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Hello, and welcome to Spinner of Nightmares. This sequel +to
Weaver of Dreams has been in the pipeline for guite some time
- Pam has bsen working on it since Weaver of Dreams was
printed.

I must aprnlogise for the reduced print used in the zine. Fam
presented us with a looooong manuscript, all of which was
necessary for the develapment of the story, but using our
usual type, we would have ended up with a length of zine that
would have given us some problems. As we saw it, we had
three optionsg

1) split it into two volumes, sold together, because although
we have the biggest Rexel stapler on the market it won't
readily cope with more than 75 sheets of paper

2) put it out in one volume, spiral-—-bound

3) print it using 2 smaller typeface. This would cut the
page count, allow us te staple it as usual, and — most
importantly - keep the price down.

None of us are particularly happy with reduced-print zines,
but we liked the first two options less. Janet experimented
with the printing, and we decided that reduced print, keeping
the distance between the lines the same as it would be using
the large type, was the most legible — unlike most reduced
print which shrinks the space between the lines as well. I
hope you agree with us.

My thanks again go to Janet for typing out this zine.
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1 RESIDENMT TEL.EFPATH

The face stares back at ag out of the sirror. Pale, waghed-out skin forss a livid contrast to the long black hair
shich frames it. The only colour in that face is the startlingly bright eyes - grandsa’s eyes - violet. Those gyes -
and the silky hiack hair - are ay only claims to attractiveness. But, really, thay helong to soaeone else altogether -
someone glamourous apnd extraordinary, not plain and unressrkeble like se.

Well, plain maybe - but not so unresarkable. Though that's sosething I've been careful to keep a secret from sost
peapie - until now. Moodily, I turn away from the mirror and pick up some of the hair fastensrs scattered on the
dressing tablet I'a due back on duty soon and I shouid pin ay hair up again, Oh, hell - who cares? 1 sit down on the
nearest of the two heds and put ay head in my hands. That set-to with the Captain has shaken se up mere than I
thought, Though, of course, I expectad 3 row when I went i his cabin.

Well, hang goes my promction, Oh, I don’t knowt aaybe the Captain wen't hold that against ae.
Who am [ kidding?

The door slides open and Noreen enters. Dear old Nersen Hollis, the nosiest person I know. Somghow, I cospese ay
face into 3 seai-cheerful expression.

"Weil, what's wrong with you, Marianne? MNessage tape wasn't bad news, I hope?’

Kot auch, you do, Noreen: bad news {6 always such geod copy. My heart sinks ~ ispossible, I'd have thought, since
it's already at bost level, Noreen's unerring recognition of the real esotions behind my sask never cwases to amaze
ae. Mot really, no. Nothing I hadn't been expecting.”

*Nell, go on, enlighten me,” Noresn says, eagerly bouncing down on to the bad, beside aw - all businass, She
enjoys hearing the problems of others sp much that she should have baen a social counsellor. For a soment, I wonder if
I should tell her it was an invitation to sy grandea’s funeral or sowething, But never invite aisfortune, as grandsa
herself says, and lies like that could easily lead to ather repercussions, besides. Don't nesd anvthing drastic
anyway: 1've just thought of something that'll do wonderfully.

oee @Fere [ knew this boy... Before ! joined the service, we..." [ allow ay volce to trail off feebly, hoping
she'll fall for it.

*0k, you poor thino." As usual, Noreen's syspathy is as syrupy as the juice grandea bottles her home grown fruit
in, “Wsil, these things happen in the service, Marianne, We all knew that when we joined.®

I nod, keeping my head down, sore to hide sy seirk of triumph than anything.
@
*lon’t fret: you'li get over it - believe me. Look, why not come to a rec roos with ae tonight - it'll cheer you
up.”

My smirk rapidly wipes itself off sy face but I manage to nod again. I asked for that, didn't I... apother evening
of Noreen's gossip. Still, perhaps I owe it to her for that lie - well, not exactly a lie. 1 did know a boy at home,
though I nevar had anything going with him. Schooling my face to heroic martyrdom, I stand up quickly, go over to the
airror and begin pinning sy hair up, *'1... 1 have to o now, Noreen. 1°n on duty shortly,® 1 give her a final, wan
seile and exit. Bive this girl an Oscar! '

As I walk briskly down the corridor toward the turbo 1ift, 1 feel tension easing off me, like a heavy burden
siipping from my back. Noresn's a strain at the best of times but naw... My aind goes back to getting the sessage tape
a few hours ago.

1'd sxpected it, of course, pver since ['d sent in my vote and heard through the news service that an uninhabited
garth=1ike world had baen designated for colonisation and named Mardrata-va. The personal sail is always longer in
arriving but finally it turned up ~ the vote had been overwhalaingly in favour of accepting the Federation's offar. The
clans now have an official home and a chance to rebuild an identity. But now another tape had arrived baaring a comeand
from ay clan chief: grandea had sat there, holding up the authorisation for se to sem, with Kledo's signature at the
foot. He had commanded se to report to the Captain and identify ayself as Mardratan, Opparently, it was one of the few
conditions that the Federation High Council insisted on - they want to know how sany Mardrata they have in Star Fieet,
Kot many, ['s sure.
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Anyway, 1'd sweated over it for quite a whils, replaying the tape and studying the authorisation under a higher
sagnification. But there it was in black and white, its terms saplicit and therm was no way I could squeeze out of if,
The grder would have come acre directly, grandsa said - Kledo would have eade a tape giving the order in person - if he
hadn't been doing the round of the colonies and tracking down our scattered clan members. 1's quite disappointed that I
aissed him by 3 few aonths - he was on the Enterprise a few sonths before ay transfer here, I was still on the
Poteakin, then - just my luck.

Anyway, off 1'd qone tp the Captain's cabin - after checking that he was off-duty - with the feeling that old-tise
felons must have had when they left the condemnad cell for their final journey. I arrived outside, my throat suddenly
dry, and swallewed with difficulty before pushing the buzzer. ‘*Coss.*

As the door siid open and I stepped inside, the Captain locked up from a report he had open on the desk before
him. I took in the stack of tapes to his right and concluded that I probably hadn't chosen the best time.

*Yes, Ensign?* He gave se a dazzling seile that probably hid irritation at the interruption. [ tried to return
it, only succeeded with what felt like a stiff grimace, and held out sy sessage tape.

*Ensign Raesdal, sir. ['ve been ordered to report to you - to tell you, Captain, that - [ - ['a Mardratan,®

The Captain, hand held out to take the tape, froze, his eyebrows rising in astonishaent. Then his hand
autoaatically closed around the square of plastic and he inserted it into the viewar on his desk. I waited as he faced
the sereen, his face illuminated by its display. When it was finished, he switched off and handed it back,

"Which.,. clan do you belong to?*

"The Casreem, sir: the telepaths.” 1 could feel my face burn with eabarrassment. Belatedly, he seemed to realise
sy plight for ha invited we to sit down, I sank gratefully into the chair in front of his desk, sy legs turning to
jelly,

*1 aust admit, ! hadn't expected a Mardratan among ay crew,” the Captain said, gallantly, his pleasant sanner
obviously designed to put ae at sy ease.

*1 - [ was transferred from the Potemkin recently, sir. ['ve only been aboard for three weeks.®

The Captain nodded. 'Service life must have presented you with a few probless, Ensign...* His voice trailed off
and [ could almpst see the doubt click into place behind his eyes. “Medicals, for instance...”

My heart lurched unsteadily and I nodded; not daring to meet his eyes. Lost for words [ hesitated, but the Captain
was continuing, “In fact... I suppose that the only way you could conceal your anatomical gifference to Humans... would
be to influence the doctars who examined you, telepathically.” [ thought I detected an edge in his vaice and looked up
in alars,

"Sir, please believe me, [ = [ had no chojce,®
The Captain nodded. *Emsign, 1 have to ask you this. Has your influence restricted itself to sedicals?”

I felt ayself flushing again, °7 didn't like it any more than you, sir,* I began, anger beginning to take held.
"1 had tn do it - to protect sy peocple - "

*Whoa... Blow down, Ensign. That tape your family sent sade it clear emough, surely? Starflest wants to know how
aany Mardrata there are in the service, and when, if ever, they've used their abilities while serving. If you were
still on the Poteskin, you'd be answering these guestions in a confidential tape to Starflaet HO - and that would
probably be better for both of us - but, as I's priviliged to know about your pecple; you have to answer directly to
se.’ He paused to check that I'd cooled down, then continued, "One last question: did you have any speeial reason for
joining Starfleet?"

"o, just the usual ones peaple have, to explore, sae other worlds, other races...” [ suddenly saw red. *Why do
they want you to ask that one? Do they think [ joined to subvert Starfleet or scesthing?' 1 glared at hia, ay aind
warking over-time. Sursly Starfleet hadn't bothered to send him a special coasuniquer questions to ask if you happen
to have one of those troublesose alisns aboard? 1 wis suddenly convinced that these were all guestions of the Laptain's
own devising, ! know the tape froa home had said to co-cperate, answer any guestions, but hell!

« "Ensign, I can only apologise if I've given offence. But if you'd been around politicians and diplomats as sany
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tises as I have, you'd know hom irritating they can be,® He smiled, a dazzling smile that would have had halé the
female hearts on board fluttering, though it made no impact on mine: 1 was too angry. But [ remesbered, before I
opened ay big mouth again, just who I was facing. To hide my fury, I studied the whitened kmuckies clasped together in
ay lap., ‘“Let’s choose to forget it, shall we? | had nodded, keeping sy head down. ‘“Please report to sick bay for
examination - Dr, Mcloy has all the facts about Mardrata - you can speak freely to hia."

“Yes, sir, I - 1've naver tried to influence anyone except for asdicals - I - [ promptly dried up, sensing
disapproval. "Yes, sir," I susbled.

*Yery well, Bismissed, Ensign." The Captain turned back to his report and 1, shasefaced, sy mind in turmoil,
hurried out into the corridor and headed ¢or sickbay.

The examination had been uncosfortable, toor once the Doctor heard what I had to say, he hadn't passed any cossent
but I could tell 4rom his manner that he was thinking of how I'd influenced his sind during the routine medical I'd

undergone when joining the ship. After that, I'd hurried back to the room I shared with Noreen, to brood, until she'd
burst in on ae.

The past few hours have passed alapst as if in a daze. Somehow, I have managed to do ay job, answer when people
speak to ae, but ay eind’'s eisewhere, Still brooding over the Captain’s reaction - wishing I hadn't blown up like
that, Adter all, it was perfectly norsal, wasn't it - the thought of having yvour sind taspered with still strikes fear
into non-telepaths, That's why some peuple find Vuleans creepy. Though people here say tha Captain and Spock - the
Vulcan First Officer - are very close. Still, Vulcans are well known for their integrity: 1 don't suppose my reasons
cut much ice with the Captain. After all, he dossn't know ae, can't tell if 1'm norsally trustworthy, if ! wouldn't
pull a stunt like that again, Can’t expect him to give se a chance, treat se like a person - not now,

Oh, gquit that, My aind’s going round in circles, not even aaking sense. Besides, it's unfair. Probably he was
too surprised - dida't really aean it. Once he's thought it over...

Maybe he’'ll transfer ae to another ship? That won’t look gaod on ay record. Nor will all the extra data - facts |
covereg up, Oh, hell,

Lieutenant Ngase is speaking to me: [ force ayself to concentrate. "You'll have to smap to ik, Ensign. That's
the second time you haven't heard an order.®

*I - I'a sorry, Lisutenant,” [ say, feeling myself blush again, daseit! *1t won't happen again.'

*3ze that it doesn't, [f you've finished that, you can help Ensign Conper correlate the eigration data.® As she
aoves away | go over to Ensign Cooper. He winks.

*Don't let her put you of4," he says, in & low voice. *She's all right when you get to know her.® 1 nod,
non-cosaittally, and sit down. For a while we work through the inforsation collected on the last planetary survey.

*How are you settling im, now? Find it ditferent from the Potemkin?*

I shrug, "1 wasn't really there long enough to fors such of an iapression.”’

*It's a good ship, I hear, but you'll find this one's even better.”

I;‘r’eah, I know,* Couldn’t keep the resentsent out of ay voice that tise,

*What's the matter? Don't you like it here?*

I shrug. *“It's all right, 1 suppome,*

'iell, you don‘t sound very sure about it, Why not give us a proper chance bafore you - °

*Ben!" I snap, then sense averyone locking round at us, I redden but continue, *It's all right, just drop it -
okay?*

"Right,"
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Well, that's the and of a beautiful friendship, ! expect, judging from the way Ben prosptly shuts up and refuses to
lonk at se, After ten sinutes of tightligped non-cosaurication, I decide that 1'd betfer try to patch things up. “Ben,
er - 1's sorry for snapping at you just now, just a bit tense.®

*That's all right, Forget it.”

No, I can tell it isn't forgotten, is it Ben? You're still not looking at me and your cold, all-business manner is
freezing me out. bWeil, who needs you, anyway? Fros the impression ! sade on the Captain, I probably won't be staying
on this lousy ship such lenger.

Coffee broak and 1'm on ay own., { sit down at a table in the rec room, aware that Ben has pointedly steered
hiasel# away to another, In fact there are plenty of people sitting and chatting at all the other tables - I's the only
odd one out, Too true, Judging froe the way ['s being ostracised, word sure gets round guickly om this ship. Or
perhaps it's ay imagination: it’s only that I'm not in with a clique. Well, that'd be nothing new. Either way, I'a
better off not hothering with thee - for one thing, it's never wise to get too chummy with Humans, Even now, if they
knew what | was - a telepath - how many wouldn't edge away, wariness in their eyes, thinking I was going to take thes
over or rifle through their most private thoughts? Best they just think ae an antisocial aisfit who doesa't like the
Enterprise - don’t suppose they could think of a worse crise, anyway.

For the first tiee, it strikes me: what am I doing out here - like the Captain said? All sy childhood longing for
the stars, other planets - and for what? Cooped up in a tin box with a lot of Humins who wouldn’t want we here if they
knew what I really was, Tha only thing ['ve got to look forward to is my turn on landing party duty and who knows when
that'll be? 1§ 1'd stayed at howe, ['d have been sent to Mardrata-va by now, with the rest aof my family,

An overwhelaing surqe of hosesickness takes me by surprize. Grandma, Mark - their faces well up before ae as |
stare down into wy coffee. The cup blurs as I blink back tears - don't be so sorry for yourseif - and stand up. I'n
due batk on duty.

Walking back, I meet Ben Cooper - I can practically feel the cold air at ten paces. ['ll say one thing for his -
he cartainly knows haw to nurse a grudge. 1 decide it's not worth the effart of trying to scale this particular
iceberg. The rest of the shift I exchange only the ainisum of conversation with his that politeness and the demands of
nork require,

Ngame's obviously a pretty observant wosan because she stops ae on the way out, not speaking till the others are
gane,

"Perhaps ['d better sxplain somsthing, Ragsdal, My teas is a smoothly running piece of machinery. I wouldn't want
anything to disrupt its function - someone who won't maka the eftort to fit in, for instance.’

Raging inside, I keep guiet, though ! feel wy traitorous face begin to redden.
‘You've been here three weeks, Ensign. That should be long enough for you to get to know everyone.®
As casually as [ can, [ remark, "I do know sveryons - *

*Maybe you do, but you and Ensign Cooper have been making things so frosty in here, ! expected to ses icicles along
the work benches. Is it anything to do with you snapping at him earlior?*

1 shrug. "It was just a winor misunderstanding. You aust have heard me try to apologise but he wouldn't hive any
of it, He's been like that ever since,®

Ngase nods. "Well, okay, I1°1) have a word with him, see if I can straighten this out. Okay, run along, Ensign.”

I exit with as auch dignity as [ can suster: run along! 1'n surprised she dida't pat se on the head!

The last two days haven't been too good. Apart froa the sheer boredom of such of the routine work - sorting,
cataloguing - there's alse the prospect of 'getting along’ with the rest of Lisutenant Ngama's well lubricated
machinery., On the surface, everything's hunky dory with £nsign Cooper but it doesn’t take a wind probe to teil that he
stiil doesn't liks ae and hiz pleasantness is under sufferance.

As well as all that, I've been axpecting a sumeons froa the Lagtain - or maybe something in the intern:l sail to
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tell me when I'm to he transferred - hut nothing yet, 1 did get sose good naws - 1've been picked for a landing party
nn Sigma Orionsis IV, just a few days away. A “new girl’ like me! [t's only routine, of course; it's not the first

survey and the planet seems devoid of intelligent Life but we're to check {t again to aake sure. Well, at least it'll
be a break from this place...

Beaming down at last! The past few days have been unbearable:r waiting and waiting - something I've naver been
yery goad at,

1 biink znd look around ms. Well, what did you expect, Mari? Ke're standing in 2 clearing: around us are large
bushes clothed in dark foliage. Nell, all right; it doesn’t look auch, but there’s grass at our feet and the air.
Feel that gentle breeze, seell the fresh scent of growing things. Gorgeous!

Rucollecting myselé, I activate ay tricorder, sessing Lieutenant Ngame's disapproving glare. She’'s along on this
trip to ensure that the il1-fitting cog doesn't put an electro spanner in the works.

Atter the initial scan, we're pairing off with a security guard each and moving away. The Captain heads in one
direction with his shadow, Spack in another, and me, the Licutenant and the rest of the company also part., I risk 2
backward glance at the Vulcan: this has been my first good look at him. 1 also ralax ay mental shields a little - I
had them up really tight while he was near. 1 know Yulcans are only supposed to be touch telepaths but I'd be surprised
if they can't pick up some of the eaotions people are beaming out around thes. Nouldn't do for him fo pick up ay
irritation with Lieutenant Ngame's patronising attitude or my resentaent of the Captain, would it?

Speaking of the Captain, he didn’t bat an eyelid when he stepped onto the transporter pad in front of aey just
gave me 2 friendly nod. Anyone'd think we’d never had that unpleasant set-to the other day.

As we wandar slowly through the bushes, wa recording data on the (mostly unseen) animals in the vicinity, my
bodyguard chats to se. He's Phil Surrey, he teils me, has been on the ship for neariy two standard years. [ can tell
he enjays the job - especially now, as he glances alertly round at the terrain, no doubt taking in all the little
details of sound, saell and sovesent that pass me by,

Soon, our chronoseters tell us it's tise to return to the clearing for our rendezvous with {he others.
Accordingly, we start making nur way back, Then a sudden warble from sy comaunicator startles ae from the sore reiaxed
and happy mood that this planet's put me in. [ flip open the lid.

*Engign Raesdal, get back here right away. There’'s been an accident,” the familiar voice of the Lieutenant snaps.
Even befare she finishes speaking, I fmel it - like a hlast wava - or a wave of heat - rolling over me...

“Ensign! Marianne, are you all right?*

1 blink, dazed, and find 1'a leaning on Phil for support. Mis anxious face comes into focus. 'Fine, just dizzy.
Cone on, Phil - we’'ve got to get back.®

We break into & run, ae fusbling to replace my communicator and unclip my phaser. [ succeed, just as we burst into
the clearing, Lisutemant Ngame and her quard are there, likewise the botanist - didn't catch her name - and the
qeolagist, Sies, and two other security men. But no sign of the Captain or Spock.

"khat is it, Lieutenant?*

Her dark face is creased in worry, *We had a call from Mr. Spock, telling us to return here imsediately. He said
the Captain had had an accident. But there’s no gign of them." As she finishes explaining, she adjusts her
comsunicator, *Captain? Mr. Spock? Come in ploase,”

I wander for a soment why they haven't tried pinpointing the positions of the others with the tricorders, then
realise that the other iwo scientists are doing just that., Belatedly, ! put away ay phaser and unsiing sy tricorder to
join thes.

*Thera's nothing, Lisutenant,” the hotanist is saying, *No trace of humanoid life - "

*Keep trying.t Briskiy, the Lieutenant turns to the guard beside her: the most senior, { suppose. “We'll have to
head roughly in the same direction as the others. 14 we split the party in tws, we'll cover the ground sore quickly - *
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Her voice trails off. 1 lomk up from my scanning and follow her shocked gaze to tha edge of the clearing, Spock
stands there - or rather, leans against one of the stout bushes, Blood is running down his face from a cut across his
torehead. There's aore on his shirt - and some of it is rad, He barely have time to take all this in befors his knees
are buckling under hin. Ne rush forward - Lieutemant Ngase is quickest and catches his. He seeas to be out cold.

A couple of the quards take the First O#ficer as Noame produces her communicator again. *Enterprise, cose in
please.* [ have to admire the way she takes charge of everything, While she’s bringing the Enterprise up to date, [
shoulder @y tricorder and move off to the edge of the clearing, facing the direction that the Captain took, as far as ay
aeaory serves mg, Then... this is taking a hell of a risk, but no one knows that tetter than ae... I lower ay shields
and send as hard as I can. *Captain! Captaini®

Nothing, ! risk it again, aware that the wave of thought energy that hit se before could come crashing in again -
this time against ay unshielded mind, S5till nothing. I quickly re-erect ay barriers and turn back to tha others,

"Sat over here, Ensign; we're beaming up!® snaps Ngase. Hastily, [ cosply.

Sack on the Enterprise, Spock is taken in charge by the medical staff waiting in readiness, and wheeled away on 3
troiley, a worried looking Doctor MeCoy in attendance, Never thought 1'd be glad to get bhack to this sterile setal cage
but these walls suddeniy look very friendly after a harsless seeming planat has turned hostile. [ feel a touch on ay
ara and look round at Phil,

*Marianne, I think you ought to go to sickbay, That dizzy spell you had - anything like that on an alien plamet
has to be checked out.”

Norsally 1°d resent anyon2 fussing, but ! realise that Phil's right. DBesidas, McCoy's the only one on this ship
now - till Spock recavers - with official clearance to know about the Mardrata, and I have to tell someona what [ felt,
{ saila in what [ hope is a reassuring way, “All right, Phil, but don’t worry. And thanks.®

As I hurry alang the corrider to the nesrest turbo 1ift, I turn over the facts in ay sind. The bridge sust be
scanning for the Captain and the two security guards even now, but I know they won't find anything. They're either dead
or - or what? Not behind a psi barrier, because Ay sending wasn't blocked by anything. A natural substance that
screens out telepathic projections - possible, 1 suppose? But it's sispler to suppose they're dead. Occam’s Razor,
right? The sieplest thaory to fit the facts.

1 try to analyse sy feelings, Regret? Yes, I suppose [ am sorry - I know he was a good Captain. The way everyone
speaks about his - practically hero worshipping, sose of thea - tells se that. He's what they used to call & 'legend in
his own lifetime’. Even though we rubbed each other up the wrong way, I can still appreciate his value - feel sorry
he's dead.

Sickbay. As I enter, 1'm aware of the concentrated activity around the bed. No one’s flustered or over-hasty hut
averything is smoothly co-ordinated, efficient - like Lieutenant Ngase's sachine. Only here, [ can actually see it
gperating, And at the centre of it, is McCoy, holding it all together., In his own way, I can see he runs a tight
ship. 1 stand by the door, feeling lost, useiess - an outcast.

HcCoy finally steps back to study the diagnostic pamel. All the sarkers are hovering low down, barely abave the
Zeras.

*It's no good, Doctor.” There's a note of despair in the blonde nurse’s voice as she turns to look at hia. s
that a tear in her eye - but she blinks rapidly and, whatever it was, is gone.

"He's pone o far down into his own wind...® MeCoy sursurs, as if to himself. Then he notices se and his demeanour
thanges, *Is it urgent, Ensign? ¥e have our hands full at the mosent,?

1 glance selé-consciously down at my own hands, see that ['ve been twisting thes, and pull thes apart, *It - it's
soaething that happened on the planat, Doctor. Sosething that wight help.® [ look up and our eyes meet, He relaxes a
little - what did he read in ay eyes? - and says, sore kindly:

*Coae into tha office for a moment.'

Inside, he indicates a seat and takes another, behind a desk cluttered with tapes, clipboards, and internal seeos.
Nervously, ! start to tall him about my experience, He listens right through, intently, without interrupting.

*and you think that whatever attacked Spock was telepathic - intelligent?”
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I shrug. *! don't know about intelligent - there are lower lifeforss on other planets which can trap prey
telepathically, ALl 1 know is, I felt a psychic attack - and [ don’t think it was aimed at se. And - ' I faiter,

*Go om,*

"It staggered ne - and [ was shielded. fuite a distance from it, too, since the Captain and Spock went in the
opposite direction to me. At close range - well, it’s put Spock inte a cosa and he sust have been shielded, The - the
Captain wouldn't have steod a chance.’

Abruptly, McCoy stands and paces the office. "I ran’t believe that, Ensign, You don't know the Captain - he has a
very strong aind.’

*You didn’t feel that shock wave, Boctor. [ did. Unless he was shielded somehow...®
The Doctor moves to the doorway. *Well, thank you for teiling ae all this, Ensign - '

"Before [ go, Doctor, there's sosething else.* [ stand, trying to keep ey legs froa treshling, *Mr. Spock’s sind
has had a severe shock. [ aight be able to bring him back.,” [ see the doubt in his eyes. “Doctor, you know what | aa
- are there any other telepaths ahoard who'd he strong enough?*

'] don't know that you're strong encugh, Ensign. I haven't seen your psionic profile yet.'

“It's Marianne, Doctor, please. I've never had an official test but I know I'a strong - very strong. It runs in
the family.”

*Have you ever done anything like this before?" When I shake sy head, he continues, *Then I can’t allow it. You -
you could get trapped in there with hia, couldn’t you?"

"Doctor, i¥ you don't let me, he'll sink deeper and deeper until he loses hoid on life altogether, That's the
effect of severe paychic shock. Unless there’s intervention - soon - he'll dia.*

MeCoy shakes his head but [ can tell by his expression - ong of weariness, anxiety and defeat - that he wan't
refuse ay help, As I step toward hiam, he asks, “Why should you do this - risk yourself in this way? You don’t even
know Spock.”

I shrug, not really knowing why aysel, until this soment. Then I find ayself answering, *I suppase... well, !
want to belong ~ I don't want to be an outsider any sore - a sonster.’

McCoy sailes wanly, his blue eyes very bright. *You're not a sonster, Mariamne, 1f you can bring Spock out of
this... Well, I appreciate you trying.*

Together, we gove out of the office and over to the bed where Spock lies motionless, his life hovering on the
brink, Mow that I‘a about to da this, I fesl strange, lightheaded, ey heart racing madly. Our Nardratan eguivalent of
adrepalin? But I can’t fight - or run. 1've sads ay decision. 1 sit in the chair that McCoy has pulled up to the
bedside, and lean forward. Physical contact isa’t necassary for my people, but sometimes it helps - especially when the
other mind i so far away. Hesitantly, [ take Spock's left hand in both of aine and close sy eyes...

Dark.,. it's so dark... I nearly pull away but I know I sust go on. Surrendaring, I sink slowly down, the little
patch of light above receding and shrinking like daylight at the top of an old tiae mine shaft, An odd thought crosses
ay aindy this is like falling down the weil in the book I read a ot when I was young - "Alice in Wonderiand®, But
thera are no littie cupboards and shelves with maps and jars of sarmalade an the walls of this shaft - nothing but
featuraless blackness.

I try extending sy thoughts ﬂunnnargs. Spock? Spock? I've come to help you. My words come back to ae like
echoes in an eapty space,

Wait! Just then - a sound? Yes, a thought tendril drifting down more slowly than the rest. I reach for it
desperately as someone drawning aight clutch at 3 straw. Spock? SPOCK!

Yes, there it is!
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#ho...? Mbo is it..,? The thought is tinged with pain, forced out by a great effort,
Spock, I'n Mariapne Raesdal; [ was in the landing party with you. ['ve come to help you,
Raesdal? The... Mardratan...?

Oh, so the Captain did find time to tell him about it. As the thought crosses sy wmind, unbidden, I feel Spotk
latch onto it, The Captain,.. HNhere?

¥e - we doa't know, He's wissing - we need your help to find hia. Perhaps the gods will forgive se for saying
that, despite ay own inner conviction, but the Husans always say that shere there’s life, thera's haope, The isportant
thing at the soment is giving Spock both of thase.

Spock, come with 3e...

2

1 feel... our minds drifting together... HNo, there’s still an inpngr kernel of ae but all the outer part - aewory -
that's merging with Spock’s, getting sixed up. [ think he senses sy fear of getting “trapped’ as MeCoy called it,
because he’s reassuring ae, without words. I's calser now... We start to drift upwards, our thoughts intertwined. !
van see hig friendship with the Captain... yes, friendship between two such disparate natures, more alien to each other
than sy peaple to Humans, 1 see the Captain - Jia - as Spock sees his, and understand how petty 1've been, A desp
regret washes over ag...

khat is it?

Ohy nothing...

Somathing happeeed on the planet... [ sust try to rezesber...
Doa't try nom, Spock. First things first, eh?

Brifting up... up... almost lazily, Ii's surprising how easily I pulied him out of it... thought I'd have & rough
tiae... It's almost as if that first tendril of thought wasn't drifting down at all, but aiready coming back wp, to
seet se... No, that is illogical, #e know that... [ know... what? Mhat was it just nox - something - something
important - sust reaember... No, no it wasn’t..., couldn’t have heen, could it...

The light - it's above us naw, coming closer, faster and faster. As we near it, [ sense Spoek pull away, gently
disentangling his aesories from mine. 0Ff course - ['ve seen how experienced he is at aelding with other races..., easy
with practice, right? And this wasn't really a meld, our inneraost thoughts stayed enclosed - private. Just as well,
really, 1 feel ashamed of some of aine,

There's a sudden jolt and 1 candhear noises - the sickbay sounds, people soving quietly about, the hum of
instrunents, a cough in the next room. [ open ay eyes - oww - and shut thes tightly again; the gverhead lighting is
unbearably bright. [ try opening them a fraction, allowing ay mind to adjust to receiving outside stimuli again. My
body feels odd - shapeless like a drass that's two sizes too large - I'11 have to get used to it again, Yes, the
feeling is going away already... draining from me. Heck, I’'s still holding Spock’s hand.

[ lat go fast, reddening with eabarrassaent, and feel his gaze on ae,
"Thank you, Ensign." He moves to sit up but Mcloy is quick to forestall him,
*Ch, no you don’t, Spock. You're staying put till I've checked you out, And, Marianne - go and lie down,®

I's in no wood to argue, feeling tireder by the mpment. Push aysels out of this chair... cose on, one foot then
the other... 1 flop heavily onte the next bed, toe exhausted to get under the covers. Blurrily, [ see the blonde
nureg: this tise, those really are tears on her cheeks - or are they? Just my eyes, I suppose... can hardly... see
straight,.. eyelids so0... heavy...

fwareness again, I'm lying down... where? The ceiling's there, abave me but I've no aemory of opeming sy eyes. !
sove ay head,.. Sickbay. Yes, I resember - ['ve just pulled off the universe’s greatest rescue - well, siight
gxaggeration, maybe. #ng ‘just’? Spock’s bed is eapty: no knowing how long I've bees out. Still, at least one of
them is safe... A pang of grief surprised me then - relax! Phew, what was that? A hangover from Spock’s sesory? Some
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of his apmories of the Captain anywdy - iapressed themseives on ay aind, Brandes warned e that might happen if 1 sver
linked with & non-Mardratan, Previocusly, ay asids were all with her and Mark, Lucky it wasn't a full aeld... still,
she said they should wear away fairly soon - it's only & tesporary effect.

I sit up and instantly ses the blonde nurse, her back to se, at the far end of the room. GShe turns, smiles and
approaches,

“How long have [ been asleep?"

*Forty-eight hours or so, [ think you needed it.”

*Forty-eight - that long? Is Nr. Spock all right now?*

A flicker of - what? Doubt, anxiety? Whatever it was, it crossed her face and was gone, raplaced now by
professional reassurance. *He's fine. Doctor MeCoy discharqed hia shortly sfter you fell asleep, He's been back on

duty ever since,'

1 sit up and pull back the cover, realising as [ do so that I's wearing a night gown. I'sm normally a light
slesper; 1 must have been wall under if they managed to undress me. I feel all right now, nurse, Ean 1 get up?”

*¥e'll have tp see, Doctor McCoy will want to sxamine you first. Mait right here and 1'I1 get hin." As she agves
amay, [ call her back.

"Nurse, I - what's been happening while I've been asiesp? Did they - did they find any trace of what happened to
the Captain and the others?®

"No, they... they've been declared officially dead.”

Nell, I expected it, didn't 17 “Thanks, nurse.®

Waiting for the Doctor, [ turn things over in ay mind, Did Spock find those responsible? Then Mclay enters,
Laoking bright, breezy and professional... so why do I feel he’s concealing soae concern, like the nurse, Maybe it's
because the bags under his eyes look heavier, with fatigue,

I subait passively to the sxamination, waiting for a good soment to guestion his,

*{eil, Marianne, you're in pretty good shape. I reckon you can report for duty.® He nods to the nurse, who leaves
the rooe; presumably to fetch me some clothes, '

"Boctor, I... ] take it we've left Sigea Drionsis IV7°

*Yes, that's so." McCoy half-turns away, suddenly busy with his aedical instruments.

"1 - 1 suppose all possible checks were made - tp trace whoever attacked the Captain?*

McCoy's very bright blue eyes flash up to seet mine, “Do you know sosething ! don't, Marianne?*

"Well.,. no, I - *

*Spock ordered a full sensor sweep of the planet's surface, as well is a 360 deqree scan of that region of space.
They found nathing.* Flatly, McCoy returns to checking the instruments. I can tell he's holding something back: waybe
he didn't think Spock lpoked hard esnough but he’d hardly open up to me - dn Ensign - on that.

*Then there’s... there's no possible doubt about the Captain?*

*Not according to Spock. According to his, the danger to the ship was too great to hang around there any longer.®

*1 see..." 0f coursa, Spack was thers: if he's rasesbered what happened, he's in a hetter position to estimate
the risks, but... 'It's strange though,.. That was a powerful blast but [ wouldn't have thought it powerful enaugh to

affect the shipg...” I's talkipg out loud, aore than anything, [ shrug., *Still, ®r. Spock sust know hest, being on the
spot = *

*Precisely, Ensign.”
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1 nearly jusped a foot off the floor then! I turn quickly and see Wr. Spock himself standing in the doorway,
calsly eyeing us both, his hands clasped casually behind his back, Me€oy's involuntary movesent, instantly checked,
tells me he's just as surprised. We were both so presccupied, we never noticed the door open... I aean, [ think I heard
it but sust have assumed it was the nurse returning. How long has he been there... and what exactly have 1 been
saying? Enough to zmount to insubordination? 1 feel ay face grow hot again - oh, why do [ always have to look so
daaned quilty?

"Sir, l.., 1 thought perhaps I could haip - *

Spock steps into the room, allowing the door to close behind hia. "1 can assure you, Ensign. If there had been
any possibility of the Captain still being alive, I would have resained to continue the search - as the Doctor can
testify from previous occasions.” Here, his eyes seet McCoy's and the Doctor sheepishly nods. “"However, the nature of
the assault upon us was such that there was no chance of that, The Captain was instantly vapourised by a force weapon
of some kind.” McCoy closes his eyes and moves away., "I'a sorry, Doctor,” Spock continues, softly, them returns his
attention to e, "The shock wave which you sensed was directed against me, When I regained consciousness, aomenis
later, our assailant was gons,”

1 f2el a lump in ay throat - but I didn't even know hia really. Spock’s second-hand mesoriss again, [ suppose. |
swallow it, and ask, "But your attacker - what was it?"

"A husanpid femala, He detected no craft in the region, so it would appear that the planet is, after all,
inhabited,"

*But couldn't they have kept the planet between their rraft and the Enterprise? (Or they could have been left there
while their ship went elsewhere - ° '

“Ensign, [ can assure you that every possibility has been tonsidered, Although we could find ao trace of our
assailant, | judged it prudent, in view of her obvious abilities, to withdraw and not endanger the ship's personnel in a
pointless pursuit of vengeance - which the Captain would not have wanted.®

Beside me, McCoy opens his aouth to speak but closes it again., He has lost out on this contest before.

*Full particulars have been transaitted to Starfleet,,. They may wish further investigation to detersine the merit
of your last suggastion, but I suspact they will wish to place the planet off-lisits.”

*Thanks to & strong recomsendation from you,* McCoy puts in. Yes, there is a strong disagreeeent between thea on
this - as I thought earlier. Spock aerely raises an eyebrow.

"8ir,* I persist -~ 1 like sticking my neck out, don’'t 1?7 *I¥ they actually {ive there, how could they have baen
gveriooked before? Oh - unless they have sther powers - ' Ask 2 silly guestion,

*Such as the illusien-creating ability possessed by soae of your people? Yes, Ensign.”
Confused, 1 grope for a way out, Glisser of inspiration - "Maybe your tricorder could help, sir - *

"Unfartunately, when I awoke, it was gone, a5 were the two security guards. Unless the alien took them prisoner,
they were probably vapourised itrying to defend us. [ suspect the latter: ay memory is unclear on some points.”

I sense it's tise to leave... cross-exaaining the First Of#icer - if 1 keep this up, I really wnill have a career to
Look forward to. Probably sweeping the loading bay of an ore carrier, if I'n lucky.

*You way gn, Ensign,"
*Th-thank you, sir.® 1 practically dive past his, breathing a sigh of relief as the door shuts behind se.

Qut in the corrider, I find tha nurse waiting for ae, holding a pile of clothes. ‘l... er, Mr. Spock said you
weran't to be disturbed or I'd have brought them in.*

1 thank her, taking the clothes, and duck into one af the side wards to get changed. Then it strikes se... He
aust have expected me to be 'difficult’ if he didn‘t want any sore witnesses. Perhaps it was to spare me embarrassaent,

Or perhaps - | don't know Spock at all, except for what I've learned of his semories of course, but... Even though
he behaved perfectly norsally, there was something... creepy about his just now.

B
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0h, well, maybe 1'm a xenophobe. Chalk up another sterling quality to me, along with the cynicise and anti-social
tendencies. But that dossn't completely account for it - after all, ] got on pratty well at the Acidemy w»ith an
fndorian - as well as [ can be said to get on with anyone. And i never felt lika this in the presence of one of our
class teachers who was Vulcan, Btrange...

Stupid me. Fancy expecting streamers, balloons and a biy banner saying, *Welcome home Marianne". As far as the
well-oiled machine is concerned, [ haven't done anything more heroic than lie in sickbay for a few days atter a dizzy
spell. Still, it was good of Phil to drop by and see how [ was ~ apparently, he did enquire about se when I was in
sickbay but they told him I was sleeping it off. Anyway, nice to know someone cares.

As for tha teas, things are pretty such ag before, though the Lisutemant keeps giving ae odd looks. Haybe she
thinks 1 shaamed the whole thing to dodga some work - ['a teapted to probe and find out, but that’s counter to ay
training, A sense of ethics is dinned into all Casreem fros the start. [ can see the fusny side of it: she probably
thinks 1'm a skivver and I can’t tell her how heroic and seif-sacrificing I've been.

Midemorning break at last. But, as I's going out the door, the Lisutenant comes across to waylay se. This is
getting to be a habit af hers.

*The nurse told e you have a high psi profile, Ensign,” she sayst nothing like getting to the point. 1 didn't
even realise that any of the nurses knew - and I'w sure they wouldn't breach a confidence like that if they did.
*ppparently, that's why you were affected by the alien., Have you ever had anything befora - preaonitions, that sort of
thing?*

Well, it's obvious her source hasn't told her everything. “I've never had a presonition, Lieutepant.® Weil,
that's true enough: I don’t have any precog inheritance.

“Oh, I just wondered... These things interest ee," she says, seiling tightly. I copy her: God, she's trying to
be friendly! No wonder she seams so odd; it sust be an unnatural strain. Now, now, Mariasne - diseiss these
uncharitable thoughts.

*Let's qo to coffee, shall we?"

1 nod and we leave the room. Over coffee in the nearby rec room, 1 slomly thaw a little in response to her
attempts at chit-chat. At least it's company for 3 change. Then I perk up at sosething she says.

*It's a shame you aissed the memorial service, though: i%f was very moving, Some people broke down.®
"When was that?"

"Oh, the day after we laft the planet - yesterday: it seess like centuries ago,” the Lieutenant smiles
apologetically. *I still can’t believe it. The Captain was so vital, so alive.”

For a soment, 1 think the Lieutenant's going to do some breaking down of her own and rust the sachinery, but then
ghe wipes a hand across her eyes, Then a cheery voice makes se look up. “Hello, Marianne, Lieutenant.®

*Oh, heila, Phil. Want to join us?"

"Love to... That is, if the Liputenant doesn’t aind?* He looks questioningly at her but she shakes her haad.
*No, qo right ahead, I'w getting back to the labs anyway.’

Phil sits as she leaves. *Glad to see you're recovered.”

*Yes,,., 1'a sorry, I should have got word to you. I heard how you asked after ee.*

Phil shrugs, a twinkle in his blue eyes, "As long as you're all right, I don't mind. Hell of a thing though...
They have told vou?®

*About the Captain? Yes, averyome's pretty cut up, I can see. Even the Lisutenant...® I fromn. "Something’s...

something's not quite right though... Phil, run through what happenad for me, will you? Froa when we got back to the
clearing.”
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*Nell,.. Lieutenant Ngame and the others were there, trying to get & f#ix on the Captain and Mr. Spock. And the
Lisutenant was trying tp reach thes on her cossunicator.®

"She said there'd been an accigent, didn't she? [ sean, when she contacted us and told us to get back. How could
she have known that?®

“Oh, 1 asked Ruskin about that afterwards - he was assigned to her.* [ realise he's referring to the Lieutenant’s
security 'shadaw’. ‘*Apparently, she got a call from Mr. Spock, saying the Captain had been injured and she was to tell
sveryone to return to the glade right away.®

I resenber now what the Lieutenant said, But an objection occurs to ae. Wby would he say injured? Unless he
didn’t want to panic peeple... Mo, wait! That would sean - he aust have contacted her before [ feit the psychic shack
wave!® @bruptly, I realise that I've just confessed to being psychic but Phil doesn’t see to have noticed. 4 frown
creases his forehead however, worry dismming that sparkle in his eyes 1 noticed earlier, *Maybe the Captain was injured
at first, then tha woman killed him and attacked Spock.”

I lean forward, keeping ay voice low. As far as I can tell, no one’s attention has been aierted by our
conversation but best to he sure. 'Strange how ha never santioned that, dor't you think?"

*Well... not reaily, That shoek you felt probably affected his sesory. Ordinary shock does that to Humans, atter
all.?

1 nod. Spock did say his memory was unclear... and Phil knows something tor... like the Lieutemant. “Who teld you
[ wag psyehic, Phil?®

*Huh? Oh, I'w not... one of the nurses, [ think.® He looks really blank for a woment, then snaps out of it.
"Yag, it must have been,”

Well, this nurse aust be a real blabbermouth, MeCoy better plug that leak in his departaent on the doubla. Buk
it‘s nice to know that Phil doesn’t seem bothered by se being a little... unusual. There's sosething aore important te
worry abaut now, however. The doubts are still magging at ay mind. *Phil... go on with what you were talling ae,
pleaga.’

"Well... The Lieutenant was organising & search. Then we realised Spock was there. He looked pretty bad - cut
his forshead. 1 guess he sust've fallen against something - *

*that's it'* 1 exclaim, then subside as people look round. Iapatiently, [ wait till they get fed up and go back
to their small talk, then speak guietly to Phil, trying to keep ay excitement under control.

"That's what was hothering me! There was red blood on Spack's shirt. It must’ve been the Captain's,®
B
The expected reaction doesn't cose, Instead, Phil shrugs with a ‘so-what® air. ‘Well, we've already figured that
out. The blocd just confirms it,.." He leans forward too, face creased in sudden consternation, ‘You're not
suggesting that Spock killed thew all, and destroyed their bodies with a phaser, are you? If you are, Harxannl. it
won't wash, It doesn't explain what you felt and full strength phaser blasts would have registered on someona’s
tricorder, even if 1 could beliave it.?

*No, no, of course not, Phil," I hasten to reassure his. °*It’s like you said - the alien woman did it.*

Phil relaxes, grisning with relief. "I sust adeit you had me worried there for a sosent - those two aen were
friends of mine; I wouldn’'t want to think Spock killed thes. And he couldn't have killed the Laptaint if you'd been
here for longer, you'd know that.® He grows more sombre, "I don't think we'd better sention any of this to anyone
else, though. [ wouldn’t want you put on report or transferred under a cloud.”

I shake ay head. "1 won't say a word, Phil, 1 was just being silly, that's all. Forget it.," [ can see ['ve
aanaged to ease his mind, which is a relief: wish I could say the sase for mine. [ glance at my chronoseter. “Hell,
is that the tise? 1 aust get back - the Lisutenant'll feed me to a Berengarian dragon.’

Phil grins as ! stand up. “Are you free this evening?*

*I think so...” What am I taiking about? I'm always frae. ‘'Yes, yes, I ia.°

"Seg you in Ree room six? Liectenant Uhura's giving a concert there.®
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*Love to. About twenty-hundred hours, all right?* He nods and I rush off te face the Lisutenant's ausic.

(Oddly anough, she doesn’'t aven aeation how late back [ am. '6lad to see you're settling in now, Marianne. You
seem to have sade quite a hit with Ensign Surrazy,®

I shrug, shyly. The Lieutenant beams beneficiently - what's got into her? - before turning away to see to the rest
of her tharges. [ settle down to work on the tricorder readings that [ sade during the landing partyy despite ay
anticipation about tenight and the other matters preying on my mind, it's interesting work,.,

The rest of ay shift passes quita quickly, though I still find the odd wosent to consider the puzzling anomalies in
what happened on Bigma Orionsis IV. Despite what [ told Phil, 1‘a still not happy about it. Maybe sveryone else was
too caught up in the tragedy $o query the conflicting sequence of events: perhaps it's taken an cutsider to view it
objectively. 1 just know something's wrong.

Still, I ¢eel better for having made a firm decision. Tonight, after I leave Phil, I'a going to try an

oxperiment, But it'll have to be soaeswhere out of the way... not ey cabin, that's for surs, The observation
gallery...? Shouldn’t be anyone up there late... Ah, here's Phil..,

I yamn surreptiously behind ay hand, but nothing escapes Phil's notices it’s his training. *I guess it is late.”

*1t’s bean nice, though, really nice. Lieutenant Uhura’s a pretty good singer - and asusician,® 1 sip at the last
of sy coffes, and put on ay best “can't keep wy eyes ppen’ impression, though I feel a bit guilty about it,

*] think we'd better call it a day. After all - we've both got work in the sorning,®

[ nod a sleepy agreesent though I've rarely feit less sleepy in ay life. Must e all that ‘adrenalin’., *Ch,
well," [ say, getting up. ‘Better turn in then.®

"Turn in?" Phil looks puzzied.

*0h, sorry, one of ay guaint expressions. We're an odd lot on Praxis Major; very conservative.®

As we head along the corridor to the nearest turbe 1ift, Phil asks, *Shall I walk you 'hose'?"

*No, that's all right, thanks, 1 don't think 1°11 get lost now - I've been here a whole aonth as of today.”

"Really? You should've told aet 1 could have laid on a celebration,®

"o, really, Phil. This has been ay celebration. It's heen really nica.®

The turbno 1i4t halts: it's ay deck.

*1's glad you've enjoved yourself. Well... 1'll aay good night, thes."

*Guad night, Phil, Pleasant dresss.” [ head out into the corridor and walk on is the door closes., Pleasant
dreans - that's what grandes always said as she tucked me up in hed years ago. WNon't be any of thes for ae tonight
though; this will probably take the rest of the ship's ‘night’. As the li#t huss inte life once more, ! stop and look
up and down the corridor te check that it's deserted, Everything looks a little strange in the subdusd lighting. |
know some pecple say it's inefficient to produce an artificial day/night cycle on spaceships, but atter sillions of
years of adapting to alternate darkness and light, it would be even more inefficient in teras of discriented and
disturbed crewaeabers. The 24 hour cycle on the Enterprise is a bit tough on the handful of othar races serving aboard
but it's vice versa on ships where Humans are sisilarly outnuabered, Heck! The way sy aing’s wandering; if's the
pxcitament. Let's get this over and dene with,

Sirce thera's no one about, 1 head back to the lift and wait. Before long, an empty car arrives. ‘“Deck {7.,"

The 1itt deposits me near the ohservation gallery and I otep into its darkened interior, feeling sore confident now
that I've got here unseen. Although the night shift is on duty, they'll be at work elsewhere and two-thirds of the
ship's coaplasent will be asleep - or, at least, in their rooss. Though you can’t get up te such if you're sharing with
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Nareen Hollis. My foosteps echo hollowly as I approach one of the great ports with its breathtaking view of blackness
pinpointed by glaring white, red or blue diasonds. Hard-edged, all of themy there’s no twinkle etfect out here.

I stand at the window, unable to tear ayself away, It's so beautiful. That's why I'# out here, the reason that

do what 1 came here to do, Firstly, I sake ayself as comfortable as | can, cross legged on the flgor. That's right...
relax, let ay arss lie across sy knees, Now, close ay eyes... Concentrate.

It's like a slipping away, really., How else can [ describe it? 1 just... slip away, leave the outside behind:
the hard floor, the hiss of the air conditioning, the subdued humming of the great emgines which you only hear at dead
of night and far away fros people. Soon that's all gone and I'a just ae - Marianne Rassdal - centre of the universe...

1 am the centre and all extends from se, all iife, all thought... esanates from se. [ will stretch out... that's
all | have to do. Just stretch... stretch... and touch a part of se... A part called "Jases Kirk’', Now I draw on my
aemorias of his sind, from the link with Spock...

Distance means nothing now, nothing, Although sy body speeds away from Sigma Jrionsis IV - farther every
sicrosecond - ay aind can reach it. If Jases is thare... or if he is elsewhere,,. I can reach him, 1 can,.. bend... ay
sind through the space between space, like the Enterprise, not really moving in real space when iis warp drive is
gngaged... 80, too, ay aind reaches to James Kirk... takes a short cut...

Kaurs,., Binutes... tiae ceases to be, There is only me... and James Kirk. [f he is alive, [ will reach hia...

faaaa... There! Faint but...

Nho are you? Captain... If it Is you, answer...

¥ho... who are you? (0h, he's szo weak, so faint..,

Never aind, aaswer ae. What Is your name?

Kirk.,. Jawes T, Kirk... Plerse, if you caw... tell,.. tell Spock... not dead...

Khers are vou? Sigma Orionsis I¥?

No... setal walls... Spaceship... L., I think we're... following,

Following? Following the Enterprise?

Yes5.:es

He's ill... What have they been doing... Torturs? Captain, hold on, I will tell the others. Ne'll rescue you.
Just hold on to life.

1 break the contact and drift slowly up to full conscicusness, I knew something was wrong! The Captain still
alive - it was a long shot but it paid off, She... or they, [ think she wasn't alone... They must have planted a false
asaory in Spock’s mind, to convince him the Captain was dead. ALl I don't understand yet is shy, WNhat's their aptive
for all this?

The gentle throb of the ship's engines fills sy head, gradually dimming. At least there are no bright lights
here, But, Sod I's tired, even worse than last time, #What is the tise? I 1ift up ey heavy are, still clumsy with
disassociation. That long? 1t'1l be "sorning’ soon: 1°11 be due on duty. But I'11 have to see McCoy and Spack right
anay -

A fazint sound: a footfall in the darkness behind wme. Someone there! 1 half furn -

Pounding... sy head. What... where am 17 Groaning, who's that groaning... it's oe. Everything's dark... except
for the little lights dancing before ay gyest [ always get those in darkoess, Where am 17 Hard surface under me...
aetal. A gentle vibration soves through it. So I'a still on the ship... or a ship. Let's try an experinent,

*Holla? Anyone thera?"
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Kot the observation gallery:s there’s no echo. Let's iry sitting up. Dlamn! My hands are tied behind ae,.. My
fest are fres, though. Come on, sit up, Marianna.

Done it, MWhat's this... I's leaning against something... not the wall, it feels different. Try touching it... get
ey fingers in the right place... it's qot a straight sdge. Box?

Try to reason. It was nearly ship’s dav... | resesber the chronoseter. Either I've been out a long time - like
atter I helped Spock, or - or {'s in an area they don’t bother to light till it's actually in use.

4 storerooa? {Or a cell on their spaceship?

Well, a storeroom would make sense... Whoever attacked ee would have just had to bundle me in the 1ift and take ae
dawn a few dacks. They probably had to go back on duty if they're on the same shift as se. But why? Why would anyone
attack se... The woman or ong of her cronies? [f they have the ability to teleport? 0f course, there is the first
possibility ~ one of the crem...

O, 0., N0... Fits though, dossn't it? Ever since that link, I've had a feeling... something ['ve forgotten.
Concentrate... | was going downwards, down, till I aet a stray thought drifting down - or was {17 Maybe it was coming
back up. Maybe I was - made - to forget that. If so... Spock’ll be coming back here to get rid of the evidence. Hell,
['ve got to get out of here, fast. Donds first.

No good, can't budge thes - a real professional job. Couldn’t expect anything else, really. Right... what now?
Blunder round in the dark, trying to find the door? He'll have locked it. No, I have to reach someone - call for help
- but who? It'1l have to be a Human; somgone I know, to help the fotus... Fhil? He knows 1°s sort of psychic and
sight be abie to accept it - wait, though. MeCoy! ['ve linked with his before - at the first sedical: only lightly,
to influence him a little, but I know enough to pinpoint him easily.

Come on then: Spock aight be back any aoment. Concentratel

No good, that's just it. [ can't relax, can’'t retreat inside eyselé. But ['ve got to - got -

Calm down. One step at a time. Think - when you #irst learned to distance-link. "Close your eyes, Narianne, and
breathe slowly, deeply...® Grandsa’s voice soothing me, taking me into the trance state... Good... The roos is
sinking away from me. No, it’s se who's sinking... deeper...

Doctor... Doctor Bcloy can you hear me...?

*Daar it, whers did I put thosa tapes... haa?*

Doctor, listen, You must help e,

*Voice in wy head... What the heil - 7

Doctor, it's Harianne Raesdal, Please - help »ef I'w in terrible trouble. 1'% locked io @ store roos.

*Narianne? Where are you?'

In a store roow - 1 don't know where exactly: ['n tied up and it's dark in here, ODoctor, please get we out of
here, It's Spock -

"Spock? I don't understand - *
His nind's been affected - whoever attacked him, And the Captain's alive -
"What? Jim - *

Doctor, please, Alert security, find #r. Spock aed get 3e out of here/ 1 break contact and start to ease myselt
to sy feet, Maybe I can find something in here that will wear amdy the cords.

Too late! A gliamer of light jabbing through the darkness. The door’s opening. Quick, down on the floor again.
Got to act uncoascious, stall for time...

Light floods the room, red behind ay closed eyelids, [ can hear foutfalls. Mait, they've stopped, It's all 1 can
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do not to open ay eyes and look...

*Get up!® 1It's Spock’s veice but harsh, distorted. Urgh - pain. [ roll away, curled in & ball, shielding ay
ribs, He kicked me -

*] said, get up!” A powerful hand grips ay upper arm, hauling se to sy feet. Eroaning, I stand, held up by
Spack’s hand. After a few noments, [ manage to straighten up to look at him, gritting ay teeth agaiast the pain.

Oh, no, he’'s cospletely sad: that's nothing rational looking out of his eyes. What is it though - the creature or
woman or whatever it was, He smiles cruelly; 1 try ta pull amay.

*You're a little too curious, Ensign. We don’t like that.®

*wh~who are you?* Got to keep it - thea? - talking,

*We ¢o not choose to answer, except to say that we are powerful beings of superior intellect. [b's a pity that we
have to destraoy you - after all, you're the only other sentient being on this ship., But you could never be controiled
for long, so..." Before ] can react, ! see Spock’s hand come up -

Aaagh! 1 slide down the wall, groaning, Thers's blood in ay aouth -I think one of my teeth has come loose. And
that was just a slap... 1 cringe into the corner, trying to get away as Spock comes toward se, grioning. Yes, Ensign,
3 great pity - "

*Please! 1 - [ don't understand - Explain, Perhaps we can cose to sose arrangesent - *

*I doubt it." But whatever's controlling Spock halts hiwm

*You know I:l telepathic - more [ike you than these Husans, You know from sy link with Spock that [ don't fit in
here - that 1'a not accepted.’

*Your peoplie do not interest us,”

"But why are you doing this? 1 sean - why take over Spock, why kill the Captain -* That last was a risks I'nm
hoping thay don't know I actually reached hia.

"It amuses us.’

That voice - 3o full of gloating... It chills me. Shakily, [ stand up, trying %o ignore the bruises that sake
each sovement agony., [ have to support ayself against the wall; I'w afraid I'Il fall down again if 1 step away froa
it, "Amuses you? How?*

"These creatures - Husans - are beneath cur contempt. Thay are psi-npull - like animals.® He ssirks. “Beneath
animals: even the beasts on our world have sose vestige of ability.”

Qur worid... 1 didn't sense any telepathic emanations frowm the animals on Sigma Orionsis V. Maybe ay guess was
right: especially since 'Spock’ discountad it. “H-how do you account for their technological achisvesents, then? All
this - the ship - everything.®

"Thay have a certain animal intelligence - nothing more. It sakes thes mgre entertaining to destroy.*

Cose on Doctor, where are you. *Is that what you're going ta do - dastroy thea?'

*Oh, only a few, We shall pick them off, one by one, and enjoy their growing terror. fnd all the tise, they will
he unaware that their destroyer will be the sost trusted among thes.” ‘'Spock’ chuckles. “Your death will have to be
the first - a pity, since we had planneg otherwiss,”

*h-what ware you going to do then?*

"We hava aiready planted the seed so that shen Humans were found, sind-clain, you would have heen blamed. It would

have been a sost asusing scenario.” 8o that's ity a nurse dida’t tell Phil and the Lisutenant about ae - ‘Spotk’ did,
and suitably adjusted their ainds. It hadn’t worked sc well on Phil: I resesber his hesitation. fs [ puzzle it over,

] see Spock’s face blank gut « what - ?
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HATE... MALICE... GLOATING EVIL... Mo, it's like a sallet... pounding... Abruptly, the pressure ceases, |
collapse in the corner, leaning sy head on Ay knees. It - they - attacked se but couldn't get through ay barriers. |
logk up and sme Spock's face twist in thwarted rage. *Well, no satter. A more primitive method is called for..." Spock
sdvances, His hands reach puf toward ae, crooked into claws,

*N-na, keep eway. No!* He only sailes... I can’'t even fight back with ay hands tied - wait! A weapon -

Picture it! My aind like & spear - visualise it, sharp - needle-thin - push it at Spoek - push it!

Done it! He's falling back, hands clutched to head. Push again - through hia to her/it. (h no, what have I
done? Screaming, he drops to his knees, fage contorted in terror. My attack dissipates as [ lose concentration but
it’s too late anyway. *Spock... Spock, are you - * The door swishes open.

"Marianne!® McCoy is first through the door. He stops as he takes in the scense,

*Doctor!*®

"What in - * As the security guards lunge through the door behind him, I recognise Phil as the first. He hurries
aver to me iasediately, and hegins to untie my wrists. [ nearly fall into his aras - sy legs have given way. Reaction,
I expect,

*Phil, oh - * We both look over at McCoy, who is bending over Spock. The Vultan is still on his knees, hunched
aver, face in his hands. As McCoy gently lays 3 hand on his shoulder and speaks his name, he keels over and lies like s
puppet robbed of animation. [ totier forward, Phil hovering at sy elbow. ‘*Doctor, is he - M

"Re’'s alive - barely." The Doctor looks up at ae, doubt in his eyes, [ have to quell that - guickly.

*1 can axplain everything - in sickbay.®

"Yes, yes of course,” McCoy signals the other iwo security guards to pick up the limp body, then we file outside,
Phil giving mp a hand. Some more security men run up and halt at the sight of Spock. HeCoy addresses one of them:

‘Better call ofé the search, Lisutenant.” The aan neds, still looking at Spock them, frowning, turns away to a wall
intercoa.

I sit back, mentally and physically drained. *Then you came in,.. That's it.*

MeCoy gets up fros the desk and paces, alaost to the door, then comes back and hitches his hip onto the corner of
his desk, frowning down at me. *I find this bard to believe, Marianne. Jiwm... still alive?”

*{ know... but he's in great danger. Whoever - or whatever’s holding hia priscner - they look on Humans as
playthings, something to torture for their own sadistic asusesent.® I rub at my neck: it's tense, and [ can feel the
beginnings of a headache settling in above ay eyes, ‘“Khen I hit back at thes, they... they did something to Spock.
Withdrew, aaybe.'

*And now he's like before. MNothing works, not aven our sost powerful stimulants. He's dying bafore sy eyes again
and I can only watzh it,*

He rubs a hand across his eves and [ can see the frustration and anxiety. He looks at ae. “Lan you do anything
far hie?®

T sighs 1'd heen hoping he wouldn't ask. "1 don't know, Doctor. Mayhe they prograssed him fp die as soon as they
withdres. (r saybe they're still in there..."

"But you pullad him out of it before, Ensign - "

"No, [ only thought I did, Spock was already coming cut of it by then. He sade se forget sy doubls - I reslise
that now. It was too easy.*®

"But can't you 4o it for real?”

"Doctor, you just don’'t know what you're asking, I think he really is dying, this time. If I get stuck, I go with
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hism, 1've never brought soeepne back out of that « *

¥cloy's voice is gently persuasive, “You contacted the Captain over Lord knows how many light years. With
strength like that, it shouidn’t be a probies.”

I shake my head, then wince at the pain in it. “That was an extension of a technique I's trained in - that I've
practiced since [ was a kid, This is new. [ just... I can’t be sure that I'd even pull out of it, let alone bring
Spock with se.”

*Ensign, if you don't try, you said it yourself - Spock will die. You're his only chance!™ The Doctor's blue gyes
ara fierce for a moment, then he subsides, turning away. “"No, I shouldn't expect it - I'm asking too auch. If only Jia
Kirk was here - he's pulled Spock out of worse than this.®

I qet up, too edgy to sit still, and go to the door. *Doctor, I'm not refusing; I - well, I's scared, if you must
know,

"Marianne, it's too dangerous. Forget it; we'll try sosething else. There must be sosething ['ve overlooked.’

1 go out into the next roon. The blonde nurse - Christine, she said her nase was - sits by Spock’s bedside, her
attention on the panel above. She lets go of his hand, self consciously, as I enter, and sailes. | smile back,
wondering what to do. Now that we're heading hack to the planet, hoping that the aliens will boit back there, perhaps
we aay get the Captain back in time., Perhaps it's as the Doctor said - he could bring Spock back. But he’s ill too,
and there's too aany uncertainties. The aliens say have headed for their own world... though I don't think they've
given up completely. This ship would be a rich prize for them and I don't think they'll be able to resist setting a
trap for us.

I cross to the bedside, and Christine vacates the seat for se. Thanking her [ sit, studying Spock’s pale face. My
tiredness sits heavily on ay shaulders and ay head aches, though the Dactor told me I should suffer no lasting effect
$ros that hiow on the head, I could wait till {'s rested - but is that an excuse to put this off?

Hell, he jooks dead already. Just a slight rise and fall of his chest to show he's still hanging on. [ reach out
and grasp his hand like hefore, closing #y eyes.

*Sarianne, wait!® I hear McCoy’s shout but everything is falling away -

Darkness. Absolute and for ever. Nothing lives bere, nothing moves, Silence, I sink further down. Wait, a
auraur. A woaan's voice, whispering, "Die... die... die..." As [ sink still further, it grows louder, like & recording
in its mindlags repetition; perhaps that's what it is. Why should she bother to hang around, atter all, if she's put
him on auto destruct?

Jown... down,.. Seess like I've been here for ever. It's cold, espty, like the space between the warsth and
friendliness of the isiand galaxies. Hothing... no sign of life... Everything: the logic, the memories - it all lies
like dusty books on shelves in a forgotten library, All the life that animatsd it has gone.

The deepest levels, The region of the subconscious. Even this seeas empty; Spock's consciousness has ebbed away
past this level - No, I can see a red glow below ae, Spock? A figure - an image of his physical fors, bound by chains
to a wall. He sags lisply as if dead, As I drift down and settle by him, I see the sweat that beads his forehead. As
1 approach, they open and I see the pain of black despair. 'Bpock...”

"Leave... a... Die... aust die...*

*No! Live - break the chaing!®

*Teas cannot...”

I stretch out ay hands - | have hands here? - and touch the chains, Adasantine... 1 could never break thes,
*Spock, you aust, You aust live - don't give thes the satisfaction of your death.®

*Too weak,,,*

1 grab the chains and pull - hard, The heavy links dig into ay fingers, hurting them, Coee on - again, again,
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Useless, I sag against the wall, defeat like a bitterness in sy south, WMait though - what about my other weapon?
Concentrate -

The sharp pointed lance stabs out from me - this tise actually visible, as a needle-fine ray of light, [t touches
the chains - thay shatter, fall away! GSpock tips forward, too weak to stand, I can't support hiap he's too heavy, |
grasp him by the arm. *Spock, come with me,* #ith a great effort, he raises his head, then forces hiaself to his fest
with some help from se, Together, we float upwards.

g, up, Dur physical-seeaing foras blurring into a shapeless cloud, Now we are pure aind once more - and this
time, there is no kernel of thought separate #roa the rost to hide the woman’s prograssing., [ can see averything,
now.., how they sade him believe the Captain dead, how they subtly controlled him so that he would resain hisself except
for his chedience to certain orders, And, finally, how they activatad his, suppressing his own parsonality seo that he
becase purely a tool. & tool for one of them - the strongest, I can see that asuch; at least, the strongest
telepathically. They have other talents, too.

The light is ciose abaove our heads now. We rush toward it, then break the surface, This time, as | reach my hody,
[ feel the world around se swaying, Much worse than last tise,..

*H-he'll be all right now, Doctor = * [ disentangle ay hard from Spock’'s, begin to rise,

*Marianne!" Sirong hands catch ae -

What... what happened? Urgh, sy head... That's better, it's sasing. I's starting to resember. Sickbay... ves,
I'a hack ip sickbay. Sit up... Oh, darm, I'a as weak as a kitten, Can only sove ey head... Hey, that's Spock sitting
up in the next bed, Bood, he's all right, then...

Ham... that's better; the headache's gone. My head feels clearer too, The next bed is espty - wonder how many
hours !'ve been out this time? McCoy - looking reliaved - crosses to sy bedside. “Doctor... where's Mr. Spack?
What..."

“Just take it easy, Marianne, And dop't worry about Spock, You get some rest,’

*But the Captain - *

“We'ra still on our way back to Sigma Orionsis. Should be there in a few hours,®

*But the Captain’'s not there! They're helding him on their ship - *

“Hold on a mpsent there, Marianne. Spock thinks it's likely that they headed straight back there as socen as they
knew you'd saved himy it's the nearest planet and - °

*But why shouldn’t they have headed straight back to their own planet? 1f they return to Sigea Orionsis, we'll
have thes outgunned,®

*Well, Spock’s got a better idea of their mentality than anyone - except you, possibly - and he reckens they won't
give up this easily." :

I nod, remesbering that I'd thought of that earlier. *He could be right at thats thay’'ve still got the Captain as
hostage and might think they could delay the ship there long enough for reinforcesents to arrive.' 1 push those worries
to the back of sy mind. “#Aw 1 well enough to get up aow, Doctor?*

"That's what I's here to find out, But I don't want you going back on duty just yet, in any case.’

As I swing sy legs off the diagnostic couch abeut ten minutes later, I look questioningly at the doctor,

*Reil, you're it engugh to be out of bed, Marianne, But 1'd still like %o keep you under observation for a day or

s0; you've had & pretty hectic time.” I seile and nod. *1f you go with Nurse Chapel, she'll get you something to
wear,*
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fs I'a changing into the coafortable tunic and trousers - borrowed from one of the other nurses, I suppose, since
I's too skinny to fill out Christine’'s clothes - she begins, hesitantly, *I's glad you're feeling better. 1 - I'd just
like to say, I da - do appreciate what you've done for Spock.?

I look up, see her earnest face, and smile to lighten the soment. “That's all right, Chris. But, thanks, I was
just pleased to be able to help.” I carry on dressing: this provides food for theught, though. I didn’t imagine those
tears on her cheeks, did I7 Sosething I never considered, what with all this business, that someone might actually love
Spock. Though 1 imagine he's guite a nice person when ha’s not frying to kill you, The Captain’s certainly fond of
his.

I sit down on the nearest bed. *I suppose it's just a case of waiting nﬁu - till we get to the planet, ! oeap,’

*The Doctor said that the Captain’s still alive, That you found that out.®

"Yes, but... well, he's weak, injured... and [ think they;d been torturing his - probably aentally.”

“Like the way they contruiled Spock? It's horribla, Why should they do all this?"

"Well, according to the one I spoke to, it's because they enjoy it. They see us as... as the lowest fors of anisal
life, [ suppose - fair gase for whataver they want to do to us." [ see the worry in her eyes. “Look, try not to think

about it. They won't control Spock again, 1's sure.” 1's rewarded with a tentative saile. "I think I'Il get sose rest
now ~ 1 want to be in good fors for when we reach the planet,®

Dozing on the hed, I hear voices in the outer room and reluctantly force myself awake. As [ sit up, Spock and
NcCoy enter.

"We are now in orbit around Sigma Orionsis IV,* Spock states without preasble, “As [ surmised, the alien craft is
currently in orbit, though there are no lifeforss aboard. If seess probable that they are on the surface, probably in
the area in shich we first encountered thes.”

1 blink, trying to take all this in.

*It will be sunrise in that region in one point zerp three hours. [ plan to beam down with a security teas and
endeavour to locate the Captain.®

*And, er... You want to know if I'1l volunteer?”

*Marianne,” #cloy puts in, an anxious expression in his eyes. “After what you've been through, physically you're
fine but it's your psyechic ability that I's worried about,"

"It's been taxed, 1°11 admit but... well, I think I'sn up to it. #nd if | don't go... They could do the sase thing
all aver again.* [ start to cliab out of bed. My sental shields sees to be too strong for thes but anyone alse -
Well, [ don't think our chances of beating them will be very good if I don’t ge.? '

“Twenty-eight point five two percent to be exact - rising to a seventy-one point five percent succass rate when you
are added to the landing party.”

I realise that [ must look pretty stupid with sy south hanging open and shut %3 well, 1 already knew Vulcans were
very literal minded and mathematical geniuses. McCoy's frowning but he makes no further objection: he knaws as well as
[ do that I have to go.

Now comes the worst bit of all: the waiting. At least Spock can #i11 in the time with praparations but I have to
sit here trying not to bite ay nails, Twiddling ay thumbs is what I've eventually sattled for. Oh, I can’t just sit
kere... Now I's wearing away the floor with pacing. Then the door openss it's McCoy., *Tise to beaw down, Mariamne.®

I practically race through the door, thes halt, anxiously, *Oh, darn, [ didn’t change into ay unifors - * [ stop,
realising what a stupid resark that was. Nerves. I grin - inanely, I'm sure - at the Doctor, who wishes se good luck
then I's out into the corridor and running for the transporter roos.

As I enter, ] see four security quards: one of thes i3 Phil. [ hurry over. “Philf What are you doing here?®
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“Woll, they asked for volunteers - I got lucky,” He frowns. *! thought this was security personnel only?®
*I - | can black out these people’s sind probes, Phil, That's why I'm needed,'

*So, even if the rest of us go under, you won'i be affected? Well, I see the sense of that but... ['d rather you
weren't on this assignaent.'

Coming from amyone else, I'd have taken that as a slur on my training and abilities. But I realise Phil's just
concerned for ay welfare, "I could say the same about you, Phil. But thanks for coming.®

He shrugs, seiles, "When Spock fold us the faptain’s still alive - well, the chance to get him back and to hive a
crack at whatever killed José and Framz - I don't know anyone who didn't volunteer,® He glances at ay non-regulation
sutfit; seess to see it for the first tiee. *Hey, have you got a phaser? No? #ait right there." He disappears out
. of the door at a run. ! wait anxiously but Spock hasn't shown up; there sust be some kind of last moment hitch, Phil
runs back through the door and hands me & phaser. "Here. Have that ready to stus the rest of us if we start acting
funny = I wouldn't want anything to happen to you.”

I take it, grinning like 2 fool and feeling ayself blush. ‘*Thanks - I weuldn't want that either.”

Everyone snaps to attention as Spock enters, accompanied by McCoy who has a determined and triusphant gleas in his
gye. 5o that's the reason for the delay: he sust have baen over-riding Spock’s objections to his coming along. 0Of
course; the Captain’s a friend of his, tpo. At last we can step onto the pad and take our places. Butterflies are
holding a convention in wy stomach.

*Energise!”

Lonscious thought has returned, [ look about, the phaser gripped tightly in ay hand. The air's fresh and fragrant
like before, the grass underfoot is wet with dew and the sunlight is filtering through the leaves to our right but I's
too tense to enjoy all this like I did last time. The hua of a tricorder fills the clearing.

"Getting anything, Spock?” Mcloy asks.

*Negative, Doctor. Ensign?”

I realise he aeans e and cautiously open a tiny chink in ay mental barriers. HNothing... All right, let's try a
probe... Still nothing, Reach out - what - quick?! Glas! The gap shuts 5 a furious weight flies in and crashes
against ay shields.

"Mariaznne! Marianne, are you all right?"

Phil‘s holding ae up. [ recover and gently pull away, 'Yes - they're here. They were ready - * [ look at
Spock. "You were right, sir; they've been expecting us.”

*Did you manage to obtain a directional fix?*

*Gver there,* 1 point, a little shakily. *Would that be... the same direction as the place where they attacked
you?*

Spock nods. Cautiously, we all cross the clearing and move off through the bushes.

*Sir, we'll have to keep a look out for more conventional weapons, tos,* I say tentatively. 'The Captain sust have
haen injured when you {found him ~ there was blood on yoyr shirt,”

*Affirsative, Ensign. Unfartunately, I have no eemory of the accurence.”

Quigtly, without speaking, we continue on. I's scared, 1 must adeit - dead scared. This woman and her associates
could be influencing the others even now, Maybe they're registering on the tricorders but the others can’t see thes, I
glance at 8pock's tricorder; no, I can't see any readings, either. What could it be - some type of illusion control?
Tao many factors to worry about - wait, a reading, behind us!

*Down! They're teieporters!®
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Even as the others react to ay yell, there's a scream of pain, [ roll over onto ay elbow, phaser in hand, There
she is! Long dark hair - a dark green cne-piece garment. But her face - split by a grin of savage exultation, Other
phaser beass stab out - the security teas's quicker than me - but they intersect at empty air. We scrasble to our feet,
looking around. McCoy kneels quickly by the fallen man - his hair's blond. I feel sick, seeing that, but - Phil’s
besida me. He's all right! A long bladed knife protrudes fros the other man’s back. NcCoy stands, meeting Spock’s
questioning gaze, and shakes his head regretfully. The First Officer produces his cosmunicator. As be finishes
speaking, the body dissolves in the transporter etfect.

"Ensign?*

I pull mysel together. “They can teleport, sir. 1 - [ don’t know how she didn't register on the tricorder
though. Either she was out of range then or - but  didn’t think the attack she aised at me came fros very far off. 1
think they sight have illusory ability of soee kind,*

"No sign of them now?* McCoy asks Spock, who is checking his tricorder,

*Negative. 1 suggest we continue o our original bearing.®

Nervous as hell, I walk on with the others, occasionally glancing back at the security gquards. What we really need
here is a team from Mardrata-va. That wosan and her friends are plaving cat and mpuse with us - she could e
influencing the others at this very moment and I can't risk a probe to find out.

A clearing opens nut before us. Suspiciously, we halt: there’s an air of tension as if sosething is going to
happen. B hiss of displaced air to our left - two figures. The woman - and a young man, aimost a boy, golden haired
and wearing a garaent like hers, but brown, Both smile - nastily, gleatingly.

b try of alarm, The phaser’'s being tugged froa ay hand - hut no one's there. | swing round; see the others
struggling like me. One phaser rips free, flies up and swings round in sid-air. A beam stabs out: a guard falls, |
turn back and launch a mind probe - a combined barrier aeets it, checks it, Beams of energy wildly dart out at the
bushes or into the air as we fight to control our plunging phasers.

"Together, we outwatch you, girl,® the woman says. The phaser in ay hand is struggling like a live thing, Beside
ae, Phil lunges forward, reaching for the figures with bare hands. He screass - collapses - writhes - the woman laughs.

Philt* 1 start forward then - nothing in ay sind but - Xill! KILL!

The boy‘s face distorts in surprised agony. He screass shrilly, and drops like a cruspled rag doll. The free
phaser above us falls heavily like a stone; these in our hands cease to puil on thea.

The boy's telskinetic!

Kiric! A sental cry of anguish that reverberates against ay barriers. The woman kneels, cradling the boy in her
aras, then looks up at me with such surderous hate - The fury that had possessed me and is only now subsiding, abruptly
cocis, leaving a chill fear, Then they both vanish with a pop of inrushing air,

! run forward and bend over Phil who is already sitting up, rubbing his head. *Gad, what happened? It was agony - *

*Mind probe, Phil. You were lucky."

"The Ensign made a counter attack.” Spock joins us. *A Little unfortunate that you did not do so earlier.”

Flushing, I straighten up. °*I did, sir, but I couldn't get through their combined shield. Khen - when they
attacked Ensign Surrey it - well, I got so sad it strengthened wy attack. I - * [ can't meet his eyes, I have to look
away., 1 think I killed that boy.* #e both know what that way eean for the Captain,

#eCoy calls Spock back. “Barrows is all right, Spock. Lucky for him, that ghaser was on stun.”

Spock's comsunicater trills abruptly, *Hr. Spock, the alien craft is leaving orbit."

“Have you located the Captain aboard?

"Negative, sir. All life form readings are erratic - we canna pin thea domn,®
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“8ix to beam up, Mr., Scott. And place a tractor heam on that ship.®

Un board, the medical team is waiting as hefore; to speed the Captain to sickbay, we'd hoped, but that's not to be
yet ~ and will it ever be? To kill with the aind - the worse thing a Casreea can dn, the sorst crise. dhat excuse to
say [ was not in my right aind? And what will that woman do to the Captain now? ['ve let thew all down - Spock, McCoy,
BVEryana.

No time to brood now, though. Even zs McCoy and his staff spirit away the unconscious Barrows, and Phil, for a
check up, Spack tersely orders se o accompany his. [ almost have to run to keep up as he marches away to the turbe
litt,

As the doors open on the bridge, I get ay first look at it - a hive of efficient activitw, The large viewscreen
shows the tiny craft - it's sleek and spartan, carrying no identification earks. “Have you tried hailing them, ¥r,
Scott?"

*Aye, sir, but there's nary 3 response.”

I wait to one side, forgotten, while Spock takes over the sensors. After a few moments, he coaments, “Despite the
tonfusion of lite forw readings, it shouid be passible to beam aboard.®

Scott looks worriediy from Spock to the main screan and back again, but obviously knows hetier tham to argue.
Spock turns to me, “Would you accospany me, Ensign Raesdal?®

What can ! do but nod?

We head down to the transporter roos again, Spock keeping his thoughts very much to himseif. No extra volunteers
this time - fewer people to get killed. As we enter the transporter room, Spock goes to the wall intercos. “Spock to
bridge, Tell Doctor Mcloy to have an amergency aedical team standing by for our return.® For a somant [ wonder - is he
so edgy that he forgot that when we were on the bridge? No - he breaks contact hefore Lieutepant Uhura can fully
acknowledge the order - he doesn't want to give Mc€oy a chance to talk hisself onto this trip, We both step muickly
into positions I check that the phaser I'a still holding is set on stun, 1 don’t want to have to kill again...

The hold materialises around us - gloomy, unfamiliar. Spock soves quietly o the door before sy eyes have had a
thance to accustom thesselves to the low lighting: then I notice the heavy chains attached to the walls, draped across
long benches ranged in front of thes. This must be where they keep the 'cargo’. Spock siidaes back the door and [ join
hiss Qutside, a narros corridor with rounded ceiling is also dialy 1it. The whine of straining engines comes to us -
she sust be attempting to break free of the fractor beam! Dossn't she realise that the stPain will blow her engines?
3pack soves stealthily off aiong the corridor so I follow.

The engine whing dies a little as we go toward the howy now [ can hear voices. Spock presumably heard thes
garlier,

*¥hen we reach sy home, you will wish 1 had killed you.® The woman's voice!

"Please... give up now, before it’s toc late. You can't Break free of the tractor beas - you'll only destroy this
ship.” The voice is weak but recognisably the Captain's. I glance syspathetically at the Vulcan but his face is stony,

*I will not be defeated by animals!" Ghe squnds near breaking point.

Spock maves quietly onward and [ follow, tip-toeing. W®hen we finally halt, it's at the edge of an open hatchway.
Through it, we can see panels with tell-tales glinting on and off; warning lights probably. But the Captain and the
woman can't be seen fros this angle.

"We'll wring you dry!® I jusp nearlys her voice was so close! But she's talking to the Captain - still unaware
of us. "Every fact about your Federation. When sy pecple are finished, you will 98 an aapty husk - less than an
anisal, We shall destroy your Federation,®

*Shy? Ne're not anisals, we're peopls lika yourselves, Hhy not join us instead?®
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*Join you! 1 know about your other races from your mind and the Vulcan’s. Most of thes are psi-null by our
standards. Only his race - and the ones who shared your planet - have any ability at all. Ne are infinitely superior
to all of you."

1§ that is so, why are you afraid to fal} into our hands? Your asbush didn't work - the boy's dead - * His voice
breaks off into harsh, choking breathing - she’s suffocating his! GSpock's hand on ay ars sakes ae realise 1°d been
ghout to step through the hatchway,

"Wwhy don't you coae in, Ar. Spock??
That voice freezes ay blood, 1 watch Spock obey - he aust be under her control again.

*Spock...* There’s a note of despair in the Captain's voice. So she released hia -~ maybe she has to concentrate
on one at a time?

*No brave army at your back, this tise? No, they'd be too vulnerable to sy persuasion.™ A probe touches ay mind
shield and recoils. "But you'va brought one coepanion. Do come and join us, girl.*

My heart’'s in sy bopts. [ step out from concealment, are down by my side, to try and hide ay phaser. The woman is
standing by what logks like the ship's navigation console, & gun of unfamiliar design in her hand and pointad straight
at the Captain's head. He lies back in a swivel chair which has been turned round to face us, his skin flushed with
fever, his eyes sunken, and the skin around thes dark. A pang of shock goes through ae; how thin he is - he's lost a
lot of weight since [ last saw him, bronzed and healthy. How long ago was that - ahout six, seven days? Seems like
YEArs,

The woman stares at me, hatred in her dark eyes. Close up, she's about thirty years old, not beautiful but
striking nevertheless. Lines around her south show she smiles a Iet - but 1've seen one of those smiles. The ssilae of
eoseons who gloats in the pain and suffering of others. Spock is standing to her left, his face ispassive, and behind
him is another high~backed chair, alsoc turned round toward ae. This one holds i fair hairsd boy in & brown jumpsuit,
his eyes closed. He looks asleep bub I know he's dead.

*Your handiwork.® She speaks calaiy enough but her eyes radiate death., Somehow ! find ay own voice.
*1 never meant to kill his - please, believe that."

*No? Yoi sent such a kill-probe that even sy strength couldn't block it. Your mistake, though. You sight have
handled Kiric - he was young, inexperienced. But you've got me instead. Whatever raw strength you have, you're stiil a
priaitive - and ['s not a youth on ay first collection survey,'

1 shake ay head, feeling a lump in sy throat. *{ was just trying to stop you - you were hurting a friend - sayhe
killing him - *

*S0 - you can't even control your own abilities? You are a primitive.*

I bite back a retort. However I compare to her people, I's still young by the standards of sire; [ don't have all
the rafinements. And kill probes are totally alien to ocur way of thinking: we have no experience of such a thing,
Still, sy ‘prisitive’ skills have been squal to her experience, so far. "You talk of killing but what about you? What
did you do to the twg guards who were with Spock and the Captain? And why have you tortured his? You're just a
sadist - *

" asuse ourselves, that's all. You interrupted a collection survey - we decided to teach you a lesson. Then we
laarneg about the ship - the large nusber of speciamens. A new, untapped source.”

*What do you aean - collection survey?"

The woman seirks at ay chbvious stupidity. *1 have explained already; we reguire psi-nulls for our amusesents. My
brother and I were assignad this systea. Them your party arrived - an inconvenience - but one which we decided had
possibilities. Two of us alone could net effect mass mind control, however.®

*So you took Spock over - programsed him - you've told me that already, ®hat did you hope to gaip - even if Speck
had fixed navigation we'd have fought hie - fought you. Why didn’t you rum back to your own planet when you knew you'd
loat?" :
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*Surely you can work that out for yourself? Since you uncavered our tool, we had to change our plan. He could no
longer adjust the navigation computer as we had planned: but we knew you would cose looking for the Captain, And we
have already contacted cur people - reinforcements will already be on their way." She smiles crueily, “So you see - we
have not lost, Our only misfortune was in not destraying yougy [ see that nos. [f Spock had killed you when he found
you on the ohservation gallery, sy brother would still be alive."

Lucky for se that they had to bring their ‘amusesents’ into everything. But maybe [ can shake her poise. “What
did you think I was doing?”

"Deing? Trying to reach the Captain - you were in deep trance - °
*I dig reach his.?
*$hat? No, impossible. Even I couldn't reach a psi-null over that distance without previous bonding.”

] imagine she seans ‘bonding’ differently from the way others - Vulcans, for instance - would., She aeans tying
another's will to hers in complete slavery, *1 did it, priaitive or not,”

You lia,"
"No, she's telling the truth - she did reach me.”
tSilence’® the woman's face is distorted by fury, She turns on Kirk.

Spock leaps across the control room, knocking her into the console with bruising force. For @ sement, I just stand
here, stupified, watching the struggie. Then I realisze - when Spock saved out of hiding, he sust have done so of his
gin free will, knowing she had the Captain at her mercy. His barriers are strongt she only caught him last tise
because he aust have been shocked to find the Captain injured -~ a soment off his guard is all it would have taken.

[ dive forward, then - duck! A wild blast of the woman's pistol just took out a section of wall benind ae - not
the outer hull, luckily for us, 1 get an ars round the Captain’s shoulder - help him out of the chair. If he hadn't
lost weight, I don't know if I could have moved his, He clutches his ribs, groaning but keeps pace as 1 take hia toward
the door, “Spock..."

*Captain, 1'1] get you to safety, first," [ reach for the cossupicator on my belt, then freeze - I'a not in
unifors. No coseunicator! Then I realise I can hear the warble of Spock's: the ship's trying to get through.
“Captain, hang on to this - " I leave hin by the door, find that Speck's subdued the woman. He has her aras twisted
behind her as he {lips open the box.

"Spock here.*

"Thank guidness, Spock. Yon ship's about to blow - the readings have only just stabilised, We're ready to bean
you aboard.*

*Do so, Mr. Stott - we have the Captain.® Ha sotions me with his eyes to return and help the Captain. @s I do sa,
I hear 2 'pop’ behind me - then the wosan's in front of us, She teleported right out of his hands!

*Die!" Sha peints Spock's phaser at us; | sense hinm leap toward us, But he's too late - Urgh!

1's slassed into the outer hull, cushioning tha Captain’s fall. Ancther explosion shakes the control room. |
can't sove; sy arms and legs are tangled up with those of the others, The woman shot ug - didn't she? No, it must
have heen - the engines!

# sparkling begins around us. We're tramsporting -

fs tha transporter roos aaterialises around us, McCoy rushes forward. “Jia!® Huickly, he and the other sedics
gently pick up the Captain and lay him on the aedical trolly, He's sesi-comscious - just apaning Spock’'s nase aver and
gver. [ hope he hasn’t been badly hurt in the blast just mow. 1 look round; Spock's looking a little shaken. The
woman's behind me - | start to cry a waraing, then realise that she hasn’t got the phaser: aust have dropped it. Blood
- red, like my own - snakes down one side of her face from an ugly looking gash on her tesple. She gazes round,
seesingly dazed, then suddenly rsalises where she is.
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“No... Kiric ~ !

he disappearad!

*Spock, the wosan - she’s gong - *

Spock picks hiasel up and weaves around NcCoy and the bewildered medical staff who are just wheeling the Captain
out of the room. He reaches the controls and takes them from the Lisutenant on duty. I hurriedly scraable off the pad
and join him, I can see from the way he's switching and re-routing that he's having trouble.

“That's how it was until 2 soment ago, sir,” the Lieutenant is saying., ‘Mo clear reading."

"Spock, it must be her! She’s got the power of {llusion creation hut if we concentrate - *

"Yeg," Spock ceases to manipulate the controls and closes his eyes, I try it ayself: after all, Casrees can
sowetises see through Titheniél illusions. They don’t exactly work on the same frequenty as telepathic sendings which
is why Tithoniél can't transmit their thoughts, though they can aake whole groups of people perceive sosething that
isn't really there. 0Or fail to perceive something that is - like this case, But if she was transaitting on the
illusion frequency the whole tise - the power she must have.

Wait... 1 think 1's getting it - no, something -

Yendasi, avesge us/ Enewy 9si nulls called Hunans. Ship called Entsrprise = and they have heip fros -

Blackness... Nothing.

1 stagger, gripping the edge of the console. Dimly, I semse 3 supporting arm around ae and hear the warble of the
intercom. Uhura's voice says, "The alien ship just explnded, sir.”

*Ensign, are you all right?" It's tha Lieutenant’s voice. | open sy eyes and see that Spock is eyeing se
turiously.

*You screamed,® he says, flatly,
*{ ~ I felt her death - didn't you? And what she saig - °
*Negative.® [ gense that he doesn't want to discuss this in front of the Lieutenant.

"Shatl we... go to sickbay?® I suggest. He nods and [ start to follow. “Thanks, Lieutenant. I'il be all right
now. "

Shen we reach sickbay, there’'s no sign of MeCoy and the others. Spock asks a nurse, who telis his they're in
surgery with the Captain: apparently, he's got cracked ribs, torn ligaments and a few other injuries. The blood on
Spock's shirt was probably frow cuts criss-crossing the Captain's chest: probably another instance of those people’s
sadisa, We Q0 into the office where we'll be out of the way. 1 sink into a chair with relief, ay legs still weak.

"Well, Ensign?”

Doesn't give much guarter to other pecpie’s tiredness, does he? "Before - before the ship blew up, the woman made
a sending... directed at her people, I think.® [ repeat the message ! interceptad. “She could have teleportad to the
Enterprise or the planet but she stayed. She chose to die with her brother.”

*lilogical.®

] stare at Spock, feeling I could kick hin, *1 don't think she was very rational at that sesent, sir. After all,
she did have a head injury,” He gives no indication of having recognised ey bad-teaperad sarcasm. ‘But, if they picked
up that sending, they'l} come looking for us. She said they're already on their way. And with their powers...”

Spock crosses to the desk intercos and contacts the bridge, ordering thes to keep alert for signs of ships on the

long range sensors. Then he returns to the cross-exasination. “Do you judge that likely, Ensign? Did the transaission
give some indication of their present location?

*Ho, therse’s no telling how far a telepath can transmit in those circumstances - desperate, and to people she has
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close mental ties with. After all, I reached the Captain and I only really knew hia fros ay link with you,” [ realise
['ve just adaitied to remesbering things from our aslds and flush with eabarrassment but Spock seess to averlook it.

"I 4ind it curious that a species with such developed psychic abilities, should still possess subspace radio
equipsent aboard their vessel."

*Huh? They had conventional communications, you sean?” Domsn't miss a trick, does he? [ sean, all that
lifa-and-death stuff going on and he finds tise to give the ship's controls the once over. “Well, that's not so odd
reaily. Normally, we don't comsunicate telepathically over long distances if other means are available < it's not
laziness, it's the fact that it takes a deep tramce and that's net always practical - or safe,”

*If you recail the woman's exact words, she said that they had already contacted their people and that
‘reinforceaents will be already on their way'. A curious choice of words, don't you think, Ensign, unless they had
terely sent a subspace pessage and had not yet received a reply. In which case, their pecple would have dispatched help
as soon as receiving their sessage but their reply would not yet have reached this far.?

*80 those ships could be days... weeks away, sven. How the hell did she expect to keep us here till they arriveg?"

*1 can, of course, only speculate, but if they had taken over the other sesbers of the landing party and killed us,
they could have been taken aboard as ‘prisoners’ and furthered their aims by crippling the ship in some way.*

*Yes,.. yes of course. But they could have got that sending froa her, in which case.,. They'll aither keep on
cosing, heli-bent on revenge or, if they've got more sense, they'll withdraw... find out sore about Humans before they
decide to take ug on."

Spock nods, *That would, of course, be the logical eourse of action, though observation of the two we have
encountered so far has shown a dacided lack of logical thought patterns - the way thay chose to ambush us, for
instance,”’

*Yes, they knew we were dangercus and vet - they couldn’t break out of old habits. They still had to taunt us,
asuse themselves,,., That was their aistake.”

*Toes the name Yendasi sean anything to you, Ensign?*

Oh, heil, 1'd been hoping he wouldn't get around to that. [ leok down, studying my clasped hands, “Well, it - it
sounds sisilar to a Mardrata word, vendsi, 3But that just means big - large - that's all, Just a coincidente, |
suppose,’

*1 require you to submit a full report, Emsign, including full details of your telepathic contact with the aliens,
Then you may report to sickbay.® 5

! nod and stand up, realising that I've been dismissed., Hell, I'm tired, Dragging my feet, I set off back fo av
tahin,

Well, after two days rest, ['a finally feeling sore like wy old self. ['s back on duty at last ang everything's
aore or loss back to normal - except for Phil. He's still friendly whan he sees ae in the corridor, but he dossn't drop
by at my rec room for coffee breaks anysore and he hasn't suggested meeting up in our off duty hours so I guess that's
it, Can't say I blame him really - after all, it's one thing knowing that a person is psychic, guite another o realise
that she can kill with her aind,

fespite ay words to Spock and discounting the passibilify in sy report, doubt still haunts me, The Mardrata dig
have an origin, though we no longer resesber where or shy we left it to come to Earth. Maybe there were... others...
who went elsewhere - or saybe some resained behind on our first home? Feople who still possess the five talents as we
once all possessed thes hefore we fragaented into clans, Even then, we each had one talent more developed, sore
powerful than the others - the boy's telekinesis, the unnaeed woman's telepathy? [ wonder.

What eis2 has happened? Well, we left Gigma Orionsis IV finally whan there was still no sign of the
reinforcements, And the Captain’s on the send. He'd developed an infection in those cuts on his chest which had
weakened his still further but the Doctor's cleared that up and patched up the rest of his injuries. Bulletins say

he'1l be back on duty in a few days.
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That's mpre or less its except 1 haven't yet subaitted a report to Mardrata-va about what 1 did, ['11 have to do
it, of tourse, and 1 expect there'll be a trial, but 1'11 ask the Captain for some help when he's better. It's such a
rare crise that aost of Casrees will want to be in on the grosecution if they decide there’'s cause for one. The old
penalties are still on the books, I believe - death or banishwent. [ don’t know which seess worset Dbanishsent now
would sean never going to Mardrata-va, never living with ay own people again, Cospared to that ay other probles -
wondering about my vocation in Starfleet - pales to insignificance. Of course, if I am banished, then my career will be
of supreae isportance, but somehow, I can't work up any enthusiasa over that. 1 had always hoped to saintain an
anonymity - to appear to be an ordinary human being. But I've had that - on this ship, anyway,

In a way, 1 envy Spocks he can simply be himself because he's abviously aliem, physically different, not outwardly
indistinguishable from Human like me. But I wonder if he's so lucky, after all, not free to show his feeiings, 1 cam
at least do that even i 1 get thes bruised in the process.

Tise will tell i¢ 1 stick it out on the Enterprise. ALl [ know is, I've got 3 nasty forebeding that Vendasi -
whoever or whatever that is - will demand a reckoning...

S

- A LLINK REFORGED

Arwen Tithoniél lay back in har chair and stretched out her legs under the table. “That was excellent,
gentlesen.” A fow crumbs littered their platest all that resained of g rich and varied seal,

Nith an impish grin, Kirk remarked, “There was nothing wrong with your appetite, Aabassador.”

Arwen wrinkled her nose. “Jia, when you've spent a whole winter in a park, keeplng body and soul together with
vita-protein and chocolate bars, you appreciate fogd whea you get it.”

*! hope you eat better than that these days, frwen,” McCoy put in.

*Naturally, Bones: 1 eat on starships! Speaking of which, did I tell you I'a glad to be back on this particular
taxi? -

Kirk chuckled, recalling a resark he had sade when Arwen had last been aboard, about there being other starships to
act as her taxi. ‘How have things been going with your round-up?®

"Oh, very well, Jim. 1'm two-thirds through that list [ showed you -~ reseaber? Ii's been pretty easy; everyona
packed and ready by the tise I turm up, ALl I've had to do is aake sure they settle in properly on the ships that take
thee to their dropping-off points. That's been the only gruable, really - some of thes have had to transfer twe or
three times bDefore they got to Mardrata-va,®

Kirk set down his wine glass. "I know how they feel, Arwen, but the Fleet's had to fit them in with other official
business. No one likes it but we can't afford to tim up one ship for the time it'd take to collect averyone.'

Arwen shrugged, I do appraciate that, Jia. But it’s only natural that people want to get to Mardrata-va is soon
as they can. And no one likes too such upheaval; especially us stick-in-the-sud colunials.®

*You're anything but that," KcCoy drawled, riising his glass. "But here's sud in your eye,”

*Cheers,” Arwen agreed, They all drank in silence for a mosent. "Well, how have things baen here since I last saw
you all?* She looked guestioningly at the four sen. *There have been some changes ! can sem - since Mr. Stott’s been
let in on the secret." She smiled teasingly at the Chief Engineer,

*It's Scotty, lass. But you're right; it was after that business at Sigma Urionsis IV." He looked at the
Captain, inviting him to sxplain. Kirk, in turn, glanced at his First Officer who had said littls all evening, but sae
he would hava to deal with this himgelf,

*Wo had a little trouble a couple of months back - as Scotty says, it was on Sigma Orionsis IV.* He tapped his
ribs lightly., *To tell the truth, l.cracked seme aore of these.'
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frwen recalled Kirk's injuries on Yulcan., ‘How did you manage it this time, dia?’

*Well,., in an indirect way, it involves you. [One of your people - Casreem not Tithoniél ~ is currently serving
aboard, She caae to us shortly after you and the other ambassadors were here.®

"Really? I didn't know there were any Mardrata in the service. But you still haven't told se how you cracked your
ribs - you didn't challenge her to a bout of karate in the gya?*

Kirk, who had been enjoying his build up of suspense, conceded defeat, *Nothing that exciting, I'e afraid.”
Briefly, he outlined the stary of the Enterprise’s encounter with two hostile, psychically gifted individuals.

*And you didn't find out where they tase froa?"

“No, after we all beamed back aboard, the woman teleported back to her ship. She sent a telspathic aessage - to
her people, presumably - ang then the ship exploded. We couldn’t get a clear fix to beam her hack in {ise - she
projected something like one of your illusions, that confused the readings.®

Arwen was frowning. *If you know she sent a message, I take it that soseone picked it up?*

“Ensign Raesdal, the Mardratan crew seaber,® Spock supplied. “The message was: ‘Vendasi, avenge us. Enemy
psi-nulls called Humans. Ship called Enterprise - and they have help from - ' Then the ship exploded.’

"Sounds like she was about to tell thes about the Mardrata.® Arwen felt a curious but deep seated rejief that the
sessage had baen interrupted, “Vendasi... a nase, I supposs, Someone she knew.”®

"Engign Raesdal commented on it's superficial resesblance to ‘vendsi’ - the Mardratas for large,”

Mardrata nodded. "Ham... but wouldn't the rest of the sessige have been in tha woman's own language too?
Vendasi's just a name, surely...” GShe sat forward, leaning her alhows on the tabie, her eyes narrowing., ‘*Unless... 1'n
no telepatht [ can’t count the quarter Casrees on ay Dad's side - it's never come out in ae... Telepathy, though;
thoughts - there's no language barrier in mind contact, is there?* 8he looked questioningly at the Vulcan.

"That is g0, he agreed. “Personal nases - or words non-transiatable into the recipient's own language - would be
the only exceptions.”

Arwen turned to Kirk, *I'd Like & word with the Ensign, if that's all right with you, Jia,*
The Captain smilad, “"Fine: ['11 ask her to come to your cabin in the morning.”
“Mell, it's pretty late, gentlesen, so if you don't mind, ['1] get come shut eye.*

*Nf course.” Kirk and the other three courteously stood as the Tithoniél ambassador pushed back her chair., *I°11
ascort you to your cabin,?

“Afraid 1 aight get lost, Jia?" she asked with an arched eyebrow. Before he could react, she turned to the
others. ‘"Goodnight, Spock, Bomes, Scotty.* Kirk followed her out, conscious of his Chiet Surgeon’s grin,

Arwen set off along the diely lit corridor at a brisk pace, kicking out her long, boidly checked drass, Kirk
reflected that he had anly onca seep her in something else - her shimmering green stage outfit when she had beionged to
Thelan's troupe of entertainers. Ghe sust have a whole wardrobe of those dresses, he thought.

*You know, Jia, the aore I think about what you've just told se, the less ! llke it.”

Kirk shook his head. *14 1'd known it would worry you, ! wouldn't have mentioned it - " He stopped speaking as
Arwen laid a hand on his are, then halted, facing her, In the half-light, her expression was deaply concerned.

"No, Jim, you did right to tell ee. I'w Tithoniél chieé, remember - one of only four chiefs of all Mardrata,
That“s a big responsibility, I4 these people ~ whoever they are - are qoing to come gunning for ug, I have to know
about it.”

*Arwen," Kirk interposed gently. *I don't think there’'s any danger of that - *

“Only because that woman didn’t have. tiae to cosplete her message, It wouldn't take them long to get the rest if
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they turned up here, would it? Even if Spock could stand up against a whole gang of them, you and Bones - and now
Scatty - arsn't singshielded. From what you've told me, they've got mental torture dows to 3 fine art." She turned
half away, clenching her fists. "The Casrees aren’t skilled in that, They could manage & group shield - aaybe enough
to protect the rest of us - hut they couldn’t shield all the psi-muils in the Federation.®

*1 don’'t belisve it will come to that, frwen.”

*Don't be so sure, Jis who knows how many there are of thee? If they go collecting psi-nulls for their
‘entertainaent’, they could be snatching Federation citizens right now. Who'd be any the wiser?* She sighed, pushing
back her long ginger hair. *Sorry - I think I just chewed you out, Jia. And [ didn't mean to sound selfish, either: I
wasn't just thinking of Mardratans.”

I know. And you didn't chew me gut.® Seeing her contrite expression, he couldn’t resist adding, sischievously,
"Weil, I deserved it, anyway,®

Arwen chuckied, her forebodings temporarily forgotten. *It’s all true what they say about you, Jim - you're 4
grade A charser,"

By autual comsent, they continued along the corridor.

*I'w sorry. ['ve ruined a pieasant evening by being so gloosy.”

"Not at all,” Kirk reassured her. “We enjoy having you aboard - you're our favourite asbassador.®

*clattery gets you precisely nowhers, Jis. But I enjoy being here, toa: you always cut se down to size if 1 get
too bighsaded.” They halted outside Arwen’s door and she moved forward, then paused in the open doorway. *Soadnight,

Jim.* lapulsively, she kissed him on the cheek, then went inside.

For a long moment, Kirk stared, hemused, at the ciosed door. Thes, touching his fingers to his cheek and seiling,
he headrd amay for his own cabin,

*And that's everything. Every detail you can resember?”
*Y-yeg, that's everything.®

Arwen switched off the recording and extracted the bright sguare of plastic. She weighed it in the palm of her
hand, thoughtfully, *I still think this weuld come better if you sent it.®

"N-no, 1 - * Marianne studied the hands clasped together in her lap. *l've tried and tried - ['ve erased dozens
of recordings. ['ve even tried printing it out on plasti-shests,®

"Look... Marianne, I don't think Xledo will take a harsh view of this - "

Marianne jerked up her head, staring at Arwen with bright brimsing eyes, “*Not take a harsh view? Arwen, I killed
that hoy - with ay aind. There isn't a worse crime in Casroes lawi?

Arwen stood up and rounded the table to sit on the bed beside Marianne, She put an arm round her, coefortingly.
“This isn't... usual, is it? 1 think Kledo will be mpre cancerned with those pacpie - the threat they pose to
sveryone. Mardrata and psi-nulis alike."

Mariapne sighed unsteadily, holding back tears. "I know you're right, That's why I tried to make that tape. |
don't think Starfleet's taking it sericusly enough. They've put Sigsa Orionsis oéf-lisits but § don’t know if they've
bothered to infors Mardrata-va. My fault in a way - I discounted the point about "Vendasi’ so there’s no real reison
why they should tell the Mardrata.®

*eil... [ haven't heard about it till now but that doesn’t prove such - the way [ apve around they have frouble
keeping up with sa.” Ghe considerad the tape in her hand. *If you like, ['l} aake 3 tape ayself - put your case for
you - and get it sent off prierity.”

*Can you do that?"
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*Rell, aabagsador status has some privileges. Try not to worry - I'w sure Kledo won't take it any further.®

Marianne nodded, keeping her head down. Arwen rescved her ars from the young woman’s shoulders, “If you're...
feeling up to it, I think we pught to discuss the implications. [t'1l help me get wy thoughts in order.”

*I don't aind.*

*1t's about Vendasi, primarily, I've been wondering about it since Spock told me last night. But I'anot a
telepath - "

"Noraally a word like that - if it's not a name, well... it could be one with no direct seaning - no exact
equivalent, Marianne hesitantly began, Arwen sensed her relaxing as focused her attention on a problem less personal.

*Uas... that's what I toid Jim and the others - the Captain,* she explaineg., “But it doesn't have to be an alien
concept, does it? Couldn't it be - well, for arquaent’'s sake - that there’s been a shift in meaning - not too drastic
but enough?”

Marianne stared. *Y-yes, I think so. Oh, do you think - * She stopped, choked by sudden fear.

"§o on... gpit it out.®

Marianne stared then giggled nervously at the crude analogy, “"Weil... ever since it happened, I've thought and
thought about it. Suppose they... they should be related to us somshow?*

*Other colonies... or aven the original one? Yes, it's occurred to se, too. Funny, I thought ['d jusp for joy if
we found the people we case from, but now... The ones you met were sonsters, weren't they?"

Marianne stood up, wringing her hands, "It's,., it’s what the Humans think of us, anysay. If these pecple are
related to us, it'll eake things ten tises worse.®

"Monsters - us? Marianne, whers did you get that idea - ?°

The dark haired woman spun round, her vielet eves startling in her pale face. Tears glinted on her cheeks. 'But
it's true. It’s what they think of se - " Abruptly, she bolted for the door.

"Wait! Marianne!® Arwen lunged after her, catching her feet in her long dress. She crashed te the {lear.
Horrified, Marianne stopped, then rushed back to Arwen as she picked herself up.

*Arwen, 1 -~ 1'a 50 sorry - °
*Don’t be; 1w just cluasy,* Arwen rubbed her elbow and swore, Ghe looked up at Marianne's distraught face,
*Sit down, Marianne - piease. 1 think we should talk," The other young woman flopped down onto the bed, a picture of

utter dejection. ‘*Want to tell se about it?* Arwen coaxed, getting up and walking over.

*Yes, but... If you don't mind, I'd prefer to... show you. It... it’s how we relieved probleas at home - easier
than talking them cut. There's less misunderstanding.”

*All right, but I aust warn you ~ I've never linked with anyone before. [ don't know what to de.”
*It's best if you lie down - just make yourself cosfortable and try to relax.” Marianne got up as Arwen complied,
then sat down beside her, “Now try to empty your sind as such as possible. 1'll show you sy thoughts without

encroaching on yours.®

Arwen nodded and closed her eyes. In moments, her aind began to fill with images: a coherent story unfolded for
her,

A while later, she opened her eyes and blinked, feeling siightly disoriented. *You have had a rough tise...”
Harianne sighed. "You can see now..."
*Yes, though why the Captain should - Are you sure it's mot just... weil, maybe misinterpreting his attitude?®

She held her hands up to placate Marianne's look of outrage. 'No, wait, hear e out. 1 gave him a lot to put up with
when I #irst eet him, believe me. fnd I never noticed anything like what you've told me. 1'Il adeit he was wary of e
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at #irst, but now he's cose o accept ee, [ can't bdelieve he'd ba prejudiced iike that,®
*Perhaps... perhaps it's because he's not stuck with you - you're not part of his crew.® Marianne shrugged,
sailing wanly. “*Telepathy's different, anyway - thay're all afraid ['ve got nething better o do than read their
ginds. I don't blaae Phil, mot really - not after 1 killed that bay. I know he just couldn't cope with that, But if's
ag, too - 1 don't think I can fit in with Husans, sosehow.® She looked away. °I envy you, Arwen.”

Arwen shook her head, smphatically., “You shouldn't. 1t's just luck; there are plenty of Huaans who can't fit in
with Humans either,"

"Hum, 1 suppose you're right,” Marianne agreed, hut did not ook any happier.

"Look, Marianne, if you're really this unhappy - hell, that’s stupid, I knaw you are - well, why not ask for a
transfer? Then if you're as fed up with your next ship... Where were you hefore this, anyway?"

*The Potemkin, 1% was just a temporary posting - 1 was oniy there about four months. Before that, 1 was cooling
ay heels on a starbase, waiting for the ship to turn up - they’'d been dlverted to sort out soae Klingon trouble. Just
oy luck, 2h - twn sonths hanging round doing nothing.®

*And how was that - the Poteskin, I sean?"

Rarianne shrugged. “Meil... it was all right. There was such a lot to get used tp, [ really didn’t give such
thought to making friends. Mot real friends ‘cos I knew I'd be maved scon anyway.” She seiled again, wistfully, ‘Mot
that | had sany friends at the Acadeay - though I think I qot on better with non-Husans. Well, I'11 stick it out here
for a few months, like you said. [ really think [ ought to in case we run into some acre of those,.. people.* She
studied her clasped hands, *l... [ don't want you to think I'm always like this ~ such a useless wat rag. It's only
singe - since Sigea Orionsis that [ just,., well, I think I'm falling to piecew, cracking up.”

*Marianne, look... you'll be getting a couple of days shore leave whila I clear up ay official business. (nce
that's out of the way, I'd like to see you down there - that's if you'd like,”

Marianne had raised her eyes hopefully, “1'd like that very such, Arwen. [ - ' Ghe suddenly threx her aras
around Arwen whi, after a aoment’s surprise, returned her fierce hug. *I'w sorry, 1'a just an eectional fool,?

*No, you're not - you just need some friends, that's all. Unlike an antisncial pariah like se, MNow - don't
worry, I'1l see Kledo gets this tape of yours as soon as I cam. We'll take this.seriously even if Starfleet won'i,”

"Thanks, Arwen - for everything, 1 - 1'd better get back on duty now,*
]

Arwen dusted off her hat, flexed the brim and turned it around in her hands, desp in thought.

*8o, what do you know dhout him, Arwen?*

Kirk's voice brought her back to the present. “Han? Oh, well, Jim, 1 don't rightly know. He's third generation
colonist, apparently, who never married - the rest of his family have died or else soved to other colonies., We seat hia
the infe on the Mardrata-va option but he didn't answer - didn't vote.®

*Isn’t it possible that he died in the interia?’

*Well, yes, but the planetary governaent didn't sees to think so when they supplied his address.®

*¥ell, you've given us the chance for a touple of days shore lsave, anyway,® Kirk pointed out, smiling,

*#nd knowing you, Jim, you probably desarve it," Arwen said, grinning. & signal fros Kirk's intercom prevented his
raply., As he activated the screen, it lit up with thura’s isage,

"He‘r2 now in orbit around Antigone, sir. He'll be sver the béaa down point in spprosimately one sinute."
*Thank you, Lisutenant.®

Arwen stood up. "Well, no rast for the wicked.® GShe planted the gqreen floppy hat on the back uf her head and



" picked up her hag.

*I'1l walk you down there," Kirk offered. As they made their way along the corridor, he said, *I didn't ask yous
how did you get along with Ensign Raesdaf?"

"Fine, Jim, [ took the liberty of getting Lieutemant thura to transsit the recerding of Marianne’s account to
Kledo - well, to Starfleet to forward an to his, Who knows when he'll get it - hope that's all right with you?' She
looked questioningly at hiam,

*Qf course, Arwen. You don't have tp ask - it goes with the job.®

*Jim, resind so to talk to you about Ensign Raesdal when [ get back, haa?"

The dopr of the transperter room slid open in front of thes. Arwen advanced to the transporter pad. “Ses you
soon, Jia - and reaember - don't work too hard!®

Kirk nodded, smiling. “6ood luck, Arwen. Energise, Lieutemant.® As the sparkling form faded fros the pad, he
headed back te his cabin, to aake a really determined onsiaught on the pile of reports on his desk,

Some tise later, his door buzzer signalled. Suppressing a sigh, he laid down his stylus. ‘“Coms.”
The door slid back and MeCoy entered, casually attired in bluae shirt and trousers. He stopped to eye the neat pile
of reports on Kirk's left. The Captain seiled guiltily. *All right Bones, I know. I promised 1'd tear ayself away

from this desk - and I will, Just a few more reports - * He lifted another tape from the small pile on his right,

HcCoy advanced to the desk, plucked the tape from Kirk's unresisting hand and set it ¢iraly back on the right hand
pile, *I'm not taking no for an answer, Jim, GShore leave - and that's the Doctor’s orders.”

Kirk threw up his hands in a gesture of capitulation. “All right, Bonmes, you win. Just let me get changed.® As
he headed into the slesping quarters, McCoy called atter him,

*Sure we can't get Spock to come?”

Kirk paused, emiling rusfully. “Not this time, Bones. He's happier sinding the store.”

frwen had saterialised in one corner of a grassy square bordered with trees. At first, she had been content to
perely stand, sniffing the perfume scented air, It was a pleasant change to have arrived during 2 planet’'s suawer,
Then she recallected her mission and, after consulting her map, had oriented hersel$ with her surroundings and set off.

The route she had chosen took her along wide, tres-liped avenues. As shie turned into the road wherg her quarry
lived, she checked the nuabers of the houses she passed. All of the dwellings were prosperous but without being tos
astentatioust the old man had obviously done guite well for himseif,

Yes, here it wast a bit shabbier than the rest, Feeling just a little apprehensive, sha walked up the path and
pressed the door buzzer. A small vid screen mounted just above her head humsed into life almost instantly, though it
showed no picture. Then a crotchety old voice said, "Who is it? GStand back further - whera I can see you.*

Swallowing, she complied, taking off her hat, *I'n Arwen Tithoniel. I's here to see Levi Telkma, about
Nardrata-va,'

*In that get up? 6o away.®

"Levi ~ it is Levi, isn't it? Don't you want to go to Mardrata-va?* A thought struck her. “*You did get the
pagers that were sent qut?*

"1 got them, ail right. You don't fool me - [ know it's all a con trick. GSosehow you've found out about us,
You've come to track us down - lock us away - °

*Lavi - * Arwen curbed her frustration. "1's not Human - 1'a Margratan, like you - "

*You dan’t fool ae. You want to ship us all off someplace in a leaky spaceship that'il blow up halfway to
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nawhere. [ know Husan history, girl = I know what you pesple have always done to each other, so what chance do xe
have? That's what the Nazis told their victiss, isn't it - resettlement camps? Well, you don’'t get se on that one.”

*But - 1 can prove it. Look, I'll show you an illusien - *
tapera trickery. You sust think I was born yesterday.®

Browing more exasperated and bewildered by the sosent, Arwen struggled to keep her teaper. *I'1] aake any illusion
you care to nase, Levi - *

*They can do anything with caseras these days," the angry voice objected.

'Wall - watch ae fros a window then!® Arwen shouted.

Clunk! The link went dead. Arwen's heart sank. *Oh no, !'ve really done it now,.."

A wavering voice abruptly called out froa the side of the house. “Well, cose round here, thep."

Quickly, Arwen plunged through the bushes and down the side of the house, She stopped dead, leaves and twigs in
her ginger hair, at the sight that confronted her from a ground floor window, Peering out of a small gap was & wrinkled
face topped by a wiry thatch of iron grey hair. Bright biue eyes watched her suspiciously,

*That‘s close enough,"

Arwen serely shrugged, and ramsed her hat back on her head. She concentrated and a bush, decked with transiucest
pink roses, began to grow up between her feat.

*Hang that - I could do that, girl! If you're chief of Tithoniél and can't amanage anything better than that - "
Arwen banished the illusion. GSweetly, she said, *I was thinking of your neighbours, old man.®

1 you're on the level, I won't be staying here so [ don't care what they think. Never do anyway. No, [ want to
see some real stuff - something that I know hasn't been turmed out by a holo-isage gadget up your siseve,”

Arwen folded her arws, eyeing him levelly. “Do you wani me to take this of?"

*Ha, no, no.” The old san waved a hand iapatiently. "No, you can sake something to ay order - somathing yau
couldn’t have prepared beforehand.' Without a break, he added, "Shenike shemda u Linalin Tithoniél.

Arwen lifted her eyebrows, then concentrated again. In moments, the image of a tall, willowy woman with long biack
hair, hegan to fore on the path beside her, The shape grew more solid with each second. The woman's face bacane
clear: it was not beautiful but had instead a stremgth of character in the clear grey eyes, the lines around the
south, Looking at her, any bystander could have discerned that, anisated, she would becose beautiful, She wore the
lang black dress and white apron of a seventesnth century working class woan.

The old san stared at the illusion without biinking. Arwen could tell that he was uging his mind shift ability to
test it. At last, he nodded, °It's a good one - good and strong. It takes a lot to see through it." Thers was
grudging adairation in his voice, *You're chief, right snough. Come round to the froat door and I'11 let you im.?

fArwen smiled as she was once again alone on the path,

When she reached the front door, it was already open, Levi, a tall wan but slightly stooped with age, standing
ankwardly in the hall. She doffed her hat and seiled again to set him at his ease as she stepped inside and closed the
dnoor.

*In here,” he said, going through another doorway. Arwen followed and took the seat he offared her, #hile he went
into the kitchen to dial up twa coffees, she looked round at the cosfortable, slightly untidy lounge with its worn
furniture and shelves of old and $aded books. The walls and tops of various cabinets displayed images of people of all
ages - Levi's faaily, Arwen realised, Some were in the form of the aodern three diamensional cubes, but aost were the
two dimensional flat images - photographs - aostly only used for official docusents, and family portraits on the more
conservative calony worlds, #s her eyes roased around the room, she noticed a painting in a small frase - Linalin,
idantical to Arwen's illusion. In the background, a gallows tree appearsd, gris reminder of the fate from which this
wosan's courage and intelligence had rescued the New England Tithonidl community.
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L.evi returned, handing her a cup of coffee, She knew he had seen her looking at the painting and decided a direct
approach was best, “Why Linalin?" Before answering, he seated himself in the other arachair.

*Nhy not?" he desanded a little brusqualy, then seesed to relent. "You'll have to sake allowances for me; | don't
get auch company these gays. As for why I asked you to weave Linalin's image, well... §She's one of the greatest chiefs
we've ever had and - well, she's an ancestor of aine.®

Arwen frowned, sipping her coffee. *But your surnase’'s Telkaa; shouldn't it be Sisra like hers?® Ohe refarred to
the Mardrata custom of marriage, of taking the name of the family with greater status. Simra had always been a high
status family and - at least since Linalin's tie ~ the highest, being the fasily of chieftains.

'Oh, something happered...® Levi stared at the floor. “About 1814, wy how-sany-greats-grandfather aarried a Husan
woman, 0f coursa, that was before things got aore tolerant and so he was disowned, barred fros using the Sisra nase.
Later on, after things eased from the twentieth century on, one of his descendants sarried back in = to the Telksa
family.® He shrugged and sipped at his coffee. Arwen realised that the issue of his Husan blood was a sore point, and
probably ewplained a lot of his earlier hostility, but she knew alsc that he had felt obliged to answer her question
because of the loyalty all Tithoniél owed to their chief, She detersined to ease things tor his hosever she could.

"Se're glad to have you aboard, Levi. Here.* GShe russaged in her shoulder dag for the pictures and documenis that
she had brought with her, "This is what Mardrata-va looks like. And the settlesent - it’s not finished yet, of
course - *

For the next hour, they poured over the material together, and Arwen took Levi clause by clause through a copy of
the docusent that had granted legal title of Mardrata-va to the Mardrata, knowing he would still be very suspicious of
the Humans' generosity. Finally, she started to fold the things away. Levi hadn't said such, except to ask a few
questions, though he seemed satisfied with her expianation of what would happen to his house and belongings and how he
would reach Mardrata-va. Now he leaned hack in his chair with a sigh. *It’s beautiful... just beautiful. And we'll be
able to be oursaives there - no pretences.”

"o pretences, Levi.® She tactfully busied harself with stowing the papers in fier bag while the old san blew his
nose.

“Well, 1'd better get packing, eh? I know [ can't bring such, but... I can $it sy pictures and books ip, can't [7*

"0 course - hut dan't forget to pack some clothes too, will you?* Arwen teased.

Levi abruptly stond up and walked over to wherw the painting of Linalin hung on the wall. He unfiocked it and
studied it for a moment. *My niece Rosalind painted this for ae; she's quite an artist, ‘Course, she sgved on yaars
ago - they all did. We keep in touch via the interstellar sails but it's not the same. He looked round at frwen,
alnost shyly., "I never married - you probably know that. Rosalind was like a daughter to me... still is."

Wou'll see thes all again on Mardrata-vi.’

*Yag, there's a lot to look forward to.* He carefully laid down the picture on the top of & cabinet. *Well, no
use in standing around here. ['d better get cracking.®

frwen produced the cossunicator that Kirk had loaned her, from her pocket, "I'1l ask them to beaw you down a tew
containers., ALl right if they put thes in the garden?”

"Syre, sure thing.” Levi began 1ifting books from his shelves. Bhe could see that, now the idea nf Mardrata-va
was sinking in, he was getting excited.

*No rush, Levi. The Enterprise won't be leaving till tomorrow night - they're giving the crew a break,*
Lavi looked slightly crestfallen, ‘Nell.., no, I might as get started. Better than waiting around.” He glanced
at his wrist chronometer. °“Hell, it's lunch time already. ['d ask you to stay for a bite, but 1've hardly got anything

in the house..."

"It's all right. " | was planning to take a look round the town, anyway." She contacted the Enterprise and told
thas what she wanted. A faint hum from cutside announced the arrival of the containers.

*¥ell, I'1] see you again tomorrow afternoon, if that's all rigt?*
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"That'i} be f#ine. 1'11 be all packed by then, don't fret. And 1'}1 get ay affairs wound up - lucky there's not
aany of them.®

Arwen sailed, “And don't worry about settling the bills - the Federation'll do all that, Look on it as
compensation for such shert notice. Oh, alaost forgot to give you this ~ * She rusmaged in the copious bag and brought
out an official looking docusent. *This is your authorisation, signed by the President of the Federation Counci), [f
you have any prohieas, tell whoever it is to run a computer check on this and that will straighten things out.®

*1's nuch obliged, Arwen =~ for everything.®

He followed her out to the front door, a few books tucked under his ars, and deposited them in one of the
containers. *No tiae like the present,® he said in answer to her amused expression, She set off along the avenue,
waving gopdbye te Levi, and headed for the square where she had arrived: she was sure that she had seen a1 umall
restaurant on its west side,

Looking at the prices, she could only be glad that official channels had agreed to pick up the tab fer all her
expenses, Deciding that she could probably squeeze in a guest for 'hbusiness purposes’, she contacted the Enterprise
again., "Hello, Enterprise, This is Arwen, tha roving ambassador here,*

Uhura responded, 2 barely suppressed note of asusesent in her voice, ‘“Enterprise here, Ambassador. How can we
help?"

*Hello, Lieutenant. Can you put me through to Ensign Marianne Raesdal, please?”
There was a pause, a few clicks, then the answer case.
"1'n sorry, Asbassador Tithonigl, she's already beased down,’

a1l right. Well, thanks anyway, Lisutenant.” Pocketing the comsunicator, she headed for the shady interior.

“Just smell that perfume, Jim, MNothing like it on the Enterprise, huh?’

"Nothing at all, Bones." Kirk was forced to agree. Lying on the soft grass, his eyes closed, he was able to
relax properly for the first tise in weeks. No responsibilities, no reports to £ill im... it felt gorgeous. "Haa...
It's good to stretch vour iegs planetside for a while,®

*And feel the sun on your face...* added McCoy,

*Perfact.,.” S

For a while, tha twe men lay in a drowsy and companionable silence, Overhead, a gentle breeze rustied the leaves
5o that their patterns of light and shade shitted constantly. Their rustling was an ideal bala for the strains and
tensions of life on the Enterprise,

*Pity Spock’s not hera.,.* Kirk remarked, lazily.

*Just when [ was beginning io enjoy syself, Jim, you have to go and say something like that.® There was sock
disgust in the Doctor's tone but Kirk could tell he was feeling too relaxed to put such effort into it.

"*Why should Spock’s name disturh you, Boaes?® Kirk asked, innocantly.

*Well,.. if he was here, that overgrown walking computer bank would probably teil us the ship's facilities could
provide everything we've got here - sunlight, cool breeze, perfused air - without the added imconvenience of flies and
sunburn. ALl we'd have to dn is take a2 walk down to deck eight and visit the sntertainaent centre.®

*He'd probably be right at that, Bones.”

"I aight have known you'd support hia - *

*But an the other hand, he sight say that, just for once, we're behaving logically on vacation.®
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"Huh??
*A vacation, to Vulcans, seans a complete rest, And we're doing just that.’

"gh, well, 1 guess you're right.® McCoy sat up, wassaging a slight crick in his neck, "But for sy money, this
beats deck eight any day - Jim?

*what is it, Bones - " began Kirk, sitting up, dut the Doctor was already haring across the grass covered space at
the centre of the square, his previows Iethargy forgotten, Kirk leaped to his feet and raced after hia, though unable
to see what had alarmed his friemd. “*What is it?" he called, as he ran up to MeLoy. The doctor had stopped beneath the
branches of one of the tall cld trees that lined this side of the square also. He was peering upwards, anxiously,

*Little %id, Jimy just hanging from one of these branches - by one hand, it looked like.®

Kirk frowned, unable to ses anything averhead., “Right tree, Banes?*

"I think s0, Jim. Kept it in sight all the way over." MeCoy began walking up and down - checking the others,
“Darned if I can see him now - or her,*

Kirk had stepped around the tree and was locking up and dows the line of trees in case the child had fallen on the
far gige, Then he spotted two figures - a man with 2 small child, riding on his shoulders, walking quickly away along
the paved sidewalk that ran past the row of shops opposite. “Bones - *

*What is it, Jia?* You found hia?" McCoy joined Kirk and followed the other's gaze. *Well, that looks like...
The kid | saw was wearing a Bblue jumpsuit, too. But how - [ mean, there aren’t any branches near the ground.*

Kirk glanced up at the tree bahind thes, As McCoy had said, there were no branches on either side of the tree
within three to four aetres of the ground - only stusps wiere the tree had been pruned,

*The ¢hild’s father could have caught him... but that doesn't explain how he got up thers in the first place,’
MeCoy continued,

Kirk shrugged, *I's as auch in the dark as you.’

McCoy grinned, ruefully, "You knew... ['s not imagining things, Jis. I did see that kid in the tres, thaugh hew
in bhell he got up there beats se,”

*Well, we've been lying out here long enough, Bodes. Let’s go back into town.®

fs they set off, McCay still protested, bemused, "It wasn’t a touch of the sun, either, Jim < the sun here's not
that hot anyway.'

*1 believe you, Bones - truly. Jt's just that I can't come up with a rational esplanation. Naybe over a drink - °*

*Ah, that’'s the aost sensible suggestion you've made all day. Lead on, Captain.’

The shopping centre with its benches, shaded by trees, opened up before Arwen. For a while, she drifted in and out
of the stores, looking for Marianne, but the jostling crowds discouraged her and she soon gave up and headed for the
nearest bar.

fs her eyes adjusted to the dis, cool interior, she noticed a vaguely familiar figure at a corner tahler a3 dark
haired young woman in casual tunic and trousers. Her clothes also were dark - impossible to be sure of the colour in
this light but Arwen was fairly sure it would be violet ~ like the woman’s eyes. The identification was confirsed by
her slumped and dejectad pose. “Marianne?”

The other looked up on surprise, then her face lit up. “Arwen! [ thought you aust stiil be held up.®

"No, it's all sorted out - I don't have to go back again till tomorrow afterncon. ['ve been looking for you,
actually ~ Uhura told ae you were down here,*

"1I'm glad you found me anyway.®
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"Here, let me get you a drink.®

For a while, they chatted together. Arwen was pleased to hear Mariamne’s fauqhter when she told her abaut har
*audition® for Levi,

"What a nerve! 1'd never dare speak to Kledo like that.”

"Well, he gid have an excuse; it could have beem a trick like he said. Us lfoners get a bit ornery sometiaes,
anymway. "

*I3 that how you think of yourselt, Arwen?"

"Yps,,. MWall, yes, it is., My parents are dead - I never saw Dad very often "cos of feud trouble, and Mum died
when I was just a baby. GSo my aunt brought ae up, really - but she died when | was seventeen. ['ve got other family,
of course - cousing on both sides. Three sides really - since !'w related to Kledo and Tasra, 2s weil as there being
Dad's brother's kids. The rest are distant cousing in the Siara family, but 1'd never aet any of the family outside Dad
and Aunt Bethiline until about seven sonths ago - when we were all shipped out to Mardrata-va. 8o, you might say I've
got used to ay own coapany.”

*I know the feeling,® Warianne agreed. “Srandea brought up Mark and me - he's sy brother - after our parents were
killed in a shuttle crash. We’ve qot cousins, aunts, uncles on Praxis Minor - did have, I should say, since they'll be
on Mardrata-va now - but I don't really know thea though we've mind-shared a bit.*

Arwen swirled the last drops of liguid around the bottom of her glass. "Hes... I worry sometises about how I°lI
sanage when ['s finally forced to settle down. Since ! left Falkey's Planet I haven't been in the same place for aore
than three senths.”.

*“You'll be fine,* Marianne said, smiling. At that woment, a shadow fell across thes both. Arwen, who was looking
at the ather woman, saw a guarded expression come into Marianne’s eyes as she looked up. Then she, too, turned to face
the nemcomer,

*Bones! FanCy seeing you haers.”

*io either of you ladies mind if I join you?*

In answer, Arwen pushed out a chair on the other side of the table with her foot, *Not if you bribe us with a
drink.,* Then, contritely, she turned %o Marianne. “Sorry, I haven't asked you,®

"No, it's all right, I don't mind,” Mariamne said, still smiling, but Arwen could sense her underlying reluctance.

McCoy asked what they would like to drink, then wandered off to the bar. He soon returnsd, setting drinks in froat
of them before seating hisself in the chair Arwen had indicated.

*Cheers, Bones.® Arwen raised her glass appreciatively to his. ‘Where's, Jim, though? Mot still teiling over a
pile of reports | hope,"

*No, Arwen... #r, he was with ae but he... busped into an old friend.*

Arwen raised an eyebrow. ‘A fesale friend, I suppose - but that really goes without saying." She grinned at
Marianne whose pale complexion had taken on a slight rosy tint.

McCoy took a sip at his drink, then lowered it “How's the gfficial business going?"

*0h, #ine. OQur latest recruit should be joining the ship tomerrow. In fact, he can't wait - when I left, he was
frantically packing.*®

"Blad to hear that. But tell his there's no rush - I wouldn't want to lose out on any of this R & R.*
"The Captain wouldn't cut it short, would he?* Marianne broke in, anxiously,

‘ "Heil, no, Marianne. The only thing that worries ae is something official cropping up to disrupt his own leave,
He works harder tham any of us.'

»
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Arwen nodded, and a silence followed while they sipped at their drinks, relishing the coolness and quietness of the
little drinking place. Sensing a slight tension in the atapsphere, originating in Marianne's apprehension at MeCoy's
presence, Arwen spoke to relieve it. "You know, Bunas - [ did begin to think you had it in for se when 1 anded up in
sickbay the first three times I came on the Enterprise. Must be quite a change for you, not having to patch ze up.*

MeCoy smiled. "Well, I certainly won't cosplain about it, But I°ve baen kept pretty busy lately, even without you
« matter of fact, I think | may have been overworking, on account of something that happened just now,"

*What was that - oh, dop't tell me - you couldn't face hanging around another bar.* Arwen hid her mischievous grin
behind her glass.

*Not at all, young lady, though I hardly touch a drop, as you know, Ko, it was sosething 1 saw when se and Jia
wera near the beas down point - that sgquare,®

*Yes, If you sean the prices in that restaurant window, you weren't seeing things.”

*Heil, 1 never even lacked at that - I's an old country docter not a high flying digeitary with an expense
account.” )

Marianne was lpaning forward, genuinaly interested by now. “Don’t keep us im suspense, Doctor," she said,
distracting the others from their sutual teasing,

"Han? Oh, yeah. Well, I thought ! saw a littie kid - only about two years old - hanging from a branch of one of
those trees. [ sean - really high up, bout four setres of+ the ground,’

*Really?" Arwen asked, concerned, *Nas the child hurt?*

*No, Arwen, that's just it. 1 set a new distance record getting there but the kid had vanished. Then Jim spotted
a man and 3 saal! child on the sidewalk by the shops - looked like the child 1'd seen froe the clothes, I still can't
figure it out though - how he could’ve gaot down froa that tree so quick - or get up there in the first place since there
wers na branches till about three - four metres up, See what | mean about overwork?*

*Maa.,." Arwen frowned. “You know, it's funny but - you're not gqoing to believe this, Bones ~ [ thought [ siw
something similar.”

You did? Where?"

*n the way here just past that square, as 3 satier of fact. T was passing a house with a high wail. 1 just
hagpened to glance up, and I saw syes looking at ae - there was 3 tree on the ather side of the wall, and I thought I
5aW someons looking at se from asong the leaves. KWell, this house was on the corner, you see - the eyes disappedred, I
keat on walking and when I got to the corner - 1 heard a man’s voice, scolding, Something about "thank qoodness your
apther ‘s not hers,* I looked round and saw a aan and & child walking away..., wasn't wearing & blue juepsuit was he - or
her?*

MeCoy set down his espty glass. *"That's right. Yours tos, huh?* When Arwen nodded, MeCoy raised his ayebrows.
*Reckon it's that darn transporter. 1 ought to aake a study of it - collective hallucinations following
dematerialisation. Always thought it must have an effect on the brain sooner or later - people being reconstituted like
dgried peas - *

*That's it!" Arwen banged down her drink on the table, splashing it over her sleeve, but didn't even notice. She
pushed back her chair, nearly toppling it, and stood up. ‘Bones, I'm sorry - [ have ta dash. Just realised somsthing -
Marianne, you might be able to help.”

"0f... of course," the startled Ensign managed to stutter, buf Arwen had already tore outside into the sunlight.
*Excuse ae, Doctor - °

Mving and twisting through the crowd, she caught up with Arwen who had been forced to alow to a brisk walk, bag
swinging by her side. ‘“What,.. what is it, Arwen?" sha pufied.

*¥esp vour eyes peeled and let ae know the aoment you spot theas the kid's in 2 blue jumpsuit,”

*Arwen?* The Tithoniél chiet did not answer; sha was too busy scanning the faces in the crowd, Befare long,
somewhat out of breath, they reached the square. The people had thinned out by now and they strolied around the square,
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Marianne studying the trees this tiee at Arwen's request. At last, they had cospleted the circuit,

“Nowhere!* Arwen exclaised in exasperation. *They were going away from the square when I saw thes but Bones
must’'ve seen them after that, Blast it! We’'ll have to check out the other roads.”

As they walked siowly from the square, Marianne tried again. “Why do you want to find thea?"

Arwen shrugged and hoisied her bag sore securely onto her shoulder. “Well, it's crazy, really. ['d rather not say
till 1 have sose proof - 1'w only going on a hunch at the soment.®

Sose time later, they returned to the square and sank, wearily, onto a bench in the shade of the trees, Arwen
pulled of# her shoas with a groan of relief, *Well. What a waste of effort that was. I's sorry, Marianne.®

The Casreea shook her head. *It's all right, I don‘t aind.* She gazed out nver the large, grass covered space,
leaning against the backrest and stretching aut her legs. After a few sosent's companionable silence, she glanced at
Arwen who had resoved her hat and was ruffling her long ginger hair. *Do you aind if I ask you something?"

*No, g0 ahead."

"Well... this say sound silly, but... Where did you get your nams? [t's froa a book, isn't it

Arwen chuckled. *Yes, Lord of the Rings. It was one of Nua's favourites, apparently, and since our clan name

sounds like snaething out of it, anyway..." Ghe had turnad to answer Marianme's question; now she stapped, har gaze
fived on the foot of a tree just a few setres distant. “Don't sove,”* she said quietly,

"What is it?* Marianne kept her face turned toward Arwen despite the sudden urge to turn round. Her neck began to
fegl stitf,

"That child | Saw... sust be. There's a little hoy over there, watching us. Arwen stood up, slowly, and began to
walk carefully toward the tree. Marianne now allowed her head to turn; she could not have held out much longer
anyway, THe child was sucking his fingers, wide eyes at Arwen’s approach, but still standing his ground. But as she
drew yet nearer, e began to toddle away.

*Don’t qo,* Arwen coaxed, crouching down to be closer to his level. “Look!* A glowing ball appeared in her hand
and rose inta the air, bobhing toward the child whase face lit up in a delighted grin. It stopped above hia, daneing
just out of reach, enticingly. He stretched up, waving his hand, then gave a little cry of frustration.

*Arwen?® Marianne stood up and went over to her but the Tithoniél chie gave no sign of having heard her,
concentration fixed on the ball of light that still moved above the child's wildly flapping arms. He jumped up but fell
back, still unable to reach. Then, so gradually that Marianne was not at first sure if what sha saw was actual or a
trick of the light, he began to rise, then bobbed jerkily upwards, still trying to catch the ball. *Arwen!* Harianne
gasped and clutched at the.other woman's ars, breaking her concentration. The ball disappeared but the child went on
rising, giggling with delight. *Arwen - a teiekinetic. Those people - the omes I told you about - they're already
hers!"

Arwen turned, to see the pallor of Mariamme's skin. *1 don't think so,* she trigd to reassure her. ‘lon’t
worry - *

*Andy'* A shout cut across her words. They both turned to face the woman runaing toward them whose blonde hair,
as fair as the child's own, streamed behind her. *Andy, come down here - at once!* Still giggling, the little boy
swooped down, probably intending a new game of flying round his sother's head, but her arm snapped out with the sase of
long practice, and she pulled him in. As she clasped him to her, his chorties turned to a howl of protest. Ignoring
it, she backed away, staring at the two strangers with frightened, suspicious eves.

lon't be afraid - please,® Arwen began. "¥e're friends: we want to help. We're not Human, we're Mardratan.®

The woman looked from one to the other. “Mardratan? But - but you're off-worlders, ares't you? Your clothes - *

*I'a Aruen Tithonidl, this is Marianne Raesdal.®

*{'n Casrees,” added Warianne.

"Cagroem...? Tithonidl7? But that's iapossible; the clans have warred for centuries, 1've never seen any
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Mardrata ocutside ay own family."
*The clans are at peace now - have been for at least a century. A lot's happened since your clan left Earth.”
*The clans... at peace, you say? Is this a trick?”
*Please - I want to show you something, Can we sit down?”

Edgily, the woman led them aver to the bench, sitting on the end, away from them. Arwen took out her portfolic of
docuaents and handed it over: as Andy happily played with the pictures of Mardrata-va, the wosan read the deed and
other documents. ‘This is incredible,” she said, at last. *The Federation’s willing to give us all this?

*1t’s open to you, too, if you want it - and any other Mardratan you know. You would've been contacted Iike
everyone aise but no one knew Siashan existed any more, The last few on Earth died shortly after the clans
re-astablished contact with sach other. ! suppase they didn’t realise some had sade it to the colonies.®

*0h, they wouldn’t have made a point of finding out where we went - you see, a few families made it out here
aventually ~ descendants of some of the first to leave Earth as colonists, [ think there was sose bad blood between our
ancestors and those that stayed behind on Earth, There's only me now - and Andy - the rest soved on again, including my
brother. He migrated to Gassa Claon years ago - got a family of his own. He sarried a Husan womsn - ['ve never mat
her..." Her voice trailed off as she looked down at a picture of Mardrata-va that Andy was chewing, and absentsindedly
took it from hia. "My - sy husband’'s Human, too. He - he knows about me... I told him. 1 knew it might come out in
any children we had.*

"Thera's a place for him, top, on Mardrata-va,* As the woman looked up, sudden hope in her eyes, Arnen added,
“wo've lost a ot of our intolerance, believe se, We're glad to know there are still Siashan around.”

The wosan seiled, obviously relieved, then laughed sheemishly. *What am [ thinking of? I haven't even introduced

ayself. Suzanna Jaesar; Geoff took ay name, too - said he liked it better than his - Crabb.® She handed back the
papers to Arwen. ‘Look, you'd better come home with me and we'll explain all this to Geoff. God knows what he'll say.’

Sose time later, the four of them were relaxing over coffee in the Jaesars’ lounge, explanations finally out af the
way,

*You know, 1 still can't believe it.* Geoff pushed back the wayward dark curls that kept flopping into his eyes.
"4 wholz planet of people with... weil, amazing talents. And we've 9ot an invitation to join thes.®

Do you want to, Geoff? 1 sean, I know what Arwen and Marianne have told us, but there’s bound to be soae
prejudice. And you'd be the only Human - or one of the few if David's wife agrees to cose - on the entire planet.”

Beofé reached out and squeezed her hand, *[t’ll be good for you and Andy. 1 know how hard it is for you, holding
yourself in - and it's iepossible for his. Suppase soseone mlse had happened along and seen hin?*

"They dig¢ actually - our ship's Doctor,* Marianne put in. *He attributed it to the cosbined effect of overwork and
the transporter!®

When the chuckles had died away, Suzanna admitted, *We have had some lucky escapes, though. Andy's very strong for
his age - he can aanage much sore than I could at that age.” She autosatically redirected the flomer vase that had heen
floating across the roos toward her, sosewhat erratically, and secothly landed it on the coffee table.

"Well, T think that's settled, them,” Beoff announced, brightly., “Mardrata-va, here we coe!*

Now that Levi was settled into his quarters and she had ensured that his precious books and family somentoss were
likewise safely stowed in their berth in a storerooa, Arwen made her way up to the bridge. G&he ewerged to find
Lieutsnant Uhura back on duty. *Any reply t0 4y message about the Jaesars yet, Lisutenant?®

*['a afraid not, Ambassador.”

*Arwen, please.”
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Uhura sailed. “Arwen, it is. And please call ae Penda.”
"Delighted tp, 1 wish Startleet would hurry up on this one.”

*It's a little too soon to axpect an answer fros official channels, Arsen, even so. They just don't work that
way.*

*Yes, I's sure you're right. I had hoped to give the laesars some definite news about their transportation hefore
I go, rather than leave thes guessing, Pity they tan't come on the Enterprise, really.”

*Nell, there is another six hours before we're due to leave orbit. Maybe you’ll hear before then," Uhura
syapathised.

*1 certainly hope so." Arwen began to turn away,
*I'11 let you know right away if a sessage comes in."
*Thanks, Penda. [ appreciate it.*
On the way hack to her cabin, she suddenly recalled her words to Kirk before she had heamed down the previous day.
. In all the exciteaent, she had forgotten. He had not been on the bridge, so unless he was still on shore leave - and
she was certain that someone who drove hiaself as much as the faptain wouldn't be - he should be in his cabin,

Sure =nough, his voice answered her press op the door buzzer. “Coma.®

*Reports, Jin? Ohe eyed the small pile of tapes on his desk. °‘Hope you got some rest yesterday.*

*You sound like Bones, Is he paying you to check up on me?* Kirk asked, sildiy. He indicated the chair in front
of his desk.

"Who, ag, Jin?* Arwen sat down, dssuming her best “innocent me” expression.

“Well, you can tell the good doctor I've had all the rest I need. 1's catching up on the last of those reports he
gragged me away from. How's Mr. Telksa settling in, by the way?* :

*h, fine, dim, fine,*
Kirk smiled, *In that case, I take it ypu're here about Ensign Raesdal?®

Arwen raised an eyebrowj she might have known he would not forget. “Got it in one, Jie," Her green eyes were
sugdenly serious, *Jim, she... sha feels that you - and other aeabers of your crem who know she's telepathic - say be
prejudiced against her because of it.*

*Prejudiced?” Stunned, Kirk gazed at her, ‘*Rhy should she... Wait, there was something...® A crease appeasred
hetwsan his brows. *A few days before we arrived at Gigea Orionsis IV, when she came to report her Mardratan origing
we had a siight difference of opinion, [ thought I'd mamaged to straighten things out, but | may have bsen wrong." His
fromn deepened. “My aemory of that whole period is pretty hazy.”

*1'm not surprised, Jis. The telepathic torture you were subjected to is bound to have had some effect. I've had
3 good long.., talk with Marianne and - well, at least some of whai's getting her down is correct. She doesn’t blase
people for avoiding her, especially one who was sctually thera when sha had to attack that boy, She accepts that
they're nervous - even afraid of her. Buk I think she may have magnified your reaction somewhat,®

Kirk smiled, ruefully. "So far as I can recall, [ was very surprised - saybe even 4 little annoyed that she'd used
her powers to influence Startleet personnel - to pass sedicals,” he added, seeing Arwen's astonishment,

*0h, I see. Well, Tithoniél aethods are less objectionable, Jis, but she didn't have that nption. Belisve »e, the
Casrees are very reluctant to do any sind taspering at all. And she did want to get into space awful had.”

*1 tan appraciate that feeling,” Kirk said, recalling his own childhood yearning, *I'!1 try and ssooth things
over, But... if she's still unhappy after that, her best option would be to transter - aaybe to a ship where such

abilities are more coeson among the crew."
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Arwen nodded. 'Thanks, Jim. Mell, I sustn't keep you from your reports.®

Whistling, she left the cabin and headed for her awn quarters, As she sptered, the sound of the viewscrsen on her
desk alerted her, She crassed quickly to it and punchad the conirels. Uhura's image appeared. *1've got your reply,
Arwen,*

*Thanks, 1'1l be right up.”

At last, the Enterprise could be on its way once sore. Arwen turned from the window fros which she had watched
Antigone drop away into the absolute blackness and disappear, then left the observation gallery. She headed back toward
the lighted sections of the ship - and people. The Jaesars were not abpard, but at least they now had the go-ahead to
wind up their affairs and pack the belongings they manted o take with thea, And she had spoken to Harianme who had
seen the Captain and undertaken to *give things one more try’.

Anaother three days and Arwen sould be away again to visit the next fasmily on her list, The Enterprise would not e
ahle to wait for her this time, however, and another ship would be diverted to collect her and the clansfolk, 3ut, for
now, her responsibilities were discharged and she was looking forward to dinner with the Captain, his senior officers,
ang Levi,

Taking her time, she showered and dressed for dinner: she had decided to wear her sx-stage outfit in honour of
Levi. The shiamering green tunic and trousers were a trifle ostentatious but were the only ‘partying’ things she
possesseds she had never really bothered about clothes. Perhaps that was & legacy of having little and living rough.

Ready at last, she hurried along the corridor to collect Levi who would get lost without an eszort through the
seening maze of corridors. Suddeniy, turning a corner, she faltered and swayed dizzily against the wall, UJim... in
danger? It struck her like a chill wind, like soseone walking over her grave,

Through a haze, she heard 2 woman’s voice. “Are you all right, Asbassador?® She opened her eyes to see a
conpcerned crowsesber,

"Fine, thanks, - Just & slight giddy spell. HNot enough reguiar weals, I quess.” The woman seled and, reassured,
soved an, Arwen forced herself to shrug off the last traces of the cold foreboding that had settled around her
shoulders; in any case, the sensation was already fading fast and she could not recollect precisely how it had felt,
She hurried om, toward Levi's quarters. :

¥hen they entered the officers’ mess together, she was relieved to see that she had imagined it, after all, Kirk
and the others rose to greet thea; Kirk appeared as healthy as he had been eariier in the day, There was nothing to
worry about - just her imagination working overtimg as usual, She and Levi seated thesselves between Kirk and McCoy and
seon, amid the glow of good food, wine and conversation, Arwen's forebodings had dissipated.

But, in the fullness of time, she would have good cause to reseaber thee.,. and despair.

Su@oo

= A QUESTION OF ETHICS

I remesber how it started; the day I got fired fros Btarfleet. Mell, it wasn’t on that day exactly, and I wasn't
exactly fired either, hut near as sakes no difference sither one. The Captain was very fair though; ['l} say that for
hia, #ng after all the uncharitable things I used to think about him! Mind you, in retrospect sy opinion of him went
up and down like Spock’s ayebrow. Shows how mixed up [ was in those days.

Weil, where shall | start? Looking out of my window at the sunshine, the field of grain waving, golden, in the
breeze, | feel even more reluctant., But I promised Arwen I'd tape this so everyone can get the facts right, and {
suppase after all the rumours and the calls for & censure at the next Federation Council seeting, I'd better hurry and
finish this before things get any worse.

['11 start froa the heginning then, even though it's going to be rather eabarrassing, talsay the least... but if
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Arwen could publish her account of the whole Tithoniél leadership trouble, 1 can grit sy teeth, too, [ remesber, I was
checking ay tricorder, ready to beam down on another planetary survey. After the last one, [ can’t say I was fesling
all that keen! Besides myself and the transporter officer, there were four nthers standing around - in the transporter
roos, that is, We were waiting for the senior officers.

I aight as well tell you who the other people were. Firstly, there was a botanist, Jefferies - I can't recall her
first nase, Annabel or something. ©She was talking to Hans Guertz, the histarian, her bobbed chestnut hair shining under
the bright lights and her face alive with pre-beam down exciteasnt, All of thes were looking forward to the mission in
their own way, I could tell - which sade another difference between them and ae. But I'a coming on to that. Anyway, I
don't know what she was talking about - probably sose past landing party. Goertz - quiet and diffident as always - wasg
nodding oceasionally, looking politaly interested - also as always. Although 1'd given up trying to talk to any of thea
by then, 1 knew Soertz had no interest outside his own discipline, so I was one up on Jefferies - oF maybe she just
needed somecne to talk at. [ had a quiet, not very nice chuckle to syself; what I could have told Goertz about Earth
histary!

The other two were both security guards - Lennards and Demetz. They were chatting quietly to each other, standing
apart from Goertz and Jefferies. 1 could sense companionship between thea - teas spirit, or whatever you'd like to gail
it. Whatever it was, [ was cut off from all of it - shut out. [t was as if there was a space between us, greater than
the physital distance. Skulking over in ay corner, I was the perpetual stranger, the outsider,.. the Other that lurks
in the Human psycha,

1'd better expiain a few things even though sost of you know at least the outline of the 'Vendasi affair’ as it's
come to he called. [ know 3 lot of you condemned me in your hearts when that news first broke,., especiaily the
Casrees. [ don't blasme yous [ condesned myself. But, now that I've selded with a few of you... and, in fact, the
technigue [ picked ap on the very landing party I's telling yeu about, helped a Lot with that... you can see fhat I
never seant to kill that boy. I wouldn’t have even been capable of trying if I hadn't been as mad as hell, Anyway, By
the tise I's telling you about, word had long been round the shipt a starship’s grapevine is the most efficient ever,
believe ma. Whatever gratitude penple felt toward as for restoring their Captain - and saving Mr. Spock, because a
certain nyrse in sickbay {probably ay only supporter on the whole ship) had put that round too - they still dida't know
the half of it and it was overshadowed by thair distrust of ae.

[ ean even undarstand their views a woman wha can kill with her mind is pretty hair-raising. The senior officers
weren't able to silence the whispers that had spread like wildfire through the lower decks. My one consolation was that
they still thought 1 was Human - only the four sost senior offirers knew otherwise - and so Mardrata-va had not been
hareed. The fuss had died down by now and ail that remained was the distant attitude of colleagues ['d once hoped would
unbend, and the odd looks in the corridors. The worst thing that had had happened while the ning days wondsr was in
tull swing was when ['d walked inte a rec room one evening and found a whole crowd round a3 table where Phil Surrey was
sitting, Resesber - he was the guard I'd lashed out to protect. *Seo, what happened then...?* i voice had Deen saying,
but ended in a yelp of pain. Amidst eabarrassed silence, I'd walked out again, but the door didn't shut quickly anaugh
to cut off the babhle of voizes that broke out behind se. Somehow, I'd maintained my dignity till 1 got back to sy
cabin and could shut myself in the wash area. [ spent a [ot of tise in that tiny cubby hole in those days.

Just as well Noreen hadn't been there with her nosiness and gossip. In fact, she'd taken to spending her evenings
elsewhere and edging past ae with a fixed saile on her face when she dashed out early each morning - and she whe'd never
been early for anything in her [ife before! Funny to think I'd once racked my brains for excuses to aveid her and would
now almost have hegged for her company. No, the Captain’s a fair man - a good man, as Arwep has testified - hut he
couldn't eompel his crew to be as fair, Ironically enough, I'd actually decided to reguest a transfer once I got back
froms this landing party. [t was nearly four manths since ['d set Arwen and the few hours 1'd spent on shore leave in
har cospany had been the only happy ones I'd had since Sigms Orionsis. But even them, I still hadn’t adeitted the truth
to ayself - that I could only he happy among sy own people. I'd been very tespted to pack it all in and go hose only
the day before when 1'd received a tape éros Mardrata-va. That was another occasion for shutting syself in the wash
area. [ aulled over ey grandecther’s wordst "No point in sticking it out any longer if you're siserable, Mari. Humans
have irrational fears... it'1] take a long time to overcoae thea. Not sany tenturies since they were burning some of
us, is it? If they won't accept you... well, damn ‘ea and cose hose." And ey brother Mark had peered over her
shoulder, saying, *Come home, Mari. ¥e miss you.” Just thinking about it now brought tears to ay eyes.

I blinked thes back, realising that the atmosphere in the roos had changed; it was now brisk and purposeful. The
Captain and Dr. NMcCoy had entered; our party was now compiete. Ruickly, [ took sy place on the pad with the others...

@ \&D
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*Tnergise,” Kirk cosmanded,

Nosents later, they were materialising on a world that, superficially at least, was not dissimilar to Sigma
Orionsis IV, sitae of Marianne's first planetary survey. But in reality this world was populated by intelligant
humanoids gossessing a technological expertise which had evidenced itself in the pollution of air and water. Tha
landing party therefore wore trousers, and tunics with woven cord belts, to approximate the dress of the inhabitants.

The Beas-down point was in a scrub and woodland covered area about two or three kilometers fros the nearest town.
Thay found theaselves an a slight siope, trees arcund thes rustling in the gentle bresze, dead leaves underfoot foraing
a thick carpet, lUnslinging their tricorders, they got to work, meting the evidence of humanoid presence in the past -
rusty objects that sight once have been containers for food and drink, and sigas of pollarding on the trees,

Marianne sniffed the air, detecting a faint unpleasant odour: traces of the indestrial pollution detected by an
earlier probe. Her tricorder confirged her finding and she reported it to the Captain, adding that the poilution
appeared to have intreased, Then she continued her scan for animal life, which was her special respomsibility. Nothing
registered though scratch marks were visible on the bark of some of the trees; the animals aust have run away at the
first sound of the transporter beam. Their extreas wariness suggested that humsan hunters were coamon here.

*Nery good, Ensign, We'll head up hill; see if we can get a view of the surrounding area.”

The party set off, alert to any sound or trace on their tricorders. There would be no splitting up on this
survey; it was too risky. Twigs and nettles caught at Marianne's legs so that she was grateful for the sore practical
trousers that the need for disquise had provided, Listening to Jefferies’ veice reporting her chservations an the
vegetation, she relaxed her eental barriers, hoping to pick up advance warning if humanoids were in‘z vicinity,

The ground levelled out, broad boles of trees receding into the distance all around them. The party sade a briet
halt while Jetferies collected 2 few botanical specimens and siowed them into the cloth shoulder bag that she wore,
Then they continued on. After a few moments, a flicker of aovement ahead alerted Marianne. She aiaed her tricordar at
it,

*Sir,* she said, quietly. "There's a humanoig ahead - thirty setres. Behind one of the frees,*
*Stow away your tricorders, ladies and gentiemen,” Kirk ordered softly. Instantly, Boertz, McCoy and the two women

slipped the instruments inside the cloth bags they sach carried. *All right, we handie this as we discussed; friendly
strangers passing through.’

A sudden powerful intuition sade Mariamne look up... to see the fiqure.astride the branch above her head. Then
another aind ~ hostile, bitter - touched hers: instinctively she slammed down her barriers, projecting revulsion at the
sang instant, A shocked ¢ry rang out somewhere overhead,

*Captain, lock out - * Shedipun, shouting the warning, her dark hair fanning out behind her, as time seesed to
stretch out - out - out - and saw Kirk and the others, frozen in midstride, mid-gesture, like figures in a holo-image,

Then, as time smapped back and a heavy net fell about her shoulders knocking her to the ground, fear and despair clained
her. Those others - kin pf the ones on Sigma Orionsis - had come at last for vengeance...

Slawly, thought returned until Marianne hecame aware that she was siumped onto her knees with her ares stretched
out on either side, ropes cutting cruelly into her wrists. Without raising her head, she opened her eyes.

The first thing she saw was firelight retlected upnn'the ground beneath her knees and on her body. Carefully, she
looked to her left without soving her head. Through her curtais of hair, she glimpsed the rope that held her left
wrist, stretched cut until it was fastened securely aroung the trunk of a stout tree. And now, over the crackie of the
tire, she could hear voices, raised in anger and cosing closer,

*Gavid, 1 swear {t! One of thea's a tel - aust be. [ was rejected!*

*$hich wind dig you invade?"

*I'n not sure; 1 just aised a directional beam - *

*lorabi, together cur sweep got all of theay their sinds were defemceless. You sust have imagined it."
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YBut [ didn't, I tell you! One of them can block.®

Cautiously, Marianne raised her head a little. 5he saw at once that she was at the perimeter of a1 sakeshift camp,
at the cantre of which 2 seall fire brightly burned. Kirk and the others, like her, were tied between trees around the
outskirts, all apparently unconscious. She registered all of this in an instant, then noticed two figures eserging froa
the hushes opposite her, both seemingly engrossed in their arqueent, fQuickly, she lowered her head. She heard the
footsteps dram nearer, crunching over a few stray leaves blown into the clearing, then a third voice spoke, from a
little further away: a woman's voice, clear and vibrant,

‘Never mind all that; what concerns me is how they got so far inside the border without being spotted. [f we're
wide open... Lucky for us they didn't have telpanite.® Thera was a general auraur of agreement, Narianne decided to
risk another ]ook.

Luck was with her; the four figures standing a few aetres away, grouped around the fire were facing away froa her
« two with their backs turned, the other two sideways on, In the growing glooa, their tunics and trousers bore dark
splodges - probably dyed green and brown for camcufiage, Marianne guessed. The firelight picked out two of the faces,
however; one, a gark haired, bearded man looking to be in his early thirties, his face serious, the other a young woman
of average height whose wavy, close cropped auburn hair was turned to a rich orange by the fire’s glow. One hand rested
tightly on her hip, the other was held in a clenched #ist. "Dvar should be here soon and then we'll get her story, If
there's been any slacking though - * It was her voice that Marianne had heard breaking up the argusent.

*I$ thare has, we'll tear the hide off her,* coapleted the dark haired man. He had baen one of thase arguing, the
one who denied the existence of a *tel® asong the prisoners.

*Suppose Ovar duesn’t get here - suppose these are just advance scouts for a larger force.” [t was a blonde,
stockily built woman who spoke and Mariapne recognised her voice toot Dorabi, So it was her aind that had touched
Marianna's during the asbush. *The whole patrol could be dead - we sight have sant Plon into & trap.*

There was a sudden low whistle. lastantly, the group sprang apart, staring round at the trees, unliabering
projectile weapons from their shouiders with fluid sovesents that spoke of long practice. The auburn haired woaan drew
i long knife from a sheath at her belt; its blade glinted wickedly in the firelight. Marianne quickly lowered her head
again before they should notice her, and clenched her teeth at the growing agony of a strained shoulder and arm suscles.

The whistle came again: two long, a short, them a long. Then thera was a rustle in the bushes round the casp and
she heard sighs of relief as the band relaxed.

Tihat news, Bjen?" 1t was the voice of the dark haired man.
"Plon’'s on his wayy Ovar’s with his,* a deeper vaice replied.
*Thank the Maker,* breathed Dorabi.

"all right, Bjen. Keep a good loskout.” It was the auburn haired wosan who spoke. Marianne risked a quick
glance, in time to see Bjen nod and depart. He was a short san, wearing a patch over his left eye: in the firelight, a
jagyed scar burned lividly down his face from bensath the covering of cloth.

Anather low whistle sounded and quiet footsteps heralded the arrival of the newcomers. °‘All right, Savid - what's
all this about?”

Marianne saw a dark haired woman, about thirty years ald, well built but with the healthy look of one who had a
hard job and anjoyed it. Ghe frowned at the bearded man opposite, Beside her, a slightly built young san - hardly sore
than a boy - cieanshaven and with pale hair burnished to light gold in the firelight, shrugged his shoulders. *lon't
look at me, Savid; all 1 said was B group wanted te see her.”

The auburn haired woman stepped forward, laying a hand on Savid's shoulder as if warning him that she would deal
with this. The newcomer continued: “No one could have got through our patrols, I tell you - no one! Every zimnach of
that border has been covered, surveyed, sind swept - they couldn't have got in spitting distance before we smelt ‘es,
let alone picked up their greasy little sinds!"

"Dvar, I sent for ynu{' the auburn haired woman said ;iidly, but the other stopped her tirade, 3 lonk of cautious
respect on her face. I sent word because these didn’t grow up like fungi,® She waved a hand toward Kirk and Mcloy.

Quickly, Marianne lowered her head again. She heard a auttered curse from Bvar.
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“Parhaps they were dropped in by flitter?®
"Not a chance,* Savid objected, instantly. “We'd hear them, even at night - *

"Maybe they 've got quieter engines by now,” Dvar interrupted. “After all, who really knows what the scua are up
to? They're tricky enough.® There was a general sursur of agreesent. “#hat I suggest is you get the truth sut of
these and then get word to ae. [ have to get bhack now: Soren’s good enough but I think we all sleep easier when ['a
thera, don't you?* There was an underlying acidity to her words; Harianne wondered if it was directed at Savid. They
certainly didn’'t appear to get on with each other.

*all right,” the auburn haired woman agreed. ‘“Thanks for coming up here, Dvar.”

Dvar grunted an acknowiedgeaent; Marianne heard a few rustles among the hushes and then, evidently, she had gona,
for Plon spoke guietly.

*She could be right, Savid. If they have qot flitters...*

*Ya'11 have pur osn soon enough, And when we do, we can burn their f#ilthy hovels to the ground!* broke in the
third san, who had not spoken before. Savage chuckles greeted this comsent.

*He‘ll sake a group meld tosorrow night," the auburn haired woman announced, ‘“Maybe some of the other zomes will
have heard something,"

*If the council agrees to it,* Plon said, sarcastically.

"They'll have to. The situation’s too serious for thes to defy the pespie’s wishes on this - and they will be
behingd us,® the woman insisted. "As for the prisoners - we'll get the truth from thes, kill tham and return to Hosebase
in the morning."

Marianne’s heart dropped at those words, but then she was gripped by terror as she realised that footsteps were
approaching her. Well, it was better to seize the psychological advantage... Ghe straightened up to face theam, her
face frozen in an unnatural calm that hid inner panic.

The auburn haired woman halted, a few paces in front of her, studying her with interest. Behind, Savid raised hs
eyebrows., 'Training their agents better these days,” he remarked, glancing round at his companicns., To Marianne, he
said, "You know we're going to get the truth out of you - one wiy or another. You can't resist our sind probes so why
nat relax: make things iess unpleasant for yourselt?”

Marianne set his gaze, ‘"What aakes you so sure 1 can't resist?' she countered. Behind Savid, she was aware of the
others drawing together, their faces puzzied, wary, Maybe she could build on that...?

"No dumb can block a tel,” Savid asserted, confidently. The auburn haired wosan stpod aside as he came forward:
clearly, he was to deal with this hissalf, As he reached toward Marianne's tempies with splayed fingers, she spoke
nuickly.

*I wouldn't do that if ! were you,” Something in her voice sade hiwm halt, frowning, *If you mean non-telepath by
"duab’ you wight be right - but I's not 'duab’.”

"I told you, Savid." Dorabi lunged forward and caught at Savid's are, her heart shaped face animated with
gucitement, *It aust have been her who blpcked me.®

Tapatiently, Savid shrugged her of¢. *I's not taken in so 2asily - *

Plon agresd. *It's a bjuff - sust be. What would a tel be doing with dusbs? They didn't have her tied up, did
they? And she's not from our zone.®

*I'a not fros anybody's zone - I've only just got here. Please - tell ae what's going on?* The others stared at
her, surprised; they had almost forgotten her presence during their argusent. Wow they looked uncertainly at each
other.

*Could tels e working for dusbs?* Flon asked, doubtfully.

*{apossible!® Savid objected. “How could they coerce a tei?”
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“Telpanite!® They all looked round at the auburn haired wosan who stood with aras folded, calaly watching thea,
*lan't it obvious? If they've got her faaily...'

Savid turned back to Marianne, *Is that true?* he asked, sore kindly, “There's no need to be afraidy we'll help
you.*

“Could you untie se, please?" Marianne asked, not bothering to keep the pain and weariness from her voice.
Recollecting themselves, they hurried to cut her bonds and lead her over ta the fire. But still the third aan, older
than the rest with skin wrinkled by exposure to the elesents, and hair thimning and streaked with grey, hung back,

“Why should we believe her? We haven’'t asslded with her -~ haw do we know she’s a tel?® Sieuitanequsly, Marianne
felt a needle-sharp probe, fuelled by anger, come sweeping in toward her: hastily, she strengthened her shields to seef
it. The mas reelsd back, eyes widening in shock and surprise, and fell to his knees.

*Meric, are you all right? Meric? Dorabi asked, bending over the kneeling figure, He straightened up, rubbing his
head ruefully. *Yes, I think so... It was like ruaning headfirst against a stone wail,?

T'e sorrye.. [ just...®

"No, no it was ay fault = 1 was so convinced you sust be a dumb.® Meric cliabed to his feet. “But you're a strong
one, all right."

The others faces brightened and Marianne sensed the sass of all five sinds in concert soving to greet her in an
isage of hands stretched out in welcome., “No, no please, I can't seld with you - too sany.® She sensed thes split
apart again as their faces creased in consternation.

*What is it?® desanded Havid. ‘“Why can't you meld?"

"I can - but ['ve only melded with two people at a tiee before. Please - 1'll explain everything, but vocally.”

8til] looking concerned and canfused, they nodded siowly. "ALl right,” the auburn haired woman agreed. “Shall we
start with an exchange of names? [ am Lan," Ghe gestured to each in turn, naming thes. -

*I'a Marianne,® she answered, sassaging her wrists slowly.

"You say you're not f(nn a zone?* Savid asked.

*Yes, that's right. [ was brought up by sy grandecther - just ae and wy brother.”
"Whera was that?" asked Plon.

*T... 1 can't tell you. I'wnot allowed - * Narianne said, awkwardly, resembering the Prise Directive. Angry
aurnurs greeted her response, and Lan stood, drawing her knife.

"Wame the one who threatens you - *

*No! No, don’t kill them - there’s no need.” She lowered her voice as Lan stared down at her. “They're noi
gnenies,*

*But they're dusbs - * Dorabi objectad.

*Please,* Marianne looked from one fo the other of thes, pleaging with her eyes. “Release them. Thay're not a
danger to you, I promise. We came in peace - to learn, We didn’t know there were any telepaths here.® The others
looked at each other questioningly, and Marianne sensed a rapid exchange of thoughts beyond her barriers.

A sudden groan from one of the captives decided the situation, Savid stood up. ‘“Lan?"

*Untie them.®

Semi-conscious, the Enterprise personnel were dragged over to the fire. While the others stood guard over them,
Savid went over to the backpacks piled against a tree and case back with a phaser, comsunicator and tricorder. Sitting

down heside Marianne, he laid the objects on the graus before her.
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"What are these?*

She hesitated, looking over at Xirx and the others. Then she pointed to the cossunicator. *That is a... a type of
ragio.*

*And this?" He tapped the small object beside it: all of the landing party had been carrying the smaller type one
phasers that could be concealed in their clothing. When she did not answer, he picked it up and began fiddling with the
controls, Her hand shot out to catch his wrist but the cry of waraing died on her lips. “It's a weapon, isn’t it?" he
asked. He gazed calsly into her eyss. “Why are you afraid to tell se?*

"We're outsiders, we - we take an oath not to interfere in other people's way of life - nof o explain our
presenca,”®

Savid lpoked at the others and again she sensed 1 sental conference between thea. Then he turned back to
Marianna, *1f you show us how to use these weapons, it could make all the difference. These things are so auch more
advanced... than anything the dumbs have." 8he knew he had been going to say ‘than anything we have'.

*Their charges are lisited,” she said cautiously, without adsitting that the 'lisited’ charge would aow down
hundreds before expiring. “*And you couldn't get a replacesent.®

Savid raiged his eyebrows at ‘charge’ and she realised that, inadvertently, she had said too much,

"Well, maybe they'll still come in handy,* he said, neutrally. “This now..." He tapped the tricorder. *1 checked
it out earlier; it appears to pick up readings of sose kind., What is it - a detection instrument?’

Marianne shook her head helplessly. *I'm not allowed to fell you - I's sorry.”

*Thers was a pouch too... we sanaged to get it open. Looked like sedical instrusents we thought... such aore
advanced than the dusbs ever had though, even before the war.”

Desperately, Marianne seized on the distraction. “Tell se about the war.”

Mat's start supper first,® Lan answered,

For a while, the group was bysy; Flon left the camp for a while, to check traps, while a pan was produced +rom 3
backpack, filled with water froe a fiask, and set to boil aver the caspfire, suspended from i metal triped. Vegetables
nere alse produced from backpacks, peeled, diced and added to the water. By the tiwe Plon returned, carrying his traps
and the carcass of a small animal, which he had prepared already, Marianne had managed to bring the Captain up to date.

*Ensign, whatever happens, you must not tell thes about the Federation - "

]
*Sir, what choice do [ have? They're telepaths - if [ refuse, they'l} just read your ainds and ! don't think
they'll be very fussy how they do it.*

*Bo you have something to say, dumb?" Marianna looked up at the sound of Lan's voice and saw the other woman with
her hang on the hilt of her knife.

*lt's all right,” she said, gquickly. “‘They'ra sy... friends.” Despite herself, the word stuck in her throat
aosentarily; she had too eany bad semories at the back of her sind for it not to. Lan sensed the doubt behind her
words., ’

*All right. MWe'll speak after supper.®

Soon the meal was being spooned into cans which bore handles at each end. Savid left the casp to take Bien his
supper, then returned and rusmaged in his backpack. 'Yes, i've gat a spare stewcan for you, Marianne.'

*I - I have to check it first, Your food might not be safe for me to eat.® As Savid watched with interest,
Marianne scanned the stewpot with a tricorder. *It's fine," she announced, As Savid filled a stewcan and handed it to
her, she glanced at the landing party.

*What about ay friends?® Ghe was detersined not to hesitate on the ward again.

*Oh, there's plenty left for them, ¥e’'ll wash our cans out for thes afterwards.”
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Nodding, Marianne tucked inta the tasty stew, trying to ignore the concerned gazes of Kirk and the athers.

Spock headed for his cabin and sieep, having left orders to he awakened if a signal should come in fros the
planet, There had been no word since the Captain’s call in to report their safe landing but that was not undue cauge
for concarn it Was possible that they had aet some ishabitants and were unable to use their communicators: in any
case, they had been planning to spend the night on the planet. Why then, did he fesl a twinge of concern? It was
illogical; only Husans worried without proper cause, He would banish it with seditation.

s Kirk and the others were handed cans of stew, Savid began the story of the war. ‘*Rhen tels were first born to
dusbs, they refused to helieve it. Most of them kept quiet. But after a while, they realised that we did exist - and
that there were aore and more of us. Then they looked on us as enemies and their governments - they were divided into
pany ditferent geographical areas - tried to contrel us, use us for their own ends. They shut us in institutions and
raaps, drugged us, brainwashed us, tried to get us to use our ability for them as spies, secret weapons. But by then
there were so many tels, the ones cutside the casps forsed resistance groups and rescued the priseners, Pretty socon, it
was war - the dusbs forgot their previocus hostilities to each other and tried to wipe us out instead.’

Lan laughed humourlessly. ‘'Their armies came against us - they tried boabs, too.®
Savid nodded, *Dur abilities had strengthened though, so we could sass-seld and control vast nusbers of them.”

*They turned on each other," Plon added, smirking. *Their pilots bosbed their own cities. Pratty soon, they left
us alone,"”

Marianne shook her head, trying nob to accept what they were saying. Suddenly, she feit repulsed by them - and
yet, underneath that, she was drawn to them, she realised... After all, they were telepaths, like herself. No! Ghe
had to resist that; those on Sigsa Orionsis had been telepaths too, hadn't they? “Aren't you afraid that they'll
develop long range weapgns?"

"No - not until recently, that is. You see, we penetrated the heart of their cities, eradicated their war
scientists, leaders - eventually, they crawled back inte their citiss and tried to barricade us out. They lost a lot of
their technological expertise and their populations fell drastically through fasine and disease. They ceased to exist
as nations and the land was divided between us into 20nes.”

“Yes,* Lan interjected angrily. *And our leaders grew soft and said, ‘lLet's spare these pitiful wretches ~ let’'s
lsave thes alive to eke out 2 miserabls sxistence in their 4ilthy warrens’.” She looked venomously at Kirk and the
others as she spoke,

“You speak as if there's been a reversal,” Kirk put in. The telepaths stared at his incredulously; Marianne
presused that they were amazed at his daring. But Savid answered hia.

"There has...' He paused to glance at Lan to see if she was disposed to comsant further but she had dramwn her iong
knife again and was turning it over in the #irelight, studying it. Firelight deeply etched her face, saking her ayes
unreadable, *Fer fifty years, we had peace. The dumbs kept to themselves - we beligved thes completely broken in
spirit. But their nusbers were slowly increasing and we noticed signs of industrial processes starting up - we didn't
realise it at the tise hut they were arsaments and flitter factories, chiefly, Then about five years aga, they started
to provoke us - "

*Pravoke us!® Lan burst out, unable to restrain herself. *They've always killed the tel children they had - we
guessed that, though we used to raid and rescue them if we sensed thes, But five years ago, they started staking out
the bodies where we could see them.”

*Y-you #ean, they're having tel children - they're killing their own childrea?"

*0f rourse. Dumbs are capsble of anything," Meric snapped.

*But - hut why should they - °

*Because they know we can't get at them, that's why! They've got a new weapon - 2 miperal they discovered in one
of their areas. They set up a mine and distributed the stufé by flitter - and our leaders let thes. Only they didn’t
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know what the stusé was - telpanite, It blocks telepathic sendings, drains the strength of any tel within a few paces
of it, And cipser - * Lan stood up and began to pace, her anger too great for her to bear keeping still.

*Telpanite - physical contact with it - is painful to tels, Too long and it sends thes mad. The duabs have
headbands now, each with a small piece of this stuff attached. They put a headband on each child as soop as it's born,
That way they find cut sooner which is tel and kill it,” Savid explained, dispassionately,

"That's horrible, Can't you.,. can't you mind control them, smake them stop?" The idea was repugnant {o Marianne
but she deemed it the lesser of two evils in the circusstances.

"Not with thea all protected by telpanite. The stuff projects some kind of field we think - at any rate, it
screens any duab wearing it. We'rs just lucky its range is limited so we can pick off the dusbs with our guns.'

"We're gonstructing our own flitters in each zone though," put in Plon. *We have other weapons..." His voice
trailed off as he realisad that Kirk and the others were hearing everything.

“fne of our z0nes was over run when this stuff was first discovered,” Dorabi said. *The dumbs built a fleet of
flitters and t1ew gver their settlement - boabarded it with telpanite then landed and finished off the survivors.,®

*That was the zone nearest the mine," added Savid. ”Since then, we shoot down any +litter that comes within
range, {Jur people aren’t careless anyaar2. How, each zon? is holding them off... ar we were till you got through.®

*Which brings us back to the question ot where you all come from.” Lan rounded on Kirk, ‘*Marianne says you don't
cone fros a zane, that you know nothing of this war so shere da you cose froa?"

*I'm sorry but ['a not at liberty to teil you," Kirk said, quietly but firaly. Lan stared at him, her face stony,

"You will tell us, if we have to tear apart your mind - and the minds nf your friends - to get at the truth. You
gain aothing but pain by defying us.,"

"1 stiil ran't tell you - * Xirk broke off, gasping in pain, his eyes widening, Marianne sprang to her feet.
*Ho, don'tt 'l tell you!®

‘Kirk slumped, gasping for breath. MNcCoy supported him, his eyes biazing in fury at Lan who sgrely looked at him,
unaoved. “Ensign... [ order... yau... not ta break General Grder Nuaber,.., One.,.”

*Captain, I - I'm sorry. What can [ do? What's the point in you all suffering when [ can tell thea - they'll get
the truth anyway!" Marianne cried in anguish.

*You swore an path, Mariapne,” Kirk said, recovering. She couldn’'t meet his ayes, turning away as her own filled
with tears.

"You should thank her, dumb; for sparing you pain," Lan cossented, then ordered, *All right, tie them up.*
fs the others were sacured with ropes, hound hand and foot, Narianne went over to the other side of the casp and
flopped to the ground against the trunk of a gnarlied old tree, trying to get comtrol of her emetions. GShe started as

she felt Savid's hand on her shoulder.

*1t's all right, they won't be harsed. Though ! don't understand how a tel can feel concern for dumbs.” When
Marianna tried to speak, he shook his head. ‘'Words are & poor seans to cossunicate, You can seld with us,'

*But I can't - ['ve already told you - *

*It's all right, don't be afraid. We'll help you - take you through it. Mariinne, we hive ts - it's not that we
don't trust you but we'll need to understand, to see everything, if we're to put your case to our geopla, You do see
that?

Reluctantly, she nodded. “Yes... yes, | suppose so.® GShe got to fier feet and went hack to the campfire. Kirk sas

tooking at hery she saw a sadness in his face and realised it was #or hers if thay ever escaped back to the
Enterprise, her career would be at an end,

"Ensign, ! appeal to you. You may think you know what you're doing but you're sot gqualitied to judge the sffact
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this aay have on them.* He looked at Savid. “We didn't come here to harm your peopla; we know nothing about the
conlict hera. We wish only to leave you in peace.”

*That is not sosething to be judged by a few,” Lan put in, “Everyone aust decide. And we must aeld with har to
ensure that you have ao hold upon her.® She turned to Plon. "Tell Bjen we seidy he sust stay alert. As the young
#an nodded amd left the clearing, the others seated themselves in a circley not far from the firse. Reluctantly,
Marianne jnined thea and Plon returned to take the sapty place left for him, They joined hands. Lan seiled at
Marianne, "Don't be afraid. We'll make this sasy for you." Marianne nodded, har throat too dry ip speak, and closed
her eyes,

While the six figures sat motipnless, hardly breathing, Kirk fretted. Efforts to get free of his honds had proved
fruitless. *Can any of the rest of you get free?" A chorus of 'No, sir’s was his only reply.

*lim, she didn't have such choice,* McCoy said, quietly.
*That argusent won't wash with Starfieet, Bones. Besides, it's a mind aeld - she won’'t be able to hide anything.”
*Jia?" MeCoy fromned.  “"Are you thinking of the persecution of the Mardrata on Earth?”

*Yes, Bones. What chance will we have now of winning their confidence? Het only will thay know all about the
Federation, they'll have a biased view of it."

*] see what you sean, That'd fit it too easily with their perception of non-telepaths as non-people.”

Kirk nodded, "I adait they have justification for that, from what we've heard, bub there were atrocifies on hoth
sides. [ wouldn't aind hearing the non-telepaths' side of the arguaent: at least they wouldn't diseiss us at the
gutset,*

There was a stir among the silent circle: eyelids blinked, hands unlinked, the telepaths came to life again.

*All of space, so many worlds, races..." Savid sounded awed, astounded,

*They persecuted you... for centuries... and yet they gave you a planet,” Plon resarked, in astonishaent.

*Guilt - sust be," Lan replied. “And wanting thea out oé the way. A eore persanent version of our 2ones.”

*But the zones are for gur protection,” Savid arqued. “This is different. A whole planet - free fros dusbs - free
froa persecution,® He stood, helping Marianne to her feet; she was even paler than usual, and a little shaky. GShe mai
Kirk's syes for a sosent, then looked away, ashamed,

*Captain, I,.. I had to. [ couldn't hide it..."

Lan placed an arm protectively round her, *Ne won't let them hars you,” GShe faced Kirk, her features shadowed and
grim in the firalight. "We claism tha right to joip your Federatimn. Either help us against the dusbs or give us a

planet of our own.®

Kirk shopk his head, regretfully, *I'm sorry, [ just don't have that power. Your world isn't ready for contact
with space-faring races - '

*find never will be, thanks to your kind'* snapped Plon. *How can we davelop that kind of technology when we're
tighting for our lives?*

*Captain, 1's sorry,* Harianne blurted, near tears. *I'w sorry if you'll be in trouble with Starfleet over this,
[ know my career’s finished anyway. But... soae things are acre isportant.”

Gently, Kirk said, "Marianne, ! do understand. But ! can't condone it, even so.”

Savid laid a hand protectively on Marianne’s shouider. “Don't worry; tomorrow we'll be back at Homehase.' He
seiled at her, "You know, you don't have to go back to their punishsents. You're very welcome to stay hera, with us.”

*Thank you, but... well, ay family’s on Mardrata-va.®

Savid nodded. "It must be wonderful... z world without duabs.® He leg her away from Kirk and the others to the
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opposite side of the fire. Lan was sguatting beside it tossing twigs into the flames,

"Wonderful... and strange too, Savid.* She looked at Marianne. *Those other Mardrata - the non telepaths -
thay're like duambs yet still your pepple.,®

Marianne sensed that the other wosan was attespting to edse her anquish by steering the conversation onto sore
abstract arsas. fratefully, sha replied, "It's our fault really - for splitting into factions and allowing ourselves to
lose our pther talents, The Casreem don't regard the others as dusbs,”

"o, Ho, of course not," Savid agreed, ‘The real distinction about dusbs is that they hate anyone different,
whereas your people have stuck together despite the persecution, the living in hiding." He rubbed the back of his neck,
easing tension, “Eight thousand years," he said, with a note of awe in his voice. *Ne couldn't even manage thirty.*

Thare were grisaces fros his cospanions: their aesories ware toa hitter for anything else,

*Our circusstances were very different,” Marianne replied. ‘*There were few of us, and we had continuity - children
were taught how to hide their abilities by their parents. And we oniy went into hiding gradually.® Behind her words
lay the experience of the Mardrata on Eartht +$irst living as nomads, their 'aagic' powers accepted by Humans who
helieved sagic to be something that helped the tribe. But with the growing complexity of Huean societies, Humans case
to regard all sagic as black magic ~ the wielding of power over others - and thus case to fear it.

"1 think we can learn a ot fros your example,” Savid agreed. ‘“Despite your success in 'fitting in’, yvou allowad
your talents to become split and intergroup rivalry to set in.®

*And when you were na longer able to protect each other,” Lan continued, *you became vulperable to persecution.?
She looked round at the others. “We must never allow ourselves to be divided.® There were aursurs of agreement.

Watching them, Marianne was profoundly aware of the warmth and companionship between them - something they had
trisd to extend to her, alsa. VYet, here tog, she felt excluded; she did not belang, Despite the affinity for like to
like, she had other loyalties. Besides, they were cosplete without her, did not need her: Lan, decision maker, Savigd,
tha thinker, Meric, the healer, Plon, the most skilled hunter in the group, Dorabi, weapons technician, and Bjen the
scout, ALl their people were organised like this, into reils: their response to a now persanent war-{ogting. She had
na place here - and she had a3 duty to thase whos she had betrayed,

*What - what happens in the sorning?”

*We’)i rendezvous with our relief cell and return to Howebase," Lan said, eyeing Marianne shrewdly. "1 you're
concerned sbout your... colleaques, well, their case will he presented by us in a sass aeld and thes put to the vote, |
have to warn you, though. Even though these dusbs aren't involved, wany of our people will condesn thea from hatred:
we have suffered a lof, and they will say what is to stop these peeple offering their techaology to the dusbs hera.
After all, it's natural that they should side with their own kind."

*Tha non~interterance directive works both ways,” put in Xirk. “Me won’t help the non telspaths against you.®

Lan gazed levelly at hia. °*I can believe that - intellectually - but I find it hard to accept eaotionally. The
vote will decide."

Marianne caught at her arm. *If you gave back their communicators, they would go in peace,* she said, esagerly.
*1'n sorry, but we can't allow that,?

Marianne turned to Savid in appeal but he shrugged his shoulders, *Lan’s is the final word." Hopelessly, she
could only nod.

It was getting late, and the telepaths wade preparations for sleep, producing blankets from their backpacks. One
was handad to Marianne and she lay down, wrapping it around herself, and tried to relax. Soon, the telepaths were
rolled up in their blankets by the steadily burning fire, with the esception of Meric who had taken first watth, Bjen
returning to the camp to sleep, Marianne watched the slowly pacing figure, his shoulders hunched beneath the hianket
wrapped about his shoulders: the air had cooled considerably. No blanket had been spared for Kirk and the others, who
were forced to sit in a huddle to keep warm, still bound hand and foot.

Harianne could net sleep, turning over the problem in her mind, She could not let the Captain and the others go tn
an almost certain death: she sensed them, waiting for her to help thea,
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The fire died down a little; Merit approached to throw on 3 few twigs from the pile beside it collected earlier.
As he fed the new wood in and straightened up, Marianne, who had quickly closed her eyes and shammed sleep as he case
aver, slipped #rom her blanket and stood up behind him. Her heart beat rapidly as she attespted to recail her combat
training, As her ars came up, he swung round, pulling a pistel from his belt.

WHAT ARE YOU DOIRG?

His thoughts blared angrily at her mind. Wincing she staggered back then, slassed a coamand at hin. Drop the
gun. She felt his barrier crusble: gasping, he let the weapon thud te the ground. ODesperate to prevent him warning
the others, she willed, as strongly as she could Sleep! Do not waie until »orming.

Meric cruspled slomly, as if frozen in time., Alsost sesaerised, she watched him, then snapped cut of it in tise to
cateh his. She lowered hiwm to the ground and felt for the sheath at his belt: vyes, she had thought so - they ail
carried knives, Drawing the blade, she crept between the sleeping figures over to where Kirk and the others waited.

fis spon as she had cut his bonds, Kirk rose and prosptly glided over o the tree ahere the backpacks had been
propped. Near panic, Marianne suddenly realised that he was retrisving their eguipmsent; of course, she had done enough
damage already without these people being left free to copy such advanced techmology. But she no longer felt guilty
that she had shoen thes the truth: after all, shy shouldn't thay know there was something more to existence than
hatred, killing, a desperate struggle for survival? They knew now that othsrs like thes had prospered; it would give
thems hope.

Kirk crept back, clutching one of the landing party's cloth bags to his chest to minimise any clanking of the metal
objects within, Together, the party left the camp, stifling their groans of pain at the sudden exercise of auscles
cramped by forced immohility. They trod as quietly as they could over the carpet of fallen leaves, still undecayed froa
previous autumns, not speaking until they were far from camp. At last, the ground underfoot began to slope downwards;
arianne guessed they were not far from the beam down point. Kirk's voice spoke quietly beside her. “Well done,
Ensign,”

*Th-thank you, sir.® Selatedly, Marianne realised that her action would count as partial witigation at whatever
disciplinary proceedings awaited her. 1t was suddenly important that he should know that hadn’t been the sotive, *I -
[ didn't do it to - to try to get of - °

*1 know, Ensign.” Thare were sounds of rustling as Kirk felt for a comsunicator inside the bag he held: the
darkness was total under the trees,

A shot rang out, deafening in the silence, There was a grunt of pain,

*Jin!" McCoy’'s voice was raised in alarm, More shots rang out, crisson flashes in the darkness below. Someone
pushed Marianne tc the ground. Thera were yells, not far off; screass of pain and ferocious hattlecries designed to
unnerve apponendd. Marianne spat out dirt and heard McCoy's veice in the darkness,

"Jim,, What is it?

"My shoulder, Bones,.. sust be a bullet.* The Captain's voice was steady but Marianne detected the undertone of
suppressed pain,

*Holg it right thare!"

The harsh voice took her by surprise; she lnoked up, only to be dazzled by torchlight streaming into her eyes.
Behind the glare she was vaguely aware of figures, their facas fierce and fantastically shadowed by the halo of light
from the torch held by one of thes, A figure broke away from the group to step forward. *On your feet, filth.” His
was tha voice she had heard before. Rough hands pulled her to her faet: around her, she sensed the others being
siailarly handled, There was an involuntary groan of pain from Kirk,

"This one's wounded; let’s finish him off," suggested another voice.

"No, wait - * McCoy bagan, but Marianne, seeing the heavy pistol being raised to Kirk's head, had a sudden
inspiration.

*He's pur leader,” she said, quickly. "If you don't hars his, we won't give you any trouble - * The person who

was holding her, gave her arm a vicious twist but the hoarse veice of the aan who sesaed to be in charge, rewarded her
gffort.
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“Leader, gh? Al right, Adiek, leave that ona alive, He'll have aore inforsation than the rest. How - move!®

& hand planted itself in the small of Marianne's back and pushed. She staggered forward down the slope, caught her
foot on & treeroot and sprawled headlong. She cried out in pain as her hair was seized and she was pulled to her feet,
*You heard - sove,'

Before long, the ground was levelling out, They halted in the concealeent of a gnarled tree while one of the banmd
scouted the way ahead. The torch was turned off and they waited in silence. Far away, a shot sounded, but sost of the
garlier fighting had died away, Then a low whistle sounded fros up ahead.

"Come on," said a voice close to Marianne's ear, and she was again pushed forward., The darker bulks of the troes
were thinning out here: soon, they were left behind all together. Ahead, another shape, hunched and menacing, Iurked
in readiness. Captors and captives crept quietly toward it.

Suddenly shots rang out, bullets impacting intp the ground around their feet, Curses spundad and the band broke
into a run, forcing their prisoners azlong with thea, toward the squatting form ahead. Marianne heard a whistle of
protesting air, just behind her head: despite the darkness, those shooting at them were obviously getting their range
correctly now. Then a scream of pain sounded hehind her,

“#ho's hit?"
"Never mind, just get hie in the transpart - gquick!*

They reached the vehicle; Marianne was pushed toward it. She grabhed the side and pulled herself up, realising
that it was opan topped and with only low sides - not such protection against the bullets now whizzing round thes. As
she swung herself in, the others scrambled after her, pushing her over to the far end, at the rear of the driver’s
coapartsent. 5She heard the cab door slam and the amotor roar intec life, With a lurch that threw her bruisingly against
the sida of the transport, they were suddenly in metion.

*Keep down!" the harsh voice ordersd, At the same mosent, a bullet ricocheted against the side of the iransport
with a high metallic ringing. With a cry of fear, Marianne smatched her hand away; she had been clinging to the side
for support. CSomewhera close by, she heard a groan of pain but whether from Kirk or the other injured person, she could
not tell. By now the vahicle was lurching 50 violently aver the ruugh grownd that it was all she could do to keep down
the stew she had saten so recently.

At last they were leaving the qunfire behind. The transport siowed a little as it entered a rubble strewn arez and
was forced to detour around piles of masonry. Soon, dark shapes loomed up, hesaing them in, but lights also appearsd,
strung between tall poles. These people evidently had at least one generator. The lights showed crusbling walls,
glassless windows black and ominous,

*Take a good look, tels. The ruins of the city you destroyed, But we’'ll be clearing these seon - building our new
city, And you can’t stop us.® The harsh voiced san tapped the headband he wors: Marianne saw light glinting on the
small stone woven into it. Telpanite. The man hiaself was bearded and stockily buili; acrnss his shoulders was strung
a beit of aamunition. She looked round at the others, trying not to flinch at the unwavering hostility she saw in their
gyes. Their faces were scarred, wrinkled by the sun, scoured by hardship. Their dishevelled, shoulder length hair was
confined by protective headbands, Ghe switched her pgaze to Kirk who lay on the floor of the transport, blood showing
darkly on his shoulder and chest, his head cradled on McCoy's knees. Unconscious or deas? Marianne couldn't tell
without a tentative sind touch and was reluctant to chance even that. Though the vehicle had slowed considerably, she
still felt nauseous and was hegxnn:nq to suspect that prosieity to the telpanite in those headbands had something to do
with it.

*How's funuck?® the leader asked. Ancther man was hending over the lisp body his head pressed against the chest.
He sat up, shaking his head.

*Dead.*

there was auttering at this, the band staring with hatred at Marianne and the others. *Filthy tels,” one said.
"You'll pay for this when Geyron gets through with you.® Chuckles ast his words.

At last, the transport rolled into a more open areas evidently, the ruins here had been clearsd away. § short
gistance away was a high wall, topped by electric lights. There was a shout from a fiqure atop it. “They're backi® A
door in the wall began to swing back with such groaning of hinges.
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*1 told them 1o oil those yesterday: Gavron'll have their guts if he hears {t." The leader looked round at the
gthers as he spoke; obediently, they laughed softly. Then the vehicle was rolling through the gap in the wall, and
into a courtyard beyond. The engine died away and the driver ciisbed out. ‘Well drivem, Fimst,” the leader said,
parning a grin from his suhordinate, A group of sen case forward.

"How dig it go, Pranck?”
The leader gestured toward the prisoners. "Sge for yourself.” The other ean grinned, delightedly.

The men began to claaber to their feet, roughly pushing the prisoners before thea, Marianne began to cliab down
but a foot sent her tusbling to the cracked paving stones below. Coarse laughter rang out, rebounding frow the walls
around, then another foot impacted with her ribs, “Get up.” Feeling aore sick than ever, she struggled to her feet and
clung to the side of the vehicle for support. The others jnined her, herded together, McCoy and Scertz supporting Kirk
who aoaned softly as they helped hia down. By now more figures were running into the courtyard from an alley at the far
gnd, having heard the news. Their faces crowded in on Marianne, then swas hlurrily away, She prosptly doubled over,
retching in the shadow of the vehicle. Diasly, through tears, she heard Pranek's voice raised abave the growing noise of
the crowd,

*Hold it! We're taking thee to Bevron; you'll have your fun with them later.® He ordered his aen to fors a
cordon around the prisoners. “Come on, tel.* He pushed Marianna over with the others. Then his men began te force a
path through the sass of bodies now pressing in, jeering and spitting at the prisoners,

Disoriented, Narianne raised her head in time to see that they were inside one of the buildings she had vaguely
noticed before, A door closed behind thes to cut off aost of the noise. Shielding her syes against the glare of a
single eiectric bulb that hung from the ceiling, she looked round the room, It was small and plainly furnished; a
narrow hed in the corner, a group of chairs opposite and, in the centre, a desk. The aan behind it drew her attention.
He was lean, almost gaunt in appearance, and - oddly, in this cospany - cleanshaven. But his skin was as tanned as that
of the other aen standing around and his eyes held the same isplacable hatred., Strange eyes though... ice biue, alaest
washed of colour. And his hair was fair; bleached nearly white by the sun. By any standards, he was a striking
tigure,

"Well, Pranok, 1 didn't expect suctess like this when I sent you out.” His hands werz steepled beneath his chin as
he gazed at the brawny band leader. Pranok stood a little apart fros the rest, his fingers hooked in his leather beit,
confident, secure... but inwardly a little uneasy, thought Marianne, "Yes,* the blond aan continued, "A few kills I
expected, but never thought you'd be lucky enough to catch a whole group of thea, Nell done.’

Pranok smiled, looking round at the others, accepting his superior’s thanks on behalf of them all. *To tell you
the truth, Gevren, I didn't think we'd be so lucky either. We didn't get far across the border before we ran into ‘ea.
I thought it best to bring thea back rather than press on - especially since it sounded s if Jaeroe's group were having
trouble." A

_ "Yes, they're ant back yet,® Gevron inforaed thes. He looked along the line of prisoners; Marianne shivered is
the pale eyes aet hers for a monent hefore passing an. ‘Have you had a chance te question thes yet?"

"o, they were firing at us all the way to the border."

Gevron nodded, the small blue stome set in his headhand flashing in the overhead light. "All right, we'll begin
now. Secure thes.®

*Adlek, fetch rope,” Prangk cossanded. The other nodded and went outside. For a mosent, the veices of the crowd
swelied in volume then subsided again as the door cluosed.

*This san needs eedical attentiom - I's a doctor, a healer - * McCoy began. One of the men behind his unlisbered
the rifle from his shoulder and raised it to strike NcCoy with the butt but Gevron held up his hand and the aan stepped
back,

*You will be silent,” Sevron said. *Until it is time for you to answer our guestions.”

"The woundad one’'s their leader," Pranok put in.

*Indeed?® Gevron eyed Kirk's slusped form speculatively., The Captain straightened himselt with an effort, his

hand pressed against the shoulder wound from which blood still sluggishly ran. Then the door reopened and Adlek
returned with some lengths of rope. The landing party were seized, their arss pulled behind thes and tied. Kirk's face
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tightened as his arass were jerked hack but he sade no sound, knowing it unwise to show weakness again, Fresh blpod
flowed $rom the wound ahich had bheen reopened. Pale, Kirk fought his weakness and the trauma due to pain and loss of
blood.

*We're not the people you want - *

"Silence! You have been told onte; you will only speak to answer oy questions.® Geveon picked up a piece of
stone from his desk, a little largar than those worn in the headbands. “You know what this is don't you?" They
remained silent. *1 advise you to answer my questions - or [ will use this. Reseaber that.®

Marianne fought to remain on her feet, feeling weaker by the mosent,

The san grinned showing stained teeth, then held out the stone to Pranok., ‘Let thea study it more closely.”

Chuckling, Pranok hefted the stone and soved to Lennard, since the security quard was nearest his, He placed it
against Lennard’'s forehead, waiting with an expectant snesr,

The expected reaction dig not cose: Pranck stepped back in amazesent, then turned to Gevron in constermation.
"Ha's not 3 tel - he's a nors!”

*Check the others.”

Buickly, Pranok maved along the line, pressing the stone to the forehead of each prisoner, drawing claser to
Narianne on the far end, “They're all nora'* he said, shocked. As he reached Marianne, she took an involuntary step
backwards. “Hold her'* he snapped. Rough hands seized Marianne's hound arms. Still she struggled to escape, tossing
her head $ros side to side as she sensed the deadly radiation coming closer, Pranok’s hand shot out to grasp a handful
of her long dark hair, confining her, Them the blue stone was pressed to her forehead.

Firey ageny lanced into her brain., Screaming, she coliapsed to her knees as the man behind let her go. Laughter
gehoed roung the room,

*All right, release the others,” Gevron ordered. #s Kirk's bonds were cut, he began to aove toward her but his
weakness avercase his. McCoy caught him just in tiame.

"Thase apn and the hrown haired woman are our brothers and sister,” Gevron announced. *Conduct thea to the spare
guarters and fetch whatever the healer needs to tend his comeander. Khen they have rested and eaten, we shall talk.*

*There's some sedicine in a pouch. Your men have it," McCoy put in.
Gevron looked expectantly to Pranok.

*It's in the transport - a bag of their stuff,* he said, gesturing to one of the others to fetch it. As the door
opened again, they could hsar the sound of weeping above the other noises of the crown. *Xunuck’s woman.,”

"o wiil be avenged,” Bevron answered, staring at Marianne's kneeling figure. GShe was rocking back and forth on
her heels, mcaning. The door openad again and the san returned, handing over a sack to Bevron. He siowly took out ail
the equipment. *Is this your medicine? he asked, holding nut the sedi-kit. Nodding, Mcloy took it with relief,

"May we have our other things please,” he began, as Bevron stowed thea away in the sack again.

*] shall study thea first,” the other replied flatly. *Ne'll speak again when you've eaten and tended your
leader's wound, Pranok, see that they are given new headbands.'

*The girl... She's no threat to you,” Kirk began, carefully, “She doesn’t telong to the people in the forest.,.®

Bevron stared at Kirk, then looked at Mcfoy, "Mis wound may be infected, healer: he is obviously delirious. Tend
him well.” He nodded, evidently dississing thems, an impression confirmed when Pranok opened the door. Angry muraurs
from outside rose in volume but he siepped out first, raising his hands.

"Be at peace, brothers. These peaple are norms!™ The noises died away to be replaced by confused auttering.
*teed me! They are norms, prisoners of the tels., But we have one tel - a woman.® A roar of approval sounded, “Clear

a path for our new friends, Clear a path.’
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inside, the landing party were heing herded toward the door. MeCoy looked back at Marianne, who was now shivering
as if feverish., “What are you going to do with her?"

Bevron sailed, "Do not fear, healer. She will be well tended.® Then the door clpsed and Meloy and the others
were soving slowly through the now subdued crowd toward another building.

Mchoy secursd the bandage on Kirk's shoulder and turned to wash his hands in a bowl of water on the table, "You
were futky, Jimj you escaped with a flesh weund. Another couple of centimetres and that could have shattered the
hone.* Kirk began to ease his tunic on onehandedly, wincing a little, despite the painkiller NMcCoy had given his.
*Here, let me help you with that.® NeCoy retied the fastenings of the Captain’s coarse woiles tunic. "It should heal
cleanly now, Jis, though 1°d be happier if we could manage a blood transfusion.’

*Thanks, Bongs." Kirk got to his feet and paced over to the windaw, peering through a gap in tha wooden shutters.
The courtyard ared outside was now deserted, the people having heen ordered to disperse tp their homes. The only
iliumtnation was provided by the subdued glow of the bulbs along the defensive wall and the chink of brighter light
streaning out around the door of Gevron's office. I don't like it, Bones. With the attitudes here, they're capable of
doing anything to her,*

*She's got command training, sir," put in Seertz, diffidently.
*Rut she's hetrayed us already,” Desetz added. *To her pals.”

"That's enough, Lieutenant.” Kirk swunp away from the window, his face grim. "If you speak like that about a
fellaow officer again, I'll put you on report,*

“Sorry, sir,* Desetz muabled. Thers was an uneasy silence, then a soft tapping at the door startled thes. After a
aceent, Kirk respondad, “Cose.® The door opened and Ensign Lenmards slipped inside,

"There was a pile of refuse round the side of the building, sir. 1 buried the food in that. [ didn’'t see anyone.'

Xirk nodded. ‘Good." It would take a lot of explaining to their hosts that his party had already eaten - in an
gneny campsite, Besides, they did not want to risk contamination by alien micro-organises, being unable ta check the
tood. Luckily, the water had been rendered safe by a couple of purifier tablets from MeGoy's medi-kit.

A second knock on the door sade them freeze scsentarily then Kirk aodded to McCoy who was nearest the door, and the
Dactor opened if.

Pranok entered, ‘*Bevron will see you now ~ your leader and the healer. The rest may slesp; bunks are in the next
room.* B :

“Thank you; you've been sost hospitable,* Kirk replied, seiling. His fertile brain had suddenly foraulated an
idea that aight yet save Marianne. But he had to win tbeir confidence,

*You are noras: we would do this for any of our brothers and sisters,” Pranok said, standing aside to allow thea
to step past hia. Mentally girding hissels for battle, Kirk went out into the cool evening air.

Suppressing 3 sigh, Spock opened his ayes and uncoiled himself from his cross legged position, rising to his feet.
Unusually for hiam, he had heen unable to surrender his conscious mind to the disciplines of Vulcan seditation. He went
over to the bed to lie down and think, What could be preventing proper relaxation? Nothing he could detect in his own
thoughts: no undesirable trace of ssotional contamination, no unsolved probles of complexity to desand an answer. And
yet... A vague anxiety clung tenaciously te his thoughts: was the Captain in danger?

It was cospletely illogical, of course. Thers was no espirical evidence whatscever on which to base a reasenable
doubt to Kirk’'s safety, But it had been demonstrated in the past that they possessed some kind of tenuous awareness -
perhaps even a link - probably a legaty of so aany sind aelds. It so, his concern could be logical after all, In any
event, it would do no hara to gather extra data.

He swung hig legs off the bed, refusing to examine the sensation of relief his decision had sngendered, and got up
to call the bridge. DBut then he halted: the planet’s inhabitants were physically sisilar to Husans and it would be
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ditticult to distinguish thes from most of the landing party. Ensign Raesdal's readings however, should be quite
distinctive - but the fact of her different physiology was classified and the knowledge restricted to the four senjor
officers. Accordingly, the science officer on duty could not be asked to scan for her.

Yoving swiftly, Spock removed the Vulcan robe he wore and began to don his unifors. He would have to make the
sensor scan himsels, He did not stop to consider the sense of urgency thai now possessed hia as he alaost tore fros his
room and headed for the nearest turbolift. It was fortunate that there were no crew about on his route to the bridge fo
ser their noraally unflappable First Offiter so uncharacteristically ruffled,

*Co-operate and we’'ll give you a quick death.” The voice, so cold and reasonable, somehow penetrated the haze of
red pain and sent a chill down Marianme's spine. She lay still beneath Gevron's boot, breathing shallowly in an attespl
to lessen the pain that stabbed through her side. She felt something trickle down the side of her face; realised it
was her own blood. Then the boot was removed and rough hands pulled her to her feet. She gasped as a stab of agony
lanced through her -side. »

*In pain, tel? It will gros worse. And there is always the telpanite again.® Gevron paused to let the threat
sink in. *How are you organised? WNhat are your leaders planning?*

*{ - 1've told you al - already. I don’t know anything, The others brought se from far - far away - asagh!* She
doubled over, preventad from $alling by Pranok’s broad fingers that dug painfully into her upper arm.

"Bp sensible... GSpeak.® Gevron forced up her head and laid the tip of a phaser against her tesple. “¥hat would
happen if I pressed this tontrel?*

80 ahead and find out - *

Bevron hit her brutally across the face, Tears started from her eyes again amd she bit her lip io hold back sobs.
Gevron lowered the phaser. *No. Nhatever this weapon does, it would be too quick, undoubtedly. I have a public
entertainment in aind for you,” He grinned at Pranok, Harianne smelled his stale breath, ‘“What did we do with the
1ast one we caught, Pranok?”

"The boy, wasn'% it? Na burned his in the qreaf square.?

*0h, yes. Made quite a spectacle, didn't it? Yes, we must stage something equally impressive for you, girl,
Adter all, since we found telpanite, none of you have been cbliging enough to leave your lomes, VYes, the last one would
be five years ago when we first got the telpanite. That boy didn't know about it, did he, Pranok? 1I'll always reaeaber
his face - the look on it when he realised that he couldn’t control any of us." Both men chuckied. *No, I°1l hava to
give your death some consideration.® He turned away to his desk. *Put her in the cage, Pramck, She’ll keep till
sorning.* He took a headband froa the desk, “*And put this on her, 6ag her too - we don’t want her keeping us awake
all night, #hen you've done that, fetch the noras we rescued - their leader and the healer, in case the aan is still
sick,”

Pranok nodded, taking the headband, and began sanhandiing Marianne out of the door. Just one touch of the
talpanite had been agony: if she was forced to wear it for hours she felt she would go mad. But her hands were tied
behind her still and she was oo weak from the beatings to put up such of 3 struggle. Her only consolation wag that she
had nat batrayed Kirk and the others nor the teiepaths she had aet: in the seid they had shared, she had seen the plans
that Plon had nearly let slip verbally. The tels in all zones were hard at work on constructing flitters and explosives
aore powerful than ever befors, When the tise was right - and she knew that would be soon -~ they would launch an all
out attack on the telpanite mine and the settlement of duabs that ran it, and then follow up this psychological blow
with firebomd assaults on the cities. Any dusb survivors would be wipad out by sass landings of crack troops. To say
anything now would alert the dusbs who had their own weapons in production: at least, she told herseif, one side would
supvive this way and since the tels wers the next evolutionary step on this planet, it should be thes,

Pranok halted and pushed open a door shoving Marianne into a dark interior. She stustled but, held up by the burly
band chief, did not fall. Then she heard a clanging as it a key was shaved into a lock and turned, There was a stale,
sour saell aroung her,

Without warning, Pranok pushed her forward. She landed heavily on a straw covered floor, crying out as the cracked
rib jabbed into her lung. “Shut up.® A gag was thrust into her south and tied tightly behind her head, Pranck
chuckled. *You'll have sosething to screas about now - but we won't have to listen,® She felt hiw slipping sosething
aver her head, felt the beginnings of pain prickle inside her skull as the telpanite came nearer. She triad to plead,
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tp beg, but the gag auffled her outcries. She saw Pranck's cutline against the dim glow filtering in through the open
doar behing his. There were other outlines - vertical - bars, she realised, She was to be kept inside a cage like an
anhisal in an old time zoo. Then the telpanite was placed against her forehead and coherent thought ceased. She fell

~ back, tossing her head in agany against the dasp straw, She did not hear Pranok's laugh nor the key terning in the lock
imprisoning her. Nor did she hear the outer door siam shut. There was only the fire in her brain and nething aore.

*Cose in, cose in,® Bevron said with a geniality that Kirk did not believe camse naturally to the san. ‘Please sit
down." He indicated two chairs before the desk and Kirk and McCoy sat down. *Firstly, we have not exchanged nases.
You have probably guessed I am City Governor Gevron. You are - 7°

'Xirk - and this is Doctor McCoy.® Xirk concantrated on projecting an iamage of self assurance and open
trisndliness,

Bevron nodded. “Yes. [ *rust that you are now recovergd?*
"Thank you, ves, You've treated us very kindly.®
"Not at all. We would do the same for any nora needing our help. You were... captured by the tels?*

Hare we go, thought Kirk. Gevron was obviously a little doubtful about thems he had to lull that curipsity.
"Yes, we're unfamiliar with the area - strayed too close to their border and they jumped us,®

Beyron nodded. “The tel girl who was with you - she was one of thes, I take it?*
"No, she's ay slave. She got us out - "
*3lave?" Bevron demanded, his icy blue eyes piercing Kirk who was beginning to have a sild headache.

With his sost innocent espression, Kirk replied, half seiling, "Nhy, ves. We have a nuaber of thes - for the heavy
work, you understand. Some of it involves exposure to unhealthy conditions so we'd rather not risk our own peaple,’

*You use tels as slaves? How?* demanded Gevron.

*uow? 1 don't understand - * Kirk gave a perfect imitation of soseone asked-how water was wet or any other
perfectly salt evident truth,

"How do you keep control of thea? How do you keep them from plotting against you?"

"Nell, they'ra always chained, of course. And any disobedience is severely punished, naturally. And we Hlve the
zame blue stone you have here, of course. Wa're all safe quarded against their powers and they're too closely guarded
to give us trouble.”

Gevron shook his head in hewilderment. *I don't understand this. Tels as slaves? Where do you come from?”

*¥2 live among the aountains... far to the west, Over two weeks by transport vehicle, W¥e're {salated; we've got
no contact with the outside. So, finaily, we decided to send expeditionary parties out to try to eake contact.® Kirk
was relying on his semory of the planet's terrains the sountains had shown no sign of humanoid habitation whatsoever.

"Ho contact? But - but what about radio?”

"Oh, our scientists have tried to redevelop sowething like that but it was impossible. They think it sight be
something to do with aineral deposits ameng the sountains - too such interderence.?

*{ see. What happened to your vehicle??

*Broke down; we had to abandon it,” MeCoy put inm, thinking it would look odd if he said nothing, “We continued on
tont but the tels picked us up.”

*Yes, they took our headbands - buried them somewhere. Thenm they mind-probed us. [ think they were geing to take

us to their base in the sorning but ay slave overpawered their sentry and fresd us. Ne were running away when your men
pitked ug up.” .
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“Yes, you talk of this slave again - helping you, Why should a tel act against her own kind?*

“when our teams were formed, we each picked out a tel who had at least cne ather relation. This one has a brother
- she knows that if we don’t return within three aonths, he'll be killed,® XKirk leaned forward and picked up the loose
bit of telpanite from Bevron's desk, *¥e use this stuff on thea. They're sore scared of this than anything; 1 think
you call it - telpanite? We call it... Spockel, after its discoverer.” He sensed McCoy nearly splutter beside his and
stood on the doctor's foot, relieved to hear him disguise his reaction as a cough, He didn’t want Gevron asking how an
isnlated group would know the correct naae of a aineral so recently discovered,

Bavron was nodding. *Yes, I see, But how do you stop thea becoming too nuserous?

“Oh, we've developed a aedical technigue,® MeCoy put in quickly, “Ha can sterilise thes; we only keep the
strongest and fittest for breeding, That way we maintain a ssall herd without becoming outnusbered.” Kirk could detect
the distaste underlying Mcfoy's words but Sevron appeared to be coapletely fooled.

"4 warvellous idea... We have several tels born to our own women every year. If we used them as work animals..,
Yes, we have & grave shortage of labourers with all our young and fit sen out on patrol. And now we are sabarking on
clearance of the ruins... Yes, we know that telpapite drains their power even over a few paces distance.., without
causing pain. So, if we put telpanite necklaces on thes, fixed pieces of it in the walls of their cospounds... yes, it
is feasible.” The fair haired man spoke with growing enthusiasa,

Kirk shrugged, then winced as his injured shoulder hurt his. °It’s how we do it, anymway."

Bevron seesed alight now with excitsent, “Yes, this could revolutionise our war effort, speed up our plans against
the teis, The people will have to be won aver first, of course, but - * He stopped and turned to Pranok who had been
standing behind his chair in silence during the whole exchange. 6o to Kirk’s slave; remove her headband.” Pranok
nodded and went cutside, whila the Bovernor beased benevelentiy at Kirk. “1's afraid we damaged her 3 Iittle; we
thought her serely a prisoner of war, I I°'d known she was your property...” he trailed off, apologetically,

"0¢ course, we didn't realise: if we’'d knawn you had no slaves of your own, wa'd have told you,® Kirk answered.
The headache had settlad into a low level ache just behind the piece of telpanite in his headband: perhaps he had a
trace of peychic ability himselt? After all, he had had a few occasions in the past when there had seesed to be almost
a link with Spock. He brushed the thought away to concentrate on the presest; he hoped Marianne was not too badly
injured. At least he had saved her fros one thing; he reaeabered what Savid had told thes about the effect of
profonged physical contact of telpanite on telepaths. From Bevron’s order Just now, they had cbviously put a headband
on her. Such deliberate cruelty sickened him,

"Ensign Boertz, wake up.*

The softly spokes but urgent comsand roused the historiam., With a start, he sat up but before he could cry out in
alarm, he caught the outline of one elegantly swept back ear in the die light fros the open shutter. ‘Hr. Spock, sir?*

"Yes, Ensign. Please awaken the others - guietly.” The Vulcan glided away to ciose the shutter,

Moments later, the landing party was grouped in the centre of the room in alsost pitch darkness, Spack listened as
Ensign Jefferies recounted what had happened in whispers. Spock experienced & familiar sinking sensation in his stosach
as she sentioned the Captain’s injury and was relieved to hear that McCoy had sanaged to tend it and give hia
painkillers, *Then they were sent for, sir - about halé an hour ago.*

*all right, Ensign." Spock felt for his cosmunicator. *You and Ensign Goertz are to return to the ship.
Lieutenant Dewetz, you and Ensign Lennards will coms with se.”

In soments, he had contacted the ship and instructed them to beam up the two Ensigns and beam down phasers for the
two security sen. That done, he crept to the door and peered out cautiously, The courtyard was clear. Al theee
emerged, and began to run as quietly as they could toward the office which still spilled light aut onto the cracked
paving stones underfoot.

Footsteps sounded behind thems instantly, Spock spun, the two security sen a woment behind his. A san had
stopped dead at sight of them; then he grabbed for the rifle slung over his shoulder. Spack’s phaser beasm stabbed

out. The sen fell.
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*As you can see, it's all here,® Gevron finished upending the bag and its contents onto the table. *['ve anly
axamined these thimgs cursorily but, as far as [ can gather, there's a lot here that our scientists would be interested
tp see,” He sailad benignly as Kirk carefully replaced sach itea in the sack, sentally checking it off against the
inventory of equipsent that they had brought with them. *Naturally, we would like to discuss this with your own rulers
so ['m returning them to you as a gesture of good will.®

Kirk smiled over gritted teeth: despite his tolerance and respect for other cultures, it was ispossible to like
this man with the gleam of greed in his ice hlue eyes. He was the great white shark; they were the defenceless fish
hoping that he would not dart in to rend them in his terrifying, sachine-like jaws.

*0f rourse, your technology is greatly advanced compared to ours - as far as ay seagre knowledge allows. 1 leave
these things to the scientists.” His gaze fell on the comsunicator that Kirk was stowing inside the bag and Kirk's
heart acmentarily dropped; what if he was just toying sith them, had in tact tried one of the cosaunicators and
discovered Kirk's tale about lack of radio or similar technology &m be a 1ie? But if he had, the ship would have got a
#ix on their new position and gathered sosething was wrong, In any case, perhaps they looked sufficiently like the type
one phasers for hia to think thes all weapons? From what Kirk had seen here, the man would probably have been acre
interasted in torturing Ensign Raesdal than in detailed examination of the equipment, Despite his training that
insisted he remain ispartial, Kirk could not help but compare the attitudes shown here to those of the telepath group
encountered earlier, Although they would have killed the Enterprise party as enemy spies after, if necassary, taking
the information from their sinds by force, Kirk had not detected the same sadistic undertones in them that he sensed in
Bavron and his followers.

*However, there are soae arpas where you can benefit from our knosledge," the Governor was saying, “Flitters for
instance - aerial vehicies,* he added, seeing Kirk's assused expression of puzzlesent. “We can fly you back to your
spttlesent, There's a safe aerial corridor that skirts the tel zone so that it won't take you within range of their
batteries. ['l} accompany you tagether with our top scientists and we can negotiate favourable agresments for bath our
peaples.*®

Kirk felt his heart sink. What was that old tiee proverh: out of the frying pan...7 But if he hadn't asde up
this cock and bull story in the first place, they probably wouldn't have any future at all, ALl they had to do was play
along with him until it was safe to contact the ship. “You have many scientists?” he prompted,

*Only a saall group of self trained men, The tels wiped out our real scientists back in the Sreat Catastrophe.
But we've slowly regained sose of the old knowledge. No, Kirk, 1'11 admit you have much to offer us but we can offer
you something too - a comsunication network of $litters and radio finks fros here to the other nora settlesents. And if
you have need of food or raw saterials, ['s sure those other cities will pay handsomely in return for soae of your
weapons and other devices, Mutual aid.® He chuckled. *You'll be a great help to us in our all-out offensive we've got
planned. Gh, I know you've got your own tel probles under control so you don’t know what we face here and in the other
settlaments, But eaybe you have a better idea after tonight, yes? With the help of your people, I think we have an
excellent chance of regaining our rightful position: rulers of this planet. #nd if we decide to spare any of those
freaks, it'll be to wark for us like yours.* His expression of holy zeal bordering on fanaticise sent a shiver down
Kirk's spine. Then he stiffened as a fasiliar noise fros the street outside penetrated the room: a phaser heing fired.

"What - 7* Geveon pushed back his chair and headed for the door hefore the other two cnuld sove. Ag he flung it
back and stepped outside, Kirk got a gliapse over his shoulder of two sen dragging the iisp body of a third toward deep
shadows on the far side of the square. Then he realised that the Governor sas tugging a pistel from his belt.
Instantly, he jueped Bevron, pinning his ares to his sides, McCoy quickly disarmed him and Bevron, struggling to free
hisself, suddenly froze as he caught sight of the gun in the docter's hand. *If you kill me, you won't get out of here
alive."

"Captain, are you all right?* The familiar deep voice spoke from close by. With a sensation of relief, Kirk
replied,

*Perfectly, thank you, Mr. Spock. And congratulations on a timely rescue, The Vulcan nodded in acknowledgewent.
Kirk glanced at the Governor whom he still held securely, suddanly realising that his view of Spock was obscured by the
intervening shape of Joctor McCoy. “Now, Gevron, where are you holding the girl - the telepath?”

The Sovernor only sairked in triwaph. *Find her yourself,* His expression turned to one of alars as Kirk snatched
the telpanite headband from hie, *¥ait! What are you doing?’
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Kirk did not answer, beginning to gag the Governor with his own headband. “Mr. Spock, will you cose over here,
please?" he asked casually.

fs the Yulran steppad into full view of Bevron, the light from the open door of the office behind the Sovernor
claarly illusinating Spock's face, Gevron panicked, lunging to get free, but could not break Kirk's hold. As Kirk had
hoped, he clearly believed Spock o be a sutant telepath. *Shall [ let him read your aind, Governor?*

Geyron shook his head, auféled protests coming froa behind the gag.

*Then will you tell us where the girl is?* Gevron nodded his head vigorously. ‘All right, ['Il take off the gag.
But if you try to yell for help, you know what he'll do to you." Gevron nodded and Kirk lossened the gag.

*ghat filthy monsters are you breeding?® The Bovernor shivered, his face blanched with fright.
*Never aind that. Tell us what we want to know,®
*I'11 show you,* Gevron almost spat out, staring at Spock with obvious terror.

“All right but no tricks. Mr. Spock, there's a bag in the office tontaining all our equipment. Will you fetch it,
please?" They waited until Spock rejoined thems, then Kirk released Bevron. *Lead the way, Governor,” #s they followed
his across the paved courtyard, they were rejoined by the two security guards whe had hidden Pramok’s unconscious form
in a doorway. Kirk's hair began to stir on the back of his neck as he realised that Bevron was heading for the south of
a narrow alleyway, as jet black as space itself. If the Savernor was going to try sosething, it would be in the
tonfines of that alley where they would have to foilow him blindly in single file. *Hold it,” he ordered and Gevron
stopped imapdiately, 'Desatz and Lennards, stay here and stay out of sight. [f we're not back in ten sinutes, contact
the ship and get help, Spock, we'll take our phasers now. ALl right, Governor, lead on.”

They entered the pitch black alley, Xirk's eyes straining to see the Sovernor's fors ahead of hia. Suddenly, he
heard the Bevron’s steps break into a run. As he sprang after his, cursing, he'realised what aust have happened: the
fiovernor had refixed his headband and believed himself issune froa threats against his life - he did not realise Kirk
would not shoot his but knew it was dark enough to give his a chance,

A stone wall ispacted bruisingly with Kirk's shoulder. Collapsing, he had no time to warn Spock who alsost fell
over hie. Than he heard a startled grunt as McCoy ran into the Yultan. Somehow, they picked thesselves up.

*Captain, there is another wall here, jutting aut part way across the alley,® Spock’'s voice was diseabodied in the
darkness, Then they heard the warble of a tricorder in use. *1 have Ensign Raesdal’'s life readings, Captain.® The
tricorder sereen shed a little illumination, revealing Spock’s face and the wall which had brought them up short, The
Yulean rounded it and they followed, Kirk shrugging off McCoy's concerned query about the blow to his already injured
shoulder. A yellow light glowed disly ahead of thes in the darkness, too weak to light anything of this new alley
bending to the left of the old, but just sufficient to show the ssall door just beyond it.

*The Ensign is seyond that door, Captain. 8o i3 the Baovernar.'
*Right, Speck. Bones, you stay here.®
"Nothing doing, Jim, Marianne’s probably going to need asedical treateent.”

*Bones, for all we know, he's got an arsoury in there. GStay here and liaise with the others - that’s an order,
Bones.*

Together, he and Spock cautiously approached the door, keeping to the walls on either side, their phasers ready.
But nothing stirred as thay reached the door. Kirk exchanged glances with Spock in the yellow light then braced hiaself
and kicked open the doar.

A voice spoke fros inside. “*Come in Kirk - and bring that with you.® When they did not sove, the Governor stepped
forward into the light fros the bulb outside, His arm was locked around Marianne’s neck, “Drop your weapons or 1°11
¥ill her, Toss thes through the door.® Behind him, a heavy key gleamed in the lock of an iron cage; for a acsent,
Kirk wondered where Sevron had found the key but then realised that, as Governor, he probably had his own keys -
gspecially i€ he did not fully trust his own aen, Reluctantly, Kirk obeyed and Spock did likewise. “That's good.
Now... walk slowly back down the alley.” Gevron hent, pulling Marianne down with fhim, and snatched up one of the

phasers, She acaned, her eyes half closed, seeming halt tonscious. He dragged her with his outside.
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Then everything happened at once. Marianne’s hand reached over her head and yanked at the Governor’s headband.
The abusad fabric parted, the biue stone ¢lashing as it spun to the ground. Simultanecusly, Gevron cried aut in fear
- and rage, jerking Marianne’'s head back to break her nack but a scraas of terror burst from his throat and he thraw her
away froa hie. As she collapsed o her knees, Sevron spun away falling back against the wall of the alley, his hands
clasped to his head, Groaning, his eyes tightly closed, he repasted two words over and over: “My aind... sy aind...°?

Kirk rushed forward, dropping {o his knees heside Marianne. She looked up, her eyes fopggily trying to focus en
hin, *Captain?*

*Yes, [t's all right now, you'rs safe - * He caught her instinctively as she keeled over. Cradling her liap
body, he looked up at Gevron who had siusped to his knees alsn, shaking his head and still groaning, “Hhat's the aatter
with his, Spock?"

"Ensign Raesdal repuised him telepathically, Captain.® As the Vulcan stepped forward, Bevron shrank away from his,

*Filthy tels! Get away from se!” he screaved, hysterically. GBently, Kirk 1ifted Marianne in his arms as he stood,
turning as footsteps clatterad up the alley. To his relief, McCoy's veice spoke from the gioom.

*I1in? What happened?"

1 think Marianne’s in a bad way, Bones. You'd better get her te sickbay.” Collecting the dropped phasers they
hurried back along the alley way to rejoin the others.

Pranok regained tpascicusness in time tp hear the faint echo of a husming sound die away into the night air.
Rubbing his head in hewildersent, he turned sharply at the sound of footsteps, gazing ansiously round for his rifle,
But it was only the Bovernor. His reliet was shortlives however, when he saw Bevron's wildly staring eyes and the
flecks of foam on his lips.

"Where are they? I want the town searched!”
Still befuddled fros the after affects of the stunp charge, Pranok asked, "Gnvernor? #Whp - what - *

*irk and the others - filthy tel spies. 1 want them taken alive - * Gevron's hand snatched out bhefore Pranok
could react, and tore the headband from his head, ramming it dosn over his own forehead. Oblivipus to Pranok's
incredulous stare, ha wiped the sweat away from his face, his hreathing easier. ‘'That’'s better. They won't get far;
we'l]l soon show thes what happens to tels and their allies. VYes, and we'll spop show their friends in the zones, ves,
yes. [rganise the search Pranok, right away."

*Yes, Governor," The stocky dark haired man watched as the siighter, pale haired figure walked unsteadily away
toward the office, Somehow, Pranok had a strong bunch that they would scon be choosing a3 new Gavernor. He grinned to
hinselt as he turned away to humt for his ritle. Yes, and he had a good idea who that nes Sovernor would be...
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Hma? Just caught ayself staring cut of the window at those golden fields of grain. Better replay this and see
where [ was up to - ah, yes.

And that was it reallys well, there was oniy a little sore, Doctor Mcloy did a good job of patching ee upp the
physical injuries are all healed now. The psychic ones took a little lomger. In fact, they forsed ay get-out clause.
I told you the Captain was a fair man, didn’t I7 Well, he considered all the points in ay favour - the fact that ['d
kept sy mouth shut under torture, that 1'd only saved the tels the bother of reading somseone else’s mind so that it
hadn't made such difference in the long run, that 1'd only talked to save the lives of my colleagues - and nfferod ae an
escape clause. [ think he knaw that I'd felt powerfully attracted to the tels, that like had called to like, but that
he also realised that the attitude of his own crew toward ae had played a part ip that. uhather he guessed my real
reasons for keeping gquist when Bevron worked me over - to safequard the tels’ plans - I can only wondar, But it wasn't
just for that - I was trying to sake up for what i'd dona earlier, too, trying to keep faith with Starfleet. Well,
naybe not with Starfleet... keeping faith with the Captain would be sore like it, 1 think he deserved that auch after
what 1'd dong, Of course, we bpth knew that ay reasons... the mitigating circumstances... wouldn’t carry such weight
with Headquarters’ strictly black-and-whita picture of the universe. It I'd stayed in the Service, it would have been a
courteartial for sure - there‘d been too eany witnesses. But I told him 1'd already sade up my aind, even before he and
McCoy came up with my way out = as | saw it, there was a basic lack of coapatibility between me and Starfleet.
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And so that’'s how I snded up being invalided out. It wasn't cospletely fixed - after that treataent with the
telpanite I had psychic wounds that didn’t cospletely heal until I had treatment from a Casrees mental fealer when I
first cage hers, But this way, ! got a little severance pay - not euch because I'd been in the job less than a standard
year, after all - but my record’s clean which is the isportant thing, 1f | ever want a job off Mardrata-va - though I
don't $eel that's likely at the sosent - I won't have amy black marks against me.

This place is beautiful. Even before I arrived, when [ first knew I'd De coming here, it felt as if a great load
hag heen lifted from ay shoulders. Maybe I's immature... rumning away fros contact with non-Mardratans... well, too
bad. I's happy here - 1've even been given a job that makes use of all that Starfleet training: 1've been made the
resident senobiologist, 1w hard at work now, recording all the different wild species, their roles in the ecosystes
and how they relate to us, and 1's enjoying syself immensely, And I'm living with wy fasily again, and have even got a
roos to ayself so that I can sit here and daydream, staring out of the window. Perfect. I've got everything [ want
now. [ get the odd twinge, now and againj the urge to fly off asong the stars, explora new environsents, but I can
kesp that under control. [ only have to reflect how it really was. Thers'll be other Mardratans on starships, people
outgoing enough, confident enough, to §it in. 1 accept now that I's just not one of thea,

Sometimes [ think of Lan and the others, locked in a stalemate so far awdy, caged in by something any Mardratan
would dread - a aineral that works against psi energy. But aaybe they've broken out of it by now, aade their
counterstrike. [ heard, too, through the grapevine, that their worid is being reconsidered vis-a-vis tha Prine
Directive enforcesent. Besides, they say have picked up soaething useful from ae during the aeld - soae information te
help thes counteract their disadvantage. [ hope so - they deserve 2 break,

The only thing that does bother me is when I think of those otherst the ones whose crueity excesded even that of
the 'dusbs’ who oppose Lan and her peopie, If they dp find the Enterprise, [ won't be there to stand up to them. But,
as my grandacther says, *that say never happen*, I can't live the lives of others for them, after all, 1 know she's
right and yet... the thought of thes is like the shadow of a nightaars that never quite goes away...

SxPoo

= SFIMNMPMER OF NMIOHTMARES

Sueat trickled down Kirk’s face as he clenched his testh to held back a cry of pain, The razor sharp edge
continued its path across his dare chest, a line of swelling crimson droplets following it. Leaning his head back
against the ancient stoae mall, he closed his eyes and made »o sound as the blade traced a second line paraliel to the
tirst, Oaly the teadons standing sharply out om meck and shoulders told of the sileat battle he fought, Another cut
and yet another followed - five lines in sequence - then the inife began a vertical cut along the right side of his
body. More followed, forming a grid, uatil his whole body was painted in dlocd. How he resewbered where and when this
had been dons to hia before.

The wowan stepped back to admire her cospleted haediwork, “You are zow sarked as the property of Vendasi, anizal,
Until death, your sole purpose is to entertain us,” She smiled cruelly, her dark eyes staring into his and lit mith 2
baleful glow. “And we shall begin now.” Siient agaiast the pain, he now cried out in shock as her wind forced ils way
in, fillisg his thoughts with images of horror, death, destruction. His crem - his friends - their bodies torn by nild
beasts, their dacks raw with the blow of whips. Bones - those gentle, healing hands pierced by thoras - Spack - 20,
they were burning hiw alive - aore - more - he coulds't take it - coulda’t - take -

A& screan of raw agony tore alomg his nerves [ike liquid fire, In a last instant of despair, he knew the yoice wis
his -

The screas echoad in her sars, gying away oaly slowly into the darkness of the far corners of the room. Horrified,
she clasped her hands over her ears, Then her door burst open and the light snapped on, aaking her cry out in alarm,

“Arwen, Arwen, what is {t?*

Half-blinded, she still recognised the concerned voice as being that of her cousin Rosalind, Ros, in whose house
she was staying until her awn small quarters were ready. She understood suddenly that it had been 3 dreas.
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'0h, Ros, what a nightaare.* Ghe rubbed her eyes with the heels of her hands, *It was just... amful,® she
~ finished, inadequately,

"It must have been,” Rosalind agreed, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "Do you want to talk about it?

*Y-yes, yes, | think [ shouid., 1% was - oh, it was st vivid, as if it was happening right now - here. 1 could ses
Captain Xirk... he was being tortured - & woaan was cutting his chest with a knife...* Her voice trailed off as sudden
realisation lit her face, "A grid patiern! That's what those people did to him - on Sigma Orionsis! Res, it must be
thea - *

*Well, there you are,” Rosalind commsented with relief. *Mind sharing with Marianne, you must've picked up one of
her sesories - *

firwen shook her head, frantic with her need to express herself. *No. Mo, this was different. The woman wasn't
the one Marianne set, And Jie was chained to a stone wall, G&he - she said she was marking him for VYendasi! Then she
invaded his aind - filled it with horribie images - his friends, crew, torturad - dead, [ saw everything,"

Rusalind shivered, drawing her wrap sore closely about her shoulders., “No wonder you screased,”

*It was so real though and [ still reasaber every detail. Look!® An isage began to fors at the foot of the bed of
a tall, dark haired wosan, clad in a closefitting one pisce garsent of black, trimaed with silver. Her face was twisted
into a seile of pure malice,

"Urgh, it's horrible.” Rosalind turned her head away. “'Arwem, banish it - guick!"

Arwen laid her hand on her cousin’s ara. *Ros, I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. [t's qone now.”

Rosalind straightened up, seiling shakily. "It gave se quite a shock, ! sust adeit. ©he lopked so - evil.”

Arwen podded. 'That was an exact iikeness, Ros. Somehow... [ think it was too real to be just a nightmare.”

*0h, cose on, Arwen. What else could it have been?”

frwen paused, gazing earnestly at her cousin, After a soment, she turned away, saying, flatly, “A precog.”

Pracog? Oh, Arwen - "

*I'w a quarter precog, after all.” Arwen turned back to Rosalind, her face detersined.

*1 know, but you've never had a precognition - I remember Tasra asking you.”

"Oh, but I have. I resesber now - I had a very strong feeling that Jim - Captain Kirk - was in danger, last tise |
was on the Enterprise. And now this. It's got to mean something!® She scrambled out of bed.

*But, Arwen, it's three a.m. - " Rosalind began but she was taiking to empty air. Arwen was already hurrying
aeross the settlesent in her bare feet and night dress, to the cossunications roos.

*And what, may I ask, was the answer to your enquiry?® Malcolm's voice spoke scornfully,

Arwen dig not allow her irritation to show, “That the last reported sessage fros the Enterprise shows her to be
carrying out routine mapping procedures in ‘her designated guadeant’,®

'There you are!" Malcols announced triumphantly, in a 'told you so’ tone of voice.
"That was over ten days age, our tise!” Arwen grated.

*It's all nonsense, You've got nothing but a dream to g on. We ail know that you're very friendly with this
Human; naturally you're anxious about him." Malcolm's eanner ispiied it was anything but natural.

Arwen fiushed angrily at the implication but Tasra guickly stood up, *I'd like to point cut that there’'s no reason
why Arwen couldn't have a precognitive dream in view of her ancestry. Howaver,"' she persisted over Malcole’'s attespted
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interruption. *{t takes years of experience for a full blood Colesarel to distinguish hetween ordinary dreams and
precog ones.®

*Thera! My case rests!* Malcole declared, sitting down.

*I'% sorry, Arwen, but without further proof we cannot back a vote for action. Even if the dream were true, it's
impossible fo tell froa the little information it gave you when all that will happen.® The dark haired Colmsarel chisf
sailed apologetically. Arwen nodded, suppressing a sigh.

*May | cpeak?" a voice from the back gut in.

"Be recognised,” Arwen hastily replied before Malcola could overrule the speaker, She had recognised the voice
and, sure enough, it was Marianne who stood, flushed with eabarrassaent.

"I've distance linked with Captain Kirk before. [ can check if he's all right.”
"Good idea - * began Arwen but Maicols interrupted.

"Wery well, but after the seeting. Unless the Tithoniél chief has forgatten, we are in the aiddie of harvesting
our first full crop here - our first step on the way to self sufficiency without Humans, We don’t know if the weather
will stay fine auch longer, so let's not imperil that by arguing over whether one of thes is alive or dead.® There were
3 few aurmurs of agreement.

"Yery well," agreed Arwen, heavily, "though I wish it to be noted that the Humam we're talking about is the one who
was instruaental ip getting us this planet in the first place.' A shaeed silence greeted her words, *#ll those in
favour of ending this seeting, raise your let hand.® 4 forest of hands appeared. *All right, back to the harvest,®

Chatting, the Mardrata filed out into the sunshine, Downhearted, Arwen collected her hat and followed,
gncountering Tasra by the door. -

plasse don't be offended by what I said, Arwen. It takes years of training where dreams are concerned.”

Arwen shook her head. "I’ not offended.” The Colesarel chief sailed then slipped out of the door, Arwen gianced
round at the now eapty seeting hall, then halted: there was one other person who had hung back, Marianne stepped
forward, a hesitant smile on her faca,

"I you want ae to check now, we could go to my room.® Arwen nodded znd the iwo young women walked together in
silence tp the ssall home Marianne shared with her grandaother and younger brother. The house was eapty: the rest of
the family were out helping with the harvest and so they did not speak until they had shut the door of Marianna's rooe
behind thea,

"1's sorry you've had trouble with Malcola, Arwen.®

Arwen seiled. "Oh, he's a sour one all right, Hates Humans and wants to convert the rest of us to his bigotry,"
Sha +lopped down on a seat by the table, looking out at its view of the fields with their soving figures and the soft
burr of sechanical harvesters, *The famous view,* she said with a grin and the Casreea woman blushed furiously.
*Sorry, I didn't mean to tease you. I know what it must have cost you to sake that tape.”

"No, it - did we good, really, 1 only wish - well, there are still some things [ can't put into words. Like some
of the things I showed you in the seld.. 1°'s not always honest about ay own fauits,®

*Don’t worry, none of us really are. There are one or two things I left out of my confession too - things I was
ashased of," Arwen repiied, thinking of her first encounter with the sen from the Enterprise, and her atteepted suicide
in the the Yulcan desert. She chuckled at Marianne's raised eyebrows, ‘*Mave I shocked you?

*Not shocked exactly - surprised,® Marianne sat down on the bed, moving into a cross legged position, Ghe laooked
sut of the window. "You're right abput Malcolm, though. He conveniently managed to fargst that we pwe this harvest to
the Husans - as well as the other races in Starfieet, Even the seeds were given to us.*

*Well, I's not really worried about hisj he’'s a nuisance but I can learn to live with that, It’'s this dreas ['a
concerned about. Look, I know this aust be a strain to you - ['a sorry to put it onto you.®

Karianne shook her head. “Ités all right; it’s not like the last time. I'm rested and relaxed - and ['ve had
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extra psychic experience, Don't worry.” GShe closed her eyes and siipped into trante. Arwen waited with enforced
patience, hardly daring to breathe far less eove, in case she should spoil Marianne’s concentration. After about ten
ainutes when her auscles were protesting with crasp, Marianne blinked, stirred then seiled at Arwen. ‘*He's all right.?

“What? Really?" Arwen stared incredulousiy; her dream had been so vivid that in spite of Tasra's caution, she
had been convinced at the back of her mind that it sust already have happened.

"Yes, really. He's safe, well ~ and so’'s everyone eise. He's slightly bored actually - it's too guist for hia.*
frwen grinned with relief. *Typical. Here as [, worrying syself sick and he's borad!*
Marianne shrugged, “Ib could still happen, Arsen. In this case, forewarned is not foreareed,"

"No, that's the sost frustrating part about it. I'll have to wait till we hear something's wrong. I'1l just have
to keep Starfleet HB badgered for reports - after all, they still haven't got round to resoving my ambassadorial status,
painly because we haven't picked one ashassador for the lot of us. Did you - did you speak to Jia?®

"No, ... well, to be honest with you it's not really ethical to contact someone like that - to invade the aind of
a non-tel. That's why I brought it up at the aseting - ton sake sure no one objected. Anyway, | thought it'd be baetter
not to alara hia.*

"Ham, you're right, of course. No point warning him since we can't tell his what to look out for. Dratted dreas -
alsost wish I hadn't had it. It's just going to worry es.”

"Ho means a lot to you, doesn’t he?* Marianne said, soétly.

firnen stared at her nonplussed, then a smile broke out, twinkling in her eyes. "You're thinking of what Malcola
said, aren‘t you? VYes, he does hut not in that way - I look on hia as a friend, like Bones and Spock.® She pushed back
her unruly ginger hair. “Even if I didnt, I'w realistic enough not to get involved with someone 30 career-devoted to
Starfleet.”

*1 think you'd make quite a good career in Starfleet, yourself,” Mariamme put in. *You've got the right attitude -
you get on well with Humans. And you've got bags of self confidence - unlike se.”

*Gh, don't you believe it: under this rock steady front is a quivering msss of jelly.” They both dissolved into
relieved chuckles. Sohering, Arwen admitted, "I am fond of him though - all of them, I wouldn't want anything to
happen to thes - psperially net runaing into thes.® Ghe did not have to spell out who she aeant; they both knew.

"Me too,* Marianne agreed. "The Captain was very fair to me,*

"*Nell, I suppose we'd better get outside and help before we get a reputation as shirkers as well as troublemakers,®
frwen said ruefully, lightening the soment. Marianne smiled and together they went out into the bright day of
Hardrata-va.

Kirk stifled a yawn then looked up guiltily toward the iibrary computer station, but i+ Spock had noticed his
{aptain’s boredos - and Kirk was miiling to bet that he had, since little escaped his Yulcan friend - he was far too
tactful to show it. lsmediately, Kirk resclved to concentrate aore fully on the mapping procedure 4nd not allow his
sind to wander as he had during the past few hours. Then he stood up Yo stretch his legs and walked siowly over to the
First Officer. Spock looked up at his approach.

*Captain?®

*Any... anosalies, Wr. Spock?” As he spoke, Kirk hoped that the answer would be in the affirmsativer surely
something aust break the acnotony of the last few days. After all, they were pretty far out fros the reqular space
lanes here, There aust be some astronomical phenomenon whieh called for closer investigation - perhaps even a puzzle
that would require a landing party to selve. There were & lot of planets so surely one had to be sore than just a
barren rock or perfectly ordinary gas giant?

*Negative, sir, Mapping is proceeding according to plan.’

*Oh,.. Very good, Mr. Spock. Carry on.* Well, so such for that. A little despondent, Kirk returned to his seat
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and forced himsel to keep his mind on the unsventful routine. The time seeaed to stretch out to infinity and by the
end of watch when the turbalift doors opened to discharge the relief crew, Kirk felt he had spent days on duty,
Brightening a little, he relinquished the con and joined Spock and the others now leaving the bridge.

fs the turbslift started on its way, Kirk listened to the relaxed chatter around his as his comsang crew discussed
their pastises and activities for the evening ahead, ruefully reflecting on the report writing that awaited his. The
1i#t gradually esptied until finally, he and Spock were its sole occupants. No doubt sensing the Laptain's need of 2
break, the Yuican suggested that they might play chess, but regretfully Kirk had to decline: he really sust get those
reports done. But he was pleased when Spock agreed to pestpone the game until tomorrow evening: that would definitely
be something to look forward to, Bidding the Vulcan good night, he made for his cabin,

After a quiet dinmer alone, Kirk conscientiously applied hisself to the task of demolishing the vast disorderly
pile nf tapes and other matters aeeding his attention, After twe hours, he was satisfied that he was making clear
inroags and could not demy hiaself a break any longer, He pushed back his chair, rubbing the back of his neck to
rolisve the tension there. Bureaucracy, paperwork... sometises it seemed that that was all there was to being a
Captain. At times like these, the thought of getting too old for active service, being put out to grass ai a desk job,
filled him with horror,

The whistle of his intercom jolted hia from his gloomy reverie.
*Kirk hera,"
*Sir, wa've picked up a vessel on the long range scanners.’

*1'11 be right up. Ask Mr. Spock to come to the bridge, Lieutenant.® This was more like it., Relishing the surge
of energy and enthusiase that swept over him, Kirk headed for the goor.

‘Extreae maqnification, Lisutenant Palser.” The seall craft blurred then sprang toward thea, resolving into
erystal clarity. Its once-sparkling white hull was now blackened and badly pitted by what appeared to be the impact
craters left by a swarm of seteoritas, “Spock?* Kirk turned to the Vulcan whe was bowed aver his library computer. As
he had expected, the other was able to confire his own, purely visual identification,

*Pandora class private launch, sir."

*This far oféf the space lanes?" auttered Kirk to hisself, then added. *Is there any record of such a vessel heing
lost, Spock?"

"Negative, sir. Also, you will note that the name and registration have both been oblitsrated - apparently by
seteor dasage. Shields are inoperative; it is possibie that they failed while the cratt was caught up in a shower of
heavy particlies,”

"But?" Kirk asked, semsing the reservation that underlay Spock's tone,

*The eradication of the identifying insignia could also be consistent with the activity of pirates, to hinder
investigation should the craft be discovered. However, [ am at 2 ioss to explain how it came to de this far from any
inhabitad Federation world."

*Ham, What about sensor readings - any lifeforas?"

*Negative. Life support is barely operational, warp drive is burned out and imspulse enginas retain only half
capacity.*

Kirk eyed the battered hulk on the screen as if it could give him the answers he craved. “Spock,® he began,
turning awmay. *Issue environmental suits - the boarding party will consist of ayself, Dr. NcCoy and & volunteer tros
engineering,”’

*Sir, it would he preferable if I went instead - *
*No, Spock. If this is some kind of trap, I want you and Mr. Scott here.® Kirk headed for the turbolift to

forestal]l further argusent. His tiredness was now forgotten, dissipated by the flow ot adrenalin through his veins.
This was what being a Captain was all about.
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'Yos, Bones?”

The Doctor ‘s voice spoke tinnily through the speaker by Kirk's ear. "Sase here, Jis. Crew - passengers - all
dead. Geems they wers killed by vapour from a coolant pipe.’

"All right, Bones. Keep in touch.® Kirk continued his investigation of the control rooa. The bodies of the crew
lay, contorted on the the floor, their eyes bulging; faces dark from lack of oxygen. He could find nothing that
contradicted the picture of a ship devastated by a aetepr storm. But how did it get out here? The ruddy gloom of the
eaergency lighting cast fantastic shadows in the corners of the roos, like watching figures. Despite his earlier
gecitenent, he would be glad to leave this eerie ghost ship,

*orris here, sir.® The sngineer’s deep voice breke into his thoughts.

"Yeg, Lieutenant?”

*Engineering's a mess, sir, The hull was ruptured in three places - explosive decospression. It’'s... the crew
aust've died pratty quickly.* Kirk heard the horror in Norris’s vaice held under contrel by force of will: he
syepathised, knowing what things aust be like down there,

*Any chance of repairing the sub-light engines?” 1f the ship could be started on her way on an autcmatic course
back to the nearest space lame, it could eventually be turned over to the experts for 3 full amalysis,

*Yes, sir, but I estieate it'd take a full team at least forty-eight hours.'

*All right, Nerris, Return to the bridge; we'll beam back to the Enterprise in a few minutes,*

*dya gir,?

*Bones, did you get that?”

*On ay way, Jia," the Doctor answered, Kirk had told them to keep their suit radio links open at all times in case
either of thes should run into trouble. Me looked down at the ssall handful of tapes nestling in his gloved pala: with
any luck, these would provide the answers they needed. Once it was confirmed that all was safe, a teas from engingering
could be beamed aboard -

Some sixth sense alerted him. He turned, then froze in shock,

*Grestings, Human, We have long awaited you.'

*Hha - wha?"

The blaek clad figure stepped out of the shadows into the aurky reddish glow. "We thought we would have to come
and look for you but instead, here you are, MNost obliging.® The woman seiled aockingly. Abruptly, white light flashed
into Kirk's eyes, dazzling his. When he lowered his hands from the face plate of his suit, he gazed around himself in
dishelinf and confusion,

The cantrol room was drasticaily altered. Brightly lit, its layout had changed and its darkened panels now flashed
with coloured lights, The crumpled foras on the {loor were picking theeselves up, no longar mearing the uniforms of a
civilian passenger launch. Now they wore one piece, close fitting garsents of all colours and their faces wers
gistorted with seiles of pure malice,

*You may respve your helsef if you wish, Captain, The lack of axygen was as illusory as everything else.”

. Kirk did not coaply. [Instead, he asked, "Who are you? How did you -~ * He stopped as he suddenly reseabsred,

"l see that you've recognised us.” The woman swiled again but the gesture did not reach the henighted depths of

her jet hlack eyes, We are the Vendasi - the Great Ones.” 5he raised a hand in command and the fiqures areund her
“blinked out of existence.

"Nore illusiona?* Kirk asked, trying surraptiously to edge his hand closer to the phaser clipped on his belt.




3

*No, Captain - they have gone to invade your ship.” She walked over to one of the banks of controls, turning her
back on hia with selé confident inselence. The phaser was in his hand instantly, but hefore he could fire, it wag
jerked free of his gloved fingers and flew across to be caught by the woman. ‘The autoeatic landing sequence is now
grograssed, "

*Landing? What are you going to do to my ship - ay crew?*

*felax, Captain, They will be well tended. Why not enjoy our hospitality?® As she spoke, Kirk lungad forward but
sha draw a wand from her belt with lightning speed. A pencil thin heam of orange light stabbed out, enveloping Kirk's
whole body in fiery agony. As he collapsed to the floor, she neatly sidestepped, Pushing at the unyielding setal, he
tried to tever himselt ug but the last thing he heard was the woman's jubilant laughtar.

Pain,., stabbing through his head... pain was his only awareness. He heard a deep groan - realised it was sade by
himsel4, and clenched his teeth, Sradually, the adgony receded and he was able to open his eyes.,. and reseaber,

Careful not to reawake the pounding in his skull, he sat up and looked around at the room in which he fnund
himself. It was light, airy, almost palatial with its spiral pillars and tinkling fountain, the ceiling above it open
to the sky. At one end were double doors, seesingly the only way out, apart froa the opeaing in the ceiling. Rubbing
the back of his neck, he got up and went over to the doors. As he had expected they were locked,

Sighing, he turned away and went over to the fountain, There was a low wall around it: if he steod on it, he
Right be able to reach the opening above. He was about to try it when a stirring in his hair sade him spin guickly,
eyes rapidly scanning the far end of the room. Before his startled gaze, a black-clad figure slowly materialised.

"Welcome, Captain Kirk." Ghe smiled the cruel smile he resesbered so well and ihrew back her long dark hair. Eyas
twinkling with asusement, she piroustted, showing her slim body in its skin tight black and silver garaent, to full
advantage. *Well? I believe you're fond of qood looking women, Captain?* Taunting him, she danced closer.

*Teaptad?® Her laughter peelsd out, high and susical, then her hand reached out and grabbed him by his shirt, sith
surprising strepgth. *Well, Captain, once we have finished with you, no wosas will want to look at you,* Ghe released
hin abruptly, pushing his back against the wall,

*hat have you done with ay crew?® he desanded,

"They're all safe - with us, Your ship, too - we’'ve put a crew of our-own aboard. But dem't worry, we know how to
run it - we ransacked a few minds for the details.® GShe sat down on the low wall surrounding the fountain, so that the
talling droplets hung between her and Kirk, "Yes, your ship was taken quite easily - we just went aboard and took it.
Sisple.t

*We're on a peaceful mission - * began Kirk, ®

“Oh, Captain. Surely you're not that naive? You must know why you're here?' Her persuasive tona suddenly
hardensd to steel. “*You killed two of our people, Human. For that you will all die - inventively.®

Your people tried to kill us - "

You interfered in specimen collection - in one of our surveys. For a long time, we could not be sure - our people
could not get full inforaation to us before you killed them - *

"If you can read sinds, read mine! VYour pecpie’s deaths were accidental.”

The woman regardeg Kirk's anger dispassionately, Suddenly, he felt his mind being roughly invaded. Hith a cry of
pain, he coilapsed to his knaes, holding his head. After a few soments, the pain lessened. He Iooked up at the women's
grim face, “You're teiling the truth." Ghe sounded almost surprised. "Your tame telepath did it for youw, But it
doasn't make any difference. We've heen searching a long time for prime specimens like you and your crew. [ fesl sure
that you're going to entertain us splendidly.*

*shat do you mgan?"
*Captain, psi-nulls exist to serve us - to do the physical work, Any surplus goes to our entertainaent arena, By

psi amplification - thanks to advancad technology - we can all participate in the... fun... they provide.” She stocd
and walked to the double doors.
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*Mait! ue're intelligent beings like yourselves - *

The woman spun on her heel. “"No! HNot like us. You are psi-nulls, scarcely sore than animals. You exist to asuse
s - that i5 all,® She waved a hand across a panel in the wall, the doors siid open and she swept out, As Kirk leaped
after her, they shut, so that he slamsed into thes. Oriven by frustration, he banged impotently on them, inwardly
raging,

A high pitched giggle interrupted him, making him look round in puzzlesent. It case again - fros overhzad, This
tise, he pinpointed it and slowly returned to the fountain, Sure enough, a young bay of sbout seven years, was lying on
the roof, jooking down at Kirk through the square opening. As Kirk sailed encouragingly up at his, the boy sailed back,

"Hi.,.. My name’'s Jis - what's yours?

"Lorak," the boy answered, one bare brown ara dangling lazily over the edge. He eyed Kirk with his eyes hal f=shut,
giving him an appearance of slyness. *Do you want to escape?® he asked, casually.

“Yes, Canm you help ae?

" can take you to see your friends. 1f you climb onto the fountain, 1'1l give you sowething to help you escape.’
His eyes opened nore widely; they were as dark as the woman’s own. "I can’t throw it down - it'd break if you missed
it,*

*['s 2 pretty good cateh...” Kirk began but the boy shook his head. *All right.* Kirk clisbed up onto the ria of
the fountain and strefched up.

*That's it.* The boy's smile spread into a wide, gap toothed grin. GSuddenly, his arm that swung so deceptively
casually, soved in a blur, Kirk barely had tise to twist away and throw himself clear as he saw the seall, wickedly
sharp blade flash toward his. He cried out in pain as the knife buried itself in his shoulder. The boy's high, excitad
laughter rang out in triuaph.

*Lorak!" A veice amgrily broke in. Testh clenched in pain, Kirk struggled to rise. & sudden rain of dirt and old
lpaves fall about hia, though most of it seemed aised at-the newcomer. With a scornful laugh, Lorak disappearsd.

*Are you all right?* the voice asked in concern, then answered its own guestion. 'No, of course you're not, Here,
igt ae - * Kirk looked up, meaning to angrily rebuff what sust be yet another trick, but the words froze on his lips.
He found hiaself gazing into piercingly blue eyes, framed by dark hair, The eyes-helg him captive.

"Don't be afraig - [ won't hurt you.® The voice jolted him from his trance and he saw that its awner was a young
wosan. He recoiled involuntarily as he saw the knife in her hand. *Please - it's all right. I's just going to cut
yoyr shirt.® :

*Al1 right.* He forced himself to relax as she peeled back the cloth to reveal the tiny handle protruding from his
flesh,

*You sust be... Captain Kirk? 1 think you've already set sy mother.® He thought he detected a note of bitterness
beneath the bald statement.

“Nother?* he prompted.

*Yps, Ketirah, leader of the council. I am Har, her firstborn. And that,* she continued, indicating with a glance
the patch af sky above the tinkling fountain, *was ay little brother, Lorak.* She laid her hand carefully on the
bloodstained hilt. *1'a going to pull it out - 1'11 be as gentle as I can.” Kirk nodded and set his teeth,

The knife resoved, she quickly placed her other hand over the wound, Kirk's blood streaming hetween her fingers.
He began to speak but she laid a finger to her lips for silence, then closed her syes, concentrating,

Nhile she was preoccupied, Kirk took the opportunity to study Har more clasely. She looked about nineteen, he
decided, slis and with a thin seripus fage. A crease had already aarked its path between her brows. The hand she laid
atross his wound was smooth by contrast, unsaried by sanual work. She wore the usual one piece garsent, hlue to aatch
her syes and held at the waist by a thin belt, its clasp set with a blue stone,

After a few aosents, she openad her eyes and with & shy smile, withdrew her hand., With a start, Kirk suddenly
realised that his shoulder no longer hurt. He looked at itz though streaked with blood still, no fresh biood was
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tlowing from it. As he struggled to accept the fact, the young woman got up and went over to the fountain to wash her
hands and wet a cloth which she took fros a pouch at her belt, GShe returned to sponge away the hlood from his ara and
shouider revealing the skin beneath - now unbroken,

"How?" ha asked, bemused.

A chance gutation, perhaps? 1 don't know. No one else has it far as I know."

*l don't understand...”

Har smiled, but there was a bitterness present again. ‘'Psychic healing, Captain. There’s net auch desand for it
here.” The bitterness was distinct in her voice aise. I don't know why « 1 just found I could do it. Mother regards
it as another proot of sy unfitness to succeed her - which is why ['ve been passed over in favour of Lorak.*

*Har, isn't there something you can do? If you don't agres with her policies - °*

"No, no." Har shook her head, obvisusly distressed. “It's not just her - this is a world of aurder and death,
Captain, There are too few of us who oppose it [ - I can't tell you anything else - they'd only read your mind." She

scrambled to her feet and rap to the door, pausing only for an instant. *I'w sorry, Captain. I can't help you - any of
you.* Then she waved 3 hand across the activation panel and fled.

“Ne, npy no - for the last tise - no!" Malcolm's veice echosd stridently around the aeeting hall,

*Linalin's shade!® Arwen swore under her breath, but did not get up., Instead, she concentrated on bending the ria
of her battered green hat, trying to contain her teaper.

'{ vote that this gathering has heard enough of these - flights of fantasy - of our estessed Tithoniél herpine,"
Haleola continued cattily, his jowls wobbiing with esotion, There was an angry suttering from the Tithoniél benches.
Hastily, Malcols blustered, "Not that [ wish to helittie her very real contribution to the establishment and success of
our colony. No, not at all. 1 serely axpress concern that she has had a little too euch on har ming recently - too
euch concerning this wretched human being!"™ As usual, his dislike of human beings in general had overcose his wish %o
appear the reasonahle one, his bald head shining red with anger under the sunbeams streaming in from the skylights
overhead.

Filled with smouldering anger, Arwen got slowly to her feet. "I have had another precognitive dream, Malcolm, not
a 'flight of fancy’ as you put it. I merely want your support - and that of the other chiefs - in lodging a formal
request to Starflest, that they keep us posted on the whereabouts of the Enterprise. After all, we are still
asbassadors, all four of us - ['ve tried by syself but they just fob ae off. Together, though, we should have enough
clout to see that the request is taken seriously,”

Maicols snorted with contesptucus asusesent. *No doubt all Mardrata-va is one big joke now, thanks to your
constant pestering, I refuse to lend ay name to this charade,”

"Malcoim, the other chiefs have agreed - " began Arwen, fast losing her teaper, but Malcolw cut her off,
*The other chisfs are blood relations of yours ~ [ am not ~ *

*Shase!" a voice cried. Startled, Malcols looked up at the highest tiers: some of his own people were up there.
Sure enough, he recognised the teenage bay who had stood up, figure stiff with indignation,

"Pavid! 8it down!” he bellowed.

"No I won't!" His son’'s face was as flushed as his own, "1've heard you sneering at Arwen long enough, Two
dreaas sust aean something. Why wan't you help?"

Furious, Malcols turned on Arwen who stood, hat in hand, gazing up at the young boy with obvious astonishment.
“This is your doing! You've been filling his aind with this nonsense, Now you've turned hia against his own father.*
A aoment later, he turned round in surprise as David‘'s angry voice came from almost at his shoulder: the hoy had
teleported froa the back benches.

*No, Dad! Arwen hasn't said anything, It's you - you're the one who's talking nonsense.” Malcola could only



78

stare at him in shock. Arwen stepped forward, her features contrite. She laid a hand on Maicola’s arm. "You're right,
Malcols ~ I'a sorry. This is setting Mardratan against Mardratan. I withdraw ay request.’

*Arwen, no!” David cried in dismay, He looked from her to his father, tora by doubt and confusion. There was
total silance in the aeeting hall, all eyes on the triad at the centre. Malcola swallowsd and locked at Arwen.

“Tove | sepe to have misjudged you,® he beqan, abashed. "I withdraw what 1 said, concerning #y son.”
'nadll v .

"David, ssh. 1 haven't finished.* Malcolm turmed back to Arwen, stiffly. 'I still don't approve, mind you, of
Humans but.,. since we owe this particular Husan a debt of thanks, I... Well, I agree to add sy name to the request,®

"Mad!* David throw his aras round his surprised father while a cheer went up, the Mardrata rising to their feet.
frwen grinned at Malcola's obvious embarrassesnt. *Nothing else amind,” he began as David released hia, *[ won’t be a
party to involving sy clan deeper than this.'

“Thank vou, Maicolm, [ appreciate this," Arwen said, her green gyes twinkling.

*G0... that's the request transsitted. All we can do is wait.” Arwen flung her hat down onto the bed and sat down
heavily beside it.

Marianne seiled. “*At least we've done that much, What a stroke of luck - Maicole agreeing, [ aean."

Arwen pushed back her unruly ginger hair. “Yes, it was a calculated risk, I'l1 adeit. He couid've gone ajong with
ay offer to forget the whole thing.®

"Wha - * Marianne abruptly buret out laughing. Arwen assumed a long suffering expression,
"Bid I say something funny?*

Harianne shook her head, still laughing, Finally, she managed to speak. *I wag just thinking - you're very good
at manipulating people when you put your aind to it."

frwen leaned back against the wall, eyeing her shrewdly. “*You make se sound like Piras.'
"Oh, never! No, [ didn’t mean -~

"Relax! I was kidding, that's all. There's something ?*d like to ask you though - *
*More manipulation? 1 suppase you want me to contact Captain Kirk again?®

“1f you wpuld, Two dreass in as sany weeks - well, it's sade e =dgy, [ don'i sind adwitting,® Arwen rubbed at
her neck, trying to relieve the tension there. The last dream she had had stiil remained vivid in her memoryt a hare,
dust covered arena burning white beneath a hot sun. Figures had moved there, dwarfsd by the vast circular space,
figures whase skin #as burned dark, whose hlood soaked into the dust beneath their feat, Women and aen forced to fight
with primitive weapons, their bodies controlled like doils, soving jerkily, forced to cut down their friends. fnd in a
ringside seat, Kirk - held-issebile by the iron fist of an evil aind, unable aven o look away.

Harianne sat down on the bed as before, nodding, She sank into trance. Ispatient, Arwen waited, It seesed hours
before the Casrees wosan stirred, then turned, wide violet eyes seating Arwen’s own, "Arwen ~ [ can’'t reach hia!
There's a barrier, like treacle - pressure. Arwen, [ can’t reach him!®

fgonised by what he could see in the sunbaked arema below, Kirk strained to move, his aind burning with the urge to
seize the woman beside hia and wipe the aalicious superiority from her face by hartering her life for the lives of hig
craw,  But that was ispossibla; he was rabbed of contral over his own body, He could not even sove his little finger.
Disly, he heard Ketirah's throaty chuckle.

*Enjoying the spectacie, Captain?® She laughed as she semsed the belpless rage in Kirk's mind. & aesory rose
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unbidden into his thoughts - of a similar occasion whenm he had sat beside Merit in a reconstructed 'Roman’ arena where
his friends had fought for the entertainsent of a television audience. But this was a wore refined fora of cruelty.
Here, the spectators did not merely watch but participated, actually experiencing the esctions of those in the arena,
Here, the combatanis fought not serely against their wish but as eanipulated puppets.,

The games had bequn that first day with the drawing of coloured tokens from a pouch. A3 far a8 Kirk understood it,
the Vendasi were divided into five factions, sach ropresented by a different colour. Ketirah alone wore Black and
silver, prasumably to denote her position as leader, With the same evil seile on her face as always, she nad presided
gver the draw, as five young meabers of his crew - held issobile in the grip of Vendasi minds - had each been allocated
to a faction. Before the comaencesent of that day’'s entertainment however, Ketirah had announcad that an inaugural
ceresony would be carried out by her personally. Kirk had been dragged acrass to s wall at the centre of the arena and
chained thers while Spock, McCoy, Scott and other officers had been fetched and forced to watch, Ketirah had ‘aarked’
him with a glinting silver knife, speaking aloud for the benefit of the Humans present, before filling his mind with
obscene images of torture and death - the sany ways that his friends might suffer. Afterward, Spock and the athers had
heen led away and he had been taken under aind control to sit beside Ketirah in the place of hongur,

fis the sun rose still higher, the wounds on Kirk's chest caked over with dried blood and his skin reddened, but
held in Ketirah's power he was unable even to shift position and ease his discosfort. He could anly watch as four of
the five junior crewsesbers fought jerkily like dolls, anly their faces allowed to airror their thoughts., The horror
and anguish shown on their features belied the surderous fury of their actions as they hacked at each other with rough
swords, or swung heavy clubs. Weapons rang heavily against shields as, helpless, each soved to the cosmand of one of
the faction meabers seated in a box directly opposite Kirk's position, As he watched, a young Ensign succeeded in
driving her spear past her opponent's shield, The screas that followed was snguifed in the roar of sucitesent fros the
crowg., Kirk feit the uprestrained bloodlust of thousands heat at his aind aleost like a physical pressure, and realised
that Ketirazh's contral over hiam was, paradoxically, his only protection; these teispaths did not bother to shield, to
protect the sanity of non~telepaths. Sick to his stomach he was forced to watch as the young woman below wrenched out
her hloodstained spear and 1ifted it in a gesture of triumph, her face twisted in an agony of grisf. Then the fifth
crewnembar, belonging to the resaining Vendasi faction, left his position by the central wall and stepped forward to
contest the victor.

*# win for Brown,” Ketirsh said, lazily, speaking aloud for Kirk's benefit. GShe turned the Husan's head te look at
her, laughing at what she samw in his eyes and mind, ‘That was an easy death, Captain. Wait until the serious
ssuseaents - these are only ainor diversions to test the apttle of our new specimens.” GSha smiled, dark eyes giinting
in the sunlight. *You have yet to fully appreciate the beauty of what we do here, Kirk, Only cne Yendasi controls each
of your crew, yet every aeaber of his or her faction ‘listens’ to the smotional responses of the anisal subject. This
preliminary study shows that Husans are quite the aost exquisitely responsive subjects we have had for many years.® &he
turned Kirk's head back to face the killing ground once more. “Do not fear, Kirk. Your crew will not he wasied in
manton killings they will be savoured, used again and again where possible. We don’t usually practice our sedical
skills upon anisals but they are considerable and can, no doubt, be adapted. We want you to entertain us for as long as
nessible,” '

As Ketirah spoke, anger built up inside Kirk, building and building but unable to find release, until he felt that
his head would burst, And he knew that she felt it and was amused. He tried to shut out her voice but could aot.

*Yes,* she continued. *Your crew are the aost sensifive creatures we have found for a long tiae. And we sust not
forget you, Captain, the aost exquisite of all I's sure, judging by your emotional responses so far. VYes, I gust leave
you till last - £ill you've seen all your friends die. Your despair will be truly bresthtaking." She chuekled. ‘Ne
pust find something special for each one; that interesting death I gqliapsed in your eind... crucifizion? - that for the
physician, I think, And the Vulcan... another fascinating subject - s0 differsnt from the rest of you, yet so alike,
feath by fire, parhaps - after we have hroken him." Again, Kirk felt his aind being ransacked for inforsation and tried
to block her - to fight back - but he did not know how. “Men... interesting. Perhaps that could be imduced - horaonal
imbalance - pon farr, they call it? Yes, that would eake a diverting change.”

Kirk sat, tresbling with the effort of trying to move, his sind reeling under the impact of a stors of eactions
inside himt anger, growing to 2 strong urge to kill Ketirah, anguish at the fate of his friends and crew, and fear -
yes, that wag what it was - fear for Spock in particular. # gquick death in the arena would be merciful beside their
plans for his Vulcan friend. Staring at the sass of faces oppasite his, their bodies crouched forward on the stone
seats in anticipation, all intent on emjoying the fear and horror of the four resaining victiss below thes - he suddenly
aet the gaze of one who was not straining forward. Blu2 eyes aet his with a featherlike touch of compassion against his
mind - gone so quickly that he doubted if it had been there at afl. But the anger in Ketirah's voice confirsed it had.

*My weakling daughter,” she spat. Again, there was a rough and painful searching of his aind that left him feeling
sruised and fatigued with the effort to fight it. *! see that you've set. MWell, at least shae did ae one favour in
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preserving vou. Leorak sust be taught a lesson - good saterial is not to be wasted on childish games.®

Although Xirk listensd as he sust, below the level of surface thought he wondered... why should Har come here if
she was so oppesed to her aother’s regise? To help his people... nao, she had said that was lmpossible. What then? To
defy Ketirah? If so, she had certainly succeeded in angering the older woman... [If only she could be persuaded -

He tried to quash the thought before Ketirah could read it but she was too swift for hia, ‘“Persuade her to ge to
your ship and signal your Starfleet, Captain? Even if you could succeed, sy daughter's power of teleportation is alaost
negligibie, And our own craft are too well guarded. But even if those obstacles didn’t stand in the way, she wouldn't
risk trading her soft existence here for swile in the wilderness with the other iabeciles. No, don't expect any help
fron that coward. She knows we only tolerate her presence here because she is whd she is.” Ketirah's hand caressed the
sunburned skin of his bare shoulder. *“Accept vour fate, Captain and surrender yourself to the exguisite toraments we are
preparing for you. Bs comforted; I will ensure that you have a beautiful death,®

*That’s it then; it's taken a crisis for them tp finally listen fo us.® Arwen leaned back in her chair, pushing
her tangled hair way from her face and feeling sore tired and dispirited than she could recali feeling for a iong tiae,

A starship’s on its way,” Kledo pointed out. *And they want volunteers.”

Arwen nodded. 'But Marianne's our strongest telepath, isn’'t she; if she can't get through that barrier, who
can?" Ghe sat forward, burying her face in her hands and trying to think. A hand sgueezed her shoulder comfortingly:
sha looked over her shoulder and saw Marianpe standing over her, Half heartedly, she sailad.

*I'11 go and so will a lot of the younger Casrees - * Kledo was saying when a thought suddenly struck Arwen,

*Wait!* She turned to face hia, a strange expression on her face. *I’s not thinking straight. ¥e don’t just nsed
telapath volunteers if the ones who've got the Enterprise are who we think fhey are.®

*What do you suggest?" Tasra, sitting quietly in the corner, spoke for the first tise.

"4n expedition - a ruse - bait for them to swallow - " As the Nardratan egquivalent of adrenalin began to flow,
Arwen's words tusbled forth sore sagerly., "A party of all the clans in a civilian ship - to convince thea we're
searching for our long lost home - *

“You mean,.. we should... play along with thee, pretend to be like thew...® Marianne said slowly, a note of horror
in her voira,

"Yes, we walk straight in through the front door,” Arwen confirsed. “Wors our way into their confidence, knock out
whatever they use for defences - and get the Enterprise’s crew cut af thers,®

*That may not pe easy - * Kledo began hut Marianme interropted, clearly agitated.

*Arwen, you don’t think a handful of us could knock out a plamstful of thea, de you? You haven't aet thea!' Even
in the dim evening light from the window, her stricken expression was clear enough,

“Let's put soee light on the subject,” Arwen commented sbruptly, getting up to activate one of the solar powered
glow lamps. Kledo roused himsels to pull down the blinds before sitting down again and Marianne also took a seat but
Arwen remained on har feet, her forearas resting on the back of her chair, facing thea all. "¥e don't know how powerful
they are, that’s just the point!® she began. "No, Narianne - * she continued, sensing her friend about to interrupt.
*Think carefully - just what do we know about thes - not what they are, but the bare facts. Their paower, their ability
to combine, work together.® GShe looked expectantly at the young Casreem woean, In turn, Marianne looked doubtfully
toward her chief. He nodded encouragingly.

“Nell, they... they have all the falents as we did once but... well, each one appears to have a predoainant
talent. I think so at least; the boy was strongest telekinetically... and well, the woman was the one who controlled
Spock... distance control too, so [ suppose hers was telepathy.”

*Exactly!” Arwen said eagerly. “Just like the Mardrata when we first reached Earth. And what else do we know
about ourselves?”

A look of dawning comprahension came on Tasra's faca. “We formad factions, according to the strongest talents
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among us."

*Which eventually became our clans. e became so inbred that we eliminated the other abilities - which obviously
hasn't happenaed to thea. 3But smaybe they still have factions... after all, it's natural to gang together. Maybe they
get round the probles by inter-mating across faction lines,.. which would explain why a brother and sister could have
different dosinant talents. Maybe they only join their talent's faction when they become adults,”

*1 still don't see what this has to do with our beating a whole planet of them!* Marianne objected.

“Mari, 1 admit it's a bunch of theory but... let's {face it, we’'ve got pretty good grounds for besilieving these
peaple are us... how we'd’ve turned out under differsnt circuastances - °*

"No! I won't believe that, I won't'® Marianne sprang to her feet., “frwen, they're aonsters®!

Arwen met her friend’s violet asyes, her own filled with eapathic understanding. *I know, Mari, but {4 I'a right
we're in the best position in the galaxy for second-guessing them. [Ef we can figure out how they tick, that might give
us the edge we need to best ‘es.*® Marianne nodded reluectantly, sitting down again. "If they are divided into factions,
individualistic, it could help 2 lot, Their powers aight be less strong as individuals than ours; we say have jopst all
but one each, but we've strengthened that one at the expense of the rest. [f they are us... Resember, we've only
Tearned to co-operate recently, They're sadistic, sean as hell... and they undersstimate anyone else. And 35 far is we
know, even if that womzn was strongest on telspathy, she only sent a radio seszage home, HMarianne had her beat hands
donn - even more so since sha’s had aore practice.” She grinned impishly at her friend who shrugged and blushed, but
with a bashful saile. “*They may rely on techroiogy more - just a quess but I've been trying to figure out this barrier
that got Narianne licked. It's possibly soae kind of technological jassing - maybe they've got satellites in orbit
beaming out some kind of eind jammer. After all, after their operators set up with the Enterprise - they aust’'ve got a
bit jittery about that. Afraid they'd be found by whosver had helped the Husans?® Marianne nodded, recalling the
wolan’'s last sessage: the ‘eneey psi nulls’ had help. [t sade sense that 'they', whoever they were, had taken
precautions,

"If you're right, if they boost their power artifigially... we could kaock it out,® Marianne agreed, looking aore
confident,

"My idea’s this. Whoever volunteers, we’ll need ane Casreem for avery non-telgpath. And, Marianne, [ think you've
already given a few desenstrations of eass linking?* As the dark haired woman nodded, Arwen continued. *You can
reinforce those before the starship gets here - and in transit, too. The Casrees volunteers will have to shield the
rest of ug as well as themselves. MWe'll ask Staréleet for a zivilian ship - they'll take us and the ship to where the
Enterprise was iast reported and then we take off in the civilian crate, We've got one or two shuttle pilots here but
even if they don't volunteer, we can always get a crash course on the starship.®

*And.,, if we find these,,, others, what do we tell thea?® Kledo asked.

"Ohy we won't slip too sany lies in it. We'll say we're the descendants of a group who case to Earth over eight
thousand years ago. We'll say we suffered persecution from the Huseans But now they've secretly given us a planet to get
us out of the way. But we still want to know where we came froa - and... which is the only lie so far... we still want
revenge on the Humsans.'

The others nodded, *Khat if Starfieet won't wear all this?" asked Marianne, “They like to handle things their
way; believe me, I know.?

*I'11 sake ‘es wear it. They'll have to see that we're their only hope of getting hack the Enterprise and her
crew. After all, that's their tep starship that's gone missing, not a tug boat.®

‘All right, that’s fair enough," Marianne agreed, sitting forward in her chair, the fingers laced tightly together
being her only other visible sign of tension. *If our shield holds up, it sight work... but they're bound to ask why
we're shisiding from thea in the first place.'

*Natural suspicion on our part?* sugpested Tasra. °Eight thousand years of having to live in secrecy should be a
convincing explanation. And they'll get enough confirmation of gur story from Humans iike Captain Kirk - he knows our
history in outline, after all.”

*Yes." Arwen’s confident exterior took a slight dent for an instant as she recalled just what might be happening
to Jis and the aothers sven now, to extract that kind of inforsation,
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*You can count ag in, Arwen.”

The quiet but strong affirmation fros Tasra brought her back fros the edge of the gloom into which she had been
about to slide,

Kledo nodded, “Me, too.'

The Tithoniél chief looked at her two cousins. °I don’t think it's a good idea for three chiefs to go - it's too
risky...”

*Armen, we swore once! our aid to Tithonidl. You've got that now. I only wish Colmsarel could offer sore
practical help. Maybe we should consider taking more volunteers fros the sore practical clams," Tasra suggested.

"Tasra, [ value Colasarel talents; thers’s no need to devalue them - * Arwen began but the Colasarel chief held up
her hands.

“1 appreciate that, Arwen. 1'a only facing the facts: {llusion creation and teleportation will be sore useful -
in spite of Maleois, I don't think thera'll be any lack of volunteers - out of the non-teiepath clans. [ think you can
sanage with one precog and [ won't let any of ay people take the risk for me.®

"Tasra’'s right,” Kledo put in. "And I'a coaing because you're geing to need sore telepaths than any other ¢lam -
if you plan to give each non-telepath a Casrees 'twin' for protection.® When Arwen nodded, he seiled. “And in case
you're worried about leaving the place in Malcola's hands, we've all got several capable deputies, I belisve... and we
can vote through enough constitutional safequards to make sure there's no funny business. Though Malcola's no Piras,
['a sure,"

frwen grinned, feeiing sore cheered. FAll right, if it's agreed, I'll ask for the volunteers in the sorning. And
now if you'll excuse ae - { really sust get sy head down.'

As the group broke up, the other two clan chiefs heading for their own guarters, Mariamme lingered by the door.
T'a coaing, too, Arwen,®

"Mari... oh, hell, Let's discuss this in the sorning, haa?" When her friend reluctantly nodded, she punched her
playfully on the arm. ‘“Look, I's coming back, all right? If only to stop the chieftainship going ta cousin Raobert;
he's a good illusion maker but he's a terrible old bore - he'd send everyone to slesp at the seetings.” The two wosen
chuckled tiredly, tension slowly ehbing away. Finaily Arwen sighed and straightened up.

*Bet some sleep, all right; and don't worry. We'll work it out.”

Barianne half sailad, nodding. “L... yes, all right. It’'s just... I can’t help thinking, sore and sore... if they
really are... our heginning, then... what does that aake us?*

Kirk staggered through the doubla doors which closed hehind him, and aver to the fountain, collapsing gratefully
onte the low stone wall. For a few siputes he sat, eyes closed, slumped with dejection. He felt used - vinlated - as
it his body was not his amn.

At last, he straightend up, firaing his respive, He had to face this with courage for the sake of his friends ang
trew, There had to be some way out of this hell befors any sore people died. As twe had died today while he could only
wateh... match.., Realising that he was torturing himselé to no purpase, he pushed those thoughts away and concentrated
on spiashing water froe the fountain onto his chest, washing away the encrusted blood. Touching flesh sore with
sunburn, he winced but forced himselt to continue. Then a sound fros above made his tense, expectantly, About to roll
clear, he realised that the figure lowering itsels through the opening was female and clad in biue, She hung froa the
edge for a soment then, before Kirk could help her down, swung clear of the fountain, let go and landed lightly on her
test, She spun tp face him, brushing dead ieaves froa her one piece garment.

Kirk's anuth twitched in a seile, rusful with relief, “Mar.*
*1 = I thought [ should see how yow were... your wounds.,.” she began, hesitantly,

“You'd be better seeing to ay crem," he retorted, eyes hardening as anger reawoke. Har flushed.
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"] have! The ipjured woman will be all right.*
Kirk‘s eyes nidened slightly, then he shook his head with esbarrassaent. "I'a sorry; I didn't amean that.®

The young woman shrugged, “It’s all right; 1 know how you must have felt - forced to watch all that by Ketirah,
It‘'s natural you should blame s - I'a her daughter, after all. I's one of the race torturing and killing your crew.*

Kirk got to his feet, taking Har by the shoulders in a gasture of contrition. *No, I don't blame you for what's
happenad; I was lashing out. Please forget it.®

Har smiled shyly, seeting his eyes in a fleeting glance. ‘*You'd better sit down, Captain, 1'll check those cuts
far you.® As Kirk complied, the young woman sai beside him on the fountain’s edge. *I can’t heal thea completely -
she'd be apgry if I did, But I can ease the soreness... clear any infection...® She laid her hands gently on his chest
and began tracing the grid pattern of cuts inflicted by Ketirah, tha sase serious expression on har face that Kirk had
noted when she had healed his shoulder. When she had finished, she dealt with the sunburned skin on Kirk's back and
shoulders, At last, she finished and sat hack, sighing softly.

*Thank you," Kirk said simply. As Har stood up, he caught at her arm, gently, "There are a few questions I'd like
to ask,.. if you wouldn't eind?"

Har hesitated, biting her lip, then nodded and sat down again. *I cian’t stay much longer.”
Kirk nodded, coming straight to the paint, *Ketirah spoke of exiles.'

*Yeq, they,.." Har's hands, resting on her knees, suddenly gripped each other tightly, “In every generation a few
are born - like a2 - who don't like the killing, the torturs, of other races. They aren't treated like -~ like your
people - because they’'ve qot the same powers as the resty they can't be classed as anisals’. But if they won't accept
things by the time they reach aduithood, thair faction won't accept them and they become outcasts. They just leave...
g0 out of the city.”

"Shere? Where do they go?" Kirk insisted, seeing a ray of hope.

Har shrugged. °I don’t know... no one goes out there.® GShe kept her face averted. Seeing her knutkies white with
tensinn, Kirk persisted.

"fre vou afraid to feil se?* he asked, gently.

*Plessa.,. [ can't - *

"Because they'll read ay mind?" As he spoke, Har bounded to her feet, unable to contain her tensien any longer.

*Yos, I - I'n only here on sufferance; Ketirah's daughter.® Her voice held the same hate as before, but carried
fear alsn. 'They'll send ae to the wastelandy I can't - won't - *

*Har!® Kirk interrupted. *You can go tao Spock, he can shield his eind - he's a talepath...” Kirk halted, suddenly
struck by what he had overlooked during the traumatic time since hig capture. *Spock’'s a telepath... why is he still
baing treated like the rest of us?"

"Well.., they don't tell me auch but... as far as [ could get from the others, they see his as a... 3 travesty of
theaselves, They look on his as... as I suppose you'd regard a retarded infant.*

"We don't torture and kill our retarded infants,” Kirk said, harshly, his congern for the Vulcan inflaming hia to
anger once aore, This tise, Har's temper also flared.

"I'a sorry, Captain, I'e cnly telling you what [ know, Look, ['a taking a risk just being here: HNother excused ay
last visit because [ patched you up but [ doubt if she'll be very pleased when she finds out about this - and she will.
The only reason sy faction sccepted ae was because I's her daughter, but they'll unaccept me any time she gives the
word,* Flushed with anger, she glared at hia, fists cienched,

"I'8... sorry, Har. 1 sees to be saking 2 habit of this," Kirk apologised, He smiled to stress his plea,
‘Fargive ge?"

Slowly, Har subsided. “It... it’'s all right, Has... was there anything else you wanted to know, Laptain?*
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"Plaase - call se Jim,* As Har smiled and nodded, Kirk continued. “You say these... outcasts.., exist ia the
wilderness - * He saw her tense up again and shook his head. “AIl [ want to know is, are there other places - cities ~
that they might have gene to instead?”

Har stared in amazesent, “*Other cities? This is the only one, Cap - Jia,* G5he smiled as Kirk in turn showed
surprise. “Qutside the city are large areas of cultivation, worked by the slaves, descendants of those capturad on past
raids and kept for breeding, Beyond the cultivation, everything is classed as wilderness. I don't know such about it
but [ do know that the city was built in the aidst of the best faraing land. & lot of our planet is just,.. aocuntains
and deserts... barren land where it's hard to grow anything, That's where the exiles have to live.®

Kirk nodded, understanding Har's fear of espulsion froa the city. °*What about the slaves? Is there any chance
they could rise up... rebel against Ketirgh's rule?"

*The slaves?" Har laughed in disbelief, “They're placid, docile. There's ne spirit in them, That's why the
Vendasi still raid - to got spirited subjacts for their gases. They're bored, Jim, bored and cruel. Don't think it's
just Ketirah. Dur only hope is that this will be a peaceful world one day,.. when the Vendasi die out. A peareful
world populated only by the exiles and the freed siaves, living in harsony.®

“¥hat makes you think that could happen?®

*There are fewer children born each year... ! don't know why. A genstic defect, saybe. Apart fros the exiles, our
whole race is crameed into this one city. A few hundrad years... we can't last such longer than that."

Haybe, but that wasn’t auch help to his people, Kirk refiected silently, Ke was about to guestion her further when
a look of fear crpssed Har's face, 'What is it?* he asked, but she was already scrasbling onto the lip of the
fountain. Kirk turned, in time to see the double doors siiding open and sprang to his feet to help her. With a panic
stricken glance at his, Har leaped off the fountain wall and seized the ornate buckle of her belt, shutting her eyes and
frowning with intense concentration, As Ketirah entered the room, her daughter vanished,

The older woman haited, a flash of annoyance on her face. “1f that creature tries sy patience any further she can
strateh for berries in the wilderness.® She turned her gaze on Kirk, who braced himself, recognising the asaning in
that look... but it was no qood. Being prepared did not sake his better able to fight her ruthless interrogation.
After sose moments, he slusped to his knees, clutching at his head. Dimly, he heard the woman's furious hiss.

"S0... Har may have been a little too claver. [ shall have to deal with her... soon. But there's no hurry.®

Kirk's head was abruptly forced up by a rough grasg under his chin. Blinking through the pain, he set Ketirah's
harsh gaze. I came to ask you how you enjoyed the entertainment.®

*You - ' Desperately, Xirk lunged at her, hands reaching for har throat, GShe went down beneath him, a look of
astonishaent and alara on her face. But an instant later, an iron fist clasped down on his mind, sending red hot agany
along every nerve. He fought for breath as his body convulsed, hatred for Ketirah fargotten. Then the burning pain
ceased leaving only a nagging ache in every part of his body,

"Get up.® A toe nudged him in the ribs, Treshling with reaction, he got slomly to his feet, facing the alien
woman with defiance in his eyes and mind, “Mot very clever, Kirk. You will pay for it when the tise is right.* WKith a

last, hard glare, she turned and left the rnnl. Suppressing a sigh, Kirk »alked unsteadily over to the fountain and sat
down on its ris to rest and think.

*1f only we knew what they were doing to Jim,* McCoy fretted, pacing the tiny celi. He reached the end and,
turning again, ayed the Vulcan with exasperation. Spock, seated on a stone ladge, returned his gaze aildly.

*Doctor, [ believe you have alresdy said that - four tiaes in all - *
“Dammit, Spock! Don't you care what eight be happening to hia right now??

Spotk studied his clasped hands that rested on his keees. *I share your concern for the Captain’s well being,
Joctor. However, pacing the cell achieves nathing except purposeless expenditure of anergy.’

McCay’'s mouth firsed with anger. He opened it, about to vent more of his frustration on the Vulcan. But he
suddenly deflated, “Oh, what's the use? He ficpped down dejectedly into a corner. At lsast the cell was dry even if
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rather stuféy, He eyed the streaes of sunlight entering high up on the left hand wall, and was filled with longing to
he on the other side of that barred window, But Spock had tried its strength when they had first entered the cell,
dorn out by frustration and anxiety, he leaned his head back against the wall and closed his eyes.

fbout to offer the Doctor his rocky ledge, Spock froze, aware of footsteps approaching along the corridor
outside.,. stopping on the ather side of the locked door. He waited patientiy but there was no rattie of key in the old
fashioned jock. Instead, a slim, blue clad figure aaterialised in the beas of light from the window, In an instant,
the figure was at Mcloy's side. Spock was on his feet and had grabbed the intruder in a eoment, but a glance at the
Doctor showed him that he was too late: the startled espression on the Human's face was belied by the vacancy in hig
blue eyes.

"Let ae go..." the voice was young, fesale, *Let se go," she repeated fearfully.
"What have you done to McCoy?* Spock asked coldly,
*He's all right. Let e2 go and I'1] explain - Captain Kirk sent se.”

At Kirk's name, Spock released her and stood back, She turned, rubbing her right aram and gazing apprehensively at
him with eyes as blue as Mcloy's. "He's all right: I put him in a wild trance. He sustn’t hear any of this.®

‘Spnck did not coement; instead, he questioned her previous statesent, “You have spoken with the Captain?*
“Yeg, he's well,.. he's being held in Ketirah's palace.’

*The Captain was iajured during the 'cereaony’." Spock’s voice held 3 hint of distaste at the eemory and also
doubt at the stranger’s reassurance.

*I'a 3 healer," she explained. *I did what [ could; those cuts have been used to mark captives for centuries so
Ketirah would be very angry if 1 removed thes, but 1've made syre they'll heal cleanly. Listen, you're a touch telepath
- there are things 1 know that aight help but [ can't risk telling anyone else. Your Captain said I should tell you.
Can you shiald your aind - strangly?" Spock nodded. “All right. We must be guick. [t'1l be safer i [ tell you aind
to aind.*

By unspoken consent, they sat down on the stone ledge, Spock‘s fingers reaching for the young woman's temple. She
caught his hand and he semsed her reluctamce to go through with this.

*I... [ prefer to initiate the link.”

As Mcloy continued to sit with his look of blank sysd surprise, the two figures opposite him becase equally still,
After s few ainutes, they stirred again, The woman eyed Spotk with a new respect,

*Your shiald's as strong as any Vendasi shield.® Ghe stood up, nervously fimgering the ornate buckle at her belt
with its cioudy dlue stone, "And you don't rely on a booster.®

Spock reflected on what she had told him in the meld; her contact with the exiles, the reliance her people placed
on the labour of their slaves and omr technology. The most isportant of their technological supports were the poweréul
orbital deflectors placing a distorted semscry belt all around the plamet, oniy pepetrable by those with the knowledge,
ang the ainiaturised power boostsrs most Yendasi wore in their belfs... and kept a secret from their slaves. Even froa
those trained to build and ssintain the space going vessels used for raiding.

!

*May I have that?" Spock asked. Har shook her head.

*No, 1 =~ it would be missed, 1°'1l get you one from the workshops,.. I'll do it soashow.® GShe stepped over to the
ingobile figure of McCay, then locked back at Spock, uncertainly., “"He saw me,.. I have to aeake hia forget.” Whea the
Yulcan did not object, she faced McCoy again and closed her eyes, concentrating. A moment later, she straightened up
and, concentrating again, vanished. Spock’s keen cars detected her light steps running away down the passage outside.

MeCoy blinked and stirred, looking around in confusion till he focused on Spock. ‘“What... [ sust have dozed off
for a aosent.”

Spack stood up, vacating the stony ledge. ‘We are both tired, Doctor. I suggest sleep.® He seated hiaself

beneath the window and, sensing the Human's reluctance to take the ledge, added, °I shall aeditate, Doctor. 1 am quite
confortable here.t




g4

WcCoy nodded. “Nell, if you're sure... thanks, Spock.® He settled hieself as coefortably as he could on the rough
bed, and soon the steady rise and fall of his breathing told Spock that the Doctor was asleep. Satistied, the Vulcan
sank into reflection on his newfound knowledge.

Arwen glanced across at the dark haired figure by the observation window, sensing the yearning in her friend’s
gaze. With obvious reluctance, Marianne tore herself away fros the stars and returned to the group of patiently waiting
Casrees. "1'm sorry to kegp - * she began then stopped. She exchanged a nervous glance with Arwen and then drew
herselt up taller. °If you're ready, we will now initiate a group aeld.'

The circle of figures grew still, some with eyes closed, others staring glassily at nothing, Arwen stepped away,
satisfied that the practice session was proceeding well, and joined the rest of the Mardrata, Their anxieties about the
approaching ordeal - and their own possidle connettion with those who had seized the Enterprise - had reawakened all
their ald fears of Husans and driven thea to spend most of their tise in the ohservation gallery - evan those who did
not have to practice aass mind links. Arwen suspected that the Yorktown’s skipper, who had had to be let in on sose of
the secret, was reliaved that his unusual passengers were keeping out of his way,

Chatting to the other Mardrata, Arwen was aware of the tension underlying all the bright seiles and
slightly-too-loud voices. After Arwen's last communication with Starfleet HQ, it had been agreed that a short stop
could he sade at Starbase 14 to take aboard a small civilian passenger vessel which had hesn hastily procursd and
awaited thes there. Now that the vessel had been taken aboard, their next stop would be the last known position of the
Enterprise - currently only & couple of days away. They would board the ssall sieek ship and seek out the Others... at
least, all but one of thes would board that vessel.

firwen glanced over at Mariamne, still deep in checking and strengthening the mass seld. She was glad that her
friend’s confidence had baen isproving more and more in the past ten days since leaving Mardrata-va, Marianne's self
gstpen had taken sose heavy knocks as Arwen was well aware; her accidental killing of the telekinetic boy when saving
Phil Surrey's Life and then the conflict of loyalties she had experienced between Starfleet and fellow telepaths. On
Mardrata-va, she had hequn to recover, and now the knowledge that she was doing sosething that no one else could, was
working wonders. Arwen looked round at the non telepaths in her own group. Fasiliar faces all: even soae that she had
hersels invited to Mardrata-va - Levi, who could not be persuaded to leave this job to the younger ones, Suzanna who had
left her son in her hushand's care, insisting that the party sust not lack the skills of a telekinetic to counter their
enemies' desonstrated expertise in that field. Her skill and Levi's strong illusion creating ability could not be
refused. And Tasra had been right; there were Nadeshiél here - though Malcols had succeeded in keeping one keen young
volunteer at hose.., his fourteen year old som.

Marianne blinked, looked round at the still linked Casreem and then detached hersel from their group to join Arwen
and the others. “Please averyome, tan I have your attention?' she asked, speaking confidently, As the chatter died
down, she seiled and continued, *We're going to practice the one-to-one shielding again. Please join your Casreea
partner,"

Ohediently, each non telepathic Mardratan sought out his or her opposite nulber, who had now emerged from the
collective sind tink, Arwen had teased with Kledo.

"Casreea, begin when raady,”

Arwen smiled at the authoritative note in her friend’s veice, then-re!axed as she had been taught. GShe felt
Kledo's mind touch hers, then aove in to enclose her completely within his own mental shield. Coafortable? The thought
echoed with a trace of asusesent beneath it.

Parfectly, she answered, Aré vou going to try tha limk-up next?
Yes, Marianne's decided you're all ready for it som,

firken heard Marianne speak. "The final stage - which we're calling link-up - is soaething we haven't yet tried,
but if we can make it work you'll find it very useful, The theory is that each telepath should link with others, still
protecting his or her non-teslepath partner. We can thus form a group meld within our whole group, not just the Casreem
part of it, and the non~telepaths will be aware of what's happening when Casrees pass nessages, even if our whale
party's not together,®

Arwen lifted am eyebrow at Marianne's lapse. She still wants to come too, doesn't she, she thought, knowing Kledo
would pick up any thought she 'vocalised’.
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¥av,.. we'11 have to speak to her again, He stopped as Marianne asked hia to initiate the seld.

Arwen found the process fascinating. Cushioned as she was by Kledo, she did not experience the completz honesty
and soul baring quality of a group seld between telepaths; Marianne had realised that non-telepaths would not be able
to adapt to that in only a couple of weeks. But Arwen was still aware of the 'voires’ of the others are they 'called
in’ to confirm that they had joined the aeld, and she felt the jubilation asong the Casrees as they realised the aeld
had worked.

All right, Mariasne broke in. Mell dome, everyome. Ke'll take a break and try this again this evening, OK? Fine.

The meld broke into its pairings, each telepath then gently dissolving the bond with her or his partner. As the
Kardrata headed for the turbolift, Arwen asked Marianne to wait,

*All right.* Outwardly cals though Marianne appeared, Arwen thought she detected a sudden wariness in her friend.

*Narianne,” Kledo began, when the others had gone. “You still want to come with us,® It was a statesent, not &
question.

Marianne flushed and nodded, “You've seen it in the meld," she said, shrugging slightly. ™I think you're going to
need se."

*"Marianne, you've already helped us enormously., Without your skills - * Kledo began, but an outburst from his clam
subordinate cut his off.

*What 1've taught you is only the beginning! I's the only one who's aet these - people, who knows what they're
like., And I've also aind linked with both Captain Kirk and Docter McCoy - none of the other Casreea have even et
thes. How would they ¢ind their minds if that was necessary?®

"They could get the information from Arwen: that should he sufficient,” Kledo calaly pointed out, unruffled by the
disrespect which, technically, Marianne had shown.

*1 gtill should cose ~ [~ *

"Mari, you'd be as good as dead as soon as you walked through their door," Arwen put in, “They sust’'ve got the
whale story of what happensd to their pecple fros Jis or the athers. It won't matter to thes that you didn’t aean to
kill anyone. As far as they're concerned, human beings are lawer than aniaals - to thes, what you did would be like
shooting someone to stop thes stepping on an ant.® She studied her friend's face for some sign of acceptance,
Marianne's defiance smouldered in her violet eyes. Deciding it was time to get tough, frwen glanced at Kledo and read
the acquiescence in his eyes, “‘Marianne,® she costinued, "It’s going to be hard enough for us to win their
acceptance. Look at it this way; if you come along, they’ll probably shoot the lot of us betore we get a chance to
open our mpuths.”

*Not if I'n your prisoner: a token of your good faith. [ can act the husble penitent - after all, they did try to
kiil se. That sust be sowe excuse - especially if they're as 'I'a all right, Jack' as you think, Look, we're - we're
primitives compared to them, right, looking for enlightemment. 1°11 grovel like anything - [ don't think they'll kill
e - not if they're as bored as I think they are. That's what it’'s all about, after all; they need entertainaent,’

She stopped, looking anxiously at thes both, “*Remember - I've met thes face to face. They underestimate people,
they‘re vain, they think no one's as good as thes. [f I butter 'em up, I honestly don’t think they'll kill se.’

Arwen looked uncertainly at Kledo, *She’s got a point,,. what do you think?*
Kledo stared at her in amazement, then at Marianne. °*I think you're both crazy - '

"But it might just work, Klado. We'rs going to have to act really nasty to Jia and the others; well, Marianne has
pore reason for nursing a grudge against Humans tham any 0f us... if she can project that strongly enough...®
|
*Klzdo," Marianne spoke seriously, °I'w one of your strongest - if 1 say so myself, ¥ouldn't you rather have ae
along to reinforce the group shield?"

Kledo sailed a little sheepishiy, "Ordinarily, ves. Oh, dawn, [ can’t stand the two of you ganging up on ae,
I'11 have to think this over. Cose on, let's get some lunch,*
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Kirk swallowed, feeling the sweat suddenly coid on his skin. He feit sick - a lot sicker than he had felt the
$irst tise he had sat hers. Ketirah had not been joking when she had called those first surderous conflicts sere
tryouts., Over the days that had followed, the ‘amusenents’ had graduated into sore refined and obscene forms of
crueity. Today's entertainment, for instance, had ssen the systesatic torture of sembers of his crew by their own
colleages. The tortures had stopped shart of irreparable injury or death thoughy as Ketirah had said, his people were
being ‘savaured'., In fact, sose were now to be reserved for breeding purposes and he had been inforsed that a visit of
inspection to the ‘breeding pens’ was on his agenda for tosorrow. Apparently, eighty of tha youngest, fittest
crewagdbers would be retained te ensure a permanent supply of good material for the games. Kirk hag tried to argue that
all his crew should be spared, hoping to buy time but Ketirah had retorted that this was just an intaria measure in case
there was difficulty in obtaining such excellent specimens elsewhere. Past raids had usually only procured slightly
lass passive victiss than the slaves who already served the Vendasi, The few planets possessing aggressive inhabitants
had been unable to eeet the voracious appetite of the Vendasi for very long. This time, Ketirah had vowed, such
valuable specisens would not be squandered.

With nothing else to do but think during the long hours of his confinement in Ketirah's palace, Kirk had pieced
soae 0f the facts together. The Vendasi had presusably cleared all the planets in their own and neighbouring star
systeas and thus been forced to range further, finally cosing into Federation territory and encountering the
Enterprise. Despite their psychic abilities and technology, in view of their restricted ausbers they would presusably
confine their raiding to sparsely populated or low technology worlds, and to piracy of Federation vessels, Even sg,
that was a larqe enough danger; apart fros his duty to save his crew and his ship, he had an even sore pressing cne to
warn the Federation. But he had to suppress that thought as weil as he coulds he had already unwittingly betrayed Har,

As Kirk sat, eyes on the bloody sand below, the flogged victias were resovad froa the frases on which thay had been
secured and dragged away by grey clag slaves whose faces were expressionless. The woaen and #en who had been forced to
ply tha whips were now released from control; some coilapsed, sobbing, to the sandy floor, others yelled curses at the
enthralled crowds sbove, the hate and horror in their voices all too clear.

“Exquisite,” Ketirah's voice breathed by Kirk's ear, ecstatic, *A truly rich esotional response.*

fround his, Kirk could sense the silent crowd drinking in the sental pain of the tigures below, just as they had
absorbed the physical agony of those whose backs had been lacerated. One of the women, her hair dishevelled, her red
unifors smeared with sand, ran toward Kirk's side of the arema, halting at the wall directly beiow. She looked up,
tears streaming down her face, '

"Captain, 1 - * Uhura's voice broke,

Kirk's heart lurched with recognition but the only outward sign of reaction he tould make was a suscle tightening
in his jaw. GSoae of the blank faced slaves grabbed the comsunications officer, dragging her fros the arena.

*Ne aust keep that one for breeding, I think."

At the Vendasi woman's words, Kirk felt such an upsurge of rage that for a soment it was as it his vision had
£illed with blood., He forced himself to try to control it, knowing his frustration only asused his captor, Below,
slaves shovelled clean sand over the blood darkened patches, while others sarched sway the ressining seabers of his
crem,

Har hurried away from the cell, her heart besting rapidly., HMemtally, she cursed herself for a fool in coming
here; she had basn avoiding her aother since her last visit to Captain Kirk, yet here she was again sneaking in and out
of calls under the arena. She omly hoped the Vulcan had everything he neaded this time; at least, he had not requested
any aore tools, so she supposed he sust be satisfied,

Emerging into the open, beneath the walls of the arena, she breathed deeply, schooling herself to walk as casually
as possible toward the slave quarter. Ghe had found a temparary refuge there thanks to the awe in which the slaves held
her people, though she had felt a few twinges of quilt at having to intimidate thes a little, Still, despife her
peliefs, she had always had difficulty in accepting the siaves as her equals with their bland~faced servility and the
hushed, fearful tones of their voices whenever they were permitted to speak. Their complate lack of spirit had one

advantage however; it seant that the Vendasi rarely bothered to read their sinds, If not for that, she would have been
ynable to resain in hiding among thes during the past few days.
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In the confines of one of the narrow alleys where the slaves had their dwgllings and workshops, she quickensd her
pace, anxious to reach the house where she had besn sheltering. A slave wosman approaching flattened herself against the
wall and waited with downcast gaze until Har passed. The Vendasi woman clicked her tongue in annoyance but did nnt
stop; thers was nothing she could do to change the slaves as she had discovered during her secret visits hera as 2
child, No satter how sany tises she tried to persuade the slaves o leave the city and go into the wasteland, they were
too afraid of the Vendasi. "But without you, they'll starve; vou do everything for thea!® she had protested. [t was
no good; the slaves were convinced that the Vendasi would only pursug thea and hring them back to face terrible
tortures. They and their fellow workers in the agricultura] lands were all alike, as she had discovered in
conversations with exiles when she had grown older; there was not one spark of rebellion left in thew.

Reaching the house where she had been hiding, Har checked the alley in both directions, double checking that no one
was nearby as far as she could with her limited telepathic skills, Satisfied that she was unobserved, she concentrated,
holding the booster on her beit. Mosents later, she was in the upstairs roos which had been prepared for her. A saall
table was ready laid¢ with bread, cheese and fruit; siaple fare that the slaves themselves ate. Too hungry to be
disdainful, Har began to eat, reflecting as she did so on the help she had given the Vulcan. The hardest part had besn
obtaining the booster from the high tech workshops; the normally lax security was tighter there due to the Vendasi wish
to preserve their image of total superiority and invulnerability in the eyes of their slaves, The tnols and spare parts
had been eagier although she still was not sure what the Yulcan was trying to construct: a superior booster for
hiagels, perhaps? Although when she had caught a glispse of the device it certainly had not resesbled a booster.
Whatever it was, he had accomplished a lot in spite of having to work at night while his cell sate slept, the saterial
being conceaied during the day behind a brick he had lcosened beneath the stone ledge. She only hoped that whatever
gcheae he had in aind would be put into operation soon; how such longer could she hold out here before Ketirah ran her
to earth? Exile... she could not imagine it. Forced to toil over grudging plots of cleared land or else sneak into the
agricultural areas at night to steal, Having to do all the heavy work oneself without slaves to whoa it could be
delegated. She had learned the bare outline from the exiles with whom she had spoken in secret but they had always
preferred to discuss the surely inevitable downfall of the city folk rather than their own miserable existence. Har
sipped at a mug of burac, a pleasant tasting, emergy rich drimk popular among the slaves. Hhen she had last aset her
contact, Dwield, just before it had been announced that Ketirah wished to see her, she had been somentarily tespted to
ge with him then, and avoid the husiliation of formal exile. But her courage had failed hery even the cosparative
paverty of a slave's home was better than the wildarness.

Around her, the little room was darkening as the sun sank below the roofs opposite. Har reached for the ssall ail
ianp on the santlepiece above the rough stone fireplace but changed her eind. She was tired: an early night would
refresh her, Leaving the resains of supper on the table to be cleared up by her hosts, she closed the wonden shuiters
ant undressed bhafore sinking gratefully between the coarse but cool sheets.

"Ketirah... Ketirah...”

The Vendasi leader groaned and turned over, hoping to shut out the insistent voice, But it repeated its dewand for
attention and 3 hand gingerly shaok her shoulder, Unable to ignore the intruder any longer, she sat up, ready to vent
her fury on the impudent slave. But instead she saw Stozac, one of her own pecple, standing beside her bed, his
gupression one of concern mixed with apprehension.

"Nell?"
“There's a reaging on the scanners - a swall vessel approaching.”
"Not one of our raiders?"

*No, differemt configuration., We’'ve been tracking it for soae time - we didn't want to wake you but it has now
entered the region of orbit."

Ketirah nodded, eyes hooded. Stozac watched her nervously in the subdued illusination of the overnead glow light.
"So... Unwary strangers or aore federation...?* Abruptly, she swung her legs out of bed: despite the casual attitude
to nudity held by the Vendasi, Stozac swallowed and directed his attention on the glow light as his superior siipped
into her usual black and silver gard. Then he fell in behind her as she swept from the rooa.

In the control centre, just beyond Ketirah's private wing of the palace, all attention was focused on the tracking
sonitor and the tiny isage just cospleting its final sanceuver into planetary orbit. As Ketirah entered with the
officer of the watch behind her, those present sprang to attention,
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*Report!* she snapped.
"The vessel has taken up orbit - *
“Orbit! How? It shouldn't even be able to detect us! Have you eade contact yet?
*No, Ketirah - *

“Then give a2 a channel.” As she deliversd the command, the Vendasi leader gauged the distance separating the
Enterprize froa the intruding vessel, Although the saall ship lay just beyond the orbit of the aighty Federation
truiser, the dulk of the planet served as a shield. Only if she ordered the current skeleton crew abpard the Enterprise
to take her out of orbit, would they be able to manoeuver into a firing position. Besides, there were unanswered
questions and 2 boarding party would avoid the waste of possibly valuable specimens. Mind made up, she soved over fo
the cosmunications console, "Intruder ship, respond or be destroyed.'

A young woman’s voice imeediately answered. *Are you the Vendasi? ¥e've cose to join you."

Startled, Ketirah looked round at ihe others and realised that their exprassions of constermation aust mirror her
owh.

"Jendasi, gid you hear us? Me've come to join you. We've come 2 long long way just to fingd you, Because we're
like you, We... we've come hoas." The voice halted, husky with eaotion. Ketirsh stared at the tiny shape on the
monitor, trying to comprehend what she had just heard, The voice continued, "We request persission to land.®

In control once sore, Ketirah found her veice. “Denied. We will board first and see what you really are.” She
cut the link and turned o Stozac. *1 want a teas of our strongest reds - see to it.”

firsen turned away from the wall coms, grisacing as if che had a nasty taste in her south, "1 think wa'd better get
ready.” As she spoke, Carolyn, the pilot, entersd.

"I've left the controls on autosatic.'

"Good, Right, now we're all here, we'd better group ourselves around Marianne, [ don’t want thes seeing her until
we’ve got through the preliminaries.® Arwen spoke aloud from habit even though i¥ was unnecessary since all her
‘public’ thoughts were being relayed by Klado to the others.

fuickly, thay took up position, bunched defensively in the corner, The nervousness of the others was an alsost
tangible presence in Arwen’'s mind: a nervousness she shared, Would their shield be strong enough - not to sention
their story? Marianne, pals but cosposed, knelt at their centre, hands bound behind her. Standing at the forefront of
the qroup, fidgeting with the brim of her battered green hat, Arwen could isagine how her friend was feeling now... but
it could only be imagination, Marianne alone was excluded from the composite aeld, If only the stubborn Casrees had
not defied Kiedo's final ruling by stowing aboard! When she had failed to make an appearance on the hangar deck to see
thes off, Arwen had supposed that Marianne was finding her enforced staying bebind too painful to bear the actual
parting. Only when they had neared the orbiting Enterprise had Marianne been discovered - too late to return her to the
Yorktown which was patrolling out heyend the Vendasi star system. There was no choice now but to bluff it oet via
Marianne's own suggested ploy... which now seemed frighteningly fragile. Like the others, Arwen’s gaze was directed
toward the other side of the rooms the dining/recreation area which they had selected as the site of their first
condrontation with the eneay - an easy chaice since it was the only roos large emough on the entire ship to hold their
group. As Arwen wished the VYendasi would hurry up and get it over with - they suddenly did. There was no gradual
sparkling outline o denote a transporter beam, just a faint prossure of displaced air that wafted toward the Nardrata,

For a mosent, the two groups werely looked at each other, Arwen aoted their one-piece garments, all red except for
that of a tall, dark haired woman standing in front - a woman dressed in black and silver. Arwen stared, aware of 2
gasp of horror fros her cousin Ros just behind her. Clenching her tesih together, Arwen somehow succeedad in
suppressing a shudder. That face... she knew it so well, It was the face of the woaan in her precognitive dreass. The
wonan who had tortured Jim. She felt the wave of heightened tension that rolied through the link at the sight of those
wary but casually salevolent faces and then the pursuing caisness isposed by the Casroes cosponents. It mas finally
teret the realisation that they were at last in the presencm of those Otherz... those fros whos they sight have
sprung, fArwen forced herself to step forward just as the dark haired woman did likewisa,

"Who is your ieader?* That voice... just as she resemberad it. She could aleost sense waves of arrogance
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radiating from this woman. Projecting strength and confidence, she replied, "I as." Instantly there was a fierce
srobing at the walls of her mind... or rather, the joint group mind, The Casreem rose to aset it - rose - held.
Kiracle! The shield heid. The first test had been passed.

*Why resist my probe?* the woman snhapped, suspiciously.

*Because ['w not i telepath,® Arwen answered, more casually than she felt. ‘“Some of us are, some of us aren’t,”
she continued, sensing the instant contempt of the Others,

*You claim to be like us - * the woman sneered,
*He've been away a long time,* Arwen interrupted, projecting the arrogance she knew they would axpect. ‘“Over eight
thousand years by the time scale of the planst where we've been exiled. Our ancestors eventually forgot where we had

cose from, why we had left. Only now are we able to return. Don't condesn us before you've heard our story.®

The woaan syed Arwen, a grudging respect in her gaze. *Very well... Ghe waved a hand without turning round and
the rest of her people filed from the roos.

"There are no weapons or booby traps,® Arwen put in.
"1 like to be sure.”
Arwen nodded, trying to convey by her expression that she approved of such caution,

*I an Xetirah, leader of the Vendasi,” the woman volunteered. Arwen was amare of cautious contidence from the
link: evidently the ¢irst barrier to acceptance had been overcome,

*Arwen, ch - [eader of Tithonidé! - *
*Tithoni#l? @Ah... tith, dreas. Your language has altered - '

*Surely to be expected?® Arwen returned, °*This," she indicated the young san beside her, ‘iz Kledo, leader of our
telepath contingent, and Tasra is lpader of the precognitives. Suzanma represents the telekinetics.®

Ketirah's eyes narrowed. ‘How could your powers have been split in this way?"

*Factions developed, quarrels. Qur groups became isolated, perbaps inbred.”

*l ses. Thankfully that is not the case here, We encourage inter-faction mating,® the Vendasi leader said ssugly.

Mentally, Arwen heard Kledo's congratulations on her reasoning; it looked as if her gicture of Vendasi society was
ant far off the sark. "No doubt you did not have a large hostile population of ungitted primitives indigenous to your
planet, creatures from whom you had %o conceal your difference,” she said firmly, *I think you've had dealings with
thea recently - they call themselves Husans,'

*Humans'" Ketirah spat the word. *Yes. You've seen their vessel in orbit? He captured and brought it here.*

*Gur sensors only picked up a large craft of soee sort; they're not good enocugh to identify it ~ "

*And yet you found our planet!"

frsen shrugged with a nonchalance she did not teel. *One of us had precognitive dreams which led us to believe
that the Enterprise had fallen into the hands of peopla like ourselves. When we heard 6f tts disappearance, we aanaged
to secure the location and case to seek you. #As for pemetrating your camouflage... well, whatever you're using seems to
work on the same wavelength as our Tithoniél illusion gansrating ability: we sanaged to "see’ through it, that's all.?

Ketirah's dark eyes held a new respect. “Divided as they are, your powers sust still be considerable.”

*But sometiees barely controllable. Wae hope you will halp us learn control. For centuries we have yearned to be

united with those from whos we sprang. Centuries of persecution at the hands of the Humans.® Arwen tried to infuse
hatred into her voice. “Although they've now qiven us a planet to be rid of us, we would love to aake thes pay,*?

*Some of thes are paying: the Enterprise crew. They were responsibie for the deaths of two of our people - or
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rather, a tase telepath they had aboard...”

This was it' Arwen saw the dawning realisation on Ketirah's face. "I know," she broke in guickly. “Sbe killed
without eeaning to - unable to control the strength of her power. Later, she was in 2 landing party on another/planet
whers non-telepaths warred against telepaths, She was forced to choose - and chose her own kind. Now she repents her
doed: she has accospanied us - willingly - to ask your forgiveness.® As she spoke, Arwen was aware of the surprise and
alars of Kiedo and through hia, the other Casreem. This was not exactly the story they had all agreed upon...

*She is here?* Ketirah's eyes narrowed, glinting angrily in the averhead lighting, Arwen stepped aside and,
reluctantly, the rest of the group drew back to reveal Marianne. The young fasrees, her violet eyes vivid in her
paler~than-usual face, met Ketirah's furious gaze with courage. S0, this is the one with such power. Why is she tied
if she is here freely?’

*She places herself at your mercy," Arwen smecthly put in, praying that such a thing existed, °She iz willing to
face the punishaent.” Behind the battered green hat she clutched in her right hand, the Tithoni#l chief crossed the
tingers of her other hand.

*{ see," Ketirah stepped forward and grabbed the Casreem by the chin, forcing her head back. fruwen drew in a
breath raggedly, sensing the others waiting to act - to go down fighting in an inglorious defeat, Marianne continued to
stare back at the other woman's cold, dark eyes. Heart hammering, Arwen felt a surge of pride at her friend’s gffort of
uill, '

*She has courage,” Ketirah said. *I like that. So, you killed from zeal, is that it?* She released Marianpe and
stepped hack,

*Ever since 1 was a child, [ longed to go into space - to explore and ses the universe. The only way [ could was
through Starfleet, the Husans' organisation... I tried ta fit in with thes, I really did. One... ope man was kind... I
- when | saw one of your people try to kill him, 1 just got so angry - I tried to stop him, that's all. 1 never seant
to kill his.® Reliving the experience, Marianne bowed her head.

*4e must teach you control - all of you." Ketirah sounded alsost asused. Marianne looked up, incredulous hope
shining through her tears. 1 will tell sy paople to extend our best hospitality,” Ketirah continued, sailing. “Get to
your feet. You will sake a qood Vendasi... If only my daughter had your will and courage.”

As the Vendasi leader turned away, Arwen quickly untied her friend’s hands, aware as sha did so that the link had
surqed forward, mingled and reforaed to enfold Marianne safely within its bounds..

[ can’t believe it. Marianne’s 'voice', relayed through Kledo, *sounded’ in Arwen's aind, [ thought they'd kill
ne!

So did 1 - I think I's going to pass out with relfef/ If they had it would have bdeen #y fauit,
Ko, I stowed away ip the first place - the responsibility's nine. Anywmay - thamks; I think your story was better,

Call it inspired guess work. That woman only respects stremgth: f we want to be accepted as equals, we can't
afford to show less arrogance thas thes,

Asn... weakaess equals inferiority, you aeas? VYes, 1 think you're right; that's how ne have to play it.

'] have instructed that your ship be sade welcome,* Ketirah announced. Instantly, Carolyn sade for the door hut
the Yendasi woman raised a hand, “*Relax - my people are at the controls. Enjoy your homecoming.”

Forced smiles on their faces, the Mardrata nodded.

Kirk forced down the inner temsion gripping his stomach as he was sarched into a chamber sisilar to his own but
aore spacious and far more ornate in decoration. A group of colourfully dressed peaple was standing around the foot of
a dias upon which Ketirah was seated. They stepped back as he was pushed to his knees at the foot of the steps.
Looking up, he met Ketirah's gaze, disquieted to see a new exuberance shining in her eyes.

" have visitors to see you, Captain," she chuckled. *O0ld ¢riends.” At the look of surprise which he tried to
conceal, she broke into full blooded, vicious laughter, *Let hia stand.” The two, grey clad slaves rengved brawny
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hands from his shoulders and he rose, glancing to his right, then froze in shock, A young, green eyed woman brushed
unruly ginger curls back from her face and smiled... but as he had never seen her seile before. 4 hint of cruelty
lurked in her expression.

*Long tise no see, Jis.”
*Aruen? What... what are you doing here?” It was suddenly hard for Kirk to breathe,

*Weil, it’'s like this, Jia... we've been away from hoee for a long time - too long.” The motking note in her voice
was abruptly replaced by something harder. ‘“We’ve come home, Captain. This is where we belong - with our people.®

*Arwen..." Kirk could not believe this was happening. Then, relaxing, he turned to face Ketirazh. “Another of
your amuseaents, Ketirah? An illusion created for ay benefit?"

*No illusion, Captain,® a woman's voice repiied. It was another volce he knew, He turned again to see Harianne
Raesdal, once an Ensign on his own ship, standing beside the Tithoniél chief, *We’'re both real, all of us are. She
gestured to those present and Xirk now realised that sose of them were also familiar to hisy he had transported thes to
Mardrata-va. *Ne're here, Captain, because we understand now. Gevron's people showed me the truth: any gifted
husanoid, telepath or otherwise, cannot live alongside the ungifted, the 'dumb’. You want to destroy us.® She sailed,
almost wistfully, ‘'That’s why we have to destroy you first,®

fAngry now, Kirk faced Ketirah, “"Very clever but it duesn't convince se. You've ransacked By aesoriesy you can
create an illusion of anyone 1've aver known,®

*True," the Vendasi leader agreed, unconcerned. “But i I did, the iilusion would not be independent of me - and
these are. Let thea prove it to you. Marianne, enter the Hunan's.lind - copvince hia'

Kirk, who had turned to look at the Casreem as Ketirah gave her order, thought he saw sosething in the Mardratan
woman's violat eyves for just a soment: fear? Mo, he sust have been mistaken; her expression showed only cruel
anticipation,

"As you wish, Ketirah,® she replied, sounding almost hored, Staring at her, Kirk braced himself for another mental
assault by Ketirah. But this was different, After a fow avments, he becase aware of another sind - or was it group of
ainds - hovering at the edge of his consciousness, hesitating, then -

*Aaasaagh!® The cry was torn fros Kirk's throat as images of horror tore into his sind. But unlike before, he saw
not his friends and crew in forment but stramgers. They wore old clothes vaguely recalled from his studies of history -
wosen, aen, children - stretched on racks, hanging from trees, buraing at stakes. Here was a woman pressed to death
with heavy rocks, there another, forted to drink gallons of water till she died,.. all of them Mardratan. Victias of
witchcratt persecutions or just being different, Their aganies, experienced and recalled by those who had evaded the
torturers ang passed thew down to the present generation as a warning never to forget caution. The Casreem inheritance.

Qver all the images and agony, Kirk had/sensed/felt Marianne’s 'voice’: These are the ones sho died at the hands of
your people. These are the ones who cry for vengeance/

Then he lost consciousness.

"Oh, forgive ap, forgive me,* Marianne soaned, tears spilling between her fingers as she sat, hunched over, her
hands covering her face, Beside her, arm round the Casrees woman, Arwen tried to coafort her friesd, sensing the guilt
and distress of the rest of the group as thay clustered in the lobby outside, onto which their various apartsents
opened,

At last, Marianne looked up, wiping away tears with the back of her hand. “He'll never forgive us,® she said,
brokenly, *I'll never forgive ayself.®

*We're all responsible, Mari, not just you. He had ne choice.®

"I ¥now but... [ initiated it, I led it. Did you semnse the pent-up hatred, the grudges im all our sinds? Those
aeaories triggered that off - we fed that into his mind, too. We couldn't help ourselves but we did it! Ab least

Malcolm's not a fypocrite; he's neve;_i;étended to like Husmans.®
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*There are things in us none of us like; we have to live with them. Feelings from tha past don’'t asan we hate Jim
or Spock of - *

*Just the anonysous aass of humanity, right?* Mhen Arwen did not answer, the Casrees woman continued. *All right,
when this is over, we'll explain to hia, We'll explain it was our subconscious - Humans have dark things there, too.
Maybe he'll understand - intellectually., But in his heart he'll never be able to forgive us ~ and ! don't blamse him.*

"Nhat do you aean?" Arwen asked, a sinking sensation heneath her ribs.

*Yhat 1 said. We camse here to play a part, to watch his crew tortured while we applauded, until we could find some
way to-save them - most of thee anyway, Well, after today that'll be the easy part, at ieast for ee.® Until now, A
Marianne had been staring at the opposite wall as she spoke but she suddenly faced Arwen. *Don’t you see? We went into
his sind: we showed his the horrors of our pasts, ours and his. When this is all over, how can he ever look at us
again without reaesbering? It wasn’t playacting - it had to be real or she would have known, What we did was the worst
kind of rape, Arwen; we violated his sind. We don't even have a god we can pray te ‘for forgiveness - and who else
could forgive us?*

"But we d4id it to save him, to save his crew.® Arwen found herself alsost pleading with the entrenched certainty
in her friend’'s eyes.

*1 know that and so will he. But do the means justify the ends? This is different from the sental contact I've
had with him and other Humans before - forcing our way in, creating images like that - next to aind killing, it's the
worst crise in Casrees law. Me're all guilty of that crise - all of ug." MWarianne stood and walked to the door then
paused and turned to Arwen, *If the rest of this works out 0K, we’ll have saved him and his crew but I think we'll have
paid a price - you especially.’

"e?" Startled, Arwen got to her feet.
"Besore this, you and the Captain were friends. [ don't think you cam be again.” With a shrug, Marianne lett.

The truth of what her friend had said began to settle argund Arwen like the folds of a heavy shroud. Stubbornly,
she pushed it away - she had a jeb to do.

McCoy looked up uneasily as the door swung back and two servants entered. *What is this?® he desinded as thay
pulled him to his fest, *Set your hands off me.” Maving to help his, Spock was halted by the entrance of a Vendasi.

"I you wish his to die, creature, apve,"

Knowing the woman had only to induce a heart attack or other physiological collapse, Spock desisted. The grinning
Yendasi waited as McCoy was frogsarched outside before following., As the key turned in the leck, the Vulcan heard a
voice he recognised, in the corridor.

"Sa're here to see the Vulcan,*

*That creature? 1t's in here. What's your business?*

*Here’'s Ketirah's authority, We have... old scores to settie with him."

Thers was a pause, then the Vendasi woman spoke, “Sezas to be in order. 1'd watch it the aain entertainaent
wasn't just starting, Here, take the key. But don’t damage him permanently - Ketirah has sosething very special

planned for him.'

Flattened against the wall, Spock iistened as footsteps retreated and the key once sore jangled in the lock, The
doar began to swing toward him; he prepared to act...

Aras twisted behind him, McCoy was forced across the sand strewn arena toward an odd wooden structure erected at
its centra, all the while protesting and cursing. Then he was relsased and 2 long wooden pole thrust into his hands.
*Hey, wait a minute - * he began but the slaves had already raced from the arena. Bewildered and a little afraid, he
looked arcund the otherwise eapty arena and then up at the sea of faces staring down in silent, gloating amticipationm.
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He swallowed, feeling his stomach tighten, then recognised the figure seated beside a black clad weman. Ulia! Ag their
gazes locked, he could read the suffering in his friend’s eyes oven at that distance. # sudden murwur that swellsed
along the seated ranks distracted hia; the woman in black got to her feet.

*Blue has been chosen!® she confirmed in a ringing veice. Another figure, clad in blue, rose and aade his way to 3
box at one side of the arepat & place of honowr, the Doctor realised. (Once more, he looked around the arena, wondering
what was in store for his. Was he supposed to fight? But the pole he had been given was light and flexible: hardly
suited as a weapan. His eyes were drawn back to the wooden structure which he now saw consisted of two sets of wooden
staps connected at their tops by a narrow beas. Around the base of the ladders, a circular fence hid the area beneath
the heam fros view, What did they want him to do... walk across? He was a Doctor, not a high wire artist., At that
soment, he realised that he had begup tp walk toward the nearest set of steps, aithough he had had no conscious intent
to do so, And he could not stop.

The truth hit him: his limbs were being controlled. They were doing it. ,As he tried to fight the compulsion, a
ripple of laughter broke out on the stone tiers above. He could not wove a muscle... only they could. Sweat broke out
on his forehead as he sounted the lowest stops, pole balanced in both hands, What did they have in aind - to make hia
fall off the beam and break his neck? Not very entertaining but maybe they were short of ideas by now.

At last he stopped, his head baowing to permit him to see that he was an the top step... and what lay below,
previpusly hidden froms view. & pit had been dug in the floor of the arena and into it had been lowered a tank of
liquid... water, presusably., Under the hot sun its cool green depths looked inviting. Then he saw that shapes flaghed
in those depths, leng, sinuous shapes. As he watthed, one shot to the surface and snapped lazily at the object that
floated there: the long white bone... the long white Human bone, ‘

In that instant, Dr. Leonard HcCoy knew exactly what they had in aind for him

“Ah, 1 thought you would siss our special treat,” Ketirah resarked as, flushed froa bhurrying, Arwen and Kledo
settled into their places beside her, "I trust your business with the Vulcan was settled satisfactorily?*

“Yery,* Arwen replied nastily. Ghe studiously avoided looking at Kirk, seated on the other side of the Vendasi.
instead, she gastured to the arena, "¥hat's this - swisming lessong?*

*Not exactly,* Ketirah responded. “The tank is stocked with eamflunda: they can strip the flesh fros an animal in
twenty heart beats.® '

"Interesting,* Kledo cossented, to divert attention from the look of consternation that had appeared on Arwen's
face,

"Bones...” she suraured.

"Yes, we've already opened the session with apother of the Captain’s people. But one of his friends! I shall be
transmitting his emotional reaction to the experience as well as the subject ¥eloy's.®

*I - 1 don't quite understand,® Xiedo covered., “Can you explain how it ail works?

Kirk's qaze was tixed helplessly on his friend below. He had already been forced to watch a young crewsan die in
the tank and Ketirah had laughed at the horror she had sensed in his sind when McCoy appeared. She had thanged her aind
about the executions, she had told his. Spock would be broken by artificially induced pon farr and then crucified as
the climax to the weeks of eveats. Xirk would be crucified beside him. In contrast, NeCoy's death wouid be mercifully
guick, she had inforsed his ~ he should be grateful.

*Each faction nominates a contender every day of the entertaineent, usually by vote or drawing of lots, Before
gach individual contest, we hold ancther draw. With a single anieal subject, as now, one faction controls and
transmits; where sore than one is involved, a subject is allocated to each faction. Blue won this time; last time it
was Red."

Arwen spoke at last. °*I thought your factions were organised according to dpainant talent. Does that mean you're
all strong telepatha?"

*No, control like that is only possible, unaided, for the Greens - our telepath faction. The rest use power
boosters ~ like this one on ay belt,®
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Kirk's attention suddenly focused; an eaber of hope stubbornly glowed into fite in his heart,

"The hoosters aeplify all talents in proportion to the wearer's inborn ability. Se, an individual, strong
telepathically but weak at teleporting will be better able to teleport with the hoaster but still [ess powerful than the
natural talent of a teleport faction member.”

"Oh, ! spe, You preserve natural differentials,” Arwen said theughttfully.
"0f course. We are all different; there amust be rank and degree in all abilities,®
"But what about yourself, Ketirah?" Arwen asked smgothly, °From what we've seen, you're highly pifted all round.*

"Occasionally such an individual is born,® Ketirah confirmed, her voice smug. "0f course, she or he riges to a
position of authority, When the family of council leaders deciined in ability, I wag already leader of the Greens and
wag duly elected council leader. My son Lorak will suceceed me.*

*Son? 1 thought you spoke of a daughtar... on the ship?"

"Yeg, Har,® Ketirah grimaced. *A throwback we should have exiled to the wilderness years ago. She has little
ahility and no courage. Incidently, it aay interest you to know that [ have instiqated a search of our old records.
There i5 3 legend that a whole group of Har's kind left us millennia ago; perhaps they were your ancestors. If se, it
is gratifying to know that their descendants have returned to our old stock. Perbaps their salutsry experiences on the
Humans' planet are responsible. Well, I think our people grow impatient - ' Ketirah directed a brief seaningful look at
the Blue candidate in the hoxs avidently, she had telepathed the signal to begin, "You should find this interesting.
Although the Blue contestant controls the subject through his booster, the rest of his faction can 'listen’ to the
subject animal's responses, MHorwally, each faction tunes to its own subject but with single subjects, the other
factions participate through sy booster which is attuned to all.®

*S0... when you said the boosters asplify all the talents, this time they're acting as telspathic amplifiers?"
Klado asked.

"Precigely, The controlling candidate’s ming links to those of his or her faction sesbers via the booster. This
tise, however, we have the added richness of the Captain’s reactions, so I expect most of us will keep switching between
frequencies.” Laughter punctuated her words on the tiers sround thea.

“Does - does that mean you couldn't link sinds oo a large scale before you developad this technology?" Arwen asked.

*That is correct. Our entertainments were far cruder then.®

Belaw, McCoy took a step onto the heam, lurchad sideways and wobbled dangerously. Somehow, with the aid of the
pole he held, he kept his balance.

*What - what exactly is happening?”

Kirk thought he detected a note of strain in Arwen’s voice but dississed the thought; why should she care what
happened to Bones when she had thrown in with these people?”

*Blue is forcing him one way then releasing control. When he regains balance, Blue will take control again., #
lighter amusement betwsen the aore serious entertainaent.® Laughter once aore echoed along the tiers as Mcloy again
listed to one side,

Eyes fixed on his friend, Kirk nevertheless became aware of a figure cliabing the steps foward which HeCoy was
grratically heading; a dark haired figure in tunic and trousers and not the one pieca garment of his captors or the
slave grey. At the same instant, he heard a harsh intake of breath - either by Ketirah or Arwen.

"One of your party," the Vendasi leader gnapped, her voice hard with suspicion. *What is she doing?"

HcCoy, fighting to keep his balance, suddenly straightemed up, righted himsels, dropped his balancing pole and rin
straight along the beas toward the Mardratan woman, as confidently as a trapeze artist. Ghe seized his are and aleost

dragged him down the steps; as she did so, Kirk w»as not along in recognising her.

*Marianne!® Arwen groanad the name in horrified resignation.
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'what is this treachery?* desanded Ketirah. Her hold on Kirk's mind and body relaxed momentarily at the
.distraction. Instinctively, he lunged at her but was browght up short to crash painfully to the pavesent as she
regained control. ’

“Stop thes' Kirk heard her cry. Then he was sade to stand and, immobile, watch as the two Mardratan chiefs were
tetched tack, struggling, ‘Arrest their companions!® Ketirah cosmanded. A green clad woman nearby nodded batore racing
of$. °So you are cowards after all - ey daughier's kin.' She struck Arwen heavily across the face, Lip bleeding and
face red from the blow, Arwen turned her head to face the other wosan, blinking back tears of pain. “What did you hope
to achieve? To rescue these anisals?”

frwen looked past Ketirah to Kirk. "Jis, !'m sorry - * she cried, her voice filled with pain and regret.
Understanding, Kirk willed his eyes to show that he did not blase her for anything., Then he noticed that Kledo was
gazing blankly at the stone underfoot; shock or - ? The thought nccurred to Ketirah at the sase instant; she stepped
forward and struck the Casreem chief on the neck. G6roaning, he collapsed.

*Ho'* Arwen cried.

*He's not dead; he wan't die that easily., He was transaitting to the rest of you cowards.” Ketirah turned to
face Kirk, her face twisted in fury, “You will die in the arena tomerrow - all of you, You and the ones you case to
save - your precious Captain and his friends. Take them away!" she shouted. As Arwen was marched away, and Kledo
dragged along behind her, the Vendasi leader grabbed Kirk roughly by the chin. *What is it about you animals that
inspires such treachery?® She released his, pushing him away and he realised that he could speak for the aoment,

"¥hy kill them too? They're your own kind - "

*¥o! Those - those things have degenerated until they are litile better than you, They are traitors to their own
bipod.® Furious, Ketirah turned away, cospelling Xirk to follow.

*Case on Doctor!" Desperately, Marianne dragged the disoriented Husan behind her as she ran trom the arena, amars
oé Kiedo's 'voice' broadcasting a general warning to the Casrces meabers of the link to establish individual shields
around thesselves and their partners and get out of the city. He followed that by a rapid tight~beam message which she
realised was directed at Carolyn, Levi’s Casrees partner. Then there was an abrupt end to the transsission: & void in
tha link where Kledo's presence noreally dwelt, Shocked, Marianne would have risked a probe to discover if he were dead
or merely uncanscious but McCoy stopped, bringing her to a sudden halt., Seeing the blankness in his syes, she jerked
her hand free and backed away as he walked unsteadily toward her, Directing a eind probe at his, she encountered a
force af hatred which she realised emanated from the arena behind thes, Unable to help Mefuy further, Marianne turned
and ran, plunging into the sean streets of the poor guarter, and soon lost him in their saze. Kledo's sarlier sessage
to her had indicated that their contact wouid be found here.

Racing along the narrow passage, the Mardratan woman was aware of an assault on the group eind of which she was a
part, Fantastically, the shield was holding up against the booster-directed aass aind probe but it could not fast. The
only hopeful note was Kledo's returned presence at the back of her mind: despite her own strong shield, she could sense
the strain he was suffering, and only the aind pattern she had received from hia sarlier kept her on course,

At last, she stopped outside a swall house, sensing her gquarry within. Bursting into the ground ¢loor roos and
" startling its slave octupants, she tore upstairs. As she flung back the door to the upper roos, 2 young woman in blue
sprang from a chair and grabbed her booster beltbuckle.

No, don't! Spock seat aed Marianne launched a telepathic cry.

The other woman halted, fear in her eyes, *Shat's happening? I could sense something earlier - *

Marianne shook her head, leaning against the door $rame and gasping for breath. 'No tisme to... explain. - We
wust... get out of... the city now.®

*But - I can't leave!" she cried in protest.
"oy sust!® Marianne insisted, keeping to speech in.case the Vendasi had a way of picking up telepathic

transaigsions undeteetably, *Xetirah's thugs... will be after se... We have to... contact the exiles, Come on!®
Srabhing Har's arm, she dragged her down onto the street, *Which way?® she desanded.
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The bewildered Vendasi woman headed off with Marianne struggling to keep up with her. Nervous slaves f]attened
theaselves against walls as the two wosen ran down street after street, all identical. Eventually the houses began to
thin out and a $resh samll of growing things wafted toward thea an the breeze.

"§e have... to stop,’ gasped Narianne, halt collapsing against a wall.
*But... if Ketirah - *

Marianne held up her hand, After sose mosents, she sanaged to speak. "It's all right for you; I'd already run
all the way from the arena.* She grinned raggedly to show it was meant as a joke. Her companion, however, did not see
it, nervousiy gazing back the way they had come.

"Lat's aove on... sore slowly," the Mardratan said,

Soon they were following a path through cultivated fisids where slaves toiled at backbreaking work. The Vendasi
continued to glance nervously behind her. Marianne was silest, listening to the messages of her Casreea kin.

They're throming the... lot at us Kledo telepathed. Shieid can't... Ja&t ruch longer... The link was abruptly
severed by a clamour of hate #illed voices. Crying out, she clutched her hands to her head, staggering.

*Nhat is 147" Har cried in alarm.

"Thay - breached the group shisld.® The paleness of Marianne’s face esphasised her strange violet eyes. ‘“They've
got Xledo and Arwen and some of the others < unshielded.® She turned aside to lean on the fence bordering the path.
Har watched her anxiously for a moment then looked round at the toiling workers in the fields. When she locked dack,
Marianne had straightened. “Come on, Ne've got to aeet Carolyn and Levi - and your exiles.®

"Exiles?" Har achoed, "Why? Nhat can they do?*
*Everything., We sust get together as smany of them as possible and bring them into the city tonight.®
*The city? But - but you said - Xetirah will - *

Marianne stepped forward and caught Har by the ars. *Look, they're going to kill our frieads toeorrow - my people
and Captain Kirk and his friends. Kledo told se you were helping Spack; that's why I case to you.®

*It's not that I don't want to help,® Har said, helplessly. *1 just don’t know how.®

Marianne sailed ruefully. ™Stick with me and you'll find out.®

Kirk stood, unable to move, forcad to witness what was happening to the group of Mardratan captives. The lines of
strain on Kledo's face as he fought to keep the shield intact deepaned as beads of sweat rolled down the young san’s
face, Xirk had listened to Ketirah’'s ranting - how she would totally crush the Nardrata - with nuab harror when she had
#irst assembled her people in her 'throne’ room, but then reprieve had cose via an unexpected scurce: her son, Lorak,
who had teieportad into the room unnoticed. He had pointed out that the Mardratan captives might have useful
information - such as the whereabouts of the other seventeen of thems who were still at large. Once Ketirah's fury at
how she had heen deceived had abated sufficiently to permit her to concede the boy's point, she had given clear orders:
when the shiald was down, she wanted the minds on the far side of it to be intact. Thus only twenty of her Green
faction had been getailed to bludgeon the Mardrata into subsission while she stood stiffly by, arms folded and
iapatience clear in every line of her bedy.

A screas of pain suddanly echoed through the room but Kirk could not tell if it had been audible; it seesed,
rather, to reverberate around his skull as if on the telepathic level. Ketirah strained forward, triuaph dawning on her
features. No words were spoken but the Captain sensed a fierce interrogation taking place 2 defenceless minds were
ransacked for inforaation. [n moments, frustration and disatisfaction replaced Ketirah's look of triusph, succeeded
again by rage, :

"Your friends will get nowhere with the exiles, that pack of spineless cowards,” she vowed. *As for the "device’
made by this -~ Yulcan.® She turnad to Xirk, controlling her anger with an effort. "It seess sy - daughter - has bean
helping Mr. Spock to construct something to jas our boosters - * She sensed the sudden eiation which Kirk could not
conceal. A mere anisal mind cannot squal our technelogical prowess. Hope all you want, Captain - it will not prevent
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you and his dying on those crosses tomorrow, Can you hear the siaves at work?' As she paused, Kirk becase aware of
distant hassering. "You will never overcome us - mers anigals cannot pose a threat to us!® - Looking past her at the
Mardratan women and sen held securely in the grip of their torturers, Kirk saw Arwen and the others writhe, faces
twisted in pain, their sinds still possessed. Any trace of the anger and hurt he had felt earlisr at their apparent
treachery had now evaporated. "You will ail die - in the greatest spectacle that sy people have ever seen. Every last
one of your accursed breed.®

Kirk abruptly refocused on her words: all! When she had wade that threat earlier, he had assumed that she meant
only those of his crem already scheduled to die; he now understond that even those intended as breeding stock were to
sharg the same fate. To reinforce the sessage, Ketirah forced an isage into his mind: his crew would be divided into
four arsies and pitted against each othar in batches of ten in a relentiess contélict, He, Spock and McCay, together
with the Mardrata, would be crucified in a great circle around the circusference of the arena - but he would live long
engugh, she promised him, to see the last of his crew fall to the blood soaked arena. She had taken the idea froa his,
she told his - a Roman entertainment, execution and public spectacle biended into & new Vendasi amusement. He saw her
vast megalomania in that instant: they had husiliated her and they would all die - it was that sispie. His only
consolation was that Spock would be spared the degradation and suffering originally planned and whith Ketirab's
irpatience would not now persit,

Restisss, Kirk turned over on the couch which served him as 2 bed. Stars twinkled between the bars which the
Yendasi ‘s slaves had placed over the opening above the fountain, He got up to splash water on his face; as he did so,
he heard shouts ang runming feet in the distance, Listening intently, he glanced up at the patch of sky overhead and
guickly moved back out of range. A small, humanoid shape now blottad out soae of the stars.

"Captain? It's all right, I won't harm you.® Lorak's voice was eager with excitesent.
*['s pleased to hear it. What do you want?"

*I've coae to tell you that the armoury’s been raided. They've taken all the wands, 1t must have been your
friands."

Hope momentarily surged up in Kirk but he restrained it, recollecting the boy's deceitful nature. He realised that
Lorak was referring to the weapons only used by Vendasi raiders ~ like the one used to xill the security guards on Sigaa
Oriomsie IV, and stun his on the decoy ship. He regarded the boy's shape steadily,

"1t's not a trick," Lorak assured his, sounding amused. *And [ haven’t come to kill you this tise, Mother would
be furious with me - she’s saving you for tomorrow,” With a laugh, he abrupily showerad dead leaves off the flat roof
and through the barred opening with a sweap of his ara, Kirk stepped back to avoid thew and, still laughing, Lorak
disappeared. Slowly, Kirk wandered back to the couch and sat down. 1 Lorak had told the truth, Marianne and whatever
forte she had sanaged to asseable would stand 3 better chante of pulling of4 a rescus, But unless Spock's device
worked... and he could have had no opportunity to put that to the test... they would be hopelessly cutnuabered.

He ayed the patch of night skyy it seemed a little lighter. In a few hours, he would fing aut...

Tha clear blue sky promised another hot day as Kirk sarched under mind control into the arema, Ahead, the wooden
crosses. lay on the arena floor, a captive Mardratan standing, shoulders siusped like a broken doll, heside each. 4s he
approached, he noticed the paller of their faces and the glazed look in their eyes: each was flanked by two Vendasi
who, do doubt, controlled thes, though they did not look capable of resistance. Hie own escort took his to a cross
directly opposite Ketirah's usual seat, Nearby stood Arwen, the side of her face swollen by the Vendasi leader's blow
and her ginger hair aore dishevelled than ever, but when her green eyes aet his for a aoment, he thought he saw a spark
of defiance in their depths.

Turned to face into the arena by his Vendasi guards, Xirk was able to see McCoy and Hpock emerging fros the
entrance tunnel. The Doctor's fate was blank, denating control, but Spock's was aerely shuttered and unreadable. He
seesed to be moving of his own volition, glancing around hia as he walked and Xirk racalled Har's explanation of the
distaste felt for the Yulcan by the Vendasi. From the Mardratan presence, Spock sust realise that the existence of his
jasming device had heen revealed, yet he showed no concern. Kirk wondered if his friend would fight back rather than
submit - but then, that would not be logical in face of the averwhelaing odds: the Vendasi would suraly overcome their
squeasishness if he tried to escape. His iwo friends were, he realised, heing directed to the crosses on gither side of
his. As the Yulcan approached, their eyes met for a moment and Kirk thought he read an attespt at reassurance in
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Spock's but then the Vulcan was gone #roa his fiald of vision.

# aood of cruel anticipation esanated from the tiers above - a blood thirsty longing for revenge. [% seemed that
the Blus faction meaber controlling Mclay when Marianne had struck, wag dead, his mind burned out by the sheer ferocity
of the Mardratan woman's attack. It was probably thanks to that that she had escaped - and the other sixtesn - the
stunned Vendasi had had to break their sind fink burriedly, reeling with shock. Resesbering Marianne's instinctive
attack op the Vendasi boy in defence of Ensign Surrey, Xirk was sure it had been unintentionaly Marianne prabably did
not realise that she had killed again.

*Crucify thes!® Ketirah's voice rang out, aet by a roar of approval echoed on the asental level until Kirk felt that
his skull were vibrating in syapathy. He found hisself lying down on the prone cross, his aras soving to rest on the
crossbean of their own velition though he fought with all his will against it. The sharp point nf a nail pressed
against each of his palms, and he steeled hisself, sensing rather than seeing the heavy wooden mallets in the hands of
the slaves, poised to fall...

There was a strange vibration in the air, a prickiing sensation behind Kirk's torehead... an odd heaviness like the
preiude to a thunderstora, Simultaneously, cries of alarw rang out above him and he could see Vendasi leaping to their
femt., Abruptly there was a loosening of sental control upon him as fhe two Vendasi guards stusbled back clutching at
their belt buckles in dismay and moaning in sudden fear. Kirk surqed to his feet, fists bunched, but neither they nor
the slaves seesed disposed to fighty the grey clad figures had dropped their sallets and were staring in confusion at
the figuras on the tiers,

*Spock!® Kirk spun the face the Vulcan, a delighted grin on his face. His friend, also on his feet, aerely raised
an eysbrow. ‘Spock, your daevice workad!'

*It would sees so, Captain. However, ] suggest we reaove ourselves speedily before the advantage of surprise is
lost.*

Nodding, Kirk turned to help McCoy and the others but the Boctor had already recovered his wits and was bending
over ope of the Mardratans who had coliapsed.

*Jim, he's in a bad way - * As Kirk hurried over, he saw that the stricken individual was Kledo.

"He took the brunt of their attack, Bones,® The spaaker was Arwen who was sctioning to one of the other Mardratan
women, “Me have to get out of here.® She and the other woman lifted the semi-conscious chief, placing his arms round
pach of their shoulders. Aware that the other Mardrata were already stuabliing toward the tusnel, Xirk brought up the
rear, ready for trouble fros the Yendasi guards. As they letf, a couple seeeed to come to their senses sufficiently to
realise that the prisoners were ascaping, but as they lunged for them, Kirk sidestepped and brought the edge of his hand
down on the first san's neck while Spock dealt a nerkpinch to the second. Then they wera into the tunnel, the sunlight
and the uproar of the Vendasi benches behind thes.

They hurried along the tunpel, Kirk and McCoy offering to take Kledo but Arwen declined. "You have to find your
people and get thes out. Dan’t worry ahout us, Jim; we'll head for our ship, The landing area is two blocks west froa
here; 1 think that ship's the best way of getting the Enterprise back. They've got a skeleton crew aboard but four of
our teleporters got away - if they can get aboard, they sight be able to beas some of your crew back.®

*Right, Arwen. Take care of yourselves," They blinked, emerging into bright sunlight, the Mardratans heading off
to the right,

*Captain, since the Doctor and ayself were confined in a cell here, it ssews logical to suppose that others are
here also. [ will remain and atiespt to free thesa.'

*Spock, it's toe risky," NcCoy put in. *They'll be howling for our blond any second now.*
*No, Bones, Spock’s right. But I°11 stay.?
*Captain,” the Yulcan said quietiy. "Do you know of any other location where crew members are being held?®

Kirk looked at his friend, suppressing 2 sigh as he realised where this line of questioning would lead, "Yes,
Spack,” he adeitted reluctantly, “*Ketirah took se to see the 'breeding pens' and [ npticed another cell block nearby.®

*Then, logicaily, you and the Doctor should go there. [ will release the prisoners here and rendezvous with you at
the landing area described by Ms Tithenial.®
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*All right, Spock - but take care.”

fs Kirk and McCoy burrisd away, the Doctor musbled, *Stubbora Vulcan. Those Vendasi'll be mad enough to tear hiwm
liab fros liab.® As if to verify his words, the shouts of shockad cenfusion behind them were changing ta biond-curdling
howls of mindless rage. Running, Kirk tried not to think of the terrible danger facing his friend; besides sheer sob
violence, the Vendasi would still have their individual abilities. He led the panting Doctor down a side road and then
down another, sliding to a halt outside a wide stone building, clouds of dust rising around his feet.

"This it, Jia?*

"These are the breeding pens and that - * Kirk gestured to an edifice nearby, *is where sost of our people are
being held. VYou take this one - the keys are in the ssall offica at the front.®

McCoy nodded and disappeared inside. Remesbering his own reaction to the sight within, Kirk knew how his frieng
would feel at being confronted by the large, straw-filled wooden stails with their naked, sanacled occupants. But the
Doctor’s task should be easier; only about eighty Enterprise personnel were confined there. Taking a deep breath, Kirk
entered the other building,

Inside, the place was cool and dia, His eyes adjusting to the reduced lighting, he noficed a qroup of slaves
gyeing him in confusion and alare. Taking advantage of their reaction, he told thes that the prisoners were to be
released. One came forward,

*You are not Vendasi,® she said,
*Mo,* Kirk adeitted, “But I need the keys to the cells,” he added, kindly but firaly.

Then young wosan frowned, looking from him to her more tisid cospanions. *[... | felt something just now, Then
the aaster who was here, ran away screasing, What is happening?*

"The Vendasi are not your masters - you can resist thea, Will you help né?‘ Kirk waited, sensing i [ess cowad
spirit in the woman before him than in the others who gasped with herror.

*Zhodal, den't listen to hia,” one of the aen insisted. ‘He’'s one of the strangers. He'll be killed like the rast
of them and our mastsrs will only kill you for helping his.®

Ihodal locked at the man, then at Kirk, Abruptly, she hroke intoe a run, heading down a small passage and through a
doarway at the far end.

*Stap her!® the man yelled.

"I'11 fetch the masters!® another shouted but Kirk soved quickly to intercept him and he shrank back, afraid, to
where the other slaves stood. As the young woman returned carrying large bunches of keys, they began to quiver with
tright,

*thodal, they'il kill us all,” whispered the wan who had tried to escape.

""6g into the attendant room. I will lock you in and the masters will not kill you. They cannot kill slaves for
obeying. 6o on.” With frightened looks at her and each other, the slaves bolted into the roos from whence Ihedal had
tetched the keys, She followed to lock thes in, then returned and handed two bunches of keys to Kirk. ‘For the East
cells - this part, [ will take West.”

*Thank you." Intrigued, Kirk added, “Why are you heiping se?"

The woman frowned again, perplesed. *l... oo not know, really. But... I don’t like being a slave.* She sailed
suddenly, revealing a gap between her teeth., *I have never liked being a slave,” she said, sore definitely, before
aoving away with her keys,

Moving rapidly along the rows of cells, Kirk soon discovered that each key fitted ten cells, Fipures in Starfleet
uniforas stusbled out of the gloomy rooas, blinking in the comparative brightness of the passage. Their $irst confused
augbles grew into exclasations of delight as they realised who had released them. 7hodal soon returned, at the head of
a large straggling crowd and Kirk could see that aost of his crew wer2 naw reunited. Then MeCoy entered, leading the
young people who had been selected for breeding, their flesh sore with the sarks where they had worn ankle and neck
chains, But they were overjoyed to see the rest of the craw who willingly divested thesselves of shirts or trousers or
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dresses until there was quits a gathering of halt dressed, laughing peopla, While this was in progress, Kirk questioned
Thodal, his attention on the still-gapty road cutside.

*Yps, there is a door at the back; I will show you.'

*fopd.* Kirk closed the front door of the building, bolting it. Bringing his crew to attention, he briefly
outlined the current situation to them., Than they filed guietly and guickly after ths slave womsan, their semse of
discipline still intact despits their ordeals so that Kirk felt a surge of pride in his people even though concern far
Spock was ready to overwhelm it. And even though he had spoken confidently to the crew about regaining the Enterprise,
he knew that would take some doing. Confirsing his +ears, distant shouts sounded, gromwing louder and accompanisd by a
ruabiing as of thunder... but thunder which rolled on and on without pause. The thunder of sany feet rumming -
thousands of thes. MNot needing to be told, the Enterprise crew weshers quickened their pace...

*

The slaves had #lad in terror from the arena when their all-powerful owners had suddenly been smitten by
gncharacteristic panic. MNow they crouched shivering in the arena master's office, too afraid even to notice when a
stranger slipped in to take the keys and just as silently departed. Their shuddering bodies pressed closely together
for illusory protection as the screass of rage outside grew more frenzied. And they died without the chance to plead or
even scream as their ainds were torn apart in an instant by other minds too white hot with fury to contesplate
expediency let alone justice.

Ketirah and the green faction seabers accompanying her, siompsd against the wall, somentarily satiated, *The
Huaans... sust dis," the Vendasi leader said huskily, then kicked the nearest frozen faced eorpse. °I will have blood -
Human blood - but most of all - ' Her ever-growing panic and fury flared up again, only aoaentarily dampengd by what it
had done to & slave's sind, *Those Mardratans - and Har. Ny own flesh has hetrayed ae'" Unable to bear inaction any
longar, she raced 4rom the room, toward the sunlit street.

The sunbaked streets of the Vendasi city began to fill with the fear-crazed horde, pouring like a poisoned river
but in reverse - one tributary flowing toward the slaves' quarter, the other toward the cells and breeding pens.
Thousands of minds, all splintered from each other for the first time in living semory - for the first tise in thousands
of years - but all remarkably alike in their sonstrous aching for blood, Those who had stripped thea of their
osnipotence - though of course only teaporarily - would pay in pain. While the innocent slaves would die just for being
there, for heing alien like the Human and Mardratan enesies teapordrily out of redch.

All this Marianne sas and understood from her perch on the rooftops of the palace. Instantly, she coemunicated her
knowledge to her cospanions: the weapons stolen for their own defence sust now defend the slaves. Stun-forge -

No! Har's aind contradicted, over-riding Marianna's instruction. Exiles, you'll never be free of thes [f you
don't kill them now! You have to de it - they woa't be content to [eave you ajowe now!

Har's right. The mind voice of Har's contact, Dwield, spoke with cale resignation. They'd hunt us dows like
aninals if we spared thew - jamear or xot there are still too sany of thea. And when will we ever get another chance
like this o be rid of their threat forever? E£ven before he finished, beass of crange light were jabbing down from the
rooftops hitting racing figures who faltered, fell and were trampied by their heediess fellows,

Even stun-force would kill in a stawpeds Ilike that, Tasra told Marianne though the new mindlink forged by the
seventeen escaped Mardrata, They outmumber us by about twenty-five to one; we have to use the wands,

Marianne uncovered her face. I keow... it's just - all the KILLING. I'w so sick of jt. And the Exiles used us -
they neant to mipe ocut the Yendasi all the time.

e feel the same, Levi Telksa comforted her. ¥e're Mardratans: we're zot made for this. But we #ight have known
the exiles would do something like this - after all, this is their fight, their norld., We're just here to get our
frissds out.

Have vou wade coatact with the others yet, Nariasne? asked Tasra.

Marianne suppressed a asntal sigh, forcing hersalé to ignore the carnage an the streets belom, Yes,'I reached
Nichanl, They're at the landing area waiting for the Humans to arrive,
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Right, Tasra asserted, her presence a.strong reviving force in the link. That’'s where we're needed, The
teleporters among us will be In better shape than those with Arwen - and if we're all to gat out of here, Captaln Kirk
aust get his ship back! '

With one wind, the Mardrata began to hurry over the flat roofs toward the landing area. Below, the crazed Vendasi
screamed and killed with their sinds and died...

1 suggest that now would be the optisua iise fo depart,® Spock commented dryly, The hugh mob whith had burst froa
the arena shortly after he had successfully got his band of about thirty Enterprise crew aeabers clear, had obliged his
and the others to hide in sose storage bins of grain. Now, however, the aob was racing away in the opposite direction
and seesed to be under attack.

The others began to emerge from the bins, grain streaming off thea like ualer. As they dropped lightly over the
sides into the strest and began to steal away in the direction in which Arwen’s band had headed, a band of Yendasi
straggiers spotted them and gave chase.

Two biocks west... Spock led the group of Enterprise women and men at a run foward the landing area. As he
speculated on the best course of escape, he spotted a ginger haired figure running toward hia. Seeing the ach of fifty
or so pursuers behind his band, she abruptly stopped then, standing her ground, clenched her ists, her face strained in
concentration. The mob behind her faltered, its leaders stopping and being bowled over by those bahind, In the
resulting confusion, the Enterprise people raced arcund the corner except for Spock who stopped to walk with Arwen, his
curiosity piqued. She backed slowly toward the corner, her attention on the ailling Vendasi behind thes. Once round
it, Spock and she exchanged a brief understanding glance and hurried after the rest.

Ahead lay tha landing arsa, dotted with Vendasi craft. Weaving confidently betwsen thea, Arwen suddenly swayed;
Spock steadied her, inguiring if she was all right.

*[ think so. That itlusion ook it out of me after - well, 1 think you can quess what they did to us,®
Spock’s nod spoke far sore than profuse speeches of syspathy. “May | ask which illusion you projected just now?*

*We just disappeared for them; 1 couldr't really sanage anything fancier than that right now. It did the frick
dign't it? [t's a good job I got worried and case to look for you - aust be ay precog streak again.® At Spock’s
enguiring look, she sailed, “It's what started this all o#f -~ a couple of precog dreams about Ketirah torturing Jiw,
that sort of thing, Ne put some pressure on Starfleet and when you vanished - wmeil, here we are, What about Jia and
Bores -~ why aran’t they with you?*

Spock explained as they walked on, the Mardratan ship suddenly visibie ahead of them with the Enterprise crew and
Mardratans standing outside, Mr Scott emerged as they arrived.

*She'll not take much ahove thirty, Mr Spock, ang that's a squeeze," he reported,

Spotk nodded. *It may be better to use one of the Yendasi ships for the purpose [ have in sind." fQuickly, he
explained.

*Qch, it might work at that - sounds like our only chance. But," Scott looked at Arwen, "can your people operate
the transporter?”

*I'11 ask.® Arwen went over to question the two Madéshiel aesbers of her group and returned after a aoment. *They
think the teleporters in the other party could he talked through it via the link - Marianne knows how to opsrate the
transporter, And she's on her way hers now.*

"Marianne? fye, the lass who served on the Enterprise. He and Ensign Scheeitzer will check out the ather ships
then.*

*Jery good, Mr Scott.* As the Chisf Engineer and the woman he had sentioned went to check which of the Vendasi
ships could be readied guickly, Michael, one of the Casreem, announced that Marianne and her group had bypassed the sch
and would be jeining thea within sinutes, After a shert and tense wait, Arwen could restrain herseis no longsr and went
dodging away between the ships to the edge of the landing site. When the band of Mardrats case into view, she and the
dark haired woean at their head both broke into a run at the sase sosent and, laughing, flung their arss around each
other. All taiking at once, the group expressed their relief at being back together again as they hurrisd toward the
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ship, Marianne asked Arwen about Kledo whoa Michael had told her not to contact,

*fis far as we can tell, it‘s just sental 'bruising’ but it'll be a while before he ran bear telepathic contact with
anyone - aaybe Carolyn can help?" Arwen addad, referring to the Casrees mental healer. Then the other Bardratans ware
hurrying forward to welcome them. Spock waited patiently for the hugs and joyful greetings to die down bedore putting
kis idea to Marianne.

*I'1l do it," she said, sisply, then rejoined Arwen as Spock turned away to consult Nr Scatt. “To tell the truth,
Arwen, 1°11 be glad to get away fros all this killing for a whiie... The exiles are massacring the Vendasi and the
Vendasi are slaughtering the slaves.®

Arwen’s eyes widened in surprised horror. *I hope the rest of the Enterprise crew don't get eixed up in that.
fccording to Spock, Jim and Bones went to rescue thes.” As she finished speaking, Tasra hurried up to thes anxiously,

*{t's Captain Kirk and the others,® she said, urgently, *1've had a precog that they're in trouble - or will be
shortly!*

The narrow streets of the slave guarter were completely jammed with people, Vendasi screaring for blood were sind
broadcasting their hatred or telekimetically flinging stones and gther aissiles through the air, Hundreds of slaves
unable to escape in tise lay dead, their bodies traspled underfoot by 3 aass which could not avoid thew even if it had
wished., From the flat roofs above, death continued to stab down so that Vendasi corpses were also crushed though soon
the press becase so great the the dead were held upright by the living around thes, A few acre rational Vendasi had
attespted to reach the roofs - though not to estape but to kill. Most who had clisbed or levitatad had been shot down
but the teleperters had been luckier and had hurled a few Exiles to their deaths till they too had joined their
victias., As the pressure in the streets below grew from those at the rear pushing anward, sany Vendasi suffocated where
they stood. And still the exiles coldly, ratiunally, rained death upon thes pecause they reasoned that they could not
atford to lat thes live.

Auel shook his head in bewildersent on the edge of the vast, shocked and sorrowing crawd. The news brought from
the city by the few hundred terrified siaves who had escaped the massacre of their fellows and families had fallen as a
heavy biow upon those who worked in the fields. The Vendasi sasters had on pccasion sent a few dozen slaves to the
arena when they had grown short of other victims but the slaves’ gocility had usually spared them such a fate. They had
believed that total obedience would safeguard thes from the torture and death the Vendasi had neted out to countless
strangers. But now... What sadness had befallen their sasters to act so and what couid stop thes fros leaving the city
and killing the fara workers also? Terror and confusion paralysed the slaves, sore and sore of them gathering into
large groups as the news spread across the fields. Despite his usual mental lethagy, a growing sense of urgency was
filling Auel: something sust be done. But what?

Kirk, leading his three hundred and fifty-odd crew aesbers through the strests, had preferred speed to stealth in
view of their nuaber. Vet the nesd to avoid the congested centre of the rity seant that the route they were taking
toward the landing area was a circuitous one. Before long, the noise of the second sob, which bad headed for the prisoe
block, grew louder and louder behind Kirk's people. MWishing tor a stack of phasers, Kirk could only hurry his pecple
an. But the dead end around the next corner sent his heart into his boots. As the Enterprise people spun round to
retrace their steps, they could see that they were too late: the forefront of the aph was already surging around the
last corner.

Backing his people into the dead end, Kirk looked desperately round for a way out. The buildings wera not too high
and looked clisbable - but there would not be tias for thes all to escape. Rapidly, he organised the security personnal
into a defensive wall armed with whatever weapons they could snatch froa the ground - stones, sticks. Behind thea, crew
neabers began to climb, It was hopeless - yet he refused to abandon hope,

The mob, seeing its victiss cornered, rounded the corner into the dead end, screaming for blood.

Orange pencil~thin beass of light stabbed down fros the sky, scything into the foresost ranks. Dead before they
could register more than a look of surprise, Vendasi dropped like felled vaks to be traspled underfoot. More Vendasi
stuabled and $all over the bodies and yet aore fell to the orange beams. Enterprise crew seabers centinued to clinb
dogyedly to the safety of the roofs while the security mall backed into the emptying space. More and sore of the
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ancoming aob were Dowled over and trampled, those behind climbing over the corpses. A torrent of orange death seared
the air before Kirk and the others, dazzling thes as thay backed tighter and tighter into the remaining space. Kirk
suddenly realised that where there aight have been a dozen teaws a second when their defenders had begum, there wers now
sany tiaes that nuaber, The Vendasi reached the resaining Husans and grappled with thea, the telepaths asang thea
projecting their hatred and fear in mind-killing bursts. Kirk pushed Mcloy who had remained behind, up the adjacent
wall, turning to karate chaop an attacking Vendasi. Around him, those of the security guards who were fortunate were now
suarming up the sides of the huildings - though some ware seized by their ankies and pulled back down. Kirk lunged
upmards, seized a window ledge and pulled himself up. Beside him, McCoy was struggling upwards, alsoe but he suddenly
slipped and fell. Desperately, Kirk tried to grab him but w#as too late -

But McCoy was suddenty hobbing up beside Kirk, a look of sixed alarw and surprise on his face, 'Jis, what the hell
= * the Doctor said then disappeared upwards. Trying to follow, Kirk realised that a levitating Vendasi had grabbed hia
by the leq. He lashed out, trying to get free, and dislodgad the aan tesporarily dut as he gliabed higher, he was again
seized, But strong hands reaching from above, grasped him and between his own péforts and that of the helper above, he
got fres, Reaching the roof, he was delighted to see that it was his First Officer who had got his clear and that
McCoy, too, was safe; seeing Suzanna Jaesdal he suddenly realised who had saved the Dector, Enterprise personnel were
clisbing away over the flat roofs toward the large open space where spaceships could be seen parked, COther figures on
the roof were single-sindedly firing at those below, determined expressions on their cals, strangely sad faces. And
those faces - sale, fesale, young, old - were all curiously alika in a way that spoke of strong Rinship sealed in lang
endurance - the exiles, Kirk realised. Only one was different, clad in the blue jumpsuit of a Precog faction meaber
instead of brown homespun rags, her dark hair wild around her strained, tear stained face.

*Har.* Kirk would have gone to her but a hand on his shoulder haited his, He turned to see Arwen; other
Mardratans were following his crew, Moving away with the Vulcan and Tithoniél chief, Kirk listened to Spock’s news,
Behind them, the exiles and Har continued to shoot the struggling VYendasi.

The fairhaired woman sitting in Kirk's cossand chair leanad forward, 'What's happening down there?* she demanded
frustratedly for the third tise,

The woman gazing into the library computer hood straightened, rubbing her neck to try and ease tension. “Sensors
show vast sasses of peaple - our peaple - moving across the city at speed. Some are in the slave quarters.® She
shrugged, expressing confusion. ‘“And slaves are aigrating into the farslands. 1 don't understand it.”

"Losk again. Romer, can you get any response?* The wosan directed her question to the man at the cossunications
station. The mass mindlink in which they had all shared as a preliminary to the entertainaent ahout to comsence below
had been abruptly severed, and the Red faction aesher who had teleported dawn as soon as this had happened, had failed
to return or to contact thes in any way. 'Mass failure by boosters?" she suttersd tg herself. [f so it was obviously
restricted to the planet’s surface as booster augmentatipn aboard the Enterprise was not affected. They could group
Link among theaselves but they could not contact anyone belaw,.

*Olace,”* the woman at the science station gasped. Dlace reacted to the horror in her veice, striding across to
her,

"shat is it?”

*They're dying - hundreds of thes - cur people dying.® The woman looked up meeting Olace's shocked gaze. *The
ones in the slave area - they're dying.® :

*How? Disease? What is it?* Behind her, Olace sensed Romec and the navigator, Brosvia, leaving their seats.
*Back to your posts,® she nrdered, The woman before her returned te her sessor scan.

*1t's... confused. There are dead slaves too - 3 lot of thes but... !'s reading 3 sassive discharge of energy in
that area, [ -~ I think soseone’s using wands - against us,®

Blace reflexedly graspad the handie of the wand at her telt. A slave uprising? The slaves using wands?"

"Perhaps - " The aan at the coamunications station spoke. “You roapsber what Stuzaﬁ said last night, There was a
raid on the araoury - they thought it was the exiles and those.., creatures who befriended tha Humans,®

*Yes, Romec, that aust be it. Jithan, pinpoint the Husans. %e might not be able to kill the exiles but the Husans
are a different matter. Brosvia, prime the phaser banks.'
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*Phaser banks ready," the navigator responded,
*Hait - Olace, there's a ship coming up - it's on an intercept course,”
*Scan it. Is it an alien vessel?”

“Np..." Jithan sounded puzzled. *It's one of ours... and its slowing, It think it's - yes, it'll take up orbit
alongside us.*

"hat about lifeforas - sedn, quickly!®

"Wendasi... or ~ "

*Jithan! What is it? Quick!*

*['n - it's almost as if they'rs not guite - and there’s a Husan too - no, several - *
Oiace bounded back to her command chair. “Brosvia, isck onto that ship!'

The other womap turned to look at her. *But our people - '

*No, not ours! The aliens! Tha Humans aboard prove that, Now do as I say!"®

Brosvia swung round to her hoard. “*Locked on.'

Olace cpened her mouth %o give the prder to fire but it was never spoken. (Orange jight stabbed out fros the bridge
entrance snveloping both her and the navigator, As Romec and Jithan half rose fros their chairs, reaching for their own
wands, they, too, were hit by the stun-force,

Nariaeme, we've got the ones on the bridge but there may be apre, the man reported via the link, His cospanion was
ziready securing the Vendasi.

There was ome ia the tramsporter roow but he's beer taken care of, Marianne told tham, MNr Scott and the others
#ill be beawing owver te you in a minute,

Right,

We can't Jet thew cose round, his cospanion painted out, Ever witbout these. GShe held out the detached power
buckles, ‘

Ke'll dean thew down to the planet. Let's get ‘e fato the 1ift,

"Har, come on ~ We're going.* .

Dwieid tugged at the young woman's sieeve but she ignored him, eyes fised on the carnage below and locked in her
own private hell, Dwiald glanced anxiously along the roof and raised his wand to deal with a dark haired man who was
clinbing over the parapet. The man fell back, struck by Owield's beam of death but was replaced by two more, Despite
the slaughter, Vendasi were still swarming over the mountain of bodies below and attespting te clisb the walls. #nd
some had teleported or floated upward from the street beyond this dead end, taking dome of Dwield's people by surprise.
fAhout fifty exiles had fallen and the alarsed survivors were now withdrawing., And the Vendasi had hecome deathly quiet
after their former hysteria, seeming to regain their wits at last as if their emptions had been burnt out by an overload
of fear, anger and hatred. Now joint assaults were being launched by groups of thes against specific parts of the roof
- and it was these assaults which had helped tlaim so many exile lives, A growing sickness gripped the pit of Dwield's
stomach: whaere were the rest of the Vendasi? Their original number had been about ten thousand strong and he reckoned
at least three thousand of those had perished in the attack on the slaves. Perhaps two thousand more hodies now choked
the streast below, That left half their nusber still alive somewhere, GScaeone was holding thea hack - had Ketirah
regained control? Seeing Vendasi cutting off the avenus of ascape, Owield sprayed thea with orange fire and grabbed
Har's ara, "Coee an.’

fs Har pushed hin away, a black and silver clad figure appeared in front of thea, her south in 2 wide and wicked
seile, Dwield felt the instant surge of terror and hatred from Har and raalised that he was face to face with the
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Vendasi leader. Instinctively, he teleparted as far as his strength would allow. Paralysed by horror, Har suddenly
kiew all the exiles had gone, the shock snapping her awake. She reached for her beooster buckle and cried out as she
realised its uselessness, then whirlad to flee, but found herself surrounded. Her wand was ripped fros her hand,

She's wine/ The mental coamand snapped by Ketirah intruded into Har's sind - as it was intended to, she realisad.
Shaking with fright, sha saw their cruel pitiless eyes boring into her,

"Noooo!* she wailed, collapsing to her knees and raising her arms above her head to shut thes out.

fet up! A strong hand dug inte her farears and pulled her roughly to her feet. Swivelling comard. The Humans
showed aore courage than you/ Ketirah turned to face Stozac and exchanged a few terse telepathic bursts with hia which
Har was unable to catch. The watch leader moved away. Hold her, the Vendasi leader comsanded a red clad woman who
twisted Har's arms painfully behind her, Ketirah then tapped Har's wand against her own palm. 1 shall dave to gire
your death careful comsideratios, Khat is fitting for a wretch who has participated i» the massacre of her owmn people?
Thers sust be something sufficiently jnventive... something painfully slow... which can be improvised even with the
linited resources curreatly at our disposal. Har tresbled but said nothing, wide brilliant blue eyes fixed on her
apther,

¥e could cut all the skin off with this, the aental voice of Lorak suggested. Har suddeniy naticed him standing to
one side, sailing his sly and secret saile, a sharp edged dagger in one hand. He kissed the blade, gaze fixed an Har to
relish her reaction. G5he swallowed and looked away.

Ke must rove against the Husans first. 1 especially want Kirk. There was a note of warsth in Ketirah's hitherto
cold and emotionless ‘voice’, fBring her,

'There was nothing [ could do - [ had to get out fast,* Dwield concluded regretfully.

"I sea.’ Kirk nodded, his expression one of concern. The sound af the transporter abruptly alerted hie. He spun
guickly to see twin forms coalescing a few feet way, one Human in shape, the other low and square. Dwield raised his
wand but Kirk caught his arm. *It may be a friend. Spock sent a ship to try to regain control of the Enterprise.”
Dwield looked uncertain but lowered the wand, Around thes, Mardratans and Enterprise personnel warily drew back while
the exiles, perched on vantage points on the nearby ships, divided their attention between keeping a lookout and seeing
what this possible new threat could be.

The shissering shapes stabilised, becosing the familiar form of Marianne, standing beside a large crate. The
delighted Mardratans crowded forward hut the Casresa woman stepped away to speak to Kirk. 'The Entarprise has been
regained, Captain - " The rest of her words were swailowed by a cheer from those around. Kirk realised that he was
grinning with relief - and something he could not define exactly but it was an emotion he often felt when his ship was
in trouble, a fierce protectiveness.

*{ drought this with se,” Marianne continued when she could be heard, turning back to lift the lid of the silver
crate. "I thought you'd find them useful.” Logking inside, Kirk saw that it was filled with phasers.

"ingerstatesents are usually Mr Speck’'s province, Ms Raesdal.” As he reached for a phaser, Marianne handed him a
comunicator. Twinkling with delight, his eyes aet hers and brought a biush and 2 sheepish smile to her face. Leaving
Spock to supervise distribution of the phasers, Kirk then contacted his ship.

Scott's heartening voice responded to his call, "We've beasmad down all the Vendasi we found up here, Captain and
we've got enough people tae man the bridge 'n’ transporter room. We can start beaming up the crew right now.*

*shat about the Vendasi down hsre? Can you pinpoint thea on the sensors?"

*Aye, sir. There's a large crowd of thes, "bout five thousand or so, making right for ye...” There was a pause
while another voice spoke in the background. “*Captain, they're splitting up - they seem tae be tryin' tae encircie the
landing area. I think they knpw what they're doing now.*

*ight, Scotty. GStand by to beam up personnel.® Kirk moved quickly amay to organise the transportationt
assential maintenance and bridge personnel, with the exceptions of Spock and himself, would be beamed up first, while
the remaining secunity people and other crew meshers not immediately required aboard were deployed to stand guard, the
security teams running off to the edges of the field, All phasers were to be set on heavy stun; Kirk wanted ne sore
killing, Thase beaming up first taok their places on the chosen spot and Kirk again gontacted the ship to give the
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go-shead. The first batch of transportees shissered into non-sxistence and the next quickly took its place.
The beasing up proceeding calely and efficiently, Kirk-handaﬁ over his comsunicator to Spock.
"Captain, I strongly advise - *

"Spock, we know Ketirah's still alive, If [ keep her talking for a while, it'll buy time to get our people
aboard.” At the back of Kirk's mind, he pictured Har's serious, concerned face and wondered what aight be happening te
her now - if she were still living. A pang of guilt crossed his mind at the thought of how he had allowed himself to be
led away; he should have stayed to persuade her to give up the killing, As if the Yulcan had read his thoughts, Spock
replied with a guiet objectisn,

*lin, 1, too, regret that Har was taken prisoner. [f she had not risked herself to obtain the equipment I
required, the jasser would not have been possible.® He fingerad the seall compact device which Lavi had relinquished to
hia when Marianne’s group had joined thes. “But Ketirah regards us as animals and therefore her word cannst e
trusted. No bargain with her can save Har if she is still alive.’

*! understand, Spotk... } wasn't planning to play the martyr." Kirk gave a brief, constrained seile. *Look after
things hers for me," he said, seeting his frisnd’s eyes for a soment, then meved away, The Vulcan understood hia only
too well and knew that he had not really needed that subtle resinder thai his first duty was to his crew and his ship.
And yet Spock also knew that some small guilty part of Kirk's mind had been goading his to save Har - and that he would
try if it were at all pessible.

At the north side of the landing field, Kirk halted. #here werz the security guards that he had detailed here? He
whirled, seaning to ask the brown clad figure sitting against the tail fin of a sleek Vendasi scoutship, but suddenly '
realised that there was soaething wrong about the exile’s posture, As he spun back to face the street beyond, he saw
that about twenty Vendasi were grouped before him, Ketirah at their centre, pointing a wand straight at hia. Behind the
grovp, hundreds of Vendasi began trickling fros the buildings and from around the corner, moving slowly to stand behind
their leader, With a stab of pity, Kirk saw Har stuabling along in front of one of thes, her hands bound behind her,
The figure pushing her on - Lorak, Kirk saw - shoved her hard so that she fell to her knees in front of Ketirah, The
boy then grabbed his sister by the hair, forcing her head back so that she saw Kirk.

*Yes, Har, it is your heroic Captain,” Ketirah said with a seirk. Kirk steeled hinself not to react outwardly as
Lorak suddenly whipped out a dagger which flashed dazzlingly in the sun, and laid its sharp edge against Har's throat.
She moaned softly and closed her eyes, Ketirah chuckied, sensing Kirk's emotions.

"No, we do not plan for har to die so quickly, just as we have special plans for you and your friends. But if you
attespt to use the phaser, sy son will slit her throat, nevertheless.” Kirk felt a slithering caress at the edge of his
sind and instinctively jerked back his head. 'Yes, Captain, without a booster I can still take your mind - possess it -
crush it. 1 need no frenzy to accoeplish that, either. You are completely at sy sercy.’

Kirk suddenly had a fleeting impression that soseone was just behind his, but 2 quick sideways glance revealed no
gne. Another trick of Ketirah's? *You sight have ae but a starship is more than its Captain. How many of you are
left? A few thousand? #hen the Federation finds you - and they will - how lang do you think you cas hold out against
the cosbined pight of 3Starfleet?"

“Your Starfleet will never find us behind our invisibility screen., And even if they did, they are weak - their way
is conciliatory, peaceful. They have no stomach for a fight. You forget, Captain; vyou showed se all that when I
ransacked your mind. Do not think to deceive ma with petty threats. I[f they cose here they will find your ship a
drifting hulk - and the same thing will happen to their ships as yours. They will be arena fodder too.®

Kirk's neck prickled as he once more received & strong iapression of somsone standing close beside his, But
Ketirah's next words distracted hism.

"Yes, 1 can control you, Husan, but [ would find it sore amusing if you gave yourself to me of your own free
will," Ketirah glanced at her som who reluctantly, or so it appeared to Kirk, put away his knife and pulled Har to her
feet. The young woman suddenly jerked back her head, face twisted in a grisace of agony though she did not scream,
Twisting, she fell to the ground before her aother and convulsed in the dust.

*No!" The protest wag wrung from Kirk though he recognised that it was useless. Abruptly, however, Har gave a
Last wrench of her body and lay still, schbing harshly,

*In her aind I can put her through any torture imaginable,® Ketirah esplained, her dark eyes glinting in the
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sunlight, “For exasple, she now thinks sha is chained ta a burning table - *

An agonised screas cut off her words as Har’'s pody arched, wriihing., Scream after scream wis torn irnl her
throat -

"All right!" Kirk shouted, “Whatever you want frow ge - * A hand on his arm sade hia stop... but there was no one
therat HKair rose on the back of his neck but he suddenly becase aware of 3 warm, all-esbracing presence, opening and
accepting him into itself. Something told him that the core of it was Marianne but there was no resesblance between
this and the nightmare experience when she and the others had forced their way into his sind. As if his mesery had
touched hers, a feeling of sadness and shame pulsed through the link and realising they emanated from her, he tried to
project his forgiveness and understanding, As the link closed protectively around his, he knew instinctively that,
although other Mardrata wers present within it, only Marianne, Arwen and Levi Telkaa were physically present, In his
aind’s aye he could ‘see’ them beside him and knew that Arwen-and Levi were co-ordinating their iilusions - something
only possible through the taiepathic bond.

1 tried to leave hiw behind but he insisted on cowming, Arwen’s good natured teasing of Levi was channelled by
Marianne to Kirk.

You say be Chief but you're sot back to full strength after that wind torture, the old aan chided.

Feeling rather discriented, Kirk saw a shape step forward as if out of his own body, and as it soved toward the
Yendasi, he saw that it was wearing a goid shirt with Captain's stripes an the sleeve. With a jolt, he realised that
the Tithoniél beside him had created an illusion of hisself and that he, tog, aust be enwrapped in their invisibility
screen,  Through Marianne he sensed the added strain on the twe and the alsest airaculous way that they instinctively
projected an image of what lay bshind all four of the group - an isage which matched exactly with the real objects and
hence sade all four ‘invisible'. Keeping close together, the four began to edge toward Har who lay, saobbing, on the
graund.

*Crawl, Husan. We want to see you crawl on your belly.® Against the wall of the link, Kirk could feel the eruel
anticipation of the Vendasi, eager to see their proud victis hueiliated. Then Arwen reached out and put a hand aver
Har's south as Marianne extended the mind link to her. Kirk ‘szaw’ that Har's aind slotted into it differently than
hisy she formed a direct link in the chain rather than & subsidiary part cocouned by Marianna, Har stood up, leaving
anather, seesingly solid, copy of herself on the ground, and they began to move away, Kirk sweating at the cr1pp11nq
strain that the burden of the extra copy and larger area of "invisibility’ was placing on the Tithenjsél,

In the near distance, bright beams stabbed down accompanies by the unmistakable sound of the ship’'s phasers.
Instantly, 2 message came from Carolyn at the beas up point. The Yendasi are attacking from the South and East -
Enterprise is knocking thes out. Behind the group, Ketirah's scream of fury sounded and there was a sudden thunderbolit
of rage which crashed against the Casrees shield but did not penetrate. Kirk realised that it had been seant for hia
and would have consumed his unprotected sind in an instant. All five broke into a run, the stream rising from 3
thousand throats behind them talling Kirk that the Titheniél had sbandoned all their illusions. Still running, he fired
behind hin, kesping his body between Ketirah's wand and Har who stusbled along heiped by Marianne and Arsen. (Orange
fire scorched his left shoulder but none of Ketirah's other shots came close. Hampered by Har ‘s bonds and weakened
condition, and Levi's age, however, the small band was failing to keep their distance fros their pursuers.

Then, answer to a prayer, bright beams of light stabbed down from the sky, sweeping aver the ach and drapping
Vengasi in hundreds. #As Kirk and the others neared the beam up point, Spock and about thirty red shirted figures came
running toward thes, adding their own well-directed fire to the Enterprise’s wide-dispersal stun heams, For a few
aoments all was confusion but then it seesed that the imsediate danger was over. ALl Ketirah's following had been
rendered unconscious as had the three or four thousand sore who had attacked on the other fronts. Most of tha crew were
now aboard Enterprise as Spock informed his Captain before he was interrupted by tha arrival of McCoy, grinning to see
that Kirk was safe, Kirk felt Marianne gently disantangle his from the link and experienced a aocsentary pang of regret
at the loss of the sense of wholeness and belonging amang the Mardrata which he had shared, but then other matters
tlaised his attention,

*Captain Kirk, ay people understand that your Federation have granted Marianne’s people a safe haven. We would
like very such to join thea,®

Kirk eyed Dwield shrewdly, fully understanding the exile’s wish - coinziding with their long-held dream of living
in peace when the Vendasi died out - but at the same time irked at their lack of willingness to solve the probles. Thay
had skulked in the wilderness for centuries while untold numbers of non-psychics had died for Vendasi entertainment

without aven attempting to warn the outside universe.
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"5 there no way for you and the Yendasi to reach an agreesent? For the killing to stop - *

“No!® Dwield shouted then added, wore calsly. “Mo, I's sorry, Captain, but our views are diasetrically opposed and
after today they will naver allow us to live here uneolested.®

"He's right," Released from her bonds, Har shakily left McCoy who had been exasining her, My sother thirsts for
revenge on all of us,” she added, shuddering.

Kirk glanced at Spock beside him thep nodded. *If the Mardrata agree, them the exiles ‘can resettle on
Nardrata-va,” he conceded. Thers wers gquist but excited mursurings froe the assesbled exiles though sost did net lose
their anxipus and haunted exprassions, glancing frequently over o the sass of unconstious Vendasi a few hundred metres
anay,

As the exiles began beaming up, Kirk spoke guietly to Spock and McCoy. "I don’t Jike it... the Vendasi apparently
slaughtered hundreds of their slaves, earlier. Gven if they don’t aurder any sore of thee, if still seans leaving the
status guo here... They'll rebuild exactly the same ismoral society as before.’

*I don't see what you can do, Jia, apart from making sure Starfleet puts this place off limits and warns averyone,
e ran destroy their ships - that'll slow 'em down for & while but they'il rebuild “es eventually. And in the aeantine
they il ba killing their slaves in the arena.

*Stiil... We've got to try one more time, Bones. I we fake Kefirah to the Enterprise - alone, where she's got no
one to hack her - °

*Captain, the only thing which would prevent further bloodshed would be a convincing threat of retaliation by the
Federation.”

"Han, yes, 1f we could put a string of satellites in orbit to monitor thee - coabined with a modification of your
jamser - we could rig thes to transait data continuously. Any disruption {n transsission and we’d send a starship.”

The Vulcan nodded. “And, although convinced of our weakness in their terms, Captain, certain harassing measures
which would not cause serious hare, should not be ruled out.®

"You mean we could make it difficult for thea?" McCoy put in, “Spray thes with itching powder?”

*Soaething like that, Bones,” Kirk agroed, smiling, *I see the monitoring as part of a short ters measure - |
don't like the idea but in the long term, the Federation wmight agree to a tranquillising beam of sose kind, fired from
devices in orbit that would be triggered off by aggressive behaviour. Not ethical... but it sight save a lot of people
going through what soae of our people went through," Kirk's expression darkened momentarily as he recalled the bloodied
spear, the flogged backs, the bones flpating on the water. Turning away, he ordersd two of the security teaa to fetch
Ketirah, '

Mosents later, one of thes returned. "Sir... there’s a boy holding her hand - we can't get his hand open, sir.
It's locked tight.®

Surprised, Kirk realised that he must apan Lorak. "All right, Ensign. Bring thea both over here - gdetail axfra
aen.t

By now all the exiles had heased up with the exception of Owield., The young san was talking to Spock, Kirk
aoticed, - ‘

*Somepne will have to stay here ‘o sake sure no hars coses to the jasser.*®

*There is no need for concern. !§ necessary, I shall remain.!

"No, Spock,* Kirk put in. *I'll need you on the ship. Har told ae that the Vendasi find your talepathic ability
disturbing - that aight give us an edge in getting them to be reasonabie. One of the security personnsl can ook atter

the jammer,"

*That wight not be wise,* Dmield put in. *As a telepath, I'1l have more warning than one of your people of when
the Vendasi start to revive, Pretence will not conceal their thoughts from ae, ['11 keep guard and teleport clear it

there's any danger.'
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Kirk nodded, AIl right. We'll keep this area under sensor scan. If they start waking up, we'll stun them again
so keep to this eiddle area.®

*Bood luck, Dwield,” Har said, smiling wanly a5 she took ner place with some of the Mardrata who were heaming up.
Though pale, she appeared to have recoverad froa her ordeal.

In a few minutes, all the Humans and others had gone, leaving Dwield to stand guard over thousands of sleeping
Vendasi in a silent city, Resigned to a long wait, the axile cliabed onto the topside of the Mardratan ship whare he
could comsand a good view of the landing area. Hehing him, the sun was at last sinking behind the buildings, casting
long shadows over the earth,

Alert ag he was, Dwield failed to sep the figure crouched in the gloom of a doorway. Having left Kirk's party
after guiding thea from the prisen, intent on rejoining her family, Zhodal had beem forced to hide in a dark cupboard
for hours, hardly daring the breathe while she listened to screass and shouts which were sosetines distant, sometises
vary near. But a short while ago there had been a strange brief humming sound, rapeatsd a few times and then
guietnegs. Now, when she at last had found the courage to take a ook, she could see no one sxcept a brown clad figure
sitting atep ona of the ships - presusably & master, since he held ane of the orange sticks which easters always took
with thes when they flew away to return with holds full of chained prisoners. Where were the strangers she had helped -
had the masters killed them after all? And where were the other aasters?

Crouching low and keeping o the shadows, Ihodal gradually made her way round the landing site perimeter until at
the southern end, not far $rom the seated master, she saw sany bodies - hundreds, perhaps thousands. Surely he had
killed her friands, the strangers? GSaddened, she crept nearer, her grey tumic indistinct in the deepening gloom. At
last, she neared the most outlying of the sprawled shapes. No, she saw, there were sany aore than the strangers and -
Terrar made her back away. They were masters! She had fallen into their trap.

At her horrified gasp, the sentry easter swung round; as he began to move, Ihodal flung herself down and lay as
still as the masters, Sweating despite the sudden chill wind that heralded sundown, she ressined still for some minutes
and when she dared to raise her head a little, she saw the master, picked out by the last rays shining between the
buifdings, still atop his skyship, still appareatly unaware. Her heart slowing, she stood up, dividing her attention
fearfully between hie and the prone bodies at har fest. They had not soved at all as far as site could tell and drawn by
curiosity, she crept closer.

Ko, they were not dead.,. she could hear them breathing, It must be a trick. Poised to run away, sosething drew
her, in spite of her fear, to stretch out a hand and touch one. The cheek was warm. She had never touched a master
before; she had thought they sust be cold to be so cruel., Fascinated, she'traced her fingers over the face and
shoulders... why did the saster not lesp up and grab her? It was too dark to even cee if the wasier she touched was
pale or fesale but her sars hinted at something and she crouched still, listening intently. Their breathing... deep,
reqular, like the breathing of her faaily when she lay among them in the dark sometimes, unable to sleep, thiaking.
Thinking how she hated the aastars - that was it! Tha revelation hit her like a blinding light. Tha aasters were
aglesp.,, with only one master to guard thes. Exultation surged up inside Zhodal, eaking her want to dante, to sing, to
cry out for joy, but she clamped her jaws tightly shut, Sha sust get to the slaves quarters and tell them all. She
would need help for this...

*How is he, Bones?" Kirk looksd down at the siseping Kledo, nowe bathed and dressed in sickbay pyjasas, his gaunt
face relaxed at last in peaceful sieep,

*Well, Jim, you really have to ask Carolyn,*
*Carolyn?*

"The Casrees telepathic healer - apparently, certain individuals have a natural ability to soothe psychic wounds.
She told =e it would take a while though - she’s oniy given him the $irst stage of the treataent.®

Kirk nodded, *What about Ketirah and the boy?"
*They're cosing round now, We've remgved their boosters and we've got Marianne and a few of the others standing by
to sind shield anyona who goes near thea, | shouldn't say i, Jie, but [ alaost wish we could put those lumps of

telpanite we brought back ¢rom that planet in there with thes.”

Kirk recalled the headbands Seveon had given his landing party to wear. *It’'d also interfers with the Mardratans’
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ahilities, Bones, And it wouldn’t have good associations for Marianna.*

*Mari - hell, Jis, what am [ thinking of?" Embarraseed at his momentary lapse of semory, Hcloy led Kirk in silence
tp see the Vendasi., As they approached the rooa, he felt the fink questing out and then tentatively enfolding itself
around his so that when the door opened, he - and McCoy, also, he reslised - were protected from the two Vendasi, He
was aowentarily disconcerted by a strong sense of embarrassment and awkwardness, thinking it aust emanate from the
doctor but them realised that it was coming froa Marianne. GSeeing that Phil Surrey was one of the security guards
posted on either side of the door, he knew why and imsediately cursed hisself for not ensuring that Surrey was detailad
eisewhere. McCoy was not the only one guilty of overlooking the obvious where Marianne was concerned. Unatle to reeedy
the situation at prasent, he turned his attention to to bed where Ketirah sat, her son, still sesi-conscious, clasping
her hand. Irritated, she glanced at Lorak who clumsily took his hand away ~ evidently at a telepathic comsand fros her,

“Don't show weakness - " she continued verbally, then seemed to realise whera she was and bounded to her fest,
Ensign Surrey aimed his phaser at her immediately, and she subsided, though eyeing a{l of thea with hatred. Lorak, nom
fully awake, sat up looking very alarmed.

*You reqained control of the Enterprise,” Ketirah began furiously, then added wore calaly, *0f course - your taap
teleporters., [ was not so unaware that [ did not notice the ship which took aff.”

Kirk retlected wryly that he, on the other hand, had failed to notice - probably because he was facing a mass of
frenzied Vendasi at the tisme,

“Your phasers stunned us - again, your sentimental weakness.’

4o prefer to call it respect for life,® Kirk responded evenly. *All sentient life, no matter what its fore - qr
whether or not it is psi-gifted.”

*Then you cannot act,” Ketirah retorted with a trivaphant seile. *Even if you escape, our people will continue to
harvest yours. Marn your Federation, Huwan, hut you cannot stop our raids. You carmot stand against our powers.’

Kirk glanced at Marianne beside hia, an idea forming froa McCoy's earlier suggestion. Knowing the Casrees could
pick up 'vocalised’ thoughts, he guickly explained what he wanted to do, apologising for reawakening such painful
aesorias. The Mardratan woman paled but nodded and sent a rapid thought sessage to Carolyn, Michael and Arwen who were
grouped behind her, ALl three moved over into the far corner of the room. Spotk raised an enquiring eyebrow but said
nathing, while MeCoy frowned, evidently appraised by his Captain’s partner as to what was happening.

Captain, be careful. The telpanite will also interfere with our ability to protect you and the others - though rot
totally if e paintair our distaace, Marianne warned,

Sensing the exchange, Ketirah sat down beside her son.
*¥hat is it? What are you planning?*

"W do have a way of curtailing your powers,® Kirk replied, his voice grim. *Our scientific knowledge is aore
advancad than you once cared to adeit - with the prisitive materials at his disposal, ay First Officer was still able to
construct a device which jamsed your hoosters, But that was just a temporary measure. We recently discovered a mineral
which interferes with all psychic abilities. It won't take our scientists long to duplicate its effect artificially and
place devices in orbit around your planet which will reduce your people to psi-nulls.” He turned to Ensign Surrey.
“tatch one of the telpanite frageents from the labs, Ensign.®

"You wust think me & child to believe such a story,® Ketirah scoffed but Kirk detected a note of uncertainty in her
yoice. °‘If this were true, I would have detected it in your sind.'

*Perhaps you did not know what to look for? The prooé will be here in a woment,® Kirk responded, thankful that his
thoughts were safe behind the shield. He doubted if Starfleet would ever countenance his bluff as a reality on ethical
grounds but now that they realised the Vendasi threat, they would prubably wish to develop a portabie version to protect
ships and personnel at least,

The door opened and Surrey entered bearing the small piece of blue stona. Xirk was instantly aware of a prickling
discasfort and stspped back, aware of the look of pained intensity on the security guard’s face: he, too, was
gxperiencing the Mardratan reaction through his own link with them. The reaction of Ketirah and her son was aore
startling. Lorak sprang from the bed and ran to the corner of the room, burying his head in his hands as he crouched,
aoaning, Ketirah, acre controlled, got to her feet and backed away until the wall prevented further retreat,
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"No...* she muraursd, her dark eyes wida, For the first tise, Kirk saw fear in them.

Marianne spoke. "It gets worse the nearer the proximity, Physical comtact with the head is acutely painful -
believe ag, [ know,*

Ketirah looked at her, not understanding,

"That experiente | sentioned at the hands of psi-nulls - it was true. They put 2 headband on ae - with 2 piece of
that stone fized to it." Marianne did not gquite succeed in keeping the horror froa her voice,

Ketirah turned to look at the tiny blue stome in Surrey’s hand, “And yet you help these - these - *

"Not all psi-nulls are alike,” Arwen put in, “What you've been doing is wrong - it would be wrong done to
non-sentient anisais let alone people.*

*But... they are..."” Ketirah closed her eyes, her face pale with shock.
*Animals or not, you can become the same as them,* Marianne esphasised.
"hat sust we do?* Ketirah openad her eyes, looking at Kirk.

*Your ‘entertainsents’ must cease, You must reach an understanding with the psi-nuils on your planet. They aust
no longer ba slaves.'

"But... we cannot survive without their laboer - °

*You sust learn to. Ask them to teach you the things you need fo know. N2'll help you - and we'll heip you to
tome to teras with thes,” Kirk prosised.

etirah nodded, all the fight seesingly pone out of her. "1 will consider all this.®

Kirk sailed. ‘'Bood. We'll talk in more detail later.* He instructed Surrey to returs the telpanite éo the labs.
1'11 stay, faptain, Mariamne volunteered. The others should get some rest,

ALl right, but doa't take any chances, ['ll... reassign Ensign Surrey.

Marianne blushed. Serry, I dida't mean you to pick that up. Ko, don't; it... it's best not to run away fron
probless. '

Nodding, Kirk left with the others, only Marianne and the other serurity guard remaining with the two Vendasi,
Looking dazed, Ketirah wandered over ta her son who still cowered in the cormer, and laid a hand coafortingly on his
ghoul der.

Do not be afraid, Lorak., Ke will seew to agree to their plaa, then we will follow thew ir our ships, teleport
aboard and destroy then. They caanot have auch of that stone or they would have worm it for protection frow the
peginning, And we will find their jammer and destroy it - if necessary, we will leave our plaret aad find another where
they cannot Find us again.

Eyes wide and bright with tears, Lorak gazed at his mother.

Do aothing to betray our intention, she cautioned him. Me will act afraid and brokes, She stood up and announced,
"¥e will rest now,” before qoing back to the bed.

Marianne took a seat, prepared for a long vigil, She glanced up as the door opened and Surrey returned, then
looked away quickly., She was aware of his sind, enwrapped in her own mind shieid as Kirk's had been, and his own
esbarrasseent and awkwardness. [t was up to her to ease matters.

Fhil, T = 1'w glad you nade it,

The san started, then glanced at her, his face flushing.

I'n sorry, 1 dida't nean to ~ I'n not reading your thoughts, I swear., Only the ones you put into words - for ae to
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hear,
Surrey sailed sheepishly then glanced at his cospanion.

It's all right - this s a private comaunications Iiek, Ko one else can hear, she assured him, projecting
anuseasnt,

Thamks. I = I'w glad you »ade it too..,, evea If ] doo't exactly usderstand what's been happexing, It - you and
sone friends of yours came to get us out, right?

fot it iz one.

Hell, thapks - thanks frow all of us, I... He paused uncosfortably. 1 never had the chance to say serry for what
happened when you mere here before, It = it's fumay, you come into the service to sep other planets, other
lifeforns... 1 quess you find it easier to accept people who look different - Yulcins or Anderians - than husan beings
who are just different in soae way that doesn't show. Anymay - well, I quess you know I'» just trying to say 1'» sorry
for the may we treated you shew you were part of the crem.

Marianne felt herself blush, aware of a curious stare fros the other security guard., I... I appreciate it, Phil.
Ghe smiled and looked back at the two Vendasi lying on the bed, eyes closed as if peacefully asleep. For a sosent she
was thankful that her conversation with Surrey had been on a telepathic level - what capital Xetirah could have aade of
Phil’'s mistaken helief that she and the other Mardratans were husan beings. A fine opportunity io sow distrust and
suspicion among the Husans, But then she realised that the privacy worked both waysy Xatirah and Lorak alsc sight have
shared comsunication - conspired together - unknown to Marianne. Seemingly subjugated and yet... maybe Xetirah had
given in a little too easily? Resolving to watch the Yendasi more closely, Marianne folded her aras and used the aental
techniques she had learned as a child to banish her fatigue.

Ihodal stead$astly marched on toward the blazing lights, which somentarily came into sharp focus then reblurred as
aore tears brimeed fros her ayes. A smaller conflagration to her right marked the position of another vast horde of
slaves, no doubt further amay. She brushed back tears but again the individual fiames of the torches they held aergad
into one aass.

The slaves’' quarters... At first she had been unaware of what the vast heaps could be that blocked the stresets but
when she had clambered onto thes, she had realised that they were people - dead people. Unlike the ones at the landing
site, these did not breathe, were not wars beneath her bara feet. Over the years she had seen sany dead bodies, dragged
from the arena for burial, but this... Her hesitant fingers had touched the coarse material of a slave’s qrey tunic in
ihe darkness and her horrified understanding had struggled to accept what had happened, The masters had gope mad - that
auch she knew, She had heard their howls and, heeding the words of the hazel eyed stranger whos she had helped, had
taken refuge in the nearest building. Eager though she had been when she had parted ¢rom his and the others to #ind her
family, his seriousness had still left its aark when he had warned her to hide from the masters who would take revenge
on her for helping him and his friends,

Crouching on dead bodies in the dark, horror had swept over her as she realised that the slaves she had locked in
the prisen would also have heen surdered if the crazed masters had found thes. She had not realised... as slaves they
had to ohey and the masters could not condemn them for that. They were not expected to have courage or spirit. But
noW... slaves lay dead. She had sensed tha blacker masses against the dark; the street was blocked with the dead,

Now, having detoured arcund the slaves' guarters, she had emerged into the frighteningly open countryside. She had
never been gut of the city in her life and to stusbie along this path with no sheltering walls on either side was
terrifying. Only the lights ahead and the salidity of the fence gripped under her hand kept her going,

A single f1ame burned just ahead and then approached, '3 san‘s features visible in iig #lickering light., A strong
face, lined with exposure to the sun, the skin ruddy in the torchlight. A slave’s blust, reassuring features. “"Who is
it?" he called, sounding a little afraid.

*Ihodal... sy nase is Ihodal.® She gasped and nearly fell but the san caught her with a strong hand.

*You've cone fros the city... we thought everyone was dead, The only ones who escaped case before sundown,'

*1 hid from the masters, They - they killed..." Ihodal's voice choked.
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*I know. They killed our city brothers and sisters, all but the few who escaped. You must be strong - we sust get
amay = "

"No!" The word burst froa lhodal's mouth as she resembered her intention, She saw the san's eyes upen her
guestioningly, almnst expectant, Of course; he was a slave - he wanted to be told what to do. *The - the aasters lie
in the landing arsa ~ ' GShe saw his frown of naon cosprehension. "It is a large open space near the centre of the
city, They lie there sieeping.”

*Sleeping?"

*Yes, they - they are exhausted after surdering so sany of us, One of thes guards their sieep but he is the anly
sentry."

*Then we aust escape while they sleep - * the san began eagerly but lhodal interrupted him.

*1 have a better idea, If we leave they will hunt us down and kill us like tha others, No, we aust enter the city
and..." lhodal paused, the enormity of putting her thoughts into words daunting, despite her grief and anger at the
massacre. °We must %ill thes while they sleep,” she finished softly.

"Kill thea?" the san schoed, then nodded. 'Yes... yes, I see, You are right., It is what we sust da,*

*#e need weapons - have you any?*

The aan frowned. *That is not for slaves..."

*But you sust have - knives - things to - to cut the plants with," Ihodal's idea of the farm workers’ activities
was only vague but the san saw her aeaning,

*Yeqs, the scythes, the forks, ves - they would make weapons." His teeth shone red in the torch glow. *The knives
we butcher the livestock with - yes, we have many weapons. But what of the master who guards thes?"

*I resember where he sat. Give me a knife and I will do it. You and the others sust hide so he does not see your
torches - then I will call to you to come and kill the rest.”

"It is a good plan.® There was respect in the wan’s voice.

*What is your name?" thodal asked, realising that she did not know.

"Aule," he replied.

*Aule,* Ihodal paused as if savouring the name then said, 6o, Aule, and tell your people. We aust do this thing
in silence. Tell them to gather weapons and then come to ae - in silence, [ will lead thes into the city.' As the ean
hurried away, Ihodal turned o ¢ace the darkened city; there were no slaves to tend the glow lamps tonight, Her
family,., wers they among the cold figures choking the streets or were they somewhere out among the faras workers? There

would be time in the aorping to see if they had survived,

Far agw there was work to be done...

*T wish to ses that ay people are safe before | agree. Tell your Captain.” Ketirah had awcken fros her slaep
apparently still subdued but Marianne thought she detected a gieas of defiance in her dark eyes, and Lorak seesed on
edge ag it concealing excitement,

The ather guard glanced at Phil Surrey.

*It's all right, Enrico,* Surrey answered him. “Me can handle things here.” They waited in silence whila he went
put to use the Docter's intercos ta contact the bridge. He returned a few sinutes later,

*Captain’s order is tp escort you to the bridge.., sa‘as.’

*Yery well,* Ketirah responded. As sha and Lorak jeft the room with the two aen, Marianne held back then siipped
quickly after them. In ihe corridor en route to the turbolift, they encountered Har. Marianne repressed her
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instinctive repulsion to the young woman; she knew that Har's apparent dloodlust had resulted from her tortured
existence as daughter of the leader of a society dominataed by cruelty, and yet she could not help but feel Har was
tainted by her people's sickness... and perhaps by extension the Mardrata themselves.

*here are you taking thea?® the young woman demanded.
Surrey glanced uncertainly at Marianne than said, *Bridge.”

"The Captain has persuaded Ketirah to re-educate her people,® Marianne added. *They're going to live in peace with
the slaves.' GShe did not quite sanage to keep the note ot scepticisa from her voice.

"But that's iepossible!* Har exclaimed. You know what they're like - killers, surderers., It's in their biood.®

*In your blood teo, daughter,” resinded Ketirah. “[ saw you mow down our people, The Captain has shown me a rock
which alisinates psychic abilities. I4 we do not co-operate, its effect will he rapruduced and will cover our planst -
we will be reduced to animals.”

It's true, Marianne sent to Har, but I dom't trust her asyway. Aloud, she said, *Ensign Surrey, Har is a
telepath. 1 could use her halp on the bridge. ['ve arranged for a couple of others to join us there also.”

Surrgy looked at her in surprise then smiled sheepishly as he realised how she had ‘arranged” it. *All right, I
don't think the Captain will mind in the circusstances.®

*Thanks.® Har smiled tightly, gripping the slim orange wand concealed by her sleeve and hand. Her precaution in
borrowing it from an exile had been worthwhile; she wanted protection while aboard the sase vessal as her aother and
would now be able to protect the Captain and the others. She drew back as Marianne hesitantly offered to open the link
to her; as she had hoped, the Mardratan’s reservations about her did sot lead her to press the offer. She understood
Mariaznme's instinetive revulsion; until she had seen the saddened Vendasi strike at the slaves, she had not realised
that she could kill ~ and kill without compunction. Perhaps she had not been free fros all the Vendasi contamination
after all - she had imherited the killer streak but at a deeper level. Somehow she would have to live with that
knawl sdge.

A8 Marianne and the pthers entered the bridqe, they found Carolys and three of the other Cagrees waiting; all
Husan sinds there were safe inside the mindlink.

*I want to see that ay people are safe,” Xetirah reiterated.
*0¢ course, Mr Spock?" Kirk enguired,

As Spock explained the sensor readings to Ketirah, Marianne asked Carolyn if the Vendasi below were recovering from
the stun charge yet.

They showed signs of it just before you cawe in; the Captain ordered asother sweep of the ship’s phasers. They'll
be out for hours yet,

Good. I'Il be glad when we're away from here,

Han, 1 know mhat you »ear,

Ketirah stepped away, appearing satisfied with the demonstration of the sensory instruments and Kirk ordered Chekov
to relieve Gpocky they would conduct further talks in the briefing room. But as the whole party started toward tha

1ift, Chekov spoke, halting thea.

"Keptin, ['s... picking up a large movesent of people just entering the city. They're not Vendasi; they're
similar to Human readings... they appear to be carrying fiery torches,'

"The siaves!® Har esclaised. "They’'ve come to see what those murderers have done to their people, to bury their
dead,"

"Yilling anieals is not surder,® Ketirah retorted angrily. “You are the surderer.”
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4 look of agonised fury distorted Har's features. Abruptly, she sprang forward, her fingers crooked into claws,
Ketirah grabbed her forearss, §linging her violently amay., Unable to keep her balance, the young woman careered
backwards into Chekov who fell heavily against the edge of the console, striking his head. As Har shakily picked
herself up, Kirk and Spock hurried over to examine the fsllen san, then Kirk turned to face the cossunications officer.

"Uhura, get McCoy up here.”

fs Uhura speedily complied, Har, white faced and supporting herself against the science station asked, *Is he all
right? He's not -

"“No, he's unconscious., Don't worry, McCoy will be here in a mowent,”
] can heal him,* Har veluntaered, bending down and stratching out her hand.

*Spock, have somgone relieve Chekov and join us in the briefing-room,” Kifk instructed, stepping over to rejoin the
others. His face refiected concern for the young officer but he knew there could be no delay if he were to successfully
negotiate an end to the bloodletting.

*Captain - *

Something in Spock's voice made Kirk turn quickly, filled with a presentisent of disaster, *What is it, Spock?
*The slaves have averrun the landing area... readings are unciear but - they appear to be killing the Vendasi.®
*No'* fn agonisad scream sounded across the bridge. *No - you surderers! You pianned this!*

*Spock - use the ship‘s phasers - * Kirk gave the order, turning back ta try to restrain Ketirah but as he did so,
he caught a cry of warning from one of the Casreem followed by a red wave of pain and a sensation of blackness, When
his vision cleared, he saw a phaser in Katirah’s hard, pointed directly at his. The Casreea were pale with shocks
Carolyn swayed and was caught by Marianne. Then he saw why; one of the two security guards lying on the deck was
fringed by a spreading rad stain: Carolyn aust have been sind shielding him. A bloodiad knife in Lorak’s hand supplied
the reasonj irrationally Kirk wondered who had failed to search him properly.

*Killars! The slaves have no spirit - you have led thes into this.”
*Katirah, it's none of our doing. Spock will stun thes and save the rest - *

*Willerst* Ketirah fired wildly at Spock whose hands were reaching for the phaser controls. He leaped clear, the
shot meant for hia striking the navigation console which erupted in a shower of sparks., Beside it, Suiu was flung to
one side. Ketirah's phaser swung to cover Kirk who sensed Spock picking himself up and knew that the Vulcan would throw
hiasalt in the path of the next shot.

"Spock, no,* he protested softly. Then as if in slow motion, he saw the shocked Mardratans start ints life, hands
reaching for Ketirah as one - but they would never reach her in time. An orange beas stabbed out from Kirk's other
side, enveloping the Vendasi leader. MHer face registered surprise and an instant of pain, then blanked as she folded to
the flaor, the phaser falling from her lifeless fingers. Half turning, Kirk saw Har still crouched by Chekav's prone
body, her knuckles white around the wand, her blue eyes staring at Ketirah's body.

"Nother!® The screas came from Lorak not Har, his face twisting in grief. Then his arm aoved in a blur of speed
and there was an ispression of something flashing toward Kirk as Lorak launched himself after it.

*Aaaagh!® The knife buried itself in Har's frozen fora. As she clutched the hilt ﬁrutruding beneath her ribs,
Lorak slid to his knees in front of her and wrenched the blue buckle fros her belt. Xirk lunged for him but he jerked
aside, triusph struggling with grief on his face. A soment later he vanished,

The sound of the turbolift door opening restored reality, “What the hell - * Taking in the scene at a glance,
McCoy wove his way betwean the Mardratans, bending briefly to check Ketirah and the two security guards, Face gria, he
instructed Uhura Yo summon a2 aedical team then moved over to Har.

As McCoy adeinistered a painkiller, Har, her face chalk white, gasped, "1 - can - heal this doctor. Take the knife
gut - slowly.”

Shocked, McCoy glanced up and met Kirk's eyes. ‘Do 2s she says, Bones.* Then Kirk moved over to Uhura, ordering
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that all security guards beas down issediately to stun the slaves.

"It's too late, Jia," Spock's quiet voice brought Kirk io a halt. ﬂs‘he aet his friend’s gaze he read the answer
he dreaded, “The siaves are leaving the landing area,” Spack confirmed. ‘Hone of the Yendasi are alive... except one
iamature male just outwide the city," -

*Lorak," Kirk sursured, then turned to Uhura. *Cancel that order, Lieutenant,” he said heavily before moving over
to Sulu, The helmsman was sitting up, blackensd and scorched but attespting to sake light of his injuries.

*I'w all right, Captain... only hurts when ! laugh.*

"Just take it easy, help'll be here in a moment,* Kirk reassured hia, glancing over to where Har sat, her hand
gripping McCoy's wrist, governing the speed at which he withdrew the dagger. He was glad to hear the turbolift doors
swish apen bahind his, The medical teas briskly organised the removal of the injured helassan, Chekev, Ketirah and the
two security guards. He noticed Marianne twisting her hands together as she watched them go.

*Marianne?’ he asked, concerned, The Mardratan woman attempted 3 seile.

*I's all right, It's... Phil Surrey." Kirk resembered the pool of blood beside the red shirted figure but
Marianne forestalled him. "No, it's all right - he wasn't the poor man who was killad, He's still alive but... she hit
him on the neck. 1 just hope he'll pull through.® She sighed, "¥ell, there's nothing aore we can do here. 1 think
1'11 get some slaep.*

*1'1] detail someone to show you the temporary guarters,” Kirk offered,

"No need, Jim," Marianne responded, tapping her head. *I have a built in direction finder - if any of ay lot are
still dwake down there.” She suddenly locked discomforted and blushed before turning fo follow the others into the
lit, A puzzled frown creased Kirk's brow before he realised why she should be esbarrassed; she had naver called hia
by his name before, He was no longer within the Casrees mind link he also realised; this tise the teasion of the past
few ninutes had disguised the gensation of dissolution. MWith a slight rueful seile he turned back to where Ncloy was
running a scanner over the young Vendasi woman, Blood stained her tunic and the knife lying on the deck beside her but,
although still pale, she was not as deathly white as hefore.

*Well, as far as ! can tell fros these crazy readings, thera's no trace of that injury.* He helped Har to stand,
adding, "I still want you in sickbay though for observation.®

“Don't worry, Doctor. [ shall welcome the rest.® Appearing exhausted, she allewed him to lead her to the
glevator; watching her go, Kirk suspacted she would need NcCay's therapeutic skills to help har overcose the trausas of
the past twe days.

The 1i#t doors opened, discharging a clean up crow who zeroed in on the damaged navigation console and cossenced to
strip it down, and a relief crewsoman for Sulu’s station, MeCoy and Har stepped inta the 1ift and headed for sickbay.
Suppressing a sigh, Kirk ordered Uhura to contact the USS Yorkiown then walked over to the First Officer who was still
gbserving the planet surface. The Vulcan straightened at his approach.

*The slaves are abandoning the city now, Captaim, firing it as they leave.'

Kirk nodded, unsurprised, A gigantic funeral pyre, Spock = for the hopas of peace between two races.” Although
his friend did not reply, he senses the Vulcan's eepathy. “Would Ketirsh have kept the bargain? We'll never know.®

*Indeed," Spock paused then added softly, “1 regret that the jamaer I tonstructed led to so sany deaths.®

Kirk directed a look of surprige at him. *It's usually you who telis me not to regret the things I can't alter,*
he said, his eyes seeting Spock’s. He knew his friend read the understanding in thea., ‘Spock, no one could have knawn
that they'd react like that. We knew they'd be mad, sure - against us. Not against the slaves tpo.”

Spock nodded, accepting the comfort Xirk offered. *They were not a logical people.”

*Mo, just an obsessed and unstable one... and now only oni true Vendasi resains,’

*The boy.*

"Yes... his upbringing sade hia a killer but he's'still a child, Alone - on a planet full of enemies.’
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*Not entirely alona, Jia. He has one cospanion... hatred.®

Ihodal and Aule stood togethsr watching the durning city, trying to ease the sgaory of tha {hings they had seen
when they had left the hugh crowd of slaves to their grisly work and gone to the prison, hoping to free fhedal’s foraer
worksates, As she had feared, however, the light of their torches had revealed only contorted bodies in the little
office; the sasters had found thes. Pausing only to fire the building they had returned to the landing area where
thousands of slaves sethodically hacked and stabbed at the prone bedies, making sure none had been overlooked.

"I dp not know how.to tend plants and animals,” lhodal mursured, her uncertainty about the future now uppermost in
her aind,

*We will teach you - I will teach you,’

They smiled at each other and moved away, arms slipping naturally around each other’s waists. They did not see the
saall crouching figure that watched them go with hate filled, tear filled eyes as he turnaed the buckle with its
unifors-blending blue stone over and over in his hands. A last link with his people. He had no weapon - yet. He would
get one and becose a lurking nesesis flitting beyond the watchfires, dealing death to those unwary enough to wander
beyond the safety of their hoses once darkness fell, Filling his mind with images of destruction and hate, he refused
to adeit the truth - that he was doomed to a lonely, half starved existence until the slaves banded together to hunt
down this last of the surderers... as they would now that they had lost their fear of his kind,

He would not let himself think of that.

Wearily, Marianne slusped onto the bed, looking acruoss at the sleeping Tithoniél leader. She wanted to sleep for a
week after this: abruptly, she realised that Arwen was looking at her,

*Sorry, I didn't sean to wake you,”

"You didn't; I can’'t make ay brain slow down at the acaent.®

T know what you sean.* Marianne bit her lip weondering if she should confide her werries,
*What is it, Mari? Our Vendasi passengers giving some troubhle?”

"Not any more. Do - dp you sind if we mind share?®

"Like tefors?* Arwen thought back to the first tise she had set the young Casresm and entered her experiences in
this way. *0f course, go ahead.’

The sharing complete, Arwen lay still for a soment, staring at the ceiling, "Phew. [ don’t know what to say. To
think T was lying here trying to sieep when that was going on.” Ghe sat up, facing the other woman squarely. ‘Looks
like our probles’s solved for us.?

*Because they're finished as a race you mean? They certainly underestimated the slaves - so did the exiles - |
quess we all did, You know, I feel guilty - deep down [ think I'w glad they're dead. It's a terrible thing to say...’

firwen shook her head. "1 know what you mean, Mari. That kind of aentality, entrenched for - thousands of years,
since that's why our ancestors left, Jin's a born optimist; [ don’t think they'd ever have accepted. Only just enough
50 they could trick us later on.*

*Ne can't be sure that our people came from here,” Marianne began, defemsively.

Can't wa? 1 checked with Bones befors ! caae here - there's no doubt.  We're too such alike physically,
genetically, for us not to have cosaon ancestors.”

"Then you're saying that we're tainted with the sase thing. The exiles objected like our ancestors but we've saen
what they're capabie of - Har, all of thes, The same streay of callousness - Arwen, if we absorb them, adeit thea to
Mardrata-va, what will that make us? [n a way they're aore of a threat than the Vendasi because their callousness is
hidden most of the tise. They'll only rainforce that tendency in us - if it is there, 1'a not convinced, even if we
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are related.”

*Mari, we're not the only ones with a dark side - the Husans have that foo. They've had just the sase types of
people in their history as the Vendasi. It's just that we’'re so used to being the victiss of persecution from our tise
gn Earth that we can’t imagine ourselves dishing if out. WMe've cose to regard curselves as "holier than thou’ -
incapable of cruelty, But we're not - and if we shut our eyes to that, we're in danger of displaying it ourselves if
the circusstances are right, HWe have to control that streak - and sake sure the exiles control it too, that they
understand the danger and that it is wrong whatever the circumstances. We'll teach thes snd we won't be cosplacent -
that's the lasson they've taught us.”

Marianne smiled, the tension at last easing out of her. *You're right, as always.”

With a wry grin, Areen punched her friend lightly on tha ara, “Come on < let’s try to get soee sleep. We've got a
long day tomorrow.®




