





(W)
[

T -Negative 15, May 1972. comes from Ruth Berman, 5620 Edgewater
Boulevard, Minneapolis Minnesota 55417.

gﬂbONTENTS:
N

cover: The Wedding Portrait, by dAnthony Tollin
((Stella stood before the preacher,
Underneath the starry sky.
Harcourt stood where he could reach her,
But he had a roving eye.
Stella sat down for their portrait,
Knowing she had picked a dud.
Ah. she'd sensed it was a sore fate
When they said, "Your name is Mudd." -- RB))
Star Trek Convention: How I spent my vacation, or: What would I
have done for aggravation if I hadn't been helping run a
convention? ((Poison Pen Press reprint))

by Peiira Michel e LanSSaMy « o « aoelase s ofs te oo o n e oe ftas oo se oo 4
Brother's Keeper, by Ruth Berman......coootovvieconoioncnasonns 11
Soanet from the Vulcan: Omicron Ceti Three, by Shirley Meech...18
The Disaffirmed; by Ruth Berman........c.cieeieieorenooeaaccsas 19
Star Trek Kriss Kross, by Agnes NiSS€N...eeveesserncssassooseos 34

SRl PHEK "RENSWAVD . xrghany srgiafammals  slbmaber e oy o « o oo o ngipe mogslls + > s smonaps = = 36
T WaVESIT . sitsishe 5 sPeRuedidiae a7s Haa et 3 o SUFET MW s s 1 o o o s o WATS & She BEECEIEIEIQN oy 37
Ol Qi BB pRE VIUEIWES 751755 4 s & of saje0is s Bu QIS o DIl ey auponedl s o ansys ooty L0 6 sparacs 2 Lo
bacover: Uhura: '"City on the Edge of Forever," '"Gamesters of

Triskelion" (top); "Changeling," "Tholian Web" (bottom).

Illos: Joyce Yasner, pp. 6, 7; Greg Jein, p. 10; Jackie Franke,
p. 12; Rae ladore. pp. 18, 35, 39; Rosalind Oberdieck, pp. 21,
26, 30 32

These pages came to you because:

I felt 1like sending it to you

N

(i:) A Good Doctor prescribed it

(::) You communicate

(x You contributed
77\ You paid money at the rate of 50¢/one or $2/five --
Cﬂtﬁ -- and your subscription just ran out.
Back issues are available for 75¢/one or $2/three; at present,

#'s 2, 3, 4, 5, 11, 12, 13, & 14 are available. I will be
reprinting others later.



& = gf
;§§T%R.%34REK %ﬁ,ONVENTION
How I spent my vacation,

or
What would I have done for aggravation
if I hadn't been helping run a convention?
by Devra Michele Langsam

When Elyse Pines suggested that it might be fun to have a
second STcon, I heartily agreed and imagined an attendance of
250 (triple that of the first STcon, held in Newark by Sherna C.
Burley). Kindred lunatics Al Schuster, Eileen Becker, Joan
Winston, my cousin-Debbie Langsam, Joyce Yasner, Regina Gottes-
man, Stu Helllnger, Steve Rosenstein, and Allan Asherman gathered,

and we organized for a '"nice little con." The enthusiastic
response encouraged us...an advance registration of 300 should
mean attendance of 600.... Advance registration hit 600 about

the time that we received confirmation of Dorothy Fontana's
appearance as a guest speaker. We started talking about a
super-wonderful attendance of 1200 when Gene Roddenberry and
Ma jel Barrett said that they'd be able to come, too.

As con-time came closer and closer, I got more and more
nervous. The front page article in Variety [ "'Star Trek' Con-
clave in N.Y. Looms As Mix Of Campy oS¢t And Sci-Fi Buffs," by
Frank Beermann, January 19, 1972, pp. 1, 697\ really shook me --

I visualized hordes of people milling about -- but I took comfort
in the fact that the total Lunacon registration is usually about

double the advance registration -- and our advance was only 800.

Just to be on the safe side, though, we decided to prepare for

2, 000.

Wednesday night, Jan. 19, I picked up Maureen Wllson at
Port Authority Bus Terminal. Thursday, after a restful half-
night of sleep, we began to run off 2,000 copies of various con
things, like 2-page qucstionnaire forms. (It takes a helluva
1ot longer to do 2,000 than it does to print 500!) At 2 pm we
hastily zithered out to the airport to pick up Bjo Trimble and
Richard Arnold, who'd come in from Ca. and St. Lou., respectively.
(This should have been a warning to us, or something.) After
depositing them at the hotel, we battled traffic homeward, where
we gulped down omelettes and ran off the rest of the contnings.
Joyce Yasner, as she helped with the paper cutter, remarked,
"You know, if the man from the funny farm came To take us away,
there'd be absolutely nothing we could say in our defense."

This truthful comment proved added incentive. We got the
printing done, and finally came to rest at the hotel, for the
fourth time, around 11 pm.

The room clerk began things suitably by asking if we were
from STcon, saying he knew I was because of my pointed ears.
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Maureen, previously abandoned at the hotel with our baggage and
all the mimeo paper, had already co-erced Judith Brownlee, Carrie
Peake, and Steve Barnes into doing some collating. Asked how
she'd identified them as Helpful Types, Maureen said, "I stood in
the lobby looking hopeless until I spotted people with idiecs, s©
I asked if they'd 1like to help -- PU-LEEZE!" Settled in our
room, we staggered up to the con suite, planning to continue
collating, stapling, not to mention stuffing. In the hall, we
ran into a man who was wandering around saying, 'Where the hell
is 10512" Since he bore a remarkable resemblance to Gene
Roddenberry, we took him with us, and the collating gave way to

a mildly wild party, with Roddenbaby and Majel and several very
nice people interested in space travel in a practical way. Not
having eaten in a long time, we devoured tlie cold french fries
that were sitting around. YEECH. During one of our periodic
attempts to locate Bjo (who'd gone out to dine with Charlie and
Dean Brown in Upper God's Country) we missed seeing the private
run of the bloopers. This was a leitmotif of the con...Maureen
missing the bloopers. We did manage to stay awake long enough to
watch "The Cage." It was my first viewing of the complete show,
and I must say it's probably one of the best ST episodes ever
filmed, even at 2:30 am.

Friday, first official day of the con.... Cursing vigorously,
we dragged ourselves out of bed at 9:30 am, and went to Zum-Zum's
for breakfast. Then Maureen and I walked 12 blocks looking for a
Bank of North America. There not being any, we started back,
stopping in at Goldsmith's for a gross of pencils, and some
"extra' masking tape. When we got back to the hotel, Judith gave
me a post-solstice present -- a photo entitled, "All right,
Cartain, put it back into your pants." (Copies will be fur-
nished to those idiots who help with next 'year's art show....)

Meanwhile, back at the hotel, the mobs were gathering. Due
to the hotel's error, some people thought that the con was open-
ing at 8 am, whereas in reality it was supposed to begin at 2 pm.
By 10:30, the vestibule was frothing over with peorle, while
the registration files were somevhere vague and indistinct, the
head of the art show had not shown, there was no way to open the
curtains in the art show room AND the hangings we were to use
hadn't been nailed together. Every time I walked out of the art
show room, I was accosted by dozens of people waving money at me,
while my cousin Debbie bobbled hopefully around the back of the
mob urging people to go have coffee, have lunch, make a phone
call, only go away and come back later.

After gnashing their teeth for a while, (the boards that the
hotel was to lend us for the art show never materialized either)
Maureen and Bjo pitched in, tieing back the curtains with random
bits of string, and trying to get the show organized. I pegged
up some of the art on the insulating board meant to display
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STXmas cards and old Spoclkaralia art on ("In case thers's not
enough art to make a nice shca..."). Perlodically sameone would
poke a head in and ask, "When's thne art show opening?" and we
would all scream "GO AWAY!" Two wonderful girls, Fran and Pat,
asked if they could help. We still had nowhere to hang the
majority of the art, so we exiled them to the consuite, where
they cheerfully stuffed about 600 envelopes. Somewhere along the
line, Rich Arnold produced FOOD ( wonderful man that he is) and
eventually registration opened. Every now and then, I would
plow my way out to the front desk by screaming "Committee!
Committee coming through!" (a suicidal admission, under the
circumstances) and remark on the people packing the lobby from
wall to wall. We finally got Judith and Pat Kelly to buy us
some pegboard, and hung art madly on all available surfaces.

At 3 pm, they sent me up to organize the slide show (another
of those leftovers that hadn-t gotten done the day before).
Barbara Wenk and I got that set, but then snafued on working
the taper. Finally, by something little short of a miracle,
Judith and I taped the show narrations and hauled everything
upstairs, only to find that the screen wasn't ready. Feeling
Christian before a Roman (i) A DAY IN THE LIFE
lion-feeding, we rushed =
around setting up --
would you believe a
10 foot movie screen
that snaps into place?
Gene Roddenberry, who'd ! i
come up to view the un-
believable mobscene {
opened the con with a
nice improvised speech.
Debbie introduced him
simply as '"The man who
gave us !'Star Trek'," and
the audience gave him a
standing ovation. After ;
his speech, there was a !
mass movement to follow
Gene out, which we fore- i
stalled hastily by :
appeals of '"Please don't !
mob Mr. Roddenberry' and i
assurances that he would
be available for auto-
graphs later. Fortu-
nately, people sat down
again.
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To look at me,
you might think I
was a handsome

prince turned into
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After rescuing GR §
from the YYgHE ZUYLLLAPA
ALY g fans, we actually
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got.started more or less on time. Aside from having to share a
chair with Elyse as she worked the slides, while Judith ran the
taper under the table, everything went quite well. Mary
Schaub's tribble poem was the high point of the show.

Next we collected chairs and water; and Sherna Burley,
Debbie-my-cousin, Joyce, and I were a fan panel on "How NOT to
write an ST story, or: Don't make him say that!'" We followed
our formal talk with questions from the floor. Ken Scher very
helpfully walked around with one of the hand mikes so that
guestions could be heard. The audience seemed to be quilte
interested, and I enjoyed the panel very much.

The art show having finally been thrown together, we then
wgnt to the hotel's Mayflower coffee shop for dinner, with Bjo,
Richard, Daphne Ann Hamilton, and a cast of thousands.

| After dlnner, I helped at reglstration for a whlle. Then we
SN SN W [ g W 2 : o Ay P R “kidnapped
iHal Clement
iinto room 411
%and talked
until about
3 am. (We
knew we'd be
Lall right
exposing Hal
to this,

~ tsince he'd
AL iunflinchingly
or should I
say unblush-
irgly
: entered our
{ room, where
there was a
dirty naked
ipicture of
. Spock taped
to the lamp-
shade.) The
evening was
highlighted
by a dramatic
reading of
"Star Dregs,
‘with Sherna
:Burley as
{announcer --
ta marathon

tTR;&&%Vmc i part.

Commender
SPOCUK

£

Nurse
Chapel

kissed me!
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Somewhere during the evening, I offered to help Hal load his
slides into the projector, rashly promising to deliver it to him
at 9:30. GACK! BJo lured him away to breakfast with the slide
tray, while I pulled myself together. I was all set to follow
them, when Joan Winston called from the con suite. "Ya gotta get
up here and stuff!" she wailed. (We had run out of prepared
packets about 6:30 the night before.) Somehow room service
doesn't seem quite so glamorous over a mound of unfilled manilla
envelopes.

Eventually Hal got back from breakfast and we got the
projector sorted out. I heard his speech only because I was
running the slides again. (The only program items I saw were
the ones I worked on, since I was too nervous and run-around to
sit down even when I didn't have to work.)

There were mass autograph sessions with Gene Roddenberry and
Majel Barrett, the running of which I was happy to avoid, since
they looked like the last great land run on the frontier. I
escaped to the consuite, to find that we'd run out of membership
cards. While my Aunt Dorothy (Debbie's mother) and her sisters
Bea and Dinah collated and stapled stray copies of the fanzine
list, I cut up bright pink index cards, and Maureen wrote ""STCon
on them. FLoberta Hendler went out in unavailing search for
more pink index cards (leaving her sister Vivian to stuff with
us) so the last 300 people to register got little blue slips
of paper with a gold star on them.

1"

One of the weirder things about this con was the food. Either
there was none, or there was a surfeit. Thursday I had 13 real
meals, topped off by the aforementioned cold french fries and
red wine. Saturday I had 4 meals, including Maureen's sandwich,
since her roomservicetakesforever hamburger had arrived at the
same time as her delayed lunch. THEN, we had a formal dinner at
Gallagher's (where Elyse was officially named "The Screaming
Yellow Zonker") from which we left in haste to set up the Costume
Ball. Once again, the wall-to-wall people presented a slight
problem, which I assisted with by prowling up and down narking
"Oout of the aisle!" We had 78 costumes, quite a good number,
including a beautiful Nasty Klingon, two Rigellian bloodworms, a
tribble, and some purple ambassadors. Someone asked me what my
costume was (a black hot-pants evening gown) and I said, "I'm a
committee member; I'm insane," and then went hopping down the
aisle on one foot."

The costume ball was made particularly notable by some weird
lady who wandered across the stage and took the mike away from
Debbie just as she was beginning to introduce Bjo (serving as one
of the judges). The weird lady asked "Zelda Firkin" or "Esther
Aster" or somebody like that to come to Registration. Debbie'd
just resumed the intro when someone, presumably Zelda or Esther
or whoever, stumbled up onto the stage, walked across, and then
off again. Then, the Esther or whoever walked BACK across the
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stage, still carrying her oversize shopping bag. As Debbie
later explained to Bjo, "We were trying for 6 interruptions, but
we had to make do with only 3."

Once again, Maureen missed seeing the bloopers, since we
were down in the bar with Dorothy Fontana and a batch of commit-
tee types. GR stopped over to say hello and bought our drinks.
At about 1 am, we smuggled Dorothy into the art show, which she
hadn't gotten a chance to see. Then we lured her up to a party
in the infamous 411, where we drank PON FARRs (warm tomato julce,
cayenne pepper, Vodkha, a green cherry, and a slice of cucumber
-- symbolic of something or other) and listened to an obscene
ST tape. Dorothy had to leave at 10 am Sunday to catch a plane,
and we did our best bo keep her up until then, giving up at 4 am
when our eyelids gummed shut.

Sunday we dragged ourselves up for the final stint. While
Isaac spoke, I helped at Registration, where people were still
pouring in as a result of the TV news coverage Saturday night.

he big item on my day was the art auction, which ran in competi-

tion with the bloopers -- naturally Maureen missed them again. I
got a beautiful piece by C. Lee Healy, called "Prince of Dark-
ness." We were very pleased with the art show, which desplte

1ittle or no advance publicity got some really fine art.

After the auction, I was in the Schuyler Room when a reporter
from WBAI came looking for committee members to interview. Al
(Co~ordinator) Schuster, Steve Rosenstein, and I had a pleasant
time talking to her. We managed to get in some good words about
the great people who'd helped out, and the generally lovable
nature of sf fans in toto.

By 5 pm it was all over except for the clean-up, repacking
the NASA exhibit, the filing, the book-keeping, finding some
food... At 6 pm, three guys came in, looking for the convention.

After we'd carted all the left-over items up to the consuite,
we gathered up the Denver people and went out for a slightly
drunken Chinese meal. Deciding we were too tired to go home, we
moved down to the consuite, sat around, and talked. Joyce, with
great good sense, called her father and went to sleep in her own
bed. The rest of us (not counting Maureen, who flaked out at
about 11 pm) had a little dessert in the coffee shop (Richard
ate coffee and pickles. ugh.) until it was time to see Bjo off
gor her 1 am bus. Then Barbara Wenk and I talked until about

am.

We were able to fit all our belongings into a taxi late
Monday -- the three of us, I suitcases, 1 carton of paper, 2 car-
tons of God-knows-what, and a cardboard model of the transporter
panel, not to mention the partridge in the pear tree.
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Now that it's over, it's still kind of hard to believe.
Did we really have more than 3,000 people sign up or come?
Were all those strangers really so helpful and understanding?
Did they really thank us for letting them help? Did we really
get TV coverage? Are we really planning ANOTHER (to a muted
chorus of "You must be crazy") next year?

Sigh.

- In parting, a very special thank-you to all those good-
natured, generous people who helped at the art show, registra-
tion, stuffing and collatlng and stapling: Renee Bodner, Paul
Algava, Richard Arnold, Tom Anderson, Dana Friese, those guys
from Princeton who helped set up the NASA things, Liam, DJ,

Bjo Trimble, and Maureen Wilson. and most of all, all those
people whose names I've forgotten or don't know. Thank you all
so much,

((a reprint of Poison Pen Press #9)
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BRO THERs KEerPER
by Ruth Berman

Spock flipped his communicator open. "Enterprise, Spock
here," he said, and stood scanning the hill before him without
paying any particular attention to the instrument. He completed
his survey: no caves. "Enterprise, Spock here,'" he said again,
walted only a moment, and shut the communicator.

"They shouldn't be 1n range for a couple days," said McCoy.
"The distress call that liner sent out was -- "

"Be quiet, Doctor," Spock said.
"Nonsense," said McCoy. "The energy I save in not talking
is outweighed by the frustration of getting shut up all the
time. Who's the doctor around here, anyway?"

"You are," said Spock. "You are also the patient." He
knelt and held his tricorder over McCoy.

"Let me see that,'" said McCoy.

"Temperature up one-tenth degree; no other significant
changes," Spock reported, without turning the tricorder to
face McCoy.

McCoy sighed and closed his eyes. "And you have dared com-
pare me to a witch doctor. You, my Vulcan friend, should get your-
self a set of beads and rattles for all the good you can do me."

Spock balanced the boggy damp of the meadow against the winds
on the hill and the danger of moving McCoy any farther. The
odds, he decided, favored the latter. He picked McCoy up. The
burden blocked his vision, so he did not bother trying to find
relatively dry footing, but paced methodically straight
through mud or patches of long grass.

McCoy went on muttering irritably, '"And I don't see what
business you had grabbing me instead of my instruments when we
fell over the ledge. You're always saving me. I'm tired of it.
Now if you'd saved something useful, for once, like my Kit,

Li Han wouldn't have died when that wound got infected. And
you'd have something to treat my pneumonia, too."

"Yes, Doctor," said Spock. The ground was beginning to feel
firmer, and a sharp wind struck him from the side. He turned,

to shelter McCoy as much as possible, and waited a moment to
allow his own metabolism to adjust to the chill.



-

"Spock."
"Yes, Doctor?"

"You're
supposed
to tell me
that's
illogical."

‘ "Most
illogical,
sald Spock,

: and began
moving up

- the hill
sideways.

The uphilll
burden tasked even
his strength, and
) he was winded by
* the time he
judgec the ground
to be sufficiently
’ dry. He set
McCoy down and
knelt, taking
deep breaths for
a minute, before
he drew his phaser
and used 1t to
blast a pit into
the hillside to
get them out of
the wind. The
process took only
a few minutes more, but then they had to wait £ill it cooled
enough to use. Spock began to take off the tunic of his
uniform to put over McCoy.

"Cut that out," said McCoy, as Spock tugged at a sleeve.
"Stop that, Spock'" he added, when Spack paid ro attention.
"Just because you -can keep yourself from feeling the cold
doesn't make. you immune to pneumonla . _ ~

Spock reluctantly re- sealed his tunic "Are you feeling
better, Doctor?" B % :

"Not reallyg but ciear—headed again, anywdy."
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"Then if you will instruct me in the possible -- "

"Well, basically, you can go jump in the lake," said McCoy.

Spock waited.

McCoy closed his eyes and tried to take a deep breath. A
spasm of coughing resulted. He noted clinically that he was
bringing up a little blood. When the coughing stcpped he tried
ﬁeveral shallow breaths and collected enough air for his lecture.

You can go hunt for fish or birds or edible plants in the swamp.
You can search for mud with clay in it to make a contalner to
carry water in for me to drink or for you to use to sponge me with
when the fever gets bad. You can hunt for wood dry enough to
burn, unless you can find a surface that'll radiate back heat
from the phaser at a suitable pace. You can give me moral sup-
port. In other words -- you can't do anything much. This 1s
something I'11 just have to get through the best I can. You'd do
better to go back to the village and finish the survey." He smiled
a little. "One thing sure, they're going to be closed to out-
siders. If ever a planet's culture needed more time to develop
freely before finding out about other worlds, this is it. Demons,
indeed!" McCoy relaxed and tried to catch his breath carefully.

"You have on some occasions claimed that I resembled a
demon, " Spock pointed out.

"Yes, but I never said you were one!"

Spock made no answer, but bent down and touched the side of
the pit, then stepped in and checked the temperature on the
tricorder. Satisfied that the pit was cool enough for McCoy, he
reached out and lifted the doctor into it. '"Food, water, fire,"
he said quietly. "Very well, Doctor." He vaulted lightly over
the lower rim of the pit and was gone.

McCoy tried to watch him, but from where he lay he could not
see the slope, and he was too tired to sit up. He felt lost and
lonely, but he told himself he was belng childish and closed his
eyes. Soon he drifted off into sleep. He was being crushed
under the weight of the Enterprise, and then Spock began jumping
up and down on his head. He couldn't see why Spock thought that
was necessary, and opened his eyes for a better look.

"are you awake?" said Spock. He paused in dabbing water on
McCoy's forehead.

"I guess so. How long has it been?" A small fireplace had
baen blasted into one side of the pit, and a little fire was
going in it, smoking badly.
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"5.3 hours." He held out a handful of leaves. "These are
not poisonous, and they are reasonably nutritious."

McCoy gagged as he tried to chew one. The taste was dry
and bitter. "Sorry," he said, "I can't -- "
"Pry it this way." Meanwhile Spock had crumbled several
more leaves into the water in one of the crude bowls he had
fashioned while McCoy slept. He heated the mixture with his
phaser and offered it to McCoy.

McCoy managed to get the stuff down by swallowing fast.
"I suppose you like this vegetable what's-it?" he said.

Spock's mouth pursed involuntarily. "Negative, " he said.
"Sorry." McCoy lay still a while, then roused himself to
use yet another of Spock's ceramic-ware as a bedpan. The
effort exhausted him, and he fell asleep again.

Spock made himself a bowl-ful of the leaf-drink, drank it
solemnly, and sat still beside McCoy. He passed a few hours
playing a chess game in his head. Eventually he fought himself
to a draw. He held the tricorder over McCoy agailn.

There was no particular change. The fever was still high.
Spock had interrupted his chess game a few times to bring more
water from the swamp, but if the water was helping, it was only
keeping McCoy's temperature steady, not bringing it down.

"Pood, water, fire," said Spock to himself, checklng off the
elements of McCoy's prescription. "Moral support,"” he added. He
put one hand on McCoy's head, trying to give the man a sense of
his presence telepathically, but he could not get through the
pain. He went out briefly to gather more wood and more of the
leaves, and considered going in search of something better
tasting, but finally decided he should not leave McCoy alone for
that long. Besides, it was getting dark behind the clouds. He
returned and drank some more of the leaf-mixture. He tried to
rouse McCoy to take some, but failed. The attempt brought on
another attack of coughing, and Spock held the doctor sitting
upright a long time before he dared let him down again. McCoy's
skin was pale, almost grey., so far as he could judge by the
firelight.

Spock played another game of chess.

The clouds drifted by, and stars came out. Spock searched
the tiny lights carefully for a moving one. He did not expect
to find one, but he looked methodically and again tried calling
the Enterprise. There was no answer.
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Spock went over the theory of warp drive, the regulations
of Star Fleet, and a short epic on the defenestration of
tribbles, composed by Uhura.

McCoy began to moan and toss.

"Doctor, it's all right," said Spock soothingly.

"Stop it! Stop it!" McCoy hit out wildly.

"It's all right," said Spock. 'Wake up."

"No!" MecCoy screamed without waking.
"Doctor, wake up.... McCoy., it's all right.... Wake up,
Leonard."

There was silence. Spock groped for the leaf -drink.

"Spock," McCoy said in exasperation, '"Do you have to be
formal even when you're trying to be personal? Nobody calls
me Leonard."

"Drink this," Spock answered.

"No, no, that's what I'm supposed to tell people," McCoy
grumbled. However. he took a few swallows. Then he pushed the
bowl away. He was already drifting off into sleep again as Spock
lowered him. "Been a long time since anyone called me that,"
McCoy said dreamily. "My pa used to...."

"Go to sleep, Leonard,'" said Spock experimentally.

McCoy fell silent.

Spock waited a few minutes and then bent down to touch the
doctor'!s forehead. McCoy was asleep, although his fever was still
high. He stirred at the touch and groaned. Spock set himself to
concentrating on the memory of Terran lullabies he had heard his
mother sing. and on blending the melodies into the background of
the sleeping man's dreams. The trick seemed to work, for McCoy's
thoughts became peaceful, and he fell into a sounder sleep.

It had been many years since Spock had heard or thought of
the o0ld songs. He had not heard them since becoming proficient
in English. It gave him an odd sensation to hear the familiar
nonsense syllables and understand their meaning. They were,
after all, he thought, almost as nonsensical when understood as
they had been beiore. It was not reasonable to expect a child
-- riuch less a grown man -- to go to sleep in return for such
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unlikely toys as a mocking bird, a diamond ring, or a looking
glass. . But the effect of the foolish words was undeniably
soothing. Spock was surprised at the number of different songs

he found stored in his mind.

Voices roused him. The sky was light, with a layer of pink
of f to one side. His fingers were stiff from being held in one
position for so long. He peered over the rim of the pit and drew
his phaser with his left hand. The communicator translated theilr

words for him.

"There they are," said one, approaching cautiously.

"That demon's sick, don't you think?" another asked.
"Yes, he is," saild Spock.

They jumped back a pace.

"We killed one of the demons," said a third, sounding
puzzled by the fact.

"Are they true demons?" the second asked daringly.

"No," said Spock.

They jumped back again and gathered into an argumentative
huddle.

Spock's communicator shrilled.

They all jerked at the noise, even SpockK.
"Spock here," he said, opehing the communicator.
"Report, Mr. Spock,'" said Kirk's volice.

"Survey incomplete, but data sufficient to recommend isola-
tion. Lt. Li Han is dead. Dr. McCoy is 111. May I ask if the

Tiner s

"We were in time to save about half of them."

Spock tried to think of a relevant comment, but the mixture
of success and failure eluded his attempt at analysis. He
realized then that he was weary and saild nothing.

"Ready to beam you aboard," said Kirk. '"Kirk out."

Spock closed the communicator and stood up, lifting McCoy.

The men outside the pit shrank back.
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"Demons!'" said the first, shuddering. He traced a protec-
tive circle in the air between him and the strangers.

The others looked doubntful. One started to trace his own
magic circle, then looked at McCoy again and dropped his hand.

It occurred to Spock that when their people had space
travel their history would record this incident -- if 1t was
remembered at all -- as an indication that strange belngs were
not necessarily demonic.

The familiar brilliance closed around Spock and McCoy. When
it left them they were back on board the Enterprise. Kirk was
there to meet them, and Dr. Mbenga was waiting with a cart.

Spock set McCoy down on it, and Mbenga leaned over the sick man.

McCoy groaned.

"It's all right, Leonard," said Spock softly. He did not,
however, succeed in speaking too softly for the others to hear.

McCoy relaxed.

Kirk opened his eyes very wide. Mbenga straightened up and
aimed his diagnostic scanner up and down Spock. From behind the
transporter controls, Scott leaned forward, looking both startied
add amused.

Mbenga said, "I think Dr. McCoy'll pull through. Commander,
you're well enough, except you need a good, solid meal, and
some rest."

McCoy said in a loud, clear voice, without opening his eyes,
"And that's a medical order, Spock."

"Very well, Doctor," said Spock. He handed his tricorder to
Kirk, and marched off in the direction of the nearest dining hall.

Mbenga grinned. It's easy to tell who'!s the doctor around
here, isn't it?" he said as he wheeled McCoy out of the trans-
porter room.

"I wonder," said Kirk. He gazed down the corridor after
Spock. "I wonder." He shook his head and walked over to an
intercom. "Survey party on board. Prepare to leave orbit." He
ha{ted the tricorder Spock had turned over to him. Its tapes,
he thought, should make interesting viewlng.
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I thought the memory of you was gone --
I thought it buried underneath the years.
But now it rises, bright as Vulcan dawn,
And I remember you, and Earth, and tears.

Your tears were falling like the rains of Earth;
You were the stoims and roses of Earth's spring.
You could not know that, almost from my birth
The rites of Vulcan bound me to T'Pring.

I could not break those ties; I had no choice --
Returned to space, left you and Earth behind.
But still I heard the echo of your volce,

Found rain and wind and roses in my mind.

You told me that you loved me, and you cried.
I said I had no feelings. And I lied.
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((A note to the reader from Jacqueline Lichtenberg: "The Disaffirmed" is
number IIB in the Kraith Series, occurring between Kraith II, "Spock's
Mission, " which was in T-Negative 10, and Kraith III, "Spock's Argument,"
which was in T-N 12 & 13. Kraith IV, "Spock's Nemesis," is scheduled to
appear in T-N 16 & 17.))

"Lieutenant, call sickbay and find out how Mr. Spock is --
the captain was saying.

The signal was very weak, but Uhura had trained her subcon-
scious to be alert. When the whoops of the Federation's standard
distress call began registering as a miniscule Jjiggling on her
instruments, she was jerked out of her conscious attention to
the captain's orders.

"Distress signal, sir," she interrupted, already at work
trying to brirng it in more clearly and to track down its location.
The buttons on the new board were still a little stiff, but she
simply grimaced at them and punched harder, without even wasting
time to wish that they had not lost the 0ld Enterprise.

Kirk left his sentence unfinished and instead said,
"Mr. Chekov," in a low voice, so as not to disturb Uhura, and
pointed at Spock's station.

The ensign swung out of his chair and hurrled to the sensors
to help in tracing the call. He bent down, blinking into the
blue light, then dialled a star-chart onto the viewscreen above
the panel, replacing the ornamental rainbownebulae left on it
from last usage. He threw the computer's estimated triangulation
on over the chart. "Probably a planet of XA-792, Captain," he
reported.

"Signal is automatic, sir," Uhura began at the same moment.
They both stopped and both hesitated, about to repeat, but Kirk
waved Uhura to continue. He had the command knack of taking in
reports from all sides. "I'm sending an acknowledgment of the
signal, sir," she said. "Shall I say we are on our way to them?"

"Yes, Leiutenant," said Kirk. "Mr. Chekov -- anything more?"

"s firmative, Captain. One-man scout was reported lost in
this gt Jdrant 341 standard days ago. Menash, maanned by Lt.

Stdarmeg. No other ships on record as missing."

"A Vulecan craft?'" said Kirk, incredulous despite his own
knowledge of the names and registries of Star Fleet vessels.
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Chekov, taking the question seriously, obediently looked up
qhe Menash's registry before Kirk could tell him not to bother.
"Affirmative, Captain," he reported.

"Thank you," said Kirk, and swung his chair around to face
front, so as to hide his look of distress from Chekov. If the
signaller was Lt. S'darmeg of the Menash, he had missed the
Affirmation. Spock's own father had missed it, and Spock had
been perfectly ready to disown Sarek and ignore him as a non-
person on that account, until the chance of Spock's illness made
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