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Hello everyone, and welcome to another edition of Log Entries,

As you'll see from the contents page, I'm having to do my own proofreading this
time, Nobody should proofread what they've already typed; a mistake that has
slipped past once (in particular, a spelling misteke) can easily slip past again,
Hoviever, we've got Little chelee in the mattor - clrcumstances have decreed that
Valerie and T won't be seeing each other bebween now and Terracon, and we want
the zine ready for Terracon. 80... It also means that Valerie is having to
proofread the zine she is currently typing out, also for Terrscon,

If there are any faults in the duplicating of IE 34 & 35, blame me. Although
Janet's name appeaxs as printer, in fact, I'm the culprit. 4gain, this was due to
the way things worked out with the newsletter, our holidays and Janet's work.

Three new writers are featured this time - Tan Pearse, who won the competition

in /L 41 for a story about one of the Starships shown as being wrecked in aired
Trek, We've sald several times that our policy is to stick with the Enterprise

and her crew rather than print storiss about other Starships - however, we will
print stories about incidents referred to in aired Trek, or short ones featuring
characters not of the Enterprise who appeared in aired Trek, For example, in an
carly Log Bntries we printed First Contact by Margaret Draper, a story about Barth's
initial contact with the Vulecans; the linking character was a very young T'Pau,
Then there are Jenny Watson and Ann Preece. Keep writing, all three of youl

o far there have been no entries for the competition set in LE 30 - granted,
there are still 6 - 7 weeks to go (as of my writing this - about a fortnight to
go by the time it*'s on sale). I've only heard of one person who is working on
a story for it, too., (ome on, you budding writers - your club nceds youl

Having said that, I must admit that I've been getting in a fair number of
submissions recently, all of a high standard; the only rejections have been
stories that were outwith our guidelines., The result is that my current stock
of stories is in good shape.

I haven't assigned stories yet for LE 38 - Roo has spent the summer illustrating
several short stories for me, and I'11 decide which ones are going into LE 38
when I get thesc back from her, However, I can say categorically that they'll
all be good!

Non=members of STAG can obtain information on zines in print, new and forthcoming
zines by sending me a SAE (foreign, addressed envelope and 2 International Reply
Coupons. It needs two because we only get surface mail delivery for cne. Cone
sidering what they cost, somcone is making money off fRCs.)

Enjoy the zine,

July 1980
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THE AEROLYTHIAN by Jenny Watson

"Jim! Kim Kirkl®

Kirk swung around to see MeCoy waving eagerly at him across the crowd waiting
on the dock of the space station. Grinning, Kirk waved back. McCoy tactfully
elbowed his way past several people to join Kirk. The two men were obviously
pleased to see each other, greeting each other and discussing their separate weeks
of shore leave animatedly.

On the shuttle taking them out to the Enterprise, Kirk mentioned that they
would be taking on a small party of advanced Federation cadets who were to go with
them to the star cluster R.E.D, 553, "I think I'1l go and welcome them myself,"
sald Kirk, recalling how shy and intimidated he had felt on his first mission.

"Try to make them feel at home. But after lunch,™ he added, as his stomach reminded
him that he had not yet eaten that day. McCoy agreed wholeheartedly. They both
made for the cantecn as they got on board.

As Kirk entered, still wearing his own clothes, a sudden loud wolf-whistle
startled him. MeCoy, following behind Kirk in the queue, gave him a puzzled glance
and they both looked around in perplexity for the cause of the whistle, although
neither could find any obvious provocation.

Then they both becane aware of a sound of stifled sniggering., It was coming
from a table in the corner ~ around which sat five young girls dressed in pale
green uniforms, all smirking mischievously at Kirk.

Kirk's mouth dropped open in amazement. NeCoy burst out laughing. "It looks
as "if you're being appraised by your new cadets, Jim!" he said between chuckles.

Kirk, caught off his guard, blushed for one second, muttering, "Who, me?"
and turned abruptly to concentrate on the food synthesizer.

He eventually regained his cool, however, and seating himself among the
Gelighted cadets, introduced himself as their Captain. He suw the alarm slowly
creep over their faces as they realised their mistake, As it was not really their
fault, because he waz not in uniform, Kirk tried to soften the shock with a mild
Joke. "You obviously still have something to learn about Starship manners, young
ladies. Rule l: No whistling at the table,"

"And no giggling with your mowth full, either,” added McCoy with great
amusement.,

But 1t was not the last time that Kirk had to amend his expectations of the
cadets,

Kirk sat in the command chair, pondering on what Spock had Just told him
about one of the new cadets. 4in Aerolythian, he had said. Kirk kaew that Acro-
lythia was a comparatively recently discovered planet, situated at the outer limits
of Federation territory, and that the inhabitants were humanoid; originally from
Earth, although rumour had it that they had developed certain superior mental
powers during the long years they had been out of touch with their home planet,

Spock interrupted his thoughts to say, "Captain, I believe the subject in
question is presently to be observed,"

"Thank you, Mr. Spock,” said Kirk, turning unobirusively to perceive the
young uniformed girl who had just walked in. She had in fact brought him a report
to inspect in accordance with her newly assigned duties., As he scanned the DAZE,
he inguired kindly, "How are you finding life aboard the Entexprise so far,

Cadet Draquard?"

Looking up, he saw her startle, rapidly recover, and reply, "Oh! I'm enjoying
it very nuch, sir."

Kirk glanced suspiciously across the room and thought he sae Chekov hurriedly
swing back to his post, but he wasn't sure. "Ensign Chekov, get on with your work,"




he grovled, just in case,

"S5ir!® answered the young Ruésian indignantly, with a hurt look on his face.

Kirk turned resignedly to the cadet, the report in his hand.

"Thank you, sir," she asaid politely; and began to walk away. The repoxt
left Kirk's hands and sailed into hers. Kirk locked down at his hands and then
back at the girl in wordless disbellef., GShe abruptly stopped, swung round and
stared at Kirk, biting her 1lip. Then she began to giggle at the shock on his
face and tried to explain. "I'm so scrry, sir," she gasped. "I forgot where I
was; I thought I was still back on my home planet."

It took everyone a while to recover from the surprise of what they had just
seen, especially since most of them were not aware of Lienne Draquard‘s unusual
heritage, She promised not to frighten anyone like that again unless it was
absolutely necessary. Kirk gently hustled her out of the room, trying to reorgan-
ise peace on the bridge.

Then he remembered that he had not had a chance to sign. the report bcforb
she had removed 1t in such an unexpected way.

"T'11 go, sir!" offered Chekov immediately, and was out of his seat and’
halfway across the room before Kirk could answer,

BYou don't have to run, BEnsign - it's not that urgent," said Kirk, puzzled.
But Chekov was already out of the door. Xirk's mind was Just beginning to fit
the pleces together when McUoy entered, and remarked with a grin,

"I see young Chekov has a new girlfriend!"

Kirk leaped out of his ochailr, only to bump into Lienne Draguard at the
turbolift. She looked at him innocently and offered the report, while Chekov
slipped casually past and returned to his seat. Kirk glared at her, signed, and
pushed her back into the turbolift. Then he turned on Chekov, but before he
could say anything Sulu reported the appearance of a large uncharted object on
the ship's sensors. Further investigation proved it to be a very small planet.
It was enveloped in a thick, swirling atmosphere which prevented the scanning
beams from penetrating to the surface, All subspace radio was distorted in its
close vicinity.

Kirk pushed the button on the command chair to record the discovery.

Captain's Log., Stardate 3997.2

While on course to star cluster R.E.D. 553, the ship's scanners have
registered a mysterious uncharted planet. It is surrounded by a dense
atmospheric fog, therefore although investigstions have commenced from
aboard the interprise, there has so far been no resuli. We are near
Klingon borders and are proceeding with maximws care to avoid conflict
with their Empire.

' Kirk finished his report and then walked over %oSpock's computer console to
see 1f any new data had appeared concerning the planet.

Suddenly a great blinding flash of light swelled up, enveloping the Enter-
prise, and before anyone could react, the ship jolted and began to move out of
orbit. Kirk tried to yell an order to Sulu, but he found himself paralysed.
His mind r=zeled, and he fell to the deck, unconscicus.

Within seconds, the whole of the Enterprise crew was in a similar state.

Chekov dizzily awoke to find Spock at his place, fighting grimly with the
sluggishly responding instruments of the helm., He tried to clear his fuzzy mind
and find out what was happening. At that moment he heard a cxy from Sulu, who
ves gazing at the screen after pulling himself slowly to his feet, Kirk was
suddenly at Spock's side, trying to help him. Chekov struggled to his feet and
peered over the edge of the helm,
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"Captaini"™ he shouted at the sight. 'We're right in Klingon territory! That's
violating the treaty..."

Kirk glanced at him and said quietly, "I know that, Imsign. That's why we're
trying to do something about it."

"There's a Klingon Battlecruiser approaching!® continued Chekov.

Kirk quickly called, “Open ship to ship frequencies, Lt. Uhura," keeping his
eyes on the screen.

"Sir!® she affirmed.

Kirk peered at the registration number of the Klingon ship. "Don't know it,"
he muttered to himself., Returning to the command chair, he told Spock not to
attempt any helm manoeuvres for the moment, and raising his voice, he began a
message to the Klingons,

He was interrupted. "There is no need to apologise, Kirk, We understand
the situation porfectly. Now, after your own quaint custom - do you have any last
wishes? Otherwise...™ he paused, to delight in picking the appropriate cliche.
"Prepare to meet your doom, Captain Kirk."

Kirk grimaced and tried again. "Commander.,."
"Kaan. Commander Kaan," supplied the Klingon, grinning,

"Commander Kaan - let me explain." Xirk broke off, realising it was futile -
how could he explain what had just happened? He looked to Spock for advice., Spock
sald softly,

"I think we can risk trying the cngines again now; the helm appears to be
responding. Since the Klingons seem unwilling to discuss the matter, perhaps a
retreat would be the most prudent course of action under the circumstances?™

Kirk slowly nodded. Chekov glanced anxiously at the Captain, and receiving
his signal, put the ship into full reverse,

The Klingon Battlecruiser responded immediately by advancing in to the attack.
The Interprise activated hex shields just in time and Kirk held his fire and
continued to retreat. :

However, before long reports of damage were coming in from all departments,
and Scotty told Kirk that 1f no action were taken to retaliate, it really would
be time *to meet thelr doom’.

Kirk tried again to contact the Klingon Commander, but it was useless., The
nterprise rocked repeatedly under the attack.

It was a difficult decision, but finally Kirk had to give the order to fire.
A stream of blue light shot out of the Enterprise and hit the Klingon ship. The
battle commenced. Explosion after explosion followed, Kirk merely wanted to
protect the Enterprise and therefore fired only to cover their retreat; however,
suddenly the Klingon ship ceased fire.

After a moment of silence, Sulu reported, "Klingon ship disabled, sir,"

Kirk closed his eyes and wondered how he was golig 1o handle this. Then
another impulse shook the Enterprise and the ship became totally immobilised.

"ie are again within range of that planet, sir," sald Spock. "I belicve we
may be in the path of a form of energy beam radiating from it; perhaps similar
to whatever attacked us earlier and caused the ship to enter the Klingon zone in
the first place. It seems to be holding the Klingon Battlecruiser in a like
mannexr.”

The only possible solution was to visit the planet’s surface and try to
contact whoever was controlling the beam. Kirk filled Sootty in on the situation,
leaving him with the con and with oxders to stand by until further notice. Kirk
could not even be sure of what to do himself until he knew more about the
clreoumstances.,
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Ma1l members of the landing party are to activate life support belts bhefore
beaning down, Remember, although there is evidence of the presence of Class M
elements, because of scanning difficultics, we can't be entirely sure of the pro-
portions so we have little idea of what it's really like down thewe."

"1'11 beam you down to the largest flat area, Captain, but with that blasted
fog blocking ocur instruments, I don't know if I'll be able to set you down safely.”

"Thenk you, Scotty. Do your best.®

The faniliar columns of colourad light began to replace the figures of Kirk,
Spock, MeCoy, Chekov and Cadet Liemne Draguard. Another group followed.

The next second, Kirk felt a freezing, explosive shock and instant terror,
Was he experiencing materialisation inside a solid object, he wondered? He
struggled wildly, desperately choking on the black coldness. Just as he thought
he was about to suffocate, he found that the oxygen his lungs had been screaning
for was suddenly available. Retching violently, he shook his head and opened his
.eyes. Through a red blur, he saw a glimpse of a vast dark watery expanse all
around him,

Then Kirk went under again, but this time, knowing a little more about the
element in which he had been submerged, he was rapidly able to find a way to
ensure that he remained with his head above water.

 There was a splashing nearby and Spock surfaced, gasping for breath. Kirk
gquickly went to his aid, supporting him and giving hin time to reallse the
situation.

"0,K.?" he asked after o moment. Spock nodded.

The others had begrn to emerge. Spock and Kirk helped whoever they could
reach., Kirk was relieved to see that everybody was present and appeared to be
well, There was a pause while they all panted and splutitered. Then someone
swore, loudly and emphatically, giving expression to the astonishment, fright
and anger they had all felt when they found themselves under water for the first
few instants after materialisation.

"ithat happened to the goddam life support belts?" demanded MeCoy furiously,
and a burst of gigsles preeoded another comment.

"T guess Wwe now have a better idea of what it's really like down here,
Captain.” It was Cadet Dragquard, greatly enjoylng the drama of her first mission.

Kirk quickly got down to the more important matter of organising the party
to make Tor what seemed a shoreline in the distance.

They soon reached land and tried to start a fire to dry themselves, mean=
ahile trying to discover the cause of the life support belts' failure. However,
they found that whatever had rendered their belts useless and also affected their
tricorders, camunicators and phascrs. They resorted to rubbing two sticks
‘together to 1ight a fire.

A confoerence was held later on the beach, to divide up the group into shifts
for the search for the planet’'s inhabitants.

"Remember that the Klln ons must also be somewhere on the-planet,™ Kirk told
everybody, '

HicCoy and an assistant remained at the temporary camp set up in a sheltered
inland spot, and Chekov and Lienne Draguard were to search the shore, while Kirk
and Spock left with a group of men to tackle the mountainous highlands.,

Kirk, Spock and their party cliambed for two hours in silence, struggling to
find footholds, often slipping and falling back along the way. Finally the top
was roached, and they paused to rest., Spock stood, to aid the ragulation of his
breathing: Kirk blunpbd against a rock, and the othors lay exhausteuly in the
dust,

After a while, Kirk raised himself slowly to his feot and gave the order to
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continue the search. As the rest of the group fanned out to explore the area, Kirk
entered a cavern to check it out.

gpock was nearby when he heard a sudden, loud shriek that echoed away into the
mist. It was at first unidentifiasble, but as he heard it a second time he could
tell = thankfully ~ that it did not issue from Human 1ips.

Then Kirk burst from the cave, The scream followed him, in the form of a
great, ferecious wild animal, Tt caught Kirk with one paw, and he gasped as the
sharp claws raked his back, tearing his shirt. He twisted away, but the tigerwlike
creature sank vicious teeth into his arm while the flashing paw wounded his face.
Kirk's Jjaw clenched with the pain.

Spock took off his belt and picked up a rock. He hesitated only z moment
before swunging the belt with the rock in it ‘ahn-woon' Jfashion. His aim was flaww
lessy  the rock hit the animal's head and the beast fell to the ground, heavily
stunmned.

Kirk walked unsteadily towards his Pirst Officer, who had once more saved his
life, opened his mouth to thank him, and pitched forward onto his face.

Lienne and Chekov set out a little later than the other party because IDr.,
McCoy had insisted on attending tc a minor injury Chekov had recelved by slipping
on the rocky beach., After a few miles, they stopped for a moment.

Lienne looked sympathetlcally at the bruise on his forehead and asked, "Does
it hurt badly?®

He grinned wearily at her but sald nothing. She reached her hand up to touch
his forchead and it seemed to Chekov as if the pain subsided.

"le'd better carry on now," she said. They moved a few paces and suddenly
found their way blocked by a Klingon.

"Uh, oh," sald Chekov as they turned and saw that thoy had been silently
surrounded.

It was early evening when Spock and Kirk arrived back at the camp., Spock was
carrying the wnconscious Kirk across his shoulders. Mooy came out of a tent at a
run and was examnining Xirk even before Spock had put him down, He pumped a stimm
ulant into Kirk's uninjured arm and a pain-~killed into the savaged arm., Then he
cleaned the bleod from Kirk's forehead, and at the sight of the gash, he bit his
lip. He glanced up at Spock, demanding to know what had happened.

"Je encountered a wild animal in the mountains which attacked the Captain -
he had entered a cave which I assume t0 have been its lair."

"ook, " sald McCoy, indiecating the faclal scrabches. "I'm afraid that they
nay have damaged his coyes. They're far too close,.,"

"Can you do anything?" sald Spock, a little too quickly for an emotionless
Yulcan.

"I can't assess the damage until he wakes up," replied McCoy quietly. "But
the stimulant is already taking effect."

Kirk groaned. His eyelids fluttered open., Then he forced himself up onto
one elbow, causing a searing flash of pain that make him wince and lie back down
again.

"Jim, " called McCoy softliy.

Kirk turned his head to the side, and his eyes blinked and then widened.
McCoy passed his hand across in front of Kirk's eyes; then back again. There
Was no responsec,

"Bones.,.?" Kirk vas asking weakly.

MeCoy shook his head sadly at Spock and tried half-heartedly to reassure
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Kirk, But Kirk was beginning to come to his senses. He put his hands up to his
eyes, and after a moment of silence, said slowly, "Bones...Spock...I can't see.
What's the mattexr?®

McCoy's face contorted with pain as he heard the agonised whisper, "I can't
believe,.. Bones = am I blind?" :

It was with a very heavy heart that James T. Kirk handed over the command
of the landing party, maybe never again to benefit from the immense beauty of the
universe.

Chekov and Lienne were brdught to the Klingon camp. Commander Kaan slowly
stood as they avrived,

"fwo Federation Humans, sir. We found them just beyond that hilli The area
was searched but there were no others there."

Kean's mouth twisted into a grin as he approached Chekov and Lienne, "You
will tell me the whereabouts of your Ceptain Kirk," he said.

Chekov swallowed ttt kept silent. Liemne glared defiantly at the Klingon.

Kaan was not perturbed. He turned to his First 0fficer. "If we can get Kirk
down on this planet we shall be victorious. With the damage to our ship, it may
not be 80 easy to win the battle in space.” He held his hand out to one of the
Klingon guards, who passed him a glowing piece of wood from the fire,

Chekov's eyes wildened.

"Just because our weapons do not function down here on this planet, it doos
not mean we are at a loss for ways to persuade you to give us the answers we want,"
said Kaan, brandishing the fire in front of their faces. "We will begin with you,"
he went on, looking at Chekov, Liemnne snarled and threw herself at Kaan, clawing
at his eyes. B8he was brutally jerked back and restrained by two guards,

Kaan had not flinched, but now a hard glint appeared in his eyes as he leerw
ed at Lienne. He tossed the glowing wood to the ground and tilted her chin up
roughly. His tongue flicked thoughtfully to the corner of his mouth. He sald,
"I think I shall interrogate this prisoner privately in my quarters. Take her
there,”

Chekov's stomach constricted at the words. He glanced at Lienne and she held
his gaze unconcernedly, mouthing, "Don't talk!" He looked worried and confused,
and she gave him a reassuring grin. Then she turned to scowl at Kaan with
undisguised loathing., Kaan was very anused, :

The arrival of a messonger drew his attention away from Lienne. She shrugged
herself free from the guards and stuppod closer to Chekov., The two Klingons moved
nearer but did not take hold of her again.

"It. Mir reporting, sir," said the messanger. "We have information concern-
ing the Humans, We managed to take onc prisoner. He was alone when we found him."

"Jho is it?" demanded Kaan.

"Nowone of any importance, sir., In any case, the subject died under
interrogation.”

Chekov and Lienne were aghast at the man's callousness,

"Never mind," said Kaan, eyeing his two prisoners. "The information?"

"Kirk is no longer leader of their partys The Vulcan has taken over command.™
Kaan saw from his prisoners' reaction that they had not known. "iihy?"

"He was injured., The detalls are not known, but one thing is certain. Kirk
is blind,®




Lienne choked.
Chekov stared
unbelievingly.

Kaan walked away,
motioning to his
First Officer to
follow,

"Let them go,™ he
said, once out of
earshot.

"Let them got?"
repeated the Firsi
Officer, shocked,

"After what they
have just heard,
where do you think is
the first place they
will go?"

The Klingon
understeod. "We will
follow them?™ he asked,

"Yes. Unobtruse
ively. One man can do
the job. Then we can
finish this quickly,
now that Kirk is out
of the way."

"I will arrange it,
Commandetr,"

"And let them feel
that they have
escaped. They may be
stupid, but they will

undoubtedly suspect
our motives if we free
them too obviously."

"Yeg , sir. [

A young Klingon eagerly volunteered for the task of tracking Chekov and Lienne,
As 1t began to grow darker, they found them selves unguarded for a moment and
immediately set to work loosening cach other's fetters., They were soon free of
the flimsy bonds.

Once well away from the Klingon camp, they separated. “You find somewhere
to hide until morning,” said Lienne gently, "in case we are followed., I will go
in another direction.”

Chekov, dazed and unhappy, cbeyed her.

gpock sat by the glowing embers in the middle of the camp, silently waiching
Kirk, among the sleeping crewmen, until he was satisfiled that his Captain had also
finally fallen asleep. It had been a very long day for Jim Kirk...

A soft breeze ruffled Kirk's hair as he stood and hreathed the fresh Terran
air, Around him in the silver light was the living beauty of Earth, his home,
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The landscapc was perfect; lovely... He sensed the warmth of a presence beside
him -~ Lienne? Kirk knew that something was wrong. He felt a strange sensation
of fear, apprehension; a premonition that something worse than anything he had
ever expericnced was going to ha@pen. But he didn't know what it was that he was
anticipating, :

A2 he slowly began to turn in the direction of dhe moon, the feeling increas-
ed and he knew it was centralised there. He began to shake as he felt the moon
coming nearers Suddenly it was there, within his vision; a glant moon that
flamed horrifyingly with a red, unnatural fire; ‘The light sky became stained
black with blood, and the sea gathered together in one great tidal wave that
never broke, Yawning cracks appeared in the shuddering ecarth and the hills became
scorched, silhouetted against the inferno that blazed atross the land in an all-
destroying flood. A cold sweal Troke out on Kirk's forehead as he heard the
scream torn from the throats of suffering millions...

Kirk glanced in despair to his side, where Lienne had been standing. She
Was no longer there. . ‘

He cried out wildly, but there was no answer. He was left, lonely in this
alien Barth, to watch in horror while all he knew and loved and lived for was
consumed in burning death. An unendurable grlef that would last to eternity
filled his heart and he dropped
to his knees, sobbing...

Spock became alruptly awake
and sat up in the darkness.
Locking around, he saw Kirk,
writhing in pain on the
ground. He bent over him and
was almost shocked to see tears
rolling down Kirk's agonised
face. Spock gently shook him,
trying to bring him out of
it, whispering, “Captain,
wake up..."

Kirk moaned. and shuddered.
His voice awoke McCoy and
several others of the crew.
McCoy ran to his side, where
Spock was staring at Kirk,
fighting to retain his
Vulcan impassivity. A group
began to gather around Kirk.

Dr. McCoy was already preparing
a hypo, but when Spock laid a hand
on his arm, he saw that Kirk
was gradually bringing hime
self out of the night-
mare, - Meloy
quickly turned
to the group
of onlookers;
one or two
of them were
near ‘tears,
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He gently sent them away and returned his atitention to Kirk. He saw the blind
eyes still haunted by the memory of the dream,

Then Kirk shook himself awake., Reallising the situation, he forced himself
to his feet. DMcCoy and Spock tried to restrain him, but he troke away with such
bitter forcefulness that they had to let him go. Then they both followed just
behind him, gquietly.

Kirk passed the two guards on leaving the camp and they instinctively jumped
to attention, but he did not reacth.

He walked slowly further out into the night, his feet seeming to avoid
obstacles as 1f they oould see them. He gulped the cold air deeply, trying to
stop the shaking of his limbs, Sweat mixed with the tears on his cheeks and he
wiped his eyes awkwardly with his sleeve.

Lienne left Chekov and walked into the forest. After a while, she stopped
and waited, 5Soon a figure appeared from among the trees.

"Lienne?" asked a volce,
"Yes, What happened?"

"Kaan oxdered you to be freed and then secretly pursued to your camp., HowWe
ever, that is all taken care of. I volunteered to0 be your tail." A breeze ruff-
led the leaves and a streak of moonlight illuminated the features of the young
Klingon,

"Good., Now we must follow the beam to its source. I hope we will be able
to pursue it accurately enough that it won't take long," said Lienne, her voice
betraying a little of her distress.

"Lienne, if we succeed, you will be able to help your Captain," said the
Klingon, comfortingly.

She nodded sharply, fighting off dejection. "We will merge our power for
extra stability now," she sald, and they assumed a pose somewhat like the Vulcan
mind meld, After a moment they turned as one towards the distant mountains and
set off in that direction.

They had been trying to find wherc the beam was centred, amd who controlled
it, for over three hours, when Lienne, becoming more and more agitated, snapped,
"We have to find it!"

She ran to the top of the hill., "Please - I know you're there. We need
your helpi"

There was only an empty silence.
"Lienne, calm down," ventured the Klingon. She turned slowly to him,

"The Captain..." she sald miserably. The thought of Kirk spurred her into
fury. YAt least listen to melf!®

Again, the stillness of the night.

She began., "One man has already died on this planet. Another - my Captain -
has lost his sight and suffers greatly. There will soon be conflict between the
two groups of space travellers here. There will be even more bloodshed, suffering,
death. You can prevent this., You must! Remove your force field: allow us to
return to our ships. While we are trapped here, we have no hope."

The Klingon moved to her side. He hesitated, and then spoke too. "At this
very moment, my people are hunting her people. In solf defence, her people are
planning ways to replace thelr non=functioning weapons. Hate is increasing;
death and destruction are all that can follow, all that can come of your
restrictions.” He paused, then nurmured to Lienne, "This is ridiculous; we don't




12

even know if it is listening, if it can understand...or even if there is any-
thing to hear us here." He lifted his eyes in hopelessness. Then he frowned and
nudged Lienne. She looked up at the sky and gasped. They gazed in amazement as
a star dislodged itself and began to soar across the heavens, blazing a vivid
blue wake behind it. The strangeness of the sight awed them, but also inspired
a little hope. The Klingon put his arm round Lienne,

The alien made contact with them. They were enveloped in a blue, throbbing
light and heard in their minds the words - /The aggression was there before I
froze your vessels; that was the reason for my actions. I do not want any such
contanination in my worid. I belleve your prediction to be accurate; therefore
T will be forced to eliminate your people and their vessels./ ILienne and the
Klingon found themselves unable to move as they tried to respond. /But I will
spare both of your lives because you are different. You speak of disharmony be-
tween your peoples, and yet there is no aggression in either of you towards the
other. That is goods/

This tine, as soon as the alien had finished, they were able to speak,
Iienne cried out, "You don't understand -~ we came here to beg for the release of
our fellows, not to secure our own lives, I don't want to live if they die.
They are no more evil than we are..."

The young Klingonzrealised with alarm that her emotional reaction was probab-
1y only leading to the alien's deciding to include them as well in the eliminatw
ion. He interrupted her. "Please consider what I have to say," he told the
alien, "If we prevent any further violence, will you release us all? If we
prove that love and respect can be demonstrated by our people?"

The alien began again. /I know of love - there is enough proof of that in
her words - but why should that be a reason to ignore their aggressiveness?/

Lienne kept silent this time and left it to the Klingon. He answered
slowly. :

"There have been many differences between our races for a very long time.
However, we had come to an agreement; we had a truce, though a delicate one, and
it was because of this truce that thies conflict arcse. It was because their ship
entered our territory." He paused. "aAnd that was not thelr fault," he declared
emphatically.

The alien did not reply for many seconds. Finally, they heard, /That is
correct. T was the one who caused the ship to move. Perhaps in my attempt to

protect myself, I have mede matters worse. I did not wish to cause suffering my-
self, as with your Captain; I only wanted to conceal myself,

T will remove the field of emergy if you prove to me that this aggression
can be overcome., Iif not, my original plan will be carried out - inclusive of
you both./

Then the blue luminescence disappeared. They stared at each other for a
moment and. then began to smile. The Klingon tovk Lienne into his arms and hugged
her with relief.

Then they sepaxated and left hurriedly; Lienne to find Kirk, and the Klin-
gon to return to his camp.

Lienne arrived at the forest where their camp was situated. She stopped to
regain her kreath. She was about to go through into the clearing when she caught
sight of Xirk standing staring %lindly into the darkness.

She walked up to him, DMNcCoy and Spock, recognising Lienne, exchanged looks;
spock silently beckoned McCoy away, instinctively knowing that Kirk would be safe
as long as Lienne was there. :

Kirk was still feeling very sensitive about appearing so vulnerable in front
of the others., As she approached, he sald quietly, "Please leave me alone,"
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"Captain, could I speak to you, please?”

He recognised the volce and suddenly remembered her nnaccountable presence
in his delirious dream.

Thinking she was probably still unaware of his situation he began, "Cadet
Draguard, I am no longer in command of the landing party.®

She said, "I know, sir," to relieve him of the difficulty of having to
explain further,

"Did you achieve anything in your search?" he ased, "“Where is Ensign Chekov?"

"Yes, sir, I did achieve something...I hope. HEnsign Chekov will be returning
to camp in the mornlng." Then she took his face gently in her hands and softly
kissed the wounds on his forehead. They slowly faded, as Chekov's bruise had done
when she touched it, Kirk was about to protest, but she said quietly, "Don't
worry. Just keep still for a while," Then she silently prayed for success as
she embarked on the most important and demanding meld of her life, carefully
placing her hands over his eyes. Above her glimmered a sapphire star, unnoticed,
but involved in the happening...

Hours passed like minutes, with Lienne and Kirk submerged in the trance~like
world of the Aerolythan meld., Finally she drew back, exhausted.

Slowly, Kirk's eyes opened, Lienne watched him carefully. He sat very still,
then his face took on the look of a small boy as he lifted his gaze and blinked,
almost frightened. After a long pause he turned hesitantly to look at her.

"I don't understand," he sald huskily.

"Nor do I, really," she answered gently. "It doesn't matter how it happened;
it's enough that it did, isn't it"

Kirk stared at her. Then he smiled. Lienne was surprised to feel her heart
Jump in response to that smile, Inpulsively, he pulled her into his arms., She
laughed, and for a brief instant only she almost wished the impulse had lasted a
little longexr.

Kirk shook his head as if he still couldn't believe it, then laughed with
her, finally giving release to his emotions.

The sun was just rising. Kirk noticed for the first time how pleasant this
planet really was, The ground was still pale with frozen dow; the sky was a cold,
pure biue and the two merged hazily at the horizecn., He sighed and grinned at
Liemme, "Shall we go back to camp?" he said,

"First I want to make sure Chekov hasn't got lost," she replied, and took
Kirk's communicator from his belt.

"But that doesn't work..." He stared in amazement as she established contact
with Chekov, who was Jjust as surprised to hear his communicator bleep at him,

Iienne, Chekov and Kirk walked into camp together. Spock and MceCoy were
sitting next each other, surrounded by the rest of the crew, some still dozing
on a friend's shoulder, some conversing quietly as they waited for the morning.
They had been like that for the whole night; McCoy frequently getting up to pace
anxiously, Spock remaining silent except for an occasional attempt to reassure
the Doctor.

Everyone turned as the three appeared. MeCoy was immediately aware that Kirk's
actions were thoge of a man using his eyes. He leaped up, his face a mixture of
disbelief and joy, &pock followed rapidly behind him, his own expression not
betraying the relief in his own mind. The rest of the crew began to scramble
hurriedly to their feet.

MeCoy was attempting the impossible by trying to say something intelligible,
gpock took refuge in his customary, "Fascinating!™

Everybody, especially Spock, seemed to pref:r having Kirk leading the party agaia.
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Kirk himeelf was having no difficulties in resuming his duties. He was questione
ing Lienne and Chekov about the Klingons, and how the force field was removed,
and was contacting the Enterprise at the same time,

It was at that moment that Liennets Kiingon acquaintance ran into the middle
of the ¢learing and came to an alrupt halt at the sight of several phasers sudd-
enly trained on him., Iienne screeched, "Don't firel™ and enforced her words by
rushing up to the Klingon and shielding him with her body. There was a moment of
tension while everybody stared at her in perplexity. Chekov lowered his phaser,
but he felt very concerned about Lienne.

She glanced pleadingly at Kirk, who took the risk, saying, "0.K., everybody,
do vwhat the lady says."

Once every phaser was out of the way, Lienne dragged the Klingon to Kirk and
told him, "Captain, this is Lt. Mardon. He helped me last night to find the
alier controlling the energy beam; in fact, if it hadn't been for him, we would
probably all be dead by now."

Kirk tried to puzzle it out, and failed. "Why?" he asked.

"ihy d4id he help? Well, you see, he may look like a pure Klingon, but he
comes from Aerolythia. He's half Aerolythlan."

"Half Aerolythian, half Klingon? That's a strange combination," commented
McCoy,

"Please, Doctor, that's rather a sore subject for him," said Lienne in an
undertone, MeCoy huxrledly apologised.

"ihy are you working with the Kiingon BEmpire?" Kirk asked.

"T hadl to see what it was like living with my father's people for a while,
after having stayed on Aerolythia all my 1ife," he replied, "I have to keep the
details of my...parentage...quiet; the Klingons probably wouldn't accept me 1if
they knew the truth. and sometimes, where Klingon policy conflicts with my own
judgement, I have to take the risk of being found out - like now. Commander Kaan
has decided to confront you here on the planet, and he will find your camp very
soon, I came here to warn you, because..." He stopped suddenly and looked at
Lienne.

She nodded, "I sense them approaching t00, You'd betber get out of here,"

Lienne then quickly explained to Kirk the alien's conditions for releasing
them, Kirk remembered the ccewman they had already lost to the Klingons, but he
reglised that this time he would have to control his bitterness. The dead were
dead, and avenging their deaths would not bring them back; only risk the lives
of others in this case. He hailed Scotty, and told him to stand by.

Kirk took only McCoy, Spock and Lienne with him to meet the Klingons, and
they went unarmed.

Comnandier Kaan was Gelighted. He had thought it would be easy, but never
this easy. He dccided not to kill them all straight away, and enquired about
Kirk's health. Kirk answered him shortly. The Kiingon who had brought the
report avout Kirk's blindness cringed as the Commander turned to glance at hin.
Kaan returned his attention to the Federation party and began. "I am sorxy it
should end this way..."

Licnne strode up to him and declared, '"We propose a peaceful agreement.”
He ignored her words, but in amused recognition, pulled hexr to him and kissed
her hard. ‘

gpock had to prevent Kirk and McCoy from responéing, but Llenne, once

releasecd from Kaan's grip, slapped him across the face so hard that he stumbled
bvackwards, He looked astonished and then began to roar with laughter.

Kirk dceided to stop Licnne going too far, and approached Kaan himself,
guietly pushing her back to McCoy and 8pock.

"Kaan, I want to talk peace with you," he said. Kaan looked'ai him and
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stopped laughing.
"Peace? You werc the ones who viclated the treaty."

Mardon, who had somehow managed to rejoin the Klingon party without his
absence being suspected, stepped forward. "Sir, you are aware that something was
at first preventing our electrical equipment from Ffunctioning on this planet?” he

said. "Well, this force was what caused the Federation ship to pass our boundarics."

"How do you know?" shot back the Commander.

"Because, sir, last night I encountered the inhabitant of this planet who was
producing the energy field. With some help, I managed to sccure our relcase From
the alien - on one condition. Thai no violence take place between us and the
Humans. Besides, you yourself cannot believe that even a Human would deliberately
break the treaty without any reason, and then immediately wish to renew it, Tt
makes little sense.

Kaan glared at him, "What proof can you give me of this mecting?"
"He has no proof, but if you want to live, you'd better believe him," intep=
Jected Lienne.

Kean ignored her remark again and turned to his First Officer. "Is he to be
trusted? He is a Klingon - one of my men." He paused and added, "It would not be
mach of a vietory; even if we kill Kirk, the Enterprise is now free to destroy my
ship. I do not wish to spend the rest of my days on this planet." He made up his
mind. “Kirk, I have decided to forgive your trespass this once." He shook Kirk's
hand. '

Kirk quietly overlooked the Klingon's patronising air, and hid the nemory
of his crewman's death behind his grin of acknowledgoment.,

They were all happy to watch the transporter room of the Enterprise appeax
around. them as they beamed up. Scobty welcomed them with delighted relief. Kirk
made a final check around the bridge for the night and on the way back to his
cabin he encountered Lienne. He wished her goodnight and was about to continue
on his way when he hesitsted and said, "Mise Draguard, therc's something I'm still
not sure about. That night in the camp I dreamed..."

"I know." She smiled., "I'was trying to communicate with you telepathically,
but your mind was too delirious for me to be successful,"

"I see,” sald Kirk. Then he noticed a figure come around the corier and
quickly skid to a stop on catching sight of Kirk. "Goodnight, Miss Draquard,"
Kirk said helpfully. "I think Ensign Chekov just might have something to say to
you." Ralsing his voice as he walked off, he said, "Handle her carefully, Chekov,
She has just officially become part of the crew of the Enterprise, Starfloet Just
answered my recommendation for her promotion.”

He left Licnne dumbfounded with delight.
At

KIRK: = Hey, Spock, is the library computer repaired yeb?
© 5POCKs Mo, Captain; but what is it you wish to know?

+ + o+ +
MeCOY: Did you take Sulu's temperature?
CHAPELs No; is it missing?

+ o+ + +
CHEKOVs My grandfathor was a Pole,
SULU:s TWorth or  South?

IS o a2 a2
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THE DOOMSDAY MACHINE -~ PROLOGUE by Tan Pearse

Captain's Log, Stardate 4201.4. We are due to carry out routine medical
checks on menmbers of the survey toam on planet five of system 1~370,

On arrival in the system, we discovered that the planets had all been
reduced o xrubble. We have no explanatlon as yot, and are investigating.

Commodore Matt Decker, Capbain of the USS Constellation, turned to his
Science Officer, Tony Masada. "Well, Tony, anything to add?"

Tony scratched his beard, a sign that he was thinking hard. "Only a super=
nova could cause damage like that, and the sun is okay. No excess radiation, no
large meteor showers, no sign of anything that might have done it. Just junk."

Decker paused, digesting the information. Then he moved to the communicat-
ions officer, Lt. Sue James, "Lieutenant, contact Starfleect, Inform them of the
situation, tell them we are conducting a search of the sectop.™

"Aye, aye, sirs" She turned to her console and began composing the message.
"ir., Ryder T
The navigator locked round,

"ot a spiral search pattern centred on the sun of this system, increasing
by two light years each loop. Execute when ready.”

Ryder ncdded, not feeling too confident. It was a long time since he'd done
such a manoeuvre. "“Yes, sir." :

"ir?" Docker reacted to the worry in Lit. James' voide. He moved to stand
by her console, "Subspace frequencies are being disrupted by heavy interference.
I can't make Gtarfleet understand our message."

"Set up an automatic transmission, Iieutenant. Have it repeat the message
until Starfleet understands our message."

"Yes, sir.”

Masada interrupted before Decker could continue. "8ir, long range scan of
systen IL-371 shows 1t is in the same condition as this onel"

Decker reacted swiftly. "Sound yellow alert, Deflectors up. Masada, txy
and get a scan of the next system, and sce if it's still intact, Helm, azhead
warp factor three."

Captain's Log, Stardate 4201.9. BEntering system I~372. Sensor sweep
reveals the same rubble and debris as the last three systems. Subspace
interference is now very high. Contact with Starfleet has been severed,
We are proceeding to the next system. :

Captain'as Log, Stardate 4202.1 Ixceptionally heavy subspace interference
still prevents our contacting Starfleot to inform them of the destroyed
solar systems Wwe have enountered. We are now entering system IL-374.
Science Officer Masada veports the fourth planet secems to be breaking up.
We are going to investigate.

ngip!" The tone of Masada's voice caused cveryone on the bridge to look
round in alarm., "Sensors show a large object over the fourth planet. It scems
to be...cutting it up!"

"Rod 4slert! Lit. James, sound Battle Stations." Decker punched his intercem.
"Attention all hands! This is the Captain. An unidentified object is attacking
the fourth planct of this system. Ye are going to investigate.”
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As the call to Battle Statlons went out, the bridgze crew studied the screen.
The elevator doors whooshed open and the relief personnel piled out to take up
their positions.

Decker moved to stand behind the helmsman. "r. Taylor, alert the phaser
crews, Mr., Ryder, plot a course to take us in to five hundred kilometres from
the object."” He crossed the bridge to the communications comsole. "Lt, James,
open & channel to that object, Try and raise its crew, if it has one." He
-moved back to his chair and studied the screen. It showed an expanding view of
the fourth planet and the object hovering over.it. 4As he watched, a bright blue
pencil of light shot from the obJect and hit the planet. The planet visibly
trembled and huge chunks flew off in all directions.

"antl-proton beam," explained lMasada, hunching over his scanner. "The pure
est I've ever seen! That thing must generate a tremendous amount of power to
keep it that way,"

Decker grunted an acknowledgement and continued watching the screen. The
rubble from the planet was slowly mov¢ng towards the object, as if being reeled
in. BEvidently a tractor bean was in use.

"Wr. Taylor, can we get a better view of that thing?"

"I think so.™ He increased the magnification. The object seemed to zoom
towards the viewers, T was now seen as basically cylindrical, tapering towards
“ne end. The wide, open, end ~ from which the beam had come - was facing the
planet. The rubble could be seen to be going in.

Decker frowned. "Is it...digesting that?"

Masada shrugged. "Could be, though how 1s beyond me." He turned back to
his scanner. After a while, he said, "Whatever that thing is, it's big. Reads
as Just over 3.2 kilometres long, mass...7253 million metric tonnes,”

Someone gave a low whistle. Masada.continued. "I cannot get readings of
the object's interior - possibly the hull is blocking my scans. I do detect an
unusually high energy level.™

Lt. James gave up trying to contact the thing. "Sir, no response from the
object, Subspace interference incredibly high.”

Decker didn't like that one bit,
Taylor troke the ensuing silence. "Now in phaser range."

Decker came to a decision. MReduce speed. Lock phasers on target - narrow
fire angle."

"Phascrs locked on, sir, Narrow angle. Range 437 miles,"
"Fire phasers!®

The twin beams lanced out, catching the object squarely amidships. "Got himl"
yelled Taylor,

Masada turned from his scanner, disbelief on his face. "No effect at alll"

Decker sWung round to stare at Masada, unwilling to believe what he had
heard. "Clese in, Mr, Taylor, (Continue firing."

The Constellation closed rapidly on the emormous object, phasers hitting it
repeatedly, but to no avall,

"Range 100 kilometres, closing..."

Again and again the Constellation struck, and again and again the beams
bounced off.

Decker kanew when he was beatan - for the moment, at least. "Cease firing.
Take us out to 300 miles."™ He turned to Masada. "TPony, what if,.."

- "3ir, look!" Taylor's cry cut across his sentence, He spun round. The
object vas turning to face them. The open maw now plainly visible was big enough
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to swallow ten starships and still leave a gap round the edge...

"Helm, hard about! Get us clear! BEngineering, emergency poWwer to the
shields - now!" Decker could guess what was coming.

And it did. The blue beam fired again. The Constellation bucked, lights
went out, flickered on, and went off again. People tumbled across the deck as
the ship rolled. At last the helm change took effect and the image of the object
began to slide across and off the screen, The ship steadied, the lights came up,

Bmoke drifted from one of the bridge consoles. Sparks flew from another,
dying as the cut-offs came into effect. People picked themselves up off the
floor and staggered to thelr chairs, Masada wiping blood from his eye.

Decker surveyed the bridge and turned to Lt, James. "Damage report, as
goon as you can.”

She nodded weakly. A large bruise was coming up on her temple.
"Helm, what's our position?®

YHeading away from the object, sir. Range, twenty thousand kilometres,
course 114 mark 6.,

A low mutter became audible as the damage reports began to come in. Decker
crossed to Masada. "How about the intruder? What's it doing?"

Masada studied his scamner for a while, then straightened, "It's Just
carrying on, We don't seem to have camaged it."

Decker swore quletly. 4ll that effort and risk, for nothing.

"Sir, damage reports are now complete.™ It, James had apparently recovered

her poise. Decker shot her a questioning glance. "Damage reports fr-n all decks.
No casualties, although several crewmen are reported injured. Hull breached,
Deck 6, Section 1l - damage party sealing it now. Photon torpedo room reports
heavy damage, photon torpedo tubes inoperable. Engincering reports damaged but
operational; power levels are down by 39%. The swimning poecl is leaking into
the deck below.”

The last report elicited chuckles and btroad grins from the bridge crow.
"Phat's all, sir,"

"Thank you, Lieutenant. Continue trying to raise Starfleet.™ -

With the photon torpedos out, the ship's heaviest armement was out. Damn!

"Helm, come about. Head fox the object, but slowly ~ we don't want to att-
ract its attention. Stand by on phascrs." He sat back in his chair and opencd
the intercom. "Engineering, how will our deflectors stand up to another attack?"

"Barely, sir. The gencrators are badly strained as it is. If we get hit
again there's no telling what they'll do." ,

"'hen we'd better get in a positlon where we can't get hit., Mr, Ryder,
plot a course that will twring us in behind the object."

He turncd to the science console, then sprinted across to it. "Masada? Are
you all right?"

Thore Was no answer.
Masada had slumped across the console, his head bleeding. Decker turned,
"Get a medic up here on the doublel" ’

He gently 1ifted Meeada's head off the console. There was a large gash down
the side of his head that was bleeding copiously., His shoulder was disfigured,
as if it had been put out of joint. Decker carefully leancd him back against his
chair, .
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A call from Ryder reminded him that he had other things to worry about,
"Course laid in, sir.®

"Ixecute, Warp factor O.1."

The elevator doors opened and a nurse stepped out. She looksd around.
Decker called, "Nurse, over here." She guickly joined him and immediately began
exanining Masada's head and shoulder, ™"Whal are the changes that he can carry
on working?"

The murse looked up and said, "Slim, I'm afrald. He's going to neéd thorough
treatment for that arm.”

Decker nodded and moved back to his chair. The screen showed the object
continuing to reduce the planet to rubble. As he watched, Decker saw the planet
explode as the object's beam sliced through its crust to the molten core,

"Slowly, Mr, Taylor - we don't want to alert it to our prescnce."

The Constellation crept forward, her crew alert for any sudden moves. The
nurse moved forward to stand beside Decker's chair, "Mr. Masada will have to go
to sickbay for further treatment."

"put T need him here!®

The nurse refused to be intinidated., "I'm sorry, sir, but he's in no fit
state to continue working."

Decker knew she was right. Mesada needed treatment badly. "Okay, take hifi
down, Let me know when he's fit."

"Yes, sir." One of the guards helped her walk Masada to the elevator,
Decker looked arxound. "Mr, Taylor, take over the science station."

Taylor quickly vacated his seat, which was taken over by one of the reliefs,
who swiftly studied the board. "Range, 900 miles, sir."

"Thank you, Mr. Douglas, Take us in to 600 miles, and keep us away from the
front end.™

The Constellation cautiously closed on thé huge object. Hither it hadn't
detected them, or it wasn't concerned; either way, it didn't react.

"Range 600 miles, sir."
"fire phasersi!
Aain the phaser beams struck. 4s before, thore was no effect,

Taylor turned from the scanner hood. "I don't think we will damage it this
way, sir. The thing's ouber skin is too densel!™

Decker ignored him, "Parallel course., Continue firing."

The Constcllation moved above the object, along its length, raking it with
phaser fire. Taylor's voice echoed thelr frustration. "The phasers are having
no effect whatsoever.®

It was the helmsman's turn to call out, "3ir, we're getting rather near the
front of the thing."

Decker heeded the warning. "Helm, hard about. Come to 316 mark 10. Take
us out to 12,000 piles." ‘

As the Constellation began to turn, the object reacted., Turning surprising-
ly swiftly, its open maw came to Lear on the fleeing ship. Decker barely had
time to shout, "Brace yourselves!"™ before the blue beam struck again. This time
the Constellation did more than buck. She rolled heavily, at the same time pitch—
ing violently backwards. The ship was filled with the sound of screeching metal,
On the bridge, people were throvwn out of seats and tosszed back and forth across
the deck.
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Panels sparked and exploded and all the lights blacked out., In one of the
atmospheric regencration plants, a piece of heavy machinery tore loose from its
mountings and carwered across the deck, smashing into the adjacent corridor. is
the gklp rolled the other way, it hurtled back the way it came, crashed through
the wall and out into space: Instantly a gale sprang up as the atmosphere rushed
out, continuing until the section was automatically secaled off. Elsewhere, the
hull split as overworked metel, strained beyond its design limits, buckled and
tore. The beam struck again, Down in Engineering, a technician stared horrified
as energy flow gauges swung sharply into the danger zone and then swung back as
the cutouts tripped. The main warp controls blew, sending technicians and sparks
across the deck, Flames began to billow out, and the fire alarns Joined those
already ringing in other parts of the ship. Down in the shuttlecraft hangax,
one of the ship's shuttlecraft came loose from its moorings and plunged across
the bay, crashing into its neighbour before it tore a hole in the bulkhead and
tumbled into spacc. Having knocked the Constellation out of its range, the
object ignored it, and moved out into the further reached of the solar systen,
where scveral planets remained untouched. Slowly the Constellation stopped its
wild gyrating.. Inside, the emergency lighting came on, dimmed, then struggled
back to full power. '

On the tridge, chaos reigned. Half of the consoles were damaged beyond ree
cognition; one was burning, sending clouds of smoke into the air. Bodies were
sprawled everywhere. @Hventually, one of them began to stir. Decker sat upright,
rubbing his head and surveying the damage. The bridge was clearly a write-off,
His ears caught the high-pitched whistle that meant a #low leak,

Othexr bodies began to move as he stood up. He moved around the tridge, shake-
ing the sprawling figures. When he came across Taylor, he stopped. The young
helmsman's head lay on the deck, twisted at a strange anglc to the rest of his
body. Decker realised that he had a broken neck,

Decker continued round the tridge, assisting people to their feet and
checking the damage. it last the survivors were standing up, or being held up.
Decker addressed thom.

Mie must evacuate the bridge., I intend to go to the emergency bridge and
run the ship from there. I want two people to come with me,"

James and Ryder stepped forward. Decker nodded, *as for the rest of you,
those who need it go to sickbay. The others try to find out what our danage
status is, and report back to me. Let’s go.®

They all got into the elevator, which was, miraculously, still working, and
headed down., After dropping off the injured, Decker, Jamer and Ryder continued
on to the emergency tridge. On entering, they could see that things were in faire
1y good shape. They went to various consoles and begen the power-up sequence,
Decker tried the intercon. '

"This is the Captain speaking. Anyone who can hear me, report your status
to the cmergency tridge. I repeat, anyone who can hear me, report your status.™

" As the damage reports ‘came in, Decker began to appreciate the state of the
Constellations The warp drive was useless. Decks 1 through 6 were mostly unine
habitable; the remainder of the primary hull wasn't much better off. The sen-
sors were badly damnsged, as were the phasers, but still operational at much
reduced range. ILife support systems were damaged but working, though for how much
longer was anyone's guess. (asualties were remarkably light. Navigation systoms
were only just working, and helm controls were pretty unreliable, though both were
under repair., S0 was the impulse drive. Transporters were partially disabled,
communications not much better. The hull had been breached in a dozen places
and seriously weakencd in a cdogzen more. The warp nacelles were dead -~ apparently
the anti~-matter was no longer active. There was no sign, as far as the damaged
sensors could vell, of the cause of the trouble. Decker hoped it had gone on to
the next system. If it hadn't, there was nothing they could do about it.

He came to a difficult decision,,and opened the intercom., "This is the
Captain speaking., Our ship is seriously damaged and will not support us for much
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longer. The third planet of this system is undamaged and has a breathable atmos-
phere. The object we werc pursuing has moved away. I intend to attempt to call
Staxfleet and then bean us down to the third planet. The ship will stay in a high
orblt, in case it explodes, and will act as a distress beacon., Begin Abandon Ship
procedure, Captain oub,"

He slumped back into his chair. This was it. He was about to lose his
command., Bub what else could he do? He'd tried everything he could think of.,..

His thoughts were interrupted by Ryder's guiet voice, "5ir, we have limited
subspace capability."

Decker looked up, trying to disguisc the look of utter defeat on his face,
"Reccrd a CGistres.ssignal. Broadcast it on all frequencies, and set it to repeat
at short intervals., Then get down the the transporter room, That goes for both
of you."

Ryder opened his mouth to protest, but Decker cut him off, "That's an order,
Mister.,”

Ryder nodied grimly. "Yes, sir."

As Rydexr and James left, Decker began to plot a course for the third planet
and engaged the impulse drive. The Constellation Iimped forward to her last orbit.

Two hours later, Decker was the last porson left aboard. He wandered along
the empty corridors, making a final check to see that everyone had beamed down.
He was saddened at the thought that the ship he had commanded for so long would
now be totally descrted. He looked about for one last time, tears in his eyes,
and headed for the transporter room., A4As he set the controls, he hoped that he
could have anothor crack at the thing that had brought his ship and crew to this.
He walked towards the pad. Suddenly the ship rocked. Decker froze, horrified,,
then turned and headed for the energency bridge at a fast run. Behind him, the
transporter paticntly activated itself and beamed an empty cylinder of air down to
the planet's surface, The ship lurched again, and flames blossomed out from the
console as the hard-pressed clrcuits finally gave up the ghost.

On the emergency bridge, the screen revealed the approaching object. Decker
glanced at the communications pancl, It was still sending the pre-recorded messe
aze. The ship's disaster beacon had also been triggered. It didn't matter, Turn-
ing to the phaser controls, Decker locked them on target with trembling fingers.,
The object now fturned to face the planet, a manoceuvre that also brought it to bear
on the Constellation. A wild gleam filled Decker's eyes as he hit the firing
button.

"I've got you nowl"

The firing systems, already overloaded, failed. The phasers fired, and
locked, firing constantly, Decker watched.in horror as the energy levels dropped
to zero. - The phasers. cut out, and the circuits reset themselves, The blue bean
lanced out again, the outer edge catching the Constellation, The ship lurched and
shuddered; most of the remaining civcuits gave out under the strain, and Decker
vas flung backwards into a chair. In his semi-consclous state, he imagined he
could hear the screams of his men on the planet below, begzing him for help as
the planet began to break up. Finally, mercifully, Decker blacked out,

The Constellation, ite orbit lock broken, drifted away from the holocaust
umolested, almost lifeless, its beacon patiently sending 1lts final communication.

B IR I B o o i e e e

STOREKEEPER: That new uniform fits you like a glove.
KIRK: Can‘t you find me one that fits like a uniform?
' B R EEA
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THE UNDERSTANDING by L.M.Coles

A faint snore filtered through the background hum of air-conditioning and
1life support, to loiter at the edge of his senses.

He ignored the intrusion.

swiiching schematics briskly, he selected a more promising area for his
attention, and proceeded to study and then commit to memory those facts which
offered potential.

The conference on Babel III had proved to be both interesting and beneficial.
Indeed, even the good Doctor had found the seven days enlightening in some res-
pects - although Spock somehow felt McCoy's benefits differed vastly from his own,
in that they came in the form of pretty girls and long-lost drinking partners., It
would be most interesting to read the Doctor's report upon their return to the
Enterprise...

: A further snore drifted across the cabin, followed by a muffled grunt and
gencral fidgeting of limbs, Spock released his mind from the viewer and turned
to follow the distraction. The cause of the disturbance lay precariously perched
on a lounger...arms loosely folded...legs sprawling...and head oddly angled as it

perched dangerously at the chair's edge.

How these Humans manazed to rest in such ridiculous positions never failed
to amaze hin, Indeed, this whole attitude of bodily abuse was totally beyond him.

It was almost ritualistic from beginning to end. Mirstly, the consumption of
vast quantities of alcohol in order to achieve a state of cuphoria, followed by a
condition which could only be described as total collapse in the most convenient
of areas ~ the latter being where the body was subjected to unnecessary contort-
lons in an attempt to *sleep off' the effects the alcoheol was originally intended
for! Totally illogical. He would never understand it.

It was to this final stage of behaviour that Spock was now a witness = and he
reallsed cnly too well the next sequence of events,..headaches,..irritability,..and
an even shorter than usual temper, So, in an attempt to try and eliminate atb
least one further complication in the return to normality, Spock decided to accept
any consequences and act.

"D, McCoy?® He shook z protruding shoulder and received a grunt for his
pains, He tried again - a little harder. '

"Dre MeCoy...1f you continue to 1li¢ in this position your sterno-mastoid will
become overw=extended, resulting in discomfort to yourself.”

An arm swept dangerously near to his head as it carcered upwards in an
erratic fashion. "Owww! My neck's twistedd"

"T belleve, Doctor, I have just stated that," came the Yulcan's flat
statement.

Massaging the painful spot, the doctor sent a menacing glare in Spock's
general dircection. "Humph...damn know-2ll! What the hell d'ya wake me for any=
way? Someone poisoned the plomeek soup?" The shout brought its own retribution.
"aAhbh. ..y aching head...”" He shifted cautiously, lowering his volce to a steady
rnurble, "Damn stupid seating arvangement aboard this ship...can't even get a
decent sleep in peace..." He tried to unkink his back and flinched. "Why didn't
you oxder us a proper cabin, Spock? One with BEDS, for instance?? We're not all
like you, ya know! Some of us actually like to SLEEP...not close down circuits
- for half an hour!"

gpock sighed and 1lifted his eyes wearily. "Dr. MeCoy. In the first place,
the seating aboard this vessel is perfectly adequate for humanoids = if used
correctly. And secondly, if you and the Captain had not insisted upon attending
that ‘party! last evening, we would nct have had to resort to this cargo trans~
porter in order to rendezvous with the Enterprise 6.72 days from now,

4s for my 'closing down'of circuits?, surely my freguent, supposedly medical
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examinations have familiarised you sufficicently with my ceretral structure by now,
for you to realise.,.”

"All right...all zight...you've madc your point..." MNeCoy cradled his head
gingexly. "Pleasec, Spock, just let me die in peace... Go chat up some computer
or annoy Jim...™ Two blocdshot eyes peered around carefully. "...Hey? Where is
Jim anyway? I thought he was here sleeping..."

"The Captain felt in need of a little exercise,"

"EXERCISE!" exclaimed McCoy, his head almost exploding, "I thought he'd had
enough of that last night! Did you see that well-put-together biologist he was
Canoing with...wvhat was her name...Judy? Yes, Judy something-or-octher..." MeCoy
paused, a sly look appearing on his face. "Course, you wouldn't have noticed her
if she'd come in naked$"

Spock chose to ignore the remark,

McCoy shrugged casually at his ninor defeat, and leaned back, his eyes sparke
ling with male appreciation. Somehow, his headache was instantly dismissed as he
recalled the heavenly vision. "Ummm,..now she can teach me a thing or two about
blology...any = tine = she - wants..."

Spock arched an eyetrow dramatically and was about to comment on this
apparent Human obscssion with the opposite sex, when the door burst open, spilling
Torth a very irate - and hung-cover - James T. Kirk,

"3pock! T want this ship reported! Struck off! Decomnissioned!™

"something wrong, Captain?® asked Spock calmly as one area of the deck camne
under assault from stomping boots.

Mrong? WRONG? NOCOcoo, nothing's wrong! WUWhatever made you think there was
something wrong?" The assault increasoed., "I can't got a decent meall! Car!t take
a showery I can't even go to the john without those morons kreathing down my
necki" His anger rosc another notch. "And do you know what they class me as?
What thoy've actually got me down as? In tlack and white?V

Spock opened his mouth to xeply.

"Don'*t answer thaty" The pointed finger held its own warning. "I'll tell
you what they call me...Unauthoriscd - oxcess = bagzmage. ME! A Starship Commander!
EXCESS BACGAGE! I'1l show them who's unauthoriscde..” .

McCey, who was beginning to see the funny side of the whole affair, cascd
himsclf up slowly, and began to cross the cabin to Jjoin his friend. "Never mind,
Jim...worsc things happen at sea - or so they tell me. Here - lot me give you
soncthing for your hangover and - "

"Hangover! Hangover! Who said I had a hangover?!

McCoy cased back sceing the dangerous glint in his friend's eye.

“"OHHE yes...and whilst we're on the subject of drinking,"™ Kirk began delib-
erately, "it's all your fault we're aboard this...this wreck in the first placel"

"MY fault!" came the exclamation. "How in hell's name cm. it be my fault?

You're the one who insisted on going to that party; and if little Miss Blue~eyos
hadn't given you that 'comc on over to my place' look, we wouldn't be - ¥

"There's no need to hring Judy into this! She has nothing to do with it!"

"Humph! In a pig's eye!" snorted MeCoy, and walked over to where his baggage
lay to collect his medical pouch., "Spock? You seen the medikit anywhere?™ He
rummazed unsystematically, _

"Uinfortunately, no, Doctor, as it appears you both reguire sedating if I am to
continve my work uninterrupted.”

Kirk did a double take, then looked across at the dumbfounded face of MeCoy.

His expression was 50 priceless that Kirk could not help but burst out laughing.
Walking across the deck, he reached his companion and slapped him playfully on the
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back, "C'mon, Bones, lobt's find.those magic pills of yours and leave this,.."
His sentence died preomaturely as the cabin lighting dimmed noticeably.

"hat was that?" questioned McCoy.

Kirk, instantly alexrt, watched as his Vulcan friend ralced his head and frowned.
"Spock? Lithiuwm crystals?®

rpossible, Coptain. However, Lithium power reduction is usually compensated
for within a short while."

. "Deflector shields?®

"Nore probable, sir. Cargo vessels have the capability of defence, but not
as a primary function. Power to ship's life support would therefore be most
vulnerable if under attack."

The Human took this last stateament as his signal to act, He had simply been
waiting for Spock's confirmation before making his move, "Let's go take a look.
I don't like the idea of our being termed 'vulnerable'." He made for the door,
indicating that the Vulcan should follow, .As he passed the nearby desk, the ship's
stability shifted viclently under the effects of the unknown danger. Caught off
balance, Kirk reached for a handhold - missed = and fell heavily against the desk,
slamming his head off the sherpe-angled viewer.

Spock, neaver the door, managed to retain his feet at the expense of a lhwuised
shoulder, and guickly crossed the deck to the crumpled figure. The Captain was
out cold; a nasty laceration tracking upwards above his left ear, Already, his
hair was sticky with blood as it pumped out steadily from tho cut, making it iffe-
icult to determine its severity.

iware that McCoy had not yet appearcd on the scene, Spock peered into the
dimness in time to see the Surgeon rising dazed and disorientated from behind a
lounger.

"are you uninjured, Deotor?" The urgency within the words jolted McCoy, s
setting off alarm bells in his fuzzy brain.

"Yos...I think so. Why? What's wrong?" He shook his head to clear the
last of the fogminess and stumbled out.

"The Captain has..."

Reaching them before Spock hal the chance to finish, MeCoy pushed the Vulcan
aside roughly and knelt down. “Let me sec..." He checked the unconscious form
qulckly, and efficiently, mentally ticking off his findings. He glanced up, his
voice firm, “Fetch the medikit, Spock, I want to make sure there's no fracture
here,"

"poctor, as I have already stated, I do not know where the medikit is. It
is usually your responsiblility." He eyed McCoy stoically.

"Dammit, Spock, I gave it to you last night! You must have it!" The accus-
ation shouted into the stilinces.

"octor, T am not in the habit of lying..." He paused before finishing
quietly "...Especially where the Captain's life is concerned.”

Mccby swallowed painfully. "Sp0cke s o Les I sOXTy. I know you'wouldn't
delib ramely..." His words were interrupted.

"May T suggest you tend the Captain to the best of your ability in the
circumstances, whilst T investigate the present crisis." The Vulecan stood, his
lean frame hovering for a few seconds before he moved towards the door, As the
aperture slid open, McCoy called out softly.

"gpock.” The black silken head turned. "Watch yourself,” Dark eyes softe
ened and then he was gone,

The slow heavy breathing of an unconscious man punctuated the stillness with
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the predictability of a ticking clock. McCoy checked his patient for tho umpteenth
time, and for the umpteenth time sat back on his heels and waited.

Where in God's name was Spock? He'd been gone for hours! And what was
happening? Apart from one slight Jjolt and a further reduction in lighting, the
ship was beginning to sound -~ and feel - like the proverbial tomb.

He had thought to take a look himself, but then decided it would be foolish
and ixresponsible to leave Jim, Besides, he was in enough trouble over the niss-
ing medikit without adding fto their problems.

A change in the sound of respiration pulled McCoy away from his indeciseive~
ness and guilt, Kixk was beginning to come round, and with the return to conscim
cusness came all the anxieiies of treating a head injury without medical aids,

"Iin? Jim, can you hear me?®

Kirk moaned softly, and stirred, McCoy held him steadily, talking to him
all the time., "Try and lie still, Jim,..if you move around tooc much or try to
sit up you'll feel sick and giddy..." The fidgeting eased somewhat as the Captain
opened his eyes warily.

"Bones?" He blinked and 1lifted a hand to his head. "What...what happened?
My heal feels about to explode..." He strusgled to sit up. "000hh." The cabin
somcrsaulted, along with his stomach., "I think I'll lie down..."

"T told you to do that in the first place! But oh, no! You've always got
to txry and do the impossible." He s-Ttened his tone, regretbing he'd jumped so
at his friend‘'s stubbornness. "Now lie still and take deep breaths...1t'1l1 stop
you feeling sick." He waited a fow minutes., "How a'ya feel now?"

"ot s0 bad...at least the room's stopped spimning..." Kirk gazed slowly
arounc, ‘Where's Spock?"

McCoy locked worwxiedly at the door. "Wish I knew. He's been gone too long
for my liking..."

Sensing the concern immedliately spurred Kirk into action. "Help me up!
Exactly how long's he been gone?" The words came fast and firm, bubt his actions
were anything but as the cabin revolved once azain. MeCoy, his mind momentarily
distracted by thlﬂklné of Spock, displayed anger and concern as he turned back.

nJim! For God's sake lie still! You could have a serious head injury there!
I won't have you charging around the place damaging yourself further! Now lie
down and..."

"Bones! He could be in trouble...hurt...anyﬁhing." Kirk continued to struggle
against the restraining hands.,

"Dammit, Jim! Don' you think I haven't thought of all those things myself®"
The vorbal explosion shook Kirk back into the world of reality, from what had been
a hysterical reaction from his aching head. MeCoy turned away, ashamed of his
anger » ’

“T,..I'n sorry, Bones. I just wasn't thinking straight..." He reached out
to touch the tense arm. "Bones?" The warm blue eyes turned back to meet his,

"Yeah, I know,..and I'm sorry too - I didn't mean to go off at you like that.
Guess I've just got a soft spot for certain First Officers as well as Starship
Captains.”

"Guess so, Bones." Kirk gave a half smile which turhed into a wince as pain
shot through his skull., Immediately, McCOy bhe Doctor came into play, as he
eased his patient into a more comfortable position.

"Ts the pain really bad, Jim? Here, let me take another look at that cut..."

"o, no." Kirk fended off the caring hands. "It's all right, honestly."
He closed bhis eyes and tried to think,

The minutes passed uncounbed, with only the eerie dimness to keep thom corpany.
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Kirk shifted restlessly, alerting McCoy. ™ihat's the natter?"
“Nothing., I'm all xight..." DMore seconds drifted away. "Bones...?"
"Urnn].? " )

"If T promised to lle here quietly, and not move under any circumsitances...
would you go and see if you can find Spock?"

"Jim, I can't leave you! What if something happens?"

"fothing'll happen, Bones...not if I stay right here... Now come on =
please say you'll go."

McCoy fidgeted with indecision. Spock could be in real trouble by now...it
had been & long time. But what of Jim? He did appear to be stable...but stable
enough to be left? What to do? He met the anxious gaze of his friend for the
briefest of moments,

_ "All right, I'li'go." He held up his hand to stop the inevitable flood of
words, "But you must stay right here, Jim, Even if it seems I'm gone a long
time - is that cleaxr?"”

"Yeah, I promisci Now get going - you're wasting time."

HeCoy stood up to leave. "Bones -~ be caxeful, won't you? Don't take any
changes and..." :

"Yes, I know - don't pick up any strange women on the way. You sound just
like my old Mother! Well, I'nm a big boy now, and I can take care of myself,"
He smiled warmly, the rugged features softening in the dim light. "I'11 try not
to be too long... Don's move about too much.™ Cautiously he looked out into
the deserted corridor, gave one final wave and disappeared,

A tongue of fire was licking deep into his lungs, burning out the wisps of
air which fought so hard to keep him alive. His chest felt raw and dry as it
heaved to draw in the few preciocus molecules of oxygen that danced within the
all-consuming inferno.

He must be dying?

But if this were true, he so wanted it to be over soon... He had never
imagined death to be such an agonising Journey. Where was the peace, the calm,
the gentlencssssSsaass :

Then he saw the darkness.,.rceeching out for him,..offering the relief and
solitude of absolute oblivion...an end to his suffering... He longed to enter.e.
it would be so easy now...one final effort and then he could let go the ties which
held him to this morital life.,.zlve in to the creeping paralysis and be frecec...
Let 30,..freceee, let go000. ... '

With a jolt of agony his lungs were forced to expand as hot, moist air drove
fiercely downwards. He felt the pressure of something covering his lips and them
the white-hot agony returned, driving air decp into his tortured airways.,

. He was about to protest when his horizon shifted and he felt himself hauled
unwillingly to his feet. Unstable knees buckled and the surroundings spun
" erazily about his head., He trled to yell out, but all that escaped was a
muffled groan as his body s1id over bhe firmness of muscle and bone,

Then he was moving...but so was the darkmess, sweepling over him like a black
shadow, . .snothering hin tenderly as it beckoned and called to him...let go...
lot Z0eeanes

Something wet, something warm and wet trickled into his mouth, seeping down
into his parched throat., He attempted to swallow, miscalculated and coughed pain-
fully as the liguid tried to enter his lungs. The pain revived him somewhat,
causing two weary eyes to open.
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The sun was blazing
overhead and yet something
was blocking the light.
His eyelids fell back...
1t was too much of an
effort to stay awake,

The liquid came
again...slowly, carefully.
This time he managed to
get it down the right way,
and found himself thirst-
ing for more, A voige
called ~ distant but
familiar. Only he couldn't
be bothered to listen...
it was all too much of an
effort when all he wanted
to do was sleep...finish
his drink and sleep...

"McCoy! Leonard!
Can you hear me, Leonard?"
The insistant volce grew
loud once more, accomp=
anied this time by a
gentle shaking. Con~
centrating really hard,
McCoy opened his eyes
to the light and kept them
open.,

¥S. . Spock?" A dark
shape dissolved before
re-focuricg into a
recognisable figure.

"Doctor...how
are you feeling?"

“Like I've been
roasted alongside the
Thanksgiving Day turkey...”"
McCoy shifted cautiously,
trying to ease himself
into an upright
position.

i

a?ﬁT
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A muffled explosion off to the right drew his attention. "What...what was
that?" he murmured absently, so ill was he feeling., Spock glanced away in the
direction of the sound.

"infortunately, THAT was the difference between our leaving here 1n the near
future =~ or. perhaps not at all..."

" e ER? Spock, what are you going on about; I'm in no mood for guessing
games of riddles...in fact, I'm feeling bloody 1ousy." The mumbling came to an
abrupt halt. "Spock! We're not aboard ship! aAnd...and...where's Jim?" Alarm
gprang into his now wide awake features as. he searched the area frantically.
Drawn &8 if by magnetism, he watched the billowing clouds of smoke stream up to
vwards the sky. Another explosion rlpped through the scene, sending tongues of
flame thirty...forty feet into the air.

"My God! He's...he's not in that! Spock!" He grabbed the Vulcan roughly.
"SPOCK] Tell me he's not in there! TELL ME!M

A sharp sound of flesh on flesh hroke the nightmare as McCoy felt rather
than saw the blow which returned him from the twink of hysteria.

"McCoyd" The Vulcan's stern expression forced order into the panic raging
through his mind., "No-cne is in the wreckage ~ least of all, Jim."

Releasing his hold on Spock's tunic, the Human closed his eyes and let out
a deep sigh. Having recovered more control, he was immediately ashamed at his
outburst. With bowed head, he murmured a sheepish apology. "Forgive me, Spocks..
for a minute there I seemed to lose my head. It won't happen again." He looked
up slowly. ".,.And...thank you for saving my life,"

"Logic requires no thanks, Doctor,"™ came the even reply as Spock stood to
survey their new enviromment. "I have told you this on repeated occasions, and
vet you comtinue with this emotionalism. Now, as you obviously have no recollect-
lon of the events leading up to our arrival here, I shall endeavour to explain.
The same cold eyes gazed down at MeCoy. Evidently the subject of thanks was
closed, whether McCoy liked it or not. Resigning himself to the situation, he
nodded, and said. "4ll right, Spock, you win..." MNcCoy licked his lips, feeling
the urackod, sore skin rough on his tongus. "Is there any more water, I™m as
dry as a bonu?"

" 8pock handedﬁhim a battered mug holding a few mouthfuls of stale water. "Is
this all that there is?" he asked in disnay.

"For the present, Doctor. Perhaps we shall be fortunate and encounter
reasonable supplies away from this area." The Vulcanlifted his head to sniff the
air., “But first, how much @o you remember of what happened aboard ship?"®

McCoy sipped the precious liquid before speaking. "Not much, really. I do
remember leaving Jim to go and look for you. I'd cnly gonc a short distance when
I thought I heard voices. Therc was a secondary corridor off to the right, so I
went down it to try and get neaver. But it didn't lead anywhere, so I had to come
back out," He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't remember anything after that."

He felt his head gingerly. "But if this bump's anything to go by, somcone must
have been waiting for ne."

- Spock nodded curtly before taking up the next sequence of évents, "Unfort~
urnately, Doctor, your investigations brought you into contact with one of the
hi-jackers.,..much the same way as I myself was captured. Apparently, our unasse
uning cargo transporter was carrying a highly valued stock of uncut Dilithium
crystals for the Federation."

McCoy gave a low whistle.

"Regrettably, secukity was breached and the vessel boarded, resulting in our
capture, along with those crew members who survived,"

"You mean somne of them have been killed? But why? And how?" Horrified that
Human 1ife had been taken, McCoy walted anxiously for an answer,
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The dark alien eyes focused into the distance before S$pock replled in a bitter
tone, "Shortly after their arrival, the criminals proceeded to de-~pressurise whole
decks," He turned to face McCoy. "Only the bridge and lower deck remained habife
able... Ten of us survived, including the Captain.”

McCoy felt sick. That meant that over thirty people had died. Died one of
the most hoxrrible and terrifying deaths known to Man. He swallowed hard before
speaking again., "H...how did we get away...and...and...vhere's Jin?"

"Following your capture, a search was conducted during which the Captain was
discovered. With the transfer of the cargo to their own craft complete, it was
decided that Captain Kirk be taken with them and used as a hostage at some later
date, The transporier was programmed with a self-destruct sequence - and we were
left to die.

I was able to escape the bindings which held me, and so free the others.
There was no time to attempt to disengage the computer, therefcre we boarded two
small escape craft, Unfortunately, they were both ill-esquipped - our vessel being
perhaps marginally the superior in operational readiness. . We survived entry into
this planet's atmosphere..."

"De you mean to tell me that...that we're the only survivors? Nobody else
made it at all?"

"That is correct, Doctor., The sister craft was destroyed upon re-entry...
and all the survivors of the crew had declded to travel together. There was
nothing I..." 8pock caught himself before the admission escaped fully. 3But
McCoy failed to catch the near—con00051on of guilt, so distraught was he at the
unnecessary loss of life.

"God help them...no~one deserves to die like that...” A few moments passed
before he spoke again. "Jin's still alive, then."

Spock eyed him carefully, They both knew Starfleet's views on officers held
to ransom. No-one was ilnexpendable - and that included Captain James T. Kirk.

A silence grew to encompass the two figures. With the Vulcan's noncommittal,
McCoy felt his temper surging to a dangerous level, Surely Spock hadn't simply
written Kirk off...assumed his death as a natural turn of events, His feelings
lashed out.

"Dammit, Spock! Enough peo@lé have died around here already., I won't bel-
leve he's dead until I have proof!" He slammed his fist into the dry earth,
emphasising his stubbornness,

"inger will not help, Doctor. 1In fact, it merely complicates mattors,
since..." :

But MeCoy was not to be out-voiced on this one. "Don' start with all that
logic mumbomjunbo. I'm not interested! YOU can believe what the hell you like,
I still have faith in good 0ld Human feelings - and T know he's alive! Now, how
the devil do we sat out of thie godforsaken hole?" Rather unsteadily, he clamnbe
ered to his feet and gazed arcund. "The sooner we're away from here, the soonex
ve find Jim."

Mctoy stopped to wipe away the sweat.,trickling down his face and blurring
his vision. The back of Spock's tunic wavered strangely in front of him, How
long had they been walking? MNust be a good few hours by now.

The jungle pressed in about them on all sides, It was a welrd place, not
like forested areas they had encountered on other planets. Apart from the trees,
which appeared to grow twenty or thirty metres straight up into the air, the only
other main vegetation was an odd=looking vine entwiniug itself amongst the stark
trunks, The place was so still arl quiet it made thelr presence seem somehow
intrusive, Tt just didn't feel right. MeCoy opened his mouth to call out to
Spock;. bub then thought betler of it. Spock was in no mood for apy more
'feelings',
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About to move off and catch up with the striding Vulecan, McCoy felt his
right leg begin to tingle as if stung by something. He glanced down in time to
see part of the strange vine sliding away from his trousers and boot. Annoyed,
he kicked at the retreating plant, rubbed his leg and hurried after Opoek,

He knew they had a long way to travel, Spock having mentioned something

about automatic climatic monitoring stations lying 200 kilometres north., Perhaps
if they reached there he would be able to adapt a few circuits and relay a dise~
tress call, Apparently he knew this star system's location, having had time
before crash landing to check their position. Most of what he'd said had gone
over MCCoy's head - the latter being more interested in the fate of thelr friend
than the sclentific data of the planet. And yet, if he really thought about it,
this encyclopedic Spock was typical of the Vulcan when he was trying to be his
most logical and hiding his concern.

Of course, one of thelr main problems was food and water. They had but a
handful of emergency food supplies which Spock had rescued from the crashed life
craft. With a surface temperature range of 90—100 F during the day, falling to
near freezing at night, they were going 1o need nourishment end fluids to sustain
them. With still no visible water areas in their immediate vicinity, and the
last of their supply gone, things were beginning to look a little desperate, And
now they had to travel through this damned jungle...jungle...jungle...

"DO c'tor? 1

"Umm?"  McCoy looked up, startled. Spock was wabtching him strangely and had
hold of his arm. "™{hat's the matter?"

®T was about to ask you that same question. You seemed...distracted in some
Way. "

"as I?" McCoy shook his head as if to clear it., "I...I was just thinking -
that's all." He glanced around to discover they had reached the other side of
the jungle, and were in a scrubland leading towards a low range of mountains
perhaps fifteen to twenty kilometres distant. "I can see we're out of that rambe
ling no-man's~land. Are we calling it a day and making camp or..." A wave of
nausea swept over him and he found himself clutching wildly at Spock lest he fall,
", . .S0rry, Spock - I...I didn't mean to grab you like that...I...X Just felt
faint for a moment. I'm all right now." He gave a half-hearted smile, then
looked awazy with the beginnings of a frown. "...We don't have to stay here, do
we? There's still plenty of daylight around...and I'm not , Teeling tired if you're
not.". The words sounded almost like a plea, causing a fiicker of concern within
wpock McGoy was not ornally eager to express himself this way. 1In fact, the whole
journey through the jungle had been 'abnormal' as far as the Doctor was concerned.
Not once had Spock heard him complain with his usual sarcasm.

Perhaps it was simply reaction from the crash - kMeCoy's brush with death
was not to be taken lightly; a few seconds longer and Spock was sure hig com-
panion would have died. This uncharacteristic behaviour was possibly a warning
sign...a signal to alert him to delayed shock. He would observe his Human friend
closely over the next few hours and so be prepared. For the present, he would
allow MecCoy the benefit of the doubt, and agree to his wishes,

"Very well, Doctor, if you feel able, we shall continue for a while longer.
With the ground easier, it is possible we may find ourselves within reach of the
mountains before nightfall, Perhaps we ghall be fortunate in finding sturdy -
shelter and watere.."”

"Yes, yes." MeCoy nodded sagerly and seemed almost to sigh with xellef that
Spock had agreed. “C'mon, then - there's no time to waste.”™ OStepping out briske
1y, the Human set a fast pace, almost leaving the Vulcan behind.

Two hours passed before Spock called another halt, This time McCoy was even
more agitated at having thelr journey interrupted. He was continually looking
back over the way they had come, as if watching for something = or someone.
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"Doctor? Is there something trou® ling you?" ventured Spock,
"What?" McCoy looked troubled - hunted, almost.
"Is there something wrong? Something T..."

"NO! No...it's nothing: Are we going on®" McCoy glanced back nervously
once more. '"We shouldn't stay here...should keep going...get as much distance
between us and...and..." '

"and what, Doctor?" prompted Spock, his curiosity somehow overshadowed by a
growing sense of unease. McCoy turned back, shaking his head in uncertainty.

"TesoI don't know., TI,..dooon..." He scrubbed at his face with trembling
hands. "God, I feel tired...so tired..."

Spock stepped nearer as the weary hands slipped down. MceCoy gazed across at
him with a mixture of fear and sadness before he spoke again. "Spock? Spock...
I'm sorry for all the...trouble I've,..I've caused you... I'm nothing but a...
a+e." The end was logt as he slid gently into the outstretched arms waiting for
hin,

With infinite care, Spock eased the unconscious body of his friend onto the
ground, cradling the drooping head against his shoulder. Positioning McCoy's
arms and legs carefully, the Vulcan soon became aware of a burning fever consume
ing the limp Human. A1l too quickly the heat was penetrating through his tunic,
alerting his keen senses.

Urgently he checked other vital signs, only to confirm his initial suspicions.
McCoy was ill = very ill - and they were in the middle of nowhere!

Bighing deeply, he scttled MecCoy and they stood, to survey their surroundings.
Towards the region he had designated 'east' lay an area of rock formations, with
haxdy scrub-like vegetation. The terrain appeared passable, with even the poss-
ibility of shelter, fuel for a small fire - and, dared he hope, water?

His decision made, Spock bent to life the unconscious form into strong arms.
With the sunlight fading steadily, casting long shadows before them, the Vulcan
set off, carrying his companion to possibly the only refuge in this stark, alicn
landscape. '

Sounds of tinder-dry wood crackled wildly in the &tillness of the night., A
particularly defiant branch snapped loudly, protesting its untimely death before
sending a torch of sparks high into the alr.

Spock sat quictly on a small outcrop of rock, his fingers steepled inia
familiar poses his eyes fixed on the dancing flames of the fire. Aiway from the
small, yet somehow comforting light, everything was bathed in the inky blackness
of almost absolutc dark. For here there was no moon to share the vigil of night;
no reflecting sphere to remind one that the light was not gone forever., They were
totally alone in the hours of darkness.

The Vulcan shuddered as he felt the temperature drop a few more degrees. He
checked the meagre pile of wood to his right, then cast one or two sturdy hranches
onto the fire, which spluttered in gratitude.

Another sound reached his ears - McCoy was heocoming restless once more, He
moved silently and knelt by the uneasy form, laying his hand on the still-burning
flesh. Although the touch was light, it awakened the distressed Human, who gazed
up at him with fear clearly displayed.

"Sspock, . Spock, .. I feel so sick..." The over-bright eyes widened, then
snapped shut as a spasm of pain wrenched at his insides. He retched painfully
and curled vu on his side trying to ease the agony which felt like a thousand
knives tearing into his guts. "and...I'm...I'm...s0...C...c0ld,..,”

Spock moved closer, grasping the trembling shoulders in a firm but gentle
hold, "Come, my friend." He tried to unwind the taut body. "We shall stay warm
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together.®

Buy even as he lifted McCoy and endeavoured to settle him, the Doctor prote
ested fiercely. "No, Spock! No... It may be ine...infectious...I cannot,.el..."
The words weakened as he warmth and strength of the Vulcan seeping into him. A4
sitatary sob escaped into the night, only to be muffled as Spock held him tighter.

“3shhh, You must rest now. Rest and sleep. I am here...I shall never leave
YOu...never...leave..." The words echoed and drifted until he could fight no
longer and serk into the velvety blackness of sleep.

MeCoy was dreaming. Yet this was a dream he wished would end soon, In the
beginning he had been sick; really siolk. Spock was there had had tried to help,
but it was no use, he was sure he was going to die.

Then she had come., A woman more beautiful than he sould even have imagined
in his wildest of fantasies. She stood before them, her eyes twin pools of swirl-
ing green, her lips full and firm as they smiled from Ffeatures so perfect that
they almest looked carved.

Then she had spoken. A 1ilting, haunting voice which sang out in the night
was caught by the wind and carried off only to return as a softened whisper...
urging, begging him to listen.

She was speaking té Spock, telling him to go ~ to leave, "You will leave
this one now. He needs you no longer, for he has passced to the higher levels.”

Spock answered, yet MeCoy was unable to hear what he sald. He soon undere
stood, though, as he watched the Vulcan collect their scanty supplies and prepare
to move off.

In desperation MoCoy shouted out., "Spock? OSpock! What do you think you're
doing? You're not leaving me here, for God's sake!"™ But his cries were to no
availl; the Pirst Officer was already stepping out across the barren landscape
towards the mountains =« and possible rescue. "Spock! Answer me, damn youl
SSPO00OCK!™ The name sang out hollowly as it followed the vanishing figure.

McCoy woke with a start, the memoxry of Spock's departure so vivid that he
shuddered coldly. With mounting anxiety his eyes searched - the ashes of the
fire were cooling as the first rays of sun peeked betwedn the far-off craggy peaks
of a high mountain range.

Of Spock there was no sign.

McCoy felt his heart begin to pick up speed. Surely it wasn't true? It
must have been a dream! It must! Almost in a state of panie, he sprang to kis
feet and began a frenzied seaxch., There must be something, anything that would
give him a clue as to the Vulcan'siwhereabouts.

"Spock! SPOCK! Where the devil are you? SPO=—- " As He rushed round a
clump of rocks, he cane face to face with the woman in his drean,

“'X‘Ou! "

-She smiled warmly at him. Mcgoy drew back, hie suspicions aroused. "What
have you done with Spock? Where is he?" He fought to keep order in his chaotic
thoughts as he shouted at her again., "Answer mel! Where is he?"

She reached out to touch him and he stepped back defensively. "Don't touch
me!" LicCoy tensed, feeling uneasy and a 1ittle afraid. There was something about
this woman...something... He spoke again. "I don't know who you are, and I don't
particularly want to kaow, either. All that interests me is my friend., Where
is het"

The woman smiled, her eyes lighting up as the sun emerged fully from behind
a distant summit, "“Come. There is much to be done in the hours remaining. We
cannot waste time in this place." Once more she moved towards him, this time
clasping his arm fiymly. "You are with me, now - the one you call 'friend' has
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left you to me. I am to take care of you, and..." A disturbing gleam stole
across the sparkling eyes. "He was very trusting, your *friend'..." The Human
felt a cold chill spiral down his spine as he stiffened again. "But come - we
must gol®

Tugging at his arm she urged McCoy away from the rocks and back towards tho
dreaded jungle. In desperation he tried to wrench himself free, shouting as he
went, "I'm not going anywhere with you until I see Spock! What did you do e hin
to make him leave? He's my friend, he wouldn't just go! And if you think taat -
aaagghhhhl"  Agony ripped through his body - white-hot fire, burning, scalding,
tearing him apart, Even as his head snapped back and he cried out, he felt his
legs begin to crumble and saw the earth rush up to meet him. His last conscious
thought was of cool hands lingering on his face and that haunting whisper search-
ing inot his mind... "Bubt you are mine now...and we shall have such fun together
« « o+ together...togetherrrr..,,."

He opened his eyes to the image of towering trees reaching high into empty
skies. Sunlight flitered down, ;sending ripplies of prismatic colour into the
surrounding alr as it penetrated far into the dank and dusty atmosphere.

McCoy shifted cauticusly, turning his hecad from side to €ide. All about him,
the welrd vines were growing and creeping, covering the whole ziea in a blanket
of matted greens and yellows. He moved to sit up, only to f£ind himself securely
held by the entwiihing vegetation. With all his strength, he fought to free him~
self from the growing captivity; but it was all to no avail, He was well and
truly trapped.

Into his limited field of vision came the woman, her face still bearing that
same supercilious smile he remembered from before., Her words were simple, yet
held within them a sinister meaning, "Come ~ it is time..."

He watched in silence as she lay down beside him and allowed the vines to
slither and slide over her body, entwining themselves about her with the same
infinite care he imagined had secured himself. The process was mesmerising, yet
somehow obscene in 1ts whole #.proach. Within moments it was complete.

The woman spoke, "Now we are one, together - and together we shall remain,
for it is the way...and the way is good,.." With these last words she extended
her head back and let out an ecstatic moan.

The vines shuddered as if in response to the alien's mood; then they were
noving...growing...gripping tightly at his arms and legs, veaching across his
chest and pressing hard into his rib cage. HeCoy tried to yell out...struggle...
scream. . anything to free himself from this nightmare - but the vine hold hinm
fast. And slowly...so slowly...the breath was squeezed from his tortured lungs
as the green and yellow wall of death smothered him into submission.

i

Sunlight burst into existence. He felt the rush of cold air as he tore up=-
wards into the blueness of the sky, leaving behind the dull browns and greens of
earth-bound structures. There was a strange feeling surrounding him...a sort of
detached welghtless feeling...

All around he could sec with crystal clarity. See further than he ever
imagined was possible. Instinctively he looked down, checking his mode of trans-
port. WNothing, There was nothing! BHot even a body! He had no body...
Emptiness was all around him.

Panic swept through him like a tidal wave, almost drowning him in the chaos
of insanity. The shock was so great his mind reacted in the only way possible,
Folding inwards, it fled from the intangible stimuli bombarding every nerve ends-
ing, and hid deep inside itself,

Hhimpering in his lonely corner, isolated from the incomprchensible reality,
he heard her, gently coaxing him to come out. "[kis should not be, my oncness...
it is ‘Yo enjoy the freedom of oneness that I brought you here. Come = together
We shall explore the gift on oneness..."
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Slowly he cmergeé, out into the vastness of space...space, Wwhere he was swept
along at Ttreak-neck specds. Skimming across upper atmospheric layers as if he
were a flabttened stone hurled onto still waters, he feit the friction...the speed,
the excitement...the thrill.

Then they were diving, deep into the clouds, bursting outwards from the other
side into the sunlight and heading for the earth alt fantastic speeds, His fear
rose as the ground rushed up to meet them.

"o not be afraid:..the oneness will protect. See?" Hven as she spoke, the
angle of approach was changing, levelling outs Soon they were passing no more
than a fow metres above the treetops, thelir speed causing the branches to bend
and sway.-

It was ineredible. 4 whole new world and existence - and he was part of it!

The Jjourney continued, with McCoy unable to relate any of it to time orx
space., In this state, time was immeasurable, an unknown quantity holding no
meaning for him. » )

Vothout warning, they began to slow thelr speed and started to drift ovexr
low foothills leading to the mountain slopes. In the distance MeCoy could Just
make out a solitary figure striding forth with a defiance that could only be
Vulean, '

"Spock!” The name fell away into empty air.

He heard the woman laugh maliciously. "So, we are to meet with this 'friend’
of yours once more," For g fow seconds they flew higher into the atmosphere as
if checking their position., Then they were back, hovering near the Vulcan. "“He
is clever, this companion of yours, This is not the way I planmed it...”

"What?" cxclaimed MeCoy.

".ook! See how he is circling. He is searching for you! Yes! That's it.
He is returning to try and trick me." The volce was almost hysterical by now.
"oh, the excltement! Come, we must join him in this adventure."

Miait! Listen to me, you can't - " But McCoy's words were lost in the rush
of wind as he was whisked high into the sky. Soon they were in amongst the
clouds...fluffy, soft, and with a whiteness too pure to describe. As they appre
cached the centre, MeCoy could see the swirling particles of water vapour spinning
crazily in thoir battle for survival. Soon more came to join them and the whole
eloud became a bturbulent arena of frenzied activity. The whiteness dulled with
the heaviness of increasing droplets = and the light grew dark and ominous.

A wind sprang into being, foreing the clouds into towers of anger which swept
dovn towards the barren lowlands and the lonely vulcan. McCoy could feel the air
around him begin to charge itself, its power buillding - and then he knew what
she meant to do.

"ol Wait! Don't do this to him, You have me...lsn't that what you wanted?"
His words were drowned in a peal of thunder, followed by her hideous laugh.

"Yas, I have you. But this is such fun. See.o"
McCoy looked down.

The storm clouds were directly over Spock, and he was trapped, caught right
in the middle of open ground, Already the wind was tesring at him, buffeting him
like a cork in an open sea. For a split second he lost his balance and almost
fell to the ground; but then he was up and running towards a clump of bushes.

He had but a few strides more to go when a vicious bolt of lightning hurtled
from the sky and lunged into the heart of the bush. Immediately the whole area
was ablaze as tongues of fire lashed out to lick at the defenceless Vulcan. He
flung up his arms instinctively, and McCoy watched helplessly as a powerful spark
caught at the bPlue tunic and set it aflame,

"apOP!  Stop, damn you! You're killing him!" McCoy cried out in horror as
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he saw Spock roliing on the ground trying teo smother the flames.

"Do not concern yourself so, my oneness, There is still much time with which
to play...see, even now he is surviving..." 4ll around the cloud was breaking,
sending out its millions upon millions of water droplets to cover the burning
figure.

The Doctor watched as rain poured down onto the sunbaked earth. Harder and
harder it fell as it tumbled relentlessly from the sky. Spock, he could siee, was
on his hands and kances - frce from fire, but beaten dewn to the ground and soaked
to the skin by the torrential rain,

In the distance, McCoy was suddenly awarc of another sound. One similar to
the thunder, yet not quite... PFear clubched at his heart. He shifted his vision
to the nearby mountains, searching through the veil of darkncss and rain.

Then he saw it, A wall of water, ten, fifteen metres high - and advancing
rapidly in thelr direction.

"4 flash flood! You've created a flash floed! And it's heading straight
for him!"

All he recelived for his anger was another peal of laughter from the woman
and a sudden drop in altitude as they dived nearer the exposed Vulean,

As they swept in towards him, MeCoy yelled out in desporation. "SPOCK! GET
TO THE HIGH GROUND! SPO0OOCK!" Lost in another peal of thunder, the words fell
hopelessly inte the air.

Driftinsg past, MceCoy could see by Spock's expression that he was aware of
his vulnerability. Climbing clumsily to his feet, he was endeavouring to run
from the approaching deluge. But it was a losing battle, The wall of water surged
forward at irreversable speed, destroying everything which dared to lie in its
path. Soon it was so0 close to Spock that McCoy could see there was no possible
28Caps.

As the first waves crashed down on the helpless figure, MeCoy turned away
and screamed in anguish, "fNnooo! I beg you! Please don't do this to hin...
Pleccaaassscot,. . "

Within seconds the worst was over, leaving behind the deathly hush and stille
ness of a terrain transformed by the might of nature., McCoy was grief-stricken.
A part of him had died in those few agonising moments, and now he wished that the
remaining part could die also. The woman was talking to him, but he didn't want
to listen. ALl he wanted was to be left alone...

Then she was pulling .at his mind, urging himto look; look when he wished
to forget - forget and dies

"See! He fights to live! Look, my oncness,”

Keenly he searched the foaming river beneath them; and then he saw Spock,
Caught between the limbs of a tree-trunk wedged alongside two boulders.

"He's aliveil"

"Oh, the éxcitement, my oneness. (ome quickly, there is more fun t.. be had,"

"No. Please. No more. I can't stand to see any more of this suffering,"
¥cCoy was alatit crying as they descended and drew near the half-drowned Vulcar.
#loating overhead, he saw Spock coughing painfully as water trickled out from the
corners of his mouth. There was a nasty abrasion on his right check, ocozing
green blood, and his eyes looked dull and glazed,

Suddenly, McCoy heard 2 volce shouting from an ares of dry carth. "Spock!
Spock! Hang on, I'm coming to get you! Just hang oni®

In amazement, McCoy followed the sound of the all-too=familiar voice, in
time to see himself clambering across tree-trunks and rocks to reach the stranded
Vulcan.,
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"What the..., This can't be... In God's name, what are you doing?"

The woman laughed, leecringly. ‘'Watch carefully, my oneness, See how he
thinks it is you come to rescue him..."

By now, the earthbound McCoy had almost reached Spock; as firm hands grasped
the battered frame, McCoy could see Spock's eyes smile gratefully at his rescuer.
Carefully, the two made their way back to a newly-created bank, Spock half collw
apsing as they finally emerged onto dry land.

Then the nightmare returned. Before his very eyes, McCoy could see Spock
watching as his apparent friend and rescuer shimmered and began to mutate into
some hideous creature too grotesque for words., ILulled into a false sense of
security, the Vulcan was obviously caught off-gaurd as he tried to scramble backe
wards. But he was too slow and the creature had anticipated well. With a
powerful swipe, it sent Spock sprawling headlong into the mud.

Vivid bands of green bubbled out through the tears in his tunic as the mon~
ster's claws ripped intoc the sensitive flesh. Spock eried out in pain, his face
contorting as nerve endings carried thelr message of agony.

McCoy screamed too, unable to control himself any longer. another ory left
Spock, echoing round the Humau's head, forcing him to cover his assaulted ears.

"NO.. DO000, s, PleaSe.. N0 more..."
"McCoy!” Help mel! You must help me! Bones! BONES!!I?
T can't, Spock! I ca - SPOCK! NOOOCOOCOQO!Y

McCoy was hanging on for dear life, clutching desperately to...he knew not
what. Yet it felt soft and wamrm...reassuring... Should he open his eyes? No.
He would see that again..,that horror and agony...

Fear stormed in once more, causing him to cling closer to the softness., In
the distance, he heard a low whimpering sound; when 1t didn't go away, he tried
to isolate it, only to discover that it was himself he was hearing.

He tried to stop, but found it almost impossible, so deep was his hurt and
sorrow. The nightmare returned; his sobs growing louder as the images reared
again in his mine. He cried out in fear., "Spock! No...please don't die...
pleases,, T can't help you... I can't..."

Then there was a gentle touch to his head and a voice he knew so well reached
out to him. "Hush now, Bones... It is over, and we have won. Together we have
won..." He felt strong arms tightening their embrace, felt the warmth of a living
body seeping into his coldness...and above all, he felt safe. Opening his cyes,
he gazed up into the gentle brown ones that watched over him concernedly.

"Spock? Spock, is it...it is really you?" he whispered.

The features softened in the failing light. "Yes, my friénd; and you are
safe once more."

McCoy felt his eyes £ill, then spill over as he buried his head in the soft
tunic, twisting his hand into the blue fabric as he clung desperately to the
firmness and reality that was his friend - Spock.,.

The moment was lroken as a familiar hum filled the air, together with the
sparkle of a million atoms surging into life. Spock wateched as the landing
party of four materialised some ten metres from their position. When all were
safely down, he let out a rather uncharacteristic cry as the leader of the group
stepped forward.,

"JIty But how...?" He caught himself as he saw two security guards taking
in the scene before them. Before he had time to say anything further, there was
a flash of gold, and his Captain was knseling beside them, gently wiping the
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sweat-soaked hair from MeCoy's eyes. &
"ig..aWe are both all right, Jim - only...very...very tired,..."

Kirk's features melted into the affectionate smile Spock knew so well, and
he felt the gentle squeeze of the Human's hand on his shoulder which spoke volumes.
"Let's get you both back home, then...Scotty?" He loocked up at the anxious
engineer, who was hovering over the trio like a mother hen.

"Captain?®

"Call in and ask for a medical team to be standing by. Security can transe
port up now, and we'll follow shortly,"

"Right away, sir." The Scot moved off to complete his orders, leaving the
three friends alone, ‘

As Kirk turned back, Spock was endeavouring to stand, still holding on
tightly to the nowesleeping McCoy.

"Here, let me help you..." Kirk started to take McCoy from the weary
Vulcan, but immediately Spock began to release him to Kirk, the Doctor grew rest-
less and began to panic and cry out. Alarmed, the Human frowned. "Spock? Are
you sure he's all right? He's so..."

Carefully re-positioning lMeCoy in his arms, Spock reassured his anxious
friend, '"Do not be concerned, Jim = he will recover; and I can manage him
still,..." He paused as an expression of pain creased his drawn features. "He
has been through a lot...a living nightmare where all avenues led to death..."
The hold on the now quietened figure tightened protectively. "My death.”

"Oh God, no." Kirk cringed as he thought of the agony both his companions
nust have suffered., He watched Spock's face closely before speaking again. "I'm
sorry, Spock.,.it must have been hell for you, toc, He is kind of special to
both of us - isn't he?"

The Vulcan closed his eyes tightly and toock a decp breath before replying
softly, "Yes, Jim., Something special...”

Aboard the Enterprise, in the peace and quiet of sickbay, Kirk was perched
on the corner of a desk normally reserved for his Chief Medical Officer.

"Things happened so fast, Spock, it's difficult to say how, or in what oxrder
they ¢id occur. I could have been aboard that vessel for no more than twenty-four
hours when all hell seemed to be let loose!" He gave one of his boyish grins ..
which 1it up his whole face. "When Scotty sets out to do something, he certainly
doesn't wait around...especlally when he has the chance to put those precious
engines of his through their paces!

Anyway, to cut a long story short, the hi~jackers didn't plan for a run-in’
with a Federation Starship - particularly one with a personal stake involved., 8o,
here I am.™ Kirk paused to rub his head. "Plus or minus a few extra cuts and
bruises." The mood changed as he leaned across to clasp his friend's shoulder
as if reassuring himself of the Vulecan's reality. "But you two were the ones I
was worried about. I thought T might have lost you both at one time... If that
other 1ife craft hadn't managed to send out a signal beacon just before re-entry,
we might never have found you... Poor devils, they must have known they were
going to die, yet still they tried..." His eyes locked with Spock's. ™I owe thenm
a great deal,” For the briefest of moments, the pressure of his grip increased.
Then - "Do you feel up to talking about what happened down there? Or would you
rather rest - you look all in to me..."

"No, Jim; it is quite all right...and...and I think it best I talk with you
now before MeCoy wakes." 8pock saw Kirk's puzzled expression. "Do not nisundep-
stgud ne, Jim, there is nothing I wish kept secret from the Doctor; it is simply
thet L feel he would want it this way." Kirk ncdded silently.,

“"As you know, we crashelanded on a planet offering almost no means of rescue,
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Unfortunately, McCoy was weakened considerably by the fire and fumes aboard the
wrecked craft. So much so, that whilst endeavouring to reach' a relatively safe
location, he was inadvertently attacked by some local vegetation that he would
otherwise have been able to avoid.

The plant must have contained some highly unstable toxic substance, which,
coupled with his already rising fevér, resulted in a delirium so powerful I could
hardly control him, Without the medikit I was helpless, yet I kept him as warm
and comfortable as I could. As the toxin raged within his body I could see he
was slipping further and further zzom the real world and identifying totally with
this hallucinatory existence. '

A5 tine passed, he was convinved I had left him,..left him alone..." The
Valean faltered., "Somehow, it was almost as if he was fighting with himself -
testing his own belief in me within himself. Then he appeared to go into severe
shock, and I sensed his mind shrink deep within itself. When I feared the worst
and thought him surely about to die, he re-emerged, but completely under the
control of the poison invading his body." Spock gazed out of the office door at
the still figure lying peacefully on the sickbay bed.

"It was then I decided to meld with him, I could not let him die, Jim...
not after we have grown so much ~ I had to txyi"

"I know, Spock, I know.,." came the consoling words. The Vulecan let out a
deep sigh before continuing.

"I cannot say how long we remained linked; all I remember is that I was
drawn into the drama of seeing myself facing death time after time. WUe were both
trapped in his mind.

It was... It was as if a part of him didn't want to accept that he cares
for me as he does. Hach time I tried to reach him, I was blocked by this 1mage
of my dying - and each time I could feel his 1life slipping.

It was almost ovor when I decided to try one last possibility. If somehow
I could project myself back at him and call on his help, then perhaps I could
control him cenough to draw us both back to reality. I calculated the risk of -
both our lives belng lost as,.." Spock paued, his eyes softening into a knowing
smile as he glanced abt Kirk. "The exact figures are of no conseguence, Jim. In
fact, it appears I may even have been in error,"

Kirk's face broke into an enormous grin, and for a moment he was fiuochless,
"Spock... Spock, I..." But still the words escaped him: there were just none
for this occasion. Impulsively, he leaned across and hugged his friend, feeling
unashaned as the sensation of warm tears fllllng his eyes and spilling over
flooded his senses.

The embrace ended as scunds of a slumberer about to awaken entered the still-~
ness of the momembt. Both men turned towards theix companion in time to sce hinm
stretch languidly and begin to open sleep heavy eyes.

"Come on, ™ urged Kirk, tugging the Vulcan's arm. "I was with him the first
time he came to - this time I'm sure it's you he'll want to see...”

Reaching the side of the couch, &pock leaned over and waited, an anxious
expression dominating his face. Dreamily, two eyes of sparkling blue revealed
themselves; blinked; then refocused with just the barest hint of an old
familiar glint., The silence broke, ‘ ‘

"ihat the devil are you staring at, Spock? Dammit! Haven't you ever seen
somebody wake up before?"

Spock jerked upright, and, with slow deliberation, turned towards his
comnanding officer and friend,

"You were saying, Captain?"

But Kirk was saying nothing. Everything had already boen said, and they
were together again.

B I e e
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FRIENDS IN NEED by Ann Preece

The day began like any other day. The Enterprise was in orbit around
Adelta IV, the largest planet intle solar system filling the present quadrant of
space and which was, until now, unexplored and uncharted. The nisteshrouded
planet seemed to f£ill the bridge viewscreen, deceptively peaceful, apparently
lifeless, seemingly innocent. Ship's sensors had failed to register any intell-
igent life~form readings, although the atmosphere was conducive to Human life.
However, Starfleet requirements were such that routine checks had to be made as
a matter of course., It was with this in mind that Kirk sclected a landing party
comprising Spock, Sulu, blologist Doug Ramsey, and two security guards, with
orders to carry out the necessary checks and be ready to leave within four hours.
Kirk settled back in his command chair to wait, his eyes taking in the efficient
activities of his crew as they Went about their alloted tasks, The mission was
purely routine; nothing could go wrong = or could it?

The first hint that something was amiss came when the landing party failed
to make contact at the pre-arranged hour, Kirk was about to ask Uhura to try to
make contact with Mr. Spock when the Bantu woman turned to face her Captain, an
anxious frown creasing her usually beautiful features.,

“Captain, I am recelving a distress call from the planet's surface. It's
so faint, I can hardly hear it. Just a minute..."

At her words, Kirk had visibly stiffened. Why did he suddenly experience
a cold, gnawing feeling at the base of his stomach? Impatiently, he watched as
Uhura's hands flew over her console. 8She turned to face him again, her voice
faltering as she said, "Sir! The landing party has been attacked! ¥hile attemit-
ing to save the others, Mr. Spock..." Her voice hroke., Struggling to gain con-
trol, she continued hesitantly. "Captain...Mr. Spock is badly hurt. If we don't
get them out of there immediately..."

Uhura lifted compassionate eyes to Kirk's pain-ravaged face. For a second
he was incapable of movement; he felt nunb, paralysed. Spock...his friend...
He stared with unseeing eyes at the swirling, ever-changing images on the view=
screen, Wwith eyes that vere almost blinded by unshed tears,

"ipock..." It was only a whisper. Somewhere down there, on that desolate,
god-forsaken planet, his friend lay injured, perhaps dying. Spock ~ the friend
who meant more to him than 1life itself; Spock - whose friendship did not have to
be expressed in mere words., Spock - who was always there when needed, now
desperately needed his help.

"Pleasc god, don't let me be too late," he muttered through tight lips.

Struggling to control his mounting anxiety, Xirk hit the intercom switch on
the arm of his command chair. "Scotty! Stand by to beam up the landing party.
Dr. MeCoy, I vant a medical team in Transporter Room I as of five minutes ago!™

He had left his chair and was on his way to the elevator all in one swift
movement, pausing only long enough to say, "You havethe con, Licutenant,”™ as he
passed Uhura's station., Then he was gone.

Scotty was already manipulating controls when Kirk entered the transporter
room at a run., The two men locked gazes in a loock which did not require woxds
to explain it., With an almost imperceptible ncd, Scott turned once more to his
console « he knew what was required of him.

With the air charged with mounting tension, Kirk paced back and forth
before the transporter platform, his eyes never straying from the Chief ingineer
as he engaged the contrel levers.

The hun of the transporter filled the room; five figures shimmered into view,

faded, then solidified to reveal the landing party. Spock, alive but barely
conscious, was supported on elther side by Sulu and Ramsey. Swaying slightly,
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he tried to focus his gaze on the one person he knew would be there to help him =
Jim Kirk., Summoning what strength remained in his beaten and broken body he
staggered towards Kirk, a cry of completc and utter anguish escaping, uncontrolled,
from bruised lips.

llJim! L1

The despair contained in that one cry tore at Kirk's heart. He stumbled
blindly forward, arms outstretched, to catch his friend before he could collapse
at his feet. "It's all right, Spock...You're safe now...Everything's going to
be all right...I promise.,.Bverything's going to be all right..." Kirk's voice
broke on a sob.

"Jim, "

The voice from behind was quiet, controlled., "Jim," This time a reassuring
hand was placed on his shoulder, and Kirk turned to meet the blue, concerned eyes
of Leonard McCoy, the ship's Chief Medical Officer. "He can't hear you, Jim. He
must have Tought to remain conscious just long enough to know that he had made it
back to the ship., Let me take him."

¥irk nodded numbly, although it was with some reluctance that he surrendered
his precious burden into the strong but gentle arms of the doctoxr and his
efficient medical team. The 1limp form of his First Officer and friend was carow
fully laid on the awaiting trolley, and MeCoy hurriedly set to work, carrying out
a preliminary scan to ascertain the extent of Spock's injuries. His face was
serious as he took note of the readings. Adjusting several dlals and switches,
the doctor moved the scanner once more over the inert form, starting from the
head and moving slowly down towards the feet. The second set of readings only
served to confirm his worst fears. He bit his 1lip. Kirk, watching McCoy's face
intently for any change in expression, could hardly fail to notice the gesture.

"Bones,.." he whispered.

" don't know, Jim...I just don't know, The injuries are far more extensive
than I at first imagined, and with his internal seteup... It's bad, Jim. Very
bad. "

"you mean there's nothing you can do?" It was a cry from the heart, and
MeCoy knew it.

wyow I didn't say that, Just give me a 1ittle more time. Once we get Spock
to sickbay I'1l be able to carry out more tests..." HcCoy's volce trailed off.
Kirk wasn't listening. Instead, his gaze was fixed on his friend as Dr, M'Benga
and Nurse Chapel wheeled the trolley out of the transportar room.

nJim!" The tone of voice was commanding, cutting through Kirk's thoughts
like a knife.

The Captain turned to face the doctor. MeCoy's eyes softened as he read the
look of total loss and misery on his fricnd's face., 3But while he could feel com-
passion, could sympathise with the Captain, could understand what Kirk was going
through inside, he had to find some way of stopping Kirk wallowing in self-
recrinination, NMcCoy gripped Kirk*s shoulders haxd,

n3im, listen to me! You've got to snap out of this. There are over 430
people on this ship, and they are all depending on you. Spock is alive - Just. -
but nevertheless, he is alive. He's going to need your help, porhaps more than
he's ever needed it before, if he's going to see this through. You can't help
him while you're in this state. Hope, Jim. It's only a little word - but it's
all we've got. Hold on to that. For Spock's sake.™

_ 8lowly, McCoy's words began to penetrate Kirk's thoughts. The glazed look
left his face, "Bonesi®

He buried his face in hile hands, and the tears which he had held in check
were allowed to flow freely.

McEoy held him close, "I know, Jim, T know. He means a lot to me, too."
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Gradually the tears began to subside as HcCoy's words reached Kirk., BRones
vas right, of course; he couldn't go on 1like this - he was no help to anyone in
this state, least of all Spock. He made a visible effort to pull himself together,
and the qualities which had made him sr~h an excellent Starship Captain rose to
the surface.

There were duties to attend to, Starfleet Command would require a complete
report on the events of the last hour, but Kirk felt that that was one report
Wwhich could wait until later, much later, Once this nightnare was over...

Distressing as the thought was, Kirk knew that soconer or later he would have
to study Sulu's repewrt on the landing party's experience, and discover just what
had happened to turn a routine mission into a nightmare. Then, and only then,
could he return to sickbay and the one person who nceded him the most at this tinme
-~ Spock, the loyal friend, who was always there when he, Kirk, had needed his help.

The two men parted company at the door to sickbay, each to attend to his own
duties - MeCoy to Spock's bedside, and Kirk to his own quarters, a blessed haven
of peace and solitude, where he could study Sulu's report undisturbed. He felt a
faint twinge of guilt - he knew he should see Sulu personally, bt he couldn't
face the prospect of scelng anyone else, not just yet. He couldn't face the come
passionate glances, the sudden silences as soon as he made an appearance on the
bridge, the understanding nods and qulet whispors. He appreciated his crew's
concern for Spock, and for himself, and he would face them, but in his own tine.
He hoped they would understand,

Kirk hurried past Spock's wuarters - he couldn' bring himself even to glance
at the closed door, knowing that the room beyond was cmpty, avwaiting the return
of its owner -~ and let himself swiftly into his own cabin.

The door swished closcd behind him, and for a moment he rested his burning
head against the cool metal before crossing to the desk to pick up the tape which
Yeoman Rand rust have brought in while he was still with D, McCoy. He slipped
the cassette into the visual monitor, and adjusted the viewer. The words danced
before his eyes. The moment he had been dreading had come ~ he could put it off
no longer. With great reluctance, he began to read.

The survey of Adeltea IV had passed without incident, and the landing party
was preparing to leave when a terrifying, blood-curdling growl from behind froze
each man where he stood. They turnced to face a creature which bore some resemblance
to the pgorilla-like beings of 01d Earth, with its long hair, thickeset body and
squat, ugly features. But there all sinllarity ended. This creature was far
taller than the avivage man, Its strong, powerful arms, which looked strong encugh
to break a Human in half, ended in sharp, viclous claws, and the massive mouth,
from which came the bloodwchilling growls, contained two rows of pointed, evile
looking teeth - no one was left in any doubt as to what use they could be put.

The attack was rapid and unprovoked. The creature obviously thought the .
landing party was encroaching on its territory. With a cry of rage, and before
the stunned crew of the Interprise could make any move to protect themselves, the
monstrous creature had vendered one of the security guards uncinscious with a
single blow of its powerful arm. The second guard, who had moved to help his
colleague, vwas smashed to the ground for his trouble, and the creature turned its
attention towards Sulu,

Spock, who had been separated from the others when the cregture made its
appearance, assessed the situation lmmediately, and calling to his wmen to take
cover, attempied to distract the creature's attention from its present prey.
Yithout any thought for his own safety, he managed to position himself between
the creature and Sulu, to give the helmsman sufficient time to seek refuge behind
a nearby rock.

Tho crew watched, paralysed, as Spock darted hither and thither before the

creature, always tantalisingly out of its reach. If he could lead the creature
away from the rest of the party therce was a chance he could lose it in the surre
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cunding maze of rocks, and then double back to join the others.

By this time, Sulu had recovered his nerve sufficlently to take aim with his
phaser, and was on the point of firing when the creature made a swift lunge at
the darting Spock « for all its bulk it moved very quickly. Spock turned sharply
-~ too sharplys; he tripped and fell, striking his head against a rock. A4s he lay
dazed, the creature uttered a triuwmphant growl, seized the unconscious body snd
threw it inmto the air. Spock crashed to the greund, landing heavily. With a
swift movement, the frenzied creature had pilcked up a boulder and begun to strike
uninercifully at the prone body.

Meanvwhile, Sulu had moved stealthily away from his hiding place until he was
s0 positioned that, when he fired his phaser, the creature would not hit Spock.
4s the cresture raisced its arm to deliver another crushing blow, Sulu steadied
his trembling arm, tock aim and fired. The creature crumpled to the ground, too
stunned to attack again - for the timc being.

Iimcdiately, Sulu relayed his distress call to the Enterprise - thoy necded
help as quickly as possible before the creature regained consclousness and
realised it wasn't badly hurt,

The attack had lasted for less than Tive minutes - it had seemed an cternity.

spock had regained consciousness long enough to reach the safety of the ship.

Kirk switched off the monltor and buried his face in his hands. 5o, there
it was. Once again Spock had placed the safety of his friends befdre his own
personal safety; once again, his selfless actions had saved the lives of othex
crew members, How many times in the past had Spock been prepared to sacfirice
his own l1ife in order to probtect him, Kirk? He slammed his hand down hard on
the desk. For that unselfish action his friend now lay unconscious, close to
death. 4nd it all scemed so meaningless, without purpose, such a waste of a fine
life, Starfleet would call it an 'unfortunate accident' which happened ‘during
the course of duty'. God, Kirk thought, it would do some of those burcaucratbs
good to get out in space once in a while, Maybe then they'd change their minds,
But... This traln of thought was getting him nowhere.

His anger subsiding, Kirk leaned over and pressed the intercom button, Tmme
ed¢iately, Uhura's. face appeared on the visual monitor,

"Whura, is Mr, Sulu there?":
"Yes, Coptain.”
"sut him on visual, please.®

Uhura's features werc replaced by those of Sulu. "Mr, Sulu, take us out of
orbit and lay in a course for Starbase 8,"

Sulu busicd himself at his controls. "Course computed and laid in, six,”
"Good, How long will it tkae us to reach Starbase 87"

The helmsman checked the instrument readings. "At our present speed, 5.3
days, sir,"

"epry well. Lt. Uhura, if I am needed I shall be in sickbay; but I don't
vant to be disturbed unless it is absolutely necessary."

"I understand, =ir." Kirk knew he could rely on Ubura. The screen went
dark.

Kirk got to his feet. He had attended to his duties. Now, at last, he wa¢
free to go to the friend who needed him. Nothing short of a Red Alert would drag
him away from Spock's bedside this time.

An anxious MeCoy met Kirk at the door to sickbay. Seeing the worried frown
on the Doctor's face, Kirk's own barely controlled anxietles rushed to the surface.
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"Bones, what is it; What's wrong? Spock,..?
MeCoy interrupted him, ’'What's our present course?"

Kirk was surprised by the question. "We're heading towards Starbase 8. Why?"

Again McCoy failed to answer Kirk's question. "How long will it take to get
there?" he demanded.

"sulu estimated at least five days, perhaps more. What's all this about?"

MeCoy refused to moet Kirk's gaze. Instead he turned away, mutiering to
himself, "Too late! Too late! By then it'll be too damned late!™

Kirk could take no more of this. Roughly he turned McCoy round to face him,
"For God's sake, Bones, what is it you can't - or won't « tell ne?" A cold fear
suddenly gripped his heabt. "It's Spock, isn't it. What's happened? Damn you,
Bones, tell me! That's an order!"

The brutal words shook McCoy out of his reverie. He raised tired eyes to
his Captain's faco and in a dull voice answered, "I we don't get Spock to a
Starbase hospital within two days, three at the outside, then we'll be too late.
He's slipping, Jim, slipping fast, and there's nothing I can do to stop it."

Now Kirk understood MeCoy's attitude. Spock - his friend - would be dead
Wwithin three days if... Ne! He couddn't let it happen; he wouldn't let it
happen. There must be something they could do. He voiced his thoughts aloud.

"Isn't there anything at all you can do?" He felt like a drwoning man, des-
perately clutching at straws, "The Vulcan healing trance...”

Wearily, MeCoy shook his head, "The attack happened too quickly, Jim. He
used ¥ what energy he had left in order to remain conscious until he was brought
back here. Thus, he didn't have the strength he nceded to initiate the healing
trance." MecCoy turncd away, adding, "If he comes through this, he'll have to do
it on his own.®

BNo, Bones."

McCoy stiffened, and turned slowly, half expecting anothor outburst of near
hysteria. But none came., Kirk's face was quiet, controlled.

"What do you mean -~ no?"

"Just that. Spock is going to see this through, but he won't have to do it
alone, I shall be with him. Somechow, don't ask me how, I'm going tc see that ;
he lives, I will not stand by and watch him diel" And with that, he turned on a
his heel and walked into sickbay.

Kirk walked silently to Spockt's bedside. Nurse Chapel was there, holding
Spock's hand in a very unprofessional way.

"Nurse Chapel."

She started at the sound of Kirk's voice, and, replacing Spock's hand on the
bed, tried to hide her confusion and anxiety behind a mask of cool professionalisn,
Only the faint trembling of her hands betzxayed her true feelings.

"Tt's all right, Nurse « I'1l stay with hin now."

Christine nodded «~ she couldn't trust herself to speak -~ and moved towards
the door. She was halted by Kirk saying, "Oh -~ and Nurse ~ thank you."

T™wo waords,. But they meant that he knew, and understood. Quietly, she lef:t
the two friends together,

And so the lonely vigil began., For two days the lonely figure of the Capiain
could be seon haunting sickbay, not leaving Spock's side £ v an instant, unlcss
it was absoiutely necessary, And then only for short periods when MeCoy ordered
him to eat or rest. The Doctor was clearly worried about Xirk - the strain was
beginning to take its toll, and the last thing McCoy wanted was another patient
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on his hands,

Kirk did not welcome the pericds of enforced rest. Not that he could sleep
nuch, anyway. Hver since Spock had been brought back on hoard, his rest perlods
had been troubled by dreams ~ and always the same dream. He could see Spock in
the distance, but he was always too far away, No matter how hard Kirk tried to
reach him, there was always something holding him back, some invisible force
restraining him. Spock needed him -~ he was calling for his help = and he couldn't
go to him! Kirk struggled wildly, but it was a fitile gesture; he shouted his
friend's name - "Spock! Spockl!" and awoke to the sound of his own voice ringing
in his ears, '

: Freeing himself from the sheet in which he had become entangled, he wearily
dresged himself from the bed, showered, dressed and made his way back to sickbay.

There was still no change. The readings on the monitor above Spock's head
were low, dangerously low, Spock lay ummoving, his face ashen, Jjust the faint
rise and fall of his chest belng the only indication that he still possessed a
tenuous hold on life. Kirk sat down in his chair at the side of the bed and,
leaning over, hesitantly took Spock's hand in his own. Perhaps the physical
contact would help him transfer some of his own strength, and will to live, to
Spock., Then he settled back to wait...and hope...and think.

And Kirk had plenty of time to think duxing the long, dark hours which foll~
owed, while he waited for a sign, any sign, that Spock was going to regain consc-
iousness, Memories flashed before his eyes - the new worlds they had visited;
the adventures they had shared; the numerous occasions they had saved each. other's
life. Kirk could barely remember a time when Spock had not been by his side,
always there to provide help and support with a soft word, a subtle gesture. Over
the years thelr friendship had gwown, and with it, loyalty and frust. A bond had
developed between the two men which did not have to be expressed in words.

Mutual respect had become mutual understanding.

The life of a Starship Captain is often a loncly one; no man know this better
than Kirk = and being an outsider himself, Spock knew this, could understand the
loneliness. There was nothing one would not do for the other; Kirk knew that
gpock would follow him to hell and back, if necessary, with no guestions asked; j
and Spock knew that if ever he was in any danger, Jim Kirk would always be there
to help.

Looking at the still form, Kirk could not imagine a future without Spock.
Now that he was in danger of losing the one person who mattered so much to him,
Kirk began to realise just how much he had come to depend on the Vulcan. If Spock
died, Kirk did not know if he could carry on as efficlently the work they had
started together. He knew that with Spock's death, a part of himself would die,

"Give me a sign, Spock - Jjust one small sign that you haven't given up,™ he
murmured through half clesed lips. But thore was no sign; the familiar features
remained impassive.

Kirk was growing desperate, There must be something he could do, yet he folt
so helpless and inadequate. Spock needed his help, and somehow Kirk had to find a
way of providing that help. ' ‘

Thare Was one chance. Often in the past, the Vulcan had mind-melded with
Kirk, and this had helped to deepen the bond which already existed tetween them.
If Kirk ecould, somehow, reach into Spock's subconscious, ihore was a chance, Jjust
a slim chance, that he might trigger off some respanse. It was worth trying -
anything was better than just sitting walting...hoping...praying...

Slowly, Kirk raised Spock's hand and gently laid it against his own face, as
opock had done so many times in the past in order to initiate the mind-link. Then
he used his own strength to will Spock to live, trying to communicate his own
fight for survival lest Spock slip away from him forever. Slowly Kirk began to
talk., There was a slim hope that the sound of his volce would strike a chord deep
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within Spock's memory. He talked until he was almost hoarse, recounting incidents
and events from the past - to no avail, The ashen face was still...there was no
flicker of movement.

Kirk felt his eyes closing involuntarily...he was tired, so dreadfully tired.
But he had to have one more try. If only he could succeed, if only he could hreak
through that barrier into Spock’s subconscious; if only... So many 'if onlys®,

Kirk tightened his grip on Spock's hand and almost shouted, "Damn you, Spock,
Tight! Where's that stubborn Vulcan will of yours? You can't give up ~ I won't
let you, T can't sit by and watch the best First Officer in Starfleet give up the
will to live. WNor can I sit by and watch the best friend a man could have, one
whom I'd be proud to call brother, slip away from me. I need you, Spocks I need
you alive and at my side, not just a long~remembered memory. I want to help you,
but I don*t know how, All I know is that I need you... I need you, Spock...”

Tired out, drained of emotion, Kirk fell inmto a fitful sleep, the words "I
need you" dying on his lips.

Kirk awoke to someone shaking his shoulder urgently, and a. familiar voice
calling his name., : _

RJimI"

He felt stiff and cramped. His right hand, still resting on Spock’s felt
drained of blood. He tried to move it, to start the circulation, but as he did
50, Spock's grip tightened - the long, lean fingers refused to let him go!

Hope rising, Kirk looked to MecCoy for confirmation and saw the oncewworried
face now creased with smiled. MeCoy nodded. "You've done it, Jim. Take a look
at the monitor."

Kirk looked. He couldn't believe what he saw. The readings, which until a
short while ags, had becn so very low, were,now normal - normel for a Vulcan, that
is,

"But how?" he managed to stammex.

"L don't know, Jim. You must have done something to give Spock the strength
he needed to fight for his life ~ faith, necd, love - call it what you will., Your
own strength of purpose has carried you through this, and that inner strength
communicated itself to Spock at a time when he needed your hilp the most. He was
counting on you, Jim, even though he probably didn't realise it at the time - and
you came through; you didn't fail him. You didn't give up.”

Overjoyed, Kirk wanted to laugh and cry at one and the same time, as realise
ation dawned; Spock was going to live. He felt as though a great weight had been
lifted from his shoulders, Now, at last, after the long, dark days, there was
light at the end of the tunnel. Suddenly the future did not seem so grim and hopew
less, Tomorrow. He could say the word with confidence and renewed hope. So many
tomorrews filled with friendship, companionship and understanding.

He glanced at Spock's face - colurr was returning. Slowly, it was true, but
nevertheless it was returning. Spock seemed abt peace, as though he had just fallen
into a deep sleop. Kirk sat back, relief flooding through him, and allowed him=
self to relax for the first time in hours.

He locked at McCoy. "He will be all right now, won't he, Bones?" He couldn't
guite believe that the miracle for which ho had prayed for so long had really
happened, and he still needed reassurance from McCoy.

The Doctor smiled., "Yes, he'll be fine. He Just needs moere rest; but when
he wakes up, he'll be as good as new., You wait and see. It won't be the first
time Bis 'supePior' Vulcan physiology has got the better of me." Meloy laughed,
the first laugh Kirk had heard in hours, days. Then he sobered, eyeing Kirk
anxiously. "Opeaking of rest - isn't it time you got some sleep yourself? You've
hardly slept at all since this started,”
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Kirk locked at the peacefully sleeping form of his friend. "I'd rather stay
here, Bones, if it's all the same to you."

"o, it's not all the same to me., Spock's out of danger. You know that he's
going to be all right, and that there's nothing more you can do at the moment,
Tt's high time you started thinking of yourself now. I don't want you cracking
UDe "

"Byt Bones - "

"Jim, you may be the Captain of this Starship, but in sickbay I give the
orders, Now, off to bed with you - this instant!" '

Reluctantly, Kirk got to his feet, stretched, and moved slowly towards the
door., He stopped. "Promise me you'll call if,..."

"ot

"A1l right - all xight - I'm going - I'm going - " Grinning, Kirk escaped
before MeCoy became really angry.

The Doctor watched the retreating form of his Captain and chuckled guietly
to himself. One of these days, he thought, those two friends of mine will be the
death of me. They're both as stubborn as old mules, But for all that, I wouldn't
change them for the universe.

The persistent bleeping of the intercom aroused KXirk from his thoughts. He
leaned over and pressed the appropriate switch. "Kirk here."

"Sickbay, Jim." bicCoy's voice penetrated the quietness. "I think it's time
VOUe . '

"I'11 be right there." Kirk leaped from the bed, showered, hurried into his
clothes and was on his way in no time at all,

He paused for a moment outside the door to sickbay to collect his thoughts,
still his rapidly beating heart. Then, from within came the sound of the familiar
well~loved voice he had thought never to hear again.

"But Doctor, I can assure you I am perfectly well now, and I insist that 1
be allowed to return to my dutles and - * '

Mecoy's voice cut in, firm, insistent, "If anyone does any insisting around
here it will be me. You'll return to duty when I pronounce you fit, and not a
moment before. You need at least another three days in bed.”

*But Doctor -

MeCoy raised his hands in the air, a gesture of total exasperation. "What's
the natter with everyone around here? No-one listens to a word I say." He turned
at a sound behind him. "Oh, Jim -~ thank goodness. Maybe you can knock some
sense into that thick head of his..."

During the exchange Kirk had slipped silently into the xoom. Now he stood
Just inside the door, his gaze firmly fixed on the friend whom, hours before, he
thought he night lose forever.

McCoy had fallen silent. His gaze switched from Kirk to Spock then back
again. He cleared his throat. "Yes - well, if you two will excuse ne, I've got
some work to catch up on...and I guess you two have a lot to talk about, I'1l
sce you both later." On the way out he paused at Kirk's side. "Fifteen minutes,
Jim, no more. He's still not as strong as he would have us believe and I don't
want him overdoing it at this stage." Kirk nodded mutely. Before leaving, McCoy
looked across at Spoek. "It's good to have you back, Gpock - it really is." Then
he was gone. The entire incident had upset him far more than he was prepared to
adnit, '

Once again, the two ffiends were left alone, Now that the moment for which
Kirk had been praying for so long had finally come, he felt hesitant, unsure of
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himself, There was a lump in his throat which no amount of swallowing could remove.
He couldn't trust himseclf to speak. He stood for a long moment, unablc to move.

Spock made the first move. Slowly, he held out his hand., "Jim."

Just that ~ nothing more; but it was more than enough for Kiri., Silently,
he noved to his friend's side and clasped the proffered hand warmly in his own.
"Welcome back, Spock." His voice, almost breaking, sounded strange to his ears,

Dark eyes filled with warmth locked with the hazel eyes and & look of com=
plete understanding passed between them.

"Phank you, Jim."
"For what®"

"For bringing me back; for giving me the etrength I needed to fight; for
being there when I needed your help. It would have been so easy to give up, to
stop fighting, You gave me the will to live., T sensed...no. I felt you...try=
ing to communicate your strength to me. It was your need, Jim which gave me the
strength to fight back.,

Kirk was visibly stunned., "go I did reach you - I had no way of knowing.
All T know for sure was that you were slowly slipping away from me and that I
had to do something to bring you back. There was anly 2 slight chance that I'd
be able to reach you « thank God that I did."

Kirk paused. There was so much to say, to explain. Was now the time?
"Spock... Your friendship has come to mean more to me than words can express.
When I realised what could happen...I knew that if you died...then a part of me
would die with you. I remembered what Edith Keeler said, that your place would
always be by my side, and until now I've always taken that fact for granted.
I've known that I could always count on your loyalty and support, whatever the
situation = that has been tested so many times in the past. But this time...
This time it was different. When you were twrought back here and I saw what had
happened to you, when I realised that this time there was a distinet possibility
that you might die, I couldn't face it. So I summoned every ounce of strength I
could muster and somehow, don't ask me how, I willed you to live., I hardly dered
to hope that I'd succeed.”

Spock's grip tightened on Kirk's hand. "It did work, Jim, and for that I
thank you." A smile fluttered about his lips. "rhank you... It seems such an
inadequate way to say what I really mean. BPut I cannot express myself in words
as easily as you...toc many years of hiding my emotions, suppressing my Human
side, always appearing to be cool and logical... All this cannot be changed over=
night. But I think you know how I feel, and what I am trying to say. It is
obvious that the bond between us is far greated than vither of us ever imagined,
and for that I will always be grateful. I could not begin to suspect the depth
of your feelings - I could not know for sure - now, I think I do know,"

Spock fell silent. Both men sat, enjoying the companionship which came $o0
readily and easily to them both.

This time it was Kirk who broke the silence. "There's an old Earth saying
which..." He stopped as Spock's eyebrows began to rise., lias there just a hint
of amusement on the familier features? "I know -~ you're always teasing me about
ny *old' sayings, but I think this one is rather arpropriate for the occasion.
'iA friend in need,..'"

",..d8 a friend indeed'," finished Spock. "Yes, Jim. I, too, have heard
that saying, and it is one that has indeed been put to the test over the past
few days. " '

"Miell, I, for one, don't want to put it to the test again; at least, not
for a very long time." Kirk glanced anxiously at his friend's face., Spock was
beginning to lock tired, drawn; the strain was beginning to show, slthough Spock
was trying hard to conceal it., Bones was right; he still needed rest, and much
as Kirk wanted to stay, it was Spock's welfare that mattered the most at this time.
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Slowly, he rose to his feet, "It's time I left and let you get some sleep.
Bones was right, you know -« you're not as strong as you'd have us believe. Your
system has taken one hell of a shock and you're going to need time to get over
it. Much as I waat you back on the bridge - and at my side - I don't want you
rushing things. Listen to what Bones has to say, Spock - he's as concerned about
you, in his own way; as I am." He paued; and continued thoughtfully. "ife'll
talk some more tomorrowi We've our whele fubture in front of us, and it's filled
with tomorrows. I think we can afford to give up a little of our time now, don't
you? " )

Spock nodded,; and settled back on his pillows as Kirk prepared to leave,

"Jim." The voice was soft, gquliet, with Jjust a hint of emotion., "Thore's
Just one more thing..."

Kirk paused in the dooxway, ™Yes?" _
“"Thank you for being here...and for beilng you,"

Kirk turned and fled before he could make a complete and utter fool of
himself,

B 010 B i o e e e

DESPERATION by Susan Meek

He can feel their eyes on his back,
The heat of the gaze as palpable
As that of the fire

That will soon consume then all

In its hot enbrace.

He is a creature of restraint.
He does not sweat, he does not panic.
He knows that all life must end sometime
And that accepting the inevitable
- Is the logical course of action.
And yO‘t. -

Though his own life is not important,
Thore are those othors...

HURMansS « «

They are his first command;

His responsibility.

But logic has failed him,

It offers no other alternatives...

Except perhapsS...

His hand reaches out,

But falters, _

The battle of the dual heritage

Had never becen waged so strongly inside his heart -
Whether to risk all in a last desperate gamble,

Or to accept death with stcic dignity.

Yot still he can feel then,

Watching, waiting, hoping beyond hope.

Through their Captain, they have learned to expect

The miracle escape, the last-minute snatch

Frrom the hand of death.

Suddenly his image is thexe,

Strong and clear;

Then, in the instant between one heartbeat and the next
Logic fuses with deepest 1lnstinct;

A moment of intuition is born.

The switeh is thrown.
L S It A B o e 2
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TINTERROGATION by Susan Meek

"This way, Vulcan.,"

As Bpock was pushed roughly through a doorway by one of the Klingon guards,
his instinctive response was to struggle or to hit out. He quickly smothered it;
even though, with his strength, he could easily have dealt with both of them, it
would be pointless. The aim of this deception was to prove that he was Spock,
Vulcan trader, passive and harmless to the Klingons; not the First officer of the
Enterprise,

With what 1littie time he had, he had been trying to prepare his mind for what
was to come. BSeveral months ago, when the Enterprise had called at Starbase 4,
there had been rumours of the Klingons possessing some new kind of interrogation
device; stories of one of the Fleet's top intelligence operatives, returned from
a Klingon=-occupied planet.,.mindless, babbling like a child,

Spock knew that this was not going to be easy. His command training would
help, but he suspected that he would be forced to draw on every ounce of his Vylcan
abilitlies to see him through.

"In hare." They had arrived at an office, smaller than Kor's; 1ike his,
without adormment, functional only. "Inquisitor Kerval, the Commander wishes this
man interrogated."

The Klingon who regarded Spock from the other side of his desk was typically
swarthy and bearded. Bubt there was a glitter of ruthlessness in his eyes, like
the glint of cold steel, that was not present even in Kox's.

"A Vulecan...”" Kerval smiled a cold smile at him. "Now what would you be
doing here, my Vulcan friend? Spying for the Federation?"
P

Spock looked at the opposite wall, "The reasons for my presence here have
already been explained to Commander Kox,"

"He sald he was a merchant," the Lieutenant offered, laughing.

"Really?" Kerval smiled his loathsome smile, "Hell, we shall see, we shall
see." He rose and came round the desk towards him. "I have heard much about
Vulcan strength, mental discipline..." He put one hand on Spock's shoulder,
seemed to0 be feeling the strength in the muscles beneath the thin cloth, Held
tightly between the two guards, the Vulcan could do nothing, "It would be entere
taining to test those limits." The volce was velvet-smooth, the hand moviag down
Upock's pody almost like a caress, "an interesting change from the sheep we have
to deal with on this backwator planet.”

Without warning, Kerval drove an ironehard fist into Spock's abdomen, Invel=
untarily, the Vulcan gasped, but he did not allow any flicker of pain to appear in
his eyes, or expression cross his face.

"S0. Perhkaps there is some truth in the stories. Almost a pity that the
mind-sifter dispenscs with the need to use the..." Kerval grinned ",..old methods."
He turned to the guards. "Bring hin,”

The room they entercd was bare but for the chair at the far end and the cone-
trol panel set into the wall beside it. The chair had an attachable helmet which
obviously would be swung down on the victim's head; varicus electrodes, straps to
hold the victim in place. It seemed pretbty much the standard sguipment that he
had encountered for such purposes on other occaslons, One could not, however,
Judge by appearancCeS...

As Spock was strapped in, he offered no resistonce. Kerval!'s mnanner besame
distinctly businesslike,

"41ll that is required is that you tell the truth, Vulcan., Otherwise it will
be to your detriment. We always get the truth - one way or another.”™ He turned
to the Licutenant, whose hand was poised on a dial, "Begin.,"

The sensations were, at first, only a discomfort, 1like a tingling irritation
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on the surface of his mind. Spock had already withdrawn his true thoughts behind
a mental screens what he revealed would be what he wanted the Klingons to sce.

The questions began., 'What is your name, and your purpose here?"

"I am Spock. I am a trader, dealing in Kevas and trillium."

"Tndeed. DO you think you will make a good turn-over on Organia, Spock?!
"The prospects do not appear optimistic, since the arrival of your Flect."
Kerval laughed., "5¢ you do not like the BHpire's presence on Organia?"

"It would be both pointless and illogical to pretend enthusiasm for your preg-
ence hore, I am a national of a Federation planet caught in a situation where wae-
fare could hreak out at any minute., Your presence here is disrupting the trade
contracts I had hoped to negotiate, However, I can see no alternative but to
accept the situation, -

"Oh? You don't intend to...do anything about 1t%"
"Do anything?" Spock hoped his expression was sufficiently blank.

"Resistance. Inclting the natives with revolutionary ideas. You arc clearly
no fool, Merchant Spocks; you know the kind of thing I nean."

#Such achkion would not be logical., The Klingen force here is too large., Any
such local resistance would be crushed immediately. Also, I am a Vulcan. We live
by the ways of peace, I have no wish to be invelved in any klna of military
operation that could lead to violence."

Kerval smiled, and said smoothly, "Fine principles. Fine, weakhkneed, COWm
ardly Federation principles. But every animal, no matter how passive, can turn
dangerous when its livelihood is threatoned. and your livelihood is being threat-
ened, Mr., Spock," :

"True, But there is 1ittle I can do about the matter. Any resistance agaist
such oveorwheliing odds would be totally illogilcal,”

" prudent viewpoint, Mir. Spock. Very wise. And how very convenient for you,
a Federation national, to be on Organia Jjust as we arrive," He nodded tc
the Lieutenant. "Force two."

spock felt as though tendrils of fire were creeping through his mind. It
took all his control to keep his face blank. Kerval was shoubting now, "How did
you get here? Where is your transpont?"

*T was deposited here by a Vulecan ship in which I hold joint shaves with a
group of other merchants, I had hoped to conduct some business here, and be picked
up by them at a later date. With the Klingon occupation of this sector, that
will not now be possible,®

"jo! 1 can see that business has taken a turn for the worse," The Klingon's
laughter was hearty - and malicious., It stopped and Kerval continued, sotto voce,
"ow, Jjust tell us about your side-line of spying for the Federation...”

The questions comtinued, endlessly, it seemed, Sometimes the same thing,
over and over again; about himself, his busiress, his attitude to the Klingons;
sometimes the occasicnal unexpected qQuUery, d051gnca to confuse him, There was no
let up, either in that or the foroe inside hlS man, which Kerval had relentlessly
turned up to Force three,

gpock was given good reason to be grateful for his childhood decision 1o
choosc the Vulcan way. Only his early training and life-long practise of mental
control helped him to hang on to his sanity. By now a Human would have been
babbling his inmost secrets. Pain had become his whole existence as the mind-
sifter's ravaging force pounded against his mental barriers. 8o far he had been
able to maintain the facade, but for how much longer?

Kerval came over and stcood in front of himg looked with anusement at the
sweat standing out on Spock's forehead., "Not particularly pleasant, is it, our
little machine? It can literally rip a man's nind apart; destroy his sanity.
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You wouldn't like to have that fine logical nind of yours taken apart simply because
you are hiding sonething from me, would you, Spock?" The voice was dangerously soft.

"T have nothing to conceal from you." The calim front was becoming more and
more difficult to maintain.

"T am not quite convinced of that. Force four, Ideutenant. Now tell me again,..”

Tt was agony. Beyond anything he had ever known. Wave on wave of force that
ceme crashing in, threatening to break in upon the tight kerxnal in his mind where
his true personality lay curled in upon itself. From this strange vantage point it
seemed that part of him wabched with an odd detachment the Vulcan merchant called
gpock who told Kexrval about his business, his home on Vulcan, his fears of losing
business, of being unable to support his family honourably in his chosen profession...
Another part of him was fighting a desperate batile.

He was a Vulcan; able to control, He must not succumb tc this.
Eis mind was fire; a hot, engulfing flame that demanded truth...
He was a Starflect officer. He had a duty...

Kervalts voice was an instrument of torturc in itself; one minute harsh and
demanding, the next, coaxing, enticing with offexs of release in exchange for the
truth, The truth... It would be 80 very casyeas

No! He was.a Starfleet officer...and he owed a duty to his Captain. Jinm...
Kixk's image sprang into his mind; hazel eycs regarding him with copen, expectent
trust., TFf he revealed his true identity, Jim also would be captured. He too might
be subjected to this. 4and that, Spock knew, despite everything, must not, could
not he allowed,

The pressure Was becoming intolerable...but he held the image of Kirk in his
mind, clung to it, almost, as he struggled to keep his mental shields from buckling.
and it seemed to him that it was this that was the thing, vhen all else had gone,
that kept his resolve not to succwib. But if this kept up, not even that would be
enough, He would baste insanity. Death would be preferable...

And then, without warning, the pressure ceased, He was belng unstrapped by
the guards, and, as if from a great distance, heard Kerval's voice, "Bnough. No man
who is lying could resist that pressure. You may take hin back to the Commandel."

45 he stood, swaying a 1itile with wreaction, he felt the Inguisitor's gaze on
him, still vaguely susplcious. But for Kerval to admit that he might not have ot
the full truth out of Spock would have been to admit that the Klingons' prestigilous
new device was Tallible. and Kerval had no wish to do that, because it would also
reflecl upon hiite..

"Farencll, $pock of Vulcan. Do not give us any cause to have dealings with
you again."

"T can assure you, Inguisitor, I have no wish to do that."

The guaxds took him out. Ho was almost grateful to be held betweon them; his
limbs felt weak as jelly; his stomach churned with navsea. Bub he did not allow

any weakness to show; he did not intend to allow the Xlingons any further anmmunition
against them.

This was over; but there was worse to come. He and Kirk were Starfleet officers,
honour-bound to disrupt the Klingon occupation as much as possible, no matter what
the odds were against them.

By the time they arrived back at the Commander's office, his features were
schooled once more into impassivity. He must appeax to be strong, calm, Kirk would
need him and his strength.

Whatever Kirk needed,..he would be there to give.
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