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~JCTES ON \ JHURA-
by Kuth Bernian

Uhura seems to be a most unusual woman among Star Fleet
female personnel -- she isn't in love with the cantaln. Yeoman
Janice Rand was in love with Kirk (intruding in his room to
bring him coffee in "Balance of Terror," looking daggers when
she found him with an attractive woman in "Conscience of the
King," ete,) Yecman J.M. Colt and Number One were both in love
with Captain Pike ("The Cage"), although they didn't like to
admit it. Drs. Helen Noel and Janet %Wallace fell in love with
Kirk briefly ("Dagger of the Mind" and "The Deadly Years') --
albeit under unusual circumstances. Lt. Marlena Moreau in the
mirror universe was in love with the mirror Kirk. It is not
absolutely necessary to fall for the captain -- there are other
high-ranking officers. Lt. Com. Gary Mitchell, a more
thorough-going wolf than his friend Kirk, captured the affections
of both Yeoman Smith and Dr. Elizabeth Dehner ('Where No Man Has
Gone Before"). Christine Chapel has long nursed (sorry about
that) a passion for Commander Spock, and Lt. Mira Romaine (in
"Lights of Zetar") found Lt. Com. Scott attractive. But the
captain has an advantage. He combines the appeal of the boyish
young adventurer with that of the authoritarian father figure.
Besides, with a ratio of 1 to 2 (according to the "Writers Guide"
one third of the crew is female), the women can afford to hold
out for the moreotutstandingly eligible (i.e., high-ranking)
men on board. (Or as W.S. Gilbert's Duchess of Plaza-toro
put it: "That man is a Duke, and I will love him.")

And yet Uhura goes serenely on, showihg no evidence of any
interest in any one of the senior officers. (It is tempting to
suppose that Spock is interested in her. He 1is generally the
first to rush to pick her up whenever the ship starts lurching
around -- but, then, he's also the closest on the bridge.)

It is not that Uhura is uninterested in men per se. When
the crazed Sulu addressed her in "Naked Time'" with the words,
"Aha, fair malden!" she answered wryly, "Sorry, neither.” And
according to The Making of Star Trek, her desire for husband and
family is strong enough to compete seriously with her desire to
stay in Star Fleet -- althougnh so far Star Fieet 1is obviously

winning.

The main reason for her lack of interest in any of the
senior officers on the Enterprise is probably explained by the
lecoks of her dream-man, as interpreted by the salt-eating
creature in "Man Trap": a tall, husky black. Uhura evidently
wants a guy just like the guy who married dear old mom.

If world population patterns continue more or less the same
into the time of the [Federation, both whites and blacks are



minorities in a predomi-
nantly brown and yellow
population. No doubt an
occasional ship happens
to be made up largeliy of
one race or another (the
Enterprise seems to have
a majority of whites),
but. on the average, a
white or black member of
Star Fleet is 1likely to
have a limited choice of
sexual partners available
if he or she follows the
common human pattern
of desiring a
rescmblance to the
parent of opposite
sex.

Moreover, Uhura
has an independent
S ist';, Sheyiss lome
of the few people On
the Enterprise who
can yell
back at
Kirk when
he gets
= unreason-
adeles 72 able
(e.g.,
regarding
her
inability to contact Aurelan Kirk in "Operatlion: Annihilate"),
and sne 1is one of the few who can tease Spock (e.g., singing a
comlc song about him in "Charlie X"). Probably she wuld
resist the lure of rank no matter what the senior officers
looked like, in favor of deeper characteristics, such as common
interests and backgrounds.

Indced, on the basis of their common interest in music and
their obvious rapport in performing music together {("Charlie X"),
it is easier to imagine Uhura and Spock happily married than to
imagine Christine Chapel and Spock. Chapel has evidently made
a study of Vulcen culture, or at least of Vulcan gastronomy
(cf. plomik sOup in "Amok Time") but the study seems to be
the result of a wlzh to undeistand Spock rather thuan.an indica-

tion of a common.interest causing real understanding.
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Even in the salt-eating creature!s version of her '"dream
man" there is an indication of Uhura's preferences beyond mere
pppearance. The man she saw was not simply a black, but a
Swahili-speaker, a man whose native language was the same as
her own. Indeed, Uhura must have considerable pride in her
tribal, as well as her national heritage, because she 1is
descended from tihie much-enduring Ibos (according to Nichelle
Nichols; The Meking of Star Trek identified her only 1ln more
general groupings, as 'a citizen of the Bantu Nation of United
Africa"). On the basis of common background, the man on board
the Enterprise most likely to appeal to her (so far as we've
scen) is Dr. Mbenga. I wonder if McCoy had a match-making scheme
in mind when he chose that particular doctor for his specialist
in Vulcan medicine.

Uhura's pride in her heritage is less blatant than, say,
that of Pavel Chekov or Montgomery Scott, but it is equally deep.
It is shown, for example, in her preference for African objets
d'art in decorating her quarters ("Zlaan of Troyius," "Thollan
Web"), and by her choice of a dressing-gown of African design
("Tholian Web"). As she remarked to Lincoln in "Savage Curtain':
"Actually, I feel my color much lovelier and superior to yours
and the captainis." (Lincoln's reaction was to worry over the
prejudice implied by the phrasing, but the strength of such
attachments to one's own home can be accurately conveyed only
by such preferential statements; I can, for instance, say that I
think Minnesota the best state in the union without insult to
out-of-state readers, I should hope.)

According to The Making of Star Trek, Uhura was drawn to
Star Fleet by a combination of interest in the field of communi-
cations and a love of adventure. Both traits have stood up well
under the pressures of Enterprise 1life. Occasionally, 1t 1is
true, an unusually grim situation will force out of ner an
admission of fear and childish dependence on the captain/father
figure (e.g., "City on the Edge of Forever," "Plato's Step-
children"), but more often she is a paragon of cool strength who
can safely be sent out te face a ravenlnz Sulu ("™aked Time,"
"Miyror Mirror"), a lecherous gladiator (Lars, "Gamesters of
Triskelion"), a suspicious robot ("I, Mudd"), or any other

menace likely to happen by.

So far as the show ever revealed it, the field of communica-
tions is nothing more than radio-operating—(although douktless
sub-snace radio is more complicated than a 20th century ham
operator's kit). But it seems .safe to guess that the Jjob demands
a knowledge of several languages (the automatic translator
probably botches up nuances), much study of linguistics, and
much study of alien psychclcgzies, as well as mere mechanical
dexterity -- not that the mechanical dexterity involved is ©to be
sneercd at, either. Uhura is able to sabotage the communications
equipment so thoroughly that Kirk can't £iz it ("This Side of
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Paradise"). Contrariwise, she can get it to work under condi-
tions that defeat Science Officer Spock ("Who Mourns for
Adonais®?"), drawing one of his rare compliments: "I can think of
no one better equipped to solve it, Lieutenant."

Her choice of a career is oddly at variance with what The
Mzking of Star Trek claims to be typical of the citizens of
United Africa in ceneral and Unura in particular: a non-aggressive,
agrarian philosophy, and a secnse of one-ness with nature. Uhura
is non-aggressive enough, but an agrarian philosophy and a sense
of one-ness with nature never showed themselves directly in her
-- unless her fondness for cuddly animals ("Trouble with Tribbles')
is a sign of them. I'm inclined to doubt the depth of the
characteristics of the national psyche as given. They are
probably the national ideal rather than the actual self-image.
Uhura's deepest sympathies are obviously with peorle, not with
growing things. Kirk thinks the ship's herbarium may be his
favorite room {"Is There in Truth No Beauty?'), ard Mcloy is
lonesome for honeysuckle ("Paradise Syndrcme'"), but Uhura's
nostalgia is rather for the Moon with its connotations of romance
("Man Trap"): "I'm lonely; I was trying to start a conversation....
Tell me I'm a very attractive young lady. Ask me if I was ever
in love. Tell me how Vulcan looks in the lazy evening when the
moon is full." (To which Spock unhelpfully replied, "Vulcan has
no moon.")

Uhura's sense of one-ness with other people is often seen.
She jumped up to give Chapel a sympathetic hug and kiss of parting
as the nurse left for her re-union with her fiance, Roger Korby
("What Are Little Girls Made- Of2?"). She gave up her room for
Elaan to use ("Elaan of Troyius"). She was Riley's first choice
for the role of comforter ("Conscience of the King"). It would
scem that she even managed to teach Spock something about the art

of small-talk in "Man Trap" (quoted above) -- judging by his
remarks to Droxine in "Cloud Minder" ("Exceptional feminine
beauty is always disturbing" -- Spockian for '"tell [her che's’)

an attractive young lady'"). If Uhura's sense of one-ness with
"nature" is anywhere near that of her sympathy for people, it's
odd that it never shows -- and even odder that she chose a carser
which takes her into a mechanistic environment, where she thrives.

One minor mystery concerning Uhura is -- her other nzme, if
any. It's possible that Uhura is her first and only name,
United Africa making use of tribal names (or ID numbers, or both),
instead of familial names. Or it's possible that Uhura is her
first name and that, like Spock, she has a last name which mos?%
others find difficult to pronounce, and so she cropped it when
she entered Star Fleet. Or it's possible that Unura is her
family-name, not her personal name. However, this lact seems
unlikely to me, because "Uhura" is a feminine variation of the
Swahili word "uhuru" (freedom). I'd expect eitiier "uhuru"
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itself as a familial name, or a variant of it with a Swahill
case-ending. (I don't know anything about the declension of
Swahili words, but I'd assume that the -a ending typical of
feminine nouns in many Indo-European languages does not have the
same meaning in Swahili grammar.% So "Uhura" is probably a
personal name -- but we have no way to guess at the rest of 1it.

Still, an Uhura by any other name would smell as sweet --
and be as strong. The strength is more important than the
sweeztness in explaining the appeal of her character. There were
many "sweet" women on the ship -- Nurse Chapel, the assorted
yeomen, a number of the lieutenants (e.g., Marla McGivers, Helen
Noel, etc.), but all except Uhura were dependent women, acting
directly under male supervision and giving a general impression

of helplessness. (Occasionally an indivlduval scene -- €.g.,
Chapel's manipulation of young Garrovick's sulky gulilt-feelings
in "Obsassion" -- showed an attractive competence and self-confi-

dence in the character, but these scenes were rare. )

A few strong women occurred in individual episodes, but
most were of the "frigid bitch" type, denying thelr own emotions
in order to be accepted as equals by men (e.g., Number One,
Elizabeth Dehner, Janice Lester, Commissioner Nancy Hedford).
Uhura was one of only a few women on the sihow, and the only one
appearing as a regular, who was both "womanly' and "human."

The fact that Uhura was such a character 1is probably due
mostly to Nichelle Nichols. The producers tended to hang back
in developing and using the character, even as late as the
opening of the second seasor -- D.C. Fontana once told me that
as scriptsupervisor she had tried to put Uhura in command <f the
ship while all the other regulars (except Ensign Chekov) were
away, in Robert Bloch's "Catspaw," but wasn't allowed to do so;
the producers promoted seml-regular Lt. De Salle to Assistant
Chief Engineer for the purpose of having him outrank Uhura.
Roddenberry did not include a communications officer amoang the
proposed regular characters in the "Rormat, " and Uhura did not
appear in either of the pilot evpisodes. The role that Rodden-
berry and the rest of the production staffhad in creating most of
the characters is indicated by the mention of details of their
past histories in the "Writers Guide," but there are no such
details in the account of Uhura. The mention of Uhura's singing
in the account makes it clear that it is a description of Nichelle
Nichols! portrayal of the role, not a summary of Roddenberry's
ideas about the character. The only detail which does not derive
directly from performance onscreen 1S a mention of her ability
to "do an impersocmation at the drop of a communicator."

he conversation with Spock in '"Man Trap" quoted .above was
Nichelle Nichols' addition to the script, according to the article
on her in TV Guide ("Let Me Off at the Next Planet, " July 15,
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1967): "The canny Miss Nichols has already finagled an increase

in her dialog quotient as communications officer. Her lines have
run to such emotionless phrases as 'All hailing frequencies open,
sir!' or 'This frequency is open, Captain.! Once in exasperation
she blurted out: 'Mr. Spock, if I have to say "Hailing frequency
open" one more time, I'l11 blow my top! Why don't you tell me

I'm a lovely young woman?' Her ad-lib improvisation was instantly
incorporated in the script."

The use of Uhura as a character strong enough to stand up
to assorted menaces was also due to Nichelle Nichols, according
to the same article. She had complained that "'TV doesn't know
how to use women. We're a fill-in'....Producer Gene Coon demurs:
'T thought it would be ungallant to imperil a beautiful girl with
20-foot snaggle-toothed monsters from outer space.' But execu-
tive producer Gene Roddenberry is coming around: 'We're thinking
about taking her down on the planets next season. Maybe we'll
have wardrobe make her an appropriate costume for planet wear'.
Uhura never got the "appropriate costume'" for it, but the rest of
the idea was carried out. In the second season she went on three
landing parties and made significant contributions to them
("Mirror, Mirror," "I, Mudd," and "Gamesters of Triskelion"), as
opposed to the first season, when she had played an insignificant
role in two landing parties ("Squire of Gothos' and "City on the
Edge of Forever')

1"

However, even if Uhura was largely the creation of Nichelle
Nichols, the role of the production staff was important. 1In the
third season there was a radical turn-over in production staff,
and most of the characterizations, including that of Uhura, were
dimmed by various kinds of inconsistencies. Uhura visited only
one world, Platonius, and did not contribute significantly there.
Even her musical expertise was almost taken from her: in "Elaan
of Troyius" there was a scene which had Spock playing his harp
(to sooth Elaan's savage breast) while Uhura stodd by wishinrg sihe
could play it. Mercifully, the scene was cut from the ('1lin.
Sti111, in those scripts which followed the character Nichelle
Michols had esbtablished (e.g., "Tholian Web,'" and "Ssvage Cur-
£zin"), Uhura was attractive as always. Or, as the combin&tion
of Ambassador Kollos and Spock aptly put it ("Is There in Truth
No Beauty?"): "Uhura, whose name means freedom. She walks in
b2auty like the night.... Does it surprise you that I've read
Byron, Doctor?"

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skles;
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denles.
-- Byron, Hebrew Melodies, 1815.
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by Melisa Michaels

Sulu drove the shuttle back toward the starship Enterprise
with all the hazy discontent of one who was well started on the
first evening of a long shore leave when he was called back to
the ship. He'd nhad too much to drink this evening; it was his
first leave Earthside in some time, and while he'd had as much
shore leave as anybody on a number of other planets, none were
quite like Earth. He'd been settling in for a comfortable stay
while the Enterprise underwent repairs.

And now it was cut short, because Captain Kirk had managed
to sprain an ankle. How anybody could spraln an ankle on the
Enterprise was beyond Sulu's understanding, though of course he'd
Deen told how it happened. It was absurd. Nobody could fall
down a ladder he must have climbed and descended a hundred times
before without mishap.

But Captain Kirk had. Everyone else was busy with much-
needed repairs, and even when the ship was in orbit around the
home planet, and as crippled as the Enterprise was just now, with
half her dilithium crystals needing replacement and her computer
under repair, she was still a Space Service vessel, not a
derelict, and there had to be someone in command.

"But not me, dammit!" Sulu exploded aloud, and then grinned
foolishly at the echo of his voice 1n the empty shuttle. Maybe
he'd had a bit more to drink’than he'd thought; he didn't
§Easl iy el e &0 S lmaEnn.,

He was watching the
viewing screen, still
smiling sheepishly, when
the Enterprise disappeared.

Automatically, before
he had even time to think
about it, he punched a
button on the console
before him. "Enterprise,"
he said. "Sulu here.
Enterprise. Uhura?"

There was no answer.
It couldn't be because of
Uhura's equipment; even 1in
the midst of repairs,
she'd keep at least one
band open for emergencies.
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Maybe it was something wrong with the shuttle itself. But he

was able to contact Earth easily enough, and they confirmed loss
o? communication with the Enterprise. Sulu should have been
almost close enough to touch the Enterprise by then, but his
screen was still blank, except for the stars. Instinctively, he
slowed the shuttle to a crawl when he reached the Eanterprise's
co-ordinates, but there was no resistance. He weunt right throueh
her position and out on the other side with no way to tell that
piece of space from any other but by the logic which told him

Reluctantly, he turned back toward Earth.

On the bridge of the Enterprise, Commander Spock punched a
button on his console without lcoking up from his instruments.
"Sick bay," he said, "Spock here. Captain Kirk?"

"Kirk here," groaned the intercom.

"Captain, I'm registering some unusual radiation from Earth."

' interrupted Uhura, "I can't reach Sulu."

"Captain,'

"A guy gets no peace around here,'" muttered Kirk as Dr. McCoy
finished wrapping his ankle. '"Can't even enjoy a broken ankle in
peace. Let me out of here, Bones. I've got to get to the
bridge."

"It's not broken, Jim," said McCoy. "If it were, I could
do a lot better for you. Modern medicine has come a long way,
but only with major injuries and sicknesses. We still can't
cure the common cold, or a sprained ankle."

"It's broken," lamented Kirk, wincing as he put his welght
gingerly on the injured foot. "I can feel the bones grating.
I'11 probably be dead in a few hours, and all the sympathy I get
is a lecture on the state of modern medicine. Fine doctor you
are. Ouch!"

"You can't feel the bones grating," grinned McCoy. 'Thati's
your teeth." He pulled a pair of old-fashioned metal hand-
crutches out of a cabinet and handed them to Kirk. '"Here,
these'll help. Try not to walk on it any more than you have to
-- and the minute Sulu gets up here, I want you back in bded.
That's a bad sprain. You'll have to take care of it."

"Captain," said Chekov's voice on the intercom, "according
to my sensor readings, Sulu's shuttle has Just disappeared!"
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Kirk stopped besicde the intercom, his playful hypochondria
forgotten. "Spock, verifyi" he demanded.

"Confirmed," said Spock's voice.

"Impossible," said Kirk. "He can't have just disappeared.
I want him found immediately!"

"Captain," said Spock calmly, "I suspect it is the Enfer-
orise which is 'lost,' not Sulu. I will explaln as soon as
you reach the bridge."

In spite of his ankle, Kirk reached the bridge in record
time, limped awkwardly off the elevator, and approached Spock's
console. "Explain," he saild, staring not at the instruments but
at the expressionless face of the Vulcan. It was instinctive,
trying to read some emotion there; in all the years he'd worked
with Spock, Kirk hadn't yet learned not to search the Vulcan
face as he would a human one, looking for some sign whereby he
might judge the man's reaction to a situation. As usual, he
found nothing in Spock's eyes that wasn't very likely a
projection of Kirk's own puzzled concern.

"Observe these readings, Captain,'" said Spock calmly, waving
one hand toward his instruments. "This is not the Earth we know."

"You mean we're somewhere else?'" asked Kirk, still not
looking at the instruments.

"No, Captain, this is Earth," said Spock. "Merely not the
Earth we're familiar with. Or rather, not the Earth of our time."

Spock was right, as usual, Uhura's instruments confirmed
it. The Enterprise had, somehow, been drawn backward in time.
Uhura found a telecast news report and put it on the maln screen,
and they all stared at it for a moment.

"The nineteen-seventies, Captain,'" said Spock.

"A11l right," said Kirk abruptly. '"We know when we are.
Now how did we get here? Spock?"

"T pelieve this unidentified radiation is the explanation,
Captaln,'" said Spock, directing Kirk's attention once more
toward his console.

"Then identify it," said Kirk.

"Wait a minute," said Uhura. She'd turned off the telecast
and had the earphone back in her ear. '"Captain, I think I've got
something. Point of origin is the same as Spock's radiation.

But I can't quite get it -- There!" She switched to the main
speaker again.
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...can't go back,'" a voice was
saying, the words strangely stilted in
an accent none of them recognized.
"Help me...." There was a silence,
static, and the message began again.
First a string of noises; an alien
language. Then Englicsh: "Whoever

you are, please help. I am ill.

This is the vrong time. I can't

go back. Help me..."

"This is Captaln James T. Kirk
of the Star Ship Enterprise," said
Kirk. "What are your co-ordinates?
Please acknowledge..."

Unura relaved the message, but
there was no reply. "It's no use,
Captain," she sald at last.

He's Just repezting himself. It
must be a recording."

"The computer has no record
of that language,'" said Spock.
"I have the co-ordinates, however.
We could resach thc location in a
shvuttlecraft, but it would bpe
risky. VYour people were quite
paranoid during this stage in
thieir development; each nation
was convinced another would
destroy it at any moment, and
as a result each set up a complex

warning and defense system. It would be
difficult to get through in a shuttlecraft without alerting

someone . "

"I den't like it," said Kirk. On impulse,
button on the arm of his chair. "Scotty?" he said.

"Here, Captain," came the raply.

"I's the transporter completely torn down?"

"Not completely," said Scotty doubtfully.

"Can you gat it together in, say,

"n-r

"I want a sincle one-way transmission from Earth.

give me that much?" asked Kirk.

he Jjabbed a

one hour?"

In workiiig coxrder, sir? I dinna think so, Captailn.

a dozen hcurs; we havena got the power."

Can ycu
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"No, sir, not in an hour, not likely."
"Okay," said Kirk with half a grin. '"You have two hours."

In spite of Scotty's objections, the transporter was ready
in two hours, and set to pick up a humanoid form the sensors
revealed at the point of origin of the unidentified radiation.
"But I dinna like it, Captain," insisted Scotty. "I canna
guarantee anything -- I dinna trust it. We havena got that
much power."

"Give it all we have," said Kirk. '"We're not going

anywhere. Energlze."

When the creature began to materialize, Kirk thought for an
instant something must be wrong with the transporter; it didn't
look as if it could be putting the creature back together in the
same order it had taken it apart. But it resolved into a
perfectly possible and even ordinary shape; two arms, two legs,
and the rest. The only unusval things were the color urple),
the texture (velvet), and the velvet-covered membrane stretching
from outstretched arms all the way to the ankles; "wings," like
those of a flying squirrel.

"Help me get him on the stretcher," said McCoy, and Kirk
moved forward to obey. 'This is worse than a Vulcan, " muttered
McCoy, pulling back one of the alien's eyelids and staring into
a strange rectangular pupil (much 1like that of a goat's eye)
centered in a pale purple iris. "This is impossible. How am I
supposed to tell what's wrong with him? What color d'you suppose
his blood is?

"Tt's not a 'he,! Bones," Kirk said. 'Whatever else it is,
it's a mammal, and I'd say it's a safe bet 1it's female."

McCoy glanced up at the captain. "Can't be bothered with
details," he muttered, and wheeled the stretcher out of the

transporter room.

She was very tall and thin except for a slightly bulging
stomach, so tall, in fact, that her feet hung over the end of
the examination table. Her eyes were too large for her face, by
human standards, and her ears grew out of the top of her head,
like a cat. Beneath the fur her skin was a pale violet,
freckied with a rash of darker violet spots. To McCoy's
untrained vision, there was nothing obviously wrong with her,
but for all he knew nearly every physical characteristic he'd
noted was abnormal. When she failed to respond to any treatment
he judged safe to give her (and that was 1little enough), he gave
up in despair and called for Spock. "You'll have to try mind-
meld, " he said. "The diagnostic panel doesn't react to her at
all, and I'm afraid to do anything drastic. But without help
she may die. Maybe you can find out what's wrong."
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Spock complied silently. Had the situation been reversed;
and Spock been forced to ask McCoy's help, McCoy wouldn't have
missed the opportunity to needle him about it. But Spock
merely stared long and hard at the doctor, then set to work.

What he learned was not how to help the alien, but what it
was that had trapped the Enterprise in this time; that was the
thing uppermost in her mind. It was a machine (or electronic
device; he couldn't be sure which), something her people had been
experimenting with. But something had gone wrong, leaving her
stranded on Earth in the 1970's with no one to help her and no
way to return to her own time/place. When she had fallen 111
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with the repairs still unfinished, she had, in desperation, sent
out one last tight beam, randomly directed -- and with it she had
caught the Enterprise.

Spock thought it was something Scotty could repair, so Kirk
decided to send a landing party to find it. He would have gone
himself, but McCoy wouldn't let him, because of his ankle. The
only others on board were Scotty, Spock, McCoy, Uhura, and
Chekov; everyone else had been on Earth elther werking or on
leave when the time-shift occurred. Spock and McCoy couldn't go,
because they were both needed to care for the alien, and, with
the communications equipment in its present conditlon, Uhura was
the only one who could be certain they wouldn't lose contact with
the landing party. So Scotty and Chekov were elected.

Spock drew dlagrams of the warning devices they'd run into,
and within an hour they were in the shuttlecraft, on their way to
Earth. The Enterprise was in a high orbit, just lnside the moon;
they'd complained, in their own time, because there wEre no nearer
orbits available. Now they were grateful; distance was thelr
only defense against discovery. The shuttle had no such defense.
A1l they could do was hope their shield would confuse any radar
they came in range of.

As they started down, Chekov had difficulty contalning his
excitement. On two previous occasions the Enterprise had orbited
Earth in an earlier time period than her own, and Spock, Kirk,
and McCoy had all at one time or another actually gone Earthsilde
in earlier time periods, but Chekov had never dared hope he might
ever have that opportunity. Now it was arrived, he had trouble
belleving it.

Scotty, on the ohher hand, was his usual imperturbable self.
As long as nothing was threatening his precious engines, there
wasn't much that excited him, at least visibly.

Until they were quite near, the trip was uneventful. They
came in under the radar Spock had noted, and under cover of dark
so they were unlikely to be spotted from the ground. All Chekov
could See in the viewscreen was an unchanging vista of green,
rolling hills. "If one old-fashioned airplane passes overhead, "
he said thoughtfully, "they'll spot us, weon't they? We'd cause a
1ot of confusion at the nearest Security Base."

"They weren't called Security Bases in the seventies," began
Scotty, but his voice broke off, and whatever else he might have
reant to say was lost. There was an ancient vessel, dead ahead,
collision course -- It had risen unexpectedly from the ground
while Scotty was speaking, and he cursed himself for negllgence
as he reached for the controls. He should have caught some
sensor-warning of the thing -- It was almost upon them, and he
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could see the pewildered pilot staring through glass walls at the
apparition converging with his vehicle. An early helicopter, he
thought with detacihed fascination, and shouted aloud, "We'll have
to dive! Hang on!"

The pilot of the helicopter was too startled to react; 1t
was up to Scotty to avoid collision. There wasn't time to try to
pull into a turn. They were too close to the vessel, and closing
fast. His only hope was a power dive. Once they'd gone under
the other vess=zl, maybe he could pull the shuttle back up. If
not -- Well, it had been a nice 1life, while it lasted.

He sent the shuttle diving toward the ground. They missed
the helicopter with inches to spare, and Scotty caught one fleet-
ing glimpse of the pilot still sitting frozen at his controls,
mouth open, watching the shuttle. Then he was out of sight,
abuve and behind them, and Scotty was fighting for control,
trying to bring the shuttle back up.

Chekov grasped the edge of his seat with one hand and stared
at the viewscreen. Scenery raced past,too blurred to recognize
-- Maybe water, then something green, tumbling and green, and he
had one short instant in which to realize they'd never make it;
one instant to know this was the last he'd see, and to realize
the ircny -- To die on his home planet before he was born --

There was a bump, a Jjarring thunder of contact, and Chekov's
world dissolved in crashing agony, and he knew he must be dead.

There was a period of darkness, he never knew how long. It
must have been only seconds, because when he opened his eyes
again, Scotty hadn't even had time to turn around.

"Chekov, " he was saying. "You all right?"

Chekov stared at the screen, saw they were still in motion,
and realized Scotty must have saved them at the last moment.
There must not even have been much damage to “he shuttle; she
rode as smoothly as ever, the only sign of her near crash belng
the beads of sweat on Scotty's forehead --

And the tearing pain in Chekov's ribs. He put one arm
across them and looked at Scotty. He had about ten seconds to
realize what his answer must be, before Scotty asked again.

"Chekov, are you all right2?"
"Yes," he said, forcing his voice steady. 'Just shaken.

How's the shuttle?" That should prompt a long enough answer from
Scotty to give him a moment to recover.
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It did. Scotty cursed
the helicopter pilot for
risking both the shuttle
and his own vessel, either
of which was more import-
ant than the lives of 1ts
passengers, 1f one were to
believe the way Scotty
talked. But Chekov wasn't
listening. He was
breathing, very shallowly
and carefully, bhecause
anything more strenuous
brought terrible pain,
and he was thinking, hard
and fast.

Not that there was any real choice. If Scotty took time to
take the shuttle back up to the Enterprise, to get Chekov to
McCoy's attention, it meant that much more time during which
someone on Farth might notice the Enterprise. Worse, it meant
two extra trips through the Earth's atmosphere, thiongh all the
warning devices, the radar, and the threat of bombs. Mot to
mention the chance of further accidents such as had just qunr{ed.
The odds had been against them in the first place. They didn'tT
have a chance if they went back now.

He wasn't choosing to be brave. He had often ?houg@t he was
as brave as the next guy, and had daydreamed situations in which
he could prove it. But he .was young, and he had never reglly
realized that bravery was more often sordid and painful tnan
glamorous, and that it was seldom planned for in advance. Now
that the time had come for him to prove his courage, he was
unaware of it. He only knew that the lives of 'his friends and
the safety of the Enterprise depended upcn his §ilence, and that,
hurt and frightened as he was, he must conceal 1it.

"We'll bring her down here," Scotty was saying. "These |
trees should hide us, and it looks like an isolated plage° Hanrg
on, Chekov; this'll be rough. I'm golng to bring her rizht down
tetween a couple of big trees, then try to work her in under scme
cover before we settle down. Happen we'll hit some underbrush on
the way."

Chekov braced himself, wondering dully w@at had ever
prompted him to want to come along on this trip.

On the Enterprise, Captain Kirk was hobbling awkwardly back

and forth across the bridge, worrying. He stopped beside Uhura's
console when McCoy called him on the intercom.
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"Jim," said McCoy, "I've got an emergency cown here. Can
you spare Uhura for half an hour or so0?"

"If I have to," said Kirk doubtfully. '"What is 1t, Bones?
Where's Spock?"

"He's on his way to the bridege," said McCoy. "Right now
Uhura could be a lot more help to me. Our alien friend is about
to have a haby. Or babies, if my suspicions are correct."

"Babies!" sputtered Kirk. He nodded to Uhura, who had
stopped in front of the elevator doors and was looking back at
him for approval. "She's on her way, Bones," said Kirk, switch-
ing off the intercom. A moment later the elevator doors opened
again, and Spock stepped out.

"Captain," he said, "I believe I've learned something about
the problem we're dealing with."

"Tell Scotty," said Kirk, gesturing toward Uhura's console.

Spock stopped in front of the console and stood still for a
moment with his eyes closed. "0dd," he said, and shook his nead,
then looked at the console and punched the proper buttons to
contact the shuttle. "Mr. Scott," he said, and went on without
waiting for acknowledgement. "The device you are looking for
should be about six feet square, situated 1in an outbuilding on a
farm near your present location. You should find the device not
entirely unfamiliar." He stopped, closed his eyes again, swayed,
and put one hand on the edge of Uhura's console for support.

"Spock, what is it?" asked Kirk.

"Very odd," said Spock, opening his eyes. "I'm not en-
tirely certain, Captain. Mr. Scott, the device should be com-
posed of ordinary electronic components. The schematic will be
unfamiliar, but I beiieve you will find % is only a matter of
viewooint...." Hls voice trailed off and he closed his eyes
again, swaying dangerously.

"Spock!" Kirk dropped his crutches to grab Spock's shoul-
ders, staring into the expressionless Vulcan face. "Spock, what
is it, man? Are you sick?"

"I believe I am," Spock sald weakly.

"Sit down," Kirk ordered, turning Uhura's chair toward
Spock, who promptly fell more than sat in 1it.

"Mr. Scott," persisted Spock, his voice very weak, almost a
whisper. "A faulty -- part -- " He struggled desperately,
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knowing the meagre information he
had could be vital, but weakness
overcame him. He collapsed,
toppling off Uhura's chair to
land in a crumpled heap at Kirk's

ogffsl Py feet.
A argn
404 (& "Bones!" shouted Kirk,
i N punching the intercom button even
A ;gj as he yelled. '"Bones!"

"Captain," said Scotty,
"what's happened?"

"It's Spock," said Kirk need-
lessly. "He's sick. I don't know
what he was trying to tell you;
I'll try to find out. Meanwhile,

you're on your own. If you

run into anyv trouble, use your

s communicator; I'll be
in sick bay."

"aye, sir," said

Scotty.

% -
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Kirk quickly made thie necessary adjustments on Uhura's
console to asgure that Scotiy and Chekov could reach him, then
hobbled towaxrd the elevator, dragzing Spock.

"whet is it, Jim?" asked McCoy on the intercom.

"Spock, " said Kirk shortly, raising his voice to carry to
the intercom. "I'm bringing him down."

Scotty and Chekov found their objective with little trouble.
It was in a small, shed-like building on the edge of a clearing,
and there was a Carmhouse less than a hundred yards away in tlie
same clearing. But the night was dark, and there was no one 1n
sight, so they made for the outbuilding with no hesitation. On
the way, Scotty pulled out his communicator and signalied the
ship.

"Kirk here," said the captain tiredly.

"Sip, how's Mr. Spock?" asked Scotty.

"Not goed," said Kirk. '"Bones is with him now. How are
vou coming?"

"We'lve located the building," said Scotty. "Be inside in a
minute."

"7 wish we knew what Spock was trying to tell you, ' said

Kirk.

"ye'll manage, Captain," said Scotty confidently. BTF Atts

IS5y

a machine, I can fix it, and T dinna care who built it.”

"I imagine you can, Scotty," said Kirk. "Okay, carry on.
I'm going o0 bed now -- Doctor's orders - " He grimaced, ana
though Scotty couldn't see hinm, his tone was enough TO make the
engincer smile. '"And, barring unforeseen incidents, I won't be
talking to you again for several hours. Lt. Uhura's here 1{ you
need anyone. I gusss therc's nothing more to say, except -- Good
luck, both of you."

There was one small window in the outbuilding; Scotty found
an old tarpaulin to cover it, and went back to the door to try
the light switch he'd noticed. He didn't really expect anything
to happen when he tried 1%, but they were in luck. A single dim
yellow bulb sprang to 1ife overhead, giving thiem a clear vicw of
the dusty rocm and, in 1its center, a blaclk plastic box at:out
six feet square.
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M"That'!ll be it," said Scotty. He unfastened the toolbelt he
wore while Chekov approached the box. It had seemed to Scofty a
time or two on their way here from the shuttle that Chekov was
acting a 1ittle odd, but he hadn't been able to pinpoint quite
why he thought so, and now the ensign seemed perfectly ncrmal as
he walked to the far side of the box and looked at it, then at
Scotty.

"Are you sure?'" he asked. '"There's a panel off back here,
and 1t looks Jjust like Uhura's equipment inside. It doesn't
look like something built by aliens."

"Spock said it wouldn't,'" said Scotty, coming around the
side of the thing to look in. To his more experienced eye, the
inside of it didn't look quite so familiar. "Aye, and will ye
look at that," he whispered, all their other problems forgotten
for the moment. "Allien or no, that's as pretty a plece of equip-
ment as I've set eyes on." He settled promptly down to work.

There wasn't much for Chekov to do. For the manyeth time he
wondered why he had wanted to come along, and further, why he'd
been sent, since he was so useless now he was here. It appeared
the only thing he could do for Scotty was to keep his injury a
secret long enough for the engineer to get his work done. That
in itself was becoming increasingly difficult. He settled
miserably down against a packing crate, trying to make himself
small so Scotty would continue to forget him, and closed his eyes.

When the door slid cautiously open hours later, Chekov was
sound asleep against his packing crate, and Scotty was deeply
immersed in his work. He had his communicatcr in one hand and a
screwdriver in the cther, and was peering intently into the box.
"A11l right, Lieutenant," he said, "but if you're right about that
one, then what about this connection? the one just to the right
that I mentioned before."

He didn't hear her answer, however; ne slammed the communi-
cator shut and put it down, reaching for his phaser: his eyes
had caught a hint of motion at the door. '"Chekov," he whispered
harshly.

Chekov scrabbled to his feet, phaser in hand, staring first
at Scotty and then at the door. It slid further open -- another
six inches. Chekov could see the moon-white of a bare hand on
the knob -- Just as he realized, with knee-shaking relief, whit
he was seeing, the watcher spoke.

"I'm sorry," she said, stepping carefully into the room
through the narrow crack and shutting the door behind her. "T
didn't mean to frighten you. I only wanted to see who was here
now." She was a little girl, at most seven years old, mayhe
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four and a half feet tall, with bralds
hanging lank across her shoulders and
wide, innocent brown eyes sparkling with
laughter. "Are you friends of the
Velvet Lady?" she asked. '"She said
somepody would come. She's going to
have babies, did you know that? But
she got sick, and she wouldn't let me
tell Daddy. Are you golng to fix her
gritch? Is she all right now? Where
are you from?"

"Hold on, lass," said Scotty,
sheepishly pushing his phaser back in
its place under his belt. "You're going
too fast."

"What's your name?" asked the
little girl, staring seriously up at
him. "Mine's Jane."

"Mine's Scotty," grinned the

engineer.
"What's yours?" asked Jane, turning to Chekov.
"Ensign Chekov, " he said.

"No, I mean your name," she said. '"Not the official part.
Are you in the Navy? Daddy was, once.'

"No," he said.
"But what's your name?" she insisted.

"Oh," he said, carefully sitting on the packing crate he'd
been leaning against. "It's Pavel."

"pavel?" she asked, staring at him. "That'!s an unusual name,
isn't it9" Her tone was very serious, and he smiled at her.

"Not in Russia,'" he said.

She took two steps backward and examined him, then looked
at Scotty, then back at Chekov. "Are you a Russian?" she asked,
almost in a whisper.

"Sure," he said, puzzled.

"Oh," she said, and watched him for a moment. "I thought
they were, you know, different." She was clearly awed that he
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was Russian, but more than a little disappointed that he was so
ordinary in appearance. "Are yocu a commie?"

"A what?" he asked, frowning.

"

"Communist," said Scotty, settling back to work. "This is

the 1970's."

:Oh, yeah," said Chekov. "No, I'm not exactly a commu-
nist,  he told her.

"Oh, " she said. That was even more disappointing. She
turned back to Scotty. "Oh, well," she said. "Are you going to
fix the Velvet Lady's gritch?"

"If you mean this thing, I hope so," Scotty saild fervently,
glancing up from his work. He had the communicator open agaln,
and had explained the interruption to Uhura. "Did you know the
Velvet Lady?" he asked.

"Oh, yes," said Jane. '"She was my friend. She came right
after 1 had the measles -- Susie's got them now, you know -- and
T used to talk to her a 1ot, sometimes. Where are you from?"

"Well," said Scotty slowly, "I don't think we can tell you
that."

"Oh," said Jane. "Secret, huh? That's what the Velvet Lady
said at flrub, but then she de01ded it didn't matter 'cause even
if I teold, noony would believe me. Don't you want me to
promise, then°

"Promise what?'" asked Scotty.

"Not to tell my mommm, or my daddy, or Susie, or even
Snicker -- Thatis what the Velvet Lady said, but Snicker's only a
dog. I promise, if you want."

Scotty sorted the sentence for a moment, then agreed the
promise was a good idea, and turned back to his work.

"But what does Pavel mean?" Jane asked Chekov.
"You mean in English?" he asked. "It means Paul."

"Well," she said, "I'm going to call you Paul." And she
proceeded to do so, through a long conversation that involved
mostly a lot of questlons he couldn't or didn't dare answer, and
a long string of hopelessly jumbled information about Jane, her
family, her dog, and the Velvet lLady.
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Won't your parents be worried about you staying out alone
at night?" he asked at last.

"It's morning," said Jane in surprise.
) Chelov stared at her, then stood up to walk to the window.
When he straightemed he felt suddenly dizzy, and flashing daxlk -
ness swirled before his eyes, but he forced himself to cross the
room steadily, then stood for a long time clutching the window-
sill before he could see clearly enough to pull back the tarp and
look outside.

Jane watched him for a moment, then silently approached
Scotty and tapped him on the shoulder. "Ts Paul sick?" she
whispered.

Scotty looked up, startled, and 1t took him a moment to
figure out what she was talking about. "Chekov?'" he asked, and
she nodded. "Oh, um, why do you ask?" He looked past her at
Chekov, who was standing by the window loeking out. In the cold,
clear light of morning streaming past the dirty tarp, Chekov's
face looked pasty white, and there were beads of sweat on his
forehead.

"You see?" demanded Jane, still whispering. "1Cause he
looks sick, that's why. Is he?"

"What was that?" said Kirk's voice from the communicator.

Chekov, who had heard Jane and knew the captain must have
heard her too, turned anxiously toward Scotty. 'Don't tell him, "
he begged. '"Please, Scotty -- Please -- " He was still eclinging
o the windowsill, his knees beglinning to bend and tremble. In a
moment, he was going to collapse, if Scotty didn't catech him.

"Be pack with you in a moment, Captain," he told his commu-
nicator, then dropped 1it, and started across the room.

"Scotty," said Chekov. "we can't go back now -- I'll be all
right. If you tell the captain, we'll have to go back, and we
can't -- Please -- don't -- " With an involuntary moan he gave

up and closed his eyes. He had one last® instant in which to
realize he was falling before the darkness overwhelmed him.

It took Scotty only a moment to find the trouble; Chekov's
ribcage was a swollen, angry red, and it was Scotty's guess that
more than one of the ribs wers broken. "Oh, lad," he muttered
tenderly, "why didn't you say somethin'?" Then he recmembered the
promise Chekov had begged for, and settled back on his heels 1n
surprise. 'Well,'" he said softly, almost wonderingly. "I'm
ashamed to say, I wouldna hae guessed 1T of ye, lad."
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"What's the matter with him, Scotty?" asked Jane.

Scotty looked up at her, and stood up slowly. '"He's broken
some ribs," he said absently. Chekov had surprised him, trying
to hide his injury so they wouldn't have to go back, and he
almest wanted to do as the ensign suggested, and refuse to tell
Captain Kirk. But broken ribs were nothing to play games with.
No, he'd have to tell the captain, and they'd have to go back.
Otherwise, Chekov might die. Maybe there'd be some way to get
back to Earth once Chekov was safely aboard the Enterprise.
Maybe. Dully, he picked up his communicator and reported to
the captain.

"A1l right," said Kirk. "That does it. Cet him back here."
"Aye, sir," said Scotty. Silently he closed the communica-
tor and stuck it back in his belt.

"Do you have to go now?" asked Jane, tugging at his arm for
attention. "Do you have to go away?"

"Aye, lassie, that we do," said Scotty. He was exhausted;
he had worked all night, and he'd had nothing to eat since the
day before. ©Now that there was nothing left to do but return to
the ship and hope they'd be able to come back, he realized for
the first time how tired and hungry he was.

"Won't you be able to fix the gritch, then?" asked Jane.
"Will you come back? Will someone else come? You have to fix
the gritch; the Velvet Lady told me so. She won't ever be able

to go home, if you don't fix itT"

"Aye, lassie, I krow that," said Scotty, crossing the room
to bend over Chekov. "And neither will we, I'm afraid.”

"But won't you come back?"

"I dinna know if we can,' said Scotty.

"Then don't go," begged Jane. '"Please, don't go. The
Velvet Lady wants her husband! You can't just leave!"

"We have to," said Scotty. '"Likely we should have gone
before this, and would've, if I weren't a blind fool. Chekov --
Paul -- needs a doctor, lass. He's bad hurt."

"Is that all you need?" asked Jane, stepping back to stare
at him with hier hands on her hips. "Just a doctoxr?"

He glanced &t her, then picked up Chekov in his arms. The
ensign was a surprisingly light 1oad. Scotty was suddenly over-
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have made sure Chekov was all right after their near crash --
And taken him back to the ship right then. "Aye, lass," he said
albsently. "Just a doctor. I'm sorry, Jane. Sorrier than you
know. But we have to go, all the same."

She stared at him for an instant longer, then whirled and
raced out the door. He looked after her for a moment, puzzled,
then shrugged and crossed the room with Chekov in his arms, used
one foot to shove the door open, and followed her out into the
sunlight. He didn't think about who might see him carrying his
pitiful load across the clearing, and if he had thought, he
wouldn't have cared. The only thing he cared about now was get-
ting Chekov to Dr. McCoy, and hoping he'd done no damage by not
having taken him back sooner.
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He wes halfway across the clearing when Jane ran up to him
and tugged at his arm, her head tilted back so she could sce his
face. '"Wait," she said. '"Wait, Scotty."

"It's no use, lass,'" he said tiredly, hardly glancing down
at her. '"Canna you see? He needs a doctor."

" said an adult voice behind him.

"He's got a doctor,
Scotty froze in mid-stride, then turned very slowly,
clutching Chekov's limp body in his arms. "What did you say?"

he asked weakly. :

"I said," repeated the young man beside him, "your friend
has a doctor now. Here, let me take him. You look just about
done in yourself. ©No, don't argue; you'll do him more harm than
good, lugging him off to your own doctor God knows how far away."
(This he said with a meaningful glance at Scotty's uniform.)

"I'm a doctor, and he needs me now; any fool can see that. Come
along; everything'll be all right now." With that he took Chekov
in his arms and started back across the clearing toward the
farmhouse, not even bothering to look back to see if Scotty
followed.

Scotty pulled out his communicator and quickly explained the
situation to Captain Kirk, while Jane stood by watchfully.

"Do as he says, Scotty," said Kirk. "He's probably right.
Their medicine was pretty primitive, but he's nearer than we are.
T'11 talk to Bones about it, but I think he'll agree. Meanwhile,
you've got time to work on that lgriteh,! Go ahead. And,
Scotty. Get some sleep before you start working again."

"aye, sir," said Scotty, putting away his communicator.
"Are you mad 'cause I broke my promise?" asked Jane.

Scotty looked down at her and smiled, taking her hand. '"No,
lass," he said, "I'm not angry. I'm glad." They started out
after her father. "How much did you tell him?" asked Scotty
after a moment, remembering the doctor's meaningful glance at
his uniform.

"Oh, just that you were strangers here, and needed a
doctor," Jane saild innocently. Sometimes she sounded much older
than she looked. "I knew he'd help you; he's a very helping
person, really. And I xasw he'd be all excited when he saw you.
He reads science fiction books. So he’ll think you're fromn
Outer Space, maybe. Unless you tell him."

"Tell him what?'" asked Scotty.
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' szid Jane.

"Where you're from,'
Scotty decided he didn't want to know where she thought he
was from. Insteed, he asked, "What's science fiction?"

"Books about Outer Space," said Jane, withcut looking up at
him. "And abous the Fubure," she added a moment later. '"Daddy
reads a lot of stuff lilke that. Mommy says it's silly, but
Laddy likes it."

Twenty-four hours later Scotty and Uhura, working together
with the heln of ths communicator and tricorder, nad found what
was wrong with the grtich. Understanding the gritech was, as
Spock had said, a macter of one's point of view; if they looked
at it as a human invention it was ridiculous, and it defied half
the laws they understood to be involved. Eut when they tried to
consider an alien viewpoint and keep open minds about it even
when it seemed to contradict something they'd known practically
from childhood, they disccvered the problem and removed the
faulty part: a common, garden-variety resistor.

"That's it," said Scotty. "I'll bet you."

" said Uhura. "I agree with you."

"It's no bet,

So they sent Jane's father to town to buy a replacement; he
insisted it was no trouble. He hadn't asked where Scotty and
Chekov came from and hadn't mentioned having come to any con-
clusions of his own on the matter, but he did say he was certain
Scotty would hetray himself over some simple matter if he tried
to go to town himself, and he watched first with puzzlement, then
amusemen’, both Scotty and Chekov's reactions to ordinary things
lilkke cigarette smoking. He didn't say anything even then, but
his eyes twinkled with silent laughter, and Scotty saw him more
than once eyeing the Space Service insignia on his uniform with
an air of opeculation.

Cnce Scotty had got the new resistor soldered into place,
however, they wers still stymied; they thought they understcod
the principal of the thing now, but neither of them was willing
to say he understood it well enough to try the controls. They
decided to wait, either for the alien to get well enough to
explain the controls, or for Spock to get well enough to find out
if they were right. But neither Spock nor the alien showed any
signs of recovering.

On the Enterprise, Dr. McCoy spent hours walking back and
forth in sick bay from one bed to the other, loowing first at
Spock'!s swollen face and then at the alien and her babies, then
turning away helplessly and cursing.
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"Tt's not vour fault, Bones," said Captain Kirk, who was
able to refrain from the same helpless pacing and cursing only
because of the pain of his sprained ankle. "If there's nothing
you can do here, maybe you ought to talk to Chekov. Or that
doctor of his. Maybe you can do something there."

"Sure," said McCoy. '"Long-distance physician, with a primi-
tive witch doctor to use for eyes and hands. Oh, well, you're
probably right. There's nothing I can do for these two, anyway."

"They'll be all right," said Kirk.

"Who's the doctor around here now?" snapped McCoy, and
forced a tired smile. "Oh, hell, Jim, I'm sorry. You're pro-
bably right. Let's go." He sighed and meekly followed Kirk to
the bridge.

"I'm all right, Dr. McCoy," Chekov told him, but McCoy
growled.

"T don't want your opinion, Ensign," he said. "I want to

talk to your witch doctor. Give him your communicator."

"All right," Chekov said doubtfully. "Dr. Corley? Um,
my, um, ship's doctor wants to talk to you."

Dr. Corley had never seen one of the communicators in use
pefore, and he accepted it with interest. "Oof course," he said,
"T13 think he would. I must look like a barbarian to him. How
can I help?"

"I want you to describe Ensign Chekov's injuries in detail,
Dr. Corley," said McCoy.

Corley jumped when the voice first came from the communica-
tor, then smiled to himself, still watching the 1ittle device 1in
his hand. "Of course," he said. "I belleve Paul said your name
was McCoy, Doctor? I wonder if you'd mind telling me -- What's
the effective range of this transcelver? It's fascinating -- I've
never seen one this small before. Not with a range over ten
yards or so."

"Ttm no engineer," grumbled McCoy. "It!s about a parsec or
two, I suppose.' The informatlon was jincorrect, but Chekov,
watching Dr. Corley's expression, smiled to himself and decided
not to bother telling him the truth.

To Captain Kirk's mild surprise, McCoy and Corley made
friends quite quickly over Chekov's injured ribs, and soon had a
lively conversation going which Kirk didn't bother to follow. It
seemed to be something on the order of Diseases I Have Known and
Loved. It was about ten minutes later that McCcy suddenly
shouted, "Measles!"



=87~

. "Yes," agreed Dr. Corley, frowning at the communicator.
They both had them. Susie's just getting over them now. It's

not an uncommon...." His voice trailed off. "Or is 1t?" he
asked speculatively.
But McCoy wasn't listening. "Oh, no," he was saying. "Oh,

no. Captain, I recommend you transfer me to a rest home at the
earliest opportunity. I am ready for retirement. You need a
gcod docter on this ship. I'm getting old. Maybe I'm senile.
Measles." The rest of his words were lost as the elevator doors
closed behind him.

The diagnosis was correct. Tiny green spots had already

begun breaking out on Spock's face and body, but McCoy hadn't
realized what they must mean; measles was a nearly forgotten
disease, the cure and prevention both having been discovered long
ago, and the incubation period should have been much longer.
But of course that was because Spock was Vulcan. He would react
quite differently than a human, and it was quite conceivable the
disease could have progressed to this stage in only a few hours,
especially since Spock had lowered his physical resistance when
he had performsd mind-meld with the alien.

And the disease was curable. All he had to do was give
Spock one shot, and within twelve hours the symptoms would be
gone. Quite possibly, the cure would be just as simple with the
alien, though he'd be taking a bit of a chance there. Still, it
wasn't an unreasonable gamble, and there wasn't much else he
could do.

The gamble paid off. Twelve hours later the alien was well
enough tc tell Scotty how to use the controls of the gritch, and
Spock was back on the bridge, leaving Uhura free to help McCoy
and the alien with the three tiny purple velvet bables 1n

sick bay.

The alien told them someone would have to stay on EZEarth to
operate the gritch, but that the device wculd take whoever stayed
as well as the Enterprise back to their own time. It was decided
that since McCoy and Dr. Corley agreed Chekov should move as
little as possible, he should be the one to stay behind to
operate the grltch and say goodbye to the Corleys while Scotty
brought the shuttle back to the Enterprise. The alien couldn't
promise they would return to exactly the moment they had left;
she couldn't describe the use of the controls that well and could
only guarantee accuracy of that sort if she were herself operat-
ing them. But she did promise that they would miss thelr objec-
tive by a few hours at the most (a few hours "after'" they left,
not "before," since "before'" would cause complications only an
experienced operator would know how to handle).
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While they waited for Scotty %o arrive, Kirk spent his time
talking to the alien, from whoin he learned that, although no one
in the Fedaration had ever met anyone of her people before, they
shared the same time. The gritch was capable of carrying things
through space as well as time, which was how the allen had
hapnened to end up on Earth in the seventies. In spite of his
objections she assured him that her people would be very grateful
for the assistance he and his crew had rendered, and she more or
leoss promised they'd join the Federation, which meant that Space
Service would be quite pleased with the Enterprise's unexpected
journey.

When they were safely back in their own time, Kirk cal%ed
Sulu again. "You were supposed to report for duty, Mister,
he grinned. "What happened?"

"That's what we'd like to know," interrupted the official
in whose office Kirk had found Sulu.

"The full report is in the log," said Kirk. "When you've
read it, I'1ll try to fill in any empty spaces. Meanwhile, Sulu,
I want vou to pick up Chekov at
these co-ordinates"
(he gave them)

"and Nurse

Chapel at these.
We have some
babies here she
can help care for
till their parents
get together again
and get everything
straightened out."

"Bables!" ex-
claimed Sulu, but
Kirk grinned and
went on talking.

"Chekov can
fill you in on
what happened on
the way back up,"
he said, "and when
you get here I'm
surza there will be
people willing to
tell you anything
he might have .
missed. Kirk out." - . &
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Scotty was standing behind Kirk on the bridge, looking at
Spock. 'Measles," he was saying. '"But that's a children's dis-
ease, isn't it? You mean it was a children's disease you
caught, that gave us all that extra work? Why, we had to go
through that entire device one step at a time, when you could hae
told us just what was wrong if you hadna come down with measles!"

Spock was staring stonily at his instruments, and Kirk
thought irreverently that if he'd been human he would have been
blushing. But for once, it was Dr. McCoy who came to Spock's
resue.

"Better keep quiet, Scotty," grinned McCoy, "or I won't give
you this shot, and you'll find out what that 'children's disease'
feels like.'

"Aye, sir," said Scotty sheepishly, holding still for the

Assorted Plugs

Adrienne LeVine, 3671 Bedford Avenue Brooklyn NY 11229,
is reprinting Pat Zotti's Vorages #1 (McCoy-zine). It will cost
$1.55/copy.

Bjo Trimble, 696 Scuth Bronson Avenue, LA CA 90005, 1is
running a Futuristic Design Costume Contest for Equicon, and
she and her husband John are running an Art Show for the same.
For contest and show rules., send a stamped envelope to her.
Deadline for design entries {s February 15, 1973, and deadline
for art show entries is April 19, 1973. For further information
on Equicon (April 20-April 22, 1973), send a stamped envelope
to Cheryl Etchison, 5517i Fernwood Avenue LA CA 00028. (Egquicon
will feature chiefly ST materlal.) The Trimbles publish tie ST
Concorcdance (Of Pecople Places & Things, In seasons oOne an £W0);
copies are $5.00 (checks pagle to John Griffin Trimble).

Carol Lynn, 11524 Nashville Detroit MI 48205, and Debbie
Goldstein, are editing a series of Kraith Collected. #1 is now
available add costs $3.00/copy. It contains Jacqueline Lichten-
berg'!s Kraith stories I, II, and III (reprinted from T-N), as well
as .articles and stories ' hy her which fit into the serles and
are reprinted from a variety of sources, also my "The Dis-
atfirmed" (reprinted from T-N) and stories by Anna Mary Hall, 3
Peris Beetem, and Pat Zotti.

Lawndale Press, West Franklin NH 03235, makes up '"2-color
stickers" (blue type, red border) to order -- any message of up
to 4 lines (approx. 40 spaces/line). $1.25/1000, 500/75¢, or
250/45¢ .
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ASSORTED OLD TELEVISION CREDITS
chiefly by Joyce Muskat

((Joyce Muskat had access to a large stock of TV Guides, and went
through malting a list of the credits of the ST cast. 1've added
a few entries to her 1list from information sent in by Regina
Gottesman and from re-runs I've seen. Shows are listed by

date of first broadcast or of first re-run, if available.

If neither date is available, the show is listed under
"syndicated" in alphabetical order. N: NBC. A: ABC. C: CBS.

r: re-run. Show's name is in caps; episode'!'s name, where
available, is in quotes. Abbreviations describing role: L: lead,
GL: guest lead, 2: second, SR: supporting role as guest,

MR: minor role, C: Cameo.))

Gene Roddenberry wrote "The Lesson,' TWO FACES WEST.

William Shatner

10-21-57 C STUDIO ONE "The Deaf Heart" Dr. Frank, L.

1-3-60 N THRILLER "The Hungry Glass" Gil Trasker, L.

10-28-60 C FAMILY CLASSICS "The Scarlet Pimpernel' Sir Andrew
I'foulkes, 2L.

6-13-61 N THRILLER "Grim Reaper' Paul Graves GL.

8.5.61 Nr PLAY OF THE WEEK "Night of the Auk" Lewis Rohnen, L.

1-3-62 C NURSES "A Difference of Years" Dr. Ken Houck, GL.

4_14_62 C DEFENDERS "Killer Instinect" Jim McCleery GL

8.1-62 Ar NAKED CITY "Portrait of a Painter" Roger Barmen, GL.

8-3-62 Cr TWILIGHT ZONE "Nick of Time" Don Carter, L.

11-22-62 ¢ DEFENDERS "Invisible Badge" Charles Terranova, GL.
3-12-63 N DICK FOWELL THEATER "Colossus' Eric Tegman, L.
3-21-63 C NURSES "A Question of Mercy" Dr. Adam Courtland, GL.
,_18-63 A PREMIERE "Million Dollar Hospital" Dr. WilliamGrant,Z2L.
10-11-63 ¢ TWILIGHT ZONE"Nightmare at 20,000 Feet" Bob Wilson,GL.
10-11-63 A 77 SUNSET STRIP "5" (4-parter) Paul De Vinger, C.
10-23-63 A CHANNING "Dragon in the Den" Tom Ericson, GL.
1-19-64 A ARREST AND TRIAL "Onward and Upward" Larry Tavener,GL.
6-27-64 C DEFENDERS "Uncivil War" Gil Rawson, GL.
11-24.64 N THE MAN FROM U.N.C.L.E. "Project Strigas Affair"

Mike Dornfeld, GL.
12-11-64 N BOB HOPE CHRYSLER THEATER "The Shattered Glass"

David Vincent, L.
3.8-65 Cr LAMP UNTO MY FZET "The Cape" (2-parter) Dan

Tailis, GL.
10-23-65 N THRILLER "The Hungry Glass' Gil, L.
11-5-€5 12 0' CLOCK HIGH "I Am the Enemy" Major FKurtBrown,GL.
11-21-65 Cr INSIGHT "Locusts Have No Kings" Mike Burnett
12-7-65 A FUGITILVE "Stranger in the Mirror'" Tony, GL.
3-2-66 N BOB EOPE CHRYSLER THEATER "Wind Fever" Dr. Ely
Harris, L.
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2-28-66 N DR. KILDARE "What Happened to All the Sunshine and
Roses?" (3-parter) Dr. Carl Noyes, 2L.

3-7-66 N DR. KILDARE "The Taste of Crow" Dr. Carl Noyes, 2L.

3-8-66 N DR. KILDARE "Out of a Concrete Tower' Dr. Carl
Noyes, 2L.

syndicated
ALFRED HITCHCOCK "Mother, May I Go Out to Swim?'" John Crane, L.
BURKE'!'S LAW Arthur Reynolds, C.
GUNSMOKE "Quaker Girl" .
CNE STEP BEYOND "The Promise" Carl, L.
OUTER LIMITS "Cold Hands Warm Heart'
Jeff Barton, GL.
OUTLAWS "Starfall" (2-parter) Wayne
Gorham, GL.
NAKED CITY "Neither Stick Nor Sword" ,GL.
ROUTE 66 "We Build Our Houses With Their
Backs to the Sea" Menemsha, GL.,
STUDIO ONE "The Defenders'" (2-parter, pilot
for DEFENDER series) , 2GL.
THEATER I "Legman" _, L.

Leonard Nimoy

7-31-59 Ar MEN OF WEST POINT "His
Brother's Fists"
Tom Kennedy, GL.

4_17-58 N M-SQUAD "The Firemaker"
Ben Blacker, GL.

6-14-59 Nr 26 MEN "Long Trail Home" , GL.

4.17-61 N TALES OF THE WELLS FARGO "Something Pretty" Jim
Coleman, MR.

12-30-61 C GUNSMOLE Grice, SR.

1-3-62 C PERRY MASON "The Case of the Shoplifter's Shoe"
Peter Chennery, SR.

3-20-62 N LARAMIE "The Runt' Rex Catlin, SR,

3-21-62 N WAGON TRAIN "Raylor Crofcot Story" EmeterioVasquez,MR.

6-2-62 Cr SZA HUNT wife-murderer Robert Tyler, GL.

5-25-63 Nr SAM BENZDICT "Twenty Aching Years" Joe Shatley, MR.

7-27-63 Cr SEA HUNT Johnny Brand, SR.

10-5-63 C SEA HUNT Indio, 2GL.

10-22-63 A COMBAT "The Wounded Don't Cry," Private Newmann, SR.

12-25-63 N VIRGINIAN "Man of Violence" (by John D.F. Black)
Wismer, MR.

2_.29_64 N THE LIEUTENANT "In the Highest Tradition" Gregg
Saunders, 2GL.

4_op_64 N ELEVENTH HOUR "The Color of Sunset" Bart Pelco, SR.

11-24_64 N THE MAN FRCM U.N.C.L.E. "The Project Strigas Affair"
Vladeck, MR.

12-6-64 N PROFILES IN COURAGE "Trial of Richard T. Ely"

Burr Jones, SR.
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11-17-65 N VIRGINIAN "Show lie 4 Hero" Keith Bently, SR

12-28-65 A COMBAT "The raider'" Private Baum, SR.

1-10-66 A gPINANDCAH"Run XKiller Run'" Del Hillman, 2GL.
1-13-66 N DA“IEU BOONE "Seminole Territory'" Oontah, SR.
1-22-566 N GET SMART Stryker, 2GL.

3-8-66 REPEL "The Hunted" Jim Colburn, GL.
9-21-70 NET INDUSTRIAL DESIGHN "Homes of the Futre,'" narrator.

syndicated

COLT .45 Luke Reid, MR.

ELEVENTH HOUR "La BelWe Indifference'" Detective Cardell, MR,
GUNSMOKE _ John Walking Horse, SR.

HIGHWAY PATRCL Harry Wells, GL.

M-SQUAD "Badge of Courage' Bob Nash, 2GL.

OUTER LIMITS "I, Robot'" Judson El]l& SR.

OUTER LIMITS ”The Production and Decay of Strange Particles'"Konig.
MYSTERY THEATZR "Kill No More' Cowell, SR.

RAWHIDE "Annko'" Annko, GL.

SEA HUNT Louis Hoyo, SR.

SEA HUNT = Vince Porter, MR.

SUSPENSE THEATER "The World I det” lawyer Bordy, MR.
TWILIGHT ZCONE "A Quality of Mercy'" radio operator.
TWO FACES WEST "Doctor'!'s Orders' Johnny Collins.
UNTOUCHABLES "Takeover' Packy.

VIRGINIAN "Showdown" Benjamin Frome,

Deforect Kelley

2-15-58 N SILENT SERVICE "The Gar Story" s =G1,.

3-28-58 N M-SeUAD "Hideout" detective, MR.

3-24.58 A O'HENRY PLAYHOUSE "The Hiding of Black Bill" _ , 2L.
7-5-58 Cr GUNSMOKE Will Bailey, 2GL.

7.25.59 Cp WANIED —- TEAD OR ALIVE Steve Pax, SR.

20-£9Q C PILCHARD DIAMCORD st She rPmR 4SEL

8-31-59 C FRONIIER JUSMCE TShadow of a Dead Man" Logan
Wheeler, 2CL.

12-7-59 N RICHARD DIAMOND "'The Adjustor" Ken Porter, 2GL.

1-2-60 N RIVERBOAT "Listen to the Nightingale'" Alex Jeffords,
SR (on a riverboat named Enterprise)

4_.19.61 N MIKE HAMMER "Bride and Room'" Conroy, 2GL.

4.20-61 N AWARD THEATER "333 Mcnggomery'" Jake Brittin, SR.

6-14-61 N JOHNNY MIDNIGHT "The Inner Eye'" David Lawton, GL.

8-7-61 Nr TALES OF THE WELLS FARGO "Captain Scoville" Cole
Scovilie, 2GL.

8-14-61 A4 ROUGH RIDERS Lance, GL.

12-16-61 N SILENT SERVICE "The Archerfish Spits Straight"
Captain Joe Enright, GL.

12-16-61 C PERRY MASON "The Case of the Unwelcome Bride"
Peter Thprpe, SR.

12-29-61 C HAVE GUN WILL TRAVEL . Deakin, SR.
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2-5-62 N SILENT SERVICE "The Spearfish Delivers" , GL.

4-19-62 C ZANE GREY THFATER "Village of Fear" Prichard, GL.

6-6-62 C DEATH VALLEY DAYS "Breaking Point" Cullen, L.

12-25-62 N LARAMIE "Gun Duel' Bart Collins, SR.

1-25-63 A DEPUTY "The Means and the End" Farley Styles, GL.

8-24_63 N GALLANT MEN "A Taste of Peace, Col. Davenport, SR.

11-1-63 A 77 SUNSET STRIP "38 Bars" Phil Wingate, GL.

12-3-63 A STAGECOACH WEST "Image of a Man" Clay, SR.

12-26-63 N VIRGINIAN "Man of Violen<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>