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»ijeculation: Uhura and Kirk
by Mary Loulse Dodge

There 1s a question that must occur to most "Star Trek'" fans
but is rarely volced publically. Let's get it out in the open:
"What's golng on between Captain Kirk and Uhura?" .

T Negative, in #19, has already tacitly answered the ques -
tion negatively, ignoring some contrary hints which should be
consldered. Far from not belng in love with Kirk, Uhura appears
to have a relationship with the captain extendling over a long
enough period and deep enough intimacy to amount almost to a
marriage.

Some of the details are so subtle as to be indescribable, a
fleetlng expression or tone of voice; but that seems to be a
trade-mark of Gene Roddenberry's (the relationship between
Lyra-a and Dylan Hunt in "Genesis II" was equally nebulous, but
the viewer was reasonably sure that in spite of a lack of
definite word or gesture, the two had been intimate). This
characteristic of implication is used, supposedly, for two good
reasons: it saves having to deal with romance between two con-
tinulng characters which cannot end in marriage, and 1t drives
the viewer crazy trying to figure out what's goling on!

Most overt episodes, on first view, are usually overlooked
because they scem to have a different purpose. For instance'i
the wary, recolling look Uhura gives the captain in "I, Mudd"
ostensibly means she wonders if he is goling to wring her neck for
betraying his scheme, but since her betrayal was actually part of
the scheme, insuring its success, instead 1t must be meant as
"Be careful, remember that there are others here," a warning
that restrains him from too warm an embrace.

"The Tholian Web" contains some of the most thought provok-
ing scenes. Although Uhura seems to be her usual unshakable self
during the memorial service for the missing captaln, when a crew
man goes berserk she stands uncomprehending, and has to be hauled
out of the way, indlicating she 1s in a state of deep shock. Later
In the background, Sulu is seen, arm around her walst, leading
her away.

Most 1lluminating is the later scene in her quarters where,
still in frozen calm (although a compassionate Mr. Spock must
have sent her off duty) she takes out and puts on a pendent, over
her negligee. That this 1s merely costume jewelry 1s ridiculous.
It is more loglcally a gift from the captain, for as an object
assoclated with him it probably helps her receive the telepathic
image, calling to her for help. And slnce she has actually com-
municated with Kirk, her agonized collapse 1s not the space-
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break-up sickness causing a hal-
lucination, but the shattering -
of the shell of protective

shock to release naked over-
whelming grief.

(My family had a lot of
fun with the episode's final
Scene; with Kirk remarking on
the loneliness of his solitary
universe, swinging around to
exchange smiling looks with
Uhura. It looked as if she
got right up and went below.
But that was undoubtedly just
our low minds. )

All of this merely illus-
trates that Uhura 1is in love
With her captain. What about
his feelings in the matter?

-

In "Operation Annihilate" he yells at her when things go
wrong; he does so in "Naked Time" as well, something he never
does with other crewmen. {Love means you never have to say
you're sorry?) In "Immunity Syndrome' as they are all being
drained of energy, he stops and rubs her back rather absently,
and touches her several times, comfortingly, as he moves back and
rorth on the bridge. These are small intimate gestures born of
long association and intimacy.

"Gamesters of Triskelion" reveals Kirk's feelings most
clearly. Although he falls to help her up when they land rather
painfully (Spock should have been along -- he is the only man
aboard who consistantly practices an old-fashioned courtesy
Zowards women, indicating Vulcan women are not consldered libera-
t~d), he does Inquire anxiously if she has been hurt in the

r-wéifor-all that precedes their capture. And when Lars enters
Jhvira's cell, Kirk goes berserk and tries to tear the dcor off in
1 efforts to help her. (He didn't make a fuss when Apollo

wallked cff with Scotty's girl. This time it was his woman, and
he lost his head.) Later in the eplsode he steps forward and
takes a beating for her sake...moreover she seems to expect him
to do so...and then, when it is over, they merely touch each
cvher briefly, one of those casual gestures more indicative of
ceep emotion than outright lovemaking.

Even the brutal "Plato's Stepchildren' makes an inseresting
revelation about Uhura's attitude toward her captair. When Kirk
tells her she must not be afraid, although the captaln is getting
a Lrauma, Uhura isn't going to be afraid -- absolute trust and
acceptance. While Christine weeps, as much for Spock's agony as
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her own humiliation; the other couple talk quietly with an alr
of long relationship.

Trere are a lot of other small Cdetalls, all adding up to a
love atfair of some length. The latest is Uhura final remark®
in "The Lorelei Signal," and even the normally une moulonal form
¢’ the cartoon captures the tenderness as Unura kneels beside
Kirk's body.

Kirk'!'s feeling for Thura would have no resemblance to his
relatlonship with obther woman. Rzrgardless of jokes, he 1s not a
Don Juan type. iiz certainly doesn't nead to prove his masculin-
ity jor £iil a nsed fer pewer., Ha is undu thie 1atoizrakhie
weight of command, naever frese from veSﬁ0ﬂ°*b*15 y. Since hs
can't use drugs (even ﬁ]eoanG pills) cor alcchol, for his mind
must be constantly on the alert; he has got 1nLo the habit of
uslng c2x as a briaf resnlite from the unbearable temsion. And
gince he ig senaitive and intelligent, he can't just uze wonen,
but feels he must give something in refturn, some kind of love, if
cnly briefly.

Buat Thvura is part of the Enterprise, no source of oblivion.
i3 relationshin with her is therefore deeper, movre real and
lasting. Bubt marriage would be a certainty of separation for
ham.,  Star Fleet wouid mever allow a capbain to keep a wife
ahczrd (toc distracting in dangsrnus situations). Therafors the
diszretion thay prqo*i“@ would e guite in crder: a =sexual
rﬁlaulobshlo betwaz2n a commancar and his junior officer would be
a court marvial charge -- something like stahutory 1ane, £ince
there would be a presumption that a woman might not be able ©o
say no; or that, ceonversely, the junilor officer might =seek extra
rrivilege. They would have to be very careful and celf-
controiled.
Last of all, the existenne cf a 1lnng standing love affair

between Uhura and Kirk mskes Spock and Uhurats rlet
ciezrer. It is a triangie w11n Kirk on the hypotencus
Joves each of them and is loved by each of them; Lhere

7vend affectian 50 ‘each cther.  Spoclk, acting as Kirk's proxy,
pleks Unhura up because he lincws the cgvf in has the wnole siip to
100k out for and can‘t take the moment for her. Uhurza teaics
him and treats him like a member of the family, which in a way
e 5is.

de J

"The Lorelei Signal' seems to indicate thdt when the pecpls
version com=2s back, we are lixely to see a more expllicit
relationship which will answer the question bcvond dcubt.

* Kirk asks if the transporter proccedure has asborcd tham to
their proper selves; Uhuira answers "You're mere handsome than
’
1"
eyvyar
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<JheX? ase Against The Jdransporter
by Richard G. Van Treuren

"The transpcorter converts matter into wave-forms, 'broad -
casts' the waves to any desired locatinn and re-converts them
to matter. The process may sound unlikely scientifically, but
dramatically, 1t speeds up the action and simplifies problems
of production."i

You may have seen an episode of the old "Rifleman' series
where 1ittle Mark McCain was pradicting that machines would some-
day be built that would wash the dishes and do him homework. In
his mind, future technology would be able to do both; but today
we see how easy it is to mechanically wash dishes and how diffi-
cult it would be to build a machine to "do" homework. They are
different concepts, requiring different lines of technology.

This example illustrates a good argument agalnst the trans-
porter. With the evidence of extraterrestrial visits and our own
progress in space, few people belleve interstellar travel is im-
possible; how we do 1t is simply a problem of engineering tech-
nology. The starship Enterprise is therefore just a logical
extension of our present technology; it's larger, faster, and
more powerful than our current vessels and spacecraft. However,
the transporter 1s not such a logical prediction; it is without
evidence or theory.

The most common analog given when trying to explain the
transporter is today's radlo and television. But methods of com-
munication we have today are really just advanced sun mirrors and
smoke signals; the only way of getting an object from one place
to another is picking it up and carrylng it there. Therefore,
the transporter could not begin to function by modulating common
radio-frequency energy like our present devices, which produce
an infinite number of representations without disturbing the
original.

However, assuming certain basic discoveries will be made
ailowing the breakdown and rebuilding of matter, certain detalls
would cause probiems. In addition to those mentioned in Mark
Sehulman's article,? it would be necessary to envelop the object
in some sort of impregnable barrier to prevent loose foreign par-
ticles from accidentally mixing in the process. The machine
would then have to work inside this barrier to break up the
odbject into sub-atomic particles that would be suitable for
trensiting solid atomic structures. These very same particles

1. Buth Berman, "Just Ask" column Inside Star Tesk #1, 1cG8.

©. Mark Schuiman, "Starship Technical Report/ The Transporter, "

T Negative 21, 1973; that article was the inspiraticn for this
one.




trable barrier must now be builsg again, and thig time whatever
matter ig inside it must be removed before the machine can insert
the disassociated Object ang start Pe-assembling it.3 The same
Precautiong would be Necessary if it had some ty e of receiver
(such as the pads in "The Trouble with Tribbles™), op even if

Building 1 machine intricate enough to split atoms (and
Powerfyul €nough to contain the €nergy releaseq 50 as not to
destroy e€verything) would be almost as much challenge as trying

activity, provision would have to pa added to "memopize all the
body g feeble little electric currents ang replace then inside
theip former nerves ang muscles. And, assuming that most human
religions gpe Not wrong, there is g Supernatural, immortal sige

L0 people _. the soul _. which woulg have to pe discovered, under-

gtoond, and made Sultable fop transport by a non-supernatural
machine, 4

Let's not g0 too fast here; Mp, Roddenberry 1s no empty -
headeag dreamer, Such 2 magic machine was not gn e€ssential part
Of the "Stap Trek" serieg ldea, fop landing the Ship and 3 small
shuttlecraft were discuased.5 But 1t was financially impossible
'or Desgily Studios to fabricate elither realistically. "The fact
Tha bt e didn't have ghe budget forced uys into COnceiving the
traasportam device " Further, his Ooriginagl transporter concepts
Show a deviee that woylg have been treated with respect.7 Be-

3 Beveral eplsodes (”Menagerie,” "Day of the Dove, " etc.) ex-
pressed congern about materializing inside so1ig material. 'Ryt a
breaﬁhable atmuephere 1s quite solid materially compared with

nething; materializing in the same Space would defy Physiecal laws,

though there were two bodies, there wags only one James Kirk,
James Blish had MeCoy complain aboyt the soultg POSSible loss o
ifﬂortality in Spock Must Die! 1¢1g Questionable whether op not
vl be Evor—e—

2 Stephen Whitfield, The Making L Star Trek, pp. 43, o
Gene Roddenberry, quoted in TMOST, p. 44
i TMOST, pp. 26, 8g,
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sides, 1t's easy for anyone to complain about such details when
the best sight is hindsight. Transferring imaginagtive ideas onto
film with a very un-imaginative time/budzet frame is probably
among the most difficult jobs on Earth. The imagined machine's
nature makes it arguable with varying degrees of seriousness and
technical knowledge.® As ridiculous as it secms; the transporter
1s not impossible. In two hundred years the basic discoveries
necessary may have been made; small sources of extreme power may
allow such a machine to be mounted in a ship and the enormous
problems of three-axis speed/distance reassembly could be solved.
With the snowballing technology seen in recent decades, it may

be probable.

Why, then, must 1t be eliminated?

Because it is inconsistant -- with itself, and the rest of
the "Star Trek" technology. Not only can it send and receive;
it has been used to spread atoms across space ("Wolf in the Fold"),
re-agsemble people inside themselves ("Tomorrow is Yesterday"),
and provide inter-dimensional transportation ("Mirror, Mirror").
Ey its very pnature, such a machine could easlly duplicate things;
given the right amount of raw material, the transporter rcould
T2 -azfcable something twice or more.9 Practical duplication of
maserial objects, lat alone people, would change tre character of
the ertire universe.

Modern aircraft carriers have more than one liberty hoat

each, £o obviously more than one transporter would be built inso

0

© David Gerrold, The World of Star Trelz, p. 219; anon., "U.S2.S.
Enterprise/sclence and technology in the 23rd century," in Star
Zrele/ an &analysis of a phenomenon in science fiction (a fan
pubilecation), p. 21, E ey
3 D even without raw material (i.e., the duplicate Kirk in
Zremy Within"). Al%hough it couldn't actually give scmething
£ nothing, a machine likeTrelane's in "Squire of Gothos" would
not be very far behind the transporter.
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each starship,1C but the resulting improbability of total trans-
norter failure forced the writers into hoping the viewer would
think there was only one or ilnto creating ridiculous situations
to prevent transporter use.

The rest of the hardwsre never reflected a practical trans-
porter. Foreign objects could be removed from the body while it
was in the disassociated condition of transport.1 Communication
devices need not be toted about when simple things like sound
waves could be sent and received with a single shipboard unit.

Far from "speeding up" the action, the transporter actually
slowed it down. Occasional trips to a planet-surface by shuttle-
craft would quickly explain how commuting %took place. But the
bizarre concept of living persons broken apart, sent, and rebuilt
is so difficult to identify with that it was shown nearly every
episode, and many viewers neither understood nor believed it.

True, transporters are not new to science fiction or sf film.
However, the best films (e.g., "Forbidden Planet, ' "2001") never
relied upon a magic machine where characters stepped in and came
out someplace else without a receiver. Not only is there no cur-
rent experience to compare it with, but so much beauty and wonder
is lost it almost defeats the purpose of being in space. More
important, the transporter is too simple for drama; few things
would be of concern to_a starshipman who could be 16,000 miles
away almost instantly.13

The poor Gold Key Star Trek comlcs and the British Star Trek
art stories did little or nothing to improve the concept, and
now, with the advent of the apnimated series, the machine's abili-
ties are even more undefined.+™ Armed with such formidable
machines, the starshipmen seem God-like in their abilities. In
my opinion, this nonsense should never have had a place in "Star
Trex'; when the show is returned to live action, the transporter
Lkas got bo go!

Discussion is welcome: write R.G. Van Treuren, AIMD IM 3,
USS Kitty Hawk (CV-63), FPO San Francisco 95601.

10 several sources quote more than one transporter room, e.g.,
TMOST, p. 192.

bl | p
i+ E.g., "Doomsday Machine," "Savage Curtain." See also

TWo1d0ST, p. 220.

12 The bullet in Spock (Private Little War") could have been
so removed -- or even the disease in "Naked Time."

13 "what kind of fun is that? Where is the suspense?"
™O0S5T, p. 95.

A4 . . o . = =8
17 E.g., "The Lorelei Signal," "THe. Terratin Incident."
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¢~ POCK'S QLyAST THOUGHTS* TO /L= ARABETH
by Shirley Meech

i

)

You were a flame in caves of lice,
You were a rose in sncw --

I would have given all the worlds
To never let you goO.

I would have given everything,
My future and my past

7o bar the door against all time
And make cur mement last.

An hour ago I held you

And took the love you gave --
Now Death is 1lying with you
In his narrow bed, the grave.

Were we imprisoned, you and I?
A cage, the sncw and stone?

I know a worse imprisonment;
Again I am alone.

On all sides stand my captors,
Five thousand guards, the years --
Locked in Time's small prison cell
Of silence and frozen ftesars.

*'Tast-thoughts" are Vulcan writings of farewell, usually com-
posed when no last words could be spoken {such as the death of a
lovad one suddenly or during absence). Solitude and the writing
of last-thoughts are a form of therapy in such cases., The
writings are generally not published or even shown to anyone.

n :
mT i~ EVIEW
'\LJNDE“})L
by Carol Ing

((¢nrol Ing recretfully announces that she will not be able to
carry on writing this review column. Doan't send her any more
review copies; zines she was sant and did not get reviewed she
will elther return or buy.))

BERENGARIA I -- $1.50 from Vicki R. Kirlin, 3007 S. 112 Str.
Omaha N5 69104, and Richard Heim, Jr. Very gocd repro (?2ditto?
witih photo-process illos). 60 pp. LERENGARIZ is a publiication
of the Quei-Starmerian Network (an association of ST clubks).

This issue consists primarily of three not-so-short stories
(averazirz 17 pages). While none of the plots shows any real
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genius, all the writers exhibit a tolerable command of ths Eng-
lish language. Considering the apparent maturity and literate-
ness of the editors, successive issues (planned to run 100
pages) should bear watching.

In "Apostasy" (the word, my dictionary te.ls me, means "a
turning away firom one's beliefs") by Richard Heim, a crippled
Enterprise avengas a cabotaged research staitlon and a wrackad
cru.ser Dy obliterating two alien shacecraft, wheraupon the alien
base self-destructs. We gesb only two disappoincingly brief
glimpses of the zlicn culture, howaver; the one survivor from the
refearch staticn rezaing consciousness ohly toc mumble a few dis-
connected words; and a traitor among the Enternrise crew is cap-

Gured but never questioned. We see what happens but can only
guess at why.

Tn "Challenzes" by Carle! Jehnson, Mu. Johnson herself joins
the engineering department of Captain Pile's Enterprise as

Scotiy's yeowan, and saves the day by recording a tiezcherous
enemy cn her "randant” and "mekeup case equipinent. £ven though
thls ic the only story cf the three that ties up i%ts own looze
ends 1n a cohercnt mannar, I must admit to a prejudice against
diaries of trekfen serving avoard the Enterprise. If the pro-
tagoiilsi's name were Jsne Smith, I could r1oaa Lhis story more
comfortably, but 1t doecs exhiblt a tinge of- the hero-worship
that pervades the more flagrant examples of the genre.

Jolinsonis entry here does, however, use the term "vcoman"
corr2ctly. Other writers tale note: It is not a seEalEes Nttt 5L A
tha female ecuivalent of ensign (which is a rank). It is a funec-
tion. Inor example, Sulu's rank is lieutenant; his normal func-

tion is helmsman. Rand's rank was ensign; her function was yeoman.

I "Rannox Four" by Ken Gooch, the Big & apain burshs
through that energy barrier st the edge of the Galaxy, lile the
Fiatiormauvz test car tiirough a paper noop, and treks on to where
man o ete,  Tuis time they descroy an energy creature which was
aeelidently beamed abeard, and mcet a ninety-root intergalactic
reacs emisgary. All told, there are enough crises to support a
povel, kot tie transition from one incident to the next is
nechznical, with 1little causal ralationship shown.

LT
A

In the thouzhtful (in both senses) letter wnich escorted the
review copy of BLRENGARIA, Viecki asked for constructive
criticinsm. As lone as we'lre all here, 1'll malie a csuple of
gigeestions which, although aimed specifically at BERINGARIA,
are applicable to a great many publications.

Clzan your typewriter olten enouzh to kzep the e's and o's
Lirem et tng "fildleds o Np A massy apnearance can discoursge your
reacers from proceeding beyond an iaitial glance at the page. In
5 saine cavezoiy, BERENGARIA't clear-cut geoReoL ot it MeaG

—o
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and illos could serve as a model for other beginners, including
the early T-NEGATIVE, T lgnorantly passed up the excellent con-
tent of this zine for several years in favor of a more profes-
sional zine with little else to commend it. Luckily I learned
the ‘error of ny ways, even before Ruth switched from that
Splotchy o0ld ditto. '

Those readers who persevere
teyond the mere appearance of
the printed page may. ve turned
off or simply confused by mis-
Spellings and typographical
errors. For instance, I was
momentarily puzzled by a
captain's "bovicus" order
("Moo"?). Unnumbered pages
and poorly credited artists
might be thrown. into
roughly the same category.

T e e e (H R o SR TS

T
uJ hura Gives up on a
Request for a Song
by Ruth Berman
' said the ship's own
vard,

"Captain,'

"I do not mean to carp,

But I must say it's very hard

To 7iad a rhyme for warp. .

I wanted to construct a song
Well suited to the harp.

So Mr. Spock could sing along,
zut strings get snapped in warp.
+ think I'11 go and hide my head
zneath a heavy tarp.

Vith joy I would be transported
If I had rhymes for warp.'"
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by Jennifer Guttiridge

Uhura looked up from the communications console. She had a
tired, worried frown on her face. 'Thers’s still nothing, sir,"
she said. "No word from the landing party at all, and I can'‘t
trace them."

Kirk sighed and turned away, the weariness in his face
mirroring hers. "It's been 12 hours,'" he said fretfully.
Something's gone badly wrong. Thay must need help."

\ Spock turnad in his seat. "Captain, our orders from Star
Fleet specifically forbid -- "

"Bull," said Kirk. He went back to pacing the bridge
balcony. In any circumstances the loss of the six-man landing
party would be a matter of grave concern, but this cage was
exceptional. The planst seemzd normal enough -- a feudal soclety,
based on sgriculture, and closed to visitors from space SO that
it cculd develop without interference. But then an automated
nrobe had discovered a building which could not have heen con-
structed by the natives, perched on a high hill just outside one
of {he most populous areas. Star Fleet had ordered Enterprise Go
carry out a discreet investigation. When sensor readings falled
to give any indication of who had constructed the building or fcr
what purpose, Kirk sent down a landing party on his own initiative.

Spock had object=ad: "Captain, in view of the possibility cof
cultural contamination, it is unwise to -- "

"Rut we're gotting nowhere from up here."
"We have not yet exhausted all the possible tests which can
be performed from the ship, sir. Until we do, a landing party

is quite illogical."

Kirk's lips tightened. '"Nevertheless, I'm going to see what
a team on the spot can do. Objections, Mr. Spock?"

"I have stated my objections already, Captain. With your
permission, I will enter them in the log."

Kirk stiffened. "Go ahead," he said, and turned away.
Spock had not said "I told you so' when Wardoff failed to

repor’, but Kirk could read the thought in his face. The Swo
1id nos speak to each other, except to carry out ship'!s busiress,
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) Kirk paused in his pacing and locked at the screen. IEnter-
prise hung in crbit high above the nlzht side of the planet, and
tae dark globe filied a third of the screen. It turned slowly
against the distant haze of stars. Black ssas glinted through
the heavy clound cover, and the land masses were a dead black.
Tng towns wers invisible, the snerse fires of hearth and torch
bzing too small to register on that scale.

! Kirk paced back round the balcony, his mind made up.
Mr. Spock, equip a landing party. We'll beam down and try to
locate Vardoff!s team."

Spock lookzd doubtful. "Cantain, if the original Janding
parPy has been apprehended, thas arrival of a further contingent
could only compound the risk to this society."

Klrk slapned his palm against the balcony rail. 'We're
going, Mr. Spock. Get ready." He turned on his heel and strode
to the turbo-1lift doors. “Lt. Uhura," he sald in passing, "Have

Dr. McCoy join us in the transporter room in 15 mirutes.” The

turbo-1ift deors closed on him. 3pock sighed a silent sigh and
turned once more to his computer.

*

The landscape was dark and wet, and the ground underfoot
decidedly soggy. As the drone of the transport beam faded away,
a drifting rain splattered coldly into the faces of the landing
party. All six wore the usual dress of the native pecple: slack
trousers, laced knee-length tunics, and head-dressas fastened Lo
a band round the forehead and draped back over the head and down
to ecover the neck and shoulder. Spock had pulled his forward to
cover his cars, and the result resembled scmething midway petween
an Arab sheik and a sophisticated red-Indilan.

Kirk studied the black ground. There wers clumpd of long,
rain-Tlatbened grass, an occasicnel gleam of surface water, awnd
vast tracts of mud. They stood 1n the middle of a low-1lying
witer-meadow bordered on one side by a wide river ancd on the
othar by a dark, humped hill. ne meadow was empiled of 1ts
grazing daytime occupants, and the starship crew had it %o
tnemselves. There was no other living being to be sezn.

"Ave these the exact co-ordinates Wardoff used?'" Kirk asked.

Spock looked up from his tricorder. "Affirmative. There is
the stoucture on the hill."

Eirk looked up, and by squinting his eyes against the rain k
he could distinguish an angular shape against the skyline. Ee
wipad some of the water off his face. "I see. Thelr lasi repord
was Lhat they had reached it and were investigating." No one
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bothered to point out that 1t was then they had lost contact wuth
the landing party. "Feep tocather, keep low, and kesp guiet.
Kirk began to slosh through the mud and water towards the hill.

The hillside was clothed in shrubbery, and they soon found
out why no fencss were needed tc kesep the beasts in the rield.
The bushes had knarled, twisted rcots that wrigzlcd across the
suface of the ground; in the darkness they were unseen stumbling
bleceks., The leaves werc uprignt and broad, and razor-sharp at
the edges. ©Several cut fingers quickly taught the landing party
not to holid onto to the bushes to pull thecmselves along.

Halfway up Kirk paused for breath and waited for his men to
cateh up with him: McCcy, threz security guards, and Soock. iy

McCoy looked at the captailn with irritation. 'How much
further is 1t?" he sald, as quietly as he could and be heard
over the wind.

Kirk glanced upward. "Not far."
"Nobody said anything about an assault course in a monsoon!"
FKirk grimaced in sympathy and resumed the ascent.

To a local observer they would have appeared no more than a
bedragzled line of commoners making their way through the rain,
erxcept that on that planet hardly anyone went out at night, and
no one at all went towards that hill.

The rain became heavier, driving downhill on the wind and
rattiing among the foliage. The head-clotihis whipped round their
faces, and the cold rain-water ran steadily down their Ttacls; by
tha Cime they recachad the side of ths builliding they were £lad to
rass in its shelter and attempt to wring some of Lie water from
thelr c¢iothing.

"Life forms, Mr. Spock?"

Spock raised his eyes from the tricorder and lcoked non-
ommitzl. "Vague readiungs, Captain. Ngthing definite."

"What's behind these walls?V

"Impossible to say. The substance szems to be resistant to
ceanning. I get vague indications of 1ife low down on the scale.
Liocation indeterminate, shifting."

"Rats," McCoy said.

pock raised an eyebrow. "Doctor?!
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"You're plcking up the local equivalent of rats. Every
place like this has rats."

"If it's responsible for the disapnecarance of otr landing
party, that's nct all it has," Kirk said. "Spock, can you see
any sign of a way in?"

Spcck looksd both ways along the wall. "Negative, Capkain.’

"Let's try this way," Kirk said, and started for the nearest
cornar,

The building was a block, a perfect cube 40 fest on a =ide,
half buried in the hillside. The substance of the walls looked
lilke pebbie-dashed concrete, but it registered as an integral
substance, nct an amalgamate. There was no sign of a door or
window. Moss and the green slime of constant damp, together with
an ccecasional climbing vine, found purchase, but the walls were
not cracked.

The landing party climbad up along the line where the side
wall vanished into the hillside, along the top where the flat
roof sloped back into the ground, and down tne other side. No-
wiiere did they se2 an entrance.

"Comment, Mr. Spock?" Kirk said when they were within one
corner of thelr starting point.

"Interesting," Spock said without interest. By now he vwas
too wet and cold to be "fascinated" by anything.

"Ti:e landing party disappeared at this point. They must
have® gere -- or been taken -- inside."

"It 1s logical to assume so."

"If we're going to follcw we'll have to make our own way in.
Kirk tiurned to the securlty team. '"Mzr. Sheckley, Mr, Lonez, sef
vour phagers on full; tlast a hole through this wall." He
stepped aside, and the two men stood shoulder to choulder and
fired in unison. The rain turned into steam, the moss and slime
bizcliened, ard the surface of the wall brightened through red to
white, but the wall remained intact. '"Probe and phaser resis-
tant," Kirk said. "What the devil is that sturfo”

"Captain," Spock called.

Xirk turned arnd went over. Spock was investigating a’place
wiere the sharp -leaved vegetation grew right up to the wall, and
tiie ground slcped steeply upwards.

"Thers seems to be a sort of doorway, Captain. I can't
e oy A



girk gestured to the security guards. "Burn these plants
down.

The men's phasers made short work of reducing the vegetation
to ashes, revealing a low wide arch in the wall, and in the arch
an old, but very solid-looking door.

"The landing party didn't go through there," Kirk said at
once. "That door hasn't been opened in years."

1

But it is a way in  Captain."

Kirk nodded frowning and Spock reached for the catch...

... The docr swung slowly inwards. It opened without a sound
to rcveal an impenetrable blackness neyond. Kirk called lard .
¢fi's name into the opening. His voice seemed to “ounce Tlatly
tack. ©No one answered.

They looked at each other.
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"Jo we go in?" McCoy whispered.

"Not yet." Kirk stepped back from the doorway. "These
walls ere phaser resistant and lmoerv:oud to the tricorder. The
chances are that ths ship's sensors can't penetrate them, either
-- the transrorter won't be ahle to resach us. We'll Dbe on our
own." He puliled the communicabor from under hig tunic, ﬁhook it
dry, and flicked open the 1id. "Enbterorise. Kirk here.

"Scott here, sir."

"We've found a way into this structure down here. It mey
put us out of touch for a while, but track us with the sensors
if you find you can."

"Aye, sir, How long shall I give ye before I send down a
search party?"

Kirk met Spock's eyes over the communicator, and saw that
his First Cfficer agrced with him. "No search party, Mr. Scott.
Kirk out."

"Jim, we don't know what's in there," McCoy said, as Kirk
put the communicator away.

"No." Kirk eyed the doorway. "We cdon't. And it obviously
isn't going to come out and show itself." He leaned on the arch
and squinted into the blackness. "I can't see anytalng," he
said. "Spock, you'd better follow me at a discreet distance."

Soock nodded and watched as Kirk pulled out his phaser and
steppeld into the doorway. Kirk bent low to pass beneath the
arci and...vanlished.

"Caotaln!" Spock stepped to the doorway, his phaser aimed
and i1caay. There was no target. "Captain! Jim!" No answer caiic.

McCoy Jjoined Spock in the doorway. '"What happensd to hiac"
Spock shook his head. "I do not kncw, Doctor."
"Then what are we going to do?"

"My orders were explicit," Spock said, checking the cha

of his phaser and studying once more the 1nuerna1 blaOkncsu.
"What gabout us?"
Sovock raised an eyz2brow. "What about you, Doctor:"

"Are you going to leave us standing out hecre?"
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"If you wish to return to the ship you have my consent,
Dr. McCoy," Spock saild without looking at him.

"And leave Jim in trouble and you walking .into the same ,
mess? Not likely! 4And if you tell me I'm being illogical -- !"

Spock’considered him Tfor a moment, then looked at the
guards. "Keep watch until daybreak. If we are not back then,
return to the ship. <Shall we go, Dcecsor?"

McCoy nodded warily, and together he and Spock stepped
through the arthway.

They dropped into a black vortex. There was a strong, cold
blast of air that stung their eyes until tears came. The sensa-
tion was one of movement, not exactly of falilng, but a
Gisnlacement. McCoy stretched out a hand, feeling for the touch
of Spcck's sleeve. There was nothing. He drew breath to call
the Vulcan's name, but tne wind whipped away the words before he
could utter them. He felt a surge of panic, and then even that
was driven from him as ne landed on a nard flcor. Something
insice his chest gave, and ne gasped at the sharp pain. A sud-
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den redness floodad into his brain, and he lost consciousness.

*

Still dazed, Spock rolled over onto his back. The drop had
been a long one and the landing heavy. He was essentially un-
damaged, but he could feel numerous bruises, and he was windad.
He lay sprawled on a grey stone plinth in the center of a grey
stone room. There was a generalized grey light, a flow of cool
a.r, and utter silence. His own breathing sounded harsh and un-
natural, and he could hear the hissing sigh of his blood. His
cves drifted across the featureless grey slab of the ceiling and
cown the wall. The he blinked and made an attempt to Toeus,. and
cat up. He could see no way out. He got up, rnut a kand to an
esnccially painful muscle in his back, and limped over to where
Meloy lay.

e doctor was sprawled over the edge of the plinth, half cn
1t and half off, his eyaes closed and his breathinz shallow.
Cpock made a quick examination., The doctor's skin waes cold and
azmo, and his heartbeat rapid. There was a dark, spongey
bruise on his left side that Spock didn't like the look of at
ali. There was nothing he could do for McCoy while he was still
unconscious. He made his position as comfortable as he could
ani went %o examine the walls.

Thiey were made of the same substance that formed th2 walls
of tha cube: a coarse, lumpy material that felt rough to the
firgzrtips but showed no seams. There was no sign that any
segaent had been constructed to move aside. Spock stcod still
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and looked slowly round,
his mind pondering the
problem. Ke conjectured
that there must be a
portal concealed some-
where. But there were no
furnishings at all; the
grey floor was bare, and
its only feature was the
central circular plinth.
He could find no source
for the dim light that
filled the room. Spock
walked back and inspected
the plinth. It was of
the same grey material,
and it secmed to be of
one plece with the floor.

McCoy stirred and groaned. Spock crouched down teside him
and held him still. "Try not to move, Doctor."

The blue eyes opened and gazed up at him icily. "What d'you
mean, don't move? Where'n hell did you vanish to? And who
stuck the knife in my ribs?" He insisted on sitting up, so
Spock helped him settle on the edge of the plinth.

"I have been nowhere, Dr. McCoy. Indeed, I can find no
means of leaving this place. No one has knifed you. I believe
you have broken a rib."

McCoy probed the bruise beneath his tunic and winced.
"You're right," he agreed grudgingly. '"Where are we? Where's
Jim? And for god's sake take that headdress off! Tne color's
running down your neck."

Spock pulled the cloth from the headband and iooked at it.
"Wherever the captain is, he is not here, Doctor. And I do not
know wnere 'nera! is."

"You don't.... But we must be inside that block-shape
Bhing ... 2"

"I think not." Spock got up and began to prowl round the
@&k

"We steppad through the arch, Spock," MeCoy grated. "Where
can we be except on the other side? -- unless you think it's a
transporter cf some sort?"

"Possibly."



"On. Well, we came here to find the captain. If he's not
here, we'd better start looking."

"You're in no condition to move, Doctor."
"Nonsense, I -- " McCoy stopped. Ile reached for his
medical kit, slowly drew it out, and cpened it. 'liere." He
hanjed Spock a tube of foam-bandage. '"Tape me up.' He gritted
his testh while Spock opened his leather tunic and sprayed the
foam over his side. It hardened as it hit, and he relaxed a
little. "That'll hold it a while. Now let's -- " e stopped
agaln, and looked around. "No doors."

Spock shrugged and went back to his pacing, testing the
walls for any hint of a breal.

MeCov watched him helplessly. The Vulcan favored his left
leg as he walked, and McCoy forgetting his own injury, struggled
to his feet.. The room swayed, but he waited until it steadied
and went over to Spock. "You're limping.“

"A pulled muscle, Doctor."

"Are you sure?" He tried to hold Spock still for examlna-
tion, but found himself leaning on the Vulcan for support as
another wave of fainthess swept through him.

Spock stood with his legs braced and supported McCoy until
he weakness passed.

"I'm sorry, Spock," McCoy said. "I didn't mean to -- "

"Quite all right, Doctor," Spock gaid in a distracted voies,
staring over McCoy's hesad, back toward the plinth.

McCoy turned around carefully. In the air above the plinth

there hung a translucent curtain of silver. "What'!s that?"
"Unknown, Doctor. Possibly the entrance -- or the exit."

Spock Toock a tentatlive step forward.

McCoy grabbed his arm. "We can't risk being separated.”

Snock nodded, and they went slowly toward the plinth. The
silver curtain hung from almost the ceiling to almost the {lccr.
Thoy could see the far wall through it, but Spock was quite
certain that if they stepped through it they would not find
tihamselves on the other sice of tne room. The curtain snivered
as 1If it were a fine fabric in an air current.

"Do you think Jim could be on the cther side of that?" MeCry
asksd in a whisper.



"Possibly."
"Then what are we waiting for?"

Spock held him back. '"We have no ides what lies on the
cther side of that curtain. Some entity constructed this place.
We may be on the verge of meeting him."

"Someone, or something. Is that what you're saylng, Spock?
Are you afraid to go through there?"

Spock looked at him sideways. '"Not afraid, Doctor. I am
merely weighing the possibilities."

"You didn't wai%t to £ollow Jim through that first arch.
Come on!"

"You were not injured at that time, Doctor. I now have a
responsibility -- "

McCoy tore himself away from the Vulcan's support. ”You'ﬁe
not responsible for me, Spock. We've got to find the captain.

Spock stared at him, startled by his vehemence. "Doctor -- "

"I'm going through, anyway, with you or without you."
McCoy stepped forward, then swayed and had to walt.

Spock steadied him and looked agailn at the silver curtain.
"Very well, Doctor." They stepped up onto the plinth, and Spock
reached out a hand towards the silveriness. He felt nothing,
bub i1t parted at the touch of his fingers as if it were made of
a million strings of minute silver beads. Beyond it was a flat,
black void.

"Here we go again," said McCoy.

The two men locked their hands about each other's wrists,
ard McCoy tucked his elbow in tightly against his injured side.
They stepped through the curtaln.

They stepped down into a dark, narrow passage with a high
ceiling. Water ran freely down walls coated with black patches
of slime.

"Well, now where in hell are we?" McCoy growled.

Spock raised an eyebrow at him and started to ask on what
grounlds MeCoy concluded that they were in a mythological domalin.
‘i.,on he thought better of it and remained gilent, locking up &and
down the passage.

"Sphock? You're in command here. Which way do we go?"
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Spock shook his head as if slightly vewildered, and then he
turned abrupkly. "This way, Doctor," he said and began to
stride along the passage.

McCoy pulled a face at what looked like a purely arbitrary
decision, and began to follow, more slowliy.

Spock looked back and saw that the doctor was falling behind.
He slowed his pace and waited for him to catch up. Then he
started on ahead again impatiently. Mentally, McCoy cursed all
Vulcans, gritted his teeth, and pressed on as fast as he could.

*

Kirk tested the crystal bars of his cage, tryling his best to
break one. Beyond the cage the teing ignored him. It swayed
along almost fiuidly on a dozen or more multi-jointed leg-1like
appencages, moving from one item of compiex electronic eguipment
£o the next to make fine adjustments with its almost human;
black, shelled hands. Kirk had recovered from the first shock
of horror at its ugliness: the insectlike scuttling, the soft,
palic flesh of the body, th2s neckless head with the face of a
corpse eight days drowned. Hidden in the bloated, white rolls
of skin were two large, round, yellow eyes. Somewhere amidst
that damp tissue there might also be a mouth, but Kirk had seen
no sign of one. The creature clicked like an excited radiation
counter; sometimes fast, sometimes more slowly, but always with
a purposeful intensity. Kirk tried to interpret the clicks as a
language. He clicked back, trying to mimic it, then talked at
1t, shouted at it, screamed at it in rage. He only barely
refrained from stamping his feet in frustration when it failed
to do more than stare at him with apparently startlement out of
1ts unblinking eyes, and then scuttled off crabwise back to its
ranked equipment. He told himself firmly that intelligence came
in many shapes and sizes, and the packages were not always beau-
t2ful. However, communication with the thing seemed impossible.

In his years in space, Kirk had seen a great many alien
installations, but he found the equipment around him uniatiiom-
able. There were dials and scre=ns alive with shifting, colowred
snacows; mirror-bright silver panels with complex patterns oif
controls; tubes and bulbs and cylinders of colored gasses, hlue
and green and pinkish grey. Beyond these were vague presences,
hard even to concentrate on; colored curtains puised and faded,
patches of light drifted, sourceless and directionless, sounds
vavered on the edge of audibility....

There were no walls. Beyond the point where the flsor
ended, a pink-lit grey mist hung suspenced,; flaring occasiorally
as 1f a firework display were being held somewhere behind the
fog. The air was cool.. Kirk shivered.
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He decided to try once
more to communicate with the
being. He gripped the bars
hard and pushed his face be-

tween them. "Where is this
place?" he said. '"Where are
my men?"

The being turned towards
the raised platform where the
cage stocd. The yellow eyes
protruded and looked at him.

"Where's my landing
party?" Kirk said. ‘'Where
are my officers?"

The soft flesh of the belng's back rippled as if the sound-
waves of Kirk's voice were hitting it. It clicked thoughtfully
and then returned to its devices. Kirk scowled, and rammed the
palms of his hands against the bars that shut him in. Then his
attention was drawn away from himself.

On one of the larger screens, the colored shadows were
clearing. A small patch appeared in the center and enlsrged
into a picture that filled the screen. Kirk saw Spock and
McCoy, walking in a confined passage. They moved slowly, as if
swimming in a thick fluid. The being clicked and did something
to one of the silver panels, and the movements of the two men
became normal. Kirk watched transfixed.

*

The place was an interminable warren of narrow, grey ras-
gages, damp-stained stairwells, and misleading cul-de-gacs. Al-
ready it seemad to McCoy that they had been exploring the tun-
nels for half of eternity: retracing their stens from the blird
alleys, choosing and then choosing again where many pascageways
converged, pausing frequently for McCoy to lean against a wall
and rzst, panting.

It was during one of those rest periods that McCoy put the
1dea 1nto words. Spock was making use of the time, exploring
for a short way down each of two adjoining passages, examining
every inch of the rough walls, investigating every corner, and
constantly pausing to listen to the dripping silence, his head
on one side like an intent bird. "Spock, what if Jim isn't in
these passages at all?"

For a moment Spock continued to look back down the passage
the way they'd come; then he raised his eyes, turning his head
slightly towards McCoy as he did so. MeCoy could see that the
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same thought had occurred to Spock a long time ago. He must
have kept silent about it for McCoy's sake.

McCoy straightened stiffly, aware that the ache in h%s side
had suddenly become almost crippling in its intensity. Any
idea what our next course of action is?"

"We can do one of three things, Doctor. Go on, go back, or
stay here."

McCoy looked sour. "They all sound pointless."
"No. If we go on, we may find the captain.'" Spock eyed
the passageway. "I believe he is being used as...balt, to

encourage us to go on."

"Like rats in a maze?" McCoy said sceptically. Then Re
lcoked around again. "Yes, I see what you mean. But --

"I suggest," Spock interrupted, "that you refrain from
further discussion,and rest, Dr. McCoy."

McCoy glared at him, making no impression on Spock. McCoy
sighed, then obediently lowered himself to the floor, resting
his back against the wall. He wrapped his arms round his chest.
The wall was cold and damp, and the moisture got inside the
leather jerkin and ran down his back. But McCoy was very tired,
and pain nhad exhausted him. His eyes closed, flickered op<en,
and closed again. His head fell forward. Soon his breathing
steadied, and he slept.

For a while Spock continued to prowl the passage. Then he
crouchad 2t the doctor's side and felt for his pulse. It was
r=»id but strong. MeCoy shifted uneasily but continued to
slerep. Spock left him and sat down against the opposite wall,
Giiwing his knees up into his chest and wrappring his arms round
them. He watched McCoy for a time and then closed hls own eyes,
lezaning forward so that his forehead rested on his knees, and
sliowed his metabolism to slow. He was not asleep, but hig bedy
v2laxed and rested, and after a time a part of his mind

switched itself off.
¥*

The screen clouded again, and as the picture faded Xirk
found himself loreliar than before. He unlocked his clenchead
fists from around the bars; his fingers were stiff. He stepped
bask and looked down at the being with growing dislike. "Wnera
are they?" he asked. "What are you doing to them? and why?"

The belng ignored him. It was still busy about 1ts equipmznt
and seemed to be switching most of it off; screens and dials
darliened, and lights went out. Kirk sat down on the floor and
watched, feeling helpless and drained. Beyond the boundaries of
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tl.e laboratory the pink mist still hung unmoving, but beyond 1t
tiie aural displays had brightened and intensified. The being
finished what it was doing and came towards hilm, clicking
slowly. In its hands it held a tray bearing a small quantity of
pale brown powder. It pushed this into the cage through the
narrow gap between the bottom of the bars and the platform top.
For a long moment it gazed at its captive with that brignt,
brassy stare; and Kirk looked back at it hopelessly. Then the
being turned and scuttled away between the ranks of equipment to
the clear space beyond. It stepped into the folds of a red
curtain and vanlshed, and after it the curtain vanished, too.

At once the lighting dimmed and went out, as if withcut its
owner it knew there were no need for it. The laboratory was 11t
only by the flaring colors from beyond the mist, and they danced
eerily across the floor, casting welrd reflections 1n the silver
faces of the machines. Kirk notliced that even in the darkness
the crystal bars of the cage seemed to gleam with inner light.

He dipped a finger into the pile of brown powder. It seemed
to be intended as nourishment, although it was tasteless and
dry. He ate some of 1t and then returned to the side of the
cage. He sat down with his back to the bars and watched the
flow of 1light across the floor, and soon he, too, slept.

*

Spock roused himself. Time had passed, measured by the
watchful portion of his mind, and he knew that the time had come
to move on. All was as 1t had been before: the grey light and
the damp passages. McCoy still slept, humped awkwardly against
the wall. His mouth was open, and his breathing harsh. His
face had become grey. Carefully, aware that his body temperature
was too low for rapid movement, Spock stretched each muscle in
turn and flexed himself. He felt a pang of hunger and frowned
at 1t. He himself could set it aside almost indefinitely, but
McCoy, in his weakened condition, would not be able to ignore
hunger so easily. Spock stood up slowly and on stiff legs went
over to McCoy. The doctor's ashen face was cold to the touch and
damp with a thin film of sweat, but he started awake and stared
at Spock.

"What is it? Is it time to go? How...how long have we
been here?"

"Several hours. Move slowly, Doctor."

McCoy tried to set up and grunted with the pain of cramp.
"I see what you mean, Spock."

Spock put a hand under McCoy's armpit and the other arm
round his back, and almost lifted him onto his feet. McCoy's
face contorted, and he remained doubled over for a long minute,
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leaning heavily on the Vulcan before he was able to straighten
his back. He was hungry, but realized as Spock had that there
was nothing they could do about it and so said nothing. He com-
posed his face and looked at Spock. "I'm not going to get far
1ike"this. You'll stand a better chance of finding Jim on your
own,

A slight smile flickered for a fraction of a second around
Spock's 1lips. "And what about you, Doctor?" he asked.

"I'll be all right here till you get back. Besides, if
something has arranged all this, it'll take me out of here
nnce l've stopped performing tricks for it."

"What do you do with laboratory animals once their useful-
ness 1is curtailed, Doctor?"

McCoy met the almost amused black eyes and swallowed hard.
"A1l right, if we can't stay here, we'd better get moving."

Spock's look became anxious, and he eyed the medical kit on
the doctor's belt. "I could give you a pain-killing injection--"

"I'm quite capable of seeing to my own injections!'" McCoy
snapped. "If I'd wanted one I'd have taken one before. How far
do you think I'd get filled with dope? We both need clear heads."

"But a light dosage would -- "
"Yes, I know," McCoy interrupted. "But you're not a doctor,
and I don't trust me to prescribe it. I'm...not an objective
physician with this patient."

Spock nodded, still with a frown of worry between his eyes.
and stood back, although he kept one hand under the doctor's
arm, in support. More slowly than before, the two men stairted

to limp along the passage.
*

For Kirk it was a relief to see them. Now matter how far
they were from him, at least he knew that they still 1lived.
Both he and the being stood quite Still, watching, he inside the

cage and the other out.
*

The next flight of steps sloped steeply and unevenly down-
wards into a circular stairwell. The walls were wet, and water
dripped from step to step with steady plops. From out of the
well came a slow stream of dank, damp air. McCoy deposited
himself against the wall and looked down, wheezing painfully.
"Do we really have to go down there, Spock?" he asked.
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Spock, on his haunches studying the steps, nodded dis-
tractedly. "Yes. Doctor. However...." He looked up at McCoy
with doubt. "You may rest first if you wish."

"No, I don't wish. What I mean is, do we have to go that
way? Can't we find some other way around?"

"Negative. We have explored the other passages already.
If we are to find the captain, our way lies ahead. And he may
be in need of our help."

"You still think we're going to find himo"
"I intend to find him, Doctcr."

McCoy saw the grim lines of determination in his profile.
"You didn't want to be on this landing party at all, did you,
Spock?" he asked, with sudden insight.

Spock thought
for long seconds be-
fore he replied.

"In my opilnion, none
of us should have
come here."

McCoy eyed him
narrowly. '"Did you
guarrel with
Jim about that?"

"I obey my in-
structions, Doctor,
as you do."

"That doesn't
mean you approve?"
McCoy allowed the
statement to end in
a question. JSpock
did not reply.
"Well, maybe you
were right. But...
whatever this 1is,
it's interiering
with the normal
development of this
planet's culture.
Jim has a duty to
stop it, if he can."
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For a moment Spocik was silent. Then he looked round at the
stained walls. '"However, it is possible that our presence here
could be even more...disruptive."

"How?" McCoy asked, his back tingling at the tone of the
Vulcan's voice.

"The entity has been experimenting with a primitive native
culture. In these clothes we resemble them closely enough, but
if it should discover, as it must if 1ts experiments continue,
that we possess a higher level of sophlstlcation, it might
consider us a threat. The result could be war.

McCoy stared at him in horror. "Yes,'" he said softly. "I
suppose it could."
Spock turned. "Shall we go, Doctor?"
*

Kirk looked from the screen to the creature, and suddenly
was afraid for his friends. If the maze was a test of intelli-
gence, then surely the tests would grow progressively more diffi-

cult -- and dangerous? "Go back, Spock," he groaned. "Don't
come.

Spock and McCoy continued unhearing down the steps, but the
being turned and lcoked at him with interest.

*

The crude steps twisted down in a shallow spiral, and as
Spock and MeCoy descended, the light graduvally faded into dark-
ness. At the bottom the stairway straightened and ended in a
large, dark chember. The only illumination spilled from the
s‘aLrwell and in it they could see that the floor sloped cown
Lo a pool of still black water that covered more than two thirds
of Lhe room.

MzCoy scowled at the oily surface. '"Is that what we've
come all this way to see?" he asked. 'Jim isn't here."

Spock began to explore the wall with his fingertips. McCoy
watched him a moment and then began investigating the wall on
the other side of the entrance, looking for some sort of ovpening,
he prresumed. Gradually they both moved away from the single
scurce of light.

BPehind Sbock the surface of the black water obroka without a
rippic, and something began to inch its way up the sloping floour.

McCoy's foot struck something in the darkness, somethirg
thzt moved with a grating sounc¢ on the floor. He bent down and



groped for it. It was a phaser. As he picked it ur hz noted
automatically that its power level was at zero. He turned u’th
it in his hand. "Spock.... Spock!"

The Vulcan turned, but at the same moment that he raised the
alarm the black, whiplike tentacle wrapped itself round the calf
of Spock's leg and jerked tight. Spock overbalanced and went
down with a crash that drove the breath out of him. The tentacle,
stretched straight from the water's edge, began to rctract,
dragging him with i1t. Spock's hands scratched for a puri.hniase on
the rough floor and found none. He kicked hard, trylng .o shake
the thing loose, and failed. 1Its grip was strong and very tight;
his foot started to ache from blood starvation. He arched his
back, struggling, and a wildly flying hand struck something hard:
a cold, metal ring solidly imbedded in the floor. Both Spock's
hands locked onto it, and Vulcan muscles knotted with effort.

The remorseless drag towards the water's edge ceased, but the
tentacle continued to retract.

McCoy knelt at his side, the empty phaser and the mystery 1t
posed forgotten. Desperately he fought to unwind the hard coils
from the Vulcan's leg, but it was impossible. He pulled out his
phaser and sent a beam lancing towards the tentacle. It glanced
harmlessly off the armored black rope of muscle and dissipated.
He fired again.

"No, Doctor," Spock gasped. "The energy of our phasers has
no power in this environment."

That explained the empty phaser, and looking towards the
black water McCoy realized what had happened to 1ts owner. Again
he tried frantically to free Spock's leg. The Vulcan's body was
stretched out as if on the rack. His breath came in agonized
gasps, and there were beads of sweat on his face, something
McCoy had rarely seen before. His hands were white, knotted
about the ring. '

McCoy wrenched open his medical kit and snatched out the
largest scalpel it contained, cutting himself in his haste to
remove the guard from the blade. He slashed at the tentacle,
pressing as hard as he could. His hands became covered with
thick, black blood, but the cuts were shallow, and the scalpel
quickly became blunted on the iron-hard flesh.

Spock looked over his shoulder, trembling in spite of
himself. "The leg, Doctor. You'll have to...."

"No! Hold on just a minute longer -- "

"I can't." The white hands were slipping.
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MeCoy put his hand on the leg, and ralsed the scalpel. *T
can't." He chewed his 1lip and tightened his hold on the scal-
pel, then threw it down and rummaged again in the medical kit.

The hands came free of the metal ring. The tentacle began
to drag Spock once more towards the water.

McCoy pulled out a hypo, fumbled with a capsule, punched it
into the end, and pushed the whole of the contents into the
wound he'd made. Then he put Spock's arm around hls neck and
braced all his weight against the force pulling the Vulcan back.
Their progress slowed, but they were stlll dragged inexorably
down to the water's edge. McCoy arched himself up and cried out
in pain as movement of the broken rib tore at his lungs. He
felt the coldness in his feet as his boots touched the surface
of the water and went under. He cursed, wondering first how
slugglish the monster's circulation could be and then if the
drug had any effect on 1t at all.

The tentacle heaved, and both men slid deep into the water.
McCoy gasped and fought to keep thelr heads above the surface.
He slipped, foundered, and took down a great gulp of the foul
1iquid. Then he realized that they'd stopped moving. He
pulled back, but Spock was still held fast.

McCoy coughed, spat out water and blood, and ducked under,
reaching toward the trapped leg. The tentacle was still wound
about it, and it resisted his efforts, but he mustered all the
strength he had left and loosened it enough to drag Spock's foot
through the coils. He dragged the Vulcan back up the slope and
half out of the water, where for a long time he lay half
sprawled across him, both unconsclous.

*

Kirk dropped back from the crystal bars of the cage. His
face was ridged with the marks of the bars. He looked at the
being, his eyes blazing with hatred. "You tried to kill them!
What sort of bloody evil monstrosity are you?"

The being gazed at him out of the large, golden eyes. He
could not read expression on the alien features. Its face was
still, but the soft white flesh of its body was rippling beneath
its skin, and it was clicking rapidly.

Kirk seized the glowing crystal bars in his fists and triled
to heave them apart.

The pattern of ri-pling flesh on the being's body changed.
It shifted uncertainly from one set of legs to another, studylng
Kirk intently. Then, abruptly, as if it had reached an impor-
tant decision, it turned and scuttled to the silver consoles.
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McCoy stirred and sat up shakily. He coughed a little and
swallowed blood. Spock lay quite still beside him, with his
feet in the water. That alarmed McCoy. With a grunt he got fto
his knees and wedged his hands under the Vulcan's arms. Inch by
inch he dragged him up the slope to the entrance of the chamber
and the stairway beyond. The effort exhausted him. He sat down
on the bottom step and watched the black water, searching for
the qulver or flick of a tentacle. All he wanted was to get as
far from that dark pool as he could, but he was scamely able to
move himself, let alone carry Spock.

2 He looked down at Spock and saw that the leather jerkin was
contracting across his chest as it gpieq, He unlaced it, thought
for a moment, and then removed it. Shaking the water out of the
medical scanner, he passed it over Spock's chest. There were
distinct indications of water 1n each of his lung sacs.

Clearly, he'd come very close to drowning. And now there would
be the possibility of pneumonia.

McCoy took Spock's arm and heaved him over onto his belly.
Then he leaned on his back, pumping. Spock's breathing rasped,
and then he retched and vomited, bringing up black water. McCoy
sighed with relief, and then turned sharply. Something had
moved. The tip of a tentacle was visible at the water'd edge,
exploring upwards.

He shook Spock. "Wake up! We've got to get out of here.”

Spock was only just conscious, but something of McCoy's
urgency communicated itself to him. He fought to get onto his
kneea, McCoy took his arm around his shoulders and stood up.
Svock staggered onto his feet. The injured leg promptly
collaepsed under him, and they both fell.

McCoy looked up and stared. At the first turn of the stair-
way .a silver curtain hung across the steps. McCoy tlghtencd
his grin round Spock's back and started upward. Mindlessliy,
Spock followed his urging, crawling up the steps on hands and
knees. McCoy pulled the tenuous strands of the curtain apart,
and they tumbled into the void beyond.

*

The screen clouded. '"Where have you put them?" Kirk
cdemanded, glaring at his captor.

The being's back rippled and flowed, but it ignored Kirk.
Its eves had vanished into the folds of flesh, and its hands
were moving rapidly over the controls. There was a flach ard a
flow of light over a hump in’ tne floor. The being scuriied
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