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Hello, and welcaome to Enterprise — Log Entries &7.

As Sheila said in the last issue, she and Janet have successfully twisted
my arm, and I am now duly mechanised, computerised, bewildered ... and
bankrupt. I do rnot have a mechanical mind; to me the ideal machine has an
on/of+ switch and a volume control. However, sheer pressure has prevailed,
and I have spent the last few weeks attempting to master a machine that is
about as complicated to me as a Saturn rocket would have been to a
prehistoric man.

{(She’'s really doing very well — Sheila)

Get out of my editorial, Clark! As I was saying before I was so rudely
interrupted, this is my first attempt at the new system. I have to admit
that the =zines look a lot better for it, so perhaps I will feel more at
ease with The Machine soon.

As promised, this issue contains THE IRISH VAMFIRE, by David Gomm, the
further adventures of Ensign Potato; we hope David will produce more
stories in this series soon.

Because of ocur new length we are able for the first time to feature a
really long story without creating an imbalance in the zine. THE RAGS OF
TIME by Dolores BGordon—Smith held our attention all the way through, and we
hope you enjoy it as much as we did. Dolores is a new writer to our pages,
although some of you will know stories she has written in the past under
her maiden name of Dolores Whitbread.

We would also like to thank all our other. contributors; it's really
because of these people that we can put out so many zines.

We are looking forward to Sol III, where we hope to see as many of you as
possible; if it's as good as this committee’s last convention, we are

promised a good time.

As usual we welcome submissions of fiction, poetry and artwork for
ScoTpress zines. We are looking for series-based action—adventure stories,
preferably with some character inter—-relationship. Alternate universe
stories are acceptable, but even these should not be movie-based, /S, or
involve the death of main characters, or be primarily about other ships.
These are, after all, "The voyages of the Starship Enterprise...

Submissions may be sent to either -

Sheila Clark Valerie Fiacentini
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"But it can't just have gone, Mister!” Kirk exploded, swinging round
on the unfortunate security guard.

Lewis snapped to full attention and swallowed hard. He had krnown that
this was going to be rough but it was turning cut to be worse than he had
expected. He thought of saying, "I'm sorry, sir," decided it was
inadequate and for a dreadful moment was left with his jaw half open.

Kirk caught sight of the hesitation and clenched his fist hard,
realising that he was close to sheer anger. What he really wanted to do
was to hit something — preferably Lewis — hard. What he did was relax his
hand, lean back in his chair and take a deep breath. In a carefully
controlled voice he said, "Report to me in the Briefing Room with
Lisutenant Commander Ashton in fifteen minutes, where an enquiry will be
held into a possible charge of dereliction of duty."

Lewis wondered whether to move, twitched nervously and stayed still.

"Dismissed!"” Kirk snapped and thumbed the communicator button.
"Ashton, this is the Captain. Collect all the relevant tapes on Security
Project C47 and report to me in the briefing room in — "

"Captain,” Uhura’'s voice broke in urgently.

Kirk swore softly to himself. "Hold it, Ashton. Well, Uhura?' he
asked impatiently.

"Captain, were getting a Priority One from Starfleet Command.* Uhura
looked at him apologetically. "It over—rides all other business, sir.”

*I am aware of that, Lieutenant,” he said sharply and then wished he
hadn’'t. Hell, the woman was only doing her jab. "All right, Uhura,” he
said with a rueful grin. "I'll take it in the briefing room.” Spock came
forward to take the con as Kirk walked towards the turbolift. Damn!
Ashton was still waiting. Racing back to the chair he pressed the release
button. "Tom — briefing room in fifteen minutes."

"Ayea, aye, sir.”

Kirk glanced up at Spock. "I'll want you there too, Mr. Spock, plus
Dr. McCoy and whoever it was that was on duty before Lewis. See to it,
will you - oh, and Spock, contact Scott and see if it's at all possible
that C47 was beamed off the ship.”

"Acknowledged, Captain,” said Spock to Kirk's back as the Captain made
for the turbolift at what was practically a run.

Kirk found himself fuming at the slowness of the lift. If he was late
in receiving a Priority One... They couldn't knowm about C47 already? No,
that was irrational. He was going te have the delightful task of breaking
that particular piece of good news to them. Daan Lewis and daan C477 He
hated carrying unknown cargo on his ship. Whatever it was in that package
of dull metal was considered so secret that not even he knew what it
contained. In his more cynical moments he wondered if Starfleet knew. All
he was was an overpaid messenger boy, hauling boxes from one end of the
galaxy to the other. Capgtain, wmithin this box is Startleet’'s latest,
greatest secret. And no, before you ask, we can't tell you what's Iin It.
Just follow orders, Kirk. #He trust vou will have no difficulty In carrving
this out...
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Thumbing the security flash on the briefing room door he strode into
the bare room and activated the viewer with rather more force than
necessary. "Uhura, is that transmission ready?

"I'm trying to clear the static, Captain. We're getting interference
— apparently from the Galactic Barrier."”

"Then — " HKirk reined in his temper once more. "Then carry on,
Lieutenant. Put it through when ready."

Well, at least he would be here when the message came. Look on the
bright side, Jim — why not? The only problem was that this silver lining
had a very large cloud attached.

Uhura's face flashed up once more. "I've got the signal locked,
Captain, but there’'s a great deal of interference.' GShe looked at him
apologetically. "It's the best I can do, sir.”

"Acknaowledged, Ubhura,"” Kirk said heavily. "Put it through."
Amid a spotty haze of static, Conner’'s face came onto the viewscreen.

"Kirk, the situation concerning the... " Conner’'s image wavered and
his voice turned into an electronic squeal.

Kirk waited patiently, knowing that Uhura was performing a minor
miracle to get a signal at all this close to the Barrier.

.. VEery grave... need to boost our signal... quency K... must
contact Rom... * The electronic squawk grew louder, making Kirk wince.
There was a pause of nearly thirty seconds and then finally, irritatingly,
the interference cleared and Conner’'s image appeared just in time for him
to say, "And as 1 have no need to stress, it is vital that contact is made.
Good luck, Jdim. Conners out.”

Kirk rested his weight on his arms, head bowed, and drew a deep sigh
before pressing the intercom. "Uhura, did you get any of that?"

She was looking as flustered as he had ever seen her. "Captain, I
can't understand it. Even this close to the barrier we should be able to
get through. The only thing I can think of is... " She paused, checking a
signal from her board. When she looked up it was with an expression of
total astonishment. "Sir - tracking station R-Theta has just vanished."

"Wanished, Lieutenant?"

"Confirmed, Captain,” said Spock. "Checking the readings now... It
appears that R—-Theta ceased to function four point seven minutes ago.”

"There must be something there, Spock,” Kirk practically pleaded.

"Negative, Captain. Not even a carrier wave."

"All right. See what other information you can get to try to explain
what happened. Uhura, go through that Priority One again and see if you
can get any more distinguishable words. Then try and get me a channel to
Starfleet Command."

"Aye, aye, sir.”

"Spock here, Captain. Daes this over—-ride the disciplinary hearing on
Ensign Lewis?"



For a brief second Kirk wondered who the hell Ensign Lewis was and
then the whole C47 disaster returned to him. “Yes, Mr. Spock, it does.
Cancel the meeting. Uhura, contact Lewis... "

She turned two despairing eyes up to him and Kirk relented. "All
right, Uhura, I'll do it. And Uhura — get me Starfleet on a clear channel
and you're on double rates for a month." She flashed him her widest smile
and returned to the board.

Kirk walked out the door, only to bump into McCoy whao was trying to
walk in. A handful of tapes went flying and the two men did a crazy dance
trying to keep their balance.

"Can't you look the hell where youre — " McCoy straightened up and
saw who it was he was swearing at. "Sorry, Jim. I've come for the hearing
on Lewis.”

"Cancelled, Bones,"” replied Kirk, picking up the tapes and giving them
to him.

"Cancelled, Jim?" asked McCoy, falling into step beside him. "Why?"

"Because, Bones, were in trouble, and I haven't got the time or the
patience to deal with some erring Security Guard.”

"Are you sure, Jim? If Starfleet’'s magic box really has disappeared
then that sounds pretty serious to me.*

As they got into the lift together Kirk gave McCoy a reflective look.
"Perhaps I had better see him, Bones. 1 might as well have some story for
Starfleet when I make contact - if I make contact that is. It's strange,
you know. I didn't feel it was going to be one of those days when I woke
up.”

"It could be worse, Jim. You could have been the security guard."

"Bones, if we don't find it, that's all I will be."

Lewis snapped to full attention as the Captain and the Doctor walked
into the brig. McCoy looked at the tightly controlled Ensign with a tinge
of sympathy that he quickly repressed, trying to replace it with totally
professional unbias.

"Sir, before you say anything, I'd like to say I'm sorry for what
happened." Two miserable eyes were turned on Kirk. "I could swear that
no—one came near the room, sir."

YAt ease, Ensign,” said Kirk, sitting down. "This isn't a formal
hearing."

Lewis relaxed visibly and sat down opposite Kirk.

"Shoot," Kirk said succinctly.

Lewis clasped his hands nervously before starting. "Well, sir, it was
like this. I relieved Ensign Sorguson at 12.20 as usual and took over the
guard."

"Where did you stand?” asked McCoy, not ungently.
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Lewis glanced at him, grateful for the hint of sympathy in his voice.
"Outside the room sir. Deck 3y room twelve. ... I would have preferred
to be with the C47 sir, but it wasn't allowed.”

"Starfleet orders, Bones,"” said Kirk, answering McCoy’'s unspoken
question. "Carry on, Ensign."

"Well, sir, I think I'd been on duty for about forty minutes when I
heard a strange sound coming from the room. I activated the door screen;
by the time the opening sequence played through and I got inside, the C47
had gone. Maybe if I'd been quicker, I could have caught whoever it
was... " The sentence trailed off as Lewis looked wretchedly down at his
hands once more.

For a brief moment Kirk had a memory of the young Lieutenant who had
delayed for a couple of seconds and then blamed himself bitterly. He
dismissed the memory as irrelevant, but it was with a slightly kinder
expression that he turned back to Lewis. "What happened then, Ensign?"

"It was gone, sir. The C47 just wasn't there any more. Sir, can't
you run the scanner tapes? They would show everything, surely?."

Kirk avoided the question and tried another tack. "What was the
nature of the sound you heard, Lewis?"

Lewis cast his mind back, trying to find the right words. "It was
like... like an empty sound, sir," he said hesitantly. "As if someaone had
gone into an empty room.”

"You mean you heard someone in there?" asked McCoy, puzzied.

"No, sir. It was just the.. the sound of emptiness." He stopped,
embarrassed by his lack of words. "It wasn't very loud, sir,” he added
more confidently.

"Emptiness is usually quiet, Ensign,” Kirk interjected dryly. "Is
there anything you can tell us that might help us find out what happened?
Anvone around who shouldn’'t have been around?”

"No, sir," said Lewis a trifle desperately. "I could sven have
imagined the sound, I suppose. It was so small, you see. As soon as I
realised what had happened I called Commander Ashton and after he arrived I
was told to report to you.” There was an awkward pause. “*That's all,
sir.”

"All right. Lewis. I think you've told us all you can. You're free
to go."”

"May I report for duty again, sir?" he asked eagerly.

Kirk nodded and turned to go, followed by McCoy, and then stopped in
the doorway. "If you remember anything, Ensign, let me know immediately.”

“0Df course, sir — and thank you, sir."

Kirk traded a slight smile with him from the doorway and walked out.
He waited until they had got out of earshot of the brig before glancing at

~n

McCoy. "Opinion, Bones®

McCoy sucked in bis cheeks thoughtfully. "Well, Jim, going on nothing
more than instinct, I'd say that man was telling the truth. I pulled his
psych—tape when I knew 1 was attending the hearing and his honesty rating
is well above average. Higher than yours," he added

&



casually.

"Thank you, Bones,” murmured Kirk. "You may not have noticed, but my
ability to bluff has got us out of a couple of tight situations in the

past.”

"Mmm. Sure, Jim, just mentioning it. The honesty rating can be
fixed, though. If you're a good enough actor you can be as guilty as sin
and come up smelling of roses.”

Kirk jerked his thumb back in the direction of the brig. "Does he
qualify as an actor?"

"How the devil can I tell? The only theatre I know about is the one
in sickbay. When it comes right down to it, the most those psych tests can
do is give an indication of general characteristics. There's no precise
way to tell what goes on in a man's head - no matter how many tests you
throw at him.” McCoy cast a shrewd glance at Kirk. "“You're not such a bad
judge of character yourself, Jim. What do you reckon?™

"My intuition says that he’'s telling the truth, Bones, but my eves
also tell me that C47 is missing and he was on guard.”

McCoy put his hands wide. "So stop asking me to play fortune teller
and go run the scanner tapes.

"Ashton should be running them now — oh, hell, Ashton. I didn't tell
him the meeting was off. He’ll be in the briefing room now."

"In that case, Jim," said McCoy, stepping into the turbolift, "I'd let
him know. Hridge?"

"Bridge,” Kirk replied heavily. There was a whole fresh bunch of
problems up there waiting for him and he didn't have the slightest idea how
to solve any of them. Why the hell had he ever chosen Command?

Spock vacated the con as Kirk walked onto the bridge but continued to
stand by the command chair. On the viewscreen there was displayed a large
scale map of their present area of space.

Kirk gave Spock an enquiring glance as he sat down. "Situation,
Spock™"

Spock indicated the screen and stood with his hands behind his back.
"As you can see, Captain, we are now point four light years away from the
edge of the Romulan Neutral Zone and one point three light years away +from
the Galactic Barrier. The tracking stations R-Theta, R-Iota and R—-Kappa
form the effective communication links between ourselves and Starfleet
Command."

Three glowing dots strung out along the edge of the Neutral Zone
indicated the position of the three vital links. Not more than a kilometre
across, they were the life-line of a Starship.

"And, Captain," Spock continued in a controlled, even voice, "all
three of them have ceased to function

"What?"

"That's right, Captain,” said Uhura.



Kirk swung round to where she and her relief, Anne Palmer, were
standing by the communications board.

"Yes, Captain," she continued. "R—Theta went while we were receiving
the Friority One and Iota and Kappa followed at intervals of seven
minutes.” Anne Falmer nodded her agreement.

Kirk mentally shook his head. All three out? “Explanation, Mr.
Spock?"

"I have no explanation, Captain, only theories as to the possible
cause."

"Well, let’'s have your theories.”

Spock paused for a moment before speaking. "I would remind you,
Captain, that these are merely possiblities based not on fact but on
supposition. I could easily be wrong in the absence of sufficient data."

There was a muffled snort from McCoy which both Kirk and Spock
ignored. "The first theory that presents itself is that there is something
wrong with our communications, but Lt. Uhura assures me that this is
unlikely."”

"Can't you tell, Uhura?" asked Kirk sharply.

"] can‘'t be one hundred percent certain, Captain, but it seems to be
the least probable solution. All three tracking stations boost signals on
0900, but I'm not getting their carrier waves. I've checked on 0200 and it
appears to be operating, but without an external signal I can’t be sure."

Did all his crew have their reservations about their equipment?
"Continue, Mr. Spock.”

"aAnother explanation is that all three stations have suffered
instrument failure."

Kirk cocked a wry eyebrow. "Now that really does seem unlikely.”

spithout further information I would tend to agree with you, Captain.
However, that only leaves one explanation that immediately presents
itself." There was a moment's pause. "Namely, Captain, that all three
stations were subject to a hostile act and that therefore we are in a state
of war.

There were a few moments of complete silence on the bridge as Spock’s
words sank in and then everyone spoke at once.

"ah, come on, SpoCK...

“Wou can’'t be serious...

"Jim, you're not going to believe that..

n

"But ther= is nothing there...
Kirk held out his hands, palms outstretched. "Gentlemen, please.

Gentlemen’/" Under his baleful glare the bridge fell silent. "Now, Mr.
Spock, can you give us any further proof of your statement?"

"Negative, Captain. But if an invader were to start a war,; the
interference with our communications would seem to be the obvious first

move."



Kirk snapped a finger at the viewscreen. "But Spock - to knock out
all three stations means that the invader must be able to support a battle
front of nearly a hundred light years."

"That does appear to be an objection, Captain,” Spock admitted.

McCoy, who had nearly bitten his tongue off trying not to speak,
couldn't hold himself back any longer. "Objection, Spock? I'll say it's
an objection. We don't know anyone who can mount an attack aon that scale.
Your logic’'s wrong."

"Granted the premise, Doctor, the logical extrapolation is perfectly
feasible."

"Does it leok like we're at war, Spock? Has anyone attacked us?"

"Merely because no—one has up to the present moment, Doctor, does not
mean that an attack is not imminent.”

"Rubbish!"

Kirk glared at both of them. "Mr. Spock... Dr. McCoy... please let us
concentrate on facts. Suluy, main screen on."

Stars replaced the map on the screen. McCoy leaned forward and
grunted, "There's nothing there."

"McCoy!"
"Sorry, Jim."

Kirk got up from the con and indicated that Spock should sit down. He
stood for a moment, surveying the bridge crew, thinking carefully before he
spoke. "Gentlemen, the situation could be grave. On the other hand, there
could be — as Mr. Spock has pointed out - another, caompletely rational
explanation that we cannot begin to guess at because of our lack of
concrete data. Mr. Spock, if you see anything so much as blink out there,
sound red alert.”

He strode to the door, indicating to Uhura that she should follow him.
As Anne Palmer took over her position, Kirk glanced at Uhura. "Have you
got the Priority One tape with you, Uhura?"

She held it up for him to see.

"Good. Miss Palmer, send a message to Starfleet Command stating the
situation and advising them that we are proceeding to Tithonus on
schedule.” He held up his hand to stop her before she interrupted. "And
ves, Lieutenant, I am aware that with the stations out it will take about
three months to reach Starfleet. Send it anyway.”

Uhura and Kirk stepped into the lift together. ‘“Linguistics," Kirk
said briefly, his mind working overtime. Uhura glanced at him but realised
that she couldn't interrupt his train of thought. Evidently Kirk reached a
decision, for he turned and grinned at her suddenly.

"Well, Uhura, one of these days you could have a ship of your own.
What would you do?"

"Take the problems one at a time, Captain, starting with those I could
deal with and working up to those I could only do something about when more
information became available.”



"Good. And which, out of the problems we have to choose from, would
you say that we could do something about™

"The Priority One, Captain. And there’'s another point too, that it
could help us with the mystery of what happened to the tracking stations."

"Correct, Lieutenant. And that's why we're off to Linguistics... "

The intercom shrilled, followed by a request for Kirk. With a weary
grin to Uhura he activated the switch. "“Kirk here.’

"Ashton here, Captain. I've run the scanner tapes on C47."
"Did they pick up anything, Tom?" Kirk asked quickly.

"Well — they picked up something - I'd like you to see them for
vourself, though, sir."”

"On my way. Kirk out.” He turned back to Uhura. "Looks like you're
going to have to try with that message yourself. Tell Linguistics I want
them to moonstone the message but use your judgement to ensure that they
don't feed me some video romance and call it fact. Use your sense - if
there are any blanks, leave them blank but give me a list of alternatives."

Uhura got out at Deck 4 and Kirk continued on to the Security Chief's
office. Tom Ashton was sitting hunched over the viewer as Kirk walked in,
looking at an apparently empty screen. When he saw Kirk, he ran the tape
back and the dark screen was replaced by an image of €47 in its metal box.

"Well, Ashton, what have you found?"

"Spe for yourself, Captain. This is room twelve just before the
incident.”

As Kirk watched, a blackness seemed to grow round the box, so slight
that at first he thought it was a trick of his vision. The blackness grew
stronger, like solid smoke, growing round the €47 and spreading out to the
rest of the room. Within two minutes the room was totally dark.

There was a brief moment when the darkness round C47 intensified, and
then the room slowly cleared and the room was back to normal. The only
difference was that the C47 was nowhere to be seen. The door opened and
L ewis ran in, phaser in hand, to be brought up short by the absence of the
box. He strode to the intercom and called Ashton, keeping one eye on the
empty room.

Ashton snapped off the tape and ran it back to before the
disappearance. "That's all, Captain. Just darkness and a missing box."

Kirk ran a hand round the angle of his jaw. "Is there any sound on
the tape, Tom™"

"Not during the actual disappearance, no. Whatever it was seemed to
affect the sound.” He pointed to the audic fault button. "That was
activated while it was happening but it snapped back to normal afterwards,
as you heard from Lewis calling me."

"Any power fluctuations? Loss or gain?”
"Nothing, sir. Nothing we picked up, anyway. 0Obviously something

provided the power to remove the box, but our sensors didn't register it.
We got nothing."



Nothing, rothing, nothing orchestrated to the sound of emptiness.
There must be something to fight with, something somewhere that could give
him a clue to what had happened on his ship! Without really knowing it,
Kirk slammed his fist into his palm as he gazed at the screen. “"We can
find out more on the spot. Let's go.”

Deck 3, room twelve, was one of the Enterprise’'s four high—security
depots for inorganic cargo. Ashton stood aside while Kirk initiated the
opening sequence and the doors slid open. Two strips on the ceiling and
floor indicated where the force field would snap on when required. Kirk
looked round the room with an air of being totally baffled.

"Maybe the ventilation duct?" Ashton suggested tentatively.

Kirk shook his head. "Too small — but worth trying, I suppose. Give
me your tricorder, Tom.”

Ashton unshipped his tricorder and passed it over to him, watching as
he passed the scanner over the floor. "What are you looking for, Captain?"
he asked eventually.

Kirk was examining the readings and shaking his head. Half hearing
Ashton’s question he glanced up. "I was seeing if there was any trace of
recent footprints. There are, of course, but that’'ll be Lewis. Therse
aren't any others I can distinguish. There would be something — crumbs of
material from the soles of their boots, sweat marks and skin flakes from
bare feet — you know the sort of thing."

"Yes, sir,” replied Ashton flatly. "Those were my conclusions.”

Kirk cleared his throat and handed the tricorder back to Ashton. *I
suppose you've done this already, haven't you?"

"Yes, sir," Ashton agreed smoothly, putting the tricorder back on his
shoulder.

Kirk coughed again, feeling that he had unwittingly stepped on
Ashton’s toes. "Check the ventilator, Tom. 1 don't suppose you’ll find
anything, but it's worth having a look."

As he had suspected, the ventilator showed noc signs of having been
moved since Pike's time. Kirk drew a breath and tried to marshall the
facts. "Let's take the order of events again. Darkness filled this room
and the box vanished. Now, let's assume that the darkness is a screen for
whatever it was that made C47 disappear."

"Well, of course... " Ashton's face made it clear that he had never
considered that the darkness could be anything else.

Kirk was less willing to take that for granted. “If that's so, then
whoever took C47 doesn’'t have a body. Well, we've met incorporeal beings
before, so we can't dismiss that. On the other hand... * Kirk pressed the
intercom beside him. "Scotty?"

"Scott hers=s, Captain.”

"Mr. Scott - would you be able to tell if anyone had been indulging in
intra—-ship beaming?™"

"I certainly would, Captain!” Scott sounded scandalised that there
should be any doubt.
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"Good. Next guestion is, can you tell me if anything has been beamed
out of Deck 3, room twelve?"

"How long ago, Captain?" Scott asked cautiously. "Because if you mean
when yon Klingon Kang was aboard and we had that wee bit o° trouble, 1
might not be able to tell you without some investigation.”

"Just within the last two hours, Scotty.
"No, sir. And that’'s definite.”

"Thanks, Scotty.” Kirk switched of the intercom with a sigh. The
idea that C47 had been beamed out was a grasp at a straw but it had been
warth checking out. Kirk caught sight of Ashton suppressing a yawn and
suddenly became aware that it was nearly six hours past the end of his duty
period. Maybe things would be clearer in the morning.

Maybe.

Thank god he had a male yeoman once more. He relaxed back into the
masculine atmosphere of his cabin with a grateful sigh. Janice Rand had
been a good yeoman, but the fact she was so overtly female meant that his
cabin always held the lingering scent of her perfume when he wanted to
slump down and be at ease.

Janice had never been able to resist making comments on the state of
his room — how he dropped his shirts, dumped his socks and slung wet towels
into the bathroom. Not unpleasant or offensive comments, but possessive in
an oddly motherly, oddly wifely way. And he hated being possessed...

Now Craddock, a phlegmatic, ugly Englishman with a peculiar accent
(had he said Lancashire or Somerset? — one of the two) would as soon dream
of being possessive as he would of laying claim to the ship. With a
simple, "I think you're all set now, Captain,” Craddock had made his morose
way aut of the rocom, leaving behind not the delicate scent of perfume but
the pungent smell of cleaning fluid.

He flung his boots and socks to the other side of the room and
revelled for a brief, liberated second or so in their untidiness. Then
conscience pricked him and he forced himself off the bed to pick them up.
after all, why should Craddock have to cope with them?

He was just summoning up the energy to walk, socks in hand, to the
laundry chute when the buzzer on his door sounded. "Come," Kirk called
automatically and then half—wished he hadn’'t. If there was another crisis
he didn't want to know...

McCoy ambled into the room, bottle in hand. "Thought you might like a
nightcap,” he said amiably. "Having had a hard day an’ all, thought it
might be appreciated.”

¥irk grinned and dumped the socks again for a long—suffering Craddock
to find the next morning and waved McCoy in. "It's not mint julep again,
is it, Bones? Because if so, then the answer’s no.”

"and what's wrong with mint julep?... Relax, Jim, this is a four star
Saurian brandy that's probably going to be wasted on you. Where's your

]

glasses”

"Shelf right behind you. Make mine a double.”
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"Coming right up, Jim."

McCoy poured two generous glasses and stretched himself into an
armchair. Kirk took his and put it on the table. McCoy shot him an acute,
appraising glance. He knew that today had been utterly frustrating for
Kirk. Froblems, minor or serious, acted on him like an unreachable itch.

"I've told Linguistics to contact me as soon as they have that tape
maoonstoned,” Kirk dropped into the silence. "They should have made
something of it by now.”

"Slow down, Jim. Let them get on with their own jobs in their own
time.”

"It could be vital, Bones.”

McCoy leaned even further back in his chair. "Jim, Spock tells me we
could be at war. Uhura tells me that there's a Priority One gone astray
and you tell me that C47 is missing. And yet - sickbay is clear, 1 find
the Captain has time to have a glass of brandy for the first time in a week
and Spock’'s gone to take a shower. If this is an emergency I wouldn't mind
having a crisis every hour on the hour. 6And what the hell does ‘moonstone’
mean?”

Kirk grinned, catching something of McCoy's carefree attitude. "It's
a linguistic term meaning filling in the blanks on a message with the most
probable words. Apparently they can pick up a lot from the intonation and
length of the fuzzed words — so they say.”

"Sounds like fiction to me," grunted McCoy. “Where does the name come
from anyway?"

For an answer, Kirk picked a book off the shelf behind him and passed
it over.

McCoy opened it idly. "The Moonstone’ by Wilkie Collins, first
published 1848." He cocked an eyebrow at Kirk. “So?"

"One of the characters in it finds out the full meaning of a message
by *illing in the blanks with the logical words. S'good book - you'd enjoy
it. It's an old mystery story."

McCoy continued flicking through the book until the Vulcan writing at
the back caught his eye. "Is this Spock's?™

Kirk nodded and McCoy's eyes gleamed in delight. "Spock reads
thrillers?™"

"Detective stories, Bones. He says the logic appeals to him."

"Thrillers," murmured McCoy happily. "Wait till I see him...

The intercom on the desk shrilled into McCoy's glee. “Linguistics
here, Captain. We have the message from Starfleet for you, but zome of it
we haven't been able to distinguish at all. The part that we have got
reads, after the salutation, ‘Something - probably situation concerning the
Romulans Is very grave. Epsilon Two's function has been disrupted by an
unknown Torce and wme fTace wide communication breakdown. He need to boost
our signal through the Enterprisze 50 wme can make contact with Romulan High
Command on Frequency K to determine it we are, in fact, in a state of war.
Until contact is made you are to proceed carefully and are forbidden to
initiate any action that could be Iinterpreted as an act of war... Then
there’s something which we can't make out at all, sir, followed by Admiral
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Conner’'s close, which you heard, Captain.”

"Well done, McbBregor. Give my congratulations to your staff. Kirk
put.” Kirk remained hunched over the viewer and swore very softly and
violently. When he turned round his fists were clenched. "Damn it to
hell, Bones, there's nothing I can do! The whole point of that message was
to get us to act as a booster station, but we can't even reach Starfleet
ourselves.”

"Couldn't you contact the Romulans yourself, Jim? Use this Freguency
K to communicate?”

"What for, Bones? I'm no diplomat and the hot line is strictly top
brass only. If I called up their Command, all that would do is tell them
that we're out of touch with Starfleet ourselves — and that could trigger a
full scale attack. Were... "

The red alert sliced through Kirk's voice as Sulu’s urgent command
boomed over the ship. "All hands, red alert, we're under attack. Battle
stations!”

Kirk and McCoy exchanged one brief glance and then ran for the door,
McCoy to sickbay, Kirk to the bridge.

McCoy panted into sickbay to find Chapel, MBenga and most of the
medical team already there. "Chris, have we got the plasma stocks ready?
All beds operating — MBenga, get the portable entrogram working — where’s
the extra feinbergers — thanks, Nurse... Give me a hand to get these drips
ready — and let's hope we don't need any of it.. " Dear Lord, let's come
through this one...

Kirk raced ontgo the bridge, closely followed by Spock. Sulu guickly
vacated the con and Kirk found himself looking at two Romulan battle
cruisers. Birds of prey to their dove. All shields up, full power on all
weaponry systeas... "Uhura, get me a visual to their bridge.”

"They don't respond, sir.”

A blue light shot out from the leading ship. Kirk just had time to
yell, "Brace yourselves!" when the bolt impacted.

"Main shields holding,” Chekov said tersely, picking himself up from
the floor. "Shield six buckled."

" _pave it. Get ready to fire phasers... Fire!"
"Bank one away, Captain... Deflected.”

“Fire banks two and three when ready, Mr.Chekov. Suly, course 163
mark 4; warp 8 and hold.”

Another bolt, this time from the second ship, sent them reeling.
"Shield six gone!™ shouted Chekov, clinging to his console. 0On his knees
beside the command chair, Kirk punched the com switch. "Scotty, divert all
available power to the warp drive. I need warp 8"

"She's ready... now, Captain.”

"Go, Sulu'™

A shudder of power groaned through the ship as the Enterprise
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accelerated away at 512 times the speed of light. Totally unprepared, the
Romulan ships were left far behind. Kirk kept up the nearly unbelievable
speed for a full two minutes before giving the order to reduce to warp 7.

Heaving a sigh of relief, he looked round the bridge crew. "Well
done, everyone. Uhura, kill that damn klaxon, will you?" The blaring of
the red alert mercifully ceased, to be replaced by a multitude of little
sounds as the fabric of the Enterprise shook itself back into place.

"Damage report, Uhura."

"Shield housing six destroyed, sir, and engineering reports hairline
cracks in two dilithium crystals.”

"Get a team up there, Uhura. Sickbay?"

"McCoy here, Captain. We've got four casualties... " There was a
brief pause as Nurse Chapel said something to McCoy in the background.
"Jim — make that three casualties and one fatality. Ensign Lewis just

died."

Kirk felt the sick taste of defeat rising in his throat. Lewis, whom
he had bawled out — how many hours ago? Two? Three? Lewis with the
nervous expression and the high honesty rating... "All right, McCoy, I'1l
be down when I have the chance."

McCoy looked at the shattered body beside him and dully said, "Leave
it until morning, Jim. You can’'t do anything here."

"Thanks, McCoy. Mr. Spock - status?"

"FPower levels down by thirty percent, Captain. It will take us one
point five two hours to reach sixty—five percent power, the most we can
hope to achieve with two faulty crystals.

"Thank you, Mr. Spock.” Idly he noticed that his First Officer had
wet hair... pulled out of the shower. He suddenly felt horribly tired.
811 hands, this is the Captain. Secure from general quarters.” He
glanced up and met the eves of his relief. "Mr. Madaus, you have the con.
A and B crews stand down.”

As he stood up to go with the rest of the crew he realised that he had
just fought the Romulans in bare feet. Ah, well, his crew had seen worse.
He knew that he was experiencing the reaction to tension and it was leaving
him desperately tired... He slumped against the turbolift wall and looked
at Spock. Apart from his mussed—-up hair he looked as impeccable as ever.
well, James 7., It just goes to show that some of us have and some of us...

"A most logical decision, Captain,” Spock said approvingly.

"Glad you think so, Spock. With any luck we can still convince the
Romulans that our intentions are peaceful. This close to the Neutral Zone
we wouldn't have stood a chance if we'd destroyed those ships. The fat
would have really been in the fire."

"Have you considered what our position will be if we are at war,
Captain? With our trading stations inoperable, our situation may be
precarious.”

Kirk gave him a tired smile. "You do have a way with words, Spock.
I+ there is a war our position will be bloody awful. §5till, I don't intend
to worry about that until tomorrow — more specifically until we reach
Tithonus and can pick up some hard information. Until then... " He yawned
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suddenly, unstoppably. "Until then, I couldn't give a damn."

‘Night, Spock. Dream about wmhatever it is Vulcans dream about...
while I shall probably dream about Ensign... Oh, god, wmhat wmas he called?
Lewiz. That was It, Lewis. 1 wish I hadn't gone for hib...

Brendan Rafferty expanded his chest wide and took in an appreciative
lungful of morning air. Despite what his friends told him, Tithonus was
shaping up to being one of the best places he had ever worked. He smiled
as he remembered Roebuck’'s grim warnings.

"Tithonus? Tithornus? Brendan, you must be out of your skull. It's
light years from anywhere. Research? You can do research here - there's
no need to go jogging off to Tithonus. I don't care if Gareth Llewelyn is
there, you can do just as much in Cambridge. You don't know what these
hick planets are like, Brendan. No entertainment, nothing to do apart from
work — and the weather! You'll either freeze or fry, mark my words."

Hick planet, indeed, thought Brendan affectionately. Why, it was
beautiful. It even had its own form of bird life. Of course, they weren't
like his own sparrows and blackbirds, but they were birds all the same. He
watched delightedly as a small sea bird tried to bury itself in the dust in
front of him. Never having encountered Humans before, they were completely
unafraid of the scientists at the station. With a white flurry the bird
finished its dust bath and flew out over the sea, swooping and diving for
insects.

Brendan smiled at the crazy flight as he stretched out luxuriously
against a turf-covered rock. The scent of tiny sea-flowers filled the air,
mingling with the tang of salt from the breakers crashing in on the rocks.
Ferfect scene, perfect weather, perfect peace... A clod of turf thumped
into the back of his neck and he sprang up to find Adanka almost speechless
with laughter behind him.

Brendan gave a mocking chuckle as he picked up a handful of s0ggy
seaweed. Adanka backed off, hands wide. “"Now, Bren, you know you don‘'t
mean it... Ah, Bren, it was only a joke... ugh!® The seaweed landed
sguarely on his chest, sending small tendrils down his shirt. Adanka
picked out the most visible pieces and flicked them disdainfully on the
ground. "Is your Irish pride satisfied now?"

"You can't expect the descendant of Irish kings to sit there and
calmly accept some lunatic Folynesian chucking half the planet at him, now
can you? There's thousands of years of royal blood in these veins... *

"And Dr. Llewelyn is going to want every drop of it if we're late on
duty. C47 is due to be dropped off today and you know what that means.”

Brendan groaned. "Not more physicals! I'm too young to be a
guinea—pig for some Starfleet surgeon.”

"You won't get much older if we're late. We're still got time for a
swim if you can stop chattering. Race you'™

“You're on'*

Kirk looked at the blue-white gem of the planet in front of him, but
his mind was far away from the appreciation of natural beauty. What he was
trying to decide was how to explain to Dr. Gareth Llewelyn that C47 had
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gone missing. Reluctantly he came to the conclusion that there was no
tactful way to break the news. The only possible approach was the stark
truth, tempered by the hope that once Llewelyn had told him what C47
actually was, they would have a hetter idea of who would want to steal it.
As a silver lining it was a bit thin, but...

"This area of space is fascinating, Captain,” Spock said, stooped over
his viewer. "It has gualities analogous to those we experienced when we
encountered the Tholian web.”

"You mean we're going to find ourselves in the middle of a heap of
alien knitting again, Spock?" drawled McCoy.

"I sincerely hope not, Doctor. That would necessitate another dosage
of your compound of Klingon nerve gas and alcohol — a mixture which I found
quite repellant. The Tholians were an additional hazard to the weakness in
the continuum, not concomitant upon it. It would be a coincidence indeed
if there were an entry to Tholian space from this sector as well.

"I wish I'd never asked," murmured McCoy.

"Odds on encountering a trans—dimensional power, Mr. Spock?" asked
HKirk with a gleam in his evye.

"Infinitesimal, Captain.”
"See, Bones? You can stop worrying."

"Who was worrying? 1 was making conversation if you must know, but I
guess that's the triumph of faith over experience.”

"Orbit achieved, Captain,” called Sulu, neatly cutting off a retort
from Spock.

"Good. Uhura, contact the Tithonus station and tell them we're
beaming down. Mr. Scott, you have the con. Spock, McCoy, transporter
room." He vacated the chair for Scott and walked towards the turbolift, to
be stopped by a sign from Uhura.

"Captain, Tithonus doesn't answer. It could be connected with the
continuum distortion we're experiencing... "

In an utterly Human gesture, Kirk strode across to the communications
board and flicked the output switch. "Hmm. I suppose you're right,
Lieutenant. Keep on trying, anyway. Scotty, if you haven't heard from us
in one hour, beam us up. McCoy - do you want any of your staff to help you
with the physicals?"

"I can handle it, Jim. There's only fourteen people down there.”

"Fine. Scotty, this far out from the Neutral Zone I'm not expecting
any trouble, but if you have to, warp her out of orbit. We can take cover
down on the planet.”

"Aye, Captain.”

"Gopod.” He turned to Spock and McCoy. "Well gentlemen, if you're

ready, let’'s go.”

The first thing Kirk was aware of on Tithonus was the noise. After
the constant mechanical hum of the Enterprise, it was good to hear the
natural sounds of the sea and wind once again. Blinking into the bright
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