating SCotty. Kirk made out gpock's
tall figure clearly as the shape began to solidify. Kirk let out a sigh of reliéf.

It was cut off midstream as suddenly, violently, a terrible blue—red bolt
seemed to cut right through the Enterprise and the next second such a shock wave
hit the craft that it tossed about like a little toy, their world went askew...
Everyone was thrown brutally against the far wall = and hands that only a moment
before had held a precious.form nearly complete in the transporter ‘beam were
wrenched away from the controls. At the same time a blue flash rebounded off the
console and sparks flew after Scott as he was hurled to his knees.
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Kirk was first to regain his feet, staggering to the intercom as the lights
faded to the barest glimmer. “Emergency override!™ Then he turned to the now
empty transporter platform, his eyes widening in disbelief that changed to horror.

"Scotty!" he cried, "Where's Spock?"
The engineer came to his feet, his eyes on the'émpty transporter platofrm.

"spockl" Kirk staggered forward, He swung back to Sgotty, who was furioﬁsly
working at the console. "Scotty," he whispered again. "Scotty = you had himi"

Scotty turned deadened eyes to him. "Aye, sir., But I've lost him."  He
locked at the near-collapsing McCoy. "He was in the beam... The storm has
scattered it." ' ' ' ‘

Kirk crossed to the platform as though Spock would suddenly appear out of the
bulkhead. "Spock," he uttered, in total disbelief. "Spocke.."

He turned back to the shaken Scotty. "You had him!" he cried in utter despair.

- It was on those words that McCoy's legs suddenly buckled under him, and he
fell, bloodied and broken, to lie at Kirk's feet...

..+and Kirk couldn't move a muscle to help him. 4 sudden creeping paralysis
was keeping him rooted to the spot, eyes searching the empty platform befdre him
and a slow numbness moving over every reflex he possessed

"opock., .

CAPTAIN'S LOG Stardate 7809,09. It is now .twelve hours since Mr. Spock
was lost in the transporter beam. Lt. Commander Scott has tried to
repair the unit in one last hope that we may still manage to retrieve
Mr. Spock, but hope has now diminished. On My. Sulu’'s recommendation

T wish to make a citation for Mr. Spock's bravery, since it is clear
that Dr. MeCoy owes his life to Spock's quick actions. I wish also
that it he entered that Mr. Spock... '

Suddenly the switch was savagely thumped off, and Kirk stared blindly at. the
wall. He threw back his seat and rose in sudden panic, a hand viciously pressed
to his eyes, which stung with unashamed tears. He flung himself against the bulk-
head, feeling the coolness of the wall, yet cursing it because he didn't want o
ease the ache in his head. He wanted tofeel it - because, dear Christ! - it meant
he could still feel something...

Andl there was still Bones - who needed him. %Who was just as alone and beyeft
as he,

But he couldn't go to him yet., Not yet. Not until this first terriblé pain
had burned itself out, and he could face everyone with some semblence of leaderw
ship.

Then ~ and only then =-.could he go to the bridge...and face that empty console
~ & console that was marked with the invisible label 'Logic'.

Cnly when this first dead shock left his mind would he chance stepping from
the room. Only when he'd governed himself enough to hide behind a mask of polite
mourning.

Only then.
He felt as though a part of him had vanished.
It had,

"Spock!" cried his mind., "My friend..." answered his heart. "My loyal,
loyal friend.., Somehow I have to face them all,..”

He straightened, drawing back his shoulders, He was a Captain - wasn't he?
Had lost of'ficers before...had lost friends before!
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*Who the hell am I klddlng?" he ctied to the unheeding walls.
"Yourself," came the inner reply. _ : ,
"If his death had only had some meaning!" hc told the silent viewscreen.

He sank onto his couch, hands turning and twisting between his knees.
“gpock,"™ he whispered yet azain...for the hundredth time...in the same disbelief,
"I should have insisted that.you beam up without the delay... I knew it was
cutting things too fine," he murmured in self recrimination.

Flashes of countless incidents moved in the deep ®ormented recesses of his mind.
The first meeting...the cool, logical Vulean, whom Kirk hadn't really understood
at first. The flashes of concern...as time and time agaln Spock denied himself -
and Xirk - the luxury of caring. The growing understanding. Loyalty. Friendship
« that had grown slowly at first - then more surely, tylng the two men togethex
heart and soul. Gently. Almost unspoken., Yet persistent in its deep-rooted
strength. .

They had found something in each other that few mortal men ever touched, let
alone ever held onto. It was total; good; kept them surviving, time and time
again, when many would have perished...and now?

- NOWses

Kirk stared into his hands, his face gaunt and more pained than it had ever
been. "Now was the one time I couldn't help you,"™ he whispered dully. "And now
I must face your crewmates...and your parents...and watch them smother their
grief =« because it isn't proper., Because Vulcans don't mourn as Humans do..."

He suddenly moved fron the couch, his eyes full, He shook his fist at the air
about him, “But here's my grlef, Spock! " he ‘cried as his tears overflowed. "And
I*'m damned well proud of itiv

Within moments he had regained control of himself, and moved abruptly out of
the cabin. The door swished shut behind him.

Moments later he entered the bridge, his face controlled to the point where
it seemed carved from stone. He moved to the edge of the steps, Jaw working
furiously... A4ll was as it should be, Sulu, Chekov, Scotty, Uhura - all at their
stationss..all silent, shocked at the news.

Kirk's eyes moved reluctantly to Spock's station. It was émpty;- Lonely.

He clenched his teeth, determined to keep utter control of himself, and
began -to move forward. He might have made it, had he not glanced across at
Uhura. Met the ravaged face, tears running unashamedly down her cheeks, and he
felt his own eyes begin to sting with gathering moisture. They registered each
other's depth of loss, and Kirk moved towards her and laid a gentle hand on hexr
shoulder., It was trembling with supprassed sobs, and Kirk understood her need to
tusy her hands at the console.

He made his way to his seat and sank down. Finally he managed to foxce some
words past the huge lump that all his attempts could not swallow. "Position,
Mr. Sulu?"

He watched Sulu's shoulders pull themselves upright in an effort to appear
normal. "Wide orbit around Cayniz B, sir. Magnetic disturbances now at safe
distance.” :

"All data of landing party logged??
"Yes, sic."

"Then let's get the hell out of harﬂ, Mr. Sulu,” he said quietly. "Warp
factor 4. v

"Warp 4, sir."

Kirk turned to Uhura. "Get a message off to Starfleet, Lieutenant, informing
them that Cayniz B is rich in mineral deposits and suggest they get a survey tean



out hexe as soon as possibleg Tell then the:dangers as well."
"Aye, siz."

Things went on...didn't they? He turned to Chaney, who was standing beszde
Scotty at the Engineering statlon. "Mr. Ghaney.“, '

nGipen

"I was most impressed by your performance earlier, Mr. Chaney. I have also
been informed that had it not been for your presence of mind at the helm during
the emergency, things would have been a great deal worse., I am therefore
appending this report to your record.”" He dragged up a protesting smile from some-
vhere., The young officer drew himself up gravely.

"Thank you, sir," then he turned back to a beaning SCOtty, who patted him
briefly = but heartily = on the back.

Good man! Kirk thought. He swung round in his seat, saying, "Mr. Spock = "
His mouth clamped shut on the words he had so casually been about to say, even as
he noted the understanding looks of the rest of the bridge crew.

M. Chekov," he coxrected himself quickly. "Take over the science station.
Give me a report on the fluctuation of the readouts that we experienced and add
that to the report to Starfleet.”

"Yes, sir." The young Russian moved towards the station, and seated himself
with obvious reluctance. He had stood in at this post often, but now... His face
worked haxd for a few moménts, then he bent to the viewer.

Kirk looked away. He would have to start getiting used to seeing someone else
at the Science Stationy at least Chekov was not...unfaniliar...there. He glanced
at Uhura. "Put me on ship-wide intercom, Lieutenant."

She did so sadly, knowing what must be coming. She saw him brace hlmself,
then thumb the switch at his side.

He went to speak...and his throat closed. ‘What to say? How to say 1t?
He could feel the whole ship's breath suddénly catch...Walting for him to
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speak.

It secemed the hardest thing that he had ever done to keep his voice calm and
steady as he found words,

"This is the Captain speaking."™ Yause. "As everyone must be aware by now,
Mr. Spock - " Strange how he could still utter that name and gound normal " - Mr.
Spock has been lost to us in an unfortunate accident with the transporter. " Keep
going, don't fold up now, Janes T. "I'm sure everyone will wish to pay their final
respects to an officer who has alded us all since he has been aboard, There will
be a service in the Chapel in one hour. Those of the crew who must ronain
on duty will hear it over the intercoms I... Kirk out." Enoush! T need privacy!

He came abruptly out of his seat and made for the 1ift. "Mr., Scott - take
the con, If I'm necded, I'll be in sickbay." The doors closed after him, and the
bridge crew looked with concern towards the closed doors.

He wasn't fooling anyone.

Kirk's feet dragged him towards sickbay, where he knew McCoy was still undex
the influence of the drugs M'Benga had given him. He had taken an awful bashing
his recovery would be slow. It was thanks to gpock that Bones was here at all.

He had sustained a broken axm and dislocated shoulder, two smashed ribs, numerous
abrasionsa and a hefty whack on the head. "Like he's had an all-out fight with a
Treedian Yushmac!™ exclaimed M'Bengs as Kirk approached the still, silent figure on
the bed. "He should be out of the drug scon ~ and going to wonder what hit him."
Then, after satisfying himself that McCoy's readings were all he could expect thenm
to be, he left Kirk alone with the unconscious doctor.

It seemed to Kirk that he sat there beside his friend for hours, his shoulders
slumped in grief, his haunted eyes staring down at his hands. It would be a long
time, he knew, before he would ever smile spontaneously again.

© A thousand and one visions flitted hrough his mind, memories of shared danger,
tentative caring, companionship. Moments of contented silence shared across a
chess board...a calm oasis in thelr hectic wuv of life.

Memories of a 1lifting brow, a half smile...curliosity over a new-found life
form,..memories of hurt, pain, laughter, teasing... Memories that now kept him
gilent, still robbed of feeling.

It was almost no surprise when he was suddenly brought hastily back to a pain-
ful present by softly uttered words of = "Hey = I'm supposed to be the invalid -
remembexr?" and tired but brilliant blue eyes met Kirk's sleeplly across the bed.

"Benes!" Kirk reached thankfully to grasp the held up hand.

*Hi, pal." MeCoy made to move but Kirk pushed him back, making him 1ie still
as he called M'Benga.

The dark doctor came and made a guick inspection of his colleague, whilst
Bones kept a brow cocked at him. Finally, M'Benga smiled. "You'll deo, Doctor -
but you'll need to take it easy for a while."

"Thank you. Doctor," came the wry reply. He threw Kirk a mock depressed look
"They've always kinda wanted mé in here, you know,"

"oeoAnd you'll do as you're told, or else'," Kirk managed.

"T wouldn't be here at all, though, if it wasn't for that stubboxn excuse
for a First Officer... Damn fool Vulean nearly got it once and for all pushing
me out of the way of that charging monstrosity..." His mouth broke into a lop=
sided grin., "It was the most illogical thing I've ever seen him do." He looked
highly delighted at the thought. "Why, do you know what that lug head did? Do
you? He only pushed me over a cleft in the rocks then jumped himself, right on
top of me = ten feet down. Only that man can try to save someone’'s life - then
let them end up nearly as bad off," he complained in mock tones, although he was
obviously delighted at.the action that had prompted Spock... He threw Kirk a
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knowing look. ™Though I don't suppose he's told you any of this... T doubt I

can expect & visit from him in the next couple of days either - he'll be too
embarrassed!"™ He would have rambled on contentedly bit suddenly he caught 81ght
of the quick fired question that Klrk glanced at M'Benga. "On the other hand =

he made to get up " -~ I thought he'd be the fixst one come to gloat over me," he
contradicted himself, firing a glance at Kirk. "Jim?" The question came out half
afraid.

Klrk must have shown the sudden pain that was £illing his heart once more,
for suddenly McCoy was struggling to sit up, while M'Benga, alarmed, tried to ease
him back, He would have none of it.

"Jim!* he owied: “You had him -~ I saw him! What's wrong?"

Kirk reached out a hand, but he brushed it away. "Damn it, tell melv
Silence. Utter, teriible silence.

"Spock... " began girk, but ‘broke off again.

Their eyes met. The truth suddenly dawned on McCoy. A stillness gripped
him, helid him a moment...then he sagged against Kirk's restraining hands. ™ Spock,"
he whispered.

"The stoxm...the transporter...” Kirk tried agaan, but MeCoy no longer needed
it explained. His memory returned, and he remembered the horror in his heart
before he sank to his Mmees on the floor.

"Spock... ™ he muttered once more, allowing the two men to ease him back.

'He was aware that the pain of his injuries wasn't so bad after all = for
somewhere deep in the hidden recesses of his heart there was another paln fighting
to possess him. One he had denied so long. Hadn't he been as guilty as Spock of
hiding his feelings from everyone? Now it was too late...too late to let hin
knowses Too late!

"That poor stupid lug head,” he whispored to himself, feeling a light some~
where inside him go out.

The dark doctor was at his side instantly, gently applying a hypo to McCoy's
arm. Bones opened his eyes a moment, registering the medication. "A moment's
peace..." he murmured sadly. - "A moment's peace...then a lifetine of realising
that I'm only here because of that dumb, fool headed...™ His volce trailled off
into nothing as the 'moment's peace' encased him.

Kirk turned without a word and left.

His steps took him to the Chapel...and the shock of discovering that he had
been with MeCoy for so short a time. The corridors were filled, and he could
barely push his way through to the altar on which one candle burned. Who had put
that there? he wondered. It had surely been for their own comfort, for burning
candles was not a Vulcan custom. He turned at last to face the massed sea of
faces; friends and comrades Spock hadn't realised that he had had., Christine
Chapel was there, tragically silent; Uhura, Reand, Sulu, Chekov, Scotty, Baillie,
Xyle, and many others, countless others who had not worked with Spock, had known
him only as the efficient, trustworthy First Offlcer, crowded evexry inch of the
Chapel and the corridor outside, to listen to the simple words he spoke, with
saddened, bowed heads.

Words that time and time again stuck in his throat.
Words® that he barely whispered.

Did they still hear them, whispered though they wexe? At last 1t was over,
and he almost stumbled from the room, his gaze fixed to the floor as he tried to
disguise the pain flooding him.

.- He pushed his way back throush the silent crew members. He made it as far
as the door, and halted there as a sound filled the air, soft, gentle...
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He turned-to lock at Uhura who had pushed a tape into the wall receiver -
and gently, soothlngly, the haunting strumming of Spock's favourite Vulcan tune
f£illed the air with bittersweet chords.

Whura?" he asked quietly. _
"I asked Mr. Spock to record it for me months ago," she replied simply.

He made his way back along the deserted corridors, the haunting melody
chasing eagexly at his heels awakening new and more poignant memories in him. Tt
Was no 1onger the officer he saw, but the man whose quiet gentleness was captured
for ever in that heautiful sound.

He entered the bridge which was still manned by the skeleton crew, realising
that this was where he had to be. He had to keep busy, be seen to be carrying on.

Young Chaney turned his grave young face towards Kirk as he entewed. "I'p
proud T knew him, sir = even if he didn+'t really know ne. "

Kirk studied the young man a moment before turning to 1ook at Spock's empty
chair, "Oh, he knew you, Mr. Chaney," he replied. *"You can bet your career on
that." ’

"But I never spoke much to him sir, or worked with him,” the young officer
replied,

Kirk turned back +o the viewscreen. "As Mr. Spock would say - tYords are
1lloglcal when they are unnecessary'."

Chaney turned back to his controls. The Captain had told him something...
and he wished now, more than ever, that he had had occasion to work with Mr. Spock
occasionally.

When the first incident happened, Kirk never really reallised the importance
of it. It happened nearly three days after the service for Spock.

It was the ecarly hours of the ship's morning, before the main crew took over
from the night watch. A few crew members were on the move, but the ship, in the
main, was quiet.

Kirk was in a restless sleep. The sleeping pills prescribed by M'Benga still
stood untouched in the phial on his bedside table.

The cover was tossed to the foot of the couch as he once nore wrestled with
vivid dreams, memories and vidions of the empty cabln next to his where he had as
yet been unable to go. :

He had to go there some time, he knew. But not yet. No, not yet. He couldn't
face it = touching the so very private possessions of his dead friend.

The words seared his mind, and once again he tossed restlessly.

Finally the dreams drove all sleep away. He gave up trylng to pretend that
he could sleep agein, and slowly opened his eyes. He lay for a moment then glanced
at the clock. Another two hours...

Pushing hack the remnants of the bed clothes he é&t up, swung his legs out of
bed. He might as well get upe..

Without warning a shrill cry shattered the silence of the corridor outside
his cabin, and the next moment a frantic thumping sounded on his door, followed by
a hysterical scream from a female crew member.

Kirk was across the room before the first scream died away, punching the door
open. As it opened, a young Yeoman almost fell into his arms, her eyes wide and
fenrffiil as she clung to hin.

"It was him, .sir...I Enow it was...I could have touched him® She began to
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claw at his chest, crying incoherently, "It was him, sir. It was... It was!®

"Him? yeoman,ﬁ Kirk asked sharply, looking at Scotty who had Just raced onto
the scene with two security officers in tow. When she didn't veply, he shook her
gently._“%ho did you see, Yeoman? Who?"“

The young woman however showed no. 51gns of belng able to talk, Her panic
was rising even more; so Kirk pushed her roughly back to stand erect and snapped
formally, "Make your report, Yeoman. Do you'hear,me, report!"™ At his sharp tone
the woman suddenly tried desperately to pull herself together. She met his eyes,
which were hard and formal, then sagged slightly before she managed to grasp some
sort of contxol.

"Yeoman... Yeoman Westerly reporting, sir,” she managed. Freeing herself
from his grasp, she managed to stand upright. '

"That's better." Kirk softened his tone a little, seeing that her panic was
recedigg. "Now then, what happened?™

"I'm sorry, sire.. I was foolish to make suoh 8e.."
"What caused it, Yeoman?" Kirk sut in.

"L...s84 someone, sir." She paused, then corrected, "Or something." She
swallowed haxrd, taking in a deep breath.

"Someone.
"Yes, sir."

"There are four hundred people on this ship, Yeoman," Kirk gave a wry grin.
"Which makes the odds of seeing someone...very hlgh." .

"But this was..." she began, glancing at Scotty as 1f asking for help, "Well,
this was...was..." .

"Yag?"

"This was Mr.. Spock, sir," she finished hurriedly, dropping her ayes at the
sudden pain~filled anger in Klrk Se

Silence hung around them fqr a moment. Whatevep Kirkw had expected, it
wasn't that. He straightened, his eyes becoming hard. He turned away from her,
fighting for control. "You are aware of Mr. Spock's death, Westerly?"

The woman nodded mutely to his back, then_mumbled "Yos, sir.”

"If you are aware of that fact, you must also be aware that to see Mr., Spock
1s impossible." The way he spoke made her shiver. )

"I know that, sir," she stammered, then stocd up, suddenly very calm. '"But
I also know what T saw, sir. He was as clear &s you are now, sir." She approached
him, her face esarmest. "I was on duty for Mr. Scott, sir. As I approached his
cabin to waken him, Mr. Spock came round the corner of the corridor... T was so
shocked that I just stood dumb as he approached. He passed me...as though I
wasn't there...then paused a second at your door, sir, He hesitated, then went
into his own gquarters.”" She pointed in the general direction. "He must be there
now, sir," she added., "Couldn't we at least look, six?"

Scotty stepped forward, placing a hand on her shoulder. ' "We could do that,
siy = even to ease Westerly's nind about what she thought she saw," he suggested
quietly. ’

"Very well." The reply was clipped, as Kirk strode across the room. "Let's
take a look." _ ' .

They all followed %o Spock's door., Kirk paused only a moment befoxe he
pressed the door release. Sudden apprehension gripped him. Supposing... He
shook himself, calling himself a fobl as the door glid open and they stood on the
threshold of Spock's quarters. Kirk glanced across at Westerly's concermed face,
then with a shmig he passed into the room, flicking on the llbht as he went.
Scotty urged the nervous Yeoman in after him,
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It was endiy,

Neat and sparsely furnished...just as it had always been, withonly a few
personal belongings placed carefully...where they too had always been. A Vulecan
harp...as well as the new one that he, Kirk, had bought Spock on Leim, having
spotted it in the window of a small shop... On the rest of the unit was Spock’s
prize collection of early Vulcan engincering books, bound in Khi'at leather...a
few unusual works of art from different worlds that had captured the Vulcan's
attention because they were so rare... Two plotures adorned the wally one of
the City of ShiKahr taken from a far angle = the city where Spock's parents lived -
and. the other, a gift from his mother when he had left Vulcan to join Starfleet,
a study of a 1andsoapo where she had llved on Eaxrth; one that Spock treasured
very much, '

The cabin spoke clearly of Spock: unpretentious, empty of clutter such as
most Humans collectod on their space travels, Everything was as Kirk could
remenbexr - and that hurt suddenly, unbearably, so much so that he turned and almost
snapped at the young woman who stood now silent, almost forlorn.

"Satisfied, Yeoman?" He gestured about the xoom., "It's as it should be when
someone is no longer able to use it - empty.”

The woman however looked up as Steadily as she could at him. "I know vhat I
saw, sir," she said quietly, with utter conviction.

Kirk's face suddenly softened. "I do not doubt that you saw somecne,Yeoman,"
Kirk said. "Maybe even a practical joker with a warped sense of himour. But the
fact remains, Mr., Spock is dead.” He moved towards the door. "He is no longer
aboard this vessel." He reached the door, and glanced back at Scotty., "Mr. Scoti
~ see the Yeoman to her quarters. And Westerly = " He looked at the woman, "I
don't wish rumours to sweep the ship. Please keep this incident to yourself."
With that he went out, leaving them to secure Spock's room once more. He needed
privacy to collect hlmoelf ONCeE HOXS.

A few moments later, Scott stopped outside Westerly's door where they had
walked in silence. Once there, however, she turned to face Scotty, her head held
high. "I shall respect the Captain's w1shes, sir," she stated calmly. "But I know
what I saw. It sounds crazy, I know - but it was Hr. Spocksy and I have a feeling
that before long someone else will see him."

She turned and walked into her oabln, leaving Scotty to weturn to his own
quarters in slow pondering silence.

As he entered his cabin, he muttered quietly to himself, "It isna' logicals..
but then again, welrd and wonderful things do happen. When Wy, Spock was alive,
he would never have left the ship, or the Captain, by choice; w©ould it be that...
now he's dead, he's having the same trouble?"

Scotty shook himself, “Westerly isna' given to hysterla... I dinna know
what to think, But that's all we need - a spectral First Officer walking the ship}”

Westerly was right.

Two days later, Kirk was called on the intercom by Security Chief Baillie.
When he arrived at theé scene in the rec room, it was to find a very distraught
young ensign from engineering, surrounded by four other crew members, one being
Sulu.

The Fnsign explained in faltering tones that he had been up early for first
watch - one of his crewmates was ill, and he had been assigned to cover. He had
come in about ten minutes ago o snatch a quick breakfast.

"I...I came in, sir," he went on shakily, his teeth still chattering as if
from a recént fright, "and..." he pointed to the corner table where the viewscreen
on the library reader was still alight "...and there he was, sir ~ sitting study-
ing the computer.”
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"Who?" Xirk asked in the mildest tones he ecould manage, feeling that something
important was coming. o o : '
"Him, sir," the young man cried, ‘My. Spock - sir.® ;
A stunned silence filled the room. People held their breath, and Sulu moved
nearer to Kirk as the others began to throw the young enslgn pitying glances.
"Sir - " began Sulu.

“I'1l handle this, Mr., Sulu." Kirk stepped up'to the youngster, who, just as
Westerly had done, pulled himself up and looked straight into the cold eyes of his
Captain.

“I saw him, sir - just as clearly as I see you now." He pointed to the com=
puter that was stlll operating. "“The screen 1s still on, sir."

Kirk's eyes met Sulu's. He nodded and moved to the table, looking down at
the tople that was programmed. '

"Computations on lonic spacial differences, sir," he reported, meeting Kirk's
eyes once more. “Also some data on cycomic energy once encountered on Deuth'noy 34."

Kirk meved to the table, lookiﬂg iwn at the figures still marching across
the screen. "Did you see...whoever it was...leave, Ensign?" he asked at last.

"No, sir. I:just dropped my tray-and Tahe s "

"Very well," Kirk locked about him again. "Everyone back to "duty. Be ass-
ured that vhen I discover who is perpetrating these incidents, I will deal with
him severely." His volce brooked no arguments. They left sharply ~ but Kirk knew
that the ship's grapevine would soon be overworked. He turmed to Baillie with a
sigh. "Any notions, Chief?" He glanced over at the viewer that Sulu had Just
switched off. . -

"Selkle's a good man, sir. If he thought he saw someone = then he did."

"Then someone is playing games = and not the sort I'm going to tolerate, "
Kirk moved to the intercom. "Kirk to bridge."

"Bridge here, sir.”
"Tie me in to shipwide intercom, Lieutenant."
"Aye, slr... Operating, sir."

"Thank you... This is the Captain speaking. I wish all crew to take note.
Most of you will be aware by now that we have a practical joker amongst us, whe isg
using the guise of the late Mr. Spock. Should he be caught doing this Just once
more, I will personally see to it that he is dismissed the service. Xirk out."

He turned to Balllie once more. "Keep your men on their toes, Chief. T want
to get whoever it is, understand?" :

"Yes, gir."” So did BRaillie.

They left the rec room; Baillie turned one way, Kirk and Sulu headed the
other, - o

"Strange, t0 say the least, sir," Sulu commented. "Why should anyone...?"
"I'1Lk get to the bottom of it," Kirk promised grimly.

"Sir.., Could there be..." Sulu paused hesitantly. Kirk stopped.
"Sulu?" ‘ ‘ ‘ R

"Well, sir... Could there be any other explanation = one that didnﬂﬁ'involve
a slel joker?"

"What are you suggesting, Mr. Sulu - that M. Spock has got up and walked
from the grave?" he asked bitterly. Then he saw Sulu's embarrassed expression and
was immediately contrite. “I'm sorry, Sulus Right now I don't know what to think. "
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"Understood, sir. The place is...different without him isn't it."™

"Yes, Lieutenant. It is differcnt.™ He took a deep breath. "Tf anyone
wants me, 1'11l be in sickbay for the next hour or so.™

"Aye ’ Sj_r. L

As he entered sickbay, Kirk was aware of a deep semse of hurt. Whoever -« or
whatever —- was causing these incidents was plcking at his still raw sense of loss.
He felt Spock's absence so keenly that he was beginning to feel that he would
never recover., The emptiness was getting worse, not better. Tf only Spock's
death had had some nmeaning... -

spock's steadfast friendship had becn 1like a wall; always thexe for him to
lean on even at its most unobtrusive; always firm to help him when he was
uncertain of the best course to follow. T

He now sought out McCoy more and more. They had found some small neasure
of comfort in talking together. Bones had taken it hard, Kirk knew. There had
teen a real fear th at Spock's death might in some way come hetween them, but
their terrible sense of loneliness had managed to pull them even closer than
before. In the past both men had been lonely; neither wanted to regumn to thosge
days. Besides, Kirk knew that at this time, Bones needed him as never before.

McCoy was propped up against a moﬁhtain of pillows when Kirk arrived in
sickbay, and poor Dr. M'Benga was ‘the focal point of all his grumblings. - Kirk
felt himself grin wryly, if briefly; here at least was some order of normality.

ﬁAnd how's the patient today?® he asked as airily as he could, ignoring the
snorﬁ‘from,the bed as he addressed M'Benga.

""Ratty - as ﬁsuai," the doctor replied with mock woe, "Still threatening me
with all kinds of curses if I keep him in bed much longer.” Kirk gave another
wry grin. He knew too well how poor a patient McCoy was.

McCoy threw Kirk a look that said "Don’t you bélieve what he tells you'.
Then he sald, "I heard your announcement. What's it all about? Nobody's told me
anything. " ' ‘ ‘ :

Kirk explained the two incidents, finishing up with, "When I get hold of him,
that's going 40 be one sorry practical Joker.™ - '

"Then you're sure it is a joker?" Bones finally commented.
"Come on, Bones. You scund like Sulu.. What else could it Dbe?"

"There've stranger things in life than we'll ever understand," McCoy
commented dryly. co :

"Are you telling me that yoﬁ\believe in ghosts?™

"Leﬁ's gsay that I don'+ disbelieve," Mccdy answered gruffly. "Besides,
that's just the thing that Spock would do given the chance = gome back and haunt
us." ' '

Kirk had to chuckle at that. "Doctor —‘jou’re delirious," he stated, think-
ing for a moment that McCoy was trying desperately to cheer himself a little.
Then he looked again at McCoy's face. "What do you really think?" .

MoCoy looked distant for a moment, then sighed. When he did xreply, his
volce was quiet; Kirk could only just catch the Words.

"As a doctor, I'd say we do have a sick joker aboard = though it's funny
he's never shown up before this. None of the personality profiles show any
tendency..." He broke off. "As Spock's friend...I'd say 1 wish it were Spock's
ghost." _ _

T+ was true. As Kirk returmed o his quarters he thought that 1t would be
nice to think that some part of Spock had survived on the Enterprise — in what-
- ever form. : : : :
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He removed his boots and lay down on his couch, hands clasped behind his head.
Too soon he would have a new First Officer. Toc soon they would reach Starbase 8
to pick him up. Too soon he would have to face the many future Journeys without
the one man he trusted above all others at his sidec.

Although these thoughts were milllng about 1nside hls mind, he must have
dozed off to sleep. Just how long he slept he couldn't be sure...but suddenly a
noise brought him wide awake, all his nexve endings spinning into a finely tuned
receiver of sound. That n01se...

It was the unmistakable sound of the wall chess cupboard clicking open -~ from
Spock's side of the bulkhead. :

In a blur of movement he was up from the couch and racing across the short
distance to his own door. He threw up the swiltch on his side and the door slid
open decisively, revealing the chess table he had not looked at since making that
last move. It also revealed the open door into Spock's cabin.

So great was the shock that Kirk could only stare dumdly at the chess board -
the obvious move had been taken; his Queen was gone, her place taken by Spock's
Bishop. , ' :

Just how long he stood transfixed in the doorway, the darkened. cabin beyond
echolng his very silence, he could never have said; but slowly his senses returned.
A cold anger began to burn inside him, almost frightening him with its intensity.

"How dare they?" he whispered. "How dare theye.."

He turned back into his cabin so sharply that he stumbled against the wall,
and made his way to the intercom. "Kirk to bridge."

A moment passed before Uhura replied, "Bridge here, Captain," but it was
enough for a sudden thought to hit the enraged Kirk.

One thlng he had done was lock Spock's cabin door; locked, it would only
open for three people. Spock himself, and the Captain and Chief Medical 0fficer,
both of whom had voice override to any cabin on the ship. He had not unlocked it;
Bones was still in sickbay...

"Captain?" Uhura's voice pulled his thoughts back into place.
"Belay that, Lieutenant."

His volce didn't sound quite right. "Are you all right, sir?"
Automatically, he straightened. "Yes, Lieutenant, quite all right."
"Very well, sir." Tke intercom clicked off.

Kirk walked slowly back to the game board. He looked once more at the changed
layout, then passed on into Spock's cabin. It was dark and silent, and he stood
in it hardly dering to breathe.

. "5pock?" he whispered at last,‘
The silence echoed back deafeningly.

“What had he expected? A reply? He moved across to the light switch, flood=
ing the room with sudden light. He turned slowly, studying the emptiness, noting
that everything was in its place... everything - except...

He was interrupted by the bleeping of the intercom in his cabin. With one
last look about him, he put out the light and made his way back through to his own
guarters. "Kirk here." ‘

"M'Benga, sir. Request your presence in sickbay - urgenti®

. "On my way." Sudden fear gripped him. What could be urgent in sickbay
except McCoy? '

He let out a sigh of relief however when on entering sickbay he found MeCoy
standlng beside M'Benga. They turned towards him as he came to a halt beside them.
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"The drugs safe has been broken into, Jim." MeCoy motioned to the open door,
"A neat job, too. Goodness knows when - everything was left shut up again, but
there are drugs missing." He moved back and sat down., "Only two - both of which
are kept aboard Lspecially for Spock.™

Kirk studied the open - safe.‘ "How could they get in without being seen?"

"0Oh, there are plenty of times they could do that. I the duty staff were in
the lab, for example. BPBut only M'Benga and 1 can open that safe... For anyone
else, 1t should have been impossible.® MecCoy shrugged. "Add to that, I've been
in here since Just after the last routine check of the safe. If anyone had tried
to get in, I should have seen them. Even if T'd been asleep, the nolse would have
wakened me = doctors tend to be light sleepers.”

Kirk looked at M'Benga. “There's nothing else missing at alle"

The negro shook his head. "Not from that safe. Nothing else is so regularly
checked - I'1l go and instlitute a full check immediately.'" As he left, Kivk
turned to McCoy.

"Come on, Bones, back to bed, There's nothing you can do right now except
give me some information. The drugs that are missing - what are they used for?"

"Both are standard Vulcan drugs, Onc is an antibiotic used on open wounds,
the other..the other a stimulant. On a Vulean ship they wouldn't even he kept
locked up, but both are lethal to Humans. Because of his Human blood elements,
Spock always got a modified dose of either. In the wrong hands..."

"We have to find them quickly.,"

“Agreed. But Jim... Why those drﬁgs¢ ‘Anyone on the ship who's developed
a drug addictlon but managed to hide it from me would go for whatever drug he’d
been given that caused the addiétion, not for something else."

‘ "That only leaves us one answer, doesn't it." Kirk was surprised at how
calmly he spoke.

"Jim, do you know what you're saying? Spock's dead - you saw it happen your—
self! Spock was good, Jim - but even he wasn't that clever."

*He's been seen,” Kirk said.

"Or somecne looking like him was. You agreed youréelf that it was a pract-
ical Jjokexd™ countered McCoy.

"That same ‘practical joker' managed to get into a locked room, make a move
on a .chess board, and leave again, all inside half a minute!™ EKirk shook his head,
"He also managed to get past you and open a locked safe without being detected.”

"Jim = what do you belleve?" McCoy asked, his voice gentle.

Kirk met his look squarely. "I don't know any more, Bones." He sank onto
the edge of the bed.

"Jim-= if Spock somehow had survmved - don't you think he would have found a
way to let you know?"

"Perhaps he can't, Bones =~ perhaps he isn't strong enough. "
"That's a lot of 'perhapses'."

Kirk looked at him with a ghost of a smile on his face. “You think I'm...
imagining things?"

"o, " cane thé simple reply. "Though I should. Perhaps I've had a knock on
the head too many."” He paused. "But I think he would have tried every means...
weak or not."”

"Perhaps it's me. Perhaps my own grief...has shut him out,” Kirk murmured.

"Pity you aren't Vulcan ~ then you'd know for sure," McCoy sald thoughtfully.




19

The comment was enough . to start a train of thought in the Captain. "That's
it}" he exclaimed. "Don't you see, Bones, that's it! I shut myself away behind
a wall he couldn't break downi" Suddenly hopeful, he went on. "Bones -~ is there
a drug you could give me, one that will make me more meptally receptive? That

will enable me to 'feel' more?"

"Yes. .. but it‘s’dangérous. It would have to be done under strict supervis-
ion." McCoy's volce was suddenly very careful.

Kirk shrugged- this off, “Could you do 1t?" he asked. "The fewer who Kknowe.."

"You're damn right!" McCoy agreed in a Joud whisper, looking towards the
door. “"The fewer who know about this damn foal experiment the better ~ or you'll
end up with the entire crew believing you've lost your wits!®

Kirk nodded. "Maybe I have. But I have to knqh for surel"”

MeCoy studied him for a moment, aware that even now Kirk was still unsure of
what to think, But there was something steadfast in Kirkrs eyes, and McCoy shook
his head. ™o, you're not mad., A little too strung up, maybe, bat perfectly
sane. Though don t go by me ~ I'n supposed to be done in myself!" he added with
a grin. Xirk found it surprisingly easy to return it.

"Thanke Bones,™ he said simply.
"Don't thank me yet. All we might prove is that we're both crazy."

Ten minutes later, Kirk was back on thc bridge. There were stiil four hours
to go before he went off duty - then McCoy would meet him in his cabin. Provided
of course that he could pull rank on M'Benga.

His eyes moved to Spock's station, where Chekov was busily at work.

Perhaps Spock's death had affected him more, even, than he knew. Did even
he yet know fully the depth of feeling he had for the Vulcan? Perhaps even now
he was afraid to admit even to himself how much he did care. 8o how could he
really know how much of this crazy stunt he was planning to pull was due to
logic and how much was due to an insane refusal to accept fact?

He tightened his lips. No, He wouldn't let any doubts creep in. If there
was even & shadow of doubt, then puwsue it he must. Something he had read once
came back to him. ‘'When you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains,
however improbable...'

"T've got to know =~ one way or the other," he whispered grimly to himself.
Sulu turned +o him. "Sir?"

Kirk shook himself mentally and glanced down at the helmsman. "Talking to
nyself, Mr.‘sulu," he explained, giving a wry grin.

Sulu grinned back, reassured. "First sign of madness, they say, sir,”" he
offered in an attempt at lightness.

Kirk looked up at the screen, his volce suddenly very distant, very thought-
ful. "You could be rlght Mr. Sulu,"™ he replied quietly. "You could just be
right."

"I had a helluva time convincing M'Benga I was coming to see you Just for
a chat." McCoy eased himself into a seat. He looked tired and drawn, and once
Nurse Chapel, who had accompanied him to Kirk's quarters, had left, he let him~
self slump wearily. "He sald, why not just have you come to sickbay; I managed
to persuade him that I had to have a change of scenery.”

Kirk handed him a stiff drink. "Look, Bones ~ if you're not up to it..." he
began, his concern for his friend showing. :

"Jince when 4id you qualify as a doctor?" MeCoy stated flatly, tipping back
a healthy mouthful of the flery ligmid. "Settle down, Jim. I'm 0.K., honestly."
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He drew himself up firmly, "Now then - ﬁhere would Dr. Kirk like this experiment
carried oubt?" he asked. '

"Spock's quarters," Kirk replied qulckly. "] thought that would be the best
Place. "

_"Good idea." MeQoy accepted Kirk's arm to rise again, wincing slightly.
"T'11 be glad when these ribs have healed."

Kirk looked at him in concern, then clamped his mouth shut., They moved across
the room and through the chess closets Bones looked questioningly at the board,
but Kirk could not bring hlmself to look at it, to see again that move so recently
mnade.

Once he had Bones Seaied, Kirk moved to the light control and flicked it on.
A familiar feeling gripped him. It 1ooked so lonely here.

MeCoy motioned him to a seat then hitched out a small pack from the confines
of his sling. With gr&clse ingtruetions he had Kirk f£ill up the hypo spray. Once
this was done, he held it in his good hand and looked up at Kirk.

"WHe won't be disturbed?®
"Nothing short of Code One,” responded Kirk with a slight grin. MeCoy nodded.

"This'll last for about twenty minutes ox'.so. It will act in direct contact
with your adrenal glands.

"What do I expect? What sensatlons?" Klrk watched the hypo as it touched his
axm, )

"All your senses will become acutely tuned in. Your hearing will become very
sensitive, smell more acute, any minor injuries will hurt more, heartbeat will
sound like a hammer, You should be able to *touch' things =~ feel them with your
senses, so to speak. Your whole metabolism will speed up - and when 1t'g over,
you'll be as weak as a new=born babe."

Kirk set his jaw. "Let's get on with it before I change my mind."

Kirk lay back on the couch as McCoy directed him, breathing deeply to relax
himself, - The doctor took up a position near him and took his wrist to monitor the
Pulse. ' : : Co

Kirk shut his eyes as he waited.

It was fluttery at first. Like a distant drum in a hollow corridor = then
slowly the steady throbbing began to grow, beating louder and louder, filling his
ears as he finally recognised the sound of his own heartbeat, thumping steadilys..
Then over this came a clutitering and clatterlng that began to pound at his eardrums,
assalllng his senses. ootsteps outside, moving along the corridors...voices in
unison.s s He could hear MeCoy's heart thumping...

And smell. He could smell the brandy McCoy had left in the other cabin...
He could feel the blood pounding in his Velno..

He could feel the chllllness of the cool walls around him. dould detect mutéd
sounds of laughter from somevhere.

He felt bruises he had received days ago begin to throb with REW PAiN. ..

His mind was assalled with feellngs he had never known so clear before... He
opened his. eyes. : :

MeCoy's gaze was steady on him. "Jinm?"

.He knew McCGoy was whispering, but 1t socunded like a shout. "C.K., Bones. I
feel,..alive." He spoke as though he had never been alive before. He sat up slow~
ly, swinging his feet over the side of the couch gingerly, testing the sensation
of movement. MI feel as though I've just been born."

suddenly he could understand why some men ‘became addicted to a-drug. This
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clarity of sensation radiated lethal appeal. "What do I do now?"

McCoy, satlsfying himself that Kirk was indeed handling the drug satisfact~
orily, leaned back in his seat, letting go of the shaking hand where the pulse
was pounding at increased speed. "Concentrate, Jim. Focus your whole mind on
Spock."

"L thought T would just see him," Kirk allowed the disappointment to show
in his voice. MeCoy came forward and placed a hand on his shoulder.

"It's up to you whether or not you see him," he growled, not unkindly. - "Use
your sensitivity to reach out! Let your mind see for you. Forget your eyes - use
your brain.” His volce became earnest. "Don't limit yourself to your physical
body = to the confines of this cabin. You should be aware of the whole ship..."

Kirk shut his eyes to help him concentrate. He let his mind dwell on Spock.

In its new strength the grief he felt was suddenly tenfold worse, rising like
a black cloud to smother him, overwhelming him with a loss he thought he had
governad. "SpocKe.." .

The agony ' in his voice stabbed at McCoy..

"Spock.s. Listen to mel" Kirk spoke in a whisper, but inside his mind, he
was shouting. He let his pind finally go where it would, He let it travel over
every step of the Enterprise that he knew, seeking in every cornmer he could imagine
his friend being. ' o :

He saw every inch of the way with mental clarity. And as he let himself into
each section he let his heart cry out the one word, "Spock..."

When nothing transpired he began again, going over every step of the way once
more. "Spock! If you can hear me, let me know. Spockl"

Still nothing.

Silence filled the voom = for Mc(oy. For Kirk, the room was filled with
noise. He concentrated again for long, precious minutes that ticked away the time
he had left; MecCoy would not risk this again, he knew. Fach moment he became
more aware that he was losing a gamble...losing hope., He cried out desperately

Y

again, "“Spockl®
Hothing.

"It's failed, Bones. I was wrong!"” he cried suddenly, flinging himself up
from the couch, lost in this new, tormented world where he had thought to reach a
dead man. "I must have been demented..." . :

"You're not trying properly!" exclaimed McCoy, "3it down. Now = reach into
yoursaelf.”

Kirk rounded on him. "I can't! I was wrong!"

"The hell you were:!" McCoy snapped back. "You're calling him like a fright=
ened kid, not as a friend. You're letting your grief blank you out again,"

Kirk let McCoy push him back down. He shut his eyes again and made a desper—
ate effort to govern the pain that was swamping him. It was hard - but at last
he began to feel himself controlling the loneliness inside himself, the coldness
melting. He let his thoughts linger on memories of the silent man he called
friend.

His thoughts became gentle as he xecalled the years they had shared.
Spock at his station, efficient, capable...
spock calling him 'sir' in those early days - so formally. .

Spook'calling him 'Jim* for the first time. And later, in how many variat-—
ions? Worriedly, concernedly, warningly...almost smiling, . but not quite...

Spock saying "My game, I believe," with Jjust enough 'I told you so' in the
tone- re
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Kirk grinned inwardly., "But what about this last game, Spock? Have I got
to finish it myself?"

A last futile cry from so very deep inside himself that he hardly knew he
uttered its, "SpocK.sses." And the love in that one thought was inexpressible.

Silence.
Another endless second passed. He began to open'his eyes in defeats...

ereand sﬁopped in mid-movement. A sound..so distant that for a moment he
wasn't ‘sure he'd heard it... ‘

Then it came again, this time clearly. Ohe syllable. "Jim?"

It was surprised; disbelioving, and it was deep inside Kirk's head. He
reached out. - :

"Jim?" The sound. was firmer this time. Then, filled with wild hope, "Jimd"

Kirk didn't remember calling, leaping to his feet in the hope that even then
he couldntt quite believe. “Spockl™ oo YRRV

"Yeg, Jim... But where? How?" And there was such pleasure in the words
inside Kirk's head that his eyes filled with sudden moisture.

"Never mind how - just come., Your cabin."

And with shuddéering thankfulness he héard Snock's yoice say quietly, gently
and so very happlly, "Captain, it will be my pleasure."

The rellef in that volce washed over Kirk's mind with the coolness of a
mountaln spring.

He felt every eager step that Spock took to get to him. Hurried, yet cont-
ained as though the Vulcan could not really believe = would not let himself
believe what he knew to be true. That his Captain - his friend ~ awaited him.
He had come to believe that Kirk would never be aware of him again.

Kirk felt - saw — him pause outside the door, almost fearfully. Then the
door swished open. '

MeCoy turned, to see = dn empty doorﬁay. His brow crept slbwly up his fore-
head; he felt a shiver run over his body. He glanced at Kirk.

Kirk turned to the opening door with fear in his every move at ﬁhe same
moment as McCoy. And he saw Spock. - :

The Vulcan stood poised, and as their eyes met across the room, both breathed
a sigh of thankfulness.

ngpock.
"Tim,

They stood For several uncounted seconds, just looking, drinking in the
fathomless feeling of having come home; of having triumphed over an immovable
object.

3gpock broke the spell first - that.spell that was beating at his Vulcan
control with utter thoroughness. He moved into the room, the doors swishing
shut behind him with shocking normality, his eyes never moving from his Captain's
face. '

Yith deliberate movements he reached up a somewhat unsteady hand and placed
it with shaking gentleness on Kirk's shoulder, Hls expression fought to be normal
and failed as a slow Fleeting smile curled his mouth, and his eyes shone warxmly.

Kirk sensed in that moment, more clearly than words could ever say, all that
this grave man kept hidden behind his contained mask of logical apartness. It
warmed him He smiled in return, and raised his hand to the Vulcan's shoulder.
His Tingers closed on the stiffly held muscles, and slowly he felt the tension
leave the Vulcan.

"How?" Spock finally asked. “What made you suspect?”




23

"You were seen," came Kirk's simple reply.

"T did not believe that possible... I have been beamed into a different
time plane." The voice was mildly surprised.

"Time sometimes shifts,"” Kirk responded. "People once thought they saw
ghosts... I have aIWays believed that there was some other answer."

"And that made you guess that I was not in fact really dead?" Spock asked
calmly = g0 calmly that Kirk could have hugged himi

"It was sufficient to make me wonder... I began to get this vague feeling -
call it intuition if you like - that there was something amiss. I had to know
for sure," he stated flatly.

"Quite possibly Starfleet would have certified you unbalanced had they
known,"™ the Vulcan put in as a matter of fact.

"Yes. But I had to try. And besides...  Bones..."

"+s»« helped you in this illoglcal act,” Spock finished for him. He turned
to where McCoy watched wide-eyed, sssing only Kirk standing there, arm raised,
talking 1to...Spock? "The time shift has put me forward a matter of a fraction
of a second =~ enough to obllteratu ne from your sight although I, of course, can
Observe you,"

Spock finally drew his hand away with a wrenching feeling then turned to
McCoy once more. "The good deotor concurred with this experiment,” he said. "He
did not suggest rest and rehablilitation for you?" For once there was only
affection in Spock's tone.

"Bones pressured me to go on -~ when I would have gilvén up," Kirk stated
flatly. Spock met his gaze in understanding.

PFlnally Kirk pulled his attention away from the so very familiar figure of
his Pirst Officer - who, he now noted, was very brulsed about the face, and showed
the marks of several healing cuts. He turned to MeCoy. "You'll be pleased +o

.note, Bones, that we have Spock here with us." He laughed.

McCoy flicked a wary glance about the room, not sure where to look, Finally
he growled softly, "A solid Spock I could stomach = just! An invisible one..."
He left the innuendo open, befors he added gruffly, trying to conceal his own
Joy at the news, "You'd better establish a link of some sort with him. That drug
has Jjust about run its time - and I won't bea paxid 8y to giving you any more for
a long time."

"Oh, Bones!"™ Kirk turned to Spock. "Well = what do you suggest?"

"A tape would be ideal," Spock replied, walking across to his desk unit.
Once there he picked up several tapes already on the table.

Kirk felt a sudden enlightenment. '"Have you used that way alroady...to try
contacting...?" He trailed off as Spock turned %o moet his eyes once again. He
nodded, then sald quietly,

"But you would not come." Spock's voilce held a wealth of understanding.

"I would have ~ sometime," began Kirk, kicking himself for not registering
the disturbed tapes when he had come into Spock's cabin after the chess game.
He could remember being aware that something was wrong... "I would have come,"

he repeated. "“Uhen T ecould have faced it." He felt a sudden wave of dizziness
grip him. He leaned against the table, seeing Spock and McCoy staxt forward to-
gether. "Tell me, Spock, that chess move..." The room began to aprear blurred.

He gripped the table harder, determined to hear the answer.

"When you wouldn't come to my cabin," Spock answered hurriedly, "L came to
yours. As I could not reach you even there...that was the only thing left to
do." He allowed a note of amusement 1o creep-into his voice.

Kirk nodded, a silly grin dawning. He made to speak again, but this time
the room tilted at a wrenwching angle.
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"Bones = " he began, but MeCoy and Spock already had him. They eased hin
ento the bed, McCoy forgetting for a moment that the Vulcan existed at all. He
did snap once into the empty air about him, "Just keep out of my way, you excuse
for a dead man!" But the growl in hls volce never reached his face as he pushed
the hypo agalnst Kirk's arm.

Kirk's last conscious vision was of a distorted Vulcan face peerlng over
McCoy's shoulder hefore he flnally lapsed into unconsciousness. He murmuxed
"It's 0.K., Spock...the tape..."

"He's got to resti" snapwed McCoy, unaware that he was only inches from Spock.
"And I'va got to look at you - those drugs you took..."

The Vulcan raised an amused eyebrow, then strode across the xoom, He picked
up a writing board and stylus and wrote on it. McCoy watched the board float,
seemingly unaided, across the room, only to place itself in his hands. On the
board was written, 'That statemen%, Doctor, must be your most illogical. yet.'

As the words samk in, McCoy felt a sudden warmth flood his body. "By. golly -
we're almost back to normal - allowing a little change here and there." He gave
a low chuckle of delight that made Spock's brows rise unseen in surprise, and a
fleeting warmth showed on his own usually grave features., He felt the tape
pushed against his chest, where obviously McCoy thought his arms must be. The
Vulcan took it from the grimming doctor, reading what McCoy had written.

'Welcome home.' He made to write that it was 1llogleal to write those woxds
when McCoy could speak them, then realised that McCoy did not necessarily realise
that he could hear perfectly well; McCoy could very well think that he only heard
Jim because of the drug. He took the stylus from McCoy, and replied in kind.

'Thank you, Doctor ~ but I still have to find a way back into your time plane.’
McCoy pulled at his lower 1lip, then said, "Spock, can you hear me?"
"Yes.! '

MeCoy zrinned, then said cheerfully and with lashings of deviltry, "O0ff-hand,
I'd say we got the better bargain - but no doubt you'll spoil our peace by find~
ing a way through to us." He moved towards the door. "Meanwhile...I'll leave
you to take care of Jim. We need Scotty, and I can hardly call him o meet me
here. I've already overstayed my 'leave'." He leaned heavily on the table as he
passed it. For a moment, Spock followed him, his coricern for the doctor clear
on his face but safely unseen. The board was thrust under MeCoy's nose.

'Doctor =~ 1f you do not feel able...'!

"I'm all right, Spock.“ McCoy stopped the wrltlng in mld-stream. "It
M'Benga puts out a call - you haven't seen me, right?" He chuckled at his own
turn of phrase. "See you - I hope!" He left hurriedly.

Spook gtood still for a moment, then turned back to his charge, who lay
silent in his drugged sleep.

The Vulcan pulled forward a seat, and sitting slowly down beside his Captain,
he took up one of the lean hands, Peace settled on him, as he understood now why
he could not reach Kirk before. Kirk's grief had been like a steel shroud about
him,. cutting off everything. Now that it was over, strange emotions filled his
vhole being. He did not. try to smother them, for now he knew with surety that he
would never again feel ashamed of his friendship with Kirk. It was right...and
at this moment, all of Vulcan's teachings could go to helll '

Tiver try explalnlnp to a cynloal Scots englneer that a dewd man is alive =
and invisible?

McCoy was met with a wall of...'"Look, Leonard = il ye've been at the bottle,
I'11 no' tell,"™ and then "Doctor, I don't think ye should be up just yet.™
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It took considerable stubbornness on McCoy's part = and no small amount of
cursing - to convince Scotty that he was serious. The Scot only then conceded
when Mccoy looked as if he might collapse, He pulled McCoy into his. office in
the engineering section out of the hearing of passing persommel,

"Do ye mean to say, Leonard, that we’ve a similar happening to when those
Sca1051ans tried to take over the Interpriset”

"Very like that, Scotty - only this time, we're not trying to get xid of any-
one. VYe're trying to get somecne back..." MeCoy sank gratefully into a seat.
Scotty unearthed a bottle of whisky from a deep locker, and poured him a drink,
forgetting, in his shock, to pour one for himself.

"Does Mr. Spock have the .answer?" Scott asked hopefully.

"No = or at least, I don't think so. He's like always - can see and hear
us. The trouble is, he's forward in time just encugh to obliterate him from ou
sight. Maybe the answer's in the transporter. That blasted storm!™ McCoy
mattered the last words angrily.

"Aye. It could be. Bubt we'd have to be pretiy certain before putting Spock
back through it, or we'll lose him altogether." He held out a hand to the wilt~
ing McCoy, "Let's get over to Spock. The sooner the better."

McGoy was ‘oo tired not to accept the help. He was beginning to think that
he'd be wise to admit defeat, and return to his bed.

They had to enter Kirk's cabin to get 0 Spocks Too many people were passing
in the corridor; and even the senior officers had no rizht to enter the cabin of
a dead man apart from whoever the Captain assigned to pack his effcchs; and the
whole cxew knew that this was one Job Kirk would do himself.

Spock had sealed the door through the closet as a precaution, so MeCoy had -
to tap loudly to let him know they were there. As the panel s1id open, McCoy
ushered Scotty in first. The engineer looked about him warily, only now accepbting
that McCoy must be right; +the door had opened for them, but apart from the still
sleeping Kirk, the cabin appeared to be empty.

"Mr. Spock?" he whispered. The tape board floated, seemingly by itself,
acress the room, and, completed his conversion. '"Why didn't ye let us know sooner?"
he asked, turning to help Meloy to a seat.

The exhausted doctor sat out the next ten ninutes in silence, watching the
proceedings at Spock's desk with amused interest. The tape board did overtime as
Scotty did his best to converse with someone he ecould not see. Every now and then
his exasperation clearly showed. McCoy contented himself with arimning occasion-
ally, letting the engineer do all the work.

It was Kirk who finally brought them all to silence as he returned slowly to
awareness. McCoy, hic own exhaustion forgotten, was at his side instantly,
checking his readings, then satisfied that all was well, he sat back as Kirk
opened hlS eyes. - '

Kirk's head thudded unbearably as he tried to easc himself into a sitting
position. He thought. better of it, and contented himself with resting on his
elbow, S

"How do you feel?" Mccoy.askédrwith_a smile of sympathiy.

"Like I'm in eight parts,” he replied gﬁoggily, looking towards Scotty, who
sat watchlng him with a wary smile. "Scotty?" Kirk tried to formulate a question,
but the envlneor nodded quickly.

"Dinna worry, sir. Mo, Spock énd T are'formulating“a plan of sorts."

"Good for-you, Scotty. I knew I could rely on you." He eased himsclf up
further and swung rubbery legs over the side of the couch, looking directly
at the other se&t.”™ "Spock..." he began, only to feel a hand beneath his elbow
that didn't belong 10 any visible man in the room. He grimned, letting the strong
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unseen hand help h1m galn his feet.

“Thanks, 8pock."™ Then he took a deep breath to hld? what he really wanted -
needed = to say to the Vulecan, but which would have to wait. "Well, gentlemen,
we have some work to do."

"Mr, Spock has already worde out a process; Captamn; It will mean going
back to Cayniz B and setting up conditions like those we went through last time.”
Scotty put all his worry and doubt into that sentence.

"The idea doesn't appeal to you, SCotty?" Kirk asked quickly.

"I4's likely to be verra dicey, Captain. We could lose him altogether this
tine. 'There has to be another way."

At this point the tape board was pushed into Wirkss hand., ¥irk read -

‘Captain, I have computed the odds and all applicable data. The computer
is capable of calculating the situation and timing needed to within a fraction of
what is requived. There is no aliternative.' Kirk frowned as the board was taken
once more, only to be pub back in his hands moments later with a hastily added
note. 'Of course, if there is any danger to the ship or her crew, then I would
prefer to remain where I am.’

Kirk smiled at that. "aAnd let Starfleet lose a first class Science Officer?
Mr. Spock, you're not thinking logically.” He turned to Sgotty. "Scotty, I want
a meeting of department heads in the briefing room in thirty minutes.” He strode
to the intercom. "Kirk to bridge.”

"Bridge here, Captain.”

"Get the helm to plot a course back to Cayniz B immediately, Lieutenant,
warp factor five. Then I want you in the briefing room."

"Aye, sir. Bridge out."

Scotty was already at the door, realising that his engines were to be over—
worked but for once making no complaint.

"Scotty - not a word to anyones Not yebt."
"Understood, sir." He departed in a flurry of movement.
Kirk turned to McCoy. "Bones, once there, I'm golng to need that drug again.”

Mccby nodded, resigned. "Just make sure we don't lose you as well." He
grinned tiredly.

Kirk grinned back. ™Don't worry, Bones. You'll get us both back."

"Yeah," replied McCoy, coming gingerly to his feet. "That's what I'm afraid
of. Been kind of peaceful around here of late." He sighed. "Now I'd better
get back to sickbay, or M'Benga will have out a search party. I'm surprised he
hasn't been chasing me up already." At the door, however, he paused and looked
back. "By the way, Spock - those drugs. How badly were you hurt?"

The board floated across to him. McCoy leaned over it to read - 'Doctor,
you are not the softest person to land upon. I suffered several outs and
abrasions. However, T have now treated them successfully.' There was a pause,
then a hurried addition. 'However, I belleve that in future T would prefer to
have you deal with any injuries I may suffer.’

McCiy was thoughtful for a moment, then sald slowly, "You know, Spock, one
day you and me are going to thrash out what we really feel, 'cause right now I
actually want to see your face again!" And with those words he toc wag gone,
leaving the voom filled with unspoken emotions.

Both men still in the room were fully aware that it was an extremely good
friend who had just left them. It filled them with blinding awarensess of how
wrong it would feel 1f ever any one of the three of them was truly 1ost for good.

Kirk suddenly let out a chuckle.




27

"I think we had better sit down together, don't you? Or I'1l be talking
to anything but youl!™ Kirk moved across to the couch and sat down. Moments
later he felt the movement of a body settling beside him,

Not realizing that for once he was looking at a face that was expressing all
that its owner felt, Kirk could onky guess at what Spock must have been thinking.
However, his friend's face was so vivid in his mind that he didn't need to see it
to know the expressive non-expression he could guess was on it.

Spock, for his part, for once relaxed his control and let his features break
into the usually denled smile of warmth that he so often wanted to share with
Kirk but sc rarely did, while he watched the expression of thankfulness that was
s0 clear on his Captain's face. I% warmed him. And so did the hope that he now
felt. He was here, wasn't he = uith the man he most trusted in life, who at last
had realised he was theve. Kipling's Thousandth Man...

But all he wrote on the board was ~ 'Bven if I cannot return to your world,
I will still be here. We can still communicate...'

"You're coming back,™ flashed Kirk. "aApart from anything else, we have that
game to finish." He paused and held out his hand. A moment elapsed before he
felt his grasp returned, then he continued. "Hers's your anchor, Spock. However
long it takes - we'll get you back." :

He stocd up, still clasping the invisible hand, and felt Spock rise with
him. "We'll stand here again, Spock, just like this, only the next time will be
'normal'." He hesitated as a new thought entered his mind. "Were you here...
when I first thought you lost?" '

The invisible hand released his, and the siylus moved hastily. 'I did not
wish to intrude, especially since I was not sure if I could return. When I saw
the extent of your grief, I decided that I could not attempt to let you know I
was there; I did not wish you to hope, then suffer again if my return was not
possible. "

*T would have known you were alive, even though... Where were you?" Kirk
asked, remembering how he had hehaved.

The board was agaln pushed into his hand. 'By your side,"

A simple statement. "Where you belong," Kirk responded. Then he added
quietly, "I meant all that I said." His head came up proudly in total commitment
tc thelr friendship.

'Y@Sc 1"

Kirk reached out to where he kmew Spock's shoulder must be, and felt "nothing'
relax under his grip. "Come. We have a lot of work to do =~ together." Then he
turned and pressed the door release.

Minutes later he was in the briefingﬁroom where hls senior officers walited
with no small amount of curlosity. At his side, unseen and steady as any knovwn
rock was Spock. ! :

Just where he had always been.
Just where he would alvays be.

Of course there was disbelief at first. This was followed by horxror = then
slow realisation that Spock was alive, even if in a kind of limbo. This was all
superceded with such a show of pleasure that there was hope for Spock to return
that 1t brought an illogical lump to Spock's throat. To say he was deeply moved
by the ensuing Jubilation would have been an understatement, and he was glad of
the invisgibility that hid his reactions.

It was Uhura who summed up everyone's thoughts before they all departed to
begin their given tasks. At the door she turned, locked at Kirk ~ corvectly
guessing Spock to be beside him - and said gally, "We have to have you back, Nr.
Spock =~ the computers have been just too impossible to live withi®
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As she was about to turn into the corridor she was surprised to feel a tape
board pressed into hor hands. She read = 'Lieutenant, it is my guess that it is
pining for a loglcal conversation, as opposed to the usual irrelevancies it has
to deal with.' '

"Pouche!® she laughed, and disappeared into the elevator.

To say that it was a ‘sticky' ride would have been an understatement. It
was more a 'by the skin of our teeth' episode, where nerves attacked everyone with
such thoroughness it took evéeryone ~ even those not directly involved = a full day
to get over it.

The approach to the planet had been easy.enough, it was the exact timing that
had pushed each of them to the limits of his abilities.

Scotty and Chekov had been crucial in the cowordination of the facts. Sulu
and Chaney were the key to the precise moment of re-entry intc the storm. It had
taken spot on reactions, and they had not failed. Uhura, too, had been erucial
to the success of the trip, for even intraship communications were affected by
the storm and it took all her skill to keep the communications channels clears

The idea was that Spock should be beamed down to the surface, then as they
came back through the storm, a slightly delayed beam back would bring him back
into their plane of time. The timing for this was crucial.

‘It was while everyone was going through a final check that Kirk tossed a hot
coal into the fire by calmly announcing that he was geing to beam down with Spock,
having taken the drug so that he could remain in touch with him = otherwise they
would be out of contact with the Vulecan when he was on the surface.

"Anything could ;g0 wrong while he's down there. This will minimise the
risk that loss of contact would create.”

"No, Jim!" exclaimed Bones., "We could losc you both."

Kirk swung onto McCoy. *I have to, Bones. You knew I planned on taking
that drug again = what else did you think I needed it for?" When McCoy didn't
reply, Kirk went on. “Anything could happen down there., If we can't hear Spock,
how could he let us know if something had gone wrong? And we can't trace him,
elther, but you can lock on to me."

A tape board almost flew across the room. 'I cannot allow you to risk your
own life and existence.!

Kirk lips tightened. "I'm still commanding officer aboard this vessel," he
sald, ™I'm not risking anyone else in this situation.®

Chaney turned at this point. "Sir, I'm expendable persommel."

"No one is expendable, Mr. Chaney," Klrk snapped. "There will be no further
discussion.” He turned back to MeCoy. "Let's get on with it, Bones. Mr. Sulu,
you have the con. Spock - Scotty, Chekov..." He made for the elevator.

Eons later Kirk strode with quick eager steps towards sickbay.

' His cheerful smile infected everyone that came into contact with it - not
that they needed much infecting. Mr. Spock was once more with them,

The cheer had been heard in every cormer of the ship, mused Kirk, when he
and Spock had materialised on the transporter platform four hours ago, intact,
normad.

Kirk, still under the effect of the drug, had been able to see Spock all
along, and when they were brought back he could only wait, breath held, waiting
for the reactions of the others as they solidified.

He needn't have worried.
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Despite his 1n3urles MOGOy had leaped forward and grabbed Spock by the hand,
nearly shaking it off in his esagermess to wglcome Spock aboard. His yell of
unrestrained delight had filled Kirk with warmths "I .never thought I'd see your
pointed~eared face againi® he beamed, then, realising that he was showing too much,
) he hastily made way for the others.

Spock merely raised an eyebrow and stepped, shockingly casually, down from
the platform. "It i1s good to be back," was all he was able to say. before he was
engulfed 1n a wave of unrestrained greetlng.

Kirk remembered how calmly the Vulcan had taken all the unaccusbomed slaps
on the back, his face as expressionless as always but with a quiet content in his
eyes.

As the first welcome died away, the others had stepped back and Kirk and
Spock met esach other's eyes across a strangely warm room. Kirk's heart was still
thumping painfully under the effect of the drug, and as it had once heightened

his loss, so now it enhanced his joy at Spcck's return to a polnt where it was
unbearasble. :

He could not utter a word. Spock, however, had understood, and sald quietly,
"Thank you, Jim," .

Kirk had nodded, then, before hlS feelings had overtaken hlm, hzd strode
quickly from the room.

. The others gazed after him, slightly puzzled. Only two men understood just
what all this had cost James Kirk. -Spock moved to follow, but felt a restraining
hand on his arms He turned to meet McCoy's eyes:

“Let him g0, Spock. Her's got to wear that drug out, and he's also got to
put a 1id on uome pretty strong emotions. He needs privacy right now.™

.. 8pock nodded, accepting McCoy's evaluation. He was not surprised.

Kirk had heard about all that later, of course, just as he heard of the
reception Spock got when he entered the bridge. Much to everyone's amusement,
Uhura, the calm and correct, had leaped o her feet at 51ght of him, and planted
a firm kiss on his surprised lips. However, showing no sign of embarrassment
Spock had merely remarked, much to everycner's amusement,

"Your greeting is noted, Lieutenant," then he turned to thé helmsman., M.
Chaney, you are already an excellent helmsman., One day, you will be unbeatable."

Whilst Kirk slept off the remainder of the drug, M'Benga had appeared, to
drag both Spock and McCoy off to sickbay, where he had deposited them in beds,
side by side, under threat of imminent death should either of them move.

He had then run tests on a grumbling McCoy, and announced, almost gleefully,
that he had overdone things so much that he would require at least five days bed
rest. The Vulecan had looked mildly amused, esp001ally as MeCoy had muttered dire
threats of what he would do and the jobs he would give M'Denga once he was fully
fit again, until his test results arrived and M'Benga ozdered him five days in
bed as well - under styict obmervation. "

Spock and McCoy looked at sach other - thié'time in perfect aceord. Both
considered the other's 'sentence' necessary, but not his own... '

Now as Kirk entered the room he found them eyeing each other warily across
the space between their beds. He movod cheerfully between their beds, grinning
almost wickedly, a ohess sed "vorrowed' from recreation under one arm, the other
hand holding a bag., He put down the chess set, then from the bag he puiled out
a bottle of warm brown liquid and three glasse

Measurmn very. carefully, he poured out three glasses of the 11qu1d. Meloy
aulped, recognising tho Saurian D'Cos brandy.

"My god =~ you actually broke out your.best trandy?"
"Purely medicinal,” Wirk countered. Then he handed them each a glass, and
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delicately placed the stopper back in the decanter.

"ijell1l1111l," he began innocently. "It's nice to see you two enjoying this
encounter = which is a good thing. You both have five days of i%," he added more
innocently than ever. He 1ifted his glass, gesturing to the others to do the
SAMe « '

They did, though Spock eyed him suspiclously, "Captain - I don't usually...”

"I know." Kirk perched himself on the edge of Spock's bed. "But I thought
you might indulge me for once." His eyes, now more controlled, met Spock's. He
clinked glasses with the Vulcan. ™A toast,™ he said quietly, then turned to
HeCoy, who gave him a wide grin.

"Tt's got to be some toast for you to break out your precious Saurian
brandy," he commented, his craggy face breaking up into all kinds of pleasure.

Xirk turned back to Spock, raising his glass as he sald, "To the lata Mr.
Spock. Welcome back."

The three sipped the warming 1iqu1d. Bones agreed quletly. "Yezah, Spock.
It's been like a grave around here." He leaned back, savouring the warmth hitting
his stomach.

"Thank you, Jim, Doctor. I surprise myself « firstly by being glad to be
back, even incarcerated here; and secondly, by finding this illoglcal liquid...
palatable.”

Kirk grimmed. “Couple of shots of this," he chuckled, "and Bones might just
beat the pants off you at chess.™

The Vulecan eyed him in mild surprise. "It would be preferable to his usual
play," he commented. "I find much lacking in his game. He tenis to operate
purely by illogic - which no normal mind could possibly understand.”

MeCoy sat up sharply, eyes narrowed, "Just because I beat you once - ™ he
began.

"I was not really concentrating at the time, if you recall - " BSpock tried
to continue but he never got the chance. McCoy was already setting out the chess
pleces with furious.haste.

"Why, you pig~headed... You lost that game fair and square! And to prove
it, I'm going to do it againl®

Spock looked suspiciously at the doctor then turned to Kirk. "You did this
on purpose, of course," he accused.

"I just wanted to make you both feel at home," Kirk grinned, hoisting him-
self to his feet. "After all, you've got to live together for five days - you
need to have something %o do apart from arguing.®

McCoy pushed the last plece onto the board, and growled, "Well, Jim, you'wre
going to end up with a half naked Vulcan." '

¥irk halted halfway to the door. "Bones?"

MeCoy stared.at Spock, arlng him to defy the challenge. "That's what this
game is for. Your pants - or mine, Spock. Unless of course you're afrald to
ke on the wager."

spock looked at him, then at the board, then finally at Kirk. Then he
shrugged and reached out for the board. "Wery well, Doctor, as you require yet
another demonstration of my superior ability at the game. Regerd 1t as another
lesson in how to play chess properly.”

Was that a sigh? Kirk didn't walt to hear more. He moved out into the
coxridor, grinning happily. The fur would fly soon, and both men would enjoy
every minute of it. , Then in five days, his ship would be back to normal. He
halted outside Spock’ s cabin, thankful that now he wouldn't have to enter it
except when invited once more.
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He moved to his own quarters, suddenly rememberlng the last time he had taken time
off for a shower: He entered his .cabin and put-on the light, mov1ng to the chess
closet, the door sliding open under easy fingers.

The game staxed back at him; the meve that Spock had make whlle invisible
no longer threatening. Thank God, thought Kirk as he made his next planned move.

Moments later he was enjoying a hot shower - and remembering too late his
brandy decanter. He shrugged. That was one bottle of Saurden brandy that he
was unlikely to taste any more of.

_Then he grinned warmly. Under the circumstances...
His friends were weloome to iti
B e e 2

SEGUE;TY LAMENT by Ray Dowsett

"Who'd be in Security?" the young man sald,
"0ddg on you'll end up dead."”

Dangexr threatens - you've the first to 0.
Death or glory, that's all we know.

Science; Engineering and Medical too,
They don't get killed like us lot do.
Cannen fodder - that's all we are,

- No thanks at all, not even "Ta."

Doss anyone care we exist?
- When we're gone, are we missed?
By Xirk, Scotty or even Spock,
Suppose we're just a number to the Doc?

Would someone tell me by and by

¥hat happens after we all die?-

Who then gets killed off one by one,

'Cos there'll be no Security - we're all gone!

Yes, it's a hell of a life - Security crew.

On Enterprise we're called the few.

Strong in the arm, weak in the head. -

"Who'd be in Security?" the young man said.
R R anaan

ENTERFPRISE by Gladys Oliver

Lights flashed through space and skies,
Trembling in the quick and instant eyes
Then gone! ,

Bright as a star set free,

Toc quick for the slower eye to see.
Space and milkways abound, crosses them
On a whispered sound.

Then gonel _

Like a ship in the night

Shimmering on a glimmer of distant llght
Gone!

.Tc where she must always belong,

Leaving the Enterprlse s haunt;n BONEesree

ettt
MeCoy's so fond of arguing he won't eat anything that agrees with him,
A '
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THE MISIS OF TIME by Mariann Hornlein

_ » : "
I, Kirshna, Senior Lieutenant of the Kllngon Empire, am making this tape as
a record ¢f the unique exp@rlences I eneountnred on the planet Earth, and as the
peraonal memente of my coming of age. L :

I was part of a force sent fo capture and control the so-called 'Guardian of
the Gate of Forever' = not that I truly believed that this circle of stone could
possibly be a time portal =~ and was very exclited over my first deep-space assign-
ment. Perhpas T would meet some of the strange races I had so far only gtudied.
We captured the planet without undue trouble, but were then defeated in turn by
the Federation Starship, the Enterprise.

I seethed inside as I watched the arrogant Humen Captain calmly order our
weapons confiscated., He was a brave warrior - I had seen him fight - but it is
the utmost humiliatlion for a Klingon Warriocr to lose his weapons. I stared at
the Captain, tryilng to decide what kind of person he was, and felt a deep scorn
when I saw his face reflect sadness as his gaze fell on the stone circle and the
strange mists swirling within. I had no idea what caused such an emotion, but
knew that no Klingon would ever reveal such a weakness to an enemy!

A tall, blue—~shirted man materialised and approached the Captain, and I felt
my 1ips curl slightly as I recognised a Vulecan. The Human' a face seemed to become
strangely gentle when he looked at the approaching man, and the scorn I felt grew
stronger. I was a Warrior; although I was also a woman who was, I had been told,
quite pleasing to the male eye, I would never consider myself gentle.

I was selzed with a sudden desire to avenge the capture of my landing foree,
to make the Humans pay for the selizure of our weapons, and became determined to
kill the Starship Captain. Only the Vulecan was nearby, and a2 member of that
peace~loving race could not step a Klingond .

I stre'ched, meaching 1o tke nape of my negk where I had a knife hidden under
ny tunic., It seemed to float into my hand, and I lunged, the tiyn pointed up so
that it would penetrate under the ribs, ripping into the lungs. and heart. Somecne
grabbed me, twisted the knife from my hands, and I fell against the Captain. He
staggered...there was a bllndlng, suffocatlng hage, and I was rolling on the rocky
ground.

I started to rise...and found nyself starlng in wondexr st the strange mist~
filled world that now surrounded me. A deep blue, endless body of water stretched
to the horizon., I felt my mind whirling as I looked around and saw the reed~
filled swamp that lined the ccean's shores. In the distance I saw a strange green
Jungle., Over the swamp rose a thick haze, filled with the faint buzz of insects
and the smell of decaying vegetation.

The vegetation was strange, unlike any I had ever seen or studied. Tall and
short, thick~trunked trees had long feathery fronds growing flowex-like from the
top. Tall slender trees had branches like an u951d@-dOWn steel half-arc, with
all the leaves hidden at the top. My frantic’ eyes finally stopped as I recognised
ferns = but such fexrns! Tiny ones, barely an inch high, and those walst high I
had seen before; never ferms as tall or taller than the surrounding trees: Here
and there zrew an evergreen, similar to those I had seen.pigtured on Barth. Yes,
we know what Earth looks like, though I do not belleve any Human has ever seen &
picture of my home world.

"Aessgingko! Vhere...are...we?"

Startled, I looked around to find the Human Captain and the Vulcan standing
nearvy. The Human's face reflected my own wonder, and I felt a moment's kinship
with him. The Vulcan - cold, impassive, one eyebrow raised - was entirely diff-
erent. I declided I did not like that one!

My dislike grew at his answering words. "I believe the guestion should be
'when', not 'where', Captain.®
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Vuleans! (Couldn't the.creature.cven answer his own-Captain's question? As
much as I disliked the Vulean, I still listened intently as he continued. "I
believe we are in the Mesozolc Age of your Barth, Probably in the Late Jurassic
Period. ‘The presence of seed trees together with the ferns indicates...” ~Both
eyebrows arched and his eyes widened slightly, "I believe the appearance of
‘that creature substantiates my statement, Captain,® '

, I followed the direction of his gaze, and a gasp was startled out of me as
a beast from my darkest nightmares broke out of the strange Jungle. PFully ten
metres long, it had massive hind legs and thighs that reminded nme horribly of .
some huge bird of prey. Its +thick trunk tapered slightly towards the chest,
where 1t held shorter forearms close to its body. Even it this distance I could
see -the three claws on the ends of the short arms. The meter-long head looked a
great deal like a feathorless bird's head, except the cavernous mouth was lined
with curved dagger teeth, unlike any bird I had ever seen. The beast lumbered
sWiftly over the ground, swaying slightly from side to side, and I could see the
long tapering tail swing behind it, as it pursued another, smaller, areature.

The Vulcan spoke again, and I felt a red rage boil inside of me at the
insufferable calm of the cold voice. "That, I believe, is a Thernpod. A
carnesaur known as an Allosaurus. I believe it is chasing a small Sauropod,
perhaps a young Brontosaurus." :

I'started to snarl a question at the Vulean when the Captain interrupted.
"Interesting place to visit, but I don't want to live here. Guardian, we wish
to return.”

Nothing happened.

 Imoved impatiantly. Surely the fool did not expects.. He did. ™Cuardian?
I said, we are ready to return.”

The Vulean broke in. "Captain, I do not think that the Guardian intends to
remove us, therefore, since the Allosaurus hag now seen us, may I suggest we
remove ourselves, and guickly," : ’

1 glanced towards the Jjungle, and my heart stood still, The creature, its
previous prey clearly forgotten, was lumbering in our direction, its great strides
. eating up the distance between us. My wrist was caught, and I was unceremoniously
dragged across the ground towards a small rise of rock.e T was thrust behind a
clump of ferns and ordered to remain silent. The red rage grew stronger. Who digd
* that Vuloan think he was, ordering a Klingon... The creature lumbered into view
and 1 settled back. I would have my words with the Vulean later.

The creature - I would not call it by the Vulean's name ~ stopped, and swung
1ts massive head from side to side, the long sharp teeth glittering in the sun.
Then a bird-like creature not " quite tWo Metres long rushed into view, followed
by a man-sized version of the monster. The smaller beast saw the. harger, came 1o
a sudden halt, turned, and raced off towards the jungle. The monster's head sWung
round, followed by its entire body, and he went after this new source of food,

"an Ornitholestes! Fascinatingt™

I scowled at the Vulcan. I had never met one of his breed before, but I had
. read a great deal about them, and what I kmew filled me with diseust. We Klingons
are an aggressive race, proud of cur courage, our fighting ability and our violent
emotions. I felt nothing but loathing for the logical, peaseful Vulcan philosophy
- a belief that I felt covered cowardice,

The Human stood and looked arcund. "Ahalysis, Mf.'Spock?"

‘T listened with dismay to the Vulcan's ansﬁer,' "I have no, data concerning
the Guardian's failure to veturn us to our own time, and speculation is useless.
However, it is highly probable that there has been a failure of some type."”

I could keep quie£ no 1ongeﬁ.- "Can't you ever speak;so‘bthers_can'underr
stand? What wexe all thoge long words you were using befrre? .4And what do you
mean, a 'fallupe'f” - ' : S :
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T Beethed as he eyed me and yearned to hit that-calm face. How dared he be
80 controlled when my - inside was- churnlng w1th a- fear never bYefore felt?

When He answered, his v01ce was almost condebcendlng ~ how T hated him! "We
are approximately 140, million years in Earth's past, in-a time period called.the
Jurassic. There wexre two types of dinosair present . at this tlme; the Saurischian
or lizard=hipped, and Ornlthischian or blrd-hlpped. Sauropods and Theropods were
two different kinds of Saurischianjy Sauropcds were four-footed and vegetarian,
while Theropods were biped and mostly carnosaurs = meat~caters. Allosaur and
Ornitholestes are names given to two of the meat—oaters. The other animal was a
herb-eater, ‘a young Sauropod." - -

I was already bored by the explanatlon I had demanded, but it seemed that he
was finished., He pointed to the ocean and looked at his Captain. "I believe that
is what 1s called the 'Sundance Sea', which would put us approximately in the mid~
western region of the North American GOntlnent, perhaps in the area of the
Morrison Fieldg."

The Captain was frownlng at the Vulean thoughtfully, and I thought I detected
a trace of the same impatience I felt. "All very intexesting, Mr. gpocky butess’
do you have, any suggestlons as to how we can return to ocur own age?"

The Vulcan slowly shook his head. "I do not." He frowned at the Human and
I wonderad why. Then I noticed the perspiration pouring off the Human's face,
staining his gold shirt, and realised that this planet was much like my own home
world in ¢limate = very hot and humid.

The Vulcan's gaze met and held the Human's for a long moment, and I found my
anger growing., I did not understand that lock, and I do not like things 1 do not
understand! I stepped between the two and looked from one to the other. "If we
are to be stuck on this planet in time, perhaps we had better 1ntroduco ouxrselves,
I am Krishna, Senior Lieutenant ef the. Klingon Empire.*

The -Human smiled,.and T was somewhat taken aback at the nasculine qharm:
revealed., "I am Captain James T. Kirk and this is my First officer, Commander
SPOCI{: " . : ' . !

Klrk. I had hedrd about this Human, mainly from Kor. I cotld see why Kor did
not like him~ but I am noet Kor, and if I had to be in such a place with a Human...

. I tried to ignore the Vulecan = strange that I did not wonder hew he had become
& Commander in Starflect ~ but he continued speaking as if I were not even present.
"This world is filled with areas similar -to this; low alluvial plains covered
with swamp and Jungle, crossed by small streams and rivers of fresh water. I
suggest, Captaln, that we try to find omne of thoso gtreams as soon as possible."

ThelQaptaln nodded and felt his belt. “Damn!. I dropped my phaser.. Spock?®

The Vulcan held out the small hand weapon. "Affirmative, Captain. However,
the weapon is nearly drained. It will be impossible to use more: than once or twice.
I also have the knife used by the Lieutenant." . - :

We walked for hours, followling a narrow sliver of solld land that ran between
the otcean and the swamps. I spent much of thé time glarlng at the Vulecan's stralght
back and the rest speoulatlng about the Human. The Flrst Officer irritated me -
thoroughly., Ke reminded me tdo much of our ship's computer...but he could be a
problem. The Human, Kirk, now - he was different. I knew that he was a warrior,
had been successful against the Klingons-on more than one occasion, and he was all
male. He would be a Fitting mate for a Vulcan Warrior, partloularly one in my
position.” "However, I felt that the Vulcan would not thlnk that a Joining betWeen
Kirk and myself would be- '1og10a1’ :

I caught the Vulcan (I could not br&pg myself to se his name) glanclnc at
Kirk, and I wondered why. -4 fei momerts' speculatlon gave me. what I thought to
he the answer, - Kirk was suffering intensely in this.hot, Humd.d cllmate-j it was
conceivable that it could kill him., I did not helieve the Vulcan, with his .
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- cowardly way of peace, would wish to be stranded in this inhosplitable world with
a Klingon Warrior, alone. A4S to that, I did not wish to be alone w1th him, either.
My glance fllckered to Kirk more 'and more often as. well.

The path grew treacherous, with small islands in the bog penetratlng into
the solid ground. I finally had to keep my eyes on the ground, limiting myself
to brief glimpses of the two Federation officers. I noticed though that the Vulcan
- kept looking at Kirk, and nodded to myself at this confirmation of ny judgement.

The Vulcan stepped forward, his gaze intent on the Captain. My eyes were on
the ground, and I saw the softness into which he was stepping. Good! Perhaps
this would be the time to lose this computer. His leg sank deep into the nuchk,
which released bubbles of evil-smelling gas. Caught off balance, he brought hls
other leg forward =~ and was firmly held, and sinking rapidly.

Kirk jumped forward and stretched out both hands. "Spock! Grab holdln

.. There was reason to hurry, the Vulcan was already almost too deep to pull free.
The mud seemed to suck at him like a living creature ready for the kill, I watched
their hands meet, and wondered. why Kirk was 50 anxious to pull the Vulecan free.

Was it simply his responsibility as Captain? Then I nodded in understanding -
Spock had both phaser and knife.

Kirk braced his legs, leaned backward and pulled. I watched “the SWaMY
searching for possible danger as, with a slow; reluctant slurping sound, the nuck
released its victim, Klrk fell backward, the Vulcan on top of him, and for a
momént they lay together, breathing heavzly under the strain. I was watching sSonme
reeds move agalnst the wind, wondering what creature would next appear, and did
not really see what happenod but T could almest have sworn that Kirk's arms
tightened for a brief moment around the Vulcan. Then both rose, and I khew that
I must have been mistaken. ' o

- The Vulean sat and removed his boots, calnly shaking out the mud, and I felt
anger stir inside. The creature had not even thanked his Captain for saving his
life! ' ' ‘

"Captain, may I have ny knife back? I'd feel safer. And, as Commander,
shouldn't you be the one to carry the phascr?" .

The Vulcan stilled, his eyes bowing into me, and I felt uneasy, as if he
could read my thoughts., I looked steadily at Xirk, who smilod at me and then
nodded., "Glve the Lieutenant her knife, Spock." The realisation that he thought
I was afraid came as a distinct shock. '

The Vulean handed me the knife, then extended the phaser to Kirk. "She is
correct, You should be the one to carry this." His voice dropped and because very
lowe "I prefer it, Jim."

I locked away in disgust. No Klingon would voluntarily give up his weapon. I
had expected the Vulcan to protest; that he did not was, I felt further proof of
his basic cowardliness. I decided ‘then and there to rid myself of the Vulcan,
somehow, 1 was not so foolish to belleve that Kirk would accept my killing his
First Officeri..but I was very confident of my ability as a female. I was certain
that I could make Kirk desire me to a point that he would do exactly as I wished;
perhaps even wish himself to be xid of an interfering third party.

We continued walking, somewhat slower now as the Human showed more and more
the effects of the intense heat. I admired his almost Klingon-like stubbornness
as-he Insisted on continuing. ' The day grew hotter, and small animals appeared
from the depths of the swamp, Snall, rat~like mammalg, equipped with sharp,
Jutting teeth; and tiny dlnosaurs, aroly the size of my hand. Insects buzzed in
greater numbers, many discovering for the first time the Joys of Humar and Klingon
flesh., The Vulean's green blood seemed to make him immune to this annoyance, and
my lrritation grew gr@ater. Large shapes shadowed the ocean, but only the Vulcan
was at all interested in what they represented.

Eventually we veached the Junction: of & small stream of fresh water, but the
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Vulean would not let us stop. He pointed out that predators, both of land and sea,

would be likely to come to this spot, and that it would be safer for us to travel
‘a Way upstream. Kirk agreed, mainly, I believed, to shut the insufferably calm
volce up, and we went about a thousand meters further before we collapsed %o the
ground. . .

My opinion of the Vulean did not change greatly over the next few-days, except
to become more firxmly entrenched in my mind. I could find no reason for his ill-
concealed concern for Kirk exoept personal fear, and perhaps the realisation that
I was slowly but surely gaining Kirk's attention. Once I wondered if there could
actually be friendship between the two, but quickly put the thought aside. Vulcans
did not have emotions and friendship was not logical - how I learned to hate that
word: Kirk's reaction was, I was certaln, 51mply the Human one of shOW1ng rTespon~=
sibility for a crowmenmber.

My campalgn was proceeding well. Kirk was adversely affected by the heat,
and was forced to rest often, time I used to my advantage. We talked for long
hours while the Vulcan worked to erect a shelter from the ferns and locate food.
Many times Kirk would join in the work, but I pleaded fatlaue and the Human,
plagued by an over-concern for women and the conviection that women should be
weaker than men, accepted my explanation. The Vulean, I am certain, did not, but
he never sald anything, only ralsed that vexry irritating eyebrow. I enjoyed watch-
ing Xirk work, even though .it took him from my side., The Human's muscles rippled
under the bronze skin, so unlike Klingon flesh, and the sight made me burn with
desire. Finally I declided to join them, and stripped off the outer portion of my
uniform, retaining only very brief briefs and a narrow breast support. I saw
Kirk's eyes widen in appr601at10n as T joined them, and knew satisfaction. It
was nearly time for my move.

Food,. at least for Kirk and myself, was plentiful; the small mammals and
reptlles, mussels, various insects and gruba were all edible. However, the Vulcan
was a vegetarian, and there was 1little that he could eat. Pine cones and needles,
leaves and seeds, do not form the basis of a very nourishing diet. He was forced
to erxveriment with various fungl and mosses - sometimes with results that pleased
me greatly. :

Once he tried a strange pale: green mushroom, and before long was doubled over
in pain. It was very strange to hear moans coming from behind those tightly held
lips, it made the Vulean seem too vulnerable for my liking., I preferred to think
of him as a machine. I settled back to enjoy his suffering, and watched in
anazement, as Kirk put his arms round the VUIcan and supported him until the
agonizing retching passed.

I expected Kirk to leave him then, but the Captain did not. Instead, he
settled the Vulean against his chest, holding him close as the Vulcan slowly
drifted into.a sleep of utter exhaustion. I realized then that there was much
about the Human I did not, perhaps never would, urderstand, I had utterly forgotten
that Kirk was just as much an alien to a XKlingon as a Vulcan. I watched the Hwo
together, and again wondered if Kirk regarded the Vulcan as a friend. Perhaps - I
could not understand, but Kirk pas Human...

If he did, it would make my task harder, but not 1mpos»1ble. 1 was Krishna -
and I had never been refused! No Human could resist me, of that I was certain. I
waited patiently for the proper time, using all of my not inconsiderable knowledge
to entrap Kirk. Spock helped. Almost as if underscoring his superior strength,
he worked .continuously on the shelter and in getting food and fashioning various
utensils. ' He made me feel guilty, as if I were not doing my falr share, and I was
sure Klrk felt the same. More than once he scolded Spock for doing so much work.

Although the Vulcan exasperated me, I was nevertheless grateful for the work
that he did do. It made our situation much more comfortable, and enabled me %o
spend time with Kirk. My admirvation for the Humen grew as we talked. He never
took credit, but he told me about his ship, though guardedly, never betraying any




37

detail of military secrets. I realised that here was a true leader. Even Klingons
would follow this Human. And, éven here with the Vilcan doing the work, Kirk was
stlll Captain, and we both obeyed his orders without questlon.

The time for me to act' came' soone¥y than I &xpected. Spock took of £ on one
of his foraging trips, and I finally had the opportunity to work on Kirk. I was
convinced that he wished to be alone as much as I did:; he had watched me often

enough.

As the afternoon drew on, however, I realised that his attention was not on
me at all, His eyes kept searching the nearby jungle for some sign of the return—-
ing Vulean. Although the gesture was, by now, very familiar, T was still
irritated; his attention should have been on me! Was it possible that, for the
first time in my life, I was failing to attract a man I wanted?

Then Kirk jumped to his feet, grabbed the phaser, and ran, shouting loudly,
towards the trees. I slowly xrose, ay lips eurling as I saw the Vulcan trying to
outrace an Allosaurus ~ and falling. Just like the Vulcan to lead the dinosaur
dircetly to camp! The fact that there was 51mply no other place for him to go
did not cross my mind.

Kirke raced to intersect the Vulcan. I waited hoping that the monster would
reach the Vulecan before Xirk. Spock fell and nmy hoges rose, then were destroyed
as Kirk straddled the fallen Vulecan and fired the phaser at the dinosaur. An
eternity seemed to pass before the creature fell to the ground, then Kirk grabbed
the Vulcan, swung him over his shoulder, and headed back to camp.

By the time they arrived, the Vulcan was conscious, grey-faced, and breathing
heavily. Xirk lowered him to a large rock, and the Vulcan stespled his fingexrs
and concentrated, trying to even his breathlng and still the slight trembling of
his Dbody.

I walked over to the Captain and placed my hand on his shoulders, loocking at
him with all the feminine charm I could muster. "Jim, I cannot be silent any
longer. Twice now the Vulcan has endangered your life by his own carelessness.
We don't need him, we need each other. We are both emotional creatures, not cold
and filled with logic.™

T faltered at the frown on girk's face, but firmed my resolve and continued,
putting my arms around his shoulders. "He can find his own camp, nearby, perhaps,
but away from us. He doesn't need companionship, not 1like we do. He is nothing
but a computer, and a computer cannot be lonely. The nights are long - we can
find much happiness in each other's arms..."

I watched Kirk's face in amazement. It had become as expressionless as the
Vulpan's. I tried agein. "Jim, think! We may very well be here for the rest of
our’ lives! You are Human, I Klingon = both races that have emotiong and need 0
express them. You desire me, I know that you do, and I desire you. . Let him goess"

Very gently, Kirk released my arms from round his neck and moved over to the
still Vulecan. He placed his hand on the Vulcan's shoulder and looked steadily at
mes The Vulcan's head turned sllghtly atr the touch, but his face remained carved
marble. . ;

"Krishna, you're selling both yourself and me short. You'we asking me to
desert a member of my crew to a life alone in a dangerous world, and I will not
do that." I could see the knuckles on Wirk's hand grow white as he gripped the
Vulcan's shoulder, and a furious rage started to grow inside me. Kirk continued.
"fou're no weak helpless child, you're an adult, a warrior who should know that
only in unity can we hope to survive. Had it never occurred to you that Spock
has a hard time living with your uncontrolled emotions - hard as you find it to
live with his logle? Yet he is willing to accept you."

He gave the Vuloan's shouldexr another squeeze and approached me. I was s0
angry by then that I barely heard what he sald. "You are a very desirable woman,
and I would like nothing better than to accept what you would offer; but not at
Spock's expensel! Ve are three people stranded here, and we need cach others.."
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"I do not need anyone! I do not need you, Human, and T most certainly do not
need that peace-loving, logical, cowardly computer!" How dare he! How dare Kirk
refuse mg! "I will leave here. I prefer my own company to yours."

Kirk's volce grew quiet, very serious. ‘"Krishna, I could make the decision
for you, make you stay. Bubt I will not. ¥You must make your own desicion. Both
Spock and T wish you to stay, but you must make up your own mind, as a responsible
aduli.”

Make up my own mind? I suddenly realised that I had never done that before.
Always, someone else had made my decisions for me. The knowledge made me more
furious than ever. I grabbed up my discarded clothes, took a bag of food, and
marched out of camp, conscious that I mast have looked like a fool.

it the jungle's edge I turned and glared at Kirk. "Stay? With the Gomputer?
Never. But neither will you. The time will come when you yearn for the feel of
warm arms, for the touch of soft lips, for the understanding of emotions 1like your
own. Then you will come to me, and then we w1ll see who winsl"

I moved behind a small rise in the ground, and made a hasty campp und@rneath
some ferns. As angry as I was, I did not wish to get too far away, not with those
dinosaurs around! Throughout the night I heard the predators fighting over the
dead Allosaurus, and cursed Spock for bringing the creature so cloge to our camp.
The more I thought about it the angrier I became. By morning I was ready to tell
then both exactly what I thought of them and where they could both go.

I climbed therise and looked towaxds the camp. Spock was alone, sorting out
some supplies, and wondered where Kirk had gone. Perhaps I could still change
the Human's mind. I did not wish to admit it, but I had not liked being alone...

A sudden noise, a kind of heavy blowing and loud thumping, interrupted ny
thoughts, and I cautlously made my way to the other side of the rise... and froze
in horror. ’

Kirk was standing, back to a cliff wall, trying to dodge a curved horn on
the nose of a dinosaur that seemed determined to skewer him., Every time Kirk
tried to get away, the creature snorted .and. jabbed at him with the horn. I saw
red shtaining the gold shirt and knew that the horn had struck home at least once.
I wanted to go to Kirk, to help him in some way, but was paralysed by a fear
greater than any I had ever felt. If only I had the phaser! ‘

I saw the vulcan, attracted hy the noise, round the corner of the rise, and
my lips tightened at the look of total terror that crossed the normally calm face.
I felt a contempt unlike any I had ever felt, a contempt helghtened by the fact
that the terror was a reflection of my own feare..

Then I gaped in sheer disbelief as the Vulecan raced towards the creature,.
shouting loudly as he did so. My mouth dropped open as I watched the Vuloan dance
~enticingly just out of its reach.

"Spock! Go away! That's an order! Spock, pleasel!"

The Vulcan ignored the frantic cry. He picked up huge chunks of rock and
threw them at the dindsaur, hitting it squarely in the eyes. The huge saw-toothed
head swung and I gasped as the horn missed Spock by mere inches.

UnW1111ng admiration filled me. T know no Kiingon Warrior who would have
faced that monster, who would have challenged it to weaponless combat. Was this
the calm, oowamd;y Vulecan I had condemned to exile? .

*Jim, runs.. To the rocks, hurry!"

I watched{ unable to move, my gaze darting bvack and forth between the two
men. Kirk made his way slowly to the shelter of some tumbled rocks, collapsing
on his face behind them. Spock danced ahead of the dincsaur, leading it out of
the gully and around the rise. Once hée had the creature safely away, he darted
between the rocks and headed directly towards Kirk.

I held back, subduing my désire to do the same. I wanted to see what would
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happen,. without thelr knowledge. 1 seemed to have misjudged the Vulecan's courage
= what else had I misjudged? :

spock fell to his knees by Klrk's gide, and T clearly saw the fear - for
Kirk = on his face. He carefully turned the Captain over, and his face showed
shock at the amount of red blood on the torn shirt.

. "I approached carefully, silently, my gaze fixed on the two men. Kirk's eyes
opened and he blinked, then smiled up at the Vulcan. My heart stopped, then
thudded painfully at the look of relief, of naked love on Spock's face. I sat
on a low rock and watched as Spock carefully removed Kirk's shirt, and, using a
plece of his own blue shirt, bandaged Kirk's injury. He then helped Kirk to sit,
supporting him in the curve of his arm.

Suddenly, all was clear. What a fool I had been! Kirk's face was pale,. but
he was smiling as he looked up at the yulean, and Spock was smiling back. They
loved each other, those two,. loved as only two men, both Warriors, can love. They
were brothers, brothers of mind and spirit, Warriors bound to each other in 1life
and in death. No wonder Spock had done the work = he had wanted to protect Kirk
against this climate. No wonder Kirk had watched for Spock so anxiously, had
risked his own life to save the Vulcan.

In that minute I grew up, becoming the adult Xirk had thought I was., I
finally realised that I had judged Spock in the light of my own desires and weak-
ness = and that I had always done this, with everyone. No wonder I had advanced
s¢ slowly in the service!

Spock finally sensed my presence and looked up, the mask once agadn on his
face, 1 was not fooled. I dropped to my knees and stared at him. "You are no
computer. You love him, and he, you."

A Vilean eyebrow rose on a tilted head as Spock stared at me in silent
disapprovel, but I noticed how carefully he still supported Kirk, how gently his
arm curved arpund the Captain’s shoulders...

T smiled. "I will not speak of this again, but I was wrong., I thought that
control and a desire for peace indicated cowardliness and an inability to feel.
I was unable to appreclate that differences need not be better or worse, but just
ooodifferent. If you let me, I would like to jJoin you again.”

Kirk grinned and looked up at the Vulcan. *"Well, Spock?"
The Vulecan nodded slowly, "t would be..,logical, Captain.”

T couldn't help it. T grinned at the memory of his barchanded rush at the
dinosaur and wondersed how he would explain that action logically. Kirk's grin
widened, and I knew that he was thinking %i¢ .same thing. The Vulcan eyebrow
raised again, but now I could see the brown eyes twinkling with amusement. How
blind I had been! 8pock shifted Kirk to a more comfortable position, and Kirk
held out his hand.

"Welcome back, Krishna."

I took the offered hand...and the world faded into a mist...and we were
sitting on the ground before the Guardian of the Gate of Forever. A slender,
blue=shirted man yelled, "Jim! Spock.", ran a tricorder over them and before I
could begin to think straight, we were on board the Enterprise.

A few hours later I walked down the coxridor, keenly aware of the feeling
of cleanliness, the superb fit of the red uniform, and of the masculine glances
that followed me. I swung into sickbay, and perched on the side of Kirk's bed.
The doctor - McCoy was his name - glared at me, but I smiled back at him. “After
all, Doctor, I did live with your Captain for some tlmP'"

He spluttered, but I ignored him and looked up at the watching Vulcan. "why
did the Guardian return us?" .
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Spock looked at ¥Kirk, and the Captain answered. "It seems that in order for
the Guardian to be able to return time travellers to the present, they must be in
accord, must all have the same desire. Although we all wanted to return, you
wanted to kill me, then to eéxlle Spocks When we ald accepted each other..."

SR I

- I sit now before my window on my home planet, looking out over the tropical
Jungle, the heat and humidity. reminding me of those days apent in Earth's past.
Our enforced gtay had been my fault, and mine alone, but I was very glad those
days had happened. .

Since I xeturned home, I have Llooked at Klingon men with new eyes. I know
that T will be a better officer now, and that some day I will have a ship of my
owne. Yete.oI wonder, - I find myself missing Earth's.past, and the two most
'remarkable! and 'fascinating' men I have over known. Will I ever meet thelr
equal here? I will no longer be satisfled with less.. '

Yesterday T met my new Coinmander. He is tall fbr a Kllngon, with deep brown
eyes and a ready smile. His name is Kirna and he has a reputation for bravery
and rationality, I wondereeess.

1 2 2

TRIBRLE IN STORE! by Pippa Sykes

The level was quiet, no person in sight,
They all gathered there from the left and “the right.
Thousands and thousands poured in from below,
From bulkhead and foodhatch they seethed to and fro.
Silently surging they shuffled through doors
They crawled on the viewscreens and slid on the floors.
Then at last they were there, at the scene of thelr crime,:
The doors were Jjust closing, they got through in time.
" Then up to the air vents they wriggled as one,
The guards did not see them or know where they'd gone.
At the end of the alr vent they bounced to the ground
Still silent as shadows they Jostled around.
Then suddenly started a texrible din,
As one had located an overturned bin.
With mewing and purring and cooing with glee
They surrounded the wheat store and started their tea,
- And happily munched for an hour or so,
Yhen no wheat remained, they decided to go.
-850, fat and contented, they moved in a throng; . .
They thought they weren't noticed, alas they were WEONg.
They were seen by a yeoman who passed by the vent,
And heard all the noise = for the Captain he sent.
“Oh no!" sighed the Captain, "that's all that I need!
- I'11 be down in a minute, Just stay by that seedl™
S0 the yeoman just stood, looking down at the floor,:
'Til his Captain arrived and said, "Open that dooxr!"
"But I can't," cried the yeoman, "it seems to be stuck.”
"Move away," sald his Captain, "and I'1ll take a look."
"Look out!" said the yeoman; it moved, as he'd feared,
- Under mountalins of tribbles, James Kirk disappeared.

10t e A e 2 e 2 e

Chapel: How's your tribble?

Uhura: I had to have it put down.
Chapel: Was it mad?"

Uhuza: Well, it wasn't exactiv pleased.

i I a2 T e
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SOULSTEALER by Lorraine Goodison

"Your mind is not on your game, Lleutenant."

Lt. Uhura glancod quickly up from the piece she had been slowly turning in
her hand and smiled in apology to her chess opponent.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Spock. I just can't seem to concentrate.”

"Then 1 suggest we continue the game at a later date," sald the First Officer.
Hw rose, depressing the switch which would indicate on the table that a game was
in progress, "Tomorrow, perhaps," continued Spock. "Your game is improving
remarkably well, Lieutenant. I shall look forward to this game's continuance."

"Umm, " murmured Uhura, her mind on other things. she barely reglstered the
fact that Spock had gone, but stared at nothing, trying to retain the image that
kept flashing before her eyes.

It was a face that she saw, the face of a woman she had never seen in her
1ife. She had dreamed of the woman two nights running, but she could only
remember vague images and references to something which was faintly frightening.
The dream—~image had remained with her all day, turning her thoughts into a state
of turmoil. Only be concentrating hard and keeping her mind busy was she able 1o
drive away the face, and sometimes even that failed. Uhura felt.. . uneasy.

Eventually she left the rec room and headed for her cabin to freshen up and
change. Once there, however, she decided to go to bed carly. Perhaps she could
sleep it off, whatever it was. If only she could shake off that vague uneasy
feeling...

She fell asleep almost at once, and was instantly caught in a world both
frightening and beautiful.

There was no visible ground beneath her feety lost as it was in a blanket of
mist, but she could feel its solidness. A palace built of glltterlng gold crystals
rose directly before her, a blood=~red sun hanglng like a ripe fruit in the white
sky above 1t. The minarets and domes shone with a lizht bright as Barth's sun, a
light that made hex shleld her eyes with an upflung arm. From out of that light
came a figure. '

It was tall, over six feet high, and elegant and slim. Delicale purple robes
flowed from its shapely body; a body that would shame Venus. Marble-white hair
fell about the head and shoulders like a waterfall. Gold glinted at wrist and
throat. Dark blue eyes looked deep into Uhura's, and suddenly she recognised the
ominous figure. It was the woman from her dream. The woman who had plagued her
all day. The woman who, the nlght.before, had told her what would happen next
time they met.

In sudien mind-wrenching panic Uhura turned and ran, her own screams ringing
in her ears., The woman glided after her, the mist rolling about her feet like a
live animal,

Uhura ran as she had never run before, the woman's dream-words shriecking in
her mind. *“I want your soul, Uhura. I want your dreams, your very life. I need
your soul, and T shall take what I need.”

A wall reared up before her, closing round 'to trap her in a coxner. &he
pressed agalnst ity her fingers desperately searching for a hold.

"Uhura. " .

Fearfully she spun round, pressing her back against the smooth stone. Her
eyes widened and she screamed until her voice gave out. The woman moved closer,
reaching out with a milk-white hand.

"Ch, please let me wake up," sobbed Uhura. "Please, please., I want to wake
up. I want to live, I want to - ¢

The woman glanced at the crumpled figure at her feet. A satisfied smile
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orspt over her pure features. '

Thé Captain of the U.S.S. Enterprise strode through the door to sickbay,
a worried frown creasing his forehead. When Lt. Uhure had failed to report for
duty earlier he had sent Yeoman Kregean to her cabin to find out what, if anything,
was wrong. Minutes later Kregan had called the bridge to say she could not wake
Uhura. Dy, McCoy was summoned. at once, and now Kirk was on his way to find out
what was up. He hoped it was not serious. Uhura had seeméd all right yesterday.
4 little »reoccupled, perhaps, but not ill.

‘ McGoy looked up from the couch as he entered.  Kirk noted he looked a-little
haggard, 'and remembered Bones had been about to go off duty vhen he was called.

The last few days had been tiring for the medical staff after picking up the cas=

ualties from the Klingon attack on Talles Five, and Bones MoCoy would never yest

while thére were injured to attend, 4 personal fdiling or an admirable dedicatlon?

Kirk was never quite sure. - S :

mjell, Bones? ‘What's wrong?"




43

McCoy's eyes were haunted and sunken in this lined face. He gestured to the
limp form of Uhura on the couch. "I don't know, Jim. I really don't know."

Kirk's frown deepened as McCoy indicated the monitor above the bed. 'Look
at it,"” sighed the doctor, *Life functlons are normal, . Heartbeat, blood pressurs,
breathing, everything. Physically there's nothing wrone with her, but mentallye« "

"Mentally?ﬁ‘achoed Kirk, a dead fecling in the pit of his stomach.

"Mentally there’'s nothing. She's a vegetable with no thoughts and no res-
ponses; nothing to show that she lives. Her body works perfectly, her brain is
unaffected, but she just won't move or speak. I['ve tried everything I know, but
it's as if something has gone from her. A spark of life. Her...soul.”

"Dammlt, Bones, there must be somethlng._ Zora-clue to why shes..”

"There isn't!" McCoy snapped back. "She's become a vegetable and I can do
absolutely nothing!" p

Kirk laid a hand on his shouldexr. "I know, Bones. Sorry. You're tired,
and you've done your best." ' '

McCoy nodded mournfully. "Yeah, and my best just isn't good enough. I need
some slegPee.”

"Then I oxrder you to go and get some "' said ¥irk firmly. "Nurse Chapel can
keep dan eye on Uhura and tell you if there's any change., You can't think if your
brain is tired." ' _

"o, I"guess\you'xe_right. hs usual. If only T kneWee.™

"Bones » " !

McCoy waved a weary hand. *Yeah, yeah, I hear you. Sometimes you've as bad
as Spock, you know that? Chris..."

Captain's Log. We are on course foxr Starbase Three with casualties from
Talles Five. Situation is normal, except for the mysterious collapse of
Lt. Uhura. : '

At this present moment Dr. McCoy is unable to establish the- exact cause
of her collapse, but is hopeful that the surgeons on Starbase Three
will he able t0 helpe..

Kirk paused for a moment, cutting off the Captain‘'s Log. He couldn't stop
thinking of Uhura lying in sickbay. MeCoy had put her on life support shortly
after he had supposedly gone to bed, and she had heen sinking deepex into a coma
ever since. Bridge seemed a little empty without her orisp efficiency. If they
couldn't, ..

"Captain, there is a' small unldentlfled object derOtly ahead of us."
"Where oxactly, Mr. Chekov?"

The young Russian scrutinised his instrument panel. "Bearing 263 mark 5,
sir. It appears to be drifting in space.”

Kirk absorbed the information and turned to Lt. Craven,. who was currently
manning the so;enpc console. "Mr. Craven?"

“Sensors indicate it is a Class three escape pod, Captain. Badly scarrved
and pitted, but still operational;"

"Anyeneson board?"

"One passenger, sit... Slr, there is an indication that the pod is about
to blow upin

Kirk slammed a. finger down on the command chair panel. "Coptain to
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transportér room., Frepare: to beam aboard unknown 11fe form._‘Mr;-Chekov, give_:.
them the co-ordinates.” AP

He headed for the turbolift, his thoughts centred on the unknown surv1vor.
"It. Uhur - uhy sorry, Lt. De Soto, contact Mr. Spock and Dr. Mccoy. Agk then to
meet me in Transporter Room One, ™ gL

Blonde=haired De Soto watched as he’disappeaxed-into the 1ift and turned to
comply with a heavy heart. She'd much rather Uhur@ was sitting here now instead
of her. ‘

Mooy was Waltlng when Kirk arrived, and Spock appreazcéd a few’ moments later.
MeCoy's expression was puzzled and still a 1little haggard. ™What's up, Jin?"

"A survivor from a -space crash by the locks of it, Bones," said Kirk. He
turned the the man at the transporter controls. "Beam him aboard, Mr. Kyle."

As the Lieutenant moved the controls Kirk enguired about Uhura's condition.
McCoy shook his head. "Not, good, Jim. She's going down-hill fast and I -can’t
stop it. When we reach Stay = "

. - He proke off in mid-sgentence and stocd with the 1ook of a love-starved schoolm=
boy. Kirk raised an eyebrow and turned to face the platform. The survivor had
axrlved, and Kirk found his mouth hanging open in astonishment. His eyes gulped
in'the beautiful woman standing before him, and he realised that every other woman
hé had met paled to insignificance beside her.

Silence reigned as the men ogled, and then the woman smiled, tossing her
perfect head to that her white hseir swirled in = white ¢loud about her shoulders.
There was an audible sigh from MeCoy.

- The woman spoke in a voice like o peal of Joyful bells. "My name is Ilandra.
Where am I?"

Kirk pulled himself together and elbowed McGOy in the ribs. The doctor
stood to attentlon, grlnnlng sheepilshly.

Di 1t . thought Kirk. You've seen women before, James. s,

He flashed his most charming smile and held out a band to help Ilaadra down
from the platform,. .

"I am Captain James T, Kirk of the U.S;S.-Entefprise, the vessel you are now
on board. This 1s my First officer, Mr. Spock..." Kirk's volce trailed away
as he saw Spock was standing to one side with his eyes closed, one hand to his
forehead. "Mr. Spock? Is anything wrong?"

The Vulcan's eyes snapped open and he looked at Kirk as 1f his mind were-
elsewhere, "I am perfectly all vight, Captain, he sald. He nodded curtly to
the woman at Kirk's side. . "Lady Ilandra." A :

Kirk frowned and gave Spock a puzzled stare. It was not usual for the Vulcan
to be s0. gshort with visitors, especlally women. It wasn't usual for him to be
standing like that, either. He shot Spock an 'I'll~seemyou-later® look and went
to introduce MeCoy. He needn't have bothered. The good doctor was already turnlng
on all his Southern chaxm with the look of a cat*on-a~canary-dlet.

F

"Dr, McCoy to sickbay. Dr. McCoy to- sickbay."

" De Soto's announcement fell on deaf ears so Kirk gently but firmly distracted
McCoy's attention long enough to get a word in edgeways. "Bones, sickbay wantg-
you." : _

McCoy kept his eyes fizmly fixed on Ilandra,- whHo was now-gaZing'round the
room with great interest. Kirk moved in front of his mesnerised face.

"Bones, Uhura." S . : o P
That broke the tranoe at once, and McOoy sped away as 1f “the hounds of hell
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were at his heels, Kirk glanced worriedly at Spock, who had not budged from his
position by the door. He was studying Ilandra with a concentration that had noth-
ing to do with her unique beauty.

Long acqualntod with Spock's minute changes of expr6551on, the Gaptaan could
tell that he was puzzled, and more than a little concefned.k Kirk glanced briefly
at the woman and looked qu1521ngly at Spock- ' I '

"Something up, Spock?"
"Nﬁthlng 18 'up', Captaln, but oomethlng is very wrong "
"Such as?"

~ Spock ralsed an eyebrow slightly and looked as if he was not too sure how to
begin. He drew in a shallow breath and straightened his back. "CUaptain, when
Ilandra came on board I experlenced a most pecullar sensation.” He paused and
net Kirk's puzzled look. "I ‘heard! Uhura in my mind:*

Kirk's oyos'w1dened. He began to ask more, then subsided as Spock went Olle
"She was pleading for help... Captain, I did not imagine it."

. "No, I know that," sald Kirk. "The gquestion is, how and why°" |
"I suggest you look to Ilandra for the answer to that," murmured Snock.

They both turned to watch Ilandra as she fllrtod with Kyle, and both wondered
just who and what this mysterious woman was.

- Two days later Wirk still was not sure of Ilandra‘*s identity, and didn't feel
inclined to ask too many more questions. She had given him a loose story of her
lucky escape from a passenger cruiser before it blew up, but no firm answers were
forthcoming about her background, her past, or her future plans. ghe was an
enigma, and that intrigued Kirk, * He would have liked more time to devote to herx,
but the demands of ‘the Enterprise and Starfleet came first, and it looked like
McCoy was doing o good enough Jjob without his hely. Kirk decided t5 give Bones
a clear field w1th thls lady.

The Interprise was fast approachlng Starbase Three, and Kirk could 568
MeCoy getting more and more worrled. about Uhura. When he wasn't with Ilandra, he
haunted sickbay and the bridge like a forlorn ghost, looking as if he would get
out and push if he could.

True, there had becn a change in Uhura's condition, but whether it was better
or worse wag hard to say. Her body functlons had picked up again, but she
frequently woke up screaming, and would continue screamlng i1l MeCoy sedated her.
She did not speak, lylng instead in a kind of trance, seéeing nothing.

Kirk quizzed Spock aboubt the experience he had had when Ilandra axrrived, but
the Vulcan could tell him nothing more. He had heaxd nothing from Uhura since -
that moment. It was puzzling and a little frightening, Spock had suggested a
mind meld with the communications cofficer, but McCoy had vetoéd it. He was
beginning to fear Uhura had gone insane, and he wasn't taking a chance on Spock
zoing that way too.

Yeoman Marie Moravia wearily collapsed on her bed and shut her eyes. It had
been a hard day, and she had kept making mis takes, she had even. given Captain -
Kirk the same form to sign three times! He 'a been very nic@ about it, though...

She smiled at herself and found her thoughts conterlng on the woman
rescued from space a few days ago. She hopea Tlandra would bé 1eft on Starbase
Three. There was something about that woman that gave h@r the craeus.

Maria Moravia drifted off into a restless sleep and a strlnv of weird dreams
involving strange landscapes and golden palaces., Ilandra was in her dreams oo,
like an avenging angel of death. ‘ : o

w DT
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Next day Yeoman Moravia was found dead,%her body a lifeless husk.

_ Dr. McCoy was beginning to feel there was a Jlnx on him. Moravia's death
was the third in five days, and with Uhura hovering between life and death there
would probably be another befare long. He half-heartedly prepared for the anto=
psy, knowing he would find nothing. It had been eXactly the same with the
other two women. They had been injured in the Talles Five skiymish, but not
fatally. Fumny the deaths were all womens..

He 1lifted his head as Spock entersd the room. McCoy séowled with character—
istlc 1rr1tation. "Well?" he snapped. ' Co

Spock was as unperturbed as ever. "T came to mee Lt. Uhura,” he explained.
"Iow is she?"

“"How should I know°" cried McCoy. "I'm only the doctor! ™ He swept out the
door mattering about half-wit Vuleans with no sense. Spock watched him go with
raised eyebrows, The doctorts emotional displays never ceased to amaze him,
However, he was here for a more important reason thah merely to irritate McCoy.

Moving gurposefully into Intensive Gare, he halted by the side of Uhura's
bed. - Under all the life-support equipment the beautiful dark-skinned women lay
- still as death, a faint spark of life holding her soul to her physical shell,
Her hair was sticky with sweat, her sparklzng eyes dull and withdrawn. Uhura
was dying. '

Taking care not to move any of the vital equipment, Spock placel one hand
on Uhura's face, his slender fingers quickly finding the vital pressure. points
50 necessary to the mind~link. He 1lifted her limp hand and held it likewise to
his face., Now was the moment.

. As his mind sllpged out 1o meet Uhura' S, Spock was sllghtly perturbed to
find a void where once lay dreams and hopes and memories of her life. He waited,
senses stretched to thelr llmlts, and then she cane.

gpock reeled back from a torrent of emotion and terror, and he struggled
to calm Uhura down. His mind cried out for restraint, but he would not let him-
self retreat. . Patiently 'he waited +ill Uhura s mind had played out all its fear
and pain, and then he followed her 1nto the limbo she had drlfted through since
her collapse.

_ . Time passed slowly as he absorbed her experlence, and when their minds
finally parted, he knew what had to be done. ‘

Spock returned to the harsh materlal world...and found. McCoy standlng at
his side, his eyes sparking with angerx.

. "Just what the hell do you think you'zme doing?" yelled Mccoy, fairly:
itching to get his hands round the Vulcan'!g throat.

"Mind melding, Doctor," answered spock calmly.

McCoy -locked as if he would explode, "You know damn fine wha& I mean! I
told you not to - "

"Nevertheless, I did," interrupted Spock. "And T contacted Uhura.“

McCoy's angry ranting ceased abruptly and he looked at Spock in amazement.
"You contacted... What happened? Did you'find out why = "

"He did, Doctor, énd he will wish he had noti"

MeCoy spun round to find Tlandra in' the doorway, her face twisbed with fury.
She stabbed an accusing finger at Spock, who looked as if he had expected her
to gppear. MeCay could only stare at thenm both, the 1ink between Ilandra and
what Spock had learned not yet clear. .

"You interféring fooll® shrieked the woman. "I had every right»to'take hexr
and the others. BEvery righti" o :
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"No," sald Spock quietly.: "You had'no right at all, You are a vampire.
A soul—stealer who has neo sOul of her own." -

MoCoy continued to gape in bew1lderment, a terrlble fear formlng in hlS nind.
He put his hand on Spock’ s shoulder, hardly able to believe the incredible .
. txath, . "Spock, “you don't mean Ilandra’ - Ilandra has taken thelr souls'"

The Vulcan nodded gravely. "“She takes them for food as we would drink water,
Deotor, For some reason, she =~ NOI™

McCoy watched in numb disbelief as Spock suddenly crumpled in & hea@ on the
floor. He was still asking questions when he too felt Ilanrda steal his mind.

Kirk stared numbly at the bodles of his two best friends with a feeling of
dread, in the plt of his stomach. He had rushed to sickbay as soon as Dr. M'Benga
cailed him, and now it looked like Uhura all over agaln. He glanced up at M'Benga
and asked the inevitable question. '

"ill they live?"

M'Benga stared unneeessarily at the monitors a whlle before answering. oy
don't know, sir. It's the same as Lt. Uhura and Yeoman Moravia, and I have no
way of knowing whether they'll come out of it or not."

"Then you'd better find out, hadn't you?" said Klrk angrily, striding out
into the coxridor.in a rage. He realised at once that he should not have shouted
1ike that, but he didn't feel like apologising Just at that moment, since that
neant going backs..wlth Spock and Bones lying thero...

Kirk found his feet taklng him towards his quarters, and for the moment, he
let them. He needed time to think, he realised, as he stepped into the lift. A

nmassive yawn forced its way up his throat as the 1ift came to a smooth halt. He
suddenly felt very tired. -

{

A vague connection came to mind as he entered his quarters. Ilandra'was
stlll a mystery and a definite enigma. Could she have something to do with this?

He flopped down on the bed, sleep overpowering his leaden limbs. It occurred
to him that he had not given anyone the con, nor had he mentioned where he was
going. He would Just close his eyes for a minute and then he'de..:

When rirk flnally reopened his eyes he found his familiar cabin replaoed by
a building more magnificent and beautiful than any he had ever seen in his life.
The light was bright; brilliant white, the sun a pulsating blood—red and the
woman who approached very, very beautiful.

*Tlandra," saild Kirk. The woman nodded, a graceful nod. Kirk made a sweep~
ing gesture with his arms. ' ‘ :

"All this...all this beauty... Is it a dream?”
"4 dream can become reality."

As Kirk watched unbelicvingly, Ilandra's features subtly changed until it
was Ruth who' stood smiling at him. Kirk took an involuntary step forward, a ory
sticking in his throat as Ruth becam¢ Miramanee, Edith, Elaarn, all the women he
had ever known and loved.,

© "Yow I Mnow for sure it's a dream," he murmured.

"I can become anyone you desire, James,"” said Ilandra, her features chang~
ing back into her own stunning beauty. Something that had been nmggllng away in
Kirk's mind finally crept to the forefront of his thoughts.

"Spock, MeCoy, Uhura... Did you have anythlng to do with thelr collapse9"

Ilandra moved seductlvely closar, ga51ng 1nto his hazel eyes. She flashed
him an intimate smile and pressed closer. For a brief moment Kirk was captured
by her spells felt tempted to abandon all thought and get to know this beautiful
creature better, but there was still the knowledge that she had something to do
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with his. crewnembers' colla@sa._ Shrugging her off, he strode towards the magnifi~
icent palace., He wasn't surprlsed wWhen_ Tlandra, appeared in his path, her beauty
made all the more allurlng by her anger. Kirk halted, standing with his arms
“folded and with an air of sasy superiority, even thOugh his intultion was sending
out alarms nineteen to the dozen. -Hatch it; Jim, het thought.- She's a lot more
dangerous than she looks. Aloud, he said, "ihat do- you want of mesy Tlandra?  What
, do you want with the Enterprise?"

“"The Shlp is nothing. A heap of metal, ‘that is all " snapped Ilandra. SR
is your women's souls I want. And you."

Tike Mccoy before him, Kirk felt he had the answer formxng in his head and
it wasn't a pleasant feeling, He continued with the questions.

"My vomen crewmembers? - What do you mean?”

‘Tlandra laughed, a coy smile chillingly like Uhura's crossing her face.
"You aye ireredibly dim, James Kirk. I feed off the essence of what a person is,
call it soul, life force, whatever. ILvery experience, every thought, jolns in
me to nourish my body. I am a woman, and I need women's souls to live. 1 was
near death when I sensed your Uhura. Her mind tasted good, so I decxded to come
aboard your metal hulk. Was that not fortunate for us9" :

"Us”" echoed Klrk, a revulsion to all she was fllllng his volce. He forced
himself t0 remain still as the woman moved closer, a sweet smell of musk hanging
‘in ‘the airzl-Angér completely dissipated,'llandra resﬁed her lovely head on his
shoulder.-' ' - Sl

"I have 1ooked for you for years, James," she murmured. "You are so like
mye..mate., He died, but I live on, and found you. I love you, James., Say you
will be’ mine... I can ereate apything you desire, anything at all...” '

. ;'“Thpn creato ne back my shipi® criud Kirk, disentangling himself. He .
rounded on her, his anger matching hers. "What did you do t. my friends? Vhy
did you take themr souls? I want some stralght answers, Ilandra'"

' “Then you shall hame then!"

Her wild cry rang in his cars as he suddenly found himself choklng on aorld
funes and smoke, orange Tlames eating into his uniform. He threw himself on the
smoking earth, rolllng over amtil the flames were beaten out. He stood up
th@n, and that was when he saw the three poles and the people tled to them.

. antically Kirk ran to the wooden poles, tearing at.the vopes which. held
Spock, McCoy and Uhura. Gently he heiped each of them down, quickly checking
their heartbeat and rvespiration. That ,done, all he could do was walt.

; . MeCoy was the first to cone round, his face crea51ng into a broad grin as
the Captain leaned anxiously over him.

"Why, hello, Jim, See what that damn Vulcan's got us into this time9"

"On the contrary, Doctor. Loglcally, the blame is as much yours ag mlne.
If you had allowed me to - " \

"Spock,™ murnured Klrk. He was in ho nood for arguments at this time.
Bpock raised:his eyebrows, and Kirk was sure he saw- a. glint of amusement in the
dark eyes.

McCoy suddenly sat up and gripped hls frlend 8. shoulder. "Jim = Ilandra -t

. Kirk nodded. "I already know what she g llke, Bones. Would you believe
I'm the image of her last nate? T, imaglne ‘this is some sort of warning = this .
is what I - and my cwrew -~ get if T don't. Join her." ‘He looked round at the
flerce flames and grey smoke. “I've been in worse places.;." -

A bout of ooughlng drew thelr attcntlon ‘back 3 Uhura ‘arid McCoy wags at her
side immediately,. ignoring the paln of hlS lacerated wrlsts. Spock SPlZed hlS
chance to speak to Kirk. ' L e ..J. ; _

"Captain, you realise Ilandra Wlll soon take you ‘away from here?"-j;t_"'"



49

"Yes,,and there's no need to try to suess what she'll say," Kirk replied.-
His expression hardened.  "I've'got to stop her, Spock..-God knows-what she could
do if she was let loose AMORE more: peoyle " :

“You’ w1ll have to battle her with’ your mind, Jinm," said Spock softly. "You
have to remember this is not real. It is happening in our minds, but Ilandra can
twist our dreams into anything she wishes. 1If we do not believe, her power wanes,
but Nccoy and Uhura have not ‘the mental strength to combat her, and I can do little
OR' My OWn. . If you can break herfhold on you then I thlnk she wlll 1ose us all._
You nmust’ refuse to ="

Abru@tly Spock vanlshed to be replaced by the glltterlng palace, and Klrk
steeled himself for whatever might come next. Ilandra was so unpredictable...
He took on a still military stepce,. staring fixedly ahead as Tlandra swept into
view. ghe seemed even more beautiful than before, a- 51lver' ‘aura- playing about -
hexr head. : - :

The rolllng landscape slowly ohanged to a grandzose hall of white marble
pillars and dbrilliant tapestries. : Llandra sank gracefully onto an ornate ruby-
red throne, her delieate robes. blllOWlng gently in a barely-felt breeze. - She

rested her hand on one of the- carved arms, her dark eyes drdnking in the 51ght'f
of Kirk.

"ell?" she murmured, her soft.voice-tinted-withksteel.‘~"Haveayou decided
to JOln me?" :

"NO, " said Klrk, his mlnd raclng as he thought over- Spock's words.

" "You realise I can do anything at all to your: friends? There are many
1nterest1ng tortures I can create for you to w1tness...“ o

"I know.“

Tlandra's eyes W1dened sllghtly. :"Ydu would.ratﬁérﬂwatCHQYOur frieﬁds
suffer than join me in love?® .

“Love? You?' Kirk's voice dripped with scorn and Tlandra r90011ed as if
stung. "What makes you think I love -you?" continued Kirk. "I may look like your
mate, but I don*t intend to be a replacement for him. I*m not part of your -
dream—world Tlandra."

For the first time Ilandra Was, confuoed. She ran to.Kifk, her featuregd :
twisted in anguish. “But I can give you so much! You can be a king, a loxd..,"

"I'nm the Captain of a Starship, and that's all I'1l ever be," said Kirk
coldly. "You may own my soul, but you'll never own my heart. I will hate you
for eternity, no matter what you create. I reject you, Ilandra. I reject your
false world with all its lies. You are not reall® ' ' :

"I am reall" Ilandra cried in real pain. She flung herself from the Human's
side, runming to touch the r;llaxs, the tapestries, the throne. "All this is
reall It is réal in our minds! ' Tt lives in our thoughts! Please, please..."

"I don't bellove you." R '

Tlandre stopped short at, the cold words, as Klrk knew she would. éhe gtared
at the Human who 80 resembled her former love, and. recolled in despadr as she
heard his next words. o

"I know this'is only a& dream," he told her. "I'm going to wake in my cabin
and find I dreamed this fiasco. I do not believe in you, Ilandra.”

. "NO b

Instantly ﬁhe throneroom wavered, changed to a mllllon dlfferent scenes wh
which 301ned into one huge shifting Jumble of 1mages and colours,

"Jin! Jlm, help us, please heln us. ' ,”

The eddies of colour merged together in a nlghtmarloh scene of horror and
noise, Kirk watched in sl'*ock as a garish, red~limbed monster reached out to
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seize 8 helpless MeCoy, the tentacles contracting as they drew him clnser to the
monster's scavernous mouth,  He ran to help his friend, only to come to a halt as
he saw Spock in the throes of madness, a Klingon mind-sifter ripping out his

whole personallity. Kirk stood in indecision, his mind confused and upside-down.

"Kill you. I must kill youl® .

He spun vound just in time to. prevent UhUra plunging a glittering knlfe into
his back. The African woman crouched before him, the knife in nne hand and sal~’
iva dripping from her mouth, The noise around him rose to screaming pltch, and
then he remembered what he himself had sald only minutes ago Hé shut his eyes
to -the horror and focused his mind An one thought.'

T will not believe. This is not ha@pening;' It's all in mI,mindg mx
imaginatlon. I will not belleve what ny. eyes see.

The moans and screams faded into silence, and when he opened his eyes
he was.once more in the throne-room. Ilandxe_swﬁyes met and locked with his.

“"You hdave ‘a strong will, I concede that, bubt not strong enough. That, I
will ‘admit, was an illusion, a dream within a dream; but I have absolute power:
over this land. What I do to your friends in future shall be reallty in its
most painful form,"

- “Are threats your most potent weapon?" asked Kirk.

Tlandra's eyes glinted. "I have powers you would not dream of, James. In’
tapping your souls I have absorbed your deepest thoughts and emotions. I can
twist the fabric of your lives as easily as I control this world. I do not wish
to, but I can, and I will." She leaned back in the throne, her eyelids half
closed in contemplation. When she spoke again, Kirk knew she meant every word.

"The Vulcan... I sense he is close to you, more than a mere friend... Is
that not s0?" Kirk did hot reply. A thin smile touched the woman's lips as she
continued, ' : :

"The mind-sifter. What you saw before was an illusion.. T will make it
happen ‘for real, and this time no strong eonviction will make 1t cease. Do you
wish o see your friend dle?" : : S

She glanced quickly at Kirk, whose face was like stoneJ‘ He stood 1ike a
rock, immovable. «"Very well, I shall begin-the torture..." - '

' Hb-bop [}

_ Ilandra let her hand fall with a look of trlumph on her ‘delicate features.
She watched closely as Kirk bowed his head in defeat, When he lookad up the
resemnblance to her long~dead companion cut through her 1ike a sharp blade.

“All right," sighed Kirk. "You needn't torture my friends,. Ilandra. Il
stay here with you in your...paxedlse. The ~only thing I want is for you to .
return my friends to the ship and let my orew go. . If you do that, 1'il be yours
willingly. IF not, then I'11l fight you all the rést of my llfe."

An odd expression flickered across Ilandra's face’ at that. Pain? wondered
Kirk, or something else? He walted:. for the answer, wondering all’ the time how
the others were. Would Ilandra let them go? The white head lifted slowly, and
Ilandra snapped her fingers.

' Instantly Kirk's head reéled and darkness replaced the brilliant light. A
kaleidoscope of -colour and sound burst in his mind, then - silence.

No. Not silence =~ for there were soft humg and c¢licks in the darkness, a
gentle throbbing hardly heard; the sounds of a Starship speeding through the
voié of space. Kirk opened his eyes and saw a smooth unblemlshed celling.

He sat up, undecided as to what to do next. Why had Ilandra returned him
here? Tt could not be another illusion, he had made 1t clear that he would
stay if she freed the others. What, then° o
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The intercom at the side of his bed beeped, and Sulu's face filled the tiny
screen., “Bridge to Captain Kirk. We are approaching Starbase Three, sir. BETA
four hours thirty-two minutes."

"Thank you, Mr., Sulu. I'll be up in a minute."

He switched off, his mind still trying to cope with the unreality of it all.
Could this still_be Tlandra's dream? In a sort of daze he swung himself off the
bed, his legs already taking him towards the door and sickbay. If Spock and the
others were all right, he would know it was real. If not...

A vague, transparent shape was forming by the door to his cabin. It solid-
ified as Kirk watched, becoming Ilandra. The Captain's eyes narrowed in anger.

"What are you up to now? TIf you think - ®

Ilandra hushed him with a gesture. "(ease your accusations and listen, I
have only a little time left." She sighed deeply, her shoulders slumping as if
they held an unbearable weight. “You are so like my mate... His name was
Nakama. Did I tell you that?®

"NO. Tlandraee ™

"Listen. I have returned your Uhura, your Spock, your MeCoy.,.. I could not
return the others I took, for I have eaten, and thelr essences are part of me now.
Nakama would not have approved of what I did, but I was so... You are more like
Nakama than I thought, your willing saccifice was so like him..." Hexr volce
trailed off then, and she seemed lost in thought. Kirk waited in silence as she
shook herself and returned to the present. Somehow she had lost the aura of
vibrant beauty she had in her own world. Kirk felt a curious foreboding inside.

"T have declided."

His heart leaped at her words, but he still felt puzzled, AlL that torment
and pain, and now... Her next words floored him,

"L shall let you go. You belong here, not at my side. Your sacrifice made
me see sense. Perhaps victory is not so sweet after all. Goodbye, James,"

"Wait!" Kirk cried as Ilandra began to turn transparent. "You sald you had
only a little time left. What do you mean?"

A small smile played about Ilandra's lips. "As I said before, you are
ineredibly dim, James Kirk. I have returned your friends' souls, therefore I
must eat again, or die. I could not take any more of your people, not now,
after all that has happened. Death ls approaching, my loved one. Death, and
realisation of what I have become. A parasite, locking for a host, a leech who
would take all and return nothing... I shail be that no longer. I go to meet
Nakama nowy if I cannot have my companion in life, I shall have him in death.
Farewell.,™

"Ilandra, walt..."

She was almost gone now, a faint blurred outline of colour and form. Kirk
tried to speak, but the words would not come. Ilandra wavered, and she spoke
one last tinme.

"James, I love you..."

The eabin was empty save for him., Kirk felt drained of all emotion. How
had it come about? Why had she died for him? His legs felt shakey and weak,
and he sat down as he tried to collect his thoughts.

Had it really happened, or was 1t a dream asg Spock had saild? What was a
dream anyway?

The emotions returned with a sudden rush, and slowly, James Kirk began to
CTY,
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