























































































































































































































"SPOCK, I CAN DO IT KYSELF. IT'S ALL RIGHT."
































































































































































































"From what I've heard, it should concern you, Jim. Hypothetically speaking,
of course,'" Bradley continued hastily, '"what would you do if your First Officer
went into this...heat...and no one was around except you?"

The question nearly flabergasted Kirk by its implication.
"What the hell have you heard, Lester?"

"Aw, c'mon, Jim. Don't play innocent." Bradley's tone became serious. ''So
you and the Vulcan have a thing for each other. What I can't understand is why
you'd risk ruining your career over a half-breed alien. And that's just what
you're doing, Jim. I never thought a man like you would..."

Kirk stood, shoving his chair back roughly. 'You're drunk, Bradley! Go
sober up somewhere and from now on, you'd better watch what you say a little
closer!"

Furious, Kirk left the bar. As he walked outside, he tried to put the
outrageous conversation out of his mind. Somehow, rumors about himself and Spock
must be circulating aboard the Potemkin. Perhaps that was why Dennis Sinclair
had seemed distant. No telling how they had started, but the best tack was
simply to ignore them. Taking a deep breath, he strolled off to enjoy his leave.

* % * %

Early the next morning Kirk returned to the ship. He felt rested, the result
of a visit to the local spa and a good night's sleep, and more inclined to deal
with the restrictions of duty. Spock was waiting for him on the bridge.

""Captain. Your leave was pleasant?"

"Yes, Spock, very pleasant," he equivocated. No need to disturb Spock with
unpleasant incidents. ‘

Spock nodded. '"We have approximately 70% of our supply orders filled, and
our cargo is due to be beamed aboard at 1400 hours.'" He handed Kirk a report;
the Captain perused it indifferently.

"I'1ll be in my quarters if I'm needed,'" Spock added.

"Fine. I'll see you later.'" Kirk watched him as he left the bridge. Spock
almost collided with Uhura, who was late coming on duty.

"I'm sorry, Captain,' she said apologetically as she settled into her chair.
"I was delayed..."

"It's all right, Uhura,'" Kirk told her. She seemed very tense, though, punching
buttons with vicious, stabbing motions. He watched her covertly for a few minutes,
then stepped to her side.

""Is anything wrong?'" he asked gently.

Her eyes met his, flashing, penetrating, then she turned resolutely back to

her board. '"No, sir. It's just that some people can be so...'" she shook her head,
disgusted.
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Concerned, he asked, '"Did something happen? Is there anything I can do?"

She gave him a smile of gratitude. 'No, Captain. I met some crewmen from
the Potemkin last night and they...well, they just said some wrong things, that's
all." She seemed reluctant to admit even that much and Kirk suddenly understood

why. The Potemkin. Of course. Uhura had heard...

Rumors did have a way of spreading, and with most of the Enterprise personnel
associating with those from the Potemkin, it would not be surprising if more crew
members had heard gossip about their Captain and their First Officer.

And Uhura was fuming. Her silent support warmed him; he reached over and
patted her arm.

"I understand,'" he said. "Carry on, Lieutenant.'" The military words were
softened by his inflection.

\
As he sat back in the command chair, he wondered uneasily just what it was
Uhura had heard and what exactly was being said. Firmly, he told himself that
it didn't matter. After his initial surprise had passed, he had convinced himself
that it would be forgotten as mysteriously as it had begun and was nothing to be
concerned about.

The afternoon was kept busy with the cargo transmission - agricultural supplies
for Antares V, their next assignment. That evening he met Spock in his quarters
for a game of chess.

Compared to the solitary evening of the night before, spending time with his
friend was infinitely preferable. Spock was in an especially informal mood, and
they bantered back and forth over the chess board until it was much later than
either had realized.

Kirk reluctantly bade him good night and left the cabin to return to his
own quarters. As he slipped out the door, he encountered Lt. Scardini, a security
guard, on his way to his station. The lieutenant gave Kirk an odd look and
flushed deeply before respectfully acknowledging his Captain. Momentarily puzzled,
Kirk returned the nod, but as the man moved off, astonishment set in. The simple
act of his leaving Spock's cabin late at night had been misinterpreted. And if
that could be misread... Pensive, Kirk went to his quarters.

* *x Kk *k

The next several days saw a resumption of routine on the Enterprise. The
space station was left behind as they headed into deep space toward Antares V.
Although everything appeared normal, Spock sensed a curious undercurrent of
tension in the attitude of the Captain.

There was nothing overt in Kirk's demeanor; most would have failed to notice
anything, but Spock could see the strange, closed looks fall over Kirk's face, a
subtle awkwardness, an occasional hesitation - all momentary, all fleeting, but
nevertheless, there. The fact that he refused to confide in Spock indicated
something was wrong. When Spock had tried to draw him out on the subject, Kirk
refused to acknowledge that a problem existed. Spock was unconvinced.

It had all begun after Kirk's shore leave, it seemed. Curious. Kirk should
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UPCOMING AND PROJECTED ZINES AND ITEMS OF INTEREST:

THE FARTHEST STAR: Pat Nolan, 3284 Hull Ave., Bronx NY 10467 -
A new General Trek Zine due in the fall of 1977 -

GUARDIAN: Cynthia Levine, 465 W. 23rd St., New York NY 10011 / Linda Deneroff,
220 Miriam St., Bronx NY 10458

Quality offset publication scheduled for January 1978

NEXUS: Mariann Hornlein, 17 Pembrook La., Willingboro NJ 08046
Contributions now being solicited; heavy character emphasis

SENSUOUS VULCAN: Diane Steiner, 10070 Granger Ave., Boise ID 83704
Outstanding lineup of adult material by some of fandom's finest

The proper office of a friend is to side with you when you are in the
wrong. Nearly anybody will side with you when you are right.
-—- MARK TWAIN --

SOLAR SAILORS: Bandersnatchi Press, 408 E 13th Ave. Apt B, Columbus OH 43201
Leslie Fish's second album of original filk tunes

SPOCK CALANDER: Alice Jones, 75 Jordan Ave., Wakefield MA 01880
Twelve months of ''tasteful' Spock nudes

THRUST: Carol Frisbie, 518 S. Abingdon St., Arlington VA 22204
An exploration of the erotic/sensual side of the Kirk/Spock relationship

TURBOLIFT REVIEW: Teri White, 3280 Lansmere, Shaker Heights OH 44122
Will include fiction, critiques, essays and art; contribs welcome

So long as we love, we serve. So long as we are loved by others, I
would almost say we are indispensable; and no man ig useless while he
has a friend.

-- ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON -~

TRINETTE KERN announces that she is no longer associated in any way with her
former fanzine. .The new owners will ‘continue to publish this item as a pro
magazine. She and her co-editor, Carol Mularski, will be establishing a new
fanzine, tentatively titled, NEW BEGINNINGS For further information, contact
them at the following addresses:

Trinette Kern, 1037 Francis Rd., Pittsburgh PA 15234

Carol Mularski, 914 Bernd St., Pittsburgh PA 15210
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