
 “NO!” cried the youth.  “Flee, thou demons!  In the name of the Holy Father, plague me no more, I adjure thee!!”  Tears 

gushed down the youth’s cheeks, just as they did those of the man standing over him, his hands laid over the young Ensign’s head, his 

eyes closed in intense concentration. 

 The older man opened his eyes, his tears stopping almost magically.  “DuLac, you are making excellent progress,” Doctor 

Ilya ‘Ian’ Valtirr falsely assured the boy.  Valtirr still didn’t understand what would drive such a loyal, obedient, inquisitive boy as 

navigator Galen DuLac to attempt to murder several of his shipmates.  ‘Demons,’ DuLac kept raving.  What demons? 

 “Nay, O’Healer,” DuLac insisted, still crying uncontrollably.  “I must die!  Why dost thou bother with such a wretch as I?” 

 The Deltan turned on DuLac fiercely.  “I will not accept such self-hatred, young man,” Valtirr pressed, mentally allowing his 

normally rigid control over his Deltan pheromones to lapse.  “You know that this incident was not your fault, any more than was the 

incident in the gym.” 

 Valtirr was referring to a time several months earlier when DuLac had been fencing with Commodore Eric William Johnson 

and had accidentally injured his commanding officer.  The boy’s tension eased visibly.  While Deltan pheromones only had a sexually 

stimulating effect upon non-Deltans of the opposite sex, even those of the same gender often became more relaxed when exposed to 

those chemicals. 

 “Perhaps thou art correct, sir,” DuLac sighed, his heaving shoulders finally loosening.  “I love my fellow knights more than 

life itself.  I would ne’er...  NO!!” 

 DuLac leaped to his feet.  “Thou art responsible for this!  Thou art performing witchcraft!” 

 Thou art responsible for this!  ...Destroy!  …Destroy!  …Obey, Galen!  Set the captives free!  Obey! 

 The strange words flooded DuLac’s tormented mind.  He glared at the Deltan, then – without warning – lunged for the 

psychiatrist’s throat! 

 Taken completely by surprise, Valtirr could not defend himself.  As DuLac’s hands constricted around his throat, he felt the 

breath leaving him.  He struggled to reach the nearby intercom.  Pressing it, his only words were “Security…!  Emergency…!” as 

consciousness left him. 
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 As the darkness faded away, the first thing Ian Valtirr’s recognized was Commodore Johnson standing over him. 

 “Ian!  Are you all right?” asked the Commodore’s concerned voice. 

 Valtirr smiled.  “I think we had a breakthrough today, Eric,” he joked.  “Though I was the one Mister DuLac almost… uh… 

‘broke through.’”  His smile faded.  “I have never seen a reaction like this before,” Valtirr considered.  “It’s as if his mind is trying to 

repress... or recall... part of his experience.  I’m not sure what could have caused such a reaction.” 

 Johnson had an inspiration.  “The recording DuLac received from Avalon and listened to had subliminal messages imprinted 

within it.  Do you want to listen to it?” 

 “A subliminal tape?!  Absolutely!” Valtirr cried.  “This might be the answer.  I never knew about any recording!”  Forcing 

down a wave of guilt, Johnson exited. 

 Arriving at DuLac’s quarters a short time later, the Commodore located the terrible tape chip.  He noted with satisfaction the 

now-empty side of the room where that... <expletive-deleted> xenophobic bigot, John O’Brien, used to live.  Johnson’s guilt was now 

replaced by a still-present rage.  He felt guilty because, had he remembered to tell Valtirr about the recording, the psychiatrist might 

not have been attacked.  As for the rage, had O’Brien not filled DuLac’s mind full of anti-non-human propaganda, the whole incident 

might have been avoided in the first place!  Still, at least O’Brien was now languishing in the hell-hole of his ‘private quarters,’ 

specially prepared for him by a vengeful set of shipmates. 

 While Johnson was busy, Valtirr occupied his recuperation time by attending to another patient – whether the patient wanted 

to be attended to or not!  Getting out of the bed in which he had been placed, Valtirr walked – somewhat stiffly – into the main ward. 



 “Perhaps I can be of help?” Valtirr addressed the white-haired, demonic-faced being occupying one of the biobeds.  “You 

hide much from others, but your distress is quite obvious to someone like me.  And I do not refer to your physical injuries.”  Baael 

V’ahhst-Ohrrne’ Dagon, the Efrosian science officer, stared at the doctor.   

 “Intrusion does not become you... Psychiatrist,” he warned, though with the raspy tones of the seriously ill or injured.  “Be 

fortunate that I am... less than whole!” 

 “I’d be scared if anyone other than you had made that threat, Baael,” Valtirr mused aloud.  “I know you better.  You won’t 

admit it, but you prefer direct conversation.  You either like, or at least grudgingly admire, a person who is straight with you.  Well, 

I’m being straight now,” Valtirr concluded.  “If you do not free yourself of the... demons... that enslave you, you will be emotionally 

crippled.  In fact, you may well die.  Surely you value your life!” 

 “Intrusion does not become you... Psychiatrist,” Baael responded again like a broken record.  But in his thoughts, the 

Efrosian was panicking. 

 ‘Does everyone know me so?’ he shrieked mentally.  ‘Am I so transparent?  I am truly undone!’ 

 Valtirr began to turn away, then paused.  “Another bit of... intrusion, Baael,” the psychiatrist concluded.  “If you continue to 

maintain this emotional façade, within one month you will collapse.  You are too strong to have what they used to call a nervous 

breakdown, but your mental faculties will fracture.  When that happens – and it will – you will talk to someone.  You will need to!  

And when you do, I’ll be ready.  I urge you to spare yourself that pain and speak to me now, before it’s too late!”  Receiving no reply, 

as he had pretty much expected, Valtirr walked away. 

 Ever since he had received dossiers on some of the more... colorful members of the USS Arcturus crew, Baael had secretly 

become Valtirr’s pet project.  He had never encountered an Efrosian before.  He wondered why these people – natives of an ice-bound 

planet much like Andoria – were so secretive about aspects of their culture and heritage, particularly their religion.  As for Baael 

himself, the man was an enigma.  For instance, according to his Starfleet records, his Academy grades had started out higher than 

average, then had suddenly dropped to barely passing.  Baael hardly seemed the lazy type.  What had happened?? 

 Baael seemed content to allow people to believe that he lacked the in-bred talent for navigation Efrosians were famous across 

the quadrant for, yet during a recent crisis he had single-handedly guided the Arcturus out of an ion storm that would have destroyed 

any other starship!  Why was he being so reticent??    Valtirr had vowed to mentally dissect Baael.  He never could resist such a 

challenge. 

 Valtirr returned to his real patient’s bedside.  DuLac had been heavily sedated following his attack on the psychiatrist.  Even 

so, his thoughts were obviously restless. 

 “Avalon’s is the only way,” he murmured loud enough for Valtirr to hear.  “Destroy the evil vessel...  Thy soul is forfeit...  

Destroy...  Destroy...  DESTROY!”  The youth’s face turned bright red.  Valtirr again placed his hands on DuLac’s head, using his 

Deltan empathic ability to draw some of DuLac’s pain into himself. 

 Valtirr winced as he made contact.  The thoughts were powerful; urgent.  ‘Destroy!  Destroy!!’  As the sickbay door opened, 

Valtirr turned, his eyes gleaming ferally.  Eric Johnson noted Valtirr’s face.  Instantly, he dove right at the Deltan. 

 “Destroy!  Destroy!!” Valtirr shrieked.  “Die, you...!” his flailing arms relaxed.  “Destroy!  Des...!”  Almost instantly, 

Valtirr’s eyes returned to normal.  He blinked twice, then seemed to recognize that Commodore Johnson was laying on top of him.  

“Er..  Desk duty…  As in, permission to return to, sir?” 

 Johnson released him.  “Bad effort, Doctor!” he scoffed.  “I think you’d better stick to conventional treatment right now.  

Maybe this’ll help.”  He handed over the computer tape. 

 A chastened Valtirr moved to a computer interface in the chief medical officer’s office – followed closely by Johnson – and 

played the recording, following Johnson’s instructions on how to decipher the less intelligible parts.  He nodded vigorously.  “This 

explains everything, Commodore,” the psychiatrist announced.  “No wonder he’s in such turmoil.  He tried to kill people and he 

doesn’t even know why!  But his mind won’t let him forget!”  Valtirr looked at Johnson intently.  “Eric, no conventional treatment 

will be effective in this case.  The only solution would be hypnosis, and that may well cause irreparable trauma.” 

 Johnson was devastated.  “I guess we have no choice.  Prepare the papers.  I’m going to have to send DuLac home on a 

Section-Eight.  At least the timing’s right.  We’re on course to Avalon now anyway.” 

 “Do that, and you’ll subject Ensign DuLac to further trauma, not to mention outright rejection by his fellow Avalonians.  Do 

you think an extroverted person like DuLac could tolerate that?” 

 “No…  No, probably not,” Johnson deliberated.  “But I sure can’t keep him on board as long as he remains like this.  He’s 

not stable, he’s suicidal, and he’s a walking time-bomb waiting to kill again!” 

 “There is another way.” 

 “Don’t start getting cryptic on me, Doctor Valtirr,” Johnson demanded, casting a meaningful glance at the Efrosian in 

sickbay.  “I’ve got enough problems with other Riddle-Makers!” 

 “You’re right,” apologized Valtirr.  “But what I have in mind is pretty unorthodox.” 

 “Tell me!” 



 “I… propose… we let DuLac attack again.” 

 WHAT?!?  Did the shrink now need a shrink?? 

 “Doc…  Ian, do you have a death-wish??” Johnson bellowed, causing Baael to wince though he was in the other room! 

 “I suggest that we bring someone in who could endure DuLac’s attack...  Someone who understands him and would be 

willing to help.  Once DuLac’s repressed emotions are freed, normal psychotherapy would be far more effective.” 

 Johnson began to appreciate the soundness of Valtirr’s plan.  “As long as we can be sure of the safety of whoever is willing 

to participate in this scheme.  But who can we get?” 

 “I’ve heard DuLac has had friendly talks with Briana Lithir, the Cygnian Engineer.” 

 “No, I don’t think she’d want to go near him,” Johnson remarked.  “Lithir was one of the crew DuLac attacked.  Under the 

circumstances, she might kill him!” 

 “Not likely.  But then again, DuLac’s guilt might act up again.  Is there anyone he’s spoken with recently?  Particularly a 

non-human; one who wasn’t directly involved in the incident?” 

 “DuLac??  He’ll talk to anyone who’ll talk back to him!” Johnson laughed.  “He reminds me of a kitten I once had…  Wait a 

minute!  There’s a Vulcan named Solak who’s been teaching DuLac hand-to-hand fighting in exchange for DuLac teaching him 

sword-fighting.  He might be the one!” 

 “A Vulcan?  That would be perfect!” Valtirr agreed.  Then, with Johnson’s permission, Ian Valtirr left sickbay. 

 

* * * 

 

 Security specialist Tristan Phobos was pacing his room, knocking on the wooden post in his corner of the quarters he shared 

with records officer N’aghari.  “Seven years bad luck,” he moaned, grabbing a salt shaker and throwing several handfuls of salt over 

his left shoulder.  “Walked under a laddair...Zee ‘black cat’ Caitians walking across my path...”  The man sobbed.  “I am doomed!” 

 The superstitious native of the New Haiti Colony then noticed the eight jars sitting on his roommate’s shelf.  They were 

normally kept well out of his view,  but Lithir’s recent prank rearranging of the shared quarters had left them visible from where 

Phobos was standing and N’aghari had evidently not placed them back in their proper storage locations. 

 “Sacre bleu!!” he cried in his thick French accent.  “Zees man eithair worships the devil or he is a fool!  I suppose he believes 

his ancestairs’ ghosts live in ze jars!  I shall teach him to play with evil!  Zen I shall get a transfair from zees madman!” 

 Phobos grabbed his rosary beads and his printed copy of the Holy Bible and began to pray in the manner of his faith.  

“‘Voodoo!’  Bah!” he cried, contemplating how to purge the room of the taint of evil. 

 

* * * 

 

 Solak was in his quarters, enjoying (as much as a Vulcan could ‘enjoy’ anything) reading a book by Terran philosopher 

Emmanuel Kant when unexpectedly his door chime sounded.  “Come,” he invited, putting down the book.  As the door opened, Solak 

raised his right eyebrow, as his visitor was not anyone he would have expected. 

 “Solak, I request your help,” Dr. Ian Valtirr said as he entered, deliberately avoiding titles.  Vulcans, as he knew, generally 

had no use for such things. 

 “Specify,” invited the Vulcan. 

 “Galen DuLac has been deeply traumatized, as I assume you know.” 

 Solak nodded.  The attacks against non-human crew members had been as swift as they had been totally illogical.  Even 

worse, Commodore Johnson had announced to the crew that the attacker was indeed Galen DuLac!  He had been justifiably relieved to 

hear Johnson’s announcement that DuLac was in fact not to be considered responsible for his actions. 

 “Is my assistance required?” 

 “Yes, indeed,” replied Valtirr.  “I need you to act as a... well... for lack of a better description, ‘tackling dummy.’” 

 Solak regarded the Deltan with curiosity.  “Please explain,” he requested, searching the psychiatrist’s face for psychological 

aberrations.  He found none. 

 “Because of the subliminal guidance contained in the recording he receieved from his family on Avalon, coupled with 

O’Brien’s xenophobic bigotry, Mister DuLac’s conscious and subconscious minds are at war with one another.  I believe that if  we 

give him an opportunity to ‘complete his mission,’ as  it were, it would snap his mind out of its conundrum.  And since you were not 

one of Galen’s victims, and both Commodore Johnson and I believe you could easily defend yourself were it to become necessary, I 

hoped you would help us in this endeavor?” 

 “Unorthodox indeed,” Solak declared with a nod.  “Yet flawlessly logical.  I accept the position of... ‘Tackling Dummy.  

When shall we begin?” 

 “The sooner the better, as we will have a greater chance of repairing the damage to DuLac’s mind,” Valtirr replied. 



 Fifteen minutes later, an awakened DuLac found himself in a room with Valtirr and Solak. 

 “Leave here!” DuLac begged Solak.  “I cannot bear to face thee, my Once and Former Teacher.” 

 “I have... missed... our sessions, Galen,” Solak replied softly.  “Your self-loathing is illogical.” 

 “DuLac, do you remember any of what happened to you the day you attacked your shipmates?” Valtirr asked, as he always 

did. 

 “I have told thee, Healer, I know not!  I only know that I am a villain who should be slain!” 

 Valtirr looked at Solak.  The Vulcan nodded.  “Then, consider how many others you will take with you when you die.  If you 

killed once, you will probably kill again...” 

 “Sir!” DuLac cried, horrified.  “What sayest thou?” 

 “I command thee, Galen, destroy!  Obey!  Destroy!” Valtirr intoned, walking to the door. 

 DuLac froze.  He stared at the doctor.  Simultaneously, Solak stood behind the youth.  Granting himself a precious few 

seconds, Solak cleared his mind and touched DuLac’s shoulders, forcing down the vile emotions churning within the young navigator 

and now bombarding him.  “Galen,” was his only spoken word. 

 DuLac whirled.  He regarded the almost satanic face of his teacher.  Forgetting about Valtirr, he lunged for Solak. 

 “Die!” DuLac shrieked.  “My soul be forfeit but unlike thou shalt I finally see heaven, blasphemer!  DIE!!” 

 Solak easily removed DuLac’s hands from his throat.  DuLac drew his sword from its scabbard and gripped it in both hands 

before swinging it at the Vulcan.  Fortunately, foresight had made Valtirr wisely replace DuLac’s family heirloom with a blunt ‘prop’ 

sword like one might find in a staged production.  DuLac struck Solak again and again, inflicting no damage. 

 “I am Satan!” spoke Solak, startling even Valtirr, as the pair had not discussed this!!  “Who performs MY work?” 

 “Fiend!”  DuLac screeched.  “Speak not so of Brother Arthur!  A priest he be; Vicar of the Holy Father Himself!!” 

 “Whomsoever shall cause an innocent to kill in fulfillment of his own interests; that one is under MY rule.” 

 “Monster!  Villain!  Die!!”  DuLac dropped his ‘sword’ and flailed at Solak, the Vulcan merely allowing DuLac to assault 

him for a while.  Then, at the proper moment, Solak pressed his hands to DuLac’s temples. 

 “You are Galen DuLac,” Solak chanted.  “You have committed no wrong.  Remember the contents of the recording, Galen.  

You are no murderer.  Murder is illogical.  Remember...  Remember...”  Minutes ticked by…  Eight…  Fifteen…  A half-hour elapsed.  

“I must perform the Lord’s work!” DuLac screamed.  “All who are not of Earth must... must...!”  Suddenly, DuLac’s eyes returned to 

normal.  “Solak?” 

 The Vulcan nodded. 

 “I...  I remember!” 

 “Correct.” 

 “Mine own brother...?  Be he right?” 

 “Specify.”  Even Solak did not understand DuLac’s question. 

 “Perhaps I should ne’er have fled Avalon.  Perhaps I have wronged the Holy Father.” 

 “Would the ‘Holy Father’ have performed the miracle of arranging for a sky-ship to arrive and grant you your desire to leave 

Avalon had it not been in His will?”  DuLac considered Solak’s words for a moment. 

 “Thou art most wise, O’Solak.  But I be so confused!!” 

 “If you will cooperate with Doctor Valtirr, I believe that your confusion will abate, Galen.” 

 “Nay.  Twice have I tried to slay my Lord, the Commodore.  This sin is unpardonable.  I must return to Avalon or at least 

seek Lord Johnson’s just punishment.” 

 “You now owe a service to those you have wronged first, DuLac,” Solak commanded.  “This is the way of your culture, is it 

not?” 

 “Aye, but which should have first right to slay me?” he inquired miserably. 

 “I believe that each would command you to remain aboard and swear to recover.  They would seek not your death but your 

health.” 

 “Dost thou speak truly?” DuLac asked, amazed. 

 “You owe it to them to prove that you are the competent crewman they believe you to be.  To prove your honor legitimate.” 

 “Honor be all, Sir Solak,” DuLac protested, just as he had to then-Captain Johnson when the Commanding Officer had 

extracted a service from him.  “I swear that if this be their wish, and thine, I shall obey the Healer with my soul.” 

 “Doctor, your patient,” Solak concluded, exiting.  Valtirr did not thank the Vulcan, knowing that Vulcans expected none.  

Instead, the doctor and his patient got to work. 

 Meanwhile, a very angry Solak returned to his quarters.  “I intend to educate this ‘Vicar of the Holy Father’ with a much-

needed lesson,” he swore.  “There is no logic in using one’s own sibling as a pawn.”  He examined DuLac’s dossier.  The fates were 

with Solak!  The Arcturus’ was scheduled to pay a visit to the colony of Avalon, the home planet of DuLac and his brother!!  Johnson 



must have really intended to return DuLac to his parents, because the coincidence was too much to consider.  In any event, Solak 

would need assistance. 

 

* * * 

 

 Lieutenant Braacht could not believe his ears as the news was delivered. 

 “Sir,” said support services specialist Irvin Dorian-Cloud.  “We’ve had a request for a transfer of quarters…  into Room 18.” 

 “You’re either insane or incompetent, Denevan!” the Tellarite billeting officer bellowed.  “No one is crazy enough to share 

quarters with that T’schlacht!” 

 “I didn’t believe it myself, sir, but there’s no mistake,” insisted Dorian-Cloud, bristling at Braccht’s tones.  “Perhaps you 

can’t read!” 

 Braccht actually smiled at his assistant’s insubordination!  “Maybe there’s hope for you, Dorian-Cloud,” he conceded.  

“You’re getting the knack of civilized conversation.  But are you certain about this?” 

 “I checked and double-checked.” 

 “Only a... a Horta would share quarters with that sub-human!” 

 “Well...” 

 

* * * 

 

 The Horta slithered into the turbolift, barely able to contain himself.  Surely his request for Room 18 would be approved!  If 

what he had heard about the condition of the quarters was true, no one else would want it, that was for sure!  The thought of all that 

plaster, rock and thermal concrete…!  Navahrish drooled… or rather, he would have drooled except that he did not possess a mouth! 

 Sure enough, as he exited the turbolift, Navahrish spied the notice now hanging below the paper sign bearing the name of the 

room’s occupant, ‘Jahnn O’Brian.’  The Horta snickered as well as he could through his mechanical vocorder.  The sign read simply, 

‘transfer of living quarters approved.’ Since the sign was positioned right at his two-foot ‘eyeline,’ and since he did not want to spoil 

his new roommate’s surprise, he exuded his highly corrosive acid, boring right through the door, not to mention igniting the small 

paper sign!  Oh, well...  He repaired the door as easily as he had damaged it. 

 

* * * 

 

 In the starship’s gymnasium, Commodore Johnson decided to take some time off from his hectic schedule to get in some 

much-needed exercise.  A confrontation to one side attracted his attention. 

 “Mr. Trent,” newly-appointed Security Chief David Maddox was addressing a member of the crew.  “Your instructions were 

to prevent trouble by using your Persecutor-24.  I know you’ve done a great job recently, but... a whip?!?” 

 Vespasian Trent, a tall and handsome Izaran, accepted the chiding stoically. 

 “Why do you insist on using a whip?” Maddox continued.  “The P-24 does a much more effective job.” 

 “Sir,” Trent finally spoke.  “The P-24 is limited in range.  There was no way, for example, that I could have stopped 

communications officer Lorrass with it during her recent confrontation with Major Copeland.  Only the whip would be effective.” 

 Maddox was skeptical.  Still, he did not want to embarrass Trent in front of other members of the crew.  The Izaran had 

performed his duties admirably, having broken up at least two major fights in recent days.  “I’ll tell you what,” Maddox finally 

conceded.  “If you can prove you can do better with the whip than I can with the P-24, I’ll let you use it on the job.” 

 “At your convenience, sir,” Trent responded. 

 “No better time than now.”  Maddox drew his P-24 and assumed a battle stance, allowing Trent time to draw his whip. 

 Commodore Johnson watched the exchange with a mixture of annoyance and amusement.  Trent had performed brilliantly 

recently.  How dare Maddox admonish instead of recognize the Izaran for his skills!  Still, Trent’s feelings were obviously not being 

hurt.  “Besides,” Johnson considered to himself, “I’d be willing to bet Mister Maddox is in for a surprise.” 

 Johnson was initially disappointed, though not for long.  Maddox expertly disarmed Trent twice within three minutes.  Trent, 

however, seemed unconcerned.  Maddox feinted, then slashed at Trent’s legs with the P-24.  Without warning, the large Izaran leaped 

up and performed a mid-air somersault, landing behind Maddox.  Ka-Thak!  Trent’s whip struck the surprised security chief’s hand, 

forcing him to drop the P-24! 

 Maddox reached for his weapon, but Trent cracked his whip once more, binding Maddox’s hands.  The security chief 

managed to work his way loose and grab his P-24.  SHOOOOOKKKK!  In seconds, the P-24 was back on the ground! 

 Maddox turned to Trent.  “I’m authorizing you to use your whip.  However, you’re to write a report on the effectiveness of 

your weapon versus the P-24 after any use.”  He exited the gym, shaking his head. 



 As Trent likewise exited, coiling his whip as he did, Johnson noticed the entrance of the Vulcan former Marine, Solak.  

Something was wrong.  The Commodore had enough experience with Vulcans to know that Solak was experiencing some severe 

emotional stress.  Sure enough, the Vulcan immediately moved toward a four hundred kilogram barbell and began curling it almost 

frantically!  The Commodore began to worry the Vulcan would somehow injure himself, but to Johnson’s relief, Solak’s taut face 

relaxed visibly after a few minutes.  He decided to seize the opportunity. 

 “Mister Solak!” Johnson called after allowing Solak to drop the barbell to the deck. 

 The Vulcan turned, somewhat ashamed that someone had seen him in his present condition.  “Commodore?” was his 

response. 

 “I’ve approved of your request for a transfer to Operations.  Your change of assignment is now official.  You will function as 

Missions Officer.  There is something I wish to know, however.”  Johnson deliberately switched to Vulcan formality. 

 “Please specify, sir.”  He was somewhat surprised that Johnson, who seemed to understand Vulcan culture, would pry into 

his personal affairs.  Would he have to tell him about DuLac?  Johnson’s question instead put the Vulcan at ease. 

 “I was curious.  Why did you leave the Marine Corps?  It would seem to me that your expertise is in that area.  You did, after 

all, serve the Corps for 26 years.” 

 “Precisely, sir.  I seek a new intellectual challenge.”  Not to mention, perhaps a better chance at command?  Solak was more 

ambitious than most Vulcans. 

 Johnson nodded, then noticed the completely-overlooked figure working out near a corner of the gym.  The human woman 

was exceptionally beautiful, but in an almost severe way.  She was of average height at 1.75 meters, slim, and in obviously excellent 

physical condition despite her graying hair and scarred right hand. 

 Completely oblivious to Johnson and Solak, who had noticed Johnson’s curiosity and joined his gaze, the woman completed 

twenty-five left-handed repetitions with a forty-five kilogram barbell, then switched to her right hand.  That turned out to be a mistake.  

She screamed, dropping the barbell with a thunderous crash and managing to tear the sleeve of her workout suit. 

 Johnson could not help but stare in horror.  The woman’s now-exposed arm was grotesquely deformed!  How on earth could 

that blackened, twisted, virtually vestigial stick of an appendage hold any weight, much less almost fifty kilos??  That was when he 

noticed the greenish patches on her shoulder and around her biceps.  The Commodore immediately ran to her side, followed by Solak. 

 “Are you familiar with the term ‘gangrene,’ Lieutenant?” the Vulcan inquired. 

 “I am,” was Eklavdra D’estaigne’s terse, indignant response. 

 “Good!” interjected Johnson.  “Then you can go to sickbay for treatment – now, Mister D’estaigne!” 

 “That won’t be necessary, sir, nor is it permissible,” D’estaigne protested.  “You know me, so you must know that I have had 

several surgical implants, some of which are classified information.  I’d be violating Starfleet Intelligence regulations if I reveal these 

alterations to a non-SI doctor.” 

 “I’ve checked your file,” Johnson pressed.  “I already got permission to have you examined by the Arcturus’ medical staff 

and – if necessary – to have that arm amputated and bionically replaced, if necessary.” 

 D’estaigne clutched her almost-useless arm.  “Bionic?!?” she screamed.  “‘Fake’ or ‘inhuman’ is the operative word, sir!  I’d 

rather die!” 

 “That is illogical, Lieutenant,” Solak proclaimed.  “Obviously, you cannot perform your duties in your present condition.  If 

you do not receive treatment, you will likely be granted your emotional and ill-conceived wish.” 

 Johnson was not unsympathetic.  “D’estaigne...  Eklavdra,” he began softly.  “You can get a replacement that’s almost 

perfect.  No one expects you to wear an iron claw!” 

 “You don’t understand, sir,” D’estaigne answered equally softly.  Obviously, Johnson had struck an emotional nerve.  “I’ve 

worked hard all my life to get where I am...  Where I was.  I’ve had a few surgical changes, but nothing that would give me any unfair 

advantage.  If I get a cybernetic arm, it’ll be the arm doing the job, not me.” 

 “That, too, is illogical,” Solak declared.  “We Vulcans are stronger than humans, yet a trained human could conceivably 

defeat an untrained Vulcan antagonist.  Is it not the wielder, as opposed to the object, that performs the task?” he concluded 

philosophically. 

 D’estaigne considered both men’s words.  Finally, she came to a decision.  “All right, sir,” she capitulated.  “Let’s get this 

mutilation over with.  At least I’ll have a working arm.  Maybe then he’ll take me.” 

 The former intelligence officer was referring to Major Carey Copeland of the Starfleet Marine Corps.  D’estaigne had worked 

as a Klingon espionage expert when a traitor had caused her to fall into Klingon hands.  The Klingons had savagely tortured her, 

deliberately concentrating on her dominant arm.  She had had to accept a two-rank demotion and a transfer to the communications 

division to avoid a medical discharge.  After signing up for duty aboard the Arcturus, she had applied for a transfer to the Marines, but 

Copeland refused her wish, citing her damaged arm. 

 The memories of her tortue at the hands of the Klingons flooded D’estaigne’s mind, but what Johnson said next shocked her 

from her reverie. 



 “‘I can assure you he will,” the Commodore said.  “I know how much this transfer means to you.  I’ve gotten assurances from 

both Copeland and your superiors in SI that if you agree to let Doctor Morgaan and her staff help you, your transfer will be approved 

once you have healed.”  Johnson then looked at his new mission ops officer and said, “Mister Solak, accompany Commander 

D’estaigne to sickbay.”  He looked once again at the woman and added, “I’m sure you’ll agree that a Vulcan makes a good source of 

confidentiality?” 

 D’estaigne nodded gratefully.  She began to exit with the Vulcan when realization struck and she whirled back to look at 

Johnson.  “Wait a second, Commodore.  You called me ‘Commander’!?”  The Commodore nodded, smiling. 

 “You’re as quick as Captain Sharas bragged.  I convinced SI that demotion was no way to treat a hero.  With a little… ah… 

persuasion, I convinced them to restore your rank.” 

 Overwhelmed, D’estaigne turned back to the door and exited with Solak, silently vowing to repay Johnson’s kindness.  Yes, 

she cried to herself, she would double her efforts and prove that she was worthy of such a commanding officer. 

 Solak and D’estaigne arrived in sickbay a few minutes later.  Alpha Centauran Athena Arcadian was currently in charge.  

“Baael,” she implored, “if you try to leave, you’ll kill yourself!” 

 “You are wrong,” the Efrosian contradicted her.  “Obviously, when you raped my will, you performed your dubious witch-

doctor ‘skills’ inadequately.  An Efrosian must move, allow warmth to circulate, to heal.” 

 “I don’t have to take that crap, buster!” the feisty Centauran stormed.  “You don’t need a doctor, you need a shrink!!” 

 Even Baael knew that he had gone too far.  This would be difficult, but it was necessary. 

 “I... offer apologies, Lieutenant.  It is neither you nor your intelligence I abhor.  It is your... profession.  I have violated a 

tenet of my faith by allowing you to examine me.  The consequences shall be graver than you can possibly imagine.” 

 Arcadian’s anger left her, replaced by astonishment.  Efrosians NEVER disclosed information about their religion!  Baael 

liked and trusted her more than he was admitting!  ‘What kind of a sick cult could do this to people?’ she wondered. 

 “All right, I guess I’ll have to trust you on this.  Just take it easy!” 

 Baael nodded and prepared to exit when he noticed Solak and D’estaigne near the door.  They had heard everything!  Perhaps 

it was time to end this farce!  He contemplated the sheathed ice-dagger lying with his uniform next to his bed.  His regard for the 

doctor increased.  She had not even attempted to look at the mysterious science officer’s equally mysterious weapon.  His thoughts 

were interrupted by the Vulcan. 

 “Baael, I request assistance,” Solak invited as D’estaigne sat down. 

 Before Solak could explain any further, a weird ‘conversation’ reached the trio’s ears.  Baael noticed his assistant, the young 

Deltan Idrisu, sitting at a computer terminal across the room. 

 “Now... Tab ‘A’ to Wire ‘B’...,” he was muttering.  “Continue channeling to deck seven, Room 18...”  Now Ian Valtirr, who 

had just entered the room, became interested as well.  Room 18 was the quarters assigned to the bigot, John O’Brien!  He possessed 

enough computer skill to realize that Idrisu was sabotaging O’Brien’s room computer once again!  He tiptoed over and began reading 

the visuals over his fellow Deltan’s shoulder. 

 “Bypass communications at 4.56 minute intervals... engage silly voice mode...”  Idrisu finally deigned to look up at Valtirr, 

not having been the least bit surprised.  “Yes?” he inquired innocently. 

 Valtirr’s only reaction was to place his hand on Idrisu’s forehead, an odd smile on his face.  In turn, Idrisu casually proffered 

his forearm, expecting... sure enough, the psychiatrist felt for the young science officer’s pulse.  Valtirr sighed. 

 “Too bad,” he tsked.  “Too bad.”  He patted Idrisu’s shoulder compassionately.  “Just take it easy.  The nice men in the clean 

white coats will be coming for you in a minute.” 

 Idrisu dove under the table, grabbing the keyboard he had been using in one swift motion.  “They’ll never take me alive, do 

you hear?!?  NEVER!” he shrieked defiantly, not once missing a beat on the keyboard. 

 “Now, now, come out of there!” a strangely calm Valtirr called.  “Make it easy on yourself!” 

 “Never, never, never!”  rejoined Idrisu, still never missing a beat. 

 Solak reached for a hypospray.  “I shall sedate him,” the Vulcan declared.  “Such an obviously deranged individual must be 

incapacitated for his own and this vessel’s safety.” 

 “No!” asserted Baael.  “They are engaging in... amicable frivolity!” 

 Solak replaced the hypo.  “Illogical.  Completely and unassailably illogical.” 

 “I would tend to agree,” proclaimed the vexed Efrosian, shaking his head. 

 “So do we!” called both Deltans simultaneously, Valtirr helping a grinning Idrisu to his feet. 

 “Can you assist me in pheromone control training?” Idrisu requested of Valtirr, noting the doctor’s headdress denoting full 

proficiency with his psionic disciplines.  “The pheromone-suppressing drugs I’m required to take are getting inconvenient.” 

 “It is hard work,” Valtirr warned.  “But if you’re serious, meet me in my quarters right after beta shift.”  Idrisu agreed, and 

both Deltans left sickbay. 



 In the meantime, Eklavdra D’estaigne – forgotten in the confusion – stood and beckoned to Dr. Arcadian.  Arcadian wqas 

startled by the gruesomeness of D’estaigne’s injury, and she was unable to hide her reaction.  Both Solak and Baael noted the young 

doctor’s reaction, though D’estaigne seemed not to take offense.  Baael, having not seen the former Starfleet Intelligence Officer’s 

injury before, had a startling reaction.  The Efrosian could maintain his veneer of aloofness no longer! 

 ‘It is forbidden, but, S’skotomz, I am no Vulcan!!’ Baael thought to himself as he bounded to D’estaigne’s side and placed 

his hand on her forearm, moved to a never-before-permitted sympathy. 

 Arcadian was shocked, but tried to hide it.  “Uh... I’ll see about regen.  We might be able to...” 

 Baael shook his head sadly.  “It is too late.  This injury is two years and three months old and there is no life remaining in the 

limb.”  He withdrew his hand.  Now it was D’estaigne’s turn to be shocked.  Not only had Baael diagnosed what she already knew 

with a mere touch, but he had calculated almost the exact date of the occurrence of her injury! 

 “He’s right,” she admitted, staring at this odd man.  “Regeneration will be useless.  I’ll need a replacement.” 

 “You’re lucky,” Arcadian remarked, also amazed at Baael’s behavior and his incredible latent medical talent.  “I’ve got a 

cybernetics expert aboard.”  She activated the intercom.  “Doctor Isaiah Tammuz, please report to sickbay at once.” 

 Alarmed, Baael literally grabbed Solak and dragged him out into the corridor!  As surprised as he was, Solak was aware 

enough to realize that none of Baael’s emotions were flooding into him as DuLac’s had earlier.  Curious, he casually attempted to 

reach into the Efrosian’s mind, vowing only to examine surface thoughts.  Nothing!  Baael possessed psi-shields, formidable ones at 

that! 

 “Explain,” requested Solak, gently disengaging himself from Baael’s grip.  The Efrosian motioned for Solak to follow and 

the two men walked to Solak’s quarters.  Solak bade Baael wait as he donned thermal gear and lowered the room’s temperature to zero 

degrees Celsius. 

 “Isaiah is a telekinetic.  My presence prematurely activated his abilities, nearly causing a catastrophe.  He must be allowed 

time to be trained before I can be in his presence again.  Now, about your request for help?”  To Solak’s amazement, Baael readjusted 

the thermostat, compromising at twenty degrees Celsius. 

 ‘Interesting,’ thought Solak.  ‘He called Mister Tammuz ‘Isaiah,’ not Ensign.  His reticence does not apply to his own 

species.’  Solak then composed himself as Baael had earlier. 

 “The Arcturus will reach Avalon shortly.  Once we have arrived, I intend to teach Galen DuLac’s brother, a ‘holy’ priest, a 

desperately-needed lesson.  I shall visit in the guise of the Christian entity that represents evil known as ‘Satan.’  Are you familiar with 

the entity?” 

 “I am,” Baael responded, always enjoying Solak’s company, though loathe to admit it.  “You will, however, encounter a 

problem.  Traditional depictions of Satan show the entity in possession of horns and cloven hooves.” 

 “I did not realize this,” Solak remarked, considering his plan may not be successful in accomplishing its goal.  “Is there a 

possible solution?” 

 Baael considered for a moment before suggesting, “Perhaps chemical intervention?  My staff includes an expert chemist, a 

Kaferian known colloquially as Khazakh.  However, I still do not understand how I may be of help educating an Avalonian.” 

 “Does Satan not travel with an assistant...?  Baaelzebub?” 

 For the first time in recorded Arcturus memory, Baael V’ahhst-Ohrrne’Dagon smiled, and only Solak was present to witness 

the occurrence.  It was an evil smile; the smile of Beelzebub himself.  He threw back his head and laughed.  Solak waited for Baael to 

collect himself. 

 “Satan must also be capable of demonstrating power,” Baael pointed out once his laughter had subsided.  “If my memory of 

Terran myth is correct, he is reputed to have the capability to control the Earth, for example.” 

 “That is generally correct,” Solak agreed. 

 “Would mobile Earth be sufficient?” Baael asked. 

 “What do you have in mind?” Solak asked, genuinely curious. 

 “The science department has recently added a new crew member…  A Horta.” 

 “Logical,” Solak said with a nod.  “Eminently logical.  Would you be willing to approach our new Horta shipmate and obtain 

his cooperation with our endeavor?  Please be prepared to depart the ship within fifteen minutes of arrival at Avalon.” 

 The Efrosian science officer nodded and left Solak’s quarters.  As Baael left, Solak activated his intercom.  “This is Solak.  I 

request to speak with Chemist ‘Khazakh.’” 

 “Khazakh herrre, szzzirr,” an insect-like voice soon buzzed in reply. 

 “Please report to my quarters at your convenience.  I request your expertise.” 

 “Yeszzz, szzzirr.  Rright away, szzzirr.” 

 Solak deactivated the intercom, feeling uncharacteristically uncomfortable with Khazakh’s irritating voice and gratified that 

Baael had been pleased with his plan and had been so cooperative to participate in it.  He reminded himself that Vulcans suppressed, 

not expunged, emotion.  The existence, if not the expression, of emotion was logical. 



 Ten minutes later, Solak’s door chime sounded. 

 “Enter,” Solak called out as he listened to the report that the Arcturus was only minutes from arrival in orbit over Avalon. 

 A silvery-black, thin, vaguely honeybee-like biped walked into the room, wearing a laboratory coat laden with pockets, each 

stuffed with chemical powders and vials. 

 “How may I szzzerrrve you, szzzirr?” the insectoid offered. 

 “I require a formula that will facilitate temporary bodily transformation.” 

 Khazakh was not pleased.  He stared at Solak with his large unblinking compound eyes for a moment, half-expecting the 

Vulcan to add that he was merely joking.  When no such confession was evident, Khazakh retrieved several vials out of his many 

pockets and began mixing them together in careful ratios.  After several moments, he handed the resulting compound to Solak. 

 “I’ve worrked on thiszzz forr a time.  I call it ‘Prroteum Metamorrphaszzze.’  But I’ve had no time to properly teszzzt it!  

Thiszzz could be diszzzaszzztrrrouszzz...” 

 The Vulcan opened the vial.  “Normally to consume an experimental formula without testing it properly first would be 

illogical.  However, time is of the essence.  “Is there a method of operation, Khazakh?” 

 “Think of yourr body aszzz molding clay, szzzirr,” the Kaferian explained.  “If it worrkszzz, it will respond to yourr mental 

command...onczzze!” 

 Solak concentrated for a moment, trying to imagine how he would appear in the traditional guise of Satan.  He then drank the 

liquid, noticing an odd tingling sensation coursing throughout his entire body, but there was no transformation.  Concentrating harder, 

he pictured cloven hooves... Satan’s trademark... horns...  The tingling seemed to localize at his feet and forehead now.  He opened his 

eyes and looked in the nearby mirror mounted near the door.  Sure enough, the Vulcan’s feet slipped right out of his uniform boots as 

they had transformed into Pan-like hooves, while his head was now adorned with truly diabolical horns! 

 “I proffer gratitude, Khazakh,” Solak stated. 

 “I am pleaszzzed to have szzzerrved, szzzirr,” Khazakh replied.  He exited, hoping that Solak would suffer no side-effects!  

Another five minutes passed when the door chimed again. 

 “Enter, Baael.” 

 The punctual Efrosian was not surprised that his associate would know who was at his door.  He entered, finding the room 

temperature almost bearable at fifteen degrees Celsius.  He glanced at the Vulcan’s feet and forehead, nodding his approval. 

 

* * * 

 

 Solak had spoken almost passionately to Commodore Johnson on the journey to Avalon. 

 “I request that you allow DuLac to visit his family,” the Vulcan has said.  “Doctor Valtirr and I both believe that this is 

required for his complete recovery and his eventual maturation process.” 

 Johnson had wondered why the seventy-year-old Solak had taken such an interest in the human youth, barely out of his teens, 

but impressed by the Vulcan’s loyalty, he had granted his permission, authorizing limited shore leave.  It would be an excellent day 

for such liberty, as the Arcturus had been informed of their arrival would coincide with the day of the bi-annual Avalonian Games, 

when tourists could watch incredible demonstrations of medieval games, arts and crafts, and sample tantalizing Avalonian cuisine in 

truly royal style.  Even non-Avalonians were welcome to participate if they could demonstrate sufficient skill! 

 

* * * 

 

 It was 1100 hours.  Solak, Baael and the Horta Navahrish beamed down near Father Arthur DuLac’s church.  Navahrish 

partially buried himself in the ground, appearing like one of the many rocks in the ground surrounding the churchyard and assumed a 

stationary position while Solak and Baael walked toward the church entrance.  Prior to transporting down, Solak had employed the 

starship’s sensors to determine that Arthur DuLac was indeed in his church and preparing to leave the building to attend the Games.  

The group’s patience was quickly rewarded as mere moments later, Father Arthur DuLac exited the church, a large bible in his hands. 

 “Well, done, my son,” Solak intoned.  “Your task is almost complete.  You shall come to me soon.” 

 Father DuLac whirled, peering at the two strangers.  “Whom art thou, Sirrah?” 

 “You know me well, Arthur DuLac,” Solak intoned. “ I am Satan, Master of the Nine Hells.” 

 “Thou art mad!”  But DuLac’s scorn turned quickly to terror as Solak stepped closer and DuLac noted his religions robes 

covering pointed ears, horns, and cloven hooves.  “What manner of evil be thee?  …Be this?!?”  He grew more frightened as he gazed 

upon the truly demonic countenance of ‘Baaelzebub.’ 

 “So, you acknowledge me, as well as my Viceroy!” 

 DuLac dropped to his knees and raised his eyes skyward as he pleaded, “Oh, Holy Father, protect Thy servant from this 

nightmare!” 



 “It is too late to call upon mine ancient enemy.  Already have you have damned yourself by using an innocent to cause harm 

on your behalf!” 

 “I have ne’er done such!” DuLac insisted. 

 Solak forced himself to smile, though only slightly.  “Excellent!  Uttering falsehoods accelerates the damnation process!  

Perhaps I shall claim you for my domain sooner than I had anticipated.” 

 “Thou art indeed as false as the Evil One,” DuLac charged, his fear momentarily turning to anger.  “Ne’er have I uttered a lie, 

nor have I caused another harm!” 

 “‘Destroy the evil vessel, Galen!’” Solak quoted the subliminal message from the tape received by Ensign DuLac.  “‘Thy 

soul is forfeit...  Destroy...  Destroy...  DESTROY!’” 

 Father DuLac’s eyes widened.  He was in the presence of something too terrible for his mind to comprehend.  His carefully-

planned, subliminal attack upon his brother was known to this creature!! 

 “Father, I beseech Thee, aid me now!!” 

 “You have but one way to avoid me, Arthur DuLac,” Solak remarked.  “I have no need for yet another hypocritical priest 

cluttering up my realm, so I shall offer you something I have never offered another damned soul…  A second chance.  Another sky-

chariot arrives even as we speak.  Should any of its crew arrive here, show them the courtesy you did not show to your own brother 

and redemption may be possible.  Disobey and I shall come for you... today!!” 

 “By my troth, Infernal Lord, I will heed thy words!” 

 “He lies, my Lord!” Baael spoke at last. 

 “Indeed, Beelzebub,” scoffed Solak.  “I have no reason to believe him either.  Prepare the Ninth circle.  I wish a suitable 

welcoming for this one.” 

 “So mote it be!  Perhaps a final lesson, Great One?”  Baael glanced meaningfully at the still-stationary Navahrish. 

 “A final lesson indeed, my friend.  Let the earth raise the doomed one.  It shall likely be the last time he shall reach toward 

the heavens!” 

 With that, Navahrish tunneled underground, finally rising right underneath Father DuLac.  He simply stood on his haunches, 

effectively ‘levitating’ the priest.  Arthur DuLac’s reaction was devastating.  His face turned ghostly-white and he trembled violently.  

At Solak’s command, Navahrish sank down once again, sending DuLac sprawling. 

 “I shall enjoy tormenting one such as you, Arthur DuLac, Son of Tristan.  But now I grow bored.  Obey my commands or 

face eternity in anguish!  Now GO!!” 

 DuLac tried to rise, but his body refused to obey him.  The cleric had never known such terror! 

 “Go, I say, or...”  The Vulcan waved his arm.  Navahrish rocked slowly back and forth.  Finally, DuLac managed to stand.  

“You will also attend the Games in… less soiled attire!!” Solak instructed, glancing at an area on the front of DuLac’s trousers.  Baael 

laughed evilly, his sky-blue eyes flashing.  DuLac bolted from the area as fast as his legs would carry him. 

 “A most satisfactory performance, gentlemen,” Solak proclaimed gratefully once Father DuLac was out of sight.  Baael 

nodded, while Navahrish quivered in a sign of affirmation.  Solak pulled out his communicator.  “Three to beam up.”  Seconds later, 

the trio dematerialized.  Several minutes later, Solak returned to his quarters, intending to change into off-duty workout clothes.  

Removing the robe he had worn as part of his disguise, he attempted to will his feet to return to their normal shape and the horns to 

disappear.  Nothing happened!! 

 “Solak to science lab one,” the Vulcan said as he activated the intercom a moment later.  “I require Khazakh in my quarters at 

once!” 

 The Kaferian arrived in less than five minutes.  “What iszzz it, szzzirr?” 

 “Your formula has not worn off.  I expected the effects would end by now.” 

 “Oh, no!” Khazakh cried.  “I waszzz afrraid of thiszzz!!”  He quickly mixed several chemicals together and bade Solak drink 

the mixture.  After several minutes it became obvious the new formula had failed.  He tried another.  Still no good.  Then yet another.  

Even Solak was becoming concerned. 

 “You are aware that I cannot perform my assigned duties optimally in this condition?” he remarked. 

 “Yeszzz, szzzirr.  Of courrszzze, szzzirr.  I...  Wait!  Perrhapszzz if you trry the exzzzact opposzzzite of the original 

formula?”  Khazakh mixed one last vial of potion and offered it to Solak.  The Vulcan consumed it. 

 PAIN!  His body had burst into flames...!!  Or so it felt!  Even his marvelous Vulcan pain control techniques failed to prevent 

him from uttering a cry.  Then, as quickly as it had started, the pain ceased.  He looked down.  His feet had returned to normal.  

Feeling his forehead he confirmed his head had as well. 

 “I offer my thanks, Khazakh.  Please accept these as a token.”  Solak stepped over to a cabinet near his bunk and extracted a 

set of exquisite crystal vials, which he handed to a gratified Khazakh.  The chemist left, quite pleased with the day’s work. 

 

* * * 



 

 Baael was heading for the comforting chill of his quarters when he noticed a dark-haired man walking... more like 

staggering... out of a nearby stateroom.  He recognized security specialist Tristan Phobos, roommate of the heroic records officer, 

N’aghari.  Known for his penchant for superstition, Phobos had acquired quite a reputation as a ship eccentric, to say the least!  Baael 

also noticed that Phobos’ uniform – usually spotless – was in tatters.  The man himself sported terrible cuts and bruises, his right eye 

swollen almost shut. 

 Baael uncharacteristically ran to meet him.  “Phobos, explain?!” the Efrosian demanded as he reached out to aid the man.  

The Efrosian’s hand touched the Terran’s….  And all hell broke loose. 

 

* * * 

 

 Half an hour later, Solak and DuLac met and beamed down to a location outside the Great Arena of Sherwood, Avalon.  

DuLac was to participate in the Swordsmen’s Duel while Solak had chosen to join the Gladiator Games, a bare-handed event. 

 “Much great fortune, my former teacher,” DuLac bade Solak. 

 “Former?” Solak responded.  “You have not yet completed your instruction by or of myself.” 

 “Surely thou couldst not wish to ever speak with me again after all the evil I have done!” 

 Solak glared briefly at the still-disconsolate youth.  “Your illogical emotion against yourself is no longer permissible, 

especially as my Clan-Brother.” 

 “Thou hast been kind, but...”  Then Solak’s words hit home.  “Thou meanest such?  Thou wisheth...” 

 “I am to receive official response within three point two seven days.” 

 DuLac was overwhelmed.  “I... I... be honored, O’Solak.  If my efforts be fruitful this day, I shall dedicate my victory to thee 

– Brother!” 

 Solak nodded.  The two combatants separated to enter their prospective contest areas.  A salutation was offered, followed by 

an invocation.  To Solak’s amusement, the invocation was offered by none other than a freshly-dressed Father Arthur DuLac! 

 The Swordsmen’s Duel competition occurred first.  Solak watched from the sidelines as DuLac demonstrated his skill.  The 

young Ensign amazed everyone watching, even Solak (and himself!) by handily defeating his opponents. 

 Solak’s victory was harder.  Powerful as he was, Solak’s modern combat skills actually proved to be a detriment on this 

comparatively primitive world!  Still, his sheer strength eventually allowed the Vulcan to best his opponent.  This was no surprise to 

his hero-worshipping new Clan Brother! 

 Solak’s Avalonian opponent approached the Vulcan as their competition ended.  “Ne’er hath I seen the like, O’Scion-Of-The-

Heavens!” the man graciously congratulated him. 

 “You are a worthy warrior as well,” Solak responded, offering the Vulcan salute.  “Live long and prosper.” 

 Solak then joined the other competition winners before the arena stands, there to receive their prizes and the blessings of the 

village.  Father Arthur DuLac stepped over to offer his blessing to all the victors, pausing before Solak’s platform to congratulate the 

Vulcan.  His eyes widened and his face became pale as he looked up at the Arcturus officer.  “Impossible...,” he murmured. 

 “Is assistance required, Father?” Solak offered innocently. 

 “Nay, nay  ...Thine appearance...  Pay no heed!  I...  I congratulate thee...” 

 He then turned to the final victor’s platform.  “And to the Swordsman...”  Father DuLac paused briefly as he recognized his 

brother.  “Oh, Holy Father!  My brother...!”  He leaned close to Galen and remarked, “We have much to discuss!” 

 DuLac simply nodded, unsure how to react as his thoughts became a jumble of fraternal love, stark rage and extreme 

curiosity.  He also did not wish to spoil the sanctity of this ceremony.  But well after the afternoon’s games had finished, DuLac 

excused himself and headed into the village. 

 

* * * 

 

 A little more than an hour later, Solak and DuLac met, prepared to return to the Arcturus. 

 “I looked for you following the award ceremony, Galen,” Solak remarked as he pulled his communicator out from under his 

workout shirt. 

 “Mine brother, Arthur, requested my presence to partake in conversation,” DuLac replied. 

 “Indeed?” Solak remarked.  “And what did your brother wish to discuss?” 

 “Mine brother begged my forgiveness – but not before offering an odd tale,” DuLac reported. 

 “Specify,” Solak requested. 

 “He spoke of a visitation of Infernal Master Satan and another demon.” 

 “Indeed?  Perhaps your brother is deluded?” 



 “Perhaps.  Still, he spake of…”  DuLac paused, peering closer at Solak.  “…Of thine own resemblance to...”  A thought 

suddenly occurred to the youth.  “Thou didst do something!!” 

 “I?!?” Solak remarked, feigning a Vulcan expression of shock. 

 “Thee!”  DuLac was both astonished and pleased; astonished that Solak could behave as he apparently had from his brother’s 

description, yet pleased and flattered that Solak had done it – for him.  “Thou art indeed a strange being!  What didst thou do?” 

 “Young Galen,” the Vulcan said.  “There is some knowledge best left for the older and the wiser.”  With that, Solak pulled 

out his communicator and the two ‘brothers’ returned to their ship.  As they materialized on the transport platform, both were startled 

to see not one of the transporter technicians behind the console, but science officer Baael V’ahhst o’hrrne Dagon waiting for them. 

 “This is irregular, though not unpleasant,” Solak said a moment before DuLac noticed the body of the transporter technician 

laying on the deck beyond Baael.  DuLac gazed into the Efrosian’s abnormal, bright white eyes and demonic-looking face. 

 “Tell me thou didst not commit this evil!” he stammered. 

 “There is much to accomplish!” Baael proclaimed, reaching out to touch both DuLac and Solak.  Solak reached for a 

tranquilizer-hypo he was carrying, but reacted too late.  The Efrosian’s bare hand connected with both the Avalonian and the Vulcan’s 

faces.  Solak screamed. 

 “There is no logic in this...!  I reject...!  I...AM..A...VULCAN...!”  DuLac merely walked away, unimpeded by either Baael or 

Solak. 

 

To Be Continued… 


