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Hello everyone, and welcome to this second issue of HOME TO ROOST

As with the last issue, all of these stories were originally printed
more than ten years ago in various =zineg, gsome of them in America,
and all have been out of print for years.

There's not terribly much else to say about these stories. Totally
Illogical was the regult of a suggestion by Ann Looker's son, who at
the time was about ten years old - Ann and I were both going to
write something based on the suggestion, but I came up with mine
firat and she ended up not deing one. The story orlginally went to
Alnitah, however, because of the smource of the inspiration. Just
one thing for those of you who are bothered by typos - all the
misplaced apostrophes throughout 1t are deliberate.

We do have enough stories left to produce a third issue of HOME TO
ROOST later this year, probably in time for Midcon in October. I+t
will be a little shorter than numbers 1 & 2, and will include two
stories that have already been reprinted once (though not by us).

We are getting more submisslons for a zine of original stories (ie
ones that have not been printed anywhere until now). With luck we
should get the firsgt issue of this IDIC zine ocut in the autumn. We
are, however, wanting more stories for IDIC zines as well as more
submissions for ScoTpress. I belleve that everyone has the ability
to write at least one story. If you haven't already tried - why
don't you?

We have been asked why, when we're already putting out zines through
ScoTpress, we're putting out IDIC zines. There are several reasons
- for example, clubs ugsually do put out zines; members who write
like to have their stories in a club zine - but the main one is
quite simply one of theme. SBcoTpress 1s our own press and regular
buyers of ScoTpress zines know that we have a falrly tight policy
for theme of story, based on our rersonal preferences. This policy
means that we have had to reject gsome very good, well written
stories on the grounds of theme. IDIC's policy, however, ig to
consider anything except expliclt sex. This means that IDIC can put
out zilnes on a wider range of subject than we accept for ScoTpress,
thus catering to those who prefer more variety in thelr reading
matter. Some of the stories that are in the HOME TO ROOST series
ware originally submitted to other zines because we ware members of
the clubs 1nvolved; others, however, were submitted there because
their themes were outwith our policy - even although we wrote them
(i.e. Janet didn't like the theme and vetoed them).

We hope you enjJoy the stories in this zine. ﬁg;;lﬂ:E;L;////

We are solileciting submlissions of Star Trek stories, poetry and
artwork, both original Trek and The Next Generation, for inclusion
in IDIC zines. Any aspect of Trek will be considered except
explicit sex of any kind; all we ask is that the stories include at
least one character who appears in aired Trek. Submigslons can be
sent to either:

Shella Clark or Valerie Piacentini
6 Crailgmill Cottages 20 Ardrossan Road
Strathmartine Saltcoats

by Dundee Ayrshire

Scotland Scotland



HEADACKES ARE INAGINARY

by

Sheila Clark

"How atre those tests going, Bonea?®
"They're not, Jim. I'm going to have to re-do some of them."
"How long'll that take you?"

MeCoy shrugged. "7i1l1 I'm finished... Sericusly, all day
today, and very probably tomorrow as well."

Kirk made a face. "Pity. We'll be coming up to Beta Cetld in a
couple of hours, and I wanted you in the landing party."

"Can't be done, Jim, I'm sorry. The tesgts have medical
precedence. I've mot to get them finished as soon as peoseible.™

Kirk and Spock beamed down with Sulu, bilologilst Houston,
gaologilist Masters and a security guard - not that Kirk expected to
need him.

Beta Cetl Two was a gtrange, cold world, a planet of a
K-gpectrum sun. Its primary gave out little heat; the plants were
all a reddish colour, all of moisture-presmerving types -

ground-hugging lichens, cactuses, algae. The animals were amall,
thiekly furred, none of them showing any slgna of elther incipilient
intelligence or the remnants of past intelligence. None of the

animals were particularly nervous of the landing party; indeed, many
of them showed an almost touching tameness, and Houston had no
bother catchlng specimens to examine, being extremely careful not to
hurt any of them. Spock and 8Sulu turned thelr attention to the
plants, taking careful samples. Masters wandered here and there,
probing, examining, picking up and dropping pebbles. Kirk took in
the overall impression of the planet, to enable him afterwards to
correlate more eaglly the various reports of hils specialistse.
Although 1t was primarily Spock's job as Sclence Officer, Kirk liked

to know what was goling on too. After all, he was often asked,
unofficially, for hig opinlon on a planet's suitability for
colonising, for example, quite apart from the officlal report. A

planet with a perfect bill of health from the scientist's poilnt of
view gsometimes turned out to be less than perfect for celonising,
due to some small, seemingly unimportant detail that never got into
the main report. Like one planet that had been cleared for
coloniging almost a century previously. There was a gstrong scent of
flowers in the air, very pleagant... until you had to live with 1t.
After a couple of days, the scent - which varied according to the
temperature, so that it was impossible to become acclimatised to it
- no longer seemed go pleagant; within a month, the colonists had
packed up and left, unable to bear the amell any longer,

Security guard Young wandered aimlessgly round. He dildn't
expaect to be needed; this was the most routine of routine surveys,
ho dangerous animsls, no intelligent llfe forms. He began
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inspecting the plants casually. He was a man of no great
intelligence, capable in his work but with no ambitions to move on
to greater things. He knew 1t was possible for an ambiltious guard
to plck up enough learning in the fileld to move into the labs as an
asglistant, and go on from there to become an assistant scientist -
albelt a very junior one, without much chance of further promotion,
but it was still higher in rank than most security guards attained.
Nor had he any real hobbies. He worked out in the gym with his
friends, he played cards with them during the monotonous hauls
between planets when security had very little to do - on some ships,
he had heard, security was kept quilte busy, keeping the peace
between rival sections of ship's personnel, but there was none of
that aboard the Enterprise. In his more thoughtful moments, he
sometimes doubted whether those stories were true; but always there
was someone who knew someone who swore that 1t was true, that aboard
some ships the brig was seldom, if ever, empty because of
inter-section feuds. He drifted on, not really looking where he wasg
going. These plants were odd, weren't they? Red, not green like
good plants should be, no matter what their planet of origin. He
began, almost, to see why some people - Sulu, for example - were
interested in finding out about them, even 1f 1t wasn't their Jjob.
He moved on round a huge, cactus-type plant with great spiky leaves,
staring at the long daggers it carried in place of good honest
leaves, when he bumped into Kirk, who was moving towards him from
the other direction.

Both men staggered. Young managed to retain his balance; Kirk
fell sideways into the eclutches of the long, spilky leaves.

"Sorry, sir!" Young gasped, reaching out his hand to help Kirk
onto his feet.

Kirk took it, knowing that he wouldn't really be able to get up
unaided - it wasn't possible to get up without pushing agalnst the
ground, and hé& couldn't do that without putting his hand on at least
one more of the long sharp leaves. He had already been cut by at
leagst one of them.

"Not your fault, Mr. Young," Kirk reassured him. "T wasn't
looking where I was going either."

"Did you hurt yourself, sir?" Young asked.
Kirk shook hisg head.
"There's blood on your gleeve, gir."

"A prick, nothing more," Kirk said, passing it off. Spock
nagged at him to be careful, McCoy nagged at him... He more or less
had to take it from those two, it was their job, but he was damned
if he was going to let a mere security ensign worry about him!

Kirk moved on unconcerned, but Young had lost the mild interest
he had been developing in the red plants of this odd-ball world.
Whoever heard of the plants of low-spectrum suns being of any use
for anything anyway? He sat down, watching the activity of the
other members of the landing party, wishling they would hurry up so
that he could get back to hls interrupted game of cards, away from
this echilly temperature.

Slowly, so slowly that he thought at firast 1t was merely
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imagination, Kirk also began to feel the chill. He shivered. He
was becoming conscious of one of his all-too~fragquent headaches.
They were something he had had to learn to live with; not even McCoy
knew how often these headaches bothered him. It was part of the
price he had to pay for the responsibility he was gso proud to bhear,
that of being the youngest Captain in the Fleet; the headaches were
brought on by nervous tension, not by anything organically wrong;
sometimes he told himself he was too conscilientious, that if he
worrlied less about his ship and his crew, he would gat fewer
headaches; but he was temperamentally unable to sgtop himself. Ha
wag beginning to feel a little sick, too.

Spock came over to him after a while. "We aren't going to get
the survey finished today, Captain,™” he hegan. Then - "Captailn -
are you all right? You have blood on your sgleeve - ¥

"Cut myself on a sharp leaf, that's all," Kirk said. "Nothing
to worry about.®

"Indeed, Captain? You are also looking very pale. I suggest
" you beam up and let Dr. McCoy do something about that cut, minor
though you congider it to be, I can guite easglly take over command
" of the landing party."

Kirk shook hig head. "MeCoy's bugy," he said. "It's nothing
serious. Doegn't even hurt." But even as he gpcocke he realised that
he wasn't speaking the exact truth. His arm wgg beginning to ache a
little.

"Captain, 1if it had been any of us who had been hurt, you would
have 1ingisted on that man going back to the Enterprise for
attention, since Dr, McCoy .is not with us. Please do not deny
yourself the attention you would insist on others receiving."

Kirk .looked at him, knowing that he was right, and thinking
that 1t would indeed be pleasant to sit back for a few minutes,
letting MeCoy tend hims arm, and letting himsels forget his worrias
for those few minutes,

"All right, you win, Mr, Spock - asg ugual, your logic is
inescapable." He pulled out his communicator, flicked it opan.
"Kirk to Enterprise -~ one to beam up."

When Kirk reached sickbay, 1t was to find the newest recruit to
the Enterprise's medical staff on duty. Dr. Nimmo had only been on
the Enterprise for a a few weeks, and had not yet had an opportunity
to show his ability - thilis was their first planetfall since he had
Joined the ship, and no-~one had been sick. Thaere had been only a
handful of routine examinations. He hadn't even been able to assist
MeCoy in the tests he was now processing - M'Benga was doing that.
McCoy Btill had no idea of how effilciant hie new assistant wasg, and
was taking no chances on hig spolling the tests - he alraeady Knew
how easy it was to make a mistake, he had had to redo some of them
already, and an inexperienced assistant could have made 1t necessary
to redo the lot.

"McCoy about?" Kirk asked when he came into sickbay.
Nimmo, his eyes on the blood on Kirk's sleeve, shook his haad.

This was almost certalnly a minor, routine injury, hardly worth
bothering about unless you were going by the book, which said that
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any injury caused by allien materials must be tended to as soon as
possgsible. But 1t was a chance to show the Captaln that he was an
efficlent worker.

"No, Captailn. I'm sorry. He's still very busy processing the
tests, and he gave instructions that he wasn't to be disturbed.
He's wanting to get them finighed today if at all possible."

Kirk nodded. He would rather MceCoy saw to his arm, which wasg
now throbbing quite badly; indeed, he had been almoat looking
forward to feeling MeCoy's genhtle hands tending him - even though he
knew the attention would be accompanied by a scolding for not being
more careaeful. However, he didn't want to be selfish; McCoy had been
kept too busy with the test results, and he dldn't want to be the
caugse of delaying him still more.

YCan I help you, Captain?" Nimmo was saying.

He had to pull back his wandering attention. "It's not much,"
he sald. "I oyt my arm on a plant down there, and it's a bit
painful."

Nimmo nodded. He didn't know Kirk well enough te realise that
Kirk invariably minimised any injury he recelved - it was, in part,
an almost uncaonscious attempt to save MceCoy worpy - something MeCoy
had seen through long ago.

Nimmo rolled Kirk's sleeve up. There was an almoest Iinvisible
cut, showing slightly red. It wasg very small.

"The leaves of the plant were long and thin," Kirk said. "One
ran into my arm." :

Nimmo ran a diegnogtic instrument over it. "Tt's not bad," he
said. "Tv11 "just put a dressing on it... " He dusted it with
antiseptic powder, and put the dressing over 1t. "T+t ghould be all

right in a couple of days, Captaln.®

Kirk nodded. He couldn't complain of Nimmo's treatment; but
always getting McCoy has begun to spoil me for attention From any
obther doctor, he thought. There had been a personal touch lacking.

"Oh, Doctor,"™ he added. “I've got a bit of a headache as
well. Can you give me something for 1te"

Nimmoe satared at him for a moment. A headache?

In one wa)y, Nimmo had made a bad cholece of career. He had
never suffered from a headache in his 1ife - he dldn't belleve in
them. He considered them toe be purely imaginary - an excuse for

laziness, an excusgse for work badly done; purely psychosomatlic, a
gign of hypochondria. He hadn't thought Captaln Kirk to be a man
who would suffer from hypochondria, but apparently he was wrong.

Despite his training, he did not even pause to consider that
the headache might be a aymptom of something - any time he had been
111 he had still never had a headache; and he decided that Kirk wasz
Juat angling for sympathy.

He went over to the medicine cabinet, glancing through the
drugs it contained. Then he tock down a contalner and removed a
handful of pills from 1it. He put them in a small bottle, which he
gave to Kirk.
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"Take one every two hours until you're faeling better,™ he
gald.

Kirk nodded again, and regretted 1it. "Thank you, Doctor."™

He weant out and made for his guarters, He would teke a tablet,
change, and... and what? Go back down? Hardly worth it; Spock
would soon be bringing the landing party back for the day. He
wouldn't bother going down again tomorrow - he'd already seen all he
nheaded to see. Go to the bridge, of course..,. If only he dlidan't
feel mo slaok...

In hia cabin, he stripped off the blood-stained shirt and went
to wasgh. The movement hurt his arm, and wlith the gudden pain of it,
his glckness reached a peak. He vomited, retched, vomited again.
After hilis stomach was empty, he s8tlill kept on retching for a minute
before the apasms stopped. He straightened wearily. He had hoped
that his sickness would clear his head - gometimes it d4id help 1f he
wasg sick. But not this time. His head was mtlll throbbing as badly
as ever,.

Although his stomach rejected the thought of anything entering
it, he swsallowed one of the pills Nimmo had given him, washing 1t
down with a glassful of water. He atill felt nauseated - the water
would at least give him something to bring up if he was sgick again.
However, the plll did seem to work; by the time he had washed and
rae-~dressed, hils head was beginning to bother him less, and he was
beginning to feel fresher. He considered lying down for a while -
but before he could do so he was called to the bridge.

A distress call had been recelved from a Federatlion vassal.
From the co~ordinates, Enterprise was the nearest ship to the

stricken craft. Mayflower was an old ship - she gshould never, in
fact, have been cleared for take-off. But colonlsing veassels were
often past thelr prime. Although in some ways uneconomie,

ungerupulous traders often used these old shipa to provide cheap
transport; pilcking up goods cheaply from the new coloniles fov
expengive regale on their return and making thelr profit that way.
Now the life support systems on this one were failling; simple wear
and tear faults, but beyond the capabilitles of the Mayflower's
engineers to repalr; the ghip didn't carry the aspares. The
breaskdown hadn't yet cceourred - 1f it had, it would already be too
late -~ but it was imminent.

Kirk had no choiece; the survey programme would have to be
abandoned whilile he escorted the Mayflower back to the nearest
Starbase - 1f her gystems lasted that long - or take off her
passengers and crew 1f they didn't. In addition, he would have to
charge the Captain, who was also probably the owner, with eriminal
negligence.

Kirk gave the appropriate lnstructions to his bridge crew. The
Mayflower was some dismtance away; they would have to travel at warp
8ix at least to be gure of getting there in time to be of use. He
took another of Nimme's tablets, this time swallowing 1t without
water, and recalled the landing party, aware ag he did so that he
should have done that first. He had almost gohe away and left
them. .. At least, he knew that if he had given such an ordapr,
Chekov would have queriled it, and he wouldn't have left them, but he
had very nearly made a migstake that a cadet taking his first command
situation simulation would not have made, And that was not like
him.
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Once the tranaporter room had confirmed the landing party
aboard, he ordered the new course executed, and the Enterprise swung
out of orbilt.

Spock meemed to be taking a long time getting back on duty. ..
oh, yes, of course, he would be seeing about the processling of the
apecimens; the emergency wasn't so lmminent that bhe had to be on the
bridge Just yeat.

Ha took another tablet, Funny... 1t wasn't doing anything for
hig headache any more, though he was beginning to feel very alert;
and his arm was throbbing more and more. He was beginning to feel
very sick again too, and the two feelings were warring in his mind,
one part of him wanting to lle down and dle, the other part wanting
to,.. to what? Do something active, anyway.

Would Spocek never come? He was beginning toe feel disorientated
now, and regretting the impulse that had made him decide not to

disturb Mcloy. Wait, though... He could speed Spock up. He took
another plll.

"1+, Uhura,'" he began. "Call... call... "

Without finishing his sentence, he slipped sideways in his
chair and fell to the floor.

Spoek and McCoy, called by Uhura, arrived on the bridge
together. McCoy took one look at Kirk, checked him over guilckly,
and glanced at Spock.

"Help me get him to sickbay, Spoeck.?

The Vulecan pleked Kirk up easaslly, as if he were a child, held
him gently. "What's wrong, Doctor?h

"T'm not sure, but there's indicationa of poigoning. "

The turbolift doors slid shut on them; the bridge crew looked
at each other with concern on thelr faces.

Nimmo was off duty now; MeCoy got Spock to put Kirk on one of
the examination couches where he checked him over more thoroughly.

The first thing he discovered was the now angrily red, slightly
swollen cut. He removed the dressing, frowning in puzzlement,

"How did he cut his avm, Spock?"

*pDid he not tell you?"

"Phig 1is the first I've seen of him since you all beamed down, "
McCoy growled.

"He ran a long pointed leaf into himself - almost a thorn. He
dlidn't want to bother about it, but ¥ made him beam up to get it
sean to. But if you didn't see him - who 4id?"

"Nimmo!l" McCoy exclaimed.



"EBut surely... "

"1 was busy, and Jim knew it. He may have decided that Nimmo
would do to see to 1t, save calling me away from those blasted test
rasults.” He crosmsed to the desk and checked the treatment record,
and the medicatioen given.

"The fool!" he exclalmed.
"What is 1t2" Spock asked.

ALl he Adid was dlsinfect the cut. But Jim askaed for something
for a headache ag well. That should have told Nimmo that zomething
wag seprliously wrong. BEven ag inexperienced as he ig, he should know
that a headache followiling an ingury on an alien planet needs to be
cheocked out. But 211 he did about that was to give Jim diurste.
It'se a nasty drug, one I don't like using. There Zs a palnkiller in
1t, but itfe combined with a stimulant ~ i1it's meant to keep you
going under extremely adverse conditions.®

"It does smeem an unlikely combination.®™

"And it can have slde effects - some people are allerglie to
1t." He ran another gulck check. "No sign of allergy, thank the
lord... ™

He took a guilck blood sample. "1I'11 go and tezt this for
foreign matter. Stay wlth him - and call me right away 1f there's
any change. Arny change at all." Spock nodded. Ag MceCoy left, he
added, "I'1l1l have Nimmo's hide for this. He's shown complete
disregard for all the tenets of medicine,.. " The closing door shut

off any further remarks he might have made.

-+

Spock stood by Kirk's side, loocking down at him. With no-one
there to see, he allowed hia face to relax sliightly; the worry
showed clear. It wag almost a relief for him to be able to ralax
his control for a moment. He knew McCoy would undergtand, did
undergtand, but it wouldn't be in MeCoy's nature to refrain from
making a comment about 1t.

Kirk lay deeply unconscilous, breathing heavily.

"Iim," Zpock whispered. He tock Kirk's hand in hilg for a
moment, but he was afrald of McCoy comings back and finding him like
that: he let 1t go again.

When the surgeon did come back, 1t seemed to Spock as if he had
been gone for a yeayr even though hileg infallible sense of time told
him 1t was only a few minutes,

"He's definitely been polsoned,"™ McecCoy =aid on his return.

"The plant?" Spock asked.

McCoy nodded. "Though the stimulant in the diurate dlidn't
help."

"Can you pinpoint the polsgson, Doctor?®

Slowly, McCoy shook his head. "Not witheout a sample of the
plant that did the damage."®
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"I'm not sure myself which cone it wag," Spock said slowly.
"There were geveral that had long thorn-like leaves. I'1l go and
gsee 1f anyone from the landing party knows - and if we've any of the
leaves among our samples.®

Sulu, of course, knew nothing. Nor 4did Houston nor Masters.
Spock didn't think Young would be any wiser; he knew the man to be
consclientious enough as a ¢rewman, but not exactly intelligent or
observant. But he spocke to him anyway.

Young looked gullty when Spock guestioned him.

"It was my fault," he admitted. "I wasn't loocking where I was
goling, and accldentally knocked the Captaln intoe the plant.®

YiWould you recognise 1t again 1f you saw 1t?" Spock asked.

"7 don't know... I might. I'1ll try." he said. "T'm really
sorry, Mr. Spock. I just didn't think - "

"You could not know what your inattention would do," Spock told
him. "And if we are to asslgn blame for the Captain's present
illness, there i1s someone alge more at fault than you. Come with

me."

Spock took Young to the lab where Houston and a bilology team
werae beginning to process the plants they had gathered.

"Have a look at the gpecimens, Mr. Young," Spock sald. "Do you
see any plant that resembles the one the Captain fell agalnst?"

Young looked carefully at the mass of plants. Several had long
pointed thorn-like leaves, but none ware quite like the one that he
rememberad all too well; after =21]1l, it was the one he had bean
axamining at the time of the accident.

At lagt he shook his head. "I'm sorry, sir," he saild. "Thia
one's like it, but it's net gqulite the same. The one you want had
raedder tips to its thorns."

"Might thils be an immature specimen of the same plant?" Spock
asked.

"1 don't think so, sir. It looks different, somehow. The red
tipg are only part of how it looked different."

"Vary well, Mr. Young. Thank you." He nodded dismlssal, and
Young thankfully returned to hilis quarters. Spock hadn't geemed
angry, though of course you never really knew what he was thinking -
though rumour had it that the Captain always knew. He still felt
terribly guilty about 1it, though.

Spock went back to slckbay to report failure.
"We gathered samples of dozens of plants,"™ he sgaid, and McCoy
thought he could detect some bitterness in his voice. "But somehow

we falled to obtain the only one that would be of prasent use to
us. 1a)

"We'll hava to go back,'" McCoy sald.

Spock looked at him. "Doctor, I do not know the nature of the
emargency that caused ug to be called away from Beta Cetl - only
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that the Captain did not think it necessary for me to go directly to
the bhridge; the emergency, he said when he recalled me, was two

days' Journey away, even at warp sgix. I am guite certain that 1i°f
the Captaln ordered us to travel at warp six for that length of
time, it must be something rather urgent. To go back — no matter

how important we may think it 1ls teo do so,.. 9

MeCoy hesltated. "AlLl right, Spock; f£find out now where wea're
going. "

Spock nodded. Ha turned to the 1lntercom. "Spock to bridge.
Lt. Uhura, what 1ia our present missione"

Uhura told him and played back the message from the Mayflower,
When 1t was finished, McCoy zaid, "The emergency hasn't arisen yet.
We've not come that far. We could afford the two or three hours it
would take to go back, even if we had to travel at warp eight o
make up the time.?

Spock looked at him, torn between what he wanted to do and what
he knew Kirk would want him to do. MeCoy'e suggeatlon was very
tempting.

"Doctor, the Captain did rot order wapp six for fun. He
ordered 1t because wae do not know how long it wiil be bafore that
emergency ls a fact. if we go back and loge those few hours, it
might made all the difference between beilng on time and failing
utterly. There are over two hundred inncesnt lives on that ship,
Docetor, some of them young ohildren, It wasg not their fault that
the owner of the ghip they chartered was a roguae, running a ship
that should have been scrappad years ago."

"Spock, I know all that. But it's Jim's 1life that's at stake
here, too. If I can't find what 1t i1s that poilszoned him I may not
be able to treat him satisfactorily. Those components may last a
weaek yet, and we're anly two days away -~ "

"Spock. "

Both men swung round. Kirk wae looking at them, pain in hisg

ayeaes. "Spoeck. You must go on. Promige me... promlise me you'll go
on... "

"Jim ~ " MeCoy sald.

"Promise me, Spock... " He caught Spock's wrist weakly.

Spock and McCoy looked at each other. Kirk's volce was very

faint, but the agltation in it wag plain.

"I promise, Jim," Spock sald guietly. "We'tll go on."
Kirk relaxed. He fell back, too weak even to acknowledge the
promilise. Moments later his eyes closed again.

MeCoy sald guietly, "Without a gzample of that plant, there's
almost no chance, 3pock.™

"Would you have me break my promise, Doctor?™
McCoy looked at him. "No,"™ he said at last.

"If anyone can find a cure for him, you can," Spock sald, so
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gsoftly that McCoy almost didn’'t hear him, as he turned to go.

When Spock cama ontoe the bridge, it was Sulu who asked, "How is
the Captain, Mr. Spock?" - but it might have been any of the others.

"Dr. McCoy 18 not sanguine as to his chances of accomplishing a
cure,"™ Spock saild evenly.

"You mean the Captaln's dying?"
"Parhaps," Spock replied.
"What is wrong with him?" Uhura asked.

YHe cut his arm on a thorn-like plant," Spock answered. “"The
piant appears to have poisoned the Captaln."

"and McCoy can't do anything?" Scott asked.

"Vary little," Spock replied. "None of the many plants we
obtained as specimeng seems to be the one that injured the Captailn.
We cannot go back without endangering the success of our resgcue
migsion. But without a sample to investigate, Dr. MclCoy hag little
chance of finding an antidote.®

Sulu saild, "Mr. Spock, I took some samplas for my own
collection. I think T put a plece from each plant I took inte each
cellecting bag, but... "

"Lt. Uhura, contact Security. Have Enaign Young Join us in Mr.
Sulu’'s quarters. Mr. Sulu, shall we go and check your samples now -
jugt in case?"

-

Young was more than a little nervous as he went to Sulu's
cabin. Certainly the helmsman had no authorlty to discipline him...
but why else had he been sent for? He was s8till suffering from a
very gullty consclence. Nor did it help his nerves when he saw that
Spock wag there too.

Howaever, 1t was only to check some more samples of plants. Ha
relaxed a little, loockilng over the mixed bag of cuttings. Sulu
hadn't had time yet to put them 1n any sort of order, and Young
plcked them over carefully. Saveral had the long thorn-like leaves.

"Thisg one, sir," he sald. "T'm sure it was thilis one."
Sulu looked at it. "T remember," he said. "T'd just got that
ona when we were recalled. I just stuffed it into one of the bags

wilithout bothering which bag 1t was. ™

Spock took 1t carafully. "Thank you, Mr. Young,"™ he =sald.
"And you, Mr. Sulu. This may savea the Captain's life."

He went out with it.

McCoy greeted the sample enthusiastically but cautiously.
While Spoeck ztayed with Kirk, the surgeon went back to the lab to
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check it. He wag back in a surprieingly short time.

"This shouldn't have had such a serious efffect," he sald
lrritably.

"e" asked Spock's eyebrow.

"Oh, 1t gecreted a poison all right, but 1t's a very mild
polaon. About as seriocous as a2 stinging nettle. Probably a
secondary defence against being eaten by something that ian't
worried by the spines. His arm would have been sore, sure; but
apart from that, it should have -~ oh, reddened a little, maybe even
swelled a little too; but neothing more.?

"So 1t doesn't help after aili?"

"It is certain that it's the same plant - not Just one closely
related to ito"

"Ensign Young was certain," Spock told him.

McCoy scowled. Then, abruptly, he snapped his fingers. "The
diuratet®

"You said there was no allergic reaction," Spock reminded him.

"No allargic reaction," MceCoy agreed. "But there might have
been a chemical reaction." He turned to the medical cabinet and

took the diurate contalner back to the lab with him.

He was away rather longer thia time. While he was gone, Spock
bent over Kirk anxiocusly. £ The Captain was ne longer breathing
heavily; he was breathing so softly that for a moment Spock wag
afraid that he had stopped breathing at all, and wasm only reassured
by the diagnogtilic panel.

The swelling was spreading up his arm. By now, toc, his hand
wag swollen and he was looking very flushed. Suddenly, so suddenly
that Spock jumped, Kirk began mumbling, too indigtinetly for Spock
to make out what he was gaying.

"Doctor!" he called.

McCoy appeared at once, realised immedliately what was WIOong.
He checked Kirk quickly, gave him an injection. Kirk guletened
again, but McCoy gtill leooked worried.

"How is it, Doctore®

"Bad," said MeCoy shortly, and turned back to the lab.

"Can I do anything to help you%" Spock called after him.

"You can help me best by watching Jim," MceCoy saild simply.

At last MeCoy returned with a hypo £1lled with a yellowish
ligudid. He injected Kirk, and stood back.

"That may or may not work,"™ he =maid, "But if 1t doegn't... "
he shook his head.
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They watched as the minutes ticked by. There was no obvious
change. Kirk began to toss restlessly.
MeCoy shook his head. "He'a still fevered,™ he gsald dully.

"1+t hasn't worked.™

He got up from his seat on the edge of Kirk's bed, and made hia
way dispiritedly back towards the lab. "T don't know what to try
now," he sald hopelesgly asg he went through, leaving Spock staring
helpleassly after him.

Kirk began to mutter again. Thie time Spock could make out
pomething of what the Human was saying. He was thinking of the
rescua mission. Spoek reached out and touched Kirk's forehead.

®Jim... it's all right. We're on course, we'll get there in
time. .. "

Kirk quletened again. Wasg the angry flush fading from his
facae? Spock loocked at the injured arm. The swelling was definltely
legs. ..

"Doctort!™

MeCay came through again, fear on his face. "Ig he... 7"
"Ha'g looking better, Doctor."

MaCoy gtrode over, suddenly alert. He examined Kirk guickly.

"Ha'll do," he said. He sat down abruptly on the edge of the
bed. Spock put a gentle hand 'eon hils arm,

"vyoyu gilimply underegtimated the strength of the medication you
gave him," hé said, McCoy nodded.

The door opened; Nimmo came 1in. He looked at the scene by the
bed, and came over.

twWhat happened, Dr. McCoy?" he asked.

MeCoy looked up at him grimly. "Nothing much,™ he sald with a
vieclousnesse that surprised Spock. “"Iust that your treatment of the
Captain nearly killed him."

Nimmo paled perceptibly.

"Doctor, Dr. Nimmo is very inexperienced in xenomedicine,
Spock put in.

"t don't care how inexperienced he is, it's the truth. Listen,
Doetor, and remember. Tf a man whoe hag been injured by an allien
substance, ho matter how gllghtly, complains of a headache, the last
thing you give him is a stimulant. You get him into bed - and you
keep him there untlil you have checked out thoroughly - and I mean
thoroughly - any and every possibllity. And you never give a
patient diurate unless ag an absolute lagt resort. Undergtood?”

"Yag, gir.®

"And as long as you're on this ship - 1f the Captain - or Mr.
Spock ~ comes looking for medical help, gend for me. I don't care
how busy 1 am, send for me, Ts that clear?h
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"Yas, sir.”
"Al1l right. There's some stuff in the lab I wasg working on.
Go and check 1t ovear. I want your comments on the results by this
avening."

"Yeg, gir."

. Nimmo left hastily. Spock locked after him but gald nothing.
McCoy glancad at him.

"You think I've been too hard on him?"

Spock gald slowly, "No, Doctor. He has to learn. A lesggon of
thig magnilitude go early in his career mlght make the difference
batwaen hils daeveloping into an able doator instead of a merely
compaetent one."

Kirk sald clearly, "Who are you talking about?"®

They both turned to him. "Nimmo, Jim," McCoy said.

O!Oh . "

"Ha won't try treating you agein."

Y"He was competent enough,™ Kirk said.

"No he wasn't. Hig treatment nearly killled you. I'va told him
he'as not to attend to you agailn. If anyone's going to kill you,
1t's going to be me." Kirk grinned at him.

"How ara you feaeling now, Captain®?" Spock asked.

"I'm all right, Spock. Boneg, when can I get back on duty=?"

"Has your headache c¢leared up?"

"YQS . "

"ALl right. Now, 1 supposa. Spock, you keap an ayae on him.
If he shows any =signs of a relapse - "

Spock nodded. "l will bring him gtraight back."

Kirk grunted. "You're a palr of bullies,"™ he told them. M.
Spoeck - shall we go?"

McCoy watched them leave, a smile on his face. Thaean he silighed,

and moved towardgs the lab. Nimmo still had a lot to learn; he might
ag well make a start on helping him to learn it.

XFirst printed in ZAP! 2%
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HIGHLY UNETHICAL

by

Valerie Placentini

I T had realised in time what was happening, would 1t have
made any difference? I don't mee what I could have done, and yet,..
and yet...

To watceh a patient guffering, and to be unable to help, ig - oh
heli, who am I trying to fool®? I'm fond of that stubborn, crazy
Vulocan. To see him like that, and to khow that I could do nothing,
gave me the worst few months of my life.

It wag a simple first-contact mission to the planet Cyros. The
Cyroslans had agreed to a meeting, and Jim took me along when he and
Spock beamed down to confer with the planet's leaders. We walked
straight into hell.

I learned later that the Cyrosiang had intended only to tesgt
us, to find out what we were really like; they didn't realise that
our bhraln patterns were z¢ different from theirs that what to them
was a simple test nearly destroyed our sanity.

Thoge hallucinationsg!t Even now I wake up gometimes, my skin
cerpwiing &t the memory, knowling that the nightmares are the palest
reflaection of the terrible experience, for Spock took the worst of
1t when he reached out to sghield Jim and me from the full impact.

It was indescribable, as though everything I had always
chariahed, believed in, turned round to mock me with its utter
worthiassness. Then the wonderful calm as that cool, sane mind of
his stepped between me and complete madness. It was the same for
Jim, I learned later, but Spoeck paid a terrible price. I think he
would have preferred death, but by then he was beyond cholce.

As soon as the Cyrosisns realised what was happening to us they
disgsasclved the illusiong, but 1t was too late ~ Spock's mind had
gone ., Whether it had been utterly desgtroyed, or had retreated to a
level I could not reach, I could not determine. Ch, the physical
reflexaes were gtill there. He responded to touch, reacted to light
or scund, could obey the simplest of commands, but that was all. it
food was placed before him he ate, but he could not so much ag ask

for a glags of water,

We took him to the nearest Starbase; the doctors there waere as

helplazss ag 1. Then on to Vulcan; i1t was beyond even thelr skill.
Jim grew frantie with worry as hope faded, and I - I blamed myself
bltteriy. I should have realised that the strain of shielding three

minds under such pressure wag more than he ccould take; 1f I had been
mora alert, made more of an effort to protect myeself, perhaps he

could have coped. But az we all tended teo deo, I had taken his
endurance too much for granted, and now he was paying for my
carsliegsnass., I could not even dlscuss my feelings of guililt with

Jim - ha had encugh of his own to cope with. I'1l never forget hisg
eyer &8 the three of ug beamed back from Vulcan the day the Healera
told us there wasg nothing they could do.
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We saw Spock gettled in asilckbay, then Jim and I pretired to his
guarters, intending to get thoroughly drunk. That's when the plan
came to us - we'd never have thought of it had we bean fully sober.

Starfleet orders were very clear, very precilse. Spock wasg
unfit for duty, and must be discharged from the service, returned to
the care of his family or confined in a Starfleet hospital. We
obayed those orders - officially. How Jim persuaded Sarek to agree
I'll never know, but when the Enterprise left Vulean, Spock came
with us.

We had fitted out guarters for him next to sieckbay, where he

spent all his time. The crew rallled round magnificently - one of
us was always with him. Jim and I spent most of our free time
there, talking to him, trying to rouse some spark of memory. It was
ugeless; the dark eyes, once so full of life and intelligence, were
tha eyes of & dead man, totally unresponsive. It was worse for Jim
than for the rest of us. He was s0 much cloger to Spock than anyone

else; they had always seemed to have an almost uncanny awareneag of
each others feellngs, even without the mind link.

So the months erawled by. That quiet room and its unheeding
occupant had somehow become the ship's very heart. Chekov would sit
with him by the hour, chattering away about everything and nothing.
Sulu too could be found thereae, trying to win some gort of reagponse
by anthusing over his lategt hobby. Scotty formed the habit of
dropping in to think aloud over his engineering problems in cagse the
familiar terms should strike a2 chord in his memory. Uhura came *too,
singing the music he had loved, her haunting voice floating softly
through the room, She reached him somehow, for he would sit with
clogsed eyes, listening; but even she could win neo response. And
Christine? She was wonderful. Though 1t must have distressed her
immeasurably to gee him like that she cared for him with all the
devotion 1 had come to expect from her; indeed, I had to restrict
the hours sghe aspent with him, for in her anxilety she would have
overtaxed her strength if I had allowed it.

Despite all the fallures, all the disappointments, we clung to

a fraill hope. On the Enterprise we encountered go many cultures, so
many civilisations, that there was always the chance that some time,
gsonmewhare, we would find help for Spoack. It may have been pure

sentiment, I don't know, but he was zo much a part of the Entarprise
that none of us coculd bear the thought of going on without him.

But wherever we travellied, the answer wag always the game -
there was nothing that could be done. We gtill did not know 1f
Spock's mind had been destroyed, or whether that magnificent
Intelliigence maerely slept. All we did know wag a filerce
determination that as long as the Enterprise flew Spock would go
with us.

By common consent the late evenlings were resgserved for Jim. He
would sit wilith Spock, talking guietly, while I made my final
rounds. When I returned we would have a drink together before I
settled Spock for the night.

One evening I entered Spock's guarters feeling more than
usually dispirited. I wag becoming concerned about Jim - his
frantic worry for the Vulcan was depressing him more and more as
time passed. To tell the truth, I was on the brink of giving up
hope, of insisting that Spoek return to Vulcan. It would bpe hard to
abandon him now, but 1 had the well-being of the others %o consider.
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Ags I came in Jim was talking to Spock, recalling the details of
a leave they had aspent together. I pantomimed the offer of a drink
and he nodded acceptance, going on with his story while I fetched
the glasses.

After a moment he fell silent, then,
"Boneag!"

He gspoke quietly, but the urgency in his tone brought me round
at once. I froze in posgsition, afraid to say or do anything that
mlght interrupt the gcene that confronted me.

Blindly, gropingly, Spoek's hands were raeaching for Jim's face
in the familiar way, as though he sought to establish a mind link.
He held the pose for a moment, and I could swear there wasg a hint of
puzzlement in hisg eyes before he dropped hls hands and lay back in
his chailr, remote asg aver.

"Did you... Wag there any contact?" I asked hopefully.

Daegpondently, Jim shook his head. "Nothing. Bones, wazg he
trying to meld, or was it just an instinctive action?”

"I don't know, Jim. It could mean anything... or nothing. It
certalnly looked deliberate, and 1it's the first spontaneous gesture
he's made since we left Cyros, but don't builld up too much hope.™

I hated to be digcouraging, but 1t was up to me to keep things
on an even kKeel - by then, Jim would have clutched at even the
falntest hope. :

As he rogse to go Jim touched Spock's shoulder, and sighed.
"You know the worst thing, Bones? I somatimasg get the ldea that
beneath this ghell S8pock -~ the real Spock - knows what's happenaed to
him. Mindlessness - the one thing he dreaded. If his mind was...
really destroyed, I could learn to accept 1t, I think; but when T
gstart to imagine that he's locked in there somewhera, suffering,
walting for me to help him... Boneg, 1t tears me apart.™

He left then, and I watched him go in sllence. Thare was no
comfort I could offer, for he had finally put into words the feaar
that had haunted me from the beginning.

The Following day I learned that Spock's actlon was not an
laolated incident. Something seemed to have upset him, and
Christine raported that he wag refusing food. I wag gitting acroas
from him, trying to persuade him to swallow some soup at least, whan
his hands hegan to reach for my face, very slowly and uncertainly.

I remained very z2till, trying not to digtract him, but instead of
the flrm, confildent toueh I had been used to his fingers travelled
lingeringly over my face for a moment, then his hands dropped into
his lap. Again I saw that fleeting shadow of confusion in the dark
eyes before they were velled again behind that unheeding mask.

I knew a sudden gsurge of excitement. Once might have been
chance, but now I was sure that somewhere Spock's mind still lived.
In responge to that certainty the pattern of my treatment began to
change. Until now I had concentrated on complete resgt and
relaxation, proceeding very gently to the stimulus of familiar faces
and volces. Now I began to demand more of him, %o phrase my orders
to him in a more complicated fashilon. It hurt me to see his frown
of bewllderment as he struggled to comprehend the commands I shouted
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at him, but I perseveared.

Jim protested at filirst, tried to shield the Vulcan from my
ingistence, but when I explained my purpose he bowed reluctantly to
my judgement. I did not allow Jim to use this method, believing it
would be best 1f Spoek could always turn to him for comfort if my
demands on hig intelligence became too great. I eould not afford to
be concerned that Spock might come to fear or even hate me, as long
ag I could wiln some response from him, but gtrangely he did not. I
I had ever needed proof of the basic gentleness of his nature, I had
it idin full measure now. However lrascible I forced myself to seem,
he atill struggled to please me, to win my spproval. And my tactilcs
seemed to work; gradually his comprehension improved, and although
he s8tlll bhad not spoken hisg eyes turned now to Jim and to me with
awareness, and almeost with recognition.

It wag the hardest thing I had ever had to do, and my rewards
were meagre - a hesgltant, shy smile when I pralsed him for
completing some simple task I had assigned him, a sudden glow 1n
those dark eyes whan very occasionally I touched a buried thread of
memory.

I watcehed him clogely for the next few weeks, and the
improvement was definite. it was especially obvious when he was
with Jim; instead of merely gitting while Jim talked to him 1t was
clear now that he was cancentrating, his eyes fixed steadlly on
Jim'as face,. Qeccasilonally his hands would reach cut 1in that
hesltant, groping way, and each time I held my breath, praying that
thig time the link would form: but each time Jim would shake hig
head despondently in answer to my enquiring glance. Less freguently
he would touch my face, and I tried to reach out to him, but I was
much less famlliar with the meld than Jim, so my fallure did not
discourage me. '

At last I decided that he was ready for the next step. Since
we left Vulcan 8Bpock had not been out of his new gquarters. Now T
declded that the sight of the once-familiar sclence labs might
gtimulate his mind. The labg were cleared, and I arranged with
Security that the corridors we must pass through would be empty. I
wag familiar with the Vulcan's almost pathological pride; 1f - when
~ he returned to us he would be shamed by the knowledge that any of
the erew had seen hisg weakness; 1t would be hard encugh for him to
accept that even his friends had seen him so helpless.

Jim, Scotty and I escorted him to the lab. He walked quiletly,
displaying no curloslty as we passed along the corridors. It was
hard to Jjudge the extent of hig reaction to to the lab itself. We
stood back as he walked slowly around the room, occaslonally pausing
to peer at some plece of equipment, but he would touch nothing, and
did not show any special interest in the research he had beean
engaged on when we beamed down to Cyrosg. On the whole, though, I
was not displeased; I hadn't been looking for miracles, and we could
repeat the experiment later.

It wag on the way back to hisz gquarters that the incident
oceurred that would eventually provide the key. As we pagsgsed the
turbollft the doors cpened and a young ensglgn from Engineering ran
out, colliding with Jim and causing him to stumble heavily into the
wall.

Scotty was just about to demand to know what his junlor was
doing there 1n defiance of orders when we were all startled by a
low, menacing growl from Spock. I turned to look at him. Hisa eyes
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had narrowed to slits, and were fixed ecoldly on the unfortunate
engilign: his fingers curled in a way I recogniged, and as he moved
forward I grew alarmed. Speck's phenomenal strength was usually
well under control, but all restraints were now gone. If he should
attack, I deoubted 1if even the four of us could eaglly restrain him.

Lucklly Jim recognised the danger. "He thinks you attacked me,
Enslign. Get out of here - fagt!i®

The boy shot one look at the Vulcan and fled; I can't sgay I
blame him. Jim walked over to Spock, and laid a hand on his arm.

"I'm all right, Spock. It was an accident. Relax, now."

He sgpoke calmly, scothingly. Gradually the prigidity went out
of Spock's stance, the disturbing glitter in hig eyes faded. He
shook hils head several times, as 1f trying to clear hilg thoughts.

"Jim?" he gald hesitantly, hils volice very unsure.
"Yag, Spock, 1t'as Jim. You are safe. Come with me."

We Just managed to reach hiles guarters before he falinted. With
his lack of control, and hls weaknessg, the emotional shock had bean
too much for him; I could only hope it hadn't sent him back to the
beginning.

Fortunately, when he came round he seemaed none the worge. The
dark eyes searched the room anxiously, finally coming to rest on
Jim'a face. He relaxed vigibly ag Jim spoke to him, and at last he
slept.

No, there was no miracle, but there was a sgteady improvement
from then on. If Jim or I spoke to him he would angwer now, but he
still would ncot respond to anyone else. Wa repeated the vigit to
the lab; later we took him to his old gquarters, even to tha bridge.
He rascted to the once-famiiilar gights, but his comprehension was
8ti1l very limited. I was convinced now that hils formeaer
intelligence could be resgstored, but the key still eluded me.

One evening I sat in his guarters, watching ag he and Jim faced

each other over a chessgboard - not the hideocusly complicated
three-dimensional chess at which he had once excelled, but the
anclent game played on a square board. Even this simplified form of

the game stretched hig mind now; he had to bas taught even the bhasic
moves.

As I watched he lifted a plece, hesgitated, and glanced at Jim
enquiringly. Jim reached over, took his hand, and demonstrated the
move again. Spock poglitioned the plece carefully, locked up at Jim,
and smiled.

At that moment the half~formed plan in my brain began to
cerystalige. There were grave riskg, but I judged them worth the
taking; nothing could be worse than having to witness that proud
intelligenece so humbled. If I failed I would blame myself bilitterly
to the end of my days, but I knew that 1f he was capable of
undaerstanding, Spock would want me to try.

Many people have the wrong idea about my relationship with
Spock. We're both stubborn men, as Jim has pointed ocut on more than
one occasion, and find 1t daifficult to express our feaelings; but we
don't really need to. I know that in hls strange Vulcan way S8pock



iy

ig fond of me, and he knows that a2t Times I would trust him even
before Jim. We don't naad to talk about 1t; we looked intoe each
other's minds onea, and... But that's snother story.

8o on thait sveanilng, whaen Jim hed gone at last, I sat alona for
a long time, workling ocut the detalls. At lagt I rose and waent to
Jim's guarters. He wag preparing for bsad, but admitted me at once.
I Jooked at him carefully - =20 muonh depanded on him.

"odt down, Jim. ITivae ot to talk to you, ™

Thrae weseks later I was sltting with Spoeck in his quarters. I
had devised = savries of tesits whioch I conducted at regular intervals
to check the rate of his prograss. Ha had lmproved under my
treatment, but I Knew that somsaithing mors was needed 1if he wasmg to
recover fully.

Suddenly the Enterprlse shuddered violently, and I was almost
thrown fraom my seat: at the sams moment the red alert soundad. In
automatic responze Spock leapt to hisg fest, then gtood gazing round
in confusion, wondering what to do naxt.

I dlgnorad him Ffor The moment, want to the Intercom, and called
the bhridge. Jim'g worrled facs sppesrad on the soreen and Spock
crogged to Joln me ag T askaed, "What’ag wrong??

PRlingons. Wava baen ambushed, Bon=s. There are three ghips
aut there -~ it's going o be pretty rough for a while."™

“"Shall I report to slickhay?d

"No, M'Benga can handle things therae -~ he'll call you if he
neads you. You stay with Spock, try and keep him calm. I must go,
Boneg. Kiek out.® ’

I snappaed of f the intarcom and turnad to Spock, who was gazing
at me anxliously. Phontt worry, Jim wlll deal with 4t," I told him,
trying to sound more chaerful tThan 1 felt, "Come on, 8pack, let's
findgh those testg.™

The next few hours dragged glowly by. From thae frequent
violent manceuvraeg of the shilip I could tell Jim was putting up a
good fight, but agasinset three Wiingon vesgels I knew we would gtand
little chance. Spock gansed my nevvousness, and grew more and more
tenge a8 time pasgsed. At lemst the ahlp stesadied, and for a long
time there was stillness, untll the ilntercom summoned me.

It was Jim, speaking Trom ithe bhridge, but this time & Klingon
officar stood beside him.

"Roneg, I've had to... surrendser the Enterprise." His eyves met
mine with sn unresadable exprasslion. "Thisg is Commander Karten. He
aggures me that the crew will he releassed on the nearest neutral
planet - they only want the ship. I hed no cholce but to agreea.
Please remain where you are untll furithsr orders. Kirk ocut."

As the scoreen faded I turned agzain to Spock: he was looklng
vary troubled. "Ho you undevstand what's happened?"™ I asked him.

He frowned uncertaelnly, & hand raigad to his forehead.
"Klingona? I... s=aam to remaembar... they cannct be trusted, Thare
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ls danger... for Jim... for us all."™

"You're right, Spock, there is grave danger. I don't trust
Karten. Think! Try to remembear. Jim's going to need all the help
we can give him."

He shook his head dispiritedly. "I try, but... it will not
come. it's so close, but each time I think I remembeaer, 1t slips
away again.®

From the corridor came the heavy tramp of feet; gruff orders
ware bharked in the guttural Klingon tongue. The door mlid back and
Karten strode into the room. I looked back at him with =211 the
defiance I could muster; Spock only stared blankly.

"Well, I see that Captaln Kirk spoke the truth for once,"
Karten gald, a hint of amusement in his voice. "A pility -~ Commander
Spock would have appreciated the exgquisite subtlety of our plan. I
had intended to confine you with the rest of the crew under guard,

but I hardly think that will be necessary now - a doctor and an
idiet are scarcely a threat to me. You may asg well remain here
untll... shall we gay, until you are needed?" He grinned

unpleapantly and swept out; the marching feet faded and were gone.

Spock gazed at me with troubled eyes. "T think... he lied to
Jim," he mald. "Ha does not mean to let us go. What can we do?"
"We can't stay heré," I told him. "Parhaps 1f we could get to

the science labs, we might be able to come up with something.™

Cautiously I opened the door. The corridor was deserted.
Aprarently Karten thought us so little of a threat that he hadn't
bothered to post a guard on ug. The route to the labs was clear;
prasumably the Klingons were concentrating on the rest of the crew.
As the door g81id shut behind us I breathed a sigh of rellef. So far
go good. I turned to Spock.

"Take a look round,"™ T urged him. "And for pity's sake, try to
remember. "

As he wandered around the room I crogsed to the viewscreen and
began to scan the ship. I glanced at Spock; he wasg paying no
attention to me. When I located the scene I wanted I called to him.

"Come here, Spock."

"What is it?"

I pointed silently to fthe screen. In the briefing room Jim was
strapped securely to & chair. Karten stood beslide him. As Spock
joined me, Jim was speaking in a bitter, angry voice.

"You promised me my crew would be safea."

“Naturally, Captaln Kirk. By dolng so, we avoilded any further
reslistance on your part, and consequently any damage t¢ the
Enterprise. I told you we needed only the shilp ~ why burden
ourselves with four hundred useless prigoners? When we reach our
destination they will be killed."™

"Our destination?®

"Ah yes, I did not tell you why we want the Enterprise. The
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plan is very simple, Captain. With you as hostage your crew will
take the ship to Starbage 10; it will seem a normal approach, there
will be no reason to suspect a trick. It 18 amusing, 1s it not? A
Starbage destroyed by one of Starfleet's own gships. Once that 1s
accomplished the Enterprise and its crew will have served their
purpose; they can be... removed.

"Howaver, have no fears for yourself. You will return with
ug., You have caugsed consglderable inconvenience to the Empire in the
past, Captalin; certain of my colleagues have,.. plans... for you. I

think I can safely say that your death will be spectscular - and
prolonged.”

4 smudden movement at my side brought my attentlon back to
Spock. I switched off the screen and faced him,. That disturbing
glitter was back in his eyes, and he growled softly in his throat.

I mugt do gomething - Spock din a killing frenzy would be ag ugeless
asz he wag in his present mtate. Somehow, I had to gain hisg
attention.

Taking =& calculated risk I glapped him hard acrossg the face.
Slowly his head turned, and he surveyed me through narrowed eyes. I
gslapped him again.

"Come on, Ipock! Wake up!" I screamed at him, knowing this was
my last chance to reach him. "We need you. You heard Karten. So
many lilivesg at stake - four hundred on thils ship, the staff of
Starbase 10. And Jim - you know what they'll do to him, don't you?
You're our only hope - you mugt think of something!®

Silence. I had failed. Tears stung my eyes. My hand, railsed
to strike him asgain, began to fall limply to my side. My wrist was
caught and held firmly.

"There 1z no need to shout, Doctor. I massure you, my hearing
has not been impalred."

I looked up, unbelieving, to meet ccol, sane eyes that stared
into mine, alive with all their former intelligence.

He nodded slowly. "We will... talk later. We have work to
do." He stood for a moment in thought, then moved briskly to the
baench.

"You have an idea?"

"Yam. Thera isg no time for subtlety ~ we must work gulekly,
produce & sufficient gquantity of anaesthetic gasg, and Introduce it
into the ship’'s ventllatlion system. Unfortunately, our own crew
wlll alsco be affected, so 1t will be up to us to disarm and secure
the Klingons before they regalin consclousness. I am afrald that we
shall be very busy for a time, Doctor."

He bent over his equipment, already absorbed in his task.
Baehind hils back I gmiled gquletly to myself, and made certain
rPreparations of my own. Spock waa back, and I didn't make the
mistake of underestimating bhim.

Sure enocugh, sfter a few momente he railsed hisg head. "Doctor
McCoy, there are several aspects of this affair that puzzle me."

"Uh, can't we discuss 1t later, Spock?" I asked, moving closer,
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He baent to hias task. "Am you are fully aware, I can
concentrate on two subjects at the same time," he said severely,
"and I should like clarificaticon on geveral polnts before I proceed
any further. For example..."

His voice broke off as my hypo hilssed agalinst his shoulder.
For a moment he stared at me, dawning comprehensicon in his eyes,
before he slumped forward over the bencah.

I passed a shaking hand over my forehead, and found 1t wet with
perspiration - 1t had been very close. Wearily I pushed the
intercom button.

"You can come 1n now,"™ I said.

Only the muffled scund of the indicators broke the sllence of
slckbay as Jim and I stared into each other's eyes across Spock's
silent figure. I could gauge the intensity of his anxiety by my
own, but he cculd not begin to understand the specilal, private fear
that haunted me. The crazy plan had worked; Spock's frantie concearn
for Jim had been the key to releasge his mind, but when he woke how
would he resct to the knowledge that he had been tricked?

The responsibllity was mine. I had deliberately used my
knowledge of him, a knowledge neither of us would have admitted that
I possemgsed. My first concern must always be the welfare of my
patisnts, but would he see it lilke that? Or would he feal that by
using my awareness of his carefully hidden feelings, I had betrayed
him? I would soon know.

Jim stirred regtlessly, and I lcocoked up. "I+t won't be long
now," 1 said gquletly.

Only a few moments later Spock's eyes opened. They were clear
and aware a8 they surveyed me calmliy. Whatever happened now, at
ieast I had brought him back - it had not been, as I had secretly
feared it might, a temporary improvement.

"Spock, how are you?" Jim's volce was not qulte steady.

“"T am... fully recovered, thank you, Captain. I am gratified
to see that you are, after all, in no danger. May I enguire how you
induced a Klingon officer to asgist with your plan?”

"T dildn't. The whole thing wag Bones' idea.”

"T might have known." The dark eyes lingered on my face for a
moment, then returned to Jim. "3o on, pleasge."

"whan we realilsed that your mind hadn't been destroyed, we
thought that - perhaps - a shock might awaken you, but we Knew 1t
would have to be convincing. You remember Carter Winston, the
Vandorian®? Bones thought of him. He agreed to help, to play the
part of Karten, but we had a job to convince Starfleet - I don't
know how Bones managed it. We knew 1t was a risk, but we felt we
had to take every chance, that you'd prefer..." His wvoice trailed
of f.

"You were correct, Captailn. I am... grateful." He turned to
me again. "You were most convineing, Doctor. It was only when my
mind began to function again that I began to see the illogle of the
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glituation, and to realise that the Captaln would never agree to
surrender the Enterprise."

"I was afraid you'd spot that," I confessed, "but I gambled
that when you began to reason out the truth I'd be fast encugh to
gedate you until you were fully recovered."

"1l see. I must congratulate you on your powers of invention.
However, 1t does seem that your methods have been... highly
unethical; 18 1t standard medilcal practice to indulge in confidence
tricks at the expensme of your patientge"

I snorted. "Of all the ungrateful...! If 1t comes to tricks,
here's one for you ~ you're going to stay right here until I'm
satisfied that you're f£it for duty. And 1if you make any more cracks
like that, I'1ll double the time!"

I stalked off, leaving Jim and Spock alone; they would have
much to say.

Fifteen minutes later I returned, sent Jim packing, and gettled

Spock for the night. He made no protest for once - the emotional
shock had tired him. Az 1 turned to go a hand on my wrist detained
me. The dark eyes met mine wilith a long, searching stare. I

returned his garze, amiling.
"Welcome back, Spock," I said quietly.
"Thank you, Doctor Maeloy."

Wae undaerstood each other perfectly. I felt the gratitude he
could not express, and he cvould sensge the fear for him that had
haunted me, but we would never sgpeak of it. We didn’'t need to.
Thogse few words expressed all that wasg necegsgary.

1 remalned for a few moments after he had fallen asleap,
looking down at the guiet face, then I left him. Walking back to my
office I had the curious feeling that somehow the very atmosphere of
the ship had changed, as though her heart had been restored.

We would go on together, Jim and SBpock and I ~ until the next
time.

¥Firast printed in CAPTAIN'S LOG 11.¥
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TOTALLY TLLDGICAL

We were'nt far Ffrom Gamma Triangulum, where Starfleet had
ordered us to survey the Ffourth planetb. They did'nt tell us why
they wanted such an unpleawsant planet surveyed, they Just left us to
get on with Z&.

"WEll we be able to survive without life support wunita?!'" Jim
agiked me.

I looked up Ffrom the gsensor. "7 doubt 4ft, Captain," I told
him. "The gengorg show that bhe oxygen content of the atmosphere igs
only about half of what we need. We could survive a little while,
but not Ffor Llong. There “fa'nt any sign of surface water either.”

"We'd better have a shuftle gtanding by with a water supply,
then, " Bones suggested, btaking Ffor granted that he would, as usucl,
QCCOMPpAnY us.

"Yeag, I was going to order that,” Jim said. "Im fact, I bLhink
wefll go down by shuttle this time. "

I saw Bone's pleased grin wibth inner amusement. He hated the
transporter, for no clear reason that I could understoand, but
probably Ffor a similar reason to why I had never liked the escalator
at Starfleet Academy. It would have been so undignified fto have
gtumbled coming off <. Not that I had ever done 8o... but the fear
wag always there. Boneg, I suspechted, was afraid that one day the
trangporter would only half materialise him... with as little
regaon. Humaneg are 4llogical, and conbtact with them... Well, there
1s a degree of contamination, hence my pointless dislike of a
perfectly efficient means of gaining height.

We took a geciogist, LEt. Cargtairs, and two probably
unnecesasary Security Guards, Abramg and Wills. Jim never bothered
when I was there. It was very pleasant to Ffeel so bErugbed.

We landed and began the surwvey at once. The guards pabtrolled
around wus while we made our firat Znvestigations. Bones wag
interested 4n the few primitive plants thalbt grew there. They had to
have wvery lLong roote, I thought at Firseb, ko survive in this place
that was even drier than the ShiKahr Desert. Then Boneg pointed oub
that 4n fact they had no roots; only a sort of 'holdfast' to keep
them in place. I recorded the fact on my tricorder, and that they
must obbtain moisture by making it themselves, inside bthemselves, by
combining gases Ffrom the air. Fascinating? Mr. Carstairs atbtracted
my attention next, and I called Jim ag goon as I saw Caorstair's
regulba.

There was dilithium here - 4n a crude form, certainly, nobt pure
crystals - but usable. Very definitely usable.

Suddenly Abrams yelled. We Loocked round abt him but bafore we
could mowve, he disappeared - hit by a killing rphaser beam.




2%

We scattered. Just in Ffront of me, Wills astopped, hiz oun
phaser raised to cowver me, and almost at once he too vanished. I
zigzagged, hearing a phaser bolt pass me close, and threw myself
behind a rock.

Why was I so brecthless? I had'nt run far. Then I realised.
The back of my sutit must have been holed by the nearness of the
bolt. Aand there was, of course, no way that I could recch the hole.

nepockt !’

It was Jim. I thumbed my suit radio to btransmit.

fHere, Captain, I gasped.

"What 's wrong?!

"My suib's holed... Leave me."

Then I caw him running bowards me, dodging Ffrom side to side as
he came. Phager bolts hissed past him, somehow missing him, and he
Fflung himegelf flat at my side.

Mihere'!'s the hole?!

He pressed a patch owver Zt. Momente later I drew a deep,
satiafying breath.

"O.E. now, Spock?!
"Yes, Captain. My thanks. "

I saw him grin, then he turned and peered towards the spob
where the attack had originated.

"Do you know whe attacked us?" I asked.

"Kilingona, " he answered.

"RBut there wag'nt a ship... "

"rheir ship must have left a survey team, then gone on
gomewhere. But how they hoped to get away with murder -~ " He broke
off as a phaser bolt knocked chipe from the rock that sheltered us.

"vYou should have stayed oway, " I sald. "There's no point 4in usg
both dying. "

nspock, do you really think that I'd leave you?" he asked.
"No, Jim. But it 4s'nt logical, Just the same. "

"Oh, Spock, Spock. After all these years, you atill haven't
learned that Humans can make illogic work perfectly well.”

"y do know Z2&, Jim. I just Ffind if difftcult to remember.”

He chuckled, then went on seriously. "Spock, I want you Lo
ghow yoursgelf Ffor a moment. That way, I'tl get a clear shot at
them. "

"you're going to kill them?" I asked, seeing him slot his
phaser to the lebthal mark.
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"ITt'te the only way, Spock. Show them that we mean business.
And after all, they started 1b. Two of our men are dead.”
This wag my only... criticism... of my Captain; the scgse with

which, at times, he could kill.

Obediently, I ratsed my head for a moment bthen ducked back.
The phaser bolt hit the top of the rock, gending more chips Ffluing,
then Jim fired.

"Got himr"

I erawled a few yards and lifted my head again. A distant
phaser Fired, butbt nothing come near us,

"Iood, " sald Jim. "that feg Bones or Carstaoirse.”
Anonther phaser fired in the dizstance then there was silence.
Hllome onl!t'" Jim said.

Togebther we ran towards the shutile. No-one bried to stop us.
Bones and Carstairs were both beside it. We piled 4n and took off.

When we reached the Bnterprige, there wag sbtill no sign of the
Klingon ship. Jim made his report to Starfleet. The matter wasg out
of our hands now. The fubture of the planet was in the hands of the
politicians, in agreement with bthe Organian Peace Treaty...

The Grandmother looked up from the essay without reading any
further, to stare accusingly at the School Doctopr.

-

t"You asked me to come here to discuss... such a fantasy?"

"Exactly, Madam. Such a fantasy. It is, you understand,
extremely unusual for a boy so young to produce such a rounded-off
story. Hig grasp of vocabulary is likewlse most advanced fopr his
vears. Tt indicates that he could have a highly lucrative career as
s storyteller, although I realise that you must hope for something
better for him."

"Tndeed yes,"™ the Grandmother repliled. "Hig father wishes him
to follow a political career.”

"T understand his father is a politiecian himself."
"Yeg, Doctor. He 1s Ambasspador to Shasgsar."

The Doctor nodded. "A demanding position," he conceded. vr
van fully understand why he left the boy wilith you."

"7+ wag not entirely the danger involved that led my aon to
leave the boy behind," the Grandmother said. "We both thought 1+t
better if his schooling was uninterrupted. Besides, hia chances of
a decent schooling in Shassar would have been slight. The
Shassarans are still little more than barbarians."

"what of the boy's mother?" the Doctor enguired.

"She 1s dead,” the Grandmother replled. "The boy was barely a
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vaear old. He cannot remember her."

"I see." The Doctor hesitated, for this was a part of such
interviews that he thoeroughly disliked, then went on firmly.
"Madam, we are wandering away from the point of thiz discusgsion.
Thia essay. It 18 extremely... disgquieting that the boy should
invent, not one, but fwo races s0... 20 undesirable =mocially. His
teacher was at flrst pleased with the quality of the work, then, on
re-reading it, he became disturbed, and questioned the boy asm to the
source of the story. Madam, your grandson sald he dreamed 1t - and
further, that he frequently dreamsd about these people.

"Naturally, the teacher reported the incident to me, and I
spoke to the boy. He was perfectly open about 1it. He even raeferrad
to the people 1in his dreams as 'hie friends'." The School Doctor
allowad an expression of faint distaste to show momentarily.

"Madam, I must be frank about this. It means that your grandson is=
showing definite indications of abnormality in his=s emotional
development. It should be attended to as soon as possible -
otherwlse lasting harm might result."™

The Grandmother considered for a momant. "You willl, of course,
deal only with those parts of his mind that concern the dreams." It
was a statement, not a gquegtion.

Nof course.™

Spock lay on hls bed aware of a terrible feeling of loneliness
and loss. He couldn't think what was missing, only that something
wag gona that should have been there... ghould have been...

The Vulcan way of life flowed placldly on, even and gserene,
But for one lonely Vulcan there was forever a blank in his life that
he could not understand.

For, of course, love ~ aapecially an Imaglinary love that serves
no other purpose than to satiafy the emotional requirements aof a
lonely small boy - 1s totally illogilcal.

¥Thils story grew out of an idea by Gareth Loocker, at the time a
small boy, that all Star Trek was only Spock's dream. First printed
in ALNITAH 6, 1977.%




LIND ALLEY

by

)

Sheila Clark

For some time there had been speculation in Federation
gclientific aclirclaas about the gtar 28 Tauri - Plelone in the star
cluster known as the Plelades. Like the rest of the stars in the
group, Pleione was a blue-white, very hot star, and was, in
addition, an lrregular variable. For thils reamon, 1t was avoided by
starships, although it was known to have planets, unfortunate bodies
alternataly scorched and frozen by thelr primary's erratic
behaviour, and whoge inhabitants, 1if any, had to be mogt unusual
life forms to be able to survive the variation, both of temperature
and radiation -~ neithar of which could be efficiliently forecast -
that was thrown at them by theilr unpredictable sun.

It was, however, ocbvious to the starship captains that
aventuslly, and sooner rather than later, one of them would be
unfortunate encugh 1o he selected to make a survey of The solar
system of thils unwelcomlng star.

The selection fell on the Enterprise.

Az they approached Pleione, Captain James Kirk ordered a
long-range scan to determine which planet was the one most worth a
visit, and also set his First Officer to studying the spectroscopie
history of the star in an attempt to try, at least, to forecast what
iteg unpredictable variations might deo. It didn't take long to show
that the eleventh planet wasg the one best placed in the ecosphere,
and the one showing mogt signa of uzeful ores. Spock took rather
longeyr over his task.

Eventually he straightened to say simply, "Captain, I cannot be
certain of anything with ragard to this star. There ig simply no
pattern to its fluctuatlons that I can detect, even checking back
over a perioed of three centuries.”

"Speculation?”" Kirk asked.

"T am inclined to the opinion that it will remain relatively
stable for several days. However, I do not recommend that we u=me
the transporter to visit the surface; a sgudden unforesesaen change in
the sun's radiation could disrupt the beaming process, resulting in
the lass of whoever happened to be belng transported at the time. I
suggest that on this occasmion 1t would be more prudent to utillise
the shuttlecraft."®

Kirk nodded thoughtfully. "I was thinking much the game, Mr.
Spock. I want you in the landing party; Mr. Sulu, would you care to
join us<? Lt. Uhura, contact Dr. McCoy and tell him to meet us on
the hangar deck. Mr. Chekov, hold orbit at twenty thousand miles;
but 1P the sun throws out too much radiation, get the ship out of
here, the minimum distance required for safety. We'll follow you in
the shuttle. M
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PAye, gip."

The three men headed for the hangar deck to join McCoy.

McCoy was far from happy about thelr going down to Pleione
Eleven. He considered the risks too great, and privately thought
that Starfleet Command neaded its collective head axamined for
ordering them - or indeeaed anyone - to visit such a place. If 1t hod
to be anyone, ha reflected, it would have been better, much more
gensglble - he refused to uge the word 'logical' - to have sent a
Lrew made up of the natives of Altalr Six, new though they were to
the Federatilion and very few of whom had, ag yet, doined Starfleet;
they at least came from 2 planet of a white sun, and had a much
higher radiation tolerance than either Humanz or Vulcansas, evan
though their sun was not a variable. But the Enterprige had been
selected, so they had to make the bezt of 1it. At lesst they were
golng down thia time in a shuttlecraft... and he admitted te himself
that he would have been much unhappier left behind. This way, at
least, he ecould keep an eye on Kirk and Spock. Even 1f it wag
unlikely that he caould keep them out of trouble, at least it meant
that he was on hand i¢ they needed him.

They had not long left the Enterprige when they dlimcovered that
they were having communications Problems. A routine call to the
Enterprige barely made contact; the amount of static caumsed by the
sun's waywardnegss wag conglderably greater evan than Spock, who had
axpected some such aifficulty, had antieilpateq, They managed to
push one messgage through to the ship, telling Scott to give them at
leaat ten hours before he started to worry about lack of contact,
then they ware on their own, descending towards an unwelcoming-
looking arid surface through an atmosphere that was becoming
inereasingly turbulent. Suddenly they found themselves in the
middle of a violent electric storm.

The Columbus was shaken backwards and forwards by the force of
the gtorm. Lightning crackled near; and the shuttlecraft tozspmed on
the rugh of air that filled the lightning's path with a great rumble
af thunder. More lighting forked near, and they were rocked again.

"The shuttle's gstructure cannot tolerate much more of thiag, "
Spock said calmly. "I guggest we attempt to rise above the storm as
rapidly as possible." '

Kirk nodded. "Take her up, Mr., Spock."

But the shuttle refusged to angwer the controls. The wvery
violence of the storm had disrupted the delicate computer system.
Tough enough to withatand a great deal of physical violence, it
could still be degtroyed vary quickly by an electrical disturbance
ag great as the one they were expariencing.

"We have no cholce, Captain,® Spock gaild as calmly as before.
"We must go down."

"Crash landing?" Kirk asked.
"I believe so, Captain.®

They braced themselves agalingt the battering the atmosphearic
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turbulence was giving the Columbus; Spock struggled with the
controls, trying to keep the shuttle on an even keel. For some
mlinutes he seemed to be succeedling; then as thay got lower they
digcoveraed that a gale-force wind was blowilng gustily. The shuttle
wag toggsed even more roughly; used to the gtillness and even f£liight
of the Enterprise, the men began to feel glightly alr-sick. Spock
alone remained relatively unaffected; he had too much to think about
to have tlime to feel mlick. But the others, with nothing to do,
found 1t increasingly difficult to think of anything but their
disturbed sensgse of halance. Soon they found 1t lmpossible to think
of anything but their misery, although they dld manage to keep from
actually being silck.

Thay wera very naar the ground now. A gust of wind caught
them, and threw them gldeways. Spock, wregtlling with the controls,
managed to level off; then ancther gust came from another
dlirection. Still compensating for the first one, Spock was caught
unaware; and the shuttle crashed into the ground. The caprlicious
wind blew her over and over, her passgengers tossed about as ghe
want, and she finally came to regt, a battered wreck, agalinst a huge
rock. Small pleces of metal were blown on past her. Rain lashed
over her, finding its way in through the many holes the unfriendly
ground had torn in her sides. Thunder rumbled overhead; the wind
aeddied round,. Small pebbles, dust and sand, and one or two tiny
bitgs of metal were blown against her, to rattle unheard against the
now-useless hull.

Slowly the storm blew over. There was longer betwean the
flashes of lighting and the rolls of thunder now, though there was
no-one consgclous to hear. Gradually the thunder sounded from
further and further away as the rain stopped and the wind fell. The
clouds began to blow away and to disgipate in the heat of the sun.
As the sky cleared the sun shone down with an eye-~damaging
brilliance, sucking up the moisture quickly -~ yet not quickly
enough. The planet, which had seemed so bavren, wasg beginning to
blogsom as the hardy plants that lived there gorged themselves on
the sudden feast of water that the storm had glven them. What
loocked llke oddly-shaped procks now put out pssudoe-branches, leaves
and flawers, vegetation that would have a brilef 1life but, in that
1ife, would ensure that the plant itself stored encugh food to see
it through the next weeks, perhaps monthse, until the next storm, and
that 1t produced meeds to ensure the continuance of its species.
Many would never gprout... but some would. One of the planet's rare
gstorms -~ though strong winds were common. The crew of the
Enterprise had been fantastically unlucky.

Spock glowly raised hls aching head.

He was lying, wet and uncomfortable, scross what had been a
seat but was now twisted out of shape to match the damage to the
hull to which it was fastened,. Something was lying across his
legs. He took several deep breaths, concentrating on controlling
the pain in his head. When he was satisfied that he had mastered it
he turned his attention to his surroundings.

The weight acrosg his legs proved to be MeCoy. Spock pulled
himgelf free and glanced round. Sulu lay nearby in what appeared to
be a most uncomfortable posiltlon, unconsclous; he couldn't see Kirk
at all. Repressing his immediate instinct to go in search of his
captain, he bent over Mcloy.
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There was gome dried bhlood on the doctor's face, but
Investigation showed that 1t came from a s8light secalp injury, and in
fact looked much worse than it actually wag. Other than that, McCoy
appeared to be uninjured, merely senselass - Spock gpared a moment
te consider how best to use that phrasgse to irritate hig sparring
partner.

McCoy's medical kit, fastened to his belt, had miraculously
egcaped damage: Spock pulled out a hypo, checked it, set it, and
injected McCoy with it. He had not long to wailt. Almost at once
McCoy stirred weakly.

"Doctopt™

MeCoy grunted, then opened his eyes reluctantly. "Spock. ..
what happened?"

"We crashed, Doctor. You were reaenderaed senselass - more so
than usual, I mean - but you have now revived. Mr. Sulu 1s over
there, in need of your services, and while you attend %toc him T will
go in search of the Captain.®

"Jim? Isn't he here?"

"I am unable to see him, Doctor. He may have been thrown
clear."

Spock chose to search the ghuttlecraft carefully first,
however, but there was no zign of Kirk in the twigted mass of metal
that had been a beautiful, fully-operational vessel so short a time
before.

Automatically Spock looked for his tricorder hefore golng
outside. He found it, caught where 1ts strap had hooked over a
shapelesgs seat; but the delicate elrcuitry of the instrument was
shattered. Broken components fell from it inte a tinkling heap as
he plcked it up.

He dropped it again, accepting what had happened
philosophically, and climbed carefully ocut through one of the
larger, jagged holea to look arocund the miraculously changed
landscape. His sclentific mind appreciated the changes the rain had
causad whille his conscicus mind concentrated only on finding the
vellow-clad figure that must be lying helpless somewhere near.

Kirk was surprigingly easy to find. His beody wasm partly
covered by earth and tiny pebbles, but he had fallen - or been
thrown - partly into the shelter of a pile of rocks. Kirk's clothes
were torn, and every inch of hig exposed flesh wag raw where the
sand had rubbed the skin off as it wasg blown past him. In addition
he had several minor cuts and one very nasty-loocking gash on hisg
arm. There was a bad bruise on his head.

Spock ingpected him quickly. Although not medically trained he
had a fair competence in this fleld as waell as many otherg -
Starfleet training included a minimal amount of first aid. As far
as he could see, Kirk was not too serlously hurt, although he could
not guess at how much blood his Captain might have lost from that
one bad gash. He called MeCoy.

The doctor looked out of one of the holes, saw Kirk 1lyidng
there, and clambered out to join Spoeck.
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mauluts gstill out, but he's not badly hurt," McCoy reported as
he hent over Kirk. He checked him quickly but comprehensively.

"That gash is nasty," he said, echoing what Spock had already
surmised. He put a dressing over 1it, then disinfected the raw sores
that covered the unclad parts of Kirk's body.

"apart from the cut, Doctor, how is he?"
""Not too bad, I'd say. I reckon we got off lucky."”

Spock nodded, whether in agreement or simple acceptance of the
commant, MceCoy couldn't guess.

"] think we'd better get Jim under cover, though, 8pock," Mcloy
went on. "Thig sun is pretty filerce; we'll all be better off in the
shade somewhere."

Spock glanced at the shuttle. "Tneglide the Columbuas?”

"No," McCoy said. "vYoau may not have noticed it, comlng from a
planet with an average temperature resembling an oven, but the
temperature inside there isg definitely too hot for Humans. We'd
loge too much sweat. In fact, we'd bhetter get Sulu ocut of there,
fagt, before he roasts."

Spock nodded agailn. He had been too concerned to notice it
before, and he wouldn't gilive McCoy the satisfaction of knowling 1t,
but even he was feeling the heat, now that Meloy brought it to hisg
attention.

"Will the Captain be all right while we fetch Mr. Sulu?”

McCoy looked down at Kirk. "T think so. Ha's still out cold,
and we won't be long."™

Before they left Kirk, however, they did move him. Spock
11ftad him easlly and carried him into the shade of one of the
newly-flowering 'trees', then he followed McCoy back to the
ghuttlecraft.

But although they had managed to c¢limb out comparatively
easily, 1t proved much harder to repeat the exercise carryling an
uncongeclous man. None of the holes was large enough for eilther of
them to get out carrying Sulu over a shoulder or in hisg arms; the
wrackage was twisted so awkwardly that 1t was equally impogsible for
them to carry Sulu between them; and the holas were s0 Jagged that
they couldn't begin to think of dragging him out. Nor did it help
that the temperature in the Columbus was now excessively high. Even
Spock was sweating profusely -~ an experience naew to him. He hadn't
even realised that he had operative sweat glands.

They were forced to pauge for a moment to rest. McCoy went to
the back of the shuttle, to where the craft's water contalner should
be — and stopped, staring unbelievingly at the uneven hole that gave
mute testimony as to the fate of thelr water.

He returned slowly to Spock, who had moved closer to their aexilt
hole in order to breathe cooler air for a moment.

"Phea water's gone,”" he sald hopelegsly.

"Then wa musgst endeavour to manage without it,"™ Spock gaid
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evaenly. He looked back towards Sulu. "Doctor, I think we will have
to walt until Mr. Sulu recovers congciousness so that he can eclimb
out himgelsr. "

McCoy shook hils head. "We can't wait that long," he answered.
"Much longer and he'll be suffering from dehydration and heatstroke,
without evear coming round. W& have to get him out."™

"Perhaps an injection - " Spock began.

"I've tried that,!" McCoy interrvupted. "Are you trying to tell
me my Jjob, Spock?"

They were interrupted by Sulu, who groaned softly. McCoy movead
to him.

"Sulu. "
"Doctor... 1t'a so hot..."
"Wag. We have to get out of here. Can you walk?"

nyt1l try. M

Together they helped Sulu to hig feet. "I'11 manage him now,
Spock," McCoy said. "You go and check Jim. We've been away from
him far too long."

Without answering, Spock turned to climb out. McCoy, helping
Sulu, was half-way out when Spock called him. "hoctor -~ Jim'a
gonal"

Kirk regained consclousness unwillingly. Hisa head ached, and
hia body felt ag if someone had been peliehing him with sandpaper.
There was a steady paln in his left apm. He tried to look at it,

but had trouble focussing at first. Then, after a moment, he
realised that there was a dregssing on it. That meant McCoy had to
be somewhere near... what about Spock? And where were they?

"Bones," he called, but his throat was so dry that only a
hoarge croak came from i1t. He tried to swallow, but even his saliva
had dried up in the relentless heat of the capriciocus sun.

McCoy. Spock. Where were they?

He staggered to his feet, looking round. Everything wasg
blurred. His gaze wandered over the ruins of the shuttlecraft, but
in hilis dazed state he didn't realise that the twisted mass he barely
saw wasg, 1n fact, the Columbus, or that the men he sought were
ingide it.

There was nothing to indilcate to him which way he should go.
But he had to f£ind ZBpock and MacCoy. Higs confused mind didn't
realise that Meloy, having tended him, must be all right and know
where he wasg. He had already forgotten that his arm had been tended
- he wasg only aware that 1t was extremely painful. Ha had to find
them. They might need help. He staggered and fell. The temptation
to lie still was great; with an effort he pushed himgelf erect and
began to gtumble forward, hils feet dragging in the asoil. The dry
earth slid back to £il1l the shallow hollows his feet left.
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He gstaggered on towards a gully that cut deep into the ground.
T+ wasg becoming increasingly difficult to focusm; ha was aware only
of greenness around him, not seeing clearly the 'trees', lush with
new leaves that were already past the pristine freshness of spring

that they had shown only an hour or so bafore. He couldn’'t see the
brighter green of the 'flowers’ which were now beginning to wither
in the deadly heat. He couldn't see +the stones over which he

gtumbled and nearly fell 1In his desperate gearch for hig friends -
nor did he reallse that even if they were near hae wouldn't be able
to gee them.

The gully towards which he was moving curved to form a huge rs
shape before cutting deep inte the rocky hillside, then gtralightened
ag 1t became shallower higher up the hill. It was thick with the
strange vegetation; 1in the gshaded gully water did not evaporate
quite so gquickly, and the leaves on the 'trees' there were still
comparatively fresh.

Kirk preached the edge of the gully - and walked straight over.
An inveoluntary cry left his throat as a harsh, voiceless sound, He
hit the 'branches' of a 'tree' and slid through them, tearing
himzel® on them &g he went, but they broke hig fall and he hit the
ground with less force than he might otherwilse have done. The
impact drove congciousness from him again.

MeCoy helped Sulu to the shade of the plant where he had left
Kirk. He and Spock looked at each other glilently. MelCoy felt
guilty - he had been so sure that Kirk would be all right, but they
had taken go long to get Sulu out; howevar, Spock sald no woerd of
blame. Then -~

"1111 gstart lcooking for the Captain while you attend to Mp.
Sulu, " Spock-sald quietly.

MceCoy opened his mouth to protest at being kept #rom helping to
search, then he resalised that Spock was right. He owed hilis services
to Sulu too.

Sulu wasn't badly hurt, however. Cut of the enervatling heat of
the shuttle, he recovered guickly, and in & surprigingly short time
was insisting that he was certainly well enough to help look for the
Captain. McCoy, worried silck, didn't try to dissuade him, although
he knew that had the Enterprise bean immadiately available he would
have insisted on 8ulu remaining in bed for the next twenty-four
hoursa. None of them was going te be in very good condltion shortly,
he reminded himself; they already needed water very badly, and were
goon golng to be suffering considerably from the lack of it. So the
quicker they got an with the search, the bhetter, he thought, then
once they found Jim they could begin toe think about finding shelter
Prom the killing rays of the sun; and salved his cvonscience with the
thought.

Spock startad by clrecling the area, looking for footprints. At
one point he thought he had found some, but the marks petered out
within 2 couple of yards, becoming lost in the general piltting of
the ground.

"He can't have got far," said Mcloy, joining the Vulean. "We
weren't really that long getting Sulu out, and he wasn't in a f£it
state to move gulckly.®
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"Perhaps not, Doctor, but we may gtill have considerable
difficulty locating him. Not only ig the terrain extremely uneven,
there are many holes where an unconscious man might lie for days,
ungeen. "

"You think he may be unconscious again?"

"Don't you, Doctor? I think 1t extremely probable. Although
the ground 1s uneven, we are on the slope of a hill. It should be
comparatively easy toe pilck out a moving yellow shape. Therefore he
must be lyling down. I do not think he would lie down while he was
#8till consclious, as I imagine he went in search of us."

"But he must have seen the shuttlecraft,!" McCoy objected.

S8pock glanced towards it. Lying against the rock, windblown
aearth piled up against 1t, it was difficult to distinguisgh it as
anything but anocther rock. "Parhaps not, Doctor. Look at 1it."

MoCoy looked over taowards it. YWhere - " he began. "ALl
right, Spock, I take your point. Let's get started.™

They split up. It seemed falrly obvious that Kirk hadn't gone
anywhere in the general direction of the shuttle; even semi-
unrecognisable ag it was, 1f he had gone cleser to it, pregumably he
would have recognilsed i1it. MeCoy took the area to the right of the
shuttle, Spock went to its left, while Sulu took the direction
leading away from it.

It wasn't long before Sulu approached the gully. He paused at
itg edge, looking down at the fading leaves, the witharing flowers,
noticing as he did that they were less faded than thelr counterparts
on the hillside above. A break in the canopy caught hias eye;
something heauvy crashed through there racenély, he thought. But
aeven as he looked, a boulder fell loose from the side of the gully
about a hundred yards from him, and fell through the 'branches',
leaving a similar bresak. He half smiled, feeling annoyed with
himgelf for nearly jumping to a conclusion that was obviously
wyrong. He moved on, along the top of the gully.

Kirk regained consciousness with his head pounding
unmercifully. Hig arm, already sore, felt worse than aever, There
were several other achesg and pains he hadn't been aware of bafore,
ag wall. He lay for a few moments, eyes closed, enjoying the
relative coolness of his present position, but his anxiety about
Spock and Meloy - and to some extent Sulu - forced him to move. He
opened his eyes - and wag immedlately aware of a surge of panic. He
could see nothing clearly. He was completely unable to focus on
anything, and could sea only blurred shapes.

He tried to call ocut again, but his throat was too dry. He lay
81111 for a2 minute then, thinking. He remembered his fall, but he
had no idea of how far he had fallen; he muat, he thought, be lyiling
in a hollow of some kind. And he had to £find the otherg. He could
only hope they were all right; 1f they weren't, he couldn't possibly
help them now. But he had to find them...

He serambled to his feet and moved forward slowly, his hands
outgtretched, trying to £find his way. He stumbled over a root he
couldn't see, and fell heavily. He pushed himself upright, and
stumbled on, to bump into a 'tree trunk'. It felt rough and



38
unyielding, yet it seemed to move under hig hands.

He sprang instinctively backwards, afraid of the unknown,

unsure, even, of what 1t was, trying desperately to see. Wag he
going blind? Would he ever be able to see clearly again? If not,
there was an end to his career. An end to any career he might want
to pursue. How could he learn to cope with blindness?

e forced salf pity out of his mind and went on, only to bump
into another 'tree'. He began to grope hils way forward more alowly,
feeling carefully in front of himsaelf before he risked moving on,
but he couldn't protect himself from all the boulders that were too
low for him to feel. He tripped and fell again before he could put
out his hands to save himself. Thig time he lay for a while. It
would be so easy to walt here... to sleep... Perhaps when he woke
he would find that 1t had all been a nightmare, £ind that the
shuttle had never crashed...

He woke ta feel something gripping his wrist tightly - too
tightly to be a friendly grasp. Ha tried to apeak, to call out,
forgetting that his throat was too dry to articulate. Only & croak
cama from him, and the grip remained unalterad. When he triad to
pull away, he was held firmly. He felt with his free hand.
Something was wrapped round his wrilst. There was something sharp
pressing, and he realised that 1t would soon puncture the skin.
fomething else touched his upper arm where 1t wasg gashed, and he put
his free hand to that, wondering what it was.

T+ felt llke a plant tendril of some kindj it must be another
of them that grasped hils wrist. But why? Then with a shudder of
revulsion, he realised that the plant must want the 1ilguild of his
blood.

He tore at the twining tendril with all his strength, and was

barely strong enough to pull 1t away from him. Aware of a new
danger now, he gcrambled to hig feet. How many of thesge
blood-sucking plants were there? And... where there were
blood-~pucking plants, there must be animals... at what level of
avolution? Were the animals as bloodthirety - literally - as the
plants? Somehow he felt sure thet they wera. He staggered on.

Movement wag his only defence against the plante; yvaet he realised,
in fear, that he could easily stumble into the avid tentaclea of
one... or, as eapily, 1lnto the teeth ~ opr whatever sgserved as teeth -
of some animal.

Keep moving...

He fell again, and rolled over several times, coming to rest
with a thump that winded him, against a rock. .. he hoped it was a
rock.

He gasped for breath, sure that hlizs whooping attempts to
breathe would attract the attentlion of zome ereature. After what
seemed sn eternity, he managed to draw a deep breath. Ha tried to
push himself up again.

Something sticky was holding him down...
He pulled away in panic, and a sharp, tearing paln told him
that he had left zome skin behind. What was the 'rock' agailnet

which he had fallen?

His legs were beginning to ache now from the unaccustomed
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axartion, Gym exercises didn't keep the walking muscles in trim, no
matter how fit they kept you otherwiseae, he realised. Yet he dared
not rest. He might hear the approach of an animal - if animals here

in any way resembled those on the many worlds whieh he knew, which
he doubted, but he had no defence against the planta, except
movement.

He repeataed 1t over and over, like a litany. Move or die.
Move or die...

Spock stared bleakly at the desoclate landscape.

The vegetation had all gone now, witheraed from the 'trees'; the
sead pods were spllitting explosively, and the geeds bursting from
than battered the three men ag they seaarched. McCoy had a nasty
brulse where a seed, fired at random at very short range, had hit
his face; he was lucky it had missed his eye. The unpleasantnesa of
thelr surroundings and the discomfort caused by the lack of watear
and the sgseeds added to thelr fear for Klrk; and McCoy was baginning
to be uncomfortably aware that they were all, even Spock, getting
too sunburned. There was no longer any shelter to be had from the
relentless ultra-viclet,. Had they only known, Kirk, Iin the gully,
wag slightly better protected; but for them, there was no shelter,
axcept inside the shuttle, where the heat made 1t impogaible to go.
And none of them seriously thought about looking for shelter anyway,
with Kirk still misgsing.

Slowly, Spock rejoined the others, who had met a few minutes
previously.

"I do not think we are going to find the Captaidn untlil a rescue
shuttle arrives,'" he asaid, hils voice harsh from the drynens of his
throat. -

"Spock, you're not just glving up until then?" Mcloy croaked.
"It won't be here for hours yet."

"Not more than three point seven hours, less the time when we
were unconsgcious Iin the shuttle, Doctor," Spock replied. "But no,
we'll continue wilth the search, even though there are too few of us
to gearch the area thoroughly.®

"Mr. Spock," Sulu gemaped, "do you think we do have any chance
of finding the Captain?"

"There i1s always a2 chanca, Mr. Sulu... but I must admit, I am
not feeling too sanguline about it. The conditions are too inimical,
and he 18 already hurt."

He turned away, and began once moye to investigate the ground
between the wrecked shuttle and the gully.

When the Galileo arrived less than an hour later, gulded to
them by readings from the wreckage of the Columbus, Spock
immediately initliated an air search, backed up by a sensor search
from the Enterprise and a ground search by four of the crew of the
Galileo. Spock himself, McCoy and Sulu, a2ll very badly sunburned
and dehydrated, went in the shuttle.
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It was difficult to drink only a little as the shuttiecraft
took off, but Sulu was the only ohe seriocusly tempted - both Epock
and MecCoy knew the dangers of drinking too much too gquickly, anad
resolutely registed the urge.

The shuttle flew silently over tha ground they had searched so
laboriocusly, scannerg working and viewscreen oparating, but there
wag nothing. Nothing at all. It seemed that Kirk had vanished from
the face of the planet.

Sulu began thinking again, remembering what he had geen 1in the
gully so many hours before.

"Mr. Spock... This may he nothing, but... In the first
search, 1 looked down inte that gully over there. Scomething had
fallen through the 'traes'. I didn't think too much about i1it,

because I saw a boulder falling, and I thought it must have been
Just another boulder - after all, the Captalin isntt likely to have
walked ovaer the edge of a gully. But there ilsn’t any slgn anywherea
ael=ze. Could he be 1In the gulliy?"

Spock glanced at the pillot. "Fly over the gully, Mr.
Middleton. "

"You should have mentloned that before,™ MeCoy gsald aharply.

"Mr. Sulu ls correct,' Spock gaild Impeviurbably. “Thae Captain
1s unlikely to have walked over the adge of a clilff. But since he
iz quilte obviocusly nowhare elsge, we mugt consider L1t,"

The Gallleo flew up the length of the gully, turned and flew
back. .

"Something!" Middleton exclaimed. The agplash «of yellow that
showed on the viewscreen for a split second was gone agaln before
they c¢ould be gure they had smeen 1t.

"Take 1t as sgslowly as possible, Mr. Middleton,® Spoack ordered.
The Galilleo turned again.

This time they all saw it - a dot of yellow, moving slowly,
slowly, through the 'trecs' that were gaetting sparvser a3 the gully
alimbed higher up the hillside.

"Land as near as you can," Spock =zaild.
“ave, air."™

The ghuttle landed. Spock swung out, McCoy at his heels.
"3tay here, Mr. 8ulu," MaeCoy callad as he went.

The heat hit them like & furnace after the coolness inside the
ghuttle. The sun sucked from them the moisture they had obtained in
the Galileo - a sun that had hardly changed its poasition in the sy
during the hours they had spent on the planet.

The gully was much shallower here. Spock pausged at the edge of
it, and called, "Jimt"

The stumbling figure stopped, looking round. Spock scrambled
down, McCoy cleose behind him. They could see Kirk's lips moving,
but the Captain could only croak volcelessaly.
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Spock ecaught Kirk, asteadying him, and looked at MceCoy. "We
must risk beaming him up,” he gaid.

MeCoy nodded, Kirk was obviously in no condition to try
walking further, and it was imperative that they should all get out
of the sun as quiekly as possgsible.

"I will go back to the shuttle and send the Enterprise the
co~ordinatea to pilek up the Captain and yoursels," Spock gaid, He
lowered Kirk gently to a sitting position. MeCoy bent over him as
Spock turned to walk away.

There was a medical team standing by in the transporter room
whan Kirk and MeCoy beamed aboard, but MeCoy insisted on treating
the Captain himself, ignoring his own condition until he had done
80, He was barely satisfled that he had done all he could for his
semi-consclous senlor officer when Spock and Sulu arrived. He
turned to tend them, but Nurse Chapel interrupted, her voice
adamant.

"You need attention too, Doctor, If you see to yourself, I
will attend to Mr. Spock and Mpr. Suluy."

"I agree, Doctor," Spock said. "As the Captain ig
incapacitated, I am in command; and I order you to take remedial
actlon for your own condition."®

MceCoy glared at him, but he knew Spock wag right, The pain

from his sunburned skin was becoming almost unbearable. And he was
terribly thirsty..

with Spoek, Sulu and himself treated for sunbuen and
dehydration, McCoy turned his attention back to Kirk. The Captain
was beginning to stir; he opened his eyes, and looked avround.
Sudden panle showed in hisg face.

"Eagy, Jim," McCoy saild.

"Bones? Where are you?"

"Here, Jim." McCoy bent over him.

"Bones... I can't see... "

Spocek moved forward, and caught Kirk's blindly groeping hand.
"Easy, Captain.®

"Spock - are you all right? And Sulu2"

"Yen, Captain."™ Spock gave no gign that the fiercenegs of
Kirk's grasp on hig hand was giving him extreme pain as 1t praessed
the sunburned skin. Kirk himself was less burned becauge of the
s8light shelter the gully had afforded him.

"I can't gee, Spock,”™ Kirk repeated. "Everything's blurred."

"Doctor?" Spock asked.

MeCoy was already busy checking Kirk's eyes. Then he reached
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for a hypo and injected Kirk. The Captaln fought the drug for =a
moment, then hils eyes closed.

"I don't know, Spook. There's no indication of damage, apart
from that one bad brulse. It's posglibly Just the effect of
concugsion; given rest, his eyes should recover. I'11 put 2 bandage

over them for a couple of days, to rest them properly.™k

It was a long two days, but at last they pagsed.

"1I'11 take the bandages off glowly, Jim," McCoy said. He
nodded to Nurse Chapel, who dimmed the llghts; then he slowly
unwound the bhandages.

"Opan your eyes, Jim. Slowly.™

Kirk obeyed. He blinked. The silence seemed to drag on for a
long time.

"Iim?"

Kirk looked straight at him, and smiled. "What have you been
doing to your face, Bones? And you, Bpock?"

MceCoy chuckled. "*Your own isn't much better, Jim, Sunburn."

Kirk grinned. "I wouldn't have thought sunburn was an
cccupational hazard for a Starfleet officer." He sat up and
stretched. "When can I get back on duty, Bonag?"
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REVERIE

by

Valerle Piliacentini

Across the moonlit garden a soft breeze brought the mugic
faintly to the ears of a man who wandered alene by the river bank.
The reception seemed endlessg, hot and stuffy as mueh affairs usually
ware, and he had taken the opportunity to escape in searech of a
breath of cool air. He was bone-weary. He had smiled, made
palite, meaningless conversation until his head ached - he felt like
some mechanieal doll going through its set routine, but the spring
had run down, he needed a regpite.

He had arrived hours ago, full of hopeful anticipation, to
greet old friends, distinguished colleagues, but time passed and the
one face he watched for so eagerly did not appear. Nothing definite
had been sald, he reminded himself, but he had hopad...

Coming at last on a seat thoughtfully placed at the water's
edge he sank down thankfully, enjoying the breeze on his face, the
faint, haunting scent of the garden. Leaning back he studied
brilliant stars with pleasure, the familiar constellations of home,
of Earth. He could scarcely remembher when he had last smeen thoge
stars - the night skiles of Vulcan, of Capella, of Rigel, wepre more
familiar to him than thoge of home.

Behind him the music swelled louder for a moment, and he
frowned, remembering the reagon for his presence here now. He had
reached mandatory retirement age, and thilie reception wasg in his
honour, Starfleet's farewell to its Commanding Admiral, James T.
Kirk.

How far he had come since the day he had Pirst stepped onto the
bridge of the Enterprise, a fresh-faced, enthuslastic, dedicated
yaoung Captain. Above all, how young - the youngest Captain ever
appointed, he had been then.

Now he was old, and tired, and alone, Somehow there had never
been time for all those things other men found so esgentiml in 1ife
- home, a wife, children. The years had flown by sc gquickly, there
wasg always tomorrow, next year... but the unheeded years in their
pagging had stolen the apring from hisg step, the sparkle from his
eyes; had spirited away a2ll his tomorrows, until all that wag left
was his career - a career that now too was ending, leaving him
with... with what, exactly?

A caseful of medals he never wora, a family at second hand -
for Sam's boy had married - a reputation held in high honour
throughout the Federation and beyond. And memoriesg. Yeg, he still
had those, some tender, some bitter, others he could not hear to
recall. Facag. S0 many faceas,. Frienda, loversg, enemies, mogt gone
now, leost to the past, or to death.

Bones, Scotty... they at least had lived theilr lives *to the
full, were enjoying theldr retirement; but Sulu - gentle, laughing
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Sulu, who hmd become, long after Kirk's departure, the Captain of the
Enterprise - had died with his ship, blown apart in the last desperate
battle with the Romulans.

Chekov, the incurable romantle, had in his turn achieved
Captaincy, as had Uhura. She wag here tonight, but Chekov had years
ago headed an exploratory mission beyond the galactie barrier -
there had been no word since.

Kirk sighed; how long ago 1t all seaemed now.

Wings fanned his face as a night bird, deceived by his
stiliness, swept pagt his head and out ovar the river.

Strange, how he had always been fond of water. *A beach to
walk on'... he had said that long ago; he could have it now, he
supprosaed, but where?

Where 1in all this wilde grlaxy he had once roamed so freely was
8 home for an aglng career offlcer? Sometimes he wondered whather
the extended Human lifespan was really a blessing. A century ago he
would have been old, finished, waiting only for the glow decline
into senility and death; now years of life stretched ahead of him,
years which were theoretically a reward for his long and
digtinguished gservice.

By any standards he wasgs & wealthy man. He could go where he
choge, do as he wished for all the time that was left to him; but he
could think of nothing that moved him to enthusiasm. He supposed,
with distaste, that he would eventually settle somewhere, would turn
into one of those pathetic figures he had always piltied and
dasplsed, a retired Starman, boring on endlessly with repeated tales
no-one wanted to hear. He had learned tolerance gsince then...

It would have been better, he thought bitterly, 1if he had died
on one of those long-ago misgions, died grandly, extravagantly in
the saervice he had loved, leaving at least a legend of the hercic
Captain he had been.

Heroica! He chuckled grimly, remembering the reputation he had
had in those days. If only they had known, all those wilide-eyed,
admiring crew, how scared, how frankly terrified he had bean! Had

they all been the same, those captaing whose names came back to him
now, April, Garrovieck, Pike? Had even Kor, Koloth, known the bitter
tagte of fear? He would never know, for they too were gone hnow.

Brave enemies, those Kllngons had been; a man could respect

such a foe. Their successcors still tested Federation strength from
time to time, probiling, walting for a chance... But the Organian
Peace Treaty held secure. He wondered i1if somewhaere a young Captain

matcechad wits with his Klingon counterpart as he had once done.

Yeg, he had his memories, more than most men. He had loved -
and had been loved. Yet the strongest mamorilies were, curiously, the
eariiest, from the cld Enterprise days.

Edith - she had been the most important to him, yet his own
decislon had condemnad her.
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Miramanee - after all thig time pain still cut deeply. An
enchanted idyll, dcomed from the beginning, for it had been founded
on a drean. She had loved her god Kirok, knowing nothing of Kirk,
the Human, fallible man. She had carried his child, a child who
died unborn, and there had never been another, for radiation
axposure had made him sterile moon afterwards.

Ruth, earlliest of all hig loves - he had never seen her agailn,
excapt when his imagination had conjured her image on the shore
leave planet...

An endless procasaion of nameless faces and bodles, enjoyed for
a time, qulekly forgotten when the stars beckonad him away.

He had been so headstrong, sc impetuous Iin these days, always
eager for change, for a new challenge; now remainad only the mosat
difficult challenge of all, learning to accept that he was useless,
unwanted.

Tomorrow another would take hig place. He remembered his own
youthful, contemptuous dismissal of aging, desk-bound officlials, and
looked back wilith wry understanding at that insengitive young cub.
You'ld never haove understood, Jim RKirk, but experience teaches. ..
marny things. He had grown cautiouz, diplomatic, and acguired
patience... and perhaps a little wisdom over the ygears.

He had served to the best of his abllility, glving his life to
Starfleet, and there had been rewards, the knowledge of a job well
done, the respect he had earned. Yat at the end of 1t all he faced
the bitter knowledge that nowhere in thiles galaxy was he neadad;
there wasg no-one for whom he came first.

In the raeception room behind him men and women had gathered to
do him honour on hilis retirement, but tomorrow they would turn again
to their busy lives, while he would go on into a suddenly bleak
future. No responsibility, no decisions to be made - the years
gtretchaed ahead of him, empty and without purpose.

wWhere did the years go? he wondered. Age had been kind, had
touchad him lightly. The mirrar showed lines around hisg eyes and
mouth, his hair turned to silver, but deep within himself he felt
saarcely older than that young Captailn who had stepped, trying to
hide his nervousness, onto the bridge of the Enterprige.

He could remember that day @0 clearly, the sudden realisatlon
that he, James Kirk, was now regponaible for thie tremendous ship,
angwerable for the llives of her cerew. BReneath hils mask of c¢calm he
had trembled with apprehension at that responsibility, had felt his
aonfidence waver...

... And then he had looked up to meet dark eyes that saw
through hig pretence, saw and understood hiz doubt ~ and denied 1t.
The confidence and compassion in those eyes had strengthened him,
and he had responded to thelr encouragement.

Vulecansg, he had been told, were proud, regserved, dld not make
friends; he only knew that in fthis Vulcan he had found the other
half of himself, with Spock at hils side he had been able to face
anything.

As though in response to the thought of that name a famlliar,
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warm presence touched his mind, and he turned with calm certainty to
awalt the man he knew was approaching unseen through the darkness asg
clouds veiled the moon.

"Ipock!?” he exclaimed in Joyful welcome, and his outstretched
handg were enfolded in warm, strong fingers.

"3im, you are cold,"™ came the reproachful reply. "You should
not be out here - come back lnglde. ™
"Tn a minute. T want to talk to you f£lrgt.™

Spock sighed, and Joined Kirk on the bench. For a2 time the two
sat in silence, then the Vulcan stirred.

"T am sorry I was delayed," he smaid quietly. "The formalities
of my resignation took longer than I had expected - but from
tomorrow I am as free ag you."

"T gtill can't believe 1it," Kirk confessed. "When you didn't
come I thought... I thought you'd changed your mindg. After all, you
have many more years of service left - why glve them up for me?"

"Becauge I promised. And becauge I wish 1it," Spock repliled.

Kirk's mind flashed back through the years to the day he had
recelived his promotlion to Commodore's rank.

"Come with me?" he had asked lightly, but his eyes had pleaded.

"] will always come," Spock had answersed,.

And he had.

Fven the %radition-bound High Command had recognised the worth
of that team, and had ensured that wherever Kirk was sent, Spock
followed. Captain and Commander they had been when they met as
young men; Commanding Admiral and Chilef of Starfleet Operations they
were now: but the unique friendship that had begun long ago on the

bridge of the Enterprise stilll held, strong and true.

Over the years each had become extremely sensitlve to what the
other was thinking. Now Spock gaid quilietly,

“"What's wrong, Jim?"

"Nothing. T was just remembering; and wondering... what we'll
do now."

The Vulcan met his eyes gravely. "We will do as we have
planned for go long," he anawerad. It seemed to Kirk that there was

a note of hesitant joy in his voice.

"There was never time enough for ocurselves, to do what we
wanted. Now wa can g0 back at last, revisit all those places we
longed to explore..." His tone deepenaed with understanding. "You
have been brooding, have you not, Jim?% I know you so well... You
have been depressed because you think the worthwhile years are
over., They are not. How often have we gaid, 'One day...'7 Our day
hag come at last, and I confesa I have awalted it eagerly. But
perhaps I wag wrong? Perhaps 1t has not been go for wyou?"

Kirk's eyesg dropped before that suddenly troubled gaze. "
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feel ashamed," he murmured softly. "You're right, I've been aitting
herae faeeling sorry for myself, wanting my youth over again... I
really don't know why. They ware good years, but they are over.

"Spock, do you remember Edith, her reply when I asked her where
she thought wa belonged? She looked at you and sald, 'At hils sgide,
ag 1f you'tve always been there, always wlill be.’ She was right.
You've been a part of everything worthwhile I've ever done, and it
won't end here. I owe you a lot."

“and I to you, Jim. You taught me long ago to value my Human
bload. I would not, 1if I could, become agaln the confusgsed, so-rigid
Vulean I was when we met at first, always trying to hide the
feaelings I would not admit but could not deny. I tried so hard...
but you won in the end, and I have never ceaszsed to be gréteful for
it.m

Impulsively Klrk reached out and hugged his friend. He grinned
broadly, all the 0ld milischief dancing in his eyes.

"And I thought I was going to finisgh up an antigquated wreck!
There's no chance of that, with you around. We learned how to serve
-~ now we're going to learn how to enjoy ourselves. Come on, Admiral
~ wa'd better get back to the reception. It won't look good if the
guest of honour is missing for too long."

Moonlight broke through the clouds, drenching the garden in
slilver 1lilght, erasing the years from Spock's face so that Kirk saw
ffor a moment the young man he had met 80 many years ago; only now
the Vulean's lips curved in a smile that desperately-striving man
would never have revealed. They had both learned much over the
yvears, and with gladness Kirk welcomed the years stilill to come, for
the friendship which had ripened so gently had come at lasgt to
fulfilment.

Perhaps, after all, the best wag yet to come.

Side by side, as they had always walked, thay turned back
towards the distant musie. The laughter 1in Kirk's veolcee echoed back
along the path asa he asaid,

"You know, Spock -~ you never d4did get around to teaching me that

naeck pinch.™

¥First Printed, CAPTAIN'S LOG 1 1977%
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The colony on Delta Bootle IIT was well established. In £ifty
years, it had grown from a small cluster of huts to a world of
gseveral milllon inhabitants, spread widely over one of the planet's
three continents.

Right from the start, the settlers had belleved in the
importance of conservation, of living with the environment rather
than altering it to f£it what they felt was a false sgset of values.
They had succeaded so well that not only was there a walting list of

would-be immigrants from many other worlde - not all of them Human,
aelither - the planet was a popular tourist attraction for those
wealthy Federation members who bellieved in hunting solely by
camera. The number of tours offered in any one year was strictly

limited; the inhabitants had no wish to see the very wild life that
brought the tourists disturbed to the point of changing their
habits.

The other two continents were still undeveloped, although
congideration was belng given to opening them. There was no problem
with rerard to one of these continents, and a planetary survey team
was already there, studying lts ecology ~ different from that of the
aettled continent - with a view to opening 1t up.

The third continent, however, was different.

Senpor readings, both at the time of the original survey and
subsequently, showed indications of intelligent life forms. Yet
no-one had been able to pinpeint any creature on that continent that
showed any sign of having that intelligence. Finrlly, in an attempt
to trace which of the creatures was sentient, the planetary
authorities requested the agslstance of a Starship, with its
conglderable facilltles.

Starfleet knew that if they could come up with no positive
angwer, the colonists would leave the continent undeveloped rather
than interfere; the Federatlion, bound by ites own lawsg, would not
force the issuae — could not - yet they wanted that continent
developed, for, developed, it would provide a taxable income. The
nearest Starship was theraefore assglgned to the search, to remain at
the disposal of the Bootean authorities until a positive answer was
found.

Captailn Jamas Kirk regarded his orders with a degree of
uncertainty. Certainly this made a change from the normal run of
missiong and 1t would be almogt as good as shore leave for the crew,
but it did seem to be such a waste of a Starship. If =211 the

surveys that had been carried out - and the records showed them to
have been plentiful - had discovered nothing, he suspected that
thare was nothing to discover. It muzst be pome chance reading,

perhaps a freak amalgam of two or three unrelated ones.
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He voilced thisg opinlon to no-one, however, not even to his
Sclience Officer or Chief Medical Officer; Spock might admit the
posgibility, then preduce several logical reasong why 1t was
imposagible; McCoy would certainly regard such a freak chance asg
completely impossihle and Kirk didn't really feel like trying to
support what even he felt was a moast unlikely contingency...

It was indead a beautiful continent. The climate was warm
tempaerate grading into subtropical, and in some ways would have been
a better zone for the initial settlement than the mild temperate
continent they had used... had it not been for those elusive
sentient readings.

The whole continent was wooded. Wooded roather than Fforested,
Kirk decided; there were large open spaces where bushes grew, but
naver too thickly; the +trees stood far snough apart for plenty of
sunshine to reach the ground. Soft mosg-llke grags grew there,
gtarred with the bright reds and purples of a myriad flowers - no
goft pastal shades here, but brilliant vivid shades that caught the
ayea. A stream ran cloge by the landing site, a chuckling, gurgling
fairy-like stream that danced over stones, rippled in the shadows
and sent little veiles of sparkling water over tiny waterfalls. Tall
flowering plants edged the shallows, deep orange-yellow petals
moving gently in the almost non-existent breeze. Ingects droned
gleepily by, prausing to visit the flowers then moving on. There wasg
a serenlty here that made Kirk realisme fully just why the settlers
werae so ecology-minded. It would need very little encouragement for
him to sit down for a while and gimply lZive - relax, do nothing
except absorb the peace and beauty of the place. It was with an
effort that he forced himself to remember theilr misgion.

The landing party split up into three, Spock headed one group,
MaCoy, whe frequently doubled as a bilclogilist, took onea, and Kirk
took the third. Not that he had any particular idea what they might
be laooking for - Spock's genior asgilistant, Lt. Carstalrs, was 1in his
party to provide the technical knowledge -~ but it gave him the
illusion that he was dolng something useful. M-5'a brutally honest
comment that he was non-essgsentisal personnel on a survey had stung
more than he had ever admitted, even to himself.

These are single intelligences gimilar bo the ones we have =seen
in the cold lands over the lagt FfFifty gale-times. They work well 2n
their Individual solitude.

Is single intelligence truly viable, however? Should one die,
hig knowledge could be lost to his group... Do they understand how
to work in symbiosis? We should test this...

There are three queeng - 1t gseems, an older and two younger.
Without true symbilosis, the young queens would seek Lo destroy the
old one.

This must be tested...

Everything wag sgo guiet and peaceful that Kirk declded to keep
the landing party on the planet that night. Camplng equipment wasa
sent down to them, and it was with almost a holiday atmosphere that
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the group of sclentists organised themselves.

Daylight lasted long here, on a world whose revolutlon waa
rather longer than Earth's, and 1t wasg stlll full light after they
had eaten. Kirk, who had decreed that the day's work was nost
definitely done - no-one wasg to go gathering any more data, daylight
or not - looked round.

"Anyone fancy a walk?"

"Sure, I'11l come,"™ McCoy accepted. Kirk glanced over at higs
Firat Officer.

"Spock?™

Reluctantly, the Vulcan shook his head. "It would be most
pleasant, Captain, but I musgt finish complling this data, otherwise
the gstockpile tomorrow would be most inconvenient.™

"lLet Carstalrs do i1t," Kirk suggested.

The Human scientist nodded. ¥I1'11 be happy to, 1f you want to
go, Mr. Spoek.Y

Spock looked rather tempted. "We can do it together, Mr.
Carstalrs - Captain, when we finisgh, T will walk out to meet you, if
you have not returned."

Kirk sighed. "ALl right, Mr. Spock." Inwardly, he felt a
degree of disgappolntment. He enjoyed MeCoy's company, of course -
but 1t would have been plessant having Spock along as well.

They set off through the trees, not hurrying. It was veary
pleagant, just strelling along aimlegsly, listening to the wind
whispering through the branches and the faint droning of insect
wings. Somewhere not far off, water chuckled over stones. Neither
falt any great urge to talk; the sense of peace made even the voice
of a friend an unnecessary noise.

The sound of falling water intensified, drawing them to a2 small
but infinitely begautiful pool. The tall yellow flowers grew thickly
raound the banks; deep red waterlilies floated on the sgurface. F.3
trickle of water laced over the rock face down which the little
gtream fell into the pool.

The rock face atretched for some way to right and left of the
pool: small clumps of flowers clung to tiny ledges, making a rock
garden to delight any flower-lover. Rocks, fallen from above some
time in the long distant past, lay a2ll along the foot of the low
cliff; and A dark hale showed behind one.

Curlioug, the men crossed to 1t, Ingilde, moss grew thilckly,
gshining brightly encugh to illuminate the cave. Here and there
flowers glowed, more vivid than the surrounding moss,

"Sulu shotld be hereae!" MaeCoy commented.

Kirk grinned. "Let's have a look insgilide.™

"Okay, but shouldn't we lat someone know where we're golng?"

"It doesn't look as if 1t goes very deep,!" Kirk replied.
"Tt'1l only take a couple of minutes." He moved into the cave.
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Meloy hegltated for a momaent, the shrugged and followed, Jim'a
right; this won't take long.

The cave wasg deeper than it loaked, but they went on, lured by
the changing shades of the lumincus flowers. From deep rads they
had muted to pinks; subtle tints of yellow and orange began to
appear, edging the pink petals.

Insects lived here too: less luminous than the planta, they
flew around, dancing sparks of living fire. It was like a
never-ceasing filreworks display. Half hypnotised by the moving
lighta, they watched the kaleldoscope patterns that led them deepan
and deeper.

The dream ended suddenly asz the ground wvanished abruptly from
under their feet. Equally abruptly, the shining insects
dlisappeared. The men crashed down, to hit the ground with stunning
force,

Spock and Carstalrs finished compiling the gathered Information
falrly quickly, and Spock then succumbed to temptation and left his
aggalistant to send the accumulated dats to the Enterprige while he
set off after Kirk and McCoy. He moved brigkly, intent on joining
them ag quickly as poasible, abaporbing some of the besauty arocund him
but far the moment more anxious to join his friends than to
appreciate hls surroundings - not that he would ever have admiltted
that,

It wag beginning to get dark now, and he began to experilence
some slight concern. He should have met them by now - aven i¢ they
had moved away from the direct line they were following, the trees

ware not go dense that he would fall to see them. He reached the
pool, and gtopped.

They would not have gone beyond thias; the eliff, low as 1t wasg,
Provided a barrier that Kirk might attempt but the more gedentary
McCoy certalnly would nat. He must have migsed them.

Disappointed, Spock pulled cut his communicator. "Spock to
Kirk." There was no answer, "Spock to McCoy." Silence. "Spoack to
Cargtalirg.m

"Cargtairs here."

"Have the Captain and Dr. MaCoy returnedf"

"No, Mp. Spock."

Spock bit his lip anxiously. "Thank you, Mr. Carstalrs."

1
MeCoy swam out of darkness into an aching awareresgs of higm

surroundlngs. Paln sgtabbed 1n his left ankle; hils eyesz were apen,
and he could mee nothing.

"rdme*
There was no answer.

MeCoy peered round, eyes sgtralining, hig mind refuging to admit



52

the pogsgibility that he might have been bliinded. He was rewarded by
geeing the glow of light above hiz head, but it barely brightensd
the darkneas where he lay. Ag he walted for his eyes to adjust, he
probaed gently at his ankle. It wasn't broken, he decided, but it
was caertainly badly twisted. He could walk if he had to, althaough
1t was not advisable - and he might yet have to, to get help for
Jim.

At last he found that he could make out something of his
gurroundings... barely. A dark shape lay near him in a crumpled
heap. Ha crawled over and checked his Captaln as best he could.

There seemed to be no serilous injury, but until Kirk regained
congscliousness and could tell him what hurt, he could not be gure.

Spock stared round the darkening terrain. Where were they?
They couldn't have gone further than this...

Movement caught hils eye; a dancing spark of light, then another
and anothar, emerging from the cliff. And there was a falnt glow
coming from 1t...

He moved forward, stopped at the cave entrance, Could they
have gone in here? Quite likely; and it would be typical of Human
thoughtlessness to have done so without letting anyone know. Spock

opened his communicator agailn.
"Spock to Carstalrs.™

Only crackling static answered him. An eyebrow lifted
consideringly; it was a bare ten minutes since he had spoken to his
asslstant. What was causing the static?

No matter. It should not take long to check the cave, and he
could easlly find his way back to the camp thereafter: a nearly full
moon wag beginning to gleam and would certalnly be bright enough to
light his way,.

Spaock went into the cave. Just inside, he noticed that the
moss on the fleoor was not all glowing; showing dark against the
surprigingly bright glow were two mets of footprints.

They had come In here, then ~ and they were still here. He set
off briskly.

He had only gone a few paces when he became aware of the
insacts gathering around him. There wag a sharp, stabbing pain on
the back of his hand, and he reallsed that he had been stung. It
wasg only the first of many stings. Light insgect feet moved over his
axpoaad skin, tilckling infuriatingly. He brushed them off his face,
kKnowing that he was killing many but unable to tolerate the asteady
irritation. There seemed to be several different gpecies of insect,
too; Spock suspected that 1n addltion to being stung he was being
bitten, although the bites were painless.

Fire was spreading through his body from the repeated stings.
For a moment he debated retreating, then he reallised that he could
not; Kirk and McCoy were here, the footprints were only going one
way. Perhaps they had been driven deeper into the cave by the
attacking insects, perhapeg the insects were nocturnal snd his
friends had been trapped deep in the cave by them - no-cne, given a
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cholce, would run this gauntlet. But most llkely they were lyilng in
here, polsonad by the stinga of the sangry insects. He had to find
theaem!

Ahead of him was darkness; he paused, eyes gstralning.. The
insects had withdrawn as he veached the dark sectilon, but the fact

barely reglstered.

"Captaln! Doctort®

"Spockt" MaeCoy's volce. What of Jim? Spock started forward,
to be stoppad again ag MaCoy went on, "Be caraeful - we fall aver a

drop. I don't think we fell terribly far, but it wag unexpectad.™

"Are you hurt? The Captaline’

"Jim's uncongcious. I've hurt an ankle.™

"What about the Insecta? Were you stung at alle™

“No. The Inmects didn't bother us.®

Spock felt hias way forward wilth great care. He found the edge
of the drop; sat on 1it, then let himself go. He hit the ground
almogt at once, and reallsed that the hole wag only seven or eilght
faeat deeap.

"Doctor?™

"Hera. ™

Spock groped hig way over to McecCoy.

"You shouldn't have come down here, Spock - you don't know 1
you can get out again. You: should have gone back for a rope.®
"No, Doctor. That would have taken too long." How much longer

could he fight the agony iIn his body, the growing weaknessgs that made
him want to do nothing more than lle down and rest? If one of them
had been able to walk 1t would have been eassler; as it was, he would

have to carry them, which would mean two trips... he would have to
expose himgelf to the insectg three more times. Spock wonderaed if
hae cculd, and gathered resgolution about him firmly. He could,

because he must.

Which one to take oub Ffirgt? he wondersad. Every instinct bade
him take Kirk, get Kirk to gsafety; but Mcloy wes the doctor. It
would be more logicecal to get MeCoy to safety - then even if he
collapsaed while getting Kirk, when the rest of the landing party got
them out, McCoy would be there to tend them. Carstalrg would come
and look for them - eventually.

His declgion made, Spock acted on it Ilmmedisately. "T will
carry you out, Doctor, tThen come back for the Captain. When you are
outgide, you can asttempt to make contact wlth the ship and arrange
for the medleal department to be preparaed ta trest us. Zhould I
take the Captaln first, time would bhe wasted, sgince he ig not
congclous to make such a8 call.”

McCoy grunted. "How are you planning to get us up that drop?"

"T will take you on my bhaack, Dactor," Spock replied as if
amazed at McCoy'a stupldity. "Please refrain from clutching at my
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neck. ™

MceCoy climbed onto Spock'a back and clung desperately as the
Vulcan began the gfcramble up the rock face to the main cave. It was
much easler than Spock had fsared it might be, and he realised with
raelief that it would not be too dlifficult to repeat the climb
carrying Jim over his shoulder. Excaept... McCoy seemed much heaviern
- than a Human normally did.

At the top, Spock wrapped hils arms around McCoy's lega to
support him, and set off, resolutely keeping hils mind from his
growling weakneaesdg. His head wag beginnlng to throb now, every step
Jarring 1%.

They were naar the mouth of the cave before Spock noticed that
the insects had not sttacked agsin. He put the fazct to the back of
his mind to econsider later, and stumbled on, out into the open ailr.

MaCoy aslid off Spock's back. In the now brilliant mooniight he
glimpased the marks on Spock's swollen face, but before he could
gpeak, Spock had vanizshed back into the vave.

Carrying McCoy had drained the Vulcan more than he would have
consldered possible, but he pefused to acknowledge his weakness as
he gstumbled back along the paggage. Fvery step intensiflied the
throbbing ache in hils head and gent fresh streams of fire burning
through hia limbs; and the insects ware attacking him again. Were
they simply trying to drive an ilntruder away from thelr territony,
letting him leave Preely becsuse he was retreatlng?

He wasg almost grateful for the pain, however, for it helped him
to flght the growlng drowslness that urged him to lie down and
sleep. He couldn't sleep: he had to get bhack to Jim...

He saw the darkness ahead just in time to gtop himself from
falling, and dropped into the hole, landing with a soft thump.

"Who's that?" The volcee, whilile not as decinlve ag usual, wag
reasonably strong.

"Iim." Relleved though he was, Spock was now physlecally unable
to utter more than a gagpling axclamation. He found himself unable
toc straighten from the crouching position in which he had landed, so

he crawled forward towards Kirk'™s volce. He touched warmth, =and
stopped.

"Ipock.™ A hand pressed hils shoulder. Then, more briskly, "I
can't find Mcloy.®

"He'a cutside,? Spock gasped. "T... got him out and came back
for you.?

"What's wrong with you?" This exhausted volce was unlilke
Spock.

"Ap T came through the cave... I wag badly stung hy the
insectsa. The poison... 13 weskening me."

NSpocki®
"What... of you, Captaln?®

"I'm fine." Kirk shrugged the guestion off as ilrrelevant,
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although he spoka genitly. YA Bilt sore, but nothing to worry about,
Now — how do we gat out of bereth

Spoack concentrated for a moment on controelling his physical
condition. "We ocan ¢limb out of here, Captaln;: you have to feel
your way, bhut 1t 1g not too difficult.?

"Lead on. ™

By the time Spock reached the top of the short olimb, he was
wondering how he could complete the walk to the cave antrance.
Deasplte hig weaknes=s, howaver, he turned to halp Klrk over the adge.

In the light from the lumincus moss, dim though it was, Kirk
saw Spock’s swollaen face clearly enough to be hovrified. He hadn’t
realised how bad Spock's *'badly stung’ had been: although he knew
now that he gshould have done -~ Spoeck invariably wminimlised bodily
digecomfort.

Ag they stood, the Vulcan sgwayed; Kirk caught him to steady
him, and he leaned weskly agalnst hls Captain.

"Put your arm round me,"” Kirk told him. He slipped hig own arm
raound Spock's walst to support him.

Ag they gstarted off down the passage, he knew that he wag
gupporting fully half of Spock'a welght - a burden he wag more than
willing to bear, and that slowly bhecame greater ams even Spock's
determlination could drive his failing strength no furthae.

About half way through the cave, Kirk stopped. "iet's rest for
a minute."

They sank down, to lean againgt the cave wall. Wearily, Spock
allowed his aching head to sag against Kirk's shoulder. The Human
held him comfortingly, unsure whether the tremors that shivered
rhythmically through Spoeck's body were caused by paln or by cold;
probably a little of hoth, he dscided.

After a few minutes, Kirk felt regsted enough to go on. "Come
an, Spock,™ he urged. "Hot far naw."

Spock tried to stand, hut falled. desplte Kirk's help. Anxlety
lent the Human strength; he Lifted Spock and hegan to carry him.
The Vulean made no protest; he gimply allowed hisg head to droop
agalngt Kirk's shoulder once more.

An iInferesting experiment; individual intelligences can indeed
worlk 1in symbiocsig, albthough bthe importance atftached Eo one
individual, even a queen, out of =o many individuals, seems
unnecassary unless that one iz the recepbtacle for some 4item of
knowledge none of the others possesses.

The legser quesns show great regard for the old one and for
each other; this 1is pood.

That she clso considers her gsuccegssorsz 1 egqually good. We
will not discourage these intelligences... it will give us a better
chance to woetch/fudge thaem Z21Ff they come here than i we had to
continue depending on the chance of one of our individuacle being
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swept bto the cold land during the gale-~time.

Kirk fidgeted restlessly as he walted for Mcecloy's verdlct on
the uncongscliousg Spock. Even to his inexpert eye the readings on the
diagnostic panel looked uncomfortably low, and he fretted at his own
helplegsness.

He swung round as Mcloy limped in, and his heart sank at the
hopeless exprezsion on the Daoctor's face.

"I dan't know 1f I can do anythlng more," Mcloy sald

unhappily. “"Ams far as I can make cut, he was bhilitten as well as
stung, and the two irritents have combined in his bloocd to poilson
him. Any of ug, I c¢could have done a full transfusion, but we Just

don't carry enough Vulcan T-Negative blood,. I've given him
injectiong that szhould counteract most known insect bites and
stings, but he's not regponding.®

"All the exertion would poison him quicker, too," Kirk saild

dully. "Carvrying yvou out, then coming back for me... "

"I know." McCoy checked the readings and made no comment. It
added to Kirk's depression ~ no news, in this case, had to be bad
news.

"What I don't understand,"™ MaecCoy went on, "is why we waren't

stung at all."

"I know,"™ Kirk =zaid. "What's more, there weren't any insects
buzzing abhout bothering him while he wag with me."

"Or with me," McCoy agreed. "It doesn't make gensge. Jim, you
should go and.rest -~ I'11l call you 1if - *®

“"No, Bonag, I want to atay. Then I'11 be hers if... 1if... "

Several hours dragged past. The readings slowly dropped lower
and lower, and McCoy gave the faillling Vulcan another sgshot.
Eventually, the Doctor got up.

"They'd have lat me know from the lab if they'd come up with
anything," he gaid, "but I think I'll go and see how they're getting
on." He limped out.

Kirk leaned over his unconscious First Officer, listening to
the laboured breathing, willing Speock teo go on breathiling. Hea

reached out and took Spock's face between hia hands.

"You can't die, Spock," he whispered. "You can't. The ghip
neaeds you... I need you... Spock... "

Almost ag if he had heard, Spock opened hils eyes.
"Jim." It wap the baraest thread of gound.
Somehow Kirk managed to smile. "Spoek... " Then, briskly, "If

yvou don't hurry up and get better, Spock, I'll never speak to you
again."
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A touch of amusaemsnt shone deap in the dark syes. "If I don't
get better, Captain, I doubt that I'11 be in a voagition... ever te
gpeak to you agaln.¥ His eyeg closged once mare.

"Jpock!!

There was no reply. Kirk looked up at the panel, but the
readings seemed unalitered. Spock had sllipped back into
uncongclougnegss.

Meloy leooked no more cheerful when he returned.

"He came round for a mlinute, then pasged ocut agaln,? Kirk said
tengsely.

MaCoy checked the readings then bent over the unconsclous
figure. "He's gone Into trance."

"You're gure?"” Hope stirred irrvepregsibly.

"Who's the doctor here? Qf course I'm sure! Those crazy
Vulecan readings, though... "

Kirk found himself grinnlng; the difference in MecCoy's attiltude
waa eloguent. Then the Doctor looked at him.

"Call me when he comes round,” he said gruffly, end disgappearaed
inte hia office.

Kirk paused at hils Firat Officer's cabin door and pressed the
hurzer.

"Come. "

Spock was sitting back, hig chalr pushed away from his desk,
ffingering hig lyrette. He put 1t salide as Kirk entered. YWeag,
Captaline”

"How are you faeling nows”

"A little tired still.? Spock would admit that much to James
Kirk, but tao no-one else.

"Spock... " Kirk hesitated. H"Spoeck, I know thal betwaen you
and me, thanks seem a little unnecessary," he sald quietly. "But
all the same, 1T want to thank pou... for coming back for me.™

"It seemed the logleal thing to do, Captain."™ Spock was sillent
for & moment,. "Yet 1t 18 I who should thank you, Jim - for bringing

me out."

Kirk's lips twitched. "Waell, Spock... 1t d4id seem to be the
logical thing to do.?

Spock's eyes gleamed in regponge. "Loglcal? Perhaps... but I
knaow that that wag your last consideration.™

"And we both know... that it was your last ceonasideration, tac.”

Spock gsighed, but he did not deny it.
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Seeking to bring matters to a more mundane level before his
friend became too embarrassed, Kirk glanced at the chess board.

"Do you feel up to a game of cheag?®

Without replying, Spock reached over and pulled the cheas board
into pogsition.

*Filrat printed, CAPTAIN'S LOG 6%




by

Shelila Clark

"Report, Mr. Spock.?

Y"The planet doas not exactly fit any standard clasgification,
Captaln,” Spock replied slowly. "Conglderling its large mass, 1its
gravity appears to be little more than standard - approximately
1.1424875%1 of Terran norm. In compoagliion it appears to be mldway
between the denalty of a gas gilient and that of a small, scolidified
world. The atmosphere lg basleally oxygens/nitrogen wlth an
unugually high proportion of free nitrogen - not sufficient to
render the atmosphere explosive, but higher than ohe would normally
expact, The upper layers are composed of pure oxygen. Alr pressure
a2t ground level i1g unususily high also, but the surface 1lg extremely
uneven, and 1ln fact the mountain ranges reach an altitude that
brings thelr upper slopesz into the more tenucus oxygen layers,

There 1s extensive plant and animal 1life, including saplent
readings, despilite the fact that I can detect no surface water."

"How can life exist without water?" Kirk asked blankly.

"Cartaln species of desert animals..." Spock began.

"Spockt"”

The Vulean subsided cbhediently, mentally shaking his head. He
wonld never understand the Human passlon for asking questionsa to

whiech they did not desire the answers.

"Can you pinpoint a settlement of these intelligent belngse?"
Kirk continued.

Strangely, the Vulcan, studying the sensor screen intently, was
in no hurry to reply.

"Spocke®

The silence dragged on a few moments longer. Had Spock beean
Humen Kirk would have thought he was being deliberately hesitant
hecause of the reprimand, mild though it had been; but that would
have bheen petty, and Spock was never that,

"No, Captaln.'™

Kirk had been so keyed up for a met of coordlnates that it took
him a moment to remember Jjust what his lasst question had been.

*Not at a2ll?" he ssked.

Spock pausaed for a spllt second to wonder if this question was
rhetorical, and decided that 1t was not.

"The gaplent readings are gparsge, Captaln, and are concentrated
on the higher mountaln reaches where there are occasional pockets of
the standard atmosphere, but there appear to be no gettlements as we
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understand the term. Probably the air preagsure at the lower levels
is too great for thelr speclieg, degpilite the fact that animal and
bird specleg live at those levels, The culture seems to be
non-mechaniged. .. "

"So 1f the Federation wants to employ native workers, we'll
have to begin by teaching them what mechanisation is," Kirk mused
aloud.

"It would appear so," Spock agreed unanthusiastically. He
could never readlly accept the ease with whlech the Federation High
Command - including 1ts Vulecan representatives - could ignore the
non-interference directive when i1t sulted their rurpose. If such
interference had been over a moral issue, Spock could have
underastood and accepted it; but the ressons were almosgt always
economic. In this case, long-range scans had detected the presmence
of pergium. Since there was only one other known source of this aore
inside Federation space, 1t was inevitable that someocne - 1in this
cage the Enterprise - should be gsent to investigate more closely.

"What about the pergilium, Mr. Spock?" Kirk went on. The Vulcan
was ready for the quegtion.

"There are several extensive gources, Captain. All are
situated much lower down the mountains than the natives chooge to
livea."®

Kirk swivelled round to look at him. "How much lowepr?"
"Between five and ten miles lower, Captain.®

Kirk congidered this. "Could any of the Federation racesg
tolerate the alr pressure at the level?"

"I belliéve =2o, Captain, although they would prebably be more
comfortable under pressurised domes - or, more accurately,
depreasurised domes."

Kirk nodded thoughtfully. Uniike his Filrst Officer, he could
accept the breach of the Prime Directive; what he disliked was the
exploltation of the native inhabitants, who were often ruined
morally by the sudden riches earned at Federation scales of wages,
while lacking the sophistication to know what to do with such
wealth. He found himself strangely satlisfied that these particular
natives should, by thelr blological structure, be difficult to
exploit; and, knowlng Spock'’s views, he was pretty sure that the
Vulcan also was experiliencing a feeling akin to satisfaction.

"iugt how rich lg this perglum ore, Mr. Spock?" Kirk continued.

Spock looked slightly dubious,. "I would not care to make an
eatimate without a closer examination of the ore, Captain.?

"ALlL right. Take a landing party down and check it out.
Better test two or three deposits whille you're down there... You
think you'll be able to telerate the air pressure?"

"A short exposure should not be detrimental to our health,
Captain. ™

Kirk grunted. "You'd better go down by shuttle, though. That
way you'll be able to vigit several areassg in one trip, as well as
having a handy pregsure chamber, ghould it become necassgary."
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"Yeg, Captain."™ Spook considered Kirk's phraseology for a
moment, then added, "You are not accompanying the landing party,
Captaine®”

"I don't think =mo, fSpock. You know what you're logking for,
and I've got some paper work to catch up on: one or two routine
reportsg I've been putting off dolng, but I can't put them off any
longer." He silighad. Moat of thege vroutine reports were totally
unnecesgary, never varylng from one month to the next, and he
somaetimes wondered at the level of mentality of the people who
gtudlied them - if indeed they were studied and not just guietly
togsed Iinto a2 flle somewhere to gather dust. IFf doing them ig
tadious, he thought, recading them must be ceuen more so, by the btime
the reader gets through all the reportse Ffrom all the Starships!?

Spock congidered who to include 1n his landing party. If Kirk
wag occupied with routine reports, Mcecloy would be also. Which
member of the medical staff should he include? Andersen, perhaps.
Although he wag young and relatively inexperlenced, 1t was unlikely
that the trip would provide anything more exclting then some slight
nausen cauged by exposure to the unaceustomed pressure. It would be
valuable experience for the young doctor. Cargteirs and Baylias
from his own department - he didn't want to risk toe inexperienced =a
sclientist for this survey. Yeoman Mears wasg reasonably competent on
landing party duties, and, since she had a2 steady boyfriend in
Engineering, she waan't likely to try a 'helplesag female'! act in
order to attract the attentlon of one of the Human males.

Spock shuddered mentally as he recalled one such zet that he
had wilitnegsed. He still, desplte gilving the matter considerable
thought, completely falled to understand why the Human males present
on that occcaslon had c¢rowded around, all anxious to help her, for he
knew - and knew that they knew - that she was fully able to manage
for herself.

Better take two security gusasrds, too; there might be dangerous
animals. Spock checked the duty roster. The firgt two names were
Becket and Reynolds, both good men. He summoned his chosen group to
the hangar deck.

The shuttle dropped lower and lower through the tenuous upper
layers of The atmosphere. Suddenly 1t hesitated, as 1f 1t had
reached a baryrier; then it continued downwards through air that the
sensors told them was now breathable. Spaock noted the fact that
there sgseemed to be a dilgtinet dividing line between the upper oxygen
layers and the lower standard atmosphere, a line marked by an
apparent force field. He put the item to the back of hls mind for
lataer consideration as they continued on downwards.

Strong winds began to tug at the shuttlecraft, blowilng her

steadily off course. Spock tried to compensste, but found the
strength of the prevalling wind too great for the power of theilir
amall craft. ITnexorabhly, they were carrled from thelr chosen route,

away from the mountaln range whose =zlopes they had planned to follow
down until they came to & pergium depoasit.

Spock consldered rapidly. There were pergium deposlits over
mogt of the planet, and the further down the mountains they got, the
more deposits there were. They didn’'t have to reach the one he had
ariginally selected. Any half dozen sites would serve the purpose
aegually well. He let the wind blow the shuttle onwards, stilll
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dropping steadlly towards the lower levelg.

After a while the wind began to veer around and carry them back
towards the mountaln range that they had orlginally been
descending. Spock’s eyebrow lifted as he pondered the vagavries of
elimatic condltions. ’

They had been seeing many small birds, both sgsingly and in
groups, but most of these had remalinéd reassonably distant, at the
limit of vigpibility in the: steadily thickening atmosphere. Now one
large bird swooped clome and hung beslde them on motlonless wings,
ites unblinking syes glaring at them menacingly. Ita hooked beak

looked dangerously powarful. It salled along, paralleling them for
gome minutes, tThan 1t turned aside.  The small, unwary bilrd that had
unwititingly come too clogse probably never knew what hit it. Still

gliding along on outsitretched wings the huge predator bent its head
to 1ts talons and, wilth two or three tearing bltes, consumed its
prey. It ecast sncother look 2%t the unresponsive shuttle, then
apparently declded that the intruder wash't going to threaten its
territory, for 1t turned and flew on slowly flappiling wings back the
way 1t had come. There was a genersal sigh of relief from the Human
members of the ocrew. ‘

Vigiblllty was graduslly dimlnighing now, due to the oncoming
darkness and thickening mist. Spock was puzzled at first over the
prematurely fading ililight; the sun should still be high in the sky.
After a few rapid caloulatlions, he realisged that the lavers of
clouds through which they were passling must be reducing the density
of light reaching them. Therae might not be any surface water, he
reflected, but thers was an ample amount in guspension in the
atmosapherae. ’ :

The wind wag getting ervatlice and gustlng spasmodically. Spock
frowned slighitly. He wasn't worrled... not really... but he found
this change Iin the wind’s behaviocur dilisturbing as he edged the
shuttie downwards,. ' ' : '

Baylis, at the sensors, Jerked hiszs head up in alarm. "We 're
almost on the surfasce, plp!®

Spock noddad ascknowledgement, wraestling wlth the controls. The
wind's evratle behaviocur was explalnable now. Ha was stlll unable
to see the gsurface, but guessed that 1t musgt be very uneven., "ls
there a pergilum deposlt near?" he asked calmly.

His calmness had its effect on the near-panicking Bayliss.
"Yern, gsir,” he replied, more gquletly. "Jourse two mark five nine. "

Spock awung the ghuttle on to the designated course. "How far,
Mr. Baylisg®" ’

"Not more than half a mile, sip. If yvou land anywhere near
here wa'll be right on top of {t.77

Spock proceaeded to set the ghuttle down. The ground locoked
reasonably even in this haelf-light, desplte the fact that It was
gloping slightly. They toucheaed down, =and the soll sllid from under
them 1in a landslide caused by the gshuttle's welght. Spock had
already cut powear; he gnapped over the lever to repowser the craft,
but too late - they were carrled downwardg by a shifting mass of
soll and loose roak. The shuttle tipped sldeways, throwing the crew
about like mo many dolls. Built for travel In gpace or atmogphere,
the small craft’s structure was never Iintended Yo wlthstand such
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Thay finally came to rest a full hall mila furither down the
mountain, Spoock vose carefully from where he had nraced himself to
avolid bhelng tossed about teo wildly, finally becoming aware of the
ad prasaura. The hull of ths shuttlacratt was no longer
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intact. Andersen lay in a erumplaed heap nearvasgt to him. Ag Spock
walked towards him he discovered that, in the Increased pressure,
hig movements were not so rapid as usual,

Tha voung man was very pals; Theras wam a trickle of blood
running from the corney of his mouth. Knaaling beside him, Spock
paanhad lnto the mediklt for a diagnosztie scanner and pagged 1t over
the unconsclious man. Hia lips tizghtened alightly. A broken rib had
plerced a lung, ahd there ware other internal injuries. Andersen

neaded immadlate, skillled medlcal help.

Spock procaeded to check out the others, who were all beginning
to show signs of scerambling to thelr feet and reacting in thelr
various ways o the many bumps and brulses they had auffered.
Qntigpfiad that none of them wersa seriously hurt, Spack turned back
to the control panel. He f£llcoked the communicatlons switeh.

fahuttlearaft to Fnterprise.!” There was no reply, but he had
not sariously sxpected one. He resched for his communicator.

"Inoack to Enterprise.”™ There was stlll no raeply. Ltrange -
they shouldn't be out of cormundicabor range. "apock to Enterprise,™
he repeatad, wlith the same vesult.

He examined the communicator carefully. It wag Ffunctioning,
but gomething =8 yet unidentified was blocking the slgnal. Might 1t
have something to du with the presgure? Unlikely as that seemed, it
waa the ohly answar thst he had. e must assume that 1t was the
praegzureae, and that belng the case, +he anliy way to regalin contact
with the ship would bs to get to a hilghex altitude where the
pregsure wag lower,

The crew gathered arcund, waiting for orders.

"My, Reynolds, Mr. Becket. Find somethiling to use asg a
stretchar. Dr. Andersen 13 badly hurt and will have to be carrled.
Mr. Carstalrs, see 1f the water container has remalined intact.
Yeoman, lassua the phasers. Mr. Baylilss, check conditions outside.™

Thae crew scattered to do his bidding. the actlon helplng to
overacoma shock. Meoars retrieved the phasers from thelr slightly
battered container and allpped the sparae powernr packs into har pouch
along wlth the seventh phaser - the one Andersen wouldn't be able to
use. She moved among the marn, handing cut the weapona.

The water container alsc had escaped gerious damage, unlike
anathar occaglon Spock could remember all too vividly. At leanst
there wag no danger of gunburn or extreme, rapld dehydration here;
fortunately, for the amount of water in the contaelner wag little
anough for gaven, asnd mlight have tey lapt them for several dayg.
Carstalrs rigged up a harness for 1% out of gpare straps and
fagtened 1t to his back. A thought struck the Yeoman, and she added
geveral disposable cups to the load in her pouch.

Becket and Reynolda, however, ware having difficulty
manufacturing any sgsort of stretcher. At last they gettled for a
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long strip of metal torn from the shuttle's wall, spargely padded
with stuffing from the meats, to be carried - with difficulty - by
nmeans of more tricorder siraps. One strapless tricorder went into
Mears'® pouch. Two more were wedged at Andevrgen's feet, once he had
been lifted carefully onto the makeshift stretcher. The Yeoman and
the three sclentistgs each carried one.

They gathered around the gtretcher, the Humans oddly unwilling
to leave the doubtful geocurity of the shuttlecraft. Spock, however,
knew only too well that without radic contact 1t was unlikely that
the Enterprilse could detect them. The very atmosphere wag theilr
enemy, 1ts density rendering sensor readings indiptinct and
completely unrellable. They had to reach higher ground where the
Pregaure wasg vepry much less. Then, perhaps, a communicator signal
might reach the ship.

It was fortunate, he thought, that none of them hsad experienced
any immediate difficulty. Extreme exertion, however, might be
detrimental to their condition. Slow and steady must be the
watchwonrds.

YReport, Mr. Baylisga."

"Everything around us sesems... dead, Mr.Spock. Only very
primitive lichens and a few worms and arthropods. We seem to be
below the level at which much 1life existg."™

Spock nodded, the raport confirming his own suspicions. At
this level, the air presgure was aimply too great for most forms of
native life, even though they, *he vigitors, seemed able to tolerate

it. He looked around, his senses feeling out for the corract
direction. )

"This way, " he saild confidently, pointing. "Mr. Baylise, go in
front. Mr. Carstairs. Yeoman. Do a supplementary check ag you

go. Mr. Reynclds, you and I will take the stretcher fiprst. Mp.
Becket, be ready to relieve aither of ug when i1t becomes necesgary ., "

After a scattered chorus of acknowledgement they et off,
walking over rough, uneven ground. The duat that filled many of the
hollows was too fine and soft to provide adequate footing, causing
them to trip and stumble in the dim light. Viaibilility was hampered
by the thick mist thet hung clammily over gverything, limiting their
vision to only a few twilit yards. A multi-legged centipede-like
creature scurried away from almost under Bayligs! feet, dnvisible in
its camouflaged colouring until 1t moved, and dlsappeared agaln
among a colony of lichens that hugged the rock in sparse mottled
greyneaess.

They found 1t impossible to move with any speed. Not only was
the footing uneven and tresmcherous, but the pressure of the air
waelghing on thelr bodies definitely slowed them up. It was like
walking underwater, except that theilr bodies lacked buoyancy and
they were restrained by the additional weight of the extra gravity.
Even Spock felt its effects; probably, he sugpected, becauge he had
lived for so long in a purely Terran environment. Hiz body waould
readapt quickly, but for the moment he was as physically distressed
as hisg Human companionsg.

After about half an hour Spock called Becket to relilieve
Reynolds, and they went on without a break. Spock suspected that
conditions were unlikely to improve, and it was uncertain how far
they had to travel. He wanted to get as far as possible before the
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wotar, and arn uncertaln food supply. The moisture in suspension
would eage the water sltuatien considerably, for while they were
hreathing molat alr they were unlikely to become too dehydrated.

By the and of the next half hour Spock was feellng surprisingly
tired, and gave the order for five minutes rast before continuing.
Hs bent over Andersen bhaefore he sat down, howsver.

The doctor weas still unconsolous. Fresh blood continued to
trickle from hls mouth. Spock zhook hig head; there wag still hope
For the Iinjursad men, he could stlll be saved 1f they were found goon
- bhbut it would have to ba vary msoon,

Abruptly, Mears coughed.
"What's wrong, Yeoman?" Spock apkead.

Sha choked back another cough to angwer. "Thera's a lot of
dugt In the air, sir. It eaught in my throat.!

Now that she mantioned 1it, &nock realilsed jJjuat how gritty the
atmosphere was. AlL atmospheres contaln dusat, bhut here the aspecks
warae quite large, several of them belng viglble to him even in thig
half-llght, now that he was looking for them. They were sinking,
but very, very slowly. Spock sat on a largs rock and surveyved the
cthers.

"7 am afrald that the dusgt is ancther hindrance we are foroced
to accept,? he commented.

"*T know, sir," Mears repliled apologetlically.

On board the Enterprise Kirk shifted uncomforitably in his
chalr. Now finlashed with his vraports - they never took him very
long, Lt was Jjust hilig digtaste for them that delayed him every month
-~ hae was becoming concerned thet Spock hadn't reported in by now.

He swung round to Communications.

YAny word from Mr. Spock yvet, Lieutenant?®

Ne, sir.? I'd have Lold youw 4F there wag, her thought
continued, a little ifrritably. "It've besan trying to raise the
shuttle for nearly twenty minutes, but there’s no response.®

*Chaeck The cocordinatas for the shuttle's first landing site,
Lieutenant, and relay the pogition to the transporter room." Kirk
punched hias intercem button. "Kirk to Securdity. Two men for a
rautine check. Beam down and attempt toe contact Mr. Spock, who
should be at, or very near, thelr beam-down point."

"acknowledged.” The volece continued, more faintly, bhefore the
intercom wasn sawltchad off. "Who's top of the duty...ev

Fasleur and Norwin materislised in a thick mist. Visibility
wagz only a few yards. They could see nothing but mist, and around
theilr feet the goft-badiad vegetatlion moving gently i1n a gteady
hraeze -~ a breeze #o light thsat 1t wesz 1iitle more than a draught.
Ingectg danced arcund; a bhlrd swooped out of the mist, open-mouthed,
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and goared agaln, breaking through a veill of the tiny ereatures and
banking to scoop up more of them in fts open maw. The insects
continued thelr dance, oblivious to their danger. The bird turned
once more to harvest the flock of insects, then it wvanighed back
inte the miat,

Fagleur studled hig tricorder intently, peering at it in the

half-light. Nothing... no trace of any worked metal. There were
large pergilum depogits near... some ferrous oreg... traces of
copper... but nothiling more. If the shuttle had ever been here, it

must have moved on to the next glte Mr. Spock might have chosen for
investigation.

Norwin pulled out his communicator. "My, Spock."™ There wasg no
reply. Tha two guards looked at each other. "Norwin to
Enterprise.™

After the two guards had been beamed back aboard, Kilirk ordered
the gearch to begin.

Anderaen died without ever regaining conscilousness, barely an
hour after the psarty recommenced thelir determined plod towards the
plannad landing site. They stopped long enough to dig him a shallow
grave in the goft earth, then went on. Although he regretted the
man's death, Spock was also, in part, a little relieved. Carrying
Andergsen had been a conglderable drain on the cumulative gtrength of
the group. They had done everything they could for him - now they

could continue with a better chance for thelr own survival, He knew
better than to say =so0, however; the Humans would never have
understood. Even though, as he had discovered, they could accept

such paradoxical attitudes as admiring and disapproving of someone
at the same time, they could never understand that death,
undesirable gs it was, could gometimes benefit others.

Spock led them on thereafter for almost =2 mile before the
already falnt light began to diminish, and he knew that the planet's
long day was drawing to a close.

There wag no real shelter to he had here, @ither. They were
8till traversing a barren, apparently lifelesgs plain, but who knew
what creatures might emerge from thelr dens with the coming of
darkness? Creatures that would not require eayes to detect them, and
from whiceh the fugiltives would have little, 1if any, chance of
egscaplng out here in the open. If the sunilight could only produce a
dim twilight, moonlight - evan that of a full moon -~ would certainly
fail to 1lluminate thelr surroundings.

Just before it got too dark to see they found a semi-refuge
whare two great boulders lay together, providing a place where they
were asheltered by two gldes of a triangle. There was no protection
on the third side, or above, but 1t was better than nothing. Spock
decided to let them 211 sleep, 1f they could; in the pitch dark of
nlght & guard would be unable to gsee anything, and a prolonged watah
would only result in & sgtrain on eyez and mind, with absolutely no
rogaibility of beling able to warn or defend the others should danger
approach.

The alr, already chilly, sgseemed to get even colder as
viglbility dwindled to neothing. Sgpock decided that the apparent
drop in temperaturse was imaginary, and remalned obstinately aloof,
but the Humans huddled together for warmth. One by one they fell
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agleep, untll only the Vulcan remeinad awake.

The nlight was completely still. Spock found himsgelf, as he bhad
known would happen, straining his eyes to see in the Styglan
blackness, straining hisg ears to ceteh a2 sgound in the utter silence,
and forced himszself to relax, The molst breeze caressed his face
with ley fingers, snd he gave an involuntary ashiver. Memoriaes of
forbidden Human stories read in asecret, or told to him by his Terran
cousinsg, rose unbidden in hig mind. Not that he had ever belleved
in ghosts, of course, but...

Spock took a deep breath. It 4z 4dmaginotion, he told himself.
Ghoste do not exists. They are o Ffigment of the ZImaginabion of
gaenerations of superatitious and Zllogical Bumans. What T feel
bouching me +3 the wind, gZlent bacouse there are no branches
through which 2t con blow. There 1o nothiing here to Ffrighten me...

His thoughts trailed off ag he saw a mysterious bright light

moving towards himn. Thare was a dark, shadowy shape behind it that
ha found himself wilghing he could see more clearly. The light was
gtrangely hypnotic; he felt himself drawn to 1t... He began to sit
up. . .

HNO ! [1]

He wrenched his mind free from the attraction, forcing himself
to look awasy from the 1light,. When he had regained control of
himgel?®, he looked back; 1f he had been Human he would certainly
have laughad wlith rellef. The ecreaturs had turned away, and could
ha seen gquite clearly in its own light - a bird, large but not
axcassively sa, and the light a brilliant, glowing spot at the tip
of 1ts beak. He doubted that it was large enough to constitute a
real danger to any individual in the party. A creature something
like a2 Terran angler fish, but avian; an interesting sight. He
raached for his Tricorder.

After a few minutes the bird flew slowly away. Soon the light
was gone, swallowed up in the miat. Spock yawned, and lay back down
again, suddenly sleepy.

Tt wag stiil dark when he awoke, but hils sense of time told him
it would soon be day. He sat up, aware for the filrst time that his

clothea were quite damp, and frowned. There was nothing they could
do about 1t, but it would not be good for any of them to remailn in
wat clothing. Beforas long ona or more of the party would begin to

gsuffer from some malaise brought on by the damp condlitions, and he
had an uncomfortable susplcion that he might be the first to
guccumb. Vulecans, accugteomed to s hot, dry climate, were very
sugsceptible to ailments caused by cold, wet conditions.

Gdradually the light grew brighter, and aonce 1t wag clear enotugh
far him to see Spock rouseaed the others. None of them caomplained
about the hunger all were beginning to experience, knowing that
there was nothing they could do about it, but all were grateful that
Spock allowed them each a lilittle water ffrom thelr scanty supply.
Only Carstailrs notliced that Spock himself took none, Without
letting the others know, Carstalrs moved over to the Vulcan.

"aran't you having anything to drink, air?" he asked softly.
"I do not nead 1t, Mr. Carstalrs," Spock replied equally

softly. “yuleans are accuatomed to living in an arld climate, and
there i1z more than sufficient moisture in the atmosphere to satisfy
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my regulrements.®

Caratairsa was unconvinced, but accepted the explanation, well
aware that Spock knew what he wasg dolng. He swung the water
container onto his back again, ready toc move off.

Slowly their surroundings began to change. The sparse lichens
became more widespread, and instead of hugging the rock grew more
profusely, reaching upwards to a maximum height of fully half an
inch. Spock bent to examine thespe new plants carefully, and looked
up at the Humans. '

"It will not be particularly palatable, gentlemen, but this
liehen 18 edible. I suggest that we all eat, and then gather as
much asg we can carry. We may f£ind a small stock of food quite
valuable, since we canhot guarantee always finding something we can
eat. "™

He was right; the ilittle plants were not very appetising, but

all were hungry and choked them down. It was very dry eating, too;
Spock allowed them all a mouthful of water when they had finished
their meal, and even took one himself. They set to work to gather

what they could, and after stuffing Yeoman Mears' pouch with the dry
lichen, moved on.

Small creatures were becoming more common too, darting here and
there among the low plants with short, abrupt movements. It proved
impoasible to catch any to examine closely:; the little animals could
move much faster than their progpective captors, and were too
restless for a tricorder examination to be anything hut
frugstrating. At least p report on them was being fed into the
tricorders, which could be replayed much more glowly once they
regained the Enterprise, and would let them discover something about
these tantalising miteg. There were more of the multi-legged
arthropods, toao, scuttling here and there but seemingly harmlessg;
far and away the largest creatures in their universe, the tiny
animals stl11] seemed to have a full awareness of danger, for they
scurried away when any one of the party drew near, and Spock
remembered the angler bird he had seen during the night. pigd it
pPrey on small grcocund creatures as well asg on flying ones?

What looked like a grey and brown mottled moth fluttered past
Reynolds to land on Bayliss' arm. He looked down curiousliy at it,
geelng at once that 1t weg not an insect but a multi~legged
creature. A long probogclis uncurled, reachlng down towards his arm,
and Spock, noting it, brughed it off. It fluttered away, giving »a
comical illusion of annoyance.

"Why did you do that, Mr. Spock?" Bayliss asked. He sounded =a
little drritated.

"Wa are unfamlllar with these creatures, Mr.RBayliss," Spock
replied evenly. Tt may have been harmless, but I do not think we
should r»isk being bitten. Bloodzsucking creatures freguently carry
dlsease, and we have no doctor now."

Bayliass looked unconvinced, but followed obediently as Spock
turned to walk on.

The lichens grew longer now, and the creatures among them were
larger, though atlll of the same kind as the ones they had been



69

watching for some time. Mixed with the llchens ware other plants,
moas-like growths with short, stiff stems supporting little spore
regervolrs. Spock stopped again.

"I think we had better esat agsin while we can, ™ hea saigd. "We
are pagsing out of the area where the lichens grow, and we cannot be
certaln of finding another =zource of food.™

For the gecond time that day they choked down some of the dry,
tagsteless lichen, grateful that it at least sased the hunger pangsg.
As they went on the liechens did indeed vaniah, and only mogs wag
left underfoot. The animal life was dlfferent, too —~ still compoged
of small, gcurrying creatures, but ithese seemed to lack the parfect
camouflage the others had pogsgergseaed. Parhapa 1t was because they
lived where there wag more shelter to he found.

Yeoman Mesrs choked on a gcreanm. Sproak looked at her with sgsome
impatience - surely he had not over-esztimated her reiliability? No.
She wasn staring, horrified, at a long, sgreen shape that he now saw
gliding towards them. The c¢reature had an alarming resemblance to a
snake, moving gracefully in long, evan waves, its head swaying
hypnotically. When they moved cut of 1ts path 1t altered its course
to follow them.

Becket pulled out his phaser and filirad. The creature reared up
en 1ts tall, then dropped. Spock moveaed cautiougly towards it.

Its mouth had dropped open, revealing several rows of sharp
teaeth: sharp, tearing teaeth. Although 1ts mouth clearly could not
open wide enocugh for 1t to swallow any of them whole, which 1ta size
had suggeasted, 1t probably wrapped itself arvound its prey, then tore
the flesh from 1ts bones.

"Most unpleagant,' Spock commented. "Gentlemen, I1f we see any
mere of thesge animals, we must shoot them immediately. And be
doubly watchful; I surmlise that these are not the only creatures
that wlll be dangerous to ug."

They went on, leaving the fallen beast. Within moments 1t wasg
coveraed with the tiny fauna of the mossland, feagting on the
unexpected harvest. Sa dntent on theilr feast were the tiny denizens

of this regilion, they falled to notlce the gathaering birds, which in
turn swopped to prey on the unsuspecting little creatures and then -
the surviving animacules of their attack having scuttled for shelter
- settled to feed on the remalnder of the snake's boady. Within ten
minutes nothing but bones wag left of the ance~feared killer.
Stunned or dead made no difference. In thils environment, to be
injured wasg to die.

The landing party moved on. Although he choge not to say so,
Spock was satisfied with the progress they were making. S0 far they
had covered at leagt eight miles from the craghed shuttlecraft,
though they had galined little more then guarter of a2 mile in
altitude. There wag stilll a long way to go, but they had made a
good start.

They reached the tep of a long, gradual incline and paused in
some dlsmay. In front of them the ground wasp descending agsain, for
as far as they could gee. Spock lifted an eyebrow.

"It would be i1llogleal to expact the ground to rise steadlly
all the way, Jjust because that would be more convenient for us," he
said, knowing as he dild so that he was sgaying it as much to convince
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himself as the others. "We are still headed in the divection of our
original landing site; the ground will gurely bhegin to rise again
shortly. This may be only a very short descent.™

Hia assumption proved to be correct. At the foot of the
incline the ground was very soft, a thieck layer of fine earth into
which their feet sank am 1f it were a quicksand. They scrambled
back onto hard ground and paused to consider how to procead.

Spock pilcked up a stone and togsed 1t gently onto the ground asg
far in front of him as he could see. It sank, slowly and
gracefully, s=lipping from sight while the soft dust cozed back level
again. The Vulcan shook his head.

"We cannot cross here. We have no alternative but to attempt
to make ocur way around thigs goft aprea."

He glanced right and left. To thelr right the ground appesared
to rdse glightly. "We will go this way," he decilded, turning in
that direction. "The dust may have collected in a low-1lying basdin;

i1t should he possible tao go around 1t."

"Can't we rest, Mr. Spock?" Veoman Mears ssked. "Jugt for a
few minutes? I'm terribly tired.®

Spock smothered a sigh, and nodded. "Very well, Yeoman. Watll
stop for ten minutes,™

The Humans gank down gratefully, and Spock realilsed that, 1in
fact, all five of them were equally tired; sheer pride had kept the
men from admitting 1it. Spock himaself had become re-acelimatised to
the greater gravity; while the pressure still dragged at him,
alowing his movements, he was not unduly distressed and he had
forgotten that his companions would reguilre longer to become used to
the conditions. The girl would be a valuable member of the party
after all, for she could be trusted to agk for a braask hefare any of
them resched the point of collapse.

He gave them fifteen minutes before he called them to their
feet again, and they set off, if not with alacrity at leagst with a
little more energy than they hed previously been showing.

They did not have to travel too far before it became obvious
that the band of 'quicksand' wag narrowing. On the other side of it
they could see rough ground again, althcugh it was still too wlde
for any of them to jump in these conditions. A few hundred yards
further on 1t suddeniy became narrow enough for them to step overpr
i, They had only been taken about a mille out of their direct way.

Spock led them on, allowing for the detour. The ground began
to rlise guite steeply, and thelr pace slowed considerably: two or
three laboured stepe, then » pause for breath, then another few galow
staps. Spock slackened hils pace to what he felt was a positive
dawdle, and st11ll the Humans had to stop freguently. After they had
been climbing for nearly half an hour, during which time he
estimated they had covered a bare quarter of a mile, he relented and
allowed them another break.

They sank down, and Spock crosged to Carstairs. "I will take
the water container now," he =maid. "It was inconsiderate of me to
have you carrying it for so long. I have become acclimatised, and
it will place no straln on me. I forgot that you would £ind the
conditions legs bearable."
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The sgsclentist felt that he should protest, but the thought of
getting »id of the weight on his back that had glowed him down wasg
geductive, and he slipped the gtraps off his shoulders. "Thank you,
slir. "

Spock looked around. Visibility was no better herae; hiligher
they might be, but the cloud was still as thiak. He would have
preferred to scout ahead, but even with his perfect sense of
direction he knew that in this mist he could vary easilly lose hig
way back to the landing party. The steepness of the slope wag
troubling him; 1if they came to a clif?f, they would have no way of
knowing 1f it wag only a few feet high or many thousands - no way to
know 1f they should in fact attempt to climb it or make a long
detour. And what 1f they reached the top of a mountain that had to
be descended agaln before they could go any further? With an effort
he put the troublesome thoughts out of his mind. He was in command
of the group; 1t was his responsiblility to encourage the otherg, not
digcourage them.

He eased the water container onto his basck and stood. "Shall
wa 2o on, gentlemen?™

Thig time he set a very easy pace. The Humans found that, for
the moment, they could kaep up, and plodded gteadily upwards. The
moss under thelr feet thickened; the little creatures of the mosg
forest darted away from them. A bird swooped close, suddenly
spotted them and whirled away again.

Spock looked around and was far from happy; the long day was
drawing to a close, and they must find some soprt of shelter for the
night. Memory of the snake was vivid in his mind. He hoped that 1t
was a diurnal sgpecies. In the absolute darkness of this world's
night, there wag nothing they could do to defend thempelves againgt
it or any other carnivorous creatures.

The slope rose higher, a long incline surfaced with small
gtones and earth cemented together by the two-inch tall mossegs.
There was nothing to indlicate whether shelter might lie a few vards
to elther side of them, hidden by the ublgquitous mist, but he
doubted that any Jdid.

YMr. Spock."

"Yaeo, Mr. Bayliigg?®

"It seens to be getting dark," Bayliss said uneasily.
"Yeg, Mr. Bayliss. It di=s."

The Vulcan didn't need to say anything more. All rezlised the
danger. Scon they would have to sgtop, with or without sheltep.

They travelled only a few hundred yards further befaore they
came to an extremely steep part of the glope. In the failing light
they could see that 1t only stretched above them for about two
vards, but at least it offered protection on one gilide.

They each ate a few mouthfuls of the lichen they had gathered
earlier, washed it down with a mouthful of water, and settled down
for theldr zecond night Iin these dismal surroundings. Daupite their
fatigue, none of them found 1t easy to zet to sleep: mamory of the
snake kept disturbing all six, even Spock. In addition, the Humans
found themselves too tired to sleep,
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A raucous cry broke the gilence - all the more startling
because it was the first gound they had heard, other than what they
themselvaes had made - a harsh, eerie c¢call that made the Humang
ghiver.

They spent a cold, uncomfortable night, and all were graatly
relleved with the arrival of dawn.

"We had better reserve our remaining food for later," Spock
said. "Algo our water. Let us go on; movement will soon warm us
again." Hoping he was right, he was guddenly aware of a tightnessa
in hia chesat that could easily be the beginning of a respiratary
infection.

None of them c¢ould move very fast because thelr muscleg werps
atliff from the cold. They struggled on, gkirting the steap part
that had offered the illusion of shelter.

The mosas grew longer, becoming interspersed with taller growths
that resembled nothing that any of them had ever seen before - long,
thin stems held upright by what resembled air bladders, swaying
gently in the steady breeze, long tendrils floating out from the
tips. Sparsgse at first, they became thicker until the party had to
brush through them.

Yeoman Mears yelped as soon as she entered the toprapa’,
"What is wrong, Yeoman?" Spock ingquired.

"This stuff stingst!"™ she repliad. "It's all right for you men,
but my uniform doesn't give ma any protection. Starfleet ought to
deslign a uniform wilth trousers for female orew membelrs to wear on
landlng party dutiest® ’

Spock cohsidered her complaint reasonable; having her legso
badly stung by the vegetation would be mosgt uncomfortable... and
possibly dangeroug. The sting could produce an allergic reactlion.

"Follow after the rest of usg," he instructed. "Gantlemen,
trample down the vegetation as much as you can.”

The men obeyed and, travelling carefully, Mears managed to
avold being stung agailn, but she wes more than glad when, after
about a mile, they c¢limbed above the stinging plants. Bpock noted
that the vegetation was digtinctly layered. He checked it
carefully, and after deciding that the plantz were innocuous,
declared a pause. He suddenly begaen coughing, trying to clear his
congegted throat.

Animals, which had been sparse among the gtinging plants, were
morae abundant here. Larger than any they had sgeen ao far, except
for the birds and of course the snake, these creatures moved about
with much more deliberate movements than the tiny life-forms they
had seen at the lower levels, in seemingly a steady search for
food. One shell-covered creature grazed placidly on the planta;
another crept through the stems to pounce on yet a third that had
allowed ite attention to stray from its immediate and permanent
danger. A flock of tiny birds - perfectly formed elfin hummingbirds
- flicked dinto view through the mist, swerving and darting in
rerfect unison, only to pags quickly ocut of alght.

Spock coughed again, grateful that the others alsao were
coughing fairly frequently because of the dust that had never ceased
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to trouble them. They were unllkely to realise that he wag
developing a chest condition typical among Vulcansg exposed to cold
and damp. After a certain length of time, which varied according to
the individual, the lung damage caused by the condition was
irreversiblia, even hy a healing trance. Should this occur, he would
be forced to resign from Starfleet and live out the remainder of his
normal lifespan as a chronic invalid. That would trouble hia
companions 1f they knew, he realised; little though he understood
it, he knew he was liked by the crew. He was relieved to realisge
that, should any of them recognise that he was 111, they would
aggume hig illness to be nothing worse than a cold, and without
lying he could continue to allow them to think 1t. The prospect of
permanent 1llness chilled him slightly; he resolutely put the
thought out of his mind. Jim would not allow himgel? to bacome
depregsed by the magnitude of +the Journey in front of them, but
would continue with cheerful optimism, saying that of course they
would be regscued soon. He must behave as he knew Jim would expect,
but he was secretly wishing that MeCoy was around with one of hisg
noxiocus potions.

Something moved sluggishly across the ground In frant of them.
For a heavrt-stopping moment they thought it was another snake, but
then they realised that it was fatter, darker in colour, and had ho
digcernible head. Az it went 1t gseemed to absmorb the vagetation 1t
¢rossed, leaving a narrow, bare trail behind it. Spock ailmed his
tricorder at 1%.

"Fascinating!™ he exclaimed. "Mr. Caratairs! Mr. Bayligsg!
Thig creature i1s, 1in fact, vegetable in composilition, with only the
wmost minimal of animal physioclogy."

The two scientista jolned him 1in examindng 1t, gathering as
much data into their tricorders as possible. Then, leaving the
primitive life-~form behind, they moved slowly on, still climbing
gteaddily..

The vegetation was becoming taller and more denge, It now
stood wailat high, and while it could stlll be rushed aside with
eage, they had to part the individual plantg in front of them =so
that they could see where they were gtepping,. That slowed progress
considerably, but they didn't dare chance that the ground in front
of them was even and unbroken. Although 1t seemed to be remaining
fairly smooth, a thin layer of goft dust £11ling the hollows, here
and there a larger stone projected.

Spock tried to ignore his increasing physical discomfort by
consldering the dust. Logically, in view of the moisture in the
atmosphere, he would have expected it ta be wet - mud, in fact.

That it remained powder dry was intereasting. The plants must obtain
most, 1f net all, of thelr water regulrements from the air. He
coughed again harshly, a dry cough that gave him no relief - it only
aggravated hls already irritated tissues.

This reglon seemed to be uninhabited, and the only creatures
they could see were sgeveral large birds that sawooped Just abave
planet level. The birds worked their way cloper to the party of
intruders, seemingly oblivious to them. Then, startlingly, one of
the birds swopped down at Bayliss' head. The sclentist ducked, and
the bird overshot, then turning, dived on Carstairs. He flung
himegalf on the ground and the others crouched too. Thelr attacker
wag jolned by others, whieh cireled unwearyingly, clearly knowing
that thelr cornered prey would eventually make a braeak fop it, and
when one of them made =2 dagh for gsafety the runner would surely be
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caught.

Reluctantly, Spock reached for his Phager. He had no desire to
k1ll any creature that wasg living according to its own nature, but
i1t seemed that he had no choice. Merely to stun one or more of the
birdas would zimply mean that the unfortunate avians that he gelected
ag his targets would then be eaten alive by theilr flock-mates -
unconscious, certainly, but gtill alive. There wag little chance
that he could gtun them all. Unwillingly, he slotted the phaser to
the lethal setting angd Pired.

The dead bird fell heavily a fow vards from them. The
gsurvivors took only a second to reaslise the bounty that awaited
them, and converged on the bady., The landing party crept cauticugsly
away through the wailast-high plants. Behind them, a chorus of
sguawks Indicated a rapaciocus fraternal gquabble.

The party forced i1ts way on, despite straining lungs and aching
legs, until the angry squawking had faded in the distance. Then
they =2ll, even Spock, szank to the ground from exhaustion.

Degpite his illneas Spock still recovered fiprgt and gat up,
alert to thelr surroundings. They were stlll 1in this forest of of
walst-high plants, waving fronds held where they could cateh the
maximum light,air and moisture by long bare stems. A few small
Creatures darted about, and he decided that +the previoug lack of
wild life waas due solely to the presence of the huntlng bilrds.

He checked his tricorder and fought to control his anxiety.
They had passgsed out of the reglon where only the most primitive of
life-forms lived; in this region were the larger creatures,
predators like the bilrds. The ones they had already geean, large
though they were, were a comparatively small species. Beyond, above
them, were the bilg onesn, like the great bilrd they had seen while
8t1ill in the .-shuttlecraft. He gave little credence to Human
superstitions, but here he ccould only hope - hope that the largesat
birdas were creatures of the open spaces, bilrds like the Terran
albatross that spends many months at a time out of sight of land.
Meanwhile, he decided, he had best not pasg thia information on to
the Humans. Bayless was probably not experienced enough to realise
the danger, but Cargtairs might figure 1t ocut for himself. If ao,
with luck - superstition again - he would tell Spocek firat, and then
the Vulcan could warn him not to divulge the msituation to the
othersas. Spock fully vespected the courage off the security guards
and his two scilentlsts, and had a higher opinion of Mears than of
many of the female crew members, but even so he felt 41t hetter not
to make them nervous. In such A condltion meost Humans were inclined
to act first and think later.

As the Humang began to sit up, indicating their recoveny, Spock
mationed to Mears.

"I think something to eat ig indilcated, Yeoman. A handful of
lichen each - no more. I do not requlre any."

"You musgt aeat gsomaething, sir»," Mears protested ag she groped in
her pouch, beginning to hand out the tiny ration.

"Vulcans can fast for long periods without harm, " Spoak
replied, suppressing the knowledge that, 111 as he was, fasting
would Indeed be harmful. However, the unappetiging dry llchen was
unhappealing, and he knew that in any case the Humang would nheaed the
small amount he would have consumed even more than he did. He did,
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however, accept a mouthful of water. In doing 20 he had to fight

the urge to drain the container - his illnesg was making him very
thirsty.

When thelr meagre meal was finighed the rarty headed on. The
plants grew taller and taller, until they waere making their way
batween thilck, bare stems topped by huge Pronds that waved steadlily
in the sharply gusting wind. The plantg provided some protection,
for which they were grateful. The ailr, already cold, was rendered
1oy by the wind. This forest also concealed them from flying
predators, Spock realised, for they must be invisible from above.

Ahead of them, an animal darted through the "treess'. It was
impesaible to determine any details of 1ta physical gtructure, yet
its timidity indlcated that this ereature, at least, wasm no predator
- unlikely as that had seemed. Apart from the mobille vegetable they
had seen earliler, almost every creature on this world seemed to prey
on smaller ones. They might pbe safe from flying predators, but they
waren't gafe from guadruped ones - or creatures like the snake.

Soon they dlscovered ancother advantage of being among the
'trees'; the atmosphere was no longer so dusty. The Humans'
coughing diminished, but Spock's persisted, in apite of his attempts
to Aalleviate it.

Mears noticed hils continued coughing first, and mentiocned 1it.
It took 8pock only a moment to decide on a minimised version af the
truth.

"1 appear to have developed a mild respiratory infection, due
to the constant dampnegs,™ he admlitted,.

The glrl sesrched in her pouch for the small emergancy medical
kit. Spock reached out to stop hep.

"We should keep the medlcation for absolute emergencies,” he
sald.

"You're not belng logical, sir," she replied. "An antibiliotile
injection now could keep the infection down. But if you wailt until
it gets any worse, it might take more antibiotic than we have to
sugtaln you.™

"Yeoman, I appreciate your concarn, but this infectlon is no
worse than a cold, and 1f we uge what little medication we have on
gomething so mild, it wlll no longer be avallable should any of ug
become injured."

"Colds can be a2 lot more weakening than most people admit, Mpr.
Spock," Mears inasisted. YBegides, we need you. If you collapse we
raally will be 1n trouble.®

"I am hardly likely to collapse from a reapiratory infection,
Yeoman..." SBpock begsan.

"I'm sure you've hesrd Dr. MoCoy may that the best time to
cateh a dlgeage 1s when 1t's Just gtarting,"” Mears gaid. "I know
I've heard him say 1t lots of times, and you know him better than I
do."” Sha pumped a doge of antibilotic 1intoe the Vulcan's arm before
he could protest any furthenr.

"You mlsguote the good doector, Yeoman,'" Spock sald with a touch
aof wry humour. "What he has freguently said is that the best time
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to catceh a disease 1s before 1t starta.®

Mears returned the medlikit to her pouch. "Whichever it ig,
gir, it's still better to do something about 1t now."”

At heart, 3pock knew that she was right. At least he could
taell MaCoy that his conditlion had not been neglected -~ he shuddered
at the thought of the caustlice-tongued medic'’'s comments and the
enforced sojourn in sickbay that would be hig eventual lot.

Before long Spock was forced to admit that Mears had been
right; he felt much better for the Injection. But he knew that at
best the relief was only temporanry. More than a general antibiotice
was needed, and he could expeaect noe real improvement in his condition
until he was away from this cold, damp atmosphere.

The group was halted by a2 scream. They swung round to find
Baylisg, who wasg bringing up the rear, flat on the ground with a
snariing animal crouched over him.

Becket, nearest to the fallen man, reacted first. He pulled
out his phager and fired. The creature collapsed and they rushead
forward to heave the cavcags off Baylisg, who sat up shaklly.

"are you injured, Mr.Bayligs?" Spock asgked,

The mclentigt shook his head grogglly. "No, Mx. Spock. The
creature knocked me over when it pounced, and you turned on it
before it could continue itg attack."

Spock looked down at the anlmal. Although not very large - no
larger thah & Terran wolf -~ 1t was clearly a creasture to be feared.
Ttg mouth was larger than a wolf's and filled with ugly, pecinted
teath. No wonder the earlier beast they had zseen was go timid.

The ground was becoming steeper again, and Spock found 1t
increasingly difficult to climb steadlily upwards wilithout pausing for
braeath.

Abruptly they came to the edge of the 'itrees'. The mountain
gloped upwards ahesd of them ag far as they could sBee, deveoild of
large plants or any sort of shelter. Ag 1t was getting late, Spock
decilided that this was probably as good a place ag any to steop for
their third night on the planet,.

Az they settled down, Carstalrs and Bayliss looked at each
other, then advanced towards Spock.

"T knhow you don't like elome physical proximity, Mr. Spock,”
Caratalirs said with polite obgstinacy, "but the condiltions are worse
for wou than for any of us. For your own sake, you must let us keep
you warm."

The Vulcan looked from one to the other. Had this been Kirk
and McCoy he would not have hesitated. He had grown accustomed to
the knowledge that these two were not fooled ~ had never been fooled
- by hig apparently complete zself-possession, although McCoy
pretended to be, and he knew that the warmth «f other bodies close
to him would be welcome. He had also grown accustomed to the
knowledge that Kirk and McCoy were fond of him, and cculd accept 1t
without embarrassment, but the two junior asclentistg were another
matter. In his weakened condition it would be very easy for him to
let his normal dispassionate reserve slip. Dare he risk 1t? It



77

would be most unethical for him to meld accldentally with elithaer of
the young men and go discover thelr gacret thoughts; or sven worse,
let them see the Human warmth that dwelt ao near the surface of his
mind.

Practical considerations decided him. Ags Mears had sald, tha
Humang needed him 1f they were to stand any chance of reaching a
poelnt from which they could contact the Entarprise. Reluctantly, he
noddeaed.

"Very well, gentlemen. And thank you."

The young sclentists settled Spock between tham. The change of
poaition, from upright to prone, made him cough again. He wag not
surprised when Mears came over and gavea him another injection hefore
he even realised that she was there. Then she Jjoined the two guards
and huddled down with them,

Spock glept £I1tfully, afrald to relax completaly, bhut knowing
that the warmth, slight as 1t was, and the injection, were dolng him
some good. If his condition was not improving - he knew it would
net until he received the proper treatment - at least it was not
deteriorating.

The group rousgsed as it wasg getting ldight. The change of
position again made Spock cough, but he stopped the Yeoman was she
reached into her pouch.

"We have very little of the drug," he said. "It 13 inadvisable
to use it all Jjust yet. Zome muat be kept for emevrgencies." He had
grown guite hoarse, but knew the futility of trying to elesar his
irritated throat. '

They ate the last of the lichen, Spock again refusing 1t to
leave more for the Humangs, and allowed themselves a little water.
There was hardly any left in the container, and SBpock decided that
the remainder should be kept for as long as they could possibly do
without it.

Rested, but not refreshed, they aet off again up a slope
sparsaely covered with the short, moss-~like growth they had firgt
encountared part-way through the second day. They had not gone far,
howaver, when they were stopped by 2 chasm that cut acrosg thein
path.

It was a falrly narrow ravine, not more than fifty yvards
acragas, but 1t mlight bhave been fifty miles, for there was absolutely
nothing they could use to bridge it. Even had the plants through
which they had recently passed been a little longer they were too
soft-atemmed to bridze the gap.

Spock peered downwards, but he could only see a ghort distance
bafore the universal mistiness blanked out vigibility. The canyon
was at least a hundred yards deep - the distance he egtimated he
could make out any detalls - and the sides looked unclimbable axcept
by mountaineering experts. A strong wind blew through the ravine,
cauging the migt to eddy and swirl but doing nothing to olear 1it.

Hopeless to try and climb down, Ffor it might descend not just
three hundred feet but three thousand, and they had no ropes or any
other safeguard. There wag no alternative; they must travel
parallel to 1t in the hope that they would, before too long, reach
the end of it. Nor was there anything to indicate which was the
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bhetter way to go. Spock turned to the right, knowilng that his
cholce of direction wag purely arbitrary.

"We will try this way,™ he sald quietly, wishing he felt as
confident as he sounded.

On board the Enterprise Kirk had long pagsed from extreme
anxiety to acute worry. Repaated sensor scang gshowed nothing,
axcapt that below a certasin altitudse nothing was detectable, and it
was rapldly becoming clear that Spock and his party must be below
that altitude. Otherwise thelr bodies would have been detected.
The scan of the area into which the gshuttle had been headed was so
thorough that they were recognising characteristics of certain
individual animals that lived in the area. Yet how could the
ghuttlecraft have got so far down the mountaln side?

The first reports from the searchlng Galileo told him. It was
imposgsible for any of the shuttlecraft to maintain a coursme, let
alone carry out a proper search, because of the strong, gusting
winds. The shuttle could be anywhere, carried by the wind, its
courase unpredictable becaumse of any action taken by its pilot.

Kirk could understand that Spock would not want to return to
the Enterprise without having conducted aome form of aurvey - which
would explain why he hadn't given up when his ghuttle was first
thrown off coursaea. But that would mean that he could be anywhere on
the planet's surface... And what was keeping him from coming back?

Bick with worry, he remalined on duty untill McCoy came and
forced him to go and reaest, sedating him into unconsciousnegs. Mcloy
himself war desperately worrlied - and not only for Spock. But at
least he Knew he could do something for Kirk.

-

It teook tha landing party two days to reach the head of the
ravine, daysg when they grew more and more exhausted from the
rreggure that slowed theilr movements. Fortunately they had found
another edible plant, this time & barrel-shaped fungus that had a
high moisture content, and this had satisfiled thelr need for ligquild
ag well as filling their stomaschs with & not particularly nutritious
meal. Agaln they had stopped for long enough to harvesgt as much ag
would fit in Meara'®' pouch, ag well as sgueezing some to £1il1ll their
water contalner. All gix were rather rellieved, although none of
them saild so. Despilte the moist atmosphere all of them needed
water, and the filled container would last them several days.

The ravine passed, they resumed thelr Iinterrupted march towards
the original landing site. Bird l1ife was now far more freguent.
Small flocks of birdse of varying silzes flew in formation, changing
direction in unison in what appeared to be normal protective
behaviour everywhere for any creatures that were subject to attack
from others larger than themselves. Larger birds occcaslonally
flicked out of the mist to swoop on the small ones, freguently
migesing but occasionally catching one. Unwilling though he was to
k11l any of these birds, Spock checked them for edibility, but all
were incompatible with Human reguirements.

The ground waz more broken here, and it slowed them aven more.
Unwary speed could eaglily result in a twisted ankle, and that they
dared not rigsk.
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They had strung out a little. Spock still took the lead, forp
only he had a sense of direction sufficiently acute to keep them
going 1in the right direction. Becket wag close behind him, with

Bayliss at hig heels. There was a short gap, then Mearg, with
Carstairs at her side, and Reynolda bringing up the rear, but the
distance between them was only a few yards. Every time the group at

the rear lagged too much they called out, and the leading party
stopped and walted for them. The girl was doing the best she could,
but having shorter legs, though she took step for step with the men
each atride coverad less ground, and #he had to throw in an extra
step every so often. It made the journey that much more tirving for
her, so that inevitably she found herself lageing slightly.

The rear group was passing a fallen boulder when a tentacle

reached out sharply from under it and caught Carstairs. He wag
Jerked a step towards the rock before he recoveraed enough to resiot
the pull. Immediately a secand tentacle joined the firast.

Reynolds drew his phaser, az did Mears even ag she screamed,
"Mr. Spock!" They filred under the boulder simultaneously. The
tentacles lifted Carstalivs right off the ground, then dropped him.
The scientist did not move.

The leading group moved back quickly, but by the time they
reached Carstalrs the action waa over. They bent over the fallen
man, who was gasping noisily. Before they could do anything,
however, he managed to draw a deep hreath and sat up.

"Just... winded," he gaszsped.

He scrambled to his faet, and they aerassed to the boulder to
see what had attacked him.

It was llke a creature out of a nightmare, an amalgam of
octopusg,” sea anemone and insectiverous plant, the tentacles only two
out of a countless number ringlng a gaping maw that seemed to lead
directly inte an ilnsatiable stomach.

"Most unpleasant, " Spock commented.
Mears shivered.

"It's strange, though,! Reynolds wasn saying. "I wag behind and
saw quite clearly. The Yeoman was closer to it, yet 1t reached past
her for Carstairsg, And 1t dddn't try to catech either her or me
while he wasa trying to pull frea, although 1t certalnly has enocugh
tentacles to have tried 1it."

"Maybe it just doesn't like red," Bayliss suggested in an
effort to lighten everycnets mood.

"You could be correct, Me. Bayliss," Spock said slowly. "as T
recall, all the attacks that have been made on us have been directed
at the scientific staff - the personnel wearing blue. It is
rosalble that the c¢reatures living at these levels are not aware of
read. There are praecedents from other planets, including Faprth.™

They carried on, the Humans casting nervous glances at the
terraln arocund them, Where there was one of those creatures, i1t
seemead pbssible there would be more. Howaver, thay passed out of
the reglion of broken ground without further incldent.

Spock called a halt saoon after. His condition, having remained
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static for zome tUime, was worsening. A tight band was congtricting
his chest, and h=a was having lncereased difficulty 4in bhresthing
without showing algns of distresg. There wag littla polnt in
telling the others; thay could do nothing to azssigt him. Even the
antibiotic was finlshed now, apart from one dose that he had
insisted should be kept for an emergency.

To provlide a resgon for the h&l%, Spock took out his
communicator.

"We may haveae gained enough altitude now,” he gald. Prilivately,
he doubted 1t. H3pock to Enterprize... Spock to Enterprigse.. .

"Thay will stl1l]l be there, won't they, Mr. Zpock?" Mears asked.

Spock knew what wag in her mind. "Yam, Yeoman, they will still
be there,™ he replled,. "On this occasion, there ig nothing to take
them away.,™

"But they won'’t search indefinitely, will they?" she persisted.

"They will zearch for as long as there iz any hope at all of
finding us allve,” Spock answered confidently, privately certaln
that Kirk would not glve up the search even after that. Kirk would
contlinue untll he found thelr bodies -~ but he chome nat to say that,
for 1t would sound too emotional.

They resumad thedr gteady plod upwards after a short rest.
Vegetation began to thicken arailn, becoming a knea-high cavpet of
wilide bladed lesaves, each on 1ts own stalk. Once move L1 was
difficuit to see where they ware ateppiling.

It was the unfortunate Yaoman who ancguntersd the newt hsazard.

As she had already pointed out, the uniform that Startleet provided
for its femalsa personnel was most impractical for landing panrty
duties: where the men were able tTo brush through the plantsg wilth no
111 effects, Mears scon found that she had acquilred several unwanted
passengaers In the form of leech-like <cresatures that clung to her
leagsa. Fortunately, they pulled off falrly eagily, but esch one left
an 1itchy spot where 1t had been cllinglng to her.

Although they were gympathatlic the men could do nothing Tto help
her; as time went on, Spock bagan to get rather worprled about these
rarasites. It was getting lete,and they would soon have to stop for
the night - but 1f they stopped in this reglon whera these coreatures
weaere zo plentiful, all would be attacked by them ags they glept, andg
might even bea drained of blood before the morning. It was naot a
pleasant prospect. None of the other regionsg through which they had
pagsed had been extengive, however; wilith luck they mlght get clear
before dark.

Shortly before Spoeck estimated they would have to stop for the
night they pasged out of the reglon of wilide bladed plants and back
into a2 region of moss. Mears astoppeaed to pull the lasgt of the
parasgltenr from her legg and throw them back among the plants where
they lived. Then they headed on, Ltrying to put a reasonable amount
of distance between Themselves and the oreatures before thay had to
gtop.

They finlshed the cactus-llke plants they had gathered and
gsettled down for the nlght. Exhaugtion was makling them all slesap
now, despilte the cold; even Spock accepted his Juniors' succour now
wilithout demur, glad of the heat from thelr bodies.
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In the morning it wasg clear that Mesars was far from well, They
checkaed her as well as they could with the scanner in the medilikit,
but even Spock, with hia greater khowledge of medical matters, could
make no positive diagnosis. There were signg that the girl, too,
was developiling a respiratory infection, but there was more than
that, and he suspected gome polison in the galilva of the leeches wase
respongible. It teok only a moment's consideration for him to
decide to gilve her the last dose of antibjiotic - 41t might arrest the
infection and give her a better chance to fight the poison.

Spock allowed them all a drink, then indicated that they should
£0 an. Maars astruggled gamely on in spite of her growing weakness,
but the men all knew it was only a matter of time before she would
be unable to walk any further. At least, Spock thought, Mears is
the lightest member of the party, ond carryging her will be less of a
drain on the rest of us.

They passed intc a region where the very rocks looked atrange,
intaerlaced with coral-like growths. Spock checked them curicusly
and realised that they were similar in structure to Tevrran coral,
each tube of the structure houaing a polyp. Waving antennae
protruded from one tube. A large insect was ceught in the draught
from them and was drawn towards the sedentary redator. When it was
close enough the Insect digappeared, caught by the delilcate-looking
fealers. Fageilnating! Such polyps existed on a dozen worlds, but
Spock had never heard of any that were not underwater dwellers.

Visibility was improving slowly - slowly but noticeably. They
muat be gaining altdtude gquite rapidly. There were more birds about
now, too, larger flocks than before, but atlll flying as one, with a
pracision of manoeuvre that was eye-catching.

Mears was caoughing badly now. Sponk called a halt and allowed
them all another drink before taking out his communicator agsain.

"Spodk to Enterprise... Spock to Enterprise..."

On the Entarprise Uhura swung round from her console,
Jubilation in her voilce, "Word from the Galileo, Captalin - they are
in communicator contact with Mr. Spock." Kirk heavaed a sigh of
relief. Mcloy, hovering on the bridge as usual, gripped his
shoulder, and Kirk knew that the doctor shared hilis relief.

There was a short pause, then Uhura activaeted the main screen.
Spock's face looked out at them,.

"Captain, I have teo veport that six of the original landing
party are gafe. Dr. Andersen wags unfortunately killed when the
shuttlie crashed. Please inform Dr. McCoy that we will require a
decompression chamber on cur return to the Enterprise, and that
Yeoman Mears and I willl require medlcal attention."

"What's wrong, Spock?! McCoy asked sharply.

"Miss Mears has a2 mild respiratory infectipn and was badly
bitten about the legs by creatures resembling leaches. I have a
Vulcan respiratory infesction that could become serious if it is not
treated guickly."

McCoy glanced down at Kirk, and looked guickly away from the
renewed worry on the Captain's face,. "1'11 be ready for you,




Spock. ™

Kirk strode into silekbay to stop by Spock's bed. The Vulcan
looked up at him pleadingly.

"Yag, Mpr. Spock?"

"Captain, can't you persuade Dyr. McCoy to let me return to my
own quarters?? ' : T

MeCoy glanced over from his offide door. - "There's gratituds
for you, Jim!? It's not forty-elght hours since he told me he would
need medical attention - actually told me - and now that he's had 1t

he can't get away from me guickly enocugh!'
Kirk grinned. "Could he go hack to hls own quarters, Bones?"

"Not untll that cough clears up - and don't try telling me 1t's
just residual and doesn't mean anything, Spock. You know bettenr
than I do what that infectlion of your& cculd mean.* McCoy's head
vanlished back inside hils office.

Kirk looked down at hilig Filrst Officer syﬁpathetically. Y"He's
right, you know," he sald softly. :

Spock's eves gleamed with a touch of humour. "Yeg, Jim, I
know, " he repliled equally softly "But you don't expect me to tell
him so, do you?™ : ‘

Kirk grinned broadly. "Na, I guess not." He sat on the edge
of Spock's bed. "Care to tell me all that happened?"

"Yaou have’already_receive reports from the other members of
the landing party, Captain," Hpock replied evasively.

"Yas, but you were in charge. I want te know how things loocked
to you. Especially since I have to put in a report on that pergilum,

which we still haven't surveyed."

Zpoack silghed in resignation. "My first recommendation would be

pregsurised demes to live and work in.- for. comfort and for
protection from the damp conditions and indigenous fauna... Jim,

can't it wait for another day or two? I'm gtlll not feellng wall.

Kirk had the admigsion he wanted. He took Spoeck's hand and
pressed 1t gentliy. "ALL right, Spock. Just you rest.”

The ghost of a gmile touched the Vulcan's lipa. Then he closed

his eyes peacefully and slept.
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THE KORVAN INCIDENT

by

Shella Clavk

Although Starships are the main exploratory ships of the
Federation, Starfleet also has a number of survey- /research vesgels
whose primary function is to make preliminary investigations of
planets which the better-egquipped starships then follow up.
Sometimes an 1ll-advised first contact has unfortunate on worrying
results, however, for the Starship erew that has to make second
contact.

Korvan was a Class M planet with a culturve that, while
apparently still highly civilised, existed on a fairly simplistic
level, The people were, In the main, farmers, and although several
falrly sizeable ruilned cities showed conclusgively that at one time
the planet had had a reasonable industrialised culture, the aonly
crafts that were now purgued were weaeaving, carving, and some simple
craftwork using such metals and semi-preciocus atones as could be
found without mining activity. Gold, panned from mountain streams,
was the most commonly worked metal. Sengor scansg, though, showed
the presence of dilithium - not an uncommon aubstance, but rare
enough to generate considerable Federation interest in a world that
had a good stock of i1t.

The Captain of fthe scout ship that discovered Korvan made
contact when sensors detected the dilithium. The natives, friendly
at firat, became suddenly - not hostile exactly - but unenthusisstic
whan he mentioned trading. They were not interested in trading and
preferred to be left in peace. Their world provided them with all
that they needad and they wanted nothing. Balked, the scout ship
departed and its captain reported to Starfleet Command; hot the
triumphant report he had hoped to give, but a more subdued,
apologetic one.

Starfleet Command did not waste time in recriminations; the man
had dene hig best. Instead, the records were checked to discover
which Starship was nearest, and the Enterprise was assigned to make
a #gacond contact, and try to arrange foyr the planetary head of
government to at least meet with an official Federation
representative. There was too much of B chance of the Klingons
finding Korvan and exploiting 1t to allow the Korvans to forget that
A aubstance on their planet was of value to more technological
cultures.

Kirk savoured his firat sip of Saurian brandy appreciatively.
"Where do you get 1t from, Bones?" he asked. "Somehow, you
always seem to have the baeat brandy available. I buy the same brand

- but it's different, and I don't know why."

MeCoy chuckled. "Maybe 1t's the Jjoy of drinking someone else's
that adds flavour,™ he teased.

Kirk grinned. "In that casze, Scotty's should taste better +too,
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and it doesntt.™
"Then 1t must be the pure alcohol I add to 1t to eke it out -
twoe parts spirit to one part brandy. Three bottles for the price of
one. ™

"Now that'as the miserly country doctor speaking..."

"2ure, 1t was my granddaddy taught me how to do it without
being found out.

They laughed companionably. Kirk sipped again, knowling he
wasn't going to get a gtraight answer, and leaned back with z asigh.

"It's good to be able to relax occasionally."

"No reason why you can't do it more often.™

"Oh, I don't do too badly. Ag long as I have you o laugh with
sometimes, and Spock to play ch@as with two or three evenings a

week, I really don't da too badly.

"So what's worrying yvou pight now?"

Kirk made a face. "I'm hot,Léoking forward to visilting
Korvan. Yes, I know ocur atanding orders - ‘'geek out new life, new
¢lvilisations' -~ but they don't asay .anything about sorting out

messes that a half- trained survey crew has madet"

MeCoy gave him a:geafching look. "You're not usually so
intolerant.™
"t know, Bonas." He =mounded cbﬁtrita. "I know, the crews are

waell trained, but they're not qualifled to handle first contacts.
They're meant-to obgerve inhabited planets and report thelr findings
to Starfleet. Cnly too many of thelr Captains think they know what
they're doing and make contact anyway.  Usually they get away with
it - often enough for Starflest to accept the odd boob as the luck
of the draw. But... T dunno, Boneszs, I've got a feeling deep down in
my gut that this is going'to be one of those occasions."

"Now that's being ailly," McCoy proteasted. "Time enough to
gstart getting premonitions of trouble when we actually get there and
meaet the people.

"That's what I keep telling myseif. Then I remember how little

we were actually told about the firgt contact - just the bare fact
that 11t had been made, but the nativems weren't keen to trade. That
tells me that the survey Captain somehow managed to boteh 1t ~ we
weren't even told who it was." Kirk sighed. "What's really wrong,
I auppose, is8 that I'm not keen on these diplomatic missions. I

don't llke carrying Ambassadorsg and High Commissioners around, but T
sure wigh they'd sent one with us this time."

"What you're really scared of is that you'll do so well in
diplomacy that Starfleet promotes you away from the Enterprise to be
a High Commissioner yourself,” McCoy.saild cheerfully.

"That's not funny," Kirk replied, almost sharply. "Sorry,
Banes - but a purely diplomatic career is my idea of hell.™

"I've often thought that diplomats had to be slightly insane,®
MoeCoy anawered. "Otherwlsge they'd elther not be diplomats or they'd
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carry cut thelr duties more directly, and cut out the deviousnesa."®
"Now that would never do," Kirk protested. "If they did that,

they'd carry out theilr duties too efficlently and work themselves
out of a jobh."

MeCoy refilled the glasses. "Vulecan certainly seems to be the
only planet that doesn't have a top-heavy diplomatic seprvice," he
admitted. "And don't you dare tell Spock I gald got"

"Loglic has its uses, huh?"

MeCoy grinned. "If the Vulecans would only admit to the
positive emotionsg,”™ he said, "like love and laughtar. They could
i1gnore the negative ones -~ hatred, envy, Jealousy - as much as they

llked. We'd all be better off without those. ™
"They all stem from insecurity," Kirk said thoughtfully.

MeCoy nodded. "And they all make everyone involvad very
unhappy. We can't even be sure of what causes insecurity," he
added. "'External forces acting and reacting with heredity', they
told us at a psychology lecture... And yet two children in the game
family, brought up apparently identically, can be so different...
One can end up as gelf-confident as they come, while the other is
crammed as full of Iinsecurities as it's possible to be. That'g why
Spock clings so hard to being Vulecan and maintaining Vulecan habits,
you Know. It gives him something positive to hang onto, to halp him
ovarcome his insecurity. And that's why I tease him so much -
trying to let him see that he doesn’t need that support any more.™

"You think Spock feels insecure?"

"Dammit, how could he be anything else? With Humans calling
him cold 2nd unfeeling and Vulcans calling him emotional, he never

could have known where he stood when he waa young. Hig father
demanded one hell of a2 lot from him; and while he had the
intelligence, the ability to cope... I've no doubt that Sarek wag

naver aatisfied, and made no allowances at all for his Human
reactions, which must have shown up quite a lot when he was a child,
before he learned to control them. He probably lay awake at night
wondering how he was going to manage, 1f he was going to live up to

hia father's expectations the next day... He probably got into the
habit of reminding himself 'I am Vulecan... ' to help him overcome
those Human reactions... and never got out of 1t."

"And he's s8till afrald of letting the Human in him show..., "

"Ha's learned to unbend a bilt with you, although mogt Humansa
wouldn't realise that he was unbending. .. And I'm teaching him
another kind of veaction, and he's responding pretty well. Sarvek
never did understand my carack about the teddy bear, but Amanda did -~
and gso did Spock. I l1ald myself wide open, and he picked 1t up neat
as anything. "™

Kirk gtrinned reminiscently. "And howt"

"I don't know how much 1t helped him - 1f at all - but... T
dont't care how good a face he put on it, Sarek's behaviour must have
hurt like hell, and scoring that one over me Just then -~ well, it

mugt have done something for his confilidence.™

Kirk nodded, "And then belng able to let Sarek see how well he
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could cope wlth command.., "

"The whole ineident did help him quite a bit. His
psychological profile steadied fractionally after it."

"Did 1ten
"Mm. I didn't think it possible elther, but 1t dia.m"

"Ag 1f he didn't quite believe he was competent, despite his
reputation, until he'd shown Sarek he waa?"

"Looks like it." MeCoy filled the glasses again.

"T think so. Spock's proved he's a competent officer and Sarek
can sae how highly he's regpected... They seemed to be fully
reconcliled, as far ag I could.see, and while I don't pretend to
understand Vulcans all that well, Amanda musgt and she seemed happy
about it. I don't think Spock has any famlly worries now."®

"Good. " Kirk yawned. "Think I'11 hit the sack."
"How're you feellng?”
HIust a blt gl=epy. ™

"Sure? That atab wound WOuldn't be bothering you by any
chance?

"Nao, it igntt. "
McCoy locked sguspicilous.

"Bones, it's been over a month! Of course I'm fit againt®

-

"1'11 believe you... Go on, off to bed!®

Degpite Kirk's féarg, the Kofvana'agreed willingly enough to
meat him, provided he limited his party to not more than six
persong. He considered the composaltion of his landing party
carafully. MceCoy, of course; a yéoman'to record the talks and any
agreement that they might manage to reach; one or more security
guards to add dignity - something Kirk didn't normally bother about,
but he had a feeling that there 1t might lend a degree of formality
that the Korvans would appreciate.

Spock?

He wanted to include Spock, but would the Vulcan's alien
appearsance hinder the success of the talkst? Or would the fact that
him party inecluded someone who was obviously of a different race
encourage the Korvans? It might...

Ha would take Spock, he decilded.

They were met by the President of Korvan, flanked by two aides,
and supported by a dozen officilals. Beside the smimple, unassuming
garments of the Presidential party, Starfleet's dreas uniforms
appeared gaudy, almost garish, and Kirk realised that they might
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have done better to wear siandard uniform. They were very
definitely over dressed, but 1t couldn't be helped. Formallty would
have to be maintained, sand the book clearly specified dress unlform
for meetinga of thigs nature.

To Kirk's surprise, the meeting took place in the open airw.
Chairs were placed round a large table on a raised platform, even
for the henour guards whose chief purpose was clearly unsuspected.
The Korvans clesarly imagined that the two guards were simply minor
membars of Klrk'szs entourage.

Kirk statepd the Federation's case gimply and clearly, and gave
a warning, as strongly worded as was consistent with his role, of
the danger to Korvan from the Klingons.

The subject was debated at length. At teoo great 2 length, Kilirk
decided. A cold wind wag blowing, and he blinked as grit was blown
into his eyes. He managed to blink them clear without being too
abvioua about 1t, and ocut of the corner of his eye he saw one of the
guards doing the same.

Tt eventually transpired that President Varnan himsel?f, his
aldea and elght of the officials favoured their government's forming
an alliance with the Federation, and trading thelr 4dilithium for
items not produced on the planet. Thelr only stipulation was that
the mining activities should cause as little damage to the
anvironmaent az possible, and any damage 80 caused should be repaired
before the miners left the area. This Kirk could agree to
immedlately and cheerfully, knowing that 1t was standard Federatlion
procedure, and thereby discovered that that bhad been the obsastacle
preventing earlier agreements. The scout captain had been hesitant
about 1t,

The other four officials were unenthusiastic, although of the
four, only one - Herdar - meemed to be actively opposed, the general
tenor of hils words baing that it would be foollsh to bhelieve the
strangers on their bare promise to conserve the countryside.

"If you distrust ug on sight, how can we give proof of ocur good
intentions? Surely the time to digtrust us 1s after we prove
untrugtworthy," Spock susgepgted evenly.

"That would be too late to unde the damage you had done, "™ wag
the uncompromlging reply.

Kirk gsighed inwardly. It looked as 1f this meeting was going
te last quite a bilt longer than would be comfortable. He shivered
agaln as the wind gusted shavrply, once more dviving dust agalngt
thelr faceqa. Automatically, he closed his eyes untdl the flurry of
dust was pasgt, then opensd then again to see Varnan bhlinkilng
uncomfortably.

That might spaeed him up, Kirk thought with near-malicilous
intensity, aware even as he formulated the thought that Varnan
wasn't the heold up. He was probably as frustrated by Herdar's
opposition as Kilirk himself.

"Cur visitor 1a right, Herdar,! Varnan said firmly. "Tt would
not be jusgt to accuse the Faderatlon of untrustworthiness when we
know nothing of them. Let us permit mining to begin in one area,

gay In the most barren region where this mineral is found, B0 that
any damage to the environment would be of less importance than in a
more fertile area, and Jjudge from that whether they can be trusted
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ar not."

There was a general murnur of agreement, the one man, Herdar, .
baeing the only dissenting volce, the other three seemingly quite
satlisfied wlth Varnan's compromise. When he realised that he stood
alone, Herdar said grudgingly, "Very well. I accept the wlll of the
majority. But let the initial agreoemant also be for a short time
only."

Varnan glanced at Kirk, who nodded. "1 gympathise with Mrpr.
Herdar's views,"™ he said, "and although I know that he has nothing
to fear, I acceprt hils caution. Let the initlal agreement, then,
stand for ane year, and be reviewed one month before its end. The
Federation would have *the rights to mine in one desert area during
that year, keeping the disturbance to the environment to a minimum.™

"arreed, " Varnan said.

He clapped his hands, and after a moment a servant came up with
a tray of drinks. He took them round the party: first Kirk, then
the President, then the othersg in turn.

Varnan ralsed his glaas. "To our friendship.™

"To our. friendship," Kirk repeated. They drank The toast, even
Spock accepting the need, on this ocecasion, to de so, 2lthough he

barely moisztened his 1ips with the liguor.

The meeting immediately became more informal. Even the hostile
Herdar geemed reasigned now to his defeat, and spoke cheerfully to
McCoy, who shortly found himself deep in a discussion of medical
techniques. Herdar, it seemed, was a doctor also, and mention of
gome of the Federation's medical technology seemed to do a great
daal to reconcile the man toe his political defeat.

The drinks were replenished. Kirk drew a deap breath; a glance
ghowed him that Spoeck shared hig weary regsignation, even though he
was sure that no-one but himself could recognise i1t. If these
diplomatic talkg wevre: boring, the socialising was even worse! He
turned alightly to avold having more dust blown into his face by the
gusting wind.

"Wa would be honoured 1f you would attend a dinner tonight to
caelebrate ocur union with the Federation," Varnan was saying.

"Thank you." There was no other courteous answer possible, and
Kirk bade a regretful farewell to the relaxed evening he had hoped
to mpend. "We would be very happy to attend. What time will we
join yous® .

"Abhout sgeven, our time."

"We'll be there. Now, 1f you will excusme usms, we must return to
our ship. I must report to my superiors.”

"Yes, of course, Captaln Kirk."

Kirk flicked open his communicator. "Kirk to Enterprise.
Landing party ready to beam up."

"Arcknowledgaed, sgir."

Kirk tosgsed back the last of hils second drink. As he replaced
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the glassg on the table, the landing party began to shimmer into
invigsdinhdility.

Kirk materialised gasping for bhreath. He cluteched at his
throat, choking. Attracted by the sound, MclCoy loocked towards him,

and sprang into action. It took him a second to realise that Kirk
wasg not, A3 he had flirst thought, simply choking through having
awallowad the lagt of his wine the wrong way. Spock, watching, came

to the same conclugsion almost simulianeously.
"I'11l bring him, Doctor." Spock swung Kirk up into hisg arms.

By the time they reached sickbay, Kirk's breathing was
extraemely laboured. He braathed in little moaniling gasps, hls face
twlsted 1in agony. Spock laid him guicekly but gently on the
axamination table, and gstepped back to make way for MclCoy, looking
up at the diagnoastlic panel as he did =o.

Even to his inexperienced eye the readingsg looked bad. Macloy
draew his breath in sharply and moved fast. Within seconds, Kirk was
on full life support.

"what 1a 14+2" Spock asked as MceCoy atralightened for a moment,

"T don't know. Hig blood preggure's down, yet his pulse rate
hag spasded tremendously. It's feeble, though. His rib muscles are
partially parsalysed, so he's having problems breathing. Without
life support, I doubt he'd manage. And the pain... Spoeck, he'g in

agony., But I daren't give him a sedative.™

The Vulcan looked down at Kirk'sg sweat-beaded face. "Not avan
when he's on full life supporte"

"Not even with full 1life suppori," Mcloy said gloomily. "The
paralysla... "

Spock's lips tightened fractionally. HWhat caused 1t2"

"How can I know yet?" McCoy snapped. Kirk blinked up painfully
ag the surgeon took a askilful hlood gsample and gave it to Nurse
Chapel.

"Boneg... " It was an almost volceless gasp.
"Ba quiet. bon't try to talk, Jim."

"The dinnep... Spock. ..

"1'11 go down," Spock sald guiletly.

"Ba... careful... " They could barely hear him.

Spock and MeCoy looked at each other sharply. "You think there

was treachepry?" McCoy asked disbelilevingly.
"JSeems. .. llikely... "

"Herdar? But the man's a doctor, Jim. He wouldn't - he
counldnttt?

A doctor would have the knowledge,™ Spock gaid evenly. "and
he did take his defeat... rather more philosophieally than I would
have expected. Although I cannot see how he could choose hils
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vietim. It peemed that we had a free choilce of glaga, and there was
no other way that pelson could have been adminlatered.™

Kirk managed to.nqd.

McCoy looked from one te the other. "All right, I'11 pump out
vour gstomach, Jim, and get the contents analysed." He turned for
the raeguisite equipment.

The analysis turned up nothinag. Thaere was nothing -~ nothing at
all - in the contenta of Kirk's atomazch that shouldn't have been
thare. Weaarily, McCoy sighed; Spock looked at him a little
uncertailnly.

"T+ would appear that we were mistaken Iin considering the
pogsibllity of polson,'" Spock admitted.

"Not necesgarlily,” McCoy replled. "There are certaln poisons
that dissipate very guilckly and leave no trace."™ He scunded
subdued. "The fact that I found nothing... doesn't automatically
mean that there was nothing. It just meansg I have nothing to go
on. T'm working in the dark, Spock... And 1f 1 guess wrong... "

Spock nodded. It would have ben Human to say something
completely meaningless and unhecesssry, like 'Do your best,' - but
Spock was not Human, and he refrained. For once, McCoy was grateful
for Vulean retilicence. Instead, Spock merely sald, "I must prepare
for tonight's dinner." He managed to gilive the final word an
intonation that made it sound positively indecent. '

Despite hisz conecern, McCoy couldn't help but amile. But he,

also, chose not to say the obvious. Inatead, he said guletly, "Be
careful." ’
Spock nodded agailn. "Very careful," he saild.

When Spock contacted the planet, however, he dilgcovered that
the gituation there wag far from peaceful. No-one guite khew what
wags happening. Varnan and two of hilz gsupporters had collapsed just
afPter the Enterprispe's landing party had left. A1l were seriocusly
411, and nobody knew what was wrong, although polisen was auspected.
Herdar and the other three opponents of the union were under arrest,
accused of attempted murder, but =211 four insisted that they were
innocent.

Inquiry produced the information that the symptoms - pain,
breathlessness, rapid pulse - were ldentical to Kirk's.

"Captain Kirk is suffering from the same affliction,” Spock
told the alde who had answered him. "Oour doctor can find no
avidence of poigon.™ A thought ocecurred to him. "Do you have life
support systems in your hoespital?"

"What ig thate"

If they didn't know what life support was, they didn't have
it. "Then perhaps we should bring Presildent Varnan aboard the
Enterprige," Spock suggegted. "Alse the other two victims. Thelr
physicians may accompany them, of course. Our facilities are at
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vour disposal.®

"Thank you,™" the alde replied. "I shall inform the physiciana
of yaour offer. I'm sure they will welcome your assistance.®™

Spock sat pondering matters for a while before returning to
sickbay, during which time Varnan and his two companions had been
transferred to the Enterprise and rlaced on total life gupport.

As the Vulecen entered, MeCoy glanced over from his pogaition at
the bedsilide of the Korvan President.

"We got them Just in time,"™ he said, "They'll live, on full
life support... I've never gpeen anything like this beforea. Yet..,.
It runs 1in my mind that I should know what causaed 1t. The
symptomg. .. they're not familiarp. I know I've never ancountered
this... ailment... before. It's as if someone told me about these
symptomsg., .. I've thought and thought, but I just can't remember.
Perhaps 1f you were to link with me... "

"Negative, Docten. Even 1f the knowledge was there, gince you
have forgotten it so thovoughly, a simple mind meld would be
ingsufficient to detaect it. If you could remember any detail, even
of the circumstances in which you hagd heard of it, I would have some
chance of tracing the memory. Otherwilse, I could gaarch your
subconscious mind for montha and gtill fail to dlacover anything
ugeful."

"I probably heard it during training. We were told a lot of
©dd, rare aymptoms Prom time to time - normally prefixed by '"You'rpe
not likely to encounter this, but - . I won't say we didn't listen
to them... but we had zo much to remember that was applicable that
somethling we were told we waeren't likely to need Adldn't make much of
an Impression.n”

"That ig not sufficient to help."
"T know."

Spock gilghed. "T think I will see if I can gpeak to Herdar and
hia friends. It might prove informative."

"Spock, I can't believe Herdar had anything to do wilith this.
Dammit, the man's a doctoprt"

"Ho you sald already. But Doctor, much would dapend on how
strongly he felt against the trade link. When a man's deepest
principles are at stake, lesser ones, no matter what they may be,
are automatlicrlly superseded.™

"Spoeck, the saving of 1ife is a doctor's deepast principle.”

"It certainly should be... but in this instance, we have no
other suspect. Doctor, I do not say that I believe Herdar to be
gullty; merely that he, and only he, had cause to wish this treaty
defeated ~ ag the deaths of +the agraealing leaders would surely do -
and the professional knowledge of how to cause those deaths. If he
himgelf was condemned and diled also - why, martyrdom is no hardship
to the staunch believers in any cause - indeed, it tg fregquently
walcomed. "

"I know." MoCoy's gshoulders drooped wearily.

- - - -
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Spock had little difficulty in arranging to see the prisconers:
indead, the prison authorities seemed quite glad that someone was
taking the responsibility for doing something. There were no
precedents for the arrest and questioning of an important member of
the Government.

The three prisoners were beling kept together in what was
clearly a 'holding area' rather than a2 proper cell. It was
comfortably furnished and, except for the bars on the window and the
locked door, 1t could have been a hotel room.

Spock stood for = minute Jjust inside the door looking at the
man who stood, simply astaring back at him. Finally, Herdar saild
guletly, in an almost-defeated volce, "Do you also belleve usm
gullty, Mr. Spock??™

"There 18 no proof that you are," Spock replied. "However,
neither ig there any proof that you are not, and therein lies the
problem. I must admit that I cannot see what opportunity you had.
Even to polson some of the glagsses - you had no certainty that
others would not take the safe ones, leaving only polsoned ones for
yvoursalvesg, No, T do not think 1t logical that you are guillty.®

"We are not," Herdar replied. "T do not agree with the
Council's decisgion, but now it has bheen made. What would I gain by’
killing those who made 1t?" ' '

"The resgcinding of the decision, perhaps, 1f the new Council
membersg thought as you do regarding 1t."

Herdar shook his head. "I have heard that this might happen on
other worlds - but not here. Here, once the decision has bean made,
it cannot be altered.™

"o you'would have no motive eilther, save revenge."

"Ravenge? What purpose would that serve?"

"None, " Spock agreed. He was gilent for a moment, and then
continued. "Hardar, you are a healer of this world. Do you know

this allment?"

"1 know only that Varnan, Shevar and Merran are 111, to the
danger of their lives - and theilr ailment has not been diagnosmed."

"Not only those three - Captain Kirk iz also affected.®

YWhatt" The Korvan'g shoceck could not have been simulated. A
guick glance showed Spock that the other Korvans also loocked
completely shocked.

"You did not know?"

Herdar shook hils head. "How 111 1g he?"

"Dr. MeCoy has him - and the other three - on total 1ife
support. Without that, all four would be dead by now."

Herdar sank down onto his chailr, shaking his head. "will they
recover?"

"We do not know." Spock looked keenly at him. "Herdar - the
gaymptoms are extreme pain; paralysdias; the blocd pressure has dropped
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alarmingiy; the pulse is feeble and very rapild. They would be
unablae to breathe 1f the machines were not breathing for them. Do
thoge gymptoms mean anything to you?®

"Strange. .. A man wag brought to me some weeks ago who had
such symptoms. Ha. .. diled. I could find no reasan, From what hig
friends sald, he had been with them constantiy for gaveral days,
eating and drinking with them. The only external mark on his body
was a ragh on the gole of one foot - but I could discover nothing
that might have causaed 1t. He seemed perfectly healthy. No hostille
micro-organism in his blood, nho disease germs... "

"T sae. Who was this man? His husiness?"

"He wasg a shellfish collector. They go out in small boats and
dive in shallow water for shellfish, working their way along the
coast for perhaps ten miles. At night they camp on the beach, then
work theilr way back. It's not an easy life, but ghellfigh fetch
good prices in the market. A boat with A ¢rew of gix can make
enocugh from one trip to keep them for several weaks. They go out
about once a month, on avevrage - and not more than two boats operate
on any given streteh of coast, to prevent over-fishing. This man
collapged in camp the night before they were due back from a fishing
trip. "

"Interasting. I wondexr if there could be any connaction."

"Mr. Spock, what connection could there-be hetween a shellfigh
collector going about hils trade and a group of Government officials
- and an allen? Forglve my cholce of word, but your Captain iz of =a

racea alian to here."

"I know." Spock spoke calmly. "We already know of one link -
their illness."

-

¥Thers couldn't be any common ¢ause of that. Even 1if Varnan
and the other two had eaten of shellfish the dead man caught, your
Captain did not.™

"Truea, Have you considered wind-borne bacteria?"

"Wind-borne...2"

"The wind was blowilng strongly durilng our meeting."

"Then why wers we all not affected?" Herdar demanded.

"Natural immunity, perhaps; in any epidemlic, there are tho=zme
who are immune," Spock pointed out.

"Do you really think that i1s the explanation?" Herdar asked.

"Not necessarily. I maerely suggest 1t as a posgssibility," Spock

sald. Y"Thank you, gilir. You have given me food for thought."™ He
turned to the door, and rapped on 1t. It was immediately opened for
him.

He thanked the chief of the prison staff and returned to the
Enterprise, his mind working furicuasly.

Hiae first stop was sickbay. Although he knaw that 1t would
have been reported to him immediately on his materialisation 4if
there was any major change in Kirk's condition, he worried all the
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way over what he would find when he got. fhebe.' It was almost a

relief to diecover that there was no change in the condition of the
sick man. Spock stood for some minutes looking down at Kirk's

ravaged face, Knowing that his Captailn wag only vaguely aware that
he was there, but was comforted by his presence Just the Same.
Besilde him, MecCoy's stance indicated utter dafeat.

"You have made no prcgresé, Doctor?ﬂ
"No," McCoy gsald flatly.

"I think I might have a... 'lead', I believe i3 the word.
According to Herdar, a fisherman was recently affected with these
gymptoms. If I could have a word with the man = colleagues, 1t
might prove helpful."

Although he knew that he must,.it.was far from easy-leaving
Kirk's gide. : :

Spock beamed down to the harﬁour area and went in search of the
dead figher's cocrewmsatesg. These proved easy to find; they were
working on their boat, clearly preparing for a trip.

The fishing boat's Captaln wasg fairly young, as indeed were all
the men in the crew. _Diving, evan in relatively shallow water, was
no task for the. elderly, and two of the crew were 1ittle more tThan
boys.

Spock explained why he wag +here, polnting out that if he could
discover the cause of the ailment 1t might be of some advantage to
the other flshers. :

Bernal shook his head. "Thevre is littlo to tell. It was on

our laast night in camp. We went seeking driftwood for our fire, asa
we always do. Veglar cried out suddenly as Lf something had pained

him - by the time we reached him, he had collapaad, gagping for
breath. We abandoned camp and brought him stralght in to Healer
Herdar, but as you know, he died soon aftenp. His gon - " Bernal
indicated the younger boy - "now mails with ug.™

"Will you show me where this camp was?" Spock asked.

"We should go in the opposite direction this time, " Bernal

sald.

"To prevent over-fishing," Spook agreed.- "Yeg, sir, I know.
But 1f you do thils, and take me to the camp, ¥ou can saill in the
oppoglte direction thereafter. It would mean lengthening your trip

by two days, or cutting the distance slightly, but it might help me
to learn what killed your friend - which, in turn, might help to
protect the rest of you, and the crews of other fishing boats,™

"You think we might also be in danger? BRBut the President ~ and
the other Government officlals. - never zo near the ghore.™

"The first man known to be affected did; and on the day the
President was struck down, there was a atrong wind blowing from the
gen - gtrong enocugh to be. carrying grit."

Bernal swallowed. "Very well," he said. "We will do as you
ask. We gail wilth the tide - soon now, ™
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Ready or not, Spock was far from happy as he boarded the little
boat. Although he could swim well, it was a sgkill he had learned at
the Academy; = skill for which there was little need on his dry,
near—-desert world. He did not feel comfortable in the presence of
80 much water, and the boat seemed a very {frail objesct when he
locked at the jagged, tooth-like rocks projecting from the sea.

The trip was not of long duratlion, however. They =zalled only
about three miles befare Bernal turned the little boat's nose in
towards the shore, to where a strip of sand offered smooth beaching.

Bernal led S8pock up the sandy beach tp some yards above the
line of debris that marked the high tide line; debris that consisted
of seaweead, small shells and some pileces of wood, wilith none of the
legs-organic remains found on the shore line of most 'ecivilised' .
planets. :

A cirvrele of large stones, 9mcke~b1ackened, showed that this was
where, by traditlion, the fishers bullt theilr fire.

"Some went that way to gather wood, some in thilsg direction,"

Bernal explained. "Veglar went along hare.”
He led the way =a2long the sand. He was nearly at the rocks that
rimmed the beach hefore he stopped. "Weglar collapsed here.'

Spock examined the ground carefully. A dull, transparent film
of something caught his immediate attention. It gtivrad a faint
memory; somewhers, on another shore, he had geen gsomething similar.

"What 1a that?" he asked, pointing.

Bernal bent to study it. "I don't know," he qaid, sounding

very puzzled. He reached out to touceh 1t.
Sharply, memory connacted. "Wwaitt Don't touch 1t
Bernal looked up. Spock sald slowly, "I think... thig could be

what killed your friend."
"That? But whatever 1t 1g, it's dead."

"There is a sea cresture -~ on another world - that ig,
apparently, almost helpless. It £loats with the tide, as the ocean
currents take it, and can barely direct 1ts course. If the tide
washes 1t up on the shore, 1t is helpless... and when the tide goes
out, 1t dries up and dies. The dried-up body... looka vary much
like thig."

"If 41+ iz helpleas -~ "

"Helpless only to move more than approximately where it wants

to, gslowly and with much effort. Howaver, i? has long tentacles, to
cateh the tiny figh that 1t eats -~ and those tentacles carry a
polison strong enough to kill a man - even when the creature i1s
dead. "

"There 1z no creature like that in our seas," Bernal protested.

Spock looked pointedly at the remains, and Bernal qualified his
statement. "I have collected shellfish for over twenty years, and I
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have never geem any such creature. Nor have any of our brotherhood
- that I swear. There 1s no record of such anywhere in our annalg.®

"Walt." Spock took gut his communicator. "Spoeck to
Enterprise. Put me through to Dr. MeCoy."

YMoeCoy hare.” Thé surgeon gounded unutterably tired.
"Doctor, does the word 'jellyfish'! remind you of anythingeh

"!'Jellyfigh'? Oh, God, yeg... " The pain In. his veoice filled
Spock with horror. . : .

i

"What 1is wrong, Doctor?h..

"Spock, there's no known antidote for virulent Jellyfish
polsoning - only alleviantgs that I can't use. They're applied
externally to the weal to eage the rain. If Jim and the others have
been glven a poilson basged on jellyfish venom, theret's nothing I can
dot?” . ' N - co T

"Nothing?" An icy hand seémed to grip Spock's heart,
"Not 1f 1t was taken internally."

With an effort, Spock forced himaslf to spealy evenly. "I
suspect that it was accidentally ingested, Doctor, in the form of
wind-carried dust. There is a dead Jjellyfish here - very
dessicated. The tentacles must have fragmented into dust weeks
ago. Is there nothing at all that you can do%"

"All I can do is keep them alive, Eventually the effects wear
off and then they should be O.K. But 1f the dose they got was too
large... the strain on the heart could still kill them."

-
v

The relief was almost too muéh for hig control. "I would doubt
that it was very large. There geems to be only the remalng of one
ereature here. Spock ocut." ‘ '

As he returned the communicator to his belt, the Vulcan turned
to Bernal. "You are certain there ig no mention of creatures such
ag thig in any of your traditiocnse"

"Guite certain," Bernal replied. "There are many dangers for
shellfish collectors; a creature guch ag yvou described, no matter

how uncommon, would certainly . be included, had it even been
encountered."”

" Hmmm. '
"Though there 1s one thing... " Bernal hemitated.
"YGS?"

"You say that creatures like this one wove with the ocean
curraents., "

"Yaeg."

"For some reason -~ we do not know why - the currents have
altered in the last two years, A warm off-shore current has moved
much closer to the land, It has affected the habits of the
shellfish - not much, but enough that we can gsee it.,.. "
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"How close has the current moved?"

"From just beyond the range of the regular fishing boats to the
edge of the shellfish collectors' ground. The fishing boate have
had to move further north - large flah do not fraguent the warmer
currents. ™ ’ '

"Will you take me ocut to the regular fishing groundsé I know
that you do not normally go there, but you will not be fighing, Jjust
helping me to prove what killed your friend." '

Spoack had to flght back fear as the little boat headed away
from the shore. The sea seemed such a very bilg place... Evean the
mambera of the c¢rew looked uneasy as the shore receded, for normally
they sailed within less than a mile of it. The land was 1little more
than a2 zmudge on the horizon, when one of the crew shouted, "Look!™

The water around them seémed filled with neapr-transparent
shapes. Long tentacles rayed thghwatep below and around each.
Bernal gasped.

"So many... and yet we ever heard of them before.., "

"Have you any way of knowing the regular filshera' ligt of
dangaera? Spock asked.

"It is much the same as curs, W Bernal replied, "Thay do not
know thisg e¢reature either, I'm sure."

Spock nodded. "Oon the world I'm thinking of, the most
polsonous of this king of creature freguents warmer water. Here,
too; mnormally, 1t probably lives toc far from land to be seen. But
the currents have changed; 1t is5 being carried close to land."

"Too closge,”" Bernal sald.

P"Yaez,”" Spock agread. "Until the current shifts back te itme
nermal positilion, you must be careful, very watchful.™

"Watcehful indeed,” Bernal replied. "Do you wish to gsee more?™
"No,"™ Spock raeplied. "I think we have seen enough. Take usg
back to land - and thank you for your assistance."

"We should be the onea to ‘thank you," Bernal answered as he
swung the boat around, "Without your knowledge, more men might have
died before we digcovered why..., "

"Your comrade'’'s death was not wasted," Spock asaild guietly,
hezaring the grief in Bernal's voice. Once he would not have
recognlged the emotilion, he reflected, but years of close agsoclation
with Humans had taught him much. "It served to show you of a new
danger in your watera, and through you, all the fisherfolk of
Kopvan. No, his death wag not wasteaq.™

The hall was a hubbub of satiafled noizge; voleces talking,
individually low but en masse rather loud; forks clattered busily
against plates. The dozen Starfleet dress uniforms stood out guilte
distinetly againgt the muted pasgtels and greys of Korvan evening
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wear.
Finally, as the meal finishéd, Varnan étood.

"Friends," he said clearly. "We are gathered here to celebrate
our newly formed alliance with the United Federation of Planets, as
represented by Captain Kirk of the USS Enterprise and his crew. We
- are particularly grateful to them for the help they gave us during
the recent illness of myself and two other Government officials.
Although tied to us by nothing more than a temporary trade
agreement, they not only gave us the advantage of their medical
knowledge, but also disceovered the cause of our illness."

As Varnan paused, Spock threw a grateful glance at Kirk, aware
that only his friend's appeal had kept Varnan from embarrassing him
by a publice acknowledgementrqflthe;part that he had played. Kirk's
eyes smiled warmly back at him.

"I think there can be little doubt,"” Varnan went on, "that the
agreement will be extended when the time comes. And now, let the
celebration begin." ‘

Kirk managed to escape fairly quickly thereafter, pleading
tiredness. Spock left with bhim, shamelessly leaving McCoy and the
others to do their duty in a situation that all of them thoroughly
disliked. :

In his cabin, Kirk leaned back in his chair and smiled over at
his friend. "Come on, Spock," he saiq happily. "A game of chess is
much more fun than all that socialising. Or don't you think so?"

Spock's face lightened inte hils near-smile. "Much more
enjoyable, Jim,"™ he said emphatically..

*First printed in NEXUS 2, June 1978%







