


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































TWO 

James Kirk passed through the large, blue marble archway which led into Starbase Three 
Command Headquarters. Early for his appointment, he had come alone to begin his debriefing 
in the prescribed military manner. 

Just past the entrance was the central lobby, decorated ,lith the banners and pl aques 
standard on every base in the galaxy. Kirk paused, the powerful, awe-inspiring atmosphere 
kindling a warmth deep within. On the wall directly in front of him hung an enormous UFP 
banner. Next to it was the flag of Starf1eet Command, equal in size. So close they were 
almost touching, the two standards bore a silent testimony of unity and support between the 
two organizations. To Kirk, they were the visible expressions of everything in which he had 
ever believed -- justice, loyalty, the power of right. He felt the familiar stirring of 
pride, knowing this was his chosen course. 

After living beyond the sphere of Federation influence for ten months, Kirk had come 
to cherish these symbols of freedom in a way few would ever experience. How many times he 
had yearned for the sight of anything connected with his home! 

Yet even as he stood, enjoying a sense of homecoming, a pall fell over the giant flags. 
His pride diffused, and Kirk wondered if there was anything left in which to believe. 

Have they changed -- or have I? Starfleet -- military arm of the mighty Federation -­
was the organization he had sworn to uphold by oath and by belief. Now, after Ant.hrania, 
his oath had been shattered and his belief badly shaken. James T. Kirk -- lofty idealist. 
He had learned what one small planet could do to ideals. 

His ambivalent emotions were extremely painful. Seeking an answer, he moved on. Past 
the flags was a long, irridium plaque, almost glowing with a shimmering golden patina. En­
graved above a list of names were the words: STARFLEET MEDAL OF VALOR. A smile touched 
Kirk's lips as his eyes ticked off the well-known names at the top of the list. Admiral 
Ernest Trudeau, Commander Zachary Thompson, Commodore Oren Blain -- men whose daring exploits 
and bravery had been inspirations to him as a child. He had grown up on tales of such heroes, 
food for an impressionable mind. Trudeau, who was one of the founders of today's Starfleet, 
was the first man to be appointed an Admiral by the Federation High Council. Thompson, a decade 
or so later, had been awarded the Medal of Valor posthumously, after leading a successful attack 
force against an alien invader from a distant galaxy. Blaine, aboard an earlier model Starship, 
had assumed command after his Captain's death and won a decisive battle for the Federation 
during the Romu1an wars. 

His eyes drifted down the list, nearly every name telling a familiar story, all required 
reading at the Academy. Captain Hilary Danton, for example. He had been instrumental in 
securi ng a peace treaty between t.he Federation and the t.hen-hosti 1 e Tell eri tes. Di p 1 omacy 
above and beyond the call of duty and a devotion to peace had won him his Medal of Valor. 

Heroes ... all of them heroes. 
own personal safety or hlelZ-being. 
emulate .... 

All of them caring more about the Federation than their 
Legends. .. the really gY'eat men. The ones I wanted to 

And I did ... once. There, near the bottom of the list, he saw it: Commander James T. Kirk. 

A wave of panic hit him with jolting force. I don't belong there -- not on that list. 
Oh God;, what a travesty> what a mockery. James Kirk -- hero. He fel t si ck. 

"Captain Kirk?" 

The unexpected voice at his side startled him. He tensed, drawing away from the sound, 
then firmly clamped down on his control and turned to greet the speaker. 

"I'm Commander Cray Lattimer of Starfleet Intelligence, Captain. Have you been waiting 
very long?" 
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IIJust a few minutes. I didn't expect a reception committee, Commander. II 

Lattimer smiled warmly. Only a few years younger than Kirk, he was a slightly built blond 
with twinkling,· deep blue eyes. "I'd be pleased to escort you to the Admiral's office, sir," 
he invited. 

Kirk nodded, still preoccupied with trying to control his dissonant emotions. Lattimer 
spoke easily as they traveled through the building. 

"I'll be assisting Admiral Iblen in the debriefing, Captain, acting as advisor for Inten,al 
Intelligence. We're relying on statements from yourself and the rest of your men to glean a 
true picture of the total situation on Anthrania." 

"Of course." 

Just outside the door to Iblen's office, Lattimer paused, facing Kirk intently. "I don't 
think I have to tell you, Captain, how pleased we all are to have you back." 

You shouZd have been pZeased ten months ago, Kirk thought bitterly. Memory intruded, 
pushing back the barriers of time and place . 

... /GUtk c.a,Ued the :twttve men -i.n:to a huddte Mound h-i.m -i.n :the dMkened ceU. The long 
:oup acJtoM An:thM,ua had wMn on :them aU, and :the pwon at wh-i.ch :they had cwUved WM Uke 
6Ometh-i.ng out 06 a ,ugh:tmMe. /GUtk took the lLe-i.M 06 command eMily, yet he WM 60Jtung an 
optimLIm he dMn't lLeaUy 6ett. H-w leg, w-i.:th w cJtude, makC6h-i.6:t -6pUn:t, WM thltobb-i.ng pa-i.n-
6utty and the heavy aUen 600d comb-i.ned w-i.:th the a:tm06phvUc -6tench 06 :the planet WM mah-i.ng 
h-W -6tomach cJtamp. 

"AU Jt-i.gh;t -- wten :to me," he oMelted, -6ti.tt-i.ng :thw anx-i.oM wh-WpeM. He kept h-W vo-i.ce 
low, even. "Th-W Mern,; to be OM home 60lL a while," he oboeJtved, -i.ndtcaUng :the -6maU, dtngy 
ceU. "The An:thJta,uaM -6;tU£ don't 'mow how we got helte M what we weJ1.e do-i.ng -- not anyrung 
:that :they can pMve, anyway. I know U'o been a Mugh tJt-i.p, but we'lLe go-i.ng to have to continue 
to cope w-i.:th the oUuaUon 6M a lUtee While longelt. By now, S:tM6teet' -6 been notiMed and .. . " 

"How long do you runk U will :take :them to MJtange OM lLtteMe?" Lt. em PlLC6-6man -i.n:teJt­
lLupted, h-W young 6ace p-i.nched w-i.:th 6eM. /GUtk lLegMded lum -6teadily. 

"1 don't know, em. I can't teU you that. 1:t may :take MVeJtat week,; be60Jte we heM 
anyth-i.ng." He heMd :the expected gMaM, yet knew they had aU been plLepMed 60lL :that aMWeJt. 
Commu,ucatioM comb-i.ned w-i.:th hMeaucJtacy to caMe a boWeneck .i.n CMC6 Uke :th-i.,; one. 

"In the mea.n:t.i.me," he addltC6-6ed them aU, "I expect -6:tJUct adhvLence to S:tM6leet'-6 code 06 
conduct. We' U -6Mv.i.ve th-W OJtdea.R. -i.6 we wOlLk M a team and -6tick to OM C6tabwhed lLou:t-i.ne 
dUupUne. " 

II Cap.:tct£n? II 

" Yet> , Mne, what J.4 U?" 

"Va we ... Mght back? CaMe M much :tJtouble M p06Mble?" 

/GUtk 6Mwned thought6utty. "No. Not 60lL now, anyway. We can't C6cape -- wheJte would we 
go? The FedeJtaUon -w :tJty-i.ng to MCMe OM 6lLeedom. ]Mt be. plLepMed :to dea.R. w.i.th :the ,An:thJut,uaM' 
hO-6tiU:ty, and:to de6end yOUMtt6 When neCC6-6MY w-i.:thout jeopMdtung :thooe e660w. We won't 
-6:taJt;t anyrung -- yet." He paMed. "Any mMe qUe,;tioM?" He dtdn't have to expla-i.n what he 
expected 6Mm :tJ,em; :the,; e men weJte aU :tJta-i.ned pM 6e,;-6-i.ona.f'.,; and had been -6ttected 60lL :th-i.,; mLI­
Man on :the bM-W 06 thw poyche pM6ile M weU M on the.i.Jt -6h-i.U and abilUy. 

"SWle hope the FedeltaUon movC6 thw M-6C6 on:th-i.,;," LandeM glLumbled. 

"They wlU. ]Mt hang on, HMvey ... " 

Kirk slipped back into the present with the bitter taste of betrayal on his tongue. Who 
could have predicted that it would be ten months, and that five of those who had made it to the 
prison camp would not live to return home. 
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Dimly, Kirk heard the introductions and cleared his mind to face Admiral Azir Iblen, 
commander of Starfleet Intelligence, the man who had signed his orders for the,'Anthranian 
mission. The aging man was a legend in his own right, with one of the most admired reputations 
in Starfleet. It seemed fitting, in a strange kind of way, that he would conduct the debriefing, 
Kirk mused. 

"Sit down, Captain Kirk," Iblen invited. IICray, is your equipment all set up?1I Lattimer 
nodded and Iblen turned back to Kirk. "First, let me explain a few things -- off the record. 
We're using a new sensitized computer tape with electromagnetic properties which functions as 
both a verifier and a reaction gauge. Don't feel uncomfortable about it -- you probably won't 
even know the machine is on, but it's designed for Starfleet's protection, so that someone can't 
come along and say this session was rigged, or that prepared answers were given. We still have 
this mission coded Top Secret with a Need to Know binder, and only a very few key individuals 
will have access to the file." He smiled encouragement. "We have a pretty good idea of what 
aborted the mission and of subsequent events -- some of which perhaps even you are not cognizant. 
What we're after is the official, first-person account. Are you ready to begin?" 

Just Uke that, Ki rk thought. AU right -- be preeise, detached, controUed. "Yes, 
Admi ra 1; any time you are. II 

I b 1 en cl eared hi s throat. "I want to acknowl edge into the record the recei pt of these 
requests for commendation which' you've submitted for your crew, Captain Kirk. There are ... 
seven posthumous, seven others, am I correct?" 

IIYes. 1I 

"I'll see that they're passed along the proper channels. Now then ... will you explain, in 
your own words, what ins tructi ons you were gi ven and the purpose of your mi ss i on to Anthrani a. " 

For an instant, Kirk had a sharp mental distortion and he imagined that this was Ghi seated 
across the desk, some grand illusion tricking his senses into betraying the vital information. 
Locked inside of him for so long, Kirk had difficulty finding the words. 

Ills something wrong, Captain?" Lattimer asked, concerned. The computer was registering an 
extreme stress reaction, Then, it gradually returned to normal. 

"Nothing, Commander. I'll try to be brief. I was assigned to command a special scout 
ship, outfitted for an espionage fact-finding survey of the independent planet of Anthrania. 
Because the planet borders Federation territory, and because there was an unexpected attack 
on Federation property with suspected Klingon support, Starfleet needed to discover whether 
or not the Organian Peace Treaty was being violated. We were to establish Klingon involve-
ment in the military escalation on Anthrania, and to bring back evidence and data to sUbstantiate 
such a claim." Kirk's mouth tightened ,lith displeasure. 

"How many men in your crew?!! Iblen prompted. 

"Fifteen including myself. All trained specialists, yet only two were familiar with 
intelligence procedures." Kirk could not resist the accusation. 

"All Starfleet officers are taught such methods, Captain. Many have actual field exrerience 
-- yourself, for example," Iblen defended. 

Kirk remained calm. "Agreed. But only Lieutenants Damon and Reed were from Intelligence 
section. Computer experts and communications officers don't usually get this sort of exposure." 

"What is your point, Captain? Are you implying that the crew was badly chosen?" Iblen's 
voice was probing, not accusing, though Kirk knew the Admiral had been the one responsible for 
the selection. 

"I'm just trying to explain why I feel the mission was in jeopardy before it began. The 
crew performed with exceptional skill, yet our presence Was discovered and our ship attacked. 
Some of that has to be blamed on improper training in espionage activities." 

Iblen tapped his stylus on the desk and was silent a moment. Then he spoke. "All right. 
Your point is noted and we'll come back to it later, but right now I want to move on to another 
question.!! 
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Damn, Kirk swore. They stilZ don't want to face it, to admit they may have been in error. 

"Admiral," he persisted, "why weren't trained intelligence officers sent on this mission? 
Why does Starfleet consistantly use its starship personnel on activities outside their juris­
diction? When the Enterprise was sent after the Romulan cloaking device 

"That wasn't my provi nce," I b 1 en demurred, interrupting. "Although I suspect it was a 
matter of suitable personnel -- your Vulcan First Officer was in a unique position. But let 
me say something concerning the Anthranian mission. The sad fact of the matter is that Vie 
simply do not have enough skilled professionals in anyone bureau of the fleet, Captain. 
Overlaps are necessary, and in most cases, highly expedient. We selected the best men available 
for this extremely sensitive mission. There was also, you may recall, some degree of choice 
involved. No one was pressured into accepting the assignment. II 

No, Kirk conceded silently. But when the fate of the entire gaZaxy Was at stake, when one's 
superiors were talking about innocent coZonists being attaoked ..• was there ever a choice? 

"You had another question, Admiral?" Kirk prompted, changing the subject. 

"Captain, you were, of course, unable to return the evidence you were sent to find. II 

Iblenls voice grew earnest. "However, 11m asking now: did you discover Klingon involvement 
on Anthrania?" 

Kirk sighed. "Yes, we did. Our sensors detected a Klingon warship docked behind An­
thrania's artificial satellitestation. There was evidence, on that station. of extremely 
sophisticated, Klingon-design equipment being installed. On the satellite as well as on the 
planet, armament was being produced at an alarming rate." He paused, recalling the chilling 
implications of their discovery and then what had followed. 

"Commander Dale Reed and Lieutenant Keith Michaelson were selected to yo in closer to the 
planet in a shuttlecraft. What evidence we had collected was not sufficient to tie together 
the escalation and the Klingon presence." Kirk went on slowly. "Several hours later, we re­
ceived a distress Signal from the shuttlecraft, and almost simultaneously we were surrounded 
by an Anthranian patrol with tractor beams locked on to our craft. 

"We fought back -- so did the t,IQ men in the shuttle -- but the Anthranians had sl ipped 
up on our dark side and we never stood a chance. The shuttle was severely damaged -- Reed 
was killed and Michaelson badly wounded. The scout ship sustained only minimal damage, although 
several of the men were injured, and when it became apparent that we were going to be beamed 
dOVln, I set the self-destruct sequence in motion. Minutes after we materialized on the planet 
surface, the ship exploded." 

Iblen let out a pent up sigh. "Then the scout ship did not fall into Klingon hands after 
all. II 

"No -- we destroyed it ourselves, sir." 

HGood. 
still feared 
that shi p." 

I was hoping that was the case. It's what the Anthranians told us, but command 
that the Klingons had confiscated it. We had some pretty special equipment on 

"Please continue, Captain Kirk," Lattimer urged. llAccording to your log tapes, you were 
taken to a medi ca 1 faci 1 ity fi rs t. What di d you observe there?" 

lilt wasnlt a regular hospital ," Kirk tried to explain. "We were beamed down to a military 
installation which contained a large infirmary section. We were handicapped by our inability 
to speak the language, and the physicians didn't seem too concerned with communication anyway. 
They were i ncapab 1 e of deal i ng with the differences in our phys i 0 logi ca 1 structure, and i ndif­
ferent to our suffering. We managed to procure some harmless first-aid supplies and were more 
or less allowed to treat our own injuries." 

"Was their technology vastly different?!1 Iblen questioned. "Primitive or superior?" 

"Yes ... both. You see," Kirk paused, then tried to clarify, " ... the Anties -- the 
Anthranians -- had had their technology elevated by the Klingons, but most of it was beyond 
their own capabilities. None of the advances which had been given to them were ever used to 

26 



their maximum potential, at least not in what we witnessed. They had disruptor pistols, and I 
believe I saw them in use on only two or three occasions. It was the same with the military 
installation and the infirmary. Michaelson's injuries were extremely grave -- his entire left 
side had been burned and blasted. We were afrai d to use any of the ali en drugs. They had gi ven 
us something when we arrived -- I suppose it was a sedative -- and it gave us all a terrible 
rash. I guess we were 1 ucky at that; it coul d have been worse ... " 

Lattimer's equipment was doing tailspins again. Kirk saw him exchange a look with Iblen. 
The Admiral sat back as Kirk tried to control his responses. He did not want these men to pity 
him or pacify him. 

"Look -- Anthrania is a world which you cannot conceive. It's brute savagery elevated to 
space flight, primitives with modern technology. They've managed to combine their own tactics 
and customs with new advances in psychology and warfare. I'll say one thing for them -- they 
learn what they want to learn very quickly. Like the Nazis of Earth's twentieth century, they 
have a total disregard for any life other than their own. What we ... experienced ... " Kirk 
faltered, "you could not possibly understand." 

Iblen leaned forward, his brow furrowed earnestly. "Then you real ize why they had to be 
stopped," 

"And were they?" Kirk met his eyes. "Or did we merely delay the confrontation?" 

"Without the Klingons, the Anthranians will be unable to effect much damage," Iblen 
answered. "The alliance was definitely shattered by your arrival. As long as their presence 
was clandestine, the Klingons were willing to help Anthrania. But when threatened by Feder­
ation inquiry, they quickly pulled out, leaving Anthrania holding the bag, so to speak." 

Kirk thought about that for a moment. It certainly explained the agitation he had seen 
among his captors on occasion. They had been betrayed, caught with Federation prisoners and 
wi th no clout to ret a 1 i ate.. nOf course, 11 Ki rk mused a 1 Dud. "No wonder they were so desperate 
for a confessi on from us. Without the Kl i ngons... " 

"Exactly," Lattimer concluded. "On the other hand, we could not admit to secret surveil­
ance of their planet, and since we had no proof of Klingon involvement, our position was extremely 
weak. II 

"All they could do was hold you and try to effect a confession," Iblen picked up. "Which, 
eventually, they did accomplish." 

The words struck Kirk like a blow. He couldn't tell if the Admiral were condemning him 
or if he were merely expecting to be blamed. Something inside of him recoiled from these men 
in their nice, clean office, who had gone peacefully to bed with a full stomach every night 
for the past ten months. Let them think whatever they liked. Let them do whatever they 
wanted to him. 

Lattimer glanced at his computer, where the reaction gauge was bouncing back and forth. 

"Admiral," he said softly, "I suggest wetye covered enough for today,ll 

Iblen consulted the chronometer. "You're right, Cray. It's almost lunchtime." He addressed 
Kirk. "I'll expect you here tomorrow, same time, Captain Kirk. Meanwhile, try to get some rest 
-- and some pleasure. Starbase Three is quite aptly suited for shore leave entertainment and so 
forth. II 

Kirk, surprised at the abrupt conclusion, was silent for a moment, watching Lattimer 
disconnect his terminal. There was a need in him to tell the story, at least on a superficial 
level, to let these men know how unfairly he and his crew had been treated, yet now he was 
being made to wait. He frowned. Shore leave entertainment, indeed. He could almost read 
Iblen's thoughts: 'Go find yourself a pretty woman, Captain. Moke love and cast off your 
tensions.' Darrrn~ nothing is that simpZe. 

Pensive and depressed, he left Iblen's office and managed to find his way back to the 
central lobby. As he turned the corner, a tall slim figure stood up and came toward him. 
Some of the fog lifted a little. 

"I thoun,ht perhaps we could have lunch at the commissary down the street," Spock suggested, 
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without explaining his presence. Gratefully, Kirk accepted his casual approach and his 
welcome companionship. 

"Not on the base, Spock. Let's walk over to the port. I think I want a drink." 

- 2 -

The next few days brought more of the same, tiresome sessions with Iblen and Lattimer. 
Every detail of his report was examined, every incident looked at from all directions. Kirk 
grew more and more alienated from these analytical officers who kept assuring him that they 
were all on the same side, all after the same things. Kirk felt like the outsider, he waS 
the one who had changed, who had become suspicious and estranged from his peers. They had not 
been where he had been, had not survived what he had survived. They required that he go over 
every incident, relive days and nights he wanted only to forget. His answers became shorter 
and more vague as time passed. He was becoming more and more reluctant to talk about the 
experience, growing even more upset and distant than he had been when he was first returned 
to the Enterprise. He made clipped, precise staten~nts, telling only what they needed to know, 
unwilling to elaborate or discuss his own reactions. 

On the fourth day, Kirk arrived early for his meeting, tense before it even began. As he 
waited in Iblen's outer office, he spied a figure walking down the hallway past the door. 

"Marty!" Excitement filled Kirk as he rushed out to greet him. Anderson looked startled, 
then smiled warmly. 

"Hello, Captain. I just finished talking with Commodore Salzin. How's it going?" 

Kirk relaxed in the pleasure of being with someone who understood, a kindred spirit from 
hell. "All right, I guess. How have you been?" 

"I'll be better when this damn red tape is over," Anderson grumbled. "My father and sister 
are here -- Starfleet arranged it -- they arrived yesterday." He shook his head. "Sure is good 
to see them again. We're planning a trip to Rigel when I'm finished here, then home for a while, 
I think. II 

Kirk smiled at Anderson's enthusiasm. "Good. I'm glad for you, Marty." 

"You're not here alone, are you, Jim? He've got an extra rOom if ... !l 

I'No,'1 Kirk cut him off. l'I' m not alone. '1 

"Spock." It was a statement. Kirk nodded. 

"Captain Kirk?" Iblen's secretary was beckoning to him. Kirk turned back to Anderson, 
reluctant to end the chance encounter. 

"We 11, good 1 uck, Marty," he began. 

"We're all going to need more than luck, Jim. The brass doesn't know, they can't possibly 
it's not their fault, but ... I'm not down for the count yet, Captain. I've made it this 

far ... " His voice trailed off and he suddenly seemed uncomfortable. 

Kirk reached out and took his hand, squeezing it firmly in a farewell grasp. "It'll work 
out for you. Take care, my friend. II 

lIyou too, Jim. Be happy,lI 
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Kirk watched him leave, aware that Iblen was waiting, knowing what still must be faced, 
regretting the conclusion of the empathic interlude. Then he turned and entered the office, 
closing the door firmly behind him. 

"Has that Martin Anderson you were just talking with?" Lattimer asked immediately. 

"Yes. He was just leaving Commodore Salzin," Kirk responded easily. 

Iblen and Lattimer looked distressed. Iblen said, "We're trying to limit contact between 
your crew right now. II 

Ki rk chill ed. "Hhy?" 

liTo avoid any ... contamination of testimony," Lattimer explained. 

"You think we're making this up?" Kirk exploded. "Do you think we've perpetrated a hoax 
on the Federation? All right -- Anthrania never happened. We were treated like royalty, given 
a grand tour. We've all defected to the Klingon Empire, so you'd better start the trial!" 

"Easy, Captain," Iblen soothed. "Try to understand our position. Memory can be erratic. 
To get a clear overall picture we have to compare eight sets of testimonies, glean the common 
factors, eliminate the erroneous conclusions, the sentimentalism. It's not easy to play devil's 
advocate in a situation like this." 

Kirk's anger evaporated as quickly as it had flared. He felt a sober regret at the inno­
cence of these men. "You've got it rough, Admiral," he said flatly. "All right, let's get on 
with the session. 1I 

"Why do you resent me?" Iblen asked. "We have all done -- and are doing -- our jobs. This 
An thrani an i nci dent has unsettl ed us all." 

lilt's a blow to the pride of Starfleet," Kirk said sarcastically, !Ian inconceivable blunder. 1I 

"He did not blunder," Iblen retorted. 
attack Preslin. The Klingons retreated. A 
essentially, a success, Captain," 

"Our purpose was accomplished. Anthrania did not 
dangerous situation was averted. Your mission was, 

"Except that we got a big black mark in the eyes of the galaxy. We were guilty of espio­
nage,1I Kirk came back. 

"Militarily, we were successful ,II Lattimer qualified, "diplomatically, we were not." 

Kirk rubbed a hand over his eyes. To him, it was all the same. A mission was a success 
only when it was justified. A new, frightening thought occurred. 

"Are you saying," he began quietly, "that if we had confessed right at the beginning, as 
soon as we were captured, that it would have been the same? That our ten months of resistance 
were unnecessary?!! 

"Of course not," Iblen snapped. "You were bound to resist. You were compelled to go by 
the code. For all we know, if you had admitted it in the beginning, the Anthranians may have 
executed all of you outright. It was within their rights to do so, even after your confession." 

"Compromises ... II Kirk murmured. 

HWhat?" Lattimer querried. 

IINothing, Commander. Let's proceed." Kirk sighed. 

Kirk was noticibly fatigued when he returned from the day's session with the Board of 
Inquiry. Spock looked at his eyes, underlined with blue-black crescents, at the hands which 
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trembled faintly on the doorplate, and knew it had been a difficult meeting. 

Swiftly he crossed to Kirk's side, standing close, regretting that he had complied with 
Kirk's request that he wait here at the hotel suite for him. 

"Jim ... 711 

Kirk squinted his eyes, a frown creasing his brow. B1 1 m all right, Spack. Just ... tired,lI 

Spack nodded, knowing how little sleep Kirk had been managing to get the past few nights. 
The Vulcan straightened and followed Kirk to the couch, checking an impulse to guide his Captain's 
hesitant footsteps. 

"1111 order dinner,lI Spack suggested. Ills there anything in particular you desire?1I 

"Coffee. .. lots of coffee ... " Ki rk requested, rubbi ng a hand over hi s face as he sat down 
and leaned back. 

"Captain, a caffeine beverage will hardly aid your ability to sleep, and since you seem to 
require rest __ II 

A twinkle lit Kirk's eyes. "Right as usual, Mr. Spack." He grimaced. "Order something ... 
light, I suppose. I want to get a shower, get cleaned up -- then we'll eat." 

As he rose and headed for the bathroom, Spack frowned. A strange preoccupation of Kirk's 
which he'd noticed in the past days was his compulsion with cleanliness. He was constantly 
washing his hands, and he showered and changed his clothing several times a day as if he were 
trying to wash away the filth of Anthrania. McCoy would no doubt understand the obsession 
better than he did, but even Spack could perceive the implications. 

Spack was curious about the day's session, yet he refrained from mentioning it. After 
supper they would talk, he knew, and he would be able to obtain some additional information 
from his reluctant Captain. 

Kirk however, was not thinking of the lrlquiry as he entered the bathroom and stripped off 
his soiled uniform. 

Dirty ... so dirty. Stinking, putrifying ... have to cleanse ... must get ... clean ... 
His thoughts tumbled about in confusion, and he was suddenly in another time and place . 

• . , KUtk knew he WM quA'te a ,,-egh:t. The :ta:t:tVted eoveJtall wMeh balt.efy eovVted h-C!.> body 
WM ,,:tcUned wUh glUme, blood and h-C!.> OWn wMte'->. The Mfte'-> on h-C!.> leg" and alt.m had opened 
agcUn and wVte dftiUn-ing, add-Cng :theM. "tieky dUchalt.ge :to :the fte'->t 06 :the ![Otting "meft!.>. 
AndeMon "tank, :too .•. hdt, :they ALL d-Cd, and -C:t made eommurUeaUon d-C6MeuU. Nobody wanted 
to get vvty cfo"e :to anybody. N-eee way :to bfteak any oftgarUzaUon, KCftk muoed. I:t had been 
week!.> ,,-enee they had been, g-even any watVt 60ft wMMng, and :the "cant amount pftov-eded 60ft 
dft-Cnk-Cng WM -enadequate 60lt a :thoftOugh cfearUng, aLthough :they d-Cd tfty. How gfteat a lUXMY 
would be a run "tivVt 06 fteat "oap ... 

Shaking himself from the mental image, Kirk stepped into the shower, reaching up to adjust 
the flow of water. He savored the feel of the water on his skin, letting it cascade over him, 
tasting it, hearing it. Yet the tug of memory was too strong to be turned off; once again 
the past intruded. There were times, he remembered, when the Anthranians had insisted on cleaning 
them, turning even that basic function into a punishment, as if the prisoners themselves were to 
blame for their filthy condition . 

. . , The gUa!t.do came -en and OltdVted :them to ftemove theM. cforung, ftOughfy M,,-C!.>ting any 
who wVte not qUA'ek enough. KCftk tenoed M a gUa!t.d Meked Galt.Ua -en :the ,,-ede, but:the Cap:ta-Ln 
had lealt.ned enough no:t :to make a oudden move. He w-eneed M :the cfo:th !.>:tuek .to dft-Ced Mfte'-> on 
h-C!.> back and !.>houldeM and he 6eft them begin :to bleed M :the 6ablUe 6dt away. 

Naked, :they Wefte tined up and led to ano:thVt paJt.:t 06 :the bUA'fd-Cng, while AnthftarUano !.>:tood 
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and ,s.tMed ao .they weJ(e -ted pao.t. Some po.cnte.d and hoo.ted and gabb-ted deJ<M.cve-ty .cn .theJA native . 
.tongue ao the glWUp .tJto.t.ted by, but Kl/(k Wa..' paot C£(}(.[ng. It wao jU.6t one mOM humlV.ation. 

Then they weJte .cn .the 'hhoweJt lWom'; ho,se;., weJte dJtagged (,Jwm the .tanM aga-CMt the wail. 
AnthJtanJan 'wa..tV(' -- a 1(U.6t ti.'"ted Oltange .e.i.qu'[d .- ,spewed (,oJcth v.[o-tent-ty, knoeUng K.[J(k oveA 
wLth W (,Oltee. 1.t wao eo-td, eo-tdVt than .cee, ek.[-t.e.i.ng fUm, 6.tabb.cng fUm wJth dozeM 06 (,Mzen 
need.(e;., tha..t made fUm "h.[vVt and tw.cteit. The Mom wao ,smail; thVte wao no e;.,eap.cng even .c6 
he'd been ab-te to 0 veJ(powVt the guaJtM. The (,Jteez.cng wa..tVt .tung h.c6 e.ye;." J(.[pped ope.n newty 
heated Me/,h, kept beating at fUm untit h.c6 bone;., ac.hed wdh eotd. TeaM ,squee.ze.d (,lWm h.c6 eye;." 
theJA WMm:th a we-teome. J(e.e.i.e6 until they, too, weJte waohed away . .. 

Must get Wann •.. must ... Unconsciously, Kirk's hands adjusted the shower temperature. 

Spack, still in the living area, suddenly saw steam coming from the direction of the bath­
room. He was propelled into action with an urgency he did not fully comprehend. Hearing the 
rush of water, Spack barely hesitated before he entered. 8illows of heated air filled the 
bathroom. 

"Jim?" 

There was no answer, so Spack slid the door of the shower stall open. Inside, with eyes 
pressed tightly closed and fists clenched at his sides, Kirk stood under the spray of hot water 
from the shower. 

Spack reached up and slammed the dial to the off position, then tugged at the unyielding 
shoulders of his Captain. Kirk was tense, coiled, and he seemed to realize only g"adually where 
he was and what was happening. 

"Spack ... I. .. " he mumbled, shivering as the colder air met his heated skin. 

Spack grabbed a large towel from the nearby rack and wrapped it around Kirk's body. His 
skin was reddened, scalded by the water, yet still he didn't seem to understand what he had done. 
There was a frightened, confused look in his eyes, as Spack led him gently from the stall. 

"Sit down ... easy," the Vulcan commanded, guiding him into the bedroom and onto the bed. 
Kirk's shivering increased as Spack removed the towel to ascertain how badly the Captain was 
burned. Although the reddening skin must be painful, Spack let out a sigh of relief that no 
serious damage had been done. 

Kirk endured it silently, as Spack retrieved a can of aerosol medication and sprayed the 
most badly affected areas. 

"What were you trying to do?" Spack chided. "You had the controls too high for -- " 

III don't know,!! Kirk interposed. "I just wasn't thinking ... I> 

Spack helped him into a velour robe, careful to avoid touching the sensitive skin, but 
Kirk didn't seem to feel any pain. As Spack reached behind him for the belt, his hands circling 
Kirk's waist, Kirk slowly sagged against him, trembling in a delayed reaction. 

"Oh my God, Spack, what's happening to me? I wasn't paying attention to what I was doing, 
was ... " his voice choked and Spack drew him close. 

IIItis over, Jim. You1re all right," he soothed. 

"I'm so tired that I'm getting careless," Kirk rationalized. "Just lucky for me that you 
were nearby ... II 

IlLie down," Spock insisted, pulling down the bedcovers as Kirk slid in. nyou are correct. 
Rest is imperative. Sleep now ... !I 
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As Kirk's eyes closed, Spack arranged the covers over him and sat beside him on the bed. 
It took several minutes for him to still his own internal shivering and approach the incident 
calmly. For a brief interval, Kirk had obviously lost touch with reality, and that could be 
dangerous. Spack knew he would have to watch him closely during the next few days, without 
appearing to hover, for any more signs of disorientation. If it were only fatigue, then rest 
would cure it, and Spack would make sure he rested. Sighing, he touched the flushed skin of 
Kirk's cheek, then stood and quietly left the room. 

- 3 -

During the next several days, the strain under which Kirk was functioning intensified. 
Each morning Spack watched as he valiantly donned his dress uniform and set out, grim and 
determined, for another session at Headquarters. In the afternoon, when Spack met him, Kirk 
said very little about the proceedings, preferring to concentrate on relieving the tension 
which the debriefing created. 

Spack knew that a shore leave would inevitably follow the debriefing, and he began to 
anticipate the conclusion of the sessions with an anxious frustration. He felt that Kirk 
needed time a"ay from the military installation, time to accept and adjust. 

One evening, they returned to their hotel a fe" blocks from Command Headquarters. The 
session had been a long one and it was nearly dusk before Kirk had emerged from Admiral Iblen's 
office. Declining Spack's suggestion that they dine out, Kirk had complained of a headache, 
and decided they would eat at home. As they walked, ho"ever, his "eariness seemed to disappear 
and his mood shifted to light, a carefully constructed pose of cheerfulness. 

"Go wash Up," Kirk suggested when they arrived. 11.1111 fix dinner.1I Businesslike, he 
used the kitchen facilities to wash his own hands. 

Spack hesitated, suspicious of the unexpected enthusiasm. "The food processor -- " 

"No, no, Spack," Kirk interrupted. "A quick gastronomical delight prepared from ... II he 
opened the cabi net, " ... mmn, good. Pl enty of chil i powder." 

IIJim __ !! 

UDon't worry, I won't use meat. Noodles in cream sauce with lemon juice and ... asparagus,!! 
he finished, surveying the shelves. 

Spack sighed, determined to humor his Captain, although his abrupt mood change gave rise 
to suspicion. If only Kirk would discuss what was really on his mind, instead of camouflaging 
it behind a sho" of jocularity, perhaps Spack could help. 

Miraculously, the meal turned out better than the Vulcan had expected. They sat at the 
table over their empty plates as Kirk's almost frenetic buoyancy continued. 

"Now, what did I tell you? It was delicious, right, Spack?" 

Spack wiped his lips with his napkin, reflecting that 'delicious' was hardly the adjective 
he would have chosen, but feeling the time was right for a bit of light teasing, he said, "I 
found the cuisine extremely ... unique. You are a fine starship captain, Jim. However, I am 
relieved that you were never called upon to program the food selectors." Suddenly Spack realized 
his error. Kirk's expression turned dark and grim. 

"Il m no longer a 'fine starship captain), Spack. And the Enterprise is far away.1I 
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IIFor now," Spack conceded softly. "But the future __ II 

II __ Holds only ques ti ons, not answers, not promi ses. II 
rigid lines begin to form once again on his Captain's face. 
Kirk's obvious distress, Spock proceeded cautiously. 

Kirk finished, and Spock saw the 
Anxious to discover what was behind 

"Jim, I do not wish to press. I can understand how taxing the sessions with Starfleet 
must be. But if it would help -- " 

Kirk cut him off, rising to gather their dishes with an intense concentration. "Help? 
Hardly, Spock. It's illogical that I should burden you with my problems. Even you should be 
able to see that." 

"It is also illogical to deny that we need help. You taught me that." 

Ki rk paused a moment, absorbi ng the tone of Spock' s retort. "Nevertheless, I -- damn!" 
The dishes which Kirk had been carrying clattered to the floor. He stooped to gather them up 
and sliced his finger on a sharp knife as he did so. For a moment there was silence as Kirk 
stood, white faced, trembling faintly, until Spock came toward him. Without speaking, he took 
the things from Kirk's hands, set them aside and wrapped a towel around the profusely bleeding 
finger. 

"Sit down," he instructed. Kirk looked up at him wonderingly, as if uncertain how the 
accident had happened. Spock guided him to a chair. 

"Let me see how deep that is," he said calmly, uncurling the ball which was Kirk's fist 
to examine the underside of the index finger. Kirk's hand was so cold, the muscles stiff. 

As Spock satisfied himself that it was a superficial cut, some of the color returned to 
Kirk's face and he spoke with a forced lightness. 

"Too bad you can't teach me how to control the bleeding. It would sure come in handy." 

Spock pressed a napkin to the cut and sat back, studying Kirk thoughtfully. 

IIAnother step toward being a Vulcan, Captain?" 

I'What? Spack, I was just __ II 

IIYes, exactly. Vulcan gymnastics, Vulcan self-healing, Vulcan oontroz. .. II Spack 
emphasized the last word. "Jim, you are a human. You cannot change that fact. You cannot 
adopt principles which do not work for you. You are not VuZcan." 

Kirk's chin went up. "That's hardly fair. live never professed a desire to __ II 

IIHavenlt yoU?" Spack insisted. "At some point, on Anthrania, you decided that to suppress 
your human emotions would be beneficial. You instructed your crew to be more 'Vulcan'." 

"Yes, but that was" necessary adaptation to get through an ordeal which would have been 
intolerable otherwise. Non-emotional reaction isn't limited to the Vulcan race, you know." 
Kirk was angry now, hazel eyes snapping. 

IIYet somewhere, it seems, II Spack went on pers i s tantly, "you I ve confused control wi th 
suppression. The two concepts are not the same." 

"You weren't there -- you don't know what it took just to get through the day -- how we 
had to discipline ourselves to survive the beatings and the interrogation ... " Kirk broke off, 
standing up. "I'm too tired to argue with you tonight, Spock," he concluded neutrally. "If 
you would finish cleaning up in here, I'll take my shower and get to bed." 

Spock rose, half tempted to pursue the subject, to try to break through Kirk's defenses, 
but he checked himself. Kirk had the debriefing to face tomorrow, and Spock would do nothing 
to weaken his Captain's show of confidence to Starfleet. Now was not the time to force the 
issue. 

"All right, Jim. We'll talk another time." Spock stared after the retreating figure, 
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pensive. He was operating blindly, trusting on their ever present rapport to guide his logic, 
but it did not seem to be helping, not on the deeper levels where it mattered. McCoy had cau­
tioned him to go slowly, to allow Kirk to set the pace, advising Spock to try to get Kirk to 
talk about Anthrania and what his captivity had meant to him. 'Coax him to express his feeUngs 
Spock,' McCoy had explained. 'Don't force anything, but don't avoid it, either. Let him find 
the way, ' 

Only, it wasn't happening like that. Kirk wanted to avoid the subject, and coaxing had 
little effect. Spack was filled with a sickening insecurity over what he had committed himself 
to do. Human emotions and psychology were far out of his line. Yet McCoy had seemed confident, 
giving Spock advice and the reassurance that he would help, if needed. 'Call me, Spock. If 
anythi ng goes wrong, if Jim's mental s tabil ity deteri ora tes, if he s haws any si gns of abnormal 
behavior, get word to me and I'll come right away.' 

Spack rested his head on his folded arms. No, things were not serious enough to call McCoy. 
Kirk seemed no worse than he had been on the ship. True, he was under more pressure, and it 
was showing, but Spock knew he had to allow him more time. 

Time ... so much time had already passed. Almost a year now since that day Kirk had beamed 
off the Enterprise for a supposed R&R. Then, two weeks later Spack's world had collapsed as he 
had learned the truth of that so-called shore leave, and for the next ten months the Vulcan had 
lived with the terrible fear that he would never see his Captain again. 

Each day was lived with the anticipation of a message from Starfleet Command, informing him 
that Captain Kirk had been reported dead -- from attempted escape, ~etaliation by the Anthranians 
-- his mind conjured all sorts of possible causes. Each night he needed hours of soothing medi­
tation just to prepare himself for a few hours rest; he refused to resort to McCoy's offer of 
medication. 

At first there had been the uncertain and incomplete information. They heard that two 
officers had been killed in the capture, but no names were available. Later, when their iden­
tity was released, Spack had breathed a little easier, yet still the tightness in his chest did 
not ease. 

During the time when he was injured and confined to Sickbay, he had become convinced that 
Jim had died and no one had told him, his thoughts becoming confused and disoriented as a 
result of his injuries. As he gradually grew stronger, he knew somehow that Jim was.still 
alive, for he still felt him alive. 

Later, with Harris in command, Spack used his time to pursue the goal of Kirk's release. 
When necessary he used his rank and influence ruthlessly, becoming a master at diplomatic 
reasoning. It didn't matter why Starfleet had sent a secret crew to Anthrania, or even if they 
had, he argued, the fact was that Anthrania was holding Federation citizens and they must be 
returned. 

Spack had been driven by a fear for Jim's life, never thinking beyond the safe return of 
his Captain. Now, Kirk had come home, he was alive and well and whole -- yet nothing was right. 
New worries replaced the old, and still Spack was unrealistically afraid that he was losing him. 
Anxiety still gnawed at his stomach, fear still played on his control. He questioned if things 
would ever be the same again. 

Soft footsteps sounded nearby. Engrossed in his thoughts, they barely registered at first, 
then the touch of a hand on his shoulder brought the Vulcan back with a start. 

"Spack?" 

He raised his head guiltily, caught off-guard. Kirk stood beside him, dressed in a robe, 
his hair still damp from the shower. 

"Are you okay, Spack?!' 

He swallowed, regaining his composure. "Certainly. I was ... meditating for a moment. 1I 

Kirk slid a chair next to him and sat down, his eyes never leaving the Vulcan's face. 
"Spack, I wanted to say that I'm sorry for the way I acted earlier. I know you're trying to 
help, and I appreciate it. You've been so patient, so understanding -- just give me a little 
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more time, okay?!! Kirk's voice was soft, gentle, a confident tone which Spock recognized from 
long ago. Spock wondered again at the strange empathy between them: what had brought Jim out 
here at this precise time? It was as if Jim had sensed Spock's despair and was responding to it. 
conquering his own doubts to reassure the Vulcan. Reinforcing this theory, Kirk leaned over and 
rested his hand lightly on Spock's arm. 

If I sometimes forget that even you have limitations, my friend. If 

The stiff Vulcan facade melted. Touched and vulnerable, Spock met his Captain's eyes. "Yes. 
You taught me ... to need ... " 

If I'm here now, II Ki rk assured. If And -- somehow -- we 111 work it out. Together. If 

Spock nodded silently. What they shared, what he had just experienced, convinced Spock that 
he was right. Somehow -- they would go home again. 

- 4-

Gradually the Inquiry drew to a close. If any conclusions were drawn, Kirk was not aware 
of them. He had become so engrossed in telling his story without really saying anything, pre­
senting facts and evidence such as the Board would be interested in without becoming emotionally 
involved in his testimony and thus failing to resolve for himself what it had all meant, that 
he was neither relieved nor disappointed when it was concluded. 

Kirk had been mildly surprised at some of Iblen's information; it allowed him to piece 
together what Starfleet and the Federation had been doing during their captivity. The inane 
diplomatic games which had been played, the constant stalemates and rejected proposals, the 
fierce arguments and mutual threats -- all had combined to drag the negotiations on for those 
intolerable months. The name of Commander Spock came frequently into conversations, and Kirk 
began to see how the Vulcan's determination had accomplished so much to clear the path for their 
release. 

Yet it all still made no point, and when all the information had been presented and the 
debriefing was over, Kirk felt only apathy and a now vague expectancy. Patiently, Iblen explained 
to him that he wwld be granted a three month leave of absence, an opportunity to rest and re­
cuperate from the strains to which he had been subjected. On a specified date at his leave's 
termination, he was to report back to Starbase Headquarters. At that time he would undergo 
physical and psychological testing which would enable Starfleet to determine his career potential 
and pI ans. In other words, Ki rk concl uded, they woul d deci de whether or not he was fit for 
command -- of the Enterprise, or anything else. 

It seemed fair to Kirk. At a time when he wasn't even sure what he was going to do the 
next day, his future was as cloudy as a winter sky. Perhaps in three months he would be able 
to decide where he wanted to go, what he wanted to do. Perhaps his sought-after love of and 
loyalty to the Enterprise would return, and he would be capable of fighting for her. Right 
now it didn't matter, much as Kirk wanted it to. 

During the last several 
had some errands that needed 
pursuing them. At the close 
building with a surface car. 

IIWhat's this?1f 

days of the debriefing sessions, Spock had informed Kirk that he 
his attention and had taken off, rather secretively, intent upon 
of the final day's interviews, he met Kirk outside the Headquarters 

Kirk couldn't suppress a bemused expression at the vehicle. 

II It is a surface car, Jim." Spock I s tone was teas i ng. Ki rk frowned. 

III know what it is; what I mean is, where did you get it?1f 
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"I rented it. Get in, please." Kirk hesitated a moment, then decided to go along with the 
Vulcan. He climbed inside, took a passenger's seat, while Spack arranged himself in the navi­
gator's position and keyed a destination into the computer drive. The doors slid shut and they 
took off at a leisurely speed. 

!lWhere are vie go; ng?1I 

IIYou'll see,lI 

It really didn't matter to Kirk where they were heading, but he was amused at his friend's 
attitude. He leaned back in the seat, relaxing, letting the fatigue of the debriefings slip 
away, grateful they were over and anxious for the extended leave time he'd been granted. 

Before long, they were leaving the military establishment and the surrounding city behind, 
heading toward the country. Then the vegetation began to thin out, the land grew flatter on one 
side and jutted with cliffs on the other. Kirk knew they were nearing the planet's one major 
body of water, the Cardiff Ocean. They passed several sparsely populated areas, rather like 
beach towns, and finally came to a stop in front of a small cottage facing the water. Puzzled, 
Kirk followed Spuck out of the car, as the Vulcan began unloading luggage and boxes from the 
storage compartment. 

"Our home for the duration of our leave," Spack announced, obviously pleased with himself 
and anticipating Kirk's reaction. The Captain didn't disappoint him. He grinned, delighted 
with the surprise. 

Spoc k had spent the 1 ast few days fi ndi ng jus t the ri ght place where Ki rk caul d begi n to 
unwind from the agony of the past year. The beach house was secluded enough to afford the quiet 
and privacy Kirk would appreciate, yet not so far from populated areas to be inconvenient. 

A small entryway opened into a large living-dining area. The front wall was completely 
transparent, facing the ocean and the silver white beach. Off the main room was a modern kitch­
en, equipped with a food processor and a more conventional range should they desire to do their 
own cooking. On the other side of the house, a short hall led to two adequate sized bedrooms, 
each with a large shell-shaped bed in the center and private bathrooms. One more smaller room 
completed that area of the house. The smaller room was a den and library, with shelves of 
microfilm books and viewers, the old style paper books that both Kirk and Spack enjoyed, a desk, 
and a comfortable padded sofa. 

Kirk followed Spock on a tour of the house, making appropriate comments on various features 
as the Vulcan painted them out. Hhen they were finished, they returned to the main room. 

"I shall bring in the rest of our supplies," Spack said, giving Kirk a long look. The 
Captain had gro,," increasingly quiet as they looked through the house. Spack had credited it 
to fatigue, but now he wasn't so sure. \lIs the house satisfactory?" he asked. 

The comfort and home-like atmosphere of the cottage, and Spack's thoughtfulness and concern, 
touched Kirk and his eyes brimmed with the tears of sadness he hadn't let himself admit until 
now. Art this luxury. ,. all this ... Zove J after so many months of nothing but pain and agonYJ 
each day a struggle to survive ... 

IIItls ... perfect, Spack,1I he managed. "It1s just ... II he hung his head. "Il m sorry, II 

Spack came beside him then, placing his hands on the slumped shoulders. 

lilt will take time. Jim," he whispered, "but here you will have a chance to put it behind 
you, to learn to ... forget. II 

Kirk looked up into the understanding eyes. How easy it would be to ask Spack ... to have 
the Vulcan touch his mind, erase the memories ... forget. It would be an invasion of his friend's 
moral code to ask him to use his race's mental techniques, but Kirk knew Spock would do it for 
him ... if he asked. Yet Kirk rebelled against taking the easy way out. It would be cutting 
a'iaY a part of his life, lOSing a portion of himself. That was not the way. It had happened, 
end he would have to learn to live with it. He smiled thinly, reaching up to brush at his eyes. 

"You're right, Spack. Now let me help you with the unloading." 

Spock dropped hi shands, s i ghi ng. "I t' s not that much. I can manage. Hhy don't you res t?" 
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"I have plenty of time to rest. I'm not all that tired now." Kirk's gaze lingered on his 
friend. The Vulcan shrugged. 

"Well, after we!re unloaded, perhaps you'd like a swim before dinner,lI 

Ki rk nodded. "Sounds good." He hesitated. "Spack ... thank you." 

They unloaded the car, then changed. Kirk found that Spack had packed his clothes and 
apparently purchased some new things -- civilian apparel and leisure clothes in a style that 
Kirk had always liked to wear off-duty. They swam in the cool ocean until they were both tired 
and later, when Spack programmed the food selector for their meal, Kirk found that he was pleas­
antly hungry. After dinner they sat in the living area, just talking until the last of the 
daylight slipped away and the room grew dark. Spock rose from his chair. 

"I was not certain what time the sun would set in this area, so I haven't keyed in the 
automatic light timer. I will do it now." 

"Not just yet, Spack." Kirk rose and walked to the window wall. "This is a beautiful 
view -- the inside light would dull it." 

Spack came up behind Kirk, looking out. The horizon was not visible, the blackness of the 
sea merged with the blackness of the sky. Their gazes traveled upward where strange constella­
tions and thousands of tiny twinkling lights pinpointed the midnight heavens. They stood that 
way for a long while, each lost in their own thoughts. After a while, they turned the lights 
on, filled the idle evening with talk and a half-hearted game of chess. At last Kirk decided 
he was tired enough to try sleeping, at least he would go to bed. He knew Spock would not re­
tire until he did. 

Kirk lay for a long time giving into the luxury of the 'just-right' mattress. He had 
opened the window, preferring the fresh salt-air breeze to the artificial coolness of the 
air conditioning. How sweet become the simple things of life when they are denied. How de­
pendent mere humans are on creature comforts. Spack would not have been so affected by the 
loss of personal conveniences as he had been. Vulcan disciplines would have enabled him to 
have withstood all the inadequacies of the Anthranian prison. Kirk knew that the atrocious 
living conditions they had been forced to endure had contributed to their ever decreasing 
morale. Spock would have coped better. 

Yet his Vulcan friend had understood and with that ever uncanny perception had provided 
for his every need -- the cottage carefully selected with an insight to Kirk's tastes, the 
clothes chosen for his comfort, every act thoughtfully geared toward Kirk's best interest and 
pleasure. He marveled lovingly, sleepily, at his friend's devotion. 

All those long months on Anthrania, one face had remained clear to him, throughout the 
torture, times when reality no longer had any meaning, one person had been with him. Spack. 
At times, Kirk had believed he would never see him again, at other times the determination to 
return to the Vulcan had been all that kept him going. Kirk had kno,m that somewhere, somehow, 
Spock would find him, negotiate his return. He had counted on it, depended on it. He remem­
bered Spock risking a war with the Tholians, defying Starfleet to look for him on Gideon ... 
The certainty of Spock had remained, even though at times he wasn't sure of himself. Spack 
was constant, but Kirk himself was doubting, changing. At times rational thinking had been 
impossible. Tortured beyond the 1 imit of his endurance, Kirk had 'IOndered if he would be 
whole enough to return to Spock. Yet somehow he had come back, and Spack had been there 
receptive, giving, supporting -- as he had always known he would be. 

At last Kirk fell into a restless sleep. Barriers down, the floodgates of memory 
opened once more . 

. .. T -Uted. .. no, he had pcuMd :the po-i.n:t 06 bung tilted. FO"-ced:to !':tay awake 60"- J.,Q 

.tong, /Gi.J,k oe.U h-i.l> m-tnd cW,o.tv-i.ng, !(((;iJonaUty op-iAaM:ng away Uke gltlUM 06 Mnd -i.n an 
hoWtgfcuo. Sand . .. whVte d-Cd :that Mnd on :the tab.te -i.n o"-On:t 0 6 Urn come o"-Om? 
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No. .. not Mnd. Onty dw,t. Vw,t th<Lt danced .en the giMe 06 the Ught above h.cm. Vanced 
he could heM the mw,.ec, me£od.cc ~:tJta.[n;., 06 an unhnown wOlth by BJtah~ ... a haJ[p~.echofld, 

expefl:tJ.y ptayed by h.c" mw,.ecaUy .encuned Fl.Mt 06Mcefl. Beauti6ul, haunting tune, tu£Ung h.cm, 
ooorung • .. 

Heavy eyeUd6 dJtooped; KJAk WM .en;.,tanUy Mapped bach w.c:th a vluow, h.cck to W atlteady 
bfluMed and "woUen teg~. A moan M caped, molte nltOm ltM.egnation than paJn. 

He had been conMned to :tw ltOom, (,OItced to od at ,tW ,tabte and aMWelL qUMUOn;." {,0It 
o.ex dayo. The guaJ,d6, a new one evelty 6ew hoUitO, would not a£tow h.cm to ~teep. When Gh.c wMn't 
thel,e demand.cng an;.,we!tO, he WM made to ~d oUU, 0It to watk .en endtM~ w,de~ wdh W hand6 
on top o{, w head. Food WM bltOught .en, :tMte.tMo, cofoJt.f.eI.>~, PMty pudd.cng wh.cch nevel, M;tM­
Med the ache .en w beVy, w con;.,,tant hungelt a touchpo.ent wJth lteatity. 

"Up." The guaJ,d'" o.Dudent command n.cued K.iJLk w.eth dJtead. He couldn't make d, hnew he 
couldn't 60ltce w 6eeX to obey. 

The gUMd ca66ed w ohouldelt, then poked at w ~p.ene w).th a ~Uch. "Up," he Itepeated, 
W Engfuh vocabulMy exhaw,ted. 

[{".eng the tabte to "uPPOM h.c~et6, K.iJLk managed to ~tand, W teg~ :U'embUng .en pltotMt. 
Vel,y"towfy, he JW.i.6ed w M~, CltOM.eng w pat"" on W head. HM batance WM 066; he could 
6ee£ lu"~e£6 cauting to one ".ede. 

"Vamn you ... I c.an't!" he hWOJt.e., -6lnung bac.k down:to :the. c.ha)){., "Le.ave. me. atone. ... 1/ 

The gUMd Memed to hel.>date and KJAk managed .to enjoy the "ma£t moment 06 V.ec:tOflY w 
ItMM,tance had Won. What WOULV they do ).(, he lte6[Med? Beat h.cm? BeJ.ng uncoMuoM "eemed 
M appeating M "teep aJght noW. 

K.(;,h'" eyel.> ltM.ted vacantiy on .the An.thfl.an.can'" deep btue tun.cc. Too dMh. .. a vefly 
unbecom.eng "hade 06 bille... COfoM, .emagM btUMed and 6aded, wWe Uny p.enpaJc/v., 06 Ugh.t 
do.tted w vM).on. Someone WM pw,h.cng at h.cm, {,OItung h.cm to ",tand, .to watk; MngeM .lqueezed 
pa.i.n6ully .ento w Mmo. 

He a£towed h.c""el{, to be dJw.gged Mound the .tabte be60fle w MeX Mna£ty began wOltUng 
and he 6et:t the hand6 lteleM e .theM. hofd on h.cm. 

One noo.t ... othefl (,oot ... one "tep ... two ".tep"... The Ughto Wefle "UU tw.enWng. 

"S.tM Ugh.t, ".tM baJgh.t, 6l.Mt ".tM I "ee ... " Thitee ".tep" . .• 60Ult Mep'" .. " ... wMh I 
may, w,uh 1 mJ..gh:t... 1/ 

KJAk Cltumpted on .the tM.t WOltd, .the hMd MoOit jaJi.JtJng W kneM, "Cltap.eng W patn~. But 
.the 6toofl. WM mov.eng; he could 6ee£ d undulating beneath h.cm, 6fow.eng, cMity.eng h.cm ffioay ... 

A 60MI Moored bM.ede h.cm, tong th.cn tJ).nge!tO Iteached out .to h.cm. KJAk tooked up, 60Uowed 
the hand wh.ceh dMappeMed .ento the MOt blue nap or, Ve£OUfl, PM.t the doubfe ItOW o{, goU blta.i.d, 
up the aflnl, OVe![ the "U9h:ttif cU),ved ollwuldu, . .. to .the 6ace, to that beauti6ul, wondelt{,ul, 
welcome.d, 6ama.cM counte.nance. Nevefl had W whoi, bung ached w.i.th ouch "weeX, btM6ed ltme{, 
M that wh.cch Mooded thltOugh h.cm. Evelty neltve endi.ng in 1Jb, body fl.Mponded to .tha.t vM.eon, M 
h.i.6 eye!.> :Uwced the cUflved upolwep.t bkOW~, the deep eyel.> 6.cued w.eth conceltn and caJtJng, the 
olhMp "ua.i.gh.t nOM, the genUe eXpItM,,).ve mouth . .• 

IISpock ... how ... II Hi-o oWn VOA.-c.e. hounde.d wtna.:twmt, gltating, and KJ.Ak pauoed, fL0s lrU..l1d 
jacknJ{,).ng .en "udden tefl.ltOIt and "nfl.eaoonabfe dJtead. Set6-foa.th.cng {,.etted h.i.m, blteah.i.ng the 
Cltel.>t 06 euphoaJa wdh a ".ecken.cng j oU. 

No ..• Spock mMt not be he![e, mw,t not "ee h.cm Uke ;tlU1., could no.t be a paitt 06 tW ... 

"Von'.t fook at me ... Von'.t ... Go ffiOay." K.iJLh huddted ffiOay 
CItffiOUng c.JtabUhe atong the. {,tOM to put dM:tance between .them. 
ba£t, bUlty.eng w head between w Mmo, btocUng a£t ".eght. 

6/[Om :the ~h.cmmeJtJng image, 
He hugged h.c~e£6 .ento a 

He 6eft Mmeone .tugg.eng at h.cm, {,Mung h.cm to U6.t w tiace. A vo).ce, c<Ltt[ng W name ..• 

"KUtk -- K-Utk.!" 
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" No, Spodz ... I can't ... " A wdden, ;.,haflp ;.,R.ap on fW, cheek cR.eafled fW, cW,.cnte.9',",ung 
;.,an-Cty. /Ie opened fW, eYeh, htill hcct{, expecting to hee :the Vufcan, p"epafled to "un, to h-Cde, 
to ehcape the pa-en{,u£ encounto" to {,OILeh:tC0U :the. embaJuwl>oment -- and cW,c.ovelLed not Spock, 
but Glu, 6tooped beh.[de fum, demand-Cng fW, C0Uention. 

TheILe wa.; an aMWelL -- ,;omewhMe, K'["k knew, thelLe WM an aMWelL, but fW, dutR.ed bli.a-Cn 
woufdn't hUpp£y U. He Mafled M Gh-C muteR.y, wondeJ<1ng WhM he had done wUh Spock. 

"The FedeILccUon hent you helLe to hpy on w, d-Cdn't they?" 

The WOILd/, gaflb£ed and M"k coufdn't 6,[guM OLet WhM the queotion WM. 19nOl1.e hm ... jwt 
.[gno"e h-Cm and maybe he'U go away ... maybe he'U jwt ... 

Vef..[bV,MeR.y, K,u,k Mew {Ui> C0Uention away, b,y.[ng to Jcecaptwce .the eafluM v.[;.,.[on, fW, 
eyeo pl1.Ob.l.ng the COlLneM o{, the 11.00m {,OII. anothM gumPhe o{, :that {,am.[Uafl {,ace. 

Gh-C 6tood and opoke to the gUafld .l.n An:thl1.anean. "It';., no we. He'h wolLthR.ehh now. Send 
k[m bach to lUi> 11.00m - - .tu fum ;.,R.eep U 0 {, {,. " 

MILh, wlawafle thM Gh-C had moved, Mew fW, kneeo up to fW, cheot and wl1.apped fW, aflm;" 

aflound fW, R.eg;.,. 

"SpOc..b.. . .. n he. whJ./.JpeJte.d. "Spoc.k?" . .. 

I'Captain? Jim ... II 

The throes of the nightmare still with him, Kirk 
voice. He shielded his eyes with his arm and moaned, 
making escape impossible, 

IINo, Spock ... don't be here ... don't. .. II 

tried to move away from the softly coaxing 
Something ,;as restraining his legs, 

"Jim!" The deep, anxious voice held a timbre of reality this time and Kirk opened his eyes, 
blinking in confusion. He was curled in a ball on the floor beside his bed, and he realized 
that it was the blanket twisted tightly around him which had prevented movement. Spock crouched 
at his side, one hand tentatively outstretched, as if wary of contact, Aghast, Kirk realized 
he must have been re-enacting his hallucination and that Spack had witnessed it. Embarrassment 
flooded Kirk as he struggled' to sit up unaided, 

III'm ... sorry, Spock. 1. .. II 

The Vulcan reacted quickly, pulling aside the confining blanket, taking Kirk's elbo,; to 
assist him. Kirk found he could not meet his friend's intense gaze, 

II I I m all ri ght now, Spock," he prates ted, draw; ng away and managi ng to stand. Hi s knees 
felt weak, but he held himself straight with tight control. Spack rose also. 

"You "ere... fri ghtened," Spack murmured, and Ki rk caul d fee 1 the pa i n in the words, as 
though Spack knew "hat had caused that fear. 

"No. It was only a nightmare." Unable to control the weariness, Kirk sank to the bed. 

"Can you sleep now, or would you rather talk for awhile?" Spack offered. Kirk knew the 
Vulcan still desired an explanation, but he had no strength left to give him one. 

III'd rather sleep, if you don't mind," Kirk answered firmly, although he knew his deliberate 
rejection would puzzle and hurt Spock. He regretted his choice, but the humiliation was too 
great to be prolonged. 

liAs you wish." There was a tense formality in Spock's tone. Intentionally, Kirk pressed 
his eyes shut and listened as the soft padding of Spack's footsteps faded away, Sorrowfully, 
he recalled the Vulcan's easy, almost teasing banter earlier that day, now starkly contrasted 
with the confused and sober pain in his friend's voice. Kirk looked up to stare at the ceiling 
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in the dark with dry, unseeing eyes . 

.r must have looked like a fool ... crawling on the flooY') trying to get away from him ... 
I wonder what I actually said" anyway? .. Oh" Spock" I don't want to hurt you, I just want it 
to be like it was ... but it can't be) can it? 

Troubled, yet weary, Kirk slept. This time there were no more dreams. 

- 5 -

The Cardiff Ocean area of Banoc-160 lived up to its reputation as one of the most pleasing 
spots on the planet. The weather was versatile enough 'not to be boring; stretches of warm, 
sunny days, evenings cooled by gentle ocean breezes, were offset by sudden, violent rainstorms 
or an occasional all day rain, welcomed for just relaxing indoors. 

Kirk and Spack enjoyed the variety, finding special interests to keep them busy and 
occupied. During quiet times Spock began working at collecting and cataloguing various forms 
of sea life, and Kirk reveled in the assortment of books and tapes available in the den, but 
most of the days they spent swimming or exploring the nearby cliffs. 

To the outward observer, Kirk appeared confident, relaxed, a man enjoying a long awaited 
vacation. To Spack's more analytical eye, however, little slips, moments of hesitation, tiny 
insecurites were evident in Kirk's behavior, and the vague feeling of uneasiness continued to 
plague the Vulcan. 

For one thing, there was a flaw in Kirk's usually infallible memory. He often forgot 
where he put thi ngs, or forgot somethi ng he had intended to do. He waul dn' t remember to carry 
his towel to the beach, program the computer for lunch, why he had gotten up from the desk 
and walked into the living area, or that Spack had already told him four times that they were 
having Kruffle pie for dinner. The incidents in themselves were insignificant, yet combined, 
the implication was not encouraging. 

Another morsel of worry that claimed Spack was that the naturally agile Captain seemed 
increasingly clumsy, often stumbling when he walked, dropping things, bumping into doorways 
and furniture. The testing back on board the Enterprise had shown no indication of any 
neuro 1 ogi ca 1 di sorder and Spock knew that McCoy waul d have double-checked everythi ng, so the 
problem could not be physical. 

Yet in spite of the daily stimulus the conducive atmosphere and the environment provided, 
Spack knew that Kirk was still having difficulty sleeping at night, and was often aware that 
the Captain paced his bedroom or tossed restlessly from recurrent nightmares. Despite silent 
intentions, Spack found that he could not keep an eye on him all the time. 

Kirk paced the room and checked the chronometer for the fifth time in ten minutes. The 
dial had barely moved, counting off the past four hours with agonizing slowness. It's impos­
sible for anything to move $0 slow and still be working. Maybe I ought to have it looked at. 
Yet Kirk knew the computer was correct. It was his own exhausted metabolism that was out of 
synch. He'd spent another sleepless night, tortured by insistant memories that invaded his 
mind in spite of his efforts to suppress them, and the time dragged from midnight to dawn. 
At least Spack was asleep; Kirk knew his friend had not been resting well at night, either. 
Often he would hear movement in the room next to his and occasionally when Spack looked in on 
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him, Kirk would pretend to be asleep. The Captain knew the cause of Spack's sleeplessness was 
concern over him, but he couldn't stop the Vulcan's worrying. Tonight, however, it had been 
quiet in the other room for the past t"o hours and when Kirk checked, he had been grateful to 
find Spack asleep at last. 

Kirk tried to lie do"n, found that unsatisfactory and after a few moments, he rose and 
crossed to the "indo". A storm "as rising. Sharp flashes of lightning split the blackened 
sky, followed by distant thunder, moving closer with each clap. The wind "as increasing, too, 
and Kirk stood "atching, fascinated. Soon it would begin to rain, a heavy, torrential downpour 
by the approaching signs. 

The room felt stifling hot. Kirk opened the windo"s to the wildness of the weather and caught 
his breath as a gust of wind hit him with full force. The storm was coming nearer, lightning 
stabbing brilliance, thunder ripping the sky with increasing explosions, wind howling, swirling 
sand, heavy clouds riding across the horizon blocking out stars ... A cacophony of sound, light 
and motion ... free ... unchained ... 

... He ctCdn':t hnow how -tong he had been);n :the box. Teme no -tongelL he-td any mea";;ng. I:t 
couR.d have been MVelLal daY4, 60ft he dJU6;ted );n and ou:t 06 COMUOLWnv.o. Somrnmv. when he 
wohe U 'WM Ught, MmeUmv. daJth. Somrnmv. :thelLe WelLe vo);Cv., Mund6, o:thelL timv., aboo.tu:te 
qU);e:t. 

The box WM abou:t :thJtee cub);c 6ee:t, made on a heavy me:ta£. In :the doOft :thelLe wa6 a oma£.e 
ope";;ng .taJtge enou.gh 60lt hlm :to oee :thJtou.gh; :the ltv.:t WM MUd. The box o:tood );n :the m/;dd.ee 
06 :the main yaJtd 06 :the compound . .. 

Vamon wa6 dy);ng, K);lth hnew. A wound );n W gu:t had 6v.:telLed and WM ooung a vUe glteennv.o. 
Ail ";;gh:t he had M.1teamed, moaned and Mna£.ey .tay exhaLW:ted and whlmpeMng. At dawn, :the guaJtd6 
had come 60ft :them 60ft mOft";;ng 60Mation. They dltagged Vamon 6'tOm W bunh, );ncJLectCb.ty, oomehow, 
he had managed :to o:tand. Ou;to);de, K"",h oUpped an aJtm aJtound w wa£o:t, ouppoltting :the man wUh 
W OWn meage1t 4:tJteng:th. 

Ohl iVt1t/;ved :then, oltdelLed :the pwoncJLO :to o:tand at a:t:tention. H-L6 eyv. 6ell on KJ;Jtk, 
ho.tctCng Vamon. 

"Stand apaJt.t, /I Gh-t oJtdeJte.d. 

"He.' -6 -6-tck.. 
no:t dMappo);n:ted. 

He can':t o:tand alone," KJ;Jtk aMwe1ted dully, antiupating Ghl'o angelL. 
The An:thJta";;an'.\ eyeo naJt1towed. 

"1 w;;U judge );6 he. -L6 o);ch. Now, o:tand apaJt:t." 

He WM 

K);Jth Ughtened w gJt);p, hnowCng :that );6 he .te:t go, Varnon wouR.d 6a£.e. Ghl made a moUon 
will w head. Two 06 :the guaJtd6 moved :towaJtd KJ;Jth and Vamon. Rough.ey, :they lteached :to pull 
Vamon 6ltOm W altm6. KJ;Jth healtd a pain6;;Ued gltoan v.cape :the o:thelL man'o Upo, :then Vamon WM 
on :the gltOund, :the guaJtd6 :toung hlm wUh :thw boo:t6, oltdeMng hlm :to o:tand. The ltv.:t WM a 
b.tM );n K"",h' 0 m/;nd. He ltemembelLed a:t:tachlng :the gUaltd6 wUh a ow);6;t movemen:t, owing);ng achlng 
altmO, hlcking, pwnmeil.(ng in a dv.pVta:te, 6u:tile plto:tv.:t. He WM ctCm£w awaJte 06 w o:thelL men 
joi";;ng in, MghUng bach. WUhln momen:t6, Ghl had opUMed :the ltv.:t 06 :the guaJtd6 in:to arnon. 
KJ;Jtk healtd :the whlne 06 weapOM bung 6""'-ed, :then 6m :the );mpac..t 06 o:tun 60ltce Jt);pp/.ng away W 
MMV.. 

When he became awalte again, he WM o:tJt.(pped nahed, Ued :to a poo:t in :the couJt:tyaltd, and 
Ohl WM 4 peaking. 

" .•. and now you w;;U need an examp.te 60lt YOM dMobectCence ... " KJ;Jth hnew he addJtv.oed :the 
ltv.:t 06 :the pwoncJLO who WelLe aMemb.ted behlnd hlm undelL heavy guaJtd. KJ;Jth' 0 eyv. caught Ghl 
60ft an iM:tan:t. 

"Go :to hell," he wwpelLed. Ghl omiled, :then nodded MbVt.ty :to w guaJtd6. 

The pain 6ltom :the beating WM W1lte-tenting. The whlpo 6m Uke WOM M :thew cuR. in:to w 
a£Jteadw abLWed il-tv.h, :teaJt.(ng again and again. H-L6 hnev. gave way and he hung bW w ww:t6. 
When Ghl gave .the oignal .to o:top, he wa6 an.ty ctCm.ty awalte :that :the -tMhlng had ceMed. Two 
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AnJ:h!tarUaM eut fUm down and dltagged fUm :to :the. box. He 066eJted no ite6i6:tanee M :they 6queezed 
fUm -i.nJ:o :the MaLt endooUite and 6tammed :the heavy doOit w-i.:th a 6huddwng :thud. Act i'.M:t, he 
meJtu6uUy pM6ed out. 

When he woke 60mwme .ta:teJt, U WM dMk. He WM 6Uti.ng wl:th hi6 .taeeita:ted baek aga-i.M:t 
:the eotd me:taL, kneu dltawn up :to hi6 ehu:t, head pUehed 60ftJ,iJaltd. Even In :tha:t e!touehed 1'061-
:tion hi6 head iteaehed :the :top 06 :the box. Any:tfUng moite :than :the 6.tigh:tu:t movemen:t WM -i.mp06-
6-i.b.te; he eoutd no:t :tUitn O!t 6fUM hi6 body, and hi6 mind 6eU 60ggy, duUed by pa-i.n, coheJtenJ: 
:though:t beyond hi6 eapab-i..tl:ty. OCcM-i.onaUy he woutd .tap6e lnJ:o ob.tivlon aga-i.n, :to be ftow.,ed by 
Mmeone 6hovlng a bowt6ut 06 lnedib.te mw.,h :th!tough :the MaU opening -i.n :the doOit. He had no 
6:t!teng:th :to :take U, 60 moU 06 :the :time U 6pm.ed ove" fUm. 

When :the AnJ:Manian Mill WM a:t;;a zenl:th, :the box became a 6Uitnace, :the me:ta.t bUitning hi6 
"kin. Act nigh:t :the :tempe.Jta:tUite dJwpped and :the cotd ,;:teu aga-i.M:t tum ,;enJ: uncon:t!toUab.te 
"fUve}[,; :th!tough hi6 body. GlUtduaUy :the 60g In hi6 »,,-nd began :to dealt, making hi6 pa-i.n mOite 
acute M tuudUy fte:tUitned. 

Now, U WM daltk o u;UJ.de. , co.td, and oeeM-i.onaUy :the night ,;eemed to .tight up wl:th a wfUte 
bJtlt.tlance 60Uowed by ftoaJting exp.t0610M. 

Har! he :though:t. The Federation has attacked the pl anet! He 6:t!tuggted :to peeJt :thJtough the 
opening. He eoutd "ee no 6ign 06 .ti6e in hi6 wnUed v-i.ew 06 :the yaltd. He 6eLt an unaeew.,:tomed 
ftJAe of, panie. The prison has been deserted and I've been left behind. The Federation is blowing 
up this place, and I'll die, undiscovered in this insignificant tomb. He p"u"ed hi6 toJt:tUited 
body aga-i.M:t :the 6idu of, the box M i6 he :though:t he eOlLtd Mmehow ge:t out, but he eoutdn' t even 
move. 

The 6i'.Mhu 06 .tight eon:tinued wUh ineJteMing inJ:eMUy, aeeompanied by :the 61miLUaneoM 
ftoalt 06 :thundvung noi6e. SuddenJ'.y:the me:tal box WM peUed by a vio.tenJ: :tapping :that Jtang in 
hi6 eaM and ja!t!ted hi6 whote be.ing. S:t!ta-i.ning aga-i.n to t.ook :th!tough :the opening, he ""to a 
gWtening we:tnU" 60!tmlng on the dlJt:t paeked "Uit6aee 06 the yaltd. 

Not war, hi6 JteMon :to.td fUm. A storm. He Mnk baek aga-i.M:t :the "idu 06 the box, bo:th 
fteUeved and :teJUu6/ed. He. out daM:t!tophobie, naMea:ted oMm not bung abt.e to move. The 
vlofenJ: downpoUit eon:tinued :to MMil :the ,;maU box, :the :thundeJt deaoening kim, :the .tigh:tning 
jolling hi6 !.>eMU unW e.vefty neJtve 6e!teamed ESCAPE ... 

Kirk felt the perimeters of his room oppressive. Even the open window had not relieved the 
sensation that the walls seemed to be closing in on him. He was overwhelmed by the need for 
space, to be outside, to walk, to stretch, to move unrestrained. He knew he would not be able 
to bear hearing the pelting of the imminent rain against the house. With a hurried check to ver­
ify that Spock was still sleeping, Kirk slipped quietly out the door and, with no particular 
destination in mind, he headed down the path. 

Hhen the rain finally began, it woke Spock with a start. He lay for a moment, listening 
to the din outside. All was quiet in Kirk's room and Spock knew that the Captain usually slept 
with the window open. It seemed unlikely that the storm would not have awakened Jim in time to 
close it, but Spack decided he'd better check anyway. Reaching Kirk's doorway, he saw that his 
hunch had been correct. The window was wide open and rain was pouring in, making a puddle on 
the floor. As he entered, Spock became aware of something else. The room was empty. He crossed 
to close the window, then went back out into the hall. 

"Jim?" he called, apprehension beginning to grow. The rest of the house was dark, but 
sometimes Kirk, unable to sleep, would sit for awhile in the living or dining area. A quick 
search of the tiny cottage increased Spack's worry. Kirk was not in the house. Anxious and 
puzzl ed, Spack tri ed to imagi ne where Ki rk coul d have gone in the mi ddl e of the ni ght, in the 
middle of a violent thunderstorm. 
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That Kirk had left without telling him seemed an irrational act, in light of his recent 
behavior, and indicated something was wrong. He had to go look for him. Without hesitating 
any longer, Spack went to the closet. He was dismayed to find Jim's raingear next to his own. 
Wherever the Captain was, he was not dressed to be out in this weather. 

Pulling on his own outerwear, he took the other cloak from the hook and headed out into 
the storm, berating himself for having slept so soundly as to not have heard Kirk leave. 

Outside, he was assailed by the downpour and he hunched against the violence of the wind. 
He had no idea of where to start looking, but something drew him in the direction of the beach. 
Frantic at the thought of Kirk wandering around somewhere, he tried calling the Captain's name 
as he walked, but his voice was lost in the noise of the storm. 

Nearing the beach, Spack could see the rolling, churning waves of the ocean as though the 
sea was giving back its own. angry answer to the turbulent heavens. The sandy part was packed 
hard and slick by the rain. Farther down, rocks and boulders jutted menacingly where the water 
met the cliffs in an unyielding, timeless battle of superiority. There, walking was treacherous 
even in sunlight and Spack recoiled from the image of what could happen to anyone attempting 
to maneuver in the rain and dark. He called out Kirk's name again, still unsure of why he felt 
this was where Kirk had gone. There was no response. 

Another flash of lightning illumined the black 
perched on one of the rocks only a few yards away. 
hurried toward him. 

"Jim!!! His voice cut through the rain. 

sky and Spack saw the fi gure of a man 
Unmindful of his own footing, the Vulcan 

Kirk looked up at Spack's approach. The Captain was barefoot; his light trousers and 
shirt were plastered to his skin. Water streamed off his hair and down his face. 

"What are you doing here?" Spack shouted over the storm. 

Kirk looked bewildered. then seemed to become aware of his surroundings for the first time. 
!Jr. .. I needed to take a walk,1I he faltered. III guess r didn't realize it started to rain.1I 

Spack reached out to draw Kirk's raingear around him. nYou're soaked,1I he admonished 
gently. "Let's get back to the house." 

Kirk nodded and Spack pulled him to his feet. The Vulcan held on to his arm as they 
started back down the beach. 

Inside the house, Kirk stood docilely while Spack pulled off his wet clothes and:.brought 
a 1 arge towel. As the Vul can began drying him. Ki rk reached out. 

"I can do it," he said. Spack relinquished the towel and went into the bedroom to get 
a warm robe. When he returned, Kirk was shivering violently, attempting to dry his hair. 
Spack helped him into the robe and led him into the kitchen. 

"You're cold. I'll fix you something hot to drink." 

Kirk sat down at the table, still trembling, and laid his head on his arms. In a few 
minutes, Spack brought a steaming mug and placed it in front of him. 

"Drink this. It will make you feel better." He sat down next to Kirk, turning to watch 
him. Kirk sipped the potent liquid and as its warmth flowed into him, his shaking diminished. 

!lDamn, I was cold," he said finally, 

Now that Kirk seemed more normal, Spack allowed himself to relax a little, but he was still 
confused by Kirk's behavior. "I~hy did you go out in the storm?" he asked. Kirk looked up at 
the worried dark eyes and chasti zed himself for causing the Vulcan such anxiety. 

"It wasn't raining when I left," he tried to explain. "1. .. needed to get out of the 
house.!. .. " Flashes of 1 ightning. thunder drummed in his head. He pushed them down. 
"There was a storm... 1 ike thi s ... one time on Anthrani a..." It came fl oodi ng back; he 
began to tremble, cold again. "Oh God, Spack ... I didn't even realize it was raining. What's 
\t/rong with me?" 
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Pain flashed through the Vulcan. He reached over and dre\~ the tormented human into his 
arms, shielding him against the suffering with his own body. ifhat, indeed, was wrong with 
Jcones Kirk? 

- 6 -

Duri ng the next several days, Ki rk sensed a new soli citude and concern in Spock' s atti tude 
and it annoyed Kirk that his solitary trek on the storm-tossed beach should have such reper­
cussions. Hi s unemoti ona 1 Vul can was suddenly goi ng to great 1 engths to provi de him with company 
and activities in which Kirk wanted no part. Gone was the pattern they had established at the 
cottage; Spock no longer pursued his scientific marine cataloguing, nor did he permit Kirk the 
freedom to indulge in solitary activites. Unreasonably, Kirk began to feel smothered. 

One morning, right after breakfast, Spock leaned back and crossed his arms over his chest. 
"Woul d you 1 ike to go for a.ride today? I thought we might take the car and -- " 

Kirk leaned forward. "What happened to your work? The marine life experiments -- you 
haven't touched them for days." 

"Hardly an earthshaking or revolutionary line of study, Jim. I began merely as a means of 
relaxation, a personal amusement," Spock protested. 

lilt no longer amuses yoU?" 

"I prefer that we spend more time together," Spock replied quickly. "That is, after all, 
the purpose of this leave." 

"I sit?" Ki rk' s voi ce took on an edge despi te hi s efforts to keep it neutral. "I was 
beginning to thi nk you came along as a... " The accusati on di ed on Ki rk' s 1 ips. Spock looked 
genuinely puzzled and slightly hurt. His large, brown eyes were fixed curiously on Kirk. 

"Jim -- if live offended you ... It 

"There's no basis for offense, Spock," Kirk informed him, resenting Spock's poor attempt 
at evaluating the situation. "As a Vulcan, you should realize that. I am merely trying to 
point out that I require a certain amount of independence, just as I'm sure you do." 

"I ... see," Spock sai d slowly. "What is it you wi shed to do today -- alone?" 

"Perhaps I'll sit and ponder the mysteries of the universe," Kirk answered sarcastically. 
"Does it matter? Thi s is supposed to be my 1 eave." 

Abruptly, Spock stood, clearing the table with swift, short movements. Excuse me, then. 
If you want me, I'll be in the den." He left the room. 

Kirk was certain he had hurt Spock with his rejection of the Vulcan's kindness, and the 
knowledge brought a flush of shame to his face. He continued to sit at the table, torn between 
whether to apologize or just forget the incident. 

It seemed to him that he was always inadvertently inflicting pain and for so long he had 
been unable to offer the necessary comfort. Somewhere he had lost his ability for compassion, 
placing his own welfare above that of others. The Anthranians had stripped him of all tender­
ness, gentleness, forced him to· survive as a creature without human emotions. 

Shaking, Kirk sat at the table and rested his forehead against the smooth, cool surface. 
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The agony of memory assaulted him . 

... A ltecenfty inM:.fa:ted ltoutine had been u:tabwhed, tha:t 06 l>pJU..:t:t[ng the p!W,oneM 
beto :two Wolt" gltOUpo dUlting the daylight hoUM. Each mOltMng they welte aU heltded out to 
the eouJttYMd and 6ive 06 the men went to the eaot, beyond the ga:te :to the ltoe"y l>tope whelte 
they welte 60lteed :to ueM away oe1tub bltwh and m"e pilu 06 the tOMe Iwe" and !'hate. The 
othelt 60Ult men welte maJtehed to the wut, to the 6ta:t, MJd dueJt:t and Oltdelted to dig, tunneling 
60lt wa:telt ooUlteU :thltough :the hMd pac"ed !,and and otone. Kilt", wah :the ta:ttelt gltOUp, a:t 
6fu:t 4aw tUo ao a pOMibte ueape oppoJt:tuMty, but a6telt the 6fu:t wee" he wao ltefuc:tanfty 
60lteed to admi:t :tha:t thelte wao no ehance 60lt 4ueh a ptan :to oueceed. They welte too heavily 
gUMded, too expooed in the open Mea, too bltu:taUy and thOltoughty exhawted by the 60lteed 
labOlt. Vwung :the appltouma:te 60uJtteen hoUM 06 daylight, they welte given :two Mtlteen minute 
Itut peJtJod4 whhh welte wed to haoWy eOMwne dlty Jta:tJOM and a !,maU cup 06 wa:telt. 

The 4tJtain began tefling on the men. AtJteady oie", injUlted and wea" 6ltom neMty 4even 
month!, 06 eaptivay, none 06 them welte in the condition necuoMy :fu endUlte pltOtonged phYl>ica:t 
exeJtUoM. When the An:i:hJtaMaM had begun the Wolt" pltogMm thelte had been a ltenewed inteltlUt, 
a common hope 60lt ueape, but tha:t had quJeUy de:teJuolta:ted into apathy, and 6ltom thelte in:ta 
a teMe ltuentment, a 6Mthelt men:ta:t Jtebeflion agaiMt theJJr. eaptoM. Kilt" tltJed :fu maintain 
a eeJt:taJn peMpectJve, dupite Uo own 6tagging op~:i:4, tltJed to "eel" the men buoyed and even, 
but it Memed a:t timu li"e a hopefuo e1twade. Vupae Uo e660w, Mgwnen:t4 and Mgh:i:4 
began to bltea" out among the gltoup ovelt the 4maUut and m04:t tltJviat de:taJU. Langenbeltg 
aecwed P"uoman 06 l>wapping paUen beeawe Uo own Waf> o0tltelt; GaAua a:ttac"ed LandeM 
ovelt a Mipe:t 06 doth which GMUa Waf> oaving to tie on Uo 6ee:t the next day; Wyman totd 
Monltoe tha:t he '.:tank' -- af> i6 any 06 them could eaot the 6fut Mane on tha:t Moue. 

Kiltk wuaUy managed to M:U:te rung4, pau6Y olt bully the indivUua:t4 invotved, but the 
toW oauation Waf> beeoming unmanageabte. Re:tUltMng to the eeft eaeh Mght, Uo mwuco 
ailing, Uo oOlte teg thltobbing, Uo Momaeh oe1teaming 60lt 600d, tilted beyond the limit 06 
endUltanee, Kilt" eould hMdty 6aee the pltobtemo 06 a gltOUP who had "eached theJJr. blteahing point. 
They eould undeMtand wha:t Waf> happeMng :fu them, but they welte hefptcol> to otop a. 

Even MaJt:ty AndeMon, on whom Kilt" had eome to ltefy oOlt ouppoJt:t, Waf> no hefp. AndeMon 
too" the tongcot to pull out 06 the apa:thetie l>:tage, eoming back each Mght to eoUapM into 
the coeape 06 4tupOlt. When, MnaUy, Uo awaAencoo ltlUUlt6aeed, thelte Waf> a bitteJL, atmoM 
oanatica:t gteam in Uo eyco, a eoiled teMencoo whieh 6uJtthelt woMJed Kilt". AndeMon did 
not bothelt wah the otheM, and bltwhed af>ide Kilt'" 0 a:ttemp:i:4 to cVUWJ him out, 00 he Waf> oUU 
anothelt pltobtem wUh whieh Kilt" had to contend. 

VUlting the thiltd wee" 06 the woJtk pltOgltam, the 6we which had been W expfoded. Kilt. '0 
gltOUp had been lte:tUltned to the ceft 6fut and the Caprun Waf> :taUng advantage 06 the oew 
momen:t4 06 ltefative peaee to ltefax on Uo paUe:t and pltactJee the new teehMque he Waf> bLying 
to pelt6ee:t. It Waf> anothelt tUMn 6ltom the VulcaM, although many MeCO induding Uo OWn had 
oueh exeltwco. By 4fowing the bltea:thing, one tltJed to advanee to a high ptane 06 medUation, 
whieh 6lteed one 6ltOm the eaJt:thty body and aUowed a toW ltefaxation. It Waf> neMty impoMibte 
to aeeompwh, though, when pain Waf> eveltywhelte and dozeM 06 Mndom thougw blto"e in to 
dMtUltb a peaee6ul coneentJta:tJon. 

Vimf.y he heMd the othelt gltOUp lte:tUltMng, heMd theJJt 600:i:4tepo coming down the hall, 
one guMd ohltilUng, "Empltey, empltey," whieh meant, 'hUMy, hUMy.' s.ighing, Kilt" oat up 
and ltUbbed a dJJt:ty hand ovelt an even dilttielt 6aee and pltepMed to deaf. wah anotheJt eveMng. 
It would be 60Ult hoUM until the ligh:i:4 went out. He gltoaned. 

The eeft doOlt oUd open and a oudden wMMng beft Munde.d in Kiltk' 0 mind, an intuJUve 
6faf>h that oomething Waf> wltong. The 60Ult men -- four? -- who l>hu6Med in wOlte paf>ty, hOMOlt­
otltJe"en expltUl>iOM 00 6eaJt benea:th theJJr. exhawted appeaJtanee. M ooon af> the gUMd4 depaJt:ted, 
they ltwhed towMd him. Vie:tOlt GaJtua opoke 6fut. 

"Captain, :they've got Ma.4ty!" 

"He. otJtuek a gUMd wah Uo ohoveR.," Wyman expf.ained. "He jwt went ... e1tazy, Caprun. 
It took thltee 06 them to cVtag him 066." 

The cofd knot 06 anguJoh cut into Kiltk'4 chcot and he too" a deep blteath, 6illing fung~ 
that had wddenty emptied. "When?" 
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"About ;fwo howli> ago," GaJtUa aMweJted, hM vo-i.ee VtembUng, "And we juo:t stood :theJte, 
Cap:tun. We d-Cdn':t ... " he tooked uneMillj a:t :the o:theM, " ... none 06 uo rued :to hetp h"-m 
o/t to ... n 

"TheJte WM no:th"-ng Ijou eoutd have done," K-Utk fLeAponded automatieaUlj. Ag-<-:ta:ted, he 
eJLoMed :to :the dOOfL 06 :the edt, hM te6:t teg dJtagg-<-ng atmM:t uoeteAhty. 

K-Utk called 60lL :the guaJtd, uo-i.ng :the An:thMn"-an wOlLd 60lL hetp. The aUen twnbeJted 
6oJ{WaJtd and Khlk managed :to eommun"-ea:te :tha:t he needed :to :tatk w-i.:th Gh"-. The guaJtd gave 
an An:thMn"-an -i.milation 06 a MeeJt and 6hook hM head. 

"Gh"- 6aUa." The huge guaJtd ptodded baek down :the haU M K"-Jtk !Lan :the wOlLd :thJtough 
hM m-<-nd 60lL a VtaMf.ation. 

"MeaM ... buolj, I :th"-nk, " LangenbeJtg 6ud qu-i.eUy, pun6ut1'.lj, M :they aU lLeaUzed juo:t 
how Gh"- may be 'buolj.' 

Damn, K"-Jtk :though:t bd:teJtty. If I could only get to Ghi, maybe I could convince him to 
go easy on the punishment, explain the event away somehow ... 

He :twmed baek :to :the heven expee:tan:t 6aeeA, f.ook-Cng :to h"-m 60lL an aMWelL, a hDf.u:t[on 
OlL a "",-"ade. 

"Thelj' U k-<-U h"-m," GaJtUa hud hD6UIj, h:taJt-Cng a:t :the 6f.oOlL. 

LandeM, h:tand-Cng beAMe GaJtcia, lLeaehed oVelL and put hM hand on GaJtcia' h hhouf.deJt. 
"Maybe no:t, V-i.e. They' Jte unplLed-Ce:tabf.e." 

"And maljbe -i.:t woutd be be:t:teJt -i.6 :theiJ d-Cd," Wljman added hadly. 

The men odt 6ilen:t, 6-i.ek w-i.:th 6eaJt and WOMiJ. K"-Jtk eoutd no:t hetp but notiee how :thelj 
huddled, how :they noW jo-i.ned 60lLeeA aguM:t :thwl eommon enemlj, -i.n:teJtnat hquabbf.M 601tgo:t:ten. 

I should have recognized the danger signs. Marty was primed for a fight. If I had taken 
more time to talk with him, get it out in the open ... 

"Vave, how mueh damage d-Cd MaJt:t1j bl6Ue:t benolLe :they :took h"-m?" K"-Jtk Mked atoud. 

Wljman hhlLugged. "MaJt:ty a:t:taeked :the Buti'. -- " he lLe6eMed :to a huge, baMet -hhaped 
guaJtd biJ :the name :thelj had g-i.ven h"-m. "The 6fu:t b,eow d-Cdn':t even make h"-m 6Uneh. The 
Meond made h"-m h:taggelL, and blj :then :theiJ weJte aU oveJt MaJt:ty w/.:th :theJA dubh." 

"Wha:t made h"-m do a?" BilJ: PlLMhman wondeJted, hhak-Cng hM head. 

"The Buti'. pJtovoked a," CaltJ: MOMoe de6ended. "He k-Ceked MaJt:ty -i.n :the baek 60}l mov-i.ng 
:too -6f.ow." 

"AU Jt-i.gh:t," K"-Jtk -i.n:teJtceded. "HaJtvelj ~ Jt-i.gh:t -- :the AnUM are unpJted-Ce:tabJ:e. TheJte'h 
no:th-<-ng we ean do. I'U ... I'U keep VtiJ-i.ng :to get -i.n eon:tae:t wah Gh"- -- he'h OUlL only hope 
06 JteMorUl1g wLth them and -- " 

M he 6poke, K"-Jtk heaJtd a hquad 06 guaJtd6 appJtoaeh-<-ng. In a bJt-i.e6 -i.M:tan:t 06 deja vu, 
he haW :the mutila:ted bodiJ 06 AlLne Lomax hang-i.ng 6lLom :the eciUng, 6eil hM h:tomaeh ;fw~:t M 
hM m-i.nd oupwmpMed AndeMon'6 6aee. Lomax had aUo 60ugh:t w/.:th a guaJtd. God, no, not 
again! 

The guaJtd6 VtUned :theJA weapoM on :the edt and :the dOOlL WM hUd open. "Come," one 
eommanded -i.n S:tandculd. 

Thelj gf.aneed a:t eaeh o:theJt uneM;,eiJ and K"-Jtk f.ed :the walj M :thelj 6iled down :the haU. 
TneongJtuOlli>f.iJ, K"-Jtk Jte{,f.ee:ted :tha:t :theiJ had been g-i.ven no d-Cnn.eJt, :then {,eil Mhamed a:t :the 
het6~h :though:t. 

'You're nothing but a pack of animals,' Gh"- had :told h"-m MVeJtat daljh beoOJle. 'You'd 
fiqht each other over a dry piece of bone.' 
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No ... no, we're not. We're a civilized group of men who have been forced to live as 
animals, KJhk anoweAed in ~ mind. We're becoming savages because we're being treated as 
savages. 

They welte :taken ou:t6ide irWi :the compound. The 6igh:t WM bhaltlte and 60mewhat 6eaMome 
at .ugh:t. GuaJtdo w.Uh :tolLcheo 6Mmed a faltge wcfe and :the 6tameo eao:t e~e 6hadow6 OVeA 
eVeAy:thing. The aiIL WM heavy and cft)ft, a 6:ti.a cotd :that PelLmeated :to :the bone. A6 :they 
applLOached, :the wcfe blLOke 6M :them :to pM6, and:thUIL eocolL:t 6hoved :them 601tWMd. Tn:the 
centeA Mood Ghi, :th e BuU, and :thlLee o:theA high-MnQing 06Mda.t6. At 6iM:t, KJhk cUd no:t 
Me AndeMon, :then ~ e.yeo adj/M:ted :to :the h:tJtong ligh:t and he 6pied IUm 066 :to one hide, 
a hudd.eed, naked heap on :the glLound. Ghi 6poke. 

"Some 06 you. wUneo6ed a :teJUUbte :thing :today. T~ one likeo :to hit, :to 6Jgh:t." A6 i6 
on command, aUltough none WM given, one 06 :the guaJtdo yanked AndeMon :to ~ 6ed, hotcUng 
h.i..m up w.Uh an Mm MO und ~ :thILo at. 

"Th this what you. cali a .•. hero?" Ghi 6c066ed, 6:tJtoWng wUh a con:tJtoUed eaouaJ:neo6 
:towMd :the hetpteo6 CommandeA. 

KJhk checked an J..mpu.eoe :to ILUhh 60ltWMd and rued :to CMm ~ Miteady 6Myed neAveo. 
Ghi WM becoming :too hmalL:t, teM.ung how :to do p6yckotogica£ damage :to w FedeAa:tJ..on pWoneM. 
He m/M:t have known :thM inddent wou.td u.ni.6y :them, and 60 he a:t:temp:ted :to degMde and de6ile 
AndeMon in 6lton:t 06 :them. Damn him! 

"How bMve Me you now, CommandeA? Va you. 6:ti.a want :to 6Jgh:t?" Ghi Mked, 6milJ..ng at 
AndeMon. 

KJhk wondeAed what :they had done :to MM:ty. H.i..6 6ace WM 6woUen and :thelLe WM evidence 06 
a heveAe bea:tJ..ng, and 60mdhing molte M well. KJhk 6/Mpected 61L0m ~ appeMance :that he had 
been dJtugged. 

Ghi :twtned back :to :the pwoneM, ~ voice hrudent. "You. anJ..ma.t6 Me all guil:ty. You. 
aU want:to 6ight. You. ill want :to hit -- you. 'men 06 peace.' So -- " he noW WMe a took 06 
6a:tJ..66actJ..on. Ghi WM c~n£y pteMed w.i..:th himoet6 about home.thing, KJhk dedded, a cotd 
ditead 6e.t:tUng oveA h.i..m. "So -- we will teA: you. hit, teA: you. hu.lL:t," Ghi 6J..n.i..6hed in ruumph. 
He :tuMed back :to AndeMon. "Pick 60meone, CommandeA -- one 06 :theoe 'peace6u.t' a.uma.t6. We'lLe 
going :to give you. an oppolL:tunJ..:ty :to 6J..gh:t, 6ince you enjoy :the hpolL:t." 

AndeMon' 6 eyeo Itemained btank. KJhk knew :that he coutdn':t have undeM:tood Ghi' 6 plLOp06M. 
A :thin ruckte 06 btood teaked 61LOm one COMeA 0 6 ~ mouth and he rued :to hunch ~ Mmo 
Mound ~ body 601t walLm:th. 

"Ghi -- " KJhk 6poke up 6udden£y, unawMe:that he WM going :to hpeak un:tJ..t he cUd M. "The 
CommandeA WM pltovoked :t~ a6:teAnoon. He WM -- " 

"Quid!" Ghi ltoMed, aU pteMan:tJty gone 6Mm ~ manneA. "T gave no one p~6ion :to 6peak." 

Somehow KJhk'6 voice had ditawn MM:ty'6 a:t:ten:tJ..on. RO/Ming, he 6eemed:to be awMe 06 :the 
o:theA pwoneM 6M :the 6iM:t time. 

"Iun ... ?/I 

Ghi'6 head bobbed up and down. "So J..:t hhaU be. :then. The CommandeA hM ch06en ~ 
opponent. An excellent choice." 

KJhk rued :to puU away M :the guaJtdo 6uzed ~ Mm6. He WM ou.:tJtaged and bewildeAed and 
CwUO/Mty 6Mpwed at ~ own lLeactJ..on. U6e in :the camp had made him lLeoigned :to anything. he 
had :though:t. 

The guaJtdo hhoved him :towMd AndeMon. Up cfo6e, he coutd 6ee :the deopeAa:te, 6.tunned took 
on :the man' 6 6ace, :the con6/Mion and cw.,oJtJ..en:ta:tJ..on. He had Men 6uch a took on£y once be60M 
in ~ li6e. 

' ... T'Pau, r plead with thee. r ... beg ... ' Sudden£y:that tong-ago day w.i..:th aU i:to holLltolL 
came 6toa:tJ..ng back .to h.i..m. A6 pain6u.t M :the memolLlj WM. :the v.i..6iono J..:t conjMed weAe .tame 
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eompMed to eU!tJtent lteaLUy. Bone.o had been on hand then, "aving the day wUh a Uille human 
tJt.iekell.Y. Spoek had Jt.eeoveJt.ed 6ltom h-W madne.oo, and rungo had ltuWlned to nOJt.ma.t. 

NoiVna.t. What a wOJt.d that WM. Nothing hell.e WM nOiVnaL. Norung would be noiVna.t tomolUtow 
0Jt. the next day Olt the next. The eJt.azed, toJt.tWled man that he WM about to Mght WM not Spoek, 
it WM MaJt.ty AndeMon, and Bone.o and Spoek weIl.e ... 6M away. Vimty, wk WM awMe that Ghi 
WM opeahing qub.xty to them. 

"The gUMM will oee to U that you Mght, Capmn -- both 06 you. We will not dt.6appoint 
/jOWL men." 

KiJt.k and the tJt.embUng AndeMon weIl.e .ted to the eentell. 06 the we.te and the gUMM moved 
baek. Angwy, wk tUltned to 6aee Ghi. 

"We won't p.tay yoWl game.o! We' /te not --" H.u 6peeeh WM tell.mlnated by a ohMp jab to h-W 
neek. He eJt.wlIp.ted and tMted the dMt, h-W eaM Jt.inging. The. Bull "tepped up to AndeMon 
menaeingty. Ghi '0 volee eehoed In wk' 0 head. 

"Fight him, Commandell. -- Olt Ve.too ohaU take ifoU lnolde again." 

wk pulled himM . .t6 to h-W 6eu. He eould oee that Andv140n had lteaehed h-W UmU. One 
molte 6e.o6.i.on wUh the Bull and he'd go ovell. the edge 06 MnUy. ShaWif, K.i.Jtk hWt.ted him6e.til 
at MaJt.tif, 6.u-/:o pound.i.ng wUhout ltea.t 60ltee. Better this way, he Jt.eaUzed gJt.im.tif. Better 
for Marty ... 

WUh an unlnte.t.ugibte g/tOIV.t, AndeMon lte.oponded :to the attoek, eoming at KiJt.k with 
e.i1JUl..tJ.e 6ltenzif. At ilfut KiJt.k managed to b.toek the btoWJ.o and /tou. awaif :to M6uy, but AndeMon 
peM.uted, h-W lta"plng bJt.eath and g.tazed eife.o Uke that 06 a madman. 

A 6.ut 6.taJnmed above wk'" eifebltOw, Mnd.i.ng a "pWtt 0 6 b.tood to e.toud h-W v.ulon. AU. 
at onee, wk 60und hinv..e.til lte.opond.i.ng, oWlUng baek with a Je.opell.ate 6Mif. CompaM/on 6.ted. 
He WM o/ek oil bung beaten, e.tubbed, hWtt. He had Uved wUh pain 60Jt. too .tong. Th-W WM h-W 
ehanee to ltetaf.[ate, to anowelt the vlofenee with vlofenee. 

The two men ltOU.ed on the gltound, gltappUng nOJt. 6upltemaeif without thought 06 pMpMe 0Jt. 
wiU. AndeMon oeemed :to have the 6tJt.ength 06 ten but no eOOlLd.i.naUon. wk, aUhough weak, 
60ught wUh eoid pltewlon and deadty angell.. Nothing exMted outolde the 60eM 06 the Jt.ing. 
U WM 600n appMent that AndeMon WM 6aUe!Ung, 6aiUng to /tUMn the b.towo. K.i.Jtk ouzed 
h-W advan.ta.ge, pJLe.o61ng tloltWMd, deUvlling b.towo PMt the point 06 MeUlting vleto/tif. He WM 
attoehing, beaUng, and tahing a deadty, Mnoe.teM oat.u6awon tlltOm the aet 06 agg/te.o,slon. 

At .tMt AndeMon managed to hWt.t him6e.t6 away illtom wk, ltoWng :to a point 06 M6e.tif. 
He eJt.ouehed, e.tutehing at h-W beUif, o/ek and opent and 6Jt.ightened M the dltug he had been 
g.i.ven wOJt.e 066. 

K.i.Jtk 6ltoze, h-W OWn hyoteJt.ia evapOlLa.t~ng, ohoeked at h-W own behavlo/t, bdltaifed by h-W 
own lte.oponoe.o, lteaUzing the pell.n0iVnanee he had otaged 60/t the. Anth/ta:rUano and 60/t h-W own 
eJt.w. He tJt.ied to "tand, 60und h-W .teg wouldn't 6UppOJt.t him and he eoU.apoed baek In the 
d.i.Jt.t, heaJt.ing the wh~peM 06 h-W opponent and nothing mOlLe. 

S.towty he moved towMd AndeMon, dltagging h-W batiell.ed body aeJt.OM the waee whhh 
oepMated them. Chohing, 60bblng, AndeMon tMned towMd hUn, otill dt.6oJt.iented and un­
eontJt.oU.ed. 

"J-£m ... my god, 1 WMn't ... II 

"U' 0 oveJt. now," /GW1 lte.oponded, wanting to lteach 60lL him but unab.te to 
own ltevu.t6lon. He hoped he WM 6peahing the tJt.uth; he oto.te a .took at Ghi. 
appeMed totaUy ImpMo/ve, watching the heene wUh eUnieat dUaehment. 

eonqueJt. h-W 
The Anthltanian 

Abltup:tey the gUMM heJt.ded the othell. pwoneM away. wk 6aW them begin to pltote.ot, 
6aW thw .too"" oil eoneeJt.n and appltehenolon and then they weJt.e gone, oU!tJtounded by gUMM. 

MOM gualtM jeJt.ked AndeMon and wk to thwL ileet. They weJt.e /tuMned to the eompound, 
but not to thw eOmltadM. They weJt.e "hoved Into a omaU dMk box, o-<mUM to the IMiaUon 
ceU. When the dOM had been o.tammed ohut, no Ught 6/UeJt.ed mough, and the onty oound wk 
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eoutd heM WM fW, own heaJtt hammvUng no/J.,-Ul/ -Ln fW, eheA:t. 

AppaLeed, KJ.Jrk. MUtank baek aga-truA: :the waLe, M OM 6/tom :the ~emi.-eoMe-LoM AndeMon M 
pOM-Lbte. What am I becoming? What are they doing to me? Even now, KVtk eoutd oecf. no eom­
pMo-Lon 60/t :the injuJted 6/tiend; /tenlo/we and guLU made him ohy C1J.<Jal/ 6/tOm MaJttl/. I can't even 
reach out to him -- can't cope with it. He's my friend, but I blamed him, hated him for thrusting 
us into that situation. I could have killed him back there ... God, for a while, I wanted to ... 
They were right. I gave them exactly what they wanted. Good show, Captain. 

AndeMon moaned and rued :to /.,U up. KVtk eoutd Me fW, ohape cU.mtl/ -Ln :the gtoom, now:th1Lt 
fW, eYeA welte adjM:Ung :to :the daJtk. 

"J-im ... ?" 

KVtk o:Uil didn':t an6we/t, didn':t move, ~h!tugg-Lng deepelt -Lneto :the ohadowo. PVlhapo MaJttl/ 
woutd :think he had pM~ed out. Just leave me alone ... 

AndeMon Mnk baek down, /te:teh-Lng wUh :the a6:telt-e66ew 06 :the aUen Mug. HeAUan:tf.l/, 
KVtk app/toaehed him. 

"Can r ... do any:thing?" he 066e1ted. AndeMon /"huddelted, fW, baek :to KVtk. KVtk /tuohed 
on. "TItlf:to eon:tJtot :the pain. !:t' 0 :the onty way." 

The/te WM no waJtm:th -Ln fW, vo-Lee; U WM eotd and d.WpMoionlLte. !:t WM aLe he eoutd 
manage. When AndeMon quie:ted, he moved otowty baek :to fW, eOltnelt, huddUng in fW, p/tivlLte 
n0.,elty . .. 

Kirk shuddered as the scene dissolved. Apologize or forget it -- the words thrummed in his 
mind. Past and present merged, blended, then gradually sifted into separate entities again. 
Today's reality was not Marty Anderson, it was Spack, and he was not on Anthrania, but Aere on 
Banoc-160, in the place which Spack had so carefully selected. 

This morning he had been thoughtlessly insensitive and cruel to that person whom he least 
wished to hurt. Yet he hardly knew how to make amends. How was he supposed to apologize when 
there had been no 'argument'? 

He stood and slowly walked to the den. He found Spack 
1 edger sheets. Qui etly, Ki rk took a chai r a few feet away. 
resumed his work. They sat that way for a While, silently. 

at the desk, writing something on 
The Vulcan glanced up once, then 
Finally Kirk spoke. 

"What are you doing?" he asked with a forced casualness. 

Spack conti nued to write. "I tis a seri es of abs tract mathemati ca 1 formul ae for a report 
am preparing. II 

"Oh." Kirk fell silent, shut out of a place which Spack had clearly closed off from him. 
Then the Vulcan looked over at him, a sudden warmth in his eyes which seemed to reach out and 
envelope Kirk. 

"I thought you had pl ans of your own." 

Kirk cleared his throat. "I. .. I really don't make a very good Vulcan." 

Spack raised one eyebrow and stood up. "Indeed. You are far too illogical," he half-teased. 

Kirk crossed to the desk and stood, staring at the indecipherable sheets of paper. "Maybe 
I can help with that," he offered. 

"1 1m finished now. 1I Spack put his stylus aside. uBesides, you ... wouldn't understand it.ll 

"It seems I don't understand a lot of things lately. Sometimes I find myself ... slipping 
back into the way I felt on ... Anthrania. I remember things I'd rather ... forget," Kirk admitted. 
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Spock regarded him silently and there was pain in the depths of his eyes, pain for Kirk, 
for the brash, self-assured man he had known, now so hesitant and unsure of himself. 

"Jim, perhaps you should not try to forget," Spock began, but suddenly Kirk looked in the 
direction of the front door, then swiftly crossed through the house and opened the door expec­
tantly. Spock followed more slowly. 

"That's funny," Kirk mused. !II could swear I heard the buzzer. II 

"I heard nothing," Spock supplied. He reached over and shut the opened door. Kirk still 
stood, staring at the closed door with a concentrated confusion. Spock touched his arm. "Jim?" 

"Yeah," Kirk breathed, rallying. He looked over at Spock, realizing that what they had 
discussed this morning had been tactfully forgotten. His unspoken apology had been accepted. 
Kirk felt better, lighter, and he smiled. 

"Let's take our 1 unch out by the trees today, " he offered. 

Spock covered his surprise at Kirk's erratic shifts of mood, becoming concerned over 
Kirk's disturbing flights. "If that's what you want," he agreed. 

- 7 -

It rained again for the next two days. Kirk acted like a caged animal, restless and 
nervous. He followed Spock around the house, complaining bitterly about the weather, the food, 
the boredom, anything he could find on which to vent his frustration. Spock grew increasingly 
worri ed about him and tried to interes t him in various act; vi ti es, but Ki rk was never sat; 5 fi ed. 

The third day dawned overcast and chill, with a light, misty rain developing in the after­
noon. Despite the damp weather, Kirk insisted on going to the beach; they dressed warmly and 
ventured out. Once more, Kirk mentioned Spock's cataloguing of samples. 

"This should be a good opportunity for you to collect some specimens;' he commented as they 
strolled along the wet sand. "Look -- the rain's brought up a lot of little plants, and shells 
are all over the pI ace." 

Spock followed Kirk's pointing finger, ignoring his own discomfort at the miserable 
conditions. At least Kirk seemed more content out here. !lYes -- I see," he agreed non­
commit a II y . 

"I can help you -- did you bring a sample case?" Kirk asked eagerly. Spock shook his 
head, hoping to put an end to it. But Kirk reached inside his poncho pocket for an empty 
plastic bag. "That's all right -- we can use this." He grinned at Spock with a boyish tri­
umph. Spock sighed and resigned himself to the inevitable. 

They worked side by side for some hours. ~espite the water trickling down his nose and 
the dismal gloom of the sodden beach, Spock found to his amazement that he actually enjoyed 
the afternoon. Kirk was in a rare mood of good humor, leading the 'scientific expedition', 
teasing his 'Science Officer' in the old way. When they finally got back to the house, tired 
but relaxed, Kirk fell asleep in a chair while Spock prepared dinner. After a light meal, 
they both retired early. 

Yet the night made James Kirk restless once again. Arising in the dark, not knowing what 
had disturbed his sleep, he made his way quietly to the living area. He poured himself a shot 
of brandy and sat in one of the large chairs. 

After a moment, the unmistakable sound of movement reached his ears, footsteps broke his 
reverie. 
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IIJim? Are you in here?" 

Kirk sighed, debated not answering, then replied, "Yes, Spack." 

"Is something wrong?" Spack found him in the dark, not bothering with a light. 

"No. I woke up -- came out for a drink. Is it against the rules?" He saw Spack straighten. 

II I was not aware of any rul es, Captain. II 

Kirk softened his voice. "I'm sorry if I woke you. Go on back to bed. I'm all right." 

Spack seemed to hesitate, then he acquiesed. "Very well. 1 '11 see you in the morning." 

As Spack left the room, Kirk banged his fist on the arm of the chair, feeling completely 
at war with himself. He had wanted Spack to stay, to talk with him, yet he had sent him away. 
He had rejected Spack, rejected his own needs -- and why? Kirk felt as if he were his own worst 
enemy. Spack kept offering and Kirk continued to refuse. Suddenly the brandy tasted very bitter. 
He placed the glass on the nearby table and stood. 

Outside Spack's partially opened door, he paused, but there was no sound within. Wearily, 
he returned to his own room. 

After breakfast, which he had barely touched, Kirk puttered restlessly in the house, 
leafing through books in the library, flicking on the viewer to catch the news, then turning 
it off halfway through the broadcast. Spack had planned to catalogue the sea life specimens 
he had gathered at the beach the day before, but the Captain's nervousness made that task 
impossible. He looked up from the desk where he was trying to work as Kirk came into the 
room again and crossed to peer over the Vulcan's shoulder. 

"Classifying your samples, Spock?" 

Spack nodded patiently. "I am attempting to do so, Jim." 

"Am disturbing you?" Kirk looked disappointed. Spack sighed, laying do,m his tricorder. 

"It isn't imperative that I do this now. Would you like to go for a swim?" 

Kirk shook his head. "No ... no, I don't feel like swimming this morning." He paced the 
room a few times while Spack watched, concerned. 

"Hhat I S wrong, Jim?" 

Kirk shrugged. "I don't know ... the inactivity, maybe. The house ... I feel. .. confined. 
think I have to get out for a 1 ittle while. You know, away from here ... from the beach." 

Spack was thoughtful for a moment. "Well, we could use some more supplies. I was going 
to di a 1 them 1 ater, but why don't we take the car into town and pi ck them up?" 

Kirk smiled. He could trust Spack to come up with a solution. "I have a better idea. 
You stay here and do your research and I'll go for the supplies." 

Spock was dubious. "I can do this later. I donlt mind going into town with you now." 

Ki rk reached out a hand as Spack started to ri se. "Spack, pI ease. I' d rather go a lone. 
I need ... " he stopped, catching the worried look on his friend's face. "I'll be all right. 
I don't need a keeper." The Vulcan lowered his eyes and Kirk realized how harsh his words had 
sounded. 

"I did not mean to imply that you did," Spack said quietly. 
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Kirk's tone softened. "I know. I'm sorry. It's just that I need to be by myself a 1 ittle 
Vlhile, need to get away. Do you understand?" 

"It has not been my intention to make you feel 'Vlatched.' However, lately ... " 

"-- I've been doing some rather strange things and you're worried. Dkay, I admit I've 
been slightly tense, but, Spock, I'm only going to drive in for some supplies. Then I'll come 
back and we'll go for that swim." He tried to lighten the mood. "C'mon, you must admit you'd 
welcome the chance for a little solitude, too." The Vulcan relented a little under the Cap­
tain's persuasive tone, but he Vias still doubtful. "I'll be fine," Kirk concluded. 

Kirk set the dials of the surface car to manual control and pulled out on the roadway, 
relishing the feel of the engine's response to his movements. The highVlay was deserted and 
Kirk felt some of his tenseness slipping aViay as he accelerated the speed, skimming along 
in command of the vehicle. Three weeks at the cottage, Vlalking on the beach, swimming in the 
ocean, climbing the cliffs -- he had needed the privacy, the quiet change from the pressures 
of Starfleet and the Enterprise since his rescue. Yet the rest had not had the therapeutic 
effect that both he and Spock hoped. His Vulcan friend was concerned about him, Kirk knew, 
with due cause. He couldn't explain to himself the sleeplessness, the lapses of memory, 
the apparent clumsiness he had been experiencing. Something Vias wrong with him and he 
didn't knoVi what. The ordeal on Anthrania was haunting him, affecting his ability to cope. 
Tortured dreams and memories plagued his nights and also crept into his waking hours. Ad­
justment would take time, he had told himself. Facing what had happened to his men, to him­
self,.what he had done, Vlould not be easy. Yet he had not expected this disorientation, this 
growing frustration. In a short while he Vlould have to return to Starfleet, have to come to 
terms with his future plans, and he was no closer to a decision now than he had been when he 
had first returned from the prison camp. 

He couldn't even begin to be sure what he Vlanted to do or what he would be capable of doing. 
In ten short -- or long -- months, depending on your pOint of view, Anthrania had changed his 
whole life. Values and ideals and goals had to be resorted. He was not the same James Kirk 
Vlho had confidently and optimistically commanded the Enterprise. He had become someone else, 
changed by the experience on that tiny, hostile planet. He didn't know who this new person 
was, but whoever he had become he kneVi there was at least one other person and perhaps more, 
who woul d al so be e·ffected. 

Spock had told him he wanted Jim Kirk back, but did that man still exist? How much of his 
former self Vias left in this body that wore the outViard appearance of the Enterprise's Captain? 
Spock would stand beside him no matter what, and Kirk almost resented the responsibility this 
placed on him for the VUlcan's future. Yet his heart told him that feeling was unfounded and 
unworthy of the devotion he held for his friend. The thought of a future without Spock was 
almost unbearable. 

The demands, the decisions, his own uncertainty surrounded him. Time wasn't going to help. 
Perhaps nothing would. He could find no answers; he could not even face the questions. He 
wanted to flee, yet running was no solution. He had survived Anthrania. He had fought to 
survive, but to what had he returned? Nagging thoughts tumbled about in his head until his 
mind fought back, erecting shields against the invading agony. Reality was unacceptable; 
awareness suffused into a mist of gray cotton. His hands gripped the steering mechanism, his 
knee pressed harder on the accelerator. The surface car reached higher speeds while' its 
pilot watched a swirling image of fog through unseeing eyes. 

Reality came crashing back with a sickening crunch. Too late, Kirk saw the large, stone 
structure looming before him. A second later, the surface car slammed to a halt as screaming 
metal collided with the wall. Off the road and out of control, Kirk braced for the impact. 
The tiny vehicle folded into twisted wreckage, yet its occupant remained secured to his seat. 
Jolted back into the present, Kirk could not think beyond this moment. He leaned forward, 
pressing his hands to his eyes. His head hurt, his body ached and dimly he could feel a warm 
wetness trickling down the side of his arm. 
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Spock glanced at the chronometer and felt a flash of uneasiness. Jim should have been 
back by now. He pushed the thought away. The Captain was right; he was becoming paranoid 
in his concern. Kirk had always been impulsive, a free spirit. Spock couldn't change that 
no matter how hard it was sometimes to watch that independent streak propel his friend toward 
danger. 

Yet there was no danger in the small errand Kirk had chosen to perform. A starship captain 
was certainly able to drive to town for supplies. 

Then why was he 1 ate? 

Spock turned back to his wock, trying unsuccessfully not te think about Jim. Kirk would 
be back shortly with some logical reason for the delay. The Vulcan knew he was reacting too 
strongly to a simple situation. 

Yet what he had believed to be a simple leave had turned into ten months of agony for them 
both. He should have read the taut lines on Kirk's face when he left the Enterprise that day. 
He should have interpreted. that almost imperceotibletenseness, the controlled exterior, and 
known that the Captain was hiding something. Not that it would have made any difference. Kirk 
had been about to undertake the Anthranian mission. Spock had let him go, believing that his 
attitude was caused by overwork and fatigue and that a rest was just what he needed. 

His complacency exploded around him two weeks later wilen news of the capture broke and 
Kirk's real whereabouts were revealed. For the following ten months, Spock had lived through 
a nightmare. For all that time, Spock had waited, existing in a kind of 1 imbo, obsessed with 
one purpose -- to have Kirk returned. His determination had finally been rewarded, yet Spock 
knew the agony was still not over. 

Abruptly, he became aware of an insistant buzzing at the front door. He doubted that it 
was Jim, for the door was keyed to open at Kirk's touch. As the Vulcan headed to answer, he 
noticed an official vehicle parked outside. Two men in local uniforms stood on the step. 

IIMr. Spack?!! one of them questioned. 

Spock nodded. 

"Are you acquainted with a James Kirk? Says you two are leasing this cottage for a vaca­
tion. II 

Spock forced himself to answer evenly, suppressing a sudden anxiety. "That is correct. 
Is something wrong?'1 

"Your friend's had an accident. Speeding. Really smashed up that car. Must have had it 
on manual, then didn't pay attention to where he was going. We get these hot-shot tourists who 
think they can tear up the road." 

Spack's eyes bore into the man. IIWhere is he?1I 

"At the medical center. He was lucky. I don't think he's too badly hurt, but they're 
checking him over. They sent me out to get you." 

Spack's voice was tight. IILet's gO." 

The medical center in town was a small local clinic equipped to handle minor emergencies 
and illnesses. More complicated cases had to be transferred to the larger hospital facility in 
the next town. Spock was introduced to a resident physician, who was determined to obtain in­
formation from the Vulcan before he would release any news about Kirk. Seeming satisfied by the 
curt, precise answers, the doctor smiled at last and led the way to a small cubicle down one 
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of the corridors. 

"Your friend was very fortunate. There doesn't seem to be any serious injury, but I didn't 
want to release him until someone came to accompany him. He's still rather shaken. I'll let 
you see him for a few moments, then I think the authorities will want to ask some questions be­
fore you leave." He indicated the cubicle, then left. 

Kirk was seated on the side of an examining table, his hands folded in front of him, his 
head down. He looked up as Spock entered and grimaced. There were some cuts and bruises around 
his head and shoulders, and his wrist was encased in a plasticast, but Spock was not able to tell 
whether his expression of pain was from the injuries or something else. Spock crossed to him. 

ttThe doctor told me you were not seriously hurt," he began, waiting for the reassurance from 
Kirk himself. 

"Just some cuts and bruises and I sprained my wrist. Cracked a couple of ribs, but they 
fused them already." 

"Are you in pain?1I 

Kirk shook his head. "Not much." It was partially true. 
over what had happened overshadowed most of the physical hurt. 
had to come. II 

His sense of shock and depression 
He hesitated. "Ilm ... sorry you 

Spock shook his head. "That doesn't matter. Jim, what happened?" 

"I don't know, Spock, I really don't kno>l. I was driving along ... I had the car on manual 
and I was enjoying the ride ... then, all of a sudden ... I can't remember ... I was off the road 
and there was a wall ... around someone's property, they told me ... and I couldn't stop. Spock, 
I don't know how I got there, how fast I was going ... it's all a blank. One minute I was driving 
and then ... " Kirk was becoming agitated. Spock drew closer to him, holding him with a look. 

"00 not distress yourself, Jim. You are more shaken than you realize.1! 

"But why can't I remember what happened?" 

"You will ," Spock answered calmly, covering the turmoil that raged within him, suppressing 
the terror he felt that Kirk might have been killed. He would not even allow himself to think 
of the consequences that Kirk's actions implied. 

Kirk tried to match his friend's attitude and almost managed a smile. 

"I'm afraid I should have listened to your suggestion that you go with me for the supplies. 
guess I've sort of interupted your work anyway." 

Spock ignored the remark. "Jim, there is one ramification of this incident which you must 
cons i der. II 

Kirk frowned in consternation. "Yes ... I must consider ... what?" Absently, he stood and 
reached for his jacket from a nearby chair. Spock sighed heavily. 

"Captain, I believe it would be better if Starfleet did not learn of this. It may appear 
... unacceptable conduct." He tried to phrase it as delicately as possible, not wishing to alarm 
Kirk witA the suggestion of aberrant behavior. 

"Oh." Kirk's reply was flilt. He paused in the action of shrugging into his jacket and 
appeared to consider Spock's statement. "Well -- must they know? If I pay the fine ... " 

"Let me talk to the officials," Spock suggested quickly. "Perhaps I can persuade them not 
to file a report with Starfleet Command." 

Kirk nodded passively. "All right. But hurry up, Spock. Whatever they gave me is making 
me kind of 1 ight-headed and I want to get horne and 1 ie down." 

Kirk's total lack of concern spurred Spock to even more alarm. He found the officers who 
had brouqht him to the hospital and after a brief talk succeeded in circumventing normal pro-
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cedures. The fine and the damages were paid and Spock smoothed over any trouble that may have 
been caused. Relieved, Spack returned to assure Kirk that everything was taken care of and to 
escort his Captain outside, where a newly rented surface car awaited them. 

Kirk settled back, disregarding the warning light which indicated that his safety belt 
was not in use. He hated the confined feeling of it and refused to strap himself in. He was 
quite content just to relax and let Spock take the controls. Enough trying to do it on his 
own, enough fighting, struggling ... 

He couldn't understand why Spock had been so concerned about Starfleet learning of the 
accident. I've done wOPse ... and they know aZZ about it, now. Command image had become a bit 
ludicrous on Anthrania. He was too tired to worry about it -- too tired and too disgusted with 
himsel f. 

Kirk closed 
woul d not come. 
almost given up. 
mare . 

his eyes, trying to block out everything, but despite the medication, 
Instead, his mind replayed another memory, a vision of a time when he 
He tried to stop it, but he was transfixed as one in the throes of a 

sleep 
had 
night-

. .. He tay wheJte ;the gUaJu:!J., had thMwn him, unabte;to move, unwLtUng ;to ge;t up. The Jte;,;t 
00 the men had been Jtemoved oMm the cell, .taken .to ;the couJt:tYMd nOJt theM. woJtk p0'Uod, and 
he WM cttone wUh hM paJ.n and hwniUation. 

Ghi was right about one thing ... I'm presenting a great command image ... 

He lhudde!ted, a oJte;,h lpMm on paJ.n :tw.i.6ting hM gut M hM abw..ed IUdney" and gMJn 
:thJtobbed JteJ.enUe;,ay. They certainly learned quickly which were our vulnerable areas ... where 
to hit and hurt the most ... HeJ.pte;,l, he WM clutc.hed by uncon:tJtoUabte JtGtching. fie managed 
to Jta.u..e him6eJ.6 oUghUy on one :tJtembUng eJ.bow un:U.e U wa;, OVeft, then he oank back down, too 
-601te. a.nd weak to move away oJwm hA.A me66. 

The Jte;,t 06 Glu' l pltopagancia- 6Uted tiMde gnawed at hM oading con;,uow..ne;,,,. Was Ghi 
te 11 i ng the truth -- has the Federati on already admitted thei r i nvo 1 vement here on Anthrani a? 
Am I being played for a fool? 

But ... no. The Anties wouldn't bother getting a confession from me if the Federation had 
... damn. Damn. My brains must be going soft to almost fall for that one. 

K.iJtk glwaned, awMe agaJ.n 06 hM phYl.i.cctt agony. He nevelt would have beUeved the human 
body cou.td ;take M much PWtL6hfllent and ltiil nundLon. H.i.6 head :thJtobbed 6ltom hM captOJt'" 
ltepeated b~ow" and evvlything btwUted. H.i.6 bladdelt lteJ.eMed, bu.t he WM hMdty awMe 06 :the 
OCCWLCtnCe. On£y Mm{-COMUOw.., he .eMtindLveJ.y :tJued :to move away, nailed and tank In:to a 
o:tupoJt 06 oJtw..;tJwUon and du.tled paLn. 

Some time tatVl, he WM illuMe 00 the Mund 00 fioo.Utepl app1waching, lhufi6Ung, weMY ptop'" 
The dOM hinge CJteaked, ;then clanged "hut agaJ.n. W.i.;thout toohing up, K.iJtk knew hM 6ellow pJtL­
MneM had been 11.e;tUJtne.d. Some. deep .eMtinc . .t UJtged h.i.m ;to move, to ge;t up, but he JgnoJted U, 
too de6ea;ted ;to make ;the e660Jt:t. Pelthapo ;they wou.tdn';t lee him oveft .en ;the cOMelt. 

H • •• the CaptMVl.! II 

"Vamn, what cUd they. .. H 

1/. •• floll. how £'0119. .. " 

Fltagmen.t6 06 .thw Jteae:tCOM 6JUeJted ;thJwugh hM tGthMgy and he WM "hocked by a wave 06 
oympathe:tCc V.ebJta:t<OM. Someone touched hM "hou.tdeft, ;ten.ta:t<veJ.y at 6.i.M;t, then molte 6.iJtm.ey. 

"JJm ... " K.iJtk Jden;tJMed ;the agonJzed whMpelt. 

Marty ... leave me alone ... don't call me back ... He had Jteached a poJ~t whelte;;t no tongelt 
ma:t:tvled, no;thing cou.td touch hIm. 

)I • •• Jacfz, gJve me a hand! J-f.m, ean you heM me? Can. you move.?" 
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Reluctantilj, KUtk opened hM ,swoUen elju a ,smail ,sW. Thelj welte &M:telted Mound fUm, 
-lgnolUng :theJA awn achu and !.njuI<Ju OOlt :the momeYLt, oocMed -In 6-lngulM conceltn an hM con­
dU/.on. It WM bo:th waJunLng and olUgh:ten-lng. 

AndeMon Uo:ted KUtk',s head oltam :the puddee 00 6illh and ,someone pltaduced a &o:th. AndeMon 
began :to wLpe hM 6ace. KUtk oUnched M bltuL,su Welte :touched and he rued :to dJtaw awalj, but 
AndV",on and Langenbeltg held fUm 6-tJtm. 

"EMY •.. ,u',s ail IUgh:t, now. V-lctOlt, get a bR-anket ovelt helte, will you? Vave, help Jack 
get :thue &o:thu 066 •.. " 

KUtk waYLted :to ,;clteam at :them :to R-et fUm U£one, R-et fUm ,s-lnk back :to :the welcomed obUv!.on, 
but :theJA ,nLM6:tJtaUOn,; welte ,somehow :theitapeu:Uc. One cOltnelt 00 hM m-tnd Itecogn-lzed what :they 
welte do-lng, knew :that -lo he gave up, wailowed -In hM awn oillh, he would nevelt Mnd :the ,s:tJteng:th 
00 will :to JUoe. And he knew ,u WM -lmpoJt:taYLt :to :thue men :that he ded no:t oaR-d. 

GfU',s :taun:a ItetWtned :to pR-ague fUm. 'Some commandelt you Me, KUtk. Look at ljOUlt 6il:thy, 
,sUnfUng CMcM6. KUtk -- Loltd 06 :the. Scum. You' Ite no:t o,u :to command a :tJtMh de:taU.. U,;eleM, 
pu:tJUoy!.ng abom-tnaUon •.. ,so THIS -t,; hwnanUy at ill o-lnu:t, eh? Even my an-lmaU won':t come 
neaJt you ... I 

MOIte !tag,; welte R-eYLt :to :the :tM k; :the men &eaned hM un&o:thed body wL:th an U£moo:t JtUu~Uc 
6e1tvOlt. KUtk WM ,suddenR-y, unlteMonabR-y gR-ad :that :thM Mew WM no:t Mom :the EYLteltpJUoe. He 
Itecoiled Mom what he brueved hM ,;fUpmatu would :tfUnk -lo :they could ,;ee fUm now. The EYLteltpJUoe 
WM an eteltnUy away, -In ano:thelt demen,;-lon, one w,uh wfUch he WM no R-cngelt M,souated, a dJteam 
-lmage :to be pR.ayed -In hM !.mag-<nat[on. OnR-y :today WM IteU£, onR-y :thue me.n, yet :they welte aUo 
undelt hM command. 

How bizarre that we continue to preserve the proper military code, and I must be the leader, 
a lways the 1 eader. I don't want to be respons i b 1 e, I don't want the burden. I'm no better or 
worse than any man in this cell. We've all been reduced to something less than human. There is 
no rank in this situation. 

The :tJte.acheltOM :though:!;. could be deadeif. PeJthap,s pltOpelt milU:aJ(y conduct 6eemed -lncongltUOM 
IUgh:t now, but KUtk lteaUzed w,uh ,s!.cken-lng &aJtUy :that :to ,;R-ack up on :that wfUch :theif brueved 
would de6eat :them ail. Somehow :they had :to Ite:tUn :theM. uvillzaUon, :theJA -ldeaU, eveltlj:tfUng 
:that 6poke 06 wha:t :thelj welte and whelte :theif had come 6ltom, -l6 :they welte :to ma-tYLtUn :theM. -tdeYLtUy. 
He opened hM eifu and R-ooked Mound fUm, ,;eung :the ncM -In :theJA 6acu and undeM:tandeng :the 
caMe 00 :that oeM. Io he welte :to bucUe now, :the eYLt[Jte oablUc 06:theJA exLs:tencewould be 
changed, and :they would ail be R-o,;:t. It WM no:t eYLt[Jtely oeM 60lt fUm, but oeM oo/( :them6elvM 
wfUch he ,saw -In :theM. eYM. 

God, help us all ... give me the strength ... SR-owR-y, pa-tnouR.R.y, KUtk rued:to ,s,u up. V-lctOlt 
GMua Wltapped :the COaMe bR-anket Mound fUm wfUR-e MM:ty Andelt60n ouppoJt:ted hM ,shouldeM. 

"Be:t:teJt?" AndeMon whMpelted. KUtk :tuJtned :to meet hM undelt6:tandeng gaze and managed a ,;mail 
,smUe 00 IteM6U!tance. 

"I6 ..• :they waYLted me dead, :they'd have been mOlte :thOltough," KUtk gJta:ted. 
hM :thanM, :then IteaUzed ,u WMn':t necM,;alty. MM:ty, be:t:telt :than any 06 :then>, 
KUtk',s 6:tate 00 ,nLnd. 

/lCan you make U to YOWL mat"?" AndeMon encowtaged. 

He ,;:taa:ted :to add 
had -ldenti Med 

"I :thJn" ,so ••. " Somehow,;:tJteng:th WM ItetUltn-lng, :the will :to 6uJtv-lve OveitpoweI<Jng ail eUe. 
Vave Wyman R-eYLt an aJtm M AndeMon hdped fUm :to hM 6ee:t. I:t WM a pa-tn- oilled e660Jt:t but wUh 
:theJA ,suppoJt:t KUt" managed :to Iteach hM mat, and coUap,;ed back dawn aga-tn,;:t :the !tOugh, haltd 
paUet. AndeMon 6at bM-lde fUm M :the o:theM g!taduaUy dJU6:t;ed awaif. 

"I:t'6 no:t go-lng :to get anif eM-lelt," AndeMon ob,;eltved. "They'lte go-lng :to :thJtowevelty:!;fUng 
:they can at M." 

"We'U be o"ay," KUt" M,;uJted, hM ,s:tubbOltn plUde ,sUJ(6aung. "They waYLt:to debMe M, waYLt 
:to ma"e U6 :!;fUn" we'lte onR-y :the vM,sd we Uve -In. But:th-t,; -- " he :touched AndeMon'h cha6ed 
and Iteddened hand, R-et hM MngeM :tJtail up :to covelt an ulceJta:ted ,sOlte on AndeMon',s {,olteaJUn, 
" -- :thM -ton':t MaJt:t[n AndeMon, S:taltMeet Commandelt, and we bo:th "now ,u." KUtk',; eifu gtazed 
wL:th Wlhhed we:tnu,s. "They can':t de6eat M, no:t -lo We don':t ailow,u. 16 we have :to augmeYLt, 
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c.aLt upon an inneJt hbteng:th we cttdn':t know we pOMehMd, :then we'U do U. AU 06 w>, MCVt:ty ... 
aU-Otlw>." 

AndVthon eoveJted /({}[k' h hand wUh ~ own. "I hope you' Ite Jtigh:t, JJ.m. But we ean':t do i:t 
uJLthotLt you. II 

"You. don':t have :to. I 'U be aU- Jtigh:t, now." IQltk do,;ed h0, eyeh, veJty rued. 

"Good. Tha:t' h Jtigh:t, get Mme Iteh:t. I' U wake you. when :the tlood aNUVeh." Andvv.\on o:tood, 
h:tJtaigh:tening :the. bA'anket oveJt IQJtk and giving ~ ohou.A'delt ct genile. hqu.eeze. AA'moh:t a:t onee, 
1QJt" oUpped into ct btou.bA'ed hA'eep •.. 

Suddenly, Spock was shaking his shoulder and Kirk was uncertain if he had been awake or 
asleep. 

"Jim? We're here.!! 

Kirk looked outside at the cottage. He shivered despite his thermal jacket and Spock 
reached over to help him out of the surface car. 

Twilight was falling and the sky was magnificent, streaked with orange and pink and purple, 
a gloriOUS sunset. They reached the porch and Kirk hesitated, almost reluctant to go in, despite 
his fatigue and medicated stupor. Dewn the beach, the waves were cresting at high tide and Kirk 
sighed, overwhelmed by the beauty of this spot which Spock had chosen. The Vulcan turned, 
anxious Kirk knew, to get him to lie down, but still Kirk persisted. 

"It's so humbling, Spock," he said softly. "All the things I once took for granted. 
Freedom and clean air and sunsets -- and someone who cares. You keep on caring, and I keep 
on -- disappointing you. II 

"You have never disappointed me. lI There was a fierce huskiness in Spack's Voice. "I 
accept your problems and I -- I want to share them. It is your duty to let me share them." 

Kirk looked at him, still reluctant to accept the offer, but touched by the sentiment. 
Sadly, he shook his head. "Come on, let's go inside." 

They let themselves into the house quietly. 

Spock sat at his desk, pensively staring into space. 
after they reached the house, and Spock's inner timesense 
sleeping for six hours and ten minutes. 

Kirk had fallen asleep immediately 
told him that the Captain had been 

The Vulcan had been sitting, watching his friend for the first hours, then satisfied that 
Ki rk was all ri ght, he had gone into the den, trying to fi nd a means of di stracti on from the 
worry over Kirk. He found, however, that his thoughts kept returning to the man in the other 
room, to disquieting memories of the events since Kirk 1 s return from Anthrania, his erratic 
behavior on the starbase. Kirk had burned himself under the steaming shower, been responsible 
for a number of minor personal injuries, wandered out in the rain on a rocky, storm-tossed 
coast, and shown signs of mental and physical fatigue daily. Yet the accident today had been 
too close a call, a mere stroke of fortune had prevented Kirk from being seriously injured or 
even killed by his loss of control. Logically, there was a progression in the incidents -­
they were occurring more frequently and with more serious consequences. However much Spock 
wanted to believe Kirk when he insisted he would work things out if given enough time, the 
Vulcan knew it was not true. Kirk needed help, needed more than Spock knew how to give. 

There was only a short amount of 1 eave time 1 eft before Ki rk woul d be expected to report 
back to Headquarters for a decision about his re-assignment, but the man with whom Spock had 
spent the past few weeks was in no condition to command a starship. If Kirk were to be tested 
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by Starfleet now, he could be grounded or placed in a token position to serve out his term--
or he might choose to resign from Starfleet completely. One way or another, such a decision 
could very well destroy his Captain. Kirk needed to command, needed his Enterprise, whether 
or not he realized it himself at this time. Spock had been with Kirk through many crises, had 
seen deeply into the man's soul. He knew the inherent force which drove Kirk to the excellence 
he acheived. Something was preventing his Captain from a complete recovery and Spock did not 
have the background to discover what it was. 

He had tried to give all that he thought Kirk needed and it had not been enough. There 
was too much about the human psyche that Spock did not understand. 

Yet there was someone, Spock knew, who ca red for Jim Ki rk too, one I.·lith, perhaps, more 
understanding of Kirk's problem. The time had come to call on McCoy, to ask the doctor for 
the help he had offered. Kirk needed McCoy, and Spock was forced to admit that he did, too. 
He was floundering in a very dangerous sea, and the prospect of sharing his lonely burden 
seemed inviting. 

Spock reached over and drew the recorder toward him. Firmly, he pressed the tape button. 

"To Doctor Leonard McCoy, aboard the USS Enterprise, from Commander Spock, 8anoc-160. 
This message is to be sent priority urgent, personal code and scrambled... Doctor, the Cap­
tain's condition is rapidly deteriorating ... " 

- 8 -

On the morning after the accident, Kirk surprised Spock by electing to stay in bed, 
using his injuries as ~n excuse. Spack humored him, knowing that Kirk was over-reacting, 
yet relieved that it simplified his vigil. However, as the day wore on and Kirk continued 
to feign sleep every time Spock entered the room, the Vulcan ~rew concetned. It appeared 
that Kirk was withdrawing, trying to erect a barrier around himself. With mounting anxiety, 
Spock delivered his supper tray. 

IIJim? You must eat something. 1I 

Awkwardly, Kirk struggled to sit up on the bed. Spock checked an impulse to help him. 

"I'm not sure I can, Spock. My stomach doesn't feel right. Maybe I damaged something 
inside in the accident. Do you think that's a possibility?" 

Kirk's uncharacteristic concern over his health and the unusual incident of hearing him 
complain chilled Spock. He tried to keep his voice level as he answered. "I hardly believe 
that the tests they ran at the medical center would not have shown such injuries, Captain." 
Spock settled the tray on the lap table and adjusted it over the bed. 

"Mmn ... I suppose. Still, I feel so ... shaky. All I want to do is sleep." 

UThatJs understandable,1I Spock agreed, Olbut you must consume some nourishment. 1I 

Kirk began to eat with indifference, a listless effort which seemed to tire him halfway 
through the meal. Finally he shoved the tray aside. 

"That's enough. Spack, could you get me that other blanket in the closet? I feel ... 
chilled. Perhaps I'm coming down with a cold." 

Spack stood and stepped over to the bed, resting his palm against Kirk's forehead briefly. 
He frm;ned. 
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"There does not appear to be any fever. I'll get the scanner -- " 

"That's not necessary," Kirk declined. "A good night's rest will help, think. II 

"Would you like me to bring in the chess board?" Spock offered, reluctant to be dismissed. 

"Not tonight." Kirk lay back against the pillows. Spock found the requested blanket and 
placed it over the bed. 

"Very well, then. Will you be all right?" 

"Yes. Just dial down the light, will you?" Already, Kirk was closing his eyes, drawing 
his sprained wrist close to his chest with a pained grimace. Spock sighed heavily and left 
the room, leaving the door open so he could observe Kirk from the living area. With the Capta'in 
so totally uncommunicative, there was little he could do. Troubled, he went out to watch the 
restless sea . 

. .. In the ciMk and .tondy YCight, .en the {,Ji/ghteYCing cotd o{, ,ugkt, the MMuLI: continue.d. 
TeJUtOll, mOIle eMily con:IJwUed by day, Moumed gMgarotuan plWPOJeteOYM a{,:teA the Ugh.t6 had be.en 
ex:UnguJ4hed. 

ThwL captoM now emptoyed a new techn-eque - - 6ub.tee and devM:ta:Ung. Se.veAat daYh ago, 
the commuJUty ceU had been abowhed and each pJ1MOneA had been Mqu~tvLed .en an .encitv.eduat 
waltllen, att the cage-Uke hoR.~ UYCing both 6.edco o{, a tong, nalUWW cOJUu.doil. The ten men We)Le 
unevenly 6paced, MpaJta:ted by rrt R.e.aM one empty cell on eUhM h.ede and ac.JWM the hatt, 60 
theAe cOILed be no method o{, commuYCication. Tatlz-tng WM {,OIlb.edden and gualtdo en{,ollced the !lUee 
by COYMtaM moJU:tOlL. 

At ILandom .enteAvato by day and YCigM, a gua/Ld wo<Ltd aluu.ve and w«.tl, Howty and heavily 
down the a.cote, open one celi. and cVLag 01Lt ~:he OCCUP(wt 60IL an .entvuwgation 6C06.eon wm Glet. 
Then, 6Jwm anothvL paM 06 the ceUbeoc" they coued att heM the Munc'"" o{, beating, 6w{'6Ung, 
glLOaYM 06 pa.cn and uu.co o{, agony unill, MnaUy, the un{,oJi..tunrrte choMn {,lWm among thv" Wah 
ILetMned to W ceU w.i:til a. thud. 

A{,:teA the {,owLth day 0(, tw pILocedwLe, K.th." R.ay on W mrrt and :lJu.ed :to qu.cet the 6Ch.eam 
o {, lu.o neAVCO. He wondvLed how tong the AM.eCO wo<Ltd COMenUe the tactic, how R.ong .et wo<Ltd 
be be{,OIte one o{, W men bILoke undeA tlce em",,,e pJLC06Wte. He had no way 06 "now.eng whrrt any­
one we WM 4ay.eng uytdvL .enteJULOg~uon, OIL whrrt they WVLe runletng; he had no way o{, ILecu,6wu.ng 
them, exeh.:ting hM command OIL uYCi6y.eng them. They WVLe each totaUy atone, he.tp£coUy at the 
meh.cy a {, thw ene.my. 

Khr." had been to the .c"..teJUtoga.ti.on lLOom :tw.tce, and each lime he heMd the guaJtdo' apPlLOach 
he dilew back aga.cYMt the. {,(Ucthcot watt 06 11M cete, "now.cng that pa.cn WM com.cng, ei.:thvL {,OIL 
letm,le,e{, OIL {,OIL one 06 kU, comMdco. 

Sudden.ty, .en the qu.ce;l: daJLknco6, :the dlLeaded Mund a{, 6£OW, heavy {,oo.t6tep,l began. MILl, 
(,ILO ze, coiled liglde}L .tveta a baf)'. The Mep6 cVLew necvu'Jt. Wout.d :they pM6 by letm tw lime, 
0It wo<Ltd they 6top? H.t6 bILerrtktng qu.cckened .en a pMoxy6m 0(, 6eM and £orrtletng. Hut{, 06 letm 
uu.ed {,OIL them to talee Iu.m, to opalte the atheM, yet the otheIL hut6 o{, letm 6Ch.eamed .fn 6ilen,t, 
6e.t6-plLeAeAv.cng deYCiat. 

The {,00:t6tep6 Uopped and 60 ded K.iJL"' 4 blLerrtktng M he healLd the 6eAClp.eng O{, a key .en the 
.eock on hM cdR.. WHh a tlt/n 6qlLealuytg the £aJLge me:tae doolL 6wung buvaild. /Ie tet 01Lt W 
bILeath .en a ILMh. He had been 6dee-ted and, Mmehow, :theh.e WM com{,oM .en the "now.eng. Somehow 
.i:t WM eM.evL to endWLe a beating thavr to htay beMnd w.i:th unknown :teJUtOIL. HeAe, rrteeMt, WM 
an enemy whom he co <Ltd 6ace. 

Then the memoueh 06 w pILev.eoM v.t6.t:t :to :the .eMeJUtogation ILoom Ch.owded .en on letm and 
he 6:tILuggR.ed w.i:th the gUMdo, detvan.cned not to go eMily. He wo<Ltd maize thv" eMn thWL pay 

he Wah not aeamb to be ted to the "eaughteh.. A 6lic" "fammed .tnto W 60R.M p.texM and 
he douh£ed OVVL, lighteYCing M :they dilagged letm ou,t and down the haU. 
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Shoved into the big 
the int~ogaUon began. 
fLeOMing to eaopeMte. 

/[oom, he WM "Wpped and MMched in the Muaf way. Ghi entvted and 
KJAk'" hand6 and 6eet WelLe chMned and he WM beuten "evelLety 60lL 

He Wed to b.tock out the pMn, nat to My aut, but M time pMMd a became inMeMingty 
dloMcuU. He !.>Meamed, tu!.>ty epahet/, twcning to "ob" M the beaUng continued and became 
mOlLe OelLOUOM. FOlL a fong ume nothing ewted except the pMn and the Mund 00 Ghi'!.> fLa-toed 
vohe "houting qu",uoM ut him. Btood oMm a cut on h-t,; oOlLehead oozed dawn, ob!.>cwUng h-t,; 
vi,;ion, tinting h-t,; wofLfd fLed. Hath.ed fLan uke venom thfLough h-t,; !.>y!.>tem, powUng o-tfLe into 
h-t,; abMed body. FinaUy he {,m the dafLkneM appMaching, wetcomed a uke a {,h.-tend, giving 
h-tm!.>et6 oVelL to .u;, peace. He went wah the dawnwMd !.>p-tfLaf, 6ewng no mOlLe, Mung no mOlLe, 
and 60fL a wh-tfe, bung no mafLe. 

He awoke, oney minute,; futelL, to Me Ghi tooming ovelL h-tm. He had been /[eteMed o'wm the 
ChMM and WM .tying on the MOM. 

"Ned .time," GfU. -Ln:toned gJr.a.vely, "you will .teU me." 

The gUMd6 uoted him and Magged him back to h-t,; ceil, tMow-tng h-t,; doth", bt behind 
h-tm. StiU oney pMtiaUy awMe, KJAk cJr.aw.ted naked to the paUet and co.e.eap.;ed. The one 
!.>pMk 06 !.>~6actian WM thut th-t,; time a had been h-tm and not !.>ameane We. And now, the 
wcUting began anew •.• 

"S S P P 0 0 C C K K .•. " 

The Vulcan, dozing in the chair by the window wall, was startled awake by the sound of 
movement in Kirk's room and the plaintive, almost pathetic calling of his name. He was on his 
feet at once, alert and heading toward the sound. In the darkened room he found Kirk standing 
at the window, his back toward the door. Before Spock could speak, Kirk called again in a 
voice more like a whimper than anything else. 

"Here, Captain." At Spock's reply, Kirk whirled and the Vulcan was shocked at the look 
of desperation on the other man's face. Even in the dimness he could see that he was extremely 
agitated. 

"Spock ... Spock ... I didn't think you were asleep," Kirk said, coming toward him. 

"No, I was not. Is something wrong?'1 

Kirk had come to stand close to Spock and he reached out with his uninjured arm and took 
the Vulcan's hand in his own. "I. .. didn't want to be alone. I. .. needed ... " he faltered, 
uncertain. 

Spock had perceived the state of disorientation in Kirk before, but somehow this was 
different. Kirk seemed more aware of his surroundings, yet almost fearful. "Another night­
mare, Jim?lI 

Kirk shook his head. "No, I wasn't asleep ... I couldn't." 
that he was holding Spock's hand, dropped it immediately as his 
wildly. He hugged himself as though he were cold and shivered. 

He seemed to suddenly notice 
eyes darted about the room 
IISpock, please ... II 

Al armed, Spock reached out. "Jim, you're trembl i ng. Are you cold? What is it -- are 
you in pain?" 

As Spock's hand met his arm, Kirk withdrew. "No, don't touch me! 
you can ... touch me ... II 

mean ... yes, please ... 

"Where does it hurt?" Spock was becoming more concerned, and Kirk's strange attitude 
confused him. 

Kirk took Spock's hand and laid it on the side of his head, covering it with his own 
hand. "Here,1! he said. liMy head hurts, here ... and my wrist, a little ... II He leaned into 
Spock's hand, then with his other he reached up to touch Spock's head in the same place. "Oh, 
Spock, it ... I ... want ... need ... " His voice was soft, his fingers absently caressing the 
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Vulcan's cheek. 

"Jim, let me bring something to help you." 

"No, I don't want anything. Only ... you help me." 

UHow?!I Spock was seeking, frightened. "How can I help yoU?1I 

Abruptly, Kirk pulled away. "I don't know!" It was a sob, then he pitched forward, 
clutching at his stomach. "My stomach. God, it hurts," he moaned. 

Shaking, Spack took him by the shoulders. "Come -- get into bed and lie down." 

Kirk allowed himself to be led to the bed, but he sat on the side and leaned forward. 

"I caul d hear them comi ng down the hall. They made sure we knew when they were comi ng ... 
and part of me wanted them to stop, to take me and the other part was terrified they waul d." 

"The Anthranians?" Spack asked, trying to follow Kirk's rambling words. 

"We knew whoever they chose would be in for a rough time, but being alone was so ... so ... 
horrifying, too. Spack?" He lifted searching eyes to the Vulcan's face. "I've never felt so 
'" alone in my whole life." 

Kirk's statements were making no sense and Spock was at a loss to answer him. In clipped, 
cut-off sentences Kirk seemed to be talking about incidents on Anthrania, yet there was a touch 
of the present in his words. 

"You are not alone now, Jim," Spack finally said. 

"We are all alone," Kirk mourned. "You -- me -- all the strangers who pass by in our 
1 i ves... " He drew hi s knees up, wrapping hi s arms around them, and began a rocking moti on on 
the bed. 

Spock reached out a hesitant hand to the huddled shoulders, uncertain if the contact would 
be rejected again, but this time Kirk sagged against him; allowing an embrace, Kirk snuggled 
against the Vulcan's chest. Suddenly, his breathing quickened. In a swift movement, he 
unwrapped his arms from his legs and reached up to encircle Spock's neck. With a gentle, fierce 
tug he pulled the Vulcan's body to the bed. For several moments, as Kirk held on to him, 
half clinging, half hugging, Spock did not move. The human's breath came in short gasps, his 
eyes "ere squeezed shut against some inner tension that the Vulcan dared not breach. Kirk "as 
coiled into a tight knot of desperation as Spock sought frantically for something to do to 
relieve it. Yet, so strange was this urgent, demanding need of Kirk's that Spock could not 
interpret its meaning. He knew only that the open vulnerability of this man, seeking, "anting, 
needing ... something, was overpo"ering him with a reciprocal need/desire to give, protect ... 
destroy the haunting images that plagued Kirk's mind. He tightened his embrace, pulling Kirk 
closer as though through physical contact their selves could merge and strengthen. At once, 
he felt Kirk stiffen in his arms. The breathing slowed and Kirk tried to pull away. When 
Spock did not immediately release him, Kirk spoke in a ragged, pain-filled whisper. 

"Let go of me, Spock." It "as both a demand and a plea. 

Spock dropped his arms and Kirk stood up quickly and "alked a"ay from the bed. For a 
long while neither man spoke or moved. Kirk had retreated to a corner of the room and had 
slid down the "all to the floor. He sat, trembling, huddled, his whole body on fire with an 
unknown agony. On the bed, tense and motionless, Spock tried to control the nerve-searing 
reaction he felt to Kirk's erratic behavior. Logic and reason failed him against the onslaught 
of the other's chaotic emotions and he struggled for a semblance of order in a situation where 
none existed. He could not trust himself to act, although the charged silence from across the 
room demanded that he do something. Kirk needed not to be alone, had in fact pleaded against 
it, yet in his turbulent attitude he seemed reluctant to accept Spock's involvement. 

Steeling himself to meet resistance, Spock managed, after a while, to rise and approach 
the desolate figure crouched in the corner. As he neared, the human appeared to withdraw, 
although he had not actually moved. 
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"Jim, please get up. You cannot stay here." The calm quiet in Spack's voice surprised 
even himself. Kirk relaxed a little and looked up to meet the concerned gaze. 

l'I'm all right, Spock.11 

Spack let out a breath. "Then, will you come to bed?" 

"When I I m ready. II Ki rk t s voi ce VIas determi ned. 

There was a pause, then Spack ventured, "Shall I leave?" 

Panic surfaced in the boyish features. "No!1I 

Spack lowered himself to the floor beside Kirk, careful that he did not touch him. They 
sat for a few moments, then Kirk's unexpected laughter broke the silence. 

"This is a helluva situation -- both of us sitting on the floor in the corner of a bed­
room in the middle of the night. Can you imagine what McCoy would say if he could see us?" 

The bemused express i on on Spack's face was lost in the darkness. "I foresee that the 
doctor would enjoy several suitably caustic remarks." 

"Yeah, he would," Kirk said fondly. He stirred, rose to his feet and held out a hand 
to Spock. "e'mOn, Commander, get up,J1 

Spack did not take the proffered hand, but gained his feet on his own. Kirk let the 
outstretched arm fall to his side. It hung there like a dead weight, and he turned away. 

Ul 'm not very good at saying 1'm sorry," he said. 

Pain shot through the Vulcan. "Jim, there is no need ... " he began urgently. 

BOh, there is a need," Kirk interrupted., ", .. in me ... one I can't explain, can't define 
but it hurts and keeps on hurting ... you." 

IIThat is not true,H Spock lied. 

Kirk smiled mirthlessly, turning to face him. "Vulcans are terrible liars, my friend. 
Don't you think I know you're suffering because of me? You're so patient ... so caring." He 
put his hands on Spack's arms and was satisfied when he didn't flinch. "I don't want to hurt 
you, Spack, but I can't help ... I don't know what's happening to me." 

IIJim, you will work it out. II Spock's voice was husky. 

"Will I? Those damned barbarians have turned my life upside down. I don't know if I'll 
ever get it right again." His fingers dug into Spack's flesh. "That stinking hell-hole of 
nothingness has destroyed everything it touched. It's reaching out, trying to destroy you, too." 

"Jim, please ... II Spock sensed the agitation and fear returning to consume Kirk. 

"Don't let it, Spack," Kirk pleaded. "God, let there be one whole, clean spot in my life 
that those bastards can't touch." 

IIJim, it will not destroy me ... or you." 

"Won't it, Spack?" Kirk demanded. He loosened his grip, letting his hands slide up and 
down Spack's arms. He paused for a moment; Spack didn't move. Then, abruptly, he dropped his 
hands. "Oh, shit," he said. Turning, he crossed to the bed and flung himself face down across 
it. Spack followed and stood staring down at the labored breathing that was an indication of 
Kirk's effort to calm himself. 

"Stay with me, Spack," he said without turning. "In that chair ... just so I'll know 
you I re there. II 

Slowly, they both began to relax. Spack sat and watched until unintelligible mumblings and 
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quiet, abandoned movements from the bed told him that Kirk had fallen into a restless sleep. 
The strange paradox of Kirk's actions chilled and frightened him. 

There had been a burning need in Kirk tonight. He had sought yet refused Spack, and the 
Vulcan forced himself to examine his reactions. There had been a fire in Spack, too, ignited 
by Kirk, for Kirk, to offer, give, fulfill, whatever it was that Kirk's tormented soul craved. 
It had not been enough. They had failed and been failed, lost in frustration, unable to dis­
cover the source of the pain. Spack leaned toward the sleeping human, wanting to touch, con­
sole, shield him from the sorrow, the hurt, needing as much a 5 Kirk the tactile assurance that 
only physical contact could produce. He paused, checking his response. An intangible ache held 
him, prevented him from completing the motion. He slumped back in the chair. Somewhere in this 

labyrinth of darkness there must be a light, but Spack could not find it and Kirk was drifting 
farther away. 

Spack finally admitted to himself that he no longer knew this man who had returned from 
a ten month nightmare. He shivered as a wave of grief washed over him. More than anything 
in the universe he had wanted Kirk back -- whole of body and mind -- as before. Yet now, as 
his Captain slept, not three feet away, Spack felt more alone, more desolate than ever. 

Unless McCoy could help him, restore him, Kirk may very well be lost for good. It was 
a very heavy burden to place on such an emotional being as the doctor. Spack wondered if 
McCoy had the skill or if he himself had the confidence in his ability. Then he realized 
that right now help could come from no other quarter. The three of them together had to 
find a way. 

After a while, the Vulcan's troubled thoughts receded and he, too, slept lightly in the 
chair. 

THREE 

During the next several days, Spack decided he had been justified in sending for McCoy. 
The Captain's mental and physical state seemed to be deteriorating daily since the accident. 
He was extremely agitated, nervous and withdrawn. He slept much of the day, yet his nights 
were restless, tormented by nightmares. He seldom went outside the cottage, still uncharac­
teristically using various physical ailments as an excuse. 

Neither man mentioned the night in Kirk's room, although it was obvious that each had 
been grimly affected by it. The Captain seemed to draw farther into himself, 'unwilling or 
unable to approach Spack on more than a very superficial level. And Spack, uncertain how much 
to push his friend, kept his distance and waited in a state of near anxiety, clinging to the 
hope that McCoy would be able to direct them. 

Spack had received a communication from the doctor, giving his arrival 
advice, with which Spack agreed, not to mention his expected visit to Kirk. 
he would take care of it when he got there. 

time and the 
McCoy had said 

Although McCoy had prepared to leave the Enterprise immediately after receiving Spack's 
message, and even traveling at warp speeds, the journey took over a week planet-time. For 
the Vulcan, the days dragged with a painful slowness that his training told him had no root 
in logic. 

Finally the time did pass, and Spack met the day of McCoy's expected arrival with 
hopeful anticipation. As usual, Kirk had returned to bed after reluctantly toying with the 
breakfast Spack had urged him to eat. He had declined Spack's suggestion that they walk on 
the beach awhile, claiming a severe headache. 

An hour later, when Spack checked on him, he was apparently asleep, the shades of his 
room drawn against the planet's bright sunlight. Spack puttered in the house briefly, then, 
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because he knew Kirk enjoyed some of the local sea delicacies, decided to go down to the beach 
to check some traps he had set earlier in the hopes of whetting the Captain's almost non-existant 
appetite at dinner. He would be back long before McCoy was due and Spock thought perhaps he 
could coax Kirk to get up and dressed so that he might be feeling a little better when their 
friend arrived. 

The room was quiet, cool and dim, and Kirk's head pounded in cadence with the steady thrum 
of the ship's engines. She wcu, a£way" demancLi.ng, :tfW, ".uVell miJ.,.tIteA" he C1immanded. Olt cLi.d 
"he command him? Spock had wanted hJm to go 601t a watk on the beach, but cLi.dn't he know that 
wcu, not po,.".,ib.f.e 601t the Captain 06 the Entellpwe? Vuty ... thelle wcv., a£way" duty. FoWt-teen 
UVeA depended on hJm. No ... not 60Wt-teen. FOWL hundJted and thiJtty ..• and aU tho"e damned 
Ambcu,,;adoM and cLi.gn-UaJtieA ... How in hill wcu, he "uPPoMd to keep them 6Mm each otheM' 
thltoau? It would "ellve them /tight i6 he thJtew the .tot 06 them togethell and .teA: natWLe take 
ill cOWtOe. The "WLvivat 06 the 6WeAt. .. But thelle wcu, that Uti.te matiell 06 cLi.p.tomacy. 
BaltbaJuaM .tItying to ad civilized and hi,; "hJp cv., theiJt teAting gltound. That'" U, good oU 
JameA T., keep eVellybody happy, don't cJteate incident,; and neVell mind that you have a "hJp to 
Itun, too. Now take Ambcu,,;adOJt Saltek, 601t iMtance. FOJtgUting that he'" Spock'" 6athell, he'" 
one 06 the wOMt 06 them, cJteating that altgument with GhJ. GhJ ... no, that'" not U ... not 
GhJ, Gav. Ambcu,,;adOJt Gav, a TeUcJtUe ... he oppo,;ed the Co/tidon admiJ.,,,ion. Then ... who in 
the hill M, GhJ? Oh, YeA. The AnthJtanian. Who.teA: him on the EntellpWe? Oh, no, he'd dItaw 
the Une at that . .. GhJ cLi.d not be.tong on hi,; "hJp... damn theiJt bWLeaucJtatic cu,"eA •.. He'd 
have oomeA:hJng to ,;ay aboul who he had to .tItaMpoltt. He wou.td not deat with baltbaJtiaM .. 
LeA: the heiJw.chy aMWell to theiJt demand,; i6 they wanted, JameA KJAk would not kowtow to GhJ. 
Vamn, no wondell he had a headacke! Well, maybe he ought to jU6t "eA: the 06Mcia£,; ".tItaight 
/tight noW ... maybe he ought to jU6t beam down to the Staltbcu,e and Me the Adn0uLt, .teA: hJm 
know that thi,; Captain wcu,n' t giving into the AnthJtaniaM and they could take thi,; cu,,,ignment 
and ... onty, hell, hi,; head hWt-t ,;0 much ... he wcv., ,,0 rued ... duly, a£way" duly. He dJtagged 
1Unv.,e.t6 up 6ltom the bed and puncked hi,; intellcom. 

"Spock, take the con. r'm beaming down to the Staltbcu,e." 

Outside, the bright sunlight almost blinded him and he squinted his eyes against the 
increasing pain in his head. 

Spock entered the cottage with the catch he had taken from the traps and deposited the 
pail of delicate little shellfish in the kitchen. He had been gone longer than he had planned. 
On the beach, some local fishermen had accidentally run a small craft into some shale and rocks 
near where Spack's traps had been set and he had been prevailed upon to assist them in freeing 
the tiny boat. 

The silence of the house told him that Kirk must still be asleep. He had hoped Jim would 
have risen on his own by now, but he supposed he would have to awaken him. McCoy would be 
arriving shortly, if his time schedule were correct. 

Kirk's room seemed almost like a tomb compared to the cheery brightness of the rest of 
the house. Spock had chosen the cottage partially because even on cloudy days the abundance 
of large windows let in enough natural light to make using the artificial unnecessary during 
the day. He had felt this would help Kirk forget the confines of ship and prison and bolster 
his spirits, make him feel more free. For a while it had, but lately Kirk's penchant for 
keeping the heavy shades of his room drawn had thrust the area into a feeling of gloom. 

Spock's eyes adjusted immediately to the dark and he knew at once that Kirk was not there. 
The bed was rumpled, but there was no sign of its former occupant. Panic, terrorizing, sick­
ening panic, claimed him and even as he called the name, he knew Kirk was not in the house. 
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Cursing himself for leaving Kirk unattended in his condition for even a short while, Spack 
ran out the front door. He came to a halt. His eyes raked the beach in both directions and 
although he could see people scattered far away, he could not tell if any of them were Kirk. 

He forced himself to take a breath, to consider logically where Kirk might have been. Per­
haps he had wanted to walk on the beach after all, but in view of Kirk's recent behavior, it 
seemed rather unlikely. The vision of Kirk, wandering about, confused, the night of the storm, 
kept slamming into Spack's thoughts. And Kirk had become much worse since then. 

Needing to do something, yet not knowing where to begin, Spack headed down the beach. He 
tried to put himself in Kirk's place, to think like the Captain might, but it was impossible. 
Kirk was no longer thinking and acting like the rational Captain Spack knew. He was depressed, 
withdrawn, a very sick man with a recent record of memory loss and disorientation. He could 
be anywhere, could have gone in any direction, and in his state of confusion, anything was 
possible. 

After over an hour of futile scanning of the beach, Spack gave up that course and headed 
back to the cottage. He was so distraught himself that his own thought processes were becoming 
distorted; he had to take time to consider a more viable plan of action. 

There must be alternatives. Even at this point he was loathe to seek official assistance 
for fear of unnecessarily alerting Starfleet of Kirk's condition. This had been a prime 
consideration of Spack's in every incident that had occurred. Kirk had to have the chance 
to resolve his problems without the fleet's interference. His career, his future may depend 
on it. 

As Spack neared the cottage he saw a small, silver, private aircar docked on the pad 
beside the house. His heart jumped; at first, he thought it might be someone with word of 
Kirk. Then, he suddenly remembered the time and realized to whom the aircar must belong. 

The familiar figure dressed in civilian clothes came to the door as Spack approached. He 
had apparently been watching for someone. 

"Well, this is a fine thing," McCoy began gruffly. "I've been waiting here nearly an 
hour. If I hadn't seen some of your things around, I WOUldn't have known I had the right 
pl ace. Where the hell have you been?" 

Spack bristled at McCoy's tone. "I'm sorry, Doctor. I've been ... 
chance to finish. McCoy, noticing the look of distress, cut him off. 

"Where's Jim?!! 

"I do not know." Spack's voice held an edge of defeat. 

He didn't get a 

"You don't know? What do you mean, you don't know? I thought you sai d Jim needed ... 
what in blazes is going on, Spack? I came halfway across the galaxy because you said Jim 
was goi ng to pi eces and now you tell me you don't know where he is!" 

Spack drew in 
McCoy's outburst. 
answer, I will try 

a breath, trying to gain some measure of control against the onslaught of 
"Doctor, if you wi 11 try to subdue your reacti ons and gi ve me a chance to 
to explain what has happened." 

McCoy quieted. His own worry over Spack's message, the long, hasty trip to Banoc-160 
and the unexpected incident of having to wait for almost an hour was causing him to over-react. 
The look on Spack's face did nothing to encourage a feeling of optimism. 

"I have been 1 ooki ng for the Captai n for over an hour," Spack sai d. "Come into the 
house and I wi 11 rel ate all of the current events to you." 

Aware of the danger of wasting time, yet with a need to be precise, Spack told McCoy 
in brief but thorough detail about the last few days. He described Kirk's attitude and 
condition, and finally told what had taken place that day. When he had finished, McCoy shook 
his head. 
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"Damn it, Spack. I can't understand why you left him alone. You should have known some­
thing like this could have happened." 

liThe 'why' is unimportant, Doctor,U Spack said impatiently. oWe are wasting time debating 
the obvious. I suggest we start searching again." 

McCoy sighed. "All right, Spack. You've already checked the beach. Maybe he headed in 
another direction. Hhy don't we try that? If he were walking he may not have gotten too far. 
Let's go." He caught Spack with a look of confidence. 

Spack nodded. They moved out of the house -- together -- to find the Captain. 

At McCoy's suggestion, they climbed into the aircar and headed slowly for the nearby town. 
They covered the fifteen miles in a zig-zag pattern, McCoy watching to the right, Spack to the 
left. There was no traveler on the road or anywhere in either direction as far as they could 
see. At last they arrived in town and set down on a landing pad with a thud of finality. They 
were running out of places to look, and if Kirk were not in the town, neither man knew where 
else to try. 

"I doubt if he would have wandered this far," Spack commented uneasily, glancing at the 
various places where a man could be concealed. There were restaurants, stores, bars, Media 
and Activity Centers, even a large park. It would take hours to search them all, and soon the 
sun would be fading. 

"Where else is there to look?" McCoy countered. They both knew that the answer to that 
question could very well be back at the beach, in that rough spray of "ater which led out to 
the Cardiff Ocean. No, McCoy decided, he would not consider such an alternative. Kirk had 
to be somewhere in town. 

They walked, silent with each other as tension built. McCoy regretted the harsh accusations 
he had thrown at Spack. The Vulcan was coiled, frightened beyond the limits of logic. Spack 
had done his best and it hadn't been enough. If anything happened to Jim, Spack would unfairly 
blame himself, McCoy realized. 

They lost 
the occupants. 
trace of Kirk. 

count of the establishments they entered, glancing quickly but thoroughly over 
Daylight waned, artificial light flooded the sidewalks and still there was no 

"Perhaps we should alert the authorities," McCoy ventured. 

"No. Not yet." Spack's answer was tight, emphatic. McCoy understood. They could not 
bare Jim's weakness to anyone else. If Kirk were all right, they must not embarrass him. 

Together they entered the next dimly lit tavern. It was the dinner hour and the place 
was virtually deserted. Down at the far end of the bar, a lone customer sat nursing a drink, 
a pyramid of empty glasses built on the shiny surface in front of him. McCoy started with the 
shock of relief and recognition. 

"Spack! There ... " He couldn't finish, his voice wouldn't cooperate. The Vulcan moved 
forward, leaving him to trail behind. 

"Jim?" Spack stood behind Kirk's stool, causing the Captain to turn three quarters to 
face him. Kirk's face lit with bemused delight as McCoy perched on the stool to his left. 

"Spack ... Bones ... what are you two doing here?" he asked lightly, genuinely surprised. 

"I was just going to ask you the same thing," McCoy drawled easily, stilling the slam of 
his own heart. There was something out of synch in Kirk's attitude, something which warned 
him to proceed with caution. 

)'Have a drink?" Kirk offered, indicating his own glass. 
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"He've been looking for you," Spock ventured, still poised uncertainly behind Kirk. 

"Hhy?" Kirk responded blankly. "Trouble on the ship, Spock? Why didn't you just use the 
communicator? I ... " Kirk reached to the back of his waist, then looked confused by the loss 
of his belt and instruments. 

McCoy hastily put a hand on his arm. "Easy, Jim, it's all right now. Can you tell me what 
you I ve been doi n9?" 

IISittin' here," Kirk answered vaguely. IINothin' wrong with a man enjoying his shore leave, 
is there?" 

"Why did you leave the house without telling me?" Spock asked before McCoy had a chance to 
forestall him. The doctor had recognized that Kirk was out of touch with his present reality, 
and he knew they must not confuse him with too many questions. The important thing now was to 
get him away from here, back to the house where McCoy could examine him more closely. 

"Spock, quit playin' around," Kirk chuckled. "I left word on the ship where I'd be ... 
didn't I?" The levity ended on a tone of distress. 

"S ure you did,1I McCoy placated. "elmon, Jim. Come with us." He stood, slipping a hand 
under Kirk's elbow. 

Trustfully complacent, Kirk put his feet on the floor and attempted to rise. 

"All right. Hhere are we going?" His knees buckled at the sudden movement and McCoy 
grabbed at him to break his fall. Spock shoved the stool out of his way to lend support from 
the other side. Together, they balanced Kirk as he regained his stance. 

"Just a little way," McCoy answered softly. "We'll find a place where you can lie down. 
Trust your old sawbones,1I he murmured. 

lJS ure -- don't I always?1I 
wobb 1 ed a few steps away. "How 
still at his side, took his arm 

Kirk smiled, extracting himself from their protection. He 
-- I think I had one Folly too many," he protested. Spock, 
again. 

nItls not far," the Vulcan assured, picking up McCoy's lead. IIWe have a car." 

"You'll feel better once you get out in the fresh air, Jim," McCoy continued, as they 
reached the street. Kirk was walking straighter now, regaining his faculties of movement. 

"I'll be glad when this mission is over. Stuffy diplomats ... " Kirk mused cryptically. 

"Who, Jim?" McCoy prompted. 

"Oh, all of them. Sorry, Spock, but your father's one of the wors t." 

McCoy saw Spock tense as the chilling vision of disorientation was slammed home. 

"Hey, why don't we just beam up?" Kirk asked suddenly, reaching again for the elusive 
communicator. 

"Unnecessary, Captain," McCoy filled in smoothly. "Here's the car now. Come on -- get 
in,tt he coaxed. 

"You'll do anything to avoid that transporter, won't you, McCoy?" Kirk chuckled, still 
playing the scene without question. 

Little was said on the short ride to the beach cottage. Spock fingered the controls 
absently, letting the automatic pilot take over. McCoy watched as Kirk lapsed into a contented 
silence, lost in a world of his own making. 

"Has this ever happened before, Spock?" he questioned quietly. 

"No. There have been ... moments of disorientation, as I've already related, but nothing 
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like this." Spack glanced uneasily at Kirk, reluctant to talk this way in front of him. 

"It's all right -- he doesn't understand," McCoy explained, interpretinq Spack's concern. 
"Between the mental fatigue and the alcohol, he's lost touch with reality." 

"Temporarily?" Spack asked. McCoy shook his head. 

III don't know. 1I 

Gently, they led Kirk into the cabin. Kirk looked around in appreciation. 

"Home at last," he grunted, rubbing a dirty hand over his face. 

"Do you know where you are?" McCoy asked. 

"Of course -- why wouldn I t 1?1I 

"Okay, just checking," McCoy soothed. "Sit down on the couch, Jim. Spack, get my bag, 
will yoU?" 

"Are you going to examine me?" Kirk asked curiously, 

"00 you mind?" 

"No, I suppose not. 1 haven't felt too good lately." 

"Hhy? Hhat's the problem?" 

III don't know. II 

Spack deposited the bag at McCoy's feet and pulled a footstool over to the couch and sat 
bes i de them. 

"All right, let's see if I can guess," McCoy went on, running the scanner 5101t/1y. "How 
did you crack your ribs?" he questioned. 

II I don I t know. II There was no trace of worry in the answer. 

"Hhen he crashed the surface car -- " Spack began. 

"I. .. crashed the car?" Ki rk puzzl ed. 

McCoy took his hand and turned it over to examine the nearly healed cut on his finger. 
"That's a pretty deep wound. Did you cut yourself?" 

III don 1 t know ... I don't remember. II 

liOn a knife,1I Spack supplied. lilt was an accident. II 

"Yes ... an ace; dent, II Ki rk agreed. 

McCoy sighed. "There's also evidence of a recent burn across your chest and throat. 
What caused that?" 

"I don't ... Spack, what caused that?" Kirk looked at the Vulcan in anticipation of his 
answer. 

"You had the shower controls too high," Spack reminded him gently. 

"Yes, of course.!1 

IIJim, what's your brother 1s name?!l 

"My ... brother? George Samuel Ki rk. Hhy?" 

"Where is he?" McCoy persisted. 
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"He ... died ... was killed. You know that, Bones. We found his ... body on Deneva." 

II Okay • Now, where are yoU?" 

"On Starbase Three. Where are you?" Kirk chuckled. 

"Right here with you, Captain, right with you. Can you do this?" McCoy held his hand out 
in front of his own face and slowly brought his fingertips to his nose. Kirk repeated the action 
and then complied as McCoy put him through a series of neurological tests. 

"Jim, where were you today? How did your hands get so dirty? Did you fall down?" 

Kirk contemplated his hands. "Yes -- I am dirty, aren't I?" He stood up unexpectedly. 

"Where are you going?" Spock asked, rising with him. 

"To wash up ... I don't want to be dirty. Got to keep clean ... " 

UGood idea," McCoy encouraged. "Spack, let's get him to bed now. There's little more we 
can do at the moment. II He turned to Kirk. !ITired, Jim?1I 

'IYeah ... a little. Spack?" 

"Yes, Jim?" 

"You'd better call the ship. Tell them where we are." 

liAs you wish, Captain. II 

"C'mon, Jim. I'll help you get ready for bed," McCoy offered, not permitting him to be 
alone for a moment. "Then I'll give you something to make you relax. It's going to be all 
right, Jim. It's going to work out." Gently insistant, he led Kirk toward the bathroom, 
continuing the soothing words as much for his own benefit as for Kirk's. 

Inwardly appalled at the situation he had discovered, McCoy was already leaping ahead 
professionally, laying the groundwork for what he knew he would have to accomplish. He prayed 
for the strength and skill to make it work. 

- 2 -

A persistant golden sun worried Kirk into a wakefulness which his senses resisted. Damn, 
why weren't the shades drawn? Spock usually darkened his room so he could rest uninterrupted, 
he remembered, his thoughts still groggy with sleep. He tried to return to his limbo world, 
but his body betrayed him, urged him to wake up. Gingerly, he opened his eyes and the brightness 
of the room hammered at his skull with a thundering assault. Moaning, his hands flew up to keep 
the top of his head from coming off. God, he must have had a bad night. He couldn't remember, 
but he felt like he had been drugged or drunk or both. 

At last he determined to try again and was slightly more successful. He made it to a 
sitting position, slowly swinging his legs over the side of the bed. Still holding his head, 
he managed a squint, this time withstanding the light. He let his hand slide across his lips. 
His mouth was dryas cotton. 

Dimly, he could hear voices coming from another part of the cottage -- the precise, clipped 
tones of his First Officer and the soft southern drawl of McCoy. McCoy? Abruptly, awareness 
jolted him to the present. 
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Opening his eyes fully, Kirk forgot about his condition and concentrated on listening, 
puzzled. The conversation in the other room continued. He couldn't make out the words but 
the voices were unmistakable. Quickly, he got to his feet, ignoring his throbbing head and 
aching limbs. He pulled on his robe and headed toward the direction of the sounds. 

Spock and McCoy were in the den, so deep in discussion that they didn't notice his entrance. 

1180nes1 11 

Kirk!s brain. 
crossed toward 

The sound of his own voice, a mixture of surprise and delight, reverberated in 
The other two looked up, also surprised, then McCoy grinned sheepishly and 
him. He reached out, gripping Kirk affectionately on the arms. 

"Mornin ' , Jim," he drawled. 

"How ... when ... what are you doing here?1I Ki rk stammered. 

"I came to visit you. Aren't you at least going to say you're pleased to see me?!! 

"Well, yes, but ... II 

IIHow are you feel ing, Jim?" McCoy asked. 

"Never mind that. I want to know how you got here." 

"You look like hell," McCoy observed clinically. 

IIBones! II 

"All right. I was anxious about how the two of you were getting along, so I thought I'd 
better come see for myself. II 

"Hhen did you arrive?" Kirk asked, not fully buying McCoy's story. 

IILast night. II 

"Last night? I. .. can't remember ... " Kirk trailed off, bothered by his frequent lapses 
of memory. 

Ilyou were asleep,1I Spock interrl,JPted. IIWe didn't want to disturb you. II 

Kirk met the Vulcan's eyes, disbelieving for a moment, then dropped his gaze, frowning. 

IIIl ve got a helluva headache this morning. 11m sorry, Bones, this doesn't seem to be one 
of my better days." 

"Why don't you wash up, Jim, while Spock orders some juice and maybe a little breakfast 
for you. That'll make you feel better," McCoy said. 

Kirk smiled. "Doctor's prescription?1I 

McCoy returned the smile. "You just leave everything to me. I'll have you feeling like 
a new man in no time. II 

Kirk hung his head. "I wish ... He stopped, then reached up to squeeze McCoy's shoulder. 
IIltm glad to see you, Bones. 1I 

Kirk showered and dressed, then washed away the cotton taste from his mouth with a cold 
glass of juice. Although he was feeling a bit more tolerable, he found his stomach still 

rebelled at the breakfast Spack had ordered. He forced a few token bites to appease the con­
cerned Vulcan. McCoy kept up a light conversation, but Kirk, familiar with the doctor's 
methods, was aware of the keen blue eyes observing him, making mental notes of his reactions. 
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The Captain was only mildly interested in McCoy's motives. Instead, the knowledge that he could 
not remember the night before, that he had, in fact, lost all of the preceding day, was a nagging 
worry in his mind. 

McCoy was relating an incident concerning a colleague he had met on his trip to 8anoc-160, 
when a subtle suspicion about the doctor's unexpected presence began to vie for attention in 
Kirk's thoughts. 

"Why did you say you decided to come here?" Kirk interrupted. 

McCoy stopped talking and studied his friend thoughtfully before he answered. "Well, I 
figured you and Spock had enough of relaxin' in the sun and sand. Thought I'd better check to 
see that you didn't get too used to the life of leisure." 

Kirk threw Spock a warning loak not to interfere and spoke to McCoy. "So you just up and 
left the Enterprise -- came halfway across the galaxy to join us. Just like that." 

"Not just like that. I had some leave time accrued, Jim." McCoy gauged Kirk's attitude. 

lilt was still 
coming, did yoU?1I 
him off. 

kind of sudden, wasn't it, Doctor? vou didn't even let us know you were 
Kirk looked at Spock again. The Vulcan was about to speak but McCoy cut 

III wanted to surprise you .. , II 

"And you say you arrived last night?" Kirk asked. 

"Hey, what is this, a third degree? What's wrong with wanting to join my friends for a 
1 ittle shore leave?" 

"It hasn't been all a picnic," Kirk said, staring at his hands. McCoy leaned forward, 
studying the man across the table. 

"Jim,!! he said quietly, llgive it time. We'll work it out. II 

Kirk stood abruptly, his mood changing. McCoy knew before he spoke that he'd said the 
wrong thing. Anger flashed in the accusing hazel eyes as Kirk stared at the two concerned 
men still seated at the table. 

"Who do you think you're kidding? I know you well enough -- both of you -- to see when 
you're being dishonest with me. Don't you think I've noticed you watching me all morning, 
Doctor, making a diagnosis in that medical brain of yours? Did Spock send for you, tell you 
I've been acting strange?" He faced the Vulcan. "What's the matter, Spock? Afraid you 
cou1 dn' t hand1 e me by yourself any more?" 

"Jim, please ... " Spock began to rise; Kirk turned his attention back to McCoy. 

"Di d he tell you how he's been hoveri ng over me for the pas t month, not 1 etti ng me out of 
his sight, fixing my food, seeing to my needs, mothering me ... smothering me! Did he tell you 
I'm getting sick of his interfering ... " 

Spock had crossed to Kirk's side. "Jim, you must calm yourself," he said, reaching out 
to take Kirk's elbow. 

Kirk pulled away, swinging his arm backward and knocking over a cup of coffee on the table. 
"vou see what I mean? Always telling me what to do, what not to do, suggesting in that decep­
tively soft way of his that he knows what's for my best. Well, I'm not a prisoner, I'm a free 
man now. I don't need anyone telling me what to do ... " 

McCoy faced Kirk. "Jim, stop this at once!" he commanded. 

Kirk hesitated for a moment under the intense blue gaze, then jutted out his chin. "Go 
to hell -- or go back where you came from, but don't medd1 e in my affa i rs, McCoy!" 

"vou don't seem to be doing too well on your own," McCoy matched Kirk's determination. 
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"How would you know? Because of what he's told you, or because of what that analytical 
mind of yours thinks it sees?!! 

"Listen to yourself. Is this James Kirk talking?" 

J1You bet it is!l) 

nYeah, I can see that,!! McCoy said. nCaal, in control, doing fine. I know ... II 

"You don't know anything,1I Kirk yelled. "VOu don't know me any more. You haven't seen 
the things I have, 1 ived the ... " he faltered. 

"Let us help, Jim,1I McCoy urged. lIWeJre your friends. Letts face this together. II 

Kirk slumped for a moment, his outburst taking its toll. "You don't understand, Bones. 
I'm not the same person any more. I'm different, changed ... the James Kirk you knew is gone ... " 

"Then let us help you find him," Spack said quietly. "You can be that man again." 

Compassion welled in Kirk for an instant, for the ever constant support of his friend. He'd 
abused Spack so often in recent weeks, lashing out at him to avoid bearing the blame himself. 

III wish to God that were true, Spack, I) he told him. )IBut itls too late. 11 

lilt is not too late,1I McCoy put in, "but you have to try, you need to want our help,lI 

Unreasonably, resentment rose again in Kirk. "You don't know what I need." 

1100 yoU?11 

"Yes. I need to work it out in my own way, a lone. I can handl e it by myself." 

"Can yoU?1I 

III 1m doing all right. 11 

"Then tell me," McCoy pressed fearfully, "what happened to yesterday?" 

A look of anguish crossed Kirk's countenance as he faced the blank wall of memory loss. 
The terror of not knowing consumed him . 

. .. He wcv., -en a "maU. bafte ltOom alone, Maxed on Mme ooul-omeLUng ,,:tJw.w-Uke Mb,,;tance 
piled -en one coMelt. He had lo,,:t aU. :tJu:tck 06 Ume and he hadn':t oeen an!f 00 h-Co men -en whax 
mUh:t have been da!f;'. He Itemembelted bung -en :the ceR.R. wah AndeMon and :the o:theM, :then ;,eveltal 
guaJtd,; had come -en, ditagged h-Cm oa:t and bltOught h-Cm :to :th-Co ceR.!?. SoU:tait!f. The!f held h-Cm 
while :the!f -enjeued ;,omUh-Cng brto h-Co aftm. Tha:t Wcv., aU. he Itemembelted. When he owoke, he wcv., 
alone, cli.;,oit-Cen:ted, hav-eng lo;,:t aU. MMe 06 Ume. He vaguel!f ItemVlIbeited Gh-C';, 6ace, glwng 
Ught,;, ba:t no:th-Cng we -en h-Co ditugged o:ta:te ° 0 amnM-ea. Molte time pcv.,;,ed. Once a day a 
bowloul 00 wha:t :the An:thitOn-eaM labeled oood wcv., ohoved -en:to h-Co ceR.!?, ba:t he ;,ow no one. He 
ItM-e,;:ted loo-eng h-Co OWaftenMo :to ;'leep, ;,houUng demand,; :to Me ,;omeone a:t :the ;'ilen:t, cto"ed 
daM. Fatigue 6-enaU.y ctoJmed h-Cm and h-Co ;,leep wcv., :toiUnen:ted b!f haunting 6!?cv.,hM 00 Ugh:t 
and Gh-C'" 6ace, unill he could no longelt oepafta:te :the ditea"" oltOm JteatU!f. 

A:t fcv.,:t h-Co MMM welte ;,ha:t:telted b!f :the open-eng 06 h-Co ceR.!? dOM and KUtk 6aced a ;,,,-LUng 
Gh-C 6R.anked by :two gUaftd,;. 

"We afte Ite:tUltn-eng !fou :to !fOUit men cv., a IteLllaftd 6M !fOUit coopeJt.a:t.i.on," GM :told h-Cm wah 
deceptive k-CndnM;'. "La:telt, We will :talk agun and !fou will continue :to eoopeltaxe cv., !fou d-Cd 
lcv.,:t n-egh:t." 

"You Uaft!" KUtk ;,houted. "I :told you no:th-Cng." 

Gh-C wcv., ;,till ;,mil-Cng, aR.mo,,:t "ympaxheticaU.!f. "You don':t Itemembelt? Thax -e,; :too bad, ba:t 
no:t unUhua£. The m-end oMen den-eM wha:t a w{.;hM :to OMge:t." 
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"Thelte' 0 no:tfUng :to JtemembeJt. I've been con6-ined :to :tfUo 6tinIUng hote, Mugged... " 

"Wha:tevelt you dwoM. :to beLLe.ve, b<Lt I know di.66eltentiy, and YOWl men know di.66eJtenfty. 
You have oU the exampte. They Me aU anuouo :to :ta.tk :to me now." GfU motioned 6M :the gUMdo 
:to :take IQM o<Lt. TfUo time :they welte oWlpJtU-ingty gentie. Even when he JtM-C6:ted they :took fUo 
aJunO 6.iJunt..y b<Lt wUh none 06 :the cJweUy he had come :to expect. 

Back a:t :the communUy ceeJ., he haW MaJety AndeJt6on'6 6WlpJtUed 6ace cu, :the doOJ( wcu, opened 
and MJtk wcu, aLtowed :to wa.tk :thJtough on fUo own, lta:theJt than bung 61wved -in, head- 6-LMt, cu, 
wcu, the uouaf. ItUWln aMelt a oM6-ion wUh the AntiM. 

"J-Lm!" The men eame towMd fUm, :the"-!t 6acM a m-LuWle 06 lteLLe6 and 6eM. 

"You've been gone 00 tong. We welte a61ta-Ld they'd lUlled you, even though they :totd uo you 
weJte aU ",,-ght, " MaJety 6a-Ld. 

/I I'm 6..i.ne.," Kilt/<. lied. n r Waf., -t1'1. hOWMY - - ;theiA -idea. 06 wea.Jl.lng on .:the. l1eJtVeh, I 
MPPOM, b<Lt they di.dn':t hUJt:t me." He MMed an unecu,lnM6 among :the men. "Wha:t -C6 U? 
Some:tfUng?" he cu,ked. 

"J-Lm," MaJety began, ":they :toU uo you had ta.tked to :them -- 'coopeJta:ted', they 6a-Ld. 
Gave. ..[n6oJtma..-tLon." 

"It' 6 a ue," Kiltk pltotM:ted. "Von' t you Me U';, a ruck :to tWln U6 aU aga-LMt each 
otheJt? I :totd you. I wcu, In M.u:toAy the whote time." He coutd not Itead the 6acM, teU 16 
:they beLLeved fUm OJ( no:t. He Mew away 61tOm the gltOup. 

V-id he beLLeve U fUn"et6? Wcu, GfU malUng -i:t up 0It ••• had he Mven them In6oltJ1la:t.[oYl? 
TheJte Welte bfunk 6po.t6 -in fUo memolty a 6 the tcu,:t 6ew daY6. He coutdn' t ltemembeJt . .. 

Kirk gripped his head, moaning against the throbbing inside, and felt his knees begin to 
buckle. Strong arms caught him before he fell. 

"I didn't talk ... it was all a trick," he mumbled, confused. He felt himself being lifted 
and knew who it was. "Spack, I can I t remember... n 

"Take him into the bedroom," he heard McCoy say. "I'll give him something to ease the 
tension. 1I 

"No!" Ki rk forced hi mse If to answer. "No drugs." He caught McCoy's eyes as Spack 1 ai d 
him on his bed. IIPlease, Bones, no more drugs. II 

McCoy nodded and patted his shoulder. "Okay, you rest a little. 1·lhen you feel like it, 
weill talk again.11 

"Spack," Kirk gripped the Vulcan's hand. "Will you tell me what happened yesterday?" 

"Yes, Jim. Later. II 

Kirk was awake but making no attempt to get up when McCoy came into his room a few hours 
later. McCoy observed the lethargic figure so unlike the vital captain he knew, but made no' 
comment on Kirk's lack of ambition. Instead, "Howls your headache?" he asked. 

"It's better," Ki rk answered, not botheri ng to look at the doctor. "Where' s Spack?" 

"He's checking on some things of mine that I left in town when I arrived yesterday. Hungry?" 
Kirk shook his head. McCoy offered a glass of juice he'd brought with him. "Well, at least 
drink this. I fortified it with vitamins to give you some nourishment." 
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Kirk sat up and took the glass. 
insatiable thirst. "Thanks, Bones. 1I 

He sipped it, allowing the sweet liquid to quench his 
He handed the glass back and lay down. 

nSit up for awhile. Let's talk." 

Kirk hesitated for a moment, then shrugged and sat at the side of the bed. Fear of what 
McCoy wanted from him vanished as he gazed at the compassionate features. He trusted McCoy 
as much as he trusted Spock. It had been one of the constants in all those terrible months. 
He reached over to squeeze McCoy's hand. 

ttGuess I gave you a hard time earlier. Sorry.!! 

McCoy covered the hand with his own. "Well, maybe I pressed too hard. I should have been 
honest with you from the start, should have known you'd see through us. You were right about 
Spock asking me to come here. I had told him to let me know if he needed me, if he felt things 
weren't going well. He's worried about you. ll 

"I know he is, Bones, but I can't help that. Maybe things haven't worked out as well as 
he -- we'd hoped, but I'm not a basket-case yet." 

"Of course you're not. You went through a hell of an ordeal and it's not goi ng to be easy 
to put it behind you. But, you know, Spock -- and I -- went through our own kind of hell those 
months, too. We didn't know what was happening to you and there was nothing we could do to help 
you. You were alone. We've got you back now; we're here and we oan help you, if you'll let 
us. You don't have to be alone any more. II 

Kirk stood up, struggling to put his feelings into words, to explain to his friend why 
he couldn't accept what they had to offer. "Bones, I know you think I'm not coping very well, 
that I'm not able to handle this, but I am. Okay, I've had a few lapses of memory, lost a 
couple of days. I acknowledge that's a problem and I admit I'm bothered by it. But can't you 
see, I've got to think this through on my own. I've got to decide where I want to go from 
here. I've got to face what happened and deal with it in my own way. I can't share it with 
you or even with Spock because you have no comprehension, no way to understand what we went 
through. " 

"That's just it, Jim. You're not facing it. You're blanking out the parts you can't 
deal with. That's what's causing your periods of amnesia. Deliberately or unconsciously, 
your mind is refusing to face what's really bothering you. Look, you said we can't comprehend 
what you went through. Then make us understand. Get it out. Make us feel what you felt, 
see what you saw. 1t 

Kirk let out a breath. "You don't know what you're asking, Doctor. You think I would 
put you and Spock through that?" 

"I think you can't do it alone. I think you need help, but you have to want it. Jim, all 
of us need help at some time. It's not wrong to admit that." 

"Are you trying to play psychiatrist with me?" 

HIl m not 'playing' anything.1! 

"No, I guess you I re not. II 

"Hey, I'm your friend, but I'm also a medical doctor. I don't knm/, maybe one will get 
in the way of the other, but I've taken care of your physical problems, patched you back to­
gether -- how many times? I've had to certify men fit or unfit for duty over and over in my 
career. I've never let personal feelings get in the way of my professional judgment, and you've 
relied on that judgment a thousand times. Why can't you trust me now?" 

Kirk paced the room. "And in your professional opinion , James Kirk is falling apart. 
Unfit for duty?" 

"You don't need me to tell you that." 

Kirk stopped pacing and studied his feet. "Well, maybe that's not so important any more." 
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UWhat is important, Jim?" 

III don't know.1! 

llThen, let's find out." 

Illt 's not a question of trust, Bones,1l Kirk changed direction. 
the best in your field. Call it a difference of opinion. You think 
happen to agree with you." 

"I'm the doctor, remember?" 

"You know I think you1re 
I need help. I don't 

IIDoctor!1I Kirk snapped. "That's just it. Doctor -- not God! You don't have all the answers.1I 

"I don't have most of the answers. You're right, sometimes we medical people get to 
feeling like gods, making decisions that could affect lives without the certainty that those 
decisions are the correct ones. We think we're omnipotent. It's the same kind of affliction 
that sometimes affects starship captains." 

"That's enough!" 

"No, it's not nearly enough. Nothi ng we do is ever enough, but by God, whatever it is, 
whatever it takes to keep you from destroying yourself, I have to try because I care what 
happens to you." 

"Why? 
to go nova. 

What does it matter to any of us what happens? We live our lives on a star about 
It can explode and all be taken away from us in an instant." 

US ure it can, but whi 1 e vie I re here, we have to make it count for somethi ng. You count, 
you're important." McCoy rose and crossed to Kirk. "You have to believe in James Kirk, you 
have to try. That's what separates Man from the lower species." 

Ki rk I s face contorted, hi s voi ce cracki ng. II I have been the lower speci es, Doctor. Il 

The naked pain on Kirk's face caused McCoy to recoil, unable to answer. He dropped his 
head in anguish and turned away. 

Kirk stared at him for a moment, then left the room. 

The den was dark when Kirk entered and at first he didn't see the Vulcan seated by the 
desk. Kirk moved to sit down in one of the chairs when he heard Spock. 

"Are you all right, Jim?" Kirk looked toward him. 

"I didn't know you were in here. McCoy said you were checking on some things in town for 
him. II 

"I got back a short while ago. I heard you and the doctor talking and chose not to intrude." 

"It's all right," Kirk said, sinking in the chair. "It's dark already," he observed. 

"Shall I dial up the lights?" 

"No, not yet. Did you get McCoy's things?" 

"Yes. II 

"Spock, why didn't you tell me you'd sent for him?" 

Spock sighed. "I thought you would object, if you knew." 
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HTo seeing Bones?" 

"No, to the fact that I felt you needed him." 

"Do you think I need help?" 

Spock came and sat in the chair next to Kirk's. "I think something is wrong, Jim, some­
thi ng that neither you nor I can correct. Perhaps McCoy, with us, can fi nd out what it is." 

Kirk leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes. "I don't think I have the strength. 
Il m so tired. H 

"Jim ... " Kirk sensed that Spack's voice was edged with fear. There was an undercurrent 
of charged emotion, a desperation so atypical that Kirk chilled. "Don't give up," Spack con­
tinued raggedly. "If you haven't the strength, then lean on me." His voice became soft, as 
though he were speaki ng to himself. "It cannot end 1 i ke thi s, without even tryi ng ... all those 
months of agony cannot have been for nothing." 

Kirk reached out and touched Spack's face, the Vulcan's despair transmitting to his soul 
like a fresh wound. 

"Spack, don't." Kirk felt tears well up for his friend's anguish, for the constant 
strength that now seemed closer to breaking than Kirk ever remembered. "Please, I can't see 
you hurt like this." 

"Jim, I need ... " The whisper trailed off. 

HyoU." 

His tears spilled out then, and Kirk buried his face in his hands. "Oh God, Spack, what's 
happened? What the hell has happened to us?" 

Spack drew him into his arms, pressing his face against the soft hair, feeling the 
trembling man sag against him. 

IIHelp me, Spock.l! 

Then McCoy was there, his voice gentle with calm reassurance. "VJe'll help you, Jim." 

HBones," Kirk fought back the fear, II I can't do it alone." 

"You don't have to. Spack is here. I'm here. We'll do this together." 

Spack held him tightly as if he were afraid if he let go he would lose the man clinging 
so desperately to sanity. 

They had been talking for over three hours -- really talking -- and finally they agreed on 
a break. Spack brought in a tray with three steaming mugs of juniper tea. McCoy got up and 
stretched, taking two of the mugs from Spack and handing one to Ki rk, who sti 11 sat on the couch. 

"Here you are, Jim. Watch it, itls hot." 

Kirk took the cup but his grip was unsteady; some of the liquid splashed on his hand. 

"Ouch!" 

"I told you to be careful," McCoy scolded, reaching to retrieve the cup. Kirk held on. 

"Never mind, I have it.1I 
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lILet me see your hand. Oi d you burn i t?" 

Spack came over. uJim,u he began. 

"I said it was nothing!" Kirk snapped. His nerves were beginning to wear thin again. At 
first, he had talked peacefully, describing with a seeming calmness some of the things that had 
been happening since he had come to the starbase. McCoy kept the questions general, careful 
not to press when Kirk seemed reluctant to go into details. Mostly, the Captain had seemed 
anxious to cooperate, talking freely with an almost clinical detachment about why certain things 
were happening. He expressed a curiosity about the day before, but when neither Spock nor 
McCoy elaborated on what had taken place, he didn't insist -- almost as if he were afraid to 
have them tell him what he couldn't remember. McCoy directed the questioning, knowing they were 
skirting the important issues, but he wanted to build up Kirk's confidence in talking, putting 
him at ease in expressing what came to his mind. 

It seemed to be working. Kirk continued to express his concern over his recent actions, 
the black-outs, the recurrent nightmares that drained his strength, his uncharacteristic 
clumsiness. Yet when McCoy would try to be specific, Kirk would become agitated and change 
the conversation. 

As they relaxed and finished the tea, Kirk grew calmer. At last McCoy began to question 
him again, bringing up Kirk's memory loss of the previous day and night. Since it indicated 
a prolonged period of disorientation, McCoy suspected it might have been triggered by something 
close to the heart of the problem. 

"Jim, what's the last thing you remember before you woke this morning?" 

"I don't know, maybe going to bed the night before." 

"Only it wasn't the night before. It was two nights ago -- before I arrived. Do you 
remember that?!! 

"Yes, I guess so. I don't remember yesterday at all." 

II Di d you dream?" 

"Maybe. You know I've been having a lot of dreams lately." 

II About the camp?!! 

III guess SO." 

"What did you dream about the camp?" 

III don't remember. II 

"Do you dream about other things beside what happened at the camp?" 

Kirk grinned. IIS ure , Doctor. Don't most men?1I 

McCoy returned the grin but his voice was serious. liDo you dream about women, Jim?" 

The smile faded from Kirk's face. "Never mind, drop it." 

lIyou brought it up. II 

"I said drop it. Let's talk about something else." 

McCoy decided to let him have his way. "Okay, but you still haven't answered my question." 

"What? Oh, do I dream about other things?" Kirk thought. "No, I don't think so." 

"What about the ship? Do you ever dream about the Enterprise?" 
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A fragment of memory flashed into Kirk's consciousness. "Yeah ... yeah, I guess ... some­
thing ... " he struggled for the elusive picture. 

"Di d you dream about the Enterpri se yesterday?" 

Kirk was becoming nervous. "I. .. I was on shore leave. We had just transported a lot of 
important passengers. Spack ... your father ... " he turned to the Vulcan questioningly, then 
back to McCoy. "But that wasn't yesterday, was it? I've been here all the time." 

"Easy, Jim," McCoy cautioned softly. "When I arrived yesterday, you had disappeared. Spack 
di dn' t know where you'd gone and we spent most of the day 1 ooki ng for you." He ignored a worri ed 
look from Spack and went on, choosing his words carefully. "When we found you, you were ... dis­
oriented. You talked about the ship, seemed to think we'd just completed a mission. Do you re­
member any of i t?1I 

Kirk shook his head. "I saw you yesterday?" 

flYes, last evening. 1I 

Kirk rose and paced the room, frowning, trying to remember. "Bones, this is impossible. 
was gone a whole day and I can't remember. It's all a blank." 

"It happens, Jim, but what I;e're trying to find out is what triggered it, what you were 
thinking when you left the house." 

II I don I t know. Where di d you fi nd me?!! 

Uln a bar. II 

Kirk let out a breath. "Drinking?" 

nYes. 1I 

Kirk looked over at Spack and saw the pain on the quiet Vulcan features. "Guess I gave 
you a hard time, huh?" 

"No, Jim,1I Spack assured. lIyou were quite agreeable. 1I 

Kirk grinned fondly at the supportive reply. 
had to subdue him forcibly. He walked over to the 
stars. A hand touched his shoulder. 

Spack would not have complained if they'd 
window and stood glaring at the sea and the 

ItWe'l1 fi nd the answers, II McCoy I S vo; ce was confi dent. 

Kirk turned, pleading. "Bones, what's the meaning of all this "he flung his arms, 
this vastness? Universes go on and wars are fought and won and in all of it, we're so 

insignificant. 1I 

McCoy;started to answer, but Kirk stopped him. "No -- you said once that there's only 
one of each of us ... you said, 'don't destroy the one named Kirk.' But, Bones, he doesn't 
exist any longer. God, what's left of him ... " 

is still worth fighting for," McCoy finished. 

l'I' m falling apart. II 

"Then we'll put you back together." 

"Can yoU?" 

"Yes, we can." 

IIHow do you know?" 

1I8ecause it I 5 what you want. II 
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"I don1t know that." 

"Yes, you do. You won't admit it because it's easier to give in, to not have to fight 
back. Frankly, I'm surprised at you. You never were one to admit defeat, to give up." 

"That just shows how 1 ittle you really know about me. I have been defeated, I have given 
up,!. .. " Kirk stopped and walked away, his shield against revealing too much coming back 
into place. "I don't want to talk about it any more." He crossed the room and sat opposite 
Spock, avoiding those somber brOl,n eyes watching him. The three men were silent, yet Kirk 
sensed an uneasiness, as though they were waiting for him to say something. 

"How long are you going to be able to stay here, Bones?" 

McCoy suddenly crossed the room and stood above his chair, staring down at him with angry 
determination. "Stop it, Jim! Don't you see what you're doing, changing the subject, avoiding 
the issue? You've got to get it out, talk about it!" 

l! Drop it, Doctor. I I ve had enough. l! Ki rk I 5 voi ce was 1 ess forceful than McCoy IS. 

"Fine. Shall I go back and tell the crew of the Enterprise to just forget about any hope 
of seeing James Kirk again? Shall I tell them they better get used to a new captain, because 
the one they waited for, prayed for all those months doesn't give a damn what happens to them?" 

Ilyou son-of-a-bitch." 

"Well, do you care, Jim? Does the Enterprise matter to you at all now?" McCoy hammered. 

The EnteY'pT'ise~ sleek and silveY' ... his ... 'I'll never lose you. ' 

He saw Spock rise; something in the Vulcan's face ... fury. 

"Leave him alone, Doctor.1I The voice carried a warning. 

At my side ... always ... here ... in the dark prison of Anthrania ... on the bridge of the 
Enterprise ... 

McCoy's question rang in his ears. lilt matters ,II he whispered. III care what happens to 
the Enterprise, her crew ... my crew. II 

1100 you want to go back?" McCoy's voice was quiet, loving. 

Kirk nodded. 

"Then you will." The reassurance, the gentleness was there. Kirk realized 
were misted. He did want to go back, did want to command. For this man's sake, 
for that crew with all their loyalty, but mostly for himself. He knew that now. 
him say it. He smil ed. 

the blue eyes 
for Spack IS, 

McCoy had made 

"You may not be so anxious when I start cracking down on the discipline you've all been 
relaxing in my absence. I expect one hundred per cent." 

IIWe'll take our chances,1I McCoy grinned, the tension relieved. 

"I'll see how soft you've all gotten when I get back," Kirk teased. When I get baek, not 
if. He tested the idea for the first time in months. It fit, he knew it now. He wanted to 
command. 

The three Enterprise men sat together, talking for the rest of the evening, a relaxed 
camaraderie almost like old times, if one could forget the purpose for being on the planet. 
It was still early when McCoy began recognizing signs of fatigue in all of them and suggested 
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they call it a night. There was a lot of hard work ahead for the three in the next few weeks. 
Kirk had to be ready for Starfleet's evaluation and the time seemed all too short in which to 
accomplish his acceptance of what had happened. 

McCoy had been shaken by the man he had found in the bar -- alone and out of touch with 
reality -- the night before. Even Spack's detailed descriptions had not prepared him for the 
helplessness he feU when he actually came face to face with the friend for whom they both 
cared so much. The stark realization of what Jim and Spack must have been going through these 
past weeks overwhelmed him. He had forced a confidence and bravado for his friends' sake that 
he certainly didn't feel. Yet if he were unable to help Jim, could he trust a stranger, a 
detached psychiatrist, to be sensitive to the intricate workings of the mind that drove a man 
1 ike Kirk? 

Kirk had said repeatedly that McCoy no longer knew him. Perhaps that was more true than 
either of them dared to admit. Perhaps the experience on Anthrania had made changes in the basic 
psyche of James Kirk. Spack loved Kirk with a fierce protectiveness, yet McCoy knew that the 
Vulcan's reaction to the imprisonment would have been vastly different than that of a human. 
McCoy could understand in ways that Spack could not what physical pain and degradation could do 
to one who was, not trained in Vulcan forms of mental control. But could anyone truly understand 
someone else? Humans were often as alien to each other as they were to other races. 

James Kirk had command training to give him the control he needed in crises that would have 
broken the emotional doctor, but not even that kind of background could have prepared him for the 
reality of the Anthranian prison. 

McCoy recalled the horror he had felt when he had seen the evidence of physical abuse on 
Kirk's body when his captain had first been returned to the Enterprise. It was a shock that 
only his training as a physician had enabled him to control. 

Kirk had tried to control as a Vulcan might, but he hadn't the training or ability. He 
was human. Now, he was exhibiting not control, but a complete block against remembering and 
accepting the worst truths about what had happened. They had made progress tonight; at least 
Kirk had admitted the need for help. Yet McCoy would have to do more, make him admit to the 
feelings he attempted to hide. The doctor wondered if he had the strength to put Kirk through 
the ordeal he knew was necessary. He wanted to protect Kirk, keep him safe, but the way he was 
now, he was neither happy nor safe. He knew that the kind of help he would put Kirk through 
would be nearly as bad as the original tortuous experience. It had to be done. McCoy frowned, 
knowing that he had Kirk's trust, yet realizing that his friend didn't know what the doctor 
would have to do to him in order to give him the help he needed. 

- 3 -

The method of McCoy's help began to take on a pattern, with the doctor in the role of 
inquisitor, friend, and often the butt of Kirk's reluctant admissions. The two men engaged in 
long hours of conversation, with McCoy sometimes gently guiding, sometimes insistantly probing, 
while Spack, at the doctor's direction, would deliberately absent himself from the sessions. 
They had discussed the advisability of the Vulcan's presence and McCoy felt that Kirk would 
respond better to one person at a time. Spack conceded to McCoy's expertise and with some 
trepidation agreed to do it his way. 

Early one afternoon several days after the therapy had begun, Kirk and McCoy were once 
more in the house alone. M,cCoy took up residence at the desk in the den, while Kirk sat on the 
edge of the couch and grinned. 

"Well, Doctor, should I lie back, close my eyes and tell you of my horrible childhood?" 

McCoy laughed. "You had a perfectly normal, pampered childhood, but you might find talking 
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a little easier if you weren't perched there all tensed up like a caged Rhinecat." 

Kirk complied, stretched out on the couch and closed his eyes. "All right, Bones, fire 
away ... Let's see, I once harbored hate feelings toward my mother when I was six years old 
because she woul dn' t 1 et me go to a travel i ng 1 i ght show with my brother Sam and hi s fri ends ... " 

"Hrrmn... that coul d have some deep, psychological si gnifi cance," McCoy went along with the 
game. 

Ki rk sat up abruptly. "And then there was the time I ran away from home and hi d out for 
four hours because my teacher was going to call my parents to tell them I was fighting during 
recess. II 

"Yes, the 'reluctance-to-face-responsibility ' syndrome ... II 

"And another time, I ... II 

"Enough," McCoy interrupted. "All right, we've established that you were an average, nasty 
little boy who grew up to be a somewhat above average starship captain." 

Kirk frowned, his cheerful mood subsiding. "This is getting us nowhere ... !" 

"Of course not, if you're going to continue to play games all afternoon." 

"What do you want to hear? Some more blood-curdling horror stories about the everyday life 
of a prisoner on Anthrania?" 

"That is what we're here to tal k about." 

"Bones, I can't talk about it all the time. I have to get away from it sometimes," Kirk 
pleaded. 

McCoy sighed. "Okay. Then what do you want to talk about? And don't tell me the awful 
pranks you pull ed as a ki d. " 

Kirk relaxed, grinning under McCoy's exasperated scowl. "You know, you can be one hell of 
a bore at times. 11 

"Oh, no, you don't. We1re not here to discuss my problems, either.1! 

UYou have a few,1I Kirk teased. 

"No doubt. I'll debate that with you sometime, but right now, our job is to get to the 
root of yours. II 

"That's what I love about you, McCoy. You're so damned single-minded." 

"Dedicated is the word." McCoy was smug. 

"Bull shit. You're a nasty, probing, meddling, interfering old goat." 

IIYes, Captain. II 

Kirk's eyes sparkled with affection. "God, I'm glad you haven't changed, Bones. I guess 
I was afraid that maybe ... " 

"Maybe what?" 

"I don't know, all that time away, everything was so ... different. I kept thinking about ... 
home, all the things I knew. I was afraid that maybe when I came back ... well, it didn't seem 
that things could still be going on as usual, that people would still be the same. You know, 
there was no touch with familiarity ... only memories to rely on, and after a while I wondered 
if I was even remembering correctly or if my mind was recalling only what I wanted it to." 

"The human psyche has a tendency to block out unpleasant memories and remember only good 
things. Man's been doing that since before recorded history. That's why each generation 
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expounds on 'the good old days'." 

"I know that, Bones. Is that what I'm doing with Anthrania?" 

"In a sense, but in this case it's a little different. There isn't very much good to 
remember about that ordeal. Your consciousness is putting up a defense mechanism, blocking 
out the worst parts. While you were on Anthrania you had the good memories of the past to 
sustain you, give you something to hold on to, fight for." 

"That's true. There were some times when it was all that kept me going. Sometimes it 
would get so ... bad, that I couldn't cope and I'd think about the Enterprise or you and Spock, 
and it was a kind of ... escape from there. I couldn't really escape -- physically, but they 
couldn't control my thoughts all of the time." 

"Oi d they try to control your thinking?" 

Kirk nodded. "Yes. Not with drugs or sophisticated machines like the Mindsifter. They 
used trickery ... and torture to confuse us, make us think things were not as they seemed." 

"So you would retreat mentally into your memories and detach yourself from what was hap­
pening," McCoy clarified. "It's one of the things that helped you survive the ten months." 

"It wasn't always possible to do that, though," Kirk told him. "After a while, Ghi caught 
on to it and found ways to keep our minds focused on the present and what was happening. Then 
there was no escape.!! 

"What ways?" McCoy asked. Kirk paused, not comprehending, so McCoy repeated his question. 
"What ways did he find to keep you from escaping in your thoughts?" The doctor forced himself 
to be calm, relaxed, while his heart protested against hearing what atrocities had been inflicted 
upon his friend. 

Kirk could talk about it, had schooled himself through the tapes and debriefing to report 
in a detached manner. "Torture, mostly. n His voice was informative, matter-af-fact. II, •• In­
flicting pain so excrutiating that it drove all thoughts out of our heads. Later, they learned 
to use psychological torture as well -- separating us, leading us to expect physical pain then 
making us wait for it. The Anties were primitives, barbarians by our standards, but they 
learned fast. II 

"How did you feel about them?" McCoy asked. 

"Who? The Anties?'1 

McCoy nodded. 

"Oh, we were great buddies," Kirk said sarcastically. "How in the hell do you think I felt 
about them? I despised them." 

"All of them -- all the guards?" 

JlYes,1I 

"They showed no compassion, no acts of caring, no kindness?1I 

IINane. What do you think it was, Bones -- a vacation resort?" 

"No, of course not. I was just wondering if any of them in all the ten months ever had any 
feelings about what they were doing." 

I! We 11, if they di d, they never 1 et us see it. II 

"Yet they learned to understand you, if only to find your weaknesses. That shows a degree 
of intelligence and comprehension on their part. We have found that usually when one race learns 
to understand another, there is a certain amount of ... affil iation between them." 

"There was no affiliation between the Anties and ourselves. If they felt anything, it was 
pl easure. The Anti es enjoyed our suffering." 
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"How do you know that?" 

A memory of evil, leering faces flashed before Kirk ... the Anties making bets on how 
much pain could be tolerated, who would be the first to break ... Compassion? No, there was 
none of that. Kirk remembered the rough handling of battered bodies, food being thrust at 
a man too weak to feed himself, and water to ease a parched throat placed just out of reach 
when each movement toward the treasured liquid was an experience of contrived agony. 

All the Anthranians were cold, detached, cruel -- even the medics who were there to see 
that the prisoners survived as long as Ghi wanted them to. They would take no chances of 
losing a valuable commodity unless it suited their purpose. Even in their hospital, even when 
they were saving ali fe, they showed no caring, no humanity. The pri soners were jus t an item 
of possession, to save or not as Ghi decreed. And if in their lack of concern they blundered, 
a human life could be counted as lost while the Anthranians marked it up as experience . 

... The mO"-Mng eW< WM :trud, wUh a "moky haze, cotd and damp. T:t peJUnea:ted :the conMne-; 
oil :the ceU, wakeMng :the g!Wggy pJUJ..onViJ.> w,uh ill now- ilami.-UM <>:tench. They fay on :thUh. 
~ndIv~duat paLte:t<>, "hoved ~nto ghOUl''' oil :two" and :thhee-; ilOh add<JionaR. wahm:th, and ~ed :to 
~gnohe :the co~ng oil dawn. 

IGiAk moved fU1, Umb" he-; ile-;"ly, "llU he£udant :to compte:te£y heUnq~h :the Mile:ty oil 
,,£eep. Some mO"-Mng", ~n :tfU1, uvilight ,,;(;age between :two teve.t6 06 cOMcioUMe-;", he couid 
aR.mo,,:t conv~nce runv.,e£il :thaR. :tfU1, WM ail a MghtmMe, :tha:t he'd wake Up ~n fU1, cab~n on :the 
EntMpJUJ..e, waR.k Up :to :the b~dge, aMwne fU1, pM:t and "mUe a 6~endty gheeting :to fU1, Chew, 
T:t WM aR.mM:t :thMe 60h rum :thM mO"-Mng ... Bone-; en:tMed :the b~dge and aMumed fU1, 6avohUe 
"po:t be-;~de :the command cheW<. Some:trung :tugged a:t :the back a 6 K~k'" m~nd, "ome:tiUng he'd 
wanted :to Mk McCoy ... Some:trung WM wlwng. 'Bone-;, 1 :trunk 1 need ... ' IGiAk'" "e~-coMciou<> 
~nd whe-;iled wU:h :the maUM 60"- a momen:t. 

Hah¢h, j~ng he~y clanged wU:h :the co~ng 06 an AnthhaMan gUMd, bang~ng fU1, "Uck 
aR.ong :the bah¢ oil :the ceU, joWng rum 6uUy wake. IGiAk g!Waned and hoUed ovM on fU1, J.,~de, 
away illwm Andvu,on who WM ,,£owly "dUng Up. The ilantMy "Upped way, ilO"-go:t:ten M :though 
,u had nevM ew:ted, heptaced by :the de-;ota:te thuth :tha:t 60"- :the PM:t :two month;." each day 
~n :thM ptace, :tfU1, COM;(;ant baU£e 60"- "Uhv~vaR. WM :the only heaU:ty. 

SllU, :the pvu,~:tant ~ntui.tCon hem~ned, a MgMng WOMY :tha:t :teMed :the p~phMY oil 
fU1, can<> ciou<> ne-;" , even ~n :tfU1, piace and :tille. WUh a ghea:t e660ht, he managed :to J.,~:t up, 
whUe o:thvu, Mound !Urn WMe aLt JUJ..~ng, go~ng :th!Wugh :thUh. :typ~caR. mMMng moUoM, phep~ng 
:themoe£ve-; ilM :the day ahead. 

"J~m, Me you aLt ~ght?" The concMned vo~ce ocemed ~embodIed. 

"Mmnh . .• ?" IGiAk J.,uugg£ed :to cleM fU1, ~nd, tooked Up :to ~denU6y Andvu,on J.,:tandIng 
OVM rum. "Yeah .•. 'm okay," he mumbted, hUbb~ng fU1, eye-; wU:h fU1, knuckte-;. Ye:t, "uddenly, 
IGiAk knew he wMn':t aLt ~ght, knew wha:t fU1, vague uneM~ne-;J., had J.,~gMilied. H~ :tMoa:t hwct 
:to "waUow, he ached moM :than u<>u"'-, and fU1, eye-; bUhned and ,,:tung. He WM ilR.. 

One 06 :thUh. majO"- ileah¢ ilhom :the VMY beMnMng had been :the dangM 06 ilR.ne-;" 0"- ~n6eetion. 
The aUen a:tmo"pheJLe heLd bac.:t~a :to:taUy iloM~gn :to :thUh. J.,yJ.,:tem<> and :they had no ~mmunUy. 
The bhoad-J.,pec.:thum anUbloUco :they had been given beilohe :the ~,,~on had been expec.:ted :to tM:t 
only:two weeN. They mu<>:t be deilen<>e£eM ag~M:t any numbM oil AnthhaMan gMm<>, and il!Wm wha:t 
:they had w,une-;ocd 06 :the enemy'" medIcaR. :technoiogy, knew :they couid expec.:t U:t:tte heLp ilhom 
:tha:t Mea ~il :they became J.,!ck. 

Now, ,u appeMed :tha:t wha:t :they dheaded had occUMed. IGiAk knew :tha:t one ~n6eetiou<> ~eMe 
couid wipe ou;(; aLt a il :them ~n a maUM 06 day". The chil£Ing :though:t managed :to cl~ily fU1, 
runrung. 

"Mahty . .. ~:ten. Keep:the o:thvu, way 6!Wm me. 1 may have picked up a geJUn -- 6ee.t6 Uke 
an ~niltuenza-:type ,,~n hlght noW -- no :tei'.Ung wha:t ,u couid be ••. " IGiAk "poke Uhgentty, 
keep~ng fU1, vo~ce tow. 

"Oh God." Andvu,on ,,:topped be-;lde rum, :te-;:ted IGiAk'" ilO"-ehead wi:th fU1, patm. "You' he ho:t 
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cv.; Vulcan, J-Lm. What "hould I do? Teil. the An:t[v,? They mJ.ght know what U).!." Mve you 
Mmwung. •. " AndeMon met KUtk'" 6eveJt-bJUght gaze, both men M.£en-tey comp.te.ti.ng the thought. 
The AnthMYl-i.aM' med-Lci.ne could j uM; cv.; ecv.;Uy kU.t cv.; cWte. 

KUlk cOM-LdeJted hJ.J., aUeJtnativv,. The otheM mJ.ght be ""6eJt -L6 he weJte h.emoved 6IWm the 
ceil., yet KUtk d-LoUked 6aci.ng the ptr.Mpec.t 06 tr.mnqu-Loh-Lng hJ.J., th.eatment to the An:t[v,. yet 
he wcv.;n't anM:ouo to tr.etWtn to the pwon -Ln6J.tr.mMY. H)'!" expetr.J.ence. theJte when they had awk­
wMd.ty M-X hJ.J., btr.oken .teg made the ptr.Mpec.t 6M 6tr.om appeaUng. 

KUtk'" head Waf., thtr.obb-Lng too bad.ty to aMweJt. AndeMon "ett.ted the ).!.,,,ue by puoh-Lng h-Lm 
back to the paUet. 

"JU6t Ue down ... ma.ybe U'll pCW.6," he ven-tuJte.d. "Lu'.6 waLt." 

KUtk wcv.; -Ln no condJ.t-i.on to be.tabatr. the po-Lnt. Otr.adua.Uy, he 6eft h-Lmoe.t6 dJU6ung 066 to 
".teep aga-Ln. 

AI., the day wotr.e on, U became obv-Louo that KUtk wcv.; getting wOMe. It took un:U.t aMeJt 
.tunch 6atr. the Anthtr.aYl-i.aM to tr.eaUze Mmeth-Lng wcv.; wtr.ong. Once the gUMdo' cuJUouo onoop-Lng 
cv.;ceJtta-Lned the ttr.uth, tr.eae.ti.on wcv.; "w-LM. Wnutv, .tateJt a "quad tr.etWtned and, back-Lng the 
otheM aga-LMt the waU, they UMed KUtk to a UtteJt and "ped h-Lm to the pwon -i.n6-Uwlatr.y. 

By then, K-i.tr.k wcv.; 6emng too ,,"-ck to even cMe what they d-Ld. H)'!" 6eveJt had wen, he 
wcv.; weak, cOMtant nauoea tatr.e at hJ.J., Uomach, and cv.; they depMUed hJ.m on a .tv,,, than MnUMy 
bed, he wcv.; oveJtcome wUh a bWeJt dv,-i.tr.e to taugh at the -i.tr.ony 06 the "Uuation. The -LgnomJ.nJ.ouo 
de6eat -- the peJtveJtted jU/.,uce -- to be conqueJted at tcv.;t by ,,0 6amUJ.M an enVllY cv.; thJ.J." 
a6teJt aU he had endWted. LaughteJt tWtned to Mb", a dtr.y moanJ.ng. Then, weMily, he tap"ed 
-i.nto qu-l.et. TheJte wcv.; no po-i.nt -i.n g-Lv-i.ng hJ.J., emouoM thw UnJ.,at-Lo 6y-i.ng tr.e.tecv.;e. It he.tped 
noth-Lng. 

The -i.n6J.tr.mMY wcv.; -i.n a "maU, diAty "ee.ti.on 06 the pwon, "et apMt 6tr.om the ma-Ln bu-i.£d-Lng 
by one accV,,, tunneL Thetr.e weJte /.,eveJtat "-Ldvwom/.,, anotheJt Mea wh-Lch pcv.;/.,ed 6atr. a tabotr.atatr.y, 
o6Mce "pace 60tr. a "maU "ta66 06 peMonne.t. It wcv.; a cotd, cheeJt.tv,,, ptace wUh a heavy, 
ovetr.Whe.tni-Cng a-i.tr. a 6 death and decay. 

Soon aMeJt hJ.J., MJUvat, K-i.tr.k wcv.; awakened and exam-i.nea by an -i.nd-L66eJtent phy""-ci.an who 
"poke nO StandMd. He gv,tWted btr.oad.ty to get KDlk to comp.ty wah hJ.J., demando, pok-Lng and 
pJwdd-Lng lWughty w@ "k-Lnny MngeM. He wcv.;, K-i.tr.k ob"eJtved, the "k-LnnJ.Mt Anthtr.an-l.an he'd 
met. KUtk, undeJt no tr.v,ttr.a-Lnto, momentMily debated ttr.y-Lng to oveJtpoweJt hJ.m and "eek V, cape. 
Yet, h.egMd.tV,,, 06 the doc.totr.'" 6tr.a-i.t appeMance, KUtk wcv.; "tiU the weakeJt and knew ouch a 
move woutd be 6uUte. In hJ.J., ptr.v,ent condJ.t-i.on, he wouldn't get veJty 6M. 

A6teJt a Mnat apptr.aJ.oat, the doc.totr. .te6t, and 6atr. hoUM KUtk "aw no one. He tay, to""-i.ng 
tr.v,Uv,,,ty, unabte to "teep yet too wed to teave hJ.J., bed. Ii).!., tempeJtatutr.e e.tevated and then 
he d-Ld ".teep, aUght-headed detetr.J.um wh-Lch gave hJ.m no ttr.ue tr.v,t. 

SeveJtat fuM cv.; the d-Loecv.;e tr.an W coUMe, KUtk "aw Oh-L, con6eJtJUnq wah the doc.tatr. atr. 
"tand-Lng by the bed checUng the wJUtten h.epanto 06 hJ.J., condJ.t-i.on. In /.,8;"e 06 hJ.J., matr.e tuci.d 
momento, KUtk Wed to commun-Lcate w@ Um, need-Lng to heM the "ound 06 anotheJt vo-Lce cv.; much 
cv.; anyth-Lng. Fatr. mo"t 06 the ume, K-i.tr.k wcv.; ccv.;t adJUM, .to"t -i.n thJ.J., aUen p.tace, away 6tr.om 
any 6amLt£atr. touch 06 com60at, gen-teenv,,, otr. c.atr.-i.ng. 

Long hoUM WeJte "pent -i.n a 6anwy wUch KUtk wcv.; unabte to "have away. He wcv.; too weak 
60tr. denJ.at, too "-i.ck to 6utty know the d-L66eJtence between tr.eatUy and .unaMnation. He would 
caU 6atr. McCoy, heM McCoy anoweJt, know that McCoy wcv.; Wtg-i.ng hJ.m to M9ht, to will h-Lmoe.t6 to 
Uve. On Anthtr.anJ.a, the ,,-i.mp.te, human touch wcv.; unknown, yet U Uved -i.n KUtk'" wbconoci.ouo, 
ptr.ov-Lded a bu66eJt to the unwhotMome ptr.v,ent, kept hJ.m 6tr.om g-Lv-i.ng up. 

Once, OhJ. tr.e.tuctan-tey adm-i.fted that two otheM weJte -i.n6ec.ted -- HMvey LandeM and Venn).!., 
HoU. They weJte QuMteJted -Ln anotheJt i>-i.dvlOom. OhJ. "mugty af.,,,utr.ed KUtk that the doc.tatr. wcv.; 
h-Lghty quaU6-i.ed and that they weJte expee.ti.ng to ).!.,otate the anUtoM:n any t-i.me, now. 

Fotr. neatr.-ty ,,-i.x day", KUtk'" whote ewtance 60cU/.,ed on thJ.J., new battee 60tr. "utr.v-i.vat. Atone, 
he "tJuLgg.ted thtr.ough day" and nJ.ghto 06 nauoea, 6eveJt and cold i>weato, to",,"-ng -i.n and out 06 
tr.eaUty. He endutr.ed the tr.ough mJ.n).!.,.ttr.at:[ono 06 the med-Lcat "ta66 who -i.n6tr.equentey came to cteaMe 
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IWn OiL :to take bfood ~ampfeA OiL g).ve an J.njecilon 06 unknown medJ.C£ne. A pa,,[n6ul needte WM 
peJUnanen:tfy J.Mvded J.n:to iUh :tUgh, a p1UntU-tve 60"'" 06 IV, he MMmed. In iUh de.UJUum, 
:tho U8 h, he kep:t knock-tng ft ocrt, and :they would come back and ~ cJteam at Um, wavJ.ng :the :tube 
at IWn :to make ft undeM:tood :that he WM J.nconvenJ.enC£ng :them. HnaUy :they tied iUh leg :to 
:the bed, J.ncJteMJ.ng iUh ~com60M:. 

SUen:tfy, iGUtk would ~Up J.n:to iUh own woJctd wheJte nlUenM and membeM 0 n iUh namUy 
abJ.ded wfth cafm and comnoM:. H~ mo:thVt, Sam, McCoy, Spock ..• 6anU..UM, pleMant. Some 
V~J.OM wVte ~:ttLangVt -- he MW Gem, dyJ.ng oMm iUh agony ... :the huge "ock-bulk on :the Mo:thVt 
HoJt:ta, who :took Um M one 06 hVt clU.fdJten J.n a ~u.JtJte~tic ~cene on compM~J.on. A:t dJ.66Vtent 
UmeA, vaJUoU!.> women whom he had known and 60lt whom he had cMed ~at beAJ.de Um - - Ed-i.:th, 
M-i.Jta.manee wfth hVt 60fk medJ.C£ne, Ruth, A"eef ..• :they appea.Jted blUe6ly, ~appeMed wfth :the 
eomJ.ng on eoMC£oU!.>neh~. 

iGUtk babbled, Mved, ./.,woJte at anyone who came neM Um. He cUMed at GU, even when :the 
An:thJta.nJ.an :toU IWn :that :the doe:tOM had 60und :the cu.Jte. 

It :tu.Jtned ocrt :to be :tJtue. FOiL once, GU WM no:t lyJ.ng ;tJJ 1Wn. A6:tVt a while, :the doe:tOiL 
began admJ.~:telUng ano:thVt dJtug :thIWU8h :the IV, and gJ.vJ.ng a pu.Jtple hY"Up. GMdu.aUy, iGUtk'~ 
mJ.nd began :to ueM, iUh :tempVtatu.Jte dJtopped and he "eaUzed :that he WM goJ.ng :to Uve, a6:tVt aU. 

In :the da.y~ wUc.h 60Uowed, iGUtk "lowty "ega,,[ned iUh ,,:tJteng:th. He "ema,,[ned J.n :the J.n6J.JunMY, 
gu.Mded noW and "eA:tJta,,[ned, at timeA, by MpeA. He 60und :the p"ecau.:ti.oM amU!.>J.ng becaU!.> e :thVte 
WM ,,;tJ.U no way he could have 60ugh:t iUh way ocrt. It WM an e660M: mVtefy :to leave iUh bed. 

GU, who had been cOMpJ.euoU!.>ly ab~ent hJ.nce :the cu.Jte had been 60und, 6J.naUy pa,,[d iGUtk 
a v~ft jU!.>:t be60iLe he WM :to be "efeMed. The Art:th!tunJ.an looked mOJte dou.Jt :than U!.>ual, M 
:though he wVte ~ed wfth Mmeone OiL MmetUng. 

"You.Jt "ecovVty ~ noW complete?" he Mked. 

"No:t entiltefy," iGUtk hedged, 60iL ft WM eMJ.Vt :to "ema,,[n hVte :than "e:t/J.Jtn :to :the J.nteMO­
ga.UOM and :the "eA:t 0 6 :the :toM:u.JteA. 

"TomoMow you go back -- :the doe:tOiL Myh you Me complete." 

/GiJtk hJ.ghed. He had expee:ted M much. "I !Je.e.. You.Jt doe:to" dOeAn':t know vvty much, dOeA 
he?" 

GU bwtied. "He 60und:the medJ.C£ne :to cu.Jte you," he "em-tnded. 

"What 06 :the o:theM?" iGUtk Mked, "peakJ.ng what had been OOJtemoh:t J.n iUh mJ.nd aU along. 
"You :told me two o:theM wVte ill •.• " 

GU "egMded Um ~:teadUy. "One UVeA. One gave iUh U6e 60" you." 

GlUe6 and deApa.J.Jt 6illed iGUtk, 60Uowed by dJtead M GU'" d~pM"J.onate voJ.ce continued. 

"The man Hoft -- he ~ dead, un60M:unatefy. We know ho UUfe abocrt you humaM. 
dJtug WM 60und wUc.h would cou.n:teMe:t :the ~eMe, ft WM admJ.~:tVted 6J.M:t :to Hoft. 
:to be :to 0 ,s:tJto ng 6 OiL Urn." 

When :the 
It pMved 

"The dJtug... KILLEV 1Wn?" iGUtk WM hoJtJUMed. "You mean ft WMn':t :teA:ted 6J.M:t, you 
dJ.dn':t check... " 

"It Wah teo,te.d," GhA.- maJ.J1..:taJ.J1e.d. lIOn. HoLt." 

"Oh, my God." Ultk :tu.Jtned away, unable :to look on :the -i.mpMhJ.ve 6ace. "You don':t :teA:t 
me.cU..cine. 011 humano wU:hou:t,.. You . .. oh, damn. ljou,1/ he. gftoane.d. 

"It WM a "eMonable eMoJt," GU expla,,[ned. 
:the 60","ula and admJ.~:tVt ft :to you and LandeM. 
Imow,te.dge., Ijeo? 1/ 

"Vamn YOWL plUm/;Uve ,skJ.U/" KJ.Jtk exploded. 
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"A6:telL Hoft',s "eaction, we wVte able :to adjU!.>:t 
You.Jt own :top-~hape ~ p"006 06 ou.Jt ,skJ.U and 

"You M~tic, bumbUng 600~ / A man ~ VEAV 



becaUhe o~ YOM mi/.,;/:ake! And U makN no cU~~eAence ... U dONn':t ma:t:teA ... " 

GhJ. Mew back ct6 !.~ !':taJt:tted. fI,[J, eYN gllew hMd. "CMe~u.t, Cap;/:a,[n IGiAk. You g!.ve me 
al1geJt. " 

GhJ.'!' incU~~eAence Wct6 !.n~Ufliating; IGiAk wct6 pct6:t caution. "To heLt wHh YOM angeA! You 
don't play wUh my men Uke expeAimenXa.t animal!.!,! floll cUed and he cUdn':t have :to! T ~ you'd 
ob!'eAved :the bMN:t minimum o~ M~e:ty, o~ "cienU~,fc pflinciple -- " 

GhJ. Mapped IGiAk acflaM :the mou:th wLth :the palm o~ hJ.J, hand. "Enough! We Me An:tManian. 
We do An:thlUlnian way. You will leaM :tha:t, Cap:tain. Oil you will cUe," he pllonounced haMhJ!.y. 
Then he hMked away, leaving IGiAk alone WID hJ.J, gflie~ and Ilage. 

Now, :the ruumph ovell "icknNo pale,d, tinged blf :the blood o~ :the man who had cUed 00 tha:t 
he might Uve. IGiAk ~u:tLtlCtlf !,:tIUl/.ned again4t :the flapN bincUng hJ.m to :the bed. Thllee o~ hJ.J, 
Cflew, dead. Thflee good men, S:/:aJtntee:t'" ~e cho!.ce. M-Lchawon and Reed -- and now, Venn/.!, 
Hall, lfoun9N:t o~ them, a pllecocioUh Ueu:tenan:t ~Ilom the StaMhJ.p flOflne:t, weapoM !,peci~t 
and ct6!,,[J,;/:an:t naviga:toll, a bflight lfOM9 man wLth a bfliJ!.Uan:t ~u:tMe ... gone, killed by !,Ome 
lunatic An:thflanian phy,,!.cian who cUdn':t bo:thell wLth tab tN:i;J, be~ofle giving a new Mug. 

IGiAk wondeAed how much mOlle Wct6 in !,tolle nOll :them, how tong be~olle :thelf weAe IllCteaoed. 
Angu/.oh cOMumed hJ.m, a MeAce ha:tfled towMd GhJ. and hJ.J, whote way 06 U~e ... 

" I 
memory. 
hands. 

did learn how much was in store for "S," Kirk was saying, half to himself, lost in the 
"Later, when we had been there longer, we learned ... " He buried his face in his 

"Oh, Bones ... II 

McCoy felt his blood turn cold listening to the anguish of a friend who had been sick, had 
needed him, knowing he hadn't been there. He bristled at the knowledge of medicine practiced 
in such primitive, unsanitary, unthinking ways, men calling themselves doctors, stumbling through 
treatment and diagnosis, human beings used for experiments ... and Kirk, an unwilling, defenseless 
victim suffering as much over the agony of young Holt's needless death as from the disease that 
consumed his body. It was a waste, an affront to everything McCoy held sacred, life and death 
in the hands of unskilled, inhumane butchers. And it was also a good psychological ploy, to 
make Kirk feel guilty and further demoralize him. Maybe the Anthranians were more skillful 
than they thought. 

McCoy forced himself to concentrate on the man who had lived through it. He could not 
allow himself to succumb to the anger that welled in Kirk; he must remain detached, pro­
fessional for his sake. 

Rivulets of sweat cascaded down Kirk's face, and he leaned forward, sat hunched on the 
edge of the couch, a study in tension. McCoy walked over and began kneeding the muscles at 
the back of Kirk's neck. 

"All right, breathe deep," he instructed. "Relax a minute. II 

"Those monsters," Ki rk was s ti 11 tal ki ng, consumed by a hatred forced to surface agai n with 
the telling of the incident. "Dirty, unfeeling ... " 

"Jim, I said relax. Let it go," McCoy warned. He was terrified of the expression he saw. 
James Kirk, the man who had not been able to destroy a Gorn, even though provoked, now wore 
the look of a trapped, vicious animal. The doctor knew that at that moment Kirk could have 
easily murdered without a second thought. 

Kirk stood, whirling to face McCoy. "I don't want to relax, Doctor," he snarled. "You 
wanted to hear it. What's the matter -- no stomach for it?" The fury inside directed its focus 
on McCoy. "I don't want to forget for even one moment what they were, what they did ... " 

"And what will that do to you?" McCoy challenged. "Will the hatred make a better man of you?" 

"It doesn't matter about ... me. I'll manage. You ... you wanted to know... to feel ... wha t 
they were like. Well, it wasn't a clean, antiseptic lawn party with mint julips and company 
manners. You ... wouldn't have survived their existence~" 
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McCoy's blue eyes flashed angrily. "Wouldn't I have, Captain?" 

Kirk took a breath, aware that he hadn't meant to lash out at McCoy, yet unwilling to back 
down. !lNever mind," he said. IIItis academic. You weren't there,ll 

"No, it's not academic," McCoy pressed. "Tell me, is that v/hat you think of me? That I 
haven't the guts, the courage to stand up to suffering? You think I'd crumble under pressure? 
That James Kirk coul d survive but Leonard McCoy viOuld fall apart?" 

"Oh, damn, Bones, I sa; d forget it. II Ki rk was annoyed. 

"Yeah, it's always easier to say 'never mind, forget it' when you don't want to talk about 
it, isn't it? Well, you made some rather serious accusations, Captain, and I just want to know 
what it is you really think about your Chief Medical Officer." 

IILook, I tried to spare you this," Kirk's voice went on, calmer. "I told you it wasn't 
pretty, but you keep pressing for more, you keep wanting all the details, all the damned, 
gruesome atrocities. Why? Why is it necessary for you to hear all that? Why do you insist 
that I tell you everything that happened? What good will it do?" 

McCoy walked over to the window, hating himself for becoming angry, for hurting the man he 
was trying to help. "I don't know," he said at last. "Maybe no good. Sometimes I'm not even 
sure what we're looking for. But ... something, Jim. We might hit on something. To stop the 
nightmares, to help ... " He shrugged, looking for words to explain why the therapy was necessary, 
why he had to continue to hurt. "Try to understand. There are parts of the experience on 
Anthrani a that you cannot or vii 11 not face. As long as they are blocked, we can't fi nd out 
what it is about them that's upsetting you so, and unless we find the reason, understand it 
and cope with it, you will continue to have black-outs, memory loss, all the other symptoms 
you1ve been experiencing. II 

Kirk was unconvinced. "Bones, live given reports to Starfleet, live been over it with 
you and Spock. I've told and retold everything that happened. I'm not hiding anything." 

"Perhaps not deliberately or consciously ... " 

"Not even subconsciously,lI 

HAre you sure?1f 

"Yes!!! 

"All right." McCoy changed directions. "Then let's talk about your confession. What 
happened. II 

Kirk's expression suddenly turned wild, terror filled his eyes and he recoiled visibly. 
Anger returned. "Damn it, McCoy! Leave me alone! You sadistic son-of-a-bitch! Hhat kind 
of tricks are you trying to pull?" 

McCoy had seen this reaction, though less violent, every time he had mentioned the confession 
duri ng thei r talks. He refused to be i ntimi dated or ri 1 ed by Ki rk' swords agai n. "No tri cks. 
Just plain answers to plain questions." 

"I will not answer any more of your questions. You cantt force me!" KirkJ s control was 
gone. "I don't care what you do. I will not tell you anything! I am a Starfleet officer ... 
I've been trained to resist your probing ... " 

"All right," McCoy had to calm him. "All right. No more questions." He took Kirk's arms 
"No more questions now, Jim. 1I 

Shadows of approaching evening cast their tinted spell over the cozy room. In a few moments 
the lights would begin to compensate for the growing dusk, but for now, all was tranquil. Kirk 
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sat on the floor with his knees dra,ln up, his back 
hear McCoy in the kitchen, water running, the soft 
opened and closed again; he heard muffled voices. 
but he made no attempt to rise or to stir from his 
saw, the Vulcan enter the room, sensed him turn to 

resting against a padded stool. He coul d 
chugging of the food processors. A door 

Spock had returned. Kirk's pulse quickened, 
self-imposed lethargy. He felt, rather than 
the light panel. 

"Don't." It was a harsh croak. Kirk cleared his throat. 

Silently, Spock crossed and sat on the hassock behind him. "Are you all right?" 

No. I'm eoming apart and MeCoy is a tyrant and ••. "Sure," he answered flippantly. "Why 
shouldn't I be?" 

ttJim, don't __ It 

"Ilm sorry,lI Contrite, Kirk turned his head to meet Spack's eyes. "It's been an unpleasant 
afternoon. II 

"Can I help?" 

"McCoy should have been on Anthrania. He wou,d have made a great assistant to Ghi ," Kirk 
complained bitterly. 

"The doctor can be quite ... persistant at times, " Spock agreed. "What did you talk about?" 

Kirk shifted restlessly, flattening his legs on the floor. "Anthrania -- what else? I don't 
want to talk about it now." 

"All right," Spack soothed. UNo questions. II 

"I know I've got to discuss it with him, I even know what he wants me to say most of the 
time," Kirk went on despite his own request. "But it disturbs me to relive it, to examine what 
it all meant, how it's affected me as a person." 

"You've said how much you have changed," Spock prompted. Kirk hesitated, considering. 

"Well, perhaps not so much. I mean," he rushed on, grappl i ng with the idea, "i n certai n 
areas I feel different. But there are constants, too." 

IISuch as?" 

"You. The desire to command the Enterprise. I don't know ... " he faltered, turning his 
face toward the window. Even so small an admission had been exhausting. Bones had asked him 
the same questions the other day and he had been unable to respond. Yet something in the Vul­
can's quiet approach made him want to face that challenge, brave the unspeakable. 

"Jim? Spock?" McCoy stood in the doorway. "Anybody in here hungry?" 

"No," Kirk answered crisply. "You two go ahead." Restless, Kirk paced to the window. 

McCoy crossed the room to stand beside him. "Well, we'll wait, then." 

Kirk's anger flared. "Why can't you leave me alone for five minutes? I'm surprised you 
allow me the use of the bathroom unescorted!" 

"I'm not the enemy, Jim. I'm trying to help you," McCoy pleaded. 

Ki rk wi lted. "I know that. I'm beginni ng to sound paranoi d, sayi ng th i ngs, making 
accusations I don't mean." He caught McCoy's eyes and hel d them with a plea for unders tandi ng. 
McCoy returned the gaze and patted Kirk's arm. 

"I guess we all say things in anger that we don't believe, Captain." 

Spock's voi ce drifted over from the other si de of the room. "After ten months of constant 
interrogation, you're naturally suspect of any inquisition, regardless of how it's done or who 

91 



does it.1l 

"Ghi never made any sense ... well, not most of the time, and especially not at first. He 
got better as he 1 earned more about us." 

"You hate him, don't you?" McCoy asked softly. 

"I could have killed him, Bones. He made me believe in killing." 

IlCoul d you, now?1I 

IIWhat ... ?II 

"If Ghi were here right this minute, would you kill him?" 

IIYes.!! Kirk1s voice was bitter. He looked at the sea, his eyes gleaming. IIIrd enjoy it. 1I 

"How woul d you do it? What woul d you do?" McCoy encouraged. 

Kirk thought about it and came up against a solid blank wall. "I don't know. He should be 
punished, though." 

"Yes, he should," McCoy agreed. "You could inflict upon him the same cruelties which he 
employed -- " 

IlNo. 1I Kirk rubbed a hand over his eyes. III couldn 1t do that to anyone, not even him.!! 

IIAn eye for an ey.e,1I McCoy argued. IIFrom all lIve heard, he deserves to suffer. II 

IIBones!1I Kirk was amazed. IIThatrs not our way. We 1 re not like the Anties. That was 
part of our problem. Our minds don't work like theirs. We can't be ... barbarians." 

"You said you could kill him," McCoy pointed out. 

"I was ready to -- woul d have -- back there ... " 

llAnd I don1t blame you. I would, toO.1I 

IIYou1re a doctor. You 1 re supposed to save lives, not take them.1I 

McCoy shrugged. "Evil must be destroyed." 

Kirk grinned. "Maybe you would have survived Anthrania, Doctor." Then he turned thought­
ful. "How many times have we discovered that what we thought of as evil was merely a concept 
foreign to our nature? A mother defending her young, an alien who believes he's been provoked, 
a misguided scientist trying to benefit another race ... " 

"Are you defending Ghi?" McCoy challenged. 

"No! But he was a soldier. It was a job he was doing. The fact that he enjoyed his work 
made him utterly contemptible, but he was a part of a society which did not consider him evil. 
The society was misguided ... " Kirk held his head between his hands and paced the room. "God, 
what am I saying?" he moaned. "I hate him and I want him to pay ... " 

Abruptly he stopped. He saw Spock, still seated on the footstool, anxious brown eyes 
follOl,ing him. Kirk looked away, uncomfortaele. 

II Anyway , it1s irrelevant. 
a threat. II 

don't have the chance. I'm no longer a pri soner. He's not 

II Revenge. Justice/ McCoy insisted. IINow. 1I 

IINo! 11m not a barbarian. 11m a man. There1s no point to it, not any more. lI 

Spock stood and came beside him. "Another of your 'constants', Jim?" he asked softly. 
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Kirk met his eyes this time, drawing 
to McCoy, intent. "Don't you see, Bones? 
be fair and sane about it. That's me. I 

himself up straight. "It would seem so." He 
I can't feel compassion, not yet, but I know 

canlt change what I am.1I 

turned 
I would 

n 'Man has said, I will not kill ... today, I II McCoy quoted, smiling. liSa there are certain 
things which do not change." 

Spack perceived the weary expression on Kirk's face and interposed. "Perhaps it would be 
best if we took our meal now," he suggested softly. McCoy caught the Vulcan's eyes. 

II Good idea, Spock.11 

- 4 -

"Bones, I've been thinking about what I said last night," Kirk began. 
alone in the house, seated at the kitchen table over third cups of coffee. 
creetly left the house after breakfast. 

'IAnd?" McCoy prompted. 

He and McCoy were 
Spack had dis-

"It doesn't really mean anything," Kirk went on. "All right, so I'm not a killer. Not 
killing Ghi could just be the coward's way out." 

"Since when have you equated bravery with violence?" McCoy asked, sipping the hot liquid. 

HThat's not what I mean,lI Kirk stood, irritated. 

lIelman," McCoy commanded. ItLet's go in the den and get comfortable,lI 

"Don't pacify me!" Kirk complained, but followed the doctor into 
sprawled in a chair. "It has to mean something, Bones. It happened. 
of my life .. , II 

"Yes, it happened. You 1 ived through hell. You suffered -- " 

the other room and 
To me. Ten months 

"And don't hit me with that flak about the nobility of suffering," Kirk scoffed. 

"You don I t bel i eve that?" 

"No, I don't,1I 

IINeither do 1. At least, not in every case. However, you are looking for reasons for 
suffer; n9. II 

)lSc, 11m a finer person for surviving Anthrania? Shit.1I 

"Are you a worse person?" McCoy countered. 

"I don't know." 

"How are you 1 ess the man than you were a year ago?" McCoy pressed, taking the lack of 
denial as an admission. 

"Less. the man ... II Kirk echoed, his eyes drifting away. I!Ah, my friend Bones, if you 
only knelt/ ... I! 
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IITell me. 1I 

"Never mind. There are some things that are too personal, too ... humiliating." 

"Like your impotence?" McCoy asked softly. Kirk glared at him, swiftly, menacingly. "I'm 
a doctor, remember? Your problem is not unique -- in fact, it's a hell of a lot more common 
than you may suspect. II 

Kirk was curious, despite his reluctance to discuss it. "Because of the camp?" he asked. 

"Partly. In situations of prolonged physical and mental abuse, the sex drive is the first 
to disappear," McCoy expl ained. 

lIyou said, 'partly.' What's the other part?1I Kirk persisted. 

"The here and now. You've been unable to resume other areas of your life." McCoy hesitated. 
"Jim, everything's connected. Your sex drive is linked to your self-image. You fail because 
you expect to fa il . " 

IIThat I S reassuri ng, II Ki rk snapped back. "Thanks a 1 at. II 

"It will work itself out, if you stop worrying about it. Give yourself time," McCoy admonished. 

Kirk was silent a moment, then he asked, "Why do you think I expect to fail?" 

"You tell me. 1I 

"1. .. haven't really tried," Kirk admitted. 

"I'm not only referring to sex, Jim. Let me ask you this; how would you describe yourself? 
Give me a list of your positive qualities." 

Kirk laughed thinly. "This is getting ridiculous. C'mon. Bones ... " 

"What's the matter? Can't you think of any? Not even, 'Jim Kirk's a nice guy? I II 

"Hey, don't you ever let up?" Kirk wore the trapped look with which McCoy was becoming 
familiar. "S ure , I'm a nice guy, okay? Are you satisfied?1I 

"Quit badgering me!" Kirk stood up, fists clenched. 
sick of being made to say things I don't want to say. It 
broke off, heading for the doorway. McCoy moved swiftly, 

IIThis is getting us nowhere. 
took the Anti es ten months... " 
blocking his path. 

I'm 
He 

"We don't have ten months. We've only got a few weeks. Unless you really don't give a 
damn, if the Enterpri se and your fri ends don't mean anythi ng to you -- " 

Kirk raised one fist, hesitated, then slammed it against the wall. McCoy's voice grew 
louder. 

"Unless you don't give a damn about yourself ... If 

"Leave me alone!" 

"Doctor ... " Neither man had heard the Vulcan enter the house. Spock's incredulous tone 
startled them both. McCoy glared. Spock's timing could not have been worse. 

"Spock ... II Kirk's voice shook despite his effort to sound normal. IILetls go for a 
swim. I' m finished here. I' 

IINo, you1re not,1I McCoy insisted. IIAnd Spock was just leaving, weren1t you, Spock?1I 

"Jim, what is it? What's wrong?" Spock ignored McCoy, putting his hands on Kirk's 
shoulders. 
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"Our Captain was just telling me what a failure he is as a man, weren't you, Jim?" McCoy 
hammered. 

Kirk's 
discussion. 
hands away. 

face went white in shock and fury, associating McCoy's remark with their intimate 
Ignoring Spock's look of puzzlement, Kirk spun on McCoy, knocking the Vulcan's 

tiDamn you, McCoy -- shut up! II 

McCoy had felt they were almost on the verge of a crlS1S confrontation before Spock had 
entered, but now he could sense Kirk drawing away, retreating again, and he knew the moment 
was lost. Still, he tried. 

IlTake it easy, Jim," he soothed. !tFace it and get it in the open. Talk about it __ II 

Still misunderstanding, Kirk felt a deep humiliation and embarrassment. "Don't try to 
degrade me -- I won't stand here and let you --" He clamped his lips shut, memories of 
situations too horrible to recall overpowering him. "Submission ... possession ... I've been 
there ... I won1t ... I! 

"I'm not trying to degrade you. I'm trying to help you -- you know that," McCoy said 
harshly. "You cantt keep refusing to anSv/er me. II 

"Can't I?" Kirk dared. "Who are you that I can trust with my secrets? How do I know 
you won't run your mouth off to whoever... " He looked over at Spock. 

Finally catching on to what Kirk must have thought he was implying, McCoy's face crumpled 
in pain. "Jim, my God, do you even have to ask? Everything you say to me is confidential. 
11m your friend. II 

Kirk paused a moment to consider, knew McCoy was telling the truth. 
Bones ... he knew that, yet lately he always suspected the wrong things. 
against the confusion. 

He could trust 
His mind struggled 

" ... everything on Anthrania has to be faced and put behind you ... no secrets. Now that 
you1re home, weilL .. II McCoy was saying. 

Kirk exploded. Yes, he could trust McCoy, but the man never let up. "You think you 
know all about it, don't you?" he interrupted. "But you never saw Jim Kirk crawl on his 
belly, rip his own flesh to get at a bowl of water ... like an animal who'd chew off its leg 
to free itself ... II 

... lie WM beaten agMn, thM :tUne 60lt .tJtifing :to ouv.,maJct GfU. He had made :the commandeA 
lOOR 600Wh in 6lWn:t 06 hM guaJtd6, Olt ~o GfU daimed. KJAR WM ,svupped and Utogged, GfU 
Ultging :the at:taCReM :to inCJteMed 6ltenzif. BltieMif, KiltR bet/eyed :that :theif mean:t :to IUU fUm, 
and :the :though:t hetd no :teAJtOIt. The violence Memed :to ;taRe ho~; KJAk would looe cOMcioM­
neA,s onlif :to be dOMed bif a bowt 06 wateA, awakened and beaten agMn. 

Finally :theif lteteMed fUm 6ltom :the ItOPeA wfUch bound fUm and at GfU' 0 iM.tJtUruOM :theif 
ohoved fUm 6ace-down on :the hMd, conCJte:te 6loOlt. Actached:to:the 6loOlt weAe :two ~piked me:tat 
cu660 wi:th a oplting-aruon dooUlte. TheAe WeAe 6M:tened Mound each 06 hM uppeA :tIUgM, point,; 
pieAcing hM bJtuMed 6leAh. H-t6 hand6 weAe chMned befUnd hM bacR. Movemen:t WM impoMible. 
He WM oeCUlted :to :the 6·eoolt bif :the ~piRed cu660 and anif actVIIp:t :to ofU6:t poomon :tOfte. hM 
ofUn. GfU and :the guaJtd6 depaJcted, teaving fUm atone in :the lWom. 

Vimlif, he WM awMe 06 :the pev.,Mge 06 time. H-t6 bJtuMed and ,;woUen bodif ltecoveAed a li:ttee 
6ltom :the beating. He ,slep:t, woke, olep:t agMn in It haze 06 pain and ddJA,[um. GJtaduattif,:the 
cOMcioM peAlod6 inCJteMed and i:t WM :then he 60und :that i:t WM impoMible :to hold hM lego 
motionleA~, :to plteven:t :the opiReA 6lWm di.gg,[ng hM ofUn. 

MOlte :than once he WM ohaRen bif a opMm 06 cougfUng M :the membJtaneA in hM :thltoat and 
mouth dltied oLd: 6ltom lacR 06 watelt. Each cough jeARed hM timbo, doubting :the agonif bt hM lego. 

T:t began :to oeem M i6 he had lain on :the MOM 60lteveA. ThiJt,;:t became M glteat a pltoblem 
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M pain. H-iJ., betty hWLt -too badty 601t hunge", yu h-iJ., body demanded 6luJ.d. H-iJ., bJtain began 
-to to1tWJte fWn wUh though:t.6 06 wateJt. LateJt, he would lealtn that he had been 6haeUed to the 
6loo" 60" almMt thJtee day6 be60lte a plan began to 601tm vague£y in h-iJ., 6emi-eoMuoM mind. 

About ten neu away 6at the d-Ueal<ded bowl 06 AJ1:thJtanian watelt. 

He eould eJtawl to H. He had only to Mag him4e£6 60JtWaltd. 

The bandi> on h-iJ., leg6 welte not ac:tuatR.y that tight. AU he had to do WM Mag h-iJ., leg6 
thJtough thoM 6piku. 

He tuted h-iJ., theOlty. One ineh. He g"oaned M 6lMhu, a quaMeJt 06 an ineh deep, welte 
JtJ.pped ird:o h-iJ., -teg6. 

WateJt. Thelte. He eould Me H in the bowl. He had to have H. 

WeaknU6 wMhed oveJt him. He wMn't "Me he eould do H. 

Need 6upeMeded -the 6ealt of, pain. He wiggled 60JtWaltd, putting h-iJ., weight on h-iJ., 6houldeM, 
JtOehing n"om lent :to JtJ.gh:t. A 6eJteam buil.t up in h-iJ., thJtOat, but no Mund uc.aped. He WM too 
My to make a no-iJ.,e. F"uh blood Jtan down h-iJ., leg6. Again, he paMed. 

WUhout -the wateJt, he would d[e. H-iJ., -though:t.6 beeame mOlte d-UoJtJ.erd:ed. He bweved the 
AnUu had lent him theJte to d[e, but that they had d-Ueounted h-iJ., will :to 6 Mvive. Had they 
lent the bowl on wate" by aeuderd:, 0" had it been -tent to taurd: him? 

U would be M muoh eMielt to give up, to -tay 6UU and d[e, but the iMtina 601t 6e£n­
p"ueJtvation took ove". He mMt gu to that wateJt. 

SmaU, ehohing Mundi> tOite 6Jtom him M he moved again. He 60lteed him4e£6 to d[g h-iJ., 
kneu into the nloOlt and puU -the 6piku downwaltd. He -tw-iJ.,ted the uppeJt powon 06 h-iJ., body, 
Wed to ignOlte the damage he WM doing. 

H-iJ., MMU 6warn wah pain and natigue. WOMe, a 6e£-/: M i6 he had made haltdty any pJtOg"U6. 

Inoh by agoniung inoh he wOltked himoe£6 -toMe. The 6pJtJ.ng-ac:tJ.on on the eunn6 adjMted 
to the UltOUfflneJtenee 06 h-iJ., -teg6 60 -that they neveJt became veJty lOMe, no-t even anteJt they weJte 
PMt h-iJ., kneu. He WM nOMed :to tealt h-iJ., 6hino M he oontinued to dJtag himoe£6 60JtWaltd. 
Blood eMhioned the pain, made h-iJ., -teg" 6UppeJty. 

AnteJt what had p"obably been hoUM, he WM 6"ee, 6Upping h-iJ., 6eu thJtOugh the ou6 M. FOlt 
long momen:t.6 he lay 6pent and d[zzy, :teo exhaMted and in 6ueh an ex-tJteme 06 agony that he eould 
110:t move.. 

But the wateJt WM "UU the"e. Only MveJtat 6eu ,""ay. 

S-towly, he dJtagged himoe£6 60JtWaltd, no 6tltength lent :to we. AnUupation made him 
tltemb-te, oveJtJtode the pain. Senoationo 06 the oool, ceealt mo-iJ.,tMe on h-iJ., Up6 Move him on, 
mU meMung him. 

He made HI G"eedily, he 6tuok h-iJ., naee in the bowl 06 6:tate wateJt, eal<e6ul :to keep h-iJ., 
nMe ceealt, Mu66Ung the wateJt ird:o h-iJ., dep-tued 6y6tem wah dupeJtate eageJtnU6. Ird:erd: 
upon h-iJ., 6ueeet6, he d[d not heal< the doo" open, no" the 600:t.6tep6, unXJ.R. he vague£y d-UeeJtned 
a paJ.Jt 06 6eu nealt the bowl. 

Rolling onto h-iJ., 6ide, h-iJ., eyu :tJtai.eed up the MgMe. Ghi ... Ghi, who ""eeJted down upon him. 

"VeJty good, my Utrte animal. U took you -tong enough, but I oompUmerd: you on pJtOving 
me JtJ.ght." 

Vazed, eon6Med, K/Ak 6.tmply Mwced at him. Ghi 6tooped buide him, ind[eating the bow-t 
06 wateJt. "My tut WM quUe a oueeU6. Uke a -tJtopped animal, you tealt YOM Umb6 066 to 6"ee 
yOUMe£6. Uke an animal, you lap :the watelt 6JtOm a bow-t. YOM 6peuu -iJ., ptumitive, indeed." 

K/Ak u:t:teJted an inaJttioulate Mund. He had been duped, had played JtJ.ght ird:o Gfu' 6 handi>. 
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WhM had oeemed a vJ..c:toh.lj now -twmed -to 
-the ~pJ..k6 had been w>ed 601t a ptUtpMe. 
h1..m. 

bJ..-t-teA de6eM. The WMeA had been te6-t 60k a ptUtp06e, 
I-t Wa6 ~ anotheA -t~ek, meant -to degkade and de6Lte 

GhJ.. keaehed down and -touehed hJ..6 MngeAtip-s -to KiAk'~ btoody rugh. "You eeJWUnty dJ..d a 
-thoMugh job, CapWn." flJ..6 volee Wa6 omug. KiAk'6 body eonvu£!.,ed M -the ~Ugh-t pMMtUte on 
hJ..6 teg. fie ~ed -to puU away. Abkupily, GhJ.. MM. 

"I' U Mnd Mmeone J..n :to dkeoo yotUt WOW1d6 and take you ouJ: 06 heAe. An anJmat doc:tOlt, 
peAhapo, 601t -the bea6-t who e~ hJ..msc:t6 a man. Look M yoWt6c:t6 now, fluman." 

KiAk tay 6~, hJ..6 teg6 btUtnJng wah paJn, hJ..6 6aee btUtnJng wi.-th ~hame. SLtent -teaM 06 
Mg e and 6kW> -tMtio n ~ekted down hJ..6 eheeho ... 

Kirk's eyes blurred with the memory. He had choked out enough of the story so that Spack 
and McCoy understood and their shock and concern tore at his emotions even further. This was 
the ugliness, the madness that he wanted to spare them -- and himself. Graphic violence was 
always shocking. He was a man of peace, bred in a society which held a high regard for all 
life. So were they all -- Spack, McCoy -- men of peace... The brutal memory of Anthrania 
defiled this place, these friends. 

liMy God, those bastards," McCoy mumbled. "Jim, listen, I __ II 

IIDon't say anything!!! Kirk rasped. III couldn't take it right now. Bones, I __ II 

Spack moved in, his hand closing protectively on Kirk's arm. "Jim, we must __ 11 

"No!" Kirk didn't want their protection, their sympathy, their explanations. He needed 
time and distance and solitude. "Just ... just give me some ... room!" Almost blindly, he 
stumbled across the floor, rushing through the doorway to the refuge of the living area. McCoy 
rubbed his eyes wearily as Spack stood up, making a move to follow Kirk. 

IIGive it a minute, Spack. Let him re-group.1I 

Then, both men heard the sound of the front door closing. 

11 Damn! II McCoy swore as Ki rk I s act; on was real i zed. "He t s 1 eft the house! II Swi ftly, he 
and Spack broke into the other room. 

"You are pushing too hard," Spack accused, still fighting the backlash from the horror of 
Kirk's painful experience. 

"Do you think I'm enjoyin' this?" McCoy snapped back. He flung open the door, spied 
Kirk's retreating figure running toward the beach. 

"Where is he going?" Spack wondered aloud, his voice strained with concern. 

"I don't think he knows -- or cares, at this point. He's trying to escape from himself." 

"He must not be alone ... " Spack moved outside. McCoy followed. 

Ilyou Ire ri ght. We I d better go after him __ II 

Spack faced McCoy urgently. "No -- let me go alone. He trusts me. You may upset him 
further. II 

Ruefully, McCoy saw the logic in that. The psychological 'roles' they had unwittingly 
adopted left the task in the hands of the Vulcan. He nodded. "All right, but handle him 
carefully." His eyes wandered to the shore, where Kirk was now approaching the cliff. "And 
__ hurry! II 

Spack's expression softened for a moment and McCoy squeezed his arm. Swiftly, the Vulcan 
raced down the path. 
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Kirk saw the base of the cliff r1s1ng up in front of him. His steps faltered for a moment 
then he pressed on with grim determination. It didn't matter where he went, only that he es­
cape the brutal scenes that his mind had been forced to recall. The beach was too open, too 
vast and empty; there was no answer, no resolution in the rolling surf. The rising peaks of 
the cliff beckoned to him and he suddenly wanted to climb, to reach the top, as if thereby he 
could once again attain the stars. Up he fled, leaving the ghastly scene behind, oblivious to 
a voice below calling his name. 

The rocks were slippery, splashed by the waves; he used both hands and feet to scale the 
sheer slope. He rose higher, and his lungs began to feel the strain of the upward force of his 
flight. He slid, hearing the loose shale of pebbles cascade down beneath him. Picking himself 
up, he paused, conscious only of his immediate goal -- to reach the top of the cliff, as if he 
could see his own eternity from the height. 

He was almost halfway there now. At this altitude the breeze from the ocean was stiff, a 
chilling force mixed with light damp spray that blew his hair roughly in his face, stung his 
eyes and ears. The rough silence was balm to his tortured spirit, lifting him free and cleansing 
his soul. He clung to the side of the cliff with arms and legs, letting the wild drum of his 
heart subside, gulping huge lungfuls of clear, sweet air. 

He was not afraid. He was no longer hurting. Knowing he must come to terms with himself 
and somehow muster the courage to return to what he knew awaited him back down at the cottage, 
he was grateful for the basic he had discovered here of man against nature. He was oblivious 
to the dangers of the cliff, unconcerned over the situation in which he had placed himself. 

Slowly, he released his grip, leaning over the precipice to stand against the wind. And 
suddenly, the quiet was pierced by a frantic call. 

"Jim!!! 

He started, peering below in the direction of the familiar voice. Spock was rushing 
toward him with an expression of urgency and fear on his face, heedless of the slippery 
surface and the pull of the wind. Kirk braced himself, anguished at the interruption of his 
solitude, yet conwled by the Vulcan's ever-constant presence. 

With Spock at his side, he could almost see the eternity which 
a cliff. It didn't take a mountain, it took a friend, he realized. 
draw closer, bridging the space between them. 

he had sought at the top of 
Eagerly, Kirk watched him 

When he was almost near enough for Kirk to reach him, Spock's footing suddenly gave way. 
A misplaced step and the shale crumbled. A rock went careening down the slope. Horrified, 
Kirk saw the Vulcan lose his balance, his legs striking out blindly for an instant before his 
body pitched down the cliff. Kirk heard the strangled cry which vied I·lith his own deafening 
scream: 

"S S P P 0 0 C C K K ! ! 

For a moment that seemed like forever, Kirk froze, lost in the uniform blackness which 
swirled around him. The tumbling form vanished from his sight, and the sea and the wind resumed 
their chorus -- the only sound in the ensuing silence. Immediately, Kirk's body responded, 
movement beginning before his mind could absorb the impact. Driven by fear and desperation, 
he slid, ran, staggered down the cliff, forgetting caution, frantic over what he might find. 

There -- he could see Spack now at the base of the cliff, his body motionless and oddly 
twisted. Mouth dry, Kirk raced the remaining few feet to the Vulcan's side. He dropped to 
his knees and hesitated, overcome by a wave of rising hysteria. 

Spack was lying on his side, sprawled with arms thrown out as if to break his fall. His 
clothes were torn and Kirk saw blood on his shoulders, back and chest. The back of his head 
rested in a spreading green pool against the edge of a boulder. 
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Kirk leaned forViard, stretching one hand tentatively tOViard the Vulcan's face. 

"Spack?" It was hardly a whisper. 
His fingers brushed the still-damp flesh 
and pallor, Kirk Vias barely rational. 

One thought preceded all others -­
for a course of action. Help ... McCoy. 
Vlhat to do. 

Kirk's throat Vias so tight that no air could pass. 
of Spack's cheek. Terrified by the Vulcan's posture 

help! His mind raced ahead, trying to cope, struggling 
McCoy was back at the cottage. McCoy would know 

Shaking, Kirk 
with every stride. 
suspicion that his 

rose to his feet and ran toward the cottage, knees threatening to buckle 
Terror drove him, a fear too horrible to be given a name, an unackno,iledged 

efforts might be in vain. 

McCoy must have heard his approach; somehow, the doctor was outside as Kirk hurled daVin 
the pa thVlay. 

"Bones ... !!1 

"Jim -- what in ... " McCoy rushed forward as Kirk faltered, sagging in the safety of his 
friend 1 s arms. 

"Spack," he gasped, urgency not permitting him even this tiny moment of relief. "He 
fell ... from the cliff. He's ... hurry, Bones." 

McCoy's arms tightened responsively, reacting to the situation. "Easy, Jim. Catch your 
breath and don't pani c. Where is he?" 

"On the beach. I Vias afraid to move him -- afraid ... " Kirk attempted to master his 
control, calm himself enough to be helpful. This was no time to fall to pieces, not when 
Spack's life depended on him. Spoek's ... Zife ... 

"All right," McCoy said calmly, but Kirk could see the anxiety in his eyes. "I'll get 
my kit. You can explain on the Vlay." 

Kirk dropped to the step as McCoy disappeared inside Briefly. When he returned, Kirk 
had managed to catch his breath and gain some control over his charged emotions. 

"elmon, let's 90,11 McCoy urged. 

They ran, not the headlong frenzy which had driven Kirk to the cottage, but a steady, 
grim pace. Kirk tried to explain what had happened and tell what he could of Spack's con­
dition. Kirk realized that he had neglected even the rudimentary basics of first-aid. He 
could not even tell McCoy if Spack had been breathing. 

Oh God~ no ... 

Finally, they rounded the base of the cliff, to the spot where Kirk had left the Vulcan. 
For an instant, Kirk faltered; Spack was gone! Then he spied him, several feet away, toward 
the cliff, lying face down, one hand resting limply on the scale of rock. 

McCoy reached him first, Kirk flagging under the pressure of his pounding chest. Spots 
danced before his vision; shaking, Kirk sank to his knees beside them. 

McCoy laid his fingers against the Vulcan's neck. "Spack?" He was answered by a low 
moan as a sudden tremor rippled through the Vulcan's form. 

"Jim ... 11 Spack whispered. uWhere ... ? Must find. ,. II 

Kirk leaned closer, his hands clenching in despair and anxiety. "I'm right here, Spack ... " 

Spack made an attempt to lift his head, but McCoy skillfully blocked the movement. "Lie 
still," he ordered, whipping out his scanner. Despite McCoy's warning, Kirk could see Spack's 
eyes trying to focus, searching through the confusion of returning awareness for his Captain. 
As McCoy carefully straightened twisted limbs and made necessary adjustments on his scanner, 
Kirk attempted to reassure. 
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"It'll be all right, Spock. Let Bones help you ... I'm right here, take it easy ... " 

McCoy applied air splints to Spock's left 
and adjusted another cushion around his neck. 
McCoy's concern transmitted to him. 

thigh and upper arm, then carefully turned him 
Kirk wrestled with his own growing panic as 

"Helll be okay, won't he, Bones?" Kirk gripped McCoy's forearm, imploring. 

The doctor met his eyes, uncertainty reflected. "There are multiple injuries," he began. 

HAnd?" Kirk demanded. 

"And I don't want to risk shock on top of it all," McCoy flared back. "We've got to get 
him back to the cottage -- now." 

The urgency brooked no argument. Kirk nodded grimly. Then, ,another low sound of pain from 
Spock sent an ice cold knife slicing through Kirk's midsection. 

tlJim .. , II The Vulcan struggled to sit up. "I am ... II 

"Hush!" Kirk insisted. IIJust relax. We1ve got YOU," he soothed. Together, they carried 
the semi-conscious Vulcan to the house and got him settled in bed. 

Kirk tried to anticipate McCoy's needs, gathering supplies, clearing a work area, but 
managed to feel more in the way than helpful as McCoy conducted his examination. The doctor's 
only comments were directed to Spack as the Vulcan's lucidity came and went. Kirk cradled 
Spack's head as McCoy wiped away the blood and grime from the base of the skull. 

"Looks like a concussion," McCoy explained. "But I want to run a few tests to be sure 
that's all it is." 

Spock's voice was muffled against Kirk's shirt. "I. .. understand." 

"Then you understand that you must not enter a healing trance with a head injury," McCoy 
cautioned. 

"Impossible ... anywaY,ll Spack murmured. 

Reluctantly, Kirk laid Spock back against the bed and stood up, moving out of McCoy's 
way. The frustration of total helplessness consumed him and he shivered involuntarily. His 
eyes strayed toward the hall and he wandered to stand by the doorway, confusion making his 
movements uncertain. 

These rooms, so recently the sight of an unfolding nightmare, were washed with memory. 
The painful scene which had taken place here today was now overshadowed by poignant images 
of Spock. That first day when he had so delightedly shown Kirk his 'surprise' ... every quiet 
evening they had spent together ... every time Kirk had faltered and Spock had been there ... 
even the evening in the den when Spack had been so anguished and despairing -- all now blended 
in a swirl of warmth and tenderness that stung Kirk's eyes. 

The accident had happened so fast. One moment he was watching the Vulcan climb, anticipating 
his companionship, then in an instant, Kirk's whole life had slanted, twisted, turned upside down. 

The weight of worry bore down on him. Kirk wanted to run, to hide from the hideous reality, 
but this time there was nowhere left to retreat. 

Spock would be all right -- he had to be all right. It couldn't end -- he couldn't lose 
him before he had a chance to show him .... his friend had suffered so much for his sake. 

I've put him through hell these past months ... no, this past year, for that matter. Lord, 
how much more must he bear? 

Unable to stand the stress of his own thoughts, Kirk glanced back over at McCoy and the 
bed. Spack looked so pale and vulnerable with the heavy gray air splints giving support to his 
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broken body. McCoy had removed all restrictive clothing and draped him with a thermal blanket 
for warmth, but Spock was trembling under the covers. 

"Jim?" McCoy's call brought him quickly to the bed. "Stay with him for a minute. I have 
to put this sample through analysis. I'll work in the kitchen." Abruptly, McCoy broke his 
professional concentration. He looked up at Kirk intently. "Are you okay?" 

"I'm all right, Bones. Go on," Kirk urged, not wanting to be the object of McCoy's con­
cern. Spock -- take ca~e of Spock, he insisted silently. McCoy nodded and moved away. Kirk 
eased himself down, sitting on the bed beside his friend. Tenderly, he drew the blanket more 
securely over Spack's shoulders. 

"Can I do anything?" he asked. 

IINa ... II Spack declined through shivering lips. Then, j) I don't. .. remember falling,lI 

"We were ... pretty high up," Kirk told him. 

"I was ... suddenly on the ground ... alone. I looked for you ... you were gone ... " Spock 
clamped his lips together as another pain gripped him. Kirk took his hand and squeezed it 
softly in consolation. The pressure of Spock's returning grip was fierce. 

"I went for McCoy," Kirk explained. "You were out cold." 

Spock didn't reply; he continued to clutch Kirk's hand. Gently, Kirk reached up with 
his other hand and began stroking Spock's damp hair, trying to calm, to ease the pain. 

"Jim ... !" No further words were necessary. Kirk could see the urgency and fear in 
Spock's face and understood the problem. He quickly lifted the Vulcan into a reclining 
position and supported him as he choked, gasping as his stomach emptied its contents. The 
spasm lasted a long, agonizing minute and Kirk imagined the fresh pain in bruised muscles 
and broken bones as Spock tried not to move or jar his injuries. Kirk held him firmly, 
feeling each contraction in his own gut, sympathetic vibrations in full play. i~hen Spock 
hurt, he hurt -- with an ache more powerful than physical pain. 

Someone pressed a towel to Spock's face. Kirk looked up, startled and realized that 
McCoy had returned. "Damn it, Bones," Kirk moaned. "Can't you help'him? Do something!" 

"Okay, Jim," McCoy soothed them both with a compassionate tone. "Easy, Spock -- lie 
back now. That's right." He pressed a hypospray to Spock's neck. In a few seconds the 
patient visibly relaxed and Kirk allowed himself to breathe regularly again. 

"Spock, the medi cation wi 11 dull the pa i n and you may sleep a 1 ittl e. But don't go too 
deep. I'll be here watching you, all right?" 

Spock's eyes were already growing dull with fatigue. "Yes," he managed. "I. .. quite 
understand ... II 

McCoy rested a hand on Kirk's shoulder. "A concussion can be a serious thing, Jim, but 
there's no evidence of intercranial pressure or any brain stem injury. Rest and quiet are the 
best therapy. We'll keep the room dark and monitor his vital signs for the next few days." 

Kirk stood up and moved to the window where McCoy was now pulling the shade. "What about 
the rest of his injuries?" He scowled anxiously. 

"He was damn lucky," McCoy sighed. "Nothing is broken -- a few sprains, and his right 
shoulder is dislocated. There's bruising internally along his ribcage and right hip. As soon 
as he's recovered from the initial shock, his body should be able to mend itself pretty fast." 

Kirk rubbed at his mouth with the back of his hand. "I can't quite ... believe it all yet. 
I guess I'm still. .. numb," he murmured. 

McCoy grabbed his hand, held it out for Kirk to see the rough quivering in his own 
fingers. "Numb?" McCoy hissed, keeping his voice low in the sickroom. "Hell, you're the one 
who's bleeding internally. Don't deny it, Jim." 
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"Bones ... it hurts to ... care so much ... JI 

McCoy met the pain-filled hazel eyes. "Yeah ... I know, Jim. But that doesn't stop us, 
does i t?1I 

Fatigue washed over Kirk, causing a debiliating weakness. He slumped. 

"Go 1 i e down," McCoy instructed. "I'll calli f I need you." Ki rk nodded and turned away. 
He paused by Spack's bed, a memory jolted. 

'I need ... I 

'f.!hat?' 

' ... you.' 

Strength somehow renewed, he addressed McCoy. "Take care of him, Bones." 

- 5 -

For the next several days, Kirk kept an almost constant vigil at Spack's bedside. They 
took most of their meals together on trays and even at night Kirk was up checking on the Vulcan 
more than he was in his own room. Even though Spack slept a lot, sedated so that his injuries 
"ould heal more quickly, able to rest knowing Kirk was in capable hands, still the Captain 
waited patiently for the peaceful, waking times. 

They talked quietly, sharing memories of life on the Enterprise, teasing each other fondly. 
A subtle change had come over Kirk and Spock was not sure what had happened or whether it was 
good or bad. The man at his bedside "as all too poignantly familiar, and logic could not explain 
it. Where logic failed, Spock turned to McCoy for an explanation. 

Although the Vulcan had pronounced himself out of danger and did, indeed, seem to be 
recovering, McCoy continued to hover, keeping a tyrannical watch on his patient. 

"Don't tell me you're fine, Spock. My instruments prove you're lying," McCoy asserted. 

"Vulcans are __ I, 

" -- not infallible. Now be quiet and take your medication." McCoy handed him a cup. 

"Where is the Captain?" Spock asked, his fingers fidgeting ,lith the cup, prolonging the 
inevitable. 

"He's resting, finally. As you should be." 

"Doctor ... " Spock hesitated. 

"What is it, Spock?" 

"He ... seems different. Have you spoken to him? Is the therapy ... " 

"No therapy, Spock." McCoy sighed, settl i ng on the edge of the bed. 
talked since the accident. Jim needs this respite and I think his concern 
his own problems temporarily." 
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Spock leaned back, still avoiding the medication. "I feared ... the memory of that inci­
dent on Anthrania, then at the cliff ... it looked as though he might ... jump," he admitted. 

"He needs to remember those things, Spock ... needs to get them out in the open, face them. 
You know that. We tal ked about what kind of approach I was going to use." 

JiVes, but still, he's been under such a strain. 
him. n 

was afraid ... it might be too much for 

McCoy's eyes softened. "Look who's talking. Spock, I. .. I don't want to lecture you, but 
as a doctor, I'm obliged to pOint out certain facts which you may be over100kin'." 

"Proceed." Spock closed his eyes, steeling himself for whatever was coming. Whenever 
McCoy 'wasn't going to lecture', he did. 

"The strain under which you've been functioning, the continual battle you've been waging ... " 

"Is not important," Spock broke in wearily. 

"You've overextended your resources. Even that Vulcan stamina of yours has a limit," McCoy 
went on. "You placed yourself in jeopardy, and you don't have the resiliency to bounce back 
any more. Now I want you to leave Jim to me. Lie here and concentrate on yourself -- on getting 
well. 1I 

"Doctor, I am not --

"If you don't -- I'll send you to town, to the medical center there." 

Spock opened his eyes. "Blackmail is hardly ethical in your profession," he stated calmly. 
McCoy's stare met his in challenge. IIHowever, there is merit to your statement," Spack went on 
neutrally. "For a day or so, I shall comply." 

"Comply with what?" Kirk's voice startled them both. McCoy's smile deepened. 

"Spock's just decided it would be wise to follow his doctor's advice. Now, if I can just 
get you to agree with that decision ... " 

"Is he bullying you, Spock?" Kirk asked lightly. 

"I am really in no condition to protest, Jim." Spock did look incapacitated, and Kirk 
sympathized all too easily. 

"I suggest," McCoy interceded, "that we get out of here and let our Vulcan get his rest. 
Care to join me in a glass of brandy?" 

Kirk hesitated, sobering, then he nodded. "Sure, Bones. I'll be back, Spock." 

"Make mine a double," Kirk instructed, as McCoy opened the cabinet. Away from the bedroom, 
Kirk dropped his manner of casual cheer and seemed to wilt. McCoy poured two generous glasses 
of the brandy and handed one to Kirk before settling himself in a chair. 

"I never thought I'd say this," Kirk mused, "but I'm getting mighty sick of shore leave." 
McCoy smiled, amused, and Kirk went on. "The inactivity is getting so bad, I actually spent 
a couple of hours this afternoon working on Spock's cataloging." 

"Oh, Spock will love that," McCoy responded. "Fussy as he is about his work ... " 

"Bones Kirk leaned forward. "Is he really all right?" 

llSure, he's fine,1I McCoy assured quickly. 
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"Then why do I have the feeling that you're holding out on me?" Kirk challenged. "Some­
thi ng is bothering you, Doctor." 

tlMe?1I McCoy seemed startled. 

UYou've been avoiding me since the accident,rt Kirk pointed out. "You've ... drawn away. 
No more talks, no more badgering ... " Kirk tried for lightness, but it failed. 

"I figured you needed a break. I've been pushing pretty hard," McCoy admitted. 

Kirk regarded him thoughtfully, trying to understand, to read between the words. "It's 
not like you to ... back off? .. give in?" He tried various phrases for size, yet none described 
what he wanted to say. McCoy only stared at his glass, no help at all. A new thought suddenly 
struck, a possible interpretation. "Bones -- do you ... blame me for what happened to Spock? 
Is that it? Do you think because I ... " 

IINo!!! McCoy looked up. "No, Jim. Any guilt in this must ultimately rest on my 
shoulders," he said deliberately. 
too far ... II 

"I'm the one who lost control of the last session, went 

"That's not true," Kirk insisted. "You were doing what you thought best." 

"Then," McCoy continued, gauging Kirk's reaction, "I let Spock go after you, when it should 
have been me. At the least, I should have gone along." 

"Look, Bones, we've all been under a strain. Just your being here means so much to 
me. I can't begin to tell you ... " Kirk smiled at him. "I hate what you're doing, but I 
love you for doing it. Please, don't blame yourself." 

"Strain is no excuse," McCoy countered, carefully guiding the direction of the conver­
sation, hoping that feigning guilt would lead to Kirk's understanding of his own situation 
He regarded his friend steadily. IIThere ' s no room, in my profession, for error. II 

"Something like a starship captain?lI Kirk reflected. III never ... II 

"Most people don't think about it," McCoy cut in. "Yes, like you, if I make a mistake, 
someone can die. A doctor learns to deal in human lives, learns to live with that very human 
margin of error," he explained. "We're trained, just as you were trained by Starfleet, to 
accept our vulnerability, to know that we are not infallible." 

Kirk tested out a half formed idea as he struggled within himself for understanding. "I 
knew that ... once. The fleet's damned hard on you if you make a mistake, yet they teach you 
not to be hard on yourself. Somehow, everything became twisted on Anthrania. It was as if 
I had to ... super-excel, make no errors. I don't know ... I've learned to live with mistakes 
before this ... " 

"You've made them. We all have," McCoy agreed, driving home his point. 

"I carried the weight of responsibility for the death of Captain Garrovick around for 
years," Kirk recalled. "And there were ... oh, Lord, countless small errors when I could have 
... maybe should have ... turned in my Captain's braid. But I didn't ... because it's all part 
of the job and we're taught to accept and go on ... " 

"Would you rather have starships run by computers, like the M-5?" McCoy asked softly. 

Ki rk winced. "Not on your 1 ife! 
in the original mission to Anthrania. 

I believe in what I'm doing. Essentially, I believed 
I suppose I still do." 

"I think you do," McCoy agreed. "And I thi nk you're begi nni ng to come to terms with your 
guilt. I think the guilt is just a smokescreen to cover deeper wounds, more personal scars. 
You're hiding behind your command image -- expecting that Captain's braid to protect you from 
a face-to-face confrontation with James T. Kirk." 

Kirk thought that over silently for a moment. Then, "I've seen the dark side of myself, 
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long before I ever arrived on Anthrania. I know what exists within." 

"That shouZd give you a unique edge over most people, Jim." McCoy encouraged the direction 
of the conversation, nursing it along with infinite patience and care. nyou were forced to 
accept, in a most dramatic way, the base side of your nature. II 

"I had nightmares for weeks,li Kirk responded steadily. IIYet I learned to go on, to live 
with it." He stood, starting to pace. "And I'll tell you something, Bones. I'm beginning 
to believe that I may learn to live with the memories of Anthrania. Look -- I haven't had a 
single ... incident of amnesia since your arrival ,II he boasted, a show of bravado. 

"Perhaps that's because you're doing something positive now. You're facing some of your 
demons, II McCoy sugges ted. 

"That may be," Kirk admitted, a slight wariness coming into his eyes. He was suddenly 
remi nded of the thi ngs whi ch he had not yet revealed. "All I knOl' is that you've been a tre­
mendous help to me and I hope you real i ze how much I appreci ate it." 

McCoy came to stand beside him. He frowned, sensing that Kirk was deliberately changing 
the subject. "Jim, unless I'm one hundred percent satisfied of a complete success, I don't 
deserve any gratitude and I won't accept any thanks. Okay, you're fighting now and you've shown 
some progress, but don't fool yourself into a false sense of security. Those walls you've 
built up still have to come tumbling down." 

"All right, 'Joshua'. Tear my illusions apart," Kirk teased fondly. 

McCoy smiled self-consciously, slightly embarrassed by Kirk's affectionate tone. Subtly, 
he relaxed, slipping out of his role as analyst and physician, sharing the quiet moment as a 
friend. "Hmn ... sometimes I feel more like Daniel -- in the lion1s den," he mused. 

Kirk crossed the room to retrieve his glass and sat down, pensive. "I'll admit, when you 
first arrived, I ... didn't want this. I was ... frightened by it. I knew I had to talk it out, 
knew I needed help, but ... if it had been anyone other than you, Bones, I don't think I could 
have. II 

McCoy was disturbed by the past tense tone of the conversation. It was good that Kirk was 
beginning to feel more confident, but McCoy knew that the crisis had not been reached. They 
had only scratched the tip of the iceberg so far, and the impression which Kirk generated was 
that all was uncovered. As McCoy tried to form a reply, Kirk went on. 

"A curi ous thi ng occurred, Bones. When Spock went down that cl iff... at that ti me, and 
for quite a while after that, I ... didn't think about Anthrania at all. It took a while for 
me to sort it all out in my head, but I finally realized that those ten months, while they 
were important, were not the end of my life. Life goes on and caring goes on and suffering ... 
I thought I'd suffered all I could bear on Anthrania, but if anything happened to Spock it 
WOUld ... everything else paled by comparison." 

Applause stirred silently deep inside McCoy. A near-tragic accident had accomplished what 
perhaps months of therapy may not have proven to Kirk. The wonders of the Universe were great, 
indeed, he reflected. 

"It's very important that you don't forget that, Jim," he stressed. The brief moment of 
rest was gone; McCoy was once more the professional. "\1e all suffer -- struggle -- all our 
1 i ves, ina seri es of vall eys and peaks. If you can exorci se the Anthrani an experi ence, put 
it in its proper place in your life and build from it, go on with the established pattern of 
things, then you've won the battle. I think you can understand that a little better now." 

Kirk leaned forward, intense. "Then Why must we continue to concentrate on those ten 
months?!! 

Although the appeal was profound, McCoy's voice was hard. "Because you have not finished 
with it. You're still trying to hide, telling yourself now that it's not important -- another 
trick you're pulling on yourself. It is important, and it's important that you explore why 
you feel the way you do about yourself as a result of the ordeal. A false sense of security 
is more dangerous than no securi ty. II 
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"Damn -- what do you want from me?" Kirk exploded. A frown creased his forehead. McCoy 
perched on the arm of Kirk's chair. 

IIllm not trying to minimize the progress you've made. 11m pleased, Jim. 11m proud of the 
way you're handling all this. You're fighting, you're learning, you're beginning to accept. 
You're recovering what you lost in those ten months. I'm just sayin' that we're not finished. 
And you know we're not." He slipped his arm around the back of the chair, circling Kirk without 
touching. "But we'll get there. Tomorrow we'll start talking -- really talking, again. We're 
goi ng to stri p away the acts and pretenses and get ita 11 out in the open." 

Kirk leaned back against McCoy's arm, and drew a ragged breath. "All right," he sighed. 
Inwardly, he coiled himself against the fear of starting again, of the grueling sessions with 
McCoy -- and more, what he knew it was that still remained to be faced. Yet he trusted McCoy 
and knew he must make the effort if McCoy said it was necessary. He owed his friends so much. 
He owed them the strength to try. 

The reluctance to discuss Anthrania made Kirk restless that night. Awake, he pondered 
their philosophical discussion. It seemed as if every time he solved one riddle there was 
another looming before him. Every time he felt he had put Anthrania behind him, someone told 
him that he had not. 

I'd be better off if ·they just Zet it be, he thought rebelliously. McCoy forces me to 
relive it all -- I don't want: to think about it. I have a staY'ship -- I know now I want to 
l'etu:r>n to her. I have Spock and Bones -- I'm back. Flhy won't they let me go on? 

A hidden memory, too horrible to be recalled, lurked behind his conscious thoughts. I 
know what he wants, Kirk reflected without acknowledging the memories. I'm just not sure 
I can -- or want to -- deliver. 

McCoy would press, he knew, extracting every painful moment of that ordeal, forcing him 
to reI ive what he never wanted to remember. 

He must not think about it; must not let in the fear and loathing. He closed his eyes, 
determined to try to rest. In the dark, he felt as if he were falling; he clutched the sides 
of the bed to steady himself. 

There had been a garbage pit behind the compound on Anthrania. Sometimes they were 
made to clean it out. Once, an angry guard had thrown Kirk into the pit head-first. When he 
tried to crawl out, the same guard had stepped on his fingers, making him sink back in. 

He was falling into that pit again. He felt .the dirty, slimy sides, smelled the rotten 
odor of decay and fi lth. 

Oh God, let me out ... Zet me out ... 

- 6 -

The next day, McCoy allowed Spock to get out of bed. It was a forced concession; the 
Vulcan, feeling well and rested, refused to be treated as an invalid. Even Kirk tried to 
discourage him, but Spock was adamant. 
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Despite Ki rk' s soli citous mi Sg1 V1 ngs, he was reI i eved to have Spock joi n them. Secretly 
he hoped it would forestall McCoy's plan to commence with their talks. On this pleasant day, 
with these pleasing companions, he had no wish to return to Anthrania. He knew what McCoy 
wanted to talk about and something prevented him from cooperating. 

After they had eaten, Kirk continued to sit and chatter, purposeless conversation which 
he kept up nervously. 

"We really ought to do something special today," Kirk declared. "Perhaps we could drive 
into town. Bones, you've been here all this time and Spock and I haven't shown you any of the 
local attractions. We could have lunch at that little place ... what's it called, Spock? The 
... Atheni an? 

"The Aparthenon ... " Spock replied. "Excellent cuisine, Doctor. We discovered it quite 
by accident, and ... n 

McCoy scowled. "Mm-hum, I'm sure. But we already have something special to do today, 
don't we, Jim?" McCoy recognized Kirk's attempts to avoid discussing Anthrania. Kirk was 
playing games again, and while it grieved McCoy to be the heavy in this crucial psychodrama, 
it was necessary that no further delays be allowed. Left alone, he knew, Kirk would postpone 
the confrontation indefiniteTy. 

Kirk gave McCoy his most disarming smile. "Nothing that won't wait until another day," 
he coaxed. 

IIDonlt waste that fatal Kirk charm on me, Jim -- lim immune, remember? We1re not going 
anywhere today. II 

Spock attempted to catch up to the conversation. "What have you planned, McCoy?" 

Kirk's mouth tightened grimly. "Oh, Bones wants to go somewhere, all right. He wants 
to go to Anthrania. He's developing quite a fascination with that place." 

McCoy addressed Spock but kept his eyes on Kirk. "Our Captain thinks he's fine now, Spock. 
He doesn't want to talk about the past any more." 

Kirk stood up roughly. "I'm alive! I want to go on living! I want to think about the 
future __ II 

nyou mean,1I McCoy jumped up, too, Byou don't want to face the past. What are you so 
damned afrai d of?" 

Kirk slammed his fist on the table. "I'm not an insect for you to dissect. If I say I've 
put it behind me -- " 

"You know you haven't! Jim ... " McCoy reached across the table and put his hands on 
Kirk's shoulders. "I'm not tryin' to dissect you. The Anties did that. I'm tryin' to put 
the pi eces back together." 

Kirk's chest heaved with his labored breathing. Gradually, he quieted. McCoy went on. 

"There's nothing here to fear. It's only me -- and Spock, if you like. We're your 
friends. We want to help." 

II But it I S all been sa; d /1 Ki rk groaned raggedly. IIWe I ve been over it and over it. II 

"Not enti rely." McCoy's voi ce was pati ent and soft. "The mos t di ffi cult part is 
still ahead of us. But you can face it, Jim. You've got the strength now and the will to 
do it. C'mon, let's go sit down," he instructed. Gently he drew Kirk with him, out to the 
living area. Without hesitation, Spock followed them, troubled. 

"Ooctor,it he began, "what is the purpose of this? It would seem ... II 

"Things are not always what they seem, Mr. Spock," McCoy interupted. "Jim knows what 
I'm talking about. Throughout our talks we've always avoided, skirted, put off that final 
confrontation. That is the real area of contention. The one scene you refuse to face, to 
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put in the open," he continued, tal ki ng now to the motionl ess Ki rk, "i s when Ghi forced you to 
confess.!! 

Kirk would not sit. He stood, clenching his hands. "You know what happened. You heard 
the tape from Anthrania." 

"Hhat has happened to that daring James Kirk that you can't face what it meant to you? 
Have you changed that much?" McCoy charged. 

nOoctor!" Spack warned. 

Kirk, so intent on McCoy, barely heard the Vulcan's protest. "I've changed but not the way 
you imply! For ten months, I resisted! I held out -- " 

"But you gave up in the end. You gave the Anthranians what they wanted." McCoy's heart 
was skidding, hating what he was doing to his friend. 

"I had no choice! Hhat else could I have done?" Kirk shuddered, blocked in, unable to 
escape. 

"I don't know," McCoy said softly. "Tell me what it took for you to make that tape. Tell 
me why you finally gave a confession." 

Spock interceded, physically stepping between the two men. "McCoy, don't you think -- " 

"Stay out of this, Spock!" McCoy rasped. "Either shut up or get out." 

It was all beginning to crash in on Kirk; he struggled to deny the memory, to avoid the 
telling which made it reality. Desperately, he clutched Spock's arm. "Spock -- you understand. 

don1t want to -- I canlt -- it mustn't end like this!1I 

llItls not an ending, Jim,!! McCoy asserted. !lItis a beginning. Get it over and you can 
go on -- live that future you're talking about." 

Kirk wavered. A part of him knew McCoy was right, knew he must do what the doctor instructed. 
Spock, too, despite the pain from which he wished to shield Kirk, could agree with McCoy's 
motivation. 

"Jim, be seated," Spock suggested quietly. "Perhaps if we proceed calmly, reasonably ... " 

"Reasonably!" Kirk backed away from him, the seeming betrayal making him angry. Spock 
had thrown in with McCoy; they were after him. They wouldn't realize he wanted only to spare 
them. "There is no reason to this charade! Shall I calmly tell you how I succumbed to enemy 
torture and threats? How I calmly denied my oath, my conscience? How I reasonably deduced it 
was time to give up? You two had no idea what it was really like! You poke at this thing 
vicariously -- but I Uved it -- and I can't make you see -- you won't understand -- " 

"He know what happened," McCoy broke in. "I've seen the reports. You confessed. You broke. 
You admitted to spying. Hhat's important here, Jim, is what it did to you -- how you felt -­
what you're still afraid to face right now." 

Kirk was past comprehending McCoy's statement. He wrapped his arms around himself. "Damn 
you! You want all the gruesome details? Want to hear the whole sadistic ordeal? They were 
going to kill us -- all of us -- save me fOr last, so I could watch. They were through playing 
games with us. This time they meant business, only I didn't know that at first. I thought we 
were in for some more of their sadistic torture, then I looked around and saw that we were all 
there -- in the courtyard. They made us stand in a semi-circle with guards on each of us. We 
had to stand there a long time. No one was allowed to speak or move -- they butted us with a 
stick if we tried to relax or say something. I thought, 'what are they up to now?' 

"Then that bastard -- Ghi -- arrived with more guards and they had Kl ingon disruptors. 
That's when I began to suspect this time was going to be different. Something in Ghi's face 
warned me he was out for blood." Kirk's breathing became labored, his eyes glazed as the scene 
in his mind was replayed. 
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"I still thought maybe -- maybe I was wrong. Maybe I was overreacting because we'd all 
been through so much of this damned stuff and the Anties were feeding off our nerves ... making 
us wait, prolonging the actual torture so that we were all about to explode by the time it came. 
I thought that's why they made us stand there so long ... just anticipating what was to come ... 

"I tried to appear calm ... I didn't know if I succeeded but I wasn't going to give that 
son-of-a-bitch the satisfaction of seeing our anxiety. j tried to look at the other men ... 
give them a sign to appear indifferent. I tried to rationalize that the worst they could do 
was infl i ct more pa i n on us and God knows we "ere all becomi ng conditi oned to that... but I 
couldn't seem to communicate. The men were all watching Ghi and they looked terrified. I think 
I knew they, too, must be suspecting that Ghi "as up to something special. 

"Then he spoke to us -- in Standard. He told us that our time was up -- that he was going 
to execute us all unless we confessed at once ... II 

.•. GUMM dMgged :the JtemcUrUng rUne pwoneM .to :the cowctyOJtd. The eJ6ecto 06 :the PM:t 
wee'" 6 .i.ntel1i>.i.J.i.ed bJtu.;tJ..U;ty WM ev.i.den:t. They Umped, 6.tJwggUng wUh :the bWLdel1i> 06 :tho" e :too 
wea" :to wcttk. The gUMM hhowe.d :them no melLcy; :they 6UUC" anyone who otowed :the plLOceA6.i.on. 
Vave Wyman teane.d heavUy on MaJtty AndeMon. HOJtvey LandeM WM huppoJt:ted by MeV. TJtav.i.h and 
Bill PiteA6man, wWe Jack LangenbelLg hdped V.i.ctOit GOJtc.i.a. 1CUt", one teg bOJtdy abte :to J.,uppoJt:t 
h.i.h we.i.gh:t, hobbted arong beA.i.de COJtt Monitoe. 

In :the cowctyOJtd, U appeaJLed M :though hOmeone. had g.i.ven :the witong h.i.gnctt. The ,,:tage WM 
MemIngty het -- .thelLe welLe :two new, th.i.c" poteA let .i.nto :the hOJtd-packed d.i.Jt:t, gUMM ntLUed 
about wUh hoUday en:thuo.i.Mm, yet tkelLe WM no 6.i.gn 06 Oh.i. 0It any 06 the o:thelL teadeM. The 
pwoneM welLe oitdelLed :to "tand elLcct JOlt what htowty evotved .i.nto hoUM. 

They ,,:tood .i.n a w.i.de "emI-c.i.acte, each man ten 6eet apa.Jt:t and 6tanked by :two gUMM, 60itced 
to itvncUn moUonteA6 and 6Uent wfKte the agony o{, bJtu.{oed and b=elLed muocteA and 6teAh 6cJLe.ame.d 
.i.n pitoteA:t. F.i.naUy, Oh.i. huode {,itom the compound, accomparUed by :thitee gUOJtM wUk KUngon 
cW,itUptOit p.i.hto.i:h on thc.i.a h.i.ph. 

Oh.i., .i.n h.i.h .i.mmawra:te urU{,OItm, "tepped .i.nto :the centelL 06 :the oenti.-c.i.acte, {,a&ng :them, 
h.i.h hanM ctenched togethelL .i.n {,Jtont o{, h.i.m. ICUtk muo:telLed :the hueng.th to Mand up 6ucUgh:telL. 

"AUen6 -- II GfU. began, hJ..h l1oJwla,~llj oily vo,tee haMh, "you have had a .tong nmeopan :to 
COn6eA6 to yoWL CfUmeA agcUl1i>:t OWL tand. We have been patient. We have been juot and 6w wUh 
you. Now YOM time hM exp.i.Jted. UnteAh I iteceJ.ve an .i.mmed.i.a:te COn6eAh.i.on -- on :tape -- 1 am 
aCLtholt.i.zed :to execute you aU." ... 

"For a moment I was almost reI i eved. God, I guess that shows how damned cocky I was ... but 
we'd all heard that bluff before. They weren't going to kill us, they didn't really want us dead, 
we'd become convinced of that. There was no way the Anthranian officials would be able to justify 
our mass slaughter to the Federation. I tried to gauge the other men's reaction to Ghi 's state­
ment, to see if they were thinking it was a bluff. but they looked as if they believed him. Some 
of them glanced in my direction and j ... I felt:their fear. It was ... unnerving." 

Kirk drew his hand across his mouth and shut his eyes. He SI<allowed, trY'ing to maintain 
control, forcing himself to voice, in a concise, factual manner, the turmoil he had felt. 

McCoy let out a breath. "Go on, Jim. You1re doing fine,1I he whispered. 

Kirk opened his eyes. "Spock?" A pain-filled expression sought the Vulcan. 

"Here, Captain. 1I The voice held quiet support. 

"Spock, I believed in the Federation. You -- I -- we are schooled, programmed to believe 
in thei r ideals. I never doubted them. In all the months on Anthrani a, I expected them to rescue 
us ... the mightiest power in all the Universe ... they had to have the means to save a handful of 
their people. We were doing a job for them and they eared about us .. . 

"It was as if Ghi could read my mind ... That stinking Anthranian ... he learned much about us 
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during that time, he did his homework well. He said, then, that the Federation had washed their 
hands of us ... that's the way he said it, in his arrogant, stilted Standard. He looked at me, 
told me 1 was responsible for my men ... he called them animals ... and it was my duty to confess, 
say I ... we ... were spying. He said his superiors had ordered our execution, that we were no 
longer any value to them ... " 

..• GfU went on. "YoWL govVtnment hal.> WMhed :thw hando 00 :tJw., whoLe aUaM.. You Ofte 00 
no vaLue to them -- oJt to M. My .UP<VUOM demand YOWL e:ctVtm{nation." He LooII.ed dCJtec;tty at 
K))cll.. "Capt<Un, you Ofte JteAponoibLe OM :theAe animCLU. It M YOWL duty to give the conOeA.ion, 
to My to my peopLe :that you Ofte a UOft and a .py Mnt by :the FedVtation. You .haU do M -­
NOW. " ... 

"I. .. tried not to believe him ... He was still trying to trick a confession out of us ... but 
why hadn't the Federation done something? For ten months we had been left there to rot ... 

"I made myself not think about it ... Ghi was waiting for an answer and 1 said something 
smart-assed to him and one of the guards hit me. He became livid then, but his voice was cold as 
ice ... Oh God, if 1 could have had just ten minutes alone with him then. 1 wanted to smash his 
face in, choke the breath out of him, make him cry in pain the way he did to us ... 

"He told me 1 was foolish, that my men would die, one by one. He waited for me to confess, 
but 1 still refused ... God, 1 still refused ... 1 still thought he was bluffing. 1 didn't know 
.... 1 di dn' t know what he meant to do. I... I. .. was defi ant. 1 stood there and... and ... 

"He turned to the others, asked them to confess ... Maybe they di dn' t bel i eve him either, 
maybe they were just too scared to speak ... 1 don't know ... 1 don't even know what I was 
thinking then ... but no one said a word. We all just stood there ... stood there waiting ... 
and then Ghi moved... " 

... K))cll. .huddVted. He had .0 Wfte htkength ,tent wi;th wfUch :to oace GfU. SUU, he 
mutieJr..e.d, "Go :to hett. /I 

A bhiw 6Jtom one 06 the guaJtdo made fUm htaggVt bacllwOftd. GfU hetd up hM hand :to oMMtaU 
any 6uJt:thVt aeLion. 

"You Ofte 600Wh, Capt<Un. One by one I .haU fUll YOWL men. Not you. You wcUt watch 
:them dCe. Save them noW by tetUng the tku:th M U wW be too ,tate." 

Kill .tood in mute deOJance. AbJtuptiy, GfU tWLned to :the o:theM. 

"ww any 06 you .pOfte :tJw., .,taughtVt? AndeMon? You, PJtMhman?· A COnOeAh-LOn -Ln exchange 
oM nine UVM. ThM man you caU Capt<Un M a cowOftd. He wcUt Mve hM OWn .fUn and watch you 
dCe." No one .poll.e. SevVtaL ,too ked ovVt at UJtk uneMUy. GfU became enJtaged. He tWtned back 
:to K))cll.. "You ,tead them! Now, onty YOUR conoeA,;-Lon wcUt be accepted. You do not beLieve. AU 
~ght, Capt<Un. Watch:them dCe." .•• 

"I knew he meant it -- 1 coul d see it on his face. But somehow I caul dn' t bel i eve it." 
Kirk groaned, forcing the words out. He stumbled across the room, away from Spack and McCoy, 
as if di stance made it eas i er to reI ate. "They had tortured us, degraded us, even murdered 
when it was unavoidable, but we'd always felt -- somehow -- we'd Zive through it. Because we 
were Starfleet. The Federation would somehow extricate us. Oh God, it wasn't death. We were 
prepared to die -- we thought -- 1 thought -- 1 was prepared -- for myself -- not for them. 1 
couldn't be responsible ... " 

"Easy, Jim,1I McCoy calmed, moving toward him. 

"You asked to hear this! So, listen, damn it!" Kirk thrust out his arm to ward off McCoy's 
approach. 
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"They took Mell Travis -- he was nearest to the posts. They -- tied him to one of them. 
Some of the guards -- with kni ves -- began to cut him. I had to watch. There was no way to 
avoid it ... It was like a nightmare -- in slow motion. Anrl I. .. we ... stood there in almost 
hypnotized fascination while they -- they butchered him ... cutting him ... eviscerating him ... 
Oh, shit ... he was dismembered like an animal ... there was blood everywhere. He was mutilated 
... not just murdered. They mutilated him and I watched ... watched him try to scream ... watched 
his eyes ... his eyes ... and I knew ... they would do this to the others. My men ... humans with 
souls ... These aliens had no concept ... it had to be stopped ... I had to stop it ... but I ... 
I couldn't ... I was helpless ... helpless ... Ghi wouldn't listen ... wouldn't stop. I screamed 
at him -- stop! Stop it! But it went on and on ... " 

... TltaVM wcu bound :to :the po,,:/:' A gag wcu ;.,:tu66ed -eMO hM mouth. WUhou:t" bUnd6atd, 
hM eyv. 6eemed :to dam-ena:te hM 6ace -- wild, 6JUgh:tened eyv. ;thcrt toaked w-e:thou:t 6eung. /GUtk 
and :the o:theM had no eho-eee b((:t :to wcrtc.h. 

The guaJtdo :toyed wah TltavM. Smail. "tcu.,hv. :to hM ehv.:t - aJtm6 - abdomen - :tJUgM. The 
kMVV. welte /taMed :to hM 6aee. TltaVM' eyv. butged cu hM :thltacrt wOltked :to utielt mu66ted "cAeam6 
:thltough :the b-enckng. HM 6ace wcu cu:t -en H.Veltat ptaee". HM eaM welte 6Uced away. Btood 
covelted h-Cm. 

"S:top U!" /GUtk tunged crt (-0., g((aJtdo, :tJty-eng :to Mltge 60ltWaJtd. He wcu boxed -en by guaJtdo, 
Mbdued, hetd 6cu:t -en ptace, yet :they ckd no:t 6ruke fU.m. Gh-C, crt K-Cltk'" te6:/:, toaked amMed. 

"YOM c.hoJ..c..e., Cap:UUn." 

The CU6CU;.,-eM crt :the po,,:t welte enjoy-eng :thUlt wOllk, waJuni.ng :to :the :tcuk. The cu:ts welte 
go-eng deepelt now, JUpp-eng open :the mMctv. -en TltavM' aJtm6 and ehv.:t. The man';., body heaved 
w-Cth .!AemoM 06 agony. HM head toiled :to one ,,-ede. 

The o:thelt pltMoneM welte "-ec", whUe-6ace.d w-e:th tocrtfU.ng. Evelty:th-Cng Memed :to blUlt and 
;"Mpend. /GUtk rued :to lte.ach Gh-C, bu:t :the guaJtdo hetd h-Cm mOIte ughily. 

"You bcu:taJtd! TeU :them :to ":top .thM!" 

"Too .tate, Captain. Watc.h." ... 

"Travi s was dead and sti 11 they conti nued. .. I coul dn' t thi nk. My head was poundi ng. 
I had to make them stop ... had to reach them. Him ... Ghi ... he was the one. I knew what 
he wanted. It was my responsibility ... mine. My duty ... to the Federation ... to my men ... 
He ... Ghi ... wanted ... refused ... I had to do something. They were playing with us ... a 
deadly game ... deadly, murderous... col d-b 1 ooded sl aughter. .. innocent vi ctims. .. " Ki rk 
he 1 d hi s hand up to hi s eyes, sobbi ng. "Who were these barbari cal i ens that they shoul d do 
thi s to other 1 i vi ng, senti ent bei ngs? Where was our Federati on when Me 11 Travi s was bei ng 
destroyed? For ten months we held out ... waiting. We told them nothing, resisted ... for 
what? Now this ... this was Mell's ending ... this was the end of it all. There was no jus­
tice ... what would we gain by dying? The men would all die ... would all be massacred ... He 
... said it and ... and he meant it. He meant to destroy them all ... all useless ... no pur-
pose to their deaths ... nothing but death ... death and torture .... " 

... The kMVV. WVte JUpp-eny :to bone, p-teAung v.{;tat OllgaM. The mu66ted !.>Clleanu, :tUltned 
:to gUltgf.eh cu TltaVM' tung!.> 6uted wah lUi, OWn btood. Still :they hae"ed. Ftv.h :tOM and 
hung -en btoady 6ltagmentJ.>, even when TltavM cuutd 6eef. no malte. VMeelta dMgOllged, btood ltan 
6!Wm hM eyv. and na;.,e, genUaf.6 WVte ampu:tcrted. 

/GUtk nr.-tc.hed, hM e.mp:ty J.>:tomaeh g-Cv-eng up noth-Cng. T taM 06 ltage and bJtM:tJtatian ltoiled 
down hM nace. 

A:t w:t, Gh-C e£appe.d hM hando and :the guaJtdo eecued. The body wcu eu:t down and :taMed :to 
one ,,-ede UI" a p-eeee. 06 mea);. Sf.owty, :though:t6uUy, Gh-C wa.tked aJtound :the Me 06 pltMonvu.,. 
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"We Me con:!:CUltCna;ted by YOWL tiilihy CMCltMe;.,. We gJtOW weMy oti YOWL plle;.,ence." He. l.eg­
na£ed to the gUMd!, who he£d Wyman and LandeJth. "Take the;.,e two -- they£ook ha£{,-dead at -
Jte.ady. .. 1/ 

"I knew ... somehow ... I had to put a stop to it. I couldn't go through it again! There 
was no way to reason with Ghi ... we had gone past that now. He wanted us all dead. It dHn' t 
matter ... nothing mattered to the damn ... Anties." Kirk was breathing hard, words tumbling out 
in rapid succession. He was engulfed by the nightmare, reliving the terror of the moment on 
Anthrania, losing touch with reality. 

"So you agreed to make the tape," McCoy interrupted, his voice hushed, trying to draw Kirk 
back to the present. Kirk paused a moment at the sound of McCoy's voice, seeming to grasp 
awareness, then went on. 

"It wasn't that simple. I tried ... I don't know if I meant it or if I was stalling, but 
I told Ghi I'd do it. He ... laughed ... and then he knocked me down ... " Kirk shuddered. "I ... 
had... to make ... him 1 i s ten. He ... brought two more of my men. They hung them up, 1 i ke Mell 
... God, no, please ... please ... don't do this again. He was ... arrogant ... he ... wanted me 
to ... to ... confess. I couldn't ... couldn't ... I am a Starfleet officer ... He wanted ... wanted 
... humiliation. He ... wanted me ... to deny ... my oath ... No, no ... I can't ... Then ... then, 
my men will die. My fault ... my responsibility ... Life is ... sacred. Life is ... but I ... I 
can't ... I can't deny ... deny life ... carnage ... lives ... in exchange ... for a confession .. . 

"All right! All right ... I'll make the tape! Dh God, I'll do it. But he said ... no. 
He said it was ... too late. He WOUldn't listen to reason .... I tried to explain ... Hhat kind 
of monster is he? He woul dn' t 1 i sten. He on ly wanted to torture. There must be some way I 
can reach him. Does he have no sense of ... feeling ... no humanity? He is not human. He is 
the animal. 

"The guards began cutting ... cutting into Hyman ... no ... Dave ... Landers ... stop this! 
I tried to get up ... he said ... he didn't want my confession. He turned away. Ghi ... listen 
. .. 1 i 5 ten! II 

... "AU frJ.ght -- I' U make YOWL tape! G!U -- wten! 

The An:!:hILarUan hupeJtv-Uoed the tiaJ..terUng o{, the .fWo ohMen v.ec;U"", to the poie;.,. He 
po.en:!:edty .egnOlled /GiILk' h cttU. 

KJAk l,t![uggiQd w-Cth h-U, gUMd!,. "Wha;t GOOD wili tf,-U, do? Kili U!.> U-U and you' U have 
110 :thJ.J1g ! 1/ 

G!U {,aced fUm will a {,eJta£ gll-Cn on h-U, {,ace. "1 have not!Ung nO\;, Copta-en. You Me all 
notMl1g. II 

K-iAk ,tIl-Ced to ILeach {,O)t fUm, WaJ.. he£d back. "G!U -- ltop th-U,! l' U mahe YOWL .tape .l{, 
you pltomi..6e. __ II 

G!U ,liammed h-U, hand acJtOM IGiJlh' h {,ace. IGiJm 6e£f, hpltawied on the gllOUJ1d. He M:JlUgg£ed 
to we. 

UYou had /jOM c.hanc.e.. You've. J!.o/:,;f:. /jow/.. !ugh-t to boJLga.tVl.," GtU .6hou;te.d. "Now JA too .ta;te." 
He ,l.egnilled the gUMd!, to beMn on Wyman and LandeJth. 

"No!" KJAh WaJ.. hCltemncng. "You can't do thlh -- we Me StM!lfee:t 066-lceJth -- l'a 9.eve 
ljOU a -tape. -- oWL goveJtnmel1t ... '1 

KrUve;., welle malUng lhillow cuM on :the two men. A gUMd pU-Ued KJAI,' h head Mound -to Me 
Lt. Glu h-tepped .en 6lton:!: 0 (, !Um. 

"You don't me.an.:to C.Ol'tbe6-6. ThM J.A a Wdz,rI he dececuled. 

rlNo - - ,vuciz! No - - gameo! I -6WeM. II KUliz WCtO on h.[.o izneeo, -6:tJ.J..J:. -6vw.ggling .to Jr.J . ./s e. 
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"I no ,congeJt want olt n~~d yoWt con6v.,0/'on. I hav~ OJtd~M :to hilt you aU." Gh/. :tWtned 
hM back on !CUtk, wa!:h/.ng ",cow,cy :towaJtd :the pot v., • 

K,uu,'" v/.o/.on btWtJt~d; he :though;t h~ WM go/.ng :to paM ouct. In 6Jton:t 06 h/.m, :th~ guaJ[do 
"till :t~M~d wah :th~ kn/.vv.,. Th/.n b,coody Juvutw }[an down bo:th men. Wyman' 0 ~yv., meet hM 
/.n mu:t~ :tVUtOIt and agony . .. 

Kirk "as on his knees, clutching his stomach, trying to breathe as the words tore from 
his throat. Beside him, McCoy wrapped his arms around the heaving shoulders. 

"00 something, Doctor." Spack's voice was strained, his face colorless; hands were 
clenched into fists at his side in an effort to keep them from trembling. The Vulcan's eyes 
were wild as they focused on the sight of his Captain doubled to his knees in agony. "Help 
him. II 

Tears of compass i on tumbled from the blue eyes. "Not yet, Spock. Let him get thi s out." 

Kirk was not listening to them. He went on, broken words running together. "1. .. managed 
to stand. I pulled away from the guards ... had to teach him ... had to make him stop ... then I 
... I slipped ... my leg ... hurt ... I slipped ... and fell ... couldn't stand ... the ground was 
wet ... and red. Blood ... oh God, Mell 's blood ... all Over ... pieces of his body ... all over ... 
please ... my responsibility ... " 

.•• !CUtk ":tJtugg,ced :to hM 6~e:t, ocu:t:t:ted, Ump/.ng :towaJtd Gh/.. "In:th~ nam~ 06 WHATEVER 
/.0 McJt~d:to you -- you c.an':t do :thM! PLEASE. .. ,,:top! I'U make Y0Wt :tape -- I'U con6v.,,,! 
L/.o:ten:to m~ -- we WERE "py/.ng! I'U "ay wha:t you wan:t -- I'U ... " c,cOM:to:th~ potv." 
!CUtk'" 600:t "Upp~d /.n a puddte a 6 ,lieU Tltav/.o' btood. H/.o t~g coUapoed and h~ 6~U haled, 
nac~-down /.n :th~ ,,:t/.cky It~d "ub,,:tance. NeaJt hM ch~~k, a mound 06 un/.d~n:t/.6/.ab,c~ 6fv.,h gfeam~d 
we:tfy. K!.Itk Iteco/t~d, "cJtealnCng /.n pan/.c . .. 

Kirk clutched at his head. "Something -- inside -- snapped. I could feel it. It was 
dark and cold and I ... Please! Let me confess! Listen to me -- please Oh God, we were 
sent to spy! Stop this -- please -- no -- don't -- please -- please ... " He vlrithed as McCoy 
held him firmly, stilling his motions with gentle words. 

nShh ... easy, Jim. It's all right ... all right, we1re here ... II 

"Blood -- everywhere -- blood and ... I begged him ... !. .. and he ... mocked me ... !. .. 
crawled ... crawled to him ... begging ... please let me confess ... I ... must ... save my men. 
The price is too high ... He said, 'look at you now, animal. I Yes, animal ... crawling like 
an animal. .. not a man ... I am ... nothing ... I have ... nothing ... deserve ... nothing ... I'm 
lost ... have lost ... dreams are lost ... I survive ... survive to ... l. .. he Vlon ... he still 
WOUldn't listen ... Stop ... please ... Oh God, stop this. It can't go on.!. .. grabbed his 
leg ... please ... he ... kicked me ... .,hat more do you Vlant? Anything ... anything ... " 

•.• Gh/. wlWr£ed aJtollnd jMt /.n :t/.me :to oee KCJtk 6aU. Th~ Cap:ta/n'~ btood-~ta/.ned body 
jackn/.6~d, :th~n h~ cJtaWf~d 60JuoaJtd, babbUng /.ncoheAentiy :to the An:thJtan/.an. H/.o 6ac~, COVeA~d 
wUh b,cood and d!.Jt:t, WM ":tJteak~d wah :teaM M h~ /.mpfM~d Glu 6M meAcy. Gh/. otopped hM 
advance w/:th a def/.b~ltaXefy ptaced 600:t. 

"Loo~ a:t you NOW, Cap:ta/.n. CJtaWUng:to me on YOWt befty :thltough :the b,cood 06 yoWl cJtew. 
You dv.,p-ccabfe arUma!: -- pJ[Qv/.ng Y0Wt cowaJtd/.c~ and /.n6vUoltUy. ShaU I :tak~ pi.:ty on you, 
paM Uftfe wlte:tch, and pu:t you ouct 06 Y0Wt m.welty? City, Cap:ta/.n K!.Itk, CIty 60lt YOWt pltec/OM 
FedeJta.:uon.1/ 

!CUtk cfu:tch~d a:t Gh/.'o ,ceg, :tJty-cng :to putt h/.m6ef6 IIp. "I'U:teft you anyfung -- ANY-­
THING -- wha:t do you WANT 6ltom m~? JM:t -- caU 066 :thv.,~ mWtd~!" 
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GfU pulled hM leg 611.ee, Mughty boo:ti.ng /WLk back to the gMund. 
IIS,top :tha-t!1! he commanded -in An:th!w'rU.an. "And -- " he. -tncUc.a;ted K.-Udz',6 
tfU4 one J.J'J,OJ..de. II 

He twmed to :the PO.6:t6. 
huddled {,-tgu!/.e, "btUng 

" James Kirk ... crawling on his belly ... begging ... like ... like ... I have lost ... 
command •.. II 

McCoy shot a hypospray of sedative against Kirk's arm as Spack held him still. Kirk was 
incoherent, trying to pull away from them, whimpering. 

"elman, Jim -- snap out of it!" McCoy shouted, fear sharpening his voice. Kirk convulsed 
in the shock of total recall, seemingly not aware of where he was. McCoy experienced a moment 
of panic, trying to cope with a situation which suddenly seemed beyond his ability. Then he 
forced himself to detach his personal involvement. He was the doctor and Jim was his patient. 
He wiped his eyes, drew in a breath as his professional attitude once more fell into place. 

Spack clung to the flailing human, terrified by Kirk's mental agony, positive that McCoy 
had gone too far this time and they had lost Kirk completely. His head pounded, anxiety tied 
his stomach in knots. His concern projected itself in protectiveness, as if he could somehow 
shield Kirk from himself, from the memories too horrible to bear. 

Gradually, as the drug took effect, Kirk quieted. The Vulcan lifted the trembling human 
into his arms and carried him to the sofa. 

" ... ohgod ... Spack ... don't. I ... " Kirk moaned. 

"Be silent!" Spack ordered, his voice ragged. Gently, he deposited Kirk on the sofa and 
sat beside him. McCoy bent over them, resting-a hand on Spack's shoulder. 

"Just rest now," Spack instructed, ignoring McCoy, trying to block out the doctor's presence. 
For a brief, illogical moment he regretted having sent for McCoy, having brought him here to do 
this to Kirk. Then, reason won out and he looked up at McCoy for some sign of guidance. 

McCoy had recovered his own assurance. Any . .man who had survived such an incident as Kirk 
described was surely strong enough to survive the telling of it. He was counting on that, and 
on Kirk's own iron will to bring him out of this. He breathed deeply and forced his voice to 
sound calm. 

HHe's all right -- aren't you, Jim? It's over now, boy. It's all right.1I 

Kirk sat up, resting against the arm of the sofa. His fingers clenched and unclenched 
around Spack's hand, but he could not look up, could not meet their faces. The drug took away 
his panic, he fe1t its warmth, but the chill was so deep that it still commanded him. He 
began to talk again, more calmly yet still as if compelled to do so. 

"They ... they tal d me afterward that I made a tape ri ght then. I ... guess I di d, but the 
rea 1 tape -- the one they released -- was made 1 ater. I. .. remember... they ti ed me up... ropes 
around my chest and arms. I was ... in a dark little room ... like the solitary, I guess. It's 
not clear ... !J 

"What ,'ere you thinking about then, Jim? What were you feel ing?" McCoy prompted. 

"Thinking ... ? Nothin~. It was dark and ... I was alone ... and I didn't think ... didn't 
fee 1. .. I... ceased to be.' Ki rk shi vered. 

"How long were you there?" McCoy asked. 

"I don't know ... a couple of hours, maybe. A day. Then they took me out and told me 
the tape had to be done over. I. .. di d it. But. .. I was no longer James T. Ki rk. " Ki rk' s 
voice grew chill, detached, as if he remembered that schism of self. 

McCoy 1 eaned forward, faci ng Ki rk ina pas iti on from whi ch Ki rk had to look at him. "Jim, 
I've read the transcripts from the other prisoners. They all agree. After they took you from 
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the courtyard, it was a week before you were returned." 

Ki rk was surpri sed, then confused. "It was tha t long? I... don't remember... " He looked 
away, down at his hand still on Spack's. 

"And when you came out -- " McCoy went on, "that's when the man Jim Kirk stopped existing. 
Don't you see,now, what happened? Your mind healed its scars by covering them over. To give 
that confession was to admit that you were no longer the person whom you had been. You had to 
deny your identity. You had to submerge your breakdo'in in order to go on, to continue functioning 
and to do what you knew had to be done. And that breakdown had to be faced before true healing 
could begin," 

McCoy's explanation was too intense to be understood by Kirk at that moment. Suddenly, he 
realized that it was over; it was all out. He had, at their determined insistance, relived 
that final degradation and humiliation. He had held back nothing, colored nothing, and yet 
they were still here, supporting, explaining, helping. A warmth suffused him, banishing the 
chill. He pressed hi s eyes shut. 

"You1re worn Qut,1I McCoy observed, chasti zing himself for his own eagerness and insistance. 
lIC105e your eyes and rest for a while. II 

Ki rk attempted a prates t. "No, Bones... I ... 

IIJim," Spack's voice was firm. HEnough! Whatever must be discussed can wait.!! 

"Look," McCoy berated softly. "You can barely stay awake. That's it -- relax." 

As Kirk slipped quietly into a light sleep, McCoy straightEned. His muscles pulled and 
he realized his own tenseness and pain. Abruptly, he looked over at Spack, remembering the 
Vulcan's recent injury. Spack was still, watching Kirk with a dogged persistence. 

At the liquor cabinet, McCoy filled two glasses and returned to the sofa. "Here, Spack 
he extended one to the Vulcan. "I think we both need this." Spack stared skeptically at the 
drink as he accepted the glass. "That's a medical prescription, Spack -- unless you'd rather 
have an intravenous drug," McCoy suggested. 

Spack obeyed rel uctantly, and took a hes itant sip of the 1 iqui d. Then, abruptly, he 
drained the glass in one fierce swallow. 

"Hey -- easy with that stuff!" McCoy reproached, surprised by Spack's unusual action. 
Damn Vulcan never did know how to drink, he mused. More than anything, it indicated Spack's 
present state of mind. Sympathetically, he patted the Vulcan's shoulder. 

Briefly, he checked the sleeping Kirk, then motioned Spack to follow him out of the room. 
They went into the kitchen. 

"Here -- sit dOl'In," McCoy insisted, pulling out a chair for Spack. "You don't look very 
well. II 

Trembling, Spack took the seat without argument, although he raised 
fussing. His head was pounding yet he refused to acknowledge the pain. 
a mediscanner, Spack tightened his grip on the brandy glass which he was 

an eyebrow at McCoy's 
As McCoy reached for 
still holding. 

The sudden, brittle sound of breaking glass startled McCoy. He confronted the Vulcan 
anxiously. 

"Spack! Hhat in the hell are you -- " he began. Spack was regarding his own hand with 
some amazement. Thin streaks of green were beginning to well up. Wordlessly, McCoy took the 
injured hand between his own and examined the surface cuts. "The last thing we need around 
here is another accident," he mumbled, knowing the innocent bluster would ease the Vulcan's 
anxiety. Gently, he treated the cuts, finishing with a spray bandage. Spack, silent through 
the ministrations, finally spoke. 

"I ... do not know how to ... help him." 

116 



The pl ai nti ve words surpri sed McCoy, forci ng hi s thoughts in another di recti on. "What? 
Of course you do. You've been helping all along. You ... " 

Spack rose. "I have tried -- to give, to assist. But I would ... shield him from this ... 
this anguish.!l 

McCoy sighed and sat in the seat Spack had vacated. "So would I, Spack. I hate doing 
this, hate __ II 

"That word rather sums up everything," Spack observed quietly. It was a shocking admis­
sion from one of Vulcan heritage. McCoy went to him. 

"No. The one word that says it all is ... love. Not hate. Over, above and beyond all 
the torment and horror, there's one force which motivates us. Spack, today proved it more 
than ever. Jim trusted us with something he was unable to trust even to himself. What name 
do you put on that? It's more powerful than the hate we feel toward the monsters who can­
trall ed Jim." 

Spack was silent, considering. 
I feel positive that we're going to 
ready to be signed. The Anties are 
So, elmon, bheer Up,lI He noded his 
it. He earned it. II 

McCoy touched his shoulder. "For the first time, Spack, 
make it. We've won the battle and the armistice is 
the losers. They've finally given Jim Kirk back to us. 
head in the direction of the living area. "He deserves 

Kirk slept for nearly an hour. It was a dreamless, drug-induced sleep, and when he woke 
he felt disoriented for a moment, unable to identify his surroundings. Then he saw Spack 
sitting in a chair across from the sofa, and it all came flooding back. McCoy had wanted to 
knOlv, kept hammering at him and finally he had brought it all out, told them all the gory 
details, had re-'lived that day on Anthrania when James T. Kirk, starship captain, had spilled 
his guts to a slimy, Klingon-supported barbarian. He had believed then that it was necessary 
to save the lives of his men, and maybe that was true. In any event, no more had been killed 
and they had been released. Whether or not it was worth it didn't seem important any more. 
What Kirk knew was that Ghi had exacted the measure of the man that day, and that James Kirk 
had paid the price he demanded. 

He had tri ed to push it down, pretend it hadn't happened. He had refused to exami ne what 
it had cost him to crawl, begging, to Ghi. McCoy had changed all that. McCoy had forced him 
to remember, to reopen old agonies only half-healed and cleverly concealed by time. Kirk 
tested a new idea and found that he could remember all the details of what he had felt that 
day and that, ironically, the remembering didn't hurt quite as much as he had been afraid it 
would. He had said it all, put it into words and he was still here, functioning, reasoning. 
I~hat would happen now, he didn't know, but somehow he felt encouraged ... and very, very tired. 

He looked up at Spack. The Vulcan's head was turned and Kirk had a chance to observe him. 
Spack was thin, drawn, apparently recovered from his recent injuries, yet Kirk knew that worry 
and concern had made slow the return to Spack's normal, healthy self. Kirk smiled affection­
ately. flhen I'm all right again, he will be ... It will happen, Spock, I promise you. 

Quietly, he spoke his friend's name. Spack turned and some of the lines faded from his 
face as he met the tenderly shining eyes. 

"You are awake so soon. How do you feel r 

Kirk yawned. "Still a little sleepy, I think, but rested. How long was lout?" 

"Not quite an hour." 

"Ohh ... !J Kirk made no comment on the Vulcanls vague measure of time, but it bothered 
him. "That's long enough." He raised himself on his elbows, still feeling the effects of 
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the sedative. 

'!That's not necessary,lJ Spock said. t!Why don't you try to sleep a little longer?" 

IINo, I don't think so.!! Kirk was studying the Vulcan's face. "Are you all right?!! 

"Yes, Jim. I! 

Kirk shook his head. "I mean, really.!! 

"00 not concern yourself about me. Dr. McCoy assures me I am quite recovered. II 

"Where is he?" 

"I believe the doctor was feeling rather fatigued. He said he was going to take a 'cat­
nap' Vlhile you were asleep. Shall I call him?" 

"No, let him rest," Kirk answered quickly. "I guess we could all do with some rest after 
our ... talk ... this morning. Are you sure you're all right?" 

I!Jim ... II 

"Okay, never mind," Kirk smiled. He rubbed the back of his neck. "Hhew ... those 
sedatives really give you a hangover." 

"You were rather agitated." Spock had a penchant for understatement. "McCoy felt you 
needed something to help you relax." 

"Yes, 1 know ... I didn't mean to say so ... much. 1 mean ... once 1 started talking ... 
remembering ... it just sort of all ... came." Kirk grimaced. 

"Don't talk about it now," Spock cautioned. Kirk hung his head. So, Spock couldn't bear 
to hear about it. 

"I'm sorry. I wanted to spare you that. I didn't want you to know ... to know what I had 
done. You were never supposed to ... t! 

Pain etched the Vulcan features. "It is not that ... not me," he assured hastily. "Hhat 
you had to endure ... there is no need to think about it at this time." 

Kirk was silent, sensing Spock's discomfort, yet misinterpreting the cause. He accepted 
it as another guilt to bear, realizing holY he had hurt Spock by shoViing him the depths to 
which he had sunk on Anthrania. Spock Vlould have to deal with the truth about his Captain. 
I t was one of the peripheral agoni es, knoVii ng he had fail ed in Spock' s eyes. Ki rk woul d not 
accept sympathy, edged with disappointment, from his friend. 

III couldn't see a choice at the time, Spack," he tried to explain. "I wanted ... needed to 
save their lives. He Vias going to torture them, kill them ... " 

IIHe is a monster. II 

peaceful, compassionate 
He remembered a similar 
him. 

The quiet fury in the Vulcan's words sent a chill through Kirk. His 
Vulcan was a picture of controlled rage, and the sight terrified him. 
tense, trembling moment Vlhen Parmen had almost forced Spock to kill 

"Yes, he is, Spock." Kirk made his voice steady, to project for Spock a calm he didn't 
feel. "And 1 could have killed him ... then. Now, it's over and I ... I have to face what I did." 

"You di d what you had to do." 

"You don't really believe that." Kirk had to voice it. "I should have held out, honored 
the oath I took ... " 

"And allowed each of your men to die?" 

IIThere are worse things.1I 
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"Captain," Spack sought Kirk's eyes. "Life is sacred. You have lived believirt9 this. It 
is one of the characteristics that has made you an outstanding commander. You value all life, 
you pl ace pri ori ty on bei ngs over anythi ng el se. " 

Kirk was skeptical. "You can say that after ... after hearing what took place ... after 
knowing how T ... n 

II • •• Sacri fi ced your own di gn; ty to save your crew, II Spack cut in. 

"Yes." The word was quiet, deflated. 

Spack rose slowly and moved to sit on the couch. Kirk looked up immediately at the near­
ness of the Vul can. Hesitantly, gently, Spack reached out to touch his face. 

"Jim, if you had not confessed, had not done whatever had to be done to save their lives, 
then I could not have respected you, but I would not have doubted for a moment that you would, 
for that is what makes you the man you are." 

Kirk wanted to believe; he met the honesty in the deep brown eyes and hope welled 
inside him. Could it be that Spack understood, supported him ... that Spack approved of 
what he had done? A long time ago~ on a sleel< silver bird ... he remembeY'ed ... fA staY'ship 
Y'Uns on royalty -- to one man.' Was it loyalty that made Spack say those things? Kirk 
was silent, studying the angular features. There was no sympathy, no confusion in them now. 
Spock meant what he said. It was more than loyalty -- Spack still respected him. 

"Waul d you have ... have crawled ... to Ghi ... begged him to allow you to confess ... to 
dishonor your Federation ... to wallow in front of your men before a pig you despised ... ?" 
Kirk's voice was bitter with self-loathing. 

Spack did not waver. He was thoughtful for a moment, then answered in quiet sincerity, 
"I am not certain that I would have had that courage, Captain." 

Kirk sagged under the weight of Spack's admission. For so long he had valued his First 
Offi cer' s judgment, rel i ed on it in times of confl i ct. Now, to fi nd that Spack coul d i nter­
pret hi s acti ons as courageous ... Vihen all he had felt was shame and humil i ati on. " that 
aspect had not occured to him. He had not felt courage that day on Anthrania, nor any day 
since. He could expect some kind of psychological interpretation in his favor from McCoy, 
but Spack's open, honest statement was not meant to bolster his self-esteem. There was no 
underlying motivation in Spack's words. It was simply an affirmation of what the Vulcan 
believed, felt. And if Spack reasoned that way ... 

"I don't thi nk Ghi thought of the act as very courageous." 

t!That is because he does not understand humans,lI 

Kirk smiled at that. "And you do, Mr. Spack?" 

Spack returned the smi 1 e with hi s eyes, then grew serious agai n. "I bel i eve I unders tand 
what it cost James Kirk to ... degrade himself ... in that manner." 

Kirk sighed. "Yes, perhaps you do. You always seem to understand a great many things 
about me. II 

UThen trust what I say nO\.". II 

"I want to, Spock. I want to find somehhing positive to hang on to." 

"Ask yourself this, then. Would you wish to place your life in the hands of a man not 
willing to make personal sacrifices to save it?" Kirk shook his head. "Jim, on the Enterprise, 
every man and woman gave you their best, pushed that extra measure for you because they knew 
that when their time came you would do the same for them. They trusted you, just as the men 
under your command on Anthrania trusted you. You did not let them down. You saved as many as 
you caul d, no matter what the personal cost." 

"And what about those who died? What about Travis and Lomax and ... " 
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nThere are always casual ti es. II 

"Don't dismiss them so lightly, Mr. Spock. They were good men." 

"I do not dismiss them lightly, Jim. But to count James Kirk as a casualty also, 
because of them -- that would be another tragedy." 

Kirk leaned back and closed his eyes. "You make it all sound so simple. It wasn't that 
cl ear-cut. II 

"No, it is not simple," Spock agreed. "I did not even express what Ghi put you through. 
Even now, the menti on of that name fi 11 s me wi th such a rage, I want to... " Spock clenched 
hi s fi sts. Ki rk opened hi s eyes, concerned and fri ghtened at the change in the Vul can' s mood. 

"Spock, don't ... please. He can't hurt us now. You're a Vulcan ... don't let what he did 
to me hurt you 50. 11 

UIf I had been there ... II 

"No! That's the one thing I'm thankful for, that you weren't there. Don't ever say that, 
think that. I couldn't have stood it if you were ... they would have known ... I couldn't have 
taken it if it had been you they ... tortured. It was the one place where I did not want you 
at my side, Spock. I needed you here... to come home to." 

Spock nodded. "And have you come home, Captain?" 

JlSoon , Spock ... very soon, I think.1I 

"Then we shall look forward to the day ... for that is ... " Spock's voice was very soft, 
"what I need. l! 

Kirk reached out and closed his hand over Spock's. Neither man spoke for a while, each 
one content in the shared solitude. Kirk marvelled that this friend, so constant, could still 
see worth in him. He had believed that James Kirk was gone. Yet Spock had maintained that 
man still existed, hel d out for the man he knew, under whom he had served, with whom he had 
shared his life. Spock was determined to see that man again, no matter how much Kirk himself 
denied his existence. If Spock believed it, perhaps it was true. Perhaps he was not so changed 
as he had thought. He would discuss it later with Bones. 

Kirk suddenly shivered as the combination of emotional ordeal and effects from the drug 
took their toll. The tremors increased involuntarily as Kirk unsuccessfully fought the reaction. 

IIWhat is it?1I Spack was alanned. "What is wrong?1I 

" I. .. I ... d .. d .. don't. .. know. c-c-can't seem to st-st-stop shaking." Kirk said. 
"Il m 5-50 c-c-cold. 1I 

Spock drew the trembling form into his arms, holding him, shielding him protectively, 
unable to resist the memory of the first night after Kirk's return from Anthrania, aching for 
all they had been through since then. His grip tightened as he felt Kirk's head drop to his 
shoulder, felt him consciously trying to relax. 

"It m-must b"be some k-kind of a ... re-reaction," Kirk chattered. 

"I will call McCoy," Spock suggested, yet reluctant to 1 et go of hi s fri end. 

"N-no, it ... will pass ... it's be-ginning to go - go away ... now." His breathing slowed, 
his eyes closed as he leaned against Spock. 

"I believe you should try to sleep some more." 

Ki rk nodded. "Perhaps you're ri ght. " He 1 ay in Spock' s arms, felt hi mself slowly qui eti ng. 
He was aware of a feather-like touch stroking his face. It was soothing and he sensed he was 
drifting toward sleep. Gently, he disentangled himself and sat up, his eyelids still half-closed. 
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"I'm better now. I think I will try to sleep a little." He smiled sheepishly. "Thank 
you, Spack ... for your ... mnh, help." 

Spack stood to allow Kirk to lie down on the couch. "My pleasure, Captain, I assure you," 
he answered, a light, teasing tone to his voice as he pulled a cover over the dozing man. 
Kirk caught his eye with an amused, half-asleep twinkle. 

- 7 -

The three men rested for a while, each in his own manner remembering and accepting the 
ordeal they had shared. 

Captain James T. Kirk had lived through it on Anthrania, but in a beach cottage on 
8anoc-160, Commander Spack and Doctor Leonard McCoy had lived through it, too. Their empathy, 
their concern, their love for the captain had exposed them to the horrors of Ghi's tortures 
and through his words, Kirk had made it a reality for them. They, too, suffered Anthrania, 
saw it all, felt it all -- and survived. Now, three battered souls were seeking, finding strength 
to build, to heal. 

When Kirk finally awoke, evening was beginning to drift across the ocean and he found his 
two friends contemplating a spectacular sunset from chairs outside the front of the house. 
Feeling more steady than he had in a long time, Kirk joined them. 

"You know,1I McCoy greeted him, III never noticed how beautiful the sunsets are here. 1I 

"Could be you've had other things on your mind," Kirk suggested. 

McCoy nodded. "Guess so. How do you feel, Jim?" 

Kirk felt Spack's eyes on him and he met the Vulcan's gaze as he answered. "Like a man 
who's been to hell and back ... and then had a good sleep." 

"You rested four point two hours," Spack told him. 

"Thank you, Mr. Spack." Kirk grinned. "Well, looks like we're all a bunch of lazy-bones 
around here," he said pointedly. McCoy groaned at the pun. Kirk sank into the vacant chair 
besi de him. "Did you rest well, Doctor?1I 

"I caught a cat-nap," McCoy said gruffly. "Then I came out here, found Spack, and he's 
been chewi n' my ear off for a couple of hours." 

Spack was abashed. "Doctor, I assure you, I have in no way indulged in such a ... " 

"Never mind," Kirk cut in, laughing at the easy, natural banter of his friends. His 
laughter was contagious; McCoy joined him, giggling over the nonsensical picture of Spack 
"chewing" on anyone's ear. The Vulcan raised an indignant eyebrow at the two out-of-control 
humans, but the corners of his mouth softened into something close to a grin. 

Kirk wiped at his eyes, finally exhausted and out of breath as he and McCoy labored to 
suppress their chuckles. He leaned back in the reclining chair drained, happy. 

"Thank you," he said softly, his eyes meeting McCoy's with tenderness. McCoy reached out 
and covered his hand with his own. 

"We're not home yet," he said quietly. "We made a giant step today, but we still have a 
1 ittl e way to go." 
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III understand that,ll Kirk assured. 
tackle another long journey, I'm hungry 
to joi n me?1I 

Then, suddenly, he got to his feet. "But before I 
and I intend to eat. Do either of you gentlemen care 

McCoy stood. lIyou know, we have missed a meal somewhere. Cmon, Spack. Okay, Jim, lead 
the way to the kitchen." 

Lead the way ... and we'll follow. And that's the way it will be again~ Jim. 

Dinner was a satisfying occasion. Spock's appetite improved as he watched Kirk eat with 
an enthusiasm he had not observed in weeks. Afterward, they filled out the evening hours with 
talk and quiet activities, although Kirk was restless and around midnight, he suggested they 
go for a swim. His two friends finally agreed, knowing they would get no rest if they refused. 
He was in that kind of mood. It was early morning, just a few hours before dawn, when they 
finally retired to their rooms. 

Kirk couldn't sleep, although it was not the tormented wakefulness of previous nights. 
His mind was racing, sorting out things which McCoy and Spock had said, examining feelings 
he had buri ed for too long. It was as though a dark, heavy load had been 1 if ted , sheddi ng 
light on all their recent conversations. And with the light came questions, innuendoes, 
statements, a dozen half-formed thoughts to which Kirk was now eager to learn the answers. 
He drifted off to sleep at last, still speculating, still making plans, as outside the morning 
sun was beginning to climb toward its zenith. His last conscious thought was that when he 
returned to the Enterprise, he was going to have to learn to change his sleeping habits. 

Later in the day, after the men had risen and enjoyed a leisurely brunch, Kirk was glad 
when Spock announced that he wanted to spend some time working on his collection. Though 
Kirk's need to speak alone with McCoy was great, he had realized how much Spock had needed 
to be with them. That the Vulcan had offered on his own to leave them for a while relieved 
Kirk and showed him that Spock was relaxing now, too. 

Spock closeted himself in the den with his samples, porta-comp and a file that indicated 
he was ready for hours of concentrated effort. Kirk turned to McCoy. 

!!Feel like walking, Bones?!! 

"I suppose I could use the exercise. Did you have any particular place in mind?" He 
noticed Kirk!s continuing restlessness. 

"There's an 01 d abandoned 1 i ghthouse a few mil es up the beach that dates back to the days 
of this planet's sailing ships. I've seen it from the cliff and heard some residents mention 
it, but I've never gotten around to going there. I'd really like to explore it. Besides, I 
want to tal k to you." 

McCoy smil ed. "I thought maybe you woul d. " He was pl eased at the way Ki rk seemed to be 
making decisions, planning positive actions and this was the first time since his arrival that 
it was the captai n who had suggested they talk. "Gi ve me a chance to change into my wa 1 ki ng 
clothes and I'll be right with you." 

The lighthouse was reminiscent of its old Terran counterparts a tall, cylindrical 
shaped building housing the huge watch-light at the top. Kirk and McCoy clambored over the 
rocks that lead out to the lighthouse. Although it had long been abandoned, it had been 
soundly constructed and had weathered the decades well. Kirk climbed the interior stairway 
to the top, enjoying a sense of adventure and nostalgia a unique camaraderie with those 
ancient sea captains who relied on lights like this one as a warning or a greeting much as 
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Kirk relied on his ship's sensors. 

Kirk's interest was contagious and even McCoy was caught up in recalling sailing stories 
from his boyhood days. They poked around for a while, then Kirk led the way outside and headed 
for an outcropping of rock that jutted over the sea. He found a place to sit, facing the ocean, 
and waited while McCoy settled on a rock nearby. Then he turned to face the doctor. 

"Spock should have come with us. He would love this place." Kirk's voice was thoughtful. 

"Perhaps another time he'll have a chance to come. 
precious shell s today." 

think he was anxious to work on his 

"He did seem quite ... happy," Kirk grinned. Then his voice sobered. "It's just as well he 
didn't come. I wanted to talk to you alone." 

McCoy nodded. Ilyou have some questions. II 

"Yes, lots of them. I feeL .. I don't know. I didn't sleep much last night. I kept 
going over what happened yesterday ... things you said ... Spock said ... and I don't understand ... " 
His voice became vague. 

llAnything in particular, Jim?" 

"flell, it's like I've been through some kind of purging -- by fire or ... water -- and 
everything has to be affected by it. But I look in the mirror and the face is still the same. 
You and Spock are still the same. The ocean out there keeps on rolling, the sun came up this 
morning ... so, what's different? I mean, something has happened, but what? Does that make 
any sense, or has James Kirk finally gone that last mile and you're ready to certify me for 
occupancy on the nearest rehab colony?" 

McCoy smiled. "Not just yet," he assured. "I do understand what you're feeling and it's 
exactly what I expected." 

"Glad to know I'm so predictable," Kirk said sourly. McCoy ignored the barb. 

"You faced what you've kept hidden from'yourself. You brought it out in the open, examined 
it, re-lived it, but it was so emotionally draining that you've not been able to analyse what 
it means yet. You kept it locked away, certain that it could not be allowed to surface, and 
your consciousness was convinced that if it was ever released, it would destroy you. Yet it 
was released, you survived it a second time, but your mind still hasn't had a chance to realize 
that you're still functioning, that, as you put it, the ocean keeps rolling, the sun comes 
up ... !I 

"You said something to me yesterday," Kirk went on, thoughtful. "I've been trying to make 
sense out of it. You said that when I came out of solitary ... after I made the confession ... 
you said, ' ... that's when the man, James Kirk, stopped existing.' I was pretty emotionally 
drained when you said it and I think I was only half listening, but later, last night, I re­
membered it and it doesn1t make sense,ll 

"In what way?" McCoy was cauti ous. If thi s were the poi nt Ki rk was questi oni ng, then 
perhaps the road home would not be as long as he feared. Kirk had hit on the crux of his 
prob 1 em. 

"I kept telling you I'd changed, that I was not the same man 1 was before, yet you and 
Spock kept insisting I had not changed that much. You almost had me convinced. Spock thinks 
I'm the same man I was. But now, I remember you saying that Jim Kirk stopped existing. Damn, 
Bones, who am I?" 

McCoy took a breath. "Essentially, both statements are true. Everything we do in our 
lives, all of our experiences affect us. We do change -- every day, every year, in small 
ways, in our outlooks, our reasoning, our ability to interpret. You are not the same man 
who left the Enterprise a year ago and spent ten months in an Anthranian prison camp. Your 
experiences there did contribute to James Kirk, to the man who came back and will go on from 
here. It is a part of your life now, just as are your years at the Academy, your tours on 

123 



other ships, your assignment as Captain of the Enterprise. It has to be accounted for as part 
of your life-experience and it will influence your thinking, your attitudes, just as those other 
experiences do. So, in as much as it has become part of your ... education, if you will, you 
have been changed by things you learned on Anthrania. 

"But whil e you, me, Spack, everyone is changed by these outer i nfl uences, there is an 
essence -- call it the soul of a man -- that is much more difficult to change, therefore less 
affected by things that seem to happen to us. The essence of James Kirk, the man who left the 
Enterprise, is still the same. The basic goodness, the logic, the intelligence, the bit of a 
rascal, the drive, determination -- all those things that make you who you are -- the positive 
things and the negatives you saw that time the transporter malfunctioned -- those things are 
basically the same." McCoy paused, giving Kirk time to consider what he said. 

"Then, why is it so ha rd for me to accept what I di d -- why the ... mental block, the b 1 ack­
outs when it came to admitting that I ,"ade the tape? I know I did it, I acknowledge I did it, 
yet when I tried to remember ... to talk about it, it was like a door slamming and I was terrified 
to open it. II 

"Because you didn't acknowledge how you felt about it -- couldn't, until yesterday, when you 
were forced to make it happen, in thi s real ity, all over aga in. Look, it was such an ordeal for 
you, the torture, the humiliation, the horror of seeing your men mutilated, that the combination 
of all these things finally reached a point where you could take it no longer. I must add that 
you held out, fought back, hung on longer than any man would have been expected to under the 
circumstances. That's why Ghi insisted upon the most severe kind of degradation for you. You 
were a challenge, an impossible steel wall he had to break -- and he had all the odds in his 
favor. The outcome was inevitable because you are the man you are, and your own strength of 
will made it harder for you. There should be no shame, no guilt in what you did -- and I think 
you are finally beginning to realize that." 

"Spack believes that, too," Kirk said quietly. 

"Of course, because it's true. The problem comes from yourself, from what you expect of 
yourself. James Kirk has to be infallible. It's part of your character, Jim. You drive 
yourself harder than any other man, you will not allow for human failings. in yourself. You 
believe you should be able to endure more than anyone possibly could. And because of this 
self-image, you were convinced that James Kirk would not, could not break. But you, my friend, 
like all other mortals, do have that breaking point. When you reached it and knew that you 
had, a new, different being popped up and would not allow you to accept it. Therefore, if 
James Kirk would not break, would not make that confession tape, then it had to be someone else 
who di d. It 

Kirk was incredulous. "What? You mean I'm schizophrenic, like two people? Not that 
again!1I 

IINo," McCoy corrected. "It's not schizophrenia, Jim. In the It/eek following the incident 
in the courtyard, you were confined to solitary. At that point you were so emotionally dis­
traught that you weren't even aware of your surroundings, or how much time was passing. Ghi 
knew that by removing you from the rest of your men, who may have been able to bolster you, 
give you support, he was allowing you to withdraw into yourself, blame yourself, with no one 
to try to convince you otherwise. You might have gone completely mad in that week, you were 
that close to the edge, but your own will to survive was stronger and your mind erected a 
shield for you to live with. You became convinced that the man you had been no longer existed 
for he would not have broken and what emerged was a James Kirk whom you believed was so 
changed that you COUldn't go back to the life you had known, to your career, to your place 
as captain of the Enterprise." 

Kirk sat still for a moment, only half-believing, half-understanding McCoy's words. At 
1 ast he 1 et out a breath. "I f what you say is true, then all the thi ngs I've bel i eved about 
myself are a lie and I don't know who I am anymore." 

McCoy gave an exasperated sigh. "Jim, if I didn't know you better, I'd think you were 
being deliberately obtuse or stubborn. There you go again, being super-critical of yourself. 
Remember, I said we all learn from our experiences. One of the things that you learned on 
Anthrania -- if you will just ease up on yourself long enough to see it -- is that you're 
not infa 11 i b 1 e. Just 1 i ke any other man, you have your weaknesses, your breaki ng poi nts. 
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That's not wrong, it's just human nature.!! 

HI never believed I was perfect," Kirk said angrily. "I've admitted to doubts, insecurities ... " 

lIYes, you admit to them," McCoy interrupted. "And you see them as character flaws, so you 
constantly strive harder than most other men to overcome them -- harder than necessary." 

"You can't command a starship if you're full of fears and uncertainties. My job demands 
that I make decisions ... " 

"And if you make the wrong one -- or even if you feeZ it's wrong -- you suffer for it, you 
feel guilt, blame yourself. I know. That's where your compassion comes in, and that's another 
plus that makes you an exceptional leader -- and an exceptional human being." 

!l1'm glad to know I have some plusses in your opinion, Doctor,1I Kirk said sarcastically. 

"I won't even dignify that remark with a comment," McCoy snapped. "Understand this: you 
made a decision on Anthrania -- conscious or otherwise -- to save your men. It involved 
sacrifices and you were willing to make them. The decision you made was the right one -- the 
only one, and damn it, Jim, you know that -- you've got to believe it. So the guilt, the blame 
that you're feeling just doesn't exist!" 

Kirk turned his face away. uBones, how can I reconcile \"hat I did?" 

McCoy reached out and took him by the shoulders, turning him around to face him again. 
!!Because you have to,!! he said gently. "Because it's necessary for your sanity, for your 
future, just as what you did -- making the confession -- was necessary to save those men on 
Anthrania. And because that same will to survive that got you through that ordeal will give 
you the strength to accept this. Jim, it isn't easy for any man to learn these things about 
himself, but it may make things less difficult for you in the future. You've come this far, 
don't build up those barriers again." 

Kirk smiled. "I've come this far with you ... and Spock. I couldn't have, alone." 

McCoy returned the smile. "No, you couldn't have. This was a three-man operation." 

"Because you bel ieved in me, stuck with me ... n 

"Then, return the trust," McCoy said. IIBelieve in us, in our faith in you,:)but most of 
all, believe in yourself." 

Kirk grinned. "You drive a hard bargain, Doctor. n 

"That!s because I think the results are worth it ... don!t you?" 

"Yes, I do." The voice was quiet. McCoy squeezed his shoulder. 

They sat for a while, neither speaking, watching the ocean waves and some playful animals 
cavorti ng in the water. Presentl y, Ki rk broke the silence. 

"Bones, 1 et' s get back to the house. We've 1 eft Spock a lone long enough." 

"He probably hasn't even missed us," McCoy grumbled. "You know how involved he gets 
when he!s working on something." 

"You!re right, still ... l! 

"Still, we should go back," McCoy finished. He understood the look in Kirk's eyes. Spock 
was so much a part of Kirk's catharsis, and right now the Captain needed the security that the 
Vulcan!s presence provided. "All right, Jim. Let's go." 

Kirk stood up. "I still have a lot of questions, Bones." 

"i~e!ll take them one at a time," McCoy promised. 
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"But it's beginning to fit together." 

"That's what we planned all along." 

Kirk grinned. "We're quite a team. Bet we could do great things on a starship." 

"I'll 1 ay you odds," McCoy countered. 

"Naww ... Waul dn' t be any fun. I have a feeling the deck's stacked in our favor," Ki rk 
deci ded. 

"And you hold all the aces, Captai n." 

Kirk threw him a quick look. "Ah, but you're a master at bluffing, McCoy." 

"Look who's talking." McCoy braced himself for the shove he knew would come. 

In the days that followed, Kirk's confidence in himself, his ability to cope with the 
past, grew almost hourly. As McCoy had agreed, one by one they tackled the questions and 
doubts that still rose to threaten the tentative grip on stability they had achieved. flith 
the whole story of Anthrania released, understood, shared, there were no more dark corners 
where Kirk feared to go. Once the worst had been told, progress had to be steadily upward 
from that point. 

Yet understanding and accepting his part in the confession was only a portion of the 
anxi eti es 1 eft over from the whole i 11- fated mi ss ion. Ki rk no longer doubted hi s abi 1 ity 
to return to the command of his ship. Whether or not the desire to do so still existed was 
another source of conflict. If he could justify his own actions, dispel his own guilt, 
then perhaps he could also reach a viable conclusion about the Federation's failure to 
intercede and effect a rescue. The worrisome thoughts about Starfleet's impersonal, com­
puterized attitude, their neat ways of catagorizing and explaining away inconsistencies, 
or questioning the loyalty and integrity of the Federation toward their own people, sounded 
treasonous even to Kirk's ears. The Federation was the largest, most powerful force for 
good in the galaxy, and Starfleet was its military-diplomatic representative. Their way 
was persuasion -- not force, freedom -- not suppression, dedicated to the benefit of all 
people. How often had he not recited those very creeds himself, believing them to be true, 
placing his personal code of ethics side by side with the honor of the establishment he 
served. 

Now, because of Anthrania, that loyalty had been shaken and because it cut so deep into 
the basics of his beliefs, Kirk could not accept his feeling of betrayal. It almost seemed 
sacrilege to voice doubts this deep, this sincere, and Kirk sought a way to reconstruct the 
shattered web of allegiance. If he were to return to Starfleet, his dedication had to be 
as positive as before, but right now that 'if' was still a big obstacle in his path. Time 
for overcoming that problem was slipping away, but in the meanwhile, he could find solace 
in the companionship of his friends, savoring their togetherness, assured in their support. 

- 8 -

"Here, Bones - let me help you with that," Kirk offered, taking one of the packages with 
which McCoy was struggling. Spock climbed out of the aircar's pilot seat and helped them with 
the unloading. Kirk laughed. 

126 



"Just how do you expect to get thi s all back to the shi p, Doctor? Pl an on returni ng ina 
barge?" 

McCoy surveyed the products of their shopping trip. "Guess I did get a mite carried away," 
he admitted. 

"I'll say!" Kirk balanced a carton on one shoulder and headed toward the cottage. McCoy 
hurried to keep pace with Kirk's strides and to justify his indulgence. 

"When I left the ship, though, everybody needed something. They all marched on 5ickbay 1 ike 
Grant's army to Ri chmond, and every item they wanted was vitally necessary," he defended, remem­
bering his own confusion and worry, anxious to get to Kirk, yet unable to tell anyone on the ship 
where he was going. They hadn't suspected the true reason for his sudden departure, and had 
teased him about having a good time. 

"As necessary as this case of Scotch?" Kirk grinned, lowering the box to the table. "C'mon, 
Bones. You're a soft touch and you know it." 

McCoy smil ed, embarrassed. "To tell you the truth, I forgot all about thei r requests 
until yes terday," he admitted. 

Spack struggled through the door with the last of the packages and caught the end of their 
conversation. III would think," he commented, "that you've been somewhat occupied. I! 

Ki rk rummaged through the pa rce 1 he accepted from Spock. "What's thi s?" He held up a 
neatly wrapped square box. 

"Oh -- that's something picked up for Pavel. To honor his ... but, you don't know, do 
you?" McCoy exclaimed. 

"Know what?" Kirk looked at Spock, but the Vulcan merely shrugged. 

"His promotion went through -- right after you two left the ship. It's Lieutenant 
Chekov, now. II 

Kirk smiled in delight, then looked away, sobering. "Well. Things change, don't they?" 
he ventured aI·,kwardly. trying to sound pleased. 

"He deserves it, Jim," McCoy assured. "Chekov's learned quite a bit since you 1eft." 

HI' rn sure. 11 

I've never really 
I keep forgetting 

Kirk paced restlessly. IIA year ... it's been over a year," he fretted. "God, 
considered ... To me, it's as if I just left, as if I've been in a time warp. 
that life went on ... " He stopped, uncomfortably silent. 

"Not that much has changed," Spock pointed out. "You saw that for yourself when you 
returned from Anth rani a. II 

Kirk faced him and smiled ruefully. "I wasn't exactly functioning at peak efficiency at 
that time," he reminded. "And being a ... passenger ... it's not the same as being in command. 
I'm not sure that I can just step back in ... " 

"Of course you can,JI McCoy affirmed. 

"Oh, hell -- it1s academic, anyway," Kirk refuted, turning away. "I don't have any 
guarantee that Starfleet will even consider returning me to the Enterprise ... " 

"I can give you that guarantee, Captain," Spock said emphatically. "Command was left 
open -- a temporary replacement was found. I was assured ... " 

Kirk sighed. "Yeah. Starfleet's good at assurances -- promises. 50 long as it doesn't 
interfere with their schemes." 

"You still feel that they betrayed you," McCoy observed. 

"Shouldn't I? I can't forget what they made us go through, that they sat by and did 
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nothi ng whil e we suffered." 

"That is not entirely true,li Spack denied, his voice quiet. 

"Oh, I know, Spock. I know some people tried to secure our release. I know how hard you 
worked. But in the end, it was only my ... my confession which saved us." 

"Was it?" McCoy countered. "What makes you think that the Federation was bound to honor 
that confession? You capitulated -- they capitulated. They didn't have to. They could have 
gone on denying their involvement, told the Anties that you were lying, rejected the accusations. 
It woul d' ve preserved thei r image -- but you'd be dead." 

Kirk seemed to consider McCoy's words, then, abruptly, he returned to the pile of packages 
on the tabl,e. "Okay, Bones. They're all nice, honorable men and women. Let's get these things 
put away. II 

McCoy refused to change the subject. "No, they're not all nice, honorable people. Some 
are real bastards. You're perfectly justified in feeling bitter. Spock and I agree with you, 
for all the good that's goi ng to do any of us." 

Kirk turned around to look at him, suspicious. "Yet you defend them -- support their 
pas; ti on. .. II 

"Perhaps I can hate what happened, hate what they did, but still look at it more object­
ively than you. Sure, there were too many delays, too much damned red tape to cut through, 
but we're dealing with people, Jim. People just like you and me. The system is fallible, 
needs some major overhauling, and maybe some changes will come. But in the meantime ... II 

"In the meantime, I was a victim of circumstances, is that what youJre saying?!! Kirk 
asked sharply. Then, seeing McCoy's distress, he softened. "Look, I'm not angry with you. 
I know you're trying to live with it the same as I am. But you're right -- I can't be 
objective about it." 

IIJim -- II Spack came to his side. 
They shall expect you to be prepared to 
must be certain ... II 

"In ten days you must face Starfleet Command again. 
resume your position within the organization. You 

McCoy glanced at the Vulcan, wondering. If Jim decided to resign, would Spock follow 
him? Would the Science Officer give up his own career, his comfortable niche on the Enterprise? 
McCoy had seen Spock struggling under the strain of the past year without Kirk, knew what the 
two men meant to each other. Yes, he decided sadly, Spock would throw it all away, if it 
became necessary. 

And how, McCoy thought, do I reaUy feel? Am I justifying ·the wmngs out of a sense of 
seZf-preservation? No. If Jim can 't cope with StaT'fZeet~ can't return to his former life, 
then I've faiZed -- the whole damned therapy goes down the drain, because right now, he would 
only be running away, hiding his head in the sand. 

As McCoy pondered the subject, he caught a brief, visual exchange that passed between the 
Captain and his First Officer, an unspoken communication of understanding, and he knew that 
Jim had dral,n the same conclusion concerning Spock. It was unsettling to watch the intimacy 
between them, and McCoy looked away. 

"All right, Spock," he heard Kirk saying thoughtfully. "I'll be certain ... " 

"Don't worry, Spock." McCoy determined to lighten the intensity. "Jim wouldn't think 
of leaving me to fend with you alone." 

"I'm not sure I know how the two of you managed to survive the past year," Kirk commented. 
"I'll bet Harri s was gl ad you both 1 eft when you di d. If you don't get back soon, he mi ght 
decide he likes the Enterprise and wants to stay." 

"I get it -- now you're trying to get rid of us. Well, Spock ... " 
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Kirk collared him playfully. "Oh, no, you don't! You don't get off that easily, Doctor. 
We've got ten days left in which to enjoy ourselves and I intend to make the best of every minute 
of them. 1'11. .. " he sobered suddenly. " ... we'll have to say good-bye soon enough. Don't 
tease about it.1I 

"No. No more goodbyes, Jim, II Spock insisted. 

"It will only be a few weeks," McCoy declared. "Then you'll be back home aboard the Enter­
prise,lI 

Kirk frowned. "I seem to recall that line being used once before -- a year ago. 'Only a 
few weeks.' That's what I was tol d. " 

"Well, this tim:! it's true," McCoy maintained. "Believe it, Captain.1I 

Worry and tension were put aside as the three men continued to pursue a respite of 
pleasure. Several days after their excursion to town, they went to the beach. It was a 
beautiful, warm day and they went for a swim in the ocean's rough currents. Kirk luxuriated 
in the fresh awareness of his own physical prowess, swimming and diving and bouncing along 
with the waves. He felt strong, healthy, powerful and skillful in the familiar atmosphere. 

Later, they lay exhausted on the warm sand, relaxing as the sun beat down upon them. 
After a while, Spock reached for a towel and sat up. Kirk blinked lazily at him. 

"Where are you going?!! he asked. 

"One of us must dial for dinner reservations, or we shall reach town and be unable to 
secure accomodations," Spock responded. They had decided that morning on an elaborate feast 
at the local restaurant known for its excellent cuisine. 

"I'll do it," Kirk offered, rising somewhat reluctantly. "You stay here and enjoy the 
sun. II 

Spock shook his head. "Unnecessary, Captain. 1 am on my way." To underscore his state­
ment, Spock set off, trudging up the beach toward the cottage. Kirk stood and watched him 
depart. 

McCoy stirred, studied the Captain's pose of irritation. "What's the matter?" he asked. 

Kirk turned to face him, chagrined. "I don't know -- I guess I'm starting to feel like 
a dunse1. Neither of you want to let me do anything." 

McCoy pulled a shirt over his head and brushed the sand off his legs. "Paranoid reaction, 
m'boy. Take advantage of your leisure," he replied, teasing. 

"All seven days of it," Kirk chafed. He put out a hand, helped McCoy to his feet. "I'm 
so damned bored now, even Starf! eet Command Headquarters will seem 1 ike excitement." 

"Let's take a walk," McCoy suggested. He touched his friend's shoulder. "You lead the way." 

Kirk nodded and set the pace. They walked toward the cliffs, strolling casually, then 
became intent upon their footing as they began to climb one of the gradual slopes. 

McCoy silently approved Kirk's course, taking them back near the sight of Spock's accident. 
It showed a healthy adjustment to the incident, a sign of Kirk's returning self-image. Covertly, 
McCoy appraised Kirk's physical adjustment, too, and approved. The Captain was lithe, tan, 
the hollows in his frame now filled, his hair lightened by the sun. McCoy remembered with horror 
the emaciated man who had returned from Anthrania, scarred, limping, complexion a pasty gray. 
~ow, Kirk once again looked like he belonged in command of a starship, as his corded, well­
muscled legs purposefully picked a pathway up the cliff. His bronzed chest barely reflected 
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any strain from the climb. 

They reached a small plateau and Kirk halted, casually resting his hands on his hips and 
staring out at the ocean. McCoy stopped a few feet behind him and followed Kirk's gaze. 

"It's a pretty sight," the doctor reflected, "but it has nothing to compare to the majesty 
up there. 11 

Kirk knew what he meant and his face grew thoughtful, troubled. "I haven't forgotten," he 
sai d softly. 

"Sometimes I think you have," McCoy ventured. "All this planetside loveliness has been 
known to turn a spaceman I shead. II 

"I've always loved the water, even before I was a 'spaceman', Bones. It's our heritage. 
The old ship's captains, the early explorations by sea -- before man even learned to fly. You 
must admit, it had its advantages." The breeze ruffled his hair; Kirk shoved it back from his 
face. 

"Oh, sure. Pirates, piranhas and scurvy. Lots of advantages. Hostile natives, ships 
lost at sea, diseases ... Charming," McCoy countered. 

"Not too different than what we've encountered, Doctor. A man has to be ... slightly 
crazy, I guess ... to charter his life to such a profession." 

"What else would you do?" McCoy asked quietly. 

"I coul d reques t a ground ass i gnment. I have the rank, the i nfl uence now. I'll wind up 
pI anetsi de eventually, whether it's now or in ten years." There was none of the attitude of 
fear and anxiety which he had displayed after his return from Anthrania. This time it was 
a cool considering, a pensive searching. 

"Is that what you really want? Or are you trying to spite Starfleet by depriving them 
of a top line offi cer?" 

Kirk turned to look at him sharply. "If that's all I wanted, I'd resign my commission." 
He turned back away. "No. If I belong anywhere in Starfleet, it's on the Enterprise." 

"The problem is -- do you belong in Starfleet," McCoy clarified. "You can't have it both 
ways. Either the Enterprise or nothing. Command of that particular ship means a lot to you, 
but ... is it strong enough, Jim, to support your doubts and your battered pride in the 
Federation?" 

Kirk was thoughtful. "They left us there to die, Bones. To suffer. Okay, they didn't 
have to honor my confession. That's a point well taken. So they finally made a humane move. 
That doesn't explain the other ten months." 

~1cCoy strode angrily to stand beside him. "Aren't you being just a bit sanctimonious, 
Captain? You expect a hell of a lot more than you're willing to give. You held out for ten 
months against the Anthranians. Well, so did the Federation. You knew the importance of an 
attempt to withhold the truth. So did they. Could you effectively serve an organization 
that whimpered and bowed down to enemy resistance on the first show of force? Don't expect 
Organ; an pac; fi sm. II 

Kirk stared at him, checked by McCoy's outburst. McCoy went on, calmer. "I'm sorry, Jim, 
but believe me, I know. I was close to this thing the entire time you were gone. Everyone 
we talked to, everyone involved was sweating blood over the situation. And that was without 
knowing that the conditions of your incarceration were so horrifying. Later, from reports and 
taped transmissions, suspicion became more pronounced and we became more desperate. Everyone 
was actually relieved when the confession came through, but even if it had not, an intergalactic 
amnesty was being attempted. We'd have gotten you out of there somehow -- that's why the 
Anties pushed their hand when they did. Sure, the Federation held out -- but so did you. 
Until all hope was gone -- on both sides." Fondly, he rubbed Kirk's arm. "Jim, you were 
programmed with anti-Federation propaganda for ten months. See it for what it was." 
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"Six of my crew died while the Federation was attempting these ploys. What the hell good 
would an amnesty have done? We'd have been dead." 

"I don't know,1I McCoy said miserably. III don't have all the answers. 11m just a doctor. 
I don't make the decisions -- 11m not even consulted. II They just send you home and I have to 
put together the pieces that are left -- make repairs to body and sout. .. and foY' wha·t? So you 
can nobly volunteer foY' anotheY' mission? And how much of you wiU come home next time~ my 
friend? McCoy struggled to bury the destructive thoughts. Pure emotionalism, Spack would call 
it, and this time, McCoy would agree with the criticism. 

"I didn't listen to the propaganda, Bones," Kirk was saying, still irritated. "I didn't 
have to. I was too busy forming my own opinions. First, I excused the delay. Later ... I 
tried to find reasons. Nothing I've heard since I've returned has seemed satisfactory." 

IINo,!! McCoy sighed. "And no answer will ever satisfy you, because you were a part of 
one of Starfleet's biggest blunders. But does that make the entire organization worthless? 
Does it negate all the good that is done, every day, all over this galaxy?" 

"Il m not sure," Kirk admitted. IIItis difficult to think of it in a precise, impersonal 
way,lI 

"Well, I guess we've all been doing quite a bit of soul-searching, looking for answers. 
All I know for sure is that while Starfleet may not be perfect, it's the best alternative we 
have at present. Where would this galaxy be without them?" 

Kirk stared fixedly at the sea. "Spack ... feels the same way. I know it, even if he 
doesn't say it. He's ... threatened by it ... torn ... " 

Torn bemeen you and his loyalty to Starfleet, McCoy qual ified. And you know which would 
win, don't you? 

Wearily, Kirk sat on a boulder and rubbed a hand over his eyes. "Bones, I'd like to be 
alone for a while, if you don't mind. I'll come down later." 

McCoy patted his shoulder. He knew he had said everything he possibly could. The rest 
was up to Kirk himself. "Okay, Jim. Only -- try to remember the good, as well as the bad." 

Kirk listened as McCoy's footfalls died away. Remember the good ... yes, there was that, 
Kirk admitted. A life, interrupted by the Anthranian mission, a job, a home with which he'd 
been quite pleased. Kirk had worked hard to achieve his status as captain of a starship, 
all,ays giving more than expected of him. Along the way he'd met many fine individuals who 
had helped form his opinion of Starfleet. Instructors at the Academy, good corrmanding officers, 
fellow cadets and shipmates -- and his own crew of officers aboard the Enterprise. 

The Federation was wY'ong in the Anthranian case, but does that mean that the structure 
is weakening, or was it an isolated incident? And, if there are flaws in the system, do I 
eaZl it quits because this time there Was a personal injustice involved? 

e'mon, James T. that's not your> style. 

Kirk stared out at the empty sea, at the waves dashing ruthlessly against the rocks below. 

Spock sees the flaws. lIe, too, discovered the strengths and weaknesses of the organization 
We serVe. Yet . .. he still wants ·to go bade He wants me to go back with him. 

It meant a lot, Kirk knew, the unspoken decision of the Vulcan not to give up, to resume 
their life on the Enterprise. It told him that Spack had answered for himself the very same 
questions which Kirk "as now raising. And Kirk had ahlays valued Spack's judgment. It was a 
powerful voice in any decision he made. 

Kirk forced himself to examine the alternatives away from Starfleet, throwing aside all 
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the goals of a lifetime. He found no satisfaction in the inspection. There was nothing else 
he wanted to do -- not badly enough to relinquish the career he had chosen. 

Odd, Ki rk thought, I hated myself and I ha"ted Starfleet. Now, I've accepted myself and T 
guess I'm learning to acoept Starfteet again. I've always had a touch of ideaZism~ expecting 
perfection from myseZf~ from others ... 

So., some of the images ape a little shopworn. Still basically good, as McCoy pointed out. 

McCoy -- escaping disillusion, he had fled to Starfleet, to be needed, to find a purpose in 
life. Kirk remembered his first encounter with the brusque physician who was destined to become 
such an important part of his life. I was so young, SQ ••• ambitious and ... optimistic. And 
McCoy, the galaxy's ultimate cynic, had been a challenge, a soul seeking values. 

Basically, nothing had changed, Kirk realized. McCoy -- Spack -- they were still waiting 
for his example. They were distinct individuals with strengths and weaknesses of their own, 
with ideals and opinions not aways identical to his own, yet it seemed as if the outcome of 
their lives hinged on his decisions. 

A few weeks ago he would have shied away from 
himself considering the situation quite naturally. 
to him. 

such responsibility, yet today he found 
Its underlying significance did not occur 

On the Enterprise, Kirk was able to perform a job in which he believed, and he excelled 
at command because he enjoyed it and because he worked hard at it. A handful of bureaucrats 
were not going to destroy that for him. Ghi and the Anthranians were not going to destroy 
his entire life, either. Kirk refused to allow it. 

Kirk remembered what he had once told McCoy about Starfleet: 'You'll stay .•. because 
heY'e you know you '-pe needed ... ' It was sti 11 true. It Vias true for James Ki rk. He was 
needed -- professionally and privately. Slowly, the pieces were beginning to fall into place, 
the answers were coming. 

He stood and straightened cramped muscles, noticing for the first time that the sun was 
starting to sink below the horizon. 

Night falls ..• and then a new day dawns, It always comes, whether we're ready to meet it 
Dr not. And I feel ... I'm ready now ... ready to go home. 

When he reached the cottage, McCoy chided him for keeping them waiting, but Kirk noted with 
satisfaction that they had not come after him. Spack was in his own room, dressing for the 
trip to town, and impulsively Kirk stopped on his way to take a shower. He rapped lightly on 
the doorframe, then walked in. 

IIGot a minute?1I 

Spack adjusted the belt on his tunic and favored Kirk with a wry, uplifted eyebrow. "Only 
one, Captain?" 

Kirk grinned. IIWill you time me?!! 

Spack sat down, studiously brushed some lint from his trouser leg, then regarded Kirk with 
a look of patient fortitude. "No." 

Kirk observed the action. "You're so damned ... neat," he accused fondly. Spack looked at 
him strangely, perplexed. "Most of history's great men were sloppy, don't you know that? Look 
at Einstein ... II 

"Yes," Spack countered. "Look at Einstein. Consider what he may have achieved had he not 
been so di sorgani zed. II 

Kirk shook his head, despaired of Vlinning the debate. "Okay. I didn't come here to talk 
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about Einstein or neatness, anyway. II 

"What did you want?" Spock prompted when Kirk fell silent. 

Ki rk sat on the edge of Spock' s bed and faced the Vul can intently. "Do you remember the 
standard textbook at the Academy -- the first year, introductory course?" 

"Peri phera lly -- not verbatim," Spock remarked, still puzzl ed. 

"It was quite a definitive work. As a plebe, I memorized whole passages." Kirk smiled, 
whimsically nostalgic. "I doubt if I can quote any of it today, but at the time, it ... struck 
a chord, reached something somewhere inside of me that had been prepared to receive it all my 
1 ife. 1. .. I can't negate that appeal, even if I try. I can't deny the personal committment 
I made as a midshipman -- eVen before I ever took an official oath." 

Spock sustained an attentive eye contact with Kirk for a long moment as if measuring the 
words. Then, very quietly, he quoted, " 'We serve ... the varied and diverse civilizations of 
this galaxy ... maintained by the standards of the United Federation of Planets. We shall strive 
to the utmost for perfection and dedication to those ideals ... ' " 

"Yes." Ki rk' s eyes smil ed at the Vul can' s gravity. "I tol d you -- when I returned from 
Anthrania -- that when I could see my future, you'd be the first to know." Kirk needed to say 
no more; he could see the gratitude and relief on his First Officer's face. It had been a long 
time since the chiseled features had relaxed, softened this completely. 

"I am ... pleased you have found your answers, Jim. And that you honor me by sharing them." 

Kirk tilted his head to one side, musing. It seemed that as his 
Spock gradually lapsed back into the more deferential posture of old. 
on a very large debt, my Vul can friend." 

An amused smile twinkled at Spock's lips. "Will you tell McCoy?" 

own attitude grew stronger, 
"It's a small payment 

"At dinner," Kirk promised, standing. nAnd if don't hurry, none of us will eat.1! With 
a bounce to his step, Kirk headed for the shower. 

- 9 -

At last they were ready to leave the cottage. The surface car was loaded, all the necessary 
arrangements had been made, and the three men were set for the drive back to Starbase Headquarters. 
Tonight, Spock and McCoy would board a shuttle flight to rendezvous with the Enterprise. Tomorrow 
morning, Kirk would check in and begin his final evaluation. 

Kirk was alone in the cottage. Spock and McCoy had gone to the nearby town to settle the 
last details, and to make arrangements for someone to come out to finish cleaning the house and 
return McCoy's aircar. After arranging the last of their possessions in the hold of the surface 
car, Kirk wandered back into the living area to await their return. 

The rooms looked empty, bereft of everything they had brought along to stamp their identity 
upon them. It was quiet and Kirk could not help recalling the first day of their arrival. The 
charming cottage, so carefully selected by Spock, had been his refuge for three months. Kirk had 
loved it on Sight, and through all the storms and agonies whi ch had followed, he had never lost 
touch with the calming influences of house, beach and Vulcan. 

My steadfast friend ... you always 
what it was myself. Spock had known, 
precious at every step along the way. 

seemed to know u)ha"f; I needed) even when I didn't know 
had made the decisions, had shown an empathy rare and 
He had known when to send for McCoy, had been wise enough 
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to admit needing help in the struggle for Kirk's sanity. 

Anthrania noVi seemed very far aVlay, very long ago, as Kirk savored the afterglo" of the 
times spent in this house. A battle had been fought here, more terrifying, in its Vlay, than 
the one on Anthrania. It had been a battle "aged "ith love and caring and compassionate friends. 
Kirk knew he would never be able to totally forget what had happened to him on Anthrania, but 
it receded in significance when matched to other unforgettable memories -- warm, comforting 
moments of shared truths and feelings. 

Kirk thought about his Lady, trying to picture Jason Harris in the command chair -- his 
command chair. It rankled. She's mine -- I won't give her> up. Someday, he knew, held be 
ready to move on, to take hi slife in other di recti ons, but not yet. Now, he Vlanted to step 
back into that life which had been stolen from him over a year ago. He had come so far, and 
there Vias only a 1 ittle farther go go. 

Through the windoVl, he saw the approach of the aircar. He watched as McCoy and Spock 
climbed out and started up the path. They had donned Starfleet uniforms for the trip home, 
and Kirk experienced a momentary sensation of pride and pleasure at the sight of the familiar 
blue-clad figures. As a surprise at the last minute, after they had left for tOVln, Kirk had 
pulled out his OVin uniform and put it on, although he had planned to travel in casual clothes. 
He had approved his appearance in the mirror, marvelling at the comfort which he felt. NoVl, 
he turned to greet them as they came through the door. 

11 __ I don't care, Spack. still say -- " McCoy was sputtering. 

"Doctor, it is irrelevant in the essential order of things. You cannot expect " 

"Hey!" Kirk cut in. "Hold it down, you tViO. What's so important that you have to argue 
about on thi s beautiful day?" 

"Jim, this pig-headed Vulcan can't see the trees for the forest. He's so concerned over 
the ecological implications of defloration -- " 

"Defloration?" Kirk interrupted again, amazed. uYoulre arguing about picking flowers?" 

"Not just any flowers, Captain,1I Spack contributed. nyou see ... II 

"Yes, I see." Kirk struggled to suppress a grin. "But if you think I'm riding all the 
way to Starbase Three with you arguing about floViers -- stow it, gentlemen!" 

"Picking a bouquet for a lovely maiden never caused planetwide repercussions, far as I 
knoVl," McCoy mumbled. 

"Bones!1I Kirk threatened. 

"All right, all right." McCoy smiled guiltily. 
Kirk's uniform. "Captain -- II he exhaled in \vonder. 

Then, in a delayed reaction, he noticed 
Ilyou look ... fine, Jim. 11 

"Indeed," Spock commented intensely, his eyebrows gathering, conveying a delicate web of 
triumphant appreciation and complete approval. 

Kirk felt suddenly self-conscious. "Well -- I couldn't have you two outrank me. Besides, 
I wanted us to match." He smiled, covering the sobriety of their reactions. "Are we ready to 
go, now?" 

llWe sure are,1I McCoy beamed. III'd say we're definitely ready, Captain. 1I 

Outside, Kirk hopped into the pilot seat with unquestioned authority. They skimmed along 
leisurely, knoViing there Vias ample time to reach the base, have dinner and Vlait for the shuttle. 
The day Vias perfect, the scenery lovely as they headed inland along nearly empty roads. 

Almost half-Vlay to their destination, they were suddenly startled by the approach of 
another, older-model vehicle, careening toward them, obviously out of control and picking 
up speed. 
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With a shouted warning, Kirk was forced to swerve to avoid a collision. Throwing on the 
braking mechanism, he watched with horror as the other reeling surfacecar veered off the road 
and crashed into a tree. Smoke erupted from the front end and a hatch flew open, releasing a 
woman from the pilot seat. 

"My God!" Kirk jumped from the car, followed by McCoy and Spock. At the site of the 
crash, a teenaged boy and a small girl were being calmed by the woman. 

"Get clear of here -- it might burn," Kirk warned quickly. He scooped the little girl into 
his arms, gesturing to McCoy to help the woman, who had gone numb with shock. They moved them 
away from the wreck. "Spack -- get that extinguisher out of our car -- " Kirk snapped. As the 
Vul can took off, Ki rk turned to McCoy. "Doctor?" 

nShels all right, Jim -- just bruised and scared, arentt you, ma1am? Come here, son, let 
me see that arm. II 

Kirk gave the little girl a gentle squeeze. She burrowed closer to him, sobbing in fright. 
II I tIs okay, honey -- it I $ all ri ght now, II he soothed. 

Spack rushed past with the extinguisher; Kirk saw that the car was beginning to burn, but 
that they were in time to prevent an explosion of the fuel tank. 

IIJim," McCoy called him, II can you get my kit from the back seat?!! 

Kirk passed the child to her mother, giving them both a smile of reassurance. He returned 
to their car and was retrieving the medical pouch when Spock joined him. 

IlImmediate danger is averted, Captain. 1I 

"Good. Get on the transmitter, Spock, and notify the authorities." He looked toward 
the wreck. "What a mess. Itls a miracle no one was seriously hurt. 11 

He returned to the victims. McCoy set the boy's broken arm and gave the woman 
while she tried to apologize and justify herself to Kirk. The circuits had failed, 
car lost control, and she had tried to bring it to a stop without hitting anything. 
assured her she'd done the right thing. 

"The fact that you're all safe attests to that," he concl uded. 

a sedative, 
the small 

Ki rk 

The little girl, calmer now, looked up at him in curious fascination. "You're in Star­
fleet, aren't yoU?" she asked. 

Her awe was oddly stimulating. Kirk nodded. "That's right." 

"Thank God you were here," her mother sighed. "I didn't think I would panic, but ... " she 
trailed off, shaking her head. The little girl persisted. 

IIAre you from the Starbase?" 

"No,n Kirk stooped beside her. "We1re ... we1re from the starship Enterprise. II He could 
say it, easily, and knew that he meant it. It was a satisfying thought. 

Moments later, the emergency vehicles arrived and after a slight delay the three travelers 
climbed back in their own car to resume the journey. 

McCoy leaned his head back against the seat and sighed. He reviewed the accident, again 
seeing Kirk in total command, he and Spock following his orders. There was a deep sense of 
ri ghtness about the scene, a gratifyi ng fi ni;sh to along, ha rd voyage. 

When they arrived at the Starbase, Kirk checked into a room at the Starfleet Inn, while 
Spack and McCoy went to confirm their schedule. Later, they met for dinner at the port restaurant 

135 



where Spack and Kirk had often dined during the debriefing. 

"Captain -- " Spock hesitated. 
extension of my leave? I could stay 

"Are you certain you do not want me to put in for an 
" 

"Thank you, Mr. Spock, but, no. You've been away from the shi p long enough on my account. 
When I come aboard, I want to see an efficient science department, ready to perform magnificently." 

lIyou shall have it,· Jim,u Spock vowed. 

They paid for their meal and walked out to the launching port. There would be no farewells; 
tacitly, they had all agreed upon it. Yet Kirk found this the hardest moment, to watch them 
leave while he was forced to remain behind. Everything in him wanted to go along -- now, Star­
fleet be damned. Although the delay was necessary, Kirk strained at the bureaucratic ropes 
which bound him here. 

A metallic, computerized voice was announcing their shuttle code. McCoy pressed his arms. 

IIJim?" 

"I'll be home soon, Bones. Go on -- you'll miss your flight." Kirk's voice was tight 
with suppressed emotion. McCoy smiled confidently. 

"Okay. Come on, Spock." 

Kirk met the Vulcan's eyes in one long, perfect look of appreciation and anticipation. 
"Set up the chess board, Spack. Two out of three," he promised. 

Then they were gone. Kirk stood alone -- no, never alone. Never totally alone, he 
reflected. Smiling to himself, he turned, ready to meet with Starfleet Command. 

EPILOGUE 

The transporter sparkle faded on the figure materializing on the platform, a man dressed 
in a new, well-fitting command gold uniform. 

Montgomery Scott, activating the controls himself, snapped to attention, unsuccessfully 
trying to suppress a huge grin. 

IIWelcome aboard, Captain. 1I 

Kirk took a deep breath and let his eyes scan the familiar room for a moment before 
returni ng the Engi neer' s greeti ng. "Thank you, Mr. Scott. It's good to be back." He stepped 
down from the pad and crossed to the man at the console. Giving in to the excitement and joy 
of the event, Kirk reached out, taking the Scot's hand in both of his. "Good? Hell, it's 
great! How are you, Scotty?" 

The older man's smile filled with warmth. "I'm fine, Captain, and yourself?" 

ItAnxious to go to work.1I 

"Everything's ready. We'll take her out of orbit on your command, sir." 
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On your oommand ... How right the words felt. At last he could command her again. He 
turned to McCoy and Spack, standing beside the console, and gave them a grin. 

"We'll warp out at 0700," he instructed. "I'll be on the bridge." Spack and McCoy 
followed him out of the transporter room and int? the turbol ift. 

The crew was expecting him. The scene on the bridge was informal, enthusiastic, and at 
times a 1 ittl e teary. Di sci p 1 i ne was re 1 axed as the fri ends - the family- found it diffi cult 
to maintain the proper military attitude toward the commander for whom they had waited and 
worried about so long. Kirk, too, was hard-pressed to fill the role of 'Captain' when he 
wanted to embrace each one whose very existence had been his lifeline for so many long months. 

At last the excitement settled dOl;n and order slipped comfortably back into place. Kirk 
eased himself into the familiar contours of his command chair, gazing out at the starfield. 

It had been over a year since he had last sat in this place, a year in which his whole 
1 i fe had turned ups i de down. A tiny planet, so far removed from thi s worl d that now he had 
trouble even accepting its eXistence, had initiated a nightmare more devastating than all his 
previous experience could have conjured. It had been the beginning, the start of a long and 
winding road that included his return to this ship -- his ship -- not as her Captain, but as 
a passenger. There had been those months on Banoc-160, months of confusion and lost memories 
and a terror just as frightening as the ordeal on Anthrania. Now, it was over; the tortuous 
hunt to find himself was ended and he was back. 

Home at last. Home is the hunter ... 

He heard the intercom on the arm of his chair making its familiar sound. 

"Itls 0700, Captain,!! Scott1s voice filtered through, lIall secure. II 

"Acknowledged." Kirk spoke with crisp precision. He paused a moment, smiling back at 
McCoy in his accustomed place behind the command chair, then met Spack's gaze across the 
bri dge. 

"Mr. Sulu, take us out of orbit." 

On the viewscreen, Banoc-160 grew smaller as the giant silver starship warped toward 
ne\'l frontiers. 
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TheJl.e i6 no:tfUng -60 gfLeat :that I 6eaJr.. :to do U 60fL my 6Jc..tend; 
no:tfUng -60 MnaU :that I will ciiAdain :to do U 60fL Mm. 

-- Sir P. Sidney 
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Words & Music 

BY Martha Bonds 

Seems like I've been gone such a long time. 
There is a home somewhere, but it's no longer mine. 
Too many stars gone down, too many suns have set, 
And still I don't know where I am yet. 

So long ago I was a hunter. 
The countless stars were my prey, 
But somehow the tables turned, 
I became the hunted one black day. 

No where to turn, no one to guide me. 
I am the captain of my soul. 
Black is the pit of my nightmare, 
And the morning light is cold. 

Seems like I've been gone such a long time. 
I see my eternity, to reach it I must climb. 
What wi U it take to find my way again? 
It may take a mountain, it may take a friend. 

Now through the dark your hands are reaching 
To touch the pain inside my heart. 
I must hear the words you're teaching 
Before the healing time can start. 

I am falling, can you catch me? 
Can you return what I have lost? 
Can I come back now, do you need me? 
will love replace what time has cost? 

Seems like I've been gone such a long time. 
I see a home out there and know it can be mine. 
So many stars gone down, so many suns have set, 
But with you beside me, I know I'll try again. 

I know I'll try again. 
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We Reach ..... . 

NIGHTVISIONS 
Pulban Ph~~; 518 S. Ab~ngdon S~., A~ng~on, VA 22204 

The stirring novel by Carol Frisbie & Susan K. James, adult K/S. 
Now available - if you loved NIGHTJOURNEY, here's the complete 
story. 

NAKED TIMES 
Vella Van H~e; 10885 PanQdale, San V~ego, CA 97201 

Adult zine, primarily K/S, now planning a third issue. 

DEATH DANCE 
Pul6an Ph~~; 518 Ab~ngdon S~., A~ngton, VA 22204 

A novel by Diane King; an exciting story of possession and 
terror; no age statement required for this one! 

STARBOURNE 
MiQe V~na; 430 Ann Ave., N~~, OH 44446 

A beautiful, attractive zine by one of fandom's finest artists. 
Now available, genzine. 

ALTERNATIVE 2/3 
Ge~y Vown~; 3925 W. 79th S~., Anehohage, AK 99502 

An adult K/S novella in two parts, exquisitely written by Gerry 
Downes and illustrated by various artists. A beautiful work. 

IDIC 6 
L~lye L~Qeh; 61 U~on Plaee, LynbhOOQ, NY 11563 

Limited supply still available; a genzine with outstanding 
contributions from fandom's favorite artists and authors. 
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NOME 
Vieky Clank; 445 E. 86~h S~., N~ Yohk, NY 10028 

Second issue available winter, '79. An adult genzine of excellent quality. 

COMPANION 2 
C~ol Hun~~on; 43 Old Behgen Rd., J~ey C~y, NJ 07305 

"Between the Lines" - a further exploration of the K/S love relationship 
as extrapolated in the COMPANION universe. Available Feb. 1980 

GUARDIAN 
Linda Veneh0nn; 1800 Oeean Pakkway E-6, B~ookfyn, NY 11223 

Second issue available Sept. '79. Genzine. 

YEOMAN PRESS 
5465 Vaffe6 Ave., B~onx, NY 10471 

Publishers of the adult R&R series, the Trekker Cookbook, and the 
excellent Archieves series - a collection of pre-published gems and 
new material by exciting new writers. Soon to be published is a 
special novella in the R&R series, THE PERFECT OBJECT, by Mindy 
Gl azer. 

MATTER/ANTIMATTER 
San~a Ge~, 1908 Rambling Lane, B~ndon, FL 33511 

Another top-notch adult genzine, now planning their third issue. 

GALACTIC DISCOURSE 
La~e Hunn; 208 W. C~ow, E~eka, IL 61530 

Exciting third issue is planned for Spring, 1980. Artwork is 
desperately needed! 

The n..i..Jtme6~ nJriencMhip6 have been nOJtmed 
in m~uaf adveM~y; a6 ~on i6 moJ.:,;t J.:,;tJtongly 
unU:ed by ~he M~ee6~ Marne. 

-- Colton 
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FROM MARTHA J. BON~S 
5905 Yoltflwood Rd. 
Battimolte, MV 21239 

CONTACT PRESENTS: OMICRON CETI III 

ONLY STARS CAN LAST 

ThM Lo the .6ec.ond album 06 oJUg-Lnal ST --Ln.6p-tJted mU6-Lc. 
pett60/tmed by Kathy BLV'LYl,f." MaJdha Bond.6, Rodney Bond6 
and RU6.6 Volkelt. Song.6 -Lnc.fude: "Change.6," "Go-Lng 
Home," "Realm.6 0 6 Gold," " Only StaJr..6 Can LMt" and 
"N-Lght Song". PJUc.e: $5.50 plU6 $2.00 p0.6tage. 

Af.60 avail.able on c.M.6etie tape: $6.00 pO.6tpa-Ld 

OMICRON CETI III & FRIENVS 

A c.a6.6efte tape 6ea:tuJU:.ng the oJUg-Lnaf mU6-Lc. 06 othelt 6an 
mU6-LUan.6 and Mghugh:Ung .6 evettal 6an uMveM e.6: The GerrU.M 
People, LC6lye LilkeJt, Jean Steven.6on and molte. $4.00 PO.6tpa-Ld. 

AVAILABLE THIS FALL: 

STARSONG 

A poetry/music/art zine that will include the words and 
music for songs on ONLY STARS CAN LAST and O.C. III & 
FRIENDS. In addition, STARSONG will feature the poetry 
of Crystal Taylor, Victoria Clark, Barbara Storey, Elaine 
Romig-Parker and others. Artists include Kathy Carlson, 
Nan Lewis, Frim & Gingras, Laurie Huff, Merle Decker, 
Alice Jones and others 

S.A.S.E. for price and availability 

SubrnL6.6-Lon.6 now bung ac.c.epted 601t 

GATEWAY 

A n0W c.onc.ept -Ln Tltek 6-Lc.tion 6 
.6toJUe.6 06 the oc.c.uIt, 6antMY, the 
and the b-LzMfte -- anytMng that Lo di66ettent 
Olt hM a twLot ending. StoJUe.6 mU6t 6eatUfte 
Tltek c.haMc.teM. SASE 601t molte -Ln60/tmaTciorr., 
pJUc.e and ava-Lfab~y 
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THE COMPLETE RACK 

Inc£.ude6 : 
THE RACK (Contact IV) 
ALL THE KING'S HORSES, ALL THE KING'S MEN (F~e6t S~) 

and the new PREQUEL. •. How did the ll.wnOft6 get -6taJtted? •• btj Vanc.e. 

a1-60 -- Readell.'J.J ll.e6pOnJ.Je6 -i.n poe.tJttj and J.J,toJt-te6 

and the b-i.ZaMe OH, GOV •.. a nantMtj, Vanc.e--6ttjle 

Planned nOll. NovembeJt, 1979. Foll. -i.nnoJtmation, -6end a S.A.S.E. to: 

HARMONY PRESS 
5657 Utnec.ht Rd. 

Battimoll.e, MV 21206 

A.t-60 planned: PHASE II COLLECTEV, VOLUME I 
No pubUc.ation date. Foll. nUJttheJt -i.n60Jtmailon a-6 U 
bec.ome6 ava-i..table, -6end a S.A.S.E. to the CONTACT addJte6-6. 

The edUoft6 on CONTACT would Uke to take ~ oppontunUtj 
to mention a new la-6t-rn,,{nute thank.-6 to -6ome mMve.tllU6. 
hOU-6egue6u who gave -60 unJ.JUntingltj On thw time and 
:talen:t6 -i.n ll.eadtj-i.ng CONTACT nOll. the pJUnteft6. 

To LaulUe HUnn-- Who wow be6t nMm 7 to 12; nOll. latjout 
a-6-6~tanc.e, adv-i.c.e and c.Jteative :talent 

To Linda White-- noll. -i.c.e c.ube6, -6oda and aJttiJ.JUc. en60JtU 
g-i.ven wLth -60 muc.h enthU-6-<-a-6m 

To Cll.tj-6tal Tatjloll.-- who fmow-6 that ' aJtt J..-6n' t eveJttjthing'; 
nOll. pll.OOnll.eading, patienc.e and dLtigenc.e. 
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Jr A.91 ron EAME!Jl 
The .6ound on mU6ic. nif.JL6 my eaJL6 -­
A n.ew adven.:tWLe c.al.t6, 
Come, be on.e wah me, 
1 n. :th.u.. magic.a.t, nan.:tM lj- nUgM: bJ the .6:taJL6. 
Let U6 .60afL on. gO.6.6ameJt win.g.6 
Amcn.g exotlc. alien. wo~d.o 
BWLYLin.g hot in. .6pac.e. 
You an.d 1 toge:theJt -- we .6hctU. nac.e the unkn.owYl..6, 
Vl.oc.oven .t1Luth.o n.ow hidden. nnom oWL mln.d.o, 
ShafLe the .6 ec.Jr..w 0 b unc.haJL:ted void.o. 

M a .6mctU. child, 1 dnea.med 
Ob what 1 would bec.ome -­
On.e, with in.bin.l:ty 
L0.6t -- an.d bound -- in. my .6oUtafLy domain.. 
The uYLiVeJr...6e bolded bac.k upon. me 
To ne vea£. m el6 in. .6 plen.did aJLJr..a.y, 
The won.deJt.6 my eye.6 would behold. 
Yet the mU6ic. wa..o fu c.ondan.:t. 
Though 1 did not peJtcuve Lt 
1 had n.ot nealized 1 n.eeded a 6Jr..len.d. 
Touch my .6out a.n.d be a paJL:t 06 me. 

Now, the .6on.g l.o complete 
1 n. peJt6 ec.:t haJLmon.lj. 
You weJte the lO.6t chond 
At la..ot we c.Jr..eate the peJt6ec.:t .5ymphcn.lj. 
A jeweled web 0 6 .6:taJLlig ht 
The bold caden.ce 06 dan.geJt 
Come, .6ee my dneam wo~d wlth me. 
Wan.deJt the pathway.6 between. .6 UYl..6 

BJr..lght blazin.g onb.6 
VazzUn.g, haun.:tln.g 
Cold 60nbidden .6pheJte.6 
Ba.Men., de.6ola.:te 

But n.eveJt lon.ellj - - a i.o OuM. 
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