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Well, here we are again with yeit another issue of Log Entries. I had
great 'fun' compiling this one, for while I was doing the stencils, I sud-
denly discovered that two of the stories I had intended using had fairly
similar themes - I'd forgotten thoy were so alike., ihich meant a frantic
letter to one of the writers begging for another story, since both were
advertised as having items in 1H 15...

Heveral people have obliged now by sending me comments. Unfortunately,
this didn't prove quite as helpful as IT'd hopeds when one person's favourite
story turng out to be the one that someonc else liked least, I'm left with
no alternative but to do as I've been doing - trying to give you a reasonable
selection, and hoping that there's at least one story in every issue fthat
each of you will like. Mostly I try not to stick to the sort of story that I
most enjoy, but I've yielded to temptation this time -~ there's one story in
this issue that I've put in especially for me.

Mention wes made in one or two of the letters about certsin issues being
slightly diseppeointing because they'd come immediately after one that the
reader thought was particularly good. There's not much I can do zbout thot,
I'm afraid, especially when views on what was the boest issue are also diver-
gent. It just depends on which stories strike sach of us =s emotionally or
intellectually setiefying.

We have submissions from Bormexy, the US/ and Australis in this issue, so
wa're getiing truly internationals; how about some more from sbroad?

For noxt issue, I've got stories by Janet Hall, sudrey Baker, and Simone
Hason. There may be one by Valerie Piacentini, but ii'll depend on the spoce.
Lt the moment, Valerie and I are working on the second issue of Variations on
o Theme, which we hope to have ready during the summer, and giving some
thought to the third and fourth stories in the... saga? although these won't
ba ready for at leazst a year, probably more.

My usual thanke to Valerie for proofreading (she came through one week~
end when Dundee was cul off by deep snow, all roads reported blocked and even
the railways not very haoppy and for a while it leooked like ghe wmightn't get
home again on time. It doesn't seem to have deterred her.) ilso to Jenet
for the running off, and whoever I con persuade to help with the collating.

I think that's enough from me for this time. Read, and enjoy!

April 1978
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Non-members of STAG can get information on zines in print and on new and
forthecoming zines by sending SiE or addressed envelope and IRC to

Sheila Clark

6 Craigmill Cottages
Btratimartine

by Dundee

Secotland.
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EYERGENCY by Jenny #lson

I was Just sbout to go off duty when the emergency nlarm sounded in sickbay.

"edic team to transporiter room!" cume Scotty's urgent voice. "Emergency!
Emergencyi!

I gravbed a wmedical kit and ron, joining up with Dr. McCoy and the two
techs in the turbo-1ift. We tumbled out at the transporter rcom, where Scotiy
and a couple of trangvorter officers were bhending over the crumpled forms of
Captuin Kirk and Mr. Spock. As we approached them, Spock struggled to his feet.
Thers was a massive bruise on his foreheed. The Capbain was obviously far more
severely injured. Barely consclous, he was mooning in pain.

"Hy legs... I can't feel my legs... "

"Basy, Jim, easy." McCoy bent down, tricorder in hand. After a few win-
utes he glanced up at us. "Multiple injuries. Spine's fractursd, L2 and 3, cord
partially severed, and severe internal: injuries. Spock, what the hell hapnened?"

"The planet surface is unstable, A minor 'quake in the area caused a sudden
rock fall, and the Ceptain was crushed. I tried... I tried to... " Spock sway-—
ed, and would have fallen had I not zrebbed his arm.

"Get him to sickbay, stat!" I. ordered one of the ieche, then beni over the
Captain as McCoy gave him a hype to case his considersble pain. With o sudden
shock, I realised that the poor guy was not going to make it. That thought was
going through my boss's mind toc, because he kinda swallowed hard, and scrubbed
his forechead befors issuing swift orders.

"urge King, prepare surgery, fast! Alert all available medical staff,
we'll be neceding them, and have four litres of blood on hand too."

I took one lost look at the Captain before I dashed off. He looked ghastly,
and was already beginning to vomit blood from his internal injuries. It was with
a ginking feeling that I arrived once more at sickbay. Oh, I'd seen severely
injured men befores and many of them had not survived, at least, not in any
usaful capecity. That really cut me up. Hell, I liked Jim Kirk. It was a
helluva end $0 his careesr.

Although Dr. McCoy liked to give the impression of a country doctor, he wasg
a brilliant surgeons the best I've ever worked for, and my admiration for him
lezped upwards as he patched up the shattered Capiain.

The most urgent priority was to deal with the internal injuries %o cclon,
spleen, liver, and, %o 2 smaller extent, the stomach. The peritoncum was 2 mess.
Filled with blocd and faecal matter, peritonitus was a dengerous threat. When we
finally got it cleamed out, it became obvious that there was only one thing to be
done. The colon was so badly orushed that & diversionzl colostomy was a life-
saving necesslty, to mssist the recovery of the resconstructed colon. It was an
awful thing to do to 2 guy like Jim Kirk, but totally unavoidable,

After two hours, we stiil weren't through. The fractured spine and severed
cord had to be repalred... a delicate procedure, most skilfully performed. Ewven
g0, it was a hundred percent certain that, should the Captain survive the massive
surgery, ne would be paraplegic for some time untii the cord had healed. For .
that reason we atteched him to the wedical equivalent of a personal plumbing .. .

system, then took him back to I.T. Even ¥cCoy did not hold out much hope.

By thig time, I was beat, having been on duty for over tweive hours. Poor
Dr. McCoy was worn out, both mentally and physically. Chris Chapel went off to
get us all some coffee, whilgt Dr. McCoy faced Spock with the news.

Somehow, that broke me up; the gad confrontation. Spock was still suffer-
ing from concussion and what seemed to be a glant-sized headache. So, there were
the Captain's two closest friends, the one, tired, depressed and emotionally
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upset, trying his damnedest to explain in a professional manner what he had dones
the other fighting desperately to control his Human emotions and only just suc—
ceeding. I sure was glad when Chris arrived with the welcome coffee, which I
drank gratefully hefors taking myself off duty.

Miraculously, Captain Kirk was still alive when I went on duty again eight
hours later. In fact, he was conscious, but, as he was drugged up to the eye-~
valls, not particularly lucid. Chris gave me a detalled report.

"B.P. low, 80/209 but holding, so far. Pulse 120, temperature 39C."
"Sounds like infection.™

"Pogsibly. His peritonsum waos a mess, but he's bunged full of wide--spectrum
antibloticss so far, nothing is indicated on body function to suggest major
infection, and the white cells are holding steady at 8.0. Tortunately, there
wag no major kidney damage. Urine outpui is good, 300 ccs, and the expected
electrolyte imbalance has been corrected by Dr, M'Benga. Colostomy non-funct-
ioning as yet, of course.!

"Paraplegiafh
"fotal M
Mr. Spock C.K.7"

"He's still suffering from Post Concussion syndrome. He vomited ftwice,
but I guess that could've been partly reaction to recent events, despite what
he says. He's all for discharging himself, but make him stay put, Cathy, at
least for another weniy—-four hours."

"You want me to it on him, or tie him ‘o the bed?" I chuckled, but Chris
never joked sbout Spock. "Sure," I sighed. "I'1l make him stay put. Tou get
yourself off duty. You look like you could do with some shut-eye."

Wursing a patient as sick as Jim Kirk is a hard, emotion-~draining job.
lodern technology takes away the backache, however. The spinal hed supports the
patient on a cushion of air, which both undulates gently, and rotates slowly
from side to side, minimising handling. The air cushion also gives gentle,
pagsive exercise to the paraplegic limbs. The bladder drainage not only negates
the problems of inevitsble incontinence, but also retrains the bladder sphincters.
L sterile field surrounds the patient in the serly days, assisting the prevention
of infection. Thus, in one highly develoned hed, the need for techs,; nurses,
physiotherapists and loaundry facilities are eliminated.

A11 highly clever, but hell for the nurse whoe has nothing to do but watch
the body-function panel. Maybe nursing is too highly technical these days, and
I guess it would be kinde nice for both patient and nurse for a little more use
of the tactile senses.

Por over an hour the Captain babbled on about a guy oalled Sam, which did
not make much sense to me. Then I suddenly became aware of Spock standing behind
me, in sickbay ilssue pyjsmas and bare feet.

ir. Spock, you should be in bedl”

"I am fully recovercd, Nurse King."

"Like hell you are! Look at you, swaying 211 over the place... "
"Dr, McCoyes. "

"Yill not bBe on duty for another thirty minutes, and you're not goma
disturb him. He was dead beat last night.”

"Dead beat?!

"Mever mind." Go easy on hia, Cathy! I told myself. His best friend just
got meghed up, and even 2 Vulcan has feelings.
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"T wish to ascertein the Captain's condition, Nurse King." He gsounded
quite forlorn then, and I felt sorry for him... this lonely man whe couldn'i
ever ask how his hesgt friend was without being formal about it.

"0.X,, come and see him, then. But only for = few minutes., He is still
critical. Af%erwards, you must promise to go back 1o bed.!

T will return to bed," he agreed tiredly.

He walked over to Kirk's bed, and looked down at the sick man. "Quite
iilogical," he wurmured softly.

"Rock falls which ecrush & man usually are, Mr. Spock."

He looked up briefly. "The Captain saved my life. He pushed me away and
took the full force of the rock~fall. That is what is so iilogical."

"To have saved your life?!

"I, as Pirst Officer, am more expendable thean the Captain. It was illog—
ical of him to save my life at the risk of his own."

"Maybe friendship had just 2 little more to do with the Coptain's action
than rank, Spock. And had the situstion been reversed, it would have been you
lying there insteald of him, because you are his friend %toco. Please don'st




denigrate his actions.!

"T will not do that, Nurse King.! He turned his head away from me delib-
erately, so that I could not see his face. "I will return to bed," he infor-
med me shortly. "I still feel uowell."

He almost bumped into Dr. MeCoy at the door. "Spock, what the... IV I
made frentic signs to my boss to shut up, =nd fortunately he took the hint
and allowed Spock to prss before he walked into I.T.

"What was all that about, Cathy?"
"Spock is kinda upset, I guess.!

"Bure., I know exactly how he feels, for once." He glanced at the body
function panel, frowning at the low blood pressure and high temperature.
"Dommit! ! was all he said.

"Sameeo?" Kirk babbled. McCoy gently itouched his hand. Like me, he was
a great belisver in the tactile senses.

"This is Bones, Jim. Jusi rest easy... "

"I hurt! Sam, I hurt so much... "

"I know. I know." He looked at wme tiredly. "Sam was his brother."
"WﬂS?"

"He died some time ago. Cathy, he needs more analgesics. See to that.
I'11 go scve Spock. Don't worry, I won't upset him any more than he is already."

The hypo helped. Kirk slept for an hour, althouzh when he woke up again
he was more disorientated than before, and becoming frighteningly more violent
in his efforts to disengage himself from the restrainers. This played holy
havoe with his blood pressure. The diastolic reading plunged to an unrecordable
level, and T hit the alarm button.

Almost simultaneously, he began to vomit blood in alarming guantitics. Dr.
MeCoy came thundering in, pausing briefly to survey the battle ground. It ..
seaemed like there was blood everywhere.

"Christ Almighty!" McCoy swore, then galvanised himself into action iilke he
was possessed. Whilst I concentrated on putting some blood back into him, he
somehow managed to bring the Captaln cut of shock and gquench the massive haewp-
orrhage. Four minutes later, he relaxed slightly, and scrubbed his sweaty
forehead,

"I had an awful ides this wight happen. Those internal injuries... insip-
ient infection... eroded through poorly anastamosed blood vessels... Dammit,
herc was so much rubbish in his peritoneumi" Poor guy, he looked near to
tears.

"Don't blame yourself. At least Captain Kirk is still alive. No other
surgeon could have deone what you have already accomplished.! '

He smiled briefly. The moment of self-reerimination had passed. '"Prepare
surgery again, Cathy. If I don't close off that bleeding point, he WILL be
dead. Another heematamasis like that, and... " The last words remnincd unsaid.
Silently, I took myself off to prepare surgery.

Jim Kirk wes one helluva guy, with one helluva will to live. I guess he
held on to life be a very tenuous thresd when he emerged from surgery s second
time, but whilst it remained, so tco did hopea.

Dr. MeCoy elected to stay with the Caoptain for the first few critical hours,
although he was mentally and physicelly exhausted. There was no persuading hin
to rest, however, so on his instructions, I toolk myself off to inform Spock
thet hig friend was still alive, if only just.




Spock waz not expecting visitors, that was obvious. He lay on his bed, his
arm across his eyes. He actually jumped when I barged in onto his very private
grief. I am certain he had been orying, but he hid his feelings in his usual
metlculous way.

"ir. Spock, Captein Kirk is out of surgery. He remains critical, of course,
but at least he is alive."

"Thank you, Nurse King."

No sigh of relief. Mo expression of thankfulness. I had not really expect-
ed sny, but as he half-turned towards me, I felt, most intemsely, the humanity
within him. More than that, I sensed that it was no wmere friendship between
this stronge halfealien and the Captein. It was love, and ¥ guess I feld over—
awed by the revelaticn.

There did not seem to be anything more to say. 4 guy like Mr. Spock needs
to be alone in times of stress, not to be comforted. So, without a further
word, I just turned away and left the roou.

For two days, Jim Kirk hovered bYetween life ond death. Measnwhile, those of
the crew who knew him well were genuinely upset, particularly Scotty. Others
who did not know him so well realised the possibility that Kirk might not
recover, and begsn to lay bets as to who would be the next Captain of the
Enterprisc. :

Thizg wade me real mad... and I wasn't the only onc. Sulu and Chekov were
involved in a fight with two of these guys and fot themselves hauled over the
coals rather than tell Spock, now fit and in command, why the fight had
ocourred.

Three days ofter the second crisis, I went on duty o find Chris actually
apniling.

"Hag ¥r. Spock kissed you?" I quipped; and she trected that with thoe con-
tompt it probebly deserved. "Sorry. So what happy thing HAS happened?!

"The Captain has regained consclousness at lasti!

MWell, that sure is good news, but there's a long way to go yetb.
Orientated?"

"Fully. He is alert, and relatively pain—free. FBven managed o few sips
of water without vomiting. I guess he's impoticnt now, which isn't o bad thing.
Inpatience is a fore-runner of determination, and he'll be needing that atitrib-
ute in abundance."

"Does he know the extent of his injuries yet?

Chris shook her head. '"Leave that to Dr. MeCoy, Cathy. It will be traoue
matic enough without us interfering. Anyway, he does have some inkling, but
at the moment he's avoiding the inevitable.! Bhe yawned., "I'm for bed. Have
a good day, Cathy."

Thers sure wes 2 noticeable difference in the Captain. A tech was attempt~
ing to shave his chin, and he was grumbling like mad., I grinmned. That was
more like Jim Kirk.

"lHike, scoot!" I told the tech. "If he isn't satisfied with the way
you're doing things, then let him try for himself.v

"Aw, cummon, Cathy! He can't sit upe.. "
H ?
"Shoot M

Mike disappeared. T looked XKirk in the eyes. "0.K., go ahead. Get your-
self shaved, Captain, thern all your'll have to grumble at is yourself. I'11
come back when you're through." ‘
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It took him ages, but he menoged it, and looked kinda pleased with hin-
self. !'"Cathy," he asked tiredly, "how long must I stoy here, trussed up like
a chicken? My shipe.. "

"Is being commanded guite efficiently by Mr. Spock. And you ain't going
noplace."

"But I want the john.. "
"M7ith our siokbay-special plumbing , that's one place you DON'T wantlM

"But your demned plumbing irritates like hell. I must preserve my... er
vos assetgh

"Wour assets are still intact, Captain, I assure you. &nd you'd irritate
a whole lot more if you wet the bed."

"Cathy!M

"Shut up, Captain. Just go to sleep, or you'll have much more than your
plumbing to think about!"

Strange to say, he took my advice, and drifted off fo sleep.

Two hours later, McCoy appesred, snappy and bod-tempered. "Nurse King,
go find some other work!' he ordered curtly, his blue eyes flashing icicles.
"T rmust speak to the Captain alonel"

So, I know when I'm not wanted. And I knew my boss had a rotten Jjob to
80.e» 10 explain to & guy like Kirk whot had happened to him. It was not
easy at the best of times. PFor Dr. McCoy it was doubly difficult. Jim Kirk
was hig friend.

Not lon,: after HcCoy had had his soy with the Ceptain, the expected
reaction to the news knocked the hell out of us ally although we &id recog-
nise it as a perfectly natural safety valve, I guess, I for one did not expect
it to be gquite so troumatic.

At first, Jim Kizk flatly refused to co-operate with any of us, even to
the extent of us touching him for any reason. This soon developed into a deep
depression. A1l he wanted to do was lie there, and refused all help or cow-
fort. McCoy ate his heart out. At one stage, it looked like the Captain
would fade away from sheer lethargy. I was all for taking the bull by the
horns and shocking him out of it. But, typical Chris, she sdvised ageinst it,
preferring to humour hin.

Vow Chris is a good academic nurse; hell, she's got umpteen dozen
degrees. But she can be intolersbly stupid when it comes to the practical
side of things. She'd rather have the romanticizmed version of nursing and
stick to her books and lab work thon do something unpleagant. She would
rather gaze at o dying patient, starry-eyed, than concentrate on the living.
She annoys me like hell sometimes, and I don't take too much notice of her.

I was really surprised one day when I barged into I.T. to find Dr. McCoy
and our four-ster patient in the middle of a blazing row. Of late, such
emotion had been guite beyond the Captain.

"Jim, for God's sake shut up!" lcCoy shouted, like he was upset.

"Bones, you 4id ms no favour by saving my 1ife!' Kirk yelled back. "I
con't exist like this! You know that! You should have let me die!"

Poor Dr. McCoy. I felt so sorry for him I could've cried. He did not

argue eny more. He just stormed out, o mad and upset that he did not even
gec me.

Jesus, I had had enough of James T. Kirk! 4And I'd also had enough of
trying to humour him too. I marched up to his bed, ready for him.
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"How you listen here, Captain! Dr. McCoy
saved your misersble hide against all odds.
He fought for you, and I for one ain't
gonna sit back and let you abuse him like
that! So, you can do one of two things.
Bither pull yourself tegether and let us
help you, or go your own way and stew in
your own damn Juicel"

He was so surprised at this unexpected turn
of events that he just lay there, his temper
simnering nicely.

"1l I demanded after s long gilence. "What
ig it to he?!

He cooled down, and looked sultably chastised.
"I'm gsorry. I didn't meon... " He must have
realised then that he would be getting no sympathy
by employing the '1ittle boy hurt' tack. "O0.K., where do we stort?”

"By accepting what has happened to you, I guess. ind then by concentrat-
ing on overcoming your injuries. It will be hard, but it's hard for Dr. lieCoy
too. The biggest compliment you could pay him would be for you o rescover
completely. It CAN be done. And we'll start now." I put o finger on the
bed console. "You're gonna sit up. It will be an unpleasant experience, but

"stick it out. You can't stay flat on your back for ever.M

e top of the bed hummed as it come gently upwards, very slowly, to ease
Kirk into a sitting position for the first time in fourteen days. The spinal
frachures were well henled now, but as the consgole switched itself off at the
end of the operation, it became clear that he weas suffering from an unexpected
loss of equilubrium.

U"I'm going to be sick... "

MJust breathe in and out gently through your mouth. Don't panic, the
dizziness and nsusea will go away quite soon, O0.XK.?"

After a while, he nodded, and gave o weak smile. Even though he looked
quite haggard right then, he was kinda nice when he smiled. But now was not
the time to get sentimental. I peeled back the bed-cover, surprised to dis-
cover he was quite shy ot his partial mudity. I grinned at him.

"I'm not gonna rapelyou!” I quipped. 'Yand I've seen more naked BuyS...
in the line of duty, of course..., than I've had hot dinners, so take that
shocked expression off your face."

"Thy aren't you the Captain?

"Maybe I'11l apply when you retire at ninety! Right now you are going to
be treated to o lesson concerning your snotomy: like you've never had before.
I guess Dr. McCoy t0ld you the details of what hoppened. But now, it's time
you got down to the practicalities. 8o, we'll work from the top downwards,
50 10 speak. The diversional colostomy... "

"hat's one thing I could do without," he mumbled unhappily.

"It probsbly saved your life, so don't talk wet! And you understand
this, Captain! You're gonna have to live with it for at lezst another couple
of weeks. It's part of your anatomy until then, and it's therefore up to you
to lock after it as such."

"I didn't ask for it... "

"Tn normal circumstances, you don't ask the sickbay techs to wash your
backside, so why expect them to clean up the colostomy when it works effic—
iently? From now on, you will do that chore, with & little help from us,
QuX. 70
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He gave o weak grin. "Sounds like on order, so I'll have to obey.
What's next on the agenda, Nurse King?"

"Plumbing."

"Aah, plumbingi" he repected enigmatically. He was getting the message
by now that I didn't intend to weit on him hend and foot, and even appeared
to be worning up to the fact of actuslly doing things for himself.

"There are plens afoot to toke it out soon, but only if you are co—-oper—
ative. Because you are temporarily paraplegic, you have no sensation of
wanting {0 pasg urine. This... systeme... we installed helps to retrain
the bladder sphincter by using the correct aren of the brain o convey the
message. But you have to recognise the message, which is different from the
usual one.!

"So how do I do that?!

"At the moment, the hladder empties into our tubing system every four
hoursg. Jhen it does that, it's up to you to sort out exasctly why and how.
Not so difficult as it sounds. By now, your brain has the message. 411
you have to do is decipher the correct segucnce of impulses.!

"Thrillsvilles! A1l +that just to have & slash... "

"Shut up! We have now descended to the most importont part of your
enatomy... ot least for the present exercise! Your legs., They will not
move because your cord wag damaged. But the demage is now healing. Alrecdy
you are becoming sensitive to pain, which is & good sign. 3But they won't
get better merely because the cord is healed. It's you who has tc do the
hard work. So, we cen give you physiotherapy, but that will only account
for a couple of hours in the doy. You will have to account for the other
twenty-two hours. Exercise is the only thing which will ever strengthen
your legs." :

He contemploted that for several minutes, and I did not interrupt him.
Bventually he looked up, very scerious.

"urse King...?"

"Weg, Coptain?!

"Please go away and leave me in peace, huh? You'wve tired me out!"

Grinning, I straightened the bedclothes, then went off, humming to wmy-—

self. For the first time in fourteen days, I knew tha$ Capiain Kirk would
make it, with flying colours.

The change in Captein Kirk after that was astounding... even exceeding
my expectations of him, and certainly increasing my admiration for him.
Although he never really came %0 terms with his diversional colostomy, he
Yook 1t in hend himself, and he exercised his legs to the point of near
exhaustion.

"Please give up for a while!" Chris pleeded with him.
"Don't you dere, Captain!" I counter-ordered.
"Wow 1ook hers, Cothy... "

Mentally, I stuck two fingers up at our beloved head nurse as I gave a
knowing wink at Kirk and stoered her out of the ward, so that she could
natter on at me all she damn well pleased, snd he could continue his exer-
cises unobserved by kindiy, but misdirccted degree nurses.

The bladder drainage was removed, much to his relief, although he was
desperately angry with himself when he got the 'message' wrong a few times
end wet himself. But he soon learned 4o recognise the new stimulus, and
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the !eaccidents! becsme a rare occurrence after the first couple of days.

Meanwhile, the sensation in his legs was slowly returning. The constont
exercising was paying off. Soon, he wos zble to get himself out of bed with-
out cssistance into the mechanically propelled wheelchair which Scotty had
devised for him. He became positively dangerous in this as his naiural exub-
grance for life returned to him, and it became o familiar sight to see the
Ca tain whizzing along the Enterprise corridors at o falr speed in the con-
traption, much to the Gubious pleasure of the crew who were in danger of «
nasty collision. Bventually, Scotty had had enough. He medified his wonderful
contraption, gave it a horn, and righit and left indicator lights, whilst the
bridge crew {Spock excepted) devised a document entitled 'The Highway Code, to
be read by learner drivers.'

The Captein's laugh is very infectious. We laughed ourselves silly thaot
day until Chris came in and broke the pority up.

Then, for the third time, Jim Kirk went to surgery agein, but thils time
he was gemuinely locking forward to it. When he came round, he locked up ot
me through sicep~glazed eyes.

"Has it gone, Cathy®"
"Sure, Captain. It's gone."

He grinned happily and drifted off to sleep. That hated diversicnal
colostomy had at last been put back inside him and anastamosed to the well
healed colon.

There was one last barrier to ocomplete his amezing recovery, and that, he
left as a surprise for Dr. MeCoy and me. To this day, I'11l never know if he
enginecred it to coincide with Christine's day off duty, but it did seem like
he wanted to share his own triumph with no-—one but we two.

"Bones," he said, acting seriocus. "I have something to give you. Herel!
He held out his 'Highway Code' for learncr drivers. "Guess I don't need it any
more, thanks to you and Cathy."

He struggled o stond up like it wes the biggest effort on Farth. I know
now thet he wog play—acting, but right then, it secemed like o miracle. And the
miracle d4id not end therce. When he was upright, he begon to walk towards us,
haltingly at firsit, but goining confidence with every step he ftook.

MTim!" MceCoy crowed, delighted, o big grin spreading across his face.

"Captain, you did it!" I screeched delightedly, =28 he purposely lurched
into my erms and we both landed in an undignified way onto the floor. "You
did it! You can walk!" I gasped.

He kigsed me, cnce. Noithing romsntic. Just a2 sort of 'thank you', which
I appreciated more than anything else in the universe.

Twe weeks later, Ceptain James T. Kirk of the U.S.5. Enterprise took com-
mand of his shiv after ten stondard weeks of long, hard struggle. In those
weeks, I hed come to like him an awful lot... not romanticzlly, he was not my
types . but as a man with a tremendous amount of guts, and as a frienmd. The
friendship was entirely reciprocated too, and will, T hope, stand the test of
tine. :

And, as I have told him before .. wuch to his embarrossment... and probably
will agains YCaptain, you are a giant among men."

And T mean that, too. Only rarely as I ever privileged to meet a man such
ag Jomes T. Kitleavossonnnan

e W W e KNI F N KK R K
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BEYOND THE FRINGE by Anne Snell

"Your hair is getting = bit long, Mr. Spock," said Kirk mildly one day,
and indeed the First Officer was not looking his usual quintessentially immac—
ulate self in matters tonsorial.

"T have been rather busy during the past two weeks,'" said Spock distantly,
the tone of voice suggesting that his mind had been on higher things than hair-
cuts.

"I don't suppose if would have anything to do with the fact that we have
a new barber — a lady barber?" asked McCoy, who had come on to the bridge just
then.

Spock raised an eyebrow, as much as to say, 'what's it got to do with
you?' and said formally, "Captain, since the length of wy hair is causing you
some concern, I will of course endeavour to amend the situation at the earle
iest opporiunity.m

"She's very good at her job," said Kirk.

"I have no doubt that she is," replied Spock coldly. Even so, it was
another twenty-four hours before he presemted himself in the 'bapber!s shop! «

If ever a girl was thé epitome of Irish loveliness, it was Maureen
O'Hanshan. Sparkling green eyes, soft creamy complexion, and a beautifully
riotous collection of red curls atop her darlin' little head.

411 of which, of course, was completely wasted on our Mr. Spock.

She eyed him with a gaze thaet can only be described as !'fascinatedt., "I
don't think I've cut your hair before, have I?" she asked in a lovely brogue,
opening and shutting the scissors in her hand with a lethal snapping action.

"Wo," said Spock, sounding very much as though he wished she wasn't going
to attempt it this time either.

"ell sit yourself down now, and Oi'll do me best." She smiled at him,
not in the least put out be his solemn expression, and pottered about fetching
capes and towels and other paraphernalia.

Spock hesitated, as though he'd half a wmind to lsave now, and read up on
'Be Your Own Home Barber', then he sighed faintly and seated himself, very much
in the monner of one geoing 4o his death in that ancient barbaric instrument
called 'the electric chair'.

A spotless white cape was swirled around his neck with such o flourish
that he wonderod if Miss O'Hanshan had unfulfilled acmbitions of becoming a
matador. The cape cascaded gracefully around him, hiding all of him, and the
chair to boot, and there he sat, awalting her administzations with trepidation.
He could not see how anyone who allowed their own locks to be so wayward could
be trusted to use restraint when dealing with other pecple's.

She stood behind him and ran her fingers through his hair and peered at
it in the manner of all hairdressers when they are thinking up the best way
to break the news that you have split ends or dandruff.

Then she spun the chair and tilted it at the same time, so that his head
dangled backwards over the bhasin.

"I only require a frim... " he began.

"You'll get a better cut if it's wet first," she said cheerfully, and got
on with shampooing and ringing. And in fact, though he would never have
admitted it to anyone, the gentle magsaging movements of her fingers, and the
warmth of the water, were most pleasant. He regarded the curls on her head,
which were indeed extremely unruly, until he got a2 bit of soap in his left eye
which immediately began to water uncontrollably.
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MOh, it's real sorry that I am," she said contritely, and very tenderly
wiped his eye with a tissue. "There now, ig that betteri"

WThank you," said Spock, and from then on kept his eyes ghut.

The massaging and rinsing continued, and his mind began to slip away to
a piece of music he was in the middle of composing for lyrette and cymbals,
when she suddenly eald "4ll finished", and the chair was righted with such
speed that he only just managed to stop himgelf being propelled out of it
and across thoe room.

"Jell now," she said, Mwe!ll just towel the drips away," and she swathed
his head in soft pink fluffy wormth, and rubbed vigorously, ginging 'I'1l teke
you home again, Kathleen' under her breath.

"T should be most obliged if you would refrain from singing that partic-~
ular song," said Spock in a strained voice.

The singing and towelling stopped, and Spock energed from the pink towel,
car tips glowing.

A8 if by magic (how illogical!) the scissors appeared in her hand, to-
gether with a comb, and she proceeded to wield both with a speed that was
breathtaking (if ever a Vulcan allowed his breath to be taken away by such
things) .

MI don't suppose you!d like & crewcut?" she asked, & gleam in her eyes
at the prospect of being allowed to practise up on that style of aimost~but-
not-quite baldness.

"ol  Spock's head jerked convulsively, thereby nearly rendering him
short of one ear Hip.

"Oh well," she sighed, "no harm in ﬁsking. Well, we'll just blow you
dry."

Visions came to Spock's literal mind of Miss O'Hanshan pursing that
charming (really, Spock!) mouth and blowing on his hair, but she reached over
on to a shelf, picked up & hand-dryer, and surrounded his head in a stream of
warm alr currents.

"There now," she said, looking enchanted withher handiwori, "don't you
just look the bee's knees?"

Spock looked in the mirror, and paled in horror at the sight. She had

given him a middle parting, and had swept the gides back in a most unflatter-
ing Woys

"Oh," she said sadly. "You don't like it M
"Ko," said Spock.

"I+t's the latest fashion," she said.

WHow interesting," said Spock drily.

"sll, I can wash it agailn and change 1t back, but don't you think you
might like it if you leave it like this for a day or two, to get used to it?"
she persisted.

"No," said Spock.

With & sigh, she swivelled the chair and tilted it. The halr was wetted
again, the chair set to rights, end then out came the dryer once more. This
time Spock was gratified to see she had curbed her enthusiasm for fashion, and
that his hair was now back to its usual neat style.

At that moment McCoy breezed in, beaming at no-one in particular and
gveryone in general.

Mell," he said to Maureen 0'Hanahan, noting her glum expression, "has
¥r. Spock been giving you a rough time?"
J
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"Really, Doctor, I fail to see why you should assume that I have done
anything to Miss O'Hanshan."

"People don't look that glum for nothing," retorted MceCoy.
"He wouldn'{t let me give him a fashionable style," said our Maureen, a
little choke in her veoice.

"Oh, take no notice of him," said McCoy, watching her remove the cape from
the Vulcan. BSpock got hastily to his feet and made for the door.

McCoy took his place in the chair. "You cen practise on me," he said
gallantly.

4% the door, Spock turned and said impassively, "Miss O'Hanshan is
arxious to perfect a style known as a 'crew cut'.”

"Oh yest" said McCoy. "What's that, a new fashion?!

"ag," sald our tonsorial artiste bresthlessly, hardly believing her luck,
and set to with a will.

No-cne saw a great deal of the good doctor for guite a while after that.
Brxcept maybe Spock. MceCoy decided it was time to give the First Officer =
thorough medical check-up, which Mr. Spock of course wnderwent with typical
Velcan stoiciem, and during which he no doubt counted himself fortunate that
Dr. McCoy had taken the Hippocratic Cath!

Ko K e W WK Ho e W T 6 2 Kk

LN OATH OF FIDELITY by Jeyne Turner

I existed many years
before you reached ouil to me.
Full Human or Vulcan
I was never meant to be.
Caught between two different worlds
The devil and the deep blue seca.

But then - you cams.
ind changed this darkness into light,
For you — I'd give
Yy home, my flag,
My goul - my very lifc.

Are you worth this much?
I know you well.

Por you as I
Unsure of what we are,
of who we are
W{ill need to know.

A1l I can say is this.
I stand by choice
and choice alone
beside you.
Wherever you may go
alongside you
I remain.
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COURLGE by Pam Baddeley

The Enterprise wong currently orbiting Rhisnnon while Captoin Jomes T
Kirk, his First Officer, the ship's surgeon and six security men were below
on the planet's surfuace to arronge o wmining ngreement with the two principa
groups of inhedbitonts. Rhiannon had been settled several generations ago by
colonists from Barth. DBeset by numerous problems, they hod fought back well
but hed regressed somewhat, technologlcally. They lived in saveral scattered,
fairly smoll communities in the north-western corner of the largest of the two
continents, which they had nomed New Americo and Buropa respectively. Over
the yeors they hod been visited by varicus troding ships, but only recently by
the Federation. The Republic had made o brief survey whils en route to del-
iver supplies to & scientific colony in the next stor system, ond hod made
two importont discoveries. The first wos the presence of substontial dilith—
jum deposits in New America, in & region overlapping into the settier!'s area.
The second was that the colonists shared the vasgt continent with = much larger
group of humineoids — the indigenous Rhiannons - a fact of which sarlier visit-
ors had either been ignorant or else had disregnrded due to the difficulties
in locating ond tronsacting business with them.

The Bhismnons were nonsdic, forming five great nutions who came together
for common festivals and for war. They olso engaged in some trade with the
colonists, though with a falr amount of mutual suspicion. The Humans khew
little 2bout the aliens or thelr movements, except thot the territory of ths
largest nation bordered that of the settiement area, for the lizard-riders, ag
the colonists called them, made their summer camping ground there.

This fact was uppermost in the winds of the landing party - it meant that
a lorge percentage of the dilithium was in tribal lands. Luckily, the Prime
Directive was non-operational, as the nomuds had already been open to Human
influence for some time and seemed little affected.

A camp hod beon crected in the region where the two lands met and the
treaty hod been fully explained and discussed with the colonists who had sent
messengers to the nomad's camp.

Kirk had been talking to Motthew Springer, headman of one of the settle~
ments. "I tell you, Captain, you will find it difficult to make thome savages
see reason.” They were staonding by the conference tent, savouring the warm
sumner sun and the gentle breeze blowing across the tree-dotted plain. People
Were moving around the camp, clearing up after the mid-day meal or just chat-
ting. Kirk noticed the watchful guards round the porimeter, some holding the
home-made weapons ~ spears and crossbowss others, more or less modern weapons
procured from trading ships. "411 the years cur people have been here, we've
never becn able to get on reanlly friendly terms with the nomads. They s$ill
cling to their primitive existence - I doubt if they'll agree to any encroach-
ment on their range. Believe me, we've had plenty of trouble from them in
the pasti!

"ie'll do our best to see o satisfnotory agreement reached on all sides,
sir.” Kirk could ses that Springer was only half convinced.

"Hell," he said, "I wust see some of my people, Captain Kirk, so if you'll
pleage excuse mMee.. "

4s he left, Spock crossed to join Kirk. "I have learned that the sebt~
lers were obliged to make a peasce treaty with the Rhiannons two point eight
years ago, Captain."

"Hmm. They weren't very pleased when they learned that the Federation
is not prepared to supply them with arms in roeburn for the dilithium. And Mr.
Springer's been doing his best to convince me that the natives are dangerous
and unreasonable. Well,-we'll find out for sure when they get here." Kirk
locked at hig PFirst Officer. He knew Spock had been intrizued ever since they
first crrived by the sight of what appenred to be ancient ruins nearby, but
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until now had had no opportunity to investigate. "Until then," he continued,
"we can do nothing further, so let's take o look cround those ruins.”

Ls he and Speck made thelr way across the camp, they wers joined by
¥McCoys He hod been discussing medical motters with Dr. Longley, head of the
smell cofttage hospitel in Lelcester, the lorgest settlement. 4Ls part of the
agreement, the colonists were to receive medical supplies and expertise.

The three men headed towards the ruins, the sscurity guards following.
McCoy, glencing back, said, "You know, I feel a little conspilcuous with those
watchdogs trelling us everywhere."

"The guards are necessary, Doctor, since the Rhiamnons would apparently
rezord the Federation as infericr without o show of force.

McCoy turned to Kirk. "When are they going to get here anyhow, Jim?"

"The messengers were sent when the Enterprise first got here, and their
camp' s only supposed to be o day's journey from here - "

"On foot or in one of those broken—down Jalopies of theirs?" licCoy was
referring to the few vehicles owned by the settlers, and now run on methane
after consumption of the fuel they'd purchased. "If they went in ons of thosze
we'll still be walting here next week!!

By now they nad reached thelr destinstion. The crumbled walls and fallen
masonry arcund them still showed treoces of abstract patterns and half-legible
inscriptions.

Spock wes wmeking o tricorder scon. "Readings indicate the age of these
buildings to be epproximately three thousand yeors, Captoin,™

"So the nomads were once city-dwellers — or conguered those who were,"
Kirk commented.

They turned left intc whot hod once been o side street, its end once
blocked by a well, now crumbling and portly covered with o climbing vine-like
plant hung with bunches of fruit. In front of it was = woman who swung round,
startled, her mouth stained red, and dropped the fruilt she had been soting.
She stared at thewm, eyes vivid green under slanting eyebrows, long hair red
like her mouth. From her clothing, o jerkin znd leggings of simple rough mat-
erial, high boots and o voluminous dark brown clock, Kirk realised that she
must be a noative Rhiannon. He stepped forward, keseping his approach as casual
and unthrsatening as possible.

"T'm Coptain Janes T. Kirk and this is ¥Mr. Spock and Dr. lcCoy. We're
the Federation representatives you've heard sbout, come to arrange & trading
agreement with your people.!

"eg," the woman acknowledged. "We itravel foster than your messengers."
Her wolce held contempt. "You may expect their arrival tonight.,!

Suddenly there was @ loud hissing sound from behind the well, then o
grotesque reptilien head wounted on o long simuous neck sppeared, 2 forked
tongue flickering from its open jaws. To Kirk's right, Finch, youngest of the
security team, produced his phaser and aimed it.

The woman's hand moved bencath her closk. Next second, Finch uttered =
choked cry of pain and dropped the phaser. & knife trongfixed his hond. An~
other lighitning movement and the nomad woman drew o long, wickedly sharp
blode. Halr seeming $obristle with fury, she backed away as the creasture
behind the wall dropped to all fours out of sight.

"8o you come to mine and trade, do you?" the woman crisd., "You're as
treacherous ag your frieands!"

She quickly sheathed her sword, and reaching up to seize a stout 'vine!
branch, swung herself over the wall. Kirk ond Spock ran forward and pulled
themselves up just in time to see her galloping away on her lightly-built
reptilian mount.
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MPeiti" Kirk cried, but she did not look back. "Damn!" he muttersd under
his breasth as he dropped lightly down.

"Captain -~ from what I obisined of the woman's life readings, it should
be possible to locote her party with little difficulty."

"Well, thet's something.!

HeCoy had removed the deagger end was running his medicol scanner over
Finch's wound.

HI ~ I'm sor gir," Finch stommered. "I thought it was 5011’15 o attack
3 b
her... "

Kirk nedded. He knew Finch was going to get o rocket from the Security
Chief when this wans all over; right now, it was importont to get his mistoke
raectified.

"A11l right, Finchy let's get you to sickbay."

After arranging for Finch to be beomed up and o replacement sent down, he
turned the communicator over to Spock. The Vulcan reloyed the data he had
obtained,; requesting o scan in the direction indicated hy the woman's flight.
He then returned the communicator to Kirk snd examined the knife which HeCoy
hended him. It was finely edged and well-balanced, its hilt set with precious
stones in an sbgtract pattern.

"Phis would seem to indicate that its owner was of some rank, Coptain,!
A ’ '
he commented.

Kirk nodded., Just what he was efraid of. Probably the chief's wife or
deughter... he could easily imagine the sort of report she would moke when
she got back.

"However," Spock was continuing, "despite the colonists' allegntions of
blocdthirstiness ~mong the nomads, she chose $o injure ¥r. Finch rother then
ki1l hinm."

And she could easily haove done it too, with skill like that, reflocted
Kirk.

They had retraced their steps out of +the ruins when a call come in from
Scotty. A party of sbout forty Rhiannons had been loscated sbout 2 mile 2WAY »

"Coptoin!" Spock said. His Vulcan ears had detected something the othors
hod not. Then they saw two Rhiammons appesr from behind the northern edge of
the ruins, galloping rapidly towards the camp. Kirk turned to the others.

"Comc on, gentlemen — let's get back there - fastin

When they osrrived, the natives - o mon and a woman — were waiting, still
mounted. The man spoke. "We come from Kelren, supreme chief of tho Xeldo-
recss." The word he used wos clearly the ligerd-riders' own name Tor thome—
selves., '"Hoor our words. Therc will be no agreement with the Starmen. Thore
will be no Other-oncs admitted to our lends.!

They both ewungz their mounts' heads round. Kirk woved quickly to the
man's side. "Tell your chief that what heppencd in the ruins wag o wmis—
understanding. The guard belicved the woman was in danger - he was not going
t0 attack her. M

The man gezed down at Kirk for o moment, then kicked his mount's sides,
and both Rhiannons galloped away.

HMacphearson, governor of Leicester, grabbed Kirk by the arm. "What was
all that about?" The anger was clear in his voice. The colonists wanted
this agreement and the goods it would bring them very bedly.

"Governor, I suggest thot you and the other colomists all remain here.
We ore going to pay Kelren a visit." Kirk led his men sside, then contacted
the ship again. "Scotty, have you still got & fix on that comp?

##
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"iye, Captain. They havena! moved .M

"Good. I want you o benm us up ond then seot us down ocutside their camp
- behind some cover if you can.!

Only minutes leter, they arrived behind a clump of bushes. In the open
about o hundred yards awey were the nomzds, busily engaged in packing their
b@lonnlngu, folding up thelr tents, and stropping this bagsage onto the backs
of pack~lizards. At ons end of the comp, the riding animals were tethered in
two rowsg. The difference in build showed that the Rhiannons evidently used
selective breeding to produce the two strains. 4 number of sentrics were
keeping watch.

Kirk sized up the situation. There was no woy to get closer unseen.
"All right, gentlemen; nice end easy — and keep your hends clear of your
weapons.."

A8 tho strangers werc seen approaching, the Rhiannons gothered together.
Kelren counselled them. "We will heer their words. No fighting unless it
begins with them."

"le come in pezce to speek with Kelren, your chief.!
"L am Kelren."

The red-hoired woman spoke as she stepped Porward, momentarily amused
by Kirk's discomfiturse.

"Well I'1l be..s "McCoy murmured, softly.
Kirk decided that some days it just didn't pay to get out of bed.

"I know that you have come to tell me that your follower thought only
te save me from attack, Captain Kirk. These men and women are the heasds of
the fifteen greatest clans in the Kelde-reess naiion, after that of the
Tesh~kad. For three thousand summers our clans and leige~clans have used
this land. Now you wish to dig rocks from it and will give us in return -
what? Your friends, the ones who root themselves to the ground as if they
were trees or stones, not men, alsc tried to take ocur land -~ they scon
learned better! Then they troded with us and gave us new sicknesses. Will
you toke those backe"

Carefully, patiently, Kirk explained about the Federation to them; how
the agreement would lay down the area where mining was to tske place and
guarantee the rest of the nomadic lands safe from interference. If discases
had been introduced by the colonists, the Federation would give medical help
to overcome thenm.

Kelren and the other clan-leaders still appeared sceptical when & man
came racing up on lizard-back. He leapsd down and touching his left shoulder
with his right hand in the Rhiannon galute panted out some words in the
native language.

Kelren stiffened and asked a question. The man repiied, looking uncom-
fortable. With that, Kelren marched over to the tethered animals and began
saddling her mount. As she did so, she was shouting orders to warriors.

The other clan chinfs also made for their mounts. Kirk and the others folle
wed. Seeing them, Kelwen said, "He came to tell me that my son haes one of
your peoples' fevers!" Her volce was controlled, but the anger in it was
still apparent.

McCoy spoke up. "I'm a doctor - a healer. Let me help him."

Kelren froze for a woment, her eycs meeting licCoy's. "ALll right, make
good your words with deeds," She called to two of her warriors in Rhisnnon
then turned back to them. "Can you ride?h

Kirk knew this was no time to have doubts. "We'!ll manage."

"orns have been readied for you —~ the most gentle we have.! With that,
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Kelren gelloped away, along with the clan chicfs.
"JTipm ~ only three of these things hoave been saddled.”
"Yes, Bones -~ evidently only the three of usg are invited."

Kirzk quickly gave instructionsg to ths Sccurity Chief to notify the ship
of developments and return to the colonists. The few epare nomeds who had
remained behind to bring the baggage and spars mounts watched curicusly as
the three men mounted thoe hissing creatures, which were made uneasy by the
unfamilizr scents of their alien riders. Kirk and Spock had 1itils trouble,
but McCoy had to be helped up by a security guard., Muttering, "This is the
last time T meke house calls," he attenpted to direct his vom in the dir-
gction of its galloping fellows, now almost out of sight.

Lfter a while, the three men more or less got ths hang of thingss with
the animals pointed in the right direction, they gave them their heads.
Kirk wondersad if he'd ever be able to sit down agoin after & couple of hours.
The vorns gventually slowed down to a steady lope and it was only as night
begon to fall that the gap between them and those in front begen toc close.
Kolren, who had been setting a gruelling pace, now had 4o coneded that the
animals needed rest, and so caelled a halt for the night. In the last light,
some of the party slippsd off to hunt while the othors unsaddled and tethered
the vorns, then gnthered wood for a fire. Ewidently, rank did not preclude
cne's doing = falr share of the work. Kirk and the others rode up and shori-
ly afterwords the hunting perty returned. They had managed to kill some
small mammals and to add substance o the meal had collected odible plants
and roots. Since all cooking utensils and containers had been loft behind
with the rest of the baggage in the necessity for speed, the meat was
roasted over the fire and the vegetsbles eaten rew. Despite the curicus
glances of the Rhisnnons whose guesting customs prohibited outright starcs,
Spock menaged to pass over the meot wnobtrusively and consume only vegetab-
les. Kelren took her sharc to the outer perimeter of the camp where she
gat alone, gazing out into the darkness, accompanied by her thoughts.

After the meal, one of the warriors produced a slim wooden flute-~like
ingtrument and began to play an eerie hounting melody, strangely beoutiful.
The Rhiannons begsn to sing in their own leanguage. A wvoilce behind Kirk and
his friends made them look round.

"They sing of the sturs, the wind blowing across the pizin, the earth
and the waters, the oreaturcs who feed us." In the firelight, Kelren's
hair was like blood.

"It is beautiful," Spock said.

The woman's mood of reverie obhruptly changed. "Tomorrow we reach the
boy. Be sure your medicines cure him - he is to be clan chief of the Tesh-
kad and chief of all Kelde-reess after wme., If not -~ your farmer friends
may learn of wy displeasure." Leaving thew to reflcet on her words, she
disappeared into the darkness.

The other Rhiannons began to preparc for sleep, leaving o few sentries
on guard. The Enterprise men also made thewselves as comfortable as posge
ible, though McCoy couldn't resist grumbling a little. Throughout the night
tie warriors changed watches with nothing to report. In the morning, Kirk
and the cothers were awakensd by the activities of the nomads who were pro-
paring to leave. Kelren wes t00 anxious %o be moving for anyons 1o bother
obout breakfast, and the sun was only just up as they rode off. Another
couple of hours and they sighted the outskirts of the nomad camp. It scemed
10 encompass the whole horizon. On ihe way thoy passed a huge hord of
horned, woolly-backed animals grazing., The herdsmen and women salubed as
they saw wiko rode by.

On closer inspection, the great mass of people, tents and vorns now
around them resolved itself into groups consisting of the main tents of the
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lergest clons, each with its subsidiary clens srranged round it. People
raced aliead to spread the news of the chiefs' return and a grent buzz of
voices arcse on all sides a2t the sight of the strangers.

At last thev rode into the a2rea of the Tesh-kad. Most of the indiv—
idualsg around them were red-—haired. One, 2 man, came up to Kelren znd spcke
to her in Rhiannon. After a short conversction, she dismounted and spoke
again, peinting d¢ McCoy. The man flashed a startled glance in his direct-
ion, then spoke rapldly. His words were clearly uncomplimentary. Kelren
cut him short znd turned to McCoy. "Come with me."

Stiffly, he eclimbed down, stifling » groan, then, with o backward
glance at hisg friends, followed the chieftein towards a small tent. The mam,
who had been watching silently, his expression clearly showing his fury,
gtallked away.

Ingide the tent on 2 hed of skins lay = boy sbout six years old, red-
heired, burning with fever, his breath coming in short, rapid gasps. IcCoy
crossed guickly to his side, and began scenning. Kelren watched, her face
expressionliess.

"This fever come with the farmers. At first, warriors and the weak
a2like died in grest numbers. As years passed, it only killed the old and
the young. Bome of them even survive now." 8he dropped to her knees, her
face only inches from MceCoy's. "Our healer has been able to do nothing for
Hedron. If you can save him you will have your rocks. Do it!" She glenced
at the becy for a moment then swept out of the tent.

Qutgide, the clan chiefs had dispersed to thelr owvm areas and the Tesh-
kad were standing a distance from the Federation men, eyeing them suspic-
iously. Kelren led the two men fo. the mein tent, a wassive structure. In-
aide, lanterns as yet unlit hung from the supporting poles. Underfoot were
strewn dyed rugs in colourful abstract patterns, evidently woven from the
wool of the animals they'd seen. They seated themselves on these ond food
was brought to them. Kirk and Spock could see that the tent was a communal
living space. The sleeping areas were screened off, sc the Rhiamnons app-~
arently believed in some privacy. After eating in silence, Kelren gave in-
gstructions Yo an old woman to see to the nceeds of their guests and then
fetched o longbow and quiver of arrows. She then left., Kirk asked the old
woman, who woas in charse of those gewing and weoving in fthe tent, where
Kelren had gone.

"Hunting," she replied, and rsturned to her sewing.

The two men went for o stroll around tho Tesh-kad tents. They noticed
two men on gunrd outside the tent where the sick boy luy. They were nembers
of the guard Kelren had taken with her to the meeting. The rest had dis-
appeared, presumably gone hunting with her. They also noticed that the only
Rhiannons in camp were children, women with younyg bables, and the middle-
aged 2néd elderly. These older people loocked after the children snd did any
tasks around the comp. A group of children aged between six and twelve
were recelving lessons in knife~throwing and the bow, using small bows
specially made for them. When the lesson was over they came over, o little
hesitantly, to Kirk and Spock and begon asking cuestions. Before long,
they were all deep in conversation, their knowledge of each others' cultures
growing. The children had even given them = lesson in the Rhiammon tongue.
L1lthough the younger children had some communication difficulties, the oldex
ones were effectively bilingual, which showed the foresight of their chief-
tain at lesst.

That evening MceCoy finally emerged from the tent for s moment.
"How's it going, Bones?"

"Well, Jim, this fever they got from the colonists - it's a mutation
of the common cold. Oh, the cold itself doesn't produce fatalities, but it
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lowers resistance, and pneumonia results. Anywoy, I think I've got it
licked now — his temperature's going down snd we should see & renl improve-
ment by tomorrow. Where's his mother, by the woay?!

"She went hunting, Boness; been gone zbout ten hours now."
"Hunting? And her son's lying there - dying for all she knew?"

Kirk smiled. "Your reputation must have spread further than you
rezlised n

"Wes, welly I'1l be with the boy if I'm needed.!

Most of the Rhiannons had now drifted back to their tents and meonls
were belng prepored and eaten. Afterwords, in the communal tent, one of
the old people told a story to the children. Xirk could only mzke out =
few worde here anl there, but it was execiting, judging from fthe children's
rapt expressicns. This was followed by some singing and then they headed
for thelir respective sloceping places. Before making for the place they had
preparsd for him, Kirk slipped outside to contaet the ship and report that
all was well.

Kelren returned on the cvening of the next doay at the heoad of o hunting
party. She went siralght to her son, and found MeCoy with him, eating
supper.

"How is he?"

"I am better now, my chief." The small veice spoke from the bed. Kel-
ron's white teeth flashed in the lamplights it was the first time ¥eCoy
had geen her smile.

"He!'s still weak; he needs rest, plenty of liguids for o few more
days. He's getting his appetite bock though ~ he's hnad some broth.!

Kelren nodded. "You are a good heeler. You may go to your friends
now, if you wish. I will stsy with him,"

hes MoCoy left, Xelren was tellingHedron of the kills she had made thot
day, while the boy listened; enthralled. Mcloy puzzled over the relation-
ship between this strange woman ond her son.

The next day was spent in discussion of the treaty with the other c¢lan
chiefs. It wos sgreed that in return for the dilithium the nomads were to
receive medical supplies, moterials and grain (they already obtained some
by trade with the settlers, and harvested wild grain when they found it).
After that, they returned at = far more lelsurely pace to the walting
settlers. On the way, Kirk and the others talked 2 lot with Kelren and
learned that the Kelde~resss presgerved memories of their wonderings east-
wards which had led them into conflict with the city dwellers alreody in
the area. The lotter had eventually been overcome and sbsorbed inte the
nomad nation, from whence no doubt came their liking for abstract patierns,
and perhaps some of thelr slkills. Kelren wes intrigued by the Vulcan cul—
fure and ligtened with interest to all Spock had 4o tell hexr of i1t.

Fortunately, the agreement now saw a spesdy conclusion, and the colon-
ists werce soon packing up to go home. Kirk saw to it that the Security Guards
were beamed up from inside one of the tenis, figuring that remarkably res-
ilient though they appeared to be to 'culture-shock', even the Rhiamnons
would find teleportation hard to swallow.

The Rhiannons had alsc prepared to leave and, as they rode away, Kel-
ren lingered on vorn~back to bid forewell fo the Starmen. Kirk looked up
at this remorkable women whose name he now knew to mean 'Courage', heod of
the Fire~haired clan and of the nation of the Sirong People.

"Goodbye, Kelren - and good luck."

"Good forbuns o you, James Kirk, and 4o your friemls. We will remom—
ber your skills with grotitude, Healer. A&nd I think, sowme day, that people




23

of the Tesh-kad will join your peoples zmong the stors.!
"T think =c too.M
Spock mode the Vulcan salute. "Live long and prosper, Kelren.!

Kelren returned him the salute of her people. "Fareswsll then, +ill
the seagons bring us together. !

She then rode away. Kirk spoke intc hig communicetor, "Three 4o beam
upy, Scotbty.!

Lnother successful migsion was over. They were going home.
& &
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A DESPERLTE GAMBIE by Gillian Catchpole

He met thelr syes,

Byes filled with feoor

ind the frr distant hope that somewhere there must be a solution.
Never for one second did frustration or helplessness
Reveal themselves in his still silent face.

He knew their lives were in his keeping,

But there was nothing wore to do except walt.
Nothing mors to de except one choioe.

In times other than this

Such 2 suggestion would be instantly rejected,

The odds - of success were much too low.

Such chences were outside his logic.

Decided, fingers reached for » switch

And it was done.

hn action based solely on hope,

4L desperate gemble,

One he was not used to toking.

Seconds ticked away,

There was no-one to see.

Their ship 2 lighted flare in the blackness around
Bhone only for the stars.

He'd gombled and lost

Lndt 1t struck him cold ineide.

He held it o be of no account

That this wos only the inevitoeble end brought forward.

In those moments before burn-up the people around

Robhed of whaltever time the future hald,

Could so casily have despised

This mon for what he'd done.

Instead they offered words of comfort.

At last he had done something they could understand,

L degperate gamble born of the heart

Far removed from the colidness of logic.

Now there was a closeness not felt before,

4 union,

L joining tozether to face disaster.

When hope hod all but Adissppeared

And fear threatened to mumb thelr senses,

There was plecsure in this revelation of difflerences past.
4nd finally when rescue snatched them from their burning coffin,
A wornth remained stronger than any fire.
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AFTERWARDS by Valerie Placentini

"Let's get the hell out of here!!

Captain Kirk's tone was bleak. The landing party gathered around him,
and each breathed a sigh of relief as the transporter pulled them back to
the femiliar safety of the Enterprise.

On the planet's surface the Guardian walted patiently in its city of
ruinss they would return - or others like them. ZIEventually.

In the iransporter room Kirk was once more the brisk, efficient Captain.

The guerds dismissed, he turnced to his anxious friends. "Uhura, Scobiy
- go and get some rest. Bones - sickbay. I want M'Benga to check for any
after-effects from the cordrazens.!

"Bu'}f; Jime o i
"Don't argue, Bones - just go. Mr. Spock, come with me."

Recognising the barely-controlled weariness in his voice, the Humans
left with a ilast onxious glances Spock followed without comment to the
elevator. There are times, Kirk thought, when Vulean reticence is very
WelComo.

The short journsy was accomplished in silence. Only when his cabin
door closed hehind them did Xirk permit his weariness to show.

"Pour me a drink," he directed as he heoded for the shower. Spock
obeyed, handing over the glass when Kirk returned, rubbing his damp hair with
a towel. ‘

"Thanks." Kirk drained the glass, looked round for somewhere to put it,
and found it {aken from him. "God, I need sleep. Where did I put McCoy's
pillst! ‘

Seeing that this was no time for a discussion on the effects of combining
alcohol with sleeping tablets, Spock located the bottle and shook out the
prescribved dose intc his Captain's hand.

Kirk sat down heavily on the bed. "Stay till I fall asleep, will youp"
he agked. "I don't went to be alonz,.. "

The Vulcan nodded and sank into a chair. After a wmoment,
"Why me, Captain?' he asked. "Surely Dr. McCoy... "

"Because you don't ask questions. Right now I don't want to discuss...
I never thought I'd envy your emotional contrcl, Spock." His voice was
growing drowsy. Spock settled him carefully on the bed, drew the cover over
him. Within moments, Kirk was csleep.

With his instinctive neatness Spock tidied the csbin, disposing of the
worn clothes, the demp towelsy he rinsed the gloss and replaced it, then
moved back into the sleeping area to look down at his Captain.

Kirk was tossing restlessly, his fuce tormented even in sleep. The soft
winispering was almost inaudible, then one word ceme clearly.

"EdLth Y

There was such pain, such naked longing in his voice, that the Vulcan
shivered. This could not be permitted...

He leaned forward and positioning his fingers precisely on his Captain's
face, "Sleep," he commanded softly. "For tonight — forget. Sleep without
dreaming." The drawn face smoothed to tranquillity, the restlessness subsided
and Kirk lay at peace.
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When Spock removed his hands he found his fingeritips were wety tesrs had
slipped from the Captain's eyes, Spock brushed them away, and looked curiously
at the moisture on his fingsrs. Resuming his seat he studied his Captain
thoughtfully.

Bmotion. His legical Vulcen mind recolled from the wild turmoil of grief
apd self-reproach he had senseds if unchecked, it could destroy the Human...
but he was useless ng o comforter, he acknowledged honestly.

Very well, then, consider it as a problem in logic., The griof? Edith
was dead. That could not be — must not be ~ altered; ¥Kirk had known that
himgelf. The guilt, tho self-reproach? Only feorgivencss and understanding
could tamc that destructive emotion - but they must come from one long dead.

There was one factor that Kirk was not yet awars of, but he would soon
learn, for MeCoy would not be able to coneenl. Edith had known. She hod seen
the doctor's lunge forward, Kirk's frantic move to block his path, How could
she, even if it were possible, forzive the man who had sz2id he loved her, but
who had permittsd her 4o die?

Spock considered carefully the one possibility he could see. Was it worth
the 1isk? His faultless memory superimposed on the peaceful, sleeping face the
naunted anguish he had seen there, and his logicol wind faltered before the
picture.

He had never before allowsd himself to consider his attitude do the
Human. Kirk had proved himself a skilled, efficient Captein, & strong, self-
reliant man, with = wisdom unusual in one of his racey he was somcone to whom
the Vulcan could pledge his loyalty without reserve - dbut that had been all,
until now.

Loyalty wag no longer enough. What wos needed was something wildly
illogical, dangerous, unreasonasble; something that no commender had the right
to ask of a subordinote - but something one friend might do for another.

Curiously serene now that he had made his decision, Spock rose -~ looked
a moment longer at the peacefully-slesping Kirk, then left the cabin. Ship's
gtores provided him with the necessary clothes, and Kyle beomed him down with-
out protest.

A few questions to the Guardian provided ngeegsary informaiion, then with
a firm step he passed through the time portal. The swirling mist hid him from
sight, then cleared to a view of the desolate lsndscape beyond.

"Wisitor for you, Miss Keeler." The nurse's voice carried the hushed
respact of one who svesks to the dying. Bdith knew she had little time lefs,
but she wos almost glad of that - she could not besr to live on, knowing thet
Jim might have seved her, but had not done so - had even provented his friend
from doing so. In fact, the sooner the better... then she would not have to
remember thozse teasing eyes, the laoughing mouth that hod spoken lieg...

T'or o moment the quiet words 1it o flzme of hopey could it be Jim? Had
he come to explain the impossible?

Hope died as ghe recognised the tall figures 1t was... %he others
Spock. The dork eyes studied her with compnssion, ond despite her snger and
deepalr she knew that this man wented to help.

"Thy have you come?' she asked dully.

"To egxplain. You are dying, Miss Keeler." She winceds no atiempt fo
gsoften the words from this one., "I want you... to know why. You said once,
that Jim and T werce.. out of place here. You wore correct. He has returned
to our own place, but I have come so that you might understand... and perhaps
forgive. Look at me."
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With hands that shook slightly, Spock pulled off his cap, snd her eyes
widened as she saw for the first fime the full sweep of the wingsd eyebrows,
the curve of delicately pointed sars. Shock provented her frowm crying out,

THhose.  whalt are you?" she wennged ot laost.

The dark eyes shadowed for = moment. "I am from 2 planet called Vulcan.
Your race and mine will not mset for many yeors.!

"ind..., Jim?"
"Hde 1s as Buman as you. We are from what will be your future.!

"Mhat explaing much that puzzled me. But it does not explain why... he
let me dielJ"

"He had no choice. Listen, and I will tell you thse history of your
pecple as I know it."

Carefully, simply, Spock explaoined what was to him the history of the
Pederation and of Storfleets Edith listencd entranced to the stories of the
great silver ships soaring cut from the world she knew, to find and combine
with other civilisations amonsg the stars.

"You had o dream,” Spock continued gently, "a dream of great beauty.
1% came true, as dreams so seldom doz until... Dr. MeCoy sustained an
accident, and became derangeds in his fear he passed through a time portal
and changed our history, so ithat everything we knew vanished as though it
had never been. Only Captoin Kirk and I, with o few crewmewbers, wera pro-
tected frowm the change by our proximity to the peortal. We did not know what
MecCoy had dones our only chance was to find him, and sct right the time-line
he altered. %Whot we could not know was that you were the focal point. Jim
loves you... dbut if you lived, thousands of millions would die; the Human
race would never leave the planct of its bilrth. Everything we knew and loved
and worked for would vanish.!

Miy life would make such a difference?!

"Indeed." Compassionately, but relentlessly, the Vulcan described the
course of history after MeCoy changed 1%, painting in vivid detail a proud
race sinking slowly back inte barbarism.

"Thet wag the cholice my Captain Faced. You ~ or the Galoxy. His love

- or the futurs of his people. How he chose, you know. MissHeslor, the man
you loved could have done no other.”

"I... understand. But why did you come to me? Whers is Jim now?"

"In his own time and place. At the momenty, he believes that you were
kiiled outright, but he will scon loarn thet you wers not. He is desolete...
but when he discovers thot you knew he betrayed you, his guilt will destroy
him. He is a... a good man, kiss Xecler; I would not sece him hurt so. I
thought, if I came... if I could meke you understand... you might forgive
him. To the end of his days, he will mourn yous; I ask you now... let thot
be all he nust bear!

Bdith studied the slim figure quictly. It was too scon to moke sense i
of the wenders she had learneds; Iloter, perhaps - if there was time -~ she
might fully asppreciate the lmmensity of the appalling cholece Jim had made.
Fow the future spoke to her through thosce quist eyes.

This was o man who never begged, she sensed dimlys but he was begging
now, pleading Tor understonding and forgiveness for his friend. She had been
uneasy in his presence, feeling that he watchad her, that he resented Jim's
growing love for hers now she realised that he had only been concerned for
Jim, realising that Jin's growing love for her could only hurt him.

Impulsively, Edith stretched out her hand. The Vulcan hesitated, then
took it - hig fingers felt strongely warm.
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"ell him that I understand," she whispered. "Thet I love him - I will
always love him. There is no need for forglveness... he could make no
other choice. I wish him happiness in that world I will never see. Yet I
am luckier than wost ~ my death has meaning, and I wmow it. ¥y dream will
live one day... how few can be certain of that!"

"Ta there... anything I can do?" Spock asked gently.

"If you could tell me of him?" Edith begged. "Tell me of his life, of
the world you share

Leaning forward, Spock began to speak quietly, teliing her of the moan
she loved. He spoke of the Starship Captain, proud, commanding =8 he ronmed
o Galaxys of the man, Human and vulnercble, who followed o dreom s besuti-
ful as herss; of the friend whose loyolty haed been tested o thousand times
and never found wanting.

Bdith listened, loving him all the mores ond as she listened, she
watched the bright dark eyes - how much he was betraying of himself, this
alien!

bt last Spock withdrew his hand and stood up, pulling the cap over his
betraying sars. "I must go," he said quietly.

Weg, my friend — he will need you. Guaxd him for me -~ I think you
care for him too."

Biting back the instinctive denial, Spock considered her words. Did
he core for James Kirk? He wog not sure... but somehow he thought that he
st .

"I will do as best I con," he assured her, "but your understanding will
help him, I think. Farewell, Miss Keslery regret iz useless, and yebt... T
Wicheso "

"I know. Now go, my friend -~ go to him."

The darlt eyes held hers & moment longer, then hs was gone, slipping .
through the screens around her bed. For 2 moment the sound of him lingered,
soft footsteps in the still olr, the swinging of the ward door — then he was
truly gone.

Edith turned her heod on the plllow, seclking the window beside her bed.
In the night sky the sters burned, stars which Jim knew as floming incane
descent fires, not the cold remote points of light they were o her. It was
o stronge thought that because she, Bdith Keeler, died here, tonight, the
mzn she loved would one day roam those starfislds. - it wos os though they
were in « way her gift to him, for she knew now that had she lived, Jim would
never have been born. It was... enough.

Far away, ond for in the future, Spock, once more in uniform, stood by
hie Caoptain's bed watching the sleeping face. How he understood just how
much Jim had logty there had been other women ~ there would be more - but
#dith, gentle, wise beyond her years, was The only one who would hold his
heart.

For a brief moment the Vulean retired az Spock’'s humanity come quietly
to the fore. He hod recognised and aopprecisted Jim's overtures of friend-
ship, but he had not thought himself copable of responding to them., Now he
knew that he would -~ even before she knew the truth, Edith had sensed where
he belonged, ond her final words had been %o send him to Jim's side.

The Human would not understend — not ot firsts he would need 4ime to
heal the Tirst sharp pangs of grief. Yot one day Kirk would meet Spock's
eyes, awarse of the friendship that had grown between them ~ znd both would
remember she who had made it possible, In his own quiet way, Spock oo




would always mourn Bdith Keeler.

Meanwhile there was o duty to be performed, = message to be given. Spock
leaned foxward, and shook Kirk gently.

"Jim, wake up," he whisperedy the nome was unfamiliar on his tongue, but
e pronounced it with wistful ecogerness. "Wake up, Jim - I have something +to
tell you.V -
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THE VULCAN CHOICE by Gillian Catchpole

Pride demands thaet beliefs sre vigorously held.
When strong worlds scek to clash

Pity only the being cnught between,

He must stond tall or else be crushed.

The decision toking is easy,

For a Vulcan thers is but & single choice
The true and logical one.

Why then these feelings that will nct cezse?
Strong words are needed o mask the fear,

To soak the pressure from others' pain,

To refuse while others beg.

Is Vulcan wmore importent than saving = life?
Duty to the ship and all her crew,

o matter the consequences

This over everything musgt take precedonce.
And 1f the Humon part cries out

Let it not be heard, but suffocate

Beneath duty, right and Vulcan philosophy.
For duties ore specified, so counot be ignored.
Responsibilities hove been clearly stated.
He must command, he cannot delegnte.

One does not endanger countless ilives

For the gake of family ties.

Vulcon, philogsophy must be upheld.

Fersconal anguish does not exist.

A11 Vulcang would understand.
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SONNET OF GENSOLOGY by Kathleen Glancy

Spock! 8 share of curiosity, they say

Derives from both sides of his ancestry

S0 when, while visiting the Zaorth, one day

He saw 2 sign 'We trace your fomily trec!

It's really not surprising that he thought

He'd like to know csbout the Human side

Of his descent. (The Valcan side had got

Records going back three thousuind years, and pride
To match, although suppressed.) But when they found
Dick Graoyson, who'd been fomous Spock cried 'OHU!
And fled from them, making o choking sound.

And who shall blame him? Would you like to know
That the most famous forbear of your Mum

Wag Robin, the Boy Wonder, Batman's chum?
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A wetol menoce frow thoe skies,
It loowms about & tiny ship
A clutching, scarching,
beast that tries to

canture in  its
auesting oluw

our home and

ilove, our

lives

!
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TRANCE by Mariasnn Hornlcin

Spock stirred, openecd his eyes o the impossibly blue sky, winced, and
shut them agoin. He lay gilently, trying to remebber what hod heppened, but
the waves of pain that washed over him wmade 1t difficult. Dimly, pictures
begen to formg 2 shuttlecraft, o distress signal, o cragh - then burming
Tlomes. Someons had pulled him out ~ who? More memories danced cragily toge
ether. Thers wos .gomeons... ae lmew that foce and wos somehow afraid.
hnother face, smiling, hozel cyes... the Captein, his Captain... Jim!

Jim had pulled him out, had tended bis injuries. But where... 7 IHe
forced nis eyes open and sat up, his goze sesrching for his Captain. He was
lying in o nest of sleeping bags in the niddle of & makeshift camp, but the
Captain waz nowhere to be ssen.

He sat up, flinching - since there was no-one to ses - ot the pain that
washed over him, and discovered that his left leg was wrapped in bandages.
Jim had bandeged his leg, then. Spock closed his eyes again. He had to
remember! Kirk's foce... Had that been o look of fear on it? Violence... o
fight... Spock opened his eyes again end forced himself to rise. From this
new vantage point he looked around agzin and his geze fell on o crumpled pile
of clothes tossed carelessly by the base of o tree. As he wetched, the clothes
stirred, and o knet of cold fear formed in his stomach.

The Vulcon forced himself 46 move towards the clothes, his leg nsarly
giving way under him. The clothes moved again, straightened into a figure; a
figure which turned over and looked ot him. Spock froze in horror.

The Coptain... Jite..

His clothes were torn and bloodstoined, with cuts and dark bruises showing
underncath. His face was swollen, a livid bruise across one cheek. His hair
wos matted with dried bleood from a cut across his forchead.

Speck dropped to his knees beside the battered form and stretched out an
tnsteady hend. "Capboin... " His voice trailed off os Kirk drew bock in
cbvious fear. The knot in Spock's stomach tightened agoin and more memories
forced their way into his mind. There had been a struggle... something...
something hod compelled... Danger. He had fought back.

Kirk $ried to move away, shrinking back azgainst the tree. "Why, Spock?
Why?" The Vulcan winced visibly at the pain and grief in Kirk's voice. He
could not understand, surely the Captain did not mean... ? Teors were running
down Kirk's face as he fought for conmtrel. "Why did you attack me? Hurt me
like this? I thought we were friends... " BEven as Spock shuddered 2t the
bitter nurt in Kirk's voice, the Human's eyes closed and he slumped sidewoys,
unconscious.

The Vulcan sat as if turned to stone. Hig eyes involuntarily catalogued
the injuries even whilec his heart cried. He had done that?

He had never secen Kirk look at him in feor before, and the look, the words,
were a knife in hisg hesrt. How could he? What had possessed him that he could
have hurt his Captain, his friend, like that? He tried desperately to ramember.
He had attocked something... something that threntensd him... not Kirk. Never
Kirk!

A shimmer interrupted his thoughits and MceCoy moterinlised neorby, two
security guanrds flenking him. The doctor took in the situation at o glance
and had them both in sickbay before the Vulcon had time to sort out his thoughts
further.

While MeCoy worked over the Captain snd ¥M'Benga treated the Vulcan's leg,
Spock stared at the celling, seeing over and over agoin the feor on Kirk's
face, the grief in his voice. ¥hy? He tried .agoin to remember, but the low
murmar of McCoy's voice, his own concern for the still-unconscious Captain,
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made concentration impossible.

i'Bengae finished, =nd Spock stood up, ignoring the doctor's protests.
He wolked over to HeCoy ond stored down ot the pale, bruissd foco.

"How is he?"

MeCoy glanced up, = quick retort on his lips, then slowly straightened.
He had never seen 3pock like this before. The Vulcan apprared completely
emotionless, completely alien, but somehow MoCoy was reminded, 28 never before,
of a porcelazin ftragedy mask. He answered Spock's question quietly. "He'll be
fine, Spock. He looks worse than he is. He's got o wrenched shoulder, some
bad bruilses and =2 mild concussion, but he'll be waking up soon. He'll be all
right." Then the doctor's eyebrows met in o frown. Y"Hey! “Where do you
think you're going?"

Spock strode to the door. "Po my gquorters. I sholl rest there." Ignor-
ing both doctors' protests, the Vulcan heoded for his cabin. The wollk soomed
endlesg. Disturbing memories filtersd into his mind, wemories mixed with
Kirk's fear, with his own bewillderment...

When he entered his quarters, he headed straight for the bed, where he
1oy back thonkfully. He closed his eyes and concentrated. It was surprisingly
difficult. Unanswersble questlons kept racing around the inside of his head.
Why had he hurt Kirk? What could have made him hurt the only person who had
ever reached out %o him seeking only to give...

The Vuican gathered his strength and forced the gquestions aside. The
only place they could be answered was in his own mind; and he had to find the
angwers. It would be dangercus; somehow his injuries - perhaps a blow on the
head — had buried his memories deep, and he would have to go deep to find them.
If he were not very careful, he could become trapped in the darkness of his
own mind, and be unable to get out. DBut he had to remember. He had to take
the chance.

He concentrated, and slowly sank deeper and decper into the darkening
layers of unconsciousness. Pictures formed, clearing as he sank further down,
and with disbelief he feit Kirk's flesh give under his hands, saw the red
blood spurt from deep cuts, heard the Captain's gasps of pain, hig terrified
protests., Kirk had struggled, but the Human had never had a2 chance against his
own Vulcar strength.

Spock searched still deeper, trying to discover why, and a veoice sounded
in the dim recesses of his mind.

*Wou didn't Just hurt your friend, you attacked your Captain. You tock an
oath 4o be loyal -~ 1s this the way a Vulcan keeps his oath? Oath-bresker!
Oath~breaker!*

The words pounded through the darkness, pounded in unison with the beat
of the blood running through his véins. He was gullty. He had... he had
reached the deepsst part of hig minds too desp. He could never get back
alone. T4 was fitting. He would die here, trapped in his own mind, with the
words drumming him into black emptiness. OCath-breaker. Oath-breaker....

Kirk climbed painfully out of a deep, black pit that secmed to be filled
with tar, pulling him back as quickly as he could climb out. Slowly he inched
his way up, until finally full consciousness returned. He lay guistly, his
head and body throbbing, & puzzled look on his face as memory returned. He
reached for a button and called a nurse.

ihere''s Mr. Spock?!

The nurse, someone he didn't know, smiled. "He's fine. He went to his
quarters over an hour ago to rest. Do you want me to call him?"

¥irk shook hig head. "No, ‘here's ¥cCoy?!
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The nurse continued to smile brightly, much to Kirk's inner annoyance.
"There was an accident on one of the other decks. Nothing serious, but Dr.
MeCoy went to investigate. You get some rest. If you need me, 1'll be in
Callo"

The Captain watched her leave and closed his eyes wearily. He started to
dozes then his eyes flew open and he sat up. Spock! If he thought... There
was no telling what he would do. Kirk reached for the intercom and tried to
call Spock's quarters, but no—-one answered. Slowing, wincing at the pain from
his stiffened muscles, Kirk climbed from his Dbed and hsaded for the corridor
and the turbolift.

He had never known that particular piece of machinery o move so slowly.
If that stubborn Vulcan had put himself on report... The door swished open
at last and Kirk headed for Spock's cabin. There was nc answer o his buzz,
but the door was unlocked. He entered.

The room wag silent, empty. Wow where the devil... He moved into the
sleeping area. Spock lay on the bed, silent, ummoving. The Captain stared,
wondering if he should intrudey Spock never welcomed anycone who sought to
'help' his private worries, not even Kirk, the one man #%ith whom he would
occasionally relax his iron control. While he tried to make up his mind,
the Vulcan's ashen face, the total lack of movement, penetrated Kirk's con-
sciousness. Was Spock even breathing?

Kirk was not aware of crossing the space to the bed. He grabbed the
loan shoulder. "Spock! Wake up! Spock!! '

¥o answer. Kirk bit his lips and forced himself to be calm., He felt for
a pulse, listened for a heartbeat, then slapped the Vulcan's face - hard. No
response. He slapped Spock again and again, but the only reaction was the tco
easy movement of the dark head, and a small trickle of green blood form the
corner of Spock's mouth. Kirk reached unsteadily for the.intercom meaning to
call McCoy, then changed his mind. His hand woved to Spock's face and he
gently wiped away the line of blocd.

Kirk's face grew still, then crumpied as he pulled the unresisting body
into his arms. He buried his fece in the silky dark hair and sobs of agony
apd grief shook him,

"Oh Spock! Spock, didn't you know how I trust you? I would never truly
fear you, You wesre part of me, and nothing could ever change that!"

He releascd the body, laying it gently back down on the bhed again. One
hand grasped the Vulcan's cold hand, the other gently caressed the dark head.
"It wasn't you, Spock. You did nothing, nothing at all." He spoke gently,
reassuringly, as if the other could still hear. "It was Parmen. Remember
him? He couldn't live with the knowledge that we had more power than he, so
he left Piatonius and came locking for us. He found out we'd be in the area
and rigged the distress signal, used some sort of tractor beam to make us
crash. He made you do what you did, as he nearly made you kill me befores
then he made you forget that he was here.n

Kirk's fingers moved down the side of the still face. "He made me say
those things: made me draw awsy in fear... " His voice cracked and he grew
silent,; fighting to still his grief. "Do you remember how you said you hated
Parman for whet he had dene? The hate you felt, Spock, is ncthing to what I
feel for him now. He's down there, gloating over what he has done. I'11 find
hiwm, though, Spock... "

He gaothered Spock into his arms again and slowly touched his lips to the
cold forehead. He locked long into the still face then rested his head on
the Vulcan's for a moment. PFinally he laid Spock back down. "Goodbye, my
friend. Rest well. I love you... my Vulcan friend.!

He stood, touched the lean shoulder one last time, and left.
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The Vuican was deep into death when a tendril of agony slowly curled its
way past the mazes of dimming consciousness, reaching at last the final core
of fire. 'hen it touched there was a brief flare, a small glow of response.
Slowly, the imner core of ldentity understood what the agony meant and reached
up to follows that grief could net be allowed! The core burned brighter, o..:
bringing warmth and feeling back +to the surrounding mind. T+ was a slow,
wearying process — he khad been far into death - but he followed the thread
back to life.

He could feel, hear, but could not yet move. %jords were spoken, words
that warmed and sheltered the growing flame. He felt a feather-light touch
on his halr, fingers gently moving over his face, and struggled to respond,
to eaze his Captain's palns +o assure him that he would not now die, but he
gould not yet reach Kirk.

The weightless kisg, the soft words of farewell, guickened his return,
but for long moments after Kirk left there was silence. Then a long shuddering
sigh broke the stillness and the dark eyes slowly opened.

HTimt"

Spock raced down the corridor, ignoring the pain in his leg. He burst
into the transporter room.

"The Captain?!

The startled ensign on duty nodded. "He was just here, sizr. He beamed
down about five mimutes ago.!

Spock ztrode to the platform. Y"Energise. Then call Dr. MeCoy to stand
by here

The Vulcan matcerialiscd on the planet's surface not far from the site
of the crash. He looked around anxiously for the Captain. Kirk was standing
near the tree where Spock had found him, looking at a grinning, sitiing
figure, his shoulders sluniped in defeat. And Spock recognised Parmen. And
remembered.

The figure teunted Kirk. "Live long and prosper, Captain! Live long
and prosper! I will be dead soony those with the power cannot leave Plat-
onius long and live -~ and I cannot last long now, for I drained myself of
strength at our last meeting - but you will not die! You will live with the
memory of the words you salds; with the knowledge that those words killed
your Vulcan friend! And you can't even kill me in revenge. Your stupid
'honor! forbids you to kill a dying, helpless man!™

Parmen rocked with mocking laughter as Kirk's shoulders sagged in weasr-
iness. The Captain's face was grey with fatigue and pain as he stared at
Pormen. - The words reverberated in his mind likse thunder, and he knew he
would hear them for the rest of his life.

L gentle hand +touched his shoulder; a well-loved voice spoke.
"I am not dead, Parmen, and wmy Captain will live long - and prosper."

A lightning thread ran through Kirk and he turned slowly to face that
voice. His hazel syes met dark ones that watched him with concern, and the
lock was the only sound spoken. Kirk closed his eyes and swayed, suddenly
dizzy. The arm slid from his shoulders to curl around his back, steadying
him, giving comfort and support.

"Are you all right, Jim?"

Kirk looked up, undisguised joy and relief in his eyes. "I'm fine.
And you?! It was an effort to spesk evenly.

The Vulcan's face softened, his eyes becoming deep pools. "I am alsgo
so» Tine, Captain. I understand fully what happened. I understand... mnany
things now, Jim."
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Their glances met. Kirk smiled. "Better beam us up, Mr. Spock. Then
gend & medical team down for Parmen. Maybe we can save his life yot.!

Parmen watched the two disappear in a shimmer of stardust. Spock was
gtill supporting his Captains Kirk watching the Vulcan with a gentle,
affectionate smile on his face.

"No! It's not fair! I don't want to live! I want you to die!"

Heither man heard the childish outburst. Each was concerned only with
the other's cortinued existence.

oK Fo e W W R e KA R K KA K

I know many have admired you,

For you are slesk and bright,

Shining like a thousand stars
A jewel -~ beyond my price.

I wonder -~ will you he comanded
by me?
Will you move with your
exquisite grace
at my bidding.

What knowledge you have learned,
L thousand worlds at my behest
A thousand worlds.
T did not know -~ or really understand
How heautiful you are,.

You are nscegsaary to ne
Wy well-being -~ my very existencse
depends on you,
This will be a love affair
vetween us two.

I see you
so tall - so regal
with starlike eyes
hair crowned by a thousand lights.
Just wailting.

Rejoice!
Por I am coming home.
My Lady - ¥y heart's desire
"Enterprise".
Jayne Turner
HHRERHEARRREFRRRE R
Question: What old tune does Kirk hum as he puts on his dress uniform?

Answers Greensleeves.

Question: With 21l that acid, how do Hortas make love?
Answers: Very carefully.

Question: How does 2 sparrow get down from a rocket?
hAnswers By s~parrowchute.
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TOUCHE! by Robin Young

"ow Spock," said the Doctor, "you're sure this is true?
"Of course," the Commander replieds

"The exercise will be good for youl,

(And he stifled 2 chuckle inside.)

"hat comes next?" sald MceCoy after gquite o while,
Wiant $o finigh before Jim gets here."
"You are deoing quite well now." {Spock inwardly smiled.

These Humens, he thought, are so queer.)

"Is thig right?" puffed deCoy in a tangle of limbs,
"Wot quite," answered Spock with & stare.
"Your legs are all wrong, and your arms aren't tucked in,

Put this leg here, and lezn over there.”

"But it hurts," moaned the Doctor; attempting to stay
In one place, in one piece, on one eax.
"Tou mast try to relax," Spock reproved, "there's no way

To succeed if your mind isn't clear.m

"On Vulecan," Spock said, "this technique is as old
48 the place where its origlns lie.
The proof will be found, if you do as you're told";

S0 McCoy strove again to comply

"This way," lectured Spock. "Put that hand on your hip,
And the other front of your face.
Wow, that finger, it must point up under your chin,

It's esgential that it stays in place.t

"But I don't see the point, and I feel such a fool,"
Wailed McCoy, as he held this position.
"Nor did I," answered Spock, "when you thought up that rule

Which regquired two check-ups in successionl"

I've been hadl! It's a joke! thought the horrificd 'Doc.
"What's all this?" chuckied Kirk, and wallted in.

kcCoy tried to laugh, "I was Jjust teaching Spock
How to... ocurtseyi" (To prove it, he 4id!)
(("Fascinating," said Spock, and he exitod fash

(To avoid an involved explanation)

knd licCoy kept his silence, for once, ti1il the last,

Despite all Kirk's interrogations!})
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I, MUDD by T.G.Z.C.

Trust Jim to £ind a way.

"I1llogic should work," he said.
"Tllogic should best the androids.”

It proved quite difficult

To think of how we could

Achleve our aim; despite Spock's claim
That Humans are illogical, we all

Are sensible mens and Spock, of course -

I didn't think he'd manaoge.
But he did.

e got away.
And looking back, I must admit
I do feel glightly sorry now
For Harry iudd.
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MEDITVAL CONTACT by Simone Mason

Miell, Spock, is this planet suitable for contact with the Federation?!
asked Kirk.

"L don't believe so, Captain. There is a civilisation, but I would
estimate 1ts level as roughly comparable to Barth in medieval times."

"7 see. No chance of a Sterbase here either, then! We'd betier check
and make sure. Ve're running out of possible planets in this quadrent.!

"hppearsnces could be deceptive, Captain, so it is logical t¢ check,"
agreed Spock.

Mihat are the inhabitants like?®

"Humanoids, Captain. In fect there is little difference from Humans,
very few recdings vary."

"Good, we shouldn't run any risk of being detected then,”

The landing party of Kirk, 3pock and McCoy beaomed down on tep of a hill

overlooking & small town, equipped with ¢ long-range viewer-recorder %o
catch preliminary glimpses of the way of 1ife on this world.

They were not to know that this particulsr hill wes alweys deserted
beczuse it was a sacred hill, and a constant watch was kept on it because a
prophecy had announced thet one day demons would materialise there and claim
it. BSo the natives had bullt a passage inside to surprise the invaders.

Yhat the Starfleet officers observed through thelr viewer confirmed
Spock's report. The civilisation did scem too primitive for contoct, no
sign of technology anywhere.

"Just as well we beamed down here, Jim," remarked McCoy, "we'd have
scared the pants off them!"

"Tou're probably right, Bones, and yet they seesm a peaceful society,
noe signs of weapons anywhere."

"hey moy come out when needed, Captain,' said Spock.

"True. I think I'd like fo take & closer look, we must be sure dhis
world is unsuitsble." Ee flipped his commmunicator open. 'Mr. Scott, you
nay beam the viewer-recorded up now. Feed the plctures into & computer and
beam down clothes similar to the ones shown.!

"Right, Capbain,"

When the instrument had disappesred, Kirk asked Spock, who was busy
with hisg tricorder, "Finished with your preliminary readings, Spock?!

"Veg, Captaln, they confirm what we know.n
"Right. You beam up.”
NCaptain... "

"T can give you plenty of logical rcasons, Spock. This is a medleval
soclety, thersfore provably full of superstitions, and they have never seen
a Vulean. The conclusion is obvious.”

"They' 11 be scared siiff of those pointed ears of yours!" finished
McCoy, whe was lietenifig as he examined the local flora with interest.

"I con wear @« hat... " protested Spock.
"Yes, Spock," agreed the Capbtzin, "but they may have some weird custom
which would require that you take your hat off, and where would we be?!

"Prime directive, Spock," quoted McCoy triumphently. "We must not be
detected as oulworlders.!
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The Firast Officer wmanaged to convey an expression of resignotion in spite
of the impassivity of his features as he took his communicator cut, bub he
never had the chance to use it.

& shower of stones fell upon thew, two Of which comnected accurately with
Spock's hend and Kirk's skull, then a crowd of natives attacked. MceCoy was
overpowered before he could touch his phassr, Kirk had fallen unconscicus from
the start and Spock, in spite of his desperate effort to protect his Captain,
was overwhelmed by sheer numbers. '

The natives looked ot him with awe, though, and MeCoy understood why. It
was not only the pointed eors, it wae also the number of viectims lying around
him apporently asleep after succumbing to the nerve pinch.

Ain official-locking chaoracter in o long robe arrived on the scene and
started shouting as though demented.

HTprouble " murmured McCoy to Spock., "That's o fanatic if over I saw one!!
"iie don't understand what he's saying, Doctor.”

"ihatever he's saying isn't good news for usi!

"Bow iz the Captain?!

The doctor, whke, unlike Spock hed not hod his hends
tied, felt Kirk's head expertly.

"He'll be all right, nothing broken, just a bruise.
He'll come %o soon."

"It would be of assistance if we could understand /f i
these people, Doctor. My tricorder has fallen unnot-
iced not far from Jim, could you... " @,V

MlcCoy menaged to resch the instrument and . oper— - g
ated the keys. They were now able to understand /j
and MeCoy wished he couldn't! The long-robed il
individual wes denouncing them os demons and sor—- a
cerers who had appeared to them as predicted by the " hat;
Wise One, and more would appesr unless they ook the ;
necessary steps to discourage sny future comings,
and how right he was t¢ have ordered fthe
watch on the hilil.

"Do you still have your communicator,
Doctor?" asked Spock.

—~——
[
e s
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HcCoy showed him a small pile ocut of reach composed of phasers, comm~
unlcatorg and his seanners and pouch.

Kirk was reviving and it did not fake long explanation to acquaint him
with their critical situation.

L communicator bleeped, cutting the native's speech short, and every-
one stared at the small instrument. The speoker appracched slowly and
touched it. It opened and Mr. Scott's voice was heard.

"Clothes now ready, Captain. Sorry to be so long but... "
"Danger, no rescue!" shouted Kirk, cutting in end hoping to be heand,

4 particularly large native smashed his f£ist intc the Captain's head
and Kirk slumped, while the long-robed individual whose name they now knew
was Tilth seized the pile of ingtruments and hurled them into a small lake
nearby. Then hoe noticed the tricorder, and MeCoy exclaimed, "Don't destroy
it? We can talk to you and you tc us through itt"

Tilth turned to his peopie with a2 satisfied smiie. "The demons and
sorcerers need o box to talk to us! What further proof is needed that they
are avil beings?"

Shouts of agrsement were heard and Tilth continued, '"But we are fair
and just people, we went absolute proof before we condemn. Take them to
the Place of Judgement.!

spock and McCoy were made to carry Xirk and they were led %o the pass—
age dnside the hill which explained to them how they hod been surprised by
the natives. They arrived at an open~zir field with a ring of flat stones
in the middle, on the outskirts of the town.

"How iz the Captain?" asked Spock 28 they settled XKirk down on the
ETass. '

"Nothing broken, fortunately! He'll have a bad hesdache when he wakes
up."

Tilth addressed the people, carrying the tricorder he had appropriated,
and the two Starfleet officers noticed that a large group of natives had
agsenbled to watch.

"The $ime of Judgement hes come. The sorcerer who can averpower people
by & wmere touch of his hand will show us proof of his association with
demons !

"He's not o sorcerer!" shouted MeCoy with indignation.
"Ilth those pointed cars?" asked Tilth, leughing.

The doctor was frantically trying to think of an explanation Tilth did
not wait for as he selzed a whip one of his attendants was carrying and
slashed the Vulcon's chest, shouting, "Get up!"

Spock, who had been sitting next to Kirk, obeyed and Tilth looked at
the green blood oozing through the tear in the shirt in triumph. "His blood
is green -~ another proofl!" He gave Spock a couple more vicious slashes and
tore his shirt off to show the green blood on it to the notives.

McCoy looked sick as he managed tu get near the Vulecan. "Spock, shall
I $ry to create a diversion and you might escape?"

"No, Doctor, stay by the Ceptain. Whatever happens, there is nothing
you can do." ‘

"They'1l kill you!"

"Not yet, Doctor. They want to see my powers, whatever they are supp—
osed to be. If I do sce a chonce of escape, I'1l attempt it. The natives
would run after me and perhaps forget you, then you would be able 4o hide
with Jim,"
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They did noct have time tc say any more =g they were dragged apart and
a large tray appeared, carried by four natives. The tray was full of incan~
desdent plceces of coal, and Tilth addressed Spock as another native brought
two heavy pails.

"See this?"' He took a few drops of liquid from one pail ond threw them
on ¥ the coal. 4 large flame immediately flared and died away.

He made 2 sign and his ottendants took the Vulcan's boots and socks off,
then put a wocden pole on his shoulders, each end caxrying 2 pail of the
inflammable liquid.

"You will walk over the fire, stranger. If you spill one drop of liquid,
you die. If you finish the walk safely, it measns you gre 2 sorcerer,M

"Don't, Spockl" shouted McCoy from the other side, "They'll kill you
anyway!"

One of the attendants slapped him hard and Tilth smiled nastily. "You
will walk across the fire, sorcerer, or he dies." [nd = native pointed =
¥nife at Kirk's throat.

"Oh, nol" moaned McCoy, his head aching from the blow and from his des-
perate efforts to think of a way out, but he could think of nothing. To the
natives they were not men, dut demons and scrcerers, enemies... How was he
#oing te bear watching Spock walk... Lhything rather thon thot!

"Tilth," he shouted, "if he iz & sorcerer, what am I7"
"You are a demon, of course.!

"Then let me walk over the fire! I should be at home there if I'm a
denon!"

BOf course you'd love it," weplied Tilth disdainfully, "so we won't
give you that pleasure!i™

There is nothing more stupid than prejudice! thought McCoy in despair.
There was no way out, he had to sit and weich Spock being tortured... or
dying if he dropped any liguid...

"on!'t watch, Doctor," soid the Vulcsn softly ag he approsched the
brazier, the knife threatening Kirk's throat giving him no choice but to go
through the ordeal.

For once McCoy mastered his emotions and complied, understending thaot
it would help Bpock if he hod to deal with his own pain only. So the doctor
stared at the Captain instead and could only be thankful that he was still
unconscious. He desverately shut his senses to what was happening; Spock
had cnough to contend with, the least he could do was hide his own distress.

An awed silence fell on the natives os Spock started his walk over the
burning coal, and the ideoa of having to carry the palls was of course to
stop him from running over the fire ond minimising the ordeal. 4 rigid con-
trol over the pain allowed him %o show no stress, but his face shone with
perspiration and a mixture of blood and sweat ran down his chest. When he
arrived at the other side, not far from McCoy, he escaped the attendants
and threw the pails towerds the natives who scattersd hastily. Lfter a
second of intense concentration, Spock seized the tray four natives had
brought in and started 1ifting it, and this created a panic cmong the
natives that fthe Vulean had counted on.

"Doctor," he whispered, "I'1l attempt to escape now, after I have over—
turned the coal. They'll pursgue me; hide with Jim."

"Spock, you can't run... !

"L must, therefore I shall, Doctor. Make the most of the opportunity.!




The tray overturned, throwing coal towards the natives and gtarting =
huge fire. 3Spock took his chaonce and ran away from the town, through the
thinnest part of the spectators which he had been careful to observe.

Thelir awe and superstitious fear overcome, a hunt atarted immediately
and in the confusion, Kirk and McCoy were forgotten., The doctor hastily
dragged the Captain towards a small wood he had noticed to his right. It
wag thick and offered good concealment and McCoy lookéd at the still uncon-
geious Kirk in an agony of indecision. He hated to leave the Captain, but
he could not bear the thought of letting Spock be recaptured by the natives.
He hod a pretty good idea of where the Vulcan would go, that lake from which
it might be possible to rescue the communicators, but would he make it? If
he did not, he would be killed... and he had nothing to use to revive Jim.
McCoy rose, his mind moade up.

"Forgive me Jim," he whispered, "but I oust go to him."

He left the thicket and pesred out of the wood. The coast was clear,
and he ran to the foot of the hill and storted circling it under cover of
convenient bushes or ditches. Socner or loter, Spock would arrive if he
could escape his pursuers and need help to get Yo the top...

He heaxd the noise of the man-hunt ond ren in that direction, thankful
for the rough terrain and uaeful thick trees. He was crouching in a ditch
when he heard the light sound of ruaning steps ard Spock fell by his side,
panting so much he had difficulty getting his breath back. ihg for his feet,
MeCoy preferred not to loolk, as he had nothing tc help with. The Vulcan had
net seen him and started vwhen the doctor put his hands on his shoulders, then
to his surprise, the Vulcan slumped on to his chest and clung to him.

McCoy found himsgelf stroking the dark hair and murmured soothingly, '"The
hunt =seems to be getting further away, Spock. Have a rest, then we'll try to
get up the hill to that lake.!

"Jime.o Where is Jim?" asked Spock. Having got his breath back, he
pulled away from the cemforiing arms and the doctor gighed, but let him go.

"He's safe for the moment, Spock, hidden in a wood, The natives will
assume we have escaped and won't look so near the town.!
P

"You should not have left him, Doctor."

"I couldn't do anything for him, Spock, and I can help you get up that
hill., Come on."

"I'11 manage, Doctor.”
"Like hell! Come on, Spock, this is no time for discussions.'

"Logical, for conce, Doctor." The First Cfficer got up and nearly fell
again, white with pain, his tseth clenched. MNcCoy felt like screaming with
frustration and would have glven his life for one hype full of painkiller.
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The very fact that the Vulcan accepted his help without a word showed how
much he needed it and they hurried as fast as they could to the bottom of
the hill eand then started the ascent.

"Just our luck we're so similar to the natives," grumbled McCoy og they
climbed. W"Scotty must be having o frustrating time trying to find us. He
may find you soon, Spock."

"He could not beam me up until he is sure I am not with a native, Doctor.!

McCoy nodded with a sigh. Scotty was probably having his own problems),
no point in worrying about them down hersi

He went on to talk of the Captain and the need to hurry, knowing it was
the one subject which kept Spock going, and the doctor never complained as
the weight of the Vulcan's body he was supporting increased.

By the time they werc at the top, McCoy was also kept going by sheer
will-power, little elsec. Spock was semi-comnscious end he was nearly carrying
him. If there is anyone by thoat lake, we've had it, thought the doctor
wearlily, neither of us could fight an ant!

Portunately the place was deserted and o depression of the ground hid
them from the top of the pagsageway inside the hill. McCoy bathed Spock's
feet and wondered how on carth he had walked, let alone run! He could only
relieve his feelings by o stream of imprecations agzsinst the natives, and
stopped hurriedly wher he saw Spock's eyes on him.

"Go on, Doctor, if it makes you feel better.

"L don't need humouring... " But he bit his lips and forgot any retort
to ask, "How do you feel, Spock?!

"I'11 be able to dive now and attempt to find the communicators.m
"Shall I try firste"

"Illogical, Doctor, you are too tived.n

"I like that! Spock, you are not tired, you are exhausted!"

"But I am 2 Vulcan, Doctor."

"Alwoys throwing thet in my face! A superior being... !

"No, Doctor," interrupted Spock, getting undressed for his dive, “my
statement was a simple fact." He slid towards the water and added before
geing in, "I'd not have made it up here without you, Doctor. I'm therefore
‘ responsible for your tiredness, which hardly makes me
2 suverior being.!

"But you arec, Spock," murmured ¥cCoy, giving way
and squeezing his shoulder. "Pake care, and come baclk."
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The Vulcan disappeared and the doctor watched the surface of the loke

anxiously. He could sce nothing at first, then = violent agitstion appeared
and Spock's head surfaced, then disappeored again.

Trouble! thought MeCoy, undressing reapidly in case he hed to plunge in.
If Speock necded hely to get out... He Jjolned their two belts to make a
gtrong rope of o sort end walited with renewed anxiety.

Spock surfaced ageln with one axm outstretched and McCoy threw the rope
and pulled, anchoring himself to a tree with one arm.

The Vuicar was fighting something and the doctor inerensed his effort
until Spock climbed out of the water ot lagt, gasping and retching. NcCoy
held him and supported his hesd, and when the First Officer went limp in
his arms, he knew he had reached the limits of his strength.

"Doctore., I failed... Don't let me start a healing trance, hit me...
"Spock, you can't ask me to do that!" begged MeCoy.

"T wag unable to find o communicator... Thers is an animal which ats-—
acked me... 1 must try again or we'll all die! Hit wme... "

McCoy was also reaching the end of his own endurance. Pulling Spock
cut of the water had exhausted him further, ne could not dive and hope to
make it!

"Hit me, Doctor, plesse... " begged Spock.

I'1]l never forgive myself 1f I do, thought a desperate McCoy, but I
must... Mechanically, he hit the Vulcon, feeling t ears prick his eyes
helplessly.

"Harderess ¥

McCoy hit him again, unable to see through tears, a2nd henrd o strange
noise, but he could not register what 1t was ond it did not metter, he haod
to go on hitting Spock...

The Chiecf Bangineer of the Enterprise hod the shock of his life to see
materialise on the transporter ped on apparently viciocus doctor hitting o
wounded and clearly exhausted First Officer.

"Doctor, stop it!" shouted Mr. Scott, shaking McCoy who stared at him
vaecantly at first, then realised where he was.

"What's going on?" asked Scotty, baffled, "andl where is the Captain?!

"Jimes. got Jim... " murmured Spock before succumbing at last to
exhaustion. McCoy was unashanedly crying in Scotty's arms, but mestered his
emotion to give detalls of the Captain's approximate position.

"Beam him up and have him checked out in sickbayy. then he should rest,
Scotty. 1'11 have E'Benga see to Spock and go to bed myself, I really
beliove IT11 sleep for a week. What took you so long to beam us up?"

"1+ seemed long to ug, toc! Humans =nd natives are practically imposs-
ible to tell apart. As for Vulcans, thot was easy, but Mr. Spock was always
gurrounded by natives! It was only when wo pinpointed him with one Human
that we were sure, then n short-circuit had to happen ond we have only just
got the $ransporter working again. I have to check one of the engines tooc."
MeCoy left him to it and after seeing Spock in K'Bengn's capable hands,
retired to bed.

The Chisf Engineer, anxious to ses tc his engines, ordered a subordinate
to gearch the arce indicated for Kirk ond beem him up. The officer set the
search pattern, but once completed, found no trace of the Captain. He was
called then by Enginesring for an urgent check on a repair he had made, and
left his post to another officer.
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"Carry on,.will you?" he said, meaning the newcomer %o increnmse the area
of the search. But the officer, not yot completely familiar with the woxk,
saw the search pattern marked 'completed! ond asssumed therefore that the
Captaein had becn beomed aboard and he had simply to re~set the transporter
end do & final check, which he &id.

Seotty came in a while later. "The cngine seems fine now. Captaln
aboard "

"Yes, sir.t

"Good. No-one is likely to beam down now, so you can go off." He cop-
tacted the bridge and asked, "Any orders from the Captain?!

"No, Mr. Scott," replied Sulu, "we haven't seen him.!

"They had 2 rough time down there, so I sxpect the doctors sent him
straight to rest. Maintain orbit for the moment, Mr. Sulu.t

When Kirk came to, he was omozed to find himsolf in a wood and alone.
His hezd ached abominably and the memories of the natives did not help.
Spock? MeCoy? Were they dead? He got up slowly and seorched the surround-—
ings. He was definitely alone. He heard some noise ond wallked cauticusly
towards it. From the edge of the wood he saw o large party of natives going
towards the town. They looked upset and angry, so mucsh so that one of them,
finding Spock's blood-stained shirt on the ground, kicked it savagely, and
it sailed through the air ond landed not far from Kirk's hidden position.

The Captain whitened and fought the horror rising inside him at the
thought that Svock might be deszd. Perhaps his First Officer was in need of
help somewhere, or had they mensged to beam hinm up? Kirk was now able 4o
recognise the hill nearby. He had to get o the topy  they would look for
him there %o beam him up.

But he wos unlucky. & second, smaller, party of notives saw him as he
ran from the wood to a ditch, and the man-hunt started again, the more fer-—
ocious because Spock and McCoy had escaped.

Disregarding the awful ache in his head, ¥irk ran on towards the bottom
of the hill when a burning arrow buried itself in his shoulder. Ho managed
to pull it out, his hands burned and blood gushing from the wound. He found
some cover to stert the ascent, and had to stop behind a bush, exhausted,
weakness washing all over him from the blood he was losing. The sound of
pursuit roused him had he tried to get up. But how could he run when he
could hardly stand, ond felt dizzy and unsble to see clearly? He would never
make the top of thaet hill..., He had to have help, but who would come?

There wos only one thing to try.

®¥5pock, Bpock!* he shouted in his mind. *Help me, plesse help mel¥
He could only hope that his friend was not dead and that the affinity between
them which facilitated the wind meld would alsc work at 2 distance and that
the Vulcon would hear him, if he was safe.

The answer came, weak bui clear, and Kirk could have cried with Joy.
*Jim, where are you¥

*¥Trying o climb that cursed hill, Plsase hurry, Spock. Whers are yout*
*Aboard the Enterprise.*

The pursuit wes definitely nesrer and Kirk managed to run, hope giving
him strength.

*Don't move. , Jim. I can only beam down as near to you as possible if
you don't moves*




45

*Can't you have me traced and heamed upt¥
*¥It would take too long - you ore very similar to your pursuers.#®
*T'1L stop o8 soon as I think I'm out of thelr reach.*®

As there scemed no point in getting to the top ony longer, he ran on
round the hill and discovered a Jjumble of shacks, all abandoneéd. He repor—
ted the fact o Spock. .

*1 should be clear of my pursuers for = while, but not for long.*

*Your pursuers are scatbered over o wide area, some on their own, which
makesg it difficult to trace you, but I believe I have your approximaic pos-—
itlon now, Jim, thanks to the wmind link. Beaming down.*

Kirk looked out of the shack he wes holed up in cnd saw nothing. Had
the Vulcan beamed down to the wrong place? In that case, he would socon
baoome a quarry too! ' '

*Spock, toke oare,* he shouted mentelly. #If they find you... *
#*] know, Jim, don't worry on my account. I'll be with you soon.*

The answer had been much stronger now that Spock wes on the planet,
and, Kirk felt a momentary elation — soon obliterated by his weakness as he
started to feel light-~headed and giddy. He thought vaguely that he was
hearing footsteps running somewhere... the pursuers? He tried to hide,
only to collapse helplessly. Where was Spock? He must have gone to another
group of shacks by mistaks and been captured, probably killed. Nightuwarish
vigions filled his mind, visions of all the tortures they would inflict on
his Pirst Officer. How could he have called his best friend to his death?
For that he deserved to die, and the natives would see to it; they could
not be for now.s.. in fact, he heard them calling for him... Dbut why did
they call him *Jim'?

His gaze focussed painfully on dark eyes under glanting eyebrows, dark
eyes expressing deep concern as @n arm slid around his shoulders to help
him sit up.

"Spockt!” Kirk managsd to whisper, his eyes filling with tears of
relief. "You're safe... Thank GodlM

"And you are safe, Jim," There wasg a definite tone of relief also in
the Vulcan's voice and as their eyes met 2nd held, they understood how they
had both suffered great spguish on each other's account.

"Spock, wy mind showed how much I needed you and whenever I need you,
you comese. !

"Don't talk any more, Jim," said Spock, opening his communicator. "I
have a medical team standing by, and... " Ths First Officer stopped. His
Captain had slumped into his a2rms and Spock caught the barely audible words
before Kirk passed out.

"Take wme home, Spock.".

The Vulecan gave the order to beam them up, his features impossive as
ugual, and no-one could have guessed how wmoved he hod besn by the complete
trust Kirk had shown in putting himself entirely in his care.

The Captain came to in sickbay feeling guite comfortable. His hand
tried to reach out to something and was held still. He knew who by.

"Spockes. Y he murmured with a smile, still drowsy.
"How do you feel, Jim?"

"Hot bad ot all, consideringi™
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But something was wrong... His eyss foousing better, Kirk saw, with
startled horror, that his First Officer was in a wheelchair.

"Spock, what happensd? Can't you walk?"
"Not wery well, Jim, but it is only temporary... !

"It didn't help that he hed to go down o that accursed planet and
rescus you!l" said HeCoy's gruff voice. '"Somehow or other, this mission has
‘been a nightmare!”

"I apologise, and feel responsible for your plight, Captain," said the
Vulcan. '

"Rubbishi? exclaimasd McCoy. "Don't listen fo him.M
"Doctor, there are 11l people here and shouting is not indicoted.!
"Giving me orders in my own sickboy now, you... "

"3top 1t, will you?" omdered Kirk, grimming. "No need to remind me .
that I'm home with your arguments. Will one of you tell me whet happened?!

Spock reported the events very succinetly, end MceCoy soon exclaimed,
"That's got alle.. "

"Don'*t worry, Bones," smiled XKirk, "I can guess cll the gaps. Go on,
Spock.t

The First Officer finished his account at the time he sensed Kirk's
call.

"Tou could have chosen cnother moment, Jim," said McCoy. "There was
Spock lying quietly one second, docile and following my instructions, and
the next gettingup as though demented, asking vwhy he had not been told that
the Captaln was not aboard yet snd Earthmen were inefficient morons."

"T naver used those words, Doctor."
"Not specifically, but you said the same things.M

"I should have checked that you were szboard as soon as I came out of
the healing trance, Jim," gaid Spock.

"He had only been out of it five minutes when he sensed your call, Jim,"
protested the doctor.

"Spock, to blame yourself is illogical," Kirk agsured him. "I knew
that if you were safe you would hear me and find me - you always do."

"Mifgird, 1f you ask me, the way Spock heard you go easily!" gaid McCoy.
"May be he hears your mind more often then you think, Jim."

Kirk saw thoat the Tulcan wes embarrassed zs he sald without his usual
cgsurance, I sm sometimes aware of what you are thinking, Jim, but through
affinity, not telepathy. I never try... "

"I know, Spock, and even if you read my mind, why should it worry me?
After the number of mind melds we've sghared, it'd be sillyi"

The bridge called then and Spock, propelling his chair experily, went
to answer. Xirk could sse thet the doctor was bothered aobout something.

"That is 1t, Bones?!

"Jimy Tewa I shouldn't hove left you. Your ordezl was my fault
really.es M

"If you hadn't left me, Bones, Spock might be dead! Is that what either
of us would wish?"

No, Jim, bute.. "

YBut whatt"
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MoCoy looked towards Spock, whe had asked for o link 4o the main come
puter and wos absorbed in some problem.

"Come on, Bones, what iz 147" asked Kirk impatiently.

"I never thought... he meant that much to me," finished McCoy in a
whisper.

"That you left me for him?" smiled the Captoin. The doctor nodded.
"Tou made the deolsion you had to make, Bones, znd I thank you for making
it. How do you think I'd have felt if he had died Dbecause you'd stuck by
ne?!

"Toutd never have forgiven mel"

"I might have, but it would have been very difficulti! agresd Kirk.

"Jim, do you realise how wuch that Vulcan hos come o mean to us?

The Captain grimmed. "Yes, Bones, but why should it upset you?"

"It doezn'4... I just didn't think about it conseciously before, butb
ess  I'm glad!" he finished with o beoming smile.

XKirk laughed as Spock returned and looked at ¥McCoy suspiciously. "dhot
is maelting the Dochor so happy? Some special treatment in store for either
of us?™

"Exactly, Spock! Into that bed, Hven in a wheelchalr you manage to
work! You're obsessed by worklM

HDoctor, I have the ship... "

MYou gove orders to lenve orbit and checked the new route; it's now
routine. Into that bed -~ doctor's orders.m

Spock complied with resigrnation and the doctor added, "Sleep, both of
you. I'll be in my office but will keep my eye on you!" Both shut their
¢yes obediently.

ihen MeCoy checked a while later, they were both asleep and he was
making sure they were comfortable when Mr. Scott walked in and received =
feroclous glare.

"N¥o noise! What do you want?V

"Just wonted to report that everything is fine and see how the Captain
and ¥Mr. Spock are, Leonard," replicd Scotty, agzrieved. "You oll had = bad
time, perticularly Mr. Spock.”

"They're fine, Scotty," assured McCoy, putting an extra blanket over
Spock.

"Tou've become fond of Vulesns, Leonard," tecased the Chief Enginecr.
"Ard they are o relisble and trustworthy raoce really, if you forget their
pet obsession -~ logic.!

"They won't let us forget it, and I've given up hoping that Spock will
see the error of his ways."

"Have you? I never noticed!" exclaimed Scotty, departing with a smile.

¥eCoy grinned back and locked down on the First Officer's sleeping form,
then smoothed the dark hoir, murmuring softly, "I hate to admit this, you
pointed-eared frezlt, but the Enterprise would not feel like home without
youl?

*¥Thank you, Doctor.*

The voice in his mind startled HeCoy, and he realised ke hod been touch-
ing the Vulecan, so of course... I can never have the last word with him!

thought the doctor, walking back fto his desk. But, come to think of it, he
did not really care!

HWe e Y W W W W S HAK
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SUFFER LITTLE CHIIDREN by Beth Hallam

"I think it's absolutely stupid, putting = mental block against losing
consciousness, what happens if I hit you on the hend with o hammer?" MoCoy
asked the First Officer querulously.

Spock gave him a sideways look and = half smile 1i% his eyes. "I don't
understand, Doctor," he stated, his veoice deceptively innccent. "Why do you
went to hit me on the heod?!

McCoy chose to ignore the implications of the Vulecan's look and took his
words literally. "For o highly qualified Science Officer you can be very
dense — what I want to know is, if you've been mentally blocked against los—
ing conscicusness, what happens 1f something occurs that would normally ren~
der you unconscioug?"

3pock did not answer the gquestion, but after o short pouse his Captaim

spoke up. "Well, Bones, as it is most unlikely that you or I or the lesder

of the Vulcan colony on 'Treaty' would trv to make Spock unconscious, I don't

se¢ that the question is anything but acedemic." McCoy snorted his disgust .
o Kirk's compromise, but didn't continue the argument. Insitead he got up
to get some coffee from the back of the vessel. He bustled sbout the task,
his mind considering the circumstences thot had brought the Captain, First

Tficer and Chief Surgeon of the Enterprise out here in a tiny shuttlecraft.

To say that McCoy did not approve of the situation would bs an under-—
stetement. He thought the whole thing was over—complicated and unnecesserily
secretive. Why did the message from the Vuloan High Council 4o the Treaty
colony have to be transmitied through a2 mind-meld anywey, what was wrong with
the good old medium of speech? It had served the Human race quite well for
three million years - damn Vulcans! MceCoy's ammoyance with Vulcans in gen~
eral stemmed from his concern for the Vulcan First Officer of the Hnterprise.
Spock was being used as o living repository for the message. He had received
the information by mind-meld and would pass 1t on that way. What worried
McCoy was the inhibition against sleep, which was o necessary part of this
patently intra~Vulcan method of communication. Spock had explained the nec—
essity for this inhibition to Mcloy. It wos essential that the message cons
tent be exoct as to wording and shades of weaning. Spock's brain must not be
allowed to assimilote the message nnd maybe subtly alter it, and therefore he
could not sleep! Every nuance, every accent must remoin just es the Gouncil
meant 1t to be. But MceCoy didn't believe it —~ three days, he thought angrily
~ three days since Spock had slept, =nd Vulecan or no Vulcon...

Kirk's volce interrupted hig reverie.

"Hey! Bones, is that coffee ready yet? Spock, can you monitor this
panel while I go and roust out McCoy?t!

The Doctor heard the rustle of movewent as the two senior officers
changed places. He picked up the coffee cups quickly. He didn't want Spock "
taking on any piloting, he wasn't fit to do it, with that messege undelivered.
Kirk burst into the serivee area of the shuttlecraft with a bantering query,
end an offer of help to carry the three cups of coffec. MeCoy handed him his
ocup ond gave the caustic advice to "Get back at the controls of this craft -
QUICK!" Kirk laughed ot McCoy's unprecedented concern for the Vulecan, and
started to walk the short distance to the control panel. He didn't reach it.

There was a vicious snarl of shorting electronics, followed by a minor
but forceful explosion. Kirk and McCoy were thrown to the floor as the
shuttle bucked and danced through space. Hot coffec showered them, drenching
their clothing, but they were essentially unhurt. It was Spock who had taken
the brunt of the explosion. He was lying on the deck betwesn the two pilots! ;
sests, his face nestling in a small pool of green blood. The control panel
he had menned was & mass of bare wires and sparking junctions.
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Kirk rose to his feet, in spite of the caresring of the craft, and made
kis way %o the panel. He stepped carefully over his First Officer, knowing
that McCoy would deal with his injured friend. One glonce at the shabtered
controls wos enough, he reached over and awitched to the auxiliary panel. The
sparking stopped and the bare wiring cecged %o glow. Xirk dbrought the shuttle
on to an even keel, then festod all the circuits. He guickly caome %o the con-
clusion that the shuttlecraft had to lond, and pretty guickly, her navigotion
ingtruments were barely functional., the life-support system near to collapse.
However, the sub-space radio equipment was undamaged. He scamned the ares and
decided that they would land on Treaty, but on the dark side, not at their
destination Kes-dar, the Vulcan mining colony.

Kirk ggtablished a fix on the homing beacon of Tresty's mein spaceport,

iy

Yew Barth. Lesning forward, he called one word into the mike, "Mayday."

When there was no immediate reply he repeated the call twice. There was
a loud crackle of gtatic then a strong, clear voice came from the speakers.

"This ie New Barth svoceport, Treaty calling - come in, Mayday."

Kirk sighed his relief, and glanced at Spock and McCoy before answering.
McCoy had Spock sitting in one of the possenger seats, he was consclous but
seemed very dazed, Blood still ocozed from a out on his forehead despite McCoyts
efforts to stem it. Kirk turned back to the radio.

New Barth, New Harth, this is Coptain James T. Kirk of the Starship
Enterprise. We zre having difficulties with our shuttlecraft and will be
forced to moke an emergency landing at your speceport. We have poor manceu-
versbility and my First Officer is wounded. Kirk out.®

"ie have you on cur scresns now, Captain. An ambulance will be stonding
by and T will talk you down."

The landing wog not as difficult nss Kirk had anticipated. I% would, of
gourse, have been easier 1 he had had = co-pilot, but Mcloy was teo busy and
was not o very competent pilot anyway. The controllers at New Tarth were
efficient, and in spite of the fact that the navigational aids ceased to
function during i1t, he managed to make o gocd lending.

TIimediately the faltering engine had ceased its clatter he rose and made
for the door of the oraft. He passed o stretcher party and = medical team as
he went out,

"Captein Kirk?" An efficient locking men in middle life wag calling him,
introducing himself as Portmaster XKassim. "That wag a fine landing, Ceptain,
my congratulations.n

"Thenks," Kirk replied crisply, "but I'm more worried about my First
Officer, he was hurt when the instrument panel exploded.”

"Don!t worry, Captain," XKessim soothed, "We'll soon have him in hospital.h

o, sir," interrupted o quiet veise from behind Kirk. The Captain
turned to see who had spoken. It was one of the siretcher bearers.

"ihat do you mean by that?" Kirk demanded. The young man ignored him,
addressing his next remazk to Kassim.

NI¢'s a Vulecan, sir.!
"That!" Kassim pushed both Kirk and the young man asgide. He headed for
the shuttlecraft, determined to check the news.

Kirk followed him, wondering what 2ll this was about. Inside the craft
was a tableau. BSpock was still sitting in the passenger seat, green blood
drying on his face. McCoy was standing beside him, his very stence decloring
that he was a doctor defending his potient. The remainder of the medical team
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were stonding in o cirele
regarding the two Enter-
prigse officers with cool
distzete. ITmmediately he
spotted ths Copiain., MeCoy
spoke.

"Jim, these pcople,"
he indicated them with a
contemptuous sweep of his
armm "refuse to treat
Spock! It's outrageocusi!
And indeed the Doctor was
truly outraged. Kirk
shushed MeCoy, intimating
that he should colm down
until they found out just
exactly whoat was going on
here. Holoy subsided,
but with 11l grace.

Kageim pushed his
weay through the crowd to
look down on Spock. Dark
brown eyes met dark brown
eyes, neither wavering,
until Kassim looked away
with a grunt of surprige.
He left the c¢raft without
a word. He was followed
by Kirk and the medical
team. McCoy would have liked %o go too, but his Hippocratic oath bound him
to the side of his patient. McCoy was esgontially a man of honour. .

Three hours later, as they travelled cestwards in a hastily converted
monorsil capsule, McCoy was still complaining.

"I never thought to see the day when a hospltal refused a bad to a sick
ma.n! I'tlSoo- lt's 1nhum3“l'"

. "Conversely, Doctor. It was I that was inhuman." The Vulcan's voice
was low and tinged with & taste of bitterness.

Captoin Kirk roge and went to look ot his First Officer who was lying
very still on o contrived litter.

"I thought you'd lost your tongue," he snid gently, looking down.

"No, Captain, mersly the desire to talk," He paused for a moment then
added with an effort, "It hurts to speck." MceCoy was beside him in 2 moment.

"That's the pleces of metal lodged in your jaw and cheeks. Just dontt
talk., I want to operate as soon as we get to Kes=dar. I can give you a
painkiller if you likeP"

Spock shook his head, and found that just as painful as speeking, "Itm
afraid you'll have to wait until T have passed the message on to T'Prell. I
cannot be ansesthetised until then.! .

"Damn stupid thing to do," MceCoy grumbled. "I told you you'd regred
J
that block."

"es,; Dootor." It was o measure of Spock's hurts both physical and
emotional that he said it in all seriousness and clmost with indifference.
There was silence as the outmoded transport hurtled on towards its destinat-
ion, the underground Vulecan settlement at Kes-dor
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The welcome which the two Humans received from the Vulcan miners was
not particularly friendly, yet it was so wuch more friendly then that which
Spock received from Treaty's Human population. MNeCoy was surprisingly res-
ponsive %o his unfavourite species of alien, despite his anxiety to operate
and remove the splinters lodged in Spock's face, hands and arms.

The mesgage duly delivered, the Vulcan Pirst ©Officer had submitted to
the Doctor's ministrations and was now recovering in the community's small
subterranean hospital. Kirk was sitting beside his bed, contemplating the
chesg board betwsen them; in spite of hisg healing wounds Spock was in
excellent form and was winning hands down. His concentration was broken by
a gentle cough from the mntrance to the sick-room. 4 tall Vulcan women was
standing in the doorway. She was a little beyond middle age, and had never
been beautiful. Spock looked in her direction end 1lifted hisz hand in Vulcan
salute, Captain Kirk rose respectfully to his feet.

"Greeting Captain Kirk, Spock of Vulcan,M
"Greeting T'Prell of Treaty," Spock replied for both of them.

Miay I speak with thee, Spock?" It was the old traditional form of
address, XKirk noticed, though stili in English.

"Of course, T'Prell." Spock hesitated befors continuing. "Anything
you find necessary to tell me I shall have to repeat to Captain Kirk as ny
superior officer."

- "That T understand," she said proudly, then she looked away from the
two men., "But it is herd to bare the... soul of Keg~dar before a Human.!

"Not if thet Humen is James T, Kirk." Xirk looked with startled sur—
prise at his Vulean First Cfficer, he knew Spock trusied him, but he had
never hoard that faith expressed before. "I have always found the Captain
most tolerant, understanding and sympathetic 4o all things Vulean. You can
confide in him with confidence, T'Prell."

"Thenk you, Mr. Spock." Kirk turned %o T'Prell and smiled. "I would
be grateful for any information you con give me as to the situation here, I
find it very disturbing. Treaty is supposed to be a symbol of Vulcan/Human
co-operation, yet when we arrived we were treated to a disgusting show of
speclal¥*intolerance. Also we find no communications, except the exchangs of
trade goods, between the two communities. Why is this, T'Prell? I must
report back to the Federation.”

T*Prell sat down slowly ir a chair facing the end of Spock's bed. She
tock a deep breath in preparation, then plunged into her story.

"he you know the twin colonles of New Earth and Kes-dar were set up on
Treaty in celebration of the first treaty between Vulcan and Earth. Trale
conite is a difficult ore fo mine and the techniques had besn a special
study on Vulcan for many years. It was decided that the Vulcan colonists
would be miners to goet the ore and the Terrans would trade it to the Galaxy.
Treaty is much like Barth.

At first it worked well. We are simple people, we follow the precepts
of Burak, we practice the constructs buil we are not the high-Tliers of the
Leademy, we do not come from the noble families." She paused to look
straight at Spock, he bowed to her slightly asg if 4o acknowledge her implisd
criticism. She then turned to Kirk and explained to him in a2 humble tone.
Wie are miners, we work with our hands, we have little time for meditation
and none for speculation. Our Human counterparts were similar, they were
hard-working family peopls like us, trying to build a new home.light-years
away from the old. There was o mutuzl suspicion, of course, we had heard so
much about emotional, guarrelsome Earthers, and they of cold, logical Val=
cans, there was bound to be tension. But both sides were willing to txy,

* special ~ of a species
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and were succeading, to livs together.

Then 1% happened, and it was our fault." She paused to regain her
composure and screw up her courage to tell it. Her eyes pleaded with Kirk
and Spock to understand. "If we had known... But how could wef... How
could we know that the change of planet could so upset our men's cycle?!
She shook her head in extreme sorrow, and Xirk saw emotion written plainly
oh her face. He then realised how different from other Vulcans was his
Firgt Officer, who would never act so openly.

Spock hinself lemned forward encouragingly. "What happened?™ he
guesticned gently.

T'Prell pulled herself together and sat up, composing her hands in
her lap. "There were a2 number of problems at New Earth, women were being
attacked and some were raped. There were ten attacks, six rapes, and one
of the women was so badly beaiten up thet she died. Then a woman managed to
egcape her attacker, she identified him as a Vulecan. The Human colony was
very angry. We wer:s no longer welcome in the ftown, arrangenments were made
for our supplies to come by the ore train. From there it could only get
worse, we are o proud people, ind when Seten became insane, we knew he wag
the attacker. We could not admit that the criminal was one of our number,
anyway Seten would be dead within the week., So we became more and more
insular, and the less the Humans saw of us the more strange and dangerous
we scemed to them.

As a result of this we hers at Kes-dar are in a very awkward situation.
The only sub-space radic on the planet is in New Earth and wmanned by Humans.
Any messgage we wanted to send must go through them, snything they considered
a danger to them they could censor. Hence our request +to the High Council.
We knew such a radical change in Vulcan custom would need a mind-link reply,
so someone from Vulecan had to come herce, and not via New Earth."

T Prell looked shyly at Kirk. "ile expected they would send the Intrepid.m

Kirk smiled ot her sympathetically =nd was surprised to roceive & ghost
of a smile in return. He glanced at Spock to see if the Vulcan had any sug-
gestions towards the rebulilding of relations on Treaty. But his First Officer
was very pale and obviously in no condition to aid him, so he put forward
his own ideas.

"MPreil, T left a message at New Barth spaceport to be transmitted to
the Enterprise as soon as she is close enough to receive it. ‘hen he gets
that message Lisutenant-Commender Scott will contact me by communicotor and
I will get him 40 relay my report on your problems to Starfleet Command and
to the Federztion Council.!

"Thank you, Captain Kirk," T'Prell said. "Thank you very much.”

It was three days before Scotty called his Captain. McCoy hsd just
allowed Spock to spend the day out of bed. He declared thet the Vulean
should be fit to return to the ship the next day.

In the evening Kirk and Spock were playing o leisurely game of chess,
and McCoy was making up a list of drugs that Scotty would transport down
for the use of the Kes-dar colony. The usually peaceful evening silence of
2 Vulcon community was broken by o shout, quickly followed by others. cCoy
Jumped to his feet and rushed to the balcony of the underground sickbay.
Below, in the rock-hewed square, men and women were rushing out of their
homes to listen to & man giving them information in rapid Vulcan.

HMcCoy felt rather than saw Spock squeeze in beside him on the narrow
balcony. "Whai's he on about?" he asked.

Spock listened for a moment then tronslated quickly. "He's saying some-
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thing about children, they are missing... the children went off #nto the
wountaing, two days ago, on an expedition mnd they haven't come back. He
is reporting to their parents.n

leCoy heard the flip of o oommnicator as the Captoin, who had heard
Spock's translation, called the ship.

"Scotty, there's some trouble down here! There are children 1oste..
in the mountains. Get the sensors working and have search parties stending
by in the ftronsporter room awalting my orderss XKirk out."

T'Prell wos calm and efficient, but obviously greatly concerned about
the missing children. 4s she had pointed out, her peoples were simple miners
with no experience in rescue work, she turned to Kirk for help. He was only
too pleased to be of service. These Vulcans, who reminded him of the farming
folk of his own home, had moved him deeply. Within minutes, the Enterprise
had orgenised seerch parties scouring the surrounding countryside.
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T'Pet was the oldest child in the group, véihg ot long-1livéd race
which took & time to mature, she was about the size of & seven-year-old
Barth child, with the intellect of a thirteen-year~old. She had lived
twelve rotations of Treaty. Selan and Sees were twins, a very unusual
phenomenon among Vulcans, they were ten Treaty years old. With them wers
the two grandsons and one grand-daughter of T'Prell, eleven, seven and five.
Wone of them were yet telepsthically sware, as the Kas-der colony did not
bond their children at seven wishing them to marry outside the colony to
avold inbreeding.

T'Pet become aware that they were lost after they had failed to refind
the mopped path they had left to pick alpine blooms. She kept the knowledge
to herself until T'Pret, the youngest child, sat down and refused to move,
declaring thet her feet hurt. Her eldest brother Slark looked at T'FPet
curicusly.

"Do you know our way home, T'Pet?" he asked.

T*Pet was unsure of what to answer, but her Vulecan educuation and a
natural preference for the truth made the decision for her., "Nol!" she
stated flatly.

Selon ond Secs looked 2% each other then at T'Pet, they both hegan to
speak, 28 Selak burst noisily into tears. Slork hushed them both into sil-
ence. Selaok's crying become stifled sobs.

"We must decide whaot to do," Slark soid solemnly. "We must consider
our position logicelly and find o solution to our problewm."
¥

Pive hours later they were no necrer a solution to their preblem, and
much nearcer = small Human forming villiage. Munchen Muri was an Alpine ham—
let high in Treaty's hills. TIts inbobitonts derived from many of the high
altidude dwellers of Barth. There you could meet Swiss, Tibetens, Fyrannson
Spaniards, Highlond Scots and Indians frow the indean mountains. They were
all living the kind of 1ife thoir ancestors had known. Thelr main occupat-
ion was the tending of domestic animols, keeping sheep and goats on ths
Lower slopes, yak and llamas on the higher.

As night came closer the Vulcon children sow storm clouds gather over
the mountaing., With the darkness their newly acquired logic £led, leaving
primeval feor end apimal ingtinct. A£11 but the two eldest were weeping, os
they huddled together in a finy crevice in the rock nnd thought longingly
of their underground homes and loving parents.

It wag the threstening wenther that soved their lives. Carl Gunter
and his son Hansg, observing the coming storm, set out to gather their flocks
to safety from the open slopes. They trudged the path that they =2nd their
sheep had worn in the soft stongs of Treaty. 3By now the wind was howling,
coming full at them a8 they struggled upward. Borne on the wind was the
sound of weeping. Hans, whose younger ears had caught the cries first, put 4
out 2 hand to stop his father.

"Listeni" he ordered.
Carl looked nt him questioningly. "To what?" he asked.
"1 cen hear someone crying, close by,"

Corl listened, his old ears straining, worrying that one of this year's
lambs had fallen and was ¢alling to its mother. They could lose both
mother and lamb that way. Then ho heard it, dbut it wosn't on animells cry
it was Human, or almost Human. Without specking he pointed in the direction
from which the sound came, and he and Hans laboured on.

After a fow minutes' search they found the children, all six of them
crowded together for wermth. 0C1ld Carl pushed his traditional Tyrolesn hat
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back on his head and stared in amazement. Hams, who was born on Treaty and
had never known a time when its two communities had worked together in har—
mony, was completely bewildered.

"hre they pixies? he asked, unable to believe what his eyes told him.
His father cast a look of scorn in his direction.

"They're Vulcans," he explained. This was even harder for Hans to
believe, he had been warned about Vulcans as a child. They were huge, and
super strong, and they ate children for breakfast.

"But..., they're so small. I thought Vulcans were bigger than Humans."

Carl chuckled and bent down %o smile into the six pairs of amxious
brown eyes that regarded him. "Not when they're children,” he answered . .
simply.

Hans and Cazl stored at the youny Vulcans for what seemed a long time
to T'Pet. Unable to bear the suspence any longer, she lifted her hand in
salute and whispered the ancient words of greeting to her rescusrs.

Carl cerefully copied the gesture, and casting his mind back %o his
youth and the early days on Treaty, he stumbled out the words, "Live long
and prosper.'" He nudged Hans, who after » few moments' hesitation, copied
his Ffather's actlon and words. Then the rest of the children, remembering
thelr manners at last, mumbled the greeting.

Carl introduced himself and Hans, then pointed to each child in turn
while they told their nemes. Then he picked up T'Pret and placed her across
his shoulders, piggy~back fashion. Hans did the same with Selak, and with
& hand each for the other children, they left the mountain, and their flocks,
to return to the village.

Captain Kirk snapped closed.his communicator. "Well, that does it,
the search will have %o be abandoned while this storm lasts. I'm sorrcy,
Tt Prell." o

The leader of the Vulcan colony was as literal minded as the First
Officer of the Enterprise. "There is no need to apclogise Captain, the stomm
is not your fault," she assured him. "But thank your men for trying, we:
shall just have %o wait."

The snow was already beginning to settle when Hans and Carl Gunter
trooped back into Munchen Muri with their bunch of small, shivering Vulcans.
The streets of the tiny town were still full of pedestrians hurrying home.
Several people came to look at the Gunters and their strange entourage.

"What happened, Carl?" yelled Kentsing, one of Munchen's Sherpa citizens.

"We found these Vulcan kids out on the mountainside. I thought I'd
better bring them in to shelter. After all they're only kids." Ag Carl
explained, more townsfolk gathered, a puddle of melting snow around their
fect. ’

"I'1ll take one of the girls," offered Maria, Kentsing's Swiss wife.
Like all high-dwellers, the people of Munchen Muri were hard-working, dour
and hospitable,

"Thanks, take T'Pet will you." Carl pushed the eldest child forward.
"She's very sensible, and I think T'Pret and Selak ought to stay with us,
ag they are so young and already know Hong and me.!

"The twins can come and stay with us," offered Bianca Mcileod. She was
childless and always willing to $ake in an orphan bsast or child.
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Overground the storm raged, but in the underground homes of the Vulcans
there was no indication of it. However a storm did rage in the caverns, it
wag o contained tempest, but ehough to disturb the surfece tension. Quiet,
dignified Vulecun couples stood about waiting patiently for the weather con—
ditions to improve and the search for their missing children to continue.

Not a tear was shed by the anxious mothers, no worried, irate fathers berated
the auwthorities for their lack of action, yet thers was an atmosphere of grief
and tension.

Jomes Kirk turned awsy from the balcony overlooking the square with a
sigh. His First Officer, now recovered from his injuries, looked up at him
inguiringly.

"I feel so helpless," exclaimed the strong and resourceful Kirk. "Those
people appear so self-contained, yet I can sense their feelings. I want o
help thewm and T can't.!

"B at peace, Captain,” Spock spoke very gently, and coming forward laid
a hand on Kirk's arm. "They know, and are grateful." Kirk felt oddly
reassured ~ not only by the words but by the touch as well.

The storm blew itself out during the night, and the people of Munchen
Muri awoke to bright sunshine reflected off white, unmarked snow.

Selan woke first and ran 4o the window of the famhouse sager to find
out what was filling the room with such bright light. He locked out on the
snow covered farmyard, in = line across from the farmhouse door to the
cattle shed werc the footprints of a man and 2 dog, milking was in progress.

Selen execitedly shook hig brother awale.

"Come and see, come and look!" he shouted into Sees' ear. His twin
immediately clapped his hands over his ears and stirred sleepily, mumbling
at Selan to go away. But his brother was too excited for that, he dragged
the bedclothes off Sees and pulled him, sleepy and stumbling to the window.
A4S soon as his eyes met the wonderful sight of the white yard Sess forgot
all about sleep and wented to dash outside, dressed just as he was in an
old phir of Dan McLeod's pyjemas cut down to allow movement. Just as he
expressed his desire, Dsn himself{ appeasred at the shed door, a jug of steam-
ing milk in his right hand. Dan looked up and spotting two esger faces,
waved, they waved back then turned and made a concerted dash for the door.

They would have run straight through the kitchen and out into the spark-
ling yard, but Dan entered the kitchen ag they tumbled in and ceught them
in his zrme and called,

"Bianca, our guests seem ready Tor breakfast."

Usually Vulecans do not eat until midday, but like all young thelr ,
children were ready to polish off & meal whenever there was & chance. In
this case they finished two bowls of porridge each and eleven slices of
toast and jam between them. Then bundled up in over—large clothing, their
own apparel being highly unsuitable for walking through snow, they set off
with Dan to mcet all the farm animals.

It was very fortunate for Slark, being of a studious turn of mind, that
he found himself billsted with the village school-master. The school-masier
wzg o kind, scholarly man, with o genuine love of academic study. Slark,
like T Pet, had already begun to learn Galactic and when he woke that bright
winter morning he dressed and went in secarch of his host.

He found the master in his study, which doubled as a library for the
small school. It was a holiday and hrturo Musgrave was indulging in one of
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hig favourite pastimes, Philology. Slark tapped lightly on the door,
failing to rouse the student he coughed loudly and Arturo locked up.

"Good morning," he said as clsarly as possible, he had already dis-
covered that his youns guest could converse if one spoke carefully.

"Good morning," echoed Slark, raising his hand in salute. "Your wife
told me you were in the library and suggested I joined you."

Arturo smiled. "Of courge." He displayed = Vulcaq/Galactio Dictionaxy
he was studying. "I have taught wyself to read Vulcan with this," he
explained. "I was hoping you would help me learn to speak the language."

"Tt would give me honour," said Slazk a little oddly; =nd he gave v,
Musgrave a half smile.

They spent the rest of the moraning in joint study of each other's
culture.

T'*Pet had been a child last night, tired, exhausted and ready to lean
on any handy adult. But after a2 hearty supper and o good night's sleep,
she feolt the weight of her years, with the mystic ability of the teenager
she changed from child to woman overnight.

This bright, crisp morning she sat at breakfast with her hostest
dressed in a pretty cream negligee, part of the troussecu of her hostess
who had been & tiny woman in her younger days. The cream accented the
colour of her skin and in the warm Swiss-style kifchen she glowed a beauti-
ful golden~green. The sunlight streeming through the window eccented the
silvery highlights of her newly-washed blue-black hair. In that prosaic
setting she looked vital and enchantingly exotic.

Maria had discovered that her young guest had a folr command of Gal-
actic and was telling her about her own family and their life in the high
mountaing of Treaty. As she talked her husband and son enteresd the house
from outside. Fifteen-yesr—old Misng had been out Izst night, his father
had told him of their visitor. But he had not expected the strangely
beautiful vision that met his eyes. His father hed described a child, the
exquisite and poised person who sat beside his mother wos surcely a woman,
degpite her diminutive size.

Whon Miang and T'Pet had been introduced, the men sat down to the morn-
ing meal. 4s the Kentsings were Buddhists T'Pet found no problem enjoying
her breakfezst. Miang hardly touched his food, he could not ksep his oyes
from the dainty, a2lien creature that sat opposite him. Unnoticed by their
son and guest his parents exchanged an inquiring glance, they had expected
Miang to grow up one day soon, but not quite so suddenly. When the meal was
disposed of Miang leaned forward, he looked straight into T'Pet's slanted
eyes and smiled. She did not smile back, but there wos something in her
eyos which encouraged him to ask,

Miould you like to come =nd bulld o snowman with me?"

T Pet did not know whet o snowman was, but no boy had ever looked at
her like that before. She had already made up her mind that she would go
anywhere or do anything just to be with HMiang.

James T. Kirk awoke with o stort at the sound of his communicator. e
had fallén asleep in his cheir last night, 4ired out yet too anxious to seek
hig bed. As he struggled to his feet 4o retrieve his communicator from the
side table, he glanced over at the bed. This was the room Spock had occ-
upled whsn he had come wounded to the colony. Spock, also awakened by the
communicator, had raised himself up on his elbows, unsble to move further
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because of MeCoy who had fallen eslecp across his chest, having been sitting
on ths bed on which Spock was lyings.

‘ Strugsling through stiffness and sleep it seemed an age before Kirk
reached the frantically beeping communicator ond flipped it open.

"Kirk here," he mutterad through = vawn.
b

"Good morning, Captain," cxclaimed sn over-bright Scott. "We have some
good news. The storm has cleared and our sensors have located the children.
They're in s Humen village in the mountains., 4s soon as the communications
centre in the village opens up L'1l zet in contact with them.!

"Great, Scotty." Jim Kirk was now fully aweke. "I'11l tell T'Prell
end get their parents informed. Can you let me know as soon 28 you get in
contact with thot village.m

"hye, Captain. Scott out.M
Kirk smiled over at Spock and MoCoy who were now both on their feet.

Wife've found them," he amounced triumphantly.

It was noon before all the arrangements wers made. Scott hed contacted
the communications office at Munchen Muri and had made arrangenents for the
children to be picked up by their parents. Three shuttlecraft from the
Enterprise sped towards the surface of Treaty. One went gtraight to Munchen
Murl, with Scotty and Nurse Chapel sboard. The others landed near the sur-
faece entrance to the Kas-der settlement. They were to convey the pazrents of
the rescued children plus Kirk and McCoy to Munchen Muri. Spock had already
beamed aboard to toke command of the Enterprise.

The Journey by shutilecraft was uneventful. The Vulecans were their
usual unemotional, calm selves, though Kirk noticed that one or two couples
were clasping hands unchbtrusively.

As soon as they larnded Secott came forward to meet Xirk. Thers was a
lot of introducing to be done, and thanks to be given Tor the care the Human
community had given the Vulcan children. T'Pret ran straight into her
mother's arme and was hugged delightedly. The people of Munchen Muri and
the men of the Enterprise were all shocked to see tears run down the face of
an 'emotiomless' Vulcan woman. The greeting of their parents by the older
children was less demonstrative but evidently happy. Salen and Sees ceame
forward holding a Border Collie puppy each, a gift from the McLleods, if they
would be allowed to keep them, old Dan McLeod muttered in cxplanation to
the twins' father.

"But they are quite acceptable," the Vulcan exclaimed. "They will be
good for our children, who have had little contact with animals in our
caverns." He turned to his wife %o say, "You said we needed a sehlat.!

Slark wanted his father and mother to meet Mr. Musgrave, who had a pla n
whereby Humen and Vulcan children werce exchanged for short periods. This,
he said, would improve their future relations, and give them the chance to
speak eash other's language.

T'Pet came forward shyly, trailing Miang behind her, their hands held
fast. She bowed politely to her parents and dragged Maing to the front,
announcing that they wished tobe bonded . Both sets of parenis expressed
surprise, and discovered a need to discuss the matter further. But neither
said 'No, so there was hope for the young lovers.

Bix hours later when Kirk and McCoy joined Spock on the bridge of the
Enterprise, messages were already coming in from the surface. Accusations
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af unwarranted interference from New Earth, messages of thanks from Xas-der,
and invitations from Munchen Muri, particularly from Maris and Xentsing,

wno were anxious to meet the half-VYulcan First Officer, perhaps for a pre-
view of their grandchildren?

After meny years of silence between the two races that had colonised
Treaty, there waes now a beginning of reconciliafion. ¥irk's report to Star-
fleet would send social workers and diplomats to Treaty. The planet would
once again he united, and the Enterprise could take a little of the credit.
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TYPEWRITER ENTITIES by T.W. Francis

Spock: Captain?

Kixls Yes, Spock?

Bpocks I believe he is going fto start again.

MeCoys OE WO!i!

Kirks Steady, Bones.

McCoys  Sorry, Jim, it's Jjust that I don't think T can take wuch more.

Spook: (said with concern) Indeed Doctor. I am correct however, for as
you can see he has placed his typewriter on his desk and is remov+
ing the cover.

Kirks Everyone, get down, get under cover. Bones, get under the 'tab!
key, he hardly ever uses that. SPCCK! Where are you going?

Spocks . 1 was atitempiing to observe the process whereby he places the
paper into this antiquated machine.

HMeCoys For the love of all that's holy! Come down, Spock, he's going %o
start any moment. -

Kirks (foroefullj) Make that an order9 Spock.

Spock: I fail to see any reason for your concern. As soon as he begins we
shall be safely transported into the scenario he had decided to pub
us i,

Kirks Look out, everyone, he's going to start,

MeCoys Will you loock at the size of those fingers: poised up there like
ten wighty sledgehommers.

Kirks  Bones,. are you C.K.?

Spock: I belleve the good Doctor is waxing postic in this hour of crisis.

Kirlks Hang about, why hasn't he started?

Spocks His hends are atlill poised above the keys.

HcCoy: He's a sadist, that's what he is. He's prolonging the agony. Keep-
ing us in suspense. I know, he's planning to bump us off this time.

Spocks That would be most illogical, Dr. McCoy.

¥irks What's happening now? LOOK! He's taken the paper OUbsenoonns
(deathly silence)

Kirk: Will someone get some light on in here.

Spocks Fascinating. He has replaced the typewriter's cover and is pubiing
it away. How disappeinting. T find its workings most...

McCoy: If you say 'fascinating' or 'interesting' I'1l brain you.

Spocks  seeve.s  Intriguing.

HeCoye: I give up.

Spocks I am at a loss however to explain why he failed to start typing.

McCoy: Yeah., I know it's a bit of a reprieve but perhaps he's planning
gomething really out of this world for us., Which means we've gotta
wait about here until...

Kirks {suddenly understanding) Spock... Bones. Don't you see? It's
cbvious when you think about it. HE COUIDN'T THINK OF A THING TO
WRITE!
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