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Hello, everyone, welcome to this third and last issue of HCME TO
ROOST.

It's shorter than the other two, because we've now run out of
stories that we had printed by other editors. Two of these stories
- EXPOSURE and TEETH OF THE LYNX - have bheen reprinted already in
this country, the one in an issue cof Janet Hunt's CLASSIFIED
ASSIGNMENTS and the second in ALNITAH COLLECTED, but to the best of
our knowledge both of thesge zines are now out of print. We can only
apologise to anyone buying the zine if in fact they already have
both of these stories.

As I write this, I've almost finigshed typing the second issue cof
ScoTpress's MAKE IT SO, and as soon as that is finished I'll be
starting on stories for the first issue of IDIC LOG. Meanwhile,
Karen Sparks has volunteered to do some typing for us; she's
currently copying a long novel by a new writer, Christopher Ng. We
don't have many male writers in fandom, and Christopher 1is a welcome
addition to their ranks.

We're hoping to have at least two new zines out in time for

Ree—-Con and a further two for Midcon - some of these, 3coTprass
zines and some of them IDIC ones. If we're lucky it might even be
more.

As always, we're looking foﬁ submissions for both ScoTpress and

IDIC zZines. For ScoTpress, no movie-based stories, no death of main
characters (except Yar), no stories set on other ships, no adult
themes. For IDIC, no adult themes. All stories should include at

least one character who appeared in aired Trek.

Submigssions should be sent to either -

Sheila Clark or Valerie Piacentini
6 Craigmill Cottages 20 Ardrossan Rd
Strathmartine Saltcoats

by Dundee Ayrshire

Scotland Scotland



EXPOSURE

by

Sheila Clark

There were many worlds not suitable for colonisation that were
nevertheless of considerable interest to scientists. Scme were
extremely unstable, and were being studied prior to their break-up
in so far futile attempts to digcover Jjust what were the forces
behind such a total disruption of a world; some were not suiltable
for climatic or atmospheric reasons, and the unfortunate scientists
assigned there had to live in environmental units, sometimes for
yvearsgs, while they were completing their investigations.

Thule was one such planet. Currently in the grip of an ice
age, one much more severe than Earth had ever suffered, the entire
planet was rnovered by a layer of ice and frozen snow not less than
fifty feet deep at the equator - and much thicker elsewhaere; yet the
scientists had discovered already that the ground underneath was
thick with plant and animal remaing, the ruins of cities and
artifacts constructed by intelligent life. They were still trying
to discover the reason for the catastrophe that had overtaken the
planet several millennia previously.

The Enterprise had called in on her way to revigit Eminiar,
where Ambassador Fox had completed his diplomatic duties, having
successfully negotiated a peace treaty between Eminiar and Vendikar,
and an agreement between both and the Federation. The ship had to
pick up Fox, a duty the crew regarded with mixed feelings. But
first they had tc drop off several new personnel at the research
station on Thule.

Spock beamed down with the scientists; he was curious to see
what results the station had achieved in its studies of the errant
sun whose variations seemed to have been the reason for the planet's
death. An experiment was currently In progress; he was invited to
gstay, if the ship could stand by for twenty four hours, to see the
result of it.

Kirk was mildly amused by the Vulcan's well-concealed
eagernesa. No—-one else would have recognised his attitude, of
course; unless, improbably, McCoy did, but Kirk had come to
recognise all his friend's reactionas well. He sympathised with
Spock's desire to see some straightforward results in a
straightforward series of stellar radiation tests, and decided that
they could, in fact, well spare the time.

He went down himsel? to see the gscilentists' leader, to make
sure that the results would indeed be ready inside the stated time,
and on being assured that they would, he agreed to the delay. In
addition, he stayed on the planet, taking advantage of the situation
to have a short break himself,

He found the scientists' description of their 1ife there, and
their discussion of the various tests they had been running,
gurprisingly interesting; and found himself, ag it got later.
unwilling to leave. He eventually decided to stay all night, and in
time he and Spock went off to the quarters they had been given; a
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double cabin, like all the others on the station.

He was more tired than he had thought, and fell asleep
quickly. His last asight before his eyes closed was of Spock, still
sitting up, studying a report he had been lent by one of the station
prersonnel.

He woke hours later, and glanced round tco see if Spock had ever
got to bed. The other bed had been slept in, but there was no gign
of the Vulcan. Kirk stretched and got up.

Dr. Waterstone, the senilor acientist, glanced up asz Kirk walked
into the station mess. "'Morning, Captain."

"'Morning. Mr. Spock about?"

Waterstone shook hig head. "T haven'® seen him. I thought he
was s8till in bed."

"No, he was up before I woke. I suppose he's slipred off to
have another look at some of the tests you have sat up."

Waterzstone grinned. "He ‘g certalnly keen, isn't he? What iIs
it l1i1ke, having an eager beaver like that in your crew?"

Kirk wags sllenrt for a moment, wondering how he could ever
explain just what 1t wag like... "He's... not always easy to live
up to," he said at last, slowly. "RBut... 1t's good having someone
1ike him as second in command. Completely reliable... completely
trustworthy... and able to turn his hand to anything. 1'11 miss him
when he's promoted... I suppose be will be, eventually,'" he
finished with an inner shudder as he thought of how lonely it would
be when - if - that ever happened.

He joined Waterstone as he ate; in time they were joired by
gseveral of the other personnel. Waterstone glanced round tihem all.

"Ig Mr. Spock not comlng for breakfast?"

There was silence for a moment, then Dr. Carson, who was in
charge of the particular experiment that interested Spock, said, "I
haven't seen him this morning. I did think it was odd, he was
supposed to be coming to check out some figures with me about half
an hour ago, but I decided that Captain Kirk must have needed him
for something."

Kirk shook his head. "He was away when I got up." He glanced
round the group. "Has anyone seen him?"

There was a genearal headabake, with several voilces
contributing, "No."

Kirk frowned. "That's strange," he saild. He wasn't worried -
yet - not quite - but he was uneaeasy. Thig was unlike the
conscientious Vulcan.

It soon transpired that there was no sign of Spock anywhere on
the gtation.

Kirk called the ship and told Scott to institute a general
gsengor scan of the surface around the station for Spock; and also
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called down a security contingent to help with a ground asearch,
difficult as that would be in this frozen climate. McCoy
accompanied the security men, without orders. Kirk couldn't find it
in his heart to blame the Doctor, whose anxiety showed clearly on
his face, and allowed him to remain. After all, M'Benga was on the
Enterprise; he knew all about Vulcans, and could almost be called a
better man than McCoy to tend Spock should anything be wrong with
him - even though McCoy always dealt with injuries to Spock himself,
ag he did with injuries to the Captain.

They had to wrap up well for the conditions, which were cold
and stormy. Fortunately they didn't need to wear environmental
suits, since the air had remained breathable, 1f cold; but the keen
knife-edge of the wind was a killer, and they had to have protection
againgt that. If Spock were out there, he would have no protection
against the icy blast. But - 1if he were... why had he gone?

The search parties spread out, four men to a group. They had
orders to report to the ship every half hour; failure to do so would
result in an automatic alarm being raised for them as well. Kirk
knew that he should wait on the ship fcr these reports, but he was
rapidly passing from worry about Spock to acute anxiety; he couldn't
sit still, waiting while others searched. He had to go too, even
though 1t might be futile.

What had happened? Why did Spock leave the base without saying
anything to anyone? A glance at McCoy showed that he, too, was
rapidly reaching the point of being sick with worry. Spock. .. Oh,
God, Spock. Whare are you?

He and McCoy went together, with two guards. They moved in
line abreast, watching the ground in front, behind and at the side
of them, sinking into the soft powder snow that drifted in great
crests across thelr path, finding a harder patch that supported
their weight, then sinking in thigh-deep again. It was exhausting
walking, and at heart Kirk knew that this ground search was probably
wasted effort; the sensor scan surely had more chance of sBuccess,
yet... to plek up one Vulcan reading in all this wasteland... He
stumbled on grimly, hands and feet numb with cold.

The ground began to rise steeply. They started to make their
way up the slope, slipping a4 little as they went. Part way up, Kirk
stopped. "Time to contact the ship," he said. He pulled out his
communicator, fumbling a little as his fingers refused to co-operate
fully.

"Kirk to Enterprise.™
"Enterprise. Uhura here."

"All well with my party," he reported. "What about the
othera?"

"You're the last to check in, Captain," she replied. "No-cne
has anything to report."

"Keep monitoring. Kirk out."

He put his communicator back in his belt, and turned his
attention back to the steep slope they had to negotiate. It's as
well there's so much powder snow, he mused. It gave them something
to gink thelr feet in. Without it, they would be slipping all over
the place, unable to make much progress...
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But Spock couldn't have come this way, a tiny logical corner of
his mind kept saying. There aren't any footprints... We should

have looked out for footprints.

He began to reach for his communicator again when there was a

soft rumbling above them. He looked up. The snow was beginning to
slide... They were right in the path of an avalanche.
There was nothing they could do to avoid 1it. The powder snow

in which they were gtanding was too soft and deep to allow them to
run to either side cut of the path of the descending torrent of
snow; and, powder though 1t was, Kirk knew enough about avalanches
to know that its weight would be deadly. He made one last attempt
to reach his communicator in order to give the ship their pesition,
at least, but in wvain. The communicator was knocked out of his
hand by the force of the snow, and they were whirled away from the
slope they had ascended so laboriocusly in a confused tangle of arms
and legs, somersaulting and rolling as they went...

The rumbling of the avalanche died into silence. The powder
spray drilfted down again. Stillness and silence returned to the
winter-clad land. No trace of colour broke the whitenessg of the

BNow. ..

McCoy woke from a cold dream of being trapped in a refrigerator
to discover that it was no dream. A freezing weight pressed on his
armg and back: his cheek was cold where it was pressed against the
snow; one arm was outstretched, held immovahly by the weight of
anoi. The other was bent up beside his face; 1t was sulely due to
the bent arm that there was a small pocket of air beside his nose.

He tried to push himself upwards. At first he thought that he
wag immovably buried, but then he felt the snow above him shift a
little. He braced himself, pressing upwards as hard as he could;
and the snhow gavea.

He found himself on the surface of a churned-up heap of snow,
aware of a paradoxical feeling of relief that he was safe and fear
Por Kirk, coupled with the worry about Spock that already existed.

He stared round, searching desperately for some indicatlon of
where his Captain and friend might be; and, incidentally, where the
two guards were. He could see nothing; no mark in the snow except
the pilled-up unevenness where the avalanche had come to rest.

"7im!" he shouted, knowing that it was probably futile. if
Kirk were buried deep, he would be able neither to hear nor to
reply; he might even now be suffocating only a few feet away, and
die within reach of help because McCoy had no way of knowing where
that help was needed.

As he had expected, there was no answer. He felt automatically
for his communicator, and found nothing. The force of the avalanche
had torn away both his communicator and his medical pouch. Ha had
no way of calling for help; or of giving it, should he find one of
the buried men. "Jim!"™ he called again, hopelessly.

From somewhere near came & muffled shout. "Bonesg!"

He took a deep, relleved breath. At least Jim was alive: 1t
waa simply a question of finding where he was buricd and trying to
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dig him out. "Keep talking, Jim," he called. ®1'11 try to find
you."

He followed the voice and when at last he thought he had traced
it he began digging in the snow with his bare hands; his gloves were
somewhere deep under the surface with his communicator and medikit.
The first thing he realised was that he had hurt his left arm;
gsomething he had been unaware of until he started using it. He
gritted hisg teeth and dug on; Jim's safety, his very l1ife perhaps,
depended on the speed with which he could dig him out.

Kirk wasn't far down, however. He also had trapped a tiny
pocket of air in a fold of his arm, but he was held absolutely
immovably by the snow. McCoy found his legs first, but once he had
reached his friend and knew he was no longer digging in the dark, he
speeded up, 1ignoring the pain that shot through his arm.

Once uncovered, Kirk looked up at him, relief in his eyes.

"Thanks, Bones.'" He sat up and grimaced as the movement hurt his
back. "The guarda?"
McCoy shook his head. "Ruried too. They haven't called;

unlers they happened to havae been near the surface, 1 don't think
there's much chance for them."

"Are you hurtoe"

McCoy shrugged. "My left arm - 1 think it's a strain or a
pulled muscle, caused by the way our bodles were twisted by the
avalanche. And you, Jim? Where are you huprt?®

Kirk looked at him, then decided he couldn't hide 1it. "My

back's gore. Like you, I think I probably twisted it." He tried to
stand, and gasped involuntarily as the movement sent waves of pain
through hils back; McCoy moved instantly to support him.

"Lie down again, Jim. I want a look."
Kirk obeyed. He controlled his reaction this time, however; he
was prepared for it. MceCoy felt over his back carefully. "I think

you're right, Jim. It's just a twist, but a bad one. I'd prescribe
several days in bed, on bhoards, 1f we were back on the ship; but
since we're here, you'll Jjust have to manage somehow until we get
back to the station - "

"What about Spock?"

MeCoy loaoked at him. "What about Spock?"

"We came out here to look for him."

"Jim, I want to find Spock as much as you do. But my first
responsibility 1is to you. I must get you back to the ship. You're
hurt. You're not f£1it to go wandering about looking for Spock. Once
you're there, I'l11l come back down and goc on looking for Spock. I
promise."

Kirk shook his head. "I must go on, find Spock... "

"Jim, you're just beilng obstinate. You must go back to the
ship. That's a medical order."

Kirk sighed, accepting the necessity. There was, after all, no
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guarantee that they were anywhere near Spock - 1f, indeed, he was
out here. They baegan to make theilr awkward way back, McCoy helping
Kirk, Once they had moved off the course of the avalanche, Kirk
stopped. He looked back. "My men... "

"If they were still alive, they would have either managed to
get themsgelves to the surface or called out by now, " McCoy said
gently. "] imagine they both died without regaining congcliousness. "

Kirk nodded sadly. They went on, Kirk clumsy as he tried to
walk without moving the maltreated muscles of his back, McCoy trying
to help him but becoming more and more aware of the pain in his left
arm. He was beginning to suspect that - although in his desperation
he had managed to use 1t - one of the bones in his forearn might be
broken. '

It was difficult to move in the deep powder snow. They waded
through 1it, thigh deep, both beginning to feel the cold increasingly
acutely. McCoy began worrying about frostbite. His hands were
frozen, his feet so numb that he couldn't feel the ground under
them. He suspected that Kirk waa in the same state, even though he
was goling on uncomplailningly.

Then they came across a track where someone had gone through
the snow before them, moving away from the station at an angle to
their own traill. Kirk stopped.

Both men looked at the track, then at each other.
"Spock?" Kirk asked.

"Tt... 1t could be," McCoy repliled, almost reluctantly. He
wanted to find Spock; but he was also desperate to get Kirk back to
the ship. And he knew that 1f Kirk did seriously think that this
track was Spock'’'s, he would not rest until he found him. McCoy
looked at Kirk again, recognising the expression on his friend's
Pace. And, at heart, he wanted the same thing.

They turned onto the already trampled track and began to follow
it. The steadier going let Kirk move more quickly without straining
hig back; but he was still very congcious of the pain from it.

The track took them towards an ice-covered cliff - where the
hillside they had been climbing steepened even more. And there,
lying in a tiny cave formed by the bulge of ice clinging to the rock
wall, was the recumbent body of the Vulcan.

Both men ran to him. Kirk gasped again as the sudden movement
twisgted his back. McCoy reached for Spock's wrist, then changed his
mind and went for the neck pulse. Kirk watched him anxiously.

"Tg he... 29

"He's alive, but he's in a bad way. He's cold - very, very
cold. It would be serious encugh in either of us, but in a Vulcan,
with a normal temperature so much higher than ours... He's
guffering from hypothermia, Jim. We have to warm him."

Kirk looked at him. "We could try to carry him back to the
station ~ " he began.

"If we were both fit, I'd say yes. But we're not. We can't
even begin to carry him. We have to stay here with him, and warm
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"How?" Kirk asked desperately.
"With our bodies. Lie down beside him."

Kirk obeyed. He put his arms round Spock, holding him close,
ag McCoy lay down on the other side, pressing his body close to the
Vulcan. .

Thelr backs gox colder and colder; their hands and feet were so

numb that McCoy worried about it. What damage was being done to
their toes in particular that would remain undetected until they got
back to the Enterprise... if indeed they ever did? He had never

been quite sure 1f the stories of frogstbitten men taking their socks
off and pulling their toes off at the same time was fact or
exaggeration. He wag beginning to think that they would die here...
but at least their bodiaes would be found together.

After a long time, Kirk said, "It's time that someone was
coming to look for us."

"Yeg, " McCoy replied.

Kirk abruptly made up his mind. "Stay here with Spock, Bones.
I'm going for help."

"*Jim!" McCoy protested.

"We won't survive here much longer, will we?" McCoy
reluctantly shook his head. "And you can s8till keep Spock
reasonably warm?"

"Yes," McCoy sald, still reluctantly.

"Then the only sensible thing is for me to go for help."

"Wait a minute. You can't go. Your back - "
"Bones, you can't leave Spock. You know that. I wouldn't
begin to know what to do for him 1if ycu left and he got worse. It's

my back that's sore - there's nothing wrong with my legs."
McCoy gave in. "Be careful."
Kirk nodded. "1 will. It's your lives I'm gambling for."

He got up, struggling to control his face. His back was
agonisingly sore, and he was certain that the cold was numbing it
slightly. He was very stiff.

One thing - there wag a well-marked track back to the station.
He should be able to fallow it with a minimum of trouble.

Pain shot through his back. He found 1t easier to move with
his body twisted slightly forward, and wondered if he had done it
any permanent damage. Thisg wasn't the first time he had hurt his
back. Nor the second, either, he reflected. If he kept on injuring
it, might he one day find himself crippled? He resolutely put the
thought out of his mind.

Would he never reach the station?
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He stumbled on. He was beginning to get very sleepy. 1t would
be so pleasant to lie down and stop forcing himself to move;
pleasant to lie unmoving so that his back no longer needed to hurt
him. .. He tripped and fell.

Tt was nice lying still... He felt strangely warm... His eyes
drooped shut...

Spock? McCoy!l

He jerked his head up, forcing hia eyes to open. He looked at
the snow on which he was lying. Snaow. Cold.

Cold. It was the killer. He forced himself to his feet again.

He stumbled forward. His body seemed to be one great ache now,
but in a way he was grateful for 1t, for it helped him to fight
sleep. Then, ahead of him, he saw the research station.

Tt looked mlles away.

He had to reach 1it. Spock... MeCoy... thelre 11ives depended on
it. He had to reach 1it... had to... had to... raeach. ..

He became aware of warmth and comfort; faint voiceg sounded in
a muffled distance. There was a familiarit, about the voices...

He opened his eyes; blinked in the suddaen light.

"J -Lm ! ”
He blinked again. MzCoy, one arm in a siing, was standing
begide him. "Bones. .. what about Spock?" His voice sharpened in

gome alarm.
"I'm here, Jim."

He turned his head. Spock lay in the next bed, looking most
unwilling to be there. "They found you," he sald contentedly.

McCoy nodded. vApparently you staggered inte the station
three-quarters asleep. You managed to tell them where to find us,
then collapsed. We weren't too bad; Spock was warming up nicely
although he still hadn't come round when they got to us, and we were
beamed straight on board. We... we managed to get the bodies of the
two men who died,'" he added. "They were both killed instantly.
Meanwhile, Scotty hasg us on course for Eminiar. We'il be a little
late getting there; Ambassador Fox will just have to walt."

Kirk nodded. Then he turned toc Spock. "what I don't
understand is what happened to you."

For a moment, the Vulcan appeared to be thinking. "I was
wakened... it seemed, by a noise. I locked outside, and thought I
gaw. .. something... moving away. I decided to follow; all reports

indicate that there is no native life gsurviving on Thule, although
one set of experimental results shows anomalous vreadings, as if in

fact there cre life forms here. I could make nothing out clearly,
however, merely movement... and that only out of the corner of my
eye. Ags the moon set, I lost sight of... whatever it was - and then

found that it was too dark to retrace my sieps with any certainty.
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I sat down to await daylight... The cold must have affected my
Judgement more than I thought posasible, and T fell asleep.

"I reported... what I thought I saw... to the sclientists on
Thule before we left; what they do about it isg up to them."

"I see,”" Kirk said. "You know, Spock, that scientific
curiosity of yours is going to be the death of you one of these
days." He tried to git up and winced.

"Lie stil1l, Jim," McCoy said, just too late to stop him making
the attempt. "You wrenched your back badly; 1t'1l take a few days
to heanl. You can play chess with Spock provided he makes all the

moves while you stay flat on your back - he'll be here for a day or
two as well."™

"What about yourself, Doctor?" Spock inhquired.
"Me, Spock? Well, think about it. You and Jim will be getting

out in a day or two - but I live heraei"

*First printed in MAHKO ROOT 2, 1977%
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CURE

by

Sheila Clark

Even at a distance of thirty astronomical units, an unheard-of
distance from its primary for a planet to be habitable, the
temperature of Gamma Geminorum was high - fully equivalent to a
tropical noon on Earth. The brilliant white sun, so distant that it
was little more than a dot in the sky, gave out a fantastic heat.
The inner six planets were infernos - even with full protection it
was impossible to land on them. The gseventh was slightly better,
though full protection was needed; the eighth was livable. The
ninth was still exploitable without protection. After that, the
remaining ten planets got progresgively colder, and from the outer
three the sun was indistinguishable from the stars.

The Enterprise was on a series of standard visits to recent
colonies when it called there. Kirk and Spock beamed down with
McCoy to pay the leader of the colony a casual visit while McCoy
perfcrmed routine medical tests.

When they materialised, the first thing they noticed was the
dry, shrivelled look of the plants around them.

"Strange, " Spock commented. "Early reports on the planet
indicated plentiful rainfall and lush vegetation."

"There haven't been any reports from the colony of unusual
weather conditiong,"™ Kirk saild.

"Tt'g gerious if the crop does fail," McCoy worriled. "One of
the native plants, gaminal, has widespread medical value - as ugeful
ag penicillin was in the early days of 1ts dlscovery. If the
gaminal crop fails, there'll be a shortage of the drug - not this

year, but next, and that could have serious repercussions."”

Kirk salid glowly, "I wonder why Mason hasn't reported thieg?"

One answer for the crop fallure cane quickly.

The planet had a fairly intelligent humanoid population.
Getting a treaty had proved to be falirly difficult; the native
language was a very 1imited one and there was gome uncertainty as to
whether the natives had actually understood what was meant by a
treaty. They had worked for the colonists for some time, then -

"One day they just upped and left," Mason said. "About three

years ago. There had been something of an argument - as far as they
could argue; we'd been uprooting great masses of a very comman weed
to make planting space, the natives objected - or so 1t seemed, but
we're not sure why. Their language is limited to four or five
hundred words, mostly nouns and verbs - no direct negatives or
affirmatives... "

"That hardly seems gufficient for the everyday use of any but
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the most primitive of cultures,”" Spock commented.

"They do have a very wide range of colloquiasl expressions,"
Magon admitted. "Unfortunately they don't have the vocabulary to
explain what these mean - and you have to grow up with a language to
grasp colloquiallisms fully, unless you're a fantastic linguigt -
which none of us are. Half of what the natives ever said, indeed
more than half, we understood the words but not the meaning. After
all, think of the literal meaning of a phrase like.'hit the sack'."

"A religious reason, perhaps?" Kirk suggested, recalling the
subject under discussion.

"They have no religious beliefs that we ever saw." Mason
swiped at a large black and y=2llow ingsect that buzzed round his
head, and flattened it. "Watch you're not bitten by one of these.
The bite is poisonous. Yet when we killed them, the natives
objected - we think."

"Perhaps the natives are opposed to bloodshed?" Spock offered.

Mason shook his head, accepting the word 'bloodshed' in this
context without demur. "They eat meat." He flicked the dead insect
away. "Mark you, the neowasp's bite doesn't seem to bother them.
Only the colonists die."

"That can happen," McCoy said. "I've found that either we're
immune to alien bugs, or we're very susceptible, and you can never
be sure which 1t'11 be until you're exposed."

Mason nodded. "Fortunately, the things have a very short
life. They bother us for about a fortnight, then there aren't any
more for a year. But we do lose two or three colonists a year from

thelir bites."

»

"Is there no cure at all?" McCoy asked.

"None - and very little time to experiment with cures. The
victim is usually dead within a couple of hours. Next time, we try
something else. So far, nothing has worked."

"I'll see what I can find out," McCoy offered.

"Wa'd be grateful," Mason admitted. "You're the first
Starfleet doctor we've had here at neowasp time. You could easily
find out something our medical staff has missed.™

McCoy picked up the dead insect, glanced at Kirk for
permission, and left, flicking open his communicator as he went.

Mason went on. "Since the natives left, the plantationsg have
slowly atopped flourishing, in spite of all we can do... although
I'11l swear we tend the gaminal plants better than the natives ever
did. We could never get them to see the importance of weeding, for
example, or get them to understand that caterpillars were
undesirable. We lost up to a quarter of the yield each year to

caterpillars - big yellow-striped ones - very similar in colour to
the neowasp. We think it may have been the larva, though we never
did find any eggs. Certainly the insect 1g much scarcer now that

we've been spraying the plants to kill off the caterpillars.
Granted, the larvae ate a lot of the weed too, but we can uproot
that - weedkiller doesn't work on the commonest weed - the stuff we
call blackweed."
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Spock sgaid slowly, "“Some plants are of value because they
replace elements such as nitrogen that other plants remove from the
goil. Is 1t possible that this blackwe=d i1s one such - and the
gaminal plants are failing because they are exhausting the resources
of the soll in which they are planted?"

"We did think of that, Mr. Spock," Mason replied. "We made

teats. They all proved negative. There was only one trace element
present 1in fractionally greater guantities in a blackweed patch than
in the gaminal fields - so0 fractionally that its presence was

negligible, and we couldn't even identify it."

"Tf you couldn'’t identify it, is there any possibility that it
ig gsome element native to this planet?®™ Spock asked. "Something not
found elsewhere?"

"The trace was so small that it was imposgsible to say whether
it was something purely native or not," Mason replied.

"Do you mind if T perform my own tests7?" Spock asked.

"T'd be glad 1if you A4id," Mason replied. "As with the Doctor,
vou could easily find something we've missged. Our personnel is
non-gpecialised, and as such we don't have the expertise of Starship
personnal. "

Kirk watched as Spock also left, then asked, "Where have the
natives gone?"

"We're not sure. There wag a saettlement of them five or six
miles west of here; it looks as if 1t's still lived in - we
acccasionally send hunters out that way - but since this blew up,
they haven't geen anyone there."

"Ag if they're avoiding you because you've offended them?"

"Well... yes. Though why they should be offended - " Mason
broke off with a shrug. "Tt'as the language difficulty, Captain. If
we did offend them, we couldn't understand them if they tried to
tell us why. There was nothing we did that we hadn't been doing for

vears."

Spock's report on his soll samples was almost a carbon copy of
Masgson's. The +races were too minute to be identifiable, even
although thay were detectable. T think 1t's a native substance,"”
Spock finished, "but I can't be certaln.”

McCoy's repcrt on the insect was hardly better.
"The (damage is caused by an anti-coagulant in the saliva,

gimilar to that of biting species from a number of planets including
Earth," he said. "Byt I can't, from studying the saliva, begin to

guess why it causes such an adverse reaction in Humans. I'd need
blood mamples from someone who's been bitten., and from the natives
ags well since they're not affected. M. Mason - has no-one ever

survived 1its bite?"

"No. Oh, there are fewer deaths now than there were a year or
two ago, but then there are fewer of the insectga."

"aAnd you're quite coertain the natives aren't affected?"”
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"Ag far as we can tell they're not."

"*"Then this could simply be a case of an extreme susceptibility
to an alien substance."

"You said the saliva is similar to that of any biting insect,"
Kirk challenged.

"Yeg, it's similar. But its not identical. Even among Earth
species, some cause a greater allerglc reaction than others, and
some people are more susceptible than others."

Not unexpectedly, Kirk decided that his best plan was to try to
contact the natives. He set off with Spock and McCoy for the nearby
settlement.

As they got further from the colony, the plants began to look
healthier, and the birds, sparse near the colonists' village, began
to make a more freguent appearance. Spock stopped to watch one. It
hopped along a branch; its beak jabbed and it raised its head, a
squirming black and yellow caterpillar in its beak. He speeded up
to rejoin the others, who had not stopped.

"Captain," he said. "Mr. Magon neglected to tell ug that birds
eat those caterpillars he mentioned. They could be a fairly
important element in the food chain."

"Would a race ag primitive as this appears to be know anything
about conservation?" Kirk asked, "Or about the balance of nature?"

"If they live close td nature, Captain, it is not impossible,"”
Spock said slowly. Before he could elaborate, however, McCoy let

out a yelp. He slapped at his arm.

A large black and yellow insect hung from his arm by its
proboscis.

"Bones!t"

McCoy looked at them, pain already in his eyes, then his legs
gave way. Spock wag just in time to cateh him as he fell.

Kirk pulled the insect free and was about to throw it away when
Spock stopped him. "Wait, Captain. Bring 1it. Perhaps the natives
have a cure for the bite. If their vocabulary is small, showing
them the creature might hasten our explanation."

"Or they might get angry because we had killed one."

"A chance we mugt take. We must make haste, Jim. Mason saia
death came in a matter of two hours. It's McCoy's only chance.'" He
swung the doctor into his arms and set off, almost running, along
the track, Kirk close at his heels.

The native village was deserted.

Kirk looked round, then glanced helplessly at the Vulcan.

"I suspect that we are being watched," Spock said quietly from
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where he knelt beside McCoy.

Kirk shrugged. He looked round again, and said loudly, "Our
friend will die unless you help ua.”

Silence.

"pPlease help us."

Nothing happened for what seemed like a very long time,
although Spock later told Kirk that it was only a few seconds. Then
two natives appeared from the undergrowth and walked into the
village. They stopped a few yards from Kivrk, looking at the
unconsocious man who lay there, Spock stiil kneeling at hisg side.

"You skymen?" The tone made it a guestion. Kirk nodded.
"Skyman dle?"

"This bit him."™ Kirk held out the dzad insect. "ITte bite
kills us."

The natives conferred for s moment. The words the spokey made
sense, but the meaning was obscure; Kirk couldn't understand any of
the conversation and began to reallse exactly what Mason had meant
when he spoke of the colloguial nature of the natives' conversation.

Then - "3kymen want cure?"

Klrk nodded. "Skymen have no cure. Skymen want cure," he
sald.

"gkymen kill cure," the native sald.

"Please'!" Kirk said desperately. "Holp ugt™

The natives locked at each other. T“hen the second one, who had
not yet spoken directly to them, walked away to ore of the huts. He:

came back with an earthenware jug and two howls. He tipped some
dark hlue liquid into each of the bowls, and gave one to Kirk.

"pDrink," he said, and turned to McCnoy. Carefully, he began to
tip the 1ligquid into McCoy's mouth.

Kirk hezitated, looking at the first man. "cure,” the native
said. "Drink."

Kirk tossed 1t down. it tasted of fruit, with bitter
overtones. The first native took the bowl back from him, refillad
{t and gave 1t to Spock, who also drank.

"Safe," the native told themn. He 1indicated McCoy. "Cured.
Come."

Tha second native remained crouching by the still unconscious
McCoy as the other two followed the first one. He led them to 3
patch of plante they recognised as the weed the colonigts called
hlackweed.

"Cure," he said. He pilickad three berries and a learf. "Boll,
crush. Cure."

Kirk and Spock loocked at each other. No wonder the natives
objected to uprooting the blackweed!
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"At a guess, Mason never asked them why the neowasp's bite
didn't affect them," Kirk said drily, "and the natives assumed that
the colonists had their own cure."

"Come," the native saild again.
He led them to a nearby stream, hardly large enocugh to call a
river. He plunged his hand into the soft mud at the edge. The mud

underwater looked much greyer than that above the sgsurface. He
gestured that they should look close.

-
"Tiny white specks, Captain,'" Spock said. "Egga, perhaps?"

"71'1]1 take your word for it, Spock; the specks are too small
for my eyes to sce."

"Insect," the native said. He dropped the mud back into the
water and washed his hands clean. Then he moved a few yards to
where the water ran shallowly over gtones. Small nymphs lay on the
stones, occasionally rising tc the surface.

"Ingect,”" the native said again. "Fish eat."
"I understand," Kirk said.

"“Come."

He led them back to the patch of blackweed and turned over
geveral of the leaves, revealing a number of the black and yellow
caterpillars.

The native indicated them. "Ingect," he said. "Birds eat."

"Definitely a staple in the food chain," Spock commented.
"Firat an aquatic cycle, then a land one. Unusual. Have they a
two-year larval cycle, I wondere"

The native bent and picked up something. He held out on his
hand some small, dark-ccloured spheres. "Ingect drop," he said,
"plant eat."

Kirk frowned, puzzled.
"The larval droppings,® Spock sgaid. "A fertiliser."

"The trace element?" Kirk said. "And without it the plants are
dying. "

"Undoubtedly. "

“You were right, Spock. These people do have a good graasp of
ecology,"”"” Kirk mused.

"*"Mr. Mason will have to accept the depredations of the
caterpillars to gain a crop,'" Spock commented.

"And he'll have to stop weeding," Kirk added. He looked at the
native. "We will tell skymen,'" he said. "We will tell them insect
good, plant good. You will go back then, and help them?"

"Insect live, plant live, we go back."
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When they got back to the native settlement, they found McCoy
conscious, gingerly flexing hig bitten arm.

"T doubt Mason ever bothered to try understanding what the
natives were trying to say," Kirk told him. "They had a cure for
the bite. Now all we have to do is persuade the colonizts to stop
weeding and killing caterpillars. They have a cholce of losing
quarter of the yield or - 1n a year or twoc - not getting a crop at
all. T don't think 1t'11 be a hard decision.”

*¥*First printed in FIZZBIN 5.%




WHAT WOOLD YOU NAVE DONE?

by

Valerie Piacentini

I am facing the Captain of the Enterprise, and I cannot meet
his eyes. He has questions for me, and will not relent until I
answer. I cannot lie, not to this man: there 1s no other way out,
other than the complete truth.

Our meeting was pure chance. I was returning to Starbase from
Earth leave by passenger liner, intending to make the most of my
lagst few days before rejoining the Enterprise. At first, though, it
seemed ag 1f I had made a mistake; the ship was as luxurious as I
expected, but I quickly found I had little in common with my fellow
passengers. They were mainly wealthy tourists on a Grand Tour of
the galaxy, with a sprinkling of preoccupied business men and a
couple of politicians.

_ I was just resigning myself to spending most of the trip
catching up on some reading when I saw him entering the dining
room. In any company he would have been cutstanding, but among
these bored, busy or jaded people his calm serenity reached out to
me.

He saw me across the room, and moved to join me. Ags he passed
I could see the turning heads, hear the whispered comments. Very
few people ocutside Starfleet have ever seen a Vulcan in the flesh,
so I was not in the least surprised by the attention he attracted.
His face, as usual, was totally impassive, but as he sat down the
familiar raised eyebrow told me he was aware of the gstir he caused.

He too had spent his leave on Earth; hig mother was visiting
her family, and he had zpent some time with her. It could not have
been an unmixed pleasure for Spock; Amanda's family had never guite
accepted her marriage to Sarek, and I could well understand that
they regarded her strange, half-breed son with a mixture of
bewillderment and suspicion.

T think (though he would never have admitted it) that Spock was
pleased to see me. On the Enterprise we were so used to him that
hias non-Human attitudes were accepted as a matter of course; I
believe the familiar toplcs of conversation came as a relief to
him. For my part, I was interested to encounter our enigmatic First
Officer away from the ship.

It hag been said that Vulcans are not very entertaining
companions for Humans. I have never found it so with Spock. The
range of hig interests is so wide, and his knowledge sc deep, that
any conversation with him can only be a gtimulating challenge; and
his open curiosity about any new experience made me see my fellow
passengers in a new light - almogt as though I looked at them
through Vulcan, rather than Human, eyes. I found his companionship
under these circumstances unexpectedly interesting, although of
course our conversation never touched the personal; I knew already
that such topics would only drive him at once into his shell.

- . . . -
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So the voyage pasged more pleasantly than I had expected, until
we were two days out from Starbase. For the first time he did not
join me for dinner, and I remembered that he had seemed unusually
abstracted whern I had seen him earlier in the day. As I lingered
over my sclitary meal 1 debated with myself how to pasg the
evening. The idea of joining any of the other passengers did not
appeal to me, and after the stimulation of Spock's company the
prospect of an evening alone seemed rather flat.

By the time I had finished my coffee 1 had decided to return tc
my cabin; first, though, I would pay & call on Spock. I was not
consciously worried about him, but it seemed only courteous to see
how he was.

There was no reply to my tentative knock at hig door, and a
louder summons still brought no response. Perhaps he was 1117
Hesitantly T tried the door, and it opened at my touch.

He was lying in a chair, eyes closed, and at first I thought he
wags agleep. Then T saw the tension in his knuckles as he gripped
the arms of the chair, and heard his harsgh, laboured breathing.
Quickly I crossed to his side. Now I became aware of the parched
dryness of his 1lips, and the sleek dark hair was ruffled, damp with
perspiraticrn. Memory came to me then of how once pefore I had scem
him in such a state, and I knew only one thing could account for it
- the terrifying pon farr. ’

My firgt instinet was to summon help, but there was none to be
had. Dr. McCoy, who understood the horrifying implications, was
i1ight years away on the Enterprise. Even if the doctor on this ship
was familiar with the condition, I could not humiliate Spock by
calling him in. 1+ had been bad enough for the proud, reserved
Vvulean when his closest friends had learned the secret; to reveal it
to a complete stranger would allienate him for ever. Yet I must do
something, for without help there could be only one end. On the
Enterprise were men whose skill could aid him, women who for love of
him would give him the release he 80 desperately needed. To those
men, and to those women, I must account 1¢ I falled to help him.

Suddenly he seemed to become aware of my presance, for his eyes
opened and he made a conscious effcart to appear relaxed. My concern

for him must have been plain, for he said,

Do not bhe afraid - 1t 1is not as you think. It is not the pon
farv." Hls volce was husky; speaech was obviously an effort for
him. "May J have some wataer?"

His hands shook so that he could not hold the glass. I kraolt
at his m=ide and lifted it to his lips. He drank thirstily, then lay
hack in the chair.

"Are you 11, Mr. Spock? Shall I call the doctor?”

"That will not be necessary. Even Dr. Mooy could not helip
me . "

"What's wrong? Is there anything I can do?"
"Nothing. I can cope with this - 1t will pass shortly."

T thought then that he would send me away, but after a moment
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he went on. "1 ghould explain. It is not the pon farr, but there
is a connection. You know the price we Vulcans must pay for our
freedom from emotion, but there are times when our feelings must be
expressed. Normally an adult male would be able to do this through
his relationship with his wife. You must understand that I do not
now speak of a physical relationship but of the emotional
satigfaction we achieve through the mind link. For me, as you know,
such a release is not possible. I am in no danger; it is merely an
uncomfortable and distressing experience, but 1t will pass. Do not
be concerned for me."

His eyes closed again. S8till kneeling at his side I looked
into his face. I supposed I should leave him to his lonely
struggle, but somehow I could not. Perhaps he would not accept my
help, but I must offer it. I touched his hand.

"For whatever reason, you are suffering. Let me help."

The words secemed to echo strangely in the quiet room. A memory
came snoftly, then faded. He was very still, and I waited for the
rejection I was sure must come. Then his fingers touched mine for
an instant.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"T believe you can help me, but you must know what is

involved. Our minds will be one; you will share the emotions that
torment me. I know that I can trust you... but can you accept me as
I am?"

"*You have done soO much for all of us on the Enterprise. It is

little enough to do in return."

He nodded gravely; his hands reached for my face, and the mind
l1ink was established.

Of the emotions and memories I shared with Spock that evening,
I do not have the right to speak; but I learned much. I had often
wondered idly hcw it had been for him, growing up as a physical,
intellectual and emotional half breed; now I knew. The
uncomprehending bewilderment of the child, the painful struggles of
the young man, the final acceptance of the adult Spock became - all
these were now clear to me. Where he had found that calm serenity I
will never know, but I realised how hard the fight had been, how
great the victory. To be able to call this man 'friend' was indeed
a privilege.

When the emotional storm gquietened at last and the 1link
dissolved, we looked at each other with new eyes. I think we both
knew that our relationship could never be the same again. It had
been based on mutual respect; now was added a complete understanding
and acceptance. Neither of us would ever feel totally alone again.

In the morning he was once again the Mr. Spock I had known for
so long - cool, detached, unemotional. Neither of us made any
reference to the events of the previous evening, and the raest of the
voyage passed as it had begun. Indeed, in the bustle of my return
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to the ship, and the involvement in taking up my duties again, it
slipped to the back of my mind for a time.

Only when I was at last alone in my gquarters and had time to
think did the full implications of that everilng come home to me; and
that was when the guestions began, the quegtions I must answer, for
I cannot delay any longer -~ the man facing me is waiting.

It was not the pon {arr; but Ffor a few terrible moments 7
thought 1t was.

And 1f it had been;
If, for !fhose hours, I had been the only one he could turn to;

I I had been the only one who understood what he needed;

What would I have done?

That 1s the gquestion that hounts me. And I. know fthe answer.
For the eues of James Kirk, the eyes in the mirror, Llook back at me
with understanding.

Then, consider. Consider how much I owe him already, and
understand - no sacrifice, however great, howewver frightening, could
begin to pay the debt I owe him.

WHAT WOULD YOU HAVE DONE?

*Firgst printed in Emanon 5, Septemher 1978%




ThE WISSIHe GCRLENN

by

Sheils Clark

There had been a small colony on Veda for some twenty years -
long enough for iteto be regarded as no longer experimental, but
definitely, permanently, established. However, contact with the
gettlement had been lost, and the Enterprise was diverted to
investigate.

"Could plague of any sort be responsible?" Kirk asked McCoy as
the shlp swung onto the new heading.

"Unlikely, Jim," McCoy repliled. "They'd all be vaccinated
against all known diseases before they arrived, and any native
diseases they weren't protected against would show up in the first
two or three years of settlement. Beslides, Veda has no life forms
high enough 1in the evolutionary scale to be likely to affect
Humans."

"That's not an infallible rule," Kirk commented.

"T agree with Dr. McCoy," Spock put in unexpectedly. "The
likelihood of such a disease appearing after twenty years is
extremely small. I am inclined to suspect that it could be a simple
communications problem, a malfunction requiring nothing more that a
few minutes of Lt. Uhura's skill to repair."

The landing party materialigsed on the outskirts of the Vedan
colony's main settlement. Unlike many colonies which spread their
inhabitants over a fairly large areca with two or three centres, this
one had kept to one area and was spreading out gradually from i1t as
more land was put under cultivation. The place was deserted.

The houses were made of native wood, sturdy and well built;
each had a garden in which crops of vegetables were growing, with,
here and there, a splash of colour where someone had spared a narrow
border to put in a few flowers. In some of the fields beyond, half
grown grain shimmered in the wing. Everything was gquiet; there was
no sound of animal or bird or insect to augment the s8igh of the wind
across the fields and the movement of distant branches.

"As 1if they'd just left everything and gone away," Kirk
murmured.

"The Mary Celesgte,'" Spock maid.
"What?" McCoy asked.

"An old Earth story. A ship found deserted, everything normal
on board - but no sign of her crew. No—-one ever did find out what

happened.™

McCoy looked at him. Spock was full of surprises; at times
like this, McCoy found himself wondering how Spock would have
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developed had he been brought up on Earth; then he realised that the
paradox of seeing everyone behaving in the very manner that he was
belng taught was wrong could have driven Spock insane.

"They had cattle," Spock was sgaying now, as if the previous
exchange had never happened. "Whare are thay?"

"ITn thoge barnsg, perhapa?® Uhura asked.

"Unlikely, Liesutenant," Kirk replied. "Tn thesgse climatic
conditions, it would be easier to keep the beasts out of doors - and
reasonably clcse, tco, for ease of access for milking. There should
be some in those nearby fields that look to be lyling fallow."

"What about native wild life?" McCoy asked. "It'g primitive,
but surely there should be soma?”

"Not naceassarily, Doctor," Spock sald. "Tf the colonists were
kitling off the local fauna - an unnecessary proceeding, but quite
likely behaviour for Humang if tne creatures were rajiding the crops
- 1t would take a little time for them to gain enough confidence to
return to here, the centre of their degtruction. ™

) "That's possible for most animals,' McCoy agreed, "but there
are always a few creatureg that men can regard as... as petg, or are
harmless and realise they can get easy pickings around houses.

There should be something... some native equivalent of a robin,
perhaps. "

"Bonaes 1s right, Spock." Kirk said. #*Thevre's bound to have
bean gsome beast that reminded the colonigts of home. They wouldn't
kill those - they're more likely to feed them. Whatever Vulcans
might do, that's the Human reaction.”

The landing party scattered to search the village.

Kirk and McCoy went into one house. Everything was tidy, but
in an incomplete sort of way. A laid table was mute evidence that
whatever had happened, had happened suddenly. There was a plentiful
atore of food - driled, smoked and apparently salted.

"Spock was right with his comparison,” Kirk said. "T can think
of another case from 01d Earth; three lighthouse keepers whio

disappeared. There was a lald table there, too, if I remember.
They were on a tiny island; it waa searchad thoroughly, but there
was no sign of the men. No clues... "

"There must have been something - somathing that was

overlooked." McCoy =malid, suddenly lmpatient with the mysticism that
had gripred first Spock, and now Kirk.

Kirk shock his head. "The place was thoroughly searched, " he
repeated. "Thare were dozens of suggestions put forward, but it
remains a mystepry."

"We do know one thing here, anyway,!" McCoy went on. "They
didn't leave bhecause their food suppliles wers running law. "

Kirk nodded. "plenty stores; and the gardens were full of
vagetables, tooc. Nearly ready to harvest. No, it certainly wasn't
a food shortage."
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They investigated several houses. All were the same as the
first - tidy, well-stocked with food - as if theilr owners had merely
slipped out for a few hours. As they went, Spock and Uhura joined
them, having found nothing in any of the empty barns. All were
empty except for the stored fodder.

"Stores again," Kirk gaid. "They wouldn't have stored fodder
unless they had animals. What happened?"

At last they came to one house that was different.

The bodies of two women lay there. Both were skeleton thin:
neither had been dead for long.

"Two days at the most,™ McCoy sald. "Tf we'd been sent just a
couple of days earlier, I could have saved them."

"We were sent as soon as Starfleet was certain there was a
breakdown in communications," Kirk said. "They couldn't have sent
us earlier or they'd have sent us before the colony was actually out

of touch."

McCoy shook his head. "official bodies have one speed," he
gsaid. "They probably waited for a week before deciding that
anything was wrong."

"That can happen,'" Spock said. "But the Captain is right.
This time, at least, Starfleet moved quickly. It was the distance
that killed them."

McCoy still looked unconvinced as Uhura returned from the
kitchen. "There's no food through there," she said.

"There's gsomething odd here," Kirk said. "They mugt have
known, when their food ran out, that they could get more, either
from the garden or by raiding the house next door. Yet they chose
to starve to death. Why?2"

"The colony could have developed strict customs of privacy or
honesty," Spock suggested.

"Tn twenty years? Unlikely," Kirk gaid. "Certainly not when
no-one else was there, and anyway, noc custom holds when starvation
is 1n questlion."

"There 1is a more likely possibility," Spock said. "They may
have been afraid to leave the gsecurity of their own housae. Humans -
females in particular - are frequently i1llogilcal. They meay have
preferred to remain here - where they felt safe - even though they
were starving. Perhaps long after whatever endangered them had
gone. They may have lacked the courage to investigate; I have
noticed that Human females often prefer shivering in fear to
investigating whatever has alarmed them."

"That may be true of a lot of women,'" McCoy said, "but these
cones were colonists. They had deliberately chosen a possibly
dangerous life; they weren't the psychological type to be afraid of
shadows."

"But whatever harmed the other colonists wasn't a shadow,"
Spock saiaq. "They probably saw what it was... and it terrified
them. "
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"vYeg," Kirk said. "Tt's a good gsuggestion; but what could make
them so afraid? There was nothing in the survey reports that gave
any indication of anything dangerous to Man."

"There are two pogsgibilities," Spock said slowly. "Some
species have protective coloration, either for protection against
predators or to permit them to approach their prey unobserved. If
this planet has a predator that looks absolutely harmless - for
example, a show-moving coelenterate closely resembling a tree - a
survey party could land and fail to identify it as a danger,
especially 1f it was comparatively rare, and in good faith give the
planet a clean report. Eventually - after twenty years - a group of
these creatures reaches here. The colonists would be unprepared,
might find it impossible to differentiate between genuine trees and
these poasible coelenterates, those two choosing to hide here,
others fleeing - perhaps into another group of the creatures... "

"If these creatures were go slow-moving they'd still be in the
vicinity," McCoy objected. "We'd gsee them."

"Tndeed yes, but, like the colonists, how could we recognise
anything other than trees? In addition, they would have moved far
enough away, by now, for them not to attack us.

"Another hypothesis, which I prefer, 1s the possgibility of =2
l1ife form with two distinct stages; a harmless one, perhaps larval,
lasting for many years, and an adult stage of a few days when the
creature is dangerous. Think of Earth's many bilting insects; the
adult female must suck blood before she can lay fertile eggs. Oon
Farth they are primarily an annoyance, although some do transmit
disease. The survey party, only sgeeing the larval stage, could
easily fall to realise that metamorphosis occurs - or, quite simply,
fail to realise that the adult form could be dangerocus."

"But suﬁely there would be adult forma every year," McCoy
protasted.

"Naot necessarily," Spock saild. "There 1is one Earth insect -
the mayfly; adults are only seen for a period of approximately two
weeks in the spring of each year. For the rest of the year there
are only larva. There is a Vulcan speciea with a two-year cycle;
there are adults for a few days every second year. A cycle in

excegns of twenty years dces seem a trifle lengthy, but there are
certainly precedents on a smaller scale."

Further discussion was stopped by the arrival of the security
men who had been searching the perimeter of the village. One of
them reported finding a pawmark.

"T+'g huge, s8ir," the guard reported. "Like a big lion. Thare
are some hones too, broken and gcratched - an animal of some kind.
Must be one of the beastsa belenglng to the colony."

McCoy examined the bonas carefully, before reporting them to be
those of a cow, and the marks conaistent with their having been
chewed by some large cavnivore.

"RBut there aren't any," Uhura protested. "And the colonists
wouldn't bring any dangerous animals with them - would they?"

Spock, examining the pawmark curiously, saild, "They might bring
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ratas for experimental purposes, to test the effects of local flora
on Terran life. flats could become dangerocus if they escaped, 1if
only for lack of predators to keep their numbers within bounds - but
not only 1is this the wrong size, rats do not leave this shape of
pawmark." He pulled out his communicator. "Spock to Enterprise."

"Enterprise, Scott here."

"Sensor probe on this area, Mr. Scott. Is there any feline
life n=arby?"

There was a brief pause. Then - "There 1s, Mr. Spock. About
two miles away, bearing two mark seven four. There are also Human
11{fe form readings almost overlapping the feline reading."

They stared round at each other.

"Can you lock on to the Human readings?" Kirk asked.
L 4

"Naegative, Captain. The feline ones are too ciose."
"Wa'll have to do it from the ground, then."

They set off. Although they could have beamed up and back down
clogser, they had no way of knowing how much cover they would get
from the terrain; Kirk had no wish to expose his party to whatever
danger the felines offered.

Eventually they topped a rise and focund themselveg gazing down
on a large group of what looked like double-sized lions... no, more
1ike sabre-toothed tigers - they were striped and the huge canine
teeth looked very prominent, even from that distance. The beasts
were prowling round and round a huge heap of rocks, backwards and
forwards, restlessly walting. Then one of them gave a gigantic
yvawn, giving the watching group an axcellent view of a magnificent
set of teeth.

"Fascinating," Spock commented. “"Where did these creatures
come from? Even an incompetent survey team could not have missed
thosge. "

"Never mind where they came from," McCoy growled. "What are we
goingz to do about the people they have trapped?"

"They must be from the colony - and in a pretty weak condition
from lack of food," Kirk gaid. "The bilg cats have them pinned down
- the beasts must be too big to get in among the rocks, and lack the
intelligence to realise that 1t's no use walting, because they'll
naver get in." He thought for a moment. "Tf Scotty can't lock onto
them, cne of us will have to get to them, to give him an exact
co-ordinate.™

Spock sald promptly, "I1I'll go, Captain.®

"No, Mpr. Spock. I don't propose to risk any of your lives.
You will all beam back to the Enterprise."

"Jim -~ " McCoy began.
"That was not a request, Doctor, 1t was an order," he said. He
pulled cut his communicator. "Kirk to Enterprise.™

"Enterprise. Scott here."
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"Beam up the rest of the landing party, Scotty. I won't be
coming just yet."

He astepped back from the others. Yeconds later, he was alone.

He looked at the pile of rocks and the prowling carnivores,
raising a hand to test the wind. That was all right; it seemed to
be blowing steadily from the rocks towards him. He turned his
attention back to the pacing beasts.

There wag =z definite pattern to their movements. Then one
broke the pattern; it lay down. It remained watchful, but at least
it was atatic. Then another lay down, and another. Soon only four

remained on their feet.

Kirk crept back aver the vise, carefully keeping below the
skyline, and ran for some yvards. Carefully, he crawled back to the
top of the rise. The rock:s were now hetween him and the animals.

He lay atill for a moment, weighing the pros and cons of a dash
as opposed to a careful crawl towards tha rocks. It was easgy to
each a decision. No matter how fast he ran, once the bhesasats saw him
they would be able to outpace him easily. He began to wriggle
forwards.

Twice he had to stop as a heast loocked towards him. The gecond
‘“time, he was sure the creature had seen movement, and he lay in an
agony of uncertalnly until i1t looked away agailn. Even then he
remained motionless for &« minute more, in case it wasg cunning encugh
to pretend it was no longer paying attention to him. But apparently
it wasn't, for 1t did not look back.

He wriggled on. At lest he reached a point where he could no
longer #aee the beasts for the rocks.

He could go faster now, but even so0 he hsad to freeze 1in a
heart-atopping alarm when 2a carnivore padded round the edge of tha
rocks and into view. He felt horribly conspicuocus. The creature
didn't look towards him, however; its attention was wholly taken up
by the victims trapped among the rocks, and after a couple of
minutes 1t padded back out of sight. He took a deep, relieved
breath, and went on.

When he reached the rocks, he crawled in between them,
congclious »f congiderable relief. He squeezed his way through the
cracks between the rocks, and soon came in sight of the refugees.

They were arouching among the rocks, staring at the gilant
carnivores, barely out of reach of a probing paw; eilght aof then,

painfully thin. In addition, there were several hodies. They wmust
have been sheltering heve for quite some time. Kirk could not halp
but remembear McCoy's waords. .. IFf we'd bezn sent Just a coujile of

days earlier...

Kirk kicked a stone. One ¢ the men jerked round, terror on
his face. He gasped with relief when he 2aw 1t wag Jjust another
man.

"vyou'll soon bie safe,” Kirk 2aid. He pulled out his
communicator.
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From the story the survivors told, the position became clear.
The big cats were, quite literally, that. One of the colonists had
taken his pet cat when he joined the colony. In fairness to the
man, he hadn't known the animal was pregnant; he had thought simply
to take the family pet, which was very attached to his family,
along, thinking no harm, believing that when it died there would be
no more cats on Veda.

Even then, he had intended drowning the 1itter when it
appeared, but enough people offered them homes for him to change his
mingd. But of course, they had bred; the next generation of kittens
had been larger than the first, and one of the females had gone
feral. By the third genaeration, they realigsed that they had a
problem; the cats were now as big as a medium-sized dog. All the
subsequent kittens were destroyed and the adults gpayed. However,
the feral female had also bred, and about her kittens they could do
nothing. Occasionally they caught sight of the feral beasts,
getting larger with aeach generation, but they hadn't fully realised
the danger that was developing. When the giant cats had eventually
attacked, driven to it by lack of native prey animals large enough
to support their appetites, they had killed the handful of tame cats
left as well as the cattle and gseveral of the settlers. Most of the
colonigts had scattered - these few had been lucky to find shelter.
They knew a rescue ship must eventually arrive, although they had
begun to fear that it would not arrive in time to save any of them.

"Were there any children born in the colony?'" McCoy . asked.
First settlers often had none, waiting until they were certain the
planet was wholly suitable for colonisation before bringing children
onto 1it.

"A few,™ Cleary, the senior of the survivors, saild.
"How wasg their size?"

"0dd you should ask," Cleary said. "They were all getting
pretty tall."

"Then you're well away from there, " McCoy said. "There must be
something there that ceauses giganticism,"

"The cattle were all right."™

"among meat-eaters, then. You'd have had to leave eventually,
or your descendants would have been a completely different race.”

"It won't be possible for us to go back, then, even if we find
some way of getting rid of the cats?"
Ed
"T wouldn't advise it. Our biology and science sections will
try to pinpoint what was regponsible, but all the good that'll do
will give the survey boys something else to check out."

Cleary nodded. "A pity, though. It was a good place. Until
the cats attacked."”

"Tn a way, they did you eight a favour." (No more survivors
had been detected.)

"How? ”

"Catas breed so fast they showed up the condition pretty
quickly. Without them, you'd have been into your third or fourth
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genaeraticn - sixty years, at least, instead of twenty -~ before you
realised what was happening."

"Yet it's twenty years losgt," Cleary said.

Kirk, who had come in unobserved, ssid quietly, "No, nct loat.
You did accomplish something, my friendsg. The colony waas well
daeveloped. You have the experience. Yoau caAn probably f£ind
rositlons 1n any new colony without any difficulty." He amiled at
them. "We'll be leaving orbilit socon - 1y there anything you want to
ccllect from the village?"

The survivors locked at each other. "Wo," Jleary said for tnem
all. "Ag you sald, we have the euparlencea. That's all we need to
take with us."

Kirk nedded and turned back toward:s he door. "if there's
anything you need, Dr. MoeCoy will get 1t for you. I'11 ba on the
Bridge if you want me." He went out, and headed along the corridor
towards the elevator. He got in.

"Bridge,"” he said. The turboiift moved upwarvrds, carrying him
back to duty.

*¥Fivrst printed in EMANON IV
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A spear flashed; the young water mammal writhed, impaled, ts

blood staining the water to opaqueness. As the victim's death
throes ceased, the hailry humanoid hauled the carcass from the
water. More blood ran from the gaping wound the ugly barbs had torn

in the delicate flesh. The hunter bent to the wound, licking avidly
at the warm blood, tgo intent on his meal to see the grey adult head
that stared unblinkingly at him from a hundred yards away. Then as
the hunter raised his head, tongue-tilp reaching for the blood that
adhered to his lips and beard, the head disappeared silently under
the water and was gone.

The hunter houled the spear out of the body, the barbs tearing
the Fflesh further. He pulled a blunt knife made of whetted bone
from the matted tangle of his halr and hacked off a pilece of the
torn flesh, which he munched, raw and warm as it was, while he
heaved the carcass onto his shoulder. Blood dripped down to dry
stickily on the hair of his body.

Carrying the spear easily in his free hand, he strode through
the soft-stemmed vegetation of his world, automatically adjusting
his balance as the waves rolled under the huge floating island of
matted weed that was his home.

The planet provided paradoxical readings. On the one hand,
sengors indicated that intelligent life was present; that lush
vegetation was widespread. Yet the single huge continent was
entirely barren. Only the simplest of plants clung to an uncertain
foothold on the shoreline. There were ruins on the continent, ruins
of vast cities. Machinery poked half rusted signs of 1ts presence
into the air from its graveyard of windblown detritus. In more
'vrural' areas there were gkeletons too, many of them with sundried
skin still covering the bones. These bodies had also, it seemed,
been buried and exhumed by natural forces. Here and there were the
graveyards of huge forests, marked by the occasional branchless
trunk standing tall and weather-bleached. The ground was desert
dry; the wind experiaenced no difficulty in blowing the topsoil from
here to there and back again. It needed little imagination or
intelligence to realise that some sudden disaster had overtaken this

world.

"Readings indicate that the catastrophe occurred fully ten
planetary centuries ago," Spock reported.

"But... Spock, all that metal should have rusted into nothing
in a thousand years," Kirk protested.

"Not necessarily," Spock replied calmly. "For oxidisation to
ocecur, moisture must also be present. I would estimate that there
has been little or no precipitation for practically the whole of



that pericg."

"He means 1it's been a long, dry gummer, " McCoy translated.

Spock pointedly ignored the Doctor. He gwung his tricorder
carefully around, circling as he did so.

"The vegetation must grow on 1slands," he sald at last as he
stopped moving, facing the gea. "The inhabitants of this world muat
also live on these 1slandg. I detect intelligence... humanoid

1ife... "©

Even from the Enterprise, it proved Ilmpossible to pinpoint any
of the ilslands, however. No land, however small its area, could be

detected anywhere except the huge barren continent - and yet the
vegetation readings continued, strong and clear. And, anomalously,
the readings were nat static. They came and went, without any

detectable pattern.

"All right," Kirk said impatiently when Spock finally admitted
defeat and stralghtened from the sensor with an expression very
indicative of chagrin. "We'll go down by shuttle. Then we can
chase these elusive islands Lf we have tot'

The Galilea took off with its full complement of seven - Kirk,
Spock, McCoy , a junior sclentist (Bayliss) and three guards,
Dawson, Shiras and Carlsen. It dropped easily through the
atmesphere, Spock's skilful hand at the controls, and flew over the
ocean a few hundred feet above the surface.

At last they detected a huge masa of vegetation near them and
Spock swung the shuttle towards it. He took the Galileo lower, and
landed in a small clearing begide the shore. Tall tree-like growths
towered above them, but a quick check showed these 'trees' te be
soft-stemmed growthsg - indeed, they more nearly resembled overgrown
grasses than trees in their gstructure.

Spock left the study of the vegetation to his gubordinate and
concentrated on discovering more about the gstrange island on which
they found themselves.

"The d1asland is definitely maving," he announced at last. "It
appears to consist entirely of vegetation. It would seem that it 1s
a thick raft of matted vegetaticn held together by the roots of the
plants growing on it. These roots may Iin fact reach right through
the 'island' to the water. And, of course, as each generation of
plants diles, i1its remailng add to the thlickness of the raft."

A ripple of mcovement made the surface under them rise and fall
in a long roll. They staggered, caught off balance by the
unaccustomed sway under their feet, and Dawson went white and
swallowed hard. The 'grcund' steadied again. Srock continued as if
nothing had happened. "Pogsibly there is a 1limit to how large the
island may become. Probably when it reaches a certain size plieceas
of 1t break off naturally because of the strain of continually
moving up and down, or parts might be broken off in a gstorm." He
congulted his tricorder. "There are humanoid readings some four
hundred yards off in that direction." He indlicated 'inland'. "T
estimate they live ag near to the centre of their island as



33
possible. "
"How many are there?"
"Fourteen. But, Captain... "
"Yeg?"

"Although readings indicate the presence of intelligence, they
also indicete a low level of culture."

"Surely that's to be expected?"

Another rolling surge under their feet made them stagger again,
while Dawson swallowed again, one hand going to his mouth.

"What's wrong, Mr. Dawson?" McCoy asked as he regained his

balance.
L4

"] fael sick," Dawson muttered, only half audibly. He looked a
1ittle ashamed of himself.

"Some Humans have very low tolerance for uneven movement,"
Spock offered. "Tt is known for particularly susceptible
individuals to become nauseated while travelling on absolutely
motionleses water."

"He means some people get seasick easily," McCoy translated.
"Don't let it worry you, Mr. Dawson. Some individuals are
particularly susceptible to nausea after injections of drugs
commonly regarded as having no side effects." He glanced slyly at
the Vulcan as he spoke, even asg he reached for his medikit. He
selected a hypo, adjusted it, and gave the white-faced guard a
shot. "That should help."

*Thanks, Doctor."

Kirk looked directly at his Science Officer. "What level of
culture do these people have?"

Spock looked doubtful. "T would gay... pre-Stone Age."

"pre-Stone Age? I thought Stone Age was the most primitive
culture possible?"

"There is an earlier level, where the race concerned simply
picks up whatever comes to hand and discards it after use. Even
some animals are known to do that. From there it is a short gtep to
retaining a particularly useful stone or semi-working a bone or a
branch. A true Stone Age culture ariges when materials are
regularly shaped for a gpecific purpose and retained for that use
until they break; and indeed, such a culture can be surprisingly
sophigticated and their tools gurprisingly skilfully crafted. Here,
however, there is no stone. Any tools these people have must be
made of wood or bone. They may have reached the beginning of a
Stone Age; however, they cannot be more advanced than that."

"which still leaves one question." Kirk caught at a 'tree' to
steady himself as another long wave of movement rippled the island,
and nearly fell as the goft stem crumpled under his grasp. He
regained his balance and went on. "Could a race evolve... 1in these

conditions?"
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"I think it... unlikely, Captain." Spock adjusted his balance
neatly and easily. "It is more likely that these are the primitive
degcendants of the people who once lived on the continent."

Dawson gat down abruptly as a sharp gust of wind caught the
floating island and blew it sideways at right angles to the
direction of the water's movement. Bayliss caught at Carlsen's arm
as that guard staggered dizzily, steadying him. Ag McCoy turned to
inject Carlsen, too, Kirk muttered, so low that only Spock heard,
"How did we manage to get two guards on this trip who are liable to
sea-glickneasg?"

"It could have been worse, Captain,” Spock murmured. "All
three might have been susceptible. Come to that, the entire party
might have become seasick. Myself excluded, of course."

Kirk threw him a disgusted look, then stagzgered himself ag
another gust of wind swung the raft of vegetation sideways again. A
amall plece of it, perhaps two yards across, broke away. It bobbed
along beside itas parent for some seconds before the combined action
of wind and waves carried it onto a diverging course.

Spock, who seemed to have adapted to the conditions as 1if born
to them, steadied Kirk. The ground stopped moving, except for a
regidual tremor under their feet, and Kirk went on. "Where are
these natives?"

"This way, Captain."™

A sleek grey head that none of them had noticed watched them
vanish into the 'forest', their feet sinking deeply into the soft,
half-rotting carpet of vegetation as they went.

They came on the natives suddenly, without any real preliminary
warning, walking ocut from the shelter of the trees into an
unexpectedly large clearing.

The natives were gathered round the remains of a reasonably
slzed carcass from which they were feeding. There seemed to be
little digtinction in rank in the small tribe; a male, three
females, and seven half-grown children were all clustered round,
hacking intently at the body with cerude bone knives, elbowing each
other aside to get at the raw flesh. The male cuffed aside one of
the youngsters, a half-grown boy who reached for a portion the male
had obviously earmarked for himself; the juvenile shook himself and
pushed aside one of his younger sgisters. Only three very small
children were not pushing in but lay or crawled at the outskirts of
the group. One of the females turned to throw a scrap of meat to
the oldest of the three, and saw the strangers. She uttered a
snarling yelp and the others locked at her then turned to find out
what had taken her attention.

The male moved forward, growling, his lips drawn back to show
what could only be called fangs in a threatening snarl.

This was no time to make protestations of peaceful intent.
These beings clearly had no language; the male clearly regarded them
ag a threat to his family group. A quick glance showed that the
femaleg seemed equally ready to fight.

"Back away,'" Kirk said softly, hoping that the hairy male would
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take their vretreat as a sign that they accepted his dominance on
thisg island.

The men backed away steadily; but this humanocid seemed not to
recognise retreat. He kept on coming.

Kirk reached for his communicator; the great ape-like creature
seemed to see that ag a threat and flung the bone knife he was still
holding. It knocked the communicator from Kirk's hand.

"Get away!'" he snapped to the others. He dropped to his knees

to grope In the soft leaf mould for the communicator. Spock
hesitated. "Go on, Spock! Get away!"
"Your communicator isn't important, Jim. Leave 1t!"

Then, before either could move, the humanoid wasz on Kirk, fangs
tearing. Spock snatched out his phaser.

It was impossible to fire without hitting Kirk as well. But
even sgeeling this, Spock did not hesitate. He fired his phaser,
automatically set at 'stun'. Kirk went limp instantly; the big
alien male seemed unaffected. He worried the limp body for a moment
longer, then dropped it and turned on Spock.

There wasg nothing the Vulcan could do except run. But, since
he had attacked the beagt - 1if in fact it had recognised his action
ag hostile ~ it would regard him as a danger. Or did it simply
regard him as food? Either way, he could lead it away from the
others, give them a chance of escape. He turned and ran at right
angles to the direction of the shuttlecraft.

Only the male followed him. The others began to gsather about
the Captain's 1imp body.

McCoy and the others had not seen what had happened. Already
behind Kirk and Spock, they were much nearer the 'trees' and had
already lost sight of the clearing before Kirk lost his
communicator. They proceeded to obey Kirk's last order, and made
their way directly back to the shuttlecraft, pausing only when the
movement under theilr feet increased enocugh for them to lose their
balance. They crowded in, to wait in growing anxiety for the
others.

Those same ground movements bothered Spock too in his flight,
and his hairy pursuer, with a lifetime of adaptation to these
conditions to help him, qQuickly gained on him. The Vulcan realised
that he would be unable to follow his original intention of dodging
the creature so that he could return to attempt to aid Kirk -~ if the
Captain were still alive. His memory of the tooth-torn gashes on
Kirk's neck was painfully acute. Soon he, too, would be caught -
and strong though he was, he guessed that the ape-like alien was
stronger. There was only one possibility of escape. His path took
him close to the water's edge. Without pausing, he dived in,
swimming strongly under water for azs far as he could before coming
up to gagp breathlessly, his lungs straining for ainr. For some
gseconds he could only pant helplessly as he trod water weakly,
feeling dizzy and his sight blurred by the strain he had put on his

body.
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Then as his sight cleared, Spock saw that he had not escaped
after all. The halry head of the humanoid wag cloge to him - too
clogse - and coming closer. He began to swim, still feeling
breathleass from the dive following his run - ghort though it had
been, it had been a very fast sprint. He faililed to draw away from
the ape-man; and the chill of the water was beginning to bite. If
only he could stop long enough to get his communicator and have
himself beamed up...

The femalesg and young gathered curiously around Kirk's body,
puzzled by its hairlessness. One of the young licked the blood on
the smooth neck, but more out of curiosity to discover what this
strange creature's blood tasted like than from any real hunger, for
their appetites had already been satisfied. The females soon lost
interest, returning to their youngest offsapring, the biggest of
which had found its way to the half eaten carcass and was
investigating it with fingers and tongue. His mother began to
scrape slivers of flesh off the bonés for him; the other mothers
lifted their young to suckle them.

The other young prowled round the new body for a little longer,
but soon they too lost interest, and moved away in rough play.

Kirk regained consciocusness to the unpleasant after-effects of
a phaser stun, a tearing pain in his left shoulder and neck and e
weakness that left him disinclined to move. He lay motionless for a
minute while he recalled the events leading up to his collapse. He
realised he had been stunned - why, then, when his assajilant
collapsed, had his men - man - Spock? - not carried him off back to
gsafety?

He turned his head slightly, and bit back a gasp of pain as the
movement hurt his bitten neck.

The three females crouched, wholly intent on their young. One
of the juvenile males was in the process of disgsappearing into the
'forest!. There was no sign of the other young ones nor of the huge
male... nor of his men.

Gritting his teeth against the pain, blessing the soft plant
debris that covered the ground and would effectively silence his
movements, he hegan to crawl away, one eye on the maternal group
nearby. They were far too intent on their young, however, to notice
him, For a moment, Kirk wondered at their carelessness, then
realised that their singlemindedness probably indicated gquite low
intelligence, an inability to concentrate on more than one thing at
a time. Beasides that, they most probably thought that he was dead.
Who would expect a dead body to get up and walk away?

Kirk reached the cover of the 'trees' and scrambled to his
feet. Swaying, staggering from a combination of weakness and the

periodic heaving of the ground under him, he made his unsteady way
back to the landing site.

The shuttlecraft was gtill there.

McCoy had taken command by virtue of his rank, since there was
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no senior officer in line of command present. He reported what had
happened to Scott, then settled down anxiously to walt, considering
it the best thing he could do. Privately, he decided that if there
wag no sign of the other two within half an hour, he was goling back
to look for them, no matter what.

However, long before the half hour was up, Kirk appeared.
McCoy took one horrified look and rushed to Kirk's side, to support
him back to the shuttle.

»

He eased Kirk into a seat and ran a scanner over him, then gave
him two guick injections.

"Wwhat happened, Jim?"

"I don't Peallyvknow, Bones. Ouch!t"™

"Sorry, Jim, but I've got to see to those gashes... "
"Where - ow! - where's Spock?"

"Ha's not here, Jim. He must have fallen behind us; until we
got here, I thought you were both with us."

Kirk frowned. "The big male attacked me just after 1 ordered
you all away. Someone used a phaser on the brute and knocked me out
ags well. Wwhen I came round I wondered why I was still lying there.
Most of the tribe had gone. Spock... Spock must have led them off,
I suppose.™

"go where is he now?" McCoy was beginning to look really
uneasy.

They looked at each other, the same thought in both their
minds. Caught? Killed?

Kirk looked over at Bayliss. "See 1if you can detect Mr. Spock
anywhere arocund, Lieutenant. Alive... or dead."

vAyve, sir," Bayliss moved to gtand ocutside the door of the
shuttle, tricorder busy.

He swung 1t steadily through a hundred and eighty degrees, from
water's edge round the entire island to water's edge again, and
hack.

"Captain, there's no sign of Mr. Spock anywhere on the igsland."
Kirk and MecCoy looked at each other. Spock... eaten already?

Two of the juvenile males appeared at the edge of the 'trees'.
They stared at the shuttle, but seemed to accept it with little more
than passing curiosity. They were more intent on the occupants -
aspecifically Bayliss, standing outside 1t.

"Get back into the shuttle, Mr. Bayliss."

The sclentist needed no telling. He wasg already turning to
re--enter even as Kirk spoke. The door slammed in the faces of the
two savages.

"Now they know we're here," Kirk said dully, "they won't
leave. They think we're food. There's nothing we can do to help



38

Spock. Even if he got here, they'd get him before he could reach
the shuttle. Prepare to take off."

Spock turned onto his back and kicked out strongly while he
groped for his communicator. He raised it, fumbling awkwardly with
chilled, uncertain fingers. The numbness betrayed him; the
communicator, still unopened, slipped from his grasp to sink
irretrievably. He looked once, almogt despairingly, at the apelike
head drawing steadily closer - in time to see it vanish smoothly, as
if pulled under by some irresistible force. What flesh-eating
monster lurked in the sea? Whatever it was, he could not hope to
egcape it 1if it attacked him, too. He could only hope that its
hunger was satisfied by its first vietim. He turned and began to
swim, more slcwly now, back towards the island.

It wag some minutes before he realised that he was getting no
riearer to it; in fact, if anything he was further away from it than
when he'd started. It took him only a moment to realise why. Urged
forward by a combination of wind and current, it was travelling
Pfaster than he could swim.

Then he saw the shuttle l1ifting from among the 'trees' a little
to his right. It rose steadily, moving at an angle that took 1t
further away from him.

For a moment, he knew despair. He knew that they would'not
abandon him; but it was probable that they considered him already
dead.

A gsleek grey seal-like head surfaced beslide him with an
abruptneas that startled him. The creature indicated quite
unmistakably that he should take hold of it; he did so, wrapping his
arme around 1t and locking his numb fingers firmly together, and was
towed rapidly to the island. The creature indicated that it meant
to go under water; he took a deep breath juat before he was pulled
under. 3

The seal-like creature towed him under the island and then
upwards. They surfaced in a dim 'cave' hollowed out of the
vegetable matter that formed the island. With the last of his
strength, Spock dragged himself onto a sort of ledge just above the
water, where several of the seals already lay. His rescuer humped
l1imblessly out of the water beside him.

"My thanks," he said quietly. Why had the beast helped him?
He couldn’t think. Perhaps a mind meld?

He reached out and put a tentative hand on the seal's head, and
gasped.

This was the intelligent species the sensors had detected! Not
the apelike humanoids, but the seals. Intelligent... with a high
level of telepathic culture... poetry... music... and all in the

mind.
They were preyed on by the humanoids who lived on all the
islands. But they needed the islands to live on, too; the barren

continent was death, it was too dry...

"Why did you help me?'" Spock asked.
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The savage one who killed my youngest son sought you also for
his prey.

"Where did these savages come from?"

They came coriginally from the dry Lland. There was a climatlic
change, though we do not know what caused {t. At that time they
were Iintelligent, and left us alone; but hundreds of years, living
the way they were forced to do, with brocther mating sister because
they could Ffind no-one else, seems to have destroyed their
intelllgence. Now they are animals.

Spock nodded hils understanding. He had been right. "Is there
anything my people can do for yours?"

He sensed the creature's gratitude. I thank you for my peonle,
but no. There is nothing. The legged cnes did not ask to become
savages; they must live somewhere. They somet imes seec us Iin the
water - they do not know we iLive In the ground under them. And we
are watcl.ful. Only the wery unwary young are killed. There was
resignation in the thought.

"]s thoere no way that you could live on the continent? Are
there no cavaeg there?”

The rocks are hard. We cannot diyg there - only in the soft
matter of the iIslands.

"If my people dug you caves, would you live theve?™

Your people could do that? Disbelilef, mixed with horpe.

"Faagilv." Spock hesitated. "*But I must first make contact
with my own people. Unfortunately 1 lost my communicating device.
They will have to find me - and 1 very much fear that they consider

me dead."

When they reached the Enterprise, McCoy hustled Kirk off to
Sickbhay. As he went, Kirk called back,

"Ieotty - initiate a search for Spock... alive or dead."

"Ave, Captain.’™ Scott's voilce was cut short by the closing
door of the transporter room. He looked at Bayliss. "“"Can you give
me any coordinates for where you lost Mr. Spock?" he asked.

The young scientist hesitated. "Tt was on one of the floating
igslands, Mpr. Scott. The island was being blown along pretty fast."

"Then the gooner you tell me where it was, laddie, the better."”

Scott passed the corordinates on to the Bridge, then headed
there himself at top speed. He walked onto the Bridge to find
Chekonv bent intently over the sensors. He straightened as Scott
crogsed to him.

"Nothing, sir. There are three islands in the area Mr. Bayliss
told us. 1 can read humahoids on all three, but there are no Vulcan
readings - either alive or dead.”
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Scott took a deep breath. "Mr. Spock has to be down there
somewhere, laddile. Keep on looking."
"Yes, Mr. Scott." Chekov bent over the sgensors again. Scott

moved restlessly to thae command chair.
"Mpr. Scott... "
"Yag, Mr. Chekov?"

"T'm getting some strange readings, sir. The islands...
They're composed of vegetable matter, and... Mr. Scott, I think Dr.
McCoy should check these readings."

Scott punched the intercom. "Dr. McCoy - are you free to come
to the Bridge? We want your opinion on some readings we're
getting."

"I'11 be right up, Scotty."

There was silence for a minute, during which Chekov, still
intently studying the readings, looked more and more puzzled, until
the elevator doors slid open and McCoy came onto the Bridge.

"What's this you want checked? Don't tell me you've forgotten
what Vulcan readings look liket"

"No, Doctor," Chekov defended himself. "But these
readings... "

McCoy bent over the sensor, and a mobile eyebrow lifted.
"Amazing!" he exclaimed. :

"Wwhat 1is it, Doctor?" Scott asked.

"Some of these plants... These readings indicate the presence
of gseveral rare - and very useful - drugs. These islands are worth
harvesting. .. Now, what about Spock? have you found him?"

"There are no Vulcan readings that I can detect, Doctor."

"He's got to be there!" McCoy muttered. "Even that crazy
Vulcan can't fly... "

"Wouldn't we have problems harvesting the islands®?" Scott put
in. "{ mean, the landing party was attacked... "

McCoy nodded gloomily. "Yeg, Scotty, we'll have problems...
but those drugs could be worth it. Chekov, haven't you found Spock
yet?"

"Dsctor, he is not on any of those three islands,” Chekov
proteasted.

"So look further afield. He's got to be there!"

Chekov muttered something inaudible under his breath as he
turned to the sensor. Privately, he was convinced that the First
Officer was dead and his body already eaten. Wigely, McCoy chose

not to ask the Russian to repeat himself.

"How's the Captain?" Scott went on.
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"He'll do, but 1t was a near thing." McCoy fidgeted
restlessly. "I'm not worried about him. "

Had the Doctor accented the word thim'? Secott wasn't certain.

What had happened to 3pock?

Spock was, at +hat moment, lying between two of the seals, glad
of the warmth of their bodies and wondaering what had happened to
Kirk. Had the sharp fangs killied the Captain? Or had he succeeded
in reaching the shuttle®? Spock sguspected the latter from the simple
fact that the shuttle had taken off...

Suddenly he felt himself caught in the familiar field of the
transporter. He materialised in the transporter roomn, the two seals
atii1l at his side - and had to struggle to control the almost
{rpegistible desire to grin at the stunned expression on the faces
of the men wailting for him.

He sat up, laid his hands on the seals! heads and tried to
explain what had happened. He could feel their discomfort at the

dry heat of the ship, and looked over to Scott, who was manning the
congole.

"Beam my friends down again, Mr. Scott, if you would. Make
sure they materialise in the water.” ’

wwait!" McCoy exclaimed. "They helped you?"

"An astute conclusion, Doctor. Yeg, they are extremely
intelligent - and increasingly uncomfortable in these dry
canditions." '

McCoy nodded. varprange to meet them somewhere down there."

»T already have," Spock replied. He moved quickly out of the

transporter chamber. "Energise, Mr. Scott."
McCoy ignored the seals' shimmering away. He moved to Spock,
noting the Vulcan's involuntary ghiver. "Ccold, Mr. Spock?"

"vegs, Doctor.™

"Come on, 1'll soon get you warmed up."

"] was... afrald... you would say that. what of the Captain,
Doctor?"

"He'll be OK. Now, Spock - " as he ied the Vulcan firmly
towards the door - nwhat were you sayling about contacting these

seals again?"

"They are the intelligent life form on this planet,'" Spock told
him ag they headed along the corridor towards Sickbay. He wag still
dripping water as he went, although he hoped - vainly, as it

happened - McCoy would not notice. "The humanoids seem to have
degenerated to the point of having lost all their intelligence.
They prey on the seals, mostly on the young ones. I promised the

seals that we would excavate caves on the mainland where they could
l1ive free from predation."
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As they turned into Sickbay, McCoy said, "Do you think they
could be persuaded to do a little job for us in return?”

Spock's eyebrow asked a guaestion, and McCoy explained about the
drugs as he bullied the Vulcan out of his wet clothes and into a bed
begide Kirk.

Spock nodded. "I am sure they would, Doctor."

The Enterprise left two days later carrying a locad of plants
for processing and a firm commitment to continue trading with the
seals, Many more caves would be needed than the few they had
provided for the group that had helped Spock, once word got round
the other islands. And in time, the seals would probably discover
other things that the Federation could supply to them in trade.

The seals basked happlly on the rocks of the splash zone of the
cont inent, a few yards away from the entrance of their new home. A
watcher would have heard nothing; but telepathically, they were
singing.

*First printed in Serendipity, 1977%




VENITA'S STORY

by

Sheila Clark

My people are afraid of each other.

If one of us feels paln, others with whom we come in contact
algo feel pain. We can cure 11ls in others - but i1f this causes
ralin, why should we, unless the sufferer 1is one of our own family?

I never knew how the Vians managed to capture me; why they
should pick me. I woke one day in a strange place, the Vians at my
side.

Their words were meaningless gsounds at first; my people cannot
speak. Slowly, however, I began to understand the meaning of the
gounds. They wanted me to heal others... others who were badly
injured... The thought of the pain I would have to suffer terrified
me.

They brought two men to me. The men were afraid; they could
not understand what was happening to them.

The Viang hurt them. I don't knhow how. They could will
injuries onto people, terrible injuries. How could they bear to
hurt people so? I tried to help the men, I did try - I was too
frightened of the Vians not to - but the men were afraid, even of
me. T shrank from their fear, and they died. For a while
therecafter I had peace.

One day three more men appeared. I felt immediately that they
were different from the other two. One of them had a slight injury
- a cut on the head. But whereas the other two had paid very little
attention to each other's hurts, these men were concerned. One of
them in particular tried to tend the cut, not very effectively. The
other. .. He puzzled me. He so obviously felt concern, yet he didqd
not express i1t. He looked different from the others - like no-one I
had ever seen. His ears were strangely pointed.

Theilir concern for their hurt friend - I took the word 'friend’'
from their minds without wholly understanding what it meant - began
to make me feel that I should do something. The cut hurt a little,
but not badly. They were amazed that I could do this - and
grateful. And strangely sympathetic. They seemed to want to help
me. No-one had ever wanted to help me before. Not ever. I
concentrated hard, trying to learn how they identified themselves.
The one I had healed - the others thought of him as Jim. The one
with pointed ears - they called him Spock; the other one, Bones.
Strange names. They used a name for me, tooc - Gem. I thought as
hard as I could, trying to warn them that the Viang were dangerous,
but they could not receive my thoughts or feelings. Spock touched
me ~ I learned a lot about them from the contact, but he could not
understand me.

They had instruments, as the Vians did, but their instruments
geemed to give them information only. With these instrumentas, Spock
detected a way out. They took me with them. I tried to understand
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why; why they should want to help me, a stranger, but I could not.

But the Vians knew. They came, and I knew our escape was only
one of their i1llusions - and I had no way to let my... yes, my
friends, know. Jim went back towards the Vians, hoping, I knew, to
give us a chance to escape. Sacrificing himself... It was a new
thought to me. Then the illusion broke, and Spock and Bones also
knew it for what it was. They Jjoined Jim.

The Vians told Jim that they were willing to let his friends go
free. Again I knew it for a trick, but could not let them know. He
agreed, then as they led him away, he turned to look at us - and
although he was looking directly at us, he couldn't see us. Then we
found ocurselves back in my prison.

Jim was returned, badly hurt. Bones and Spock went to him,
their concern, their... thelr love, s8o great it could almost be
geen. Even I felt some pity for him.

s
Then Bones turned to me. I knew what he wanted, and I feared.
pain... weaknegs... I could not partially heal him. He must be
wholly healed, or his injuries would recur. I feared the pain, but
even more, I did not know if I was strong enough to survive the
weaknesga. Even here - fearing the Vang - I did not want to die.

The mental pain of their worry, sympathy and concern becgme
greater than my fear. I had to help Jim.

The pain was almost unbearable. I shrank back; Bones urged me
on. This time T knew it was within my ability to heal Jim - and I
daid. ’

I lay for some minutes, too weak to move, even to sit up. Ag
soon as they were sure that Jim was healed, the others turned to
mes . I felt their gratitude ~ it healed me.

At the same time, I was worried. I knew the Vians by now; what
would they do next? And sure enough, they came almost at once.
They wanted Jim to choose one of the others to suffer next. They

left him to think - and suffer - about it, then Bones gave him
something that made him sleep.

It was difficult for me to understand the reaction of the
others to the Vians' threat. Bones wanted Spock to remain with Jim,
ocstengibly to help him escape, and Spock... he behaved as if he
wouldn't give Bones the right to do anything for him. I
concentrated on them. I wanted to be sure how they felt. Bones was
eagy to read. He wanted to save the others. He wasg willing to
sacrifice anything to save them. It was a new thought for me...

And Spock; he was harder. I had to touch him. He felt the same.
Indeed, hisg feelings were very deep: but he kept them at a level
almost impossible to detect. Yet neither would admit, openly, how
he felt. I couldn't understand. How could they bear to feel so,
vet hide 1t@%

Bones watched me. I knew then that he was reading in my face
how Spock felt. He came over - and made Spock sleep too. Then he
left with the Vians.

Jim and Spock did not sleep long. They were concerned for
Bones - with good reason, as I knew. Meanwhile, Spock was working
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on one of the Viansg' instruments, which they had captured. He made
it work for him; he wanted to use 1t to get us to safety. I read
him more easily now. He wanted to get us to safety -~ but stay
himself, to try to help Bones. Jim may have guessed too - or

perhaps it was his own desire to succour his friend that decided
him. He chose to go to Bones.

We found him... tied, dying. They rushed to help him, give him
as much comfort as they could. I shrank from his injuries. I
coutdn't survive those.

The others thought - 1if I could strengthen Bones, partly heal
him - and I had no way to tell them I couldn't. All - or nothing.
Part healed would be wasted effort. I felt Spock's bitterness that
he couldn't heal ag I could... hig feeling that it would be almost a
privilege to suffer for his friend.

Pain - a privilege?

Jim tried to persuade me tov help - and the Vians stopped him.
They forbade him to encourage me. I had to do it by myself, because
I wanted to, they said.

I adid want to help, even though I got no - no satisfaction out
of helping them. It was more to ease the intensity of mental pain I
was suffering because of the state of their minds. Yet I knew that
they got satiafaction out of making sacrifices for each other...
Perhaps if I had been given time to get to know them...

The mental suffering intensified to the point where I could
bear no more. I had to obtain relief - and I thought longingly of
the gratitude they had given me before. I moved to Bones, and
i{mmediately felt their gratitude again that I was at least trying.
It gave me strength to withstand the pain. But I weakened quickly.
It was too soon after the last time. I had to regain strength.
Parhaps if I was quick... perhaps I could reccver a little before
his injuries wholly returned...

. .

when I returned to him, he was strong encough to try to push me
away. I couldn't understand. He had been anxious for me to tend to
Jim. .. Then I realised. He was afraid that I would die. He
preferred to die himself than cause my death. Yet I wag still a
stranger to him...

Jim was talking now to the Vians. I was too confused to know
what he gsaid - but it made the Vians themselves heal Bones.

Then they took me away. My last sgight of my friends let me see
their happiness, the last feelings they sent me were of relief and
gratitude.

I slept. When I awoke, the Vians had gone. I lay in a
sheltered place on a strange new world. I gensed my own people
near; and I knew my destiny. I had to teach my people that it is no
hardship to suffer for someone loved. That Love 1s reward enough,
satisfaction enough, for any sacrifice.

It would not be easy. But thinking of the example I had been
given, I knew I would persevere. And - eventually - succeed.

*First printed in Emanon 1%¥
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THE TEETH OF THE LYNX

by
Sheila Clark
As the Enterprise swung smoothly into orbit round Alpha Lyncis

ITI on what everyone aboard expected to be a standard survey, Kirk
looked over at his First Officer.

"Sensor report, Mr. Spock."

"Standard M-clasg planet, Captain. Oxygen-nitrogen atmosphere,
gravity Earth normal. Extensive plant cover, no indications of
sapient 1ife, some signs of non—infglligent life forms. Indications

of topaline deposits... Some vulcanism in the immedliate
neighbourhood of these... "

"Topaline? That's worth investigating."

"The area is currently in darkness, Captain.”
"Until when?"

"For the next... four point seven hours, Captain."

"Hmmm. You'll be off duty by then, Mr. Spock. I1'1l go down
with Carstairs."”

"Captain ~ "

"Yeg, Mr. Spock?"

Spock hesitated, then —‘"It would be more logical for me to go
down, Captain. I am the Science Officer - "

"Don't worry, Spock. Carstairs is perfectly capable of
pinpointing topaline deposits we know are there. I know you don't
mind doing extra duty - and it's easy for me to over-work you
without realising 1t; so this time, I'm determined - Carstairs 1is

doing the work; not you."
Spock hesitated again.
"Ig there something else, Mr. Spock?"

... No, Captain. It is not logical for me to insigst... Mr.
Carstairs is perfectly competent." He turned back to his console.

Kirk watched his back for a minute before swinging round.

Something wasg definitely bothering the Vulcan... but 1if he was
unwilling to say what it was, Kirk thought it would be better not to
press him. Spock would tell him eventually... in his own good time.

When Spock went off duty, he went strajight to his quarters
without even pausing to eat.
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He sat at his desk, fingers steepledq, thinking.

The feeling of apprehension he had been experiencing ever aince
they achieved orbit deepened. He tried to dispel it.

This apprehension, fear almost, 1s not logical, he told
himself. There ts no reason for it. Everything is normal. It
wasn't even as if the sensors had found any trace of inimical 1life
forms. But - he admitted to himself - he would be happier if Kirk
remained on board the Enterprise, and let him go down with Carstairs
to the planet.

Foolishness, he told himself firmly. How could he go to Kirk
with such reason-less fears, he who refused to acknocwledge anything
as i1llogical as intuition?

I have no reason to feel apprehension, he repeated to himself.
It is illogical. Deliberately, he tried to put the matter out of
his mind, sinking his thoughts into meditation, hoping that by doing
80 he could resume his normal state of emotional calmness and
detachment.

Kirk collected Carstalirs and two Security guards and beamed

down Jjust after planet dawn. They materialised in a sparsely-treed
valley, 1ts sildes towering above them, the trees marching sedately
up those sides in even files. Small bushy shrubs only a few inches

high hugged the ground; many were dead, twiggy brown growths that
snapped brittlely under the men'g feet with theilr every movement.
Young shoots were poking tbeir heads up from the soil among those
dead plants. Kirk looked round curiously.

Some. of the trees were dead too, he noticed... No, not dead,
he corrected himself. New shoots were beginning to gsprout from the
geemingly lifeless, leafless branches. Something had blasted those
trees, something that had killed their leaves but not the trees
themselves. Something dapricicus that had damagied some but left
others intact, in a seemingly random pattern.

He glanced at his men, checking them.

The two guards had taken up positions, one on each silide of
their officers, gazing outwards with an apparent cagsualnegs that
Kirk knew wasg deceptive. Carstairs was studying his tricorder
intently.

"Thia way, Captain.”

With the guards flanking them, they headed up one side of the
valley. There might be no sapilent 1ife here, but the other 1ife
forms whose presence had been detected might include dangerous
animals; the guards were young, enthusiastic, and taking no chances.

There was a distant rumble, and the ground shook beneath them.
The men braced themselves, then first Kirk, then Carstalrs, dropped
to his knees to steady himaelf. The guards tried harder to remain
astanding. One succeeded; tha other ataggered and fell as the ground

shook again.

As everything steadiled and the rumbling died away intec silence,
Kirk, Carstairs and the fallen guard regained thelir feet.
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"0odd that there's no sign of an active volcano," Carstairs
commented. He swung the tricorder round experimentally. "The
readings show considerable instability,"™ he went on, "though there's
no surface vulcanism. I wouldn't recommend this place for mining
operations, sir."

"Recommendation noted, Mr. Carstairs. But if the deposits of

topaline are rich enough, no-one will pay any attention to 1it. And
miners will be found mad enough - or greedy enough - to come and

work here."

Carstairs nodded unhappily. "T know," he said. "T wish we
could put a flat veto on it."

Kirk looked at him in some surprise. "As bad as that?"

"Captain, 1f this area doesn't throw up an active volcano
shortly - say within the next decade at the outside - I miss my
guess. " "

They moved on, following the topaline traces, until they came
to an area where no plants grew. Here rock dotted dusty black
earth. The plants growing round the perimeter of this blasted area
looked weak, sickly, and had many dead twigs.

"Report, Mr. Carstairs.™
"There is nothing to indicate the cause of this dead area,
Captain," Carstairs replied slowly. He tried adjusting his

tricorder, and shook his head. "Sorry, sir. Everything reads the
same as back there - " he nodded back in the direction from which
they had come - "apart from the absence of plants, that is."”

"And the topaline?”
"About two hundred yards above us, sir."

They had covered about'half the distance when the ground began
shaking again, a shaking that was accompanied by a harsh, grating
rumble that was more violent than the time before. It was
impossible to remain on their feet. As the tremor and the noise
intensified, all four dropped to hands and Kknees.

Carstairs managed to check his tricorder. "No sign of it
slackening," he shouted above the din. Kirk nodded. His hand moved
towards his communicator.

He never reached 1it. From a crack in the rocks Just above them
poured a cloud of evil-smelling, choking gas. Kirk gasped. Holding
his breath, he made one final attempt to get his communicator - but
the gas was too potent. The quantity already in his lungs was
sufficient to poison him.

The four men collapsed and lay still. The poisonous fumes
continued to pour from the crack and roll down the hillside, over
the four bodies and on into the valley, to blaast yet another area of
vegetation and leave 1t dead.

When the time for their regular check had come and and gone,
Scott, in command, tried to contact the landing party. When he
received no reply, he called Spock.
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A8 soon as the intercom bleeped for his attention, Spock
realised, with an unaccustomed sinking feeling, that the
apprehengion he had been unsuccessfully trying to banish was
well-founded. But his voice was calm, almost supernormally so, as
he replied.

"Spock here."
"We can't ralse the Captain, Mr. Spock."

"Ingtruct a security detail to meet me in the transporter room
immediately, Mr. Scott. I will go down to look for the Captain - "

"Tg that wise, Mr. Spock? If something has happened to him - "

"I am best fitted to go down, Mr. Scott, since I have greater
stamina than anyone else on board the Enterprise."

"But Mr. Spock - ! .o Aye, giv."

The search party materialised at the same co-ordinates as the
earlier one had done. Spock looked round quickly, noting the dead
and dying vegetation, then consulted his tricorder. He picked up
the topaline deposgit first; then, near it, faint - very faint - 1life
form readings.

"Thig way."

They started upwards, the guards fanned out round Spock, one of
them, a man called Becket, in the lead. Until they knew what had
happened to Kirk's party, the men were taking no chances, no chances
at all, with the safety of their First Officer. They stared round
intently, salert, ready for any likely contingency.

His eyes searching the slope above him, Spock moved steadily
on. Then, ahead of them, he suddenly noticed a flash of yellow -
Kiprk's shirt? He speeded up, catching up on Becket. He could see
the red shirts now, lyinkg close to the yellow one, with blue fairly

near.

Then the ground shook vioclently. Spock was farced to stop, to
drop to one knee as he was shaken off balance. A clatter of stones,
dislodged by the tremor, bounced down the slope towards Becket.
Staggering, Spock lunged to his feet and forward, pushing the guard
clear; but already off balance, he himself was wholly unable to take
evasive action. One of the stones hit him full on the head. His
1ast awareness before he collapsed unconsciousg was of Becket
desperately trying to pull him clear of the falling rock.

Spock regained consclousness to a pounding headache that he
found totally impossible to control. He blinked his eyes open and
saw McCoy looking down at him.

One look was enough. Only one thing could make McCoy look so
troubled, so unhappy. Spock closed his eyes again, knowing that
Kirk was dead, and slipped back into unconsclousness.

McCoy glanced up anxiously at the fluctuating needles of the
diagnostic panels and reluctantly decided that there was lLittle he
could do. He must leave It to the Vulcan's phenomenal healing
powers. Unhappily, he moved back to the yellow-clad body that lay
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so still on the next bed.

When Spock next regained consciocusness, the headache was gone
apart from a residual ache that he proceeded to ignore. He was
alone 1in Sickbay. He sgsat up, aware that something was wrong...
McCoy came in, and then he remembered.

Kirk was dead.

The premonition that he had forced himself to ignore because it
wag 1llogical had been proved accurate. His Captain wasg dead. And
he might have saved him - if only he had not been so convinced that
his premonition - his precognition - was illogical.

"How are you feeling, Spock?" McCoy's voice was strangely
subdued.
"I am perfectly recovered, Doctor." At least his voice was

decently steady.

s

"1'11 decide that.'" McCoy ran his diagnostic scanner over
Spock, and nodded reluctantly. "All right, Spock, you're fit
aencough. Jugst take it easy for a day or two."

"Yeg, Doctor." He would have nodded instead of replying, but

the faint ache in his head was persisting; he did not really feel
all right. =

"You're in command now, of course. Jim's body is in the morgue
- we can bury him as soon as you feel up to holding the memorial
gservice."” McCoy's voice shook slightly and Spock sensed the

surgeon's grief.

"It will not help to delay," he saiad evenly. "Have the body
taken up to the chapel. The service will be... in an hour."
McCoy nodded, his eyes searching Spock's face. "Spock - Jim's

dead. Don't you feel anything?"

"What do you expect me to feel, Doctor? I have seen the
reaction of Humans to grief. Would you wish that on me?"

"T would expect more than... than apparent satisfaction that
you're Captain at lagt!"

"Acting Captain, Doctor. I will never be the Captain."
Without waiting for a reply, he walked out.

He got through the service somehow. He watched Kirk's body,
wrapped in the Federation flag and attended by two space-suited
guards, until the airlock door closed, then, his face more than
usually masklike, he activated the outer door so that the guards
could carry out their final dAuty and give Kirk's body into the
embrace of the space that had been his life. Scon - too soon - the
signal came to repressurise the airlock.

With the Captain dead, Spock set course for the nearest
Starbase.

It was several days before McCoy succeeded in waylaying Spock;
the Vulcan, sensing his intentions, went out of his way to avold the
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surgeon. Eventually McCoy managed to get hold of him by calling him
down to Sickbay to have the almost-healed cut on his head checked -

ag a medical order.

McCoy's shock At Spock's changed appearance showed clearly on

his face as the Vulcan entered Sickbay. "Spocek - have you slept at
all sgince... 2"
"Irrelevant, Doctor. I have had... several things to

congider."

"OK. Just answer me this. Why did you say you would never be
Captain®? You're overdue for promotion, and everyone on board would
rather have you for our next Captain than a stranger - "

"I regret disappointing 'everyone', Doctor, but I am resigning
my commission. I will not be available to be Captain.®
"Resig... But why? Why? Spock, Jim buillt up the Enterprise

into the best ship in the Fleet. You're ideally suited to continue
his work - much though I hate to admit it. Where's the logic in
resigning? In letting someone else take over who might destroy
everything Jim Kirk worked for?"

"Doctor, I knew Captain Kirk was going into danger. Such
foreknowledge, however, was without logilical foundation. So I said
nothing. Did nothing. And he died. By my fallure to act, I killed
him. I killed him as surely ag if I had turned a phaser on him. It
is not logical to accept promotion - reward, if you lilke - when I am
responsible for the death of my predecessor"

"Spock, you're not thinking straight. Do you mean to tell me
you've never felt... say, worry - before, when Jim was walking into
something.unknown? And nothing happened? This was the same. I wasg
worried about him, too - but you can't call that foreknowledge."

"Doctor, this was not... wornry. I knew. You cannot change my
mind, Doctor; I have madé my final decision. I am resigning. By
permitting him to walk into danger unwarned, I killed Captain Kirk.
I £ind I am not prepared to kill other men by ordering them into
danger - something a Captain must be prepared to do. That would be
an even worse crime than the sin of omission of which I am guilty."

"Spock, are you saying you think Jim was a killer because he
gsometimes had to order men to their deaths?"

"No, Doctor. I am saying that for a Vulcan, such an action
ig... unthinkable. There is nothing more to discuss."

But 1f Spock thought there was nothing to discuss, McCoy
clearly didn't. He tried to re-open the subject many times, but
eventually he had to give up when Spock flatly refused to respond.
And in the end, Spock managed to slip away away without even saying
goodbye. When the Enterprise reached the Starbase, Spock left Scott

in command while he bheamed down to see the station commander - and
he did not return. Someone went for his kit, which he had left
prepacked - and no-one on the Enterprise saw him again.

Spock found it difficult to persuade the Starbase commander to
allow him to spend the period before his resignation came into
effect in seclusion. Eventually he stated that he was over-tired,
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had realised that he was not suited for command, and that he
required a period of solitary meditation to allow him to recover
from the strain of being in command.

But although he was in seclusion, his mind gave him no rest, no
peace. He had caused Kirk's death... and it seemed that Kirk's
ghost thought so too, for it gave him no peace either. He could
hear Kirk's voice now - waking and sleeping, it filled his ears. It
was impossgsible to make out what his Captain was saying, but the
volce itself wasg clear. And he had never believed in ghosts...

His kit was brought to him. He gent it on to Vulcan, retaining
nothing but the one suit of civilian clothes that he would soon
need.

At last the waiting period was over. The Enterprise was gone
now, with a new Captain and First Officer... Momentarily, as he
thought of her, he wished his friends well.

He emerged, a pale shadow of his former gelf, showing the
strain of the weeks of seclusion when he had refused food and had
frequently gone without sleep in a vain attempt to quieten the voice
that spoke on and on, unintelligibly. And he had found that when he
woke from sleep with that voilce 1in his ears, his first instinect had
been to turn and look for Kirk... and the moments of realisation
were almost unbearable.

This Starbase was a stopping-off place for space liners bound
for the further reaches of Federation-influenced space, theilr last
chance to replenish their stores. By chance - a chance for which he
was grateful - the firgt of these liners to stop was a vessel run by
a planet situated right at the edge of 'civilised' space; a planet
that had trade l1links with other worlds beyond the Federation's

sphere of influence. Spock took a pagsage on 1t; he would be able
to lose himself in territory where Federation Starships never
went... and then, perhaps, away from everything that could recall
memories, he might... forget?

No-one asked him any questions. The members of the crew were
not particularly interested in the passengers, nor the passengers in
each other. No-one paid any attention to the anonymous Vulcan in
8lightly ocutmoded native dress who came aboard. No-one was
interested in whether or not he ate or slept. No-one cared.

He disembarked, a shabby figure in once-expensive clothes that
now hung loosely on a skeletal frame, and who looked at least twice
his proper age. Lines of care etched deep into his face - lines
that deepened every day as the voilice from his recent past continued
speaking to him.

At the perfunctory Customs clearance, he gave his name as
Stane; gstated that he was merely passing through, and was given
permission to stay for not more than six months on a restricted work
permit - since he claimed to have no skills. The restriction meant
that the only jobs available to him were menial.

He found work at the space port, where he was employed as a
sweeper, valnly endeavouring to keep reasonably clean the landing
area that appeared to have been built at the centre of an eddy of
the ubiquitous wind that permanently swept the planet. No matter
how much wind-blown rubbish he cleared, within an hour 1t was as bad
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as ever. His conscientious nature would not permit him to skimp the
job, although no-one would have noticed it 1f he had.

He stayed there for legss than a month. The opportunity to move
arose when a ship from beyond Federation space called in; and he
took 1it.

It was in a vain attempt to shut out the persistent voice in
his ears that the Vulcan Stane mixed with the other passgsengers on
this new ship. He quickly came to be regarded as an eccentric, and
speculation was rife as to whether this eccentricity was persocnal or
racial; he would often, in the middle of a conversation, geem to
lose track of what was being said, dropping into a private world of
his own, recalling himself 1f addressed directly to make some
comment on whatever matter was under discussion when he 'switched
off'. The passengers began to regard him as something of a buffoon,
useful to enliven the monotony of the trip; several of them became
quite expert at noticing when hg had gone into a reverie, and
steering the conversation to a point where, whatever remark he made,

it would sound incongruous. He knew he was being mocked, and it
hurt even although hig pride would not let him show i1t. But the
alternative - to remain in hig cabin haunted by Kirk's voice - was

so much more unbearable that he tolerated it.
At last they made planetfall.

Thigs world offered even legss 1n the way of a cultured
civilisation than the one he had just left, being at the least
attractive level of an industrial era - advanced enough for
spaceflight, not advanced -enough to regard machines asg servants to
ease the daily toil. Smoke poured densely from factory chimneys, so
thick that on the sunniest days the sky was still hidden by a pall
of smoke 'and the light could not force 1its way through. Waterways
were open sewers in which no l1ife could exigt. Bureaucracy
proliferated; he had to aign many papers in triplicate,
quadruplicate and quintuplicate before he was permitted to land, and
then he could remain for only as long as 1t took him to board
another ship.

He left the polluted world with relief, on a ship taking him
even further from Federation dominated space. He moved from planet
to planet, always going further and further into the unknown, always
hoping that if he went far enough he would escape from the voice
inside his head... the loved voice that so tormented him by its
continual presence. Some of the planets he visited were cultured,
with a welcome - of sorts - for aliens, though nowhere did he find
the racial tolerance that exigted within the Federation. Other
worlds were backward, some of them exploited by more advanced
races. A few had highly sophisticated technologles, but even there
planetary chauvinism existed and he found himself, if not spurned as
undegsirable, at best regarded as inferior. Where he was permitted
to work, he did so for a little while, then left before his host
world decided that he had overstayed his welcome. The alien Stane,
who had no planet, moved from world to world, a space gypsy. His
clothes became a peculiar mixture of bits and pieces that he had
picked up as his own wore ocut; trousers from one world, a Jacket
from another...

At last he took passage on a tramp vessel, working his way. He
arranged to leave the ship at ita furthest port of call; and go he
came to Phalin.
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He would have left again - the captain of the tramp would have
accepted him bhack aboard - but by the time he had discovered what
the planet was like - a matter of hours - his ship, and his last
chance of leaving, was gone. And as soon ag he had to spend a night
there, he fell foul of Phalin laws.

Aliens were inferior; inferior even to the packs of half-wilad
canines that roamed the streets, neglected, starved, but encouraged
by the authorities as a means of keeping people off the streets at
night. Aliens had to pay, and pay dearly, for the privilege of a
hole to sleep in to shelter them from the dogs, a damp heap of
sacking to use as a bed, and a daily bowl of scraps from a 'food
kitchen' - scraps that were regarded as unfit for Phalin
consumption, being stale at best and rotten at worst. And like all
the other aliens condemned to live in this hell-hole, the alien
Stane was forced to work from dawn to dusk without a break at a
mixture of menial jobs, and with no meals other than the one bowl of
rotting scraps. He found sweeping the streets the least unpleasant
of his jobs, for there at leagst he was out of doors, away from the
nauseating stench that made most of “the aliens' Jjobs so unpleasgant.
Thelr only companions, apart from the other aliens of several races,
were the petty criminals, inept enocugh to have been caught, who were
also condemned to this life ~ and even those criminals were prone to
the racial bigotry that denied all aliens the dignity of being
infelligent beings. They were, in truth, paid a pittance for thelilr
work - but nearly all their 'pay' was taken back in taxation to pay
for thelr 'food' and 'lodging'. -

The alien who had money could leave - once he paid the
planetary authorities the excessive embarcation dues they charged.
But Stane no longer had financial resources. His only hope of ever
leaving was to save every penny that he was left with after the
taxman had finished decimating his 'pay!'. He egstimated that 41t
would take him ten years -~ 1f he lived that long.

He felt no bitterness towards the planetary authorities - they
were the outcome of their training, their background, their culture;
but he felt plenty of bltterness towards his erstwhile crewmates,
who, knowing that he intended leaving the ship, had neglected to
warn him. Perhaps 1t was the captain's revenge over him for
choosing to leave...

Already undernourished, his strength was being further sapped
by the poor and inadeguate food that was his ration. He could,
indeed, have spent some of the pittance that was left to him on
augmenting his rations; most of his fellows in suffering did so.
There were one or two shops in the slum area where the aliens were
lodged that would serve them - at double the cost of the item to any
Phalin. But if he did that, he would never be able to leave.

And his torment was further increased by the voice that still
sounded in his ears despite all his mental attempts to block it;
8till speaking words that he could not understand...

He sat in the food kitchen one night, lingering over the
unappetising and ill-nourishing and wholly inadequate bowl of scraps
because thig place was at least warm. He had long since abandoned
vegetarianism; to adhere to it would have meant death by quick
starvation, for absolutely no attention was paid here to dietary
preferences - the scraps came according to what was available. He
was beling slowly starved to death now, but that death would not come
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for a number of years - and he was stubbornly determined to survive
what he knew was a deliberate form of genocide, determined to prove
to this bigoted planet that one alien, at least, could gsurvive this
treatment - not many of the aliens presently in the food kitchen had
been there since before hig arrival, although one or two who had
preceded him to Phalin still clung grimly on to life. Most were
more recent arrivals, and Stane found himself wondering why 1t was
that aliens still arrived. Surely the planet was known to be
chauvinistic to the point of pavanoia? As for the handful of
natives who shared their suffering... Stane wondered briefly just
what their crimes had been, to be condemned to this l1life, but he
lacked the energy to ingquire - and anyway, even if he did, his lack
of knowledge of the language, coupled to the natives' bigotry, would
effectively prevent his getting a comprehensible answer. All his
energy was devoted to trying to block out the insidious, familiar

volice from which he had no escape. Even now, after nearly three
years, the pain of that loss was as fresh as ever... even now, he
gtil1ll woke from uneasy slumber to look around for Kirk. Not even

his present exhaustion could banish the ghost of his dead Captain...

The door of the food kltchen c¢rashed open. Armed law-enforcers
swarmed in, their weapons ready. All the occupants were forced out
at gunpoint and into huge trucks where they were herded together
1like the cattle they were considered to bhe. After a short trip they
were forced out and into a cramped room.

The alien Stane was not quite sure what all this wasg about, and
in his uncertainty he had many companions. Denied all rights, the
aliens had been unable even to learn the language - other than *Do
thatt'. There were shouted questions that they did not understand
but that seemed to be conriected with being where they had no right
to be, questions that were shouted louder and louder as if sheer
volume could lead to understanding - and at last all were herded
back into the trucks again.

There was a long, Jolting, uncomfortable journey in the
darkened, airless trucka, during which time they were given no food
or water and during which they could not even silt down, packed closge
together as they were. Stane found the close physical proximity of
8o many strangers the most wearing part of the whole trip; he had
become accustomed to inadeguate food, he had never needed much water
and he frequently went without sleep - but in the physical contact,
especially of one anonymous hand that had early in the trip clutched
his and refused to let go, he felt anxiety and fear - fear of the
future.

When at last the vehicle stopped, they were forced out,
blinking in the brilliant sunshine and stumbling on stiffened legs -

those of them who still lived. At least a quarter of their number
dropped as the pressure holding them up eagsed; and most of them were
dead. Only one or two revived to join their fellows. As he went,

Stane wrenched his hand from the unexpectedly strong grip that had
sought to retain it, but when he had recovered the use of his eyes
and looked round, he could see no-one that 1t could have been.
Instead, he saw the steep, vertlical walls of a quarry.

They were hustled into a long shed. It wag a sort of
waghroom. By gestures, it was made clear to them that they were to
strip. They were forced through a bath of icy cold, evil-smelling
l1iquid that they could only guess was a disinfectant - though most
of them, compelled through no choice of their own to live in
squalor, needed no forcing to wash. And certainly, after this bath,
Stane stopped being bothered by the lice that had plagued him for
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altogether too long, degpite all his attempts to keep free of them.
Then they were given clothes, rough and 1ill1-fitting but at least
clean. Finally, they were fed. The meal was still hopelessly
inadequate as far as quantity went, but at least the food was fresh
and nourishing.

_ Then they were taken to another long shed. The floor was thick
with straw, obviously intended as bedding, but at least, like the
clothes, it was dry and fresh. There, they were locked in.

Next day, they discovered - those who had not guessed - why
they were there. It was indeed a quarry, and they were set to work
there, as slaves. But although the work was hard and the hours
s8t1l1l from dawn to dusk, and their hands first torn and then
calloused by the rough stone, at least they were kept relatively
clean by an enforced wash (welcome to most of them) and disinfection
every tenth day, given clean clothes and straw on the same day, and
glven better food than had previous been their lot. Stane wondered
why; a momentary curiosity that surprised himself. Then he realised
that, as work animals, they did have  some value - minimal, perhaps,
but some. For if mostly aliens were forced into this work, the
supply was not unlimited. It did seem, however, that he had lost
what little chance he had ever had of leaving this worild.

Although weakened by poor and insufficient food over many
months, Stane was till much stronger than many of his fellow
workers., It was that strength that enabled him, on the twanty~third
day of this new purgatory, to support a falling rock for long enocugh
to enable one of his fellow sufferers who was in its path to
scramble clear, though he did it at the cost of a torn and bleeding
hand.

Bec - the man he had saved - was one of the handful of natives
who had been rounded up with him and the other aliens. Rather to
Stane's eurpriée, for these slum natives had appeared to be fully as
bigoted as the overseers, Bec then cultivated him - Stane later
suspected, cynically, that the man had, even then, seen a use for
his strength. But for the moment he accepted that in the native he
had found a friend of sorts. It was Bec who taught him the language
of Phalin; Bec who, when his understanding of the language had
progressed sufficiently, told him why they were there.

There had been a robbery in the town on the day of their
arrest; and the aliens, naturally, were immediately suspected.
Since the thief had remained undiscovered, they were all sentenced
to labour - for 1life - in the quarry, as suspected criminals. The
8lum natives were included as their punishment for being in the
wrong place at the wrong time.

"But - " Bec said - "for one or two daring men, escape is
possible. I have friends in the city who would hide us. Your
strength and my knowledge, Stane - how about 1t2*"

Escape from here; it might eventually lead to egcape from
Phalin. Stane agreed.

Bec arranged for then to work together. Stane never discovered
how Bec managed it. He also arranged for them to work near the
perimeter and storage areas, a region where few workers were allowed
and those only the ones considered least likely to try toc get away,
the broken-gpirited ones. Somehow, Bec must have persuaded the
quarry overseers that neither wanted to escape; and indeed, as the
overseers well knew, it was in many ways an easier life than they
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had known previously. If they were surprised at a native's
friendship with one of the inferior aliens, they did not voice it -
it was always possible that they knew that this alien had saved
Bec's 1life.

They were well supervised at first, but then, as they learned
the skills necessary to this area, the cbvicus supervision ceased as

the supervisors were lulled intoc believing them content. They
continued working hard, however; Stane because it was hisg nature to
do so, Bec because he was afraid - presumably - of losing his chance

of escape.

They worked in the perimeter area for four months before a
chance of esgscape offered itself.

A truck that was being loaded was inadequately guarded; they
slipped aboard it and were driven away by the unsuspecting driver.
At the first stop, several hours later, they peered out of the back,
saw that they were unobserved, and climbed out. It was a long walk
back to the town, but walking would be safer than risking being
found if the truck was searched; they had little doubt that their
disappearance had been noted by now.

It took them nearly a week to walk to the town; and every step
of the way Stane was haunted by the voice, talking on and on,

speaking words that he could... nearly ... understand.
Occaslionally, one even made sense. But the sense added to his
torment, for the words spoke of the past - of companionship and a

contentment that he knew wasg gone for ever,

Bec indeed knew of a hiding place; and the alien Stane found
himself mixing with the real dregs of Phalin society, men who would
cut their own mothers' throats for a minimal payment, who barely

knew the meaning of the word 'loyalty’'. Barely. But some
underatanding of the word must exist, Stane realised, or Bec would
have been betrayed to the authorities as soon as they appeared. He

did not try to fool himself that he was owed anything - Bec must
have some influence here.

And Stane himself? Since he had already been punisghed for
something he had not done - and lost his savings at the same time -
he reasoned that Phalin society owed him something. He Jjoined Rec
in his petty crimes, acting as lookout, helping when strength was
needed, occasionally slipping out on his own to attack passing
victims, usually in the half light of dusk and dawn when the dogs
were not quite so active. He selected his victims carefully.
Ordinary citizens he allowed to pass unmolested, little knowing the
danger they had been in; but anyone in authority was gsubject to a
quick attack from behind, the only thing of which they were
conscious, a firm hand gripping a shoulder, then knowing no more
until they woke to find themselves poorer by whatever amount of
money they had been carrying. Stane began to feel happier. He had
almost enough money now for the embarcation fee. If only the voice
would give him peace! It kept calling him by the name he was trying
to forget. He wag no longer Spock. He was Stane - stained by his
own actions.

This victim was walking confidently. Stane readied himself;
but his intended prey must have heard something, and swung round. A
hand holding a knife came up. In self-defence, Stane struck - a
killing blow. The man fell dead.
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Stane turned to run - and stopped. Behind him were two
law-enforcers.

The trial was a farce - although Stane was forced to admit to
‘himself that the verdict was fair. He had killed. He wasg condemned
to work as an engineering labourer in the lower deck of one of
Phalin's spsacecraft. It gseemed a astrange punishment... until he
started the minimal training that was to ready him for the Jjob.

Thege craft were atomic powered.

Although the Phalin knew that there were other, better, types
of propulsion, they were so bigoted that they preferred to continue
using these outmoded ships of their own design. And the radiation
levels of the lower decks were such that only condemned criminals
were set to work there, for life expectancy on those decks was very
short. Most trips were of limited duration; Stane could expect to
l1ive through six or seven of them - .though by the time he had
completed one, he would be a dead man.

The ship took off. Stane was resigned to his fate now. And in
death, at least the voice would be stilled. A ghosat couldn't haunt
a dead man - could 1t?

Two days out, the ship began to toss errvratically. The
labourers, with no-one to tell them what was happening, were mostly
terrified; Stane could think of several things that could cause
this; an ion storm, perhaps. It was unlikely to be engine trouble -
down here, they would khnow about it if it were. Then one sharp Jjolt
told him. The ship was under attack. Even ag the fact registered
he realised, with something of a shock, that the voice had stopped -
had even 1t deserted him? Pileces flew off a machine under the force
of the external impact, and a needle-sharp sliver pilerced Stane's
arm. Then another sharp blow hit the ship, and he was gsent flying.

When he regained consciousness, it was to find himself, along
with his fellow labourers, guarded by two strangers. They were
rough-looking men; one had a bad scar on his face. Stane lay
silently watching them, wondering what had happened.

He found out soon enough. Ancther stranger entered; a huge
man, fully seven feet tall, who dwarfed everyone around. He looked
over the prisoners critically. At last he said, "I know the Phalin
way . You are all condemned criminals. I don't know or care what
crimes brought you here - all that concerns me is that you are
already condemned to die.

"Now - I have an offer to make to you. You may have realised;
we are what are generally termed pilirates. We need men. I offer you
this choice - jodin us. Or remain here to dle."

There was no real choice. All the labourers, Stane included,
even those who knew they were already dying, Jjoilned the pirates.

As he waited his turn to be taken aboard the pirate vessel,
Stane admired the sleek lines of her through a port. Her name -
Lynx - wasgs painted proudly along her nose.

Once aboard, the new hands were taken to a fairly large cabin
and left there with the assortment of pirates already in 1t. These
pirates were gathered in groups, talking; but when the ‘'officer' who
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took the newcomers in had gone, they collected round.

One of the new recruits was a small, weedy-looking individual
who was, as Stane already knew, an arrant coward. How he had ever
summoned up enough courage to commit a crime in the firat pPlace was
beyond Stane'’s understanding. One of the pirates noticed him.

"Well, mates, look what we've got here," he growled. He pushed
the little coward roughly towards the other plrates. The man
cringed in fear. It was no help to him. He was pushed roughly

about from one to another of the pirates of the established craew;
his pleas for mercy fell on deaf earsa, until at last he was too ocut
of breath even to plead. At last, one of the pirates, tiring of the
game, hit him hard enough to fell him, and they turned back to the
other recruilts.

They picked on another. This one was tougher, with the courage
of a cornered weasel. He fought back, unskilfully; rather to
Stane's surprise, he was granted failr play, with only one of the
pirates opposing him. It was only a guestion of time before he was
knocked down, and lay too stunned to rise. The pirates looked for a
third victim to play with.

By now, Stane had grasped something of the rules of this
flierce, lawless society. It was clearly a question of kick or be
kicked. The hapless little coward was fair game for all, right at
the bottom of the peckiling order. The second one still head his place
to find, but a rough estimate would have been formed already.
Everyone abiove the man who had beaten him would be above him, but he
would still have to fight the others to find his exact place. It
would come when he won, but it would be subject to change. Life
near the bottom of the pecking order here would in all probability
be as bad, worgse, than life on Phalin. Therefore, he had to be near
the top, Stane decided. He would not wait for those brutal men to
decide to test him. He would choose when he would fight - and the
time wasgs... Now/?

With a shouted Vulcen warcry remembered from history lessons,
he leapead forward into the crowd of pirates. Three went flying
before they realised what had hit them. He flung another over one
shoulder into the faces of two others, whirling to face in yet
another direction as he did so. He grappled hand to hand with a
huge, brawny pirate and beat him to his knees by brute strength.

It was all over in less than a minute. The pirates crowded
round him, patting his back, and he allowed the familiarity,
reaslising that he must. The only one who held at all aloof was the
brawny one he had just defeated - and he guessed that that was
because he had Just been beaten into second place.

Stane, hisg position assured, stood back and watched the pirates
hazing the rest of the new men. Only one of them gained anything by
his example, and attacked of his own accord. It gained him a lot,
Placing him third in status. But the very fact that he had the
courage to attack meant that he also had to be out of the ordinary,

anyway.

The battles for precedence fought, the newcomers were directed
to their places in the cabin. Each level of fighting ability had
its place. Stane and the other good fighter, a man called Lecon,
went with the brawny one and one other to beside where a radiator
gave off heat; two chalrs stood beside it. Someone kicked the
l1ittle coward to where several chairs were stacked. It was made
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clear to him that he was to take two chairs to his betters. His
satatus was fixed - the servant of all the others. Stane suspected
that the kicker was the previous servant, promoted by the simple
fact of their having found someone even more subservient than he.
But in that one's place, Stane thought, he would not be too eager to
kick hard; the worm might turn, one day, and the one he would take
on first would surely be the one next above him.

Stane himself had no worries. He settled down beaide the
radiator, the man called Leon at his side, facing the other two men.

Life here was easy, Stane discovered. Food was plentiful and
nourishing, if monotonous. They raided when they could waylay a
ship, crulsed steadily at other times. Each man had hig duties, but
a crewman in Stane's position could easily force hils underlings to
do extra duty 1f he wanted to. Usually they did not - 1life could
get too boring, they had found, as "his new companions were honest
enough to point out. Stane nodded Understandingly. He had
travelled enocugh as a passenger in the last four years to have
learned that, for a passenger, a space trip mostly consisted of
boredom.

The officers, such as they were, rarely came near them, and
made no attempt to discipline the men, who had their own code, their
own lawg. The only general rule was that they obeyed the officers
during raids and on such shipboard duties as fell to them.

Stane quickly found that his three companions were more
intelligent than he had at first assumed they would be. Their
conversations around the radiator were at times surprisingly deep,
and he found himself having to watch his tongue. Not that mention
of the Federation, or of Starfleet, would matter; they were too far
from Federation space ever to enter it. But he wanted to continue
as a man with no past.

The voice, which had fallen sileént during the attack so that he
had dared to think he was at last free of it, had come back, too.
And now he could understand it, all that it said. It spoke of days
past, of friendship, of dangers braved and overcone... His
companions began to recognise that Stane sometimes had odd periods
of abstraction, but none of them dared to ask him about them.

The door was flung open; an officer stood there. The brawny
Russ was first on his feet; Stane, realising that something was
happening, close behind him, followed by their two companions. The
others, slower to react, came to their feet one by one. The little
gervant shrank into a corner, hoping to remain unseen.

"Raid?" Russ asked harshly.

A stabbing finger pointed. The officer clearly knew the men's
customg, for he picked firat the four men of the elite group, then
the members of the second group, leaving the dregs of the third
group out. There was a concerted rush to the door by the selected
men.

The attacked vessel was a freighter, but a freighter with some
teeth. Her crew was unwilling to give up without a fight, and being
without hope of escaping with thelir lives, they fought desperately.
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Physically they resembled Klingons. Stane had no idea whether
they resembled Klingons mentally as well as physically - he simply
fought, and fought well, all of his warrior ancestry, mixed with his
Human will to win, to the fore. Soon the remnantg of the defenders
were prisoners, not entirely without loss to the pirate crew; Stane
saw at least one officer go down as well as three of four of the
men.

The rest of the crew of the pirate ship was now hustled up, to
ghift the cargo into the hold of their own ship, the prisoners being
forced to help as well. Then, rather to Stane's surprise, the
priscners were left in their own ship, which was turned loose.

Stane commented on this to Russa.

"Better to do that," the brawny man replied. "That way, they
recrulit replacementg for the ones who died, they're on their way

with a new cargo inside a few weeks. Deatroy the ship - it'd take
monthsg to build a new one. We degtroy the radio equipment, of
course - can't have them calling for help - but we leave the ship
able to travel. And when the ship carries slave labour - like the
one you were on - we recruit."

Stane nodded. "Practical," he said,

An officer came up to them. "*"You," he gsald to Stane. "Come."

Stane looked at him for a moment, wondering why, and obeyed.
He was taken to the Captain - the giant who had recruited them in
the first place. The man studied him for a moment. Then -

"I hear you're top dog in the crew," the Captain said.

Stane grunted. "It gseemed the best place to be."

The Captain chuckled. "You learn quick. And you're a good
fighter, or you wouldn't have beaten Russ. We noticed that today,
too.” He wag gilent for a moment. "We had casualties today - we

lost the officer in charge of the boarding parties. How would you
like the job?"

Short and to the point, Stane thought. Well, why not? If they
always let the survivers go free... The quicker the ratded ship lis
captured, the more survivors there will be...

"vYag," he sald firmly. "But - "

"Well?" There was an unfriendly growl in the Captain's voice.

"T*'qd like to have a picked group of the crew to work directly

under me - men I'd trained to fight my way."

The Captain shook his head. "Tt won't work, Stane,” he said.
"We tried that once - I thought it would be a good idea. But the
men won't do 1it. There's a 1imit to how much we can force them to

do. They'll fight for their place in the crew; they'1l1l fight for
plunder. But they won't train."

"Tf I can persuade them, you won't object?"

"No. I won't object - just as long as you remember I'm the
Captain of this vessel. And I mean to stay Captain.™
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Stane got his group of picked fighters. He started off by
getting his three elite companions to join him, making it clear to
them that they would be his immediate subordinates, with definite,
ags well as pecking order, authority over the crew. Then he gave
them a crash course in Federation unarmed combat, reserving only one
or two tricks in case Russ should get ideas and try to take him on
again despite his officer status - for that was one of the ways in
which an ambitious crewmen could rise to be an officer, to fight and
defeat one of the established officers. They in turn instructed the
others - also reserving one or two tricks, for the same reason.
Stane guessed that they knew he had done that too. Only the two or
three at the very bottom of the pecking order received no
instruction; they were incapable of learning any form of combat
except the knife in the bgck.

It wags immediately clear that Stane's ideas were ugseful, for
the next ship they raided was captured in half the usual time with
vary few casualties. And so 1t wenﬁ,on. Ship after ship was
captured and left empty of cargo. They landed their stolen goods
when the holds were full and the proceeds were divided between the
men according to their place on the ship. They had no set base;
when they made planetfall, they were free to spend their money as
they pleased, if they pleased. Before they left the ship, they were
told when it would be leaving again. If they were not on board,
they were abandoned. On many worlds, this meant a fate worse than
death, for a man drunk enocugh to miss 1ift-off had probably sﬁent
all his money and was left destitute; and Stane was learning that
Phalin was far from being the only such bigoted world. He had
simply not noticed it too much for a great part of his wanderings,
since he had had money; a commodity that opens many doors, even on
the most bigoted world.

They made their way onward, Stane neither knowing nor caring in
what direction they were going.

At last they raided a ship whose occupants had a strange
familiarity. He had seen beings like these once... somewhere... but
the memory was elusive, drowned out by the voice he had still not
learned to ignore in spite of all his efforts.

Four days later, they were attacked. Attacked! It wag the
firgt time that such a thing had happened in the memory of the
oldest, longest-serving man aboard. Stane gathered his fighting
elite - now swollen to six men including himself - and faced the
enemy.

Red shirts. They were wearing red shirts. Behind the red
shirts was a yellow one; behind that again, a blue one. These were
Federation personnel!?

He should have given the order to attack; he hesitated. And
then, even as he began to run forward at the men, he was felled by
something hitting his head.

He regained consciousness to realise that he was lying in a
comfortable bed. He opened his eyes. He was in a Starship
Sickbay. But that was... 1llogilcal. A pirate would not be given
such treatment... The volce sounded beside him.
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"SPOQK. "

The turn of his head was automatic, asgs he had turned it on
waking go often in the past years. He froze. For the first time,
hia hallucination had form. Hia dead friend was there...

"You're dead," he sald clearly. "Can't you leave me in peace?"
"You're dreaming, Spock - "

"T know I am. You have been dead for five years."
Deliberately, he closed his eyes again; he slipped back into
unconsciougnesgss.

Kirk looked up at McCoy hopelessly. McCoy, who had been
standing at his desk where Spock had faliled to see him, came
forward, his eyes flxed on the diagnostic panel.

«

"You did reach him, Jim. Keep trying. It's all we can do."

When Stane regained consciousnesgs again, it was to find himself
in the brig with the rest of his elite force. It was almost a
relief to find himself there; at least this was a situation he could
cope with. And they stayed in the brig until the Starship reached a
Starbase. There was a guick trial; the verdict was a foregone
conclusion. He was readily identified by a survivor of the raided
vesgel. No wonder the people aboard seemed familiar - they were
Federation citizens... he fhought.

He was found guilty; sentenced to death.

McCoy studied the diagnostic reocdings unhappily. Kirk looked
at his face and broke off his steady monologue.

"TIs it bad, Bones?"

McCoy swallowed, and nodded. "I.ife functions are failing,
Jim. T don't know why. There wasn't any physical damage, only the
head injury... Oonly," he added bitterly. "Maybe that's what's
wrong. Maybe it damaged the bit of his brain that helps control
body Ffunctions. I Just don't know. There's nothing in the records,
anywhere, ahbout a Vulcan being unconsclous this long."

"There must be brain activity - all that delirious muttering

"And what he said when he did come round. He's sure you're
dead. "

"But he did come round. He knows now that I'm alive. That's
what I don't understand.”

YNo. He didn't accept that you were allilve. You have to reach
him again, Jim. You have to. Or he will die.”
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The condemned prisoners were kept in solitary confinement,
probably to preclude escape plans. Escape? Where could he escape
to, from a Starbase?® He was to die, he didn't know when or how.
And that was only right. He had killed. Unintentionally,
perhaps... but by his faillure to act, all those years ago, he had
killed...

The volice was in his ears again, trying to tell him it was
alive. He shook his head, trying to shut his mind to the steady,
convincing tones, hoarse now but still persistent.

There were volces outside the cell 'door'; the forcefield was
shut off; a man in command yellow entered, and crossed to the bed

where he lay.
Kirk.

He closed his eyes to shut out the hallucination.

"Spock. Wake up, Spock. LooK’at me."

No, he whispered silently to himself. No. You can't make me.
You're not real. I'm only dreaming you're here.

"Spock.” The voice choked on a sob. with something of
gurprise, he opened his eyes and looked round. He was no longer in

his cell, but back in a Sickbay bed. And Kirk sat at his side...
his face wet with the tears that trickled silently down his face.
Kirk reached ocut and took his hand gently.

"Spock. "
"Can hallucinationsa cry?" he asked, puzzled.

"IT'm not-a hallucination, Spock. I'm real. You can feel my
hand touching yours, can't you? I'm really here."

*"Jim... 2"
"Qes, Spock. I'm here. I wouldn't lie to you."

Spock seemed almost to smile... then his eyes closed again.

McCoy came out of his office, attracted by the conversation.
Kirk looked at him.

"1t looks more hopeful now, Jim."

"He's unconscious again.”

"yes, but it's not so long since his last period of
consclousness. And I think he realises now that you're alive... the
readings are looking much better."”

The door slid open. Scott entered, accompanied by a tall
Vulcan who Looked familiar although Kirk couldn't place him for a
moment or two. Then he recognised him, and wondered at his own

obtuseness.

" ambassador Sarek!"
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"captain.” Sarek showed no surprise at the sight of a Starship
captain holding his son's hand; it might have beéen the most natural

sight in the universe.

"what brings you here, sir?"

"Spock. Your message about his injury was relayed to me by my
wife; I was in the vicinity, travelling in a small courier vessel on
my way back to Vulcan from a mission. I instructed my pllot to

divert in order to rendezvous with the Enterprise, and here I am.
What exactly is wrong with Spock?"

Kirk and McCoy looked at each other.

"We were investigating Alpha Lyncis III for topaline deposits,”
Kirk explained. "There was falrly heavy volcanic activity. The
first landing party, of which I was a member, was knocked out by a
concentration of gas. Fortunately it seems to have dissipated
fairly quickly, otherwise I probably wouldn't be here to tell the
tale. But its effects lasted for several hours. Spock led a search
party looking for us, and he was hit on the head by a stone
dislodged by a subsequent tremor. He's been in a coma since...
nearly a week, now."

"There's still no quick treatment for a coma." McCoy took up

the tale. "The only treatment we know Ils the one that's been used
for centuries now; someone close to the patlent talks tao, him,
non-stop, trying to break through to his conscilousness. Jim!'s been

doing that all week, almost without sleep apart from a couple of
hours yesterday when I had to lance a concentration of poison in
Speock's arm - he tore his hand open on a rock deflecting it from a
crewman, and the cut becane infected.”

*From one or two things he's said, in delirium and when he came
round for a couple of minutes, he thinks I'm dead, and blames
himself,"” Kirk went on. "Certainly, Just about the last thing he
saw must have been the original landing party lying there. Though
we think I persuaded him that I'm alive, a little while ago.”

"can you do anything, Ambassador?" McCoy asked bluntly.
"There's so little I can do... "

Sarek nodded. "T can try," he satd quietly. He moved close to
Spock's bedside, placed his hands firmly on Spock'!s temples. His
face went rigid with concentration. There was a long sllence,
during which the Humans hardly dared even breathe. Then Sarek
raised his head and moved away from the bed.

"There is no need for me to do anything,” he said quietly. YHe
is no longer unwilling to recover, Captain. You convinced him of
your reallty. He has initiated a healing trance.”

"Unwilling?" Kirk asked curiously.

*puring his coma, Spock has been ruled by his Human emotions.

His thought processes have been illoglcal. But he is well on the
way to recovery now." He turned to Scott, who had been a silent
observer of all this. "7 should return to my own ship now. Mr.

Scott, 1f you would be so good... "
"Aren't you going to stay until he recovers, sir?" McCoy asked.

"There is no time. I must return to Vulcan quickly with my



66

report. I could only spare an hour at most. But I am confident
that he 1s in good hands."

"You understand why I don't accompany you to the transporter,
sir?" Kirk said.

"Yes, Captain.” He made for the door, and followed Scott out,

"Call me If there's any drastic change, " McCoy salild. He went
back into his office, leaving Kirk watching Spock's relaxed face.

At last Spock began to toss, trying to waken himself. Kirk
obligingly slapped him hard, and again. His hand came up and caught
Kirk's wrist. Then he turned his head to look at Kirk.

"I was dreaming, Jim?" he said.

Kirk nodded. "You were cnly,dreaming, Spock. It's you who
nearly died." He blinked, suddenly aware of how sleepy he was, and
gave a huge yawn.

McCoy came over from his office, and took Kirk's arm. "Bed for
you, Jim," he said. "Over here... "

He turned from settling Kirk to find Spock already sitting up.
"And where do you think you're going?" he asked.

"I am fully recovered, Doctor. I will be able to return to
duty."

"Oh no you won't."
"Doctor, I assure you - "

"Spock, healing trance or no healing trance, you were out cold
for a week. I'd be failing in my duty 1f I let you go back to work

Just as soon as you regain consciousness. I want you to stay put -
at least until you've had a proper sleep. After that... we'll gee."
"Doctor... " His voice trailed off as McCoy continued to wateh

him implacably. He lay back obediently, and closed his eyes.

McCoy waited until he was sure that Spock wag, in fact, asleep,
not merely feigning slumber. Then he turned and went back into his

office.

While the two most restless patients he even had were agsleep,
he could relax.

*First printed in ALNITAH 4.%
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THE TEST

by

Sheila Clark

Kirk relaxed; the automatic, unconscious relaxation of a
tension so habitual that he was wholly unaware of its existence.
While the ship was in orbit around a Federation planet - albeit a
very recent member planet - nothing unexpected was likely to
happen. They had arrived four days earlier than scheduled; for four
days he c¢could put to the back of his mind his ever-present concern
for the welfare of his ship and his crew.

He glanced bhack at the communicationsg station. "Contact the
planet, Uhura,'" he ordered. "Report our arrival and request
permission for shore leave facilities for the crew."

"Aye, sir."

It was, however, some minutes before there was any response.
Kirk was heginning to think that some catastrophe had overtaken the
entire planet before Uhura loocked round.

"One of the Drennan ruling council is acknowledging, Captain.®
"On the viewscreen, Lieutenant."

Two people appeared on the screen, a man and a woman. It was
she who spoke. "You are early, Captain Kirk. We did not expect you

for some days."

There seemed to be a degree of constraint in her voice.
Strange. .

"My apologies 1f our early arrival is inconvenient to you,"”
Kirk said slowly.

"It is merely... a little embarrassing that our Council Head is
currently unavailable. We - " the speaker indicated her companion -
"do not have the authority to grant shore leave facilities for your
crew at present."

"I gee.'" The woman was not a good liiar. What she was saying
might bg& the truth - but it was not the whole truth. She was
concealing something. But if he let her think he was fooled...
"Don't worry about 1it, it isn't vital. Would you ask your Council
Head to contact me as soon as possgible?"

"Of course, Captain.'" Was that a note of rellef in her voice?

"Are you in contact with Ensgign Bronna?" Kirk went on.
Although his new crewman still had four days of his embarcation
leave to enjoy, Kirk wanted to say 'Hello', at least.

"I regret... Ensign Bronna is also unavaillable. Since he does
not become a member of your crew for another four days, he is... out
of contact with us. They will both get in touch with you... three
days from now. It is unlikely to be possible before that." The
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voice was quietly apologetic, but firm.

Mentally, Kirk shrugged, surer than ever that the woman was
covering up socmething, but what she said was true. Their new ensign
wag s8till on leave and not expecting them; and the Council Head was
certain to have engagements for this period. He couldn't insist on
geeing either of them.

"Vary well," he said resignedly. "T*'11 expect to hear from
them both in three days. Kirk out."

However, much to Kirk's surprise, the Councll Head made contact
little more than an hour later. Kirk, expecting the man to be
elderly, was startled to find that he was young - he looked to be
l1ittle more than twenty.

"T am Fordda, Council Head of Dren," he said quietly. "You are
welcome here, Captain Kirk."

"Thank you, sir."

g

"] would be honoured if you would beam down to visit me. There
is a small matter that I wish to discuss with you."

"Certainly, sir. Whenever you say."

"Wwhat better time than the present? Also... I believe that
your second in command is a Vulcan?" N

"Commander Spock. Yes."
"He will also be most welcome."
Kirk glanced over to the library computer, his 1lips twitching

involuntarily at the sight of Spock's raised eyebrow. "We'll be
right down, sir. Kirk out."

L

Tﬁey were greeted by Fordda and another man who stood
inconspicuously in the background until Fordda invited them to be

seated and then came forward to offer them drinks. When Spock
hesitated, the man murmured, "Our drinks are not alcoholie, Mr.
Spock. "

As they sipped the honey sweet drink, Kirk said, "I understand
that Engign Bronna is currently unavailable, sir?"

"T am afraid that is correct, Captain. Indeed, it is about
that that I wished to see you,'" Fordda admitted. "Ensign Bronna
wighes - naturally - to undertake his test of manhood before he
leaves Dren agsin. He chose not to take it before he went to
Starfleet Academy, but this time he does not know when - if ever -
he will return. The test begins in three hours, and takes two
days. Until it is over, it would be against custom for him to be
disturbed in his mental preparations. Indeed, to disturb those
preparations might cause his death during the course of the test.

"So far, none other of our people have chosen to join your
Starfleet. When Bronna reports back to us his judgement of your
strength and moral character, we will have more facts on which to
judge whether or not we are betraying our beliefs by doing so. I am
not speaking personally, Captain, you realise... on
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"Yes, sir," Kirk replied gquietly. He had already been warned
that the Drennans considered themselves superior to most other
races.

"However, I feel that Bronna has the right to know that his
senior officers also are men, and since you have arrived early...
To succeed in this test, without prior mental preparation, you would
indeed prove to my peocple that Starfleet chooses 1its senior officers
carefully and well. I agsk you both to undertake our test of
manhood. "

Kirk and Spock loocked at each other. It was phrased as a
request... but both knew that for practical purposes, it was an
order. They had no alternative but to agree - or leave the Drennans
believing that Starfleet's senior officers were weaklings.

They stood with the other aspirants to 'manhood' - in all,
elghteen men and, strangely, five girls. All twenty three were
dressed alike, in grey tunics and breeches. The native Drennans

wore sandals; Kirk and Spock were allowed to retain their boots.
Which of the men wag their new Ensign they had no idea.

Fordda faced the group. "You have forty eight hours to cross
the Wastelands," he said in what was clearly a ritual preparatory
announcement. "You may go singly or in pairs. Any who .take longer
than the allotted time faill this test, but may try again. The
Mountain of Maturity is your guide, to direct you on your way. Have
you any quesgstions?'" He was looking directly at Kirk and Spock as he
spoke. It was not surprising; the others probably had a fair notion
of what they were facing. Kirk remained silent. He had a faint
suspicion that ignorance might be preferable to foreknowledge of
what they had to face.

Each agpirant - or pair of aépirants - left at ten minute
intervals, disappearing quickly among the tall grass and twiggy
shrubs of the Wastelands. Mogst of them went in pairs, Kirk was
relieved to note. If he and Spock had been the only two who chose
to go in company it might have given a bad impression. As it was,
only three - two men and one girl - chose to go alone.

Kirk and Spock were the last to leave. As he gave them the
aignal, Fordda said quietly, "“"Good luck." As he had said 1t to none
of the others, the phrase echoced in their ears with a sliightly

ominous ring.

At first everything seemed peaceful. They made their way
easily through the lush wilderness, Spock's acute sense of direction
guiding him unerringly even where they could not see the mountain
that was their goal, and Kirk content to rely on his friend's
Judgement. They maintained a steady pace, unsure of the exact
distance but knowing that it was probably fully fifty miles. The
mountain had looked a long way off.

When at last they paused to rest, they had covered several
miles without incident.

"Tt gseems a strangely easgy 'test'," Kirk said as he relaxed.
"Even though we're going to have to feed ourselves 'off the land’',
so to speak, there must be more to it than this."

"Indeed, Captain. Fordda certainly gave us the impression that
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we would require events to favour us,'" Spock agreed.

"So we'd better not let curselves be lulled into a false sense
of security." Even as he spoke, Kirk realised that his friend had
not fully relaxed, as he had. Trust Spock, he thought, suddenly
glad that the Vulcan was with him.

They allowed themselves ten minutes, then went on, sgtill
without incident. Slowly the light began to fade. In the half
light they stopped where a huge rock provided a little shelter.

They had not found either the water they hoped for or a
frult-bearing tree. But forty eight hours of hunger and thirst also
seemed a surprisingly easy test, even on top of a lengthy walk, and
both were convinced that there must be other hardships still to
face. '

"T1'11 take the first watch," Kirk said. Spock nodded and
curled up, immediately asleep.

The Human sat fighting drowsiness, helped by the growing hunger
about which he could do nothing. The moonless night was gsilent
except for the soft hushing rustle of the leaves and branches of the
surrounding busghes. Somewhere, a long way off, a night bird called
once; and then the peace of the night returned. Kirk drew a long,
deep breath, abgsorbing the guiet and restfulness that surrounded
him.

Abruptly, the silence wasg shattered by a nearby scream ofypure
terror, cut off short. Spock sat upright, instantly awake, while
Kirk stared into the darkness, trying to identify where the scream
had come from. It was too dark to investigate, however. Both knew
that 1f they went blundering in .search of... whatever it was... they
could easily stumble into extreme danger.

Both remained alert for some minutes, but the silence had
regsumed as completely as i1f it had never been broken. Spock lay
down again, to fall asleep as easily as i1f there had been no alarm.

. .
Whether i1t was the scream that started his imagination working,

Kirk never knew. He began to feel a degree of apprehension,
straining his eyes in the darkness as he waited for the approach of
a danger that he was suddenly sure was there. The apprehension
deepened into fear. Something ocut there was watching him...

Spock stirred and sat up again. The lurking danger seemed to

recede a little.

"Is something wrong, Captain?"

"I'm... not sure. I keep feeling that we're being watched."

Spock looked around, his keen eyes with their perfect night
visfon seeing more than Kirk's in the faint starlight. Bushes. ..
grass... rocks...

"I can't see anything," he said slowly.

"Neither can I. But I can feel it," Kirk replied.

Spock concentrated. "T can sense nothing," he gaid, "but I
shall be doubly watchful. You get some sleep now, Jim. We must
s8till have a long way to go."
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Kirk lay down, sure that he wouldn't sleep; and opened his eyes
toc daylight. He became aware of the fear immediately - and as he
locked at Spock, he realised that the Vulcan now also sensed it,
although perhaps not quite so acutely.

He stretched and scrambled to his feet. "We might as well move
on now,'" he said. The sooner they moved, the sooner they would
reach what he had unconsciously come to regard as gafety.

Half a mile away, they found the person who had screamed. One
of the men who had started alone lay there. He had found a tree
with fruit, for he was still clutching an apple-like fruit in one
hand, but he had not had time to begin eating it. He sprawled
there, dead, his body unmarked but his face twisted into & grimace
of utter terror. The bush he had raided - the only one with fruit
that they had seen - was only yards from him. Ludicrous though it
seemed, it was as if the tree had in some way managed to punish the
man for pilcking the fruit by killing him.

Kirk and Spock looked at each other.

There was nothing they could do for the viectim. The ground was
roeck hard, the stones they might have used to cover him firmly set
in 1i¢t. They could not even bury him.

As they went on, almost instinctively they moved closer
together, knowing that the fear was not imaginary. It was real,
whatever caused it, and it could kill, even though whatever caused
i+ did not seem to want the bodiles for prey.

A small grey animal - the firast they had see - ran through the
trees in front of them, heading towards another of the fruit-bearing
trees. 3uddenly it stopped short, reared up on its hind legs, and
fell. Between it and the tree there was a flicker of... movement?
Almost a distortion of the bushes as 1f waves of hot air were rising
in front of them. vet it was not hot enough for the air to be
heated to that extent.

The animal wag dead too. They left 1t and went on, still
experiencing fear that - for Kirk - was rapidly deepening into
terror.

They were surrounded by heat haze distortions now. Spock
paused once to look at one of them, his interest in the phenomenon
momentarily overcoming his fear. Kirk caught at his arm.

“"Come on, Spock!"”

The sensation of being watched deepened. Distrust washed over
them, intensifying the causeless dread. Kirk felt, now, as 1if he
was wading through a sea of 1it, a sticky, syrupy sea that hampered
him in his urgent need to escape from the namelesgss, unseen danger.
Spock, less acutely affected, watched his Captain anxiously,
wondering how long Kirk could possibly control his terror, Knowing

that even he dared not relax his control for a moment. Even now, he
could hear voices... voices out of the past.

Earther... uncontrolled, emotional Earther! You'll never be a
true Vulcan... The taunts increased in cruelty. Words he had long

forgotten echoed in his ears, battering at his self control,
recalling the agony of pain and loneliness that had tortured his
childhood ad early adulthood, breaking down his raesistance... The
interruption to his train of thought as they came on another body
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was very welcome, although normally the discovery would have
horrified him.

They looked down at the dead girl. Bruises on her neck showed
where she had been strangled, presumably by her companion who lay,
face contorted in horror and fear, a few yards further on.

"what killed her?" Kirk asked, his voice shaking, as they
looked at the second dead girl. But he already knew. Fear had

driven her to kill her companicn - and then she herself had been
killed by the terror, even as the man had been. What horror had she
seen - or sensed, he wondered with revulsion.

The bushes nearby shimmered violently. A fresh wave of panic
hit him - so overwhelming that he forgot Spock, forgot the test,
forgot everything and began running. He had to escape. From what,

he didn't even know.

Spock overtook him and caught him. Kirk struggled to release
himself but the Vulcan's superior strength told, and he held Kirk
firm. A sure ingstinct told him that this wasg how the strangled girl
had died, trying to stop her panic-stricken friend.

"Jime"
"Let me go!"

Spock glanced quickly round. A shadow among the rocks caught
his eye; he dragged Kirk over to it. He was right. It was a harrow
cave. Perhaps in here Kirk might feel less threatened and regain
some measure of control. Spock pulled his friend into the cave.

Predictably, the fear lessened abruptly.
"Relax, Jim," he murmured soothingly. "Relax... "

Slowly the tension left the Human. He looked at Spock.

4
"What... caused that?"

"I do not know. But unless we can control it, make ocurselves
believe that it will not harm us, the fear will surely kiil us. I
noticed that there is a shimmer in the air when the fear is
strongest - if that is meaningful, perhaps in here we will gain a
brief respite. There is a draught blowing through this cave and it
appears to run in the correct direction. I suggest that we follow
it. "

They set off through the darkness, hands clasped, feeling their
way along the walls. The blackness pressed on them claustro-
phobically.

Abruptly a fresh wave of primitive terror hit Kirk. He
whimpered, jerked his hand free of Spock's and began a stumbling run
back the way they had come. Desperately, Spock followed.

There was light ahead and a mass of fallen rock on the ground.
The cave mugt fork - this was not the way they had entered! The
roof had fallen in here, leaving a deep, narrow canyon. Spock began
to overhaul Kirk, now that he could see his way, noticing with a
sudden fear that was wholly of his own mind that there was a great
gaping hole ahead, directly in Kirk's path. Urgently, Spock lunged
forward.
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He caught Kirk desperately, just at the edge of the hole, andad
they fell heavily, to lie only inches from the drop, Spock holding
the still struggling Kirk firmly. Slowly the Human's struggles
lessened as Spock's rigidly maintained calmness penetrated the sea
of terror that threatened to desgstroy him. Unmoving, the Vulcan
stared, unseeing, across the gap to the open countryside beyond.

Spock lay holding Kirk reassuringly for fully five minutes
before he allowed himself to move, his hands gripping his Captain
flrmly. Out of this place, it seemed, lay certain death. Yet in
here... could they even be sure of safety here?

Kirk stirred suddenly, an almost spasmodic reaction that
triggered alarm in the Vulcan's normally stoic face.

"Captain - please... " he entreated desperately.

"T know, Spock." Kirk's voice was toneless, weary, and he was
still clearly far from regaining his self control.

"Jim, you must believe... It was panic that killed those
people. If we do not panic... "

Kirk almost managed a rueful smile, then buried his face
against Spock's shoulder. ~

The gesture strengthened Spock's failing control. With a
sudden conviction that this was the way to fight the fear, Spock
raised one hand to hold Kirk's head gently, firmly, against his
shoulder. After a few minutes, Kirk found himself completely
relaxed, the panic merely an unpleasant memory - and Spock knew,
with a certainty that surpassed knowledge, that as long as this man
1ived, he would never need to fear loneliness again.

Memory of the test returned to them, and with it the
realisation that to suceéeed - to survive at all - they had to go out
there again... and face the killing fear that someone - or sgsomething
- would undoubtedly continue to fling at them.

"We must believe i1t cannot, of itself, harm us," Spock repeated
quietly. "Alpgo... it seems to be powerless when faced with 1...
friendship. If we can hold thoughts of friendship foremost in our
minds, we may yet succeed."

"1'11 try, Spock." Inwardly, Kirk knew he could feel no
friendship for the invisible entities that killed... but his
affection for the Vulcan might suffice. He must hold that firmly in
his mind.

They scrambled to their feet and headed back through the cave,
holding on to each other. They hadn't gone far when both became
aware of a nagging apprehension.

"Tt cannot harm us," Spock said reassuringly.

Kirk nodded, even although he knew he Vulcan couldn't see him.
Inwardly, he thought, Spock... my friend. What would I do without
you? The incipient panic faded.

There was daylight ahead again. They walked out of the cave
into an evening sunlight. Long shadows lay on the ground. Had so
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long passed? Kirk was suddenly acutely aware that it was during the
previous night that their troubles had begun.

Spock seemed to read his mind. "You should rest, Captain.
Sleep. I am well able to watch all night. But even if I were not,
we have seen nothing that could harm us."

"I can take my turn on watch - "

"Jim, you are more likely than I to be affected by the
conditions. Asleep, you will not be aware of them. Please, rest
properly. We have only a few hours of walking time to complete the
test, and we do not know how far we still have to go. If you are
unrested, tense from fighting the fear all night, we don't have a
chance. Please, Jim," he repeated, seeing that Kirk was
unconvinced. "For my sake, 1f not your own."

"Al1l right," Kirk agreed wearily.

They settled down among rocks just outside the cave. There was
not sufficient room for Kirk to lie down, so he slept sitting up.
Slowly he 8l1id sideways until his head rested on Spock's shoulder.
The Vulcan found himself absorbing comfort from the touch. Slowly
the night passed.

Spock shook the Captain awake at first light. There was no
point in delaying. They set off at once. The fear was still
present, Kirk found, but it was faint and fading fast. Soon 1t was

gone.

Almost three hours later they walked out from among the bushes
into cultivated land. Many Drennang were waiting, including some of
those who had also just crossed the Wastelands.

They looked at each other, knowing that they had succeeded.
But that was of less importance than the knowledge that in some
subtle .fashion theilr friendship had deepened even more during those

hours of terror. A wordless message of affection passed between
them as theilr eyes met.

Then they turned as Fordda came forward to acknowledge that
they were indeed men.

*Firat printed in CONTACT 3 (USA) competition entry, March 1977%
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