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At the time of the first British STAR TREK convention, I was very new into fandom.
I'd written a few stories, purely for my own entertainment - and thinking back
over them now, most of them were pretty bad. I bought those zines which were
available when I Jjoined STAG - at the time, there weren't very many - but I

still didn*t think of submitting any of my own material for consideration.

Then I met Janet « and when she discovered I could write, the pressure was onl

I guite literally churned cub stories for her = still with no thought of
submitting them anywhere; I still didn't think they were any good.

And then one of the competitions announced for the second STAR TREK con was for
zines. I was staying with Janet at the time, and Marion Doug&ll(now Marion van
der Voort) was also there for a fow days; we'd been swapping story ideas,
Wwriting stories for Janet (I don't think I'l1l ever forget the evening when Marion
and I were both working on stories, alternating reachlng the end of a page, and
Janet had those pages off us, alternately, as soon as they were out of the type=~
writers and managipz to “ollow both stories at once.) And out of the brie I
decided to complle a zine out of the best of my stories and enter it for that
competition. aAnd it won.

Janet and I, with Beth Hallam, took over the running of STAG just after that
con when Jenny #lson, who started the club, had to glve up for health reasons,
And this was the second aine vwe put out (the first being log Intries 1)
Although we reprinted it, it has been out of print for some time, so when
Janet, Valerie and I decided to go independent and started up ScoTpress, it
seemed an excellent idea to tring it back into print.

At the time the zine was first compiled, I considered these stories to be the
best I had written; obvionusly with experience my writing has improved and I'm
no longer of that opinion, I did tidy the stoxries up slightly when I did the
stencils for this issue of @Enterprise Incidents 1, but did not rewrlite the
stories in any way.

Two of the stories, Flres of Lorn and Frejudice, were reprinted in Repeat Missions
2, which is also now out of print. And two of them, Cruelty is a Way of Life
and When Friends Fall ' ut were from ideas by Marion Dougall.

I enjoyed writing these stories; I hope you enjoy reading them,

December 1980



THE FIRES OF LORN by Sheila Clark

Kirk was puzzled.

Since the new Senior Medical Officer, Dr. McCoy, had come on toaxd the
Enterprise, he had been trying to develop smome sort of relationship with him -
in vain. McCoy, it scemed, did not want any sort of Human relationship; even
spock had noticed it. But then, neither did he want a Vulcan one; Spock had
tried speaking to him, and had been rudely rebuffed.

"Just leave me alone," McCoy had growled. "Let me get on with my duties;
you don't need to discuss anything with me unless and until I prove inefficient."

Kirk was unhappy about the situation as well as puzzled. He prided himself
on running a happy ship; 1t upset him that anyone on board should reject the
cameraderie the Enterprise offered everyone.

What he did not - could not ~ know was that McCoy also was desperately
unhappy. He wanted to respond to Kirk's friendly attitude; but he couldn't.
His divorce was too recent. He turned away from companionship...and aleone, he
brooded over the long breakdown of his marrimge. His wife's frequent infidelit-—
ies... He had come t0 accept them, he loved her, even part of her attention was
precious to him...only she knew too well that he had decided that even accepting
her cruelty and living in mlisery was preferable to living without her...and she
had set out to make his life more and more unbearable, to show him her power
over him... She had even alienated their daughter from him. Though, he rememb=
ered with a spark of pleasure, Joanna had eventually seen through her mother's
actions. It was she who had eventually persuaded him to break frec...yet, free,
he still longed for the faithless woman who had subjected him to hell for so
nany years.

He was enough of a psychoclogint - and certainly enough of an introvert -
to know that his preoccupation with the past was unhealthy. Yet he found that
he was afraid to trust anyone.,..even another man. One of her lovers had been a
man he called friend, a man he had believed he could trust...that had been the
most hurting of all her fidelities, he thought...she had set out to seduce his
friend, and he had not only succumbed Tbut had then prolonged the affair. He
oould have forgiven Bill, he thought, if it had only been the once; he couldn’t
forgive the months that Bill had continued to decelve him. 4And he couldn't for-
give the loneliness that the affair had caused him, for he hadn't trusted anyone
since.

He trisd persuading himself that here, on this Starship, things could ke
different; but his fear of fresh disillusionment was too strong. He tried tell-
ing himself that the Vulecan could be trusted; Vulcans were known for their
leyalty = they held disloyalty in total abhorrance, he knew; and was convinced
that with his luck, he'd strike the one Vulcan who was capable of disloyalty...
anyway, Spock was half Human, and MeCoy certainly distrusted the Human half.

Only with Scotiy was he at all at ease...the man he had known before his marriage,
and hadn't met during it, but with whom he had carried on a spasmodic but worth=
while correspondence during the terrible years when death itself would have been
preferable to life. Even wiith Zcotty, he held back...but Scotty understood. He
knew a little = a very little - of what hod Teen done to McCoy during those years
- times when McCoy, in despalr, had gilven him some clue, in the bitterness of

hig letters, of what had been happening. Virtually all he could offer McCoy was
his company whan solitude became even move unbearable than company. One night

he got McCoy drunk, and learned a great deal more than he had previously known;
but he kept his own counsel. He could have mentioned something to Kixk, who was,
he knew, worried about the surgeon, btut he felt that Mcloy would regarxd it as
another betrayal 1f he did. And the last thing McCoy needed was another betrayal.
Just one more might destroy him utterly.

Matters continued in this way for some time, while the Enterprise moved on
through space. McCoy, seeing the friendship around him, became, 1f anything,
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even more bitter that he could not - dare not - share it; and rejected every
attempt t0 include him among them that the rest of the crew made. He found himw:
self even beginning to reject Scotty, who watched, not knowing what to do to
help his frlend

Matters were at this stage when the Enterprise reached Delta Leporis.
There was a small research station on its third planet, living in an uneasy peace
with the native humanoids, who called their world 'Lorn' =~ a woxd which, in theix
own tongue, meant 'Barth’, The natives themselves were friendly, btut there was a
small but powerful guild of men who, for lack of a Better term, the research
personnel called 'witch doctors': Certainly they seemed to have the function of
healers, tut the settlers had early learned that their cures were rather ineff-
ectual. Most of the sick who were 'cured' by then would have recovered natura~
11y by themselves; the peally sick died, And the witch doctors claimed that
the dead had not had enough faith in the cure for it to works

The station personnel had not, however, tried to do anything about it; +that
would have been accounted interference in the native culture. But one or two of
the natives, seeing that nonec of the newcomers had yet died, had gone to them for
medical help instead of to the witch doctors.

The station doctor had given it; so far, no~one had died after his help,
and so the witch dogtors had said nothing, But he knew that they were only bid-
~ing thelr time. The first death after a Pederation treatment, and there would
be trouble. But he was temperamentally incapable of refusing help to the ailing.

Kirk included McCoy in the landing party, wondering if the change in envir-
onment, and the company of the station doctor, might hegin to break down the wall
that the surgeon had so obviously erescited around himself...no-one, Kirk knew,
could be so utterly self-sufficient ezcept through choice - or so apparently
self-sufficient. And it was becoming clear to him that whoever broke through to
McCoy, it wasn't going to be him. : :

Only it didn't work. HeCoy was even more abrupt and cynical than usual.

They were still there, talking to the station personnel, when two natives
arrived, one of them carrying a sick child. The station doctor turned to meet
them; MeCoy, showing the first sign of interest that he had yet shown, joined
him.

' "They've begun to trust us," Dr. Watson said. "They've been coming Tor
treatment for some months now."

"that about the native medicine men?' MeCoy asked.

"They don't like it, but they haven't done anything about it that we know
of."

The two doctors bent over the sick child, The illness was obviously well
advanced -~ too well advanced. :

When the landing party went back to the Enterprise, McCoy asked perm1551on
to remain behind -~ the ship didn't have to leave for some hours. "The child's
very 1ll," he explained’ abruptly.

Kirk nodded, "Yes, of course,” he agreed glad to see Mcloy showing
concern for someone, and also, in a way, glad to let MeCoy see that he could be
flexible and reasonable. ,

The child died.
Immediately, the witch doctors moved.
They went to the station, demanding the two doctors, accusing them of
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caveing the death of the child by their alisn treatment. Before the station

commander could do anything, the witch doctors had left; taking Watson and McCoy
by force. The commander, Lti Taylor, contacted Kirk,

He explained what had happened, and finished, "There was nothing I could do,"
“T*11 be right down,” Kirk said.

He beamed down alone. Spock wanted to accompany him, but Kirk refused. "The
situation down there must be pretty explosive," he said. "The witch doctors must
be the bogses down therej with a dead child as ammunition, they'll be able to
nanoeuvre things to suilt themselves. I want to try to save McCoys; he's a good
doctor, even if he wasn't one of my men. Watson, tog, 1f it's at all possible;
but I don't want to risk anyone else in the process."

Taylor met him when he beamed down. "The natives are showing signs of hos~
tility « though not as many as I'd have expected. Mayhe they're a bit disillus-
ioned themselves at the witch doctors; they wouldn't have been coming to us for
medical help otherwise. And one of them whispered to me that the dead child was
an orphan, brought here by members of a witch doctor's family."

"Watson and MeCoy were set up?"

"It looks like it."

"Any idea where they were taken?"

"To the witch doctors' village," Taylor replied.
"And?* |

"I don't know, But I imagine they'll be killed. I didn't have enough men
here to defy the witch doctors, Captain...and anyway, I have my ordersy not to
alienate the natives if at all possible.”

Taylor gave Kirk directions for finding the witch doctors' village, and
Kirk set off quickly, afraid that, even so, he would be too late.

The village was built in a hollow surrounded by low, undulating hills., Trees
grew sparsely around. - To one side of the village was another hollow. Smoke rose
ominously from it; and from its direction came the sound of screaming. Kirk
shivered at the agony in the screams, wondering what was happening, aware that
the two Humans must be the victims, angry that they should be treated in such a
way, and yet realising that it was stupid - Spock would have said illogical =
to be angry with the natives for behaving accerding to their own culture.

He moved quickly towards the smoke~filled hollow, not yet able to see into it.

As he came in sight of its centre, the screaming stopped. At first he could
see nothing in the hollow for the smoke. Natives stood around the rim of the
hollow; fewer of them than he'd expected; then he realised that the killing
must be being watched only by the witch doctors - and perhaps by some chiefs, too,
but not by the ordinary people.

Then the smoke. clearad slightly.

In the centre of the hollow was a pole. Tied to this pole, hanging limp,
held up only by it, was a man in surgeon's blues -~ a uniform burned and smoke=
blackened, but still recognisable - barely. From this distance, and with the
victim's head dropped foxward, Kirk couldn't make out which of the two men it
was. He ran forward.

The natives were moving now, as several of them made their way into the
~hollow, picking their way carefully - the ground was obviously very hot. They
removed the 1limp figure from the péle, carried it out of the hollow, and dropped
it carelessly on the ground as Kirk reached them.

He looked down at it. He still could not tell which of the doctors it had
been; the face was burned beyond recognition. Feeling slightly sick, he loocked
away from the half-cremated bhody and up at the witch doctors who stood there.
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"What have they done, that they must suffer this?"

"They axe responsible for the death of one of ouxr people.™

"ifould your own cures have worked?" ‘

"Perhaps. If the child believed sufficlently that we would cure him."
"The child was too ill, and too young, 10 believe anything,” Kirk replied.

The spokesman of the witch doctors threw him a look of pure hatred, and
sald, "Your ‘'doctors' are not members of our guild of healers."

"They are members of the guild of healexrs of our own people.”
"The child died."

"The child would have died anyway. Would he not?"

"Perhaps. Perhaps not.”

, Out of the cormer of his eye, Kirk saw another figure in blue being forced
irto the hollow...no, not forced, exactly. he was not resistlng - Put without
turging and looking directly he couldn't see which one it was. "Must they both
die?" he asked. ‘

"No." Despite his obvious hatred of Kirk, the man was honest. "Any of the
witnesses may attempt a rescue.®

"Attempt?™

"When the fires are 1it, any of the witnesses may try to cross the flames
and release the criminal. If he does so, successfully, and brings the criminal
vack safely through the flames, the man is frecd.”

Kirk nodded, "I may attempt this?"

The witch doctor signified agreement. "You may; but what guarantee have,
we that your people will not take vengeance on us for your death when you fail?”

Kirk pulled out his communicator. "I will tell my people that if I die,
1t is my own fault.” ‘

Wery well.®
Kirk £lipped open the communicator. "Kirk to Enterprise.”
"Enterprisc, Spock herxe."

"My, Spock. I have a chance to save one of the doctors, If I die in the
attempt, it will be my owm fault, and not that of the natives."™

||Gaptain - it

"You will not interxfere, Mr. Spock. That's an order. Ve must abide by the
local rules, otherwise the research station will have to close and we will be
unable to maintain contact with this culture. Kirk out." He closed the commun=-
icotor and turned back to the witch doctor. "Satisfied?n

The man nodded again. Kirk could see satisfaction in his face, and knew
that in the native's opinion, he had no chance, and that the witch doctor welw
comed the thought that another of these intruding aliens would die.

Kirk now looked directly into the hollow.

The doctor was tied to the pole; and Kirk could still not see c¢learly which
one it was. He hoped it was McCoy - logically it should be; the witech doctors
would surely be morxe intent on destroying the one they knew, the one who had been
usurping thelr position - McCoy had simply been a bonus to them, as he would be -
t he had no certainty that the natives could, in fact, tell one alien from
another. If that was so, MoCoy could have died first...and though MeCoy was still
a stranger to him, he was one of his men...and he hated losing any of his men.
Smoke still curled lazily from the ground. What made it burn? Wisps of smoke
drifted betwecn him and the sacrificial pole... He didn't think he had been seen
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yet by the unfortunate doctor, who appeared to be paying llttle attentlon to what
Wwas going on. Wag it McCoy?

Then, with a suddenness that made him jump, flames shot up from the ground.
What made it burmn? He had seen nothing to cause it...the natives had 1it noth-
ing. He glanced at the smiling witch doctor, who watched him, spite in his eyes.

"Are you still willing to txy to rescue him?"
"Yos, "
Kirk turned then, and without hesitation plunged forward.

Smoke stung his throat; fumes make him choke, and he gasped in more of the
acrid smoke. He coughed, and each cough, as he gasped for breath, forced him to
inhale more of the fumes. This wouldn't do. He stopped, shielded his mouth and
nose with his sleeve, and brought his breathing under control. AS he did, heat
from the fire singed his clothes and hair. He tried to orientate himself, In
the coughing spasm, had he lost sight of the direction in which he had to go?

He could only hope not. He could see only a few feet. He went on in what he
hoped was the right direction.

Fresh flames shot from the ground close beside him, and involuntarily he
Jerked away, tripped and fell. His right hand landed on a red-hot stone; he
tried to pull away from it, but his weight was on it, and it took a couple of
geconds to readjust his balance so that he could 1ift his hand. He scrambled to
his feet again, hardly aware of the burning agony in his hand except as an ace-
ompaniment to the inferno. An unwary deep breath brought hot air into his lungs,
and he reallsed that he could have damaged them quite seriously. He must watch
not to breathe too deeply.

He moved on, feeling his way, one sleeve over his nose to keep from breath-
ing in too much of the heated air, unable to go too fast in case he walked straight
into one of the flame gushers, which seemed to vary their position... No, that
couldn't be possible, was he hallucinating? There was as yet no screaming...was
that worth anything?

Then he came into an almost clear space. The pole was in front on him. He
was behind the victim, and still couldn't see his face. He stumbled round to the
froent of the pole.

It was McCoy.

MeCoy had gone to the sacrifice, if not willingly, at least with complete
resignation. This was the end. Death was almost welcome. No more fear, no moxe
WOrTy...n0 more dread of betrayal, no more loneliness. He prepared himself tc
die with courage, hoping that he would not give the natives the satisfaction of
hearing him scream as Watson had done. The natives were masters of suspense, it
seemedy when the flames sprang up, they were not, at first, near him, though
the spouts of flame were coming nearer with every eruption.

The flames were close when, out of the smoke behind him, came a blackened
figure that he recognised, with some astonishment, as his Captain.

"Captaini" he gasped.
"Are you all right?" Kirk asked as he reached for the knots tying McCoy.

"Yeg; +the flames have been too far sway... But you, Captain...” as he
realised more fully the condition of Kirk's clothes and hair, "...what about you?"

"IT*'11 do,"” Kirk said, struggling with the cobstinate bindings. They were not
rope ~ of course not, he thought, rope would burn - and they were difficult to
untie. Tt didn't help that he only had the full use of his left hand; for the
first time he realised jJust how badly the right one was damaged. But he had to
uge it to unfasten McCoy, He grunted involuntarily as the rough bindings tore
at the burns.




"What's wrang?" Mcloy asked.

"Burnced my hand a 1little," Kirk said as the fastenings gave way. McCoy
turned, reaching for Kirk's hands.

"Let me 886!

"No time," Kirk said. "We have to get ouk. We can't beam back fo the ship,
unfortunately; we have to stick to the rules., If we can get back to the edge of
the hollow, you'll be counted innocent of causing the child's death. Come on.”

Together ﬁhey.moved back into the infermo. "Keep your arm over your mouth,"
Kirk warned.

McCoy nodded. He knew all about the danger of breathling over heated air.

Somehow, now that he had company, Kirk found the conditlons not quite so
unpleasant. In addition, he was relieved - more relleved than he would have
thought possible - that the survivor was, in fact, the unfriendly McCoy,

Flames spouted up round them, and once, on the way back, McCoy pulled Kirk
away from a gusher that sprang up close - though net as close as the one that had
burned him. As they went, getting ncarer the perimeter, the flames lessened;
and at last, they stumbled into clear air.

The witch doctor walked over to them, unwilling respect on his face. "Your
friend is declared innocent of causing the death of the child,” he told Kirk stiffly.

"Thank you," Kirk said. With his left hand he pulled out his communicator.
"o to beam up." ' :

They were barely materialised when MeCoy reached again for Kirk's hand ~ he
knew now which one was burmed. He drew in his breath sharply when he saw the
extent of the damage to it. "Sickbay, Captain,” he said. "Now."

‘Kirk nodded. He felt tired and weak now from thé reaction, and he stumbled
as he left the transporter pad. MeCoy caught him before he could fall,

"1'11 manage," he sald. ‘

McCoy looked at him. "Who are you trying to impress, Captain?”
Kirk shook his head. "I'll manage," he repeated.

McCoy slipped an arm round him. "All right, but Jean on me."

In sickbay, he checked Kirk over carefully once he had attended o the
immediately obwvious injuries - he himself was uninjured. "Some slight damage to
the lungs,™ he said. "Did you %reathe in any of that superheated air?"

"4 little, T think," Kirk admitted.

"And you didn't think it worthwhile telling me? How am I supposed to treat
ny patients when they won' t co-operate?” He scowled at Kirk, and pointed to one
of the Dbeds. "Lie down., I'm not letting you ocut of here for a couple of days, so
you may as well make yourself comfortable.”

"Doctor, I think you're a bit of a bully." Kirk watched McCoy carefully as
he spoke, his mental fingers crossed that he wasn't rulning his contact with MeCoy
almost before it was created. MeCoy looked at him, and Kirk flinched at the look
in the doctor's eyes. "Sorry," he said. "That wasn't a very good joke."

McCoy seemed to relax. "All doctors are bullies," he said. "Sometimes it's
the only way to get the patients to behave thomsalves.?

Kirk grinned at him.

"Captain...” McCoy hesltated. “Captain ~ thank you. = You could have died
down there..." ‘
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MItts all right," Kirk said. "ind McCoy - I was glad to see it was you,
and not Watson."
They looked at each other. Kirk took a desp breath.

He had reached McCoy after all. Only time would tell what sort of relation-
ship would develop betwecen them. But contact had been made.

Careful, Jim - don't push too hard.

"Doctor ~ get Spock down here, please. I want to ses him."

FRKHARXEHRHEXERERKRR

OPERATION ANNIHIIATE - AN INTERLUDE

McCoy sat in sickbay, feeling utterly miserable. He had Just made one of
the biggest mistakes of his life = but he was not the one who would kave to suffer
for it. Wo, the one who would suffer was one of the two dearest friends he had -
a man for whom he would willingly have walked barefoot through hell, if by so do-
ing he could have helped himi and who would soon —~ 100 soon -~ be leseving the
Enterorise for ever. Somehow, the fact that Spock bore him no grudge, had, indeed,
tried to sase his feelings of guilt, mede it worse. Spock wasg blind, and there
wag nothing - absolutely nothing - that he could do sbout it.

The intercom buzzed, breaking into his guilty abstraction.
"Sickbay ~ McCoy here.!
"Tell Spock it worked,! came Kirk's voice.

It worked. Well, it was something. Spock hadn't been blinded wholly mean—
inglessly. "He'll bve happy to hear it," he said dully.

"Bones ~ it wasn't your fault. DBones..."

He flicked off the intercom, cutting off the voice. It was his fault. He
had acted first and thought after. He had acted far toc hasgtily. He should have
walted for the remults of the first test to be processed, instead of trying to be
clever.

He rose wearily, and went over to the bed where Spoclk lay. "Spock -~

"1 heard, Doctor. We were successful. Gratifying." His voice was even,
unemotional as always. There might almost have been nothing wrong with him -
except that he was lying with his eyses closed, almost as if he was trying to
pretend that his lack of gight was voluntaxy.

MeCoy felt a sudden need to say sowething - to do something. He was sure that
Spock was miserable, no matter how well he hid ity he wanted to $ry to cese the
deosolation he sensed Spock was fesling, but which he would not —~ could not - let
anyonc sec. tTet he knew that any exovression of sympathy would be rejected.

"Spock ~ I'm sorry -~ " he tried.

Spock breoke in. "There is no nced to sound so depressed, Doctor. It was my
own fault, You wantoed to give me a visor to protect my cyesy T refused it."

"Yeos - and I should have insisted, in spite of you."
"The Captain agreed with mo.!
"In spite of both of you."

"Doctor, it is done. There is no point, now, in trying to decide who was, or
was not, to blame, or what we could have done to prevent 1t. I have accepted its
it is time for me to begin learning how to live with my blindness. I am physically
wells fully able to begin packing my personal belongings in readincss for lecving
the ship at the next Starbase. If you would kindly guide me to my quarters..."

"Not yot, Spock," McCoy said. There was really no reason why not, he knews
hut he found himself wanting to put off the moment when he must. admit that thers
was nothing to be done - even though he had known i% for some hours now,



10

Spock turned his hkead towards McCoy at that, opening his eyes in an invol-
untary reaction to the doctor's refusal to let him leave sickbay. 4s he did so,
he flinched and ghut his eyes again.

"What's wrong?" McCoy asked sharply.
"Pain - behind my eyes."

McCou moved to his desk for his small opthalmic torch. He come back, and
dimmed the lights. "Openyoureyes,” he ordered.

spock obeyed. MNMcCoy shone the light into one eye, then the other, watching
the reaction carefully, The oye muscles were again reacting almost normally,
bite.. Spock was gtill staring blankly up at hdm.

He put down tho forchy and moved dispiritedly to put the lights up again.
He sbood, then, looking down at Spock, allowing his misery to show on his face.

Spock said slowly, "You necd not look so worried, Doctor."
McCoy stared at him, his heart leaping with sudden hope. '"You can see?ﬂ
Spock noddeds Mi little dimly still, but my sight is recovering quickly.!"

"I don't understand. The optic nerve couldn't have survived that intensity
Of light. L] l1!

"I had forgotten it myself, but Vulcons have on inner eyelid that closes
involuntarily to shut out high-intensity glare. It must have afforded me suffic-
ient protection to enable my cyes to recover, even though I was at first dazzled."

MeCoy continued to stare at him with barely-concealed ¥elief. Then, in
sudden reaction, he buried his face in his hands, wanting to hide his expression.
Spock looked ot him, not fooled. He reached over, and put his hand for a moment
on MeCoy's arm.

The doctor took a deep breath, and roached out for his torch once more. MlLie
back, Spock, I want to check you over."

"Doctor, I assure you - " _

"Wos, I know... %ell, you scem to be all right. Let's go and tell Jim."

Together, they walked out of sickbay on their way to the bridge.
HHARERRHHKHRHHRHHH N

CRUELTY IS A WAY OF LIFE

The boy ran desperately down the dimly-1it street, his lungs straining for
air as he wont. Behind him came his father, only fractionally less distressed.
They slowed for a moment, unable to hear their pursuers any longer, to relieve
their distress, but almost at onco the dreaded cry of M"Havi! Havil!" came from
behind them again. The boy sobbed in fear, then they were ruaning again.

"This way!" the father gasved, and they ducked down o norrow alley. For a
moment, the boy hoped that his move had shaken off thelr pursuers, but seconds
later they heard the horsh voices. "They went this way!!

They passed » pile of old boxes lying at the gide of the alley, Jumbled
untidily. '

"Hide!" the father goasped. He hesitated long enough to be sure the boy was
hidden from view, then went on, faster now. that he was not held back by the
child's lack of speed.

In his nest of boxes, the boy struggled to control his tco-fast breathing,
surc that the pursuers would hear him panting for breath.

The horrible sound of a mobts footsteps came nesrer and nearer. He peered
out of o tiny crack. First came the fanatics, the bigots, %he ones who were the
force behind all mobsg. Then came the mass of themy the ones caught up in the
mob spirit, the ones sasily led, the ones afraid to be different, all ag dangerous
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to him ag the leaders. A&t the rear, the less enthusiastic, who were beginning to
feel that they'd done enough, that perhaps the Havi would leave now that they'd
had this chase to frighten them, who were feeling the strain of the long chase as
much as their terrified prey. Then they were all past, and he remained undetected.

He relaxed for the first time in many hours as he listened to the yells disg-
appearing into the distance. Then, with horrifying suddenness, the yells took on
a new note — triumph. He shuddered, knowing what if meants the mob had caught
his father. He closed his eyes, toking a silent farewell of the man he knew he
would never see agaiw He would not even dare try to retrieve his father's body,
but must leave it for the dogs and the carrion birds that preyed on the filth in
the city streets, for he know that that would be what his father would want.

He staysd put for some time, until the horrible sounds ceasged ond he knew the
mob had had time to disperse. They would be triumphant at heving killed a Hava,
but irate that another had escaped them. Some of the fanatics would doubtless
prowl the streets all night, hoping to find the Hava cub. He would have to be
very careful if he wanted to escape... :

Sensoers indicated that the planct, thoush now at a primitive level of dev-
elopment, had once been much more advanced; possibly a war had destroyed the
world's culture, but it was certoin thot some knowledge of the old ecivilisation
must have lagted; the traces of civilisation were not so old as to be more than
two or three Jjenerations back. And in one area, there werc even traces of still-
gxisting technology.

Kirk chose to beam down to this area, tsking with him Spock, HcCoy and three
guards.

They had barely materialised when they found themselves prisonecrs. The guards
reacted more swiftly and automatically than thelr officersy and on producing their
weapons, they were promptly killed.

Kirk, Spock and McCoy were taken to a large bullding, elong peoorly-1lit pass-
ages and up wmany stairs to o large, comfortable~looking room. & tall man wailted
theres +tall, impressive, well-built, he looked every inch a leader. He regarded
them thoughtfully.

"I am Medolla, chiof scientist of this city," he said. His voice was decp,
guiets he gave the impression that he never, for any reason, ruifsed his voice -
or needed to. "and you are - P

"Captain James T. Kirk, commending the U.3.8. Enterprise. My first officer,
Mr. Spock, my chief medical officer, Dr. McCoy." He paused for a moment, then went
one  'Mr. Kedolla, T would like to know the mesaning of this. We came hewre in peace,
and wers arrested, three of ny ten killed, almost before we had time io arrive."

"Peace?!" Medolla ansked. 'Hhat is peace?"

They stared at him in sstonishments he sounded ne if he genuinely didn't
lknow the word. He turned to Spocks "You are different from the others.!

"That is correct.,. I am & Vudcan.!

"Yulean...oh, yoes. Vulcan. I remember sesing & reference to Vulcans in one
of our old bhooks. It dis gaid that Vuicans have o remarkable capacity to endure
pain. Now that we have & Yulean here, it would make an interesting study ~ 1o
sce 1f tho book is correct." He turned back to Kirk. "How did you cowme here,
Captain James T. Kirk? What is the 'Enterprise'?

~ "3ince you alrea&y know about Vulcans, you must be able to work that out for
yoursclf."

" spaceship, Captain James T. Kirk. Lim I right? Yes, of course I am; and
very useful it will be, too.

I want that ship, Ceptain.”
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Mou must be joking.!

"Toking? Never. We nced your ship — ond we need it now. Surely you will
co—-operate with us in this smell matter. OCr would you rather see your friends
suffer?" There was a vicious note in his voice now, and his very gquietness
intensified it.

"I can't betray my ship, Medolla — whatever you do to us."® Kirk's voice
wos as quiet as Medolla's.

"As you wish, Captain." He turned to the guards who stood behind the prison-— -
ers. MTake them to the interrogation room.M

Kirk and McOoy_weré manacled to bars while Spock was dragged to a frame in
the centre of the room. 4 guard busied himself lighting a brazier near it.

Once the fire was lit and catching up well, he put an iron onto i,
then left. The three men locked at cach other.

"Do not distress yoursclf, Captain," Spock said. "You caunct betray the
ship. We all know that. I can block out the pain.™

Thoy were left for nearly an hour, then Medolla came in; sccompanied by
several guards. He pointed fto Spock. "Romove hisg shirt.m

They unfastened him to pull off his shir%, then fastened him back again in
the frame, this time with his ame held wide apart.above his head.

"That will be all," Medolla gaid, and the guerds left. He turned to Kirk.
"iell, Captain? Have you changed your mind?"

Kirk shook his head. Y“I cannot.M

"I wonder." He took the iron out of the fire, and studied its red-hot tip
for a mopent with clinical deliberation. They he applied it firmly to Spock's
chest. The horrible smell of burning flesh £illed the room. 8Spock's face did not
ohenge, but pain showed cleurly on McCoy's face, whlle Kirk closed his eyes,

nable to watch.

licdolla prolonged the torture until the iron was no longer showing red, then
he put the iron back in the fire. Bpock, who had endurced in silence and defiance,
collapsed unconscious as soon 28 the iron was removed.

Hedolla glanced at Kirk. "I ses that what the books said =bout Vulcans was
true, Captain. He does indeed endure pain to an amazing extent."

Kirk ignored him., Medolla moved over to him. "Yet even he cannot endure for
cver, What will you say when he begs you for mercy, Captain?!

"Do you really think he willp"

Medeclla looked at Spock consideringly. "Perhaps not...but your other friend.
He is not Vulcan. What will you do whan I start on him? When he begs for mercy?"

"None of us will beg for mercy," Kirk replied.

"Con you even guarantes thail they will remain your friends when you are so
inconsiderate of their well-being?!

"It 11 take more than you can do teo bresk our loyalty to each other!" McCoy
broke in.

"I wondor," Medolla said, almost purring now. Behind him, Spock raised his
head again. "It will be interesting to see if you are right." He glanced towards
Spock. "ih, good. You are back with us again. Just in time for the next act.!

He moved back to the brazier. "The first time is...compavatively easy to
cndurce. But a sevond burn - on the samc place = that is...not so easy." He
lifted the iron again, ite fip glowing red. He applied it very carefully.

Spock mode no sound, but the others could see the sweat running down his
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body. hLgain Medolla kept the iron in place until it lost its colour; this time
Spock collapsed before it was removed.

Kirk fought to remein in control of himseclf. Anything less would betray
Spock's endurance. Medolla turned to the others.

"T would not like him to die too soon," he murmured. "Doctor - you have with
you a bag, containing, I believe, medicatlions. You will give him & stimulant, to
revive him more quickly."

"So you can tortupe him sgain?' McCoy snapped. "Like hell I willl™
lledolla smiled unpleasantly. "Hould you prefer to take his placef"

"Yes, I would!" lcCoy exclaimed. "I'd give you better entertainment, too. I
haven'$ his endurance or his centrol. You'd get your screams of agony from me -
but you still wouldn't break mel™

"Tou think not? His eyes come next."
Kirk's heart cringed. No, he moaned to himself in agony.

MceCoy looked across at Spock, hanging limply in the frame. "I'm still ready
to take his place.!

Hedolla looked at him, his cyobrows raised, then on to Kirk, whose lips were
firmly set as he struggled to hide his torment. "I see what you mean, Captain.
YTou are all very stubborn. However, it is easy to make such s decision on the
spur of the moments I will give you an hour to think about it. Tt will be inter-
esting to see if you arce still willing to take his place after you have had Hime
to think, Doctor."

Ee moved to the door. The guards were there; as Medolla left, they entered
and unfastened the prisoners. XKirk and McCoy were made to 1ift Spock - not that
they needed any forcing - and carry him to & small, bare roonm.

There wasg nowhere to put Spock but on the floor. NHeCoy wasn't even given
his medical kit, despite Hedolla's carlier order. He looked at the burn, his
mouth setting in renewed pain at the severity of it, then turned to Kirk. "Jim,
do you really think Medolla would let me take Spock's place? Or was it just
another way of torturing us? I think he wants to blind Spock anyway, to seec if
the renowned Vulcan endurance can bear even that...”

"Would you really do that for him, Bones? But even if you did, it wouldn's
holp mes.

"Ho's got ~ ohy a century of life to go yet. I'wve got - with luck - a quarter
of that. Which of us is the wmore logical to blind?'" He caught at Kirk's arms.
"Jim, you can't let them blind Spock!™

o you really think Medolla would ligten? 'Please, Medolla, blind McCoy
instead of Spock'. He'd just go ahead and blind Spock cnyway, because that would
make him think Spock means morc to me than you do.M

"Gan you sbtand by whilec -~ "

"While they burn out his eyes? I don't know, Bones, But I must try. I can't
betray the ship for one man, no matter how much he means to me personally.!

"You are correct, Captain. You have no cholce."
They whirled. Spock was lying locking at them.
"How long have you been awake, Spock?! McCoy asked suspliciously.

"I have been awake for some minutes, Doctor." Was that a gleam of amuscment
in his oyes?

MeCoy Yurned away, biting his 1lip, certain now that Spock had heard hisg offer
and. was on the point of saying 'Totally 1llogical, Doctor'. Then he swung back.

"Spock, how do you think we can watch you like that? It was bad enough...
How do you think Jim can stand it?"
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"He is the Captain of the Enterprise. He must do his duty. ALs I would do
were I in his places as you would do, were it forced on you. Suppose Medolla
were to offer you my eyes - and Jim's — as the price of betraying the Enterprise.
What would you do?"

McCoy buried his face in his hends. Kirk came to himy put a hand on his
shoulder, anguish on his face. "Don't, Spock." His voice broke. "Don't wagte
the few minutes left to us in uscless arguing. We will endure whatever he does
to us, together." ' '

Spock was gilent for some minutes, then said, "Jim...Doctor..,I have a favour
to ask of yous..both of you. Please, do not watch. Shut your eyes, turn your
heads away."

"We'!ll endure together,! Kirk said, with an effort.

Spock shook his head. "Please, Jim. It will...make it easier for me if I
know you are not watching."

Reluctantly, Kirk said, "O0.K., Spock; I won't watch,"
"Doctors!
”Iln oL pl‘omise, SPOCko“

"ic won't have to endure for long, anyway," Spock added, "Hedolla dare not
let us live ~ especially after he blinds me. He obviocusly knows a falr amount
about the galaxys he must know that if he lets us go after...afterwords, repris-
als are likely te be taken agalnst his planet

They sat close together now, enjoying each other's company while they could.
They were not left for much longer. The guards came back soon -~ too soon.

They were taken back to the interrogation room. A new frame stood near the
brazier, a more complicated-looking one than had been enployed cariior, It was
obviously designed to hold a man's head steady while his eyes...

Kirk and McCoy werc forced to the bars at the side, and manacled in place.
They were placed go that they could not see what was done to Spock except from
the side. Spock was dragged ~ although he did not resist -~ to the frame, and
fagtened to it. Bars were fastencd across hisg bedy so that there was no chance
of his wmoving.

They were given no further regpite. Hedolla came in at once.
"iedolla!l" MeCoy called. "I'm still ready.”

Medolia locked at him. "Interesting, Doctor. But I really believe it will
boe more instructive to blind your Vulcon friend." He reached for the iron as the
guards went out again.

As HMedolla approached Spock, Kirk looked at McCoy. "Bones. !
McCoy looked at him. "We promised.”

Their faces turned towards each other, they closed their eyes, but they could
not close their ears of thelr noses. They heard the iron as it burned, and smelt
the burning flesh again. Kirk choked on a whimper of agony, forcing himself to
remain silent so as not to make it harder for Spock. The sizsling sound ceaseds
there was the sound of the iron being replaced in the fire, then Medolla's voide..

"One. You can still save the other eye, Captain.”

Kirk wag unable to spesk in his need to remain defiant and his even greater
need not to disgrace Spock's endurance.

"io? Vexy well, then.'" He moved back towards the brozicr. Their eyes shut,
they heard the iron removed from the firey the horrible sound of burning flesh
as the smell intensificd. There was still no sound from Spock.

The iron clatiercd back ontc the brazier. liedolla reburned to them. "Still
doefiant, Captain?!
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Kirk foreced himseif to stare a2t the man, his disgust at the scientist's smile
showing clearly in hig face. .

"You will get your wish tomorrow, Doctor. Tomorrow, if your Captain is
still obstinate, it will be your turn."

He moved tc the door. The guards came back and forced Kirk and McCoy oub.
They were taken back to the bare little room, and locked in.

Alone ot last, Kirk broke down. IicCoy held him, trying to comfort him,
hiding how much he also needed comfort. A4t last Kirk pulled himself together.

"Wy haven't they put Spock back with us?" he asked, anguish in his voice.

"Spock was right," McCoy sald, his voice quivering. '"They won't let us
live. They've probably killed Spock now, because he's no more use to them."

T hope so," Kirk whispored. "Becauss it would mean hs wouldn't have to
suffer any more." He was silent for = moment, then -~ "Bones., I've got this
fer, I can't surrender now. So that tomorrow...!

"Itts all right, Jim. I don't blame you, any more than Spock did.!

Kirk was silent for a long time. At last, he said, "Bones - how could any
race bocome so cruel...p!

There was a sound at the door. Both men tensed, forcing control on them—
selves.

Hedolla stood thero,
"Well" Kirk asked, no hint of surrender in his menner.
"You have one last chance to save your Vulcan's life, Captain.

"I cannot betray my ship. Besides, you would carry your cruelty to every
part of the galaxy. It is my dubty to prevent that.?

"Ian't cruelty the way of life everywhere?!

Uia!M Kirk snapped, revolted at the thought. "Only among uncivilised races.
Tou ¢all yourself a scientist, but you represent the most unciviliged race I'wve
ever encounteredi!

Medolla looked at himg then left without ancther word.

It became colder: they huddled together, deriving both warmth and comfort
from the contact. Neither could sleep; after a while, they gave up even trying,
2nd spoke softly together, trying to recall happy memories, and with every word
tormented by Spock's abssnce. Lt last they heard 2 sound outside the door, and
slid opsrt as it opened. The guards entered, forcing them to their feet, and
took them out, along the corridor - but not to the interrogation room. They went
pest it, and on, past other deoors, up meny stairs, until at last they were stopped
in front of a final door. One guard opened its they were pushed in. The door
shut behind them. They heard the sound of a key being turned in the lock ag they
looked round their now prison.

It was small but comfortably furnished. The window was barred. It was
still & prison - why the comfort? Screens stood round the head of & bed. They
woent over to it, =nd found themselves staring at Spock.

The Vulcan was sleeping. His chest had been tendedy they could see the
white of bandages showing zbove the sheets. His face was unmarked.

Kirk'touched Spock's face. @datle though he was, fthe touch roused the
Vulcan, He cpered his eyes and stared up at then.

"Spock..." Kirk whispoered.

"How,..?" lcCoy gnsped.
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"It was a complicated bluff," Spock said. "Captain, Medolla and I had
guite a long talk last night - but I was unable to persuade hinm to let you
know the truth uwntil today, though he would not say why... I have a certain
anount of gympathy with his...@lshes, even though I deplore the...the method
he felt he had to enploy."

"Wou do?" MeCoy said. M"Spock, I know Vulcans never bear grudges, but
this is ridiculous.m

"On this plenet, scientists are...hated. This area is a sort of...reser~
vation...for them. Lny who are caught outside the arca are killed, mercilessly,
by a lynch mob., It is doubtful if the people of the planet remenber why, now,
but the ocry of 'Havi!' is enough to rouse them ~ that is their name for the
sclentists, who are, of need, a heridatary group new: The scientistg think the
hetred is because they are blamed for the destruction caused by the war that
destroyed the world's technology.

Medolle, as chief scientist - he knows nothing about science, I may add,
although this area has retained some of the lost techholgy ~ is simply looking
for somewhere where his people can live; free from persecution. But because
his people have becn subjected toc so much cruelty, he believed that the only
way to get what he wanted was by cruelty."

"I gsee," Kirk said. "And something made him change his mind?"

"He now surmises that he used the wrong methods. But what made him
realise it, T cannot surmise."

"L put you in & cell wherce I could listen to your conversation when you
thought yourselves unwatched,” Medolla said from behind them. YEven when you
thought Spock had been hlinded, you never spoke of seecking revenge. I was
particulorly impressed by your willingness to suffer in Spock's place, Doctor.
It rominded me of an occasion, many yeors ogo... MKy father and I were chased
by a mob., He found me a hiding place, &nd went on, drawing the pursuit after
him. He¢ wos caught, and killeds; and he could so easily nave e¢scaped by sacrif-
ieing me. You rominded me of himes.

Captain. 1 apologise for my treatment.of you and your friends. A1l I ask
is the chance for my people to leave here -~ to find ~ world where we can live
free from fesr and hatred. Is that so much to ask?"

Kirk shock his head.

"T hated what I felt I had to do,'" Medolla went on., '"Do you know why none
cf the guards stayed? None of them could bear to watch... I think I suffered
gquite as much as you did..." '

"Forget it," Kirk said. "I can't take your pcople, Medolla, but I can
talke a reopresentative to the Federation to plead your case. If hoe is successful,
and I don't see why he shouldn't be, the Federation will find you someplace to
sottle, and take you there. !

Medolla stanred at him, tears in his eyes. "Thenk you, Captain. I...I
thank you."

Medolla himself went with them to plead his case with the Federation. Kirk
showed him his gquarbers, then went off to sickbay, where McCoy had taken Spock
despite the Vulcan's protests.

He walked in on an argument, and grimned to himself. It was perhaps as
well that Medolls wasn't around %o hear this. He broke it up saslly by asking,
"Spock — how did Medolla manage that bluff about your eyes? We heosrd the burn-
ing ~ and smelt it too.V

"There was 2 plece of meat fastened to the frame begide my head., He dburned
it, There was & gog across my nouth so that I couldn't gpeak and so bebray
the trick.! :
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"ig simple as that," HMeCoy said disgustedly.
"When did you realise it was o ftrick?" Kirk asked curiously.

Spock hesitated. "When he burned the mesat," he said at last, very guietly.
ind in the hesitation, they resd what he had gone through, waiting for the iron.
"Captain," Spock went on. "Would you please tell Dr. MoCoy there is no necess-
ity to keep me here? I om not seriously damaged -~ M

"No, Spock, I won't. Tou'll stay here until he says you cen go."

Spock sighed openly. "Captain, +hat is a worse torture than anything Med-
olla thought up.” :

"hat's gratitude for youl" McCoy said. "I'm givive him a few days off -
and he calls it foriure!"

Spock looked »t him - but there was gratitude in his eyes. MceCoy smiled
down at him. "So if it's torture, Spock, kindly suffer it in silence!" he
finished.

Kirk laughed. "You can't win, Spock." He put his hand on Spock's shoulder
for = moment. "I'd better get back to the bridge," he added.

Lis he walked out he heard the argument behind him start again. He smiled
to himself. Nothing would ever stop them, he thought...but asg long as he knew ~
and they knew - how much they woere prepared to do for sach other, it didn't
mattor.

He was still smiling when he walked onto the bridge.
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Life is not particularly cxciting for a girl on Vulecnn.

L11 we can oxpect is a youth spent in learning and in obeying commands: a
womanhood of continuing obedience to our husbnads. Only when we are the mat-
riasrchs of our fomilics can we anticipate a position of power - particularly if
our families are importent — ond especially if we are widowed. Consider T Pau,
if you doubt my words.

When I wag seven, my mother told me I was o be marrisge-bound.

I was not particularly interested. I had known it must happeny that I had
no choice in the matter. It was simply another of many obediences. I would have
many years to get to know my mate before the final ceremony ~ if I found him
impossible, I could always choose to be fought for ~ if I could flnd a champion.
And yet, I had more choice than he. He could not refusc.

I kmow my mother was pleased that Sarck should consider our family suitable
to provide a mate for his som. I think my father had doubts. He remembered
Spock' s Humen heritage. Yot Amanda almost always behaved like a true Vulcan.
hnd Spock -~ if you did not know sbout his mother, you would never have guessed
thot his heritage wag...doubtful. Part olien. I only really knew that the
other boys did not seem to like him. I didn't fully understond why. I still
don't.

i8 I entered my teens, I hegan to realise that 1life did not have fto bhe come
posed of blind obedlence. Guile could accomplish much, if = wife were clever
enough ~ though I never saw my mother try to influence my father., What little
I saw of Spock, I likeds dut it secemed to me, even then, that he would be
difficult to influence.

Then he left Vulcan -~ to join Jtarfleet Command.

I could not forget himi there was an echo of his thoughts forever in my
mind. 3But for many years he was as a shadow, that need not he considersd.
Llthough I was congtantly being reminded - you must do thls...be that...Spock
will expeoct... :
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My body begen to maturey I knew the pon farr was approaching. 1 was .
forced to consider, again, the man my fathor hed nccepted for me.

- By now he was well-known on Vulcang almost a legend. Firgt Officer on
- the Enterprise, highly thought of, highly trusted by his Captain and fellow

officers. The boys who had once scorned him for his Humen blood now boasted -
that they had known him. T knew myseif to be ~ yes, envicd - by other girls.

But I was not happy. _ ‘
T considered whay wmy life would be as Spock's wife.

He was 3 highly-placed officer in Starflcet. Eventually, no doubt, he
would be promoted. I would be well-regarded as his wife. 3Bub I could not
accompany him. Starfleect regulations made it impossible. I had no skillg, no
training, to fit me for a plece on a starship.

So. I would see bim for a few days every seven years. Then he would be
gone again. I would bear his children, who would be six before their father
ever saw them. He would be a stranger to them. Cextainly I would have more
power to command my song thon a Vulcan mother normally has. Would the compen—
gate for the subtle insult of 2 husbend who could have a great career on his
own planet, but who chose %o absent himself? Envied, yesy but I would be so
scorned too, and by women whose husbands had no importance. Oh, they would
hide i% well, but I would know.

¥or would Spock be casy to influence. I had realised that long beofrej
now, it scemed to me that it would be almost impossible. For guile to work,
time is neededs; and time was what I would never have in my dealings with
Spocks. Not for at least a century. And I was becoming ombitious. There would
be no power for me without his presence. 1 had to work through a man.

I began to loock zbout me for an altsrnative.

Compered to what I have heard about Earth, Yulcan youth has few recreat-—
ions. The only place I could find my alternative was at one of the discussion
grouns I attended. Yet almost at once, I found him.

I had noticed him before, critically. He was excellent at supporting some-
one ¢lse's point of view in a discussion, but he had never put forward any orig-
inal argument. Now, I realised that he was perfect for my purpose. I could
infiluence him, and through him, Vulcan. I could make of him what he would
never be by himself.

hnd he was free. He had been marriage-bourd, but she had died in an
accident shortly before, and his family had ag yet found him no alternative
mate. He was of a family Important encugh for mine to amccepty T lmew that,
whatever happencd, I should not be permitted to marry a ncbody. -

I waltted for Stonn one night, Told him how much I respected his strength
in discussion. He knew his weakness — I convinced him that all he noedod was
a little more experience in supporiing others' views and he would find himzelf
producing original arguments. Then I set myself to putting suggestions into
his mind. He began to depend on me -~ although he never realised it.

One night he asked mo if I was mated. I admitted it, and explained'mw
doubts. He impediately offered to champion me. '

The time canme.

I wolcomed Speck - I could do ne other. I went to my wedding - I could
not refusce. I had some compunction for what I felt I must doy but Spock would
not be shamed, for if he was defeated, he would die. T think that T!'Pau
suspected what I intended when Stonn joined us, fthough she gaid nothing,

I hod doubts, however, as soon ss I saw Spock. I had net remembered him
o8 being quite go tall. He looked more powerful than Stomn. Muchk more power-
ful. . He was accompanied by two fricnds. Earthmen! If he chose them for
friends, his Human heritage must be stronger than I had supposed. Only later
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did" I .. redlise that, of necessity, he must befriend Earthmen oX else be totally
alone in the life he had selected.

I begen to look for anothor alternative.

Stonn could not defeat Spocks of that I was sure. I saw myself as Spock's
wife, willing or nos or rejected. Yess he would reject me, if I challenged. His
dride would not accept an wnwilling wife. His long absence made it clear that he
regarded his marriage as a duty, nothing more. He had no real desire to finalise
our union — I felt sure he had no real desire to marry at all, only to satisfy the
biological craving of his body. And for a moment I wondered what he would do in
seven years' time.

Yot there was no other man but Stonn...no, wait. Spock's friends. One of
them looked strong. If he should win, he would not want me. T'Pau would not
insist. Nor could she - she was Spock's matriarch, not mine. So I would get
Stonn. If Spock won, heo would reject me, for the combat would clean his blood.
But if by chance he did not reject me, and insisted on warrying me -~ well, he
would be gone again, and I would still have Stonn = provided 1 wag discrect — and
through Stonn, the power I craved. Stonn would not like being passed over, but I
knew I could placate him relatively easily.

hnd T was right. Spock won, and gave me to Stonn.

We hecard later that Spoclk's other friend, a doctor, monaged to revive my
champion, I was pleased. He served my purpose well.

I married Stonn shortly after. I am content.
Yot sometimes I lie awake in bed and worder,..did I make the right choice?
HN R R KN R R HK '
WHEN PRIENDS FALL CUT.cooa.

No-one knew exactly what caused the breach between Spock and McCoy,

The first definite indication of & serious quarrel between them was that when
Spock entered the rec room one day when bicCoy weas there, MeCoy got up without a
word, and walked out, going past Spock as 1f he wasn't there. Spock, for his part,
ignored the incident and woved over to wateh Sulu and Chekov playing chess ag if
nothing untoward had happened.

But that was only the beginning. They continued studiously avbiéing each
othersy and, oddly snough, McCoy also seemed to be aveiding Kirk,

The Captain was seriously worried. The whole crew wag tired - exhausted.
There just weren't enough Starships, Kirk decided; they were long overdus for
R & R, but every time they got near a Starbase, new orders sent them off on yet
another ecmergency mission. It nceeded wvery little to shatter the morale of the
entire orew — there were alrgady indications that nervous disorders were on the
increase. In addition, at their last planet-fall, one of the crew had picked up
a peculiar fever, which had proved to be highly infectiousy over half the crew
had contracted 1t before Mcloy found o cure. He was still coping with the after—
nath, and since M'Benga hod alse gone dowm with it, and was not long back on his
foet again, McCoy had been badly overworked. Kirk decided, therefore, not to
guestion the dector about it but rother to tackle Spock about the situation.

He waited until an evening when Spock had come to his quarters for a game of
chesss They played half-hesrtedly, neither being up Ho his usual standard, and
Kirk won by o rather larger margin than he usually did. Spock's mind, Xirk thought,
had definitely not been on the gsame.

hs they begon to set the board for another gome, Kirk said abruptly, "What's
wrong between you and Bones, Spock?!

Spock stiffencd. "It is...2 private matter, sir.M

"Private it may be, Spock, but it's upsetting the ship." Kirk ignored the
invisible wall erected by Spock's sudden formal 'sirt'. "Bveryone knows that you
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and. Bones digagree sbout everything under the sun - and thoroughly enjoy your—
selves in the process. Bul everyone knows equally well that this time it's '
serious. We're all overworked, badly in need of a rest - yes, you too, if you'd
be heonest enough to admit it - and far too tired to act sensiblys; in our present
condition, I know it's easy to take offense at nothing - but I'm not having the
crew upset by a disagreement between my senmdor officers. It's giving rise to
other gquarrels — I broke one up a few hours ago, in fact. The subject -~ your
guarrel with Bones. One man was saying it had to be your fault, the other held
that it was McCoy's fault. Since it's reached that stage, I think it's time for
me to do something about it. Now —~ what caused it7"

Spock still hesitated. A4t last he said, reluctantly, "I made an unforgivable
remark to the Doctor, sir."

Kirk looked at him in some surprise. "I won't embarrass you by asking what
you said - but couldn't you apoiogise?!

Spock rose. "No, sir. May I be excused now? I do have some work to do."
Xirk let him go, and zat back to consider the matter.

Since they were avoiding each other, the matter wag at least in abeyonce. .
Perhops, if he let it go for the moment, once they did get a break they would find
some way of resuming their normal relationship.

Pinally, however, matiers came to a head. Spock was in ithe rec room playing
chess with Sulu, who waz irying fto improve his game. BSulu was losing, in spite of
having an advantgge of a knight and & bishop. McCoy came in. He swerved to avoid
the Vulcan and came over to Kirk, who was watching the game halfwheartedly.

"Don't you think it's time we had rceoms for Humans only, Captain?" he asked
s
loudly. "I'm sick of tripping over pointed ears every time I turn round."

Kirk looked at him, startled. Thers was real venom in the doctor!'s voice.
Bveryone olse turned to look at McCoy too, except Spock, who moved his gueen
neatly into position, said quietly, "Checkmate, Mr. Sulu. Thank you for the gaume,
then got up and left.

fn

Kirk got up too. "I want a word with you, Bones. Let's go to my quarters.”

He said nothing more until both were sitting in his cabin, then he looked
over at McCoy. His heart sank. Thers was a grimly cbstinate expression on the
doctorts face, one Kirk remexbered from years before, from the days when McCoy
had been new on board the Enterprise, and regarded the entire world ag unfriendly
and untrustworthy.

Avruptly he changed his mind about what he wasg going to say, settling for,
"Bones, what is wrong between you and Spock? You've never acted this way before."

McCoy's lips tightened. "He said somothing I can't excusec.!

"Tou've insulted him pretty freely in the pést, Bones, snd he's never taken
offense," Kirk suggested. "Or doesn't that count? Do you rescerve for yourself
the right to insult him, but deny him the right to snswer back?!

McCoy didn't answer, sitting with his face implacably set. Kirk gave up.
"Well, I won't try to force you...just try to remember the times he's proved his
friendship, will you, Bones?... Meantime, kindly refrain from speaking slight-
ingly of Mr. Spock in front of junlor officers. He is still the first officoer
of this ship, and as such I ingist that he be given the public respect that is
his due."

MoCoy nodded. "Will that be all, Captoin?" he said coldly. "I have some
work to get on with." He went outb. :

A useful excuse, Kirk thought, remembering that Spock haed used the some one.
He sat staring at the door, wondering what had happened. Just what had Spock
said? He was unlikely ever to find out. Would they ever get together again?

Next day on the bridge, Spock made one or two slight mistskes. It was so
unusual as %o be unheard-of.,



21

"Are you feeling all right, Spock?" Kirk asked, thinking thot if Sppck were
ill, caring for him might bring McCoy to his senses.

"Perfectly all right, Captaein,' Spock replied. "I am a littlie tired, that
g all.n

An umusual admigsion as well, Kirk thoughts but of course the strain on him
of McCoy's behaviour must be intense, although he showed no sign that it was
bothering him at all,

That evening, as Kirk left the bridge with Spock, he suggested going to the
gym to practise free-~-fall combat; it had been some time since either of them had
worked out in free-fall. Spock agreed; they went off to one of the gyms, and
began a work-out.

Although ke had suggested the exercise, Kirk's mind wasn't fully on what he
was doing. He hadprimarily had in mind the wish to show Spock that whatever
licCoy was thinking, he wasn't letting it affect his attitude. He was thinking so
hard sbout Spock's problem that he misjudged an evasive action, and hurtled
towards the far wall, Spock reached the wall first, at the cost of a badly cut
arm a8 he took a shortcut round a plece of squipment, and managed to stop Kirk
from hurting himself badly, although Kirk twisted his back in the process.

Spock, raother grim-faced, helped Kirk to sickbay, whsre McCoy, in a worse
mood than ever, received them ungraciously. He pushed Kirk onto a bhed, and made
a rapid check.

"Why the devil do you play games with that damned alien, Jim?"

Kirk grinned, trying to make light of the situation. '"Why shouldn't I,
Bones?"

"Because he'll kill you one of these days, thatts why," McCoy growled. "And
when he does, I won't be staying on, if he's Captaln,”

Kirk twisted hig head to look at Spock, but the Vulecan had gone. Kirk didn't
even know if he'd s¥ayed long enough to hear the exchange. He looked back at
McCoy. "Doctor, Spock cut hisg arm badly, It needs attention.”

"If it really needed treatment, he'd have stayed," McCoy muitered. "M'Bengs
could have treated him." Before Xirk could reply, McCoy gave him an injection
thet knocked him out.

Noxt morning Kirk felt surprisingly better. The enforced sleep had done him
o world of good, he realised — he hadn't slept properly for ages. His back was
gtill painful when he tried to move, so he lay still, watching McCoy who was busy
taping reports at his desk. McCoy was looking exhausted, he thought; and
reflected remorsefully that the dogctor had been on duty continuously for several
weeks., He badly needed a resty and a rest would surely make him see things in
better perspective. ' :

Kext momoent, however, he had forgotten his concern for McCoy, The surgeon,
flicking on the intercom, sald harghly, "Sovock, if you want to see the Captailn,
come now while I'm at breakfast, so that I don't have to look at you cluttering
up my sickbay.'" He flicked the intercom off again before Spock had = chance to
roeply.

Kirk sat up abruptly, grimacing as the sudden movement hurt his back, and
said harshly, "Dr. MeCoy, I have told you before about speaking to Nr. Spock like
that. T will not have hinm sbused in front of junior officers. Either you
apologige to him ~ publicly - or you trangfer off my ship!"

MoCoy stoared at him for a moment, then opshed a drawer, took out a form,
sorawled an angry signature =cross it, handed it to Kirk, and swept out. Kirk
wag st111 staring blankly at it when Spock ceme in. It was o tronsfer roguest,
already made out. He held it out speechlessly to Spock, who glanced at it then
handed 1% back.

"Sir, since it was my fault, I am the one who should tronsfer.t
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Kirk glared up at him, "Isn't it bad encugh to have Bones acting up without
you starting,” he asked. "How's your arm?"

"rerfectly all right, Captain,"” Spock said. "But, sir - *

Kirk crumpled up the transfer form and dropped it in the waste paper basket.
"Tet's forget it, Spock. A bit of leave might make Bones a little more...inclined
tc see reason. Has our roquest for R & R been granted?"

"Yes and no, sir. We must report first to Starbase 11 for some urgent medical
supplies for the colony on Urthica, but we will have a week there, and may take
shore lcave,"

Kirk nodded, sighingi "Let's hope that nothing urgent calls us away this
time,"™ he said. He hesitated, then looked pleadingly at Spock. "Spock., Isn't it
possible for yon to apologise? Bones is overtired, and it's made him extra touchy.
He isn't looking too well, eithex."

gpock turned away. His back to Kirk, he said slowly, "I regret, Captain, but
I cannot,"

"But...but why not? If you started it, surely...?"
"The, . .situation has gone beyond the possibility of my apologising.”

80 McCoy's behaviour had finally mortally insulted Spock, Kirk thought, One
of them would have to go, for the sake of the ship. But...he didn't want to lose
either of them., And at heart, he was sure, they didn't want to loe: each other...
One of them had to back down. And they were both stubborn men...

Kirk didn't refer to the matter again. Indeed, he had little chance to do so.
Spock, apparently trying to avold exacerbating matters, seemed to be spending all
his free time in his quarters « but that he was worried was clear, for he kept on
making small mistakes, none of them serious, but the frequency of the errors was
increasing. And McCoy spent all his time in sickbay.

They were still two days from Starbase 11 when Spock finally gave in. He had
made yet another mistske, and he came down to Kirk.

"aptain, I wish to report myself unfit for duty. 1T have a diseas. ¥e call
mental debility. There is no cure,”

Kirk called sickbay. lcCoy didn't seem particularly bothered, saying merely,
"Send him down." :

Kirk accompanied Spock to sickbay. MeCoy regarded the Vulean with unfriendly
eyes and pointed silently to a bed., Spock, egually silently, lay down as M'Benga
came in. :

MeCoy checked him over, watched by M'Benga. At last, he saild, "Well, he's
not malingering..."

Kirk took a deep breath. "Doctor - " he began, but was interxupted in his
turn by M'Benga.

"Hoctor, Mr. Spock has an ailment the Vulcans call mental debility. There is
no known cure." :

MeCoy looked at him, his eyes hard. "Isan't that too bad?" he mocked. He
turned, watched by the horrified M'Benga, and moved back to his desk.

Spock was beginning to lock flushed. N'Benga reached for a hypo and gave
him a shot., &pock's eyes closed, and Kirk locked enquiringly at M'Benga.

Mhe ailment begins with tenseness, mild forgetfulness becoming increasingly
serious," M'Benga said. "That is followed by mental lassitude; the patient makes
small errors, which increase in magnitude. Eventually, the patient goes into a
coma and dies, The more he tries to fight the course of the disease, the longer
he tries to continue working efficiently, the more he tries to exercisec mental
control, the quicker the course of the disease., It's coupled with a drop in the
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pulse rate, which means his already low blood pressure drops even more so that
the supply of oxygen to vital organs diminishes, causing a drop in physical
activity, ending, as I said, in death. I've put Mr. Spock under very heavy
sedation, but all that's doing is buylng a few more hours of time - perhaps a
day. The Vulcans themselves doa't know what causes the condition, they can't
find a cure dosplte many years of research, and fifty to 81xty Vulcans die from
it every year.

Kirk stared at him, looked at Spock, then turned to Moy . "Bones..." he
began.

"If the Vulcans can't find a oure, where do you expect me to begin?" McCoy
asked harshly. '

"I would at least expect you to try," Kirk snapped. "I don't care what he
said to you, it can't have been so bad that you want him to die, for God's sake!"

McCoy turned back to his desk, "I don't care what happens to him® he began.

M'Benga was looking intently at him, He picked up the hypo again, and moved
guietly over to MeCoy to inject him quickly. McCoy had time to glare angrily at
him, then slumped over his. desk.

"Jhat - ?" Kirk began.

"Help me get him onto a bed, Captain," M'Benga saide As Kirk obeyed, M'Benga
went on, "His behaviour is completely out of character, Captain. There must be
something seriously wrong with him. I suggested to him the other day that he'd
been working himself too hard and needed a break, offered to check him over, but
he insisted that he was all right." He reached for a diagnostic scanner, began
to run it over McCoy. "I had no reason to insist - then. But now.,.. I know
how much he worries about Mr. Spock under normal circumstances, 1f he's 111l. It
would take more that a serlous quaxrel to make him just not carce., Momm, yes.
There are indicatiocns of poison in the blood ~ just traces, nothing more, about
as much as if an abeess were leaking..." He turned the instrument to McCoy's
head. Its steady sound altexred suddenly. "aAh. There's definitely somethinge..”

The instrument bleeped its wildest beside McCoy's right ear. N'Benga put it
down and examined the ear carefully. At last, he moved it away from the side
of McCoy's head. There, behind the ear, was a fair-sized reddish-Trown lump.

"fhat is it?" Kirk asked.

"T don't know, It isn't like a tumour or any sort of growth I can think of."
He moved away, to clean his hands carefully. He checked that Me(oy was still
unconscious, then swabbed the area round the swelling, He reached for a scalpel,
and began, very carcfully, to cut round the lump.

Tt was not particulerly deep-set; it cut loosc fairly easily. M'Benga lifted
it clear, a long, thin 'root' coming after it. He put it carefully into a cont-
ailner then turned his attention to patching up the wound which, though oozing
blood, wasn't particularly sericus.

Once he had put a dressing over the would, M'Benga picked up the container.
Kirk came to lock over his ehoulder.

The 'voot' was being withdrawn; the thing was beginning to move of its own
volition, :

nTt's alive," Kirk whispered.

M'Benga nodded. "Some kind of parasite," he suggested. "It must have been
tapping his carctid astery, leaving his brain short of oxygen and nourishment,
and its probably its waste products expelled into his blood that caused the
traces of poisoning. No wonder he's been acting uncharacteristically lately."

"T wonder where he picked it up?" Kirk said. '"Will he be all right now?"

"He should, but he could probably do with a good meal, with plenty of sugar
to replace the energy he lost to this...things" He carefully put a 1id over the
container, and gave McCoy a further injection. "That will help.”
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Almost as if he'd heawd, McCoy moved, grunted, and his hand went up to his
ear. Kirk reached over and held his hand still. MeCoy opened his eyes to look
up at him., "Jin? Nhat..;Spock!" He sat up abruptly as Mflenga came back with
the scanner. ' ' ' '

"How are you feollng?" Kirk askod.

"Tired, and my eaxr's itchy." He tried to pull his hand frec in order to
scratch,. but Kirk held it firmly as M'Benga ran the scanner over McCoy.

"you picked up some kind of alien parasite somewhere..Bones. Ir. M'Benga's
removed it ~ you should be all right now, but having it removed is probably why
it's itchy."

HeCoy glanced at M'Benga.

"1t was tapping your carotid artery, Doctor, taking the nourishment out of
your blocd." MeCuy nodded his understanding.

"Bonesees" Kirk went one "DO you...do you feel up to trying to do somothing
about Spock?" He locked at him apologgtically, and went one. "I know M'Benga's
the expert on Vulecans, but you are the senior doctor...lf anyone can find a cure
for him, it's you.”

"Il try," McCoy saldi He glanced at M'Benga. "Get me a list of all the
things the Vulecans have tried to cure the condition.® '

As M'Benga left the room to consult his own computer, Kirk roid thoughtfully,
“Bongs = you heard M'Benga's diagnosis, didn't you?"

McCoy nodded. "I'm afraid I wasn't paylng rmuch attention, Jim, but I heaxd
it = we haven't nuch time, have we?"

"No. Any ldeas?®

Wellesoit could be a blood infection, with the brain suffering from lack of
_ nourlshment - the way mine was," he added,  aimost apologetically. "And because
the Vulcan metabolism is gquite dependent on the twain, you get a vicious circle...”

"Any chance that's it's actually a mental condition, and the physical effects
are the sccondary onces?"

"In a Vulcan? Unlikely. Thelr mental training makes every man his own
psychologist. They're the most level-headed racc in the galaxy...and heaven
forbid 3pock ever hears me say that."

"ell, see what you can do," He looked unhappily at Spock, then headed for
the door, "I'1l be on the bridge, Bones. Let me know if there's any change.”

MeCoy returned to his desk, then remembering something Kirk had said some days
ecarlier, he checked Spock's arms, One of them had a bad cut, unhealed, suppurate
ing, looking very nasty. He tended it quickly and efficiently, wondering that it
hadn't healed and feeling gullty that Spock should have had to suffer for so long.

He moved restlossly back to the desk again. "Jomputer,?
"Working. H -

uCompare case histories of all recorded cases of Vulean mental debility, and
check for any common factors in work, lives or background."

The computer chuckled to itself for a few seconds. "All victims were azed
between thirty and fifty Vulcan years. A1l held positions of authority. 411 were
unmarried. "

"Wothing else?"
"Fegative.”

MeCoy leancd back, thinking furiously. M'Benga came in with the 1ist he had
asked fors he took the tape, and nodded dismissal. "Docbor - make sure no-one
disturbs me = not even the Captain.®
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"Dr. McCoy, you're not compl etely recovered yourself yet = "

"hat doesn't matter. Spock does, and we've already lost time we can't
afford, I can rest after he recovers - or dies," he finished in a subdued tone.

‘ M'Benga sald; "Yes, Doctor,” and went out.

Now, MeGoy thought, suppose Jim were right. Suppose the allment were mental
in origin, What condition could arise in some young, single Vulcans Who were in
responsible positions? No. Forget about Vulecans for a moment. Think about
Humans. What condition could be called comparable? Tensione..nervous strail.e.
what kind of Human was gquite likely to develop a nervous hreakdown? One with
Inadequate emotional relationships. Feople with sincere, mature emotional relate
ionships, who were not ashamed to show their feelings, didn't have nervous break-
downs, Imotion was a nervous safety valve among Humans...and other races too,
But Vulecans rejected emction, claimed to have none. Walt, though...historically
Vuleans were an emotional, warlike race, wWho escaped destroying themselves by a
hair, The survivors of thelr fianl holocaust rejected warfare, built up a
culture based on loglc, where emvtion played no part.

But you couldn't eliminate something as basic as emotion from the genetic
pattern of a race simply be deciding it was undesirable. Not without a long and
ultra~selective tweeding scheme - one that would have to go on for millenia, and
even then emotion would remain as a recessive gene. There was no record of the
Vulecans ever initiating such a scheme - and although, as McCoy knew, Vulcan parents
tended to choose their children's mates, there was nothing to indicate a genetic
cholce = rather, a social and possible economic reason lay behind it. So emotion
must simply have been made culturally undesirable - a thing McCoy had long suSe
pected, Vulcan children were told from infancy that emotion was wrong, illogical
and inefficient. Of course they believed it. Sone Humans rejected emotion in
the same way. ’ :

Vulcans with an affectionate nature must exist, and if they had no way to
express it without embarrassment...married Vulcans could presumably find emotional
satisfaction in their relationship with their wives, but this was denied 10 the
single ones...in Spock the basic conflict would have been aggravated by his Human
blood = and his own behaviour towards Spock in the last week or two must have been
the final straw. With shame, McCoy remembered just how badly he had behaved...

Somechow he had to break Spock. Force the Vulcan to express the emotion he had
been bottling up inside hin - even if it meant laying himself open to insult and
abuse. Yet...he had been trying to break - or at least crack - Spock's iron selfw
contrel fdr years, including times when the emotional pressube on Spock nust have
been tremendous, and he had always failed. This time, he couldn't afford to fail
- if his theory were right. But he would have to be brutally cruel...

He moved back to where Spock lay, and locked down at him. The sedative was
wearing off. Svock's eyes openeds MeCoy took a deep breath, but before he could
speak, Spoek sald quietly, "You will soon be rid of me, Doctor."

McCoy choked, fighting a lump in his throat, He know exactly what he should
say; Dbut his heart wouldn®t let him. "No," he whispered. "I can't... I dont't
want rid of you, 8pock. I want it to go on like it has for years, with you on cne
side of Jim and me on the other, with each of us knowing he can depend on the other
two $1ll hell freezes!™ He fought for a degree of selfwcontrol, knowing he would
fail, He =at on the edge of Spock's bed, his face burled in his hands, oubblng
harshly.

gpock reached out weakly, "Tears...for me, Doctor?"

McCoy half turned, and gripped Spock's arms, ignoring the tears that still ran
down his face. "I don't want to lose you, Spock. I've said a lot to you in the
past, some of 1t things I'm ashamed to remember, especially in the past week or
tHOeas I knew you didn't mean what you said, I don't know why I wouldn't accept
your apology...but I do accept, Spock... I Llike you, and-I don't want to lose
¥oUs.. Spock, tell ne you forgive me = glve ne a word = just one word - of open
friendship...please..."
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"Bones," Spock whispered, so low that McCoy barely heard him. Then, after a
long pause, e are taught that emotion is,.,.undesirable...umecessary...we gre
taught to be ashamed...that affection is a -~ a personal thing we should not in=
flict on others, HEven when we want to...to show our feelings, we are afrald...
afraid of being mocked...scorned,.. We always rationalise." His voice trailed
into 51lence. :

"T won't laugh at you, Spock...or taunt you with it aftervards,™ McCoy
whmspareu back. ' ' ’

"There won't be any afterwards," Spock replled. "T...regret that. I've
never told anyoneé...even Jim...all my 1ife, I've been lonely., Only here, on the
Enterpriso...with Jin...and you... but I could never show it., Vulcans are sclfe-
sufficient, :

McCoy took his hand. He could think of nothing to say...and sat, silent,
the tears still running unheeded ds#1 his face, willing Spock to say more.

After a while, Spock went on. "I'm tired. G&tay...stay with me, Bonesa..
please.”

"T won't leave you," he promlsod.

gpock gripped his hand weakly, then his eyes closed. 8leep ~ or the terminal
coma? He'd reached Spock, but was it enough? The r4adings on the diagnostic
board meant nothing, his own readings were confused with Spock's., He could have
noved away, but he preferred to remain where he wasi

The intercom buzzed; he leaned over to flick it on. "Mc(Coy herelt
"How is Spock, Bonest?"
"3leeping ~ I think. He's no worse. "

It seemed a long vigil, MNeCoy got stiff, and knew that he would suffer ageny
from cramp when he eventually moved, but he remained at Spock's side. At last
the Vulcan's eyes opened again. DMNeCoy smiled down at him,

mHow do you feel, Spock?"

- 8Spock considered the question for a moment, "I can think," he said wonder-
ingly. "I'm better. What - ?" He broke off, evidently remembering 'what'.

"Spock I owe you an apology," McCoy said. "I behaved very badly. I would
be well~sexved if you refused to accept my apologye...but I really am very sorry."

Spock looked at him for a moment in silence, seemingly becoming aware that
MeCoy was still holding his hand. Suddenly ombanrassed, and afrald that Spock
would reject him, McCoy released Spock's hand, got up abruptly to move away, and
collapsed with a cry of pain as the blocd flowed back into his legs even as they
failed to support him. Spock reached him almost as he hit the floor,

“hat's wrong?"
'IlLegS - Gx:amp‘“

Spock\began messaging one leg as MeQoy worked on the other. After a minute,
McCoy gasped with rclief. "That's better.®

Spock said slowly, "You sat thore all the time I was aslcep.™

They looked at each other. Then Spock held out his hand, wabtching McCoy
questloningly as he did so. MeCoy gave a relieved grunt, and gripped it firmly.

"Doctorss.Bones..." Spock saids. "You found a cure... Uhat was 1t?"
"Emotion, of course - and before you say 'rubbish', remcmber, it workedl"
"Yes," Spock said., "But I am half Humen..."

*You think your Human blood hclpod? It possibly 1ncrea5pd your chances, both
of contracting the condition and of being cured. Anyway, I'l1l report the circum~
stances of the cure t0 the Vulcan medical authoritica, let thom take it from
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therc.:.but what was actﬁally sald is botween you and me."
"hank you,“ Spock sald quietly.

"iell., Let's go and toll Jim you're f£it again...and that we've settled our...
our differences.”

They smiled at each other, and went out side by side.
rbferbepebmtefopepebedeped ot

RECANT - AND DIE

Kirk, Spock and MeCoy materialised in what should have been a quiet corner,
to find themselves face to face with two natives of the planet Straph.

The men stared at them for a horrified instant, then, before the men from the
Enterprise could do or say anything, they turned and ran, screaming, "Wiitches!
Devils! Witchesi"

"I think,” Spock commented, "that we had better remove curselves from this
vicinity. If these people are superstitious enough to believe in witches and
devils, they will probably react with violence. And if we simply stun them in
order to protect ourselves, it will confirm their fear,"

"You're right, Spock," Kirk agreed. He glanced round. "This way." In fact,
the direction he chose was purely arbitrary. "If we're attacked, scatter and.
run for it."

Mouldn't it be simpler to beam back up and come down again somewhere else,"
Meloy suggested plaintively.

"rhis is the main city,"™ Kirk replied. "If we are to contact the leaders of
these peoplc, we must remain here."

"411 the same ~ " McCoy began. He was interrupted by the bleep of Kirk's
communicator,

"Wirk here." _

"Captain, two Klingon vessels have just appeared on our sensors, We think
we avoided being seen, and we're holdirg the planet between us, but if they split
up we're going to have to move further out to avoid an incident."

"De that anyway," Kirk ordered. 'We'll be all right down here. - Come back in
three days ~ feel your way, in case they're still here, In that case, move out
again, and try cvery twenty-four hours until it's clear, Kirk out." He looked
at the others, "Wow what do the Klingons vant here?"

"Capbain,® Spock said, "I think we should attempt to find a hiding place., I
can heaxr shouts - I would say that our superstitious friends have a nmob raised."

They turned and ran.

Spock, who had been thinking, dropped a little behind the others as they
went, although he was probably the fastest rumner of the three., He was the real
dangsr to his friends, he thought. He was the unusual-looking one. Without him,
they would probably stand a better chancé of escape; they might not even be
rdcognised as strangers, without his revealing presence. Therc was a jJunction a
little way ahead; Kirk, and McCoy at his heels, ran straight on; Spock delibe
orately took the other fturning. . :

Kirk and MeCoy, not realising that Spock was no longer with them, ran down

the street. Behind them now they could head clearly the shouts, the voices
raised in fear and anger.

They reached a corners. AS théy rounded it, a yell came from behind. "There
they gol"

There Were no more side streets. This main street went on and on, and they
were forced to keep going., Then in front of them they saw another group. They
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stopped, thelir backs to the wall, preparing to defend thomselves; -and for the
first time, realised that Spock wasn't with them.

They had no time to think about thats  Their attackers were on them.

They defended themselves strenuously} but weight of numbers was t00 great,
Several of thelr attackers lay unconsclous when they were at last overpowered,
and dragged roughly to whure a tall man in black and red robes stood.

"gho arc you?" he demanded. "and your companion, the devil - where is he?"

"fhere he is, I do not know," Kirk roplied. "We thought he was still with
us . ] . . . "

"Devils are notoriously unreliahle," the man commented.
"Not our devil," MeCoy muttered in erk's ear.,

Kirk's lirs twmtched, then he went on. "I am James T. Klrk, and this is
Leonard MeCoy.™

"dhere are you from?"

"ic are from anothor world like this one," Kirk bepan. He got no chance to
finish.’ :

"Heresy! Black heresy!" the man declaimed, "There are no other worlds?
God made the world for Man, and the Heavbnly bodies to give us light and heat.
Where are you from?"

God made the world for man," Kirk agreed. "But He made scveral such worlds,
and we're from one of those others." The man secmed stunned into silence by his
insistence, and he went on. "God gave us knowledge, and with it we built a great
veanel capable of sailing from star to star, and we have come to speak to your
leaders - "

rand lead them astray, and through them, the entire world!"™ The robed man
had recovered his voice now, and held forth volubly. "If you are indeed from
another world, ‘then it is a world made by the devil; and your knowledge comes
from the devil! The devil who accompanied you to this place, and who has now
deserted you! . Renounce him, renounce him, and gain for yoursclves the mexrcy
granted to repentent sinners! Renocunce him, and permit us, in our love, to grant
you the mercy of death before your bodies are burnedi®

PYBurned?" McCoy said blankly.

"Your sin is heresy, witchcraft, and conscxrting with a devil," the man said.
"Could you expect less?" :

They were eventually hustled to a small, dark, smelly room and locked in,
ninus their phasers and communicators. The men who took these handled them
gingerly, apparently terrified of these symbols of satanic power,

"Let®s hope the phasers are beyond them," McCoy sald grimly. "If they destroy
somothlng with one, they'll call that our fault too."

Kirk nodded. "I think they regard them as proof of our evil," he said, "You
saw the way those fellows handled thems They were scared some of the evil would
affect them.” He grimned. "Maybe even call up our personal devil to tempt them,"

"you know, Jim, if they do catch Spock, he's in for a pretty rough time,"
MeCoy sald serlously.

"They'll probably kill him on 51ght " Kirk agreed sobexrly.
"Tf he has got away, his chances of rescuing us are pretty slight,"

"He won't throw his 1life away," Kirk said. "If he sees there's no chance of
helping us, he has encugh sense not to try." '

vyou say that, but you don't mean it. We both know he'd step right through
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the gates of hell if he thought it would help us."

gpock ran down the street, round a couple of corners and dropped to a walk,
unwilling to .attract more atbention than necessary. His keen hearing told him
that he had outstripped the pursuit, and he was beginning to wsalise that it might
not have folluwed hinm at all, If that was so, the others were in danger - but
without his damning presence, they might not be identified as the suspiclous
strangers. He went on, keenly aware of the danger of his appearance, but could
think of no way to cover his ears. Nor was there any way by which his eyebrows
or betraying colour could be disguised.

Scon the houses began to thin out; he was near the edge of the town, and
would soon be in the country. He carried on., He could return once it was dark,
with the friendly night to hide his betraying appearance.

He wasted 1little time now in guessing at the fate that must have befallen
Kirk and MecCoy. The firvst optimism, that witheut hin they might be all right, had
given way to a more realistic attitude. The pursuit had not followed him «~ therc=
fore it must have followed them. Captw-e was inevitable. The only question
remaining was, how long would it be before they were killed., His memory of the
history of witch~hunts, from several planets, made it certain that this would
indeed be their fate.

There was a small wood ahead of himg he could hide there until dark.

Then, Just as he reached it, a boy of about nine stepped out from it and
faced him, He stopped, unwilling to hurt the child, unsure of what would be the
best thing to do.

The boy locked at him, completely unafraid., "The mob has caught your friends,"
he said. He sounded very mature for his years. "The people are still aflame for
bloed; eventually someone will realise the way you have come. My people will
hide you, Come." Without stopping to see 1f Spock was following, he stepped
back imto the wood,

gpock hesitated only for a moment. There was nothing to be lost by trusting
this boy; he moved after him,

The boy was now wading down the centre of a small trickle of water. Since it
would have been sasiler to have retained dry feet, Spock realised that this nust
have some purpoese, and splashed after him.

Soon, ‘the boy stopped under an overhanging tree, and swung himself into its
branches, 8pock followed, pulling himself up easily. This brought them level
with the top of a high bank of jumbled rocks; the boy made his way cautiocusly
from rock to rock. Spock, following, quickly learned why the boy was so careful;
many of the rocks were loose, and moved under their feets one unwary step might
have resulted in a twoken 1limb. '

They made thelr way slowly and carefully over the rocks, gradually climbing
higher. 8pock paused once to look back., Over the trees he could sce the 2s3fs of
the town and part of the road he must have come along to get here. 4ll round he
could hear brds calling, but he could see no sign of any living creature. And
still the boy went on.

When at last he stopped, thoy were quite high. Looking back again, Spock
saw the town clearly, and the road leading from it; he could even make out the
gpot where the boy had waylaid him, :

"Tn here," the boy said, ducking between two boulders.

Inside there was o spacious room, made partly from pilédpup rocks and paxrtly
from wooden planks., Whoever made it first had made falr use of the natural lie
of the land; the whole construction showad great ingenuity.

‘There Were several people inside, all young. Many were 1little more than chil-
dren, Their ages seemed to range from about eight to one woman who looked to be
in her middle to late twenties., It was she who came to meet him,
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out again. She looked after him indulgently, then turned to Spock. "I am
Feurah," she sald, "the leader of our group."

"I am Spock, Who exactly are youp"

e are the Rejected," she replied, and smiled at his puzzled appearance.
"I know. You are a stranger to our world - "

"You know that, and yet you do not cry 'witch'?" Spock said.

e do not cry 'witcht'," she agreed. 'We .oursclves are in danger of being
cried as witches; we willl not willingly .accuse others," Spock raised his eye-
brows, "I sanw you and your friends in town," she added. "I would have spoken to
you then, but that the cry was raised too quickiy."

He locked at her. "Why did you want to speak to us?"
"T saw you appearing out of nowhere, and I wanted to know where you came from."
"your. fellow Straphians would tell you soon enough," Spock commented,

"po you really think we are one with the superstition-ridden morons of the
cityen
",..No, I apologise, Go on, please,”

"e « our people - are priest-ridden. The priests have all the power « yet
still they want more,

411} children are tested *+ them at elght years of fve - tested for intellig~
ence., Those the priests deem suitable are taken to be trained as priests,
regaxrdless of what their parents may want, regardless of what they themselves
might wish, Some prove unsuitable for training; those with imaginativ-. or
initiative, or who dislike,..bullying...others; and there are always some whose
instincts for kindness cannot be destroyed by training in selfishness and incon-
siderateness, The failirves are simply returncd home. 4 few children develop
their intelligence late, too, and are missed by the check. But to be intelligent
and not to wear the robes of a priest is to be living under a perpetual sentence
of death. Tu the masses, to be intelligent is a mark of the devil, unless the
devil has been tamed by the church and subordinated to its will; the robes are
the outward sign of that taming. It is the conditioning of generations. Friests
are to be obeyed; anyone else with intelligence, initiative, originality,
imagination, is a creature of the devil, to be denoun~ed as a witch.

For those who are returned home, for those who develop late, there is a life
of hiding their abilities, their potential, until at last they betray themselves,
and are burned.,"

"and you Were unsuitable for training?"

"Yes. I had too muéh imagination. I dared to suggest that there might be
other worlds like ours...of course, such a thought was heresy. I had the scnse
to word my thoughts more obliquely than that - but for my thoughts, I was Rejected.
I knew, of course, that I nad to be careful...what I didn't expect was my parents
turning against me. They were afraid of me, couldn't understand what they had
done to have a devil's child... I've learned since that my experience is common.
They may not want the priests to take us, at first, then they realise that the
church has saved them the trouble of caring for a child of evil...many cf the
Rejected are densunced by their own parents aftcr they return home...

I rcalised in time that T was in danger from my own parents, and left home. I
sought shelter where I could, and at last came here. One day I got the chance
to help another Rejonst who was belng chased, and so our group was begun. We