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Hello, and welcome to Log Entries 89.

We must apologise for a mistake in the last issue of Log Entries, when the story
'Fever', by Maggie Edwards, was wrongly attributed to Maggie Symon. We'e
not sure how this happened, but we think it must have been during the transfer
of material between Sheila and Valerie. Our apologies to both writers.
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YESTERDAY'S AFRICA

by
Sherry Golding

Captain's Log, Stardate: unknown. For two months now we have been
cruising around the same area of space, seeing the stars and the same planet,
Xenos 2. There is no purpose, no known reason why Starfleet has asked us to
remain here. My crew is restless and bored but my main concern is Uhura.
Over the past two months she has become a different person - moody, snappy
and almost irrational. Yet I am unable to find the reason why. Dr McCoy
calls it stress and in a way I can almost understand why, for even I am
beginning to feel irritable. It is this stretch of space, that planet, those stars.
You almost get to feel this is a prison of some kind. I long to see home,
another planet, alien life forms, anything but this. Anything to assure me
that there is still something out here for us. Uhura has been affected badly,
something I didn't quite expect, but do I really expect too much from her? Do
I really believe that she is not as vulnerable as most other women I have met?

Captain Kirk turned to look at his Communications Officer. She was sitting in silence, as
she had always done since Kirk had known her, but her face appeared angry and she was
tapping a pencil on the panel beside her. Not softly, but with aggression. The aggression
seemed powerful, rising, rising. She turned sharply, as did the rest of the crew on the bridge,
even although he had not asked for their attention. The boredom was great.

"What?" Uhura snapped, and Kirk was taken aback. For her to talk to him in that tone in
front of his crew -

"Uhura, it's time for your lunch period. Take it," Kirk said almost coldly, trying hard to
ignore Uhura’s attitude.

'T was quite aware of my lunch break, Captain. If I wanted to take it I would have done
so,” she replied just as coldly, her face almost snarling, and for a moment Kirk could not
believe how ugly she suddenly appeared. He felt anger rising within him, an urge to reach out
and shake her, but for the sake of his own reputation he controlled himself. He had to act like
a sensible, mature Captain. Choking on his words, he said as softly as he could, "That's an
order, Uhura.”

"It is not written in Starfleet regulations that a Captain must order his crew to eat,”
Uhura said in a bitchy voice and Kirk turned to face Spock, who had just raised an eyebrow.

"Spock,” he said slowly, "escort Uhura to the ship's canteen.”
"Yes, Captain," Spock said, approaching Uhura. She stood up with aggression, her face
angrier than before, and Spock stopped, studying her curiously. But without a word she

stormed into the turbolift and was gone, leaving behind the tension she had created.

"I believe, Captain, that you have a problem,” Spock told Kirk, as if Kirk had not known.
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Kirk frowned and then seated himself in his Captain's chair. Wiping some sweat off his
forehead, he looked again at the starlit universe. Why had Starfleet kept them here? Why?
Would there be an answer at the end of all this or was it that Starfleet had no assignments to
give? Was it possible, though, that not one planet, not one ship in the entire galaxy needed
their help? That with all the billions of planets still unexplored and new universes to be
discovered, Starfleet did not even have one assignment? Not even one? How was that
possible? How?

Kirk shrugged. If his orders were to stare at Xenos 2 and its stars, then what was the
point in trying to find the answer? There was no answer but to accept what Starfleet had

ordered him to do.

That evening the nightmare returned and her confusion grew. All around her were
African warriors dancing, dancing. Although it was only a nightmare, she could hear drums
and singing becoming so loud that it was as if she was really there. A tall African wearing
leopardskin clothes and holding a long, ivory stick was coming towards her, closer, closer. He
laughed and the laughter echoed with the thunder, sending a chill up her spine. Suddenly,
another African man was screaming with no reason. There was no danger facing him, nothing
which would have terrified him, yet for no reason he had fear written all over his face.
Madness seized him, destroying his mind, turning him into nothing more than a cabbage. The
ground opened up and an open grave faced him. A violent force lifted him off the ground as
easily as the wind would have lifted a light leaf. He was hurled into the deep hole as lightning
ripped across the sky. Suddenly the drums, the singing, the tall African had gone. Only the
man in the grave remained. Wind whistled through the village throwing huts in the air, and
the man screamed as the dirt belted him, suffocating him, taking his life away from him.

Jhura screamed and woke.

Dr McCoy poured Kirk a drink and seated himself. "Try it, Jim. It's a new drink. They
call it paparadus.”

Kirk looked at him, an amused look on his face. "Paparadus. Are you having me on,
Bones? Been thinking up meaningless names again? Are you really that bored?”

"Well, what do you think, Jim?" McCoy asked with a grumpy tone.

Kirk looked at him and then smiled, "I think you don't miss seeing other planets, Bones.
You yourself said you don't like beaming all over the place, the scrambling of your - "

"Jim, try the paparadus,” McCoy urged, smiling warmly.

Kirk looked at him again and shrugged. "Oh well," he said and took a sip.
"Well?" McCoy smiled.

"Well what, Doctor?”

"Well, what do you think?"

"It tastes like whisky,” Kirk said, looking slyly at McCoy.



McCoy rolled his eyes. "Well, I tried.”

"Bones, about Uhura - "

McCoy leaned forward, a look of concern on his face. "Yes, Uhura. I'm particularly
worried about her, Jim. She has come to see me about the nightmares she keeps having. She
wanted a remedy to stop them."

"Nightmares?" asked Kirk, leaning forward.

"Why yes, she - "

"Her friend in that fire, the -

"No, Jim. Much different. It has nothing to do with her past. In fact, it has ndthing to do
with her at all, yet it returns every night, the same meaningless nightmare, the same - "

"Bones, what did she tell you?" Kirk asked with impatience.

“She sees Africa, Jim. Africans dancing, witch doctors calling, a man dying. Why she
dreams it, I don't know; I wish I did. I'd like to help her, she's a fine woman. No-one could
replace her.”

"McCoy, could she have read about it, perhaps?”

"No, Jim."

"How can you be so sure? Why? Explain.”

"She said she heard a name, Jim. Zimbabwe. And no, we don't have any tapes on the
place. She couldn't have read about it, it's not possible.”

"Zimbabwe?" asked Kirk with surprise. "Isn't that where no toreigner is allowed to go
unless he has full permission from the leader himself?"

"It 1s.”

Kirk looked confused. "Why is she dreaming of a country which means nothing to her,
one she has never even visited?”

T wish I knew, Jim." Kirk looked at him and McCoy shrugged. "I'm sorry Jim. I just
don’t have the answer.”

Kirk sat back in silent thought.

On the following day came a change.

"Captain, there's a small ship straight ahead!” exclaimed Sulu, raising his voice in
excitement. "Approximately one - "

"I see it,"” Kirk interrupted. "Spock?”
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"It's unlike any other ship I have encountered, Captain. I'm picking up a signal - "
“Uhura?" Kirk said, turning to face her.

"The Commander wishes to beam aboard, and is asking for your permission,” Uhura
replied coldly.

"Spock, sort out the co-ordinates. Uhura, tell him I will be pleased to welcome him
aboard the Enterprise. I will meet him in the transporter room.”

"Yes, as you wish," she replied with no enthusiasm. Kirk stepped into the turbolift.

An elderly black African, wearing a leopardskin suit and a crocodile-skin tie,
materialised on the transporter platform.

Kirk, surprised, watched as the man came forward.

*I am Sixpence Chikawara. I have something very important to tell you," he said in
perfect English.

Still dumbfounded, Kirk stared at the man for a few seconds before saying, "Yes, Mr
Sixpence, please come with me."

Turning to Scotty, he said, "Ask Spock and Dr McCoy to meet us in the briefing room.”

"Aye, Captain,” said Scotty, watching the two men depart with amazement on his face.

The three officers sat watching Sixpence as he sipped at the coffee. After a moment
Sixpence looked up. "Have you ever tasted Kenyan coffee?” he asked.

"No, sir," replied Kirk.

Sixpence shook his head as if in sorrow, then went on. "Captain, I came from Zimbabwe
as soon as I received the sight from one of my spirit guides. I am a witch doctor of the
Vashona Tribe.”

"Sight?" asked Kirk, looking confused.

"I must begin with history, Captain. Many years ago, before the first white man, David
Livingstone, explored my country, there was a witch doctor called Chairya. One fine morning,
his son, who was on a hunting expedition, was killed by a man called Cheddar. It was an
accident, but Chairya did not know that - or if he knew, he did not accept it. He put a curse on
the thirty-four year old Cheddar and his family. All those within his family would die or go
mad at the same age. Cheddar's family fled Zimbabwe to another land, but the curse
remained. All the children this family bore had the curse upon them.”

Kirk exchanged glances with McCoy and Spock. He leaned forward.

"Sir, what has this got to do with us?”
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"Uhura, your Communications Officer, is part of that family, Captain.”

Kirk felt as if he had just been dealt a heavy blow and Spock's eyebrow rose.
"Fascinating," he said.

"What does all this mean? Are you telling us that Uhura is going to go mad or die?"
McCoy asked with impatience and concern.

“You must go back in time. You must change history, change it so that the accident
never happened, or she and the others who have yet to be borne by her sisters and brothers

will die. History must be changed to prevent those who died before her from being killed by
the curse.”

"Sir, it is not possible to change history. It is incredibly dangerous,” began Spock.
"Should we change something which should not be changed, we ourselves may not exist.”

"Nothing you do can endanger your own future, but it will save Uhura and all those
who died pointlessly before her,"” Sixpence told him.

"What if we were to go back to your Africa of the past. What makes you believe we
won't be changing history? You say that David Livingstone was the first white explorer.
Surely we, who are white, will therefore change history,” McCoy said, raising his voice.

“No, Doctor. You see, my people in the past, who are the spirits we talk to, teil of white
gods and the warnings they gave of the bad white men who would one day rule Rhodesia.

How do we know that these white gods they speak of, men from the sky, were not you?"
Sixpence said.

"How do we know that these people whom we save will not change the future?” McCoy
asked gruffly.

"Because they were all simple minded, Doctor and not important enough to make any
major changes. It is important though that they live so that Uhura lives. The curse must never

be made."
"Are you saying that Uhura is simple minded? What about her?” McCoy shouted.
"She's one of a kind," Sixpence smiled.

"Sir, why would you care for Uhura?" asked Kirk. "How can it help you if she lives or
dies?™

"I help because the spirit has asked me to help, Captain. Ido as the spirit tells me.”
"For what purpose does the spirit help?" Kirk asked.

"He is Uhura's brother. He died last month."

Kirk looked at McCoy. "Bones, does she know?"

"I doubt it, Jim. He lived in Houston; she hasn't seen him for two years."

"She must know," said Kirk, "but not yet, not just yet,” he added.
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Turning again to Sixpence, Kirk said, "Sir, we will do what we can. Uhura is very special
to us and we would like to help her. Please give Spock the date and the exact co-ordinates of

the place.”

"l shall also need a language tape of that period, sir, for our historical universal
translator,” Spock said.

Sixpence nodded.

Zimbabwe of the past was another time, a place unknown. The Starship Enterprise had
gone far beyond the unknown, this time to a place where little history was known. Although
it was only a few hundred years, the stars looked very young, the galaxy somehow different
even although it could never change its picture or shape as easily as the Earth beneath it.

"Caplain, the co-ordinates are locked in," said Spock.
"Where are we?" asked Uhura. "Why are we here?"

"Uhura, Spock, Sulu, come with me. Chekov, take the con and ask McCoy to meet us in
the transporter room."

"Yes, Captain,” said Chekov, sounding bored.
"Chekov, I'm sorry. Perhaps next time,” Kirk promised.

"Yes, Captain,” repeated Chekov, now sounding slightly depressed. He watched as the
small party stepped into the turbolift.

"So how do you like that? We see the same stars, the same galaxv for months, and now
we come to another time and still see stars and galaxy." McCoy looked around, becoming
aware that no-one had paid any attention. "T'd better shut up or I may end up talking to
myself," he said.

The sound of crickets, tall trees and the sight of Victoria Falls faced the landing party.
Even before they had landed they had felt the incredible heat. Kirk grimaced as McCoy
injected him with a powerful injection.

"Ouch,” he said.
"Don't complain Jim. Don't want to go getting malaria, do you?"

"Fascinating, Captain, the beauty of those Falls. T actually find myself feeling strangely
at peace.”

"Of course you do, you green blooded Vulcan, the injection I gave you makes you feel
calm.”

Spock raised an eyebrow.

"Yes, Spock, yes, it is truly beautiful. Unlike any other place [ have ever seen,” Kirk said
in a dreamlike voice.
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"Captain, 1 do believe that a hundred years from now Livingstone will be standing
where we stand now.”

McCoy rolled his eyes. "Yes, and so begins racism.”
"Correction, Doctor, Livingstone was only an explorer. It was Cecil John Rhodes who -
"Why, Spock, I never knew you studied the history of this area,” Kirk smiled.

“Indeed I did, Captain. Sixpence provided me with what I needed to know,” Spock said
proudly.

"Just think what the witch doctors can do, the magic, the -~
"Mumbo jumbo,” McCoy said aloud.

"Really, McCoy. If you really believe that then are you saying that all the alien life forms
we have encountered do not really exist? That what is not normal or that which no man has
ever seen before, but which is there, is all mumbo jumbo, as you put it? Are you saying that
Uhura's nightmares mean nothing at all, and that we should ignore Sixpence's warning?"
Spock asked.

"Let's face it Spock, nightmares don't mean anything,” McCoy argued, trying desperately
to beat Spock's logic.

"Then why did she have them at all for so many nights?”

"Gentlemen, gentlemen, please,” Kirk laughed. Then, seriously, "We're here to complete
a meaningful mission, a mission which could well save Uhura's life. We didn't come here to

argue.”
Silence.
Kirk turned to look at Uhura. "Uhura, are you all right?" he asked with concern.

"Captain. Sensors are picking up twenty natives, heading this way. They should reach
us within twenty point two seconds,” Spock interrupted?

"Put your phasers on light stun. Don't fire until I give the order,” Kirk ordered.

“The bushes in front of them rustled and a bird screamed in the blue Zimbabwean sky.
The roaring sounds of the Falls echoed around them. A powerful force suddenly rushed
towards them.

The natives had incredible speed, intensity on their faces, their fists tightly holding long
spears.

"Fire!" shouted Kirk.

The phaser fire hurled some of them backwards, stopping the others in their tracks. For
a while they stood there rooted, shocked looks upon their faces. Spock broke the intense

silence.

"I am First Officer Spock of the Starship Enterprise. This is Captain Kirk, Dr McCoy,
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Uhura and Sulu. We come only in peace. We must see Chairya, your witch doctor,
immediately,” Spock said using the historical universal translator.

Only silence greeted him, then a man spoke.

"You are gods?" he asked.

Spock exchanged glances with Kirk.

"Almost," Kirk replied. "We come from the future skies. We need to see Chairya.”
Silence again. Then a man came forward. "Come with us,” he said.

Kirk looked at Spock. Shrugging, he said, "Men, Uhura, let's go.”

Chairya was young and strong. He had been born by Lake Kyle, where one day Kariba
Dam would be built. He regarded the party with cold suspicion.

"You say you are gods?" he asked.

Kirk shrugged. "We are from the sky and the future, sir."

"Sir? What does that mean?”

Kirk looked dumbfounded and glanced at McCoy for an answer.

"It's a mark of respect when someone addresses a male of rank," McCoy explained.

"Yes," Kirk said, looking at McCoy. Well explained, he thought. Why hadn t he been able
to think of something so simply put?

"You respect me?" laughed Chairya.
"Why not?" asked Kirk.

Chairya put his strong hands on Kirk's shoulders and Kirk felt as if he were being
weighed down by a ton of bricks. His face reddened.

"You are all welcome. We have much to talk about. Sit, sit.”

Kirk gestured for his men to sit and Chairya smiled.

It was evening. The Africans danced around the high orange flames, their feet rocking
the floor, their drums loud and clear. Chairya chanted, his eyes looking at the stars above.
How different those stars looked from the ground, Kirk thought. Beautiful. And those sounds
- so peaceful. He looked at Spock.

"Captain, Chairya is calling to the spirits.”

Kirk looked at the fire and smiled. Just to have got away from Xenos 2 proved to him
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that life still existed after all. He looked down when he heard Spock using the tricorder.

“Fascinating. They are actually talking to other life forms, Captain. If you allow me to
do so I would like to talk to them,” Spock said.

"Go ahead,” Kirk smiled.

‘Tm going with you,” said McCoy. "Wouldn't miss this opportunity for the world,
Captain,” he added. Kirk smiled in amusement.

"Who are you?" Spock asked a spirit. A blue cloud floated before his eyes, black eyes
looking down at him.

"Tam Mosi O Tunya,” came the hoarse reply.

"Have you lived here before, sir?" Spock asked and McCoy rolled his eyes.

"A thousand years ago this country was an advanced civilization. Qur war destroyed all
the people and the land as we knew it. Everything they knew, all the technology, was
destroyed along with them. I lived in that period. The land then was very much different,
cities, computers... So different."

"We are sorry,” said Spock.

"Why have you come?”

"To save the life of someone who is close to us."

"You come with many warnings,” the spirit said.

"Yes, yes, one day Zimbabwe will be called Rhodesia. Many whites will be cruel to your
people. They will be naive and they will not understand. Because they won't understand,
because they will fear the unknown, because you will be so different, they will kill your
people,” McCoy began.

"We have foreseen another Zimbabwe, foreseen,” Mosi O Tunya said.

McCoy smiled. "After much bloodshed and many misunder- standings, you will both
learn to accept each other. Some of you will even grow to love one another as if racism and
prejudice had never existed. They will not understand why they hated you. They will see that
you are no different, that you are just as fallible and Human, with just as much purpose and
feeling. One day, you will live with each other.”

Spock raised an eyebrow.

"But only wars will help change the people's attitudes?" Mosi asked. with confusion.

"I'm afraid so, sir. Humans are very illogical,” Spock said looking at McCoy.

McCoy gave him a dirty look and Mosi continued,

"My people were once superior and intelligent until that nuclear war. The war left a

new land and primitive people - people so primitive that these other white people you talk of
will be much more superior, when in fact my people were more so. When my people died,
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only the children remained; all the adults died. These children fought to find food for
themselves. Having no adults around, no-one to teach them, that is why they were primitive.”

"Where did your people originate from?" asked Spock.

He received no answers, only silence.

Sulu did not see the snake until he stepped on it. Feeling something move beneath him,
he looked down. He saw the snake lifting its angry head, its saliva dripping from its fangs.
Even with all his martial art training, Sulu was unable to get out of the way. The snake shot
forward, as swiftly as a moving bullet. Sulu felt a burning pain sweeping through his body
and he screamed. Kirk came rushing over, concern written over his face as he grabbed Sulu by
the shoulders.

"Snake, Captain, bit, bit me,” Sulu cried, tears streaming from his eyes.
"McCoy!" Kirk shouted.

McCoy looked up, startled

"McCoy!" shouted Kirk.

He ran towards him, aware of Spock behind him. He knelt beside the screaming Suluy,
his face sweating, his heart pounding.

"Snake," said Kirk.
"Did you get the snake?" McCoy asked.
"No,” came the reply.

"Damn it, Jim, there's hundreds of snakes in Africa, I've got to give him the right
antidote!" McCoy shouted as Chairya and some Africans surrounded him.

"Captain, I suggest the universal computer. When we pu.t it on Sulu's bite, it will tell us
the breed of snake which bit him,"” Spock suggested.

"Tell Chekov to send O'Neal down with it,"” Kirk said.
"You are not gods! Else how can he be dying of a snake bite?" Chairya challenged.

"This is all we need,” McCoy grumbled when he saw the natives angrily flocking around,
looking ready for war.

Kirk stood up. "Sir, like you, we can be hurt. Does this really give good enough reason
to become angry, to prepare your men for a battle we do not wish to make?"

"You lied to us,” snarled Chairya.

"No, sir, we told the truth,” Kirk said. "Please, we come only in peace. We don't want
pointless, unnecessary violence - we mean you no harm.”
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"I do believe they're not going to listen, Jim,” Spock said, standing up.

_An African rushed forward with the power of a rhino, but Kirk sidestepped and the man
flew through the air, falling to ground like a rock.

As another two rushed in, Spock stunned them with the phaser. Another blue and
orange light blinded the Africans and they backed away when they saw O'Neal standing there
holding a small box. Their faces were shocked and Chairya looked at Kirk in amazement.

Kirk smiled in amusement just as McCoy snatched the box from O'Neal. After a second,
he said, "Puffadder. Spock, ask Chekov to send - "

"Doctor, I know, I have been studying up on snakes and snake bites in Africa,” Spock
announced.

"Well don't just stand there you green blooded computer, get Chekov to send the bloody
thing down, then!" McCoy shouted impatiently.

Dawn reminded Kirk of a beautiful planet he had seen two years previously. He and
Spock had been delivering medical supplies and had been allowed to stay the night. He could
not even begin to compare it with this one, however. He hadn't seen the red and yellow
colours of dawn for two years. He suddenly realised he had missed it. He had never heard the
sounds of crickets or the Falls roaring before. He certainly had come to an unknown place, a
time period not yet explored by white men. The country had places still unexplored, places
still undiscovered, but he had come here for Uhura.

He strode towards Spock and smiled warmly.

"Captain, we must find Cheddar, or else in two hours he will kill Chairya's son,” Spock
told him.

Kirk nodded as McCoy approached them.
"How's Sulu?" he asked.
"He's fine, Jim, but I sent him back to the ship.”

Kirk frowned. Yes, it certainly was a beautiful country but in only a few hours they
would never see it again.

McCoy touched his shoulder and smiled. Kirk smiled in return and then looked at Spock
as Uhura came over.

Suddenly Spock looked very serious, his face actually showing fear, and Kirk tensed.
"Spock?" he said curiously and impatiently.

"Captain, I have miscalculated,” Spock said, biting on his bottom lip.

"Explain.”

"The time. I did not allow for our time differences,” Spock said, his voice sounding
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panicky.
"Spbck, explain,” said Kirk, tensing up even more.
"What I'm saying, Captain, is that the two hours we thought we had is - "
"How long, Spock?"
"Five minutes, Captain.”

Kirk hurriedly talked into his communicator. "Chekov, plan the co-ordinates of where
Cheddar will be when he kills that boy. Hurry!”

"Already plotted, Captain; will I beam you over?”
"Now," ordered Kirk.

A flash of fire transported them to another area as easily as if they had just said a single
word.

The distance between them and Cheddar had also been greatly miscalculated. They
could see two figures at a distance. Four minutes would not be enough time to reach them! In
panic, Kirk rushed forward, sprinting so fast that the wind slapped him around the face. His
heart thudded loudly and adrenalin rushed through his body, filling his whole body with

energy.

Cheddar was raising his spear and Kirk shouted, knowing he would not be heard. He
had failed. Uhura would surely die. His responsibilities as Captain, his care for his crew -

He almost cried, feeling the others behind him. Cheddar threw the spear.
"No!" Kirk cried. "No."
Suddenly, another figure emerged. Chekov! He took aim with his phaser and fired. The

spear vanished as if had never been there. Kirk stifled a cry of joy, excitement soaring through
his entire body. Uhura was suddenly herself again and as Kirk cuddled her, Chekov came

running over.
"I told Cheddar everything, Captain; he's going to be careful from now on.”
"Chekov, how - ?"

"I realised that my co-ordinates were... were... Well, Captain, slightly out of range. Iran
to the transporter room as soon as I knew."

"Chekov, thanks,” smiled Kirk.
Chekov looked confused. "You're not going to shout at me, Captain?”
Kirk shook his head.

"At least I have seen something better than what I have been seeing,” said Chekov.
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A shuttle, the shape of an oblong ball, drifted slowly through the air, coming to land at Victoria Falls.
Kirk climbed out ,as did the others.

" Zimbabwe in the 23rd Century,” Kirk told Spock.

" And wnchanged, Captain, but for the space technology. As our world advances Zimbabwe remams
primitive, almost as if they never wanted to change the beauty of their own country.”

Kirk glanced at the Falls.

"Yes, Spock, that beauty is still very much the same as when we last saw it.”
" Excuse me, Captain,” Spock said.

" Where are you gomg?’ Kirk asked.

"To talk with Chairya’s spirit, Captain. We have much to discuss.”

Kirk looked at McCoy and laughed.

TO US, OR TO YOU

To some I am Reality and Life;

To others I am a Concept and Hope:

I carry some through darkness to safety,

I carry others through gloom towards the future.

An Idea, a Truth, a Philosophy, a Dream.

To some I give life: I am air, water, food.

Others give me life: Thanks to those who created me.
I soar in the minds and hearts of many

Silver-Lit from without

Silver-Lit from within.

I am the future, yet I am alive in the past to inspire.
They find it so hard to accept Change, these beings I love
Yet even my name stands for Change.

They must let go of things that hinder,

I am not their foe. -

Though darkness is ahead again

Human spirit will come to the fore.

The future shall live

And I, and my kind, shall breathe once more.

Fiona Campbel]
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Helen Cakebread

The Starship Enterprise moved through starry space. On her Bridge sat a man in a gold
tunic. Captain James T. Kirk stirred, for once not really looking at the stars, his mind going
over the same question. What were they doing here? He knew that his orders were to patrol
the Neutral Zone, and not to leave the sector for any reason. He felt he had been set up, but
why? The only thing he could do was to order star mapping and drills to prevent boredom
setting in.

Kirk looked over to Spock's station. He missed seeing him there, but the Vulcan had
other duties to perform, which kept his mind busy so that - Kirk hoped - he would not brood
over what had happened.

Spock had received a message that while his father was en route to Vulcan his ship had
disappeared; that had been three months ago, and there was still no word of his whereabouts.
When Spock had informed him Kirk had tried to talk to him about it, saying that surely they
would be sent to find his father. Spock had raised an eyebrow and said only that Sarek was
only one man - and that he was alive somewhere.

Kirk pushed back his hair, signed the report, and logged himself off duty, heading
straight for Spock's quarters. The door slid open as soon as he buzzed, and Kirk stepped
inside. The room was so hot he could feel beads of sweat running down his face. He looked at
Spock; the Vulcan was sitting at coolly his desk, his face rigid.

"How's the work getting on?" Kirk asked, trying to find a way through the Vulcan's
shields.

"I have finished, and will now take my turn on the Bridge,” Spock replied.

Kirk felt his anger flare. "Face up to it, Spock. He must be dead by now, so start putting
your mind in order.”

Spock rose and faced him. "You do not understand. He is alive, otherwise I would feel it
through the parental bond. 1 have also had a message from my mother; she too believes he is
alive - and she is Human."

Before Kirk could reply the intercom sounded. "Yellow alert! Yellow alert! Captain
Kirk to the Bridge!"

Kirk headed for the turbolift, Spock at his heels.

As they emerged onto the Bridge the screen showed a ship approaching at speed and
stopping. There were no markings on her, but she looked like an old cargo vessel.

"Message coming in, sir," said Uhura.

"This is the Maybell. We are beaming over the drugs you wanted. The price has been
paid.”
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Kirk stared at Spock. "What drugs?”
McCoy, who had just arrived, shook his head.
"This is Captain Kirk. Who are you?"

"Please, Captain, we are wasting time. I'm sorry, I cannot tell you more. Please trust
me.

Kirk pressed the intercom. "Mr Scott, transport now, but hold until we get there.”
"Sir, she's moving off," Sulu reported.
Kirk nodded, and left the Bridge, followed by Spock and McCoy.

As soon as they reached the transporter room Scott operated the controls. A figure
began to appear, and Kirk and McCoy stared in surprise.

Spock raised his hand in greeting. "Peace be with you, Father," he said.

Dr McCoy had checked Sarek out and reported him in good health, but tired; he released
him to quarters to rest. There was no rest in the Captain’s quarters, however, as Kirk faced
Spock.

"You knew all along it was him. I thought we were friends - you could have told me."
Kirk tried to hide the hurt he felt inside.

"fim, I am sorry, but I was not sure. It was only as we drew nearer that the bond grew
stronger, but anything could have gone wrong."

The intercom buzzed. "Kirk here.”

Uhura's voice answered. "Captain, Sarek requests that you and Mr Spock join him.
There is also a message from Starfleet. As soon as we pick up the drugs we are to return with

them to Vulcan.”

"We'd better go,” Kirk said.

"Please sit down, James." Sarek nodded in greeting to Spock. "I am sorry that you were
not told, but my mission could have placed many people in danger. I was offered the chance to
go to Romulus, as the Praetor had just died and there was much talk about the Vulcan way.
When I arrived I found that all those who supported my mission had been killed. As I was a
guest the new leader would not, for honour, harm me, but he would not say when I could
leave. Eventually a man in a dark robe came to tell me that I was to leave at once; only when
we were on a ship speeding away did he tell me that the Enterprise would be waiting for me.
No other words were spoken, and I never saw his face.”

"So it was a wasted journey,” Kirk commented.

"There may not be peace in our time, but one day it will come,” Sarek said. "Now if you
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will excuse me, [ must rest.”

They rose, but Kirk pushed Spock down again, whispering in his ear. Sarek heard him
say, "Don't leave. Stay. He needs you as much as you need him. Make good use of this time.”

Spock looked at his father. When Kirk had gone Sarek touched his son’s face gently, and
Spock reached up to rest his fingers on his father's face.

/ /Forgive me, my son. I know what you feel through the bond we share, and that you
were trying to block the emotions coming from she who is my wife. You should have told
James. He loves you as [ do. Be gentle with him - you have hurt his trust.//

Spock felt calmer as he left. He would go and find Jim.

The ship was in orbit around Vulcan, and Sarek had just beamed down. Kirk was about
to leave when the intercom buzzed.

"Captain, a message from Starfleet Command. Well done. New orders are coming
through."

"Well I hope it's not more star mapping," said Kirk. "I could do with a holiday.”
"We could always leave you on Vulcan and pick you up later,” said McCoy.
“No thanks. Leave you two together? I wouldn't have a ship to come back to.”
"That's not very nice, Jim. Eh, Spock?”

"I quite agree with the Captain. I do not want the ship on my own, and I would have no-
one to play chess with," Spock replied.

"Uh-huh. Let's go."

As Kirk smiled Spock and McCoy both knew that without him the Enterprise would be

G
GEM

She's a true Empath, Jim, a jewel so scarce and rare
Among the beings we've encountered. She has gifts beyond compare.
S She feels the pain of others and helps them with her care.

Her help and care are treasures, look how she uses them.
She shows her care for others. See, their injuries she tends.
The name I gave her suits here. She really is a GEM.

Helen Connor
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VULCANS NEVER LIE

by

Jean Sloan

Leonard McCoy was sitting in a quiet corner of the Rec Room sipping from a large mug
of chocolate and watching a hologram of a Klingon battlecruiser attacking an equally realistic
holo of a Federation starship. It said something about Human nature, he thought, that starship
personnel on a peaceful mission of exploration should amuse themselves plaving war
simulations. Another favourite battle game was Klingons v Romulans, each simulation
carrying the necessary measure of explosions, destruction and mayhem.

The Doctor's gaze wandered beyond the game to where James T. Kirk was sitting alone.
McCoy had opted not to join him because of the expression of controlled irritation on the
Captain's face. The Doctor was feeling mellow and relaxed, and did not, at the moment, want
to be on the receiving end of Kirk's annoyance. He was not sure what was wrong, but Kirk
had received sealed orders from Starfleet; it had to be something to do with that.

Spock entered the room and collected his meal. He cast about for a place to sit, then
espied the Captain. After a moment's hesitation, while he presumably assimilated Kirk's
demeanour, he walked purposefully towards the table.

"May I join you, Captain?"

"Of course, Spock. ButI warn you, I'm not good company.”

"Really, Jim?"

"Oh no, Spock. Not as bad as that, surely?”

"Well, at least three people have warned me to beware of you. Mr. Scott says you are in
'a wee bit of a snit.' I heard Sulu tell Chekov that you 'got out of the wrong side of the bed.’
Uhura said you drummed your fingers and paced for the whole shift, and that I should be glad
I was in the Science Labs. Oh, and Dr. McCoy is sitting over there."

From his vantage point McCoy could not hear the conversation, but he did see the
tension drain away from Jim Kirk, and his sombre expression replaced by a huge grin.

Spock does it every time, thought McCoy enviously. He'd inake a good psychologist
Spock looked at Kirk questioningly.

"I can't tell you, Spock - Captain’s eyes only - but you won't believe it when you find out
what they've decided to keep a secret. It's so insignificant.”

"l would guess, Jim, that it might be an inspection.”
Jim Kirk's mouth dropped open.

"A routine inspection checking for anything illicit in the crew’'s quarters or elsewhere:
whisky stills; roulette wheels; livestock; forbidden plants; smuggled Saurian brandy..."
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