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Hello, and welcome to Log Entries 76.

Once again I'm sitting looking at a sheet of blank paper, and
wondering what on earth I can find to say in the editorial. I'm
reminded of a piece in one of the American zines some years ago when
the editors, faced with the same problem, wondered whether anyone
actually reads the editorial anyway. One of them suggested putting in
something really outrageous, then walting to see if anyone reacted.
I'11 resist the temptation this time, but since Sheila will want the
editorial for LE 77 any day now, I just might be reduced to desperate
measures. ..

Sheila's cat Whiskers now has a new companion - a two year old collile
cross named Cindy. She's a sweet, affectionate animal, with a great
desire to c¢climb onto laps. So far she seems to be showing little
interest in the computer. Fortunately.

Cindy's arrival means that with Janet's and my gister's pets, 1 am
surrounded by six dogs and two cats. (Definition of a dog - a
digestive system with an insatiable appetite at one end and no sense
of responsibility at the other.) In sheer self-defense I may have to
invest in a guinea-pig...

...on second thoughts, I'1l1l stick to teddy bears.

Anne Lloyd from England and Rosa Caccioppo from Italy make thelir first
Log Entries appearance in this issue. We thank them both for their
stories, and also thank Manuela Rietano, who has done such a good job

of helping Rosa with the translation. It 18 not at all easy writing
in a foreign language.

I hope you enjoy this issue of Log Entries. Now - about that
editorial for LE 77....40¢44.

£lre

We are soliciting submissions for inclusion in E-Log Entries. These
can be sent to either -

Sheila Clark or Valerie Placentini






1,6, ENTERRRYGE

by

David Gomm

Ship’'s Log 10/10/04,

Today word has been received that a medical board has declared
Captain Pike’'s grievous wounds as having rendered him unfit for
further duty. He is to be invalided from the Service on half pay.

A unew captain has been appointed and will join the ship within the
hour.

The Enterprise rode st her anchor off Spithesad.

It was one of those murky October mornings on which the weather,
urnable to make up 1its mind between light rain and heavy fog, turns
into that fine penetrating drizzle which combines the damp misery of
the former with the atrocious vigibility of the latter. The gloom of
the day perfectly matched the mood of the ship's company.

There was a knock on the door of the Sailing Master's cabin.
The grizzled old Scots sea-dog laid down his quill with a sigh.
"Come in." He looked up and saw the newcomer. "What is 1it, Mr.
Chekov?"

Mr. Midshipman Chekov opened the door a little wider and stepped
through, stooping slightly in order to aveid contact with the deck
above. The young Russian emigre made no attempt to close the door
behind him, but stood in the opening, shifting nervously from one
foot to the other and twisting his hat in hils hands.

"Baeg pardon, Meester Scott, but I... that is, we... I mean..."

"Och, spit it oot, laddie," the Sailing Master said testily.
"and either come in or stay outside. We'll be cold and wet enough
hefore the day's through. Nae sense in starting afore we must."

"I just wanted to say... I heard about the Keptin. Eet's a sad
day."”

"Aye, Mr. Checkov, that 4t is. He wag a fine man. ITe a fine
man," Scott corrected himself hastily.

"Dp, McCoy was sgsaying that he was lucky not to be blown to
prieces, like poor Mr. Tyler."

YLucky? Aye, weel, I suppose you could call it lucky." Scott's
expression took on a haunted look. Never would he forget that last
sight of his captain, being carried ashore more dead than alive after
the explosion in the ammunition lighter had blown away half his face.

Chekov came to the real point of his visit. "Thees Keptin Kirk,
Mr. Scott. What's he 1like?" In a service in which a captain held
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the literal power of life and death, a sadistic tyrant could turn one
of His Majesty's ships into a floating hell. As senior midshipman,
Chekov had taken 1t upon himself to voice the guestion the entire
ship was asking.

"We'll know soon enough, Mr. Chekov," Scott said grimly. "*In
fact - "

There was a clatter of feet on the deck outside, so loud that it
could only have been made by the smallest member of the gunroom. The
door opened a few inches and in popped the tousled head of Midshipman
Kinshaw.

Scott began to enquire, "Did your mother never teach you to
knock, Mr. Kinshaw?" but the c¢hild, unabashed, piped up, "Rowlocks,
Mr. Scott."

The Master did his best to summon up an explosion of
ungovernable wrath, but Kinshaw forestalled it by saying, "Mr.
Stiles' compliments, Mr. Scott, and he believes he heard a boat
approaching. ™

Hats were hastlly crammed onto heads, and there was a rush for
the deck. Just as Scott reached it the lookout shouted the
challenge, "Boat ahoy?"

There was a second's utter stillness, and anticipation. If the
approaching boat responded with the ship's name, it would signify
that 1t contained her captain, the unknown Kirk. Sure enough, from

out of the gloom there came the single word, "Enterprise."

Dozens of pairs .of eyes scanned the grey water. The first
glimpse anyone had of the new Captain was of a cloaked figure gsitting
in the stern of a small boat, being rowed by a single ocarsman. Once
gsighted, the boat seemed to accelerate, so that in no time at all it
wags alongsilde. The figure in the stern stood up, rather unsteadily,
divested himself of his cloak, and handed it to the boatman to be
swung abcard along with his sea-chest.

"He's quite young," whispered Midshipman Kinshaw to Ensign
Potatoc of the ship's small Marine detachment.

n"gilence!"™ Scott, when he put his mind to it, could whisper
guite thunderously. But the midshipman was quite right. The new
captain did indeed cut a youthful figure, a youthfulness emphasgised
by the conspicuously new single epaulette of a junior Post Captain.

The figure in the boat looked up. God! he thought. Can 1t
really be that they are even more nervous than I? The Enterprise, at
24 guns, was barely large enough to merit a full captain - only the
Atropos, 22, was smaller - but the climb up her side was still long
enough, and slippery enough, to threaten her new captalin with a
ridicule from which he would never recover. He brushed these
thoughts aside, ran up the ladder like a powder-monkey, and with a
nonchalance he did not feel stepped through the entry port, arm
already lifting in salute.

S0, in a twittering of bosun'e plpes, Captain James T. Kirk
joined H.M.S. Enterprise.

The moment the pipes were stilled Lt. Stiles stepped forward and
saluted stiffly. "Stiles, sir. Second Lieutenant. Acting First."
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It was left to Mr. Scott to say, "Welcome aboard, sir."

"Thank you, Mr...2"
"Scott, sir. Montgomery Scott. Sailing Master."

"Very well. Mr. Stiles, c¢all a2ll hands, if you please. I shall
read myself in at once."

Until the Admiralty Orders addressed to Captain James T. Kirk -
the title was still somehow unreal - had been read aloud to the
ship's company, Christopher Pike and not he remained legally Captailn
of the Enterprise. But 1t was soon done. In less than a minute the
ghost of a well-loved former captain was laid. The Enterprise had a
new master.

There was an expectant hush as, the legal formaelities over, Kirk
stepped forward to address the ship's company. They knew well that
this wasg the moment which traditionally gave the first clue as to the
new captain's character. But Kirk knew it too. He had heard too
many captains seek to insgspire but achieve only pomposity. He changed
his mind abruptly.

"Mr. Stiles."
"sSip, "

"T have sealed orders to read. I shall do so in my cabin.
Kindly see to i1t that I am not disturbed for fifteen minutes. Then I
will meet the ship's officers."

"Aye aye, sir." Stiles was about to summon Midshipman Kinshaw
to show the captain to his gquarters, but he was too late; Kirk was
already on his way.

In the privecy of the tiny cabin he sat down at the simple
wooden desk. Forcing himself to act deliberately, he removed the
bulky package from his uniform cocat, unwrapped the layers of
protective oilskins, and broke the seal.

"Captain, may 1 present Mr. Midshipman Chekov. Mr.Riley. Mr.
Kinshaw."

"Gentlemen," Kirk acknowledged gravely, as Stiles concluded,
"and this is our surgeon, Dr. Horatio McCoy."

Kirk recognised a kindred spirit. "Glad to know you,
Sawbones." Realising that he had allowed his carefully cultivateqd
mask of impassivity to slip, he covered it up by frowning sternly.
""Ha h'm!" he said, a habilt acquired from another naval commander of
his acquaintance. He smiled inwardly at the thought of Hornblower,
languishing as Master and Commander of a sloop blockading Brest,
st1ll waiting to achieve Post rank. Whatever happened, he, Kirk,
would now remain the senior for as long as they both lived.

McCoy, discovering that they had a mutual acguaintance, said
anxiously, "Do you perchance play whist, Captain?"

"I do not, Doctor,'" said Kirk firmly.

"Thank god for that!"
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"Ha h'm!" said Kirk again, louder and more sternly. There was a
laugh, among those who knew of the celebrated sloop commander's
abiding passion. "Only one watchkeeping officer, excluding myself.
And we should carry three."

"But Keptin. Mr. Barrett was transferred shortly before the
accident. And Mr. Tyler..." Chekov waved his hands expressively "...
pouf!"

"Thank you, Mr. Chekov," Kirk said grimly. "I am well aware of
the sad fate of Lt. Tyler. But we must address ourselves to the
situation as it now stands. A senior Lieutenant will be joining us
at sea."

This disclosure brought a buzz of interest from his hearers, but
no explanation was forthcoming.

"Which will still leave us short. Mr. Chekov, the duties of a
Lieutenant in His Majesty's Navy are responsible and arduous. Do you
feel yourself ready to assume them?"

Chekov gulped. "Yeg, Keptin."

"Very well. You are promoted Acting Lieutenant from this
moment. Whether an examining board will confirm you in that rank
will be a test of your continued diligence in your studies. Let me
see, that will create a vacancy in the gunroom. Mr. Stiles, be so
good as to pass the word for Leading Seaman Sulu."

"Sylu, sir?" Incredulously.
"l believe you lKeard me, Mr.Stiles."
"But he's a Chink, gir."”

"Not in fact, Mr. Stiles. But be that as it may. From Captain
Pike's annotations in the ship's muster book I gather him to be an
intelligent and cultured individual; one moreover who has the
reputation of being the best helmsman in the fleet. It may 1interest
you to know that my predecessor had decided to rate him Master's
Mate. A decision which it is my intention to honour. That will be
all, gentlemen." And as Stiles turned to leave, his expression
thunderous, '"Oh, Mr. Stiles. I should be delighted if you and Mr.
Secott would join me at dinner this evening. You too, Doctor." A
laugh hovered around his eyes, although his face remained solemn. "
will gladly undertake not to propose a rubber of whist."

‘Mr. Midshipman' Kinshaw wriggled uncomfortably in her chair at
the gunrcom table, and suppressed a desire to giliggle. Putting on
boys' clothes and running away to sea had seemed a great lark at the
age of fourteen. At sixteen golng on seventeen those same clothes
were digtressingly tight in all the wrong places. There were times
when she longed to unbutton the blue uniform coat and flop gratefully
outwards into her own natural shape, but such a revelation would be
likely to raise eyebrows among her brother Warrant Officers; as to
the effect on the lower deck, the mind boggled.

"Doesn't it just!"™ she said out loud, then realising that she
was not alone, "Oh, hello, Pavel. Slumming?"

Chekov would dearly have liked to say pompously, "Lieutenant
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Chekov to you, Migter Kinshaw," but his news was too good to waste,
so he sald in a conspiratorial whisper, "Have you heard cur orders?"

"Ornily that we have to rendezvous wlith the Celestine, brig, and
take on board our new First Lieutenant."

Chekov waved a hand airily. "“"Ancient heestory."
"There's more?"

"Much more."” He lowered his voice still further. "We are also
taking aboard a scientific gentleman, of noble rank. The Keptin has
been 'requested and regquired' to give him every assistance in the
pursuance of his experiments."

His companion's face 1it up. Ships and science had been her
twin passions as a child, but both had been dismissed as unsuitable
occupations for a young lady. She had run away to sea in the hope of
accumulating enocugh prize money in the former to finance a career in
the latter. "What kind of science?"

"T don't exactly know,'" Chekov admitted. "He's supposed to be
testing some new kind of signalling device."

Kinshaw's face fell again. As signal midshipman she knew all
there was to know about signals, which consisted of flags, more
flags, and still more flags, every combination of which had to be
learned by heart. "That's not science. Not proper science, anyway.
I wonder what he'll be like."

To Chekov, all scientists were the same. "“"Probably an eccentric
old gentleman with a long ‘grey beard."

He c¢ouldn't have been more wrong.

"Sail ho!"

Captain Kirk cupped his hands and responded to the lookout's
cry. "What sail®?" Without waiting for a reply he grabbed a
telescope. "Take the con, 1f you please, Mr. Sulu. Mr. Riley, you
know the Celestine, I believe?"

Y"Aye, sir."

"Then come with me."

The two ran up the rigging, the older man easily outdistancing
the younger.

"She's the Celestine, all right, sir," Riley confirmed. "i'ag
know her anywhere. But... she's running away from us."
It was true. The brig, all sail set, was abeam of the

Enterprise, on a divergent course, and inching ahead.

Kirk descended to the deck the gquickest way, spurning the
rigging and coming straight down a rope, hand over hand. "Make more
sail, if you please, Mr. Scott."

A worried frown crossed the Sailing Master's face. "“"Cap'n,
she's carrying all she can. Any more, and she'll shake herself to
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pieces." And, resignedly, as his Captain kept loocking, "Aye aye,
gsir."

Under the combined skills of Scott and Sulu the Enterprise
gathered speed and more speed, flying over the water like a bird.
Soon the Celestine was clearly visible again, still running before
the wind as 1f oblivious of the other's existence.

"Mr. Kinshaw. Make to Celestine: ‘Heave to.' And, as the brig
continued to ignore them, "Make that 'Heave to or I shall open
fire'. "

Scott peered agaein through the telescope. "But where are her
crew?"

Now that he mentioned it, there was no sign of life anywhere on
the vrig, from masthead to gquarterdeck.

"I don't like it, Keptin."®

"No more do I, Mr.Chekov. Mr. Stiles, I'll have the guns run
ocut, 1if you please."

And then, suddenly, the chasge was over. There was a loud crack,
clearly audible across the remaining expanse of water. Her mainmast
teetered and fell; within seconds the Celestine was transformed from
a graceful and noble ship into a dismasted wreck.

"Mr. Chekov, detail a boarding party. Hands to draw cutlasses.
No, Mr. Stiles,"™ as the Second lieutenant prepared to buckle on his
sword belt, "you will remain with the ship. I shall lead the
boarding party myself. Bosun, make ready with those grapples."

Kirk held his sword aloft as the two ships closed. "Prepare to
boardt!" Then, although none of the ship's company understocod his
meaning - least of all himself -

"Phagers on stun.

"Captain Kirk to the bridge."

Jim Kirk's eyes were red, from disturbed sleep rather than any
simple lack of it. He pulled on a shirt and trousers, shakling his
head to clear it; then he opened his cabin door and marched briskly
along the corridor towards the turbolift. There he found Dr. McCoy

barring his way.
"Jim, I have to talk to you."
"[.ater, Bones."

"Tt's been happening again, hasn't it2?"

Kirk's eyes blazed. "T gaid not now, Doctor. 'Kay?'" Then as
his natural good manners reasserted themselves, "Yes, 1t has been
happening again, but that problem can wait. I'm worried about Spock

and Uhura. They're twenty-four hours overdue.™
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"Twenty~-three point seven two five - approximately," McCoy said
in an effort to lessen the tension between them. But if Kirk
recognised the pearody of Spock he ignored it. The two rode the 1ift
in silence up to the bridge.

The doors were still opening as Kirk demanded, YAny signh of that
shuttlecraft yet, Mr. Sulu?"

"Negative, (aptain. Wait -" Sulu studied his monitor more
closely. "I'm getting something now. A faint echo. Bearing two
seven two mark nine."

"Sengors, Miss Kinshaw?"

The Deputy Science Officer bent to her task. "It's the
shuttlecraft all right, sir. But... it can't be!"

"Explain."
"They're accelerating away from us. And we're doing..."
"Warp five," confirmed Sulu."

Not for the firgt time on that trip Kirk was overwhelmed with a
sense of deja wvu.

"Bridge to Engineering."

"Scott here, Captain."

"Increase speed, Mr. Scott. Warp eight. Mr. Sulu, set a course
to Iintercept shuttlecraft. For your information, Miss Kinshaw, it
can be. Don't ask me how."

"S+ill gaining on us, sir," reported Sulu. "Almost beyond

scanner range."

"Keep station on her, Mr. Sulu. Mr. Scott - warp nine. No she
won't," he added, forestalling Scott's gloomy prognostications
concerning the effect on the ship's structure.

Slowly the Enterprise clawed back the lost ground.

"Put her on visual, Mr. Sulu." Kirk studied the picture
intently, mentally computing the distance and angle between them.
"She'll gtop just about... now."

The shuttlecraft had no masts to lose, but if she had she would
most certainly have lost them. She stopped dead. If by any
mischance her gravity cushions had been less than one hundred percent
cperational everyone and everything aboard her would have bheen
instantly mashed.

"Hailing frequency open, sir," confirmed Ensign Pawson, standing
in for Uhura.

"Kirk to shuttlecraft. This is Enterprise calling shuttlecrarft.
Lo you read me?"

"They're not answering, Keptin."

"Thank you, Mr. Chekov," said Kirk neutrally. A sarcastic reply
would have been wasted on the Russian. And in any case, they were
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answering; Spock's voice came through loud and clear.
"Spock to Enterprise."
"Spock! Is that you? Are you both all right?"

"vYour first question is illogical, Captain, since it was posed
in response to its own reply. As to the second, both Lt. Uhura and I
are in excellent shape."

"One more so than the other!" muttered Sulu to Chekov with a
wink.

Luckily Kirk did not hear him; he was concentrating on the
shuttlecraft, which was under way again, edging towards the hangar
bay. Something was wrong, he could feel it. But what?

Spock's voice broke into his thoughts again. *Mr. Chekov, since
we are about to enter the hangar bay it would be logical to open the
doors."

"Yeg, Mr. Spock. Hangar doors opening."
Kirk made up his mind. "Belay that!"™ he saild sharply.

Chekov looked up, startled by the unusual phraseoclogy. Kirk
himself stabbed at the button, setting the doors closing agaln. Then
he glanced across to Ensign Pawson, drawing a finger across his
throat to signify that she should cut the hailling link. When she had
done so,

"The shuttlecraft 1is hostile, Mr. Chekov." And, as Chekov
looked doubtful, "Don't ask, Mr. Chekov. Just believe. I know."

The craft's own hailer opened up. "Tg there a problem,
Captalilne”

"We're working on it, Mr. Spock. Miss Pawson, have Potato and
three strong men report to the hangar deck. Mr. Chekov, come with
me. Mr. Sulu, you have the con."

Wwhen the Security Ensign and his men reached the hangar they
were greeted by the Duty Controller. "Message from the Captain.
You're to meet him in the transporter room. On the double."

"Sorry about the detour, Mr. Potato," Kirk salid when the

Security detachment arrived, puffing slightly. "We are beaming
aboard the shuttlecraft, and I didn't want to advertise the fact."
He indicated the transporter pads. "Take your places, gentlemen.
Phagsers on heavy stun." He took his own place and nodded to Kyle at
the console. "Energise."

The main cabin of the shuttlecraft was empty. It was otherwise
completely normal except for two things: the on-board computer had a

voice synthesiser attached to it, and there was a lead-walled cubicle
where the airlock should have been.

Back on the Enterprise, Transporter Chief Kyle handed Ensign
Pawson a note, written in the Captain’'s hand. The Communications
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Ensign studied 1t, then reopened the hailing frequency. "Enterprise
o shuttlecraft."

Potato, who was nearest to the computer, Jjumped violently as the
asynthesiser spoke in Uhura's voice. "Uhura here."

"Captain's compliments, Lieutenant. He's sorry to keep you, but
they're doing everything they can."

The synthesiser sounded plaintive. "Tell him to hurry. We want
cur tea."
A second voice, Spock's, issued from the same speaker, "If you

mean you are hungry, Lieutenant, 1t would be more logical to say so.
Tea is a beverage."

"T+'s a figure of speech, Mr. Spock. Something wou wouldn't
understand. "

"Mr. Potato!™

Lost in the fascinating spectacle of a machine arguing with
itself, Potato had momentarily allowed himself to be distracted.
Discovering his Captain wrestling with the door of the lead cabinet
he bounded over *o help, sending Chekov flying in the process. The
door swung open, revealing Spock and Uhura bound back to back.
Between them was & tall red metal structure, whose top was shaped
like an old-fashioned beehive.

Spock did not need to waste time with speech. His voice
materialised inside all six heads, not in that mixture of words and
images symptomatic of Vulcan telepathy, but in crisp, perfect
sentences, the entire message heard and comprehended many times
taster than would have been possible vocally.

s Iim. There s no time to lose. You must get the Enterprise
cway Ffrom here. The shuttlecraft'l's engines have been replaced with
power units of an alien design, which melds the principles of the
warp drive and the phaser. That <s how we were able to travel at
warp gspeed. Now the phaser has been gset to overload. Detonation
will be in sixty seconds from - now./

No further elaboration was necessary. A simple hand-phaser,
critically overloaded, possessed enough destructive power to destroy
& Starship. A phaser on this scale, couprled with a massive
matter/anti-matter imbalance, could easily add a new small star to
the firmament.

In one minute's time.

The Voiceless Ingstantaneous Synchronous Communications Orator
had been developed by an obscure scilientist living as a near-hermit on
the planet Fidlas IITI. On the grounds that i1t might be misused in
the wrong hands, its inventor had offered the Orator to the
Federation, stipulating only that in order to preserve his privacy it
mnust be collected by a party of no more than two. It had been
Spock's and Uhura's mission to take delivery of the Orator and
trangport it to the Enterprise for conveyance to Starfleet HQ.

"Fascinating'" Spock had exclaimed, when the principle of the
device was explained to him. "So simple, and yet so... elegant."
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Tuned to its user's voice pattern, the Orator intercepted speech
at source and converted it to a form of radio wave, so that it would
travel at the speed of light rather than that of sound. This wave
impinged directly on the recipient's cerebral cortex, there to be
convarted back into speech. The prototype still had its teething
troubles, nct the least of which was its sheer bulk; its range was
limited, and within that range its audibility was indiscriminate, but
once refined and miniaturised it would revolutionise the
communications of a galaxy.

In the event, the very imperfection of the Orator proved to be
the Enterprise's salvation. Spock's warning crossed the few
kilometres from shuttlecraft to Enterprise, where it was picked up
simultaneocusly by everyone aboard.

The whole crew reacted as one person. In ten seconds Scott was
replying, "Aye, lassie, I heard," to D.3.0. Kinshaw's frantic yelp
down the intercom.

In twenty Kyle had locked on to all the shuttlecraft's occupants
and was ready to beam them across.

In thirty the matter/anti-matter reaction was being accelerated
in anticipation of an urgent call for warp speed.

In forty, Kirk and the landing party were safely materialised on
board ship.

In fifty Spock and Uhura had followed, with the Orator still
lashed between them.

In fifty-five Sulu had fired a salvo of photon torpedoes to
vaporise the shuttlecraft, thereby pre-empting its own much deadlier
explosion.

And in fifty-nine seconds, warp factor one already comfortably
exceeded, the Enterprise was well out of harm's way.

"And you had no idea that the engines had been changed?"

Kirk, Spock and McCoy were walking together towards the senior
officers' living gquarters.

""None at all, Captain. The shuttlecraft handled precisely as it
always does. If Lt. Uhura had not drawn my attention to the hum of a
phaser beginning to overload, the consequences would have been
quite... seriocus."

"That was when you investigated the engines?"

"Affirmative. Although there was barely time to make my
asgsessment before we blacked out. When we came to we were as you
discovered us."

Dr. McCoy frowned. "But who could posgsibly have changed the
engines? And how?"

"Guvnar?" suggested Kirk, referring to the Orator's inventor.

"Negative, Jim. Guvnar did not leave our company for the entire
duration of our time on Fidlas III. And my sensors showed no other
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l1ife formse withir a half light-year of the planet. In any case, so
comprehensgive an engine change should have been impossible in that
time~frame, even for a team of men."

McCoy selzed eagerly on the opportunity. "Nevertheless, 1t 4did
happen.™

"T believe I saild should have been impossible, Doctor. It was
manifestly not sc¢ since, as you say, it did happen. I have to
confess I f£find it... interesting."

The trio stopped in front of Kirk's cabin. Kirk made to open
it, but McCoy laid a restraining hand on his arm.

"There i3 that other matter, Jim."

"ITt'1ll have to wait until morning, Bones. I've simply got to
get gsome sleep. Now."

McCoy did not budge. "In your cabin, Jim. Just the three of
us. Now. Or befcre a full medical board in the morning. It's your
choice.”

"If I might venture a prescription, Doctor?" McCoy loocked
thundergtruck, but Spock went on, "I still have a little of Admiral
Sumbio's Romulan Lekhar."

McCoy grinned. "I thought you didn't drink, Spock."

"If you are guggesting that I have no requirement for fluid
intake, Doctor, then your knowledge of Vulcan physiclogy is even more
superficial than you claim., My suggestion was based upon personal
experience of Lekhar's relaxing qualities. If they do not cure the
Captain's problem, they may at least assgist him 1in sharing 1t with
ug. "

McCoy took a second sip of the maghnificent blood-red liguid and
smiled, broadly and appreciatively. "These dreams, Jim<?"

Kirk shook his head. "Not dreams, Bones. At least, not in the
conventional sense. These... experiences... occur when I am asleep,
but there the resemblance begins and ends. I am this man. I have
his feelings, his memories, even his senses. When I climbed up the
side of that ship T could smell the salt tang of the sea. And I have
never been to sea. What's more, although I have his memories - a
whole lifetime of them - I have none of my own."

"This ship. The Enterprise. She would be a - I forget the
phrage."

"A ship of the line? Nothing so grand, Bones. She 1s what is
called a Fifth Rate. The smallest ship to rate a Post Captain -
that's a full Captain, not Jjust a Commander. Before my promotion I
was commanding a sloop of war - the Wizard - off Brest."

"Don't tell Chekov thatt!"

Kirk laughed. "] wasn't going to." He became seriocuz again,
absent-mindedly knocking the dry biscuit which traditionaliy
accompanied Lekhar on the hard surface of his table to remove the
weevils. "I was asppointed to the Enterprise after her previous
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Captaln was seriously injured in an explosion.”
"The parallels are indeed close."

"But not exact, Mr. Spock. Stiles i1s still Second Lieutenant,
although ocur own Mr. 3Stiles was transferred after the Romulan
encounter. But many of our people are on board in some guise or
other. Scotty, you yourself Bones, Potato, Chekov, Sulu. Even young
Kinshaw is there, disguised as a boy. That only leaves you, Mr.
Spocl. And Uhura, £ course."

"My knowledge of your ancilient history is somewhat patchy,"
admitted Spock, "but from what I do know, it is hard to visualise a
place for someone with Uhura's... attributes."

"Or with yours, Spock?"”

"T was about to say that, Doctor.™

"That really is all there is to it," Kirk concluded. "I gseem to
be living two lives, and we both of us work very hard." He yawned
prodigiously. "And now I am going to bed. Medical board or no

medical board."

And added, although neither of his hearerg had heard the term
before,

"Tt's my watch below."

The trouble with being promoted Acting Lieutenant, Chekov
decided, was that you were neither one thing nor t'other. You didn't
know whether you belonged in the wardroom or the gunroom. Not that
it made a whole lot of difference in the tiny Enterprise, because the
two were really one and the same, divided only by a canvas partition.

'Mr. Midshipman' Kinshaw was listening avidly to her friend's
excited description of the boarding of the Celestine. It wasn't easy
to fcllow, because when he got excited the Russian's English tended
to desert him. And from the moment when the new First Lieutenant and
the civilian scientist had been discovered in the main cabin, stark
nakec and bound together back to back, things had got very exciting
indeed.

Chekov warmed to his story. "The lootenant was guite nekked,"
he assured his audience, "except for his huge hatted cock." (The
Lieutenant's only garment had been an exceptionally large cocked hat,
pulled down at the sides so that it hid the tops of his ears. ) "aAnd
as for your dried-up old greybeard of a scientist - he's a black
lady."”

This piece of information, fascinating though it was, had to be
filed away for later, because 1t was at this point in the narrative
that Captain Kirk had suddenly stood bolt upright, stock still like a
stag scenting danger. He held the pose for several seconds, eyes
shut, as though communicating with another plane of consciousness.
Then, at a bound, he was at the captives' side, releasing them with a
single accurate slash of his cutlass.
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"It is my btelief that this ship is mined,'" he said tersely.
"No, it is to my certain knowledge. Lieutenant Grayson, I presume?"
The cocked-hatted prisoner nodded. "Are you fit for duty?"

"At once, Casptain.™

"Then pray be so good as to search the forrad magazine. Mrp.

Fotato, you and your marines will assist the Lieutenant. Mr.

Sulu - " The newly-promoted Master's Mate stood to attention. "rou
will find clothing for the lady and conduct her and her egquipment to
safety aboard the Enterprise. EYES FRONT, MR. CHEKoOvV!" {Chekov's
eyes were repeatedly straying towards the magnificent equipment of
the dusky female gcientist, although not to the particular equipment
to which his Ceptain had referred.) "We must put your keen eyesight

to more urgent use. Take half the seamen and search the after
magazine. The rest of you men, come with me. Smartly now, lads, ere
we are blown to Kingdom Come. A golden guinea for the man who finds

that fuse."

It wag dark in the after hold. The party's single lantern had
to be carefully shielded, because of the terrible risk of fire and
ensuing explosion. At first all seemed clear. If there was a fuse,
it was well hidden.

Chekov coveraed the lantern completely, plunging the hold into
pitch blackness. "Keep s8till, men. And werry gquilet. Look and
listen.™

"Wot we lis'nin for, sir?'" came the voice of one of the hands
ocout of the darkness.

"A glow and a nissin', yer fool," said another.

"Quiet!" ordered Chekov. "A dozen lashes for the next man who
makes a sgsound.”

But the sound, when it came, put all thought of lashes out of
his mind: not the tell-tale hissing of a burning fuse, but a soft
crunching underfoot, as one of the sailors shuffled in the darkness.
Even the inexperienced Chekov instantly grasped its significance.

"Every man take off his shoes. Werry carefully. One spark and
we're done for."

The lantern, cautiously uncovered, confirmed that the decking
had been liberally carpeted with loose gunpowder. The surrounding
bags were all sound, leaving no doubt that this powder had been
spread deliberately.

But why? mused Chekov. He looked up, seeking inspiration, and
in doing so saved all their lives.

The deck overhead had been sawn almost clean through. Four
flintlock mechanisms had been fixed to the sound portion, with their
triggers pointing inwards, and their muzzles downwards,. Anyone
antering the orlop immediately above would bring the whole lot
crashing down, discharging the flintlocks in the process. Hot shot
and sparks would descend into the hold. And then...

There was a clatter of footsteps, coming rapidly closer.
Japtain Kirk and his party, searching the deck above, were about to

spring lhe trap.



16

Chekov gave a desperate shout. "KEPTIN - KEEP CLEAR OF THE
ORLCP!"

But the footsteps kept coming.

Acting Lieutenant Chekov paused in his narrative and took a deep
draught of the double rum ration which the Captain had authorised for
every member of the boarding party.

"If only it were wodka," he said wistfully. The wistfulness did
not prevent him from taking another long swig.

Midshipman Kinshaw, eyes saucer-wide, almost screamed, "You
can't stop there, Pavel. What happened next?"

Chekov drained his mug before replying. "That," he said
dramatically, "was when we heard the scream."

“"Hark!" Kirk had stopped in his tracks. "What was that?"

‘That' had been Ensign Potato, losing his footing in the forrad
hatch and tumbling back into the hold, doing no good to Lieutenant
Grayson's cocked hat and even less to Marine Dobson, upon whom he
landed. The unfortunate Dobson was the only casualty of the
engagement.

Now that they had stopped running, the Captain's party could
clearly hear Chekov's warning shouts.

"Moast ingenious," commented Kirk, when the four flintlocks had
been made safe.

"Ingenious indeed, Captain," agreed Lieutenant Grayson quietly.
"We now know how the Celestine trap was set. Also, since it was her
crew who overpowered us before taking to the boats, there is a
logical answer to the question 'by whom?’ The puzzle to which I
should now like to apply myself is - 'why®?'"™

Further investigation showed one thing clearly: the Celestine’'s
renegade crew had included an explosives expert. All sail had been
set, to carry the brig within sight of the Enterprise. Then a small
well-timed charge had carried away the topmast, setting off a chain
reaction which had reduced the brig to her present sorry condition.

"T have been thinking, Captain," sald Lieutenant Grayson, now
dressed in seaman's kit from the Celestine's slop-chest, and a
threadbare uniform coat which had belonged to the late Lieutenant
Tyler. "An explosion of this magnitude would have been audible at
some considerable distance. The perpetrators of this outrage will
doubtless be expecting the concussion as confirmation of their
success."

"Her crew will be waiting for the bang."
"T believe I said that, Captain.”
"Then let us not disappoint them."

Fuses were laid and, when the grapples had been removed ready
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