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ABOUT THAT DIRTY ARTICLE ON PAGE We've been told that
a couple of the items in SPOCKANALIA 3 are embarrassing, dirty,
or downright trashy. If we've embarrassed you, we are sincere-
Iy ISOTEE ) M ‘

The recurrence of the theme of sex isn't surprising,
Sex is a recurrent theme of life,

The recurrence of the theme of sex involving Spock is
also unsurprising. We STAR TREK femmefans find him attractive
and highly masculine, Some of us are articulate, and the re-
sult is predictable (and even logical,)

If anyone is seriously concerned.,.psychiatrists regard
such feelings as perfectly normal (if they are non-obsessive)
and artistic endeavour as a healthy outlet.,

Perhaps some of our readers are too accustomed to the
tradition, in popular literature, of the male protagonist be-
ing aroused by the presence of attractive women, When they
find that women write it the other way around, they find it
strange.

We, the editors of SPOCKANALIA, try our best to print
only material which we consider well-written, interesting to
us, and written within our format., We do not choose to limit
ourselves by eliminating one effective segment of our sub-
missions,

SHE DIDN'T REALLY SAY THAT: There were at least three typos
in Dorothy Jones' article on the Vulcan language in our last-~
ish, Sorry, Dorothy. The following communication from her
points out the errors.

Dorothy Jones writes:
Here are your corrigenda,

Page 20 - should be "the masculine and feminine prefixes
/s/- and /t/-" -- the apostrophe is a spelling convention and
has no phonemic reality.

Page 22 - /Sarek an/ 'foolishness'
/mo 8i 1at/ 'has just sung'

/gé toran/ '(he) is a leader'

As you can see, it's mostly a question of a2 couple hacheks
(those are those little wedges) left out.

The most important error was leavingthe hachek off /garek
an/, There is a difference beiween sarek and Sarek! I'm



rather pleased with that pun because nobody intended it that
way., Dorothy Fontana invented the name and I invented the
term for a particular kind of illogic quite independently. I
repeat, there is a diffgrence (havs I ever made it clear, it
suddenly hits me, that § = sh and € = ch? Well, they do) be-
tween the two, Though I'm sure that when Sarek returned home
with a Terran bride they called him Ambassador Sharek behind
his back, if not to. his face,

Sarek means not using your head at all, Other kinds _of il-
logic are. hura, which is jumping to conclusions, zag, some-
thing which is illogical but nonetheless true, and gor, which
is a mistake in reasoning.

Prosper;x\ A

oo

 TRANSPORT BLUES

“ENeRrGIZE

WHERE NEXT? The time is coming when STAR TREK will no longer
be able. to sustain the fannish activity which it has inspired,
The show has ceased production, and syndicated repeats are

not enough. Soon, each ST fan must decide whether to remain
a fan, and what his energies will be turned to next, We, the
editors, are active fans, beyond our involvement with STAR
TREK. SPOCKANALIA was our first publishing effort, and we



think it's good enough to try to save,

As long as STAR TREK material continues to arrive in suf-
ficient quantity and quality, we will continue as we have,
We expect to be able to publish a #5, and nossibly even a #6,
in this way,

At the end of this time, Devra has decided that she will
leave the fanzine, I, Sherna, will attemnt to continue it
(under a new name, as yet unchosen) with an expanded format,
It will become a general secondary universe fanzine, accept-
ing any well-written material and art on any secondary uni-
verse of interest to me, (&nd I can become interested in
quite a number of things.,) Some examples in mind for the fu-
tures Tolkien, the Foundation universe, Perth (of Ann Mc-
Caffrey's DRAGONRIDER), Georgette Heyer, Superman, the Jurgen
series, and anything else of fannish or fringefannish inter-
est. As long as I enjoy it. (I am much more interested in
articles than in fiction,)

BUT BUT BUT...I will give first consideration always to
articles where the universe written about is the "real" one,
This is a vital part of SPOCKANALIA's character,

I cannot promise that there will ever be a "new" SPOCK-
ANALTA, because I couldn't possibly do alone what Devra and
I were barely able to do together. There must be someone
with whom to share opinions, decisions, ideas, differences.,..
the whole fascinating, growing exnerience of editing a ‘zine
as amblitious as this., There must be someone to put in the
hours of work that Devra handled - including all the tymning
and mailing, Brian and I lead very busy lives, and we could
not do ‘it all.

But if I can find someone who can put up with me (and
vice versa!) as a co-editor of such a 'zine, and if I can
find some dependable person (or people) to share the labor,
the 'zine will continue. And, friends, I am not too bright,
sometimes, If you have any serious suggestions or offers, do
nlease make them. Accepted or not, I will appreciate you
for them,
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Leila's Poem

by
Andra Robbins

The sun is as warm and sweet as milk.

And we've been here so long

Beloved,

Tomorrow I will be white where your arms are}
Dark, the rest of my body -

Dark as you are, dark as the earth:
Sun-soaked soft earth.

You have loved me as the sun loves the earth,
Soaking

Summer into all my veins,

Oh stretech -

Grow -

Now my hair is grass, thick green grass

Now all of my flngers

Blossom

Into flowers,



LETTERGOL

((Editor'’s note: We don't usually publish letters from
our readers, However, we want to make an exception, and
share this letter from Connie Reich, Concerning Jane Peyton's
"Lament for the Unsung Dead" Connie wrote, "'Lament' keeps
sitting on my mind and »inching it. It moved me so far as to
illo it in an attempt to express it and so to get it out of -
my mind so I can think of more important things...."))
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by Lelamarie S, Ereidler

_ ZThe time of this story is the future indefinite. The
girl involved is, like Spock, a Terran-Vulcan hybrid, although
her mother was of Vulcan and her father was a former Star
Fleet officer living on Vulcan, To indicate communication
from mind to mind, which is common among Vulcans, I have used
the slash symbols instead of quotation marks, Thus, //+«.//s
instead of "..,", to show that the dialogue is not spoken
aloud. L,S.K,/

They made love for the last time and lay contentedly in
each other's arms afterward. This was perhaps the last that
Spock would see of her, although the Vulcan race was long-
lived and it was within the realm of possibility that they
would meet again,

In the morning, she would no longer be Lt, Commander
Lian Jamison of the U.S.S. Enterprise, but Councilwoman T'Lian
of Vulcan, leaving the starship for the long journey back to
Vulcan where she would take the chair of her deceased maternal
grandmother on the High Council,

There were no regrets for what was ending between them;
the pon farr had finished with Spock and it would not recur
for a long time now. They had both enjoyed the relationship.

As he cradled the sleeping girl in his arms, listening

to the rush of her breath past his ear, Spock thought back to
how it had all begun....

"On our next mission, gentlemen," said James Kirk to the
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assembled officers and department heads, "hangs the fate of
several planets in this sector. The Klingons are stirring up
the inhabitants of the Epenite system, trying to provoke them
into striking against the nearby Federation planets, Star-
fleet believee that the Klingons are testing cur reflexes, soO
to speak; trying for a weak spot.

"Miss Jamison, will you fill us in on the Epenite system?"

At the far end of the table, the blonde, half-human, half-
Vulcan Chief Officer of Alien Research nodded. "Mr, Spock,
may I have tape AR 325-12"

The Vulcan's fingers moved over the computer console at
his side and a star map filled the screen in the center of
the table.

"My, Spock, tape AR 325-1; this 1is -2."

Kirk frowned as he saw Dr, McCoy's head turn sharply in
Spock's direction, It was not like the First Officer to make
such a misteie,

"0f course, Commander, It was my error." The Vulcan's
voice held 2 slightly rough edge, This time the screen showed
the correct area,

Three planets huddled closely around their aging primary,
"This is the Epenite system, home of a still-pwerful race of
warriors. In a few thousand years, their sun will have used
up all its hydrogen and will begin to expand, on its way to be-
coming a red giant. The race has refused to be moved and they
are dying. But even a dying tiger can be dangerous and it is
for this reazson that the Klingon provocations must be stopped,”

The meeting broke up and, as Kirk and McCoy entered the
turbo-1ift, Kirk remarked, "You know, Bones, that's the sec-
ond time today that Svock’s done something incorrectly, He
fouled up a course computatien this morning and had us on
course to Antares before arycne realized what was wrong,"

"That's not all, Jim, It has been four days since Spock
ate any solid food. The man’s been runnin' on nervous energy
and fruit juice, at least so the mess orderly told me this morn-
in when I didn't see Svock in the dining room,"

"Bones' You don't think,...?"

"I'm almost positive, Jim, His Vulcan metabolism is
catching up with him again. What was it they call it?"

"P,..pon farr." The unfamiliar word stumbled off Kirk's
tongue. "Thz time cf mating.”
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"Jim! We don't dare turn back to
Vulean now! Not on this mission! Star-
fleet would have the hide of every officer
on beard if anything happens to even one
Federation planet."

"I know, I know, Maybe it won't be
so severe an attack this time, Maybe he
can fight it off. Maybe,..."

"Maybe," said McCoy as the bridge
doors snapped open, "he'll die!"

Spock almost wished he were dead. He
could feel the tension building in his body.

The nervous exhaustion, the aversion to food, the irritabil-
ity with even the slightest fault were all familiar symptoms
to him. He knew what they meant, and hopedthat no one else
recalled that other time, the time when T'Pring had rejected
him, when he thought he had killed Kirk during the ritual of
the kal-if-fee, He could not allow himself to show this,...
"I must control myself. I cannot...I must not...I will not
«e.give in, The mind rules...l will make this pass, I will
not,..submit to my emotions...logic is all....I will,,.not
»ees  But even the words of the mind-controlling formula he
-had known since childhood brought no comfort, no easing of
the tension,

It was not the picture of T'Pring that
rose now. in mind-teasing frequency, nor was
it the picture of Christine Chapel, the Ter-
ran nurse who loved him so desperately, but
the image of the golden-haired Alien Research
Officer,

Rescued by the Enterprise from shipwreck,
she had been assigned to the starship. A hun-
dred, no, perhaps a thousand times a day he
found himself picturing the way she walked,
the curve of her ears, the sparkle of her Sea-grey e€yeS.gas
"No!" Spock rose and paced savagely around his quarters,
Waking was torment but sleep was agony, for he could control
his conscious actions but not his dreams. Increasingly they
had disturbed him. And increasingly she appeared in them,
It was with relief that he pulled on his shirt and went to
the bridge,

"Mr..Spock, when is our next course change due?" asked
Sglu, seeing that the Captain was occunied with a communica-
tions problem.

"In four hours and seventeen minutes, Lieutenant,”
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"In what direction, Mr. Spock?" The communication tie-
up having been solved, Kirk resumed his seat in the command
chair.

"One one eight, mark eleven,"

Kirk. looked up in alarm, That was fourteen degrees off
the correct change, If no one else had noticed,..,but no,
Sulu was regarding the Science Officer strangely, too., Kirk
went to Spock's station, "Mr, Spock," he asked in a low voice,
"are you all right?"

Spock faced Kirk, his eyes narrowed, hands clenched along
the seams of his trousers. "I,..I don't know what you mean."

"I think you do."

Tensely Spock thought to himself, "He knows. He knows!"
And the answer he was going to make died in his throat.,

"

I...have not been sleeping well, Captain,"

 "Perhaps you'd like to go to your quarters and rest.
I'1l have you called if anything important comes up."

The Vulcan rose slowly, "Thank you, Jim."

Kirk nodded McCoy after him as the 1ift doors closed,

Spock stepped out of the turbo-l1ift, every nerve end in
his body yammering., He did not hear the doors open behind
him, nor did he hear McCoy's quiet tread following him,

He fixed his eyes on the door of his cabin, conscious
only of a great determination to reach his quarters without
incident. But then the corridor, the passing people, the
whole ship, in fact, the entire universe ceased to exist.
From the crossing corridor, Lt, Commander Jamison had emerged,
head down, reading a report. The pon -fayr, the mating fever
of his people, roared through his veins, blinding and deafen-
ing him to all but her. She is a woman,  screamed the nerves
in his brain,..a Vulcan woman,,.she would understand...the
torment,...the fire along his limbs...she would help.,.she is
a woman, .

He must have spoken although he could not recall having
done so, for she stopped and looked up, "Mr. Spock! What is
wrong?"

Shakily, he touched her hand, the urgency of this time
flowing across the physical contact, even while a part of him



,//,

R

« J/.V,r/ ./V

PP
N\

O
St

,//

N

R )
N

N

e
.//////dﬂu-/ e LA T
SR S, D

o

T
LT

2L

BUSH



18

was shocked that he would reveal so riuch to a stranger,

//Come.//

Without a word, without even noticing McCoy who stood in
stunned silence ten feet away, she turned and followed him,

The scent of Vulcan incense filled the air as Spock turn-
ed and rested his hands on her shoulders, staring at her mourn-
fully yet passionately. She could feel the fever that burned
in him as she touched one long-fingered hand. "Spock...."

"There is no time for speech.," He caressed her clumsily,
then with trembling hands he unfastened the shoulder of her
uniform tunic., "I shall try to be gentle,..but there is so
little time..." he stroked her cheeks and mouth, "...so0 very
1ittle time," His fingers trziled down her throat, then a-
cross her bared shoulder and one hand pressed her close to
him. His body was shaking with the wild beating of his heart.

"T'Lian, Lian, I do not wish to harm,..but I cannot help
myself,.” He traced the curves of her arched ears. "This

instinct is so strong...there is no stonping,.,.Lian!

"

"You are a Vulcan...be proud of that.... Her voice was

uneven. "I burn as you dec,"

There was a moment of almost »n2infully heightened sensa-
tion as their minds met, joined, then he carried her to his
bed,

"Jim, I tell you that she’s still in there. I stood in
that hall for two solid hours and when I left, she still had
not set foot outside that door. Now you know as well as I do
what's happening.”

"Yes, Bones, I do, But vou've said that Spock would die
if he didn't take a mate, right?"

"Of course, The physiological pressures will kill him,"
"Then I'd rather have him sleeping with the head of Alien

Research than dead in the ship's morgue. The matter is
closed, It's Spock's affair."

She slept beside him, head pillowed on one arm, Spock
could not sleen, Not yet,

Most of the tension had been drained from him, but the
fever ran a long course.
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Gently he stroked her bare arm, smoothing the fine golden
hair. One chance out of four she had had to be blonde 1like
her Scandinavian father instead of dark like her mother and
the rest of the Vulcan race. And genetics had given her a
pleasing golden color except where her blood ran close to
the skin. There she was like green-burnished gold., It was
pleasant to see.

She herself was very pleasing to Spock, When inexperience
and the need to ease the terrible pressures inside him made
his lovemaking violent and savage, she had matched passion
with passion and then tempered hers with understanding,

She no longer seemed a stranger, But then that was the
purpose of Vulcan's pon farr: to unite a man and woman so com-
pletely that each knew and understood the other as well as
they understood and knew themselves,

Spock stirred, conscious of an unfamiliar aching low in
his back. He made a mental note to check the mattress in
the morning,

Lian's eyes flickered onen to the instant consciousness
of their desert-bred race, //Is it well with you, Spock?//

//Yes. .. except.,,//
//You have some pain?//

//In an unusuval place,//

//Here?// She slinped one arm around him and pressed
close, massaging the aching area, His eyes half closed, //And
otherwise?//

//I am content...but not yet sated, The por —faxr, ..
flickers and burns still.... 1 hunger for you., It is most...
un-Vulcan., And I am at a loss to explain it.// He smiled,
then laughed, //But I seem to enjoy it.//

: She ran an exploratory finger up his spine, passing
lightly over the welts her nails had left,

_ He caressed her slowly then and there was no longer any-
thing hesitant about his actions, Spock was as.certain of
" her response as of his own.

This time their loving was no less fierce than before,
but the sense of driving urgency was gone, The stress had
been relieved and there was time to feel, time to explore,
to understand, time to enjoy their mutual strength and to be
finally, not two Vulcans, logical and controlled, not a sci-
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ence officer and an alienist, but simply a2 man and woman-who.
loved each other and took great delight in it, ‘

The following morning, as she prepared to return to duty,
Spock came to her door,

"Come in," she called,

As the door closed, he embraced her tenderly, "I anm
proud that you are mine, Tonight you will come to me,"

"Your word is my law, according to the customs of our
people,"

"Until tonight." He kissed her, a kiss that held not
gratitude, but a rembrance of things nast and a promise of
things to come,

“Mr, Spock!" Kirk and McCoy were equally surprised to
see the Science Officer on the bridge,

"Yes, Captain?" Spock's eyebrows rose in inquiry,

"I...I thought,..ah,..that..,you...." Kirk recovered
from his confusion and followed the Vulcan to his station,
"You're looking well this morning,"

Spock bent over the sensor screen. "Thank you, sir, I
feel quite refreshed after yesterday's rest."

"I suppose...ah...you're sleeping better?" McCoy, behind
Kirk, snorted to keep from breaking outright into laughter,

Spock's smoothly controlled voice and his innocent ex-
pression revealed nothing as he straightened. "Yes, thank
you, sir. My accomodations are quite comfortable." The
Vulcan knew that Kirk was aware of his relationship with Lian
Jamison and was enjoying the verbal fencing, The rest of the
bridge crew was trying to listen unobtrusively to a very puz-
zling conversation about the First Officer's health.

"There's an old Earth saying, Mr. Spock, about discretion
being the better part of something or other.”

"Indeed, Captain? I always endeavor to be discrete,"

"Even when you're asleep, Spock?" MNcCoy's eyes were
twinkling.,

"Whenever possible, Doctor, The Vulcans are a very pru-
dent peonle."
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"Mr, Spock, you're not going to admit that,.,.."

"Admit what, Captain?" Spock's bland expression defied
any further questioning., "I fail to see that...." Spock
shifted uneasily,

"Are you in pain, Spock?" inguired McCoy as the Science
Officer rubbed the small of his back,

"No, thank you for your concern, doctor; it is only a
minor muscular strain,"

"Oh, brother!" McCoy gagged again and left the bridge,
shoulders shaking with laughter. Kirk bit the inside of his
cheek and resumed his place in the command chair., "Since you
are here, Mr, Spock, how soon will we arrive in the Epenite
system at this speed?"

"Five days, Captain,"

During the five days, discretion was indeed the watchword
for the two Vulcans., Throughout the ship's "day," they ig-
nored each other as they had done before, but their nights
were spent together,

However, every now and then, much to Spock's distress,
McCoy would pass him in the hall or on the bridge and chortle
"muscular strain' as he went by.

As they entered the Epenite system, a small craft began
the outward spiral from the inner planet to meet them. 1t
did not appear hostile, and, at any rate, was too far away to
do any damage. The Enterprise increased speed to meet it,

The expected rendezvous with the Epenite ship brought
more than one unexpected result to the Enterprise, Almost
as soon as they were within subspace radio range, the alien
captain requested a meeting with Captain Kirk,

Since the Epenite system had an atmosphere inimical to
human life, the conference was held by ship-to-ship communica-
tion, Kirk and his chief officers, including Lt. Commander
Jamison, faced the main viewing screen as it cleared and showed
the Epenite commander backed by a similar semi-circle of his
officers.

They were tall, biped, avian types, feather-crested .
Jamison's hand cautiously sought Spock's wrist. //The feather
crest indicates their emotions; half-raised like that is nor-
mal; flat against the head is distaste; and fully-raised --
we're in for a bad time, They do not think much of women or
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weaklings.// She broke the mental contact as Spock moved be-
hind Kirk to whisper unobtrusively the information he had just
received,

Unrelated twittering came across the speaker, then re-
solved into words as the universal translator cut in, "...
no desire to harm the people of your united worlds, We know
that they who are not at war with you, but are not your friends
have been attempting to bring that conflict which we do
not desire to us, We have detected their vessel and it has

been eliminated, They will trouble our tranquility no longer.

"We are a dying race, humans, and we wish only to be
left in peace. A few thousand of your years is a very short
time to us and we will %o spend them in contemplation,"

Kirk cleared his throat, "And we wish only to see that
you are left in peace, To demonstrate this, we will return
the way that we came, Farewell,"

One of the aliens leaned toward his commander, his blue
crest flashing in the light.

"One moment, people of the Federation,"

Kirk had been about to signal the closing of communica-
tion, but vaused., "There is something further?"

"The people of the Vulcan system have often been friends
to our race, and for this we return a favor, You have aboard
your ship a worthless female of that race called T'Lian?"

Kirk started to turn toward Jamison, but she hissed at
him, "Do not look at me, Captain, to them I am beneath your
notice, Ask Mr. Spock,”

"Mr. Spock?"
"Yes, she is here."

"You of the Vulcan race who speak, you are her owner?"
The Epenite ship master leaned forward on his perch,

Spock stepped up near Kirk. "I am Spock of Vulcan, son
of Sarek, master of the female.,"

"I salute you and your esteemed father, Vulcan. However,
your race has many strange customs, among them letting your
women have voice in the government. At any rate..." The
alien commander fluffed his neck ruff. "She who was called
.o+ the word is difficult in my tongue...T'Pau...is dead. She
who is your chattel has been called to take her place since
she is daughter to the daughter of T'Pau,






"We had been asked to deliver a message. We have done
so, Farewell." The screen snapped off suddenly.

"Sensors show their ship is moving back into thelir solar
system, Captain,"” repcrted Lt. Uhura.

Kirk turrned end slemmed his fist on -the oriefing room
table. '"Commander. you don‘t have to do this!"

"But I must. Czotain Kirk, It is the only logical thing
for me to do." Jamison stood with her hands clasped behind
her, so much an imege cf Spock who stood, arms folded, near
the door that Kirk would have swornh they were related,

"I don’t Like ©to hwring this up,” Kirk turned toward
Spock in anology, "bubt I must."” The Science Officer nodded
his understandinz. "What about Spock if you leave? Does he
A€ ROM S v 1 O it v sty

"No, 'Cuptain. I will not die...now. The pon farr is
waning; in antLef 3ay or =o, the relationship would have been
ended, ., .by ve. ALL wiil be a= it was,"

"And wha<s cbout the next time? And the time after that?
Will you go through this again?"

Snock stared at Kirk for a moment, choosing his words.
"Not within 2 short pzriod of time, Captain.”

"But it will iccur.”
Wy TRES Wi s sone, i

"Capsain, there can be no changing of the mind., I am
still a citizen o Vulcan; I cannot refuse my duty. When a
member of the High Council dies, the nearest relative, male
or female, who is suited for the nost is nominated. Accep-
tance by the Ccunacii of the ncmiration is eguivalent to elec-
tion. Thig iz somathing that I dare not deny.

"I am re3igni commission, effective on the accep-
tance of the resignation by sStai fleet Command. lMr. Spock has
told me that a space liner will pass us in two days. The paper
work can be Tinished Dy then., This is my final word." Jamison
sat down and »nlazed aer folded hands on the table top., Kirk,
through experience witn Spock, lnew that nothing he could say
or do would persuad= her to revoke the decision.

Ty
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"Very well, Commandzr, I shall submit your resignation.,”

Two nignis Leler. they made love for ithe last time; there
were no regrets fox what was ending beitwean them,
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The small form tremblss with excitement,

But I demand still the formal bow,

The ceremonial greeting before entering the house,
Unpracticed lips hurry over the ancient syllables,
Halting and stumbling, slurring and stammering.

I would laugh if custom permitted,

But his attempts are so earnest,

And praise is always due a well-meant try.

What matter if another's seed sparked his life?
The young eyes staring up at mine see only me.

I am the man he will become, !
And if I shape his mind, then it can be truly said
That I gave him life,
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by Sundry

From the files of Lieutenants Robin Shuster and Randy
Cowan, For additional copies, see Library Computer, code
name EASTER BUNNY,

As is the policy of this newstape at this happy time of
year (at least we think it's this time of year; the snow's a
little late) we have compiled our Annual Chirstmas List to
prominent members of our crew,

Dr. McCoy - To you we present THE LAST WORD, knowing it will
be used frequently in conversation with a certain, un-
named member of Bridge Hierarchy.

Lt. Uhura - We present to you an indestructible tape loop
saying "Hailing frequencies open, sir,"

Ensign Chekov - Our gift is a LARGER THAN LIFE gy/ZFY BLOWUP
OF YOUR HEAD AGAINST A MAP OF THE SOVIET UNION., (No,
Chekov, Russia does not extend into South America,) En-
graved on the above in gold: PAVEL - I LOVE YOU - CHEKOV,

Lt. Sulu - Our Japanese D'Artagnan, we gladly give you A
RUBBER SWORD,

Lt. Cmdr. Scott - Your gift is a MOTORIZED FRISBEE with simple,
easy-to-follow instructions included.
Bonus Gift - ENGLISH, IN TEN EASY LESSONS. (Needed, a
volunteer Zguicide ray/ to deliver said book,)

Transporter Chief Kyle - For you, our unsung hero, we hereby
offer A PIECE OF THE ACTION, For those of you unfamil-
iar with this man, he is the one responsible for that
flawlessly run device, our transporter. Anyone wishing
to congratulate T.C. Kyle can reach him aboard the USS
Yorktown; we have just received word of his sudden trans-
fer,
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Nurse Chapel - We present to you, a long suffering heroine,
your dream - MR, SPOCK, (Note to computer on Deck Eleven
- Better luck next year! Have a handkerchief to wipe
your tapes,)

Mr, Spock - Here's two GREEN EXCEDRIN FOR THE MORNING AFTER.
For the night before, see Nurse Chapel., As a consola--
tion prize - a REAL, LIVE COCKROACH WITH WHOM YOU MAY
ESTABLISH DIPLOMATIC COMMUNICATION,

Our Intrepid Captain James T, Kirk (T, stands for Tomcat) -
We present to you a GOLD CROWN AND SCEPTER PLUS TWO HUN-
DRED GORGEOUS, BUT VACUOUS, YEOWOMEN, (All right girls,
the lines start on the right!)

Finally, the Enterprise, our beloved ship, without whom we'd
never be able to get into such catastrophic situations,
and thereby save the Universe - We present to you a
GALLON OF SUPERSHELL!

SANTA CLAUS IS ALIVE AND WELL AND WHOOPING IT UP ON
OMICRON CETI THREE! '

5 . T wen Tae BET ME 3A0 /f””’#//

J
erii oal Al sz g I ESE
ONE DAav!

@
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THE MULTIPLE-CHOICE-INSTANT-LETTER-TO-HOME
by Claudia Jane Peyton

((Editor's note: It has been brought to our attentiop
that certain of the official staff of this vessel are getting
lax in writing to their poor worried relatives, In keeping
with our continuing policy of public service, this article 1is
dedicated to simplifying the problem as much as possible,))
The FREE ENTERPRISE proudly presents:

The Multiple-Choice-Instant-Letter-to-Home

There are several forms of this letter. The first we present
is one to Momma Kirk,

Dear Mom,

1) We are having .

a, a mutiny.

b, a rash of burglaries . . . are you positive that
Uncle Harold is still in stir?

¢, 2 nightly striptease by volunteer crewwomen in Rec
Room 3. '

2) Today, we -

a, spent quite a time on Theros XXXX . , . we discovered
that the atmosphere, food, water, and inhabitants are
highly poisonous . . . AFTER we beamed down.

b. recuperated from watching the dancing girls on Raunchos
IV last night.

c. encounterd another parallel planet and 99% of the
crew came down with acute nausea,

3) Yesterday, :

a. Spock and McCoy had another argument, an unusual facet
of which was the way it ended: we think McCoy's neck is
broken (and he's as mad as a Regulan flimtop when he's
in traction.)

b, four air ducts were flooded with high-test go-flyer
fuel, and the crew stayed drunk from the fumes for 34
hours,
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c. this big rock hit the top of the ship . . . could that
be why the air's seemed a bit thin lately?

4) I have had a few problems lately, for instance .

a, no one is volunteering for the show in Rec Room 3,

b. we just ran across Mr, Spock®s grandfather; and he can
do more push-ups than I can, too,

¢. we encountered a weird virus last week, -and ever since,
a large number of crewmen have been having periodic
spells of turning green and purple (checkerboard) and
running down the corridors screaming Mother Goose rhymes.
((If you think that isn‘t irritating... Lditor’s rnote.))

And a little note to Sarek and Amanda:

Parents:

1) I am .

a, having another you-know-what seizure.

b, pleased that neither of you have beamed aboard lately.

c. having difficulty restraining the urge to tear this
document to shreds.

2) In wmy capacity as Science Officer this past month, I have
had occasion to .

a. blow the planet scan of Theros XXXX.

b, test the tensile strength of Dr, McCoy's neck (it was
not so flexible as I had assumed,)

c., repair.a.computer system using only chewing gum and
the dregs of Mr, Riley's airplane glue to cement in
the . make-shift printed-circuits that I ran off on the
FREE ENTERPRISE press. '

3) I have not written for the past several weeks because =

a, Dr. McCoy kept my crayons longer than he had prcnised.

b, there have been a series.of fascinating.programs irn -
Rec Room 3,

c. we encountered Grandfather Stilgar and much time was
consumed convincing Captain Firl that 2000 push-ups is

i not an unusual number for a Vulcan of Stilgar's age.

d. I am the only one definitely immune to the green and
purple checkerboard virus and nhave bean chasing.verse-
spouting crewmen all over the ship during my off-cdaty
hours, .



31

4) The last time we beamed down, I .

a, was struck by lightning,

b. picked up an exploding rock,

c, ran into a hidden force shield,

d. was half-killed by a dart-shooting flower and then
further incapacitated by one of McCoy's potions.,

e, was told off by Ensign Chekov,

f. was asked to explain the facts of 1ife in public,

g, got into a fight with a bunch of club-swinging natives,

h, all of the above.

Now, gentlemen, was that so very difficult?

- TRANSPORT BLUES

— T ‘Eﬁ—ek‘

< —— e
S
A

"Enercize” "UH MR.SCOTT..."

NEWS BULLETINS

from Carle' Johnson

IT HAD TO HAPPEN: On Stardate 5620.3, our First Officer
left for that very important meeting with you-know-who, The
earnest eager-beaver on duty in the Math Dept, recorded the
return of Mr. Spock as occuring on 5606.6, fourteen days be=
fore Mr., Spock left, the way everyone figures, But Mr. Spock
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was on duty at that time, wasn't he? Well, if he was gone 14
days he should have -returned on 5634 -- but that math wizard
says that when 5634 is here will not be 14 days from .5620, but
some other time, In fact, the latest report is: due to the
rapid shift across our sector, tomorrow will be 2308, not some-
thing after 5620,,..Luckily the Paymaster has a different code
to calculate payday by, or we would end up owing SFC. - '

STILL HERE: Reports from Biochemistry Analysis indicate
that a small segment of the crew have succeeded in making.an
excellent synthetic Scotch Whiskey. Rumor that Pete's kilt
was used in the production is totally false, It was too full
of holes., A certain highly placed Scotsman has proclaimed it
as the best he has had in YEARS.

The recent efforts to startle Spock came to naught when
the ears were found to be ouchy, What enemy of the common
people put itching powder in the formula? Doctor McCoy was
overwhelmed with girls with itchy ears that day.

Rumor is that Lt. Sulu has forsaken archery for blowguns;
all who wander past the target area please beware, Total
score is seven security men and two yeomen., Ensign L, was
ordered to NOT make a bolo for Lt. Siaes

FASCINATING SIGHT: Mr. S, trailed by a dozen little peo-
ple that D, W, insists are "hobbits.” D, insisted so hard .
that they are now officially designated as such.

That group of Science-Fiction fans in Rec Room 5 have
located a mid-20th century sf series that they claim is very
prophetic, FLASH: Captain Kirk, after viewing part of it,
has ordered all copies wiped clean,

She wants fo Know IF you're marricd 717
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by Jacqueline Lichtenberg

I've been asked for a few words on the nature of logic,
its role in my life, and its place in yours,

The Vulean word, t'alka, refers specifically to self- _
consistent systems of rules used to manipulate facts to ar-
rive at conclusions, I customarily reserve the word, logic,
to refer to such a system.

Surprisingly, many humans are unaware that there is a
rigorous, formalized science of logic native to Earth, essen-
tially identical with the early efforts of Vulcan logicians,
It is interesting to note that the primary human contributors
to the science of logic were male, whereas, on Vulcan, most
of the initial contributions to formal structure were made by
females,

For example, in the middle of Earth's 19th century, Geoege

Bolle's algebraic formulation of the theory of classes in
logic, Boolean algebra, cast the efforts of human philosophers
and logicians into a form familiar to every Vulcan as t'ilk
Sirok, Sirok's abstract, which is famous as the first major
male contribution to the field,

My earliest memory is of a wall plaque, a family heirloom
for more than a thousand Earth years, depicting two overlapping
circles within a square frame, with the four areas shaded in
different colors, It is a device you often call a Venn dia-
gram, after John Venn, who emplyed it in 1876 (A.D. Earth
calendar) to give an intuitive grasp of Boole's algebra,

When I was barely old enough to talk, my father brought
me a recording of every Vulcan's first "nursery rhyme," an
elegantly simple, intriguingly worded song-statement of four
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propositions ‘which can form the basis of a Boolean algebra,

The melody is beautiful, but easily within the ability
of a Vulcan child, and it has a haunting quality which makes
it impossible to forget. I often find it coming to mind un-
bidden when solving a particularly difficult problem because
the melody itself has an intricate structure illustrative of
some laws of logic,

Much of information theory can be derived from Boolean
algebra, but, more important, the four basic postulates of
Boolean algebra may be interpreted as theorems in the calcu-
lus of propositions, that is, tautologies, or laws of logic
which are cited to back up a step in reasoning as a lawyer
cites precedents,

The calculus of propositions, the calculus of classes,
and Boolean algebra form what is known to Vulcans as t'kol't,
and might be described to humans as a kind of logical ring in
which each of the members can be taken to imply the others,
however difficult the derivation may be in certain directions,
Such a system has a symmetry which is particularly pleasing
to the esthetic sense.

Vulcans are often thought of throughout the Federation
as lacking an esthetic sense. However, might I point out that,
while understanding logic is a stimulating exercise in pure

reason, applying is an art requiring keen imagination and an
extremely well developed esthetic sense.

The calculus of classes and the calculus of propositions
together with the theory of formal inference (the Vulcan the-
ory of formal inference, not the "material implication" human
logicians are still playing with) form the basis of Vulcan civ-



35

ilization, which is by no means the homogeneous unity it is
considered to be throughout the Federation, Vulcan, like
Earth, has many cultures., Though the distinctions are blurred
to human eyes by millenia of world unity, they are, neverthe-
less, real,

But Earth, unlike Vulcan, developed complex civiliza-
tions before the science of logic, So the primitive, two-
valued, or Aristotelian, logic prevailed until 1921 (A.D,
Larth calendar) when Lukaciewicz proposed a three-valued
logic,

Eleven years later, Reichenbah found the base for the
theory of probability, an infinite-valued logic, and logic
became, for humans, the powerful tool that Vulcans have used
to formulate symbolic philosophy,

Long ago on Vulcan, a rigorous, symbolic logic was applied
to carefully chosen axioms of philosophy to provide logically
consistant motivations for all phases of activity. I cannot
begin to convey the satisfaction, the sure knowledge of right-
ness, that comes from the application of logic to one's as-
sumptions and value judgments, It is a2 source of genuine
Dleasure.

One of the axioms basic to all Vulcan philosopbhy is that
~Z the idicy; the greatest of all pleasure is to explore the
infinite ways that the infinitely diverse can combine to pro-
duce meaning and beauty. Emotions are as inseparable from
vyour nature as logic is from mine. We must cultivate our dif-
ferances,; not strive to become alike,

As I study emotion, so should you study logic until, one
day, we shall have probed each other's natures so thoroughly
that we will be unable to.deny our essential similarities, and
yvet, will be able to delight in the combinations of our es-
sential differences,
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"Every child,,.has a right to choose his own
ancestors." - Havelock Ellis

If we reflect upon the composition of the crew of the
Enterprise, we are forced to the consideration that the an-
cestors of every one of them - though in Spock's case only
the female line - were alive on Earth during the 1°00's.
Somewhere in Africa there was a family which probably took
the name Uhura - "freedom" - when their country declared its
independence, Somewhere in the Lowlands of Scotland there
were Scotts, fulfilling the great tradition of their country
in the field of maritime engineering. A Chekov bureaucrat
chased his secretary around a2 desk in Leningrad, & Sulu as-
sembled transistor tape recorders in a factory in Hiroshima,
and a lcCoy performed internal examinations in a gynecological
clinic in Atlanta,

And, of course, the lineal male ancestor of James Kirk
was also among our forbears. We have to look for him not
merely among Kirks, bLut among prominent Kirks. The Captain
of the Enterprise is a man who would make his mark anywhere,
and who obviously comes from a long line of such men.

Three candidates suggest themselves: Governor Claude
Kirk of Florida, ex-President Grayson Kirk of Columbia Univ-
ersity, and the writer Russell Kirk. At first glance, Russell
Kirk might appear to be the best candidate, Most people know
him as a genteel reactionary who wrote regularly for National
Review, but he was also a good writer of ghost stories. His
1iking for adventure in the realm of fantasy, in a literary
field often associated with science-fiction, would make him
a possible ancestor to Captain James Kirk.

But, on further rcflection, we have to reject Russell
Kirk's claims. Unlike the other two, he never served in an
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executive capacity, and seems
to have had no interest in
such a role, His writings,
both political and fictional,
show him to have been an 18th
century High Tory, born out
of his time, Russell Kirk
was oriented toward the past,
not the future,

Grayson Kirk, also, 1is
not a likely ancestor for
the Captain of the Enterprise,
His ineffectual performances
in the Spring 1968 distur-
bances at Columbia Univer-
sity are far distant from
the incisive executive abil-
ities demonstrated by James
Kirk, If James Kirk had
been in his place, he would
have met the grievances
promptly and in a concilia-
tory manner, or he would
have used a sufficient but
not excessive amount of
force at the outset. He
would not have vacillated
back and forth between these
two contradictory policies,
trying both and doing nei-
ther.

The best claims are those
of Governor Claude Kirk, 1In
1966 he became the first
Republican Governor of Flo-
ida in modern times - thus
boldly going where no man
(of his party) had gone be-
fore. 1In office he demon-
strated an authoritarian
character which is open to
criticism on political
grounds, but would be quite
in keeping with the conven-
tional powers of a ship's
captain, While the author,
as a former resident of
Florida, agrees with almost
none of Governor Kirk's pol-
icies, he recognizes that

9
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of the three famous late 20th-century Kirks, this one is the
most likely ancestor of the Captain of the Enterprise,

And Claude Kirk's extra-curricular activities were in
keeping with those of James Kirk. He had just taken office

- when his name was connected with that of an attractive Cerman

divorcee, Despite some criticism, he shortly thereafter mar-

ried her, Neither of the other contemporary Kirks would do

anything like this - but those who know the stories of Cap-
tain Kirk's adventures on liberty planets ecan"have no doubt
as tp which of the three 20th-century Kirks he-most resembles!

——
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COMMUNTCATION FRCM STAR FLEET

by John Mansfield

Fleet Officer - 3
. 3rd Fleet
Sanctuary

6901,7

Dear Sir,

I thought that you would be intercsted in knowing that
we have broken up & spy system operating aboard the UsSsS
Enterprise.

For some Time now, we have known thatl information has . -
been falling into the hznds of our cnemies, This was con-
firmed when spy tapes were found aboard the mining ship (1)
GAGE. These ships, beirg unmanned and on automatic control,

are easily ‘uced-as courizsr ships,

Some time ago we found a set of tapes that were from the
Starship Enterprise. These tapes also contained classified.
information. We have finally managed to stop the leak.

We found that a cafety inspector in.the ship yards on' a
certain planst was hiding "grain' recorders on the ships. An-
other contact would rcmove +the recordings and send them to
Central Headgnartars. '

A "grain" recorder is about ®the gize of a grain of wheat,
It turns itsel?® cn at rendom, and can record 3all. the sounds
in a fair sized rcom. Their veefulness is linited: they only
record for a rminute at most,. It is pure iuvck if they pick up
anything important:: If you plznt. enough-of them, however,
you are bound to ret scmething, "

I would love tc get you some ¢f thesc tapes for publica-
tion, I am afraid; howsver, thas in some céases they contain
information thz2t is classed higher than you have clearance
for. ‘Aview lcomsaindfongsthat you would nave,litfle or o in=
terest in, such as a solid minute -of Vuilcén,..(2)...music,

. |

However; the one I enclose may be of sowme inverest to you.
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I hope that our ships cross course sSoon.

-

3/ Manéfield
FO 3 Int
USS Dillon

TRANSCRIPTION TAPE # 7

Reference Request 7D-78/34%
Time/Date - 0042-0434

TRANSCRIPTION

1st Voice: Hey, George, can I have your boots?
2nd Voice: I'll take your uniform,

3rd Voice: I'll take your little black book, especially that
<+« (other noises) on,..

George: Get off my back!! I just got off duty; I want to
warp out and all I get is static, Now....

2nd Voice: You'll be sorry,

George: Okay, get that grin off your face and tell me the
news.

2nd Voice: Don't get snarly. We just happened to notice the
new duty 1list, that's all.,

George: What is it? (Rustle of paper) Oh, my God! I can
see it all now. Twenty hours straight, saying (sound of
movement) "Yes, sir” to that Vulcan First Officer of
ours and not being able to....No! I refuse! Never,

1st Voice: About those boots now, You and I are about the
same size, and....

George: Why me, why? I'm not really bad,
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3rd Voice: You know you can't get out of it. There's not a
man on this ship who'll replace you.

George: Okay, okay, let me think, (Door opening)
5tﬁ'Voice: What's the problem? What's George crying about?

2nd Voice: He just got word that he's on the next landing
party with the Captain and Spock, and you know the sur-
vival rate on those.

5th Voice: Gee,,.that's too bad, George. Say, about that
3-D painting of yours....

OH YES ., AND LEN . WHO DIP YOLR
MWAKE 4P TODAY 2 ['D LIKE To
HovE A UITTLF TALK WivH FMWY.,
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by Sherna C, Burley

CAST, IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE

Pierce - small, husky, feisty, and quietly mad.
Commander Spock

Captain James T. Kirk

A Yeoman

Lieutenant Uhura

Lieutenant Sulu

Ensign Chekov

Alain - leader of the planet Warrel.

Doctor McCoy
i%:;g ¥§§C E members of Alain's entourage.
Lieutenant Commander Scott

Lieutenant De Salle

Nurse Christine Chapel

2 Security Men

Various other crewmembers, male and female.

Al)l action takes place on board the USS Enterprise,with-
in the space of one ship's day.

ACT I, Scene i - Biochemistry laboratory
Scene ii - Bridge

ACT II, Scene i - Recreation Room 3
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Scene ii - Corridor outside Lt, Uhura's quarters
Scene iii - Another corridor i
Scene iv - Recreation Room 3 ~ some time later

ACT III, Scene i = Dr., McCoy's office
Scene ii - Sick Bay

ACT I, Scene i

Biochemistry laboratory. Stage is set in front of
closed curtains, Flat-topped computer console, with formali-
zer and clipboard on top, stand stage left. At stage right
is cabinet, with fire extinguisher hooked onto one side,

((Pierce is standing in front of the console reading di-
als, He glances at the formalizer dial, takes the clipboard
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and makes a notation. then goes back to the console, The 1li-
quid in the formalizer bubbles higher., Pierce turns away to
the cabinct.

The liquid bubbles out and foams down onto the console,
There is the sound of snappings and cracklings and flashes of
1ight from the computer. Pierce runs and throws the cut-off
switch. (ALl lights on the console go out.) He snatches
back his hend as he completes the act - the switch is either
hot or electrified.

By this point, smoke has begun to billow from the console.

Enter Spock stage center, from between the curtains, With-
cut missing a motion, he 1ifts the fire extinguisher off the
hook an ‘eads for the console,

Pierce whirls, coughing, to get the fire extinguisher,; and
finds Spock behind him. Spock pushes Pierce aside casually,
without looling at him. Spock plays fire extinguisher over
corisole, and cinoke dies down,

Spock quietly clears his throht of smoke and waits until
Pierce has stopped coughing.))

SPOCK: Mr, Pierce, what is a formalizer doing on top of the
biocanalysis unit?

PIERCE: I.,,put it there, sir. I was trying to do two things
at once and it...well, it got away from me,

SPOCK: Obviously, L. Pierce, since we rescued you from
Procyon IV, your efficiency ratlng has been lower than
is acceptabWe. If you are experiencing emotional after-
effests, I sugzest that you see the Psychiatric Officer,
"Yeu will restore this room to order and then report your-
sdlf unfit-for duty.

e

PIERCE: 3ut I’ wcoeo((w;thers under Spock's eyebrow-up gaze))
«scl€S, Sir;

 ((Spock nods and exits stage center. Pierce stares after
him bitterly. He hurls the formalizer in the direction of
Spock®s exit, as he spits out...))

PIERCE: Yesz! ((raises clenched, trembling fists)) I'll
psychiatric officer you, you damn cold-blooded, pointy-
headed...Vulcant

((Lights go down.))
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ACT I, Scene 1ii

Bridge of the USS Enterprise. Stage left, slightly ang-
led to fromt; Spock’s station - computer console, with a
chair in front of it. Rear stage left; Uhura's station - con-
sole with scrim viewscreen, tall enough to conceal actor, chair
in front of it., Stage right, on side and slightly angled;
Engineering station - computer console, chair in front., Stage
center; Captain's chair, facing audience, Helmsman's chair,
stage front right; Navigator's chair, stage front left, Both
these chairs also face audience,

Kirk is in the Captain's chair, Sulu and Chekov at their
stations, Uhura is at her station, and extras man the two
other consoles, A yeoman stands behind the Captain's chair.
Other extras as desired, at consoles, looking busy.

KIRK: ((holding clipboard and ven)) Captain's log, Stardate
3314,1 Ve have been circling the planet Warrel for
forty-eight hours, while the Warrelar keep us waiting.
They are a very touchy people, taking insult at the
slightest excuse.

Klingon explorations continue to approach this plan-
et. They are exnected to make their first contact in two
months, The Warrelar must allow us to protect them, or
they will be destroyed,

We also have hopes of building a base here, The
location is a strategic one, For this, we have to win
their confidence,

((He signs clipboard, hands it to the yeoman. She takes
clipboard, exits right as Spock enters stage left, carrying
a second clipboard.?)

SPOCK: Has there been any contact, Captain?

KIRK: Mo, there hasn't. We still await the Warrelars' plea-
sure. ((Turns and sees the clipboard which Spock is hold-
ing in an obtrusive manner,)) What's that?

SPOCK: This, Captain, is the analysis of Mr. Pierce's psychi-
atric tests.

KIRK: ((Surprised)) I thought his tests were satisfactory.

SPOCK: They were, Captain, Suspiciously so. The tests show
no effects whatsoever from his experience. He was ma-
rooned for three months on a jungle planet, during which
time he lost all eleven crewmates, It seems most unlike-
ly that any human would remain unaffected,

KIRK: Then you think I was wrong to agree to his request for
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duty?

SPOCK: I have relieved him of that duty, Captain. I have
also ordered new tests, Mr, Pierce has proven incapable
of conducting himself as an efficient biotechnician., He
is careless to the point of endangering the ship, as well,

KIRK: Then you did the right thing. When this mission is
over, we'll take him to Star Base 4, as I originally
planned. Keep me informed,

SPOCK: I shall, Captain, ((Walks to his post at far left
console, . The crewman there nods and leaves for another
part of the bridge. As this happens, the following dia-
log is carried on.))

UHURA: Captain, I'm receiving a signal from the planet.
KIRK: Put it on audio, Lieutenant,

((Uhura piays with the dials on her console, The screen
lights come up - and stage llghts may dim slightly - to re-
veal the Alain insignia, which is removed to reveal Alain,))

ALAIN: I am Alain of Warrel,

KIRK: Greetings, Alain. I am Captain James T. Kirk, of the
United Federation of Planets., I come on a peaceful mis-
sion, :

ALAIN: I have heard of this mission. You want to protect us
from your enemies., We can protect ourselves!

((Kirk starts to speak and catches himself to avoid in-
terrupting as Alain continues.))

«sef0Uu also want us to pay you for your help., You want
us to house your soldiers and give up lands for your wea-
pons, . Do you take us for fools?

KIRK: ((He's sweating, but he turns on the charm.)) No,
Alain, The wisdom of the Warrelar is well known to my
people. We ask your help in fighting this enemy of ours.
We also ask permission to build a base out in the wilder-
ness, where we wouldn't disturb anyone. We aren't fools
either, We don't promise to protect you from an enemy,
when we also find him a threat.

ALAIN: ((Pauses)) Then perhaps we might discuss this in Coun-
cil. Captain Kirk, I suggest that you and your atten-
dants join me at the Hall of Clans. ((Alain's insignia
re-appears, ))

KIRK: With pleasure, Alain., ((His voice and gestures drop
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as he realizes that the face is gone, The Alain crest
fades as the lights behind the scrim go out.))

SPOCK: ((Comes up to Kirk, stands beside chair.)) Most dip-
lomatic, Captain,

KIRK: ((Regalns his self—satisfaction.)) Thanks, I hope
Alain thought so too. ((Rises to leave.)) You have the

con,

SPOCK: Acknowledged. ((Sits as Kirk walks out stage right.))

Curtain,

ACT II, Scene i

Recreation room
e 3. Curtains are a-
e bout three-quarters
=3 open; the portion of
stage in front of the
closed curtains is
the corridor outside
the room, There is
a tall screen at
rear stage right,
with a picture and
a lytherette hanging
on it, In stage cen-
ter, front, is a ta-

On the table is a
small intercom, a

3-D chess set, and
two cups of some 1li-
quid. To the right
of the table is a
computer console.

It has a sliding door
with a shelf behind
it, large enough to
hold three cups; on
the shelf is another
cupy, with liquid,

It also has a panel,
which opens to show
a few sets of wires,
and a storage section
for tapes, plus a
slot to insert the
tapes into, Other
tables and chairs:to
stage left., There is

ble and three chairs,. .
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a standing intercom in front of the curtains stage right.

Chekov and Sulu are seated at the front table, setting
up a game of chess, Extras sit at the other tables, doing
quiet. action, socializing,

((Pierce enters corridor, stage left, and wanders toward
"door" - open section. He looks unhappy and just a little bel-

lig§§ent. Sulu sees him, glances at Chekov, and they stand
up. -

SULU: Pierce! Over here, I want you to meet a friend of
mine,

((Pierce comes over to the table.))

...Pierce, this is Chekov, one of our Navigators.

((They shake hands. Pierce is hesitant, Chekov jovial,))
CHEKOV: Welcome to the Enterprise, Mr. Pierce,

((All sit.))

++el hear you're a good chess player,

SULU: He was a champion of our class at the Academy, I can't
give this Russian much of a game, Pierce. Why don‘t you
show him how it's done?

((Pierce shrugs. Chekov takes one piece of each color
and holds them out in his closed fists., Pierce chooses one
and they start playing with white moving first, After Pierce's
first move, Sulu stands and crosses to the console,))

SULU: Can I get you something?

PIERCE: Coffee. Blue, with cream.

((Sulu fiddles with the buttons as he programs the order.
A light flashes and he reaches up, opens the upper cupboard
and passes the cup to Pierce, ©Sulu closes the cupboard door
and sits. As he does this, the game continues, Chekov,
moves, ) ) ’ ' '

PIERCE: Where did you learn that? ((A little angry))

CHEKOV: Mr. Spock taught it to me. He is a wery good chess
player.

PIERCE: ((Moves chesspiece)) Well, he gives me the creeps.

((Chekov hesitates, then smiles.))
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SULU: He may be a little different, but he's one of the best
officers in the Fleet,

PIERCE: I'll just bet. I can't move without his breathing
down my neck, How do you stand it on the bridge with
him? : .

((Chekov and Sulu grin widely,))

CHEKOV: We are wery careful. ({(Draws the line out for its
comedy value,)) :

SULU: We pretend that he's twenty people, and they're all
looking over our shoulder,

PIERCE: That shouldn't be allowed, No sane man can work with
that kind of thing pressuring him. There's got to be
some way to stop him, ((He is becoming excited,))

SULU: The best way to stop Spock's bothering you is to pay
attention to your job. ((Smiles in a friendly way.))
He has checkmate. ((Indicates Chekov on the word "he."))

PIERCE: Yeah? Well, he should play his own game, not some
weirdo's kind, ((Stands up as he says this and stalks
out onto stage left, into the "corridor," in front of
the curtain,

Sulu and Chekov stare after him, startled, then lose
sight of him, Pierce nauses, standing by curtain, fists
clenched., ke ‘turns as though he wants to go back, but for-
gets about his inner struggle as he becomes interested in over-
hearing their subsequent conversation.” Pierce should stand
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very still at this point so that he doesn't draw attention
from stage center.))

CHEKOV: I think he doesn't like aliens.

SULU: He's had it pretty rough - losing his friends like that,
((Begins to reset the chess game. Continues ruefully))
Svock makes me a little jumpy, too, sometimes, He never
seems to relax.

CHEKOV: What he needs is a glass of wodka. Now if I had some
potatoes,...

SULU: ((Grins)) It wouldn't work., Alcohol doesn't do any-
thing for his chemistry.

CHEKOV: I bet the biocomputer could figure out a chemical to
get him drunk,

((At this, Piere straightens in interest, reminding the
audience of his presence,))

SULU: I'm not sure I like the idea of Mr. Spock, out of con-
trol.v.. '

CHEKOV: Just think of him trying'to explain it,

SULU: He's too proud, It wouldn't be a joke, It would hurt
him pretty badly. ((As he finishes this line, Pierce
turns and exits purposefully, stage left,))

CHEKOV: You're right, of course, but it's such fun to think
about. ' - PR

SULU: ((Grins in agreement)) We'd better get this chess set
put away. It's almost change-of-shift., ((They put chess
set away in the lower part of the food console, as others
in the room begin exiting stage right. They join crowd,
Lights dim.

Lights come up to reveal Pierce coming in stage left along
"corridor" in front of curtain, with clipboard in his hand.
He is also carrying a small test instrument, with a long sampl-
ing probe. Pierce is alone on-stage. He enters Rec Room and
starts pressing computer buttoens., As he programs computer, he
consults his clipboard, He pulls open the repair panel, alters
a couple of connections and stands up,. He looks around and
talkes the three cups from the table. He places them in the
cabinet and presses a button. The light comes on and he opens
the cabinet, takes out one cup and places the test instrument
probe in or near the liquid in the cup., He smiles at the read-
ing, replaces the cup and exits with the instrument and clip-
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board, As he exits stage right, Kirk and Spock enter stage
left, without seeing Pierce. Spock is carrying a clipboard,))

SPOCK: Then you had complete success, Captain.

KIRK: Nearly complete, The Warrelar will be up to inspect
the ship in half an hour. If that goes smoothly, we may
sign the treaty today,

SPOCK: What of the treaty ceremony?

KIRK: We'll have to put up with it, of course. They like
their pomp and ceremony. If they insist that my officers
dress up and play games, as their price....

SPOCK: I understand, Captain. ((They are, by now, standing
at stage center. Spock nods, and Kirk nods back. Spock
enters Rec Room and sits at front table, He studies
clipboard, uses computer, and generally acts guietly busy
as Kirk crosses to Communicator in "corridor" at stage
right,))

{IRK: This is the Captain speaking. Our guests will be on
board in thirty-five minutes, Off-duty personnel will
observe formal attire and behavior in the public areas
of the ship.

((Lights dim. KXirk exits stage right., Curtains close
and open again, to show passage of time, When they close,
Spock is standing by the console. The curtains re-open to
show him sitting, bending over the clipboard, with one of the

mugs beside him, He nods
significantly.

Spock picks up the cup
absently, but the audience
should know it is really a
very significant gesture,
Then, as he drinks from it,
we realize from the angle
he holds it at that he is
actually draining the last
few drops.

He puts the cup down and
rises. He stumbles very
slightly and his hand swings
out to overcompensate. He
knocks over the cup, but
doesn't notice - he is star-
ing at his hand, which is
trembling. With a look of
quiet concern on his face, he
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straightens into the symmetrical, shoulders-forward posture,
Instead of putting his hands behind his back, however, he holds
them in front of him, palms forward, and rotates them out and
down, in, and around, in a ritual exercise,

His features are losing their puzzled look and becoming
slack as he does this, As he begins the gesture again, he
stops, turns toward the screen (at a three-quarters angle
from the audience) and smiles., He walks unsteadily to the
screen, and takes down the lytherette, as the curtains close
and the lights go out.))

ACT II, Scene ii

Corridor outside Uhura's quarters, Played in front of
the curtains. Standing intercom stage right. As the lights
come up, Uhura is crossing from stage left., She looks a lit-
tle tired; she's just come off duty. As she reaches stage
right, Spock enters stage center through the curtains, He is
carrying the lytherette,

As Uhura starts to exit behind the curtains stage right,
she turns. Spock starts plucking the lytherette very slowly
and softly.

He looks much like a peaceful satyr., When he speaks he
sounds a bit blurry and he may have a slight accent. He main-
tains an owlish dignity and he never becomes ridiculous, but
he does not have the careful formality he usually shows, ))

UHURA: ‘'Thy,,.hello, sir.
SPOCK: Have you ever seen the stars at warpspeed?

UHURA: Of course, Mr, Spock, I.,.((slightly v»uzzled)) Is
any’thing. C 0.

SPOCK: ((Interrupts her)) They're red,.,((plinks a note on
lytherette)) and green ((plink)) and white ((plink)) and
nort. ({(plink)) But you can't see that, I think. ((Sad-
1yi then brightens)) They look like melons. Furry
melons.

UHURA: I'always thought they looked like great fluffy feath-
ers, Sir.,,shall I.,.Dr. McCoy might want to....

SPOCK: ((Very seriously)) The good Doctor has a tedency to-
be tendious. ((He says this without noticing his spooner-
ism.)) It is a bad habit., ((Sighs and tilts his head.))

UHURA: Yes, sir, I'm sure he does, ((Edges to standing inter-



54

com, and turns it on,)) Sick Bay., ((As she becomes in-
volved, Spock exits unsteadily, stage center.,))

HCCCY: ((Voice on com,)) Sick Bay here,

UHGRA: ((Speaking softly)) There's something wrong, Doctor.
Mr, Spock is acting very strangely. I don't know what
B € \ra s T S i1 )

MCCOY: Where is he? :

UHURA: 1In frcnt of ny aquarters, He,.. ((turns and sees cor-
ridor is empty)) No! Hefs gone, Doctor, He was acting
. »,21most,, .drunk,

MCCOY: Axre you sure, Lieutenant?
UHURA: Yes, sir, I didn’t believe it either,

MCCOY: Se2 iT you can find him again, I can't make a general
annovncement while the Varrelar are aboard. Mr, De Salle
will have to set up search parties, and let the Captain
xnow what's hapnening,

“UHURA: What if it's something serious?

MCCOY: With that Vulcan constitution of his, I doubt it....
But if the Warrelar see anything wrong, they’ll refuse
the treaty and make themseclves sitting ducks for the
klingon phacers.

UHURA: 1I'll do what I can, sir. ((Signs off, . Lights go out,
she exits.))

ACT II, Scene iii

In front of the curtain, A corridor., Curtains are very
3lighitly ovpen, All exits and entrances in this scene are from
the back of the curtain, Standing intercom stage right,

Three "groups" are involved in this scene. The first
consists of Kirk, Alain, and the two other Warrelar, Alain Tel
and fAlain Mare, The second group is Sulu .and Pierce., The
third is Swnock, alone, unsteady on his feet, but still main-
taining his dignity., This is not to be played for comedy.
Spock has teen tetrayed by a fellow officer and he dimly rea-~
lizes that his behavior is contrary to his most deeply felt
beliefs, Despite the euphoria; his worry occasionally breaks
“through the drug to trouble him. When this happens, he may
stop and loock puzzled, and perhaps stare at his hands.

Lights come up on an cmpty stage. Spock, carrying the
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lytherette, enters stage left, crosses left half unsteadily,
- and exits stage center.

As he exits, Kirk and party enter stage right and barely
miss seeing him, Kirk, as always in this scene, preceeds the
narty and glances about surreptitiously to be sure they're not
going to run into his misbehaving First Officer. As they
talk, they walk toward stage center.))

KIRK: The engine room is in this direction, All of the ship's
power is controlled through here, including the anti-mat-
ter drive that powers her,

ALAIN: The power of your ship is most impressive, Captain.
What of her weapontry?

KIRK: We'll be seeing the phaser room later. They're powered
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through here, of course. Mr, Scott? ((He calls out to-
ward back of the curtains, as party exits stage center,))

((Spock enters stage right, walks forward to the commun-
icator, and leans on it, He is without the lytherette. Head
bowed, he is deep in thought. He reaches forward and turns
on the communicator.))

CHEKOV: ((Voice on com)) Bridge here,

((Spock opens his mouth to speak, raises his head and
looks puzzled, He starts to look around beside the communi-
cator. He turns unsteadily and exits stage right,))

CHEKOV: ((Voice on com)) Bridge here. Is anything wrong?...
Hello?...Mr. Spock, is that you? Sir, this is wery
strange.

DE SALLE: ((Voice)) Check the board, Which communicator was
it? ((As he speaks, or before, if timing makes it neces-
sary, Sulu and Pierce enter stage left and run hard across
the stage to the open communicator,))

SULU: This is the Engineering Deck. Search party just arrived.
What havppened? ‘ :

DE SALLE: ((Voice)) Your communicator was activated but no
one was there when we answered,

SULU: Tt could be him! Ensign Michaelson saw him heading
this way about five minutes ago. Has the Captain been
told yet?



o7 g

DE SALLE: ((Voice)) Yes, Uhura managed to get through tc hin
without the Warrelar knowing., Our orders are to get lMr,
Spock to Sick Bay as soon as we can. The Captazin also
says our visitors mustn't see him until he's well, ov
they may not want to sign the treaty.

((Pierce, who's been looking around, now gestures.))
SULU: Acknowledged. Search party outs

((They run to exit stage right, as Kirk and party enter
stage left., Scotty is with them.))

ALAIN: ((Sees exiting search party.)) Those kinsmen of yours
seem excited.

KIRK: ((Sweating)) Yes, Alain...uh,,.my kinsmen are high-
snirited, :

SCOTT: ((He's been smiling, He's pleased with the kilt-like
costume of the Warrelar,)) Aye, Captain, that we cer-
tainly are. I must get back to my engines now. Injoy
the rest of your tour, gentlemen, '

ALAIN: We shall do that.

SCOTT: ((Turns back just short of exiting)) Oh, and Captain,
I"11l be keeping an eye out for ((catches Kirk's desperate
look)).,..for your project, ((Exits stage left. The
group begins to move toward stage center.))

ALAIN TEL: Project, Captain?

KIRK: Yes.,.uh,.,I'm trying to convince my,..kinsmen to...
maintain proper decorum in the corridors and confine all
+ s sdisagreements to the proper areas, You undeistiand.
I'm sure, Alain, It's the price you pay for leading a
high-spirited clan,

ALAIN: ((He looks faintly weary. He is remembering past
anguish, now a familiar ache,)) Yes, Captain, I am aware
of the burdens of leadership.

((As they reach stage center, Sulu and Pierce come out
from the center.))

KIRK: Ah, gentlemen. You've met our Helmsman of course,
This is one of our biocomputer men, Mr, Pierce, ((As
this line is spoken, Spock enters stage left, carrying
the lytherette, Kirk and party do not see him because
their backs are to him., Sulu and Pierce see him, bLut
can't make any sign of it. ©Spock wanders half-way to-
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wardthem, looks at the group in puzzlement, then turns
and walks back and exits stage left, while the conversa-
tion proceeds,))

PIERCE: Hello...uh...Warrelar, ((Kirk stiffens slightly.
Pierce is uncomfortable, He looks at Sulu who takes his
arm in warning,)) '

SULU: ‘How are you enjoying your visit?

ALAIN: We find it most impressive, Clansmen.
((Sulu grins, Pierce looks disgusted.))

ALAIN MARC: You are offended, Clansman?

SULU: ((Quieckly)) No, he's not. I mean,..we were arguing
before, and my kinsman ((Pierce steps back and looks even
more disgusted))...is still dissatisfied.

KIRK: Then take your quarrel
to the proper part of the
ship. Gentlemen? ((He
hurries them, and the
Warrelar exit stage cen-
ter, Kirk with them.))

PIERCE: I will not toady to
those damn aliens!

SULU: I'l1 talk to you later
about your duties, Mister.
There's no time now,
((Runs across left half
of stage, exits stage
left, Pierce follows.))

((Lights dim, then come
up as curtain opens.))

ACT II, Scene iv

Recreation Room, with
curtains as in sc, i. Cup
is gone from.table. No one
is visible on stage, but the
lytherette is on the front
table, There is a bougquet
of. yellow tea roses hidden on the chair behind the front table,

Pierce and Sulu enter stage left in "corridor." Pierce
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leans over and peers into Rec Room, He sees the lytherette
and smiles. He turns back to Sulu.))

PIERCE: Nothing here. Uh.,.go on without me, I'll be out
in a minute. :

SULU: Mak§)it fast; we've got to find him. ((Exits stage
left.).

((Pierce crosses into Rec Room and pulls a phaser from
under his shirt, as he stares toward stage left. He slips
behind screen.,

Snock hag been in "another part of the Rec Room," hidden
behind the left curtain. He now walks out toward stagé caenter
.and the table, He ig a’'little more unsteady now, and occa-
sionally, nuts out a2 hand to steady himself., He goes to the
console and pulls a tape cartridge from the lower cabinet,

He rises, nearly falling over as he does so, He puts the tape
into the slot and music starts. The music is very simple, pro-
bably from a plucked string instrument. There are passages

of bells of two kinds - multiple tinkling bells like glass
wind chimes and harsh single gongs, These are the type of
b;l%s we heard in Amok Time, NOT chimes or other ringing types
0 ells,

Spock stands up and wanders to the picture hanging on the
screen, He stands there looking at it as Pierce stens out
from behind the screen, Spock turns and looks at Pierce's
drawn phaser.)) .

SPOCK: Mr, Pierce, such weapons are dangerous,

PIERCE: Still lecturing, green-blood? What a shame you donft
really know what's hapnening,

SPOCK: ((Looks puzzled)) I have never understood why red
blood does not....

PIERCE:. Shut up! This time you listen. I'm going to make
this slow, like you killed them in that stinking jungle...

SPOCK: ((Troubled)) Killed,..?

PIERCE: Shut up! Posky - he was the first, You broke his
back when you crashed us., We carried him for three days
before the fever killed hlm, Samal., You're going to
scream like that too. You're going to beg and scream,..

((Uhura enters "corridor," stage left., Pierce stops as
he hears her footsteps,))

«..Keep quiet or I'11 kill them all! ((Ducks behind
screen, Spock looks after him, puzzled,))
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SPOCK: 1I? Killed?
UHURA: {((Enters Rec Room)) There you are!

SPOCK: I am, Here, Did you not once express a liking for
Rosa polyflora?

((Uhura reaches for the intercom on the table, She
switches it on.))

UHURA: Doctor! ((As Uhura does this; Spock reaches down to
the seat of the chair, He stumbles. She jumps forward
to catch him, and he comes up with a bouguet of tea roses.))

UHURA: Tea roses, Botany will never forgive you,
SPOCK: You misappreciate them?
U:{URA: No.,.but you misappropriate them,

((Music reaches a bell passage - Spock's gaze becomes in-
cnge, As she finishes speaking, he ignores her words and

SPOCK: Where 1s the wind of the desert...?

UHURA: ((She is confused and deeply touched - and a little
scared,)) I...I think you'd better come with me,

SPOCK: Yes, I know. ((The flowers slip from his other hand
as he raises it towards her face.))

UHURA: No! ((She jumps back,))

((Spock looks shocked and deeply hurt, and for a second,
agitated, Perhaps the shock of interruption as he began reach-
ing with his mind has cut through the drug and he realizes
what he is doing! It only lasts a second, though. By the
time her line is finished, he has relapsed into the fog of

the drug;))

UHURA: You mustn't, sir. I mean...you've got to get to Sick
Bay., '

SPOCKX: I am well., You are beautiful, ((Reaches forward to-
ward her face, in the same gesture, Loses balance and
stumbles to one knee. ©She takes him by the upper arms
to steady him, He raises his hands to touch her face
again, VWe see the temptation in her face.

McCoy enters stige left and runs into the Rec Room.))

1MCCOY: What's going on here?






spockK: ((His hands tremble unsteadily, but neither rise nor
drop. They are a few inches from Uhura, -and the fingers
are spread,)) Doctor, your absence would be inspiring,

((Uhura throws McCoy a desperate look. He steps forward
and helps her 1ift Spock to his feet.))

MCCOY: Youire coming to Sick Bay.,

QPOCK: I have no intention of entering your unpleasant abode,
Doctor. ((Turns to Uhura, ignoring McCoy., He has, in-
deed, forgotten his presence.)) Come now to sing the
winds. ((Reaches for the lytherette with one hand and
her face with the other., She and McCoy catch him before
the inevitable disaster can result from the imbalance.
Uhura picks up the lytherette,))

MCCOY: Why don’t you come up and have a drink, g
SPOCK: T have taken the liquids I require for this day.
((McCoy shares a puzzled look with Uhura,)) Mo

UMUPA: Vulcan...?

rocoY: ((Nods, realizing)) You're not on your home planet,
now, There’s plenty to drink., ((Suddenly inspired))
And you already said you'd come,
s

SPOCK: Have I?
MCCOY: You gave your word.

SPOCK: ((Nods gravely)) Then, if we go to a drinking, let
us begin, ((The three make their way into the "corri-
dor," Uhura and McCoy steadying Spock. Just before they
exit stage left, we hear Spock’s solemn voice again,))

.+.L shall select kibahla.

((As they exit, Pierce appears from behind the screen
looking after them., The phaser is drawn and the look on his
fece is fearful.))

1o

Curtain
ACT 1III, Scene 1

Dr. McCoy's office., In front of the curtains, There is
a viewscreen communicator, stage left. McCoy's desk is stage
center, with a chair behind it, facing the audience, There
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are papers and a pen on the desk.

((As the lights come up, McCoy is found at the desk, fid-
dling with the papers. Communicator screen flashes and whis. -
tles, McCoy makes a final notation, picks up the paper and
walks to the console. He turns on the screen, and Kirk
appears, ))

MCCOY: Jim! I was just about to call you, Where are you?

KIRK: I'm on the planet. My hosts are gone for the moment,
Did you find him? 1Is he all right?

MCCOY: ((Draws it out. He's enjoying himself hugely, and get-
ting back for some of his worrying)) Jim, our First Of-
ficer is soused,

KIRK: What?

MCCOY: He is crocked to his high-rise eyebrows,

KIRK: ((Curtly)) Doctor, report!

: . {5 : .’"-"Ij-‘l.a\..\‘ ‘. .
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Mccoy: ((He collects himself and starts this speech a little
stiffly, By the last sentence his good humor has return-
ed.)) Mr., Spock is intoxicated, as the result of some
unkr.own chemical he apparently ingested in the past three
hours, We are in the process of analyzing his blood for
the chemical, By tomorrow, it should be completely worn
off, even if we can't work up a fast antidote right now.

KIRK: You will., I want it within the hour. Where is he now?

MCCOY: He's in Siclk Bay playing the lytherette and singiné to
my nurses,

KIRK: ({(Grins. ‘Now that he can ‘stop worrying about Spock's
sanity, he sees the humor of the situation.)) Singing?

MCCOY: You wouldn't believe.,..

((Curtains open very slightly, just enough to make a door-
way., Christine Chapel enters with clipboard, and the curtains
close. She looks dazed., In the time that the curtains are
onern; we hear Spock singing exactly one and a half lines of a
song. The song cuts off as the curtains close, though pre-
sumably he goes on singing.))

SPOCK: ((Sings - tune is "I've been working on the railroad”

- the section ~ "Someone’s in the kitchen with Dinah.,"))
... But the Captain doesn't sleep at all, at all,
‘Cause he's busy making.... ((Cut off))

KIRK: Where did he learn that one?

MCCOY: DNurse? ((Christine still looks dazed., McCoy takes
the clipboard and reads,)) ZLooks like you'll get your
antidote, He'll have one whale of a hangover, but he'll
be sober for the ceremony.

KIRK: Good., I*ll send Scotty up with his costume. Hurry it.
Kirk out. ((Screen goes off.))

MCCOY: ((Looks at Chris. who is composed, but strained))
What is i%, MNurse? Haven't you ever heard "The Captain's
Ballad" before?

CHRISTINE: ((Her voice is even and controlled but soft and
just 2 little strained)) He told me to stop slobbering
over him, sir,

MCCOY: Sounds like our boy may be coming out of it without
my helwn., ((He and Christine turn to exit stage center
through the curtains into Sick Bay, as the lights go
dowm. ))
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ACT II1I, Scene ii

Sick Bay treatment room, There is a standing intercom
stage left, a couch and screen stage center, and a cabinet
with shelves and a glass front, with various medical imple-
ments inside 1t stage right front,

((Spock is sitting on the couch, head way down, looking
dazed and extremely ill. McCoy is putting the hypo away in
the cabinet.

Enter Pierce stage left. He is holding Christine's arm
with one hand and the phaser with the other., He forces her
on into the room and shoves her toward McCoy.))

((McCoy reacts protectively,
Spock raises his head slowly., He is
not yet free of the drug, but his
mind is clear enough that he kncws
what is happening.

PIERCE: ((points the phaser toward
Spock)) All right, prong-head,
let's do this nice and slow,
It's on needle-burn, see? Just
right for carving Vulcies into
green meatloaf,

({(Pierce aims phaser., - As he
fires, Spock lunges clumsily to cne
side and the beam goes wild. Sim-
ultaneously with Spock's motion;
McCoy dives at Pierce, As soon as
the action starts, Christine runs
to the communicator.))

CHRISTINE: Security! We need help
in Sick Bay - hurry!

((The fight is brief and Pierce
goes down quickly. As he falls, we
again hear the sound of his phaser;
and Spock winces slightly., DMcCoy
and Spock gquickly recover their bal-
ance., Spock is bleeding green from his wrist. McCoy looks
down and sees the wound,))

MCCOY: You're hit!

({Spock brings up his arm and we see he is Dbleeding just
below the sleeve. As he holds his hand up, the <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>