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In Eraith Collected we met Commodore Spocl, from another universe. His Kirk
had been killed, and Spock, confused and unhappy, having digcovered the existe
ence of cother universes, attempted to find a replacement for his own losgt Kirk.
However, he misinterpreted half-understood data that had been transmitied to
nim through hig sensor equipment, and Kirk resented his interference; when
his own Spock arrived to rescue him, he went gladly, leaving the Commodors
doubly alone. '

We were concerned over the plight of the Commoders, and wondered how he might
continue his search. The Variations on a Theme universe arose from our
discussions on how he might do so, We nmust sitress, however, that our universe
ig in no way related to the Kraith universe.

In Variations 1, his equipment now improvad, he detected the presence of a Kirk
who did indeed need his help. That Kirk was the young,; shy and sensitive First
Gfficer to a Spock who had never adjusted to his Buman blcod, and who reacted
to his maladjustment by treating Kirk with sadistic cruelty, using him as a
sexual pariner in spite of Kirk's horror at being treated in that way.

Spock set'out to rescue Xirk. In the process the Captain was killed, and Spock
remained in that universe, taking the Captain's place. The body was left in
the Commodore's original universe,

The remainderof issuwee lwas taken up with the beginnings of Kirk's rehabilitation,
and finished with a reasonably self-confident Kirk adjusting to a new life
without feax,

In Variations 2, Spock was obliged to go 'home'! to vigit 'his' parents.
Unfortunately the Captain had accidentally left aprivate tape in his room, and
his father had heard 1it, He believed Spock was ill-treating Kirk and tried
to kill himg in saving Spock, Kirk was injured, and Sarek had to be told the
truth, Tc thelr amazement he accepied Spock as his son and that worry was
relieved,

Sam Kirk then came ghoard the ship as & crewman, On a mnission to Deneva, Sam,
who had deserted Kirk as 2 child, again deserted him, bui this time Spock was
there $o rescue him,

In Variations %, Spock ran into problems with his family council. Although
Sarek knew the truth and accepted it, the rest of the family did not. If they
did discover the truth, Kirk might be called to acceunt for killing the Captain,
and punished for it with the fvll rigour of Vulcan law, The truth had to be
kept hidden,

The family council insisted that Spock merry. However, in this universe the
bonding ceremony triggered off poen farr - and it was established in Kraith
Collected that the Commcdoxe, on whom our Spock wag baged, was immune to pon
farr, He would therefore be unable to conswmmate a Vulecan bonding, his wife
would complain, the imposture would be discovered, and Kirk would be in danger.

Kirk also, because of the sexual assevlts he had suffered from the Captain,
was impotent - peychologically so ~ and afraid to enter into any sort of
personal relationship with anyone but Spock.

Realising the situstion both men were in, MeCoy suggested that they bond -
something that was still legal on Vulcan, although rarely done. The family,
although not particularly happily, conceded that such a bonding wag permigs-—
able, and Spock and Kirk were legally bonded,

In the same issue, (Gary Mitchell come aboard as a navigator. Basically lazy,
he finally settled down to become a steady, uninspired member of the crew.




In igsue 4, McCOoy discovered that he had xenopolycythemiz. Spock remembered
Yonada ~ but in this universe, the Enterprise had encountered Yonada before
Spock's entry into Kirk's life ~ a plague ship crewed by only a handful of
immune disease carriers. To stop them spreading the disease or crashing into
an inhabited world, the Captain had desgtroyed Yonada. Spock therefore decided
to go back to his own universe, find McCoy there, and obtain the cure from him.
When he failed to return, Kirk went in search of him lesving Charlene Masters
in command ¢f the Interprise.

Now, in issue 5, the Eniterprise is being used Ly Starfleet on a basically
political mission,

Work is well under way on issue 6, which we hope to have ready for February '82.
flos 7 is plotted, and for the moment we intend to stop the series there ~ how—
ever, anything can happen, and even although we don't mean to go beyond No. 7,
elther of us = or any of you - might come up with an idea that belongs in the
Variations universe and which the characters won't let us ignore.

The poem Alternate Universe was firat printed in STAG Con '81 = it was the winner
of the poetry competition at STAG Con. Although it was not written as a creative
response to Variations, we felt it fitted the theme and asked the writer if we
could reprint it here. Quiet Evening Doubts, also, was not originally intended
as a creative response, but again we felt it fitted, and therefore included it
here instead of in a genzine.

We hope that you enjoy reading Variatbicns 5 as much as we enjoyved writing it.
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ALTEZRNATIVE URIVERSE

Mlien eyes full of gentle skies
and the warm promige of heaven.

From the depths of a torn heart
Love came, unbidden.

Trom an undersianding mind
Love found expression.

Though I may appear cold...

You see beyond.

fhe swile my lips deny my eyes
have glven...

TO YOU..o

For I would hold you safe...
Tight of my iife...
Heart of my hearts..

I would 1ay down my honoure..
FOR Y0U ...

I will be gentle

For you are my life...

T will walk by your side
TOREVER.

Bound are wWeaee.

with chains of sparkling light
Fach stands alone...

Yet we are together...

United in our love...

ITn another Universe

There is another me...another you

AMien eyes full of fiery skies
and the cold, cold breath of hell.

From the frozen depths of a twisted heart
Came an unbidden love.

Flooding the core of a sick mind

Came the expression of that love.

For T must hurt yole..

Tind pleasure in your pain.

You will bend your oroud head
before me...

AND BlG o se

Tor T would crush you...
Fire of my eyesS..s
- Flame of my heart...

Ho-one sghall touch youa..
BUT Tauo

There will be no tendermess
You gear my mind...

In pain will I take you...
TOREVER . » &

Bound are Weaes

A1l your tears cannot break the chain
‘Mey only spur me ONes.

To greater torture...humiliation....

And you will never know...I LOVE YOU...

Tn another Universe
There ig another side of me...

I grieve for him but must remain... But you are doomed...

Tn this Universe...
WITH ¥O0Useo

And so a shy love grew strong...

Warmed by light and laughter

Dark eyes shone with caring, hazel
eyes replied...

The Bond was forged...
Walking hand in hand

two souls became Oneé.

e
5

LAY

ey

Just ag Tees
To dwell in MY UNIVERSE...

And so died an unborn love...
Crushed by hate for Human weaknesgs
Vulean fires could not understand...

The RBond was formed...
Love and hate walked hand in hand

and two souls were losgt.
Ann Smilth
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QUIET EVENING DOUBTS

We faced them strong,

Without fremor or fear,

Ag we have done before. Yet

When your death was demanded

With absence of mercy,

My concern for your life

Could not be refused.

T did not reveal it.,

Control wag of the essence.

Thus they accepted my false, eager request
To k1li yoUass

My voice did not betray the pain which
Thrugt me ag I saw

You too believed 1t.

After all that hag passed, you would accept
I counld do guch a thing?

(I have tried to understand

Nuances of emotion,

But it hurts to realise

Even you believe I could mercilessly
Murder my brother.)

Te fear is past.

We survived, asg always.

Fwen soy, I still recall

The unveiled relief you felt as I explained.
(Pnough, It is done.)

Viy friend, T still fear the doubt

Which hides in your heaxrt,

1 continue ag befores..

Only tonight,

In sclemn, singular contemplation

To I dare consider this two-sided emotion

Called trust.

Torraine Coodisgon

PR R I IR

Scottys

In all those bloodstained, painwracked years

In all the many ways he made me ashamed

The humiliations and degradations heaped upen me at his hands

Were minor beside my self-abasement at your desth,.

For it was my fault...

My despicable cowardice which caused him to kill you

While I stood by, helpless and useless, to see you die.

My nightmares were filled with the sight of you

Lying dead at his feet, and I feared

I would carry this guilt to my grave,

A leaden weight on my soul, a poiscon to my existence.

Then Fate gave me a second chance, a never dreamed of
opportunity to beg for forgiveness,

To explain why 1 acted as T did.

And you forgave me, your understanding touched my guilty wounds =~

Mow T will heal, my soul may be at peace.

Gene Delapenia

%% R K K ¥ ¥ % ¥



THE INFIKITE NFCESSITY CF YOU

Your hand iz deathly-hot to touch

and through our fragile bond

T sense the vibrant life-force of your soul
receding; my call unheeded

in the incandescent whirlpool of your fevered thoughts.
Must this so socon be ended?

Maust the Fates once more decree

that only when the loss is past preventing
T perceive the infinite necessity of you

to my existence?

I cannot go through this again.

Though there might be a myriad of you
among the other Universes yet unfouched,

I want no other.

I survived hig death

and, in the bleak despair of grief,

sought to replace him

with one so similar that I should feel

he had not died at ail.

You are not he ~ could nevexr be -

but, while I treasure memories

of caring and affection shared with him,
these last few months have promised so much HMOTEes.
With vou, I have known love.

T wvowed that I would never seek your mind
without your first consenting to the link.
Brave words - bul they canmot transcend

the fear that screams its desolation to the stars
when I imagine life bereft of you.

Within me lies the pover to end this pain,
ensuring we will live or die as one.

The Deep~Link tempts the hunger in my souls
there is no strength left in me to resist.
T need you, now and always, by my side

and so T ask in this, the first and last
transgression of your trust,

that you forgive me,..my Beloved Friend...

Lee Owers
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THOUGH NOW WE SPRAK, ..

I wake, knowing you will be with me -~

and you are. '

My hand held +tight within your ownj

the gentle pressure of your fingertips upon my face...
A meld?

Oh, Spock, how much you musgt have feared

to breach your prohibition of the link?

Or was it that, at last, you understand

T trust you with my mind, my soul.,.my life?

The bonding shaped the shattered remnants of my Self
and made me whole,

You raise your head, your gaze meets mine -

and I cannot suppress the wonder in my heart

that leaps again in witness of the Iove you bear for me;
the agony of walting and despair replaced

when, with my smile, the Joy of comprehension dawns.

I am compelied to reach, t¢ touch -

the whigper-light caress acrosgs your cheek

sesures reality:; echoes feelings where no words will sexve,
Yes, my beloved brother, we are safe -

and T shall spend forever at your side.

That we have sufferved in the past

can only make this union sweeter gtill,

Though now we speak, we need say nothing,

for the eloguence of eyes says all.

Yet, as exhaustion claims me and I drift away,

your tender ministrations soothing me to rest,

I wonder what it was you almosgt called me,

before the deep-engrained reserve of Vulcan stilled your lips?
No matier...

T sleep, knowing you will be with me

when T gtir,

Lee Qwers
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VARTATIONS ON A THEME 5

" orning, John = you're looking very harrassed. Anything I can do?"

Admiral Gerson looked up, shaking his head ruefully. ™Just a slight problem
of reassignment.,.and T thought everything was going to work out smoothly for once."

Admiral Callison came into the office and leaned over hig friend's desk.
wihat's the difficaltyT®

nT pulled the Enterprise off the colony medical checks to handle the Troyius
o ~ now the Ambassador tells us there's heen a2 delay. Seems Frince Arris isn't
ready to meet his bride yet, so would we kindly postpone the trip! These diplo~-
mats...they've no idea of the problems involved in re~routing a Starship...”

"nid you say the Fnterprise?® Callison straightened abruptly. %She's free
right now?"

“She ig. Why - do you have a Job for her?"

#WTt1l say! In fact, you've solved my problem, John.™
“Care to tell me ghout it?"

*What do you know about the Amerind Projectf

not & lot. I've heard of it, of course... Walt a minute, it's coming back
to me now." Gerson's brow furrowed in concentration. "That's where we found the
firgt positive traces of the Preservers - an astercid deflector, as I recall. The
planet was put strictly off limits while a long~range survey was undertaken.”

“Thatts right, Well, sensor scans have indicated an underground complex
in a valley close to the site of the deflector. Ve want to send in a full survey
team, but the trouble is, one of the native villages is slap on top of the site.”

wThatt's tricky,” Gerson commented. "Establishing a base on a planet with &
primitive native population is a violation of the Prime Directive.®

#Rules are made to be broken, as we both know," Callison remarked cynically.
"elve got to have that base, John — think what we could leamn from one of the
Preservers' own installations. Somehow that tribe has got to be moved.”

Gerson. grunted his acknowledgement of his colleague's difficulty. "So how
does the Tnterprise's being available solve your problem better than any other
gtarship?™

Wane made the first contact with the planet. Commander Kirk, her First
Officer, was accidentally stranded there and actuslly spent several weeks living
among the natives; they consider him a god, If we send the Fnterprise back
there, Kirk will have a head stamt.w

“(an he handle 1t7H

"If anyone can. Shevas reckons he's the best First Officer in the Fleet. He's
refused promotion once already because he prefers to function as Science Officer -
itts a pity, for I think he's exactly the sort of man we want for Captain of one of
the new ships that are undex construction.”

nT pemember him now," Gerson said. "Spock thinks the world of him too - and
you know how difficult he is to please.”

"Teaving him on the Enterprise has certainly paid off, when you look at her
record," Callison replied. "You'll authorise the assignment, then?"

wTt1l send the order at once,™ Gerson promised, reaching for his intercom.
wih well, they'll probably find this a lot more interesting than a taxi run. Still
lesves me with the problem of finding a ship for the Troyian bridalmission, though."

"Jon't worry," Callison comforted. "With any luck they'll be through in time
to take that on too."

nmat?1l pleasc Spock — I don't thinki" Gerson grunted.

oo %
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As the last notes of mugic died away Kirk drew a deep breath of appreciaztion
and shifted his weight =0 that he leaned closer againgt Spockts legs, the movement
bringing the one thing lacking to complete his contentment as the Vulcan's hand
dropped to rest lightly on his head.

Once, that touch would have filled him with sick horror, signalling as it did
his master's gatisfaction at the degrading actiong Kirk had performed for his
pleasure; now it was the gentle; loving touch of his bondmate, his brother, whose
watchful care surrounded him, vet who gulded his incressingly confident feet on
the path of freedom.

With the growth of his confidence had come an incresge in Kirk's social life.
Often now he was to be found in the rec room in the evenings, the centre of a
laughing group as he mingled with the bridge officers, wmostly only a few years
younger than he, while McCoy, who had orxiginally intreduced him to that cirele on
a social level, thankfully withdrew to git in quiet conversation with his Captain,

There were no longer any of the slightly embarrassing difficuities that he had
found at first. He could join in the light~hearted conversation, and his gentle
humour made him popular, for he was never malicious. After gome initial surprise
hig friends had sccepted the fact that he was bonded %o a Vulcan, and, believing
his wife %0 be a relative of the Caplain's, respected his reticence concerning
her, and his loyalty to her. If the women in the crew regretted his unusually
high moral standards, they did not attempt to persuade him to change them, and he
no ilonger had to contend with hopeful propositions. And since Marlena Moreaun's
departure - unregretted save for some rare occasions when her expertise was missed
- he had not had the embarrassment of knowing that his second in the seience lab
was hopelessly in love with him.

Tet although he enjoyed the company, Sulu's chatter, Chekev's sometimes out-
rageous remarkg, Uhura's rich laughter, Kirk was most genuinely happy when he
could slip away to the warm dimness of Spock's cabin for an evening of music, of
quiet conversation, of the steady, undemanding affection hisg heart craved.

Suddenly needing to express the love he felt for the gentle Vulecan, Kirk
looked up, to find the dark eyes fixed on his face.

T know how it is," Spock said quietly. I too am happy, Jim."

Kirk nodded. "Before..., I often usged to hear people say, 'IT'm o happy I~
could burst!, I always wondered...what it would be like. Now...now I know, Spock."

"Tndeed," The long fingers brushed lightly against the Human's cheek, then
Spock rose to replace the harp on iis sband. He paused for a moment to £ill two
glagses with the light, delicate Vulcan wine hoth men go appreciated, then sat
down again, handing a glass to Kirk as he did so.

Por a moment they savoured the wine in silence, but the Vulcan's eyes were
thoughtful as they rested on Kirk's expressive face, enjoying the contentment in
the gerene eyes.

At last he said, "Jim, will you tell me of your experience on the Amerind
planet? We arrive there late tomorrow, and it will be safer if I am fully
informed."

Kirk sat up straight, hugging his knees, his eyes intent on the flickering
flame in iis carved holder.

"Ttve been wanting to tell you ever since the order came," he gaid quietly.
“"In fact, I've been reviewing my personal log Jjust to get things clear in my mind.
The shipts log... He was very careful what he entered, of course, but afterwards
He told me His side of it...and I remembered my own experiences..."

"I regret causing you distress, Jim," Spock murmured, "but I must know. It
is clear to me that in this universe events again followed a slightly different
course from...from the lasgt time.®

Kirk's unwavering gaze remained fixed on the dancing flame. "We were ordered
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to investigate the planet because of gome unusuval long~digtance readings. When
we assumed orblt we detected an asteroid on colligion course = you know about
that??

Spock modded, and Kirk ccentinued. "ihe Captain and I beamed down, and I began’
taking sengor readings. We'd Just found the obelisk when Scotty called from the
ship, and the Captain bhad to rebturn. He instrucied me to follow within five
minutes if we were to reach the deflection point in time., I was Just taking some
final readings of the obelisgk, so I didn't expect to take more than half that time
see  Anyway, my voice triggered the opening, and T fell into the underground
chamher, somechow activaiing a beam that wiped my mewory.

"It was a couple of minutes before anyone noticed that I'd vanished from the
ship's sensors, and by that time the Captain had reported the threat from the
asteroid. FHe was ordersd io intercept, because Starfleet had made the cornection
with the Preservers, and wanted the planet at all costs. There was no time to
search for me, but he reascned that I couldn't have come to much harmi he
followed orders, meaning to return for me in a few hours, but the attempt to
destroy the asberoid almost crippled the ship ~ it took weeks to get back.”

"Very similar to my own experience," Spock commented. "But what happened to
youh

T g+ill don't remember leaving the underground chamber -~ the next thing I
knew I was standing on the platform cutgide, and two of the natives were kneeling
at my feet., They were Salish, the Medicine Chief, and Miramanee, the Priestess
of the Temple - they'd seen me emerge from the obelisk, and thought me one of
their gods. They hailed me as Kirok, and I..." Kirk shrugged "...1 did not
know that I was not. The name seemed familiar to me = not surprising when it is
go like my own. I vag taken to the village, 8alish insgisted that I take over as
¥Medicine Chief. There was some opposition -~ Goro, the tribal chieftain, had been
able in the past to overrule the younger Salisgh, but he feared loss of prestige if
I was trvly Kirok. He seemed convinced, tthough, when I revived a child who'd
agimost drowned -~ though he did say it seemed gtrange that £ god had neo mewmory-

Salish was generous, though it must have been difficult for him., He was to
have married Mirsmanee, and he loved her, but by tribal custom she belonged to the
god. She was willing enough, but I senged that she wished to be the consort of
the god, not the wife of the man - it wag Salish she loved. Still, I couldn't
argue ~ I believed what they told me.® '

"And you remembered nothing?®

"¥othing; I had dresms...dreamg that terrified megy but Salish said that it
was becasuse I was living among mortals. He believed thait I had been sent for a
reason, that I was to reveal the secrei of the Temple to him, and he couldn't
understand why T did not.

"For weeks, though, nothing happened. T wag...happy...living with the tribe
- it began to seem that I had always been Kirok, Miramanee plamned for our
wedding, and I worked with the tribe -~ I taught them irrigation, found new crops
o+ wag content.

“what T didn't know was that Goro had been working on Salish, planting doubis
in hisg mind. He asked why I didn't take him into the Temple, why the dark clouds
gtill gathered...and slowly, Salish began to wonder...

"Then one day there was a shorm, viclent and unexpected. Salish saild it was
time to go to the Temple. I wag afraid - of the storm, mostly; the idea of
going out into it was terrifying. He saw wy fear, and accused me of being an
imposter - he rezlly hated me then, Miramanes persuaded them to let me go to the
obelisk %o see what would happen. I thought - 'I am Kirok ~ the gods will hear
melt, and forced myself to go. But they didn't, of coursé,; and I didn't know
what to do. ' :

naaligh urged the tribe tc cast me out, but Goro pushed his way up onto the
platform and demanded thet I be stoned to death for blasphemys Salish finally
sgreed, and called to Miramanee to leave me. $She.,.she went to him, and I saw
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the pleasure in his eyes that he had won her back, although I think he was also
a little sorry for me,

"Coxre began the stoning...there was no protection for me on the steps of the
Templeessl was hurt, bleeding... Then suddenly it stopped, and I wondered why.
A shimmering column of gold was forming on the platform beside me ~ then He
stepped from it, his face distorted with hatred and anger. I heard the sound of
a phaser, saw them fall...Goro, Salish, IMiramanee...so many others...

"The Captain took me in His arxme and I felt his touch on my face as his mind
possessed mine ~ and I remembered everything. When T did I wanted to dies..

"yhat he learmed from my mind enabled the Captain fo enter the obeligk and
operate the deflector - then he came back to me. He wouldn't let McCoy beam
down -~ he took me straight back to the sghip..."

"o on, Jim," Spock encouraged as ¥irk hesitated.

tgtarfleet was very interested in the planet," the Human resumed. "There
was an enguiry and the Captain's actions were approved - after all, he had
rescued me from death. T4 was suggested that I go back, establish my *divinity's
the natives thought me dead, and if I seemed to live again they would believe
in me, and it would make things easier in future...like now. The Captain was
furious, but he couldn't defy a direct order. He made the arrangements himself,
and monitored me closely. I beamed down during the sunrise ceremony at the
Temple... Spock, they were terrified of . me! Salish was there - he'd escaped
the fire, though I don't know how. Poor Salish ~ he was so gullt-ridden; he
said that he knew now that my seeming ienorance was the gods' way of testing his
faith, and he had failed. I reassured him as best I could, and told him that he
was now tribal leader as well as Medicine Chief. Goro was dead, and fourteen
others... Spock, three of them were children!®™ ZXKirk's voice was rough with pain
as he relived the horror, and Spock reached down to lay a hand on his shoulder.
Covering the warm fingers with his own, Kirk continued.

wMiramanee lived too, though she'd been hurt...there were so many injured.
Some of the tribesmen were go afraid they asked if they should offer reparation -
they meant...fuman sacrifice. I forbade it, and tcld them i1f they wighed to
please the gods they should rebuild their lives, and atrive to have more falth in
the future. T sald that T, or one of my people, would return one day to see if
they had obeyed my commends. It was at Starfleet's order, but I felt such a
hypocrite..s The only good thing that came of it was that I had a chance to talk
quietly to Salish. He'd always wanted to he my friend - even when he turned
against me it was out of loyalty to the tribe, because he thought IT'd besn proved
ap- imposter. I was glad to be able to veassure him.., Then I returned to the
ship.® :

"T can guess what followed," Spock said grimly.

e was so jealous - of Salish, because I liked him, and of Miramanee because
T'd thought myself in love with her. He punished me for each kiss...and tried to
make me admit that I'd made love to her. I hadn't, but it took a meld to convince
him. And that was... It'd all been so innocent and happy, and he smeared every
memory with his insane hatred. Then he told me never to think of that world
again =~ that if T did he'd find a way to destxoy everything I cared about there.
And he would have done it."

nJim, I do no%t think it possible," Spock interrupted gently. "Starfleet
Cofﬁmand . ’

vHe'd have deceived them as he deceived everyone," Kirk sald bitterly. "He
was clever - he always had an acceptable reason for his actions, no matter how
bad they seemed. Remember what he did to Yonada®? He was clezred of ail blame =~
ne was even congratulated on 'his courage in taking a painful action to avert a
serious threat to the Federation'. And when he tricked the Halkansg into agreeing
to supply dilitbhium - that was sheer blackmail, but the truth never came out...
and again he was commended for his diplomacy."
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Wl find it unbelievable that he could have done so much harm, and never once
been suspected.?

Kirk shrugged. YPeople don't argue with success, Spock -~ and he vas success—
ful., 4And who am I to blame them? He fooled me too...when I thought he wanted my
friendship... Anyvay - " the Huoman straightened hig shoulders " = T believed his
threats = I knew only too well what he could do - and I never attempted to keep
up with the Amerind Projecty I made myself forget -~ until now,”

"ind now you do wish to go back?"  Order ox not, Spock would find a logical
reagon for Kirk not to beam down if his friend was truly reluctant to return,

"Yes, T do. Even if it means becoming Kirok again., I don't like this
agsignment, Spock, but perhaps I can protect the people if I'm involved.” Kirk
turned go that he could look up inbto the Vulcan's face. "And this time...this
time, you'll be with me, Ch, I know you'll have to stay on *the ghip, but you'll
be there,W

“How long do you expect to remain there?” Spock asked.

Kirk frowned. "I'm not sure. I'11 make contact with Salish and re-establish
myself with the tribeg then I'1ll get him 4o meke the first approcach to the
Valley Tribe. I'm hoping to be able to convince them they've been granted some
special favour by the gods, but I'1l have to play it by ear - I'm not sure 1'd
congider it a favour to be told I've got to give up my home recause the gods s want
it! I might need your help a2t some wpoint -~ I'1l let you know,?

"T shall not be idle," Spock commented. "There is gtill some work to do to
complete McCoy's fake research notes. Reporits of a 'possible’ cure for xenopoly-
cythemis have aroused much interest — the Fleet Surgeon is anxious to begin tests.”

#yhich will be successful, of course.’ Kirk grinned. ™"Poor Bones — he still
feels horribly guilty about accepting credit for another man's work. Still, I
pointed out that it was the only way we could make the treatment available - we
certainly couldn't explain how we really ohitainsd iti#

tndeed. AI...” Spock broke off ag the intercom huzzed. HSpock here,W
BTg Mr. Kirk with you, Captain?t¥

"A moment, Licutenant.”

Kirk scrambled to his feet and moved to the deslk, "Yes, Uhura?®

"W, Chekov asked me to inform you that we are now within scamning range of
the Amerind planet,”

"Thank you - L'm on my way." Fe snapped the viewer off and -turned to 3pock.
"7 oywant to run a full survey myself before I heam down," he explained. M"IT11
report to you when T have the results.”

"Wery well, Jim ~ I will see you in the momming." Spock touched his fingers
to Kirk's. "Don't work teco late."

"I won'{Y Kirk smiled. "Thank you for the music, Spock. Goodnight.”

The door closed behind him, and with a gigh of reluctance Spock moved to his
desk, eyeing with disfavour the pile of reports awaiting his attenticn,

The following morning the senior officers gathered in the briefing woom to
hear the Tirst Officer!s report before he beamed down to the planet.

McCoy, who had arrived early, was talking to Uhura and Charlene Masters
when the door slid open behind him, and the appreciative glances of the two
womerl made him turn round.

Kirk had just come in. He was wearing the fringed costume of sof't leather
patterned after the one he had worn as Kirok, and bis hair was held back by a
beaded headband ~ the silver badge of the MedlClne Chief had been torn away by
Goro before the stoning. '
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"ell, now," McCoy drawled, "that sure is some outfit, Jim.®

#It makes you look...different.”™ Charlene wasn't guite sure in what way:
she only knew that the friendly but shy young Flrst Officer was also a digturb-
ingly attractive man.

TTt sults you,™ Uhura agreed. ™You should get out of uniform more‘often,
Jim," she added with an approving smile,

"Thank vou, ladies.” Kirk coloured faintly, but smiled., He felt at eazse
with Uhura end Charlene, knowing that thevy respected his bonding -~ their adminr—
ation, though sincere, was untouched by desire. "We gods do have to keep up
aprearances.”

They wsere still laughing when Spock walked into the room, his serenes
expression hiding the satisfaction he f2lt at Kirk's completfely natural accepance
by, and of, the womén. One day, perhapSes.

He pushed the thought asidey and inclined his head in greeting. "Ladies,
gentlemen - be seated,;" he murmured. YAnd Mr. ¥ixk -~ you do make a most convine-
ing god.m

"Trank you, Captain.” Kirk's eyes wmetl Spock's as with & grin he slid into
his seat, but at once his expression grew serious. "I have the latest survey
reports on the planet," he continued, inserting a tape into the viewer. "This is
the area which interests Starfleet; this valley here. Unfortumately, one of the
native tribes has made it their home.' He knew he was repeating facts known to
gome of his audience, vtut everything had to be clear for those who were less well
informed.

"Your tribe?™ MeCoy asked.

o, they're further to the west, I don't know these people, and it could
he difficult to persuade them to move."

"Do you have any plan?” Spock asked, knowing he did not,

Yot really.' Kirk shrugged. "I thought I'd go down, talk to Salish, and
gea what he knows about them - there 1s regular conbact between all the tribes,
g0 he will at least be able to tell me something."

T odon't like it," McCloy frowned., "You'll be on your own down there.®

Kirk smiled reassuringly. "I'll be all right, Bones ~ it'll be safe enough
to take my communicator. I hope I won't have to use it 1f anyone's around, but
if I doees Well, gods zre supposgsed to bhe capable of 'magic! = a talking box might
seare them, but they won't be too surprised,” He turned to Uhura., "I'il estab-
lish a regular contact patlern - probably in the evenings -~ to repert on vhat's
been happening. If you need to contact me urgently you can sigral wme, otherwiss
walt for my regular call.”

"Yes, Mr., Kirk.?

C %That's nearly everything, T think, Captain," Kirk concluded. "Migs Masters
has tied in an optional sound circuit to the transporter system ~ 1t'll operate
normglly, but if necesssry I can make my comings and goings a 1ittle more spec-—
tacular -~ I'1l uge it on my first beam-down."

"Very dramatic,™ Spock said drily ae his officers hegan to rise., "Miss
Masters, instruct the Transporter Chief to maintain a Tix on Mr. Kirk's position
at all times. Fe is unlikely to require emergency beamwup, but should it become
mecessary I do not want any time wasgted in locking on to him," '

Yes, Capiain." Masters showed no surprise at the order. The Captain's
concern for his Pirst Officer's safety had always been marked - she remembered
Sulu saying that he didn't vnderstand why Spock didn't just assign Kirk a perman—
ent bedyguard and have done with it. When she had first been assigned to the
Enterprise, Masters had wondered if in fact the Captain was not a little too
protective, but she'd changed her mind when she saw that Kirk took his fair share
of risks.
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As the others filed out of the room, McCoy paused, glancing from Spock to
Kirk, "Take care, Jim," he gaid gruffly.
“Stop worrying, Rones - what can happen to me when the ship is within call?®®

"ore or less anything, knowing you," McCoy retorted, "I'll be in sickbay
if you want me, Spock.®

The Doctor left, and Spock and Kirk walked together to the turbolift.

niransporter Room," the Vulcan ordered, then he glanced at his First Officer.
Wavertheless, Jim, McCoy i1s right. Be careful,®

W] will," Kirk promised. With this wan it was not necessary to prefend -
gpock knew ag well as he that no wission, however simple, was guaranteed safe.
walthoughess I'm sure everything will go well."

wTorhaps.” After a moment the Vulcan contimued very quietly, "I used to
watch him beam down sometimes, knowing he was walking into danger, and wished that
I could forbid him to go without me. Wow 1 have that power...and I cannot use it."

"RBecause there are some things you can't protect me from,™ Kirk said, recalls
ing Spock's ovn words. "I think, though, that what we've found is worth the »i ks
essdon't yOU.?“

"Yaeg," Spock agreed simply.

The 1ift slowed and stoppeds the walk to the transporter room was too short.
Chief Kyle looked up from the console as they entered,

"Go—ordinates laid in, Captain.®

“Thank you, Mr. Kyle. I will operate the controls myself, You may go.”
ngip,m With & nod of acknowledgement Kyle left, and Spock turned to Kirk.
ﬂjim. . it

T kpow." Xirk rested his hand on Spock's ghoulder, "I want to delay too -
but it's no use, is 11?7 He met the dark eyes. "You'll...you'll be there when
I calip®

o€ coursss And Jim..." TFor a momeni Spock's fingers brushed Kirk's fore-
head. "If you should need me...if you are in danger...and cammot use the commun-
icater, remember our link, It is stronger now, perhaps strong enough.®

Kirk smiled. "iI've felt my...my awareness of you increasing steadily since
the bonding: itts very reassuring.”

nd I know all is well with you, Spock thought., Aloud, he said, "I used to
wonder, Jim, what it would be like to be bonded. In my former world it was
jmpogsible, but when the Commander awzkened my mind T absorbed his need for such
a link. HNov...>L know why.”

"Thank you, Spock.”™ For a moment their hands touched and lingered, then XKirk
moved to his place on the trangporter platform. "Is it time?" be asgked,

Spock studied a small viewing screen beside the console., "Yes -~ they are in
position, Are you ready?™"

Kirk nodded. "Energise,"™ he sald quietly.

Chariene Masters' adjustment to the transporter was slight but effectiva.
The chiming musical notes that accompanied the operation of the controls broke
into the reverent silence, and the kneeling group looked up, startled by the
unfemiliar sound.

There, on the very steps of the Temple, sunlight gathered into a ghimmering
column of “nlden fire that swirled and steadied into a familiar shape.

nripokl®  The exclamation burst from the lips of the Medicine Chief, and with
2 low moen of fear the worshippers lowered their eyes in dread.
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Wy people, do not fear me - I do not come in anger." The volce of the god
was soft, gentle, *Saligh, come here,w

Trembling, the Chief rome to hig feet and mounted the steps, not daring to
1ift his gaze. He would have kneli, but fimm hands cauvght his shoulders, preve—
enting him,

"Took at me.?

Vervously, Salish looked up. The golden eyes were sniling, warm with affecte
ion and uwnderstanding. A vast relief flooded through the young Indian, and he
amiled, "My lord, how may we serve you?t"

"1 have come to walk again among my people, for I have loved this worid."
"Lord, what of the Destroyer®

"The Destroyert!

Mho,..the dork one...the dealer of deathsss He Took you..."

e whom you call The Destroyer is my guardian, Salish - he acts only to
avenge any hars done to me. e not fear -~ I think he will not be needed again.”

"You return in peace? Ak, my lord, you are truly merciful.®

"My name is Kirok, Salish ~ call me that again., I promised I would wveturn
to prove that the gods are not angry. Let me walk among you zg I did before, in
peace and friendship.”

"Go be it, Kirok. TYour Lodge stands emply, for I always hoped that I would
live to see your return. Come - the people will rejoice this day, for they bitterly
regret that they heeded the words of Gorc...as do L.M

"We will not gpeak of it, ILet us go."

Little, really, had changed. Kirk recognised many faces he knew as he walked
through the village, surrounded at & respectful distance by the people of the
tribe., Children, tco young %o have been at the Temple on what had passed into
trival lore as the Day of the Destroyer, clustered around, thelr eyes wide as they
recognised the figure of their god, familiar to then from their lessons.

Salish halted before cne lodge, wore éelaborate than the rest, and nearest to
the one Kirk had been given on his last vigiit. e beckoned, and two children
came forward shyly.

"My son Sanuya, and my daughter Owissa,™ Salish said, pride in his voice,

Kirk looked dovin and smiled, The hoy returned hig gaze with respsctful
interest, but the girl kept her eyes lowered. He peached out and lifted her chin.
Owigse wag lovely, a miniature edition of Miramanee.,

"You have fine children, Salish, But where ig their mother?h

The Chief hesitated. "She is within the lodge. Since the day of our shame
she comes seldeom among the people, for she acknowledges her sin,”

"Sin? What sin®®

Tohe was chosen by the god, and doubted...her own father threw the first
stone. She knows that she ig unworthy of forgiveness, for all the others have -
healed ~ only she still bears the mark of her shame.™

#7 would like to smee her." Kirk's volice was gentle, bubt fimm.

as you commsnd.” Salish raised his volce. "Miranamee, come forth., It is
the wish of Xdxrok.?

There was o short psuse, then the door curtain was pulled aside and a cloaked
form emerged to fall at Kirk's feet, quivering in Terror. Kirk reached down and
lifted the woman %o her feet; sghe obeyed, but pulled the hood of her cloak closer
around hexr face.
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Dreading what he would find, but prepared for i+, Kirk pulled the hood back,
ignoring the low gasp of fear - 1f he was right, this cruelty was the kindest
ANSWET .,

The phaser had caught her left side, its forece paralysing the muscles of
the arm; her face, unprotected by clothing, was seared with the angry, raised
scar btissues of a phaser burn.

Kirk touched the scar gently, %Does it hurt stille®

"Only a litile, my lord." Her eyes would not wmeet his. "It is less than I
degerve, Bven in anger Kivok isg merciful.”

"1 am not angry, Miramanece, and your suffering will scon be ended. Come %o
the Temvle at sunset with the others.®

%] have not dared," ghe whispered, "lest The Destroyer should remember my
crime,”

"The Destroyer is leashed under my command, and T tell you bto come," XKirk
gaid.

Then T will obey.®

Kirk released her,. and sho drew the hood about her face once more bafore
vanighing back into the lodge: but he was satisfied that she would come. He
turned to 8S8alish. ©#I would rest.?

Salish escorted him Lo the lodge, and Kirk looked round in surprise - he
might have stepped out only five minutes previocusly.

e keep it always prepared," Salish explained. "We did not know when you
would come.™ e called, and twoe young women of the tribe entered, hearing trays
of food.

#Tat with me," Kirk invited, gesturing the man %o sit;, "and repoxrt on how
you have cared for my people.”

Over the meal ¥ivk listened and Salish recounted the history of the tribe
since his last vigit. As the god had commanded, the offices of Tribal and
Medicine Chief had been combined, and on Salish had fallen the responsibvbility of
rebuilding the life of the tribe.

The dead had been buried, the wounded tended; in time, al1l but Miramanece
had recovered, She had, however, been replaced as Priestess, for she had rejected
the god to whom she had been hetrothed, Salish had married her, for he had never
ceaged to love her, And he knew her repentance was as genuine as hie own, Trust-
ing in the gentleness he had seen in Kirok, he had defended her against those who
called for her death to appease the Degtroyer - had not Kirok himself returned
briefly to them with words of peace? A year later his son Sanuya had been borm,
followed a year later by Owissas Viranamee had found consclation in her childzen,
though ghe was now largely ignored by the tribe,

The slaying and resurrection of Kirok had been followed by twe years of poor
harvests and severe winters, proof that the gods were indeed angry at the treat-
ment of their brother. Only trading with neighbouring tribes had averted star-
vation, but the People of the Valley had been generoug.

¥irk pricked up hig ears at that, and Saligh told him that the Valley
dwellers were a pesaceful people, farmers and fighermen; although many of their
customs were different, there had never been any hostility between the tribes.

3glish, can you arrange g meeting with the Tlders of the People of the
Valley?? Kirk asked. "I would speak with them.”

BTt will be done, Kirok."

"Mow, T wish to rest. Go to Miramanee, and reassure her. Bring her to the
Temple at sunset ~ let the whole tribe witness my forgiveness.”

Salish bowed respectfully, and left. As soon as he was alone, Kirk took out
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his communicateor. "¥irk to Enterpriss.”

"Interprise - Spock here. Is anything wrongt®

o ~ all's goling well go far, Capbain,' Mindful that Uhura would be mon-
itoring communications, Kirk maintained a degree of formality. YCould you have
McCoy pateh in, please.m

Seconds later, McCoy's voice sounded. “Here, Jim."

"igten in, will you, Bones ~ thiz concernsg you. Spock, I've made contact
with Salish, The tribe still revere Kirok, and they've accepted me, The trouble
is, they still fear me too, and Ifd like to correct that.®

MWhat do you propose?™

"Miramanee ~ Saligh's wife - wag injured when 'you' rescued me last time.
She's partially paralysed, and her face is badly phaser-burned. I'd like your
permission to bring her up to the ship, have MeCoy operate...if I can show them
she's been healed, it should convince them that as she's been forgiven, there's
nothing o fear.®

"Dr. McCoyTH

1td have to see her, of course, but it ghould be possible. Phager injuries
look serious, bubt we have enough practice in treating them. When do you want to
bring her up?tv

"There!'s a ceremony at the Temple at sunset. I thought we'd beam up from
there.! '

"immm,., Well, if I have everything ready, and operate as scon as you arrive,
she should be able to go back In the morning., T suggest you sedate her Jjust
before you beam up, thovugh - it's better she doesn't see anything of the ship.”

"o you agree, Captain®®
%] gee no objection. Report to me when you arvive, Mr. Kizk."®

T will. Kirk out ™

T+ seemed that the entire population of the village had assembled before the
Temple when Kirk mounted the steps, Salish at his side., VWith them walked Miram-
anee, the hood drawn close around her ruined face. Behind them the villagers
knelt, half fearful lest the avenging demon might again leap from the golden fire
to claim his charge.

My people, do not feaw,™ Kirk put all the reassurance he could muster into
his voice. YYou failed the first best, but you have been given a second chance.
T cannot restore those already slain, for they are in my brother's hand, ‘but in
token that the gods have foxgiven you, T will remove the brand of shame from the
woman Miramanee. I take her now to my home - we will return at sunrise, Salish,
stand clear.! :

The Chief moved aside, and Kirk placed his hand on Miramanee's shoulder,
concealing the hypo he pressed into her arm. She slumped against him, and he
quickly activated the emergency beam-up signal on his communicator. At once the
migical chiming signalled the golden shimmer of the transporter, and before the
awe—struck eyes of the tribesmen the two figures faded and vanished.

McCoy was waiting with a medical trolley in the transporter roomsg Kirk
placed Miramenee's unconscious body on it, and watched as the doctor made a brief
examinationy then the orderly wheeled it away.

o what you can for her, Bones; "I was...fond of hew,"
"7 will, Jim. TYou'll be with Spock?®

¥irk nodded., "There's ne point in going down again until morning.®
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The two men parted at the turbolift, McCoy heading for Sickbay, Kirk for
Spock's quarters. 7The door glid aside .as he reached .it, and he stepped inside,
aware of the warmth that always filled him in his hondmate's presence.

“Jimo 1"t

They touched hands for a wmoment in ritual greeting, then Spock stepped
back and looked at Kirk.

"Relax = L've only bheen away a few hours.”
"Ts it so obvious?" Spock said ruefully., "Is everything going well?!

"Pine. Salisgh told me he's expecting a trading party from the Valley tribe
in & few days. He's going to talk to them about arranging a meeiing with their
Council of #lders. I'1l visit thelr settlement, and txry to win their confidence;
after that..." He shrugged. "Somehow, I've got to persuade them to leave the
valley., I don't think it'll be easy,"

"Have you any plan in mind?"

"Not yet. I'll probably have to take advantage of my 'divinity', but cther
than that, I don't know. It all depends on the situation, on how they react to
Mmese.0n so many things., I'1l take it as 1t comes.”

"That seems best. Is the woman on boaxd?®!

"She's in surgery now. Bones thinks it'1l be simple enough. Poor Miram-
anee.s. Bubt she escaped lightly in a way. If...if He had known at the time that

T was supposed to marry her, he'd have killed her. As it was, when he did find
out..she punighed me instead...”

#Rarbariani®

"He was very possessive... He wouldn't believe I hadn't slept with her...
He kept on and on about it until I begged him to link with me and see for him-
gself, That was what-he wanted, of course — he could have forved the link if he'd
wanted to. HBven then...knowing I was fond of her, he accuseéd me of treachery."

"You? My t'hy'la, how could he have been so blind?"

"Derhaps, . if we had bonded, he'd have felt gurer of me. He was insecure,
jealous... Spock -~ you don't resent Miramanee, do you?"

The Vulcan smiled, and touched Kirk's face lightly. "1 know my bondmaie.
Since you do not plan tc return to the planet until morning, how would you like
to spend the evening, Jim?"

Kirk glanced at the chessboard. "Well...there's a new strategy I've been
Preparing..."”

As the first rays of the sun fouched the tip of the obelisk the men and
woment of the tribe sank expectantly to their knees. Saligh, as the servant of
Kirok, stood at the top of the steps holding - ag the god had commanded - a disc
of brightly-polished metal. Hope and fear warred in his heart - would Kirck do
as he had promised, or was there further punighment to come? Wo, the god was
gentle, truthful... '

Exactly as full sunlight struck the Temple the musical tones chimed softly,
and the glowing brightness formed into the shape of Kirok, accompanied by
Miramanee 's cloaked figure. Kirok stepped forward, his arms raised in greeting.

"Behold my promise, and my forgiveness," he said. Stepping back he pulled
the cloak from Miramanee, and drew her forward to face the people.

The drab clothes she had worn were gone; she had been dressed by Tamura in
a rTich cerefcnizl costume produced by the fabricators, as Kirk's had been.
Uhura had arranged her hair in the traditional fashion, revealing her smooth,
unmarred face., With disbelieving joy Salish gazed et the Miramanee he had known
before the coming of the Destroyer.
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"Salish? Wwhat is wrong, Busband? What has happensed?! Miramanee locked at
Salish, at Kirk, at the reverent iribespeorle,

Tr respense to the signal from Kirk Salish held up the metal disc, of the
type that served the tribe as a mirrvor. Miramanee peered into 1t, then lifted
her hand %0 touch her smooth cheek.

"How can this be?" she whispered wonderingly. "I was here, there wasg dark-
ness for a moment...and T am healed., My am...even my arm is whole again.”

"Took at the sun, Miramanee," Kirk said gently. "It was sunset when you
last stood here - now it is morning. My sexrvants have healed you in token of
my forgiveness,"

"I remember nothing," the woman whispered.

"1t is better so. The home of the godg is not for mortals, and I dc noi
wigsh you to be troubled by memoriesg you camnot understand.™

"Pruly, the mercy of Kirok is great." Miramanee sank down to kneel at Kirk's
feet, "How may I repay such kindness?"

"There is no need." Kirvk 1lifted her to her feet, slightly uncomfortable
with the reverence she and the tribe were showing him; but it was the only way
to satisfy Starfleet's orders without upsetting the harmony of this world. He
pushed aside the question that cccasionally had troubled him since the order
came through - how would the Captain have handled this situation? "Salish," he
continued, "you seem troubled. Are you not pleased?"

"forgive me, Kirck." The Chief lowered his head. TUnable to suppress the
slight quiver in his voice he agked, "Is it your wish to claim the woman Miram-
anee? It is your right..."

Kirk smiled. "I wish to bring only happiness, not sorrcw. Wiramanee is
your wife, Salish, the mother of your children, and I do not claim her." Ee
added hastily, as he saw the doubt mixed with the joy in his friend's eyes, "She
is in all ways worthy, but T am now,..bound...to another of my own kind,; and
that joining cannot be broken by any mortal. Go te your children, Miramanee,
and be happy.! :

The miraculous healing of Miramanee had dispelied the last of the tribe's
fear that Kirok had not truly forgiven them. Kirk moved among them, recording,
studying, filling in time as he walted for the meeting to be arranged with the
Elders of the Valley tribe. Nothing could be done until the trading party arr-
ived, but Kirk could not consider the time wasted as he enjoyed the tranguillity
of the life he remembered.

There was 1ittle to report or to discuss, but each evening Spock took Kirk's
¢all himselfs of, if his duties permitted, he would beam down to the lodge to
gpend an hour or two with his friend. Kirk awaited that time eagerly; although
Salish and the others revered him, and he felt a deep affection for these people,
only Spock could fill the emptiness within him - the lonely child he had been had
bequeathed to the man a craving for companionship and understanding that was
almost a physical need.

And Spock understood. He listened with genuine interest to Kirk's account
of hig time, never deriding the simple life of the tribe, a life that Kirk
enjoyed and that the Capiain had mocked; he could appreciate thelr eulture for
the richness it held, and for the fulfilment it gave its people.

One evening Spock did not beam down until very late, for the Lodge, normally
oceupled only by Kirk, had held visitors that day - the trading party from the
Valley tribe had come to visit the god.

"How..did they react to you, Jim?" Spock asked when they had exchanged
greetings,

Kirk shrugged. "Very respectfully, but a little wary. They've heard of me -~
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of Kirok - of course, but they're not quite sure that I'm really a god; at the
same time, they don't want o offend me in case T am. Miramanee's appearance
startled them. They'd seen her before, when they vigited salish, and her heal-
ing seems miraculous to them. Anyway, they've agreed to .invite me to their
village, and they'll alilow me to address their Council of Elders, so that's the
first hurdle over. Salish left with them to make the arrangements -~ he'll

return in a day or two to escort me to their village. He says that they've
decided tc treat me as a god until they can prove I'm not - he was quite apolw
ogetic about their lack of faith. But they didn't get the lesson that this tribe
didess They're belng sensible, really, when you think about it.?

"hen 21l we can do is wait," Spock commented,

"Yeg." Kirk rose and poured wing., "This ign't as good ss Vulcan wine,
but it isn't bad. You lock tired, Spock."

"I have been much occupied - PMeCoy and I have finished faking the research
notes for the xenopolycythemia cure. I'd like you to check them over when you
get back just in case there's something wetve missed.®

T shouldn't think there will be, but I'll check." They drank the wine
alowly.

Spock savoured the flavour. "I agree, Jim - a good wine, but not of the
standard of our wines." He put down his glass with a barely concealed sigh of
veariness,

Kirk caught it. "Go on back 30 the ship, Spock, and get some rest. I'11
see you tomorrow."

“T do require sleep.” The Vulcan roge and touched Kirk's shoulder. “Good=-
night, Jim." ‘

Kirk spent the following day in fthe fields studying the crops, noting how
the improvements he had suggested on hig last visit had increased the prospective
harvest. The wild grain he had introduced was groving strongly, and Wenona, who
was in charge of the crops, told him proudly that each year gave the tribe a
greater reserve against the hardghips of winter - indeed, last season she had
been able fto supply seed grain to one of the smaller tribes whose supply had
been attacked by disease., The tribe had seen it as a sign that Xirck might
have forgiven them at least in part for their treatment of him, and ag a sign
of their continued repentance had given the seed grain freely, as a gift, Kirk
nodded his approvals ke had seen too many planets torn by internal strife and
if it took fear of the gods to encourage co-operation between the tribes, then
fear of the gods wasg not necessarily a bad thing.

The herd of cattle was flourishing, the tribe's horses were strong and sound,
and following another suggestion of Kirk's, the herdsmen had begun keeping a small
flock of goatsg their hair, milk and meat had further enriched the tribve,
although again fear of seeming to take advantage of the generseity of the god they
had treated so badly had restrained gresed.

Content with all he saw, Kirk returned wearily in the evening tec the lodge,
and to the meal that was walting for him. He had just finished eating when
Nehtanhaz, one of the girls chosen to serve him, entered and bowed respectiully.

"Kirok, Salcima beggs to speak with you.™
USokima? T'm afraid T don'te.."
"The boy to whom you gave life, Kirok. Ie is greatly distressed.”

"ask him to come in." Kirk remembered the child: and remembered toc that
Lumo, the young warrior who had pulled him from the water, had been one of those
to die under the Captain's phaser.

The boy entered nervously, carrying a large basket which he set down




carefully before kneeling with deliberate care- at Kirk's feet.

"¥irok, T nplead for your aid.”

Crouching down, Kirk lifted the boy 1o his feet; the dark eyes were full of
tears, the small chin trembled, but Sakima returned Kirk's gaze fearlessly,

"How may I help you, Sakima?!

Taking courage,from Kirk's smile, the child raised the 1id of the basket.
Within lay a half-grown puppy, & beautiful animal, but the bright eyes were filmed
over, the coat was harsh and staring, the thin sides laboured with the difficutly
of bresthing.

"His name is Stormwind," the child said proudly. "My father gave him to me.
But he is sick, Kirok = can you make him well?"

"5it down, and I'11 see what T can do.”

Quickly Kirk examined the animal, biting his lip as even his gentle touch
produced a whimper of pain. At last he sat back on his heels, wondering how to
gay what must be'said, how to soften the harsh truth.

A small hand was laid on his arm, "Kirok? You will help him?"
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Sighing, Kirk sai down and gestured the child to his side. "Sakima, you
must be very brave. Stormwind is too sick - I cannot help him."

"But you are a godl" The child gazed at him trusifully.

"Even I cannot give life," Kirk ssid gently. "That is only for the Creat
Spirit.w

"But my father said... He told me...that I was dead...and you gave me life
again.®

"A mistake was made, and it was given to me to correct i%," Kirk explained
carefully. "The Great Spirit gives to each living thing a span of days, and not
the greatest of usg can extend that span by one heartbeat.”

"Then he mast die?V

"Weg, child." Kirk loocked down at the animélg,wishing fervently that he need
say no more, but the creature's suffering tore at hig heart. "But Sakima...it is
for you to say when."

*T do not undergtand, Kirok."

"Stormwind is in great pain, and it will grow worse. This illiness kills
slowly. Soon he will be unable to move, then unable to eat. He will be very.
- much afraid. But...if you wish it, I can give him peace now. He will sleep, and
net wake. There will he no more pain.?

Mgt I decide?”
. "He ig your pet - your friend. It is for you to say the word.®

The child reached out and touched the puppy's head. Kirk looked away azs with
a frantic effort the little animal turned his head to lick his masterts hand.

"here 1s nothing else you can do?"

"othing," Kirk said gently.

"Thenas.,.do it gquickly, Kirock. Hisgs pein is great."

#If you will heold him he will not know what is happening." Xirk reached for
the hypo McCoy had given him in case of emergencies, and zet the maximum dose of
sedative, then pressed it to the animal's side. In a few moments the difficult

breathing quietened, &ind Stormwind lay 21till. Sakima sobbed once, and hugged
hig pet tightily. :

¥ho you wish me $0...7"

YT will bury him." Sakima rose fo his feet and bowed with awkward dignity.
T thank you, Kirck."

"Sakima, listen to me.," Kirk could see the effort the hoy was making to
restrain tears., "It hurts, I know, but in time you will remember the joy: and
then you will he glad that you had the courage to spare him pain.!

"Kirok, you are crying!" The boy's voice wag touched with wonder.
*1t hurts me too, little one." Kirk smiled reagsuringly. "Mow go in peace.!

Kirk watched him go, then raised his hand to rub the fears from his eyes,
glad for the child's sake that they had fallen. He had sensed that Sakima had
wanted to cry, but was afraid that it might appear cowardly. If a god could
weep,; however, so might a man - Sakima would gob out his grief, and find healing
in the tesrs.

Turning back into the lodge Kirk dismissed Nahtanha with a emile,; needing to
be alone. Soon it would be time to call Spock...but first he wust deal with the
memories that rose up in his mind...

On the Interprise McCoy buzzed at Spock's door, and entered as scon as
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permission was given. Spock looked up from the pile of reports that Ilittered
his desk. "Yeg, McCoy?t

"Serry te bother you, Spock -~ I'm probably jumping at shadows...”
"Most unlikely., What is wrong?"-

"I'm not sure. BSince I knew you'd be tied up with those reports, I took
Jim's call myself - thought he'd be glad of somecne to talk t0...°

"And?" the Vulcan prompted when McCoy hesitated.

T got the feeling he's...upset about gomething. He denied it, but...well,
you know how Jim ig., He told me not to worry you - go, of course, here I am =
worrying you."

"Ham."  Spock tapped his stylus on the desk, "If he was i1l or injured, he
would have the sense to report it." He pushed the reports aside decisively and
rose. "These can wait - I will beam down at once. Is he in the lodge?"

"Yes, and he's alone." MeCoy grinned in relief, "I thought you might want
to go down, so I asked Kyle to lay in the co-ordinates."

"Thank you, Doctor.," Spock nodded reassuringly, and turned to gc.

Kirk was sitting hunched up on the floor gazing into the fire when Spock
materialised in the dimly-lit lodge. He locked round and smiled, holding out
his hand.

"I can't fool McCoy," he said wryly. VI know you'd come,"

Bpock took the outstretched hand, noting as he did so that Kirk seemed
unusually cold, and sank down to join him,

"o you want to tell me about it?" he asked.

"Yes, please." Kirk loocked at Spock, smiling as the Vulcan began to chafe
varmth back inte his frozen fingers.

"Something happened today," he began abruptly. "I had to tell Sakima = one
cf the children - that his pet was dying., T knew there was nothing to be done -
there was 2 dog at the orphansge thet contracted the same illness, and when it's
that far advanced there's no hope. A1l that could be done was to end the
creature's pain. Poor child ~ he was 890 brave...”

"It is always distressing to bring grief to a child," 3pock said quietly.

"o, it's not that -~ it's something far more selfish, A...a memory. May I
tell you?"

0f course." Spock tightened his grip, then drew Kirk clese to his side,
pulling a blanket around his shivering body. Kirk rested his head against the
Vulcarite shoulder, finding comfort and reassurance in the contact.

"I told you that...thet He never allowed me any friends - I was totally
dependent on him for companionship, such as it was. Once, though, he made an
exception...”

Contact with the planet Vanla had aroused great interest in the Federation,
not least on Vulcan. Investigetions seemed to indicate that the vulcanoid
Vanlang were, in fact, tree Vulcans, thelir ancestors transported to the planet
by the Pregervers at some point during the nomadic stage of thelr history. Their
civiligation had developed along umusual and interesting lines - while still
rebaining much of their nomadic tribal culture, the Vanlans had advanced rapidly
in science and technology. It was their achievement of interplanetary £light
that had brought them to the notice of the Tederation,

First Contact esstablished thét the Vanlans were willing to discuss membership
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of the Federation; to smooth out any possible probiems it was decided that the
diplomatic mission would be compeged mainly of Vulcans, and Captain Spock of the
Interprise wasg ordered to Vanla to make arrangenents for the delegation, as it
wag felt that he would be in the best position to learn of any possible cultural
differences that should be taken into account. HNot only was Spock, since the
loss of the Intrepid, the only Valean {aptain in Starfleet, he was also the
nephew of the leader of the delegation, Ambassador Selek.

Kirk felt a sudden thrill of hope when the officlal orders came from Star—
fleet. The Enterprise was to take Spock to Vanla, but while he began talks.
with the leaders, she was to return to Starbase 16 to allow the crew a short
period of shore leave; she would then return to Vanla to pick up the Captain.

The prospect of a few weeks' freedom from his master was exciiting enough,
tut there was more. Once on the Starbase he could reguest transfer to another
ship = and if he took his accumulated Ieave there would be no risk of hig being
on the ®nterprigse when she returned to Vanla, He would he free at lasgt.

Kirk made plans as he went guietly about his duties, careful not to betray
himgelf to the Captain., FHe would be sorry to leave McCoy and Scotty, of course,
but perhaps they would serve together again one day... [T was a small price to
pay for freedom, and the hope of a normal life at last.

Schooling his face to an expression of calm, Kirk leaned down., "Sir, it's
time," he murmured. "We've reached Vanla, and you're due to beam down in an
hour"

The dark eyes opened and gazed into hisg mockingly. "YThen you had better
got ready, James. Your dress uniform is laid cut in your cabin, and my yecman
packed for you last night."

"Packed for me? What do you mean?®"

"You are coming with me, of course. A Vulcan Captain cammot arrive for
such an important meeting unattended.” Speock gripped his wyist, twisting it
viciocugly. "Yeou little focl, did you think you had deceived me? I had no
intention of leaving you behind. It amused me to permii you o play your game,
but thisg ig reality. You will not escape me, James « I will kill you rather
than lose you."

"Why?" Kirk demanded, too shocked by the failure of his hopes to employ his
usual caution in dealing with his unpredictable master. "You don't really want
me = anyone would do."

"Ah, but you are so deliciously responsive, James. You loathe my touch,
and yet you respond... 1 do not as yet know why, or why I am drawn to you, but
T will solve your mystery ons day." He reached out and traced the brand on
Kirk's shoulder. "Besides, it pleases me to own such a beautiful possession,
and T do appreciate beauty ~ in all its forms. Now go and dress,”

With a shudder, Kirk obeyed. His customary control was back in place when
he stood with Spock in the transporter room bidding farewell to the unsuspecting
McCoy. He longed to tell the doctor the truth, but dared noty Speck's control
of bis mind forbade it, and even if he did manage to break the conditioning,
his story would sound so improbable that ¥McCoy would surely believe him deranged.
Fe knew already that Spock's skill at self control could deceive even the
computer's lie deftector skills, and there was no proof he could offer in support
of his charges.

Fven worse was his dread of the Captain's reaction if he even suspected
that he had confided in McCoy. The Vulcan had made it very clear that hisg
property was to be permitted no friends - he had successfully isolated him,
forcing him to discourage every friendly approach, and transferring everyone
who persisted, to the extent that the young First Officer was considered aloof
and withdrawn by the crew.

MceCoy was in a slightly different category. It was not possible to prevent
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the Medical Officer from carrying out his duties without arousing suspicion,
and McCoy would certainly be curious if Kirk shunned all sccial contact.
Reluctantly, the Captain permitied the association, but supervised it closely,
usually finding an excuse to be present during Kirk's medical examinations.
When he could not, he questioned the Tuman closely afiferwards, employing the
mind link to assure himself that Kirk concealed nothing of what had taken places
and he used the same method to monitor Kirk's personal agsgociation with the
doctor., Kirk therefore ensured that it was kept as superficial as possible.

Knowing nothing of all this, McCoy merely assumed that Kirk was a shy,
withdrawn type of person who made friends only with difficulty. It was = pity,
but not all that unusuzly and,; McCoy reasoned,; it wasg not that Kirk was totally
friendless ~ he did spend a lot of his free time with the Captain. Probably
suited him down to the ground =~ they were both the gquiet, reserved type.

Knowing Spock's possessiveness, and afraid of it, Kirk knew that he could
not take the slightest rigks for MeCoy's sake he must remain silent. The
prospect of the coming weeks, however, when he would effectively be alone with
the Qaptain in a vulcancid society where there would be no restraint on his
behaviour, gave Kirk a pallor that the doctor could not help but notice.

"Jim, are you all right? You look terriblel"

"I'm fine, Bones - Just didn't sleep too well lagt night." Kirk produced
a smile that did nothing to convince the doctor.

"Is something wrong, McCoy?" The (aptain had approached silently, his
attitude one of concern.

"I'm not sure Commander Kirk should beam down," McCoy answered. "He doesn't
look well.," His scamner hummed busily. "Hmm, nothing's showing up... Still,
Vanla's a trying climate for a Human ~ 1 really think,.."

"fe will legve the decision to Commander Kirk, since you can produce no
medical evidence," Spock interrupted smoothly. "Do you feel you can cope, Mr.
Kirk? Or shall I assign another aide?"

"Tim fine, honestly, Bones." Kirk knew the Vulcan had no intention of
allowing him tc remain behind., "I want to go."

"If you're sure," McCoy said doubifully. "Try to stay ocut ¢f the sun at
least, and remember to take your salt tablets.?

"Just stop fussing." Kirk grimmed, a more convincing effort this time, and
McCoy ralaxed slightly.

"See you in a few weeks, then."

"3o long, Bones." Kirk joined Capiain Spock on the transporter platform,
and the Vulcan nodded to Kyle,

"Energisel"

They were met by Lanyo, paramount chief of the tribes of Vanla, a2 powerful
warrior whose physical strength was watched by his brilliant mind. He was
accompanied by the tribal chiefs, who served as a planetary counc119 gach the
overlord of his own tribe, but subject to lLanyos

The first meeting was purely formal, an introductory session for both qldes,
but the visitors were received with great courtesy. While the Captain talked
with Lanyo, Kirk, who had expected to be largely ignored, found himself the
centre of the attention of most of the younger warriors. Although there was no
sign of it in his outward mammer, Kirk knew that the Vulcan was displeased; he
remained as close as he could, nervously hoping that the Captain would realise
that he could not ignore them without causing offence, yet very much aware that
his master's reaction was totally urpredictable. It was his Human appearance
that intrigued them - surely the Captain would concede that?




At last
Tanyo dismissed
the lesser chiefs
and beckoned Kirk to
join the Vulcan at his side.
Servants brought wine, then rotlred9
Lanyo ralsed his goblet.

"I drink tc the reunion of our
peoples," he said to the Captain, then, turn=-
ing to Kirk, added, "and %o our new friends.”

The two ecchoed the toast, then Lanyo continued. "You will be guartered in
the guest wing of my palace, Captain, and my servants will attend you. Ask for
anything you reguire, and it will be provided."

"My thanks - you are a most generous host." The Captain inclined his head.,
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"If you wish, a bedmate will be provided."

The Captain smiled, and reached out to touch Kirk's cheek, "That will not
be necessary," he answered., "I am adequately served in that area."

"] suspected, but was not certain.t ‘Lanyo eyed Kirk appraisingly. "Are
2ll his race as heautiful?"

The Captain stiffened. "Chief Lanyo, you are itoo free with your comments,"
he said coldly.

"You are handfast?"
. "Yes," the Capiain answered without hesitation.
"hen I ask your pardon, Captain.”

"o offence was intended," the Vulcan conceded. "His pecple do nci fegard
these matters as we do, Chief, but T have won him - and T keep him close." His
volce held a note of warning.

"I understand you, my friend," Lanyc chuckled. "My own companion is as
Jjealously guarded, Have no fear = he will not be approached, I pledge my word."

The {apiain nodded his thanks, and shortly afterwards Lanyo summoned a
servant to show them tc their guarters, suggesting that they settle in, then
Join the chiefs at dinner that evening.

Knowing that the servant could not understand them, Kirk glanced curiously
at the Captain as they walked through the palace. "What did the Chief mean when
he asked if you were handfast?" he asked.

"Handfast is the Vanlan term for bonded,” the Vulcan explained. "Male mat-
ings are common here, but as on Vulcan, nomcne would drezm of vioclating a bond.
I will not have you pawed by these barbarians.”

"T pouldn't help it, sir," Xirk whispered. "I didn't knew how to stop
them without veal!

"It does not matter.! The Captain dismissed it impatiently, and Kirk
relaxed slightly. "You will, however, inform me if such a thing occurs again."

BOF course," Kirk promised quietly. "Sir...you've never...acknowledged me
before. Why now?"

"On this world you must be bondmate, slave or free man. If you are known
to be free and unbonded, I cannot prevent any of the warriors approaching you,
and you are foolish enough to get yourself into a sifuation you cannct handle.
As a slave, any free man who finds you alone may force you, and you belong only
to me. It is best that you are believed to be my companion = that gives you all
the protection you need.® He glanced mockingly at Kirk. "Unless, of course,
you would welcome a little...variety? I could easily arrange..." He broke off,
laughing at the anguished appeal in Kirk's eyes.

As so often, Kirk was 1left wondering if his wmester was sericus. He knew
that Captain Spock hated anyone else to touch him, and yet he had often made
similar references ~ there was the aight he had wagered with Tal, Xirk's body
the stake... He had won, but he might have lost... Kirk was never certain that
one day the Vulecan might not really decide to amuse himself by watching Kirk
with another man. ‘

"Siy..," he began, then fell silent as their guide ushered them into the
guest guarters. . A high-rvanking palace servant came forward te greet them.

"T am Salva, your attendant. Chief Lenyo has ordered that you are not to
be disturbed, so I have given instructions that the servants come only at your
command. The intercom comnnects you to me —~ if there is anything you require,
summen me. You have but to order. Is there anything I can do now?"

"I think no%," the Captain answered. "You may go."
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With a respectful bow Salva withdrew, and the Capiain began to explore their
guariers, tossing idldt comments to Kirk ag he did so.

o

"This planet sults me well," he declared at lasgt, throwing himself into
chair and beckoning Kirk to sit at his feet, "If it were not for Starfleet. I
could enjoy this life, a warricr as my ancestors were. Do you knew that the
tribes often fight among themselves? That would be something to seel These
Vanlans have a spirit my people have logt. It is curious, though -~ the telepa=
thic ability is almost latent in them. A natural meld is only possible between
a mated coupley for all others, drugs are necessary to enhance the ability."

"T do know that the Vanlans are a strange blend of civilised and barbaric,"
Kirk commented quietly, knowing that a reply was expected. "These servanis...
they're little better than slavesz.”

"As you are, James?" The Captain laughed and slid his hand down Kirk's
neck, seeking the fastening of his shirt. "We have several hours before we need
change for dimmer - how do you prepose to entertain meT!

Kirk dropped his eyes, resignedly aware of what his master wanted.

For the first two days Kirk sat in on the talks between the Captain and the
chiefs, following the discussion via hig translator. He understood and could
speak a little Vulcan, but the Vanlan dialect defeated him, although the Captain
seemed to have little difficulty. He had told Kirk that it was in fact an archaic
form of Vulcan, little used now on the mother planet, but taught as a matter of
tradition to members of the ruling families.

On the third day, however, the Captain told him that he was no longer.
needed. He would be expected to attend the entertainments laid on by the Vanlans,
but during the remainder of the talks he was to remain in their quarters. Kirk
suspected that the Captain had reasons of his own for net wanting another witness
to what was said, but his master's plans were no concern of his.

Used to restrictions, Kirk accepted his confinement without complaint, with
the weary, hopeless resignation that filled so much of hig life. He explored
their quarters thorcughly, listening to the music tapes that had been supplied
to them, puzzling over the books he found, but was unable to decipher much of
the languasge. There was a pool in the garden where he could swim, and he set out
to make & deteined study of the meny unfamiliar plants that grew there...anything
to £1il1 the long empiy days.

The servants appeared briefly each morning to clean the rooms, but they
seemed to be afraid of the alien guest, responding tc his tentative greetings
with monosyllables, so that, seeing their fear, Kirk did not persist. Salva was
a little more communicative, and would occasionally tell him something of the
history of the planet, but he had little time for conversation.

Toneliness had been Kirk's existence for so long that he scarcely noticed
it, but on the ship he had at least had his work and his bocks to fill in the
hours; here, he almost began to look forward to the evenings and the Captain's
return as a welcome break in the monotony - and this, he knew, was what hils
master had intended.

One morning Kirk decided to explore the furthest reaches of the garden, a
semi-wild area where he had never ventured before. Shady trees lined the high
wall, and thick tangled undergrowth rioted between them; 1t was difficult to
walk, there was nothing much to see, ard he sgoon lost interest in his surround
ings. Just as he was furning back towards the pool, intending to ccol off with
a swim, & weak, tremulous cry caught his attention. He followed the sound,
forcing his way through the bushes until he came to a small natural clearing
hard up against the boundary wall.

Curled in the shelter of a bush lay a half-grown hunting cat; the creature
1ifted its head at Kirk's approach and called plaintively., She - for it was a




female - was held fast in a tangle of creecpers.

nSteady, £irl," Kirk murmared, moving slowly with hand outstretched. The
cat sniffed at his fingers, reached a tentative tongue to lick the salty sweat
in the palm of his hand, and gave a faint purr.

"poor lady - what have you done to yourself? Kirk kept his volce low and
reagsuring as he scratched behind her ears, assessing the cat's position. When
he was certain she was calm, he disentangled the creepers, freeing the trapped
bOdy.

"Poor girl," he repeated soothingly as he ran his hands over the tawny coat.
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She wag a beautiful animal, but pitifully thinsg one front paw was badly twisted,
clearly an old injury.

Kirk's face tightened in pity. The cat must have sustained some crippling
injury and had been thrown out as useless by her master, left to forage as best
she could. Somehow she had found her way into the garden, and had becone
entangled in the creepers —~ he wondered how long she had lain there before he
found her,

"You must be hungry!l" Kirk exclaimed. "Come on, let's see what we can find
for you to eat." He bent and picked her up, half afraid that she would strugele,
but the cat relaxed trmatingly in his arms.

Rack indeors he summoned Salva and ordered food and milk for the cat. She
ate hungrily, licked his hand in a grateful caress, and fell asleep on the rup,
her contented purring gradually rumbling into silence.

Kirk lightly stroked the pricked:=ears., "I'll call you Sheba," he decided,
remembering the dark, ligiid eyes that had gazed at him. "Whatever an T going
to do with you, though? And c¢h lord... What will He say?"

The Captain was contemptuously amused. "A uselegs cripple, James = how
like youl! Do you propose tc keep the brute here?"

Kirk's hand rested defengively on the velvet—soft head., As though sensing
the Human's fear of the newcomer, Sheba lay still, watching warily.

"She won't be any irouble to you," Kirk said. "I'1ll keep her out of your
way -~ and Salva ssid it'd be no trouble to get food for her. Please, let me
look after her."

"ind when you leave? Spock demanded. "You cannot take a hunting cat
abocard a Starship, and none of the warriors weuld want her. You are merely
pogtponing her death - she will starve with no-one to feed her.?

"I thought..." Kirk looked up pleadingly. "I thought perhaps McCoy could
do scmething, fix her leg. She'd be valuable then, wouldn't she, and T could
find somecne to take care of her? I'm sure he wouldn'it mind..."

WHe is as soft-hearted as you arel"™ the Vulcan sneered. He paused for a
moment, then touched Kirk's face lightiy. ™"Does it mean sc much tc you, Jamest"

Kirk hesitated. It had been a mistake to show the Captain he cared, but it
would have been even more dangerous to atienpt to deceive him. He lowered his
eyes, accepting defeat., "I know I can't keep her if you forbid it," he whispered.
"It's JusteseI'm lonely...”

Firm fingers lifted his chin, and the mocking eyes gazed into his. "If I
ordered you to kill her now you'd do i%,; wouldn't yout the Vulcan demanded.

"Yes,eo!

"Vary well, you may keep her," the Captain said unexpectedly. He slid his
hands to Kirk's hips, drawing the Human close. "You will, of course; wish to
express your gratitude?" he suggested., "And to prove to me that your new interest
will not interfere with your other...duties?"

Kirk nodded in understanding. Sheba wasg merely another hold the Captain had
over him. Obediently he pressed himself closer to the powerful body, raising his
parted lips to the Vulcan's mouth.

A4s the -days passed Sheba's thin frame filled out, and the harsh coat became
smooth and glossy. She was devoted to Kirk, following him constantly, resting
her chin on hisg knee when he sat down. The crippled paw made her ungainly in
movement, but she showed no sign of pain when she walked on it, although she
clearly could not run far or fast. Somehow, the cat seemed to sense that the
Vulcan was differents when he appesred she would leave Kirk, and retire to the
bed he had made for her, watching the palr through slitted eyes.
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Somewhat *to Kirk's surprise, the Captain showed a detached interest in the
cat. He examined the damaged paw, and told the Human that it appeared to. be
the result of a badly-set breaks he was sure that McCoy could correct the dame
ages In addition, he advised Kirk on training Sheba - the great hunting cats of
Vanla were more intelligent than Terran dogs, willing and eager to please, and
both man and cat enjoyed the lessons.

One afterncon Kirk was in the garden taking Sheba through an exercise which
involved locating and retrieving a specific object from z selection offered; she
had just done so successfully for the first time, and Kirk was kneeling to praise
her, when a patter of applause from the terrace made him jump to his feet
guiltily.,

"TeeoI'm sorry, sir," he stammered. "I didn't realisec...”

"It does not matter," The Captain descended the steps and came towards
him., At his approach Sheba crouched submissively and crept away.

"It appears that your decision to save the animal was a wise one, James.
If the paw can be healed she will be a valuable addition to any hunting pack.
You are to be congratulated,?

"Thank you." Kirk coloured at the unexpected and unusual praige from his
magber.

"In fact," the Vulcan continued, "even if the damage cannot be repaired, it
would be a waste to lose such intelligence. If it pleases you, I will sugirest
to Lanyo that he keep her and breed from her."

"Would you, really?" Kirk smiled at the Vulecan with undisguised pleasure.
"It wouid be wonderful to know that she'll be cared for when we leave. Thank
you, sir,"

The Vulcan stood motionless, fixing the sight in his memory. Kirk stood,
smiling openly and naturally for the first time since their first night together.
The fair hailr tumbled over his forehead, his eyes glowed with happiness, his lips
were upturned in a sweetlywseductive curve...

And all this for a mere cat] The alien eyes narrowed coldly as the Vulcan
ruthlessly subdued s treacherous regret that he had wot brought that look to the
Human's face.

"Come herel™ he said harshly. "ILanyo commands cur presence at an entertain-
nent tonight. T wish to bathe, then I think there is time for you t0...serve
me.esbefore we need dress. Come - I hunger for you,.!

With grim satisfaction he watched the happiness fade from Kirk's face, The
Human closed his eyes, swallowed, then lowered hig head in submission.

"How may I please yout™ he asked quietly.

Lanyo had arranged a visit to the encampment of one of the gemi-nomadic
tribes. The party flew most of the way by aircar, then landed and switched %o
herses for the last few miles - "To experience the atmosphere of the place,"
Lanyo explained.

Although temporary, the camp was elaborate, the tents large and ornate as
befitted a wealthy trive. Here, for the first time, Kirk saw Vanlan freewomen,
dark, beautiful women vhose dignity equalled that of their menfolk., In this
tribe, the Remora, women were trained as rigorously as the men, although in
slightly different ways; they did not fight in battle, but were skilled with
the knife and the bow, and were expected to defend their camp from attack. As
wag common on Vanla, some of the Remoran warriors took male mates, but those who
took wives were not, as was the case in some other tribes, congidered inferior.
Tama, the Remoran chief, had married twice, each time to a woman:; his son and
heir Malor, on the other hand, had chosen z male as his consort. Kirk was
interested to learn that, as on Vulcan, the two men each had a secondary wife to
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bear their children, and from what he could gee the women seemed to be respected
and happy ~ of course, he reflected, it might simply be that they knew no other
waye The married women were permitted to mix freely with the vigitors, but -
ancther echo of Vulcan -~ the single girls could not meet men not of the tribe
unless they had first been welcomed to the tented city of the Remora, which lay
some days' Jjourney into the desert; Tama told the Captain that his daughter
Tavara had been most anxious to meet the off-worlders, but even for her the
custom could not be relaxed,

As he wandered through -the camp at the Captain's side, Kirk was fascinated
by the simple yet complex life of ‘these nomads. Aircars existed side by side
with horseg, the finest craftsmanship punctuated mass production of hasic items,
intelligent, sophisticated people lived by & semi-barbaric code under which
slaves were commonplace, and yet a slave could be freed and welcomed into the
tribe if he or she displayed signs of superior intelligence, gkill at a craft or
artistic talent, although it was not regarded as proper for a fresborm woman to
work even with crafts except to decorate her home = and the children of slaves
were educated to bring to fulfilment whatever aptitude they did possess. Kirk
could only shake his head, wondering what the Federation would make of this
goclety = and what the tribesmen would think of the Federation.

A meal had been prepared for them; a traditional banquet cooked and eaten
in the open, under the stars. The food was well prepared and gerved, the wines
subtle; in all, a meal such as he might have expected in the most sophisticated
surroundings.

As the evening passed it became clear that Kirk's unusual appearance
intrigued and attracted the Remorans; women as well as men gazed at him with
pleasure, calling laughing invitations and compliments. Kirk took care to keep
close to the Captain's side, afraid that an incautious response might arouse the
Vulean's anger, but it seemed that his master was amused rather than annoyed =
although he kept s watchful eye on his property.

It was late into the svening when Lanyo turned to the Capiain. YA storm is
brewing, my friend, and we cannot return to the city tonight. Tamz has arranged
accomodation for us,"

"T am honoured.™ The Vulcan inclined his head to the tall Remoran.

"It 1s we who are honoured, guest." Tama led‘them fowazmds a tent. "The
wind will scream tonight, but our tents can withstand its breath - these storms
gre commen in cur degert. Slesp well within wmy camp, my friends,?

Ag Tama had said, i1 was a wild night. Kirk, securely held in the Captain's
arms, found himself pressing closer 4o the warm body, instinctively seeking
protection - the one thing he had learned to count on in his wretched sxistencs
was the certainty that the Vulcan would allow nothing else to harm him. He
shuddered as the violent blasts of wind shrieked arcund the tent, visualising
how it would be to be unprotected in such a storm; at the movement the powerful
arms tightened arcund him, and the Captain murmured a few words in his own
language.

0ddly comforted, although he did not understand their meaning, ¥Kirk slept
at last.

Morming dawned clear and fresh in the aftexrmath of the siorm. The seeningly
fraili fents had indeed survived the fury of the night, but the sand vas still
blowing in the fasi~dying wind, ® Lanyc ordered the aircars to collect the party
at the campsite, and the return £light was smooth and uneveniful,

Salvz met them as they entered their guariers. The man was clearly nervous,
refusing to meet Xirk's eyes as he bowed respectfully.

"Ts something wrong?' ¥irk asked gently.

"Commander Eirk...l regret... Sheba,..™ Salva stammered.
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Apprehension gripped Kirk as he realised that the cat had not come to greet
him as she usually did. "What's wrong? Has something happened?" It was the
First Officer of the Enterprise who spoke, not the Capiain's uncertain slave.

: "The cat sensed the approach of the gtorm last night, Commander. She wasg
restless = I think she was looking for you. We tried to call her, but she
refused to come in from the garden, and she ran when we tried to catch her,.."

"Go ényﬁ Kirk said quietly when the man faltered.

MIt wag an accident...a tree uprooted by the wind. We did not find hexr
until this morning... I fear she is badly hurt."”

With a faint ory Kirk ran into the room, falling on his knees beside Sheba's
bed., The great cat raised her head, her lustrous eyes glazed with pain, but a
purr kindled in her throat at the touch of the beloved hand, and she reached a
rough tongue to lick his fingers.

"Sheba..." The smooth coat was scarcely marked, but the cat made no attempt
to get up, and Kirk's gentle touch on her hindgquarters produced a soft whimper
of pain.

"Let me see," The Captain joined him, and began to run careful hands over
Sheba's bedy, noting each reaction. At last he looked at Kirk.,

"There is nothing to be done. Her spine has been crushed."

"Nel" Kirk shook his head in frantic denial., "Perhaps McCoy..."
HThe injuries are too severe,”

"But she can't.. " KXirk reached out to touch the beautiful head.

After a moment the Captasin's fingers covered his, lingering for a moment
before they left and slid down o the base of the skull., Before Kirk could
realise what the Vulcan intended he tightened his grips there was a faint shap,
and Sheba's eyes filmed over as her head fell limply onto the Human's knee.

"You've killed her! How could you!“ Overwhelmed by grief and anger he could
not control, Kirk turmed and struck out blindly at the Vulcan. He parried the
attack easily, and catching Kirk's wrists hauled him to his feet.

"James, listen tc mel" The Vulcan held him tightly. T understand - believe
me, I understand. Thus it was with I-Chaya..."

Kirk struggled frantically, refusing to listen., "You tock your chance,
dida't you? I loved her, so you destroyed her - are you so jealous that you see
even a pet ag a rival? Let me go! Don't touch mel"

"That is not how it was." The Captain shook him. "I thought only to give
a merciful end to her pain.t

"Merciful? You?" Kirk choked, too angry to consider how his magter would
react to his defiance. ™You enjoy paini®

The Vulcan's eyes narrowed. "Only yours, my slave. Forget yourself for a
moment, and think of Sheba. Would you have had her linger for hours, days, in
pain? She did not deserve that,”

Kirk gaged at him through tear~blinded eyes, hig head drooping in resignat-
ion. "You killed hew," he whispered brokenly. "She was mine, and you destroyed
her,q,"

"eool really believed that for a long time,”" Kirk said tonelessly, shifting
in the cirgle of Spock's arm. %I thought he'd done it because he couldn't bear
that I should have something to love, and the belief broke my spirit just a little
mores.. Now, today, I realised... He lknew what had to be done, and he did it.

I can even understand now why he didn't warn me -~ he was taking the choice upen
himself, sparing me from having to make the decision, Oh, in the end I'd have
realised it was necessary and let him do it, but I'd have feli guilty, wondering
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if perhaps there was something I could have done. As it was, I just...blamed
him. He was merciful, in his own way — to Sheba and to me.?

"I think perhaps he wasg," Spock answered quietly,
After a moment, Kirk looked up. "Spock...who was I-Chaya?"

"For me - and perhaps for him - a much~loved pet. When I was seven, Jjust
before my Kahs-wan, he fought a le-matya in my defence., He was badly hurt...
By the time a healer reached him, all that could be done was %tc give him an
easy death., He was my pet, the decision was mine..."

Kirk said nothing; he pressed silently cleser, burying his head against
Spock's shoulder, and felt the Vulcan's arm tighten arcund him.

"Jim, I have loved only a few times in my life, snd each time I lost the
one I cared for, Don't let me loze you as well. Stay with me..." He stopped
abruptly, suddenly realising whai he was saying. "Forgive me - I have no
right,.."

"T'm glad you said it," Kirk whispered withcout raising his head. "It
reminds me that I can give you something toc, instead of always teking. To be
needed = really needed...you don't know how much it means to me, He would never
admit to any weakness, but you're not ashamed of showing what you feel...and so
in turn I've learned not to be ashamed of feeling lonely, or tired, or afraid.
You give me guch peace, Spock.™

They sat quietly for a few moments, then Kirk pulled back glightly. "You
znd he had so much in common," he sald guietly, Mand yet you are so different.v

"Tou must remember that I knew my mother, Jim. She taught me to understand
Human emotions, my father teught me to contrel them. Later, on the Enterprise,
T wag accepted, I found friends..."

"And all He had was I~Chaya," Kirk murmured. "Spock, I can't hate him any
more. Oh, I 8till hate the things he did...but I'm beginning to understand,
emotionally as well as intellectually, why he did them. TFven Sheba..."

Spock's arm tightened again as he fought the rage that filled him at the
thought of Kirk, alone and helpless, shedding tears for an animal that had given
him the love he craved. "Jim,; why was I not born into this universe? You would
have been spared so much sorrov."

"Veg," Kirk touched the Vulecan's face lightly. "But I wonder... You'd
have been kind to me, and we'd have been friends...but would I really have app=-
reciated you? I might have taken you for granted... I think, sometimes, that
my.s,my countervart didn't know how lucky he wasg."

""He did not have the same need of me," Spock admitted., "Although we were
clese, I did not know with him the fulfilment that you give me."

.Kirk smiled; his sleepy eyes fixed on Spock's face, "Do you know the best
of 1t7" he murmured. "It's knowing that you love me...and that I can love you,
my brother,"

Spock rested his cheek on Hirxk's halr for a moment, then drew back. "“You
are tired, Jim. Can you sleep now?"

"irmm.e I'd better get some rest; we leave tomorrow for the Valley." Kirk
chuckled. "I can't let Salish down = a half-asleep god wouldn't make a wvery
good impression.”

"Remember that T will be monitoring you all the time, Jim. You will be
perfectly safe.™

%"Oh, I don't think they'll harm me - 1t's Just that I've got to be con-
vincing. You know Starfleet ig determined tc have that bage - 1f I fail, who
knows what they'll do to convince the villagers to move.!

"lontact me tomorrow night, and report fully." Spock began %o disentangle
himgelf. "Goodnight, Jim.®
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Kirk's eyes flew open at the movement, and he caught Spock's arm. "Don't
go," he whispered, looking down in confusion. "I...I don't want tc be alone.”

Spock smoothed the bright hair, then lifted Kirk's ching the wide eyes
met his, candid and affectionate as a child's, but with shadows in their
expressive depths.

"Dreams?™ the Vulcan murmured.

Mot often, and usualiy I can contrel them, thanks %o you. But tonight,
I f@elanolost-onu

Plhen T will stay." Spock settled down, leaving his arm around Kirk as he
pulled a blanket over them both. The Human's head felt pleasantly heavy on his
sheulder, and his trust, as always, warmed the Vulecan - he knew that Kirk could
not have borne this contact from any other. "Goodnight, Jim."

Kirk smuggled closer, draping his arm across Spock's chest, "Sleep well,"
he whispered,

When he woke in the morning Kirk was slone, but the imprint of Spock's body
wag still there, and the warmth of his touch gtill lingered. He gtarted suddenly
as he realised that Nahtanha was sitting heside the bed walting for him to wake
up, She was staring at that betraying imprint, and his wmind raced frantically -
the lodge was guarded, and she would be aware that no~one had entered during the
night. Then he relaxed as he remembered hig supposed divine origins - it would
be another tale to add to the growing legend of Kirok, that his Companion had
visited him in the night, and departed without trace.

He smiled at the giri. "Good morning."

"Good morning, Kirok," Nahtanha echoed. "Food ig walting, and your festival
clothes are ready. Salish waits to atiend you.m

"Greet him for me, and agk him to wait a Iittle longer. I will call when T
am ready."

When the girl had gone Kirk rose and washed hastily in the water she had
brought, then dressed in the rich costume the women of the tribe had prepared as
a gift for Kirok on the day of his return. Going to the door he called Szlish
and gegstured him to a geat, pouring two cups of coffee = he had introduced the
drink on his last vigit, ghowing the people how to prepare the herrieg, and it
had gquickly proeved popular; it seemed that the Preservers, as well as taking
a spread of cultures tc the stars, had alge taken certain animals and plants on
which these culiures showed & possible dependence.

"May I ask a guestion, Kirok?" Salish asked hegitantly.
"Of course."

%yhy do the gods wish the Valley land? If there was a reason the tribe
could understand, that I ceould explain in Council..."

" can only tell you, Salish, that the gods have their own reasons, and
they have chosen this place. The Valley tribe must decide if they will submit.
I hope that they will."

"Tf not..o" Salish hesitated again, then continused at Xirk's nod of
encouragement, "MJill the gods drive the people from the Valley if they refuse?™

"I fear thay they may. I hope %o convince the people to go peacefully,
but the gods will not be refused, and as you know, some of my brothers are...
impatient with the weakness of mortals., You must persuade them to listen fo me,
Salish = you who know the price of resisiing the gods."

"They will listen, Kirok, but it will be a hard thing for them fo leave
their homes. They are wary of you = it is not that they doubt what we have
told them of your powers, but they may ask to see your power for themselves."
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"Then I1'11 have to show them, won'®t I7?" Kirk said cslmly., "I'm ready,
Saligh ~ lett's go.®

Whatever their private reservations, the pecple of the Valley Tribe were
evidently taking not the glightest risk of offending someone who might be a god.
Kirk was welcomed with the dignified simpliciiy characteristic of this world,
and was treated with the innate courtesy coffered to a distinguished guest, The
Strangers' Lodge had been prepared for them, but Salish asked for quarters else-
where, since it was not fitting that he should intrude upon the god.

Despite their politeness, however, it quickly became clezr that some of the
younger men were suspicicus

"y dis 1it," their spckesman Songan demanded, "that so mighty a god comes
among ug alone and unattended?"

"Salish attends me," Kirk corrected gently, "and why should I need a guard
ameng friends? The Pecple of the Valley have invited me into their village -
do you say, then, Songan, that & guest here may not trust his heste®!

"ijell boun%ered, Kirok," the chief Saponda applauded. "A gentle answér to
an imperbtinent question.™

"The young are impatient, Shaponda,"™ Kirk replied. "Wisdom comes with
years,"

"The young? But you are..."” The old man'g voice tailed off and he nodded,
"The appearance of the gods iz deceptive, is it not? To us you seem a youthful
warrior, but who knews what form you wear in the Star Lodge. I will remember
that. What do you want of us, Kirok®"

"I wigh to speak to the Council of the Tribe."

"They will gather at sundown., Until then our village is your home. Walk
amcng us freely,"

The invitation gave Kirk the opportunity he wanted ito explore the valley at
first hand., His tricorder readings confirmed the opinion he had already formed
from the ghip's sensorg -~ the underground complex underiay most of the valiley,
and the whole area would be needed for the base.

In o way it was quite neat, he mused as he looked arcund, If he claimed the
Valley in the name of the gods, the whole area would automatically become taboo,
and the mountains would form an effective boundary - the pass by which he and
Salisgh had entered could easily be guarded, and Security could take care of any
native rash enough to attempt to enter the forbidden area by crossing the
mountains,

The main difficulty lay in persuvading the tribe to leave iis home, e
sugpected that he would need a convincing display of his divine powers ~ it would
be unreasonable to expect the tribe simply fo accept his vword, even backed by
Salish's account of what had happened to his tribe. As he rode through the
valley on one of the native ponies Kirk was thinking how best to mount a demon=-
stration that would be convincing but harmless.

His thoughts could not entirely distract him from the autumnal beauty of
the valley. The harvest was over, and the stubble in the fields shone golden in
the sunlight, alive with the birds that searched out fallen grain. Swoke rose
lezily into the still air from the cooking fires of the village, and small {ish-
ing boats drifted slowly across the mirror—smooth lake.

As he watched Kirk's eyes narroved in concentration, At the far end of the
lake, steep forbidding cliffs scared high into the air, Directly opposite the
village, a masaive overhang bulged grotesguely from the vertical surface, a
curiously menacing natural formation,

Indeed, a possibility. Kirk raised his communicator.
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"Hirk to Enterprise - beam me up, Mr. Kyle.”

The sun was just beginning to sei and the village Flders were gathering
for the Council when Kirk rode back into the village. He smiled his thanks o
the youth who took the reins of his pony, and Joined Salish, who had been
watching for him anxiousgly. :

The flders were seated in a wide cirele, with Shaponda in the place of
honour, Xirk saw with interest that Songan represented the young warriors, and
that two women were also included in the Council,

Shaponda heckoned him to the cenire of the circle, "The People of the
Valley hear your words, Kirck," tre Chief said gravely.

"My friends, the gods send me to you because of thelr love and care for
their children. A gift freely given is more highly wvalued than that which is
taken by force. "

"What do the...the gods demand of us?" Songan asked.

"Your valley." Ignoring the gasps of astonishment, Xirk continued, "The
gods love this world, and wish to dwell herej; but they cannot live long among
mortals. We take your form tc walk among you for a briefl space, but we dwell
in the light, and you could not long endure our unghielded presence. Here, in
thig valley which is separated from the rest of the world by the natural barrier
of the mountains, we may walk freely with noe harm to our children,”

"Thig I must ask." Shaponda glanced at Kirk nervously. "If we do not
agree to leave our homesg, what will the gods do?"

"They will take the valley, and cast you out,"™ Kirk said seriously. "I
beg you, believe that ~ and there is nothing that I, Kirck the Puilder, can do
to save you. The power of the gods is great ~ you cannot defy 1t."

"Peonle of the Valley, I ask to be heard," Szilsh called from cutside the
circle, where he walted in his capacity as Xirck's attendant.

"Je will hear you, Salish," Shaponda replied.

"Because of the friendship between our tribes, I beg you 4o heed Kirok. We
did not, when last he walked among us - in our pride and foolishness we dared to
harm him. Even I doubted him, heeding the words of Goro, and would have slain
him a3 a false god. Even as we struck him was the Destroyer unleashed upon us,
and his vengeance wasg terrible. Do not, T beg you, bring down hig anger upon
yourselves. Give the gods freely what is asked, This land is fair, and has
room for all - I pledge that my tribe will aid you until you have settled on a
new home."

"Remember," Kirk added softly, "that the gods wish to deal kindly with you,
but they will not forgive defiance. They have sent me to speak with you, but
they will not ask a second time."

"You have spoken, Kirck, and we have listened," Shaponda said slowly. "Will
you permlt the Klders to consider your words??

S0f course.™ Kirk stepped out of the circle, beckoning Salish to his side.
"T will walk through the village ~ summon me when you have reached a decision.”

Deeply troubled, Salish maintained a resvectful distance as he followed
Kirk's aimless wandering through the viliage. The god was troubled, that much
wvas evident, It might have been better, Salish thought, if Kixok had come in
his shimmering glory to the Valley people, but he had chosen again to wear the
guige of mortal flesh. Well, the ways of the gods were not to be questioned,
23 he had leamed so painfully...

¥irk was indeced troubled. Siarfleet wanted this base, needed 1t - and
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would not be diverted by the wishes of a few hundred natives. Oh, they would
take over pracefully if they could, but it was not impossible that if the natives
registed there would be bloodshed, perhaps even death = a legacy of fear for the
tranguil world he had come to love,

His greatest hope lay with Shaponda. The old Chief believed in him he was
certain, but could he persuade the Flders, especially the suspicious Songan?

"Kirok, the Elders have decided," Salish said quietly, interrupting his
thoughts,

Kirk looked round to see that one of the Valley people, obviously not daring
to approach the god directly, was walting nearby. One of the younger men, he
notedy that looked promising.

He smiled at Salish. "Let's go."

Shaponda was walting for him in the céntre of the circle. "Xirok, I speak
for my peopley not as my heart would have me do," the old man said nervously,

Kirk's expression remained calm, but his hopes sank., "How have youdecided?"

"It is... My people fear to anger the gods, and yet they are sad that they
must leave thelr homes. Some have doubts ~ this I admit freely - and they would
askess" His voice faltered as his courasge failed, and Kirk smiled in reassurance.

"I am not angry. What would they have me do?"

"Kirok, they ask for procof that you are a messenger from the gods. Will you
net demonstrate your power to us? They say that if they are to leave their
homes, they must know that it is for the gods...that it is not just a...a trick
by another tribve living beyond our knowledge who want our land.”

"I see." Kirk looked around, his face stern, "Very well, Shaponda, but
such proof is not bought cheaply. You ask me to demonstrate my powers, but you
are ignorant of what you ask. Are you not aware that with one word I can lay
waste this land so that not even the gress will grow for ten generations? fThe
Tribe of the Obeligk knows..., However, you are but children, and so I will give
you a procf that you can believe, but that will cause no harm to any of you.
Hear the command of Kirok., Tomorrow you must gather your belongings, everything
. you value, and carry it to the high ground shove the lake. UNo-one wmust remain
in the village - all animals, food stores, and supplies must be transported.
There you will remain during the hours of darkness; at sunrise T will give you
the procf that you demand.”

?IBut L ] "

"Heed my warning!® Kirk said sharply. "YAny who doubt and ramain behind
will surely perish.”

"ind if you fail to provide this proof you speak of?" Songan sneered.

Kirk turned to face him. "I will be among you," he pointed ocut, P"Either
I ama god or .am not. If I am, you will know it = if I am not, you will be
able to take the vengeance you seem to think you need. Will you gamble your life
on that, Songan? Would it noi be wiser to assume that I am what T claim to be
urtil it is proved otherwise?

"You speak truly," Songan ncdded grudgingly. Wery well, Kirck - we will
walt.®

"T will rest now., In the morning I will select a campsite for you., Bid
the people begin fto pack -~ and remember, nothing must be left behind.?

He studied the ®lders for a moment, then made his way from the circle towards
the Strargers'! Lodge. He had not really expected that the tribe would zgree to
nis demandy but at least they were prepared to awail procf, Tomorrow he must
find an opportunity to heam back to the ship and consult Spock and Masters =




his demonstration had tc be perfect!

Spock, on his regular evening tour of the ship, paused at the door of the
auxiliary control room, debated with himself for a moment, then stepped inside,
¥irk and Sulu, bent over the helm console, were too deep in concentration to
notice his arrival. He watched them for a moment, appreciating the incongruity
of an Indian warrior clad in fringed and bheaded buckskin at the helm of a
Starship.

"That's it, then,” Kirk said at last, straightening with a sigh., "I'm
going to be relying on you, Sulu - gods don't get a second chance,”

Won't worry, Mr. Kirk." Sulu grinned confidently. "It's a tricky shot,
but vour co-ordinates are spot—on, and thanks to this dummy run I can be certain
of hitting the target."

"Just be ready for my signal, then give it everything you've got. All
phasers, full power, Well, I think that's all for now, You'd better go and
eat - T've kept you 'way past the end of your shift,"

"My pleasure, Mr. Kirk."

The twe men turned, seeing the Captain for the first time., Sulu continued
on his way with a polite "Good evening, Captain," but Kirk, after a quick smile
of greeting, dropped his gaze again to the conscle.
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"Ts gomething wrong, Jim?"

o ~ I've just been going over things with Sulu., He's really good with
the phasers, but I wanted to make certain he understands exactly what he's got
to do tomorrow. Now, if only T've calculated the stresses correctly...”

“Jim, to my certain knowledge you have run that computer scan four times,
and your figures tallied on each occasion." Spock reached over and took his
friend's arm, pulling him gently to his feet. "Come with me.,"

"here tof"

"o my quarters. I have ordered a meal there for us, then I insist that
you sleep for a few hours - you can beam down well before sunrise "

"I'm fine, Spock - honestly."

"And you will bhe a lot hetter for some food and sieep,”™ Spock replied
sternly, steering the Buman out into the corridor. "Must I make it an order?®

YALL right, I give in, You're worse than Bones," Kirk grumbled.

Spock had been right, Kirk admitted later as he pushed away his empity plate;
he hadn't realised how hungry he was. He had been sc busy all day, checking
the final details of his plan, finding a safe campsite for the tribe, sceing
them installed and settled for the night, that there had been no time to eat.

Accepting the small glass of brandy the Vulcan handed him, Kirk sank down
thankfully inte a soft chairs; as he sipped hisg drink he glanced at Spock over
the rim of his glass, his eyes sparkling with mischief,

"about your part in tomorrow's demonstraticon...” he began.
"My part?" Spock looked at him uneasily. "What am I to dof?"

"Oh, guite a lot,;" Kirk assured him. "You're already a legend on thig
world - the vengeful Destroyer breathing destruction and death." He leaned for-
walrd in his chair. "Seriously, Spock — T think it necessary that you appear.

The tribes who acknowledge me don't really fear me, you know - to them I'm Kirok,
the Healer, the Builder."

"hy is it necessary that they fear?' Spock asked, puzmzled.

"Tf they're afraid, they'll be careful. I don't want them wandering around
a top secret Starfleet base, however innocently. If they're reminded of the
destruction the gods can inflict they'il give the valley a wide berth., I don't
want to risk a child blundering into a forcefield, for instance, Jjust because
somecne decided that the restriction could he disregarded. We represent the two
faces of the gods, Spock, the gentle and the destructive., If they know only the
good, they may be tempted to disobey, trusting in my - Kirok's ~ forgiveness; I
want them to know, as Salish knows, that once the power of the Destroyer is
unleashed, nothing can repair the damage." He smiled appealingly. "Please do
it, Bpock. I'meo.fond of these pecple -~ I'd like To leave them with every poss-~
ible safeguard.”

Spock had never heen able to resist a direct appeal from this man - in
elther universe. He sighed in not unwilling resignation.

"Wery well, Jim. What do you wish me to do?V

The Pecple of the Valley were already gathered expectantly when Kirk
emerged from his tent on the following morning. He greeted Salish and Shaponda,
and was careful too to salute Songan with his usual courtegy — the man's doubts
were genuine, after all, and he did not intend o make an enemy needlessly.

Kirk looked around carefully, noting with approval that the tribe had
gathered as he had asgked on the high ground overlooking the lake. Below lay the
deserted village - the lodges had been impossible to move, and only the tents
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which formed the nucleus of the camp behind them had been carried away. A few
canoes lay at the water's edge... Well, he had warmed them to move everything
Of Va}.u@ s

Drawing a deep breath he turned o Shaponda and spoke clearly, so that he
could be heard by all the people.

"Is everyone here? There is no-one left in the village?®

"ALL are here, as you commanded, Kirok. Our animals too, and our stores -
everything,"

“Good., Shaponda, Songan, you will speak for the tribe. ook out upon the
vaters and tell me what you.see.v

"T see the lake, ag T have always seen it," Songan replied with a hint of
contempt. "The water is calm - we lose 2 good day's fishing with this foolish-
ness."

"What else®™ Kirk asked calmly.

"] see the village, the home of my people," Shaponda szid; in the tone of
one wno strives to understand.

"The home to which you will never return," Kirlk said, and the listening
natives gasped in unison.

"What is to prevent us, Kirok?" Scngan sounded angry now.

T will., Songan, there is one thing that has not yet been mentioned. What
do you see, there at the end of the lake?

Songan followed the line of Kirk's pointing finger. "I see the Hanging
Rock. What of 14730

"What 1f the rock should £all?" Kirk suggested.

"impogsible, Kirok!"™ Shaponda broke in. "It has stood so gince my father's
father was a child ~ and in the days of his father..."

et it will fall, if the gods wish it so," Kirk countered., "If I call down
the fire, and am answered, will you bhelieve my words?h

"L you can deo this thing, Kirok, you are indeed a god, and we will heed
your wexrds," Shaponda promised.

*And you, Songan?®™ Kirk turned to the young warrior, "Will you agres?"

v{f the fire answers your call, I will no longer deny you," Songan said;
for the first time there was z hint of uncertainty in his tone.

Kirk suppressed a2 smile of reliefl, his expression one of golemn concentr-
ations. TUnseen by the others he reached to press the signal on his communicator.
His gaze swept the crowd.

"iztch and learn,” he sald solemnly, then reised his volce in a cry of
appeal, "Brother, I have need of you. Attend me."

For a moment nothing happened, then the musical chiming of Masters' adapt-
ation to the transporter filled the still air. Shaponda and Songan moved back
nervously as 2 shimmering column of golden light began to sparkle close to Kirk.
Salish, who had seen Kirk's appearances in such a manner before, stood preoudly
erect ag befitted the zervant of the god, but as the shape within the light took
recognizable form his face convulsed with terror.

MTH 1s the Destroyerl® he shrieked, turning to flee, VYiccursed ones - you
have offended Kirok - surely you are losti"

"Salish, stand stilll®™ Kirk snapped. YThe rest of you - there is nothing
to fear. The Desbtroyer will not act without my commeand.?

Trembling, but trusting in his god, Salish gtood firm as Spock stepped fowr~
ward, his hand raised in greeting.
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"How may I serve you, Kirok?" he asked, his eyes smiling a secret greeting
as Kirk stepped forward and touchéd his hand in the ritual Vulcan gesture the
Human had adopted ag their private welcome,

#ghow these children our power, Brother, "ear the Hanging Rock from its
roots for me,”

"A trifling matter, Kirok, but it will be done." Spock raised his arm,
pointing at the lowering overhang, and snapped a few words in Vulcan, knowing
that as arranged Kirk's open communicator would relay the signal to Sulu.

There was a heari~stopping moment of utter stillness, then the tribesmen
wailed in terror as twin beams of light pierced the cloudless sky to strike the
cliff at the base of the overhang. Imstantly rvock melted and ran like waters
there was a deep menacing rumble, the ground under them quivered, and the whole
mass of rock tumbled slowly into the lake.

For a moment a cloud of steam veiled the far shore, then as it lifted Salish
pointed, crying out, "See - the water rigesi"

A towering wall of water was rushing down the placid surface of the lakes
in seconds it broke on the shore, engulfing the village and the low-lying fields
beyond in a raging, seething deluge. When it retweated, only a sea of mud
remained; lodges, fields, trees, everything had been overwhelmed.

In the silence that followed Kirk turned to Songan. ™what do you say now?"
he challenged.

Pale and shaking, the warrior dropred %o his knees, follcwad by the rest of
the tribes "You are Kirock," Songan whispered. "We hear and obey."

"From this day the Valley is taboo," Shaponda confirmed. "The warnings will
be set, and heeded by all. 7Thisg is the home of the gods = no mortal will defile
its soil." He raised his head to glance at ¥Xirk, with a nervous, sidelong glance
at Spock. "™Will you forgive our doubts, Kiro "

"You are forgiven," Kirk assured him, "but remember this day well. Should
the Destroyer walk this land unrestrained, there will be weeping in the lodges."

Shaponda lowered hig head. "We will remember, Kirok."
"Kirok..." Salish edged foxward hopefully. "Will you remain with us?®

"L cannot, Salish., It may be that I will returm one day...until then,
remerber me, my children -~ and remsmber my commands.” He ftumned to Spock, and
extended his hand. "Come, my brother - take ms home.n

Spock took his outstretched hand and drew him to his side, calling a sharp
command in his own language. On the Interprise, Masters, who had been taught
the words, engaged the transporter controls, beaming them home; while on the
planet the tribesmen gazed in awe and regret ss the two gods dissolved into the
dancing beams of singing sunlight,

Over dimner that evening Spock was aware of an aura of fension, almost a
suppressed anger, radiating from his bondmate. McCoy noticed nothing wrong as
Kirk recounted his visit to the Valley Pribe ~ Kirk was laughing, teasing the
Doctor with shy affection, but Spock was vividly aware thet something was preying
on the Human's mind.

At Kirk's invitation they were dining in the First Officer's quarterss
Spock loocked around with interest, mentally comparing the difference in the
rooms from the first Time he had seen them,

Then, they had been bare, sterile = a place to work, to keep his few
belongings, nothing more. Thelr emptiness had been a pitiful reflection of
their owner's wretched existence.

Wow, although they were gtill simply furnished, Kirk's love of beauty had
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found expressicn in the choice and arrangement of the decorations. Spock smiled
as his eyes rested on the occasicnal small luxuries, gifts from T'Pau, who would
happily have lavished even more on this much~cherished son had he permitted it.

The curtained-off sleeping cabin, to which only Spock was admitted - even
McCoy had never seen it - was a careful blend of Terran and Vulcan comfort, he
knew, visualising it as his eyes rested on the curtains., The firepot which shed
ite comforting glow was & treasured family heirloom, presented by Sarek with
awkward affectiony books lined the walls, for h¢ now had the time to read that
had lcng been denied him. On the shelf closest to the bed stood three framed
photographs - two, the faded images of a young man and woman, Kirk's long~dead
parents, which had been among Sam's effects, carefully packed away - and which
Kirk had immediately taken, although he had kept little else that had belonged
to his brothers the third, a portrait of Spock. The Vulcan had teased him about
that, but gently, remembering the leather case in his safe that he never opened
nowe The Human had looked at him, and ssid simply, "I feel safe when I wake in
the night and lock at it."

It was only recently that Kirk had begun inviting his friends into his
quarters. Spock had always been welcome, but it had taken the Human a long time
to learn to take his privacy enough for granted that he could admit others to
what had become his refuge., Still a little ghy = and it was McCoy's stated
opinion that he always would be - he was now able to give a little of himself as
he found others beside Spock and McCoy valued his friendship - and sought nothing
in return except hisg trust.

Tonight, however, McCoy was the only guest other than Spock. Seeing that
his glass was emply, Kirk rose to f£ill it, and Spock joined him. Unseen by the
Doctor he brushed hig fingers against ¥irk's temple, and &n unspoken message
passed between them,

//Later, Jim.//

Kirk smiled, xuefully acknowledging Spock's recognition of his moods wher
he sat down again the air of tension about him had eased slightly.

At last McCoy set down his glass and took his departure, leaving the two
friends alone. Kirk walked over to the processor, ordered two mugs of coffee,
then handing one to Spock, sipped his own as he paced the room. At last he
threw himgelfl into a chair and sighed.

3pock cocked an eyebrow at him enquiringly. "o you wish to discuss it,
Jim?Y

Kirk set his cup down on the table at his elbow. "Starfleet!® he said
bitterly.

Spock was puzzled. "Specify."

"Tt's the hypocriay that gete me, Spock. We have the Prime Directive = a
fine, high-gsounding ideal...until it gets in the way of whatever Starflzet wants.
That base... We have no business there., It's & peaceful, unspoiled planet now...
but what will happen %o it once the Base is established? We've interfered enough,
playing at gods. 1 don't want them hurt any wore - Salisgh, Miramanece and the
others. What happens if Starfleei decides they need %o investigate further? Or
that they want to set up a preper Starbase there now that they have a foothold?
The Indiang will be swamped by a way of 1ife they can never understand. I'm
afraid for them."

"Then do something about it," Hpock rewarked practically. I suggest that
you contact Uncle Selek., He can keep an sye on things for you, and he has
influence enough to vete any further interference with the tribes.” He broke off,
avare that Kirk was staring at him in bewilderment, "Jim? Did you hear what I
SEMRCA

"Yes, of course. But Spock = " Xirlk gesgsitured helplessly. %Yhat makes you
think Selek would take a blind bit of notice of anything I have to say?®
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Spock shook hig head in wonder. %Jim, your naivety continues to astound mel
You are my bondmate, Sarek's adopted son, and so a kinsman of Selek's, Vuleans
have a strong sense of family obligation. It will be enough for him that you

ask this service = he will oblige you, and never even ask why."
"Oheso I hadn't realised...” '

“And you do not realise, either, how much power you now wield. You are a
person of some importance, Jim. In this universe even more than the other, Vulcan
is vital to the Federation; as a member of one of its leading families, you have
great influence behind the scenes., Why do you think Starfleet accepted your
refusal of promotion so readily? They do not know that we are bonded, after all.
It was because at my request Selek made it known in the appropriate quarters
that I - and so the clan, and the Vulcan Council itself - would be displeased if
my First Officer was removed zgainst his wishes. That does not, of ccurse, mean
that they will not try to persuade you to change your mind at some future date -
but we will deal with that situation when ~ if = it arises.n ’

Spock smiled openly at his friend as he stood up. "Selek will keep you
fully aware of the progress of the Amerind Project,” he promised. "Now, if you
will excuse me, Jim, I will retire., Sleep well.®

Kirk rose too, and accompanied hig bondmate %o the door. "I think I'11
start drafting that message to Selek tonight," he mused. "By tomorrow we should
have our new orders, and lord alone knows where they'll take ug. Something
peaceful and uncomplicated, T hope.”

Spock paused at the door, "That scems unlikely, Jim."

"You're right," Kirk sighed., He touched the Vulcan's shoulder lightly.
"Goodnight, Spock. And...thank you."

T did nothing, Jim., The success of this mission was yours,"
"You were there," Kirk answered softly. "Whenever I need you, you're there,"

"ind T alwaye will be,"™ the Vulcan promised as the door slid open.

SR I I

I, Salish, Medicine Chief of the People of the (helisk, the People of Kirck, here
comnlit to the tribal records an account of the second visitation of the -od,
Let His children remember,

«eeand the People of the Valley settled in a new home, as the CGod commanded.

Truly, the compassion of Kirok is unbounded! Such is His power, He might
have destroyed the People with a word, and yet He stayed His hand, treating them
as foolish children. In His love, He showed them His might, and they obeyed Him.
The Valley is taboo now, for not even the most foolhardy of our braves will
willingly crosg the path of the Destroyer, who guards jealously the privacy of
Fis brother.,

I had hoped that Kirck would remain with us, but e has returned again to
the Star Lodge, where Hig father, the Cwreat Zpirit, welcomes home His beloved son
&

With the Tribe, Kirok left his blessing. Miramanee laughs now with the
women, who no longer look at her asgkance, for her festored beauty is a sign of
Kivok's love and forgiveness. This was the leagt of Hig mercies, but I thank Him
for 1t each time I look into the face of my wife, and she does not shrink from me
in her shame. Buch a little thing to one so powerful,...and yet because of it a
voman'tg life once more holds richness and nmeaning. Indeed, the God well under—
stands the Joys and sorvows of Hig children.

Nahtanha has spoken of the nameless Companion who came unsean to lie with
Kirok in Wis guarded lodge, and vanished like dew from the gress. The maldens
vhigper together, and blush, as they speak enviously of the one who is His
Chosen, for the God is indeed fair. Even the Destroyer locked upon Him with
sves of love.
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The harvest has been rich this season, and as Kirck commanded we will
assist the People of the Valley until their new village is completed and the
crops ripen in thelir fields..

The hunters repori that strange sounds have been heard from the Forbidden
Valley, but I am pleased that they closed their ears and moved away, for it is
not good for mortals to loock uporn the Gods when they walk clothed in flame,

Kirck has promised that He will watch over Hig people. TFach sunrise and
sunset we pray that He will return to us. The ledge stands ready to receive
Him, and the longing in our hearts to look upon Him again is the measure of our
love for Him,.

Kirok, your peorle await ycu. Rebturn to us, most beloved of the Gods.

I I I
KIRK'S LOG

Today I recelved a tape from Selek promising his protection for Salish's
people, He was very gracious = in fact, affable for a Vulcan ~ and complimented
me on my sense of loyalty. 7T think he really likes me now, and I'm glad of that,
=8 much for Spock's sake as my own.

Somehow, I feel that I've atoned a little for all the harm...de did. The
Tribes are happys convinced that the Cods smile on them; and on a more personal
level, Miramanee no longer bears the scars of His vengeance,

I can feel reasonably confident about their future - Selek has a powerful
volce.on the Federation Council, and he'll make sure that Starfleet keeps sirictly
to the ferms of the Project, with no further disturbance to the lives of the
Tribes.

It grieves me that I could not help Sakima as he wished me to de. Poor
child - wy own memories were so painful that T shrank away from any further
involvement in his sorrow.

Sheba... Some people would no doubt say that it was stupid to grieve so
for the death of a pet. Perhaps. ALl I know is that she gave me the only
unsgelfish, devoted love I'd ever known until Spock came to me. To save hex,
and then to lose her like that...

I uvnderstend now what He was trying to tell me when He spoke of I=Chaya.
Strange... The one itime we might have shared a genuine moment of understanding -
even though it was in scrrow - I turned from Him. MNow I can see that He was
$rying to comfort me in the only way He knew -~ my rejection must only have made
Him even more certain that He could never win me...my affection, my trust...

If I were given to superstition, I might almost begin to believe that Spock
is some sort of guardian angel (fhough T can just hear Bones snort with laughter
at the thought of a devilmeared angell) Still, it's true that slowly but surely
all my ghosts are belng laid, thanks to him. Bven Scotty's tortured, digbeliev~
ing eyes no longer haunt me, asking why he had to die.

Spock... T wonder sgometimes 1f I can ever repay him - and yet the only
thing he asks is to be allowed to love me., Iven after all this time I know that
ke gometimes finde it difficult to helieve -~ really believe ~ that he has my
love in returm. Yet he has = and he always will.,

T wonder... On the day of our Bonding I offered to share with him the full
Bonding link. He sensed my fear, and refused me, but T could tell how much he
longed for it., 'One day, perhaps,' he said. Yesg, one day, my brother...

Spock hag just called me to hisg quarters - our new orders nave arrived. I
must €o.
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Spock tossed the - fape onto his desk with an almost exasperated expression of
disgust. M"It's another diplomatic mission," he said resignedly. "If T had
wanted to be a diplomat, I'd have taken my father's advice and followed 'in his
footstepst."

Kirk chuckled. "Sometimes I wonder what they have a diplomatic service
for,™ he agreed. It amused him to see his so~controiled friend relax that
control ='land, a little, he was pleased that Spock could relax with him, did not
feel that he had to maintain the pose of imperturbable Vulcan.

"Te prolong criges," 8pock replied, almost viciously.

"Scotty used to say that the best diplomat he knew was o fully charged
phasger,” Kirk commented.

Spock glanced at him quickly. There had been nothing but affectionate
amusement in Xirk's volce, and the Vulcan knew that at last Kirk had accepted
Scotty's death, no longer blaming himself for it., "Indeed. That surely depends
on the circusmstances for which the diplomacy is required. In thig case..." He
sighed, "In this case, I am afraid that he would bhe wrong. We are o be the
bridal carriage in a diplomatic wedding. Again."

"Oho" Kirk's mind went back to XKaren Gallard. He no longer felt any
bitterness towards her; he knew now that if she had zccepted his hesitant proe-
posal and married him, they would have been very unhappy. She was too much the
socilal success, as she had saidy he, although able to hold his own at those
formal dinners thai they occasionsliy had to atiend, did not enjoy them. If he
had net entered Starfleet, 1f he had remained on Faxrth, he would probably have
married the first girl he went out with, and been content to stay at home in
his free time, devoting his life to his family. Xaren would never have under—
stood that. The interests that they had seemed to share Kirk had come to
rezlise had been superficiazl. Of course he had felt al ease with her from the
start - as her father's hostess, she was accustomed to making shy or over—
formal guests feel at ease. He found himszelfl wondering if indeed she had shared
any of the interests they had seemed to have in common, or if she had merely
pretended to an interest that she did not feely if she had a superficial know-
ledge of many things, gleaned frow casuwal reading - or perhaps from an intensive
study - in owrder to be able to talk apparently knowledgesably to any of her
father's guests on any subject. It did not seem unlikely.

Spock watched, realisging where hig friend's mind had zone, waiting until
Kirk's attention returned. After a few momenip, Kirk said, "who ig ite"

"Actually, it's a double trip, TFirst of all we've to go to Troyius, to pick
up Ambassador Petris we then go to Flas, to pick up the Dohlman Flaan who ig to
maxry Arris, the heir to the Troyian throne. The two planets have been in some
contention for several years, and it is hoped that this marrviage will cool things
off gomewhat. Apparently the Ambassador is to ingtruct the Dohlman in Troyian
cugtoms during the trip - the Troyians consider the Flasians effete and decadent,
and..." He shrugged expressively.

Mind Flas considers Troyius barbaric and backward?" K¥irvk asked.
"It would not surprise me.!
Kirk thought about it. "Did something like this happen in your past??

Spock shock his head. "Not %c me, although the event did occur. If I
remember correctly, the Yorktown was the unforitunate ship that was landed with
the task. There was almest & scradal.”

"Almost a scandal?? Kirk asked curiously.

Spock thought back, recalling the evenits clearly now that his attention was
fixed on them. "First of all, the Dohlman tried to kill the Ambasgador. Her
pecple were very warlike, and she considered Troyieng to be soft. Then, somehow,
she managed to persvade the ship's Captain to marry her before they reached
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Troyius. Tortunately, there was nobody abeoard who was authorised to perform
such a ceremony, though Captain Hart did try to convince the First Officer that
he could do it. Commander Thelin refused, and enlisted the aid of the ship's
doctor; they sedated Capiain Hart and kept him in zickbay under resgtraints
until the ship reached Troyiuvs, then Thelin personally bheamed Elaan down with a
guard = costensibly in her honour - to make sure she didn't try anything elsge.
Captaln Hart never did recover," he added regreifuliy. "He had to be hospital-
ised -~ permanently = tc¢ keep him from going off in search of her. I% was later
discovered that Elasian women had a chemical in their tears that reacted with
male hocrmones in such a way that if thelr tears as much as touched a2 man's skin,
he became addicted to her. The Tlasian men had searched for centuries for a
cure tc this addiction., but without rasult."

"and she'd used them deliberately io frap Hapi?" Kirk asked.

“Yes. Perhaps she felt he was a better bargain than a Troyian. Perhaps
gshe'd simply wanted an affair, Hart wouldn't oblige, so she trapped him to get
what she wanted. Who can tell? At all events, she was married to her Troyian
prince, and Hart was...destroyed.®

"I gee." Kirxk thought about it. "Het a very nice perscn."

"No =~ ghe wasn't, She was assassinated a couple of years later, but she'd
had a son by then, and it looked as if the purpose of the marriage had at least
been accomplished. TFrom what Thelin told me about her, I would guspect that she
had asked for what happepsd to her."

"Have you any idea why the two plancts are at each other's throats?"

"o - in either universe. I do know that Troyius wasg originally colonised
from Flas in thelr early days of space fravel - They could eagily have used a
ship from esither fleet for this taxi service, but I suspect that both parties
wanted a neubral vessel used to winimise trouble during the trip., Bnvirommental
differcnce has caused some slight genetic divergence, mainly in temperament and
mental attitudes. Possible the colonists even shared 2 common type of mentality,
which wag different from that of thoge who stayed.”

"And each lot considers that they're closer to the original type?"

Tt is possible. Yet both have been evelving, thelr cultures altering to
adapt to new technological discoveries.c.?

Wt least we're forewarnead about the effect of Elasian women's tesrs," Kirk
commentead .

"Yeg, Be careful, though, Jim. I doubt that they would affect me — my
blood is very different from Flasian, and in addition I do not think I possess
the requisite hormenes to react with the agent in the tears, whatever that is.
You, however, are Human, and fully functional as & male; you would be vulner-
able, and the highest ranking officer on the ship, should this Flaan alsc be
seeking to avolid her destiny.”

Kirk shook hig head, YI'm not functiomal, Spock -« I can't respond...m

"Jim, vour problem ig psycholegical, and you know it ag well as I do.
Fhysically you are a fully developed male., Your body produces the hormones
necessary for addiction to be possible. If you did become addicted...it would
be no fault of your own, and our family council would have to accept the evidence
of Tlasian doctors, but it could cause problems.”

“0nce of that kind of problem was enocugh, Spock. One thing T don't inteng
to do is get involved in ancther diplomatic marriage."

Captain Spock took an instant-dislike to Ambassadoer Petri.

The ‘Troyian beamed aboard with an entourage of four, and alone of the
party was not burdened with luggage. The others, it appeared, were carrying
his as well as their owm. He locked round on materialising with a disdainful
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expression. "As if," Kirk commented later to an irate Spock who was just bege
inning to regain his equilibrium, "he was slumning it instead of beaming aboard
g Starship.”

Spock introduced himself and Kirk to the paele-blue-skinned alien. Petri
barely acknowledged the introduction as far as Spock was concerned, ignoring
Kirk completely and entirely overlocking the courtesy of introducing his men.
You will make your way directly to Elas at top speed," he ordered harshly.
“"After you have collected the Dohlman - " he made the title sound insignificant
"~ you will reburn to Troyius at the slowest possible gpeeds The Rlagizns have
many decadent cugtoms,; and it would not do for the First Lady of Troyius to
exhibit such effete behaviour, T will instruct her in civilised usage as we go.m

"Very well, sir," Spock agreed with forced calmness. "My First Officer
will show you to your quarters, while I attend tc leaving Troyius,"

Petri barely glanced at Kirk. "I am not accustomed to dealing with
underlings."

Kirk was avware of an unaccustomed anger. "Mr. Ambassador," he said evenly,
but with steel in his voice. "I am gecond in command of the Interprise. Should
anything happen to Captain Spock, T will automatically take command. On those
terms, I am hardly an 'underling'.”

Petri stiffened and glanced at Spock,; obviously wailting for him to reprimand
presumption, Instead, Spock sald quietly, "Commander Kirk is correct, Mr. Amb-
assador, He i1s my right hand, and subordinate only to me on the Tnterprise.
Hardly an 'underling'. I .am delegating this duty to him so that I can go direct
to the bridge and zet course for Flas ~ in accordance with your instructions
to me.”

Petrits lips tightened. Then he sald, "Very well., But I wish it to be
clearly understood that I will not deal with inferiors.”

Kirk drew a deep breath, the control learned during the years of the Captain's
rmle coming to his aid. "If you will come this way, sir.®

Spock watched them goy, aware of some pity for the hapless aides, then headed
for the turbolift. He was just entering it when he remembered the temperament
of the Elasn of hig original uwniverse, and could not control a ghudder. If this
Tlasn had even half of the high spirited nature of her counterpart, this ship
would soon become z battlefield, for he could not sxpect her To co~operate with
Petri - indeed, she could probahbly be counted on to do the exact opposite of
what he suggested/ordered/advised/recommended - Spock was not sure which word
best sulted Petri's role ag teacher of etigquette, considering Elasn's position
a8 progpective Princess of Troyiuss her position might place ner above Petri,
0T, 48 & voman, her position might hold 1ittle if any importance. He wished
there was gsome way they could find out beforehand...

"Your quarters, sic.”

Kirk stood outside the door of the msin guest cabin as it slid open. Petri
marched in, stopped, and stared around.

It is not what I am accustomed to." fThe Troylan's expression was again
that of a man demesning himself by associsting with infericrs.

YT am sorry if the cabin is not to vyour liking, Ambassador," ¥Kirk seid
gquietly, once again calling on fthe control so hard-learned in the pagt. W"This
ig the best of the guest cabins. There is very little sgpace to gpare on board
a Starship; oven the senior officers! quarters are no larger than this."

"immm,."  The scorn in the Ambassador's snort was barely concealed. He
marched in, followed by his addes, who hurried to take his exfengive luggage
to him, their own small cases left in the corridor. Kirk hesiiated, half wanting
te retreat, half aware that he had to direct these four unfortunates to their
quarters. At least he was not under Petri's authority... Diplomacy and courtesy
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to 8 visilting dignitary might compel them to obey his orders, but when it came
to the crunch, he had no real authority on board.

Petri noticed Kirk waiting, and waved a condescending hand. "Ch, you may
80, Officer.”

Mow did Petri really mot remember his name. « he had paid little encugh
sttention to it during fthe introduction = or was this a piece of caleulated
ingult? "™What about your men, Ambasgador? They do not yet know their rooms.®

ou can walt outside unti wave finished with them.
wy t tgid il I & f ned th tl #

Fnovgh was enough, "I'm afvaid T can'i, Ambassadcr. 1 have my own duties
to attend to. If you could spare one of them for a minute T can show him the
rooms." Besides, it doesn't need four nursemaids to atiend to one spoiled and
self-important man. Kirk spoke with a firrness that clearly surprised Petris
in spite of the Human's previous 'deflilance'.

"Ohy very well. Cyon, go with him; and return ag goon as you know the
TOOMES . ™

"Wes, your honour."

The man followed Kirk owut. Kirk smiled at him, but remained silent until
the door higsed shut. "Is he always like thise®

Cyon glanced nervougly at the door, and swallowed. He seemed to be torm
between fear of the Ambassador and instilled respect for a superior. "ALl high
Troylans are...arcss."

®"hrrogant bastards?" Kirk suggested.

The Troyian locked away. %"Do not say that! If he were to hear you...
They are very proud men, your honour., Is it not so with your people?™

"Well, there are a few in love with thelr own importance, but not on this
ghip,” ¥irk said cheerfully. He went along the corrider to the next room. "This
is one of the rooms ~ the other one is that one across the corridor. I'm afraid
you'll have to double up -~ we don't have many guest cabins, and we have to keep
gcme for the Dohlmen's party." He opened the door and went ing Cyon followed
him,

“Pat this is... Your honour, thig ig too good for men such as Wes.."

"You don't have to call me 'vour honour', Cyon," Kirk sald gently. "My
name is Kirk.®

Cyon shook his head. "You are gracious, honour Kirk, But lord Petri would
be angered if any of us were to be presumptucus.”

Al right - if you feel you have to he formal, my rank is Commander. It
ig fully acceptable to address any Starfiecet officer by his rank, and ncbedy
could accuse you of presumption.”

Cyon gave an odd littls bow, then scurried back to Petri's rcom. Kirk
watched him go, a glight frovn wrinkling his forshead; he was irres istably
reminded of his own attitude towards the Captain, Put...four of them? Vhat
sort of man was Petri, that all four of his aides should go fear him? What
sort of hold had he over them? TFor surely with four aides, they could give each
other courage to seek for help. He had been alene, with no-cne toc turn to,
enslaved by the Capiain's mental hold. But there was no report that Troyains
were telepathic in any way.

¥irk decided that he definitely did not like Petri.

The customary formal dinner for Petri and his men was a dismal failure,
although the Ambassador clearly was not aware of it. The aides ate almost no-
thing, waiting until Petri was ¢learly finished each course before starting,
apparently alert should he require any of them; as soon as Petri indicated
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that he was ready for the next course, they immediately stopped eating, and
indicated thelr own readiness. ZKirk tried stalling tactics at the second course,
and found that they waited until he was finished too before starting to eat, and
Petrli gave them only a few seconds' grace before looking for whatever was next.
Spock seemed to notice nothing, but Kirk knew that his friend was becoming
increagingly angry.

Conversation was minimzal, with Petri holding the floor almost single~hand-
edly. BEvery attempt to introduce a new topic of conversation was sidetracked
by the Ambassador's voice holding forth again. He spoke incessantly, and said
nothing.

Almost as soon as the meal was over, Petri departed, his aides scuttling
at his heelzs, The Interprise officers watched them go, relisved that thisg
evening, at lezst, wag over.

Captain and First Cfficer made their way along the corridor and paused at
Spock's door. "Would you care for a game of chess, Jim?"

Kirk grimmed. "Pleage. I need something to help me relax after...that.”
"Are you finding him tooc cverpowering?" Spock asked.

"I keep having to remind myself that he has no actual authority on this
ship," Kirk admitted. "But actually, he makes me angry. The way he treats
those poor devilas..!

"Yes. His aides they may be, but he treats them more like slaves. They
do seem to behave ag if he has unlimited power over them."

"As for his arrogance... He knows virtually nothing, that showed clearly
with every word he said, but the way he - carried on, he'd make any expert feel
ignorant — at Te=et while he was talking."

Spock allowed himself to smile slightly. "Indeed. T found myself hoping
to find a subject - any subject - that would lesve him at a complete loss, but
I doubt that there is one. Don't underrate hig intelligence, Jim. He said
nothing...in a great many words...but that does not mean that he is a fool. I
would suspect that he has a surface lmowledge of a sreat many subjects. Cert-
ainly enough to let him talk at length without making any mistakes."

Kirk looked suddenly thoughtful., "No, he didn't, did he." He began to set
out the chess board.:

"I think Mr. Petri is a typical politician, Jim. A man with a devious
mind, who is incapable of dealing simply with anything. A very naive approach
might leave him at a lossy he would be so busy locking fer the underlying
threat that he would miss the simple facts."

"I feel sorry for Elaan," Kirk commented. "Of course, she might be like
Karen, and enjoy the position, being prepared to put up with the...the
inconveniences. But to be forced to live in any sort of proximity to Petri...
and from what Cyon ~ one of his men - let slip when I showed him thelr rooms,
all high Troyiang are 'very proud'. Could you imagine living in a world
populated by Petrig?®

Spock moved a pawn, opening the game. "A feudal system??

Kirk make his move, then said siowly, "It could be. I hadn't thought that
far. Is there any way we could find outtin

"Short of azsking Petri or one of his men, I wouldn't think so. The
Federation clearly doesn't know about it if it is.”

"Therets one thing - wvhatever sort of culiure the Elas of this universe
has, there isn't much chance of Flaszn thinking this Petri is weak or soft.M

"No," Spock said. "Therve isn't,"
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There was little contact between Petri and his men and the Enterprise crew
for the rest of the trip to Flag. The four aides seemed to have no free time;
all their = or rather, all Petri's - waking hours saw them on duty in his cabin,
vhere he remained almost constantly. When they were dismissed, they crept to
their guarters, almost as if afraid of disturbing their master by walkirg
normally.

(n the second day, a thought struck Kirk, and he went along to the room he
had showed tc Cyon, and buzzed, just after the four men had rebturned to their
cabins.

Tha door was opened almost guiltily fast, and he weni in. As he had hoped,
Cyon was one of the occupants.

"Henour Kirk!"™ Cyon exclaimed. "How may we serve youlT!
"How much have you had to eat since you came aboard?"

"Enough, honour ¥irk," Cyon assured him. "The Ambassador...after he has
eaten, wesss"

Get the scraps he has left®" Kirk demanded, more harshly than he had
intended.

"Ttessit is the custom," Cyon whispered. It was with a digtinet feeling
of guilt +that Kirk realised that the man was probably as afrald of him asg he
was of his master.

ot on this ahip, Cyon," Kirk said, more gently. "0n this ghip, everyone
gats properly. After this, you will all go to the mess once you've come off
duty, and get yourselves a proper meal .M

"illeswwill your Captain not bhe angered with you for letting us do thist®
Cyon asked, hisg volce uncertzain. "We would not want te get you into trouble,
honour Kirk."

ingry?? Kirk asked, startled. "He's more likely to be angry if I didn't
let you go. Cyon, I'm second in command on the Interprise, the Captain's
immediate subordinate. It's my duty to see to things like this, to keep the
Captain from being troubled with all the little things that can happen on a
ships. DBut even if it wasn't, common humanity would dictate that I tell you
this. BEven the most juniur ensign has the authority to tell passengers on the
ship where to eat, and ncbody would get inito trouble for doing it."

THonour Kirk...the Ambagsader will be angry..."

¥irk felt the wunsccustomed rage building in him again. He forced himself
to speak quietly. "Why?"

"We are...gervants., Of low birth, though not, it is true, of the lowest
birth. Those of the lowest birth tend the fields, work in the factories... We
are of the middle caste, hoour Kirks we work in offices, act as aides to the
high born..."

"And 211 the time you'wve terrified in case your work is unsatisfactory and
the highborn demote you and pack you ¢ff to work in a factory®" Xirk guessed.

The two men glanced at each other, "It...it hag been known. MNot only the
auilty man, but his entirve family..."

How had the Federation missed this? Kirk wondered. Hard on the heels of
that thought came another. Perhaps they hadn't. Perhaps they knew of 1%, but
had chosen ag yet fto do nothings the non-interference directive affected
Tederation members ag well as newly-discovered planets. Such a sysbtem was
subject to much abuse, but trying to overset it in a day would cause even more
suffering than the system 1ltself.

A1l right, I'11 see to it that food is brought here, to your quarters.
The Ambagsador need never know. As far as he is concerned, the ordinary crew
is as much beneath his notice as...as the lowest born on your planet would be,
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if T read him correctly. He'll never ask sny of them what they're doing in
this corridor - and they've every right %o be here anyway - and I certainly
won't tell him anything about this conversation. And Cyon - don't give up
hope. Uroyius is a member of the Federation; and the Federation will bring
about changes in your status. Maybe not for a generation...but it will happen.
Perhaps not for you = but for your children there may be hope for a better life
than running to obey someone like your Ambassador."

"I hope that you are right, horour Kirk."

As Kirk left to give the necessary orders, he reflected that Cyon did have
courage te say as much as he had in the hearing of the other man, If his
fellow chose to repeat that conversation to Petri, Cyon could be in severe
trouble. On the other hand, he probably wouldn'® repeat it unless ithere was
some definite benefit to be gained; and Kirk strongly doubted that Petri would
give any benefits to his underlings under any circumstances.

The party assembled in the transporter room to meet the Blasian Dohlman
consisted of Petri and the usual Interprise group of Spock, Kiik, McCoy, Masters
and an honour guard. Two of Petrits 'aldes' were also present, and Kirk found
nimself wondering where the other two were. Were they doing something for
Petri in his quarters, or was the Troyian simply and in a subtle fashion insult-
ing Elaan by not having his entire entourage present? The two who were present
gseemed to be the ones lacking in any intelligence or initiative, Kirk also
noteds Cyon and his roommate definitely appeared to be the most intelligent of
the four. '

The Elasian party materialised; four men, clearly guards, and two women.
At first sight it was not clear which of them was Eilaan: then the assembled
group realised that the younger of the iwo wore by far the finer clothes.

There was a momentary pause before Flasn seemed o gather herselif together
and stepped forward. Kirk was aware of an instant sympathy; the young Elasian
was clearly desperately shy, and he was conscious of anger at the inconsiderate
officials who had sent her, not, he was sure, of her own choice, away from
everything she knew to spend the rest of her life among strangers - and such
strangers! Her waid followed close, looking almost as terrifieds even the four
guards looked unsure, asg 1f they had been given iradequate instructions.

Kirk knew he could do nothing to help her at this moment; even Spock did
not have the right to speak. Protocol demanded that she must be greeted by
Petri, the official representative of his govermment, and Petri was in no hurry
to terminate the ordeal of someone he clearly despised.

Then Petri boweds; little more than a nod of hisg head, the gesture was
insulting by its very superficiality. Flaan flushed, and Kirk realised that,
vnsure and shy though she was, she fully realised the contempt with which Petri
regarded her. Indeed, Kirk could almost sense the thought that must be in her
mind -~ is it only this man, or will it be all the Troyiasns who desplse me?

"You are welcome, Lady Elaan." The formal greeting completely lacked
warmth, and for a moment the young Flasian looked as if she would willingly turn
and flee back to the planet that she would never see again, to the home that no
longer gave her securlity against the harsh reslities of being & woman of high
family. .

She had courage, however; she reised her head resolutely, to give the
formal reply quietly. "I am impatient to reach my new home, my lord.” Her
voice had a slight accent which made it sound more mvpical than the Troyian's
harshly accurate, unaccented speechy but the the Enterprise officers had no
difficulty in realising that tc Peiri, this would be ancther fault: anocther
sign of the inferiority of her races sancther trait that would have to be
teducated' out of her,

Helpless to assist her, Spock stepped forward, Kirk at his heels. Their
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regpectiul bows made her flush again, clesrly embarrassing her even more than
Petri's rudeness had done. Spock introduced his officers, fully aware that in
this situation Petri ghould have performed this office but knowing that the
Troyian considered it beneath his dignity, and assigned Masters, as genilor
woman on the ship, to escort the Dohlman to her quartersy all the while cone~
scicus that Petri would consider it a sign that the Ceplain also despised the
Flagian since the duty was given, not to the second in command but to someone
of . even less rank. But Spock also knew that Masters would be able fto give the
young Nohiman the reassurance she so desperately needed that not all the
universe was hogtile.

The fermal dirmner that night was extremely uncomfortable. Deprived of even
the illusory support of her gervants, Flaan found herself the target for the
first of Petrits 'insitructionZ!'.

She knew that she must learn new customs, and had clearly decided that
rathor than make any glaring mistekes at table, she would watch and sece what
the others did before she made a2 move. Kirk, sensitive to Petri's evident wish
to humiliate Flaan at every possible opportunity, glanced at Spock and saw that
ke algo was aware of their guest's problem. TFortunately, both Charlene Masters
and Uhura were present; which made it easier for the Vulecan to disguise his
guiet order to the yeoman serving them that she should serve one of the Fnter—
prise crew first before Elaan, who, as a visiting female dignitary, would nor-
mally heve been served first.

¥laan watched closely, following the other women's lead, anrd made no migt—
ake over the service; and the soup course pasged easily. Conversatlon was
gpasmodic, and consisted mainly of guiet conversation among the Interprise
officers. Petri was watching Elaan like a cat ready to pounce on an unguspect-
ing birds; Flaan watched Masters and Uhura as closely, with an occasional glance
at the other Humans, clearly intelligent enough to realise that some siight
variety in mamners was inevitable, and probably acceptable.

The meat course was served.

As Flzan picked up her fork, Kirk realised her complete unfamiliarity with
the utensil, Petrit's attention was fully attracted. He walited for a moment
until Flaan made her first unskilled attempt to use the fork, then said formally,

WMy lady, I think it would be advisable if you were to practice using a
fork for at least an hour cach day. Such clumsiness would not be condoned at
the Royal table.®

"pmbassador, I believe that your advice is unnecessary," Spock said coldly.
"The Lady Elasn is clearly fully aware that differences in table manners exist
between her culfure and yours. I consider that she is waking an admirable
attempt at using an unfamiliar utensil, and indeed you should be grateful that
she is willing to try. There are many who would insist on retaining the manners
to which they are accustomed.”

Tlaan flushed, almogt more embarrassed by Spock's defence than by Petri's
attack, The Troyian's colour deepened slightly too, and Kirk realised that Spock
had just made a bad enemy. Are all Troyiansg like this? he wondered even as he
remembered Cyon's words - 'All high Troyians are...' But if .they're not, what-
ever possessed them to send thig one on guch a mission?

Wow that Peiri had spoken, however, maldng his disapproval felt, the
nterprise officers began to advise Klaan openly. Uhura showed hex the most
efficient way to hold a forlk; McCoy openly cut up a lot of what was on hex
plate, so that she neesd concentrate only on handling the fork, though they all
insisted that she should use it left~handed., They praised her efforts, and
under the influence of their approval she begen te relax and gain confidence,

Petri, finding himself completely ignored, scowled angrily as he applied




himgelf to his meal. He already felt
that this trip was beneath hig dignity;
to be neglected while everyone paid
attention to a stupid litile
barbarian who clearly failed to
appreciate the signal honour dene
to her and her race by the Troy=-
lans was an insult for which, on
Troyius, he would demand inst-
ant reparation in blcod. But
thege cffeminate Starfleet
officers did not duel; so
erascuiated were they that

they didn't seem even to
recognise an insult. He

almost respected the Vulcan

who had dared to disagree with
him, but until he could wipe

out the shame of that dig-
sgreement in blcod, he was die-
graced, It wag fortunate that
hig underlings had not been
presente..

The rest of the meal ag
without incident., Elaan sipped
the after-dinner brandy, and
made a slight face,

"You do not need to drink
it if you dislike it, Lady
Blaan," Spock said quietly.

"Tt ig unfamiliar toc me,"
Tlaan replied shyly. "My people do
net have such beverages.!

"You must bhecome accustomed to
them," Petri said flatly. "They are
gexrved at all banguets on Troyius.”
His tone said 'harbarian'.

"T hardly think it necessary," Spock said innocently. "Not all of the races
in the Pederation imbibe intoxicants; wmy own race does not. And I have never
heard that Vulcans are despised because they choose not to dull their wits with
alcohol." There was a subtle challenge in his voice. He turned to Hlsan ag the
challenge went unanswered. "All you need say, my Lady, is that, like the
Vulcans, your race does not drink alcohel, and ask for fruit juice instead,

There may be some surprise shown the first time, but thereafter you should find
your hosts regpecting your viewsg."

ind if they press you, saying that you shoulid try it, just tell them that
you have tried it and didn't like the stuff," Kirk added. "That's why I don't
drink anything except brandy, occasionally, cr Vulecan wine, which has almost no
alcoholic contents Those are the only drinks T enjoy." A slight shadow pagsed
over hig face as he remembered one horrible night when the Captain had forced him
to  drink a mixture of a dozen or more liquors; the increased unsteadiness and
mental confusicn, and the sickness and the terrible hangover that feollowed. The
only good thing about it was that he was completely unzble to remember any
details of how he got the many bruises that he had found covering his boedy the
next day.

She smiled gratefully and pushed the glass away. "Indeed, I do not like
ity she murmured.

"You haven't ftrised it properlyl"™ sunapped Petri.
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¥Kirk glared at him, VAmbassador, have you ever been compelled to consume
alcohol against your will? Rspecially drinks you were unused to?" he asked
with icy politeness. "I was, once, years ago; a 'friend' whe thought it amus-
ing to get me hopelessly, incapably drunk... I can assure you, it was most
unpleasant. Given time, the Lady Elaan may indeed discover some beverage that
she enjoys, tut if she does not, it is wanton cruelty to force her to drink.”

Petri flushed angrily. The accusation of crueliy had shaken him -~ thought-
less and inconsiderate he might be — those were the prerogatives of his pogition
- but he was nct, to his way of thinking, deliberately cruel. His anger at
Kirk for meking such an accusation knew no bounds. Barbariang = the Humans and
the Vulcan! Offering insult which they were not prepared to support with their
blood!

Since Flaan was obviously unhappy about her periods of 'tuition' from
Petri, on the second day Spock suggested that she might respond more readily
if she received additional instruction from one of the Humans, "I can delegate
Mr. Kirk for the task," he said, knowing that Petri would not lower himself to
operate through anyone of lower rank, although he was reluctant to expose Kirk
to the Troyian's rudeness and arrogance. "If you tell Mr. Kirk what the
Dohlman must know, he can supplement your instruction with additional tuitions
thig would avoid encroaching to any extent on your own valuable free time."

s

Tacts he thought bitterly, The man has nothing to do but teach the poor
child., But the job is an affront to his dignity.

It seemed that the suggestion was alsc an affront to his dignity. "No
Human could instruet the Dohlman adequately in Troyian custcm.”

Spock could sense the hate that filled the Ambassador's heart. So. Their
digzlike of the Troyian was veciprocated, full measure. The Vulcan was not
surprised. Petri, in all of his arrogant highborn life, had probably never
before had to accept people he regarded as his inferiors, because they were alien,
as being even close tc being equal to him, His father - and other highborn
Troyians of his father's and grandfather's genewations = were probably the only
people he had ever had to obey, apart from the King. And at the same time,
Spock was mildly amused by the thought that his own family, one of the most
influential on Vulecan, was probably wealthier and of longer lineage than Petii 's.
And although his own dirvect line would end with him - he felt a momentary guilt,
gquickly reasoned away, that his impotence, which the Captain had not shared,
was depriving Sarek and T'Pau of grandchildren. But then it was the Captain
who had caused Jim's impotence, and there was no guarantee that his sadistic
counterpart would have taken a secondary wife to bed except during the pon farr
triggered by the bonding required by the family council., Perhaps not even then,
either, unwillingly obsessged by Kirk ag he had been. No -~ the only chance of
giving Sarek a direct heir lay with Kirk. Perhaps one day he might recover
sufficiently to take a Vulcan woman -~ who would understand the sitvaticn - as
secondary wife and sleep with her long enough %o father a child. Indeed, once
he did that, the psychological bar would be gone, and. Jim could continue to
experience a full -~ and hopefully satisfying - sex life.

Meanvhile, Spock simply said, "As you wish, Ambassador," inclined his head
gracefully, and left the Troyian without waiting for even a token disgmissal.

Petri stared at the closed door., Insolent barbarian! he thought angrily,
while his aides hovered near, nervcusly awaiting the explosion.

Spock headed back to the bridge, his face wearing the extra—expressionless
look that his friends knew disguised congiderable emotional turmoil, His over-
whelmning reaction was anger — a helpless angsr directed at the politicians of
two worlds, but in particular those of Elas, who could without apparent compun-
ction saerifice a shy, inbroverted girl, hardly more than a child, in the name
of interplanetary peace that might be of very short duration. If Elasan's
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rreposed husband was anything at all like Pefri - and the indications were that
he would be - he would find the girl useless; and she would repidly be driven
to a nervous breakdown. Jim had been in much the same position; and Spock
knew that if he had not come into this universe when he did, Jim - if he had
survived - would by now be a nervous wreck. The Capiain had been far sighted
enough to get what he wanted; but he had failed to recognise what the long-
term cumulative effect of hig behaviour would be.

Kirk rose from the command chair as Spock entered the bridge, noted the
expression on the Vulcan's face, interpretated its cause correctly and said
guietly, "All normal, Captain.®

Spock nodded, "Thank you, Mr. Kirk." He settled into the command chair:
Kirk hesitated for a moment before turning sway, then realising that here, con
the bridge, was not the place to offer reassurance, he moved back to the science
console,

The rec room was almost completely empty. In one coryner, Kirk ncticed -
with some surprise = Petri and twe of his aides - {yon's roommate and one of
the two that Kirk mentally identified as halfwits. TIven as Kirk watched, this
man dropped something. Instantly, Petri swung hls hand, striking the hapless
alde and gending him staggering teckwards.

Kirk moved instantly, in instinctive sympathy for the bullied man. He
reached the fallen Troyian an instant before Petri, and stood beitween them,
his eyes daring Peitri to complete the threatened kick,

"I don't know what your customs are on Troyius," he said colidly, "but on
the Interprise, civilised men do not strike - or kick = their subordinates.”

Petrits pale-blue~tinted face flushed to an apoplectic ultramarine,
"Civilised? You are cowardly barbarians! Afvsid %o punish your inferiors, you
crawling insignificancesi®

¥¥ou forgct vourself, Ambassadori"

The handful of crewmembers in the room froze at the crack in Kirk's voice.
HNone of them had ever realised that their shy, cuietly competent superior
possessed this forceful authority, though Gary Mitchell had heard a shadow of
it.e A% the time, he had wondered when Kirk had developed that forcefulness -
now he realised that he had bheen let off far moxe lightly than he had thought.

Even Petri was halted, his mouth open %o deliver another insult. He stared
at Kirk, wawilling respect mingled with the uncompromising hatred in his eyves.
Then -

"You dare to challenge me? I have heard that the FPederation agrees to all
member planets retaining their own laws, their own customs, Yet you challenge
my right to punish wmy servant?¥

Y1 do not challenge your wight to do so, Ambassader., I challenge the
method of punishment." Kirik's voice was inflexilbe.

"o man understands punishment unless it is inflicted on his body," snaried
Petri. %And your interference in my affairs is an affrent to my honour. I
challenge you to duel - now - in this place. Since you are alien, T will permit
myself to be appeased by first blood. Andros - fetch my duelling swordsi"

"Yesg, your honour." Oyon's roommate threw Kirk a glance that might have
been called apolegetic and scurried cut.

Kirk clamped a tight control on his thoughts. Petri had clearly been
spoiling for a fight ever since he came on board, although Kirk had nct realised
until now that duelling wag part of the Troyian ethesy now he was surprised
that he had not realised it earlier - it fit with a fesudal background. Well,
he was happy to oblige - especially sgince Petri clearly considered him eazsy meat.
But he must allow no inkling of this to iMpinge on Spock's mind through their
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hond - if Spock realised, and came down, he would only be able to intervene
by taking Kirk's place -~ which would not encourage Fetri to respect them -
and Kirk knew himself to be the better fencer.

The door slid open again. Kirk glanced anxiously towards it - had Spock
realised something was wrong? But it was only Andros, breathless and clutching
a long bundle which he took to Petri.

The Troyian touched a catch and the 1id of the long case opened gracefully.
Andros put the container down.

Petri gestured condescendingly. "Give the Human first choice of weapons.”

Carefully, Andros picked up the swords, placing them ascross his arm so
that the hilts projected. He approached Kirk, his eyes fixed on the Human's
face. Then, deliberately, he lowered his eyes. '

Kirk looked down a2t the swords. The hilt of one was projecting fraction-
ally further than the other...was Andros looking at the cother, the one less
invitingly presented?

Deliberately, Kirk reached out and, ignoring the hilt projecting nearer fo
him on the right, grasped the other. Andros glanced quickly up as he turned
away, and Kirk knew then that he had chosen correctly. The swords might Look
identicals Andros clearly knew that they were not, and had tried to indicate
this = successfully.

Kirk swung the sword experimentally. It balanced well, and although it
was heavier than the foils he was accustomed %o, he knew that it would be an -
eagy weapon to fight with.

Petri ook his sword, and drew in his breath with a soft hiss. Amxiety to
get at his enemy - or frustration because Kirk had not taken the more obhvious
sword, had not fallen into the trap Petri clearly prepared for all those he
challenged?

¥irk watched Petri as they approached each other, The Treyian was abill
angrys that was plain. But he had himself well in hand. Kirk's owmn indig-
nation at Petri's behaviour had cooled to an icy determination to teach the
boorish Trovian a legson. But he did not lose sight of realitys Petri must
be a good fighter, and it would do the Federation little good if Petri defeated
him ignominiously. If he was defeated, it must be only barely: whatever the
outcome, he must put up a good enouvgh fight to force Petri to regard him as a
worthy opponent.

Their swords touched in brief salute, and Petri attacked instantly, forcing
¥irk into a defensive posture. The Human parried easily, relaxed and graceful
in his movements, willing to let the older men tirve himself. There was an ocdd
clumsiness in the Trovian's ewordplay, Kirk noticeds he was expending far more
energy in his attack than necessary...and he was an experienced dueller; with
his background, he had to be an experienced dueiler. TUnlesS...

The trap Petri clearly prepared for all those he challenged. Andros must
have orders — probably a standing order - to present one of the pwords in a
manner designed to encourage an unwary opponent to take it. Bub Kirk had
treated Petri's servants with a courtesy they had never received from Petris
this one had therefore done all he could to let Kirk know which sword wasg the
better one. The other, which Petri had been forced to fake, was probably
poorly balanced compared te the one Kirk had taken. Petri could not accuse
Andros of anything ~ the warning had been subtle - and must accept that the
odds were that scmeone he challenged might pick the 'wrong' swords the one
intended f T Petri himseif. That being so, Petri had probably worked out a
method of attack for any time he did get the wrong weapon., This ingtant and
unrelenting attack was possibly his way of ensuring a rapid victory before his
opponent had time to think.

Kirk knew he had to be careful. Rven a poorly balanced sword wasg




dangerous in the hands of a master. In addition, it could not be handled with
the precision one would expect of a skilled swordsmans a feint or thrust might
well be mistimed so that a steandard parry would be ineffective.

The thoughts passed through his mind almost instantanecusly. He smiled to
himgelf,; grimly determined that he must win.

He remained on the defensive, deliberately letting Petri continue to
attack while he waited for the Troyilan to become over confident. He could see
already in Petri's eye the belief that Kirk was, at besst, a middling fencer,
unsure of how best to attack a more forceful and aggressive opponent.,

Petri aittacked again, in a fierce flurry of feints and thrusts. Kirk met
them all easily: he was beginning to anticipate Petri's moves, seeing in the
Troyian an unimaginative swordsman, technically excellent but lacking that vital
spark that made the differvence between a good fighier and an almost unbeatable
cne. Then, sesing for the firet time a fractional hegitation in his opponent,
Kirk exploded into action. Two guick thrusts sent Petri a step backwards, the
second one only bharely parried; themn the Troyian was fighting desperately to
defend himself. Kirk could have wounded Petri severely during that onslaughts
he restrained himself, however, content to wait until he could cause a less
serious injury. I% would not do to injure the Troyian Ambassador too severelys
the Federstion would not be too pleased if he did, even although Petri had
challenged and it was a facet of Troyian life,

Ahevl.therel
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Kirk thrust, deflected the frantic parry easily, and piecrced his opponent's
shoulder. Petri dropped his sword, his other hand moving to cover the wound,
muttering a harsh word in Troyian that the translators failed to identify.

Hig twe aides moved to assist him., Almost petulanily he thrust them away
and glared at Kirk, seemingly aboui to attack the Human with his bare hands.
Kirk raised the sword again defensively.

) "First blood, I think you said, Ambassador?" It must have been even more
galling for the Troyian to realise that Kirk was barely out of breath.

YT concede." The Troyian glared at him for a moment longer then turned on
his heel and marched out. One aide scurried at his heelss; Andros delayed to
retrieve the swords.

Nothing must be sald alouds; but Kirk smiled warmly at the Troyian as he
reiinguished the sword, and knew that the unspoken thanks was understcod. Then
Andros hurried away.

Mhat caused that, Jim?®

Kirk glanced round with a rueful smile. "Spock. I tried not to let you
know - but I had to concentrate so completely on defending myself, at first,
that my shield must have slipped.”

"Only barely," Spock assured him. "I knew only that something was wrong.
Then when T came in I was afraid that my presence would distract you, but - as
you gald - you were concentrating too completely even to be aware of me. What
caused itV

Kirk sighed. "Petri was bullying one of his men. I interfered. He grabbed
at the excuse to challenge me."

"ou'lve made a bad enemy, Jim."
"He was that already, I think. But what eise could I have done?%
"Nothing," Spock admitted.

The rec rcoom had by now shrugged off the excitement, although both men
were quite sure that those present would spread the story very quickly. They
left together; Kirk said softly, "I'll give you %en credits that the whoie ship
knows about this by bedtime,”

Spock ghook hisg head. "“Fagter than that," he said.

In the privacy of Spock's guarters, Kirk sat back and consciously relaxed.
As Spock had said, he had made a bad enemy; but at least he knew it now. Trom
the speed of the challenge, he could be sure that Petri had only been sesking
ar excuse,

The Troyian's hatred was now out in the open, however; and Kirk considered
that open enmity was less dangerous than the hidden variety.

The legsson was even more abortive than usual, with Petri even more short-
tempered than before, little though Flaan had believed that possibvle. Of course,
ghe had heard of the Ambassador's duel with the Firegt O0fficer; i1t was already
the talk of the ship, hastily broken off whenever Petri appeared = and the tale
had lost nothing in the telling, she was sure. As recounted to her by her naid,
Kirk had chased Petri all round the rec room before finally ending the fights
Tlaan wasg certain that the details were exaggerated; but it had been a sop to
her wounded pride that the Troyian had been defeated at his own game.

Even if she had not heard about it, however, Flasn would have known that
gomething had happened, for the Ambasgsador's right arm was in a sling and
clearly pained him.

Unfortunately, he was now intent on salveging some of his pride by humil-
iating her, making her loolk more of a fool than necessary,
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Knowing his motives did not make it easier to hear the Troyian's calculated
insults, however; his sarcastic and pointed comments on her shortcomings grew
more and more barbed, while in her attempts to master the lesscon she grew more
and more clumsy. ' ' '

Pinally, with an angry snarl, he dismissed her,

Wwith her maid at her heels, Flaszn hurried along the corridor towards her
cabin, conscioug only of the need to reach the privacy of her guarters before
she broke down. Yet mixed with her sense of humiliation was a dawning anger.

The door slid safely shut; she submitted silently to the maid's attentions,
then nodded dismissal,

. Bven now, alone at lagt, she dared not risk her rigid self control. She
wag Dohlman of Elas; a Tohlman did not, could not, permit herself the luwury.
of crying as 1f she were gtill a bhaby, even when ghe was treated as if she was
gtill an infant too young to understand anything.

She nursed her gsense of outrage, using it zsza shield against the threat-
ening tears. How dared that Troyian boor criticise Elagian manners! If their
marners were different, it was the Troylans who had the less civiliged customs -~
after all, Elas was the original home of hoth races and in their fight to
colonise the new world the Troyians had clearly become more barbaric = despite
apparent cultural advances. A race which gave full attention to hygenic
principles would act need to avoid touching food with the fingers... Granted,

a 'fork' was quite a useful object and eating with one kept the fingers from
becoming greasy, but greasy or siticky fingers were a minor and short~lived
inconvenience.

As for thelr scclal structure...that was utterly barbaric! Her own serve
antg obeyed her unquestioningly, but without fear, knowing that along with the
privileges of being nobly born (and these privileges were fewer than anyone
could dream who was not nobly born) the #lasian aristocrscy recognised their
regponsibilities to their people. But Troyian aristocrats, it seemed, recog-
nised only privilege. Yet.,..how secure were they?

The door buzzer sounded, making her jamp, even though it was not entirely
unexpected. Gathering her dignity, she called, "Come."

Cyon hurried in, throwing a hasty glance along the corridor as he did.
Imperceptibly, she relaxed.

Kirk moved among the plants of the ship's ‘garden', clipboard in hand,
checking the various experiments that were in progress. Here, rare seeds of
some of Vulcan's desert cacti were growing, still too small for survivai %o be
certain but lecoking promiging. This was his own experiment, from seeds
gathered after one of the Vulcan desert's rare dovmpours. He checked the
record. Hmme.., A little water would not go amiss. Carefully, he allowed
water to trickle onto the edge of the srowing area., Some of it ran freely over
the dry surface to lie for some moments before sinking inte the sand. He noted
the date on the record along with the progress of the growing seedlings, then
moved on. He paused for a moment to greet Certrude/Beauregard, the sensitive
plant that was regarded by the sclientific staff as a crosg betwesn a pet and
the ship's mascot, The plant chirruped happily. Kirk moved on, wondering yet
again if the plant really did possess intelligence, no matter how rudimentary.
There seemed to be no way of finding out.

e had sown some of the cactus seed in fertile soll, and now compared
thelr growth to that of the others, planted in some of Vulcan's desert sand.
Their growth had been fast, after the initial germinations now, however; they
were looking unhappy, their growth straggly and unhealthily yellow.

Ilmmm &

Fe quickly prepared another tray with some of the Vulcan soil that he had



collected, and carefully transplanted half of the seedlings, moistening the tray
Just enough to allow the roois to settle, noted it in his record, and moved on.

‘He came round a clump of the'permanent plants of the 'garden' - znd found
Flaan.

She was sitting in what had to be the most secluded part of the ship's
'garden'; and Kirk thought he had never seen anyone more woebegone.

As ghe saw him, she made a pathetic attempt at a smiley Kirk was lrres ist-
ably reminded of the day he had stumbled along a corvideor, humiliated, desperate,
and the overvhelming relief of bumping into Scotty and being forced to confide
in him., He had no doubt that he had locked, that day, much as Elaan did now.

Sheer fellow=feeling,; coupled with the realisation that here he could
perhaps in sgome way repay his debt to the dead Scoity, took him forward to sit
beside her.

ell me.'
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She shook her head. "It's...it's nothing, really..."

"Let me be the judge of that. Is Ambassader Petri getting back at you
for everything?"

"f.ue.T don't know what that mezns. But...according to him, I can't do
anything right. He won't fell me properly what he wants, then he shouts at
me for getting it wrong., Cyon ~ one of his men -~ has been trying to help
me, but he's only middle-born -~ he can't know properly 21l of the things that
Pelri is supposed tc teach me, but without him I'd be even worse. And I know
I'm going to make a focl of myself when we reach Troyiug..."

Having to say it broke her fragile control., She scbbed bitterly, trying,
even 80, tc choke back the tears.

Kirk slipped a brotherly arm round her shoulders and steadied her. She
lezned against him gratefuily and z2landoned the unsuccessful attempt to control
herself,

TPinally the desperate sobbing easeds; she pulled herself out of his
comforting grasp. Gently, he wiped away a last tear as it trickled down her
damp cheek, "Better?"

"Thank you."

"Don't worry too much. I know Petri is a right bastard, but there's no
reason to think your prospective husband is." It was surprisingly difficult
to vocalise the lie.

"You don't really believe that,; do you?"

Kirk sighed. "No, I don't suppose I do. But I am sure he'll fall in love
with you. You've very brave, Lady Flaan.® Moved by an impulse he could not
define, he leaned over and kigsed her forehead lightly., "“Come now; I'll
gscort you back to your cabin.”

As he resumed his position on the bridge, Kirk found it increasingly
difficult to keep hig mind on his work.

Elaan...poor child, travelling so courageously to a fate she clearly
dreaded, So similar to Karen Gallard, vet so very different. He could see the
difference with heart-breaking claritys Karen, self-assured and confident,
motivated by the lure of social successy Flasn, shy and withdrawn, motivatsd
by duty. She needed to be rescued from her situation as Karen had noty but
Kirk now had the insight fo realise that she also would probably refuse  any
such offer, not for selfish reasons but because her gense of duty would not
permit it

Hisg heart ached for her.

Spock realised his First Officer's abstraction almost immediately, dbut
respected it. Whatever was troubling Jim,; he knew would be confided to him
quite soon. But as the ghift wore on, Spock grew more and more concerned. Xirk
shovwed none of the signs of a man who, faced with a problem, was thinking of
ways of solving it, but rather appeared to be growing more and more troubled.
The Vuican was glad when the shift ended.

"Take over, Mr. Sulu."
"Aye, sir,W

He hesitated for a moment, watching Xirk as he made hisg routine report
to his reliel, then decided noit to force a confidence. He headed for the
turbolift, moving mere slowly than normal, and was not surprised, on entering
the car, to discover that Kirk was right behind him. Fven so, he hesitated
over asking Kirk what was wrong., He was proud, now, of Kirk's self-confidences
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if his friend wantsd to work the problem out for himself; he must allow him to
do 80, no matbter how much he wanted to help, advise...

Kirk remained silent ag the car rode down to level five, glad of Spock's
reticence. They walked along the corridor; at Speock's door, Kirk stopped.

YComing in®" Spock invited.

Kirk nodded and followed his friend in. As they settled in their accusi-
omed chairs, Kirk said, "I'd like to tell the Flasian High Council a thing or
two "

Spock wailted, knowing now what wag disturbing his friend.

"Sending that child tc Troyius! Spock, T found her in the ‘'garden' - she
was btrying so haydé not to cry, but when I spoke to her she broke down - cried
her eyes out,”

Spock stiffened in sudden 2larm, "Jim - her tears - did her tears touch
yout"

"Her tears? Yes."

Spock went pale. "Jim, don't you remember? Rlasian tears... Captain
Hart, in the other universe..."

Kirk, too, had paled. "Oh God... I'd forgotten, She was so urhappy, try-
ing so hard to be brave... Right enough, I've found it hard to stcp thinking
about her since then ~ but Spock, I just feel sorry for her. I'd like to help
her, but it's not like it was with Karen Gallard, I don't... T don't want to
marry her, or anything like that. And from what you said, in the other universe,
Captain Hart did want to marry that Flaan, to the exclusion of every other
consideration.”

Whatts true.”
"So maybe I'm immune after all? Because I'm impotent?”

"Jim, I am forced fto remind you yet again that your condition is psychol-
ogical, not physical. You are a scléntist; you know that a chemical reaction,
once set in motion, is unstoppable without a negative catalyst - and even that
only slows it down rather than halting it. Tflasian tears react on male hor-
menes., Thal as an established fact."

"Perhaps a catalyst is needed to start it off," Kirk suggested hopefully.

"I think that unlikely, Jim. It may simply be that the progress of the
reaction is aslower in this universe.t

They looked at each cther unhappily.

v

¥irk found himself restless that night. Sleep proved impcssible; after
togsing uneasily for a couple of hours he sat up, put on the light and tried
to read; only to discover himself unable to concentrate. After a while he
shandoned the pursuit as useless, and lay back, deliberately gathering his
thoughts as Spock had taught him so long ago, now, it seemed. It was a discip-
line he had not needed for some time, and attaining the correct mental attitude
proved surprisingly difficult. Then, his thoughts gathered, he delibverately
examined his feelings about Flaan.

Pity. Admiration for her courage. Anger for the way she was being used.
Liking for the gentle nature of her.

Nothing else.

lio love, no desire; no overwhelming urge to rescue her such as Captain
dart of the Yorktown, in the other universe, appeared to have experienced.

Yet surely .the chemigstry of Flasian tears must have had time to work?
gpock wes right; his body did produce the correct hormones and he should have




reacted to her...,her gpells,

He was quite sure that HZlaan had not set out to trap him. She was too
honest, he was certain, to resort to such subterfuge., She had simply broken
under the strain, forgetting, as he had done, the effect her tears should have
had. And 1f he did respond, even now, he thought that she would be as appalled
as he,

Well. He was gtill, it seemed, unaffected. He could only wait, and see
if he felt the same way in the morning.

If he did, he must try to discover why the 'magic' of Flasian tears had
not been effective. His mind somewhat more at ease, he lay back again, and
almogt immediately fell asleep.

They had reached Troyius safely; Kirk appeared to have his unwanted
obgession for Flaan under control. That being so, Spock included him in the
landing party accompanying Elasn, Petri and their entourage. The three security
guards assigned to the task were resigned; +thig sort of spit and polish Job
might be safe, but it was iittle to their liking.

They were greeted by a party led by Prince Arris himself. Arris was young
- 1f anything, younger than Elaan - but already bearing himself with the arrog-
ant self-assurance that.so characterised Petri. He was barely civil to any of
his guests, even Flaan, and half involuntarily she shrank closer to Kirk ag if
for reassurance.

That wasg when Spock began to worry.

The marriage ceremcny would, it appeared, take place immediztely. The
reagson for thig unseemly haste was not apparent; Spock wondered if some sort
of political intrigue was at the oot of it.

The landing party was escorted - with some obviously grudged ceremony - a
short distance te a sort of temple. There was no-one present but the landing
party, Arris's attendants, and a priest.

As the ceremony began, Kirk moved, "Wol! The woman is minel"

He snatched a sword from one of the attendants as Arris drew his weapon
with 2 smooth, practised gesture,

Mo, Jimi" Desperately, Spock tried to reach Kirk through their incomplete
mind link, and failed. Then he controlled himself, As in the fight with Fetri,
he must do nothing thet might weaken Kirk's concentration,

The fight was quickly over. Arris lay dead at Kirk's feet, his blood
scaking into the dusty ground.

An angry murmir arcese from Arris's attendants. I their master had been
glain by another Troyian they would have accepted 1%, but this was an Outwoxlder,
an alien. Spock realised their mood ingtantlys; he grabbed his communicator.

"Beam up the landing paxrtyl®

They shimmered back into exigtence in the transporter room - Kirk, Elaan,
Spock, the three guards.

Kyle gaped at the bloodstained sword. Spock, his lips set, beckoned Kirk
and Flzan to accompany him.

In the privacy of hisg cabin, the Vulcan turned to them.
"ahy?"  But he knew. _ )
T have selected Jim to be mine," Flaan said gquietly.

Only once before had Spock felt so helpledss, and the reason had been much
the same. Then, he had lost a Kirk fo Deaths now he wag losing Jim, not yet
to death, but death must follow close. The Troylans would surely want revenge




66

for Arris's degths Starfleet would probably courtmartial Kirk; the best he
could hope for would be a dishonourable discharge, and he would be treated

that leniently only because it could he proved that no man could resizt the
chemistry of Blasian tears. But more than that; no matter what he, Spock,
said, the Family Council would be displeased; Jim would certainly he regarded
as an unfaithful bondmate, for Selek would never accept that Spock could condone
this action, though what he was supposed to do about it, he couldn't think.

And an unfaithful bondmaie was always executed...eventually.

Lven if he went into hiding, changed his identity, Kirk weuld be a marked
man, pursued by Troyiug and Vulcan, with no job, no prospects...and Spock
could not even stay with him, for a Vulcan with a Human would be tooconspicucus.

!?:NO L L!l

The cry was in protest at the future he gaw, but neither of his companions
could know that,.

"I'm sorry, Spock - really sorry," Kirk said unhappily.

The lock Spock gave Flaan wag filled with a hatred the Vulcen had not
believed himself capable of experiencing. "I know, Jim."

"Spock! Spocki™

The Vulecan opened his eyes to
find Kirk bending over his bed,
shaking him.

®Jimi"  Spock cauvght the
Human'g arms, gripping them
with bruising strength. A
dream. Only a dream, as
yets Buboas

v 1// | .
» ; - - !

i
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"1 sensed your mind," Kirk sald. "You were trying to contact me, and I
woke knowing you were iroubled. What is it, Spock?' He sat on the edge of
the bed,

"A nightmare." He drew a deep breath., "I dreamed you challenged Flaan's
progpective husband and killed him.®

"God,; if that happened, we would be in irouble!"™ Kirk agreed. "But I
doubt you need worry, Spock — until you mentioned her jusit now, I'd forgotten
all about hey, Fither I am immune after all, or Flasisn fears are hamless in
thig universe." -

"They are not. DLast night, after you left me, I checked the records in
the computer.® He managed a wry smile. "They are listed as 'Hoxic'.®

Despite hig concern that Spock was worried, Kirk chuckled, "I bet that
entry was made by a man with a roving eye," he said. "No woman would call any
subgtance that guaranteed a man's fidelity 'toxic'." He touched Spock's
shoulder. "Try not to worry, Spock. When I woke just now, she never entered
my head; all I could think about was you, that you wanted me..."

"Needed you," Spock said quietly. "And you came." He locked up at his
friend, his bondmate, ™"When I firet came here, Jim, T wag aware that I wanted
to find another Jim Kirk...and you needed me. I did not realise until recently
that I need you...as much asg you needed me."

Impulsively, Kifk pulled the Vulcan into a tight embrace,

l?Come . Tt

Elaan locked up in some surnrise as the Captain and First Officer entered
her cabin. Although she had seen a fair amount of Kirk, she had encountered
Spock but rarely, and for a moment she knew worry, there was so much recognis-
able tension on the Vulcan's face.

She gathered her dignity about her =« these men, after all, had always
treated her with courtesy and the respect that wag due to her rank., She dise
migsed her maid, then - '

"Ts something wrong, Captaint®

"Perhaps.” Spock drew a deep, steadying breath. "Lady Elaan, in our
records it states that Flasian women have & chemical in their tears which
reacts with male hormoness that Flasian women use their tears to ensure the
fidelity of thelr hushands."

"That ie correct. In ancient times our race neariy hecame extinet hecause
the males considered women to be unimportant. Girl babies were slaughtered at
births only after a man had several sons were his daughters zllowed to lives
and it was considered a disgrace for any man younger than forty to associate
in any way with women - the young and strong were expected to he explorers,
adventurers: to expend thelr excess energy in mock combat. There was great
unrest among the women...snd then..." She hegitated.

"hvolution %ock a hand?' ¥irk offered.
"Noe Not exactly...™
"ihat, then??

"T must not say. Bven today, our men do not - must not - know, for there
are those among them who would gladly see a return fto the ways of the past.®

The two man glanced at each other. Then Kirk gaid quietly, "Lady Elaan,
vesterday...your tears touched me.M

She leoked at him, understanding and some anger in her eyes. "Did you
think I would seek to entrap you? Yes, you have been kind to me -~ I would
prefer you as husband rather than Prince Arris. But I have my duty tc consider ”
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"I did net think you had done it delibverately, Lady Flaang but you were
urnhappy, and could have forgotten the...the damage your tears could deo," Kirk
pointed out gently.

"o, Commander. You were in no danger,” Elaan replied quietly.
30 your tears are not always...potent?" Spock asked,
"NO."

The double confirmation sent relief surging through both men. Then Kirk
said slowly, "But...how can you switch a chemical reaction on and off?"

"7 must not say," she repeated. "Please -~ do noi press me; and do not
tell anyone that the women of Elag do not always cry mantic tears.”

"We promise,”" Kirk said. Spock nodded his agreement, then said abruptly,

"he Flasians and the Trovians are of the same ancestry - yet the women of
Troyivg do not have the ability."

"o, I cannot explain why - and I have already told you more than any
man should know."

"Ton't force her to say any more, Spock," Kirk said. "All that matters
igs that I'm not affected. UYWe should regpect the lady's privacy."

"Of course. My apologies, lady Bilaan - I can only plead ccncern for my
First Officer -~ my friend - in extenuation.”

She smiled a little nervously. "Thank you, Captain.”

Outside, ithey looked at each other. "You think they use a drug of some
sort?" Kirk asked quietly. They headed for the tuzrbolift,

"Tt would appear so. A drug, possibly vegetable in origin, that does not,
or cannct, grow on Troyius...and that the Elasian women fear their men would
destroy if they learned of it. The women consume it...it affects their tears..."

"1t would be safer for the women than pure chance," Kirk commented. "I
the substance was in their tears all the time, they would have to be very care
ful not to cry except when they were with the man of their choice,"

"It also explains much of the attitude of the Treylans,” Spock sald. TIF
the Flasians have a history of warfare...but the EZlasian women were able to
Teivilise! thelr men, which the Troyian women could not do.%

"I suppose Elaan has enough of the drug = if we've right - to 'infect!'
Arrig.” '

BT would expect so."

"T hope she does," Kirk said. "At least if he's besotted with her, she
gtands & chance of & rezsonable 1life ~ no matter how much of a bastard he is.”

The turbolift doors openeds; they moved in.

The ship entered orbit around Troyiusi regulation formelities over,
Spock called the landing party to the transporter.

Of necessity, Elsan and Petri had to beam down together; Kirk and Spock
accompanied them, and two guards. The rest of Tlaan's and Petrits parties
followed, then some more guards from the Fnterprise to make up Spock's entour-
ages they had realised that it would be necessary to make some show.

They materialised in an open mpace in front of the ornate private dwelling
- as opposed to the Palace — of the Troyian King. A& reception comnittee was
already in places a dignified, elderly man who had to be the Xing; at his
shoulder, another man of about the same age, almost as richly dressed. Behind
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them were other dignified courtiers of varying ages, and gathered on the outw
skirts of the party were severasl cbvious servants.

Petri moved forward self-importantly and bowed, even before the second
group from the ship materialised. The King nodded with casual courtesy.

"Welcome, Sir Petri.”

Petri beckoned Elsan forward with a careless gesture. "This is the Dohlman
Flaan, Your Majesty." His tone expressed fully his low opinion of the Nlasians.

She gave the curious bobbing curisey of her race, her eyes lowered modestly
-~ and nervously., '"Your Majesty."

"You are welcome; Lady Elasn.," The King looked back at Petri, who continued
with almost studied insolence.

"The Captain of the vessel which brought us here." He indicated Spock
contemptucusly.

Calmly, Spock took a pace forxward and bowed. "Captain Spock, Your Majesty.
And may I pregent my PFirst Qfficer, Commander Kirk."

Inwardly smiling at Spock's masterly parry of Petri's rudeness, Kirk stepped
forward to join his friend, and also bowed.

"You are welcome, Captain - Commander." The King indicated the man who
stood by his shoulder. M"Lord Thetus will see to your comfort, My Lady, gentle-
men.  Slr Petri, attend me." He turned away, followed by several of his party.
Petri accompanied him, arrogant pride in every swaggering step. For a moment
Kirk wondered what Petri would tell the King about his journey here; then Cyon
caught his eye as he turned with the other aides to hurry after Petri; smiled -
and winked. .

Kirk stared after him for a moment. The Troyian's behaviour was strangely
out of character for what he had come to expect of Troyian servants, yet somehow
it matched the traces of initiative Cyon had shown; and it was clearly meant to
reagsure, '

"My Lady." Thetus offered Flaan hig arm; she laid her hand on it, slightly
swkwardly, and Kirk knew ingtantly that it was not a custom of her own pecople
but one recently acquired. Thetus smiled over at the Interprise men.

"If you will accompany me, géentlemen. Your guards will be shown their
quarters by my men." He indicated three servants standing near.

He certainly sounded more cultured than the boorish Petri, but Spock found
himgelf wondering if the courtesy was innate or acquired - and if the latter,
how superficigl it was.

The Troyian took them intc the palace -~ it was impossible to think of it
as anything else. The first room he showed them was Jlaan'sy; they left her to
the attentions of the several women who waited there, and who were obviously
locking to her personal maid to direct them. As they left her, they saw that
she — and her maid = were both looking slightly more cheerful, Thig itreatment
was obviously not what Petri had led them to believe they would receive.

There was a2 sitting reom with adjoining bedrooms for the Enterprise officers
- rooms of almost barbaric splendour which, even so, gave an impression of
elegant good taste., TIndeed, Troyius was a planet of contradictory conirast.

"T hope these rooms will be comfortable," Thetus said politely.

Spock allowed a half smile to walm his eyes. "I am sure they will,™ he
replied easily, irrationally glad that his own home was large enough, and his
family wealthy enough and important enough, that neither he nor Kirk was aver—
whelmed by this as some Starfleet personnel might be. There wag, of course,
the difference between a merely wealthy and 1nf1uentla] ruling family and a
royal family, but it was only one of degree.
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Mle know that Starfleet officers are accustomed 1o managing for themgelves,
and freguently prefer to," Thetus went on. "And sc we did not assign servants
for your personal use. However, if you wish for them, it will take but a
minute to send for them."

BEven at home cn Vulcan we do not have personsl servants," Spock replied
gravaely.

vand on Earth, Commander?! Thetus enguired politely.

"My home alsc is on Vulcan," Kirk answered. "I am the adeopted son of
Ambassador Sarek of Vulecan ~ Spock's father.,!

"ind your brother's right hand?" Thetus gounded approving.
"His second 1n command, at any rate,”" Kirk said.

"Tg such a partnership common in the Federation, with festerkin serving
together?®

Human and Vulcan glanced at each other. M"No," Spock replied. "We were
assigned to serve together, nelither of ug knowing the other; became friendss
then Jim visited my home, as my guest, several times., My parents became fond
of him, and he of then: and in due course, my father adopted him. Starfleet
keeps us together because we are a good team." - ‘

T gsees.. But what of your own family on Farth, Commander? What relation-
ship do they have with your adeopted family? - Forgive my curiosity, gentlemens
it is the nstural result of becoming awere, so recently, of so many other races
and discovering how different all their cusicms are.”

o offence taken, sir,”" Kirk answered. "I have no relatives on Earth; my
parents died when I was a2 childy neither had any brothers or sisters. My only
brother, who was alsoc in Starfleet, was killed in the line of duty some time
agc. Any relatives T may have are too distant even to know of my existence."

He locked at Spock. ¥But no-one could give me more love than my adopted parents
and brother do.”

Thetus noddedy and there was complete approval in the gesture. "That is
an attitude we share with you, Commander. On Troyius, we practice fostering,
and fosterbrothers frequently become very cloge; if one is of the rulers, and
the other merely highbomn, it is customary for him to accompany his foster-
brother as friend and adviser, T am King Fkior's fogterbrother; I in turn
fostered his son Arris, and my son Andros goes with Arris as friend in his
turn. There is a close bond of affection between our families,”

"Rr...Lord Thetus," Kirk said, "I know it's none of my business, but...
well, as part of my duties on the Fnterprise, I saw enough of the Laly Elaan %o
feel concern for her welfare. She's very shy, and I know she's terrified about
everything - Lord Petri was not a patient teacher, I'm afraid. Will... Is
Prince Arris likely to be understanding of her situation?"

Thetus smiled broadly., "I don't think you rneed worry, Commander. Howevel,
your question does relieve my mind. If the Dohlman can arouse such loyalty in
one who has known her for so short a time, and who has no reason to be interested
in her future welfare, she will indeed be the sort of queen thai Troyius needs.
And now, I will leave you to refresh yourselves. King Ektor wishes to speak
with you within the hour; a servant will come for you when it ig time."

nihank you, sir," Spock managed before the Troyian reached the door, Thetus
bowed very slightly in acknowledgement, and left.

King Fktor received them in a welatively small and simply furnished room.

"Come in, gentlemen," he invited. "Sit down. Would you care for a drink?
I have o selection of the most popular Federation beverages available - you need
not fear to be offered something inimical to your metabolism.”
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- "Thank you, Youxr Majesty," Spock replied., ™I would prefer fruit juice -
Vulcang rarely drink alecohol.®

%Of course, Captain. Commandexr?"
"T1d prefer fruit juice too, Your Majesty."

King Iktor locked faintly surpriszed. "I understocd Humansg had no taboo
on the alcoholic beverages.” He contrived to make the comment sound slightly
accusing,

"That's true, sir, but when I was adepted into Spock's family I accepted
Vulcan custom.” Thetus had seemed o approve of that relaticnship; what would
the Kirng's reaction be? M"Not that I ever cared much for alcchol," he added
truthfully.

Fktor merely clapped his hands; moments later a servant appeared, carry-
ing a tray with three glasses - 3ll containing fruit juice, to judge from their
appearance.

"] appreciate temperate men," Tktor then said bluntly. "There are too many
who, to appear sociable, drink alcohol when they do not really want it, or who
drink teo much of it. Such, alas, is the failing of too many of my subjects.”
He raised his glass., "Your health, gentlemen."

YAnd ybuxS,Your Majesty," Spock replied. They sipped, and savoured the
tagste. "This is most palatable, sir.

Behind them they heard the door open, then close again, then the sound of
footsteps approaching. Fktor looked past them, smiling.

"Gentlemen, may I present my son Arris."
Both men stood, turned..,and stared, politeness momentarily forgotten.
"Cyon?"

The young Troyian laughed. "Yes, friend Kirk. My apologles for fooling
you..eeand you, Captain. And this - " he indicated his companion, his roommate
frem the Interprise " = is uy fosterbrother Andros, son of Lord Thetus.”

"Doeg the Lady Elaan know?"
"ot yet.™
"She's been really worried, you know."

"] know. I tried to let her realise i%t would be all right when T gave her
the lessong that Sir Petri did not, but I dared not confide too far lest, in her
innccence, she betrayed me."

"My son Arris is young and romantic," King Fktor put in. He sounded dig~
paraging, but there was pride in his eyes. "He conceived the idea of iravelling
with the Ambassador's party disguised as a servant so that he could meet, and
assess the character of; his future wife without her knowing who he was. In
addition =~ although Sir Petri was chosen for his position as Ambassador in this
matter by my Councillors,; I did not altogether trust his possibie behaviour. It
has always seemed %o me that he is too conservative in his attitude. I there-
fore agreed with my son's suggestion. He and Androg were brought up in Thetus'
couniry house, and 3ir Petri had never met them. I therefore 'lent'! two servants
to Sir Petri for the duration of his migsion -~ it was unthinkable to Andros that
Arrig should go without him." He locked approvingly at the young man., "Well,
Arvis hag told me what transpired; he also informed me of your kindness to a
mere gervant, Commander — and of Sir Petri's challenge £nd his possession of an
unhalanced sword."

Kirk smiled, glancing at the Prince's silent companion. "I owe Andros a
debt; he let me know, most subtly, which sword I should take." :

andros merely repald a little of the debt we owed to you,‘friend Kirk.
Wot only did you ireat us with courtesy, you went out of your way to do so. 7You
showed the same kindness to the Lady Flaan, and by ¢~ing sc made her Jjourney
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here more bearable," Arris said. He turned o Spock. "I was also most impressed
by your men, Captain. We of Troyius have known little of the Federation in the
past, save what we have learned from the various diplomats who vigited; I was
unsure how much to believe of what they said. But vour crew had no reason to

lie to a mere servant., Yes, I was most impressed.”

"Your people behaved with honour throughout,” Fktor said. "Mine, alas,
did nots. True, duelling, even to the death = though he did not demand that -
is still a common method of settling an argument among our peoples but there
is no honour in forcing a duel upon one whose customs are different = egpecially
with uneven weapons. He is disgraced. But you -~ by acceding to his demands

when you did not need to do so, you showed the full extent of your honour and
your courage."

e does not love me for it," Kirk said ruefully.

"Ho," Arris agreed. "But at least he now respects you =~ and through you,
your people.”

The wedding was a lavish affair at which Spock and Kirk, as representatives
of the Pederation, had been honoured guests, though unly a handful of people
knew why they were the recipients of such marked attention from the King...or
why McCoy, Uhura and Charlene Masters were also included amcng the dignitaries,
Their ingtinctive sympathy for, and encouragement of, the bullied little Dohlman
had won them powerful friends, and Spock suspected that any member of the FEnter-
prise crew would in future he trested with extreme courtesy on Troyius, Petri,
on the other hand, although present — as the Ambassador who accompanied Elaan
to Troyius he could not be excluded - was practically isnored by the royal host.

Finally, back aboard the Fnterprise, they relaxed gratefully, exhausted
after several days and nights of feasting and dancing and entertainmenta..

TPoor Flaan," gighed Uhura as she sank into a chair in her quarters.

"She is used to it," Masters, who had accompanied her, pointed out, as she
also sat relaxing, glad to be back in the relative austerity of the ghip after
the overwhelming opulence of the Palace,

"Used to it cor not, if she's as tired asI am -~ and she must be - all she
must want to do ig sleep for a week. Bub she's got some more official intro=-
ductions to live through tomorrow."

"In a way it's her work," Masters said thoughtfully. "And we're back to
work tomorrow toc."

"Tes,;" Said Uhura. "But I can't help thinking that a Klingon attack would
be almost a rest cure compared to living like that all the time,"

Magters laughed. "Tell me that again after our next crisis," she requested.

"Poor Elaan," ¥irk said as he curled up on the floor at Spock's feet and
leaned back agsinst his friend's legs.

"She's been trained to accept 1t," Spock said, memory of his youth in an
Ambassador's household stirring. "You get to know ways of relaxing even during
the most demanding moments.”

"Well, that's something denied to us lesser mortals," McCoy growled. "I
don't think I could have stayed on my feet for another five minutes."

"The Troylans certainly know how to entertain," Kirk szid., "But I kept
noticing Cyon - Arris, I mean. He locked as 1f he would have preferred to
dispense with all that ceremony and just have a quiet wedding with & few of his
friends as guests,,.”

Spock nodded. "The price of his position. The one T noticed was Petri.”
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"eg," Mcloy agreed. "He won't forgst this in a hurry."
y

Petri - virtually ignored by the King, whose favour he had hoped this mission
would gain him ~ was not likely to place the blame for his disgrace where it
belonged, for that would mean taking a long, hard ard critical look at himself.
Spock had seen the hatred in his eyesevery time Petri noticed one of the Humanss
hatred half-masked, but hatred nonetheless. The other Troyian guests had not-
iced that Petri had not been given the position of honour at the wedding feast
that he should have hads +that that position had been given to the Vulecan and
the Human. Petri had found himsgelf virtually ignored by his fellows too -
courtiers were quick to follow where the Xing led - and Spock guessed that only
the knowledge that it would never be forgiven if he left early had kept the
Ambassador there.

"I feel almost sorry for Petri," Kirk commented. "He's his owm worst enemy,
and he can't see 1t. King Iktor seems to be trying to discourage feudalism, and
Arris seems sure to follow. the same policies = and a lot of highborn Troyians
seem willing to go along with it, too. It's just Petri and one or two like him
who are hanging on to all their outmoded privileges. Most of the servants at
the Palace seemed happy and contented enough - not terrified out of their wits
when somecne looked at the."

"I noticed that the King called Petri 'Sir', not 'Loxzd'," McCoy said. "I
wonder if that has anything to do with it

As if the big landowners were confident encugh to accept new ways, but
Petri is a lesser one and hangs on tc the old familiar ways to prove to himgelf
how important he is?" Kirk asked.

"It could he," Spock answered. "However, we can forget Petri now. We're
not likely to meet him again. Our new orvders are due tomorrow and we!ll get away
from heore,m

AGood," Kirk sald happily.

S I
SPOCK'S LOG

Vulcansg do not dream, the Commander told me one day as he worked with me to
awaken my telepathic powers. In his universe, perhaps noty but this Vulcan has
certainly ridden the nightmare!

It seemed so reals.. Yet I think that nothing could lead Jim to betray his
bonding vow to me, incomplete though our relaticnship is.

I am pleased that in this universe there is the prospect for happiness for
Flaans she undergtands her duty, and will be of value to her adopted people -
and T think that Arris knows ift.

It seems, however, that [ was too sanguine when I expressed my belief that
we had seen the last of Petriy today I was informed that Xing Extor has appointed
him as the Troyian delegate to the Babel Conference. I must take steps to ensure
that Jim has as little as possible to do with him.

Today I received a personal message from Selek in his capacity as Chief of
the Clan. He points out that although being bonded to a male I do not have the
usual need for a secondary wife, it iz desivsble that Jim and I take o female
marriage partner in order {o provide Sarek with heirs. Selek assures me the
matter is not urgent; and indeed thewre is ro compulsion on us to do so, but now
that he hag rsised the subject he will not be diverted until we have complieds
it is, he points out; our duty to our father to ensure the continuation cof the
direct line. True, I might convince him that as a hybrid ¥ am sterile, but he
is unlikely to accept the coincidence that Jim ghould be too without medical
evidence *hat we camnot supplys; he will argue that a child fathered by Jim on a
Vulcan woman would be an acceptable heir.

Perhaps McCoy's devious mind can answer this riddle for us too. Yes, I will ask
him if Selek becomes too insistent...
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