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CHANCE MEETING by Vigki Richards

It was a summer's night, sultry and hot. Eleanor Davies drove home to her
parents' farm on the outskirts of 4 remote Welsh village through the deepening
shadows, She had been visiting a friend in the nearest large town, some twenty
miles away, and had stayed later than intended; it was past eleven, and she
still had five miles to go. The lonely, narrow road through the hills was star—
lit, though, and the night very clears and although she was anxious to get home,
st11ll she wag enjoying the drive and the nighttime scenery, and positively
refused to hurry too much, preferring to travel along quietly, thinking her own
thoughts, and humming softly to herself as she went.

She thought as she drove of the recent reports of UFO activity in the areas
a subject close to her heart. Tt was inconceivable to her to doubt the presence
of intelligent beings other than humankind in the galaxy; it just wasn't logical
to doubt their existence,; she thought to herself; deliberately choosing the
favourite word of one of the favourite people in her thoughts, and smiling to
herself at her own choice. MNo, she thought, it is impossible we are alones they
are out there somewhere, and one day they'll make contact with = us, and then maybe
the universe of Star Trek, or something very near to 1t, really “will oxicte Or
maybe it does already, and we're not part of it, because our extra~terrestrial
counterparts think we're not worthy of belonglng vet, And maybe we'll never
learn encugh for them Yto think we are.

But firmiy she pushed such pessimistic thoughts away, and continued home-
ward, determined to be more optimistic about the Terran race, glancing at the
bright stars from time to time, knowing in her soul that the only reason she
hadn't seen one of the UM)s herself was because she hadn't been in the right
place at the right time. And even if they were there, at that very moment, she
wouldn't be able to see them because they'd no doubt have their deflector screens
up if she was looking their way! But she would dearly love %o see one with her
own gyes; and one day she would, she was sure of it,

She turned the last corner before home, and drove up to the farmhouse.
Parking her car, she got out and walked %o the farmhouse door, stopping on the
threshold to gaze once more at the night sky.

I wonder, when they do come, where it will be from? she asked herself, not
for the Tirst time, and where 18 Lridani anyway? I really must get some star
charts and find out. How stupid not knowing where vulcan's supposed to be -
call myself a Trekkerl :

-Dissatisfied with herself, and the incommunicative heavens, she turned and .
entered the farmhouse. Had she lihgered but thirty seconds longer, she would have
discovered the truth of her suspicions that she was never in the right place at
the right time, for no sooner had she gone in, than a brightly glowing light
appeared above one of the nearby hills. Silently it hung there for several
moments, then a2t incredible speed it moved off ic the west. After another few
seconds it appeared to simply wink out, leaving only the tranguil, ordinary
night scene there had been before.

Two days later, it was Saturday. Hleanor got up early, determined to
carry out a plan she had been formulating ever since reading the Pridey wmorning
papers. She had been disappointed, fed up and furious with herself for not watch-
ing the sky a little longer on the Thursday night. If the reports were right,
most of the local UFO sightings had been close bys; very close. So, partly
becauge she was cross with herself, and partly because she had a curicsity which
would not be satisfied by anything other than a look at the area where the URD
was supposed to have been seen, she put on her fell boots, took a packed lunch,
and amnounced she was going to spend the day walking in the h1113° a circumm
stance that nobody would find unusuval.

Within a short while she had left the road, taking the narrow tracks over
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the hills that she had known and used since childhood, enjoying the exercise,
but impatient to arrive at her destination.

It did no%t take Eleanor long to reach that place; a holiow in the hills
over which the UFO had been reported to have been hovering at the moment it had
disappeared. Several peaple had reported sightings, but the nearest witness had
been a farmer whom Eleanor knew, who had been out on the hills collecting some
of his sheep on the Thursday night, and who knew the area too well to make a
migtake as to the location, Eleanor had to smile to herseif; people seemed to
be so much more willing to let it be known that they had seen a UFO these dayss
and the people they let it be known to seemed to take the .eports far more
seriously than they would have done even a few years ago. She wondered to
herselfl if maybe the human race was actually beginning to learn some wisdom at
long last. A few members of it, anyway.

Pausing on a hilltop, she stcod and looked into that valley, disappointed,
though not really surprised, that there was no ghining grey spacecraft there
for her to walk up to - she had often wondered if she would reslly have the
courage if she ever managed to encounter one. But the valley was wooded, and
there were plenty of places for a spacecraft to be hiddeng not that resourceful
aliens would be likely to need trees to conceal thems they no doubt would have
force-fields and other technological tools to aid +them, But Fleanor wasn't
going to turn around and go home without at least having z look at the valley
bottom now she had come this far. At a steady pace, she began tc descend the
green hillside, making short work of the climb down into the valley below.

Quietly she walked through the valley, alongside a small stream; but then
she left it, and entered under the shadow of the trees, having decided that if
she was going to search the valley, she might as well do it properly.

For several minutes she walked through the woods, walking soundlessly,
aware of the silence around her. But then the awareness came to her that the
lonely valley was not as deserted as she had thought; coming to her through
the trees was the definite sound of someone's footsteps.

But although the hills and valleys were lonely places, it was not altogether
unexpected to meet another lone fell=walker, and Hleanor strode forward, thinking
only .that if there were other people walking about, her chances of seeing any
UFO activity were greatly diminisheds any aliens would no doubt be hiding
themselves away very carefully, or have left the area completely.

So when [leanor stepped quietly out into a clearing, she was far more
unprepared for what she saw than she might have been only a few minutes previously.
The footsteps she had heard had been made by a tall man dressed in red, who now
stood facing her across the clearing, with an expression on his face that said
he wags not too surprised to see her, He looked like a man, but she could see
instantly that he was no man of her world; his bright blue eyes and high fore~
head were human-locking enocugh - but different enough for her to see that here,
at last, she had seen more than z UFO3 FEleanor Davies had met an alien.

Often she had wondered what she would really do if she ever found herself
in such a2 sitvationg but strangely, and gratifyingly, she felt no inclination
to turn and rung only a growing sense of wonder and curiosity.

she opened her mouth to speak, not knowing what to say, and nct knowing if
he would understand what she did say; then she closed it again without saying
anything. Out of the corner of her eye she had seen a sight which made her
eyes open in astonishment, even more than the sight of the first alien had dones
about twenty yards behind the alien, who still stood regarding her gquietly,
she had noticed a large silver shape partly hidden by the trees. And walking
from what could only be the spacecraft she had originally come looking for, coming
towards the spot where she stood facing the curious alien, was yet another tall
humanoid figure., But it was not the fact that the appearance of the second alien
wag different from that of the first that wmade her stare, uneble for the moment
tc say anythings: 411t was the fact that his appearance was familiar to her.
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The second alien who strode purposefully forward, clad in an outfit of dark hlue,
had the dark hair, upswept eyebrows and pointed ears of a race she had thought

to be only a fictional invention, and the astounding discovery that it was a
reality filled her with awmazement, and a sensation alkin to delight, strangely
lacking fear.

The second alien wasg a Vulcan,

tuickly he approached and stood at the side of the first alien; looking at
hex calmly. Then he spoke to his companion, and although she didn't know if he
was inexplicably speaking her lenguage or if they were using some kind of device
to translate, she found she could understand him.

Tinteresting," said the Vulcan.,

"Interesting?™ Hleanor questioned, not really ¥nowing what to gay, and
surprised she had even managed to get that much out. She couidn't believe what
she had heard.

"Yes," replied the Vulcan, addressing her divectly this time instead of his
companion. "You .did not runm away. You are curious, and not afraid. Cood."

The Vulcan did not smile, but knowing whal she did of Vulcans, even if only
of the fictional type, she would not have expected him to. But hise zlien
companion did smile, and suddenly Eleanor found she had relaxed., And at the:
back of her mind she found herself thinking how odd it wag - talking to these
aliens seemed hardly any different from talking to anyone else for the first
time, and she wondered why she had thought it would be.

Mo pecple usually run away when they encounter you?" Ileanor agksd politely.
Somehow her tongue seemed able to work again.

fouite frequently,™ replied the first alien. Fe had a marked accent,
although his Fnglish was quite good. The Vulean had socunded exactly as she would
have expected = Vulcan to sound. Again she found herself wondering.

"Humans do not run away as frequently as they once did, and they more often
digplay curiosity and friendship. That is a good sign. At one time it was
vsual for your kind to offer us violence." The Vulcan seemed gratified that
she was neither afraid nor suspicious. Then the thought struck her that they
hadn't seemed toc surprised to see hers they had becn. . expectant, almost.

She never knew guite why she asked the next question.

"Te that why you're here? To meet humans and see how they react?®

TIn part, yes. I am surprised by your perception,” said the Vulean., "But
part of ocur mission, the most important part, is %o attempt to prepare Terrans
for the day when we will make contact openly with your worid."

Suddenly the emornity of what she was experiencing dawned on Eleancr. And
the reslisation seemed to free her tongue in a flood of questions which she knew
ought to have been the first ones she asked.

"But who are you, anyway -~ and where are you from? which planets, I means
and vhat do you call yourselves? I can see you are different = from different
worlds. Is there some kind of interplanetary federation you belong to?"

The first alien regarded her in a mammer which seemed somewhat amused,
though in a kindly way. He tumed sideways and looked at his companicn gxpecte
antly, clearly quite willing to allow the Vulecan to do wmost of the talking,

The Vulcan himself seemed to look right through her, his dark eyes seening
to be trying to reach her thoughts, as if he was as perceptive as Spock, as if
the sinilarity between the alien she now faced and the Vulcan of Star Trek
stretched even to their limited telepathic powers.

"We do belong to such a federation, yes," he replied carefully, "but I fear
my name would be unpronounceable to you. That, and the name of my companion
and his planet of corigin, is not of prime interest to me at this wmoment., What ig,
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is the name you would put to me if asked. OFf which race would you say I was a
memnber??

Tpis wag crazy. But there was a meaning she hadn't yet grasped in his
gquestion; she realised that, and she also reslised that up to that moment, she
had somehow ignored the fact that although this alien was so very alike in
appearance to the Vulcans of Star Trek, in all probability that was just chance,
and they were called something else entirely, and had no further similarities at
aill, But the alien seemed to expect her to know from which world he cane. It
didn't make sense., Or did it?

But she said it just the same.
Woulre a Vulcan.!

Apparently, this answer was the correct one, as unbelievable as that was.
Both of the aliens looked satisfied, and the one who was not a Vulcan emitted
something which gounded like a small sigh of relief,

Yeg," came the guiet reply. "You are correct., I am a Vulcan. It appears
7
our experiment is working.”

Mixperiment? What experiment?" The only possible answer to this strange
situgtion had just come leaping into Hleanor's mind, and as odd as it was, it
was no odder than the circumstances in which she found herself at that moment.

"I believe it will be safe to tell you," said the Vulcan, "although you
will Le the first Terran to which a full explanation has been given. We have
been seen, we and cother landing parties over the past few desades, by many of
your kind. To some we have spoken a little, though euardedlys most have fled
before we had the cpportunity, and cthers, especially in the early days, attempted
to do us harm, though unsuccessfully. Of course, most of our missions were
carried out in great secrecy. It is only now, row that the people of Earth appear
to be finally accepting that it is unlikely that they are alone in the galaxy,
that we feel the time is wight for us - slowly =~ to begin revealing ocurselves
to humankind,"

"You think we're ready?" Eleanor queried, "I know a great many of us are,
but a great many aren't.® Concern for her worid suddenly peplaced her other
feelings.

"You speak wisely," replied the Vulcan, "but though we do not believe in
interfering with the natural development of other worlds, Farth ig at a most
critical stage. After much thought and discussion, it was decided by our
federation that it was time we gave some assistance."

"You mean help us to live peacefully®"
“Yes, and that was the original reason for our experiment."

Eleznor waited expectantly. He had said he would explain, and somehow she
had the feeling that what he was going to tell her was going to be more amazing
then all her other experiences that day put together. When he did speak, she
was not digappointed.,

"Several years ago," began the Vulcan, while his companion looked silently
ony Y"in fact, several decades ago, members frem federation worlds most closely
resembling Terrans were sent to live on Warth, to actually join Barth society,
without anyone from Earth suspecting, in an attempt to learm as much about your
pianet as possible without causing anyone to panic, A%t the time, that would
have been the most likely result of any open contact between sny of us and
your vorld. Over the years it was discovered that, mainly through the field of
what you call 'science fiction', which we term ag logical speculation on future
developments, the people of Warth, at least those gifted with vision, were
becoming more and more aware of the possibility of 1life on other planets, This
is always a good sign in the development of any society; ‘'science fiction! has
preceded greater awareness in the societies of many other worlds throughout the
galaxy, But our agents on Barth began to feel that the process was too glow,"
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"S0 you decided to lend a hand?" Eleancr interrupted, although once more
she found it difficult to speak. She just knew what he was going to tell her,
improbable as it seemed, and she could hardly get the words out for a growing
gense of excitement.

This time he didn't bother to tell her how perceptive she was; he merely
nodded his head and continued.

TYou are correct in your assumption,” he told her. "And from your kKnow-
ledge of my racial identity, it is apparent that you are familiar with one of
your television programmes, which you call 'Star Trek!. From your attitude
towards us, I will go so far as to assume that you are what is known as a 'fant'"
He paused for her %o deny or confirm that she was.

Fleancr just nodded, dumbfounded, hardly able %o believe what she was
hearing. Yet it began tc make so much sense.

The Vulcan nodded again. "Good. That will make my explanation easier.
When it was decided that the people of Tarth needed some help to progress,
mainly because we felit circumstances here warranted our taking the unusual step
of interfering in a planet's development, in order that we might make open -
contact with Earth sooner than would otherwise be the case so that the federation
would be able to help humankind to grow, hopefully to end conflict on your world.
When we decided progress.was too slow, we knew that the medium of science fiction
would be the most logical way through which we could achieve our means effect-
ively., And so our agents looked arcund carefully for a human with intelligence
and understanding enough to aid us.

"After much thoﬁght and deliberation, it was decided that the human most
suitable was a writer named Gene Roddenberry."

"I can't believe thig!" Eleanor exclaimed, although it wag the explanation
she had expected. "You aren't telling me that Star Trek is a factual represent-
ation of the actual initerplanctary federation you belong to? Of life in the
galaxy? Don't get me wrong -~ I would like to think it is. Bui Gene Roddenberry
created Star Trek himself = didn't he?"

"Indeed he did. T told you we searched for a human with intelligence and
understanding,”" the Vulcan said gravely. "In any world there are vigionaries:
people with wisdom enough to verceive the truth.  Gene Roddenberry did create
Staxr Trek, and created it very accurately, with no help from us at alls as you
have guessed, Star Trek is a very close representation of life in our galaxy,
with the exception of the invelvement of Terrans. 3But within a few decades we
hope that will be changed, and that humankind will have evolved encugh to take
an active part in federation life, such ag Gene Roddenberry imagined.?

"But then how did you help®™ Eleanor could see only one possibility.” "Did
you suggest putting Vulcans in the seriest™

The Vulcan paused and stared closely at her again. "Indeed. When our
agents discovered that Gene Roddenberry had created thisg television programme,
and we discovered hew accurate his ideas were, and egually important, the beliefs
and ideals he planned to discuss in the series, we declided it was time to act.
We knew that if Vulcans ~ it did not need to be Vulcans, it could have been any
member race not tooc different in appearance to humans to alarm them, hut it had
to be different enough, mainly to see how Terrans would accept the idea of
aliens of a totally dissimilar background to themselves, different ways, living
peacefully alongside themselves - we knew that if Vulecans could be introduced
to them as Vulcans really are, through science fiction, when the time came for
us to contact them in reality, we would bve accepted far mere readily than
otherwise. "

"But what did you do?t"

"Our agents,; those nearest in appearance to humans - there are raess in the
galaxy very similar in appearance to yourselves, as I have said - infiltrated
the television studios where it was proposed the series should be made, in many
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different capacities of employment, and were accepted as perfectly ordinary
members of the studio staff. Carefully, so that no~one would notice what they
vwere doing, they made suggestions. ot too meny, but enough. Gene Roddenberry
and the seript writers working on Star Trek in those days were very perceptive
people; and not too many susgestions were needed. They could see most things
for themselves, and with only a little help from our agents, what emerged in the
television series was a representation of the Vulcan people which is very litile
different from weality."

"But - why me? Why did you choose to tell me?" Fleancr was still almost
in a gtate of shock. What the Vulcan had told her made so much gense, and was
so wonderful she really could hardly believe it. She knew that later on she
would start tc wonder how on earth for once she had been in the right place at
the right time. But she knew also that whatever happened now, her life wasg
never going to be exactly the same again.,

"We chose you because you were here, encountered us, and were perceptive
enough and wise enough to listen, and to understand. 7You are not the enly
human to whom this truth will be revealed, but you are the first to hear it all.
The time is coming, slowly, but it is coming, when we will reveal ourselves to
the whole of the people of Earth. You are merely fortunate that you came here
today.” ’

"Yes, I am," said Eleanor, smiling suddenly at the irony of his words; she,
who for years had thought she would always be in the wrong place when any thing
of importance happened. :

"But there is one thing more." The Vulecan didn't seem to have finished his
explanation.,

Eleanor locked at him expectantly, though she doubted that there was any-
thing left he could tell her which would surprise her more $han she had already
been surprised that day, short of the offer of a trip in the alien gpacecraft.

She was wrong. %ven as the Vulcan continued with his explanation, she saw
a sight which made her eyes open wide and her knees start to tremble.

"It was decided that for the sake of authenticity, our agents would do all
they could to suggest that an actor was chosen to represent a vulean in Star
Trek who closely regembled a living Vulcan," the Vulcan continued. But Tleanor
hardly heard him. She couldn't take her eyes from the figure apprcaching thom
from the direction of the hidden spacecraft,

"We succeeded better than we hoped in this," said the Vulean, noticing her
expression; and turning round to see what was causing her reaction. Having
discovered what it was, he turned back to her and continued, though watching her
closely. :

"Yes," said the Vulcan. "Phe actor eventually chosen closely resembled a
Vulcan who was involved in the observation of Garth in those days. He has since
gained promotions he is my commanding officer, in fact. I believe he is about
to join us.!

But Eleanor wasn't hearing him any longer, Weither did she notice nim, o
the other alien still standing silently at his side. Her whole being was focusged
on the tall, slim figure approaching. He came and stood in front of her, and
raised his bhand in the Vulcaen salute, his right eyebrow raised in that expression
she had seen so often on the face of another, and as she prepared herself to give
the response to the traditional Vulcan greeting she somehow knew he was going to
give, the full wonder of that moment hit her, '

His face wore the familiar features she had seen so many times on her TV
gscreen, And he was as impesing a figure in real life as he had ever been in
Star Trek,

" This Spock was resdl.es

e S e S e i S



HEAVEINLY PIRE

I have wade a study

Of that man named Kirk.

e has become well-known in history

. FPor his exploits, explorations,

For his excepiional bravery.

He spent his life in that vast unknown of space,
Perhaps a Ceesar of the stars...

But T believe he is Alexander, reincarnate.

How, you may well ask,

Do I come by this conclusion?

May I simply refer you to his features:

To his personalitys *o his reputaticn:

To his soul. To what he wasl

Hone other could be so identical,

In evexry way, to that great man Alexander,
Than he!

The game halr of golden bronzes

The game musculatures

The same confident air of commnand:

The unigue ability %o lead all men,

And. be respected, and loved, for and because of that leadership.
The compassion, the strength, the ability to love.

And eyss which said what words could not -

The eyes of heavenly fire.

Both men were unigue in their lifetimes.

Veither having an equal - men amongst wmen.

Their passing through life's highways

Ensured the fact that they would live for evers

History has proven that few like them exist,

And thelr very presence must go into historic annals

For those who follow on -

Providing a dream for their descendants to wish o fulfil.

L] . Ll » &

I, BameJ, son of Spceck of Vulean, grandson of Ambassador
Sarek and Lady Amanda, remember my father's words before
his death. He told me 2ll concerning that man, James 7.
Kirk, and made me wish that I had known him. Those words
remain within the facets of my mind, never and always
touching and touched:

'Jim was a unigue individual, and I love him. I go now

to join him. My son, be like .him, if you can, and honour
hig name. There will never be another as he.

' Remember us.!

My father, T hereby pledge to do ag you bade me.

Karen Hayden..
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REUNION by Lorraine Goodison

Six hundred credits! proclaimed the sign in mumbers not too bold to
frighten off window browsers. It rested on a dress cut from shimmering purple
and gold Andorian cloth, light, flouncy, totally feminine,

This particular windew browser stared at it for a long time before
reluctantly tearing herself away from the shop. I %0ld myself that I would
never have a chance to wear it anyway, but it didn't stop me dreaming. It
had been too long since I wore something like that - soft, flowing against the
skinees

Oh, stop it, Christine. You caﬁe down here for a breath of fresh air and
to stretch your legs, nothing else.

My mental admonishment, however, did not stop me smiling at the thought of
regally sweeping into Sickbay in that outfit. T could just imagine a certain
Scuthern gent's jaw dropping clear to the floor before he asked where the hell
my uniform was. Oh dear, the efficient doctor's turned into a woman,..

Shut up.

I walked along the edge of the crowds hoping I wouldn't see anyone from
the ship. Right now I wanted some distraction from the daily routine; not
gossip about the patients. I especially wanted to dodge Nurse Abernethy. Her
scle topic nowadays seemed to concern James T. ¥itvk.

We were only in orbit for five hours, barely encugh time to do anything,
but T was grateful for the chance to breathe unconstituted air. Out here in the
streets surrounding the base, a woman could relax and remind herself what life
was like ocutside the quiet bustle of the nterprisea.

Over the moving heads and piles of goods I spotted a gign bearing the
legend 'Real coffeel'. Well, I doubted that assurance for a start, but I began
to push my way over there all the same. T was almost across when a hauntingly
familiar voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Hi there, stranger. Arem't you going to at least say hello?r

When I turned and looked behind me in confusion, there was ny oldest
sister; that same teasing smile on her lips.

"ell, Chris?" she prompted.

I feit a surge of emction that left me breathless and weepys "lyn, T -
Wh@re did you... How = Gh Cbristooc"

"Hey, don't cry on me," she smiled, taking my hand and squeezing it tightly.
At that, I dropped by bags and hugged her, even though she tried tc pull away.
Same old Lyn - never could stand emoticnal demonstrations.

"I never expected to see you - this is amazing..." I stammered, fumbling
for the bags. Desperate to sit down before my legs gave way, I gestured toward
the cafe I was heading for. "Look, I need a coffee and a seat to recover from
this. You coming?"

The tease was still in her eyes. “Sure, Chrissy., I'm thirsty myself."
Chrissy. I hadn't been called that in years. It left a warm glow inside.

The cafe was decorated in a slightly old-fashioned way, complete with
valtress service. We found a window table, ordered, and sat back to look at
each other.

Lyns Dark hair curled into a short cap framing her face, o face carved
with more worry and frown lines than I cared to see. She studied me with equal
intentness, then sat back as the waitress arrived with cups and saucers.

"Well...you look okay. How is life treating you?"
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"Teoecan't complain,l replied, feeling a flare of amoyance at my sudden
inability to say anything more meaningful or appropriate. All these years
apart, and Dr. Chapel was scting like 2 prize jerk.

The coffee came, breaking the stupid, awkward silence. I noted the
abgence of a wniform and wondered what liyn was doing here. As T poured out the
coffee, T finally found a question.

Brgts fumy, us meeting after - what? Ten, twelve years? What are you
doing now?"

YT work here, in Commissioner Ardell's office."
“In the base? I echoed. "But your career...l thought - *

*Tt didn't work out," Lyn cut in, a hint of bitterness in her voice., HSome-
one somewhere decided I wasn't suitable for command. I made it as far as
lieutenant-commander, and then... . Don't let them kid you there's such a thing
as equality in Starfleet, Chrigs.m '

BT 'm sure it's nothing like that," I began, and faltered when T saw the
expressicn on her face. Lyn had always been pretty ambitions, the first to
leave home for the great unkrown. It had obviously hit her hard, the knowledge
that she could never realise her dreams.

I changed the subject slightly. "what does your job involve?®

She glanced down at her coffes, stirring in the sugar. "Various duties,"
she ansvwered. "Genpral things, you know the kind. I guess you counld call ne
the Comnissioner's aide.” : '

“Oho" T tried tc smile. "Sounds...interesiing."
#Bullshit., It disn't, but it has 1ts..acompensatlons.“i
"Ts Ardell married?" '

Her head snapped up, suspicion on her face. "Why?t"

T floundered, unable to find a reason for my question. PerhaPS'it'was the
memories of the Lyn I had known before, but even if it was like that, what damn
right had I to ask? Too late.

Lyn put down hexr cup. "COkay -~ so I share his bed. Big deal, His wife is
& cripple, Chrisg, a certified vegetable. e needed what I could offer, ande..
hell, he's got to have a lifel" ' '

My wmeouth opened, but I sicpped the condemning judgement befere it burst out.
I wasn't any fit persen to give advice on my sister's sex life, never wind wmorals.
At the same time, I felt a strange surprise and fear that Lyn should feel
compelled to defend herself in this way. Gone vere the days when she did as she
wighed, and damn everyone else's feelings.

Then the instant was gone, a smile dispersing her anger. "How are you.
coping, sis? Your last tape said you were gtill a nurse, but that uniform
gure isn't g nurse's.M

"You never answered my tapes, sc I stopped sending them,® I replied self-
righteously. "PResides, after you were transferred, I could never find out
where you were."

"You know. what I'w like with tapes and stargrams... Anyway, the Tnterprise
was always heading off places without notice, It's easy to lose touch."

oo eagy," I muttered, remembering the time when I had needed Lyn and she
had not come. "I presume you got the tape aboutbt Pat??

She sighed, swirled the last dregs of coffee in her cup. "Yes. I wanted
to come to the funeral, but circumstances... You coped all right, didn't you?"

nSure.! A non~commital reply, backed by an absence of the resentment which
had once accompanied that particulad mewory. The awkward silence descended again.
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How do you like being a2 doector, then? When I hesard the Interprise was
in oxrbit, T checked the crew list on a hunch, and there you were! I see the
Vulcan -~ Spock, wasn't it ~ is still around. ¥~u still an itemtv

Unsure what to say, I pussyfooted around the subject. "We never were, not
really. Difficult to eay with Vulcans,.."

She grinned. "You can say that again. Chris, when you told me about him,
I could not believe il You weren't that desperate, were you?"

The flippant remark hurt a little, but I let it pass. "Infatuation, nothing
more,® I replied, reluctant fo discuss that period of my life. The thought of it
stil ] made me cringe at time. "Thatts behind me now."

Tthank God for that! A Vulean as a brother-in~law would have been = U

"Shut up, Lyn," I grated, ashamed at my anger. After so long apart, all we
couid do was argue. I felt suddenly weary. Lyn was prattiing on the way she
did when she was younger. '

"Glad to see you stoppad dylng your hair - it looked awful. 0f course,
that was after Roger ran off, wasn't it..."

Regerse I tried to remember his face, and couldn't. The one thing I did
recall was the many times my elder sister had failed to give me the strength
she had always said was mine for the asking. Mom died, and I coped. Roger left,
and I survived, even through the finding and losing of him in later years. When
our sister Pat died, killed in a freak accident soon after she left the Inter—
prise, I fielded that pain too. Now all that was left was bitter resentment.

The cafe seemed suddenly coppressive and confining, making me desperate to
get back to the ship. That's it, Christine, run back to your safe hole and hide.
Isn't that what you've done all your 1ife?

Maz ey I answered wmyself. But if I have, whose fault ig it? I took the
rath given me. I'm better off than many .

I draired wmy cup and rose. "Lyn, I have to go. The ghip leaves in an hour,
and I have to settle a few things first."

She looked startled, and more than a little despondent at my words. "Can't
you stay a little longer?" she asked, and I suddenly felt that our positions were
reversed. Over the years, I had developed a %trength which helped me live, while
Lyn, strange as it seemed, had lost hers.

I smiled, sat down again. "I shouldn't, but - okay."

We talked easily, ordering more coffee and swapping stories until I realised
I had ten minutes left and Leonard would be tearing his hair out wondering where
I wagse. Reluctantly I reminded Lyn of my duties.

"Hey, don't worry," she grinned., "You've got a sickbay up there to look
after.”

"Jure I have." My eyes searched her face. "It's...been good seeing you,
Lyn."

"Same here. You make sure you send me tapes now, you hear? I guess 1711
be here for some time."

I nodded, tears flooding my eyes. My mouth felt dry, and I wanted to say
s0 much, but all that came out was = "Good luck, big sister. Take care."

"You too, Chrissy. Go shock all those stuffy Enterprise officers for me."
"7 will."m

We stared at each other for a moment, then Lyn reached out and pulled wne
close, and I, the youngest, stay-atmhome member of our family, comforted her.

Dre McCoy was waiting for me in the transporter room when I beamed up,
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foot tapping in exasperation.

"Where have you been? You cut it fine, leaving it until three minutes
before we break orbitin

I shrugged, not particularly concerned with his feelings on the cloge call.
"I met someone. We got talking."

As T headed out the doox, I could hear him muttering to the ensign on duty
about typical, gossiping women, but there was ndé point in correcting him,

It took only a minute or so to reach my cabin and divest myself of my bags,
then I sat in front of the computer screen, keyed the mike, and began my tape to
Lyn. '

There wag a lot to say.

FF AR MW A58

THE PLAINS OF BROTHERIOOD

The wings of peace

FMlew over the plains of brotherhood,

And I could finally lock at this man beside me,
Alien to so many eyes - not mine -~

And savour pointed esars E?Meleganoeg

Appreciate the intellect surpassing that of infidels
Of the dream,

And says: T love.

In time I came to realise that it was more
Than love.

T scon came to know

That I could not live

Without him at my side.

Our lives became joined, a union

Far surpassing cthers, throughout history.
We became mountains on the plain...

Stretching upwards to the stars, and beyond.

A rupture of conformity,

And a dissewination of the 'normality'

Which creates so wmuch wrath.

Unique, we're told, for we would give our lives
To save the other,

And yet; we do not think that...

Ity as all, is so natural to both of us.

The subtle smile aimed but at me,

xpressive eyes say all,

A depth to those windows, as to the soul,

That makes ne feel in awe,

To be accepted by uniqueness, by unequalled individuality
As the friend and brother that I think hinm...

That makes the 1life worthwhile,

And the existence so wonderful.

Karen Hayden

HIH T H I IR R K
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HITCH-HIKER by Janette Burton

“Captain, a communigue from Starfleet coming in, siv. Priority two."

Kirk turned his chair to take a sidewavs lcok at Uhura, "Put it on the
main screen, Lieutenant.” ) :

Turning forward again, he heard Uhura reply, "Aye, sir," and waiched the
image on the screen transform from the familiar star pattern to the equally
familiar fazce of Admiral Komack.

"Enterprise, Starfleet has given clearance for you to divert to Marcadis
to pick up Mr, Noel Money and transport him to colony three of the Rajoleon
group. This will cause little delay to your flight schedule, Please acknow-
ledge. Komack, Starfleet command, cut."

There had been more than a Vulecan eyebrow raised at the name of Noel Money.
AlY the bridge personnel, indeed, the entire Interprise crew, knew of the famous
actor.

"Jhura - message acknowledged. Interprise will comply." Xirk was smiling
as he went on to say, "So we are to have the company of Mr. Money. That should
prove quite entertaining."

Although the Captain's statement had been directed at no-cne in particular,
Mr. Spock picked up the train of thought and folding his arms acrcss hig chest,
replied, "Indeed, Capiain. Starfleet does Mr. Money a great honour. Very few
actors are privileged encugh to obtain itransporitation by Starship.!

"You mean not everycne gets the chance to hitch-hike on the Enterprise,"
offered Xirk, wearing his teasing smile.

"I believe that is what 'T said, Captain.® Spock's tone was one of slight
indifference; only Kirk knew it was not.

"Well, whichever way, you know you are right; Mr. Spock. Starfleet does him
a great honour and the Tnterprise will extend her hospitality also. Mr. Money
has done a great deal to bridge the gap between the space service and the planet-
bound inhabitants of Farth and her colonies.?

"Indeed he hag, Capitain," commented Spock., "The sclence fiction programme
in which he stars is set against a scientific background based on the knowledge
of the universe as we understand it. I belleve the show gains its appeal from
the fact that explarations are kept simple without losing the scientific signif-
icance of the stories."

"I think most people like his show because it portrays the human angle,"
stated Uhura, who was obviously a fan. "The scientific aspect 13 secondary to
them, "

"? like it for the good old~fashioned action-packed adventure,” enthused
Kirk, "It will be interesting t¢ gee if Mr. Money is anything like the fictional
character he portrays."

"Wew course plotted and laid in, sir," =aid Sulu, breaking into the
conversation,

"Wery well, Mr, Sulu. Let's go to Marcadia. E.T.A. Mr. Chekov?" asked
Kirk.

"Ratimated time of arrival, three point seven hours, sir,®

YThank you, Fnsign." Xirk turned again to Uhura. "Lieutenant, would
you allocate Mr. Money appropriate quarters. Hig stay aboard will be short,
but we must make him comfortable.”

"Yeg, sir. I'1l see to it straight away," replied the beautiful young
WOMATL o

The rest of the bridge contingent got on with their routine tasks, running




15

Starfleet's most prestigious Starship through. the. void of space,

"Mr. Sulu; you have the con. Mr. Spock, you will accempany me to ths
trangperter room.". Kirk had risen from the command chair and was giving his
ingstructions on the way to the turbolift,

Spock chediently Joined his Captain and the couple made their way to greet
the guest on his beam~up from the planet.

"] know this may sound strange to you, Spock, but I'm pleased to have the
opportunity of meeting Mr. Money. I'm tempted to ask for his autograph " said
Kirk when they were in the privacy of the turbolift,

"4 guaint Earth custom, I believe, Captain -~ however,; I fail to see the
gsignificance of such an act," replied the Vulcan in his 'you strange Humans!
tone,

"Ch well -~ perhaps it isn't fitting for a Starship Captain to ask for
autographs," sighed Kirk.

The 1ift doors opened before Spock could agree, and the two made the rest
of the Jjourney in silence.

Entering the trangporter room, Kirk asked the duty officer if Mr, Money was
ready to come aboard. He was, and all eves waiched the multicoloured effect of
the transporter as it hummed into activity and deposited an austere, middle-aged
gentleman on the platform.

Stepping forward, offering an outstretched hand, Kirk said, "Welcome aboard
the Enterprise, sir, I am Capiain Kirk."

The gentleman took the proffered hand and shook it politely. Then, allowing
the vigitor to step down, Kirk went on to say, :

"Thig i Mr. Spock, my First Cfficer.®

Spock said nothing, but inclined his head in a gesture of acknowledgement.

Thank you for my passage te Rajoleon, Captain, A Journey aboard a Star-
ghip is a treat for me," said Mr. Money.

"We hope your stay will be an enjoyable one, and your presence is a pleasure
to us all. My crew is familiar with your science fiction show," said Xirk,
trying not to look like a lifttle boy who had just met hisg idol.

"Indeed! T am honoured."

"Mr. Spock will show you to your guarters if you would care to step this
way," said Kirk, waking for the door, but as they started to move off, the
transporter officer cleared hig throat rather ioudly and asked,

"I wonder if I might ask Mr. Money for his'autograph9 Captain?f

Kirk stopped in his tracks and his eyes met 3pock's. The Vulcan's
expression showed a trace of amusement. Kirk felt a giggle bubbling inside
him as he knew Spock was also recalling the conversation in the turbolift. He
contained it and managed to stay straight-faced as he said, "As 1ong as Nr.
Money does not mind." '

"I am well used to such things," the vieitor sighed in reply, and with an
air of reluctance signed the hastily produoed autograph book.

YThank you, sir," was heard from the transporter room as the doors siid
ghut behind them.

Kirk could not make out if the transporter officer had bcen thanklng him
or ¥Mr. Money. :

Some time later, Captain Kirk was waiting - somewhat impatiently - for his
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distinguished guest to arrive for dinner. He had had a rec room set aside for
the meal, Spock and McCoy were also invited, but as yet he was alona,

Xirk eyed the beautifully set table with satisfaction. Mr. Sulu had kindly
provided a colourful potted plant for the centre of the table. The lighting was
alightly dimmed and a cassette of music .lay waiting to be played,

Kirk's attention was attracted by some sort of commotion outside the door.
The doors slid open, and a wall of gound hit his eardrums. - He saw Spock holding
Mr. Money by the elbow, steering him through a throng of noisy people into the
relative quiet of the rec roow.

"Spock, what on earth is going on?" shouted the Captain above the noise,

"It would seem Mr., Money is rather popular with the crewg..or should I say,
hig auntograph is greatly desirved," replied Spock, releasing his hold on the
grateful guest and readjusting his own uniform, which had become gomewhat askew
in the tussle.

The doors slid shut, and the noise subsided,

#Thank you, Mr. Spock, Your timely arrival was much. apprecizted,™ responded
the actor. '

"I did not realise your presence aboard would cause such a stir," began
Kirk in apology. "I am sorry for the inconvenience to you., My crew will be
reprimanded, It will not happen again.®

Ho matter, Captain. I am quite used tc being recognised. I+t is a price
you pay as an actor.m

My crew is usually better disciplined than that, but I must admit, when I
heard you were to come aboard, I was pleased to have the chance of meeting you,"
sald Kirk, who could understand the crew's reaction to Mr. Money. However, he
felt he should have anticipated their reaction, and taken precautionary measures.

"You do me great honour, Captain Kirka Surely the privilege is all mine.
You must be aware that Starfleet regards the Enterprise as the finest in the
Fleet, ag it does her Captain.”

Kirk was saved from an embarrassed reply by the entrance of McCoy.

"Here is wy Chief Medical Officer, Leonard McCoy," he said hastily, changing
the subject as quickly as he could. "Bones is the one who keeps us all in good
working order around here.® '

"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Money," said Mcloy as he shook hands with the
actor. ¥I am & fan of yours. You wouldn't mind if I asked for your autograph,
would you? You see, I have this nephew on Alpha..." lNcCoy's words trailed to
a halt at the sudden ripple of laughter that had erupted from his Captain and
gpread to Mr. Money. Even the corners of Spock's mouth had risen slightly,
along with his eyebrows. '

"Hey, what have I said? Will someone please let me in on this, or do I
leave now?" protested Mcloy.

Spock supplied the explanation while the other two Humans continued to laugh
heartily. McCoy too eventually saw the furny side of it. In a strange sort of
way the ice had been broken, and the evening was off 1o a good start.

Four courses of food and two bottles of brandy later, all - except Spock,
of course, who was still sober = were having a merry time.

T am looking forward to reaching Rajal Three. It is a long time since T
have been home," spoke Money, & touch of melanchely in his voice.

"T had always assumed you originated from Farih," said Meloy.

"Wes, most peopls do. TIt's because I play a Terran in the show. People
don't think of me as Noel WMoney, actor, but as Mark Martins, the hyperspace time
traveller from Farth. Whenever I go anywhere, people expect wme to arrive in my
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time machine. It becomes a bit trying at times.m

"Your appeal is vexy wide, Mr. Money, as must be your recognition,” began
Spock, "Your series is broadcast on Vulcan = where it is appreolated for its
technical and historical accuracy."

NIt pleases me that the show reaches such g wide and varied audience."

"Yes, you have been attributed with bringing a betlter undersianding of space
exploration to the mass populations of Earth and her colonies,™ Kirk went on.
"The people who will never have the chance to visit alien worids gain a know—
ledgs-¢of the galaxy through your show, and what's more, you do it in such an
entertaining Nay.“ : :

"I have heard that said before, Captain,” replied Money. "But from now on,
my time ship will travel without me. WMark Martins is no more., You will find he
dies in the next geries.®

Silence descended over the room as three pairs of wide eyes stared at the
vigitor. :

11 feel the need for a change - after all, I am an actor. Mark Marting is
deads long live Noel Money," he said, raising his glass in a2 toast to himself,
but no regponse came, After a moment, he drank the toast alone and ‘banged the
empty glags down on the table.

UL can't belleve you are serious," spoke Kirk, in what was almost a whisper.
You no longer wish %o poriray Mark Martins??

"That is correct, Captaih," the actor replied.

"But the show is so' popular," protested MeCoy. "So many pecple look to
you as their bridge across the universe, As Spock said, even Vulcans watch it.
No disrespect, Spock, but I find it hard tc belisve whaﬁ I am hearing,”

"I'm only Humen, you know. I need a change, All things must end," replied
the actor rather angrily ag he poured himself another drink,

"But surely, sir, there is no need to kill the character," said Spock in
his usual impassive tone, but Kirk and McCoy had seen the surprise on the
Tulcan's face on hearing ~the news.

I8 I want him dead, then he dies. Fnd of story.” The*Vﬁlcah s tone had
angered Money and the consumed liquor had locsened his tongue a little too much.

AThere is no need to be rude, Mr. Money," sald Spock indignantly. "As I
see 1t, you seem unaware of the significance of the character you play. Your
very presence aboard the Interprise is wiiness to respect for that character.

If it had not been for Mark Martins, I doubt very much whether you would be here
now."

“That's enough, Mr. Spock," said Kirk sharply, and his eyes met the Vulcan's.
He felt as strongly as Spock, but could not allow his First Officer to argue with
a guest aboard his ship, "We are 2ll...80Trry...t0 hear that Mark Marting will
no longer entertain us, but your decision is your own private affair, sir, and
we must scocept that.?

“Thank you, Captain. T am glad you see it my way. Now, gentlemen, I think
T shall return to my quarters. Thank you for an enjoyable meal,”

The three Enterprige officers rose from the table as Mr. Money departed, and
ence the doors had shut hehind him slumped back into their chairs.

ell, what about that guy?" sighed McCoy. T was beginning to like him
when he dropped that bombshell. You should have let Spock wipe the floor with
him, Jim., Why didn't you?" :

#You know very well why not, Bones," replied Kirk, ¥Yind you, Spock, shouid
have known better." But the Captain could not help smiling at what Spock had
saide. "1 know you insulted him, but it was the politest insult I've ever heard."
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"Indeed? Thank you, Captain," said Spock, raising an eyebrow.

"Mark Martins has given that man everything he has," started McCoy again.
A generation has grown up with a better understanding of space through hinm,
And now, because Mr. God Almighty Boel Meney has got a bit bored, all that must
ende Where i1s his loyalty to the millions who have made him what he ig?h

"T know, Bones. He does seem to be being rather selfish, but I think he'll
find bhis popularify will end with the death of his character." Inwardly, Kirk
hoped that that would be the case,

"I wonder if we have let things get & little out of perspective here,m
pondered Spock. "I agree with what you say, Doctor, but after all, it is only
a science fiction programme.h

"Tt's more than that to the milliors back on farth, Spock," chided McCoy.
"For them, 1t is the only realistic voyage into space they get.®

Yes; you are correch; Doctor,” replied Spock. Mie is indeed a gelfish man
and does not deserve the honour Starfleet gives him."

"Well, gentlemen, seeing my First Officer and my Chief Medical Officer
agreeing on something tells me this is an appropriate moment on which to end
the evening," Kirk said, smiling broadly at his two friends,

"You'lre right, as usual, Jim," smiled McCoy, rising from the table along
. with the others.

They walked together, in silence, to the door.

Goodnight, gentlemen," said McCoy as he left the Captain and the Vulcan
standing in the corridor,

Mell, Spock, we get rid of Mr. Money tomorrow,"
T shall not be sorry to see him gzo, Captain.?

isn't it strange, Spock. This morning, I was sc pleased that T was going
to meet him, but now I realise it's not him that interests me at all, TIt's
Mark Marting.” ' .

"T understand, Captain., I am sure Mark Martins would prove to bhe a far
nicer person than Mr. Money."

"Huh, " shrugged Kirk. "I'm sure you'vre right there."
HGoodnight, Jim."

"Goodnight, Svock,.”

Next day, Mr. Money departed from the Enterprise...into coblivion on Rajol
Threa.,

R 20

RAFK FATH NO PRIVILIGES by J. Patterson

I love you.

Stranges; I always knew 1%,

Yet T could never admit it cpenly.

A Ceptain does not - must not ~

Woo hig subordinates.

But now the five-year mission is at an end:

The crew is being scatfered, some Lo promotion,

Some to civilian life, their four of duly complete,

And some to posts on cother ships,.

I may never see you againg you who are no longer under my command.
But even so, I dare net say it openly =~

Because, an Admiral now, T am still your senior officer.

i s
SRR AN L
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WILLING SACRITICE by Karen Hayden

The darkness wasg light.\ The sound was gilence, The hope was despair. And
dreams were for those who sleptess '

There was no-sleep for the pain-ridden man who now floated in a miasma of
subconsciousness., His sweat-covered body ached with every breaths blood cozed
from the numerous cuts which covered himg he was aware of nothing but the pain
 from his shattered body, and the inevitable fear of the unknown which he knew
awaited him. His thoughts wandered, retreating into near distance reality...

The Vulcan had protested, as he always did, at the foolhardy impetucsity
which drove his Captain to undertake missions himself, instead of sending others
to undertake the job, even when there was evident danger, and only a minor chance
of success. But his charisma, his charm, his persuasiveness, had won out again
over the logic and the all-too=apparent concern of the First Officer, and the
Chief Medical Offider too. The -same, age-old argument - he would not send another
to do what he himself would noty 1t was part of him, the need to de things him-
selfs and he would not changé. And it was not surprising to hear the arguments,
They were repeated each time a planetfall vas lmminent, and it was all a part of
the triad that could not be ignored.

It had always seemed so uniquely special to one particular man aboard the
gtarship Tnterprise, dressed in security red, that those three men of such
apparent diversity should feel such a rapport for each other, such a warmth,
such a deep, deep friendship, so much...love. He had noticed it as soon zs he
had come aboard, had seen the way the three had looked at each other in that
private, significant way -~ penetrating, expressive hazel eyes, brilliant blue
ones, and those deep brown onesg which held such depth. It was the kind of
affection which had no egual, the kind of relationship which lasted for all
eternity.

And now, his first planetfall; and he had been assigned to landing party
duty to accompany the Captain himself on what should prove to be & routine planet
survey. He remembered the sight of hig commanding officer as he had entered the
transporter room, flanked on either side by his unigque friends, worry ill-
concealed on their faces, their eyes never leaving the man named Xirk., That
gold=clad figure had ensured by his very presence that confidence and enthusiasm
were more than apparent amongst those who would accompany him. He was enough %o
cause all to succumb to his very bearing, his inestimable charm, A1l would
surpass themselves because of him, and for him.

It took only minutes for him to brief the landing party, the young man's
eyes watching his every move; assessing exactly what this man Wase They were to
keep alert, despite the fact that sensors revealed no inhabitants upon the
‘planetoid which they orbited. The aim was to find deposits of prixine, if, in
fact, any was present. It was a brittle, orange-coloured rock which was most
valuable within medical circles, and it was standard procedure now to make a
aweep of any planets upon which it was thought to™be.

They all mounted the transporter platform, the young man just behind his
Captain, whoge life would be his responsibility. 'The last thing he remembered
were those same blue and browm eyes wabching helplessly ag their friend and
Captain, James T. Kirk, once more entered into the danger that was part of the
life he led, part of the man he was.-

Three hours later they were attacked. All five members of the landing party
were seriously injured - the yellow sghirt, paramount in hisg thinking and his
concern, tay unmoving in front of him, & spreading stain of | red. upon ite
chest. ¥His colleague, the other security man, was the first to die,; the yeoman
succumbed soon afterwards., They lay helplesaly watching, at the feet of the
aliens who had attacked them, about whom they knew nothing. Time dragged onj
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the aliens seeming to revel in the sight of their agony. He, being the least
injured,in the party, tried his best to communicate, to reason with them, to make
them understand that they meant them no harm., But they did not comprehend - or
seem to care. Thelr maniacal eyes seemed to glisten with undefined anticipation
at the impending deaths of the Humans, their mouths salivating, sneering.

Af'ter minutes that had passed into an hour, then two, they began to drag
wood into the clearing in front of the landing party, znd piled upon it some of
the same orange rock for which they had sought. Fis clouded brain took only secw
onds to register the fact that a bonfire was taking ishape - seconds after that,
he reglstered their intent...

e was a big man, and had always been proud of his muscuwlature, his fitness,
and he stood almost six feet six inches in height...and thepe were only five of
the aliens who seemed interested in completing the task they had set theuselves,
the others having drifted off to watch the proceedings from a distance, He
dragged himself to his feet, forcing his legs to hold him steady, to accentuate
his height -~ he stood a full two feet taller than any of them! Fe pointed to the
yellow-topped trees which stood at the far side of the clearing - he was grateful
that they had been returning to the beam~down point when they had been attacked -
then he pointed at the Capitain. The hazel eyes had opened and were staring at
him. Kirk tried to speak but a coughing fit shook him until blood trickled from
his mouth. Oh, those eyes. They pleaded with him, bezged him, said what words
could not ~ but he knew what he had to do, for himgelf, for the Capiain, and for
those two men on hoard ship, he of the deep brown eyes, sand he of the brilliant
blue ones, and no amount of pleading would change his decision, There was the
pretty young yeoman, toc, whom he had dated a few times. She still lived, despite
the fact that her armm was severed, and her head was bleeding from a hole the size
of a scopat. Poor kid. She was so much younger than he, so vulnerable. He sighed
as he pictured, vividly, the gold-clad man place himself before her in an attempt
to save her injury in the affray, only to be badly injured himself., She still
lived now - because of Qapitain Xirk. BPBut he???

The aliens' eyes followed his hands as he pointed o them, then himself; then
from himself to the growing stack of wood. He was not expecting understanding, or
mercys he hadn't any real hope of a reprieve for his companions - but it came.
The aliens grunted,; shaking their heads in an obvious gesture of acknowledgement,
their purple hair dancing arcund them. Their great feet kicked him savagely, as
if testing the produce, then they grabbed the girl and Kirk and dragged them to
those very trees, dumping them unceremoniously behind them, out of sgight. e
pressed the emergency button on his communicator, as he sighed with relief at his
apparent success. There had been no opportunity before this to attempt to contact
help - the ftransporter would only operate in that particular area, that behind
the trees; and they weren't overdue with their check-in and report vet, so those
on board the Enterprise had not suspected any trouble. He cursed his inability,
his helplessness to do more. He cursed himself for allowing the attack to occur,
despite the fact that 1t had been so sudden that no-one cmuld have prevented it.
Guilt pervaded his very soul.

As he watched the aliens return to him, as he lay once more upoun the ground
to which they had kicked him, he remembered those hazel gyes, and praised infinity
that there could be such a wan. He gained precicus comfort from those thoughts.
He remembered those eyes, and those of the Vulcen, and the doctor too, as they
slowly dismembered him. Pain was secondary to the fact that he had given himself,
hig very life; so that he of the hazel eyes, unigue man and Captain, could live,
to enable him to return te those two men on board ship, so that he could have
thery, and $they him, again,

The rumours that he had heard, those which told of so many people prepared
to give their lives for that man named Kirk, that everyone would follow him %o
hell and back...they were true, he realised...

+ 0+ 50T he had done Just that...

F A AN
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NO TOCTOR. . MERELY INTERFSTING by Doreen DaBinett

®iell, what do you think?"

"Down a bit on the left, Jim." The Doctor bent his head to one side and
squinted hard as Kirk moved to obey. "Mmmm - a blt MOTCes NGy WP a bitlm™

“Okay now?" the Captain asked hopefully.

"Well, I think... UNo, up a2 bit on the right, Jim."

"Bones!" Kirk grabbed the corner and pushod it up recklessly.
“"Too far, Jim."

"Ch, to hell with i+i"

The Vulecan had stood thréughout in total silence; now he stepped forward
purpesefully. "If T may, Captain?®

"Sure, why not? Co ahead; Spock." Xirk stepped back to stand beside MeCoy
ag the Vulecan stood square on to the wall, and then touched the corner fractionally.

"Perfect, Mr., Spock." Kirk grinned openly at his First Officer. "Just right
-~ ch, Bonegt" s

.The Doctor humphed, and picked up his glass.

"Well come on," Kirk urged as he looked from one to the other. 'What do you
think of 1t7%

"It's good, Jim, tut if Admiral Zak comes on board, T'd take it down or
- cover it up if I were you."

"Pake it down?®" Kirk echoed. "It's taken me over an hour to get it up there!"

"Well, you know as well as I do how old-fashioned he is... I did hear he's
joined a TPraditionalist group ~ wants o bring back some of the 01d World morals.'

Kirk ncdded. "And 0ld VWorld hang-ups, t00... Amazing how these people
always say that curtailing personal freedom is for our D*ood. What do you think
of it, Spock?"

The Vulcan had already made up his own mind, but he studied the painting
politely. "It is...unusual, Captain," he conceded diplomatically.

"Yes, 1t is, isn't it%" Kirk agreed happily. "You're a man of taste, Mr.
Spock.? '

"Indeed, sir."

Kirk shot a gquick look at him, but the stern face was giving nothing away,
and he decided to give his friend the bhenefit of the doubt.

"Where'd you pick it up from?" MeCoy asked as he refilled his glass.

"I didn't, Bones. I'you remember Jason Mchonald?Y Seeing that the Doctor
obviously didn't, he went on. "You met him at that party at Starbase 7.7

McCoy snapped his fingers. "Of course - Stephanie, red hair, green eyes..."
Fis hands moved expressively in the air, nearly slopping the contents of his
glass over Spock in the process.

Kirk chuckled, "Well, Jason wasn't Stephanie, but at least you've got the
right party," he said. "Jason's the one who did the strip-tease on the bar..."

"I remember!" McCoy ended up quickly. "He ended up wearing only a sporran.
You puiled it off, as I recall "

PThat's right. You mlssed out on that dldn't you, Spock??
"Thankfully, Captaln, yes."

"Don't be such a prude, Spock ~ do you good to let your hair down cccas-
ionally." .
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"My hair is down, Doctor."
"Wow look here, you - #

"Bones! Drop it." Kirk tumed to take a candy bar from the drawer, then
had second thoughts as he looked at McCoy. FHe'd never hear the last of it if
the Doctor saw his secrét store... He turned back. "It was Jason gave me the
painting. I met him last leave," A

"Jason? But it's not your birthday, Jim, is ite"

"No. It surprised me, too," Kirk confessed., "I don't know him 411 that
well, but he insisted I take it. He's a good artist 4oo, isn't he?w

"Some pecple would't agree, bubt...!" The Doctor winked suggestively.
Kirk laughed scftly. /Damned erotic, isn't it?"
"Indeed, Captain.®

Two sets of eyes tumed to the ¥First Officer. "Did I hear right, Jim?"
MeCoy asked incredulously.

"I am quite able to concede the painting's erctic value, Doctor," the
Vulecan said stiffly,

MeCoy snorted. M"Well, if Spock says it's evotic, Jim, it must bel You'll
have to take it down if Zak comes aboard."

"We'lll see." Kirk's eyes twinkled mischievously as he surveyed the Human,
Andorian and Vulcan entwined together. Leaning forward he patted the Andorian
on the pale blue posterior, and seeing the Vulcan's raised eyebrow, grinned widely.
"Just for luck, Mr. Spock," he explained to his obviously bemused friend.

A month later, the painting s%till held pride of place on Kirk's wall, It
no lenger caused much of a stir - only to new yecmen who either blushed and
glggled or smiled appreciatively when they saw it for the first time. As far as
Kirk himself was concerned, it had become just ancther part of the fixtures and
fittings that constituted 'home' to him on the Enterprise.

Kirk looked up as his Firgt Officer came in.
"We rendezvous in twelve hours, Captain.m

“Goods It'1l give us time 3o get some sleep = I've goti an idea we won't get
2 & I 24 &
much for a while once we reach the Hood.Y

"Indeed. However, T will stay on duty, sir - ®

"No you won't, Spock. Look - T know you can do without sleep for a hell of
a time, but I want everyone clear-headed when we get there, and that includes
you, Migter."

“Jim, T do assure yol..."

"Yeg, T know, Spock, but just get some rest." He smiled suddenly. "Humour
me, hubh?%

The lean face softened inperceptibly. . "Yes, sir."

As the door closed once more behind the blue-clad figure, Kirk stood and
stretehed. He hated these escort jobs, and always had done. This time, they
had to rendezvous with the Hood and take over her three charges - the Transporters
that had been brought from Mars Station packed with colonists heading for a new
life on Philidron, a lush and beautiful planet on the edge of the neutral zone.
Philodron, however, had one very big drawback - the Romulans also claimed it,
which was why the Federation was hurrying to establish a colony there before the
Romulans did. Unfortunately, in crder ito reach the planet the Transporters had
to approach very close to Romulan-dominated space, which was why the Interprise
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had to guard them. Kirk undressed slowly. One thing was sure, this was likely
to be the last full night's sleep he'd have for some times he'd better make the
mogt of it.

The rendezvous went smoothly enough. The Captain of the Hood was only too
pleased to hand over the responsibility to Kirk, and the ;nterprlse wasted no
time in setting off with her thres chicks in %ow.

fwen though throughout the trip Kirk had that familiar tingle at the back
of his neck, their journey to Philidron proved uneventful, and sensors showed
nothing hostile once they were in orbit. In fact, Kirk even began to chuckle at
his own foolishness; he'd be jumping at shadows next, he chided himself quietly.

The Enterprise had to stay in orbit as protection for the embryo colony for
seven days unitil two supply and protection vessels arrived, and could take up
permanent watch. A force field would then be set up as full protection. On the
sixth day, Kirk received a priority message from Admiral Stanley, which he took
in hisg quarters. It appeared that an agent of the Federation was waiting to be
picked up from an open planet not far from their present pOSLﬁlon.

The agent had important information that was necessary to Starfleet, but
had apparently been followed, His message had also stated +that if there was
moxe than a fwenty-four hour delayy it could prove fatal.s -

¥irk's orders were explicit. If he felt it was safe to leave the colony
unprotected for itwenty-four hours till the two supply vessels arrived, he should
do sc, and pick up the agent; if not, he wag to remain and try for the agent
after the agreed time, in the hope that he would still be alive., The deciszion,
as always, was his. ' ‘

Sensors showed that, as far as they could ascertain, they were ro hostlle
vessels in thelr vieinity.

First, however, he called the Vulcan to his quarterg to dlSCHSo the git~
uation and explain his decision.

"It seems fairly straightforward, Captain,” the Vulcan said at last.
"Rut you don't like it," ¥Kirk said ihtuitively.
LRl ’

"For what it's worth, neither do I, but we're stuck with it." He leaned -
forward to call the bridge and issue the change of crders.

Lte Z'dram, an Andorian, beamed down to the planet to meet up with the
Federation agent. The population was largely Andorian, and it was congldered
that Zt'dram would therefore draw the least attention. Once he had made contact
with the man, he was to take him teo- the designated beam up point, and ¥r. Scoti
would transport them on board. All quite simple.

I% was only when Lt. Z'dram beamed back alone that Kirk began to have doubts.
“yWhat happened?" he demanded as soon as the sparkled stopped.

T found the place all right, olT," the lisutenant said qulckly. "T walted
long past the time he'd said ~ then I started to ask a few discreet questions.”

"and?" Kirk drew himself up quickly. “Sorry, lieutenant, I didn't mean to
snap. Go ahead.® i

"It geens he'started a row over some woman, and one of the patyons of the
establishment killed him."

A fight over a woman? Kirk repeated incredulously. "What's a trained
agent doing brawling over a woman?h

"Search mel...S0rTy, Captain.” The Andorian suddenly remembered he was
speaking to his superior officer., "It scemed strange to me as well, But 2 lot
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of people suddenly started to take an unusual amount of interest in me, too, so
I decided to get out guickly and report.m

"Wery goeod, Lieutenant, you did the right thing. Betier mske out a full
reporty have it on my desk in two hours.®

"Yeg, sir." The Andorian saluted and marched out.

As the door closed behind him, Kirk shook his head and punched the transe
porter congole. What the hell was Starfleet playing at? What a mess! He began
to think of his own report to H.Q. as he walked back to his quarters.

Another month slipped by with nothing mere exciting for the crew than star
mapping, and for Kirk a broken thumb nail obtained during a workout with Chekov.
Even Spock began to get 'that' lcok, as McCoy called it, and buried himzelf for
hours on end in the lab.

"lapiainl®

Kirk jerked awake, glancing around sheepishly. His head had almost been
resting on his chest, but no-one on the bridge seemed tc have noticed.

"YesgrLieutenanﬁ?" He stifled a yawn by clearing his throat noisily..
"It's Captain Simmonds of the Ark Royal for you, sir," Uhura informed him.

MDon Simmonds? T'haven't spoken to him for ages - pipe it through to my
guarters, Uhura."

"es; sir." She smiled as he rose from the command chair and walked to the
turbolift =~ he never could hide his boredom.

Kirk was only too pleased to have something to do. He slid into the chair,
leaned across his desk, and depressed the switch. "Don? Jim Kirk., Wwhat can I
do for you?"

"old on, Jim - scramble this, will you?"

"Sure thing." Kirk depressed the appropriate switch. Only he and Simmonds
would know what passed between them now. "Okay, you can go ahead.™

"Right. Lock Jim, I'm on & top secret mission. Only trouble is, we've
developed some trouble. My Chief Imgineer is trying to fix it now, but I'm under
orders not to contact Base, so I can't tell them what's happened. When my
Communications Officer intercepted your last message to Starfleet, we realised
that you're in this quadrant too = it was like manna from heaven, I can tell you."

Kirk smiled. 930 whet do you wani me to do?"

"My navigator says you're only seven hours away from us; suppose we rendez-
voua and 1'1ll beam over?"

"Pine. We're on our way. Be seeing youl" The screen hlanked and he
pressed the intercom,

As Kirxk ushered him intc his quarters, Jimmond's eyebrows rose, and he
vhistled ags he saw the painting on the wall.

"Thought you'd appreciate it," Kirk beamed.

"Ttve only seen that technique once before, on Rigel TV." Simmonds walked
over to it,; then passed it a couple of times. "I love the way they 2ll scemn to
moveee o He grinned widely,

HYeah, g0 do I. Drini?" _
Mo, thanks - better note. 1 haven't had all that much sleep lately.®

Kirk nodded sympathetically. "I've sent Mr. Scott to see if he can be of
any help - he's a first class engineex,”
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“Thanks, I think it's going o take some time to put right,.”

Kirk poured himself a small brandy and sat, gesturing Simmonds 4o take a
geat also. M"Shoot."

"You've heard of Lybra;‘Jimf"

¥irk frowned in concentration. . "Isn't that the place where civil war broke
out a few months back??

“hat's the pilace. Qur dlplomats have been trying to sort it all out ever
since, with no success. Anyway, the ¥ay to the whole thing seems to be the young
Prince Playa - he's the only perscon who may be able to bring the two sides around
the negotiating table.v :

"So what's the problem?" Kirk asked, and leaned back in his chair.

"ell ~ this is strictly off the record, Jim =~ it seemg that ocutside
influences started the damn war in the first place." :

Miingong?"

"Could be." Simmonds rubbed his eyes, then went on. "We've got our reasons
to think so -~ best if you don't know too much sbout that. Anyway, I'wm suppesed
to go and fetch the Prince and take him to Starbase 6 - the diplomats will take
it from there.”

"So you know where he 1s?" Kirk asked.

Simmonds hesitated momentarily, then grinned sheepishly. "Sorry, Jim ~ you
know how Jjunpy it can get you."

"Yes, T do know," Kirk agreed Sthly.

"Yes. He's holed up in some caves in the Betshell Mountain Range.™
"iight. So you want me to pick him up for you, and take him to Bage?"
What's 1t, Jim."

Miell, we're only star mepping: anything will make a break from that., We'lle
get under way at once.”

Simmonds smlled with relief. "Thanks, Jim. You've taken a load off my
mind. "

Tg anyone alive in there? Kirk asked in horror.
Spock put down his tricorder and shook his head. "o, Captain.”

They both looked at the mountain side that had slipped down.ﬁo entocmb the
people hiding in the caves, including Prince Playa. He shook his head. "This
couldn't have happened very long ago,¥ he murmured. "What bad luck,.®

"Tuck, Captain®’ 'The Vulcan's eyebrows rose. "ILuck had nothing to do with
ite Tt was not a natural occourrence."

"Not? Explain.”

¥According to my trlcorder, a large exn1031on caused the mountzin to slip,"
Spock replied.

S0 someone knew the Prince was there??
Tt would seem so, siv."

0kay, Spock. We'd better get back to the ship. We can't do anything for
thoge poor devils in there." He pulled out his communicator.

The Enterprise slipped into orbit around Starbase 6. Kirk had to report to
the Commodeore in charge of the Base as to what exactly had happened on Lybra. A
simple message reporting non-success of mission had already been sent, but more
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details were obviously required.
The sparkle died and Kirk stepped down from the pad.

A young lisutenant stepped forward and saluted smartly. "Captain James
Kivkew

"Yes.” Xirk looked surpriseds he hadn't expedted to be met.

You are under arrest, sir, Will you come this way-" As he spoke, two
security guards positioned themselves on either side of him.

PArrest? What the hell is going on® Kirk demanded =% cnce.
"Please, sir. I have my orders,"

Kirk shrugged. 1% was useless tec argue; the licutenant's supericr would
doubtless clear the whole thing up, and the sooner he got there the better,
"Very well, lieutenant. Tead on."

YMeCoy stared at Spock for several moments before he replied. "Okay, Spock,
so what's the joke? I don't think it's very funny."

"Indeed, neither do I, Doctor.
"Rut you've Just said...m

"1 Just said that Captain Kirk is under arrest, Doctor, on suspicicn of
espicnage."

McCoy laughed loudly. YIf Jim's 2 spy, I'm a Chinamanl®

%1 do not see why the country of your birth should..." Spock began
automatically.,

"Forget 1t, Spock!™ DMcCoy sat down heavily on the chair beside him. "Just
tell me what it's all about.”

"1 wish T knew," the Vulcan admitted., "I know little wmore than that.n
Mihat did they say exactly?tH

"hxactly®" Spock steepled his fingers and began to recite. "I received a
call from Admiral Reynolds!' office to the effect that Captain Kirk is under
arrest on susplcion of espionage. The Fnterprise is to remain in orbit, and T
am in temporary command,.™

ind didn't they tell you any more? Any details?" MceCoy pressed,

"oe Dut it is only suspicion at the moment, Doctor. Formal charges, if
any, will not be laid until the enguiry is complete."

"But it's so ridiculous!" the Doctor sald angrily.

"hoctor, I do not belisve Starfleet would go ahead unless they feel they
have enough evidence."

"Evidence? Do you mean to believe this trumped up chaxrge?™ The blue eyes
blazed angrily.

Spock stifled a sigh. "I did not say I believe it, Doctor, I said they
must have evidence. It is only logical we wait to hear that evidence, is it not?v

30 when will we know all the details, then, Spock?®

11 they follow normal procedure there will be a thorough search made of
the Captain's quartersg here, and his belongings, fqut "

The Doctor humphed. "Okay, Sprock. Let me know as soon as you hear anythlnp
will you®?®

"Of course." The door closed hehind the Human.

gpcck had not allowed hisg real‘éhock to convey itselfl to McCoy. The Doctor
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tended to worry where Jim was concerned anyway, without Spock fanning the flames.
He mighed again, lightly, and locked arcund the familiar room. There was nothing
more he could do here at the moment and he decided to return to his own guarters.
It was not logical, he knew, but he never did feel 'right! being in Jim's cabin
without his being present. Fe moved towards the door, and then hig eye strayed
for a moment to his friend's painting. As no-one was present to see, he allowed
a gentle smile to ‘soften his stern features. Impulsively he stepped closer. and
lifted the picture from the wall. It would be a pity if the Admiral's staff
destroyed Jim's 'pride and Joy' in their zeal., Tucking it under his arm, he
returned to his own cabin and opening the desk drawer, slipped it inside. Then,
not really knowing why he succumbed fo the temptation, he patted the picture as
he had seen Jim do so often during the last months., For luck, Jim, he thought
briefly, and closed the drawer decisively.

Kirk stared once more arcund the near-empty room in which he had been placed
to walt until the Commodore decided to see hime At first, surprise had given
way ‘to curiosity, and now he walked on the knife edge of anger. He glared
uncompromisingly at the guards who finally came %o fetch him., He hurried along
the corvidor go fast that his escort almost had to run to keep up. Once inside
the Commodore's office his temper dissipated somewhat under the Andorian's icy
gaze. Kirk saluted.

The Commodore pointed an almost languid finger towards a hard-backed chair.
"ou may sit, Captain.”

"Thank you, sir." Kirk saw the two guards take up positions égainst the
wall behind him.

The Commodore had begun 1o glance through the papers in front of him once
more, practically ignoring the Human. Kirk tried not to shuffle his feet. This
wag, after all, standard mbterrcgation procedure. Studied indifference followed
byesestop! He drew himself up quickly. Interrogation? We didn't even know what
he was accused of yet. His gaze shifted to the rather pimply ensiegn who was
acting as the Commodore's secretary and would nc doubi be making sure that the
computer got a full and accurate account of this meeting. The youth was gazing
out of the window, oblivious of his surroundings and picking his nose furicusly,
Kirk managed to stifle a snigger, dragging his gaze around the rest of the room
and back to the Commodore, to find the steely eyes regarding him in turn. FHe
snapped upright in his chair. "8ip?v

"eudes.e For the record, Capltain, state your full name, rank and serial
number.™ His loose dentures clicked as he spoke, and Kirk thought idly of the
ridiculous things you noticed at times like this as he gave the required.
information,

"This is only an enguiry, you understand, Captain. No charges are being
made — yet," the Commodore went on.

"Sir, what is the engquiry about?' Kirk asked. "No-one's told me yet.!
"Mrome T see.  You are being held on suspicion of espionage,”
"Spying? Me? Is this somecne's idea of a practical joke?" Kirk demanded.

Tne Commodore's face flushed navy as his expression hardened. "I would not
call the slaughter of two hundred innocent colonists on Philidron, the murder of
our agent and the killing of Prince Playa and god. knows how many of his people,
and whose death could well prolong the ¢ivil war on Lybra for countless years a
joke, Captain,”

¥irk stared at him in horror. "I never heard about the colony, sir... It
was my decision to - 7 '

"Exactly. In each case it was either your decision, or only you knew the
details,™

"You're not trying to say I'm responsible for all that?" Kirk gasped.
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, "You are accused of nothing yet; Captain." The Commodore locked up as the
door opened and a yeowan brought in his midmorning refreshment, "ih, good. DPut
it down there." Kirk noticed he was not offered anything. "Each of these assign-
unents was top secret, Captain," the Commdore continued. "In each case, you ~ and
only you - were aware of the purpose and destination of each mission. Yet each
ended in disaster. One could be bad luck, two pure cdincidence...but three? T'm
sure you realise that is too much to expect even the most gullible man to accept
- and I am not gullible; Kirk." He bit decisively into the large flat biscuit to
emphasise his statement, and his loose denture clicked wmadly, ¥Kirk felt 2 dread-
ful desire to scream with laughter, but managed to hold 1t back realising that
nerves nore than anythlng slse was cau81ng 1t. ’

" When heé was fanaily ‘token back” to tho amall waltlng room, he felt completely
draineds The Commodore had questioned and gone over every move he had made
during the last few months, not once, but again and again...

It was not till the next day that Kirk was allowed to see anyone from the
Enterprise, and he looked up in relief as the familiar blue shirt of his n1rst
Officer appeared through the door.

"Spock, come in, sit down!"

The lean figure obligingly folded itself into a chair. The dark eyes
studied his young Captain keenly before he finally spoke. ™MDr. McCoy sends his
compliments, Captain and trusts that you are in good health." MNoting Kirk's nod,
he went on. "They would only allow one visitor.® Ile leoked almost apologetic=
ally. '"We decided that I should come,”

"I'm glad you did," Kirk interrupted quickly. Somchow as soon as he'd seen
the stern features he'd felt a wave of relief flood over him, Spock was here.
Everything was going to be fine. WHe smiled somewhat shakily. “Sorry I've nothing
to offer you in the way of refreshment, Spocki It's not exactly home from home."

"Have they charged you yet, Captain®t

"No. Do you know what they think I've done?" ¥irk asked quietly.
"eg.™ The lean face was expressiconless.

"What the hell am I going to do about it9" Kirk demanded.

"They have been searching your quarters on the Interprise," Spock infommed
him .

T guessed Tthey would."

"They also took conies of the comﬁuter log entries far the past 31x nontha "
He paused. "And your personal log

#lamnl"™ Kirk grinned suddenly. ®Good job my personal log isn't too personall"

"Indeed," Spock agreed quietly. T understand from the Commodore that they
will be charging you formally this morning. They are awaiting confiymation from
Starfleet Command.®

Kirk shrugged. "I was hoping they wouldn't have enough evidence — I don't
know of any."

T understand it will be mainly circumstantial, sir.”

"o smoke without fire; eh? God, I feel so damned helplsss, Spock, stuck
in herel®

"We will do all we can 3o refute the charges, sir." He had to‘stay formal.
“Yés, I know you will, Spock - all of you,”

The Vulcan rose. "I will get a sopy of the charges as scon ag they are
available. Dr. McCoy and I will study them,"

“iood, do that.®
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Spock walked slowly tec the door and hesitated, and Kirk smiled at the stiff
backe. "Spock - I am innccent, you kmow," he said softly.

The dark head turned, their eyes neeting for a heartbeat. "I never doubted
ity Jime™ The door clesed behind him.

Another six hcours dragped wearily by, z2nd then Kirk wag marched into the
Commodore's office once more,

Wou'lre a very lucky man, Captain.®
"Lucky, sir?" His heart rose.

"Yeg. You seem to have friends in high places. However, if T had heen able
te find any really hard evidence, and not just circumstantial, you wouldn't have
got away with it - not if you were the Administrator himself! Do I make myself
clear?¥

PPerfectly," Kirk said harshly.

"Right. Just remember - we'll be watching you closely after this, Kirk.
Dismigsed.™ ‘

Two. minmutes later Kirk was outside the main complex, and ften minutes after
that he was back,on the Enterprise.. '

" As he left the transporter room with Kyle's "Welcome homel" still ringing
in his ears, he almost collided with the Doector, :

Jim, we've just heard the news. It's great!®
"Tg i7" Kirk shook his fair head. "Cot time for a drink, Bones?"

"Well, it's & bit early for mes, but as it's a special cccasion, you've
twisted my arm. !'Sides, it isn't healthy to drink alone." They walked in cripe
panicnable silence to Kirk's quarters, and he acknowledged smiles and words of
welcome from the crew on the way. As the door closed behind them he. gighed and
pointed the Doctor fo a chalr. Turning, he poured out two drinks before he spoke.

"I'm not really cleared, Bones. The Commodore made that very clear. Someone
spoke up for me, apparently, someone pretty high up, and as the only evidence -
they'd got was circumstantial..." He shrugged. "They had to let me go.n

"Well, don't lose any sleep over it, Jim. It was ridiculous anyway."

"Was it? I thought sc teo, but I've had time to calm down since then and
think. Lock at it from their point of vigw. We take those colonists to Phil-
idron, I get orders to deeide a) leave them unprotected and pick up the agent,
or b) abandon the agent and stay with the colonists... I got the orders, Doctors
I had to decide..."

"omene's infallible, Jim. So you made a wrong decision for cncegy wyou've
had %o live with worse than that in the past.”

Maybe. But the area was clear of hostiles, Bones, or I wouldn't have gone
~ unless they were closer than we thought; berhaps hidden by the pianet itself,
Fither way, the colony was attacked with the two supply ships only hours aways
we know it must have been the Romulans, but dead men tell no tales, and they've
no doubt got their own colony there now. The Agent is dead when we get there.
And then Ton asks me to take over his mission and gives me - me, Bones ~ the
details, no—one else...and just before we arrive, someone brings a mountain down
on top ¢f the Prince and his men. Another coincidence?” He emptied his glass.

wjim, stop torturing yourself. These things happen. You know that, and so
do I = and more.importantly, sc doces Starfleet Command." 7The bhlue eyes looked
at him compassionately. "Stop blaming yourself, Captain.! '

The door buzzer interrupted them, and he glanced round a&s the First Qfficer
walked in. ' '

"T heard you had transported abeard, Captain., Mr. Sulu hag the cony I came
to return thisg."
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Kirk smiled for the first ftime that day. ¥Spock, you saved i4l%

"1t seemed a pity to allew the Commodore's men to tear it torpieces in their
zeal,™ he said softly, and walking to the appropriate wall, replaced it.

"Thenk you, Mr. Spock. We were just having a drink - will you join ug?v
KiI‘k asked.

"L am not thirsty at the moment, sir, +hank you."

iSpock, you don't have to be thirsiy..." McCoy began, then shook hlS head,
langhing out loud., "Hell, T give up, Spock!®

"L sincerely wish that you would, Doctor." Then, turning. to Kirk, "with
your permission,; T will return to my duties.”

"Yes, of course, Spock. Carry on, and thapk you," The dark eyes glowed
for a moment, and he left.

For the next week or so, they were back to star charting, and Kirk began to
feel his mind more at ease, almost as if Starbase 6 had not occcurred. - Funny, he
theught as he cowmbed his hair, how quickly the Human brain can patch over “the
hurt, and make you forget 80 quickly events that hurt cne's ego.s.like new gkin
over i T woUnd. But he also Knew ne wWas starting to gel edgy again tooy after
all, he hated inactivity, and at the back of his mind he could not help wondering
if Lho interprise was being kept on routine work on purpose. He dismissed the
idea at once. A Starship was too valuable a commodity for that. No, they'd get
action scon enoughe..

Less than two hours later, he had cauwse to remember his prophesy when the
Double A pricrity came in from Starfleet Command.

Taking the small message tape Crom Uhura he carried it down to his quarters
to decodes Reaching for the small decoding machine in his safe, he ran the tape
through, listening carsfully. Then he made up hig mind guickly. Thig time he
would tell no-cne of its contents - no-one at all. Then, if anything went
Vrongseo. He cul the thought at once; and activating the intercom, made the
necesssry course change.

The small outpost on Dunedin was devastated, the cluster of buildings and
dones gtill smouldering. Spock looked up, hig face expressionless. Yihere is
no-one alive down here, Captain, save for curselves.” The Vulcan drew cloger
to Kirk's gide. "the orders, sir - did they say the outpost was under seige?"
he asked, '

CHo " Kivk shook his head, his face deathly pale. "No, Spoeck. I had to
see Professor Simen Jones here. He had made some sort of discovery or break-
through, T don't know what, but it was iwportent enough to divert a Starship
to fetch the Professor and his party. And this happens...”

"It seems someone €lse has beaten us to 1t, Captain.®

FAgain," Kirk said softly, then looked around shaking his head. "I'm going
back to the ship, Spock. T can't do any more here. Lot me know if you find
anything,."

Forty-eight hours later, they were still orbiting Dunedin awaiting a reply
to the priority message Kirk had sent to H,Q. He used the time to cateh up on
some routine paperwork that always seemed to accumulate on his desk, and was .
therefore engroseed when the door buzwmed and Spock came in, looking wmore stiff
and forxrmal than ever.

WIii, Spock, what can I do for you?" He didn't attempt a smile. "Take s
DEW, "

T would rather not sit at the moment,®
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0kay, suit yourself. VWhat's up?™

The Vulcan knew there was no way he could soften this for the Human. "We
have just receilved a communication from Starfleet Command, sir."

"We did? Good. Why wasn't 1T informed?v
“The communication was for me, sir.t
HYou? I donffe.."

"Please, Captain." Spock paused., "I am ordered to relieve you of command
and to reiturn to Starbase 6 at once.!

“Relieve me? Why?" Xirk looked confused, then his face clearsd., 90Of
course — Dunedin. T should have expected it, I suppose. No=-ocne knew of the
Professor's discovery, only me. Only me, Spock. But I swear I told no=-one,
no-one at all, Hell; what's going on afound here??

Spock desperately wished he could supply the answer.

Kirk stood and began to siride up and down the small space, then stopped.
MAre you going to put me in the brig, Spock?' he asked gquietly, "or just confine
me to my quariers®h '

"I do not believe the brig is necessary, Captain, nor do I intend to confine
you to your quarters, but you are relieved of duty. I am sorcvy."

Kirk's shoulders slumped. "Yeah. Okay, Spock, don't worry. I won't do
anything I shouldn't.” Then a wry smile crossed his face and he reached out to
pat the painting intimately., ®It doesn't bring much luck, doesg itV

Spock returned to his quarters, ordered thelr return to Starbase and left
Sulu at the eon.

He sat down quietly in front of the firepot and began to meditate. His
friend wag in greve ftrouble, and there seemed little he could do to help. Random
factors had conspired to...he stopped. Randonm factors! Humans believed in luck.
TLucky charms, lucky days, lucky numbers...and of course, Jim's painting, not
really lucky, but... Most of Jim's troubles seemed to stem from when it came on
board. He had to take a closer look at that painting. Rising elegantly to his
feet, he made his way to sickbay.

“Tlye only just left him, Spock. I went to see hig right after you told him
of Starfleet's order. He's sleeping now. I gave him g shoty it'll keep him out
for twelve hours, with any luck.” o

“Gond. It is necessary I search the Captain's guarters.?

"Search higs...? You don't believe all those lies about Jim, do you, Spock?"
McCoy agked.

wOf course not, Doctor, but Jim could have given the information away
inadvertently."

nTnadvertently? How?  They tock his xoom apart with a fine tooth comb at
Starbage 6, Spock - I saw then do it."

#T know that, Doctor. However, I do not believe they knew where to look,
and even 1f they had known, 1t would have been impossible for them to find it."

#3pock, you'rve doing it again,” McCoy said. "What the hell axe you talking
about?H : : : :

Please, bear with me, TIf I am correct; you will know soon encugh. If
not.so¥ He shrugged cpenly, to the Doctor's surprise, and left the room.

Spock lifted the painting from the wall and placed it carefully’on.the deskeas
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Kirk opened his eyes slowly., They felt stuck together and his mouth *asted
like the inside of a parrot's cage. FHell, he could sometimes sympathisge with
Spock = McCoy'ts pobtions were obnoxious! He stumbled into the bathroom, took a
quick shower and cleaned his teeth vigorously.

The first thing he saw when he returned o his day cabin was the Vulcan
sitting at his desk, his fingers steepled, obviously deep in -Shought,

“3pock?" he said tentatively, and moved zcross the room. "Hr. Spock?n

The dark eves looked up. "Captain. I apologise for waiting here witheut
permission, but I wanted to see you as soon as you woke upet

"That's okay, Svock,; I..." He stepved as his eyes fell on the desk in
frent of the Vulecan, and the amber eyes widened as he pointed ineredulously.
"Spoclkl--.What the hell do you think you're doing? That's my property - you've
eesyouTve ruined iti® -

"It was necessary, Captain., T am sorry.”®
"Wecessary? That was a work of art, Spock., Took at it nowl®
The dooxr buzzed. "Come." Xirk spoke without looking round.

MeCoy walked in. "You're awake. I thought it was about time. Hi, Spock,
whates o His voice trailed off as he too looked at the ruined painting. ‘"who
did that?v he asgked.

"L did, Doctor. Please, gentlepan, would you both sit down?"

The two Humans obliged, and Kirk opened his mouth twice, thought betier of
what he was going to say, finally managing, "rolain, Spock,™

"Wes; sir." He paused,; then went on. "It was you who made me realise,
Captain.¥

Wie? Realise?®

Yes. You sald, T believe, 'it didn't bring me much luck! - referring to
the painting. T began to think, and realised that all the treouble started when
the painting came on board. I wondered if 2 transmitting device could have heen
hidden in the frame...? '

i ﬁ 'bug"! 4]

"Precisely, Captain. I found nothing. WHet in the frame itself... However,
we all know that a new process has beer used hare to give a tri—dimensional
effect in painting, that previously has only been achieved in holographs..."

"Quit the lecture, Spock, we all know that. Just get on with it," MeCoy
grumbied,

Wery well. I discovered a miniatured device - just here." He picked up
what appeared te be a Sherlock Holmes type magnifying glass. The Ioctor wondered
vhere he'd got that from, and decided the wardrobe section of Steres had probably
supplied ity But Spock had now got hold of a tiny probe and was polnting to the
painting. The two Humans leaned forward as the Vulcan, with the precision of a
surgeon, lifted up a sitrategic part of the Human's snatomy. "As you will see,
gentiemen, the paint has been layered here...ahhh...there we are,.." He pointed
te a tiny dot no bigger than a pin head. "I think Mr. Scott will find that this
is cur 'leak',® he said blandly, ‘

heak being the operative word, Spock," Mcloy chuckled. oI never realised
fomulans had such 2 sense of humour. What a place to put itl®

"Yes, I guess the Romulans are tc blame, it's their type of trick," Klrk
oncaded,

"Indeed." Spock picked up the painting carefully. "With your permission,
Captain, I will take this down to WMr. Scott.™

Wes, of course, Spock =~ and thanks,"
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As the door closed behind the Pirst O0fficer, Kirk sank down into the chair
behind his desk. "You know; Bones, the Romulans 2lways say we Humans are all
mouth and trousers... I wonder li they were trying to tell us something?®
and they both lsughed together, from sheer relief.

They all made full reports at Starbase 6 and the evidence was beamed down.
Kirk heard that Jason was being brought in for guestioning, but it was expected
that they would find he had been used, and would remember ncthing at all about it.

As the Starbase faded behind them, Kirk filled three glasses and handed one
to MeCoye "Spock will be here in a minute," and he smiled as the door opened
to admit the Vulcan. "I've put your drink over there, Spock.?

#hank you, Captain.®

They all sipped insilence, each with his own thoughts for s moment, Kirk
broke the silence at last. "You know, wy only regret now ig that T haven't got
that painting to look at. 1 got quite attached to it...you'd be surprised how
it inspired mel" He winked lecherously at the Inctor.

“Wes, I'd certainly say it was 'inspiring!'," MeCoy asgresd. "Wouldn't you
say it was inspiring, Mr. Spock?" .

"Not 'inspiving', cxactly, Doctor.m
Tageinating, then?" McCoy pressed,
oy Doctor...merely interesting," he wveplied, and Kirk chuckled.

“However you both define it - I'm geing %o wiss it," he said and poured out
ancther drirk for the Doctor and hlmself, opock docllnlng with a shake of the
head. The Vulcan stood, S i - P are

"T have to return to the bridge. However..." FHe looked suddenly uncom~
fortable as he lifted a parcel from the floor where he had placed it by his feet,
"I would like you to accept $his, Captain...a replacement for the one I had to
destroy." He put the package down and pushed it across the desk and then
retreated to the door,

"Well, thank you, Mr. Sﬁock." Kirlk picked it up, slightly smrprised avd
pleased.

T hope you find it satisfactory, sir." An eyebrow rose as he met McCoy's
tlue eyes. "That is what I would term '1nsp1rlnﬂ', TDoctor," he said and the
door closed behind him,

"fell, go on, Jim. open 1tiV

Kirk opened a draver and reached for a knife to cut the string. "Feels like
Christmas,® he joked.

"It's a painting, that's for sure, but knowing Spock, it'1l be something
uplifting like...ohy, the Vulcan Academy of Science, or T'Pau in full regalia,
Olses ‘

"Shut up, Bones," Kirk laughed. "Whatever it is, I'11l..." He stopped and
whigtled lcudly. "Get a load of that, Doctor!"™ He held up the painiing, and
MeCoy's eves popped.

My god ~ and we thought Jason's was eroticl! What's it painted on -
agbestos?™

"Pon't know ~ but 1if I'm not mistaken, that's pre~Reform Vulecan art...from
Warrior times."” He cleared his throat. "I...er...I think we're going to have
to alfer our opinion of our First Officer, Bones."

MeCoy's appreciative gaze never left the pleture as he murmured, "And some,
Jims..and somel ,

R et R i LS R
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AMOR, BRCO SUM by Meg Wright

(I fm Toved, Tharefore I am...)

My conception was logicaly T would like to believe

It wag also an act of love, but I cannot be sure,

For the process of creation is never s gimple matter,
Undoubtedly, 1t was important for the future good

Of sentient beings that they should see mankind and alien
Can live togethers that it is perfectly possible

For a half-breed to survive the muliiplicity

Of pressures that must be the lot of every hybrid child,

Plenty were ready to scoff at the very idea,

To mock the ideals that had given me birth;

To demand that I be condemned to a decent obscurity,

As my existence was an offence to rationasl beings.

In addition, of course, there are always those

To whom an act of love between two creatures

Of un=common kinds, whether of breed, gender or religion,
Is an obscenitys whereas violence and casual slauvghter
In war, for 'freedom! or ‘'ideals' wmay be praised and applauded:
To them, my innocent life was particulariy distasteful
And not to be thought of. Prejudice dies hard.

After all - would you let your sister marry one?

Tqually unsuitable to closed minds, was the 'sister!

Who had a mind of her own. She stood no chance.,

find so, from the earliest days of my lifc there were jibes
Concerning any part of me that did not it

Into the accepted mould of those in authority,

vYho knew what was right, what was proper and decent,

Later there was a change, for a while, when it was seen
That I, rejected and despised, had now become

Something of a legend, finding wide~spread favour,

In gpite of my undoubted deficiencies, such as

The 'wrong-shaped' ears, and a disconcerting tendency

To make mankind take a second look at what they are

And what they stend for. Indeed, it was perfectly possible
My popularity stemmed precisely from these things,
Immediately, those who were once in fulle~cry against me
Abruptly changed their minds, for they quickly saw

That they might use me for their present good,

All my life T have been pulled two ways, and T exist

In a2 wngled web of logic and emotion, tolerated and disliked,

Adored and set aside; and, as far as my inner life was ever revealed
It showed itself as a fervent stolcism or a phlesmatic excitement.
Whatever the problem, it seemed therc would be dichotomy

For mey and for these who were destined to share in my life.

But, having been breught inte the world I cannct be ignored.
Or set aside; I have been given the precious gift of life,
And T will live it out in one way or another.

T am tenacious and I cling, in spite of every offort

To shake me free and consign me to oblivion.

I live in the hearts of large numbers of those who care
For the things I stand for - pease and the beauty of difference;
Loyalty to others and compassion; a need to see and understand
Another's point of view and contentedly agree to differ.

In an infinite universe there is an infinity-
0f dimensional possibilities, and though T die in one,
In others I will live. In this world as you know, the problems
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Created by my dual herifage were unresolveds
In other worlde it may be different and T will find peace.

One fact remoinsg T will not die. For T was horn
Outof the fire of one man's dreams, and I caught

At the imagination of a myriad more like~minded dreamers.
This being so I will live on, even if my 'death!

Ts given visval form. Consider, if you will, one last
Logical statement. Existing as I do, only in the minds
Cf those that love me, I can never die.

I am loved, therefore T am,

T

THE PLACE OF CHALLENGE by Sheryl Peterson

"Are Thee Vulcan - or are Thee Human?"

My words slash at thee like the blade of the lirpa which awaits thy hand,
My voice is harsh as the winds of Gol ~ and as pitiless. But T must khow. Now
of a1l times = I mugt know, -

Thow art Speck, retumed to us from afar. The legend of thy race, the
pride of thy people, though thou art half-Human by the blood of thy mother
fmanda, the chosen of Sarek. Yet she is one with us, as are thee., Dost thou
turn from us now? My eyes pierce thee as thou standest before ma, quivering
with the strength of thy control, as the Plak Tow binds thee in itg thrall.

- Yet thou dost speaks..

Though thy words are wrung from thy lips like the drawing of blade from
g wounds . yet still thou dost speak?

How can this be?

Thine eyes are aflame with fever. Thy blood burns with the Pon Farr that
‘has brought thee here, to therplace of thy fathers, to claim T'Pring, thy
bondmates As it was in the begimning, so dost Vulean clalm thee now,; and brand
thee Vulcan forever by the Hondage of thy blood.

But there ig another bondage...

I had thought I did sense it when I touched thy mind, when first thou
greetved me as thy Liege, but I was not sure..,then. 'These Outworlders thou hast
brought to gtand with thee, Spock, in the place of honour...what manner of men
are they, that thou dared my anger to have them beside thee, in this, thy time
of trial? To witness thy dread weakness...to answer with thy life for their
cenduct,

fow T'Pring has chosen one...for her champion!

& strange choice indeed -~ for one who scorns thee because thy blood is not
pure, Yetbt it must stand...it is the law of Kalifar. Fe and thou must fight for
the maid, with lirpa and ahn woon - %11l one is dead.

And thy friend ~ he who i1s thy Ceptain - thall fight thee. He has so
cedes o Lo Teasons only he can know,

Bt what is this?

Thou gtirrest from the Plak Tow, from the depths of which no Vulcan ever
spoekes  Yet thou dost speak ~ to beg for the life of the Outworlder who is thy
Captainl How can this be? And what ig thy bond to him that fear for his life

can break the chains Vulcan has placed upen . thee, by the fever in thy blood?
I tremble to look upon thee, Spock, as thou deogt spoak...and beg that I free the
Outwerlder from the challenge!

Thou = & Vulcan! Of the line of blood five thousand years pure,

Yet thee dare to do this? To thwrow aside the traditions of thy fathers -
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for love of a stranger not even of our world or our ways?
It shall not bel I, T'Pau, forbid it!

Thou shall not be snatched back into the nothingness that, to us, is Space.
The fathers and thy blecod have called thee home... Thy duty must bind thee heres,
to us, forever, and no Outworlder may step between thee and thy place - though he
must be sacrificed in the place of thy fathers, with his blood on thy hands,

I refuse thy pleas, Spockl
Thou claim thou art Vulcan...thy blood preclaims itl

New thou must fight to prove thou art fit to take thy plecel The light of
thy eyes dies at my words,; and thy face closes once more inte z mask of stone.
The strangers lcok on in dismay as thou dost step back, without ancther word,
to be lest once more in the madness of the Plak TowW, denylng then,

The time of thy grea vhest trlal iz yet now at hand, Spock.

When this is over, and he who is thy Captain lies dead on the sand... T
shall grieve with thee, at the loss of thy friend,

Fut now T am T'Pau.

I am Vulcan...as art thou, Spock. And we must pay the price cur blood
demands of us,

It is time,

My face is stone...my voice as implacahle as the desert winds of Vulcan
itself, as I raiselt over-the trembling bells to chant the age~old ritual, and
to order = "Bring first the lirpag.?

Fight well, my Hpoclk,
With thee fights Vulean...though I dare not tell thee.

LALMLALILIL MM SER Y A e A
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THE EVERLASTING DREAM by Karen Hayden

It ig the everlasting dream

That all beings may become equai,

That each and every sect and braed

Can one day stand astride, with common goals
In existence.

You sec a helng's skin a diffesrent hue becone,
As continent and planst ig traversed.
Throughout the galaxy - differences,

That which should he rejoiceds..

Mnd yet - resulting subjugation.

And all because those who are different
Are alienated within their own race.
Mever acceptance without stxrife,..
Those who are discriminated against

nd up as the capltulated minority.

Always cne question - Why?

Vhy cannot each being treat cne another as brother?
Wry not acceptance in splte of difference

Instead of the opposition so ineviteble

By the capricious few?
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History is..full of.-dreams e

Which becoms reality becavse of the few who believed.
We must continue to lead the way, in IDIC. .

I must show these in ignorance what I have leamed.
Ind hove that otherﬁ Will follow my example...

It is the only logical way...
SN2 2

GOLDEN 20UL by Karen Hayden

I stepped through the door

Into what had been.,

The past in.all its glory,

A part of higtory, became

A page in all the history books proclaimed.

Historic 'hero! who led his people

Well into the realms of peace and powar.
New lives -~ contented souls,

Accepting what was destined

For them -~ and for their leader.

Faniliarity. Golden hair, handsome features.
And eyeg which told what words could not.

The hazel depths which told me

That the spirit I sought

Wag here.

Iig name was Alexander,

Bxceptional leader, sensitive man of countless facels - exactly
ag that other.

And I became well known to him, within my new boﬂy,

4is Hephaistion, he who was known as brother,

A8 he whom Alexander proclaimed wag as he himself,

'The Great! helieved Hephaistion to be a part of hlmseli,
ind I believe that Jim Kirk felt thaf too, of me.

oooYet neither of us could openly proclaim it then.

Now, instead, all can be as it could not be before.

And T have reason o live again,

I find here a different form of closeness,

A relationship that could not have been, before -

But there is no regret, only acceptance ~ T simply. dream of what
might have been,

I am at his side, protecting, helping, just as bhefore.

And I am grateful that I have been wlvon another chance to live.

Now my search is ended.

Death took the other half of we, so many years ago,
But now, in history, I find the golden spirit again.
This could have been him in another reality.

i different name, perhaps. But the soul - the sames

Sleep well, my Captain, with your mistress nterprise.
Be happy in what you have, end understand.

I could not have lived without you - there.

Yet here I have found you once more...

A leader. A wan of men. Unique. 4nd I follow you, siand with FOUa

Until my search begins again..;-

H R I IR WA I S0



35

THE DRMON INM THE DESERT by Sheila Clark

The bitter sitruggle for possession of the Holy ity and the harren,
infertile desert that surrounded it had lasted for many years, both sides
gstubbommly determined fc possess the squalid, disease-ridden sirects where. two
different Heoly Men had cnce walked, centuries before. That both men had been
of the same religion mattered nothing to the fanatical followers of the two
cults, divided though they were by nothing more than 'a few minor procedures in
vorship mostly introduced in the centuries since the Holy Men walked the Farths
a few minor differences caused by different interpretations of the often
ambiguous preaching of the two men.

And then the War was abruptly halted by the sudden appearance of the Enemy.
Green-skinned, with strange pointed ears, the strangers were clearly Demons
from Hell,

Tor a few brief days there was a general unspoken and uneasy truce as each
side debated whether to accept the Demons as allies to defeat the heretical
followers of the other sect; %both sets of leaders decided that such allies
would be uncertain, possibly treacherous, and hastily contacted their ersiwhile
opponents., An alliance was speedily formed; although based only on mutual
self-interest; the forces of civilised RBarth combined for the first time ever
to combat a common enemy.

Yet there wasg nothing to combat,

There was no quick way to defeat the Demons. It proved impossible to meet
them in battle; they refused to fight, and the men of Rarth quickly discovered
that the Demons and their camp were impossible to approach; an invisible
barrier through which no Man could pass surrounded the Enemy, proof indeed of
their demonaic origins.

More Demons arrived daily, though no Man could see from whence they came or
how they arrived. The Inemy camp expanded, and with it the inviszible barrier.
A Man meeting the barrier was not hurt even by the impact that halted himg it
seemed to give with him momentarily, then firms thereafter, it was like trying
to walk through a wall. Then strange buildings began to appear, buili asg if by
magic, overnight. The Men watched, puzzleds; they waited, at first alert for
the onslaught of these fiends from Hell ~ the onslaught that must surely come.

HNone came.

The Demong lgnored the Men who watched their camp as complbiely ag if they
did not exist.

Years passed.

The original uneasy truce was exiended; few, even among the most fanatical,
cared to recommence hostilities with the outpost of Hell so close. Many minor
teaders on both sides returned home with their men, trusting that they would be
summoned back if it became necessary - what point in wasting one's lifé guarding
a city against Demonsg who showed no interest in the affairs of Men? Some more
important leaders went home too, in many caseg leaving a small group of their
man commanded by one of their sons - in many cases, an heir who showed move
anxiety to take on the responsibilities of the famlly estate than his fathex
thought fitting,

Wore years passed. The truce was now permanent; the religious differences
recognised as the trivialities that they were, both sides now worked together.
Trade flourished; men prospered. But the Demonsg were still there.

Few Men now stayed to watch and guard save those assigned to do so by their
‘government. Although the Demons still ignored the world of Men, seemingly content
to remain within the cramped environs of their settlement, nobedy was so lost to
reason as deny that a waich was necessary; Demens were capricious creatures,
after all., Even the Holy City was deserited now, its mud-walled hbuildings eroding



37

into ruins save where the military maintained some of the larger buildings a
barracks = nobody cared to live so near the Demon camp, for even although they
ignored Man completely, their presence nearby created nervousness - and in add-—
ition, a handful of pecple, mostly children, had vanished in the desert in the
years lmmediately following the Demons' arrival, and who could say that they had
not been captured, spirited off into Hell? Nobody seemed to remember that
children had sometimes disappeared into the desert long bhefore the Demons came.

Sir James de Kirkhold gazed gloomily out from the swall unglazed window of
his tiny, airless office towards the Demon camp, subconsciocusly noting the steady
activity there, little though he understood its purpose. He knew full well that
it was his own fault that he was here commanding the small and dispirited gerre
ison that purported to watch the Demons, but even after three months he still did
not regret the angry outburst that told King's Secretary Baris exactly what his
underlings thought of his self=~imporiant incompetence. FPerhaps he might begin to
regret it in time - he had no illusioms about the length of Baris' memory or the
petty vindietiveness of the man. Sir James did not subscribe to the nearly out-
moded heligéf so prevalent in his father's time that only the nobly born should
hold positicns of importance, but Baris was certainly no recommendatlon for the
promotion of those of more lowly birth.

He sighed. There was absolutely nothing to do in this desert waste, and he
wondered more and more just what had caused people to settle here, build a city
here, continue $o live here for centuries. Cranted; there was evidence that the
land had once been more fertiley +the wind occasionally blew enough sand away to
disclose tree sfumps, dead now but proof of adequate rainfall in-the distant past.
5ir James knew well the desirability of keeping his wmen's spirits high, but the
dry, enervating heat made it impossible to keep their worale up by holding tour-
namentg. There were not even animals to hunt in this godforsaken wilderness.

There seemed %0 be nothing he could do to encourage his men, selected as they
were from ameng the least useful elements of the cadets - an army was no longer
needed, of course, although military treining was given to every young man. Who
knew when the Demons wmight decide to attack? This was one of the duties assigned
as part of the training, but enthusiastic and capable men were unlikely to be
wasted here. The general opinion was that if the Demons were going to attack,
they would have done so long ago. And although his conscientiovsness would not
permit him %0 neglect the watch, at heart 8ir James agreed. The Demons did
indeed appear to be supremely unconscious of their presence.

But today he felt restless; longing for action - something, anything.
Summoning Pavel, the young page whose grandfather had fought against Sir James!
and who would have been horrified to see his grandson as page to one of the
heretics, he called for his horse, tharnking his gugrdian angel that he had at
least been able to bring his own page.

After a short paused, Pavel returned to announce that the horse was ready;
Sir James left his office with a tiny sigh of velief.

The horse waited dispiritedly, its head drooping wearily, its dank cocat dull
and lifeless in spite of all Pavel's grooming., Its ribs showed clearly, and Sir
James shook his head. If any of his herses had been turned out like this, he
would have had the hide off the back of whatever careless groom was responsibles
here; he knew, he could expect nothing better. The enervating heat took the
heart out of beast as well as man. All supplies had to he brought in, and
although by tradition. the commanding officer wust have a horge, little space
could be spared. in the supply train for fedder, The poor asnimal was existing on
a starvation diet, and when it died, a fresh nag could be requisitioned...to
starve to death in its turm. Sir James knew that this garrison would never be
supplied with decent horseflesh. This one had the breeding of a hawker's crock,
but it was at least willing... .

gir James mounted, and could have swornlh@.heard the horse give a2 weary and
resigned sigh. He checked the water bottle fastened to the saddle even though he
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was confident that Pavel had seen that it was fulls  he had guickly learned that
in the desert a man had only himself to blame if anvthlng werh wrong.

He set off at a steady walk; thinking longingly of the easy cnater of his
favourite steed back home = but he could not have brought Star here. Bad encugh
that a mongrel horse should die in this hellholp ~ to waste the life of a

valuablie stallion would be criminal,

Deliberately, he selected a route that would take him past the Dowon's
encampment. He did not expect to see anything of value, so he was not disapp-
cinted when he saw nothing. 7hen, duty done, he spurred the horse to the slow
and uncomfortable jog that was the nearest it could manage to a trot. Soon
encampment and city were a blur in the distance.

Sir James could not have said that he was enjoying himself, but at least he
could relax out here and for the wmoment give himself up to the illusion that he
was a free agent. Damn Baris, anyvay. Self-importent, incompetent fool.

There was even a wind blowing. True, it was a warm breeze when he would
have given anyihing for a cooling blast frow the north, bhut the movement of air
was velcome.

And then big horse stumbled and went down. Sir James, caught almost unaware,
let himself be thrown rather than risk being rolled on. Then he picked himself
up and looked at the fallen horse. It lay still. Guickly he checked it.

Dead.

" Damn! He had come five miles - at least. Possibly six; It would be an
uncomfortable walk in this heat. Should he wait till dark? The moon was a
1ittle more than half - her light would be €ufficient to let him see his WaY

He looked back towards the city and drew his brezth in sharply.

He could no longer see it. The breeze, light though it was, was blowing
sand along with it. And...it was stronger than it had been. He could only hope
that there was not to be a fully-fledged sandsitcrm.

Teking the water flask from the saddle, Sir James fastened it to his belt,
glad that he had barely touched its contents so far. Then he set off back the
way he had come; unable to walk ag briskly as he would have liked for the soft
dry send that hampered his feet. FHe estimated that the walk would take him at
least three hours. '

He decided that even the boxedom of the camp was preferable.

Within half an hour, he could no longer focl himself. The wind was gaining
strength by the minute; soon he must find shelter or die, and where in this
benighted desert could he find shelter? He wes not even sure that he was still
following a direct line back to the old city.

Then, a little to his right, he noticed a splash of colour. Blue. A deep,
rich hlue,

In this desert?

Curious, he altered direction fractionally and headed for the patch of
colour, It was barely ten yards away, but the wind-blown sand wag now so thick’
that it was not until he was almost on top of it that he realised that a body
lay there, on its side, curled into a ball, head covered by a fold in the blue
clothes. The clothing ‘tself - a loose robe-like garment - wag unfamilial in
style, as far as he could sce, yet it was strangely familiar +too.

Who could it be? ot one of his people, surely. Bending, he touched the
body = and it moved. The concealing cloth was pulled from the head and the
stranger locked up at him, He stiffened.

He was looking at the green skin, slanting eyebrows and pointed ears of a
Demon.,
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The Demon looked at himi 21l it could see of him was his eyes, as they
stared from above the strip of cloth he had wound protectively around his nose
and mouth some time before, and its eyebrows lifted,

A Demone.. Sir James shivered in superstitious fear, then common sense came
to hisg aid. If the Demon had any powers at all, it would not be out here in a
threatening sandstorm, apparently waiting to die. Hesitantly, he reached out
hig water flask. "Do you need water?" he asked hoarsely. ' :

Without taking its eyes from him, the Demon accepted the flask and took a
wouthful of water, then returned the flask. "I thank you,™ it saids The volce
daep, quiet. ' ' ‘

S "You'll die if you stay here," Sir James said, conscious even as he spoke of
the ummecessary nature of his remark. The Demon must surely know that.

"Wes," it replieds "But I have injured my ankle; I cannot walk unaided."

- It was a Demon; an enemy. If it diedy; that would be one less to threaten
his peopleses

"Can you walk if I help you™ Sir James could not have explained why he
permitted his heart to overmule his heads he only knew that if he abandoned the
Demon, he would for ever be ashamed, even though orly he knew zbout it.

BT can try."

Sir James, still slightly nervously, heiped the Demon to stand. It was
perhaps an inch taller than he.  "There are rocks over there," the Demon sald,
indicating. "We may find shelter among them. Without it, we shall surely die.”

They made their slow way across the sand. It was perhaps a hundred yards to
the rocky outcrop; it seemed like a hundred miles. Among the rocks they were
partly shiclded from the wind, and it took only a few minutes to find a shelter
of soxtsy the wind had blown a small 'cave' in thé sand under a boulder at some
time in the past, and the present wind was eddying arcund the boulder in such a
way as to leave a gap hetween the rock and the nearby sand dune. They clambered
into the hollow, finding themselves in an oasis of windless calm, although the
sound of the wind gtill echoed in their ears.

They huddied together, There was barely room enough for ong, yet it wmust
shelter both, Sir James offered his companion the flask once more.

This time the Demon shook his head. "We should drink sparingly,” he s=aid as
Sir James made to remove the cap. "PFortunately, my people are accustomed to a
hot climate, and so we require less water than your pecple do,%

Of courge. WNopiace could be hotter than Hell.
There was a brief pause, then the Demon went on. "My name is Spock.”

Sir James swallowed. Tn face of this self introduction, how could he, avoid
giving the Demon his name? Yet if he did, the Demon would have power cver him...
He theought quickly. ‘

Abhe

Myesemy friends call me Jim." HNo need to mention that nobody now used
that oild chiidhood name.

Almost, the Demon Spock secmed to smile, "Are you so afraid of me that you
hide your full name from me? WNo, you need not answer that. I know your people
consider wine to be demons. But...vhen you aided me...I had hoped that at last
one of us had found someone intelligent enough not to be blinded by ancient
superstitions.” .

Sir James thought that over. Finally he said, "Most of us do agree that if
JOUsesyour peoples..had wanted to, they could have overrun us long ago. But
there i1s a world of difference between believing that...and ignoring the teach-
ings of the Church with regard to the habits of Demens, when you are faced withe..
witheeo! '
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"With an alien who resembles these mythical beings," Spock concluded. “"Toes
your Church have any prcof = any proof at all -« of the existence of Hell and its
denizensg?"

"Falthes " 3ir James besgan.

TeouIs 3 useful word for those trying te trick others into helieving in
something for which there is no logical explanation and which reason would
otherwise reject,” Spock said qu ietly.

"Pear of the unknown is instinctive," Sir James began slowly.

"True.  But there is a big difference between being wary of something you
encounter for the first time...and deliberately inventing terrors, which vour
farth reiigions appear to do, to frighten people into adherence %o s church, the
main purpose of which appesrs - to us - to be to keep your population in fear so
that they will continue to support in affluence a small group who do no useful
work for the community, whose only reason for existence seems o be to continue
to invent terrors so that the people will continue to support them sc that they
can invent more terrors...need I go on?™"

fThere are somes..abuses of the Church's position, I agree,” Sir James con-
cededs "But many priests live in poverty, devoting their lives to helping others."

"They are as cozened by the system asg everyone else," Spock replied. "Do not
misunderstand me, Jimg wo respect your belief in a deity =~ indeed, we share your
belief in a deity, even though the existence of such a Being cannot be proved
logically. We do not - camnot - respect the way in which your religious leaders
operate. To us, a man's beliefs are his own affair, and the responsibility of
nobody excepi his parents, whose diuty it is fo introduce their children tc the
concept of god. Tt is not logical for the general population to be impoverished
g0 that a handful of men can pretend to a capability they do not have., You are a
leader of wmen, Jim - would you respect or geriously congider the plea-5f one of
your followers who did nct bhave the honesty to approach you himself but made his
appeal through someone else -~ especially somecne whose only suthority in the
matter was self-selection, and who in fact was unable or unwilling to do anythlng
@lse?™

"Put like that..., No, I don't suppose I would." Sir James hesitated again,
then said suspiciously, "But how do you know how our religion works, if you are
not,..what you seem?®

This time Spock did smile, though briefly. "My mother was one of your
people. A girl-child who wandered into the desert while Men still lived in the
city. She would have died had we not found her; but then we kept her, as we
had kept other lost chlldren, to discover aa much about your people as we could,
Most of them settled among us perfectly happily."

You wouldn't learn wmuch about ug from young children.”
"Ho. But adults rarely got lost as the children did.n”

A sudden eddy of wind blew sand into their faces, reminding them that the
safety of their tiny shelter might be illuscry. Sir James coughed as the sand
irritated his throat,; and groped for the water bhottle, Spock caught his hand.

"Wait, Jim =~ you may need the water more urgently yet,®

Sir James looked into the alien eyes and in that instant forgot the linger-
ing remmants of his superstitious fear of the 'Demons'. He could not remember
ever geeing such gentleness in the eyes of any of his own people;. he could not
imagine seeing such warmth in the eyes of any of his own people,

"I wishe«oI wish we were not on opposite sides,;" he said sadly.

ilndecd; in a different reality, I could have called you friend," Their
eyes mnet again, acknowledging the mysterious and inexplicable attraction that
both men felt drawing them together.

"Why not?" Sir James said suddenly. "why should we not be friends? vhy
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should your people and mine not be friends?®

Spock smiled at the other's enthusiasm. "Indeed, we would be happy to meet
with your people as friends. 3But your recple fear mlne9 remember, !

"Yesses SpockTh
"Yaog, JimTh
“Why are you here?"

"Your wirld contains certain minerals = " he broke off, seeing the sudden
incomprehension in Sir James' face., "Metals,” he amended., "We need certain of
thege, but cur world is sparsely provided with them, while your world is rieh in
thems Ve have no intention of stripping your world of its resources, Jimy you
will need them yourselves one day. We are mining only this one desort ares
where few of your people live."

"l see - T think." Sir James could understand people wah%ing metal. "But
where do you come from?" : '

"Ainother world. ¥orgive me, my friend; your people do not YLL havc the
knowledge that would let you understend a more detailed explanation,.®

"But where is this other world, if it is not Hell? And how did vou get hare?®
Spock shook his head. "You do not have the technology to understand.”
”I‘cén try " -

"You have seen the stars on a clear night.” Although it was not a guestion,
Sir James nodded., "Each of these stars is a sun - yes, I know. The stars look
tiny because they are go far away."

"It has been theorised. Bubl the Church says such a thought is heresy.™

"It is truth. Maay of these suns have worlds circling them, and on these
worlds, other people live,"

"The Suna..." Sir James began. He hesitated, then went on. "The Church SAYS
the Sun circles the Earth,"

"Not so. Your Earth is one of ten planets that travel round your Sun -
though you cannot see them all, You see, Jim? Your knowledge is limited by a
Church so jealous of its position that it rejects any teaching contrary to its
outdated belief's. There is so much that we could teach you, btut we dare not.
Tour people will learn, one day, but they must learn at their own specd. We
could give you technology, but to your people it would be as magic,

"And your pecple came here by...by technology, so that mine think of you as |
Demons whe come by maglce?®

Fixactly." If Spock was: surprised by the gpeed of the Human's understanding,
he gave no sign. s

Sir James nodded. "The Church would opposé you. Our Holy Bock tells us
everything we need to know,..or s0 the Church says. It is evil to seek to know
more - and the Devil is quick to tempt the curious. Yet I find uyself wonderw
inges.there must have been a time before the Holy Book wag written down, a time
when men were ignorarg of its teaching; a time when pagan religion flourished.
What if their Holy Men also said that new learning was evile®

"You have the ihsigbt to see that to adhere to these tenets is to invite
stagnation," Spock gaid.

Moday's youth is restless, ready for a change," Sir James commented . "But
te defy the Church is to invite death - slow and unpleasant.”

There was a brief silence, broken only by the steady swish of sand blowing
- across the surface of the desert. fThe wind itselfl was strangely silent, to Sir
Jemes' mindg it took an effort to remember that much of the noise of wind was
caused by the object through or over which it hlew.
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He shifted position slightly, and Spock moved with him, They wriggled into
g more comfortable position., He closed his eyes for a moment; when he opened
them it was dark,; and utterly silent. He wmoved, trying to look round. Beside
him 2 deep voice gald, "You slept, Tt is now night. The wind has drcpped, but
the sky is overcast. There is neither woonlight nor starlight to guide us.”

Memory comected., UMy people may lock for me in the moxning.”
But you do not entirely belisve got"
"Mhey're a demoralised lot.m

"Jessshad noticed. However, there has been some improvement in the last few
weekss T think they may look for you where they would not have hothered search-—
ing for their previous commander."

"You've watched us pretty closely if you can say that. We thought vou -
your people ~ paid no attention to us."

"We do not watch, exactly - but we notice things. It is, after all, wise to
be aware of your nelghbours if they arc hostile to you. Recently, your people
have been more active; exercised mord; their weapons shine wmore brightly when
they reflect the sunshine. It is logical to assume a change of commander; a new
commander whe has not yet himself become demoralised.®

Sir James laughed bitterly. "My men are the useless ones; ‘the lazy, the
careless, shuf'flaed out here where they can do no harm, The commanders .. Well,
IT'm here because I insulted a petty official, A jumped-up little incompetent
with delusions of grandeur, and enough influence to have me moved. I imagine the
other commanders have been in wuch the same position. I'm here until anwther
petty official has his corns trod on.” :

Spock looked puszled. *(Cornsit?

A figure of speech. Feels himself insulted.®

ahe But you are not yet...sufficiently chastened by your punishment?®
PTtd do it again tomorrow."

They fell silent again. Light began to streak the sky; slowly, reluctantly,
the darkness retreated. The sky was still grey with clouds, buf here and there
a glimpse of blue showed; in another hour it would be hob, dry...

Sir James offered Spock the water once more. The alien, this time, took
ancther mouthful. Sir James also drank, then shock the bottle, PT% should
lagt;" he said,

"It should," Spock agreed.

They scrambled out of the hollow, struggling upright in the narrow gap
between rock and sand. They could barely sece over the great drift of sand that
had protected them from the main force of the storm. In the distance, but not
in the direction Sir James had expected, they could see the city and the Demon
- no, not Dempng alien = camp,

"How's your ankle® he asked abruptly, remembering it.
"Painful,® Spock conceded. "I can walk, however; if you assist me.".

It tock them scome minutes to clamber out of the holé that had protected
thens The sand was softer than it had be:ns their feet sank into it, making
progress slow. At one point Sir James considered leaving his companion and
going on alone for helps but he suspected that the Demons would ignore him,
his own men think him mad - and his own obstinacy rejected the idea anyway.

The clouds had long dispersed; the sun beat down now, heating the airs the
exertidén of walking made him sweat; even without the strain of half carrying his
companion. Spock had taken no more water, but even so the flask was almost empty.

Volcess, .
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They stepped. Tooked up.: -
Five men, Pavel at their head; . the chirurgeon another,
P81y, what happened?? '

Sir Jeames half smiled. The men were looking warily at Spock, but so far
none of them had gone for a weapon. He explalned concisgely, then added, "Sir
Leech, do you examine my friend's ankle

HA Pemonth

fithout his aid I would not have survived the storm. He knew, as T did
not, where shelter could be found. He is no Demon. But even ifche were, he is
in pain. TYour cath as a doctor requires that you give him succour.® Gently,
Sir James allowed Spock to eink into a sitting position.

"Jim, do not force him," Spock daid. "You férg@tg already, the fear your
people have for mine.! ‘

Thelr was a rustle of movement amcong Sir James' men. Then Pavel said, "o
Demon would speak like that"

Hesitantly, Surgeon McCoy reached forward. His fingers touched the swollen
ankle lightly, explored cautlicusly. Spock flinched; MeCoy's examination gained
in confidence at this proof that the alien did in fact suffer pain. Finally he
looked up. "Broken," he said.

Sir James wanted to continue helping his new friend but he knew that he was
tiring. Iwven the three miles they had covered was a marathon distance under the
circunstances. He nodded to two of the men. "Kyle, Scott = do you carry him
firgt. BSpock - will you come with us, or will your own people give you hetter.
care’th

Spock locked at him. "I will come with you," he said. Their asze locked;
Sir James smiled, understanding. Spock's pecple could undoubtedly give him
betier cares; but this was an opportunity to let Humans see s 'Demon' at close
quarters, injured, in pain, needing care., It would not be easyy but these five
men who had the.initiative, the willingness to come into the desert in search of
him, weve a beginning. They would help persuade the others...help him guard
Spock from any superstitious fools in the garrison.

Human and alien stood outside the old city, looking towards the alien camp.
Spock's ankle was not yet wholly mended, but he could now walk unaided. He knew,
even without McCoy's warning, that it would remain wealk for some months.

uring the past weeks; all the Humans in the garrison had cowme to accept him.
Bir James was quietly pleased; when they returned home, these mén would have
tales to tell of how the 'Demons' were little different from Men. Pavel had even
gene to the alien camp, and had wanaged to speak to a Demon there, letting them
know Spock was safe. BSir James had been sware of a closer watch on the city
thereafter; but doubted that any other Human was aware of it.

Now the two stocd tog @thcr, knowing that time tlme had come to part. They
clagped hands firmly.

"This is not geodbye," Sir James said guietly.

"Indeed net," Spock replied. "One day we will meet again. And on that day,
your people and mine will nc longer be strs: gers, but friends.®

"T will work for that,” Sir Jawmes promised. "My recall has comé; Secret-
ary Baris over-reached himself and has been disgraced. T leave for home in five
days. Alas that you cannot accompany me, but I feel it would be premature.”

You could be correct, Jim. But when the time ig rwight, I will come.®

S3ir James watched him walk easily through the barrier arcund the alien camps
then he sighedy feeling suddenly lonely, and turned Jbo begin preparsticng for

his own departure.
R e R E L S R B
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ALPHA MALE by Meg Wright

¥eCoy watched Kirk's retresting back, deep lines furrowing his brow. He
still could see no reason why Jim should suddenly ignore his own firmly estab-
iggﬁgdg gelf-imposed rule. The girl was mo prettier, no more intelligent, no
sexliery, no more motherly, no more feminine in any way than all the other women
whe had passed under the Captain's appreciative eye. Admittedly she was neatly
shaped, briskly efficient and friendly, but shs cast out no lures, made no effort
to attract, a good clean wholesome girl - and not Kirk's type at all, Maybe the
Captein felt it was time he settled down - plenty of Starship Captzins eventually
got the urge tc put down a few roots, even if only at second hand, and found the
stability of a wife and family in the background gave them extra confidence in
thelr professional life. All the same, this theory didn't fit with the way Kirk
followed that darn girl about. Any new crew-member was always carefully
assessed by the rest before shaking down inte their own cowfortable niche, but
within hours of Insign Eloise Frome's arrival on board he had seen Kirk carrying
her tray for her in the rec room, a most unlikely courtesy for a Captain to
accord a newly-appointed Insign, who would be betier off in the company of her
PEErs.

He moved slowly off down the corridor, still deep in thought, and the next
moment wag brought up short by a pair of strong hands gripping his forearms.
fle blinked -~ focused, '

"Why, Mr. Spocki" he grinned., "I didn't know you cared.®

The austerity of the long face deepened, "If you must wallk the corridors
without looking where you are going, you must-allow those of us with a more
highly-developed drive for self-preservation %o take the precautions you neglect.,"

McCoy's grin widened. M"I'1l never understand why a man of logic makes z
speech when twe words would be encugh, Spock. Can't you simply gay, 'you're
welgome P!

He turned and fell in beside the Vulcan, who lifted an eyebrow. YYou were
proceeding in the other direction, Doctor," he commented acidly, "or had vou
forgotten?®

Now I'm going your way," MeCoy answered cheerfully. 7I want to talk to
you, Spoci,™

After geveral paces, Spock said, "I am still here, Doctor,¥

"Wall, I can sco thatl®

"You galid yoﬁ wished to speak to me," Spock reminded him patiently.
"0h, that! VWell, I do, but privately.”

"Really, Doctor, you should learn to be more specific." The paticnce was
exaggerated this time. "I have fifteen minutes T can spare you hefore I go on
watchy  we could go to your offica,” .

Spock watched the Docteor's tapping fingers and suspected that he knew what
it was MeCoy was finding so hard to say.

THave you neticed anything odd about Jim lately?" McCoy began at length.
"Specify, Doctor.” ‘

fHmm, " MeCoy grunted. Wrhat means you have but you either don't want to
angwer or you want to make sure I mean what you mean." He surveyed the granite
face with narrowed eyes. "That girl,” he said abruptiy.

Spock paused briefly. "It is quite noxmal for the Captain to take an
interest in the opposite sex, Doctor," he said slowly,

"But she is so oxdinary," McCoy expostulated. %So dull, S0+ e n20thing! She
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doesn't even strike me as being particularly .dntelligent, and that I would have
said would be one gssential that ne girl of Jim's could be shert on. Damn it,
Speck, would you want to hang arcund a girl who's got no conversation?"

It was a2 measure of Jpock’s concern that he made nc attempt to tum the
question aside with a reforoneﬂ to Vulean meres. "It is my belief that the
Captain would find the perpetual company of an inferior mind unsatisfactory,
Toctor,™ he began, "but T do not feel qualified to judge what other atitrachions
the young lady hag for him."

MeGoy nedded. "There's nothing in his psychological profile to account for
ity® he said. "¥o hidden quirks that could possibly apply to insign Prome. T
can only suggest that you and I keep a careful watch on the situation and sec
what develops. Tt may be that Jim has found the right woman for him, but T
can't help but doubt it all the same."

Spock lifted an eyebrow. "Do you really believe that the Captain will not
notice if we begin to take an interest in hisg personal affairsth

McCoy grinned at him. "I hope he will. Tt might make him think twice
about wmaking a fool of himgelfi"

"Poctor, the Captain is a grown wman, capable of making decisions for
himgelf "

"o you think T don't know that, Spock? But his behaviour is out of the
usual pattern, and as Chief Medical Officer, 1t is my job to keep an eye. open
for any behaviour out of the norm. AaAnd I am asking you, as his best friend, 1o
help wmew '

gpock made no atbenpt to refute the suggestion - he had long since abandoned
the effort to maintain a sitolidly Vulcan facade before the surgecn, at least
where Jim was concerned. If McCoy felt there wight be a problem it was only what
he, with his less experienced eye, had already been thinking.

"As long ag we are discrect,” he conceded, "I can see no objection to youxr
suggoestion” ' '

Good. When was the last time you two had a game of chess?W
"Over a month ago.”

"Before Insign Frome came aboard?" PCOéy looked startlaed. "You mean this
obsesgion began the moment that girl first arrived?®

As to that, I have no information, but the Capiain has not sought out my
company since that time.®

"Myell, invite him to & game this evening. Swallow your Vulcan pride and
ghow him you miss his company."” McCoy's face became gentler. "I'm Aot trying
to take s dig at you this $ime, Spock, I know I'm asgking you to do something
damn difficult for you, but please do it, for Jim's sakel"®

The shutters were well down over the lean face, but he simply nodded, "I
will do what I can, Doctor."

ncountering Kirk on the way to the elevator, he fell in step beside him.
Kirk gave him the half nod and smile of his usual greeting, but studving him
intently, Spock felt uncertain that the usual warmith lay behind that smile. He
choked back a most un~Vulcan sense of deprivation and, secure in the knowledge
that a life-time's training would ensure the noxmality of his voice, said, "We
have not had a game of chess for some time now, Jim. Would you care for a game
this evening?" ‘ ‘

"Scme other time, Spock," Xirk said absentiy. "I've got a lot on my mind
at present, and 1 can't spare the time."

The casual tone increased the sense of loss in the Vulcan, and, fighting
hisg din=built neaed for withdrawal, he put sui a tentative hand and laid it on
¥irk's sleeve,
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The Captain jerked back instantly, rubbing his avrm as though repulsed,
"Don't touch me; you...half breed alien,” he snarled softly., %I've had all T'11
take from you, so now leave we alone, damn you, and stop pawing me,%

The face did not betray the inner shock as Spock drew back, thankful that
the slowing elevator brought them to their destination. He fell into his
customary place at Kirk's shoulder with only the slightest of hesitations and
followed the Captain onto the bridge. '

Once at his station he made the regulation choecks as meticulously as usual,
his Vulcan blocks surrounding the screaming, questioning Human within, The
hours of routine ticked by with maddening slowness until the touch of his
relief's hand on his shoulder heralded end of waich., Again there was that
tiniest of hesitations as he rose to follow Kirk to the elevator, but habit wasg
gtrong enough to masgter inward reluctance. However, since BEnsign Frome's
pleasantly scrubbed face greeted Kirk as the doors opened, Spock's feel paused
again by Uhura's station. The doors closed, and Speck moved forward to the new
car with Uhura. '

The Bantu girl's eyes were watchful as the Tulean touched the. econirol,

"She's a nice kid," she sald calmly as the 1ift began its Journey. Unper-
turbed by the blank face he turned to her she added, "But rather unformed
somehow M

"I have insufficien® experience to be able to form a considered opiniecn,"
he managed to reply through lips that seemed strangely stiff.

"You can take it from me that she isn't his type," Uhura saic sof'tly., "The
whole crew has noticed, Mr. &pock, and it's become a matter of general speculat-
ions I thought you ought to be told."

"I see,” Uoder those cirvcumstances it became his duty to vrobe further
into this strange new relaticnship, however much his own nature webelled at the
necessity to interfere where he was clearly no longer welcome. He stood aside
to let Uhura pass. "Thank you, Lieutenant, for bringing the matter to my
attention.®

Uhura repressed a fleeting urge to give the ramrod figure a hard, comfoxrt-
ing hug. So unnecessary to pretend that he ween't alive to every move the
Captain made, and yet so typical, that without the cold. facade he would no
longer be the man she respected so deeply. She moved down the corridor, glad
to have been able to voice her worry so naturally. The situation had promiged
o be unbelievably ewmborrsssing as she had pondered ways and means of raising
such a subject with Spock of all people, but the whispers were tecoming to wild
that the Tirgt 0fficer clearly had to be warned of what was happening.

Uhurs's worry now lessened, Spock's increased proportionately. He went
back to his quarters deep in thought. Fis own hurt must be ignored, would have
been in any case, but he wmust now act whers his own wish would have been to
stand back. But what action could be taken? His background could provide no
answer and he must use the caring impulse Kirk himself had awakened to try to
solve a preblem of such illogic. The implications behind that brief moment in
the turbolift he would not even comsider yets the good of the ship must come
before his own peace of mind - and if he was honest with himgelf, he was not
yet ready to contemplate a life without the friendship thatl had trensformed it.

Hig mind ran swiftly over the Captain's present daily routine and realised
that he had time to join him and the Ensign in the ree room. Fe rose to his
feet, forcing his reluctant steps towards the door, his mind acknowleding the
dichotomy within himg his inner need to resolve this situation both for the
ship's and his own sake, and his equal inner shrinking from the emotionally
charged circumstances. FHe quickened his pace.

Having collected a cup of coffee, he turned t- make his way to the table
Kirk shared with the young Fnsign and found MeCoy behind him. The Doctor
grinned.
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"I thought you might need your hand held," he murmured, helping himself to
coffee, They appreached the table together.

"Mind if we Joln you?" lieCoy said breezily, drawing up a chair. "Iong time
ne see, Jim. Have you been avolding me? It isn't quite time for vour check=-up
yet, you knowi"

"] am aware of that," Kirk said stiffly, his eyes on the lean figure hehind
MeCoye "Do you have to bring him too?®

MeCoy hid his amazement well, "We keep bumping into each other today," he
said airily, putting down his coffee and motioning Spock e the space between
himgelf and Kirk,

The Vulcan sat down, his face as impassive as always. Xirk slid his chair
a liztle closer to the Insign; she gave him the tiniest of smiles. McCoy
studied her covertly, still unable to see any special atiraction behind that
“amiable exterior. Was it, he wondered, simply & case of the 0ld complaint...l
can't think what he sees in her?...or was there indeed something %o worry about
in all this. He launched himself into idle chatter, reviewing his day with
cynical humour. Ensign Frome responded to him civilly, smiling politely at his
wry commnentary; = XKirk was patently bored and did not attempt to make conversation.
He had turned himself away from Spock and watched the Imesign's face with an
intensity that was as painful to McCoy as it was embarrassing. As a social
occasion it was an object lesson in how not to make the party go with a swing,
MoCoy thought grimly. Bad encugh in ordinary society, but potentially lethal
within the confines of their cloged environment. FEe threw the odd remark Spock's
way, inwardly full of praigse for the valiant way the naturally anti-social Vulcan
responded to his mild sallies. DMcCoy grinned at him affectionately, and leaned
towards the Insign. )

"To hear this Vulcan talk," he sald confidentially, "you would think he
backed my Jjudgement all the ways instead of that, he's a worse headache to me
than all the rest of the crew put together., Why, sometimes I can't even get him
to come for a medical without a direct order from the Captain. Isn't that true,
JimTH

"hesewhat?" Xirk visibly pulled himself together. "I wasn't listening,
Doctor. What did you say?

W1 said that this Vulcan friend of yours is the worst patiant on board this
ship," McCoy explained.

Kirk did leok at Spock then. One comprchensive, devestating glance, hefore
leaning towards Mcloy.

"That damned Vulcan is no friend of wine, Doctor," he said savagely, not
bothering to lower his voice, "and you can oblige me by keeping him cut of my hair."

His chalr crashed to the floor as he stood up, reaching Llindly for the
msizn's hand., The roon .faltered into silence.

When the doors hed clesed behind the twe of them the rec room once mors
broke into a hum of conversstion. McCoy canght several wondering glances in their
directicn and gearched his mind frantically for some way to normalise the
situation. Spock drained his cup imperturbably and looked enguiringly at McCoy.

"More coffee, Doctor?®

Wilo, thanks. I've not finished this." He sipped the cooling liquid slowly.
"o sense Iin rushing out, too;® he growled guietly.

Tindeed," Spock coneurred. "I will have a second cup, Doctor, and it will
be as well if you share one with me. The crew has been given sufficient cause
for speculation already." He took their empty cups and went te the dispenser.
¥MeCoy watched him with warm aporoval, prepared for once to admit that Vulcan
training had its advantages. As the Vulcan returned, Scott came from the other
gide of the room and sat down at thelr table.

"The whole room heard," he said quietly. M"What is golng on, Lecnard??
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"This isn't the place to discuss it," McCoy veplied.

"Mebbe you're right;" the Engineer conceded. e drew Spock into a technical
discussion, and the tensicn in the room slowly relaxed,

" They left together and MceCoy led them to hisg office.

"We can be certain of privacy here,” he said grimly. "How much have you
noticed, Scotiy?"

"There's been a lot of talk amongst the crew,” Scott said slowly, "I've not
been paying atiention to gossip, but I didnae realise there was any real trouble
until tonight., I thought he was just fascinated by the wee lassie.®

30 did I," McCoy agreed, "and I really couldn't see any good reason for it."
Mlell, no. She's a nice enough lassie, bHub,.."

"Buti™ McCoy nodded. "I haven't noticed anyone else who has found her so
magnetically attractive. T'¢ better run through her records and see what her
background ig.?

"In that case T'1ll be leaving you and Mr. Spock alone, this isnae my province
at all, But if you need any help, don't hesitate to call on me,™

As the Engineer left them McCoy nodded his understanding and thanks and
thumbed the computer switch, Spock came to his shoulder and viewed the data with
him,

"Eloise Frome. Born von Braun's planet, Father Justin Frome, trader. Mother
Eveena Gorlath, rnative of Muterin, humanoid stock, half-~breed, Intered starflect
Acadenys.o™ He thumbed the switch again. "The rest of it seems straightforward
enough, but whare the hell is Mutorin? I've never heard of it,®

Hor T, Doctor.®

T™e admission startled MeCoy and he raised his eves to the Vulcan's face. A
heaven-sent opportunity to tease the Vulcan and he had to pass it UP. s wWhy had he
not noticed that stricken lock in those dark eyes before?

"What's bothering you, Spock?" he asked sympathetically., "Therets scomething
wreng with Jim T know, but we'll track it down between us. He wouldn't have
spoken about you like that if he was in his right mind.m

spock nodded slowly. What he had to say was not easy, but it must be said.
That was not the first time today that Jim has spoken so,” he said with diffic—
ulty. "Doctor, did you sense revulsion in him?®

You mean you think Jim has developed some kind of xenophobia?® McCoy was
surprisged.,

Mo, Noctor. T think the prejudice is against myself. I sense total
repugnance in hig attitude towards me, as though he believes...”

VeCoy waited patiently for the measured volce to continue. Spock turned
away, unable to meet the searching bluc gaze. "Doctor, I believe Jim thinks my
Triendship for hinm is...more than friendship.?

McCoy's mouth opened slowly. "You think he thirnks that you... Spock, you
must have some logical reason for thinking that.v

"He told me to stop pawing him," Spock said shortly.

“Pawing him?" McCoy sat down abruptly. "Spock, give me the full story
for heaven's sakel®

There is little enough 4o tell. I acted upon your suggestion and asked
nim if he would care for a game of chess this evening. HNe vefused, saying he
had a lot on his mind and couldn't spere the time. I thought I sheuld try to
persuade him further and laid my hand on his sleeve.”

"That hardly sounds like an attempt at seduction," McCoy said calumly. "What
elge did he say?®
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"Hig reaction: was quite explicit, Te Jerked his arm away as if it had been
burned, and requested me not fo touch him." Spock looked across and met McCoy's
eyes. "He called me a half-breed alien, said he had had all he could take from
me gnd told me to leave hin alone and stop pawing him."

The Doctor frowned. "Spock, even if Jim did thlnk such an unlikely thing
was true, he couldn!t react like that. Jim is one of the most caring people I
know, and if he really thought you wanted such a relationship and he didn't, he
would have dealt with the situation in such a way that didn't hurt your feelings.
Besldes that, Jim knows you are a Vulcan, and homosexuality is unknown among
your people.”

"Inknowm to modern Vuleans, Doctor," Spock corrected him. "The condition
is known fo¢ have exisied bvefore our modern culture supervened.

"Jim knows what time of day it is," McCoy said bluntly., ."Spock, what you
have tocld me only adds fuel to our suspicion that that girl has some sort of hold
“on Jim's mind. Is she telepathic?' He thumbed into the computer agsin, studying
the girl's psychological profile. "Hmm. No moxe so that a good many people are,
but a very slight latent ability is noted. 7The examining board didn't think it
warranted any further investigation -~ well, I don't know that I .agree w1th them."
He began to get up, but Spock held ocut a r@stralnlng hand.

"Doctor; before you made any such investigation it would be as well if we
discovered more about her background. I will see what facts the libraxy - computer
can give us about the inhabitants of Mutorin.' He went to the deor. "I will
tell you my findings in the morning, Doctor. For now, I suggest a good night's
reasb, :

"Who's the Doctor around here?" McCoy -grumbled, getting to his feet. "All
right, Spock, I'll leave it with you for the moment, but don't go overdoing things
yourself., With Jim in this condition, you may be needed at any timel™

I am ware of that," Spock told him soberly.

Spock reviewed the library tapes a second time. 7The information was sparses
little had been learned of pure-bred Mutorins since the first contact was made,
for the planet had little to offer in the way of valuable mineral deposits and had
expressed no desire to become mewbers of the Federation, therefore, although
their outlock was friendly enough, their desire for privacy had been respected.
There was a minor trading agreement, but it had made little impact on glither side.
A few mixed marriasges had resulted from the associstion, all of them Mutorin
females to Human males - the only fact of any significance to their present problem.

He glanced at the chronometer and, finding it to be past midnight, left the
computer section for his quarters. . There was 11ttle point in disturbing McCoy
now and it would be ag well to secure a couple of hours' sleep before he was due
on watch once more. He caught back a sigh, It was always the same when Human
emotions were part of a problem, it became more tiring than the simple application
of logics trebly so when his own feelings were involved; but his friendship with
Jim Kirk had brought sufficient compensations for his loglcal mind to prefer:
things as they were.

A brief flash of xed caught his eye as he turned the commer to the turbolift,
one of the new night-watch keepers going about their duties. He lengthened his
stride. The ship was always peaceful at night, the corridors empty of the chatter-
ing crowds about their day-time duties; the Vulcan himself often chose to work
throughout the night, grateful for the restful atmosphere and even more disinclined
for sociability than he was during the day. With the problem at present on his
mind he was totally disimclined for any. trivial chat that the unknown crew-woman
might feel like engaging him in.  He reached the solitude of hig cabin and
prepared himself for sleep.
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Ensign Frome breathed a sgigh of relief as she waiched him disappear into the
lift. :

As soon as his ezrly-morning watch wag over he went tc McCoy's office. The
surgeon greeted him sourly. -

®T sge your research intc Mutorin hasn't achieved much,™ he grunited. "The
place isn't even mentivned in the records.” Spock's eyebrow flared and McCoy
grinned wryly at him, "Human impatience, Mr. Spock. I couldn't wait for you to
come off watch sc I went down to the computer section to have a look for myself,”

Your technique scemed to be inadequate for even the simplest of information
vetrieval, Toctor. I will give you a zretraining session when I have the time.?

MeCoy frowned. "You mean there was something on record?"
"Little enough, but there was certainly some information.”
"There was nothing there this morning, Spock.s..and I'm not that incompetenti®

"o, Spock admitted. "The situation weould bear investigation." He moved
to the door.

#TY11 come with you.”

Spock straightened his hack. "The section has been wiped,”™ he said flatly.
"Then it wust have contained sowmething important.”

"4 logical deduction.®

"ell, what?" McCoy danced with impatience.

gpock recounted the information he had obhtained and Mcloy stared at him,
"at why, Spock?" he said at last., "There's nothing there we can work on.”

"There ig one fact of possible significance, Doctor. All the mixed marre
iages have been Mutorin female Lo Human wale, which might well be accounted for
by the fact that there are statistically Tewer female traders.”

McCoy glared at him. "Blast statistics. If that is the only fact of
interest then that is the one she wanted suppressed.”

"A gimplistic approach, but it may be the right cne.m

S0 we interview Fnsign Fromet"

"As soon as posgible,v

uFimi® The anguished cry knifed into Kirk's mind. "Jim, tell them to
leave me alone., Tell McCoy and Spock to leave me alonel®

The picture in his mind of the two men ~ one leeringly covering his prurience
beneath the veneer of his medical status and the other...the other a bestial,
slavering cresture whose strong hands itched te rend the delicate femininity he
abhorred - brought Kirk to his feet and out of his quarters at a run.

Spock surveyed the silent FEnsign with an interested eye. "hagcinating,
Doctor. The telepathic ability has increased immeasurably. Her mind is blocked
against me and I camnot break through without damage to us both."

#hen we'll need to use some other method to make her talk,®

w"Tike hell you willl" The harsh voice behind them was well-nigh unrecog-
nigable., Yleave her alene. I am the Capiain of this ship, McCoy, and you will
torture nobody...nchody without my perscnal orderi™
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"Whao's being tortured?" McCoy asked reasonably. "Shefs guite unharmed,
Jime We only want to ask her a few guestions,”

#you'll leave her alone, Doctor, and that's an orderi®

Captain," McCey spoke coldly. #You have no jurisdiction over medical
matters, in thigs sickbay it's my orders that matter, and it is my duty to
discover how Miss Frome has caused another crew-member's sicknessg.”

“iohody's sickl®
"Mentally 111 Captain, through close contact with the Engign®

"No-one comes in contact with her, she is my responsibility...my personal
care. Your conduct is unprofessicnal, Doctor; a man of your age licking his
lips over getting a young girl on one of these couches., You disgust mel”

McCoy was outraged. "That is totally untrue, and you know it, Jim. How
dare you make such a suggestion? The Ensign must be examined. If you would
prefer it T will call Nurse Chapel to make the tests.”

© He turned aside to the intercom. Kirk, his face a mask of rage and hatred,
rushed forward, one hand raised for a killing blow to the throat. In that split
second Spock leaped, fingers going to his friend's neck, '

McCoy gazed down at the still figure, shocked. "He was going to kill me,
Spock," he whispered.

he Captain is net himgelf," Spock said genitly. While MeCoy busied himself
over the recumbent Captain, he turned to the Tnsign whoge face portrayed fear and
anger in equal proporticons. '"Miss Frome, it is not our intention to hurt you, but
we must know why you are influencing the Captain's behavious in this way.”

WHe is.fit to be my husband," she said sullenly.
Wit to be..." Words failed the Doctor.
"Te this the way of your mothert!s peoplef??

She glared her hatred at the Vulcan., "There is nothing to be aghamed of in
wy mother's culture; she taught me to be proud of it and live by it. T am proud
of both sides of my heritage and wished to find a husband after the way of the
Mutorin. I am not ashamed to be the davghter of a half~breed.¥ ¢She flung the
words at him defiantly.

"Why should you be?" Spock replied, unmoved. "But before you clain a husband
is it not customary ic discover whether the male wishes it or not!

ghe lowered her eyes. "The strongest mind wing and rules. Any others could
have had their chance with him."

"But there are no others of your race aboard," McCey said patiently.

"Then I had the right to claim the highest—-ranking for my cwn. I ciaimed
hig mind and hewasmine, to protect me and make prcvigion for me."

vTngigni® Spock said sternly. #You have lived amongst Humans and know that
this is not the way they manage such affaiwvs.®

"o, Human women must seek a mants faveurs and the mates of the prime
specimens are often weak and silly creatures. Our method ensures that the
strongest-willed women capture the minds of the most fitting males and so our
race grows in strength while theirs weakens with each mis—matched pairing. The
Captain has the strongest will aboard this ship and a position of power and
influences, He is fit to be my husband.®

"Nevertheless you will release your hold on his mind,"Spock said fixmly.
"You cennmot make me."

F¥ou w111 release him voluntarlly once you understand the true strength of
the Captain's will." Spock turned from her and bent over Kirk. "The Captain is
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coming round. Docltor, T suggest you take ¥nsign Frome to another room for a
while,® - '

McCoy nodded and hustled the protesting Frsign out of the way. Spock knelt
beside Kirk and pressed his fingers to hig face. ‘

Five minutés later a relieved McCoy saw them both walk in, Spock's face as
undemonstrative as ever, but the rueful grin on Kirk's displayed not only his
ecuplete recovery but also his knowledge of all that had passed.

#loige ¥rome tock one look at his face and gave a low cxy of passionate
anger and loss. Kirk shook his head at her.

"You hit below the belt that first time, Miss Frome," he sald gently, "and I
wag caught before I could duck from under, but I'il not be caught with my guard
down a second time." He thumbed the intercom. "Security ieam to sickbay."

"Security?" McCoy was scandalised. "Is that necesgsary?"

Do you want to be the next?" Kirk asked pointedly. "Behind a brig force
field we can prevent her trying it on with anyont else. Spock, you go along to
gee there ig no trouble.m

The Vulcan nedded and led the 2irl away. Kirk gave a sigh of relief. "It's
nice to be frese, Bones, even though it felt marvellous at the time to seem so
god=like,"

"ood-like?"

"oh, I wap every bovhood hero rolled into one. A very effective way of
kKeeping your man."™ He grimmed. "I could have conquered a2 black hele for that
girl, Bones. I'm glad she never asgked me to tryl!"™ He sobered again. "I owe you
an apology, Bones." ‘

"o, forget 1t." MeCoy'ls tone was casual, wondering whether he should
mention Spock.

"I've already apologised B Spock." Kirk asnswered his theought. "Poor
devil, 1% must have been tough for him, but that young woman realised you two were
the greatest threat to her hold on me, because she didn't poison my mind about
anyone else. I'm glad she was right; I owe you both a lotl®

. The door slid open to admit Christine Chapel.

"Sorry to 1ntocrunt Doctor, but you're needed in the bic~lab 1f you can
SPC..'['C .

Her voice trailed away as she caughi an uncxpected glsam in the Captain's
eye as it rested appreciatively on her. Kirk saw her blush and patted her hand
reagssuringly.

"Woulre the first female face T've looked at properly in a long time,'" he
gaid happily and went to the door. Over his shoulder he added, "I'm geing to the
bridges.sslowly, sc that T can look at a whole lot more on the wayl®
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LOVE'S PRAYER by Ann Smith

Here...in the stillness of a quiet night

Problems conquered,
Fears put fto fiight,.

T lie at peace...
»oeand watch your sleeping form,
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How vulnerable you look.,
The wmask put aside,

Only I know what passion
That cool mask can hides

You stir and smaggle closer,
My heart aches to see,

How can T ever tell you,
How dear you are to me,

The dark head on my shoulder,
Warm and tender in repose,

A slight smile...contentment?
I'd like to think it so.

My heart reaches out to you,
Your gentleness and calm,
I'd keep you here forever,
Safe within my arm.

But the day will soon be dawning...
Welll find strength to go on,
To face who knows what dangers,
Going where 'no man has gone'.

S0 in this quiet time of peace,

I send this silent prayer,
When tomorrow fades to yesterday,

Pl@ase Goduonoo-o
oooolet hiwm be there.
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