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O1 Vaycon

I actually wrote this con report shortly after the
Baycon, but, what with one thing and another, it didn’t get
published, and I set 1t aside. But, as another part of this
issue makes that period more or less topical.... :

The Baycon committee promised that theirs would be the
only convention in the Claremont Hotel. But Finagel's Lauw
operated, and the convention must have been the only one not
only in the Claremont, but in several hotels througnhout the
Bay Area. The Claremont was too small for the con, and
members (if unlucky) had to put up with the nuisances of
shuttle-buses, late-night travel in a a3trange city, and
assorted other problems of transportation. The lucky ones
merely had the problems of getting in touch with friends
scattered from hotel to hotel. I was lucky and had reserved
a double. I had felt sure that it would be easy to find someone
to share it.

I reached the hotel around noon Friday, checked in, and
called the Cartelis suite, figuring there would be a lot of
people there gabbing, and asked if anyone wanted ©¢o share a
double. I acquired a pleasant, quiet-mannered room-mace,
Nancy Polk -~- and never actually got to ©talk much ©o her until
after the con (by letter). There are so many people to talk
to at cons that everyone races around searching out everyone
else, and no one 1is ever in his own room except to sleep or
change into a costume. So fans rarely talk much to their
room-mates.

Alicia, Rosemary, and Maureen went with me to the Ark, s
seafood restaurant in Oakland that I'm fond of. It?s tucked
away behind a freeway beside the bay, and I invariably get lost
finding it. I got lost about 45 minutes worth that time.
Fortunately, there was plenty to talk about. They had formed
two fan-clubs in the previous months, one for Mark Lenard, and
a sort of one-shot club for Gene Roddenberry. The main purpose
of the latter was to surprise hell out of Roddenberry by
revealing its existence to him that night and presenting him
with various tokens of esteem for having created "Star Trek."
Roddenberry®’s own staff had worked with them to make sure that
he would (A) arrive at the convention (B) knowing nothing
about the Gene Roddenberry Appreciation Society.

They visited LA a few days before the con and s=un Lenard
on the set of "Here Come the Brides." They asked him if he could
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possibly come to the con for the party. Lenard said that he

might be able to, but it uwould mean going directly from work

to the airport. If tke filming ran late, he wouldnit be able
zo do it at s11. The anster was generally translated as

being a éourteous no.

Early Friday evening the "Star Trek" films Rick Carter
had brought from Paramount to the con were shown, "Where No
Man Has Gone Refore,"” "Balance of Terror," and "The City on
the Edge of Forever." I had seen all three before and was
startled to f£ind myself caught up by them. Even with "Where
No Man," which I had thought a badly written show, the interest
in the story and the characters kept me leaning forward (and
periodically catching myself at 1t and trying to lean back so
as to 8it comfortably...and slowly edging up agsain). Two
blooper films were shown, charming pieces of the art of unfair
editing. Sample scene: Spock says earnestly to Kirk, "The
plants act as a suppository...." He stops, thinks over what
he’'s said, grins foolishly, and raises the hand which he had
been holding down out of the shot. It turns out to be clutching
a tootsle pop. and he | - sticks the tootsie pop into his mouth,
while Kirk tries to restrzin gigsgles.

After the films, the party in the Cartel's suite began.
I took a single glass ¢4 Maureen's fruit-cocktail-soaked-in-
whiskey punch and began s3ipping at it cautiously while dis-
cussing the problems of writing fannish parodies with Jerry
Jacks. Jerry was working on a narody of "Flower Drum Song”
at that time (to be called "Mimeo Drum Song"). I'd once written
a parcdy of a song from the show, "Walk like a god" ("Walk
like 2 pro"), and Jerry hdd thought perhaps it could be
incorporated into his parndy. It turned out it didn't fit in.
(Writing for a cast of fans presents unusuval problems. PFor
example, if your lead is supposed ©o be a neat, methodical fan,
and tl archtypally neat and methodical fan is Pred Patten,
and Fred)Patten is willing €0 piay the role -~ but eannot
sing....

Roddenberry arrived and was duly surprised with portrait,
book of lefiters-of-comment, and scroll of members' names.

Then a surprise ceme for the rest of us -~ Mark Lenard
arrived, 1I'd met hlm once before, when Torothy Jones, the
Poul Andersons, the Trimbles, and I had gone to sSee him as
Oberion in a production of "Midsummer Night's Dream" Ienard
recognized me and asked after the others. I was much impressed,
not just by the feat of memory but also by the kindliness



implled by his taking
the trouble to remember.
Karen Anderson was
already the party, and
she went to fetch the
others, except for
Dorothy, who wasn't at
the con that night. I
heard later that she
ceme To the costume party
Saturday dressed in a
sort of Arabian outfit
that covered all of her
face except her eyes.
Lenard managed to
recoghize her anyuay,
and promptly went over
to say hello,

There were limits %o
his povers of recogni-
tion, however (fortu-
nately -- or I might
have started wondering
if he really was a Vulcan).
Bill Theiss, the costume
designer for "Star Trek,"

v came up o him at the party.
Mark, you don?t remember me,"” he announced confidently.

"Ah...no," said Lenard, examining the long-haired,
mustached man in front of him.

"Bill Theiss," said Theiss.
"Bill! How are you?" Lenard exclaimed cordially.

"There's a stuffed doll of you down in the art show," said

Thelss, as if answering the question, " I
felt aéout it." = d » and I wondeéered how you

"I didn't know about it; I'11 have to take a look; when did
you grow the mustache?" said Lenard, as if it was all one thought.

I’well, I borrovied one from Fred Phillips for a e
3 and 1
liked it so well I grew one." D Y )
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Most of the people in the rsom clustered around Lenard --
literally at his feet, as someone had given up an armchair to
him and it was more comfortable for most to s8it on the floor
than to stand all the time. The scena was uncomfortably
reminiscent of "Patience' -~ but the Bunthorne in this case
and the admirers both seemed to bhe auware of the foolish aspects
of a fawning throng, and so kept The foliy down o a minimum.

The throng questioned .lLenaid ceagerly abcocut his roles on
"Stay Trek" and "Here Come the Brides." He talked about Aaron-
Stempel readlly enough, but fielded most of the questions about
"Star Trek" (probably because, after all, there can't be much
he knows about the Romulan Commander and Sarek that an attentive
fan wouldn't also knou).

The Cartel told me that once, in a smaller group, We: unbent
enough to answer the question of just exactly why did Saresk
marry Amanda -- not an"authoritative" answer, however. He
said, "In a fit of hot-bLlooded, illogical emotion at’” the
immature age of 57," vaused for a double-take, then aimed a
kick at them, saylng, "liow you'‘ve got me doing iti" (According
to Dorothy Fontara'’ls background iayout on the characters, as
given in The Making of Star Trelt, Sarek 18 102 and Amanda 58,

8o Lenard's is presumably incorre¢t. Unless Amanda was an
awfully precocious 13-year-gid, of course.)

Watehlng Lenard fend off questions was amusing. He is an
obvious people-collector and kept turning the conversation into a
"Tell me about yourself” by asking why the questioner was
interested in that aspect o7 that character or that show. Some-
times he evaded questions by saying, ‘What do you think?" Once,
the following night, when Jane Peyton asked him why Spock and
Sarek hadn’t spoken ©o each other for 14 years, he quickly
interrupted her. "18." In the ensuing discussion over which
number was correct (his), the original question got lost.

I ieft the party at the unconscionably early hour of
midnight. I was Uired from the long d#ive. Besides, while the
glass of fruit-cockliail-soaked-in-whiskey wasn't exactly
disagreeing with me, we wers having a slight difference of
opinion, and it seemed prudent Lo let sleep settle the matter.

Saturday I started to go to the HMedieval Fashion Show.
T lasted out the first few models, mostly because Jerry Jack®s
spiel as Mediocrates (slave-merchani and M.C.) was amusing.
But I don't really like elothes parades, even medieval ones,
ané I was be@inning to feel i1l in the heat of the crowded room.
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Saturday evenigg was the costume party, a rousing failure,
Many committees have an idea that people need to ke entertained
at a costume party. The idea is probably correct for . = the
section of the event when all the costumes have been paraded
and the Judges are outside trying to decide on wlnners, but
the costumes themselves are entertainment enough otherwise.
The Oakland convention a few years earlier (which had pretty
much the same committece members as the Baycon) had ruined its
costume party with an archery exhibition by Chief Red Feather
(who is Chinese) and his Indians -- they needed quiet to con-
centrate on their shooting so as not o shont each other, and,
in the nature of things, a large group of people wandering about
looking at each other's outfits, are not going to be quiet.

This time the entertainment was a light show and several
rock bands. The light show required darkness. So it was
impossible to see the costumes. It was not even possible to
talk to anybody -- the rock bands were too loud. I groped around
the hall for a while, taking flash photos uwhenever z costume
loomed up. When the prints came back, I got ¥o see the costumes
I'd photographed. I also saw 2 few more costumes out in the
lobby. At the party in the Cartel's suite afferwards, I saw
Sherry Greenawalt (now Carter) and Rick Carter as a duo-costume
(she wore a red Enterprise uniform, and he wors a Romulan
outfit) called "Guess who's coming to dinner.” They were -2l1l nice

costumes, what you could see of them.

The Cartelis party was more or 3ess a contlnu'ation of the
previous night's conversation. The group was a little smaller,
and Lenard talked a bit more about "Star Trek." He mentioned
that the Commander in "Balance of Terror"” had been his fipst
role after moving to Los Angeles and added, "Funny thing -- I
never saw Shatner or Nimoy or any of those people. Our sections
were shot all alone. Even at the end, when I spoke directly to
Kirk, I didn't see him. I did get to meet Shatner a few months
later, when I was on the lot doing a ‘'Mission: Impossible,’ but
1 didn't speak to Nimoy until the next year, as his father."

Having driven to the con, I had a car with me, and offered
Lenard (and others who might be needing rides to other hotels) a
1ift. I wound up taking Lenard to San Francisco and Jane
Peyton to Oakland. "You'zre sure you know the area?" Lenard
asked before we left? It sounded like a straightforwazrd
quesation, but Shirley Meech (I think it was) broke up at it,
and I found out the next day that his ride the day had gotten
lost for an hour (beating my record for the con by 15 minutes).
I hit lucky for once and did not get lost again.

Sundzy was the banquet, a dismally long affair, beginning
with a dismally long line (stretching fyom the hall in the



northviest corner of the building to the front door in the
scutheast corner and on out into the parking iot), because the
doors were not opened ©¢o let people in to find seats until

the time 1listed in the program fox the banguet to stars

The banguct foad was barnguet focd.

The toastmaster, nowever, was Robert Silverberg. He was

delightful, delivering his remarks in a Tom Lehrish, offended
ort of veoice. He had been chosen under inauspicious circum-
stances, as a replacenment when Tony Boucher died (olev ha
shalom), but he managed to be an excellent toastmaster without
seeming like an intruder. His Tecihnique was a simultaneous
pralse-and -insulting of all specalkers with suvave impartiallty
(e.g. "Lester Del Rey -- the William Jennings Bryan of seclence
flct;on 'Y - or, on giving & special award to Roddenberry, because
all the nominces in the &F Drara catcgory that year had come
from "Star Trek" ¢ "I have = ~ = here a plague with long,
pointed ears").

After several special avards,
of honor, gavc an anecdotal specch (quc of them amusing)
with no particular theme.. Randall Garrett sang a perversion
of Poul Anderson’s Three VOdLLu _and Three Lions, managing to

rhyme lions with: my hints, thv enwas: my yawns, eons, ions,
and more.

Then came guest of honor Philip Jose Farmer's speech.
Farmer is a great writer,

All over “hc hall fans were falling asleep, dropping like
flies. At my table, Ed Meskge dozed off with his nose propped
on his name bacgo. MNan Brgude, Pevra Langsam, and I contrived
to keep awake by writing round-robin limericks. So, both as a
description of the speech, and a summary of its contents:

Limericks
by Braude, Berman, and Langsam

A uritey of ficticn named Farmer
Thought ciiches could act toalarm, sir.
Ee talked on and on
Till all interest was gone,
aAné all of us cursed our fovl Karma.
{Boston pronunciation, please)
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There once wes a Farmer g0 dull,
His hearers o sieep he did lull.
He spoke non con brio.
Not even 2 neo
Would find him as cool as King Kull,

"I'm in favor of njk." c2id Phil
"Of pure air, Great Art, and the Pil
Home, Mothei, the Flag
Are all in my bag.
Be excited! Applaud, if you will!"

2
1l

At 11:15, after an. hOUL and a hali of Farmer, Hax 1an
Ellison %took over to award the Hugos. It was a deilicat
procedure, because Harlan hLmu91L was up for *hvoe of them
Agberg ceremonlously tweaked the envelopes out of Harlanls
hands when those categories canme up and openad vhem himseif
while Harlan paced up and down at the back of the dais,
muttering. Harlan took revenge by opening the envelopes with
equal slowness in the two categories where A@berg was among
the nominees. The awards: Amra (fanzine), George Bave (fan
artist), Ted White (fan wr1bﬂr7 Jaclk CGaughan (afLLuE)

If (prozine), Pritz Leiber?s "Gonna Roll Them Bones® from

ngerous Visions (novclebto) Harlan Ellison's "The City on
¥he Edge of PForever” (drama), Haﬂlan°” "T Have Mo Mouth, and
Must Scream (short story), Fammncr's "Riders of the Pu?pTe
Wage" from Dangerous Visions (novel)a) and Roger Zelazny's
Lord of Light (novel). “here was cne final award, a "Baycon
commiviee thanks Robert Silvcrbcrﬁ” parchment {a well-deserved
gribube w.- his wit almost made the banquet palatable).

—

I'd been one of the nominees in the fan writer category,
but had known I was not going 9 win,because Bill Donaho had
betrayed the voters? confidence and t0ld Ted White that the
race was entirely between him and Harry Warner. %Ted pirinted
the information in FAPA -- an uangracious act that left me
hoplng Harry Warner would win. YHe did win the following year,
however.

I spent the rest of the night party-hopping, got o sleep
around,. six, and was up at nine to attend the Tolkien meeting.
My devot;on to Tolkien isn’t normally that strong, but I
wanted to meet Peter S. Beagle, the author of a magnificent
fantasy, The Last Unicorn (also some other good bonks, but
the Unicorn is my favorite). I'd forgotten, until Ed Meskys
mentioned ig in introducing him, that Beagle is also the author
of an arcicle on Tolkien that appeared in The Tolkien Reader.
Then I began to feel aporchensive, because I remcmbered chac
article. 1'd thought it was dull and pretentious. And I




thought his speech that morning was dull and pretentious, toe.
He berated Toikien’s fans for delaying Tolkien'’s writing by
badgering him with long letters asking about trivial detasils,
all the while missing the true greatness of the books., It?s
quite true that Tolltien fans mostly talk about trivia -~ that's
what such clubs are there for. They are basicelly social
groups, which offer an opportunity for serious c¢riticism,

but don't expect to get it gll of the time or even a majority
of the time (because serious criticism is hard work -~ both to
write and to pay proper atiention to). Like the Baker Street
Irregulars, Tolkien discuscion groups use "hunt the inconsis-
teney" and similar games as a staple of entertainment. As

for fans who badger Tolkien himself -- thexre are plenty of them,
but the formally organized Tolkien clubs usually warn their
members not to, and d§0 I doubt if there were any badgerers in
Beagle?s audience that day.

I went away without bother-
ing ¢o try to meet Eeagle
afterwards. Len Balles volls
me that this was a mistake --
that Beagle is a man of wis-
dom and humor, and that I
misreprent his remaris.
iIt%s quite possible. N
in the morning is a hel
a time ©o schedule any
20ns.

iy
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In the afterncon, afver
staying long enough to aee
some of the pageantry of the
Anachronists?! tournamment
and to visit with Tim
Courthey a while, 1
drove back to Los
Angeles,
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(BE IT NOTED that this story takes place in an
alternate universe waerein the U.S.S. Enterprise
and its crew, including Dorothy Conway add Myfanwy
Orloff, are real; thus there can be no fictional
television show entitled Star Trek, Other
differences between this universe and our own will
be notad by the discerning.)

by Dorothy Jones and Astnid Anderson

My fanuy

No one was telling us anything, except that the drives were
out. But something was terribly wrong. Scovty went ©o his
repalr work with a strange lack of enthusiasm. Uhura stayed in
her room when she weasn't on duty. Dpr. McCoyis Southern accent
was coming back, always a sign of stress. The captain looked
like the chief mourner at his own funeral. Only Mr, Spock
looked calm, and that isn!t saying much.

Dorothy had picked up a few hints from him, but then she
wouldn't discuss it. "My suspicions are too vague to be shared,"
she said, and continued t{o sit in her computer cubby, trying ©o
coax the compubter out of acting like a femme fatale {of that
no more). I spent my time trying to teach the Vanarian birdlie
to talk. Neither of us got anywhere.

I had said "Pretty bird" for the thousandth time, and the
birdlie had said ork" for ditto, when Lee Graham came charging



in. I sort of mother Lee, and he comes running To me whenever
hels in a jam. This one iooked 1ike pineapple guava at least.

3

"Myfanwy, baby, I'11 take wyou cut to dinner, I'1l buy you
a new poison ring, I'11...."

"Tf I do what?®

"Go Earthside and find Joe Paige. If they find him gone,
we'!'ll both get it in the neck."

"And if they find me gone...."

Then it hit me. Y"EARTHside?"
Don®t aslk me how come. But Joe
nnauthorized shore leave

. So”he had me beam him down
r

"Welre orbiting Farth.
decided he could get a coupl
without anyone being the wisc
during my shif't at the trans

o

"And‘? u

"Well, he called me <n his communicator almost immediately,
and said, 'Hey, Lee, are you sure you got the coordinates righi?
This looks kind of funny for Eerlkeley.® And then he said,
iGreat jumping ants, heve they come!?! and thatl!s the last I
heard from him. Ifm afraid something got him."

"So you want me ¢o go doun and ©ind out? Thanks!"

3" B "Who else can I ask? Someone's got to run the
transporter.” He loolted at me bescechingly. I headed for the
intercom,

"Convay here."

"HELP?®

"If this teaches Mv. Paige a lesson," Dorothy muttered as
we stepped into the transporber, it may even be worth it." The
air shimmered and melted around us, and we found ourselves on a
green lawn in front of a great white building.

"Looks peaceful enough,” I began, and then caught sight of
Dorothy staring dumbly ghead of her. "What...?" She pointed to
a large metal object in the middle distance. "My word. Thatls
a groundcar?” ‘

"The parking lot is full of them."
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"Where on Earth are we?!

"Oh, we're in Berkeley, all right. Ue’lre also somevwhere
in the middle of the twentieth century."

"You're kidding, I hope."

"Something (Mr. Spock wasn’t specific) put us in a time
.

warp. Mr. Spock and his c¢rew are now engaged in trying to
figure out a way to get batk."

"Well, where is Joe?"

"Around heve somewhere, I hope. He may have gotten lost --
and obviously the address Lee gave us is n9o use. Hey, watch out."”
She pulled me to one side of the porte-cochere, into the shaddw
of a wall. Several people were approaching.

They were a varied group, tall and short. sleek and shaggy;
most of the men were bearded, and nearly all uwore long, flowing
cloaks,

"That's twentiebth-century clothes?” I said.

"Not noticeably -- but wait a minute, this is Berkeley.
That would place us around the 1960!s or '70's, a time when
everyone in Berkeley dressed, and 4did, Jjust about exactly as he
damn pleased. The burecaucrats vere closing in everyvwhere else,
but not here. And a good thing, too, because no one will aslk
us ©09 many questions. Come on."

"Where?"
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”h¢vrevo" theylwze going. I
l’l
4.

g ol
the 0ld Hotel Cliaremont. Some t

gni e this place now; it'ls
vity is probably going on."

;.n (\

ey

¥We follovied the Berkeley neople up the steps, through the
doors, and up =zome more steps. My mind had begun to spin. I
vas Thinking Berkeley and Ciarnm0ﬂ+ and 1960's and festivity.

Then we saw & mah coming down the stair. As he passed us,
we got a3 good look. He was tall and slender, beautifully muscled,
and he walked like a bhorn fighter. e had dark hair and rugged
features, and. although he had a gentle and slightly absent-minded
expression, there vas something very novble about him.

"Hi, Poul," said the Berkecley people as they passed him.

"Mmmmmm? ' he ansuwered. '"COh, yes. Er, ah, hi."

“Now I have news for you," I hisced into Dorothy!s ear,
"That fest civity of yours is a seience fiction coavention.
Probably the Worldcon of 1G68."

“Ch, my word."

"And that man do you know who he is2"

She crancd her neck to get a last look at

"No, who is he
ainiy an impressive figure."
d

him. YHels cert

in tones of awe, "is Poul Anderscn!"”

Dorothy uas specechless.

Dorothy

I have never teen an expert at thinking fast on my feet, but
I was doing my best. The science fictionh convention was probably
che hest environment into which we aculd have dropped; it would
be very unlikely That anything we said or did would be recognized
as alien to the culture, and we couwld icok for Mr. Paige in
peace and quiet without causing anachronisms. Always assuming
he was here

¥e had arrived at the Lobby, and were coantinulng %o follow
the Eerue 10y pcople through an inere awing’v thick crowd. They
stopned w51houu Larning o get their bearings, and we suddenly
found ourselves in their midst.
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"Hey, you look great!"” exclaimed a young man with long,
curled moustachios. “Where!d you come from?"

"We just stepped off a starship,” I said.

"Marvelous," he said. "But you don't want to wear your
costumes the whole four days of the con; youlll get Them dirty.
¥hy donit you change into slacks or something?"”

"We haven?!t any," Myfanwy said.

"We had to travel very light in order to get here at all,"
I added.

"Well, when in doubt, ask Bjo," sald a tall, suave biond.
"She has some jeams and shirts and stuff o put on people wWorking
in the art show. Come on."

The group swallowed us bodily, and propelled us across the
floor to one of the meeting rooms that ringed the lobby. From
within we heard a woman's voice crying out, in the last stages
of desperation, "This damn art show is not open yet! Will you
guys either get o work or stay out till this evening?”

The owner of the voice also owned red hair -- it figured --
and a face that waa lively and friendly in spite of a harried
expreesion. "Hi, Bjo," sald the Berkeley people. "Can these
girls borrow some of your jeans?"

"If they work," she said.

And so presently we found ourselves encased in blue jeans
and paint-spattered shirvs, hanging pictures. I was rolling my
eyes heavenward at somebody's ichorous conception of the natives
of Capella XI (those harmless creatures) when a voice behind us
called out, "Bjo! There you are?! Look what I brought you."

We turned and saw Bjo stepping over a free-form something-
or-other to meet a tall man at the dooruay.

It 1s hard for me to describe him now. It goes without
saying that I will never see him again in this 1life, and this is
a great sorrow for me. Never doubt that there have been civilized
people in every generation. This one was perhaps fifty. He was
tall, as I said, and very large and stocky without being heavy.
He had shaggy eyebrows and greying hair, and his face was like
sunlight on Earthis craggy mountains.



He and Bjo weve examining a chunlt of rock. "My gosh,
native opal," she said. '"Where!d you {ind it2"

"I dug it up while we werc on location last week,” he said.
"I figured you'd appreciate it."” Zhen he 1ogked up and saw us.
- "Helldo, "™ he said. "Are you rockhounds, Loo?

“Not yet," I said, "but the Galaxy is full of surprises.”

Bjo made intraductions., The tall rogkhound was a television
producer, currently in charge of something called "Police Story."

"B8ut he's a fan from way back," Bjo said. "He has a science
fiction TV show on the dwrgwing voard.”

"Sometimes I wonder if it!'ll ever get off the drawing
board, " he seid. "I‘ve made two pilots and had them both turned
down., But I happen to bolieve that good science fietion can be
made popular nwithout descending to the !Lost in Space! level.

I intend o contact good uriters and pay them what they
deserve for uriting good science fiction, Telefision's a very
limiting field, granted. But it gico has its atrong points.
Can you lmagine what Sturgecon, for instance, could do with the
visval and dramatic aspects of tne mediume”

“Ted would find his true niche in television,"” Bjo agreed.
"Don't get me wrong, I love his stories, bubt did you ever try
©o describe one of them ©0 someone? Ted doesn't write plots, he
induces emotions. -He®d be the best thing that ever happened to
the idiot box -- saving your presence.”

H2 laughed. Myfanuy vas looking at him with adoring eyes,
and ‘i1 gather that I mwas, ©20. HNyfanuwy, of course, was hearing
her ouwn opinions expressed by a member of the Golden Age of
Fandom. I offer no explanations.

! coming up with a frantic expression

“Bjo, " a helper said,
il. "This damn thing's too heavy for

sai
and an ornately framed o
the burlap.”

"Pubrie L o

"Are there any more push »ins?” said a woman hidden behind
a viatercolor dragon.

v

nst the wall."

Jote

"In that drawer -- 2¢a3

<

11311 see you when you get the art show finished,"” he
said, and smiled at us. "Rack o work, girls." We sighed and
went bdack to the artwork.
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Around 8 p.m. the walls were filled with pictures, and
the floor was (practically) emptied of pushpins. Bjo hadn't a.
ribbon to cut, but she Threw the door open with a flourish,
A small herd cthundered in, Admittedly, many of them directed
themselves ta the art show, but at least two dozen males made
beelines for Myfanwy. She could have made dates then and there
for the next two months., if she'd had the  two months. This is
typlcal. I was swept off by the sketch table in the backwash.
This is also typical. I stoad and watched, trusting that she
would aceep® onc or more of the dinner invitations and find
some means of taking me along.

Suddenly there was a disturbance at the door, A pat
cleared (except around Myfanwy), and I saw a man like a small
tornado, with a voice like a microtome and the face of a tragic
mask. He was surrounded by a small cloud of creatures like
himself but less polished. Even I (what with Myfanuy's descrip-
tions) recognized him at once.

He looked around the room, mutitering something to his
follovers. Then he saw Myfanwy, and with a one-side-you-peasants
air he plowed through the crowd to reach her, shedding his owun
satellites as he went. One of them, a dapper young man,
wound up by sketeh table next to me. He looked wistfully at
Myfanwy, ©o whom the tornado was talking at full speed.

"Well, " he said to me, "would you like %o go ©o dinner?"

"No reason why not," I said. "Let me collect my friend.”

I wormed my way through the populace (Mr. Spock has taught
me a few things, though I?11 never have his strength) ©ill I
reached Myfanwy. The tornado was saying, "Or, therels the
Ho-Kuo right here in Berkeley, or...." and Myfanwy was saying.
"But, but, but...."

"Pell him yes," I said to her, "and we can 3411 go together."

The tragic mask turned its dark eycholes on us for a
moment. "All right," it.said. And off we went.

The less said about that dinner the better. The tornado
made s0 much fuss about petty details that Myfanuy was near
tears, and I was smoldering under two years' worth of gquasi-Vulcan
calm. In the 0ld Tongue there are words for such a person, but
I am not supposed to know them. My escoxrt €ook it all in his
stride, I think,

Thence we went ©o a party: rather, o a scrles of parties
which progressed from one hotel room o anos2ther. Ve uere



e, most of whom I have for-
P Joe Paige. but therec was no
roy., however, we overheard some
that guy from the s rshio," and snesked wp %o listen.
Evidently some nut had uwandered in in an elegant costume, insist-
ing that he’d just celeported off a starship. The fen had
promptly taken him to their hearts. But where was he? Oh, st
some party or ovher. So we continued searehing, from one party
to the next. I lost couns.

introduced to vasat numbers of pec
gotten. We kept ouwr gyes open f
sign of him. Around the third pg
talk about 'i t

Around three in the morning 0y little friend began to suggest
that we should seeik sut some room that did not contain a party.
Not trusting my voice to answer, I rehreated into the bathroom,
not sure whcihef to be angyy or flatiered. Considering that he
had taken for granted that I wovld agree, I decided to be angry.

Myraan ?ollowec me in. "Scmeone’s got to do something
about that creature," she said. "He's oalllng our friend the
pvoaucer every name in the book: it took me ten minutes to £ind
out why.'

"Why? HH

"He rewrote a seript he sent in to Police Story."

"That's the produceris privileze, no?"

"Of course it is, but thiz guy 1looks on all his own stuff
as Holy Writ T haven't heard uuch language 3ince that fleld
trin ©o uouth Africa. In betuesn attompts o get me off in
some dark corner,'

"Woulgd Jou believe I've been getting the same thing from the
other oneo®

"Easily. It's the cultural patiern. And you have a figure
that works on men of this centusy like g red flag on a bull."

"Dadre sharek," I muttered.

"Sha," she saild, surprising me, "but logie doesnit enter

into i%. Purely rc?l x. Iilve gotien the same thing six times
ouc of that cluck I°m with."

I leaped ©o my feet. "Don't tempt mel"

) My;anwy’; eyes 1i%t up. "Youlve got a fiendidsh idea," she.
said. "Giwve, gLv"‘”
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: "Well, I will regret this presently," I told her, "but
meanwhile...."

"Look, I have ©0 get rid of Myfanuwy," I explained a few
moments later. "She's awfully young. But I'll meet you doun
by the swimming pool in half an hour -- that'll be 0330."

"Do you have to talk like an officexr all the time?" he
murmured.

I dredged up a sweet smile from somewhere and escaped.
Myfanwy joined me at the door, and we hurried away.

"Hi, there," said Bjo. She and her husband John uere
walting for an elevator. Do you two have a place to stay
tonight?"

"Pruthfully, no," I answered.

"Let's see, who's got some floor space?” The elevator
arrived, and vic all piled in. Bjo spotied someone from a groun
with a suite. "Hey, Maureen," said Bjo, "you 1look cheerful
and magnanimous....'

The room?!s window faced North ovexr the tennis courts,
swimming pool, and such. The weather uwas warm, and the window
was open. As ue wrapped ourselves in blankets and prepared
f..or sleep, from the swimming pool we heard:

"YOU? 1]

"Yous"

"Blankety-blank, double blue and green starred dash
blank etcetera...!"

We drifted happily off to sleep.

Myfanwy

The next morning we cohtinued our search, but with no
result except €o get thrown into the swimming pool by some
huskular scrapling whose name I never learned. But Dorothy
reached out a foot as she fell and brought him doun aftcr us



uith a tremendous WEACK. (I must start working out with Mr.
Spock myself. ) We snorkeled to the ouher end of the pool and
got away while ocur assallant was still gearching for his
epidernmls.

Sitting on the lawn tg vy out, ve discussed the situation.
"Itts fairly ObVLOUS," Dorothy said. “"that Mr. Paige changed
out of his uniform into QOtn-centurv zarb, Just as we did.

I have ne er met him, and you know him onily remotely. Thus,
it is going ©o be vcry difficult Lo recoznlze him."

"The macquerade ball is tonight,” I sald. "Logie indicates
that helll get back into uvniform, Jjust as we will. . That's our
chance. He may not recognize us, but he will recognize our
uniforms, and we both rank him."

That left us with nothing %o 4o till evening, and we went
back into the hotel intending o amuse ourselves. Ha.

) We found several indignant fans surrcunding - a calm producer.
"And you're not going to do anything %0 2top him?" one of them
asked in dismay.

"What could I co?" He replied calmly. “aAnyone who knous
us will know he's wrong.'

I cdetached one of the less furious onlookers and found out
what was ﬁo;nv on. My 1ast night’s escort wae scheduled to mzke
a speech at 2:00 that afternoon, it g topic I could very
easily guess,

i told Dowothy this, and she turned very vhite. "Damn my

Handu,’ she whispered. ”TnCJ“ro not strong enough for The koi
r...bub we will not pexmit this ~-- " Her eyes locked on

SOWCbQLnb across the roomn.

[IRX)

Now what?"

I see a plant," she said. "Or, alternatively, a solution."

Hydroponics? I thought fuzzily, and turned to look. The
plant she seeaed 0 have in mind st00d in a large pot on the
other side of the lobby. It had broad yellow leaves veined

with green, "Thatis a diffenbashiz. I believe.”

"That is exactly what 1% is." She took my sleeve, and we
strolled across the lobby, "Used extensively in this century as
a house plant, and people were conitinually belng warned to keep
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children and parakeets away from them. Now, I'm sure it's
against the rules to pick leaves off the hotel's plants, so
cover me. Any officlial types around?”

I checked. The desk clerlt was on the phone, her eyes
elsewhere, and all the bystanders uere distinctly bleary-eyed.
“Clear.' Dorothy quickly nipped off a leaf with her finger-
nails and tucked it under her shirt.

We retreated down the stairs, out of sight. Dorothy began
Yo c¢rush the leaf?s fleshy stem, and a drop of sap gathered at
the tip. "Diffenbachia, called dumbcane," she said happily.
"What have you in your poison ring today?"

"Saltn .

"Throw it over whatever shoulder is auspicious and pub
this in." She filled the ring's cup with the sap, and closed
it carefully.

"Now what?"

"Now we go and rind that little Kiingon where he is lurking,
and then -~ well, then we play it by ear."

The 1ittle Klingon was at lunch. surrounded by equal parts
of sycophants and archenemics. He was talking them all down,
pausing ocecasionally to gulp at a glass of water.

"The rim of the glass is our best bet," Dovothy said,
"and when it's empty is our best chance. Go."

I sre&ed up behind our ranting foe. His glass was empty.
I took a filled one from a passing waitress, smeared the rim
with the sap, and put it into his hand. He took a gulp and
went on talking.

I made my way back to Dorothy. "How long does it take?"

"I don't know. We’ll have to wait and -- attend?”

."He's a sharp operator," he was saying, "and the more fool
I not to have spotted him. He’'s a...ah...ah...." He %Hook
another gulp of water, swallowing with Aifficulty, and was
silent, his rage bailding up behind a locked tongue.

"The effect will last for several hours,” said Dorothy.
"Let’s go."
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There vaa 2 last-minute rearvangement, and the 2:00
gpeccn was givan by Fred Patten on collating racks or something.

as 5 ag
= v W

That evening we changed kack into ouw unlfovﬁs, and I
mancuvered nmyself beiween Dorovhy and the door. Just one minute."

"Wei1ll be late."

“No m““zc“ welll malke a grané entrance, After I put some
makeup on you.'

"What on Zarth forp!

"o dazzlie the onloskers. To beautify the landscape.
Because I say so. T‘ve m‘nted o touech up those eyebrous
for yzars. JUut think," I added craflilly, "1f you'd been wear-
ing makeun 2t the ﬁnbahcadorﬂs Pall, YMr., Speck might have

all

gtaycd 0 dancc uith you!?
"You are a fool, Nyfanuy," sre aid

21 logk in her eyes, and she offerad no

g0t out the warnaint and tent o hOfk.

, but I ecaugnht a wist-
further resistgnce as 1

"Wext, Karen Anders on,' gemeona said into a mierophone as

we avrived, "A Lady of Diaspar, zrom Clarke’s The City and the
Stars.” A tall woman wallied across the stage. Wasses of dark
halr were piled atop her head, upark1:nr with briiliants like
stars. Over a long dark gouwn she wore an ovértunie of something
that glittered like f{ragments of mirror. Her shoes were
transparent as giass. She was unbelievably beautiful.

"She wallks in beauty," Porcthy quoied as Mrs. Anderson
appros¢ied, "like the night
or cloudBesu climes and starrsy skies,
And a1l thatis best of darks and byright
Meet in her aspect and hew eyes."

[/

"Thank you, "

sworded lorg.

she said, and went to join her cloak-and-

We touwred about tThe room. We passed our fallen adversary,
using his newly.-regained powers of apecch with great cavtion and
Jjudgment. We passed alse the producer, surrounded by admirers;
would we couid have joined them. ﬁo passed an innocent young
neo standing Trozen in Fan Position 41 in front of Rober:

I
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Heinlein. And presencly we arrived at the bar, and there
we found Joe Paige.

He was in his uniform and out of his skull. His Tongue
vias three sheets to the wind, and his eyes vere contemplating
the Cosmic All. He was discoursing on the principle of the
warp drive, but fortunately his enuntiation was too sloppy
to cause anachronisms. In a word, he had had four nucléar
fizzes and was feeling no pain.

Reason didn’t work. Pulling rank didn't work. Dorothy
imivated Spockis voice and made me jump, but Joe was too far
gone even to tuwitch. The night was passing, and Lee would be
going off shift at the transporter within the hour.

We withdrew to discuss strategy. "What would Spock say
to a situation like thiso"

She casidered. "He wouid say -- " she dropped through
most of an octave into Spock!s voice again -+ "'Captain, I
believe 1% is said on Earth that one can capture more flies
with honey than with acetic acid,'"

"Joe, love, there'!s a moon oubt,” I said, snuggling under
his amm.

"It has several thousandé eraters on this side alone,”
Dorothy said in her most silvery voice. "Letis go count thenm"

She captured his right side, and we marched him off without a
struggle, :

In a dark corney, Dorothy called Lee for transporter
control, and I supporied Joe, who was weaving back and forth
and muttering "Thou art God" and "Fen are slcn."

"Having trouble?" asked a voice, and I looked up with
horror into the not at all horrifying face of the tall producer.
And then the transporter beam hit us.

He watched us with a dazed expression for a moment, then
took pen and notebook from his pocket. As he faded from sight,
we saw him scribbling furiously.

Lee smuggled Joe back to his quarters, and we minded the
transporter untvil he returned. Almost on his heels came the_
captain, Mr. Kyle, and someone in a 20th-century pressure sultb.
We've all been havirg fun, I thought, and we ducked out.



In the corpidor we met Mr. Spock, "Conua 2y Iive been
looking for you he zaid. “Go doun to your 562 “Jon and secure
Tor high aceeAeration and...Conwvay, what have vou been doing
50 your face?”

"Aryant foolishness, siz,” she answered,. and T am going

G - , . y
"But he noticed youl
"Indeed he dig, " she spluttered. "Hand me that towel."s
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E\j Jﬁ\j Ewgﬁ

by Connie Reich Faddils

When the nova suddenly burst near the Enterprise, the
resulting ion storm rattled the living hell out of the star-
ship. Kirk came to with MeCoy bending over him oh the bridge.
Vhen = = his eyes focused, the captain could see his sclence
officer over the doctor's shoulder, and Uhura, her uniform
opened at the sleeve t0 leave room for a first-zid dressing.

"...was a hell of a fire, Jim," McCoy was saying, "...
running poor Scotty ragged." There was a hypo hiss. "You?ll
be stronger in a few minutves." He helped the captain to his

feet and deposited him in the command chairxr.

Kirk rubbed his eyes with his arm and stabbed thc infercom
button. "Engineering. Mr. Scoit, whatls our status?"

No answer.

"Intercom systems are temporarily out CanuaLn, Uhura
said. "I'm trywng to rig up the auxil-ary nov, sir.

Spock added, "We are on impulse power only, Captain. The
storm, however, has moved away. Life support systems are on
auxiliary power, but the gravity-systems on Decks six and
seven are out."

"Lieutenant Uhura, the minute you get the intercom going,
oxrder a damage-control team to the grav systems, and then get
me Mr. Scott.

"Yes, sir."

Ensign Chekov turned towards the command chair. "Captain,
the storm carried us a long way. We are in unsurveyed sec¢tion
of space."

Kirk considered the unfamiliar patterns of stars visible
on the main view screen. A Klingon ship had been near them
when the storm broke. He did not see it ahead of them now, bub
a check of the secondary screens located it off to one side,
barely withlin hailing distance. They both seemed (o be appiroach-
ing one of the stars. Kirk nodded at it. "Analysis, Spock?"

"A yellow sun of medium age with...one moment...with 12
planets. If the long-range sensors aro 1n opnrobﬂo cwnd;t;ﬂn,
I will have a more preecise report shorily," said Spcak.



Kirk letc his gaze chegp over
the entire bridge. The engincecoi~
ing panels tec his left were
blackened and the circuits melted.
Kirk thanked fate thacScotsy
hadn*t been &t the console when
The ‘circuits bdlew. Sulu and
Chekov seemed all right, and the
helm was responding, though only
on impulse pouer,  Doctor HeCoy
nad disappearad back To hls
sickbay. & red-shiried enginecer
was helping Uhura with her
communications wanels., She
seemed all wright desplte buraned
hands. Spock had appaxyently
had one of his ears oinged: it
was lightly ¢éressed, and the
hair ground it was singed and
curled. Once things had returned
to normal there would bo 00 end o the ribding the Vulcan would
take from tha*t, esyecially Jrom MY -- : '

_ ?Engiggeripg. fao6t here,' the intercom blurted, crackling
a 1itele with static, but working adequately,

"Whatis the damage, Scotty?" Kirk asked.
"It hurts ma heart to say it, Cantain, but uz!ll not be
using the warn enginea for a good itwenty-four hoursg. Trying
to mailntain stabdility sgainst an jion storm will knoek them
out for cervain. But we'fll be having the life-support and
gravity systemas back on regular power in an hour, I hope."

"Do what you can Scotty, and keep me posted on your
progress., Kirxi out.” He turned To Spock. WAny further
repor: on that solar system?"

“Y have located w0 class M planets, Captain. I am seanning
for other information now.”

"Very good." He opened the intercom, "Sickbay,"

"Sickbay. Dr. M'Benga.”

"Hot too bad h
Iy

re, wostly minor burns and bruises and
such. Dr., McCer a i

I have --
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Something exploded at the edge of the hull., The ship
skewed to the side, jolting.

Kirk banged the p-a button. "Yellow alert," he ordered.
“"Sulu, deflectors. Spoek -- that wasn't the Kiingons? -- "

"Apparently, Captain, the inhabitants of the two elass M
planets are civilized: they have developed spacetravel, and
they have developed weapons. And uwe...are undex attack.,"

The ship bounced as the deflector shields stopped another
missile.

"Three -- no, four -- alien ships on the screen, siwe,"
Chekov reporced.

"I am picking up, in addition to those ships, a distant
vessel on my scanners under similar attack," said Spock.
"Captain, it 1s the Kiingon ship."

"Lieutenant, open a channel to the attacking vessels and
put it on the universal Granslator,” said Kirk. "This is
Captalin James T. Kirk of the U.S,S. Enterprisc. We arc on a
peaceful mission. An ion stoxm took us off course and left
us here. We are damaged and in neecd of assistance. We mean
you no harm."

There was no answer. Then two of the aliens fired in
sequence.

"Red alert."
Sulu brought up the phaser-sight.

"Hold your fire, Mr. Sulu. I want to find out what's going
on here."

"Captain, I'm picking up a weak tvansmission from the
Klingon ship, " said Uhura.

"Put them on, Lieubtenant."

The Klingons didn®t know what was going on, either, but
they were worried enough to suggest that the Enterprise and the
Klingon battleship join forces and fight as a unit. Kirk
refused. "Our shields are holding, and our weapons are ready.
The aliens appear to have primitive vessels and are using
primitive weapons. I'm not going to fire yet. Kirk out."




"the Kiingons have re-cpened fire on the aliens in their
sip,” Sulu repcrted,

Repeat the transmission o the aliens," Kirk Lon Uhura.
"and get all channels working.

Spock broke in, "Th? aliens have not weplied to our
transmission because -~

The shoci threu Spock ocut of his seat and againat the
coasole. He regained his feet and checked the computer read-
ings. "Shields are uecakening, CuQ;QLH," lie called over the

confusion. "The aliens do nolb ---
Uhura scvezmed as the communications panells jerrvy-rigged
2! nd flamed. “Fhe Vaolcan threw himself

cilrculits oou’c ned a
toward her and pushed her ¢o the declt vntll the sparks stopped
flying. There was g moment of il ace, Spock helped Uhura vo
her feet. "Az I was about to say. the aliens do not have
sub-space radion communications “hey cransmit on regular
fraguences only."

The communications papel itssif was c¢bviosusly inoperable,
but the intercem was still hol a;n5 together. « "Captain! This
is Scott!M it said. 'What in the davil's name 1s going on up

theree The shields are strained 4o the limig!®

"Scotty, get up here and heln Li. Uhura patch her communica-
tions panel together. I need a short-wave channel right away."

The ship Jjelted, This time Spock came tp with blood
streaming Qown his chin, Ut he havere@ over his instruments.

"Shielids...are doun.

"R“QGJ main phaser banks, =, Sviu,® XKirk said grimliy. He
puncted the intercom. "This is the capcavn. Ve are unde%
attack by unidentified allen ships cmpl

lasex and atomic weapons. We are hone;ar, ouunumbc ud and
our shiclds are down. Ready hatiile-ztations. Kirk out

TMhe zliens ave regrouping for anothew salvo," Chekov
reported.

"Lock Phaser One on nc lcad att
letis hope Lnat & response from us wi
pulling off,

ekker Mr., Chekov, and
1l scare them into

It was ¢ifficult to have to sit and wateh the alien ships
grouping for a dive. Chekovis face was taut with tension. Suln

i
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held his hand nexrvously poised over the phaser controls,
waiting.

The aliens closed in for the stzaffing run. Spock’s
fingers tightened their firm hold on his panel, and he watched
his instruments grimly.

"Eight thousand meters and c¢losing,! said Sulu.

"Hold your fire." Hirk wiped sueat off his forehead with
his sleeve,

One of ©the aliens fired prematurely.
"Get thalt one, Suluf®

The phaser whined. The alien blew up, and the other
aliens changed course immediately and veered off, vegrouping.
Kirk stared grimly at the debris from the shattered alien ship
scattering randomly into the sterile infinite. "Report on
the Klingon?" he asked no one in particular.

"Difficult to determine, Captain," Spnock answered. "Their
battle has moved out of our present effective sensor range."

"Coming in again, Captain,'" Sulu said.

"Twy for the lead ship again, Mr. Sulu, and be ready o
initiate evasive maneuvers."

There were three alien ships now, coming in fast, one
behind the other. Kirk saw that, unless he managed to divers
them, at least one of them was sure to get a direct hit on
the Enterprise."

"Ready photon torpedoes,” he ordered. "Random scatier.”

It was hard to fight to kill without a specific hate for
the enemy, and Kirk found it hard to believe that those men,
or whatever they were in those sub-light-speed ships, were
really enemies. It was a monstrous mistake, an error of
identiflcation, a useless superstitious fear with a stupid,
thoughtless reaction. Kirk's thoughts raced, circling. Surely
he could only defend, not attack and kill. Yet it seemed that
unless he killed them, those asses in their lumbering ships
would pound the Entexprise into cosmic duat. The captain
envied, for once, Spock’s near-perfect control of his emotions:
they never visibly affected the man’s efficiency.



"Fire phaser Two,

Sulu and the computer werz 2 nearly unbeatable team: the
phaser belt was dirvectly on cargct, and the lead alien disin-
tegrated. UThe of sherg vccvcd siightly to avoid the.debris.

At that point, Kirk ovdercd the photon torpedoes fired.

Got onei® Chelov yelled.

The undamnaged aiien 1allod avay, gebtting out of phaser
range, but the one hit bty the torpcuo correeted its course and
came straight ror the ggggg rigz. Too late, Kirk reallzed

its suicidal intention.

"Hard to sortl®

The alien hit glancingly. nali
Jjarred the foun ?QuLOPo o the galazy
vainfully off the deck and scanncd ©
Spock groaned, then sat un. The oth

ng a co‘l;s;on that surely

.  Kirit plcked himself

the dax %ened bridge dizzily.
2rs scemed dazed, but unharmed.

Mhereld it hite! Kizk asiteod.

"I don't ¥now, siv," Chekov gasp~
aecks are on fire; ttc fifth i en

")
s

e

Xirk headed for the elevator. "The con is yours, Spock,™
he croaked.

Spock ncdded, and called for a Teport on the remaining
alien, as Cheltov Look his pRace at the sensors.

Kizk svepped off The elevator into a hell of panic. The
air smelled bad, and the smoke wos heavy. He helped a yeoman
herd some injurer men into the clzvator,

"fbanden the entire deck, ™ ha bawled.. and was surprised
that it came out with a sob. He otood at a caitwalk, helping
terrified crawien and women 287 “hv Qzel Someone was dragging
casuvaltles from warping. twisted rooms inuo the corezidor. Kirk
headed to sickbay through the mn¢h*ng security men and damage
control crews. Hedoy would heve ©0 move his sickbay to another

deck, and the doctor had better not 4Ty $o argue the point.

Somebody was yelling Kirls's name over the din. Engineer
Scott tugged at his zleeve.
: "Captain, welve got %o geni nif the deck!' Scobt shouted.
1 canng keer pressure up mush lnnger. The depressurization's
getting ahead o' us."
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"Keep it up t4ill we get everyone out, " the captain yelled
back, '"the damage crews, everyone!" He pushed past the engi-
neer, past a weeping woman, past security men who tried to
turn him around, his eyes seeing, but his brain refusing %o
record the horrors that mlled around him. He saw familiar
faces: two nurses, dragging a casualty between them. Kirk
stood in their path. "McCoy -- he's to set up sickbay on
Deck Two., Where®s McCoy?2"

Nurse Chapel stared at The captain and then looked at
the limp head of the blood-soaked form she was supporting.
Kirk bit his lip until it bled, to keep from speaking.

"Captain, get the hell out of here!" a security man
bellowed, heedless of rank. "Clear the deck!"

Kirk helped the women carry McCoy to the catwalk. They
handed the limp doctor up %o Scotty, who was directing the
evacuabtion. Kirk turned and stared increduocusly at the emptied,
burning corridors, and the security men herding the last
survivors out, &ealing cabins and c¢corridors behind them.

"Captain, hurry," Scott pleaded.

Kirk swung up the ladder, and they sealed the deck,

Spock turned and actually looked weiieved when Kirk
appeared on the bridge.

“"Chekov, locate M'Benga. Tellwgickbay is temporarily on
Deck Two, and that, as Dr. McCoy is critvically injured, ne's
in charge. Status, Mr. Spock?"

"Life support systems on all decks but four and five are
functional, Captain. Impulse power is unimpared, although the
hulk of the crashed alien vessel is causing some drag. Phasers
and photon torpedoes are ready. The aliens have not attempted
any attacks since the collision; apparently they are waiting to
see how badly damaged we are. The Klingon has drifted back linto
sensor range, and appears to be idead,! with power emanations
from their life-support systems out.”

"Serves them right!" Chekov nmuttered.
"The Klingon appears o have destroyed its atbtackers,

except for the two vessels which have joined the last of oQur
attackers," Spock finished.



Kirk nodded and gazed thiough tnhne main screen into space,
"Why?" he demanded. "Why, in the eight million names of god,
are uwe here beating cach other to atoms? -What possible act
of ours provolked this? Did the Klingons do somethling we don't
know about before they chouwed up on our screens? What are
those people out there so damncd afraid of?”

"I am afraid we will never know, Captain. They are grouping
for another straffing run. We arc sure to get at least one of
them, but the odds are caually favorable that they will get
us, " the Vulcan estimated. "Another direct hit without our
shields, and we will either break up or blow up."

Kirlt slammed on the intevcom button. "Mr. Scott, meet me
in the transporter room in three ainutes! Miss Chapel, I don’t
care how you @2 it; if Dr, McCoy is s%ill alive, bring him to
the transporter room. Mz, Sulu, cub power on all decks but
the phaser deck and life-support! That should ho2d them off a
few minutes. Mz, Spock, yolb'ye in command."

The fivyst officer scemed unsurprised. "Of course, Captain.
If I may invoke one of your supcrstvions: Good luck."

Scotty was waiting at the tyansporcer complex when Kirk
ran in. In seconds, Kurze Chapel followed with a security man,
supporting a semi-conccious lMeCoy. Sne glared at Kirk,
"He's full of stimulants," che reported. "It's all I eould do.™

Kirk nodded, and tuwrned to the tramsporber chief, "Mr.
Kyle,"I vant you to put us right on the bridge of the lead alien
ship.

Scott's eyes nearly bulged out of his head, and he stepped
back from the transporter. “"Captain! Have ye gone mad?"

The aliens on the bridge of the attacking vessel were ftaken
by surpxise when the captain and his companions materialized in
their midst. Action stopned as faces turned to stare at thenm.
They were very human-looking, Kirk thought hopefully. Someone,
apparently the leader, ordered the ship's course altered. Two
officers drew weapons of some kind, but the commander waved
them away, and walted.

Kirk spole into a translator. "I have %tried %9 consach
you before, but my ship’s radio wes damaged. I am Captain
James Kirk of the U.S.8, Enterorise. What have we done that
you would wish ©To do this to us?" ne szid, pointing at McCoy.
"We are on a peaceful mission."
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The alien commander's mouth dropped open. "I am under
orders of the Worlds-Council to prevent at all costs the
return of the Invaders who loot and devastate our planets,"
he said after a moment. "“You arrived at ultra-light speed
and gave no ldentification, nor did you acknewledge our challenges.
Your other ship opened fire on our scout ship and destroyed it
without mercy. We could do nothing bub retvaliate."”

McCoy sagged, and Nurse Chapel lowered him to the floor,
One of the alien women knelt with her beside him. "This man
will -- " I% suddenly occurred to her that she had acted
without orders, Kirk saw. “Your pardon, siv." she said, sound-
ing slightly defiant. "%his man will die without surgery."

The alien commandey looked back at her gravely, then
walked up %0 Kirk and studied the captainis eyes., Kirk
gazed back at him steadily, then sajid aquietly, "If you have a’
surgeon, won't you please help my friend? Our fight is a
terrible mistake, We mean no harm to you. XI'm cure you are
aware of the ion stoxm that passed by hexre, We -- the other
ship and mine -- were caught in it and brought here. The other
ship was not one of my people!s. The Klingons have been the
Invaders in my paxt of the galaxy.

The commander turned to the thick crystal window in his
bridge and for a long moment examined the damasged Entverprisa,
adrift in space. '"Malkaw, break the radio silence and contact
the Council. Tell them wha% has happerned. Tell them that

we -- that I -- have made a grave miscalculation. These people
are not the Invaders., They can suspend the general alers.
Ask them To send out tow-shivs anémedical teams.! He turned

to the woman beside Wurse Chapel. YGet the surgeon." He

swung back to Kirk., "I was ready to kill you when you appeared
on my Jbridge," he said. "I do not know what it was Ghat
stopped me, except the thought that only a fool or a very wise
man would have attempved such a tactic. You seem to be a very
brave species, Captain Kirk,

Kirk smiled and tried to relax the muscles still taut in
his back. "I have a very logical fiprst¢ officer, sir, who will
insist that it was all a matter of mathematical odds. You
must meet him."
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William Shatner -- addznda

"The Hame of the Game" -- "Tarot' -- Fairday, February 13 (that
figures), 1970. Peter (a satanisi}.

"PAris TOOO" «- "Tne Shatbtered Idol" -- March 5, 1970

Jade Baron {also Jade Baron gt Hamlet). Also in cast, Roger
Perry {Captain Christopher, "Tomorrow is Yesterday) as Bruce
Malloy, a press agent.

noide" -~ "Little Jerey Jessup"
01 1z, 1970. HMarty Jeesup.

"T
Ma

l-!l
P—{ ?'-3

"Modical Center" -- "The Zombatants"
{(hy OLiver Crauford, "Galileo 7") --
Farah 18 1970.

D, Eli hhllj Als0 in ¢ust, Haéan
Bepzs (Lt. Hansen, "The Mo nagerie,
P Mardial') as First Doctor.

DePRorest Kelley - Q@denda

Varie uy Girl -~ Bob Xirby
Vari euv, July 16, 1947, "Fiim Re-
"Ld'"L by Abel., p. 1

DePorest Keltey looms as a -
Z0od new juvenile poteniizl, He
ersonates the sympathetlc tglent

#
S5CouL,

-

The View {rom Pompey’s KHead -~ Hotel
Clerl,
Promicred Octvobexr 21, 1955,

54 1)

side" -~ "Warrior's Retarn" --

Irensi
Maxren 5, 1970.
Fouler {jevuelery salesman).
George Takei -~ addendun
"The Courtship of Eddie's Father" -- eplsode
proadecast Hovember 12, 1970. Saito.



Nichelle Hichole i
"Kicks & Co." -- Hazel
Sharpg Octob 18, 1961
ariets tober . &)
- "Shows Out of Town, " by
Les., p. 69.

"Nichelle Nichols is
talented and at ease as one
of the two femme leads."

"Repertolre Workshop® --
"Ghost of Miaster K'écks"6
Variety. February 1063
"Television Reviewsi" by éill.,
pP. 55.

"Nichelie Nichols of the

original cas¢ sang the femme
parts with flair...."

"The Blacks" by Jean Gene%
Studebaker Theater, Chicago
yarietg, July 31, 1963,
"Legit Follow-ups," by Les.,
pBOA0DL -- 37

"Nichelle Nichols [is3d
eloguent with her hips."

Mister Buddwing ~- Dice Player
premiered Sepéember, 1966.

VWalter Koenig

"General Hospital" -- premiecre episode,
April, 1963, WK in cast.

Strange Lovers

Variety, July 10, 1963, "Film Revieus," by Tube.., p. 6.
"Three tales concerned with facets of homosexuality....

The prin&gpal players, all of whom emote rather well under

the clrcumstances, are Walter Koenig, Joe D'Agosta....

ngel Barrett

As Young as We Are (screenplay by Meyer Dolinslky, “"Spocl's
Brain") -- Joyce Goodwin
Variety, September 24, 1958, "IFilm Roviews,” by Ron., ». 6.

pPs in supporxt is Majel Barrett, as anstheor young teacher.”



[
2gily Theater, Los Angeles

"The Herebtic” -~ Hecabe Baxrd

6pened October 2, 1960, Santa Monica

Variety. Cctober 26, 1960, “Shous Out of Tcun,” by Whit., p. T2.
; The protagonists are an Olilahoma farxm boy seduced by a
wealthy girl vho persuides him o leave hore with her....

Majel RBarrett and Biil Gaskin play the leads, but have little
opporcunity f£or mowe than stlilited performances,®

Love in a Goldfish Dowl - Alice 1
Variety, June 7, 1961, "Film Reviens,” by Tube., p. 20.
vchers who conftridbute most ravorably are...Majel Barrett....

"The Deadly"” -- UB in cast
YEE??EXb November 29, 1961, "Shows Cut of Towny™ by Dale,,
p. oF.

"Harry Tounes has sty
identification. Majel B
:

‘Tett, a threo-day replacement, does
nicely with zn unsulighle wole., ¥vonne Craig comes through

with bright gualities.
{Trmnes ey [ e £ +ha Aok f 5

\Townes ~- Reger, "Return of the &rchons. Craig -- Marta,
"Whom Gods Destroy. )

The Quick and the Dead -- Teresa

Variety, March 6, 31963, "Film Revieus," by Tube., p. 6.
"Majel Barrett and Sandy Donigan have some strong moments

as the distaff members of the war party."

Syivia -~ Anne

Pebraary, 1665

(also in cast, Mangy Kovack, Kona in "Private Little War" as
Big Shirley.)

Track of Thunder -- Georgia Ciaxl
February., 1068.

some resord reviewg

Deccea.

"The Transformed Han® by Wi , L _
c A s talken from veprint in

«©
The Amezican Re

8zy. November, 1569, D. 36)
i e

207; D,
"Shatner is. in moal life, Captain Kirk of !Star Trek.?! Or
S0 it scems to say on the liner» noies. VWhy does a clean-cut
v

R
space pilot get himself invelved In this sort of eartchbound



~-38-

pretentiousness? Simply to break out o orbit? Perhaps to

opt for some of that synthetic Broadway stardust? Anyway, he
has enmeshed himself in a mismatched mishmash éntertainment

that trades on pseudo-artful contrasts in mood -- coupling a
schmaltzed-up 'To be or not ©o be?! with.a McKuenish piece of
doggerel on lovels joys, Baudelaire with a John Lennon rock-away,
iICyrano! swagger with a Bob Dylan extravaganza. A4and so forth.
This overpiroduged disec does notv appear %o know where it is
going, nor uwhy, and scems designed mainly as a showniece for the
full (but limited) gamut of Shatner®s Thespian competence.
Meanwhile the music of Don Ralke (who must be a disciple of Max
Steiner) has its independent go at all the moods, unblushingly
surging through Shakespeare, Rostand, and "pop! alike. As for
the stops-away grand climax, !Transfoxmed Man? gwords by Frank
Davenport, music by Ralke, posturing by Shatner), it tries
awfully hard."

"Nichelle Nichols: Doun to Eaxth," Epic.
HiFi/Stereo Review, July, 1968, Vol 21 No 1, p. 99, by R.R.

TPerformance: tempesiuous and sensitive

Recording: Good

Stereo Qualliy: Good

Nichelle Nichols is Licutenant Uhura, the communications
officer on the NBC television series Star Trek. If her acting
is as interesting as her singing, I nlan ©o become a regular
viewer, She has been a band vocalis® with Duke Ellington and
Lionel Hampton, which explains her ease before the microrhone.
She has a wide vocal range, which runs the gamut frem Lena
Horne sexiness in an enchanting song called Home Lovini! Man to
Blossom Dearie innocence in The Lady Is a Tramp. She uses
Nancy Wilson!s breathy whisper vo good advantage on If He Walked
into My Life, and her ending on The More I Sece You is like an
ydie Gorm& crash landing. All of these compariscns are not
meant to imply that Nichelle Nichols does not have an indiviadual
gsound of her own. She is her own girl on You'd Better Love HMe
(from Martin and Gray!s score for the short-lived musical
High Spirits), and her closing bars on Tenderly have an un-
earthly excitement. With wider exposure, she could become a
staple. She also has the hipness and good taste to use Gerald
Wilson'!s big jazz orchestra to back up her many moods. The
combination is a heady one."
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