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5.1 And Miles to go Before I Sleep


SCENE 4H-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHUTTLEBAY – CONTROL ROOM

(A comm channel opens.)

YUBARI: Fighter craft Patroclus, please respond!

VESANT: Summit LSO, this is Chief Vesant for the fighter squadron. We took as much speed off the Patroclus as we could. Any more and it might tear apart.

YUBARI: You’ve done all you can. Get out of there!

VESANT: Ma’am.

(She reopnes the comm)

YUBARI: Fighter craft Patroclus, this is Summit LSO, calling final approach. You are too hot repeat too hot deploy emergency brakes. (No response) Fighter craft Patroclus, acknowledge! (No response) Lorhrok, if you can hear me in there, you need to dump more velocity before your wheels touch the deck. You’re gonna blow up. (No response) LORHROK!

DOVAN: Shuttlebay, this is bridge. Patroclus has entered the landing groove. What’s the call?

YUBARI: God help them. (She presses a button) Bridge, shuttlebay. (deep breath) Prepare for crash landing.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Got it. (Pause) Get out of there. Bridge out.

(A klaxon goes off.)

DOVAN: All hands, this is not a drill. Prepare for crash landing in Fighter Bay. Evacuate Deck Twenty-Two and brace for impact.

(Evacuation klaxons go off.)

NEEVA: Lieutenant, it’s Neeva, right below you. Are you evacuating?

SHARP: (in background) Trauma Team One, get out of here! Regroup in sickbay!

YUBARI: (working at her console) Lorhrok and Rol are on that ship. It’s a hundred to one that the automatics catch them. If we leave, they’re dead.

NEEVA: I think we both know there’s nobody at the controls of that ship. They might already be dead.

YUBARI: I can go manual. Guide them in with the tractor beam.

NEEVA: If you miss, you’re space dust along with the rest of the deck.

YUBARI: I don’t see you going anywhere.

NEEVA: Of course not. When you land them, someone’s going to have to put out the fire so we can get inside.

SHARP: We don’t need to get inside; just get them out before they both die of plasma inhalation.

NEEVA: I have transporters ready to cycle. Just keep your protective gear on in case it doesn’t work.

SHARP: If Yubari doesn’t get this right, it’ll take a lot more than a two-millimeter encounter suit to stop me being shredded into a fine mist.

YUBARI: Thanks for the vote of confidence. (an alert sounds) Here they come! (Louder alerts go off!) Get behind something!

(She presses some buttons and engages the tractor beam.)

(The ship passes through the shuttlebay forcefield and slams into the deck.)

YUBARI: Ahhh! (as she is thrown to the ground by the impact)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHUTTLEBAY – LANDING DECK

(Boxes fall, lights spark, the red alert klaxon fails as the power goes out, etc. We hear a tremendous cruncing of metal and explodery. Nets spring out to slow the crash; a forcefield pops into place, though Patroclus slides through it easily. When it all settles, we can hear Patroclus on the fighter deck, burning worse than ever, the deck creaking around it with sparks exploding everywhere... but, somehow, the ship is intact. Distant alarms are going off.)

NEEVA: (coughing) Yubari... (coughing) you got them down... (coughing) in one piece!

SHARP: (coughing) Beam them (coughing) directly to sickbay!

(Neeva, standing up, regains control of her console, but her attempts to engage transport cycle are frustrated by alarms and access-denieds.)

NEEVA: Pattern lock. One lifesign. Energizing.

SHARP: Only one?

NEEVA: Same problem we had on the bridge: (coughing) hyperonic radiation leaking from both nacelles. (coughing) I still can’t scan the forward compartment.

SHARP: Crack it open; I’ll pull the other one out myself.

NEEVA: I’m coming with.

SHARP: No, you’re not.

NEEVA: Melissa –

SHARP: Neeva, if that’s your boyfriend in there, and he’s dead –

NEEVA: And if he isn’t dead you’ll need all the help you can get!

(Neeva has already walked over to the shuttle.)

NEEVA: I’m blowing the hatch! Clear!

(She presses a button and the Patroclus shuttle door to explodes clear off the shuttle.)

LOCATION: FIGHTER PATROCLUS – REAR COMPARTMENT

(The whole interior is pretty much aflame, but Neeva and Sharp make their way inside anyway, coughing. Sharp flips open a tricorder, while Neeva blows a fire extinguisher at the fire.)

SHARP: Phaser cupola clear!

NEEVA: Storage area (cough) clear! He’s got to be in the cockpit.

SHARP: The door override’s burnt to a crisp! Help me pry it open!

(Neeva runs over and helps pry the door open.)

(Sharp gasps in horror.)

NEEVA: ghuy'cha'. Is he...?

(Sharp scans with her tricorder.)

SHARP: Fourth-degree burns over 86% of the body. Lungs saturated with plasma. Liquified.

NEEVA: Who... (cough cough)?

SHARP: He’s human. It’s Rol. (pause) Correction. (she steps back into the main compartment and speaks into her tricorder, falling back on her training) Tricorder, log the following: patient triaged at 1440 hours. Autonomic functions have ceased, resuscitation impractical and patient has sustained injuries not compatible with life. (pause) At 1441 hours, Ensign Alex Bevoney Rol is pronounced dead on arrival.

SCENE 4H-98

OPENING CREDITS

J’NAYA: ...Jacqueline Lucca as Chief Engineer Kestra J’Naya...

SCENE 4H-02

LOCATION: CORRIDOR2

(Dovan is walking quickly down the corridor when J’naya pops out of a turbolift and jogs up to him.)

J’NAYA : Captain?

(She hands him a padd.)

DOVAN: Commander. Thank you. (he starts to click through the padd.) What am I reading? Forensic report?

J’NAYA: Preliminary sensor readout, sir. Full forensics of the Patroclus will take a few hours; Renegade Squadron is still doing its sweep.

DOVAN: Right, the fighter pilots. Who’s their X.O., after Rol? I’ve only met her once.

J’NAYA : C.W.O. Zatreya Vesant. Why? Is everyone okay?

DOVAN: No. Not this time.

J’NAYA: Sir?

DOVAN: What’s in the report?

(pause)

J’NAYA: Well, there’s about thirteen pages of details my team compiled for the official record, sir, but the bottom line is, they were attacked. The primary damage to the Patroclus is from weapons fire, not from the crash. The black box is missing, most likely scooped up by attackers.

DOVAN: So we don’t have anything except the transmission they sent when they dropped out of warp?

J’NAYA: And all that contained was Ensign Rol’s landing clearance code. Forensics hasn’t found anything else hidden in the data packet.

DOVAN: (sigh) Where were they coming from?

J’NAYA: Ion path shows them following a direct course to us from the Iconian ruin they were exploring. Based on their ETA/ATA differential, we estimate the attack was two light-years out.

DOVAN: Good work, Commander. Have Helm lay in a reverse course along their route and engage at warp three, with level-one long-range sensor sweeps until we find the targets.

J’NAYA: Targets, sir?

DOVAN: Someone did this. (pause) Dismissed.

(Dovan enters Sickbay.)

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Dovan approaches the surgical biobed in the back of sickbay.)

(Neeva stands as the captain approaches.)

NEEVA: Captain.

DOVAN: Commander. How’s my first officer?

NEEVA: His mind is intact, just a concussion, but the rest of his body, the burns... It’s going to take some time.

SHARP: Alcar, [my patient needs rest.]

DOVAN: I know, Melissa. And you know I have to ask anyway. Is it safe to wake him? It’s your decision. I trust you.

(Pause.)

SHARP: I’ll give you enough for five minutes. No more.

(Sharp keys a hypospray and injects it into Lorhrok.)

DOVAN: Thank you.

SHARP: Five minutes.

(Sharp leaves, and Neeva starts to follow.)

DOVAN: Please stay, Neeva.

NEEVA: Thanks.

DOVAN: Don’t thank me.

NEEVA: Too late.

DOVAN: I just didn’t want to do this alone.

(Lorhrok groans.)

DOVAN: You’re okay, Lieutenant. Try not to move.

NEEVA: You’re in Sickbay. It’s safe.

LORHROK: Captain? Neeva. What happened?

DOVAN: You tell me. All we know is your ship dropped out of warp covered in disruptor scorching. What’s the last thing you remember?

LORHROK: I’m... not entirely sure. (pause) We found something, at the dig site. I remember that. An Iconian artifact, in some kind of... underground temple, we thought.

DOVAN: Anything that would help Starfleet Command figure out the Mapstone?

LORHROK: That’s just it: we weren’t sure. The translator wasn’t working, for some reason. So we loaded it and headed home.

DOVAN: But you didn’t make it.

LORHROK: No, we were... attacked, I think. I must have hit my head in the second or third volley, blacked out; I only remember a couple of snatches.

DOVAN: Who attacked? Did you see?

LORHROK: No, just their torpedoes. They were...

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: I didn’t see them. I... heard them. I can’t place it, but I’ve heard that sound before. Like... like something out of a nightmare.

DOVAN: Was it the bluegills? Did they somehow find out we have the Mapstone?

LORHROK: I’m sorry, that’s all I remember. You’ll have to ask Bev for more.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Um.

LORHROK: What’s wrong? Bev’s okay, right?

NEEVA: Alecz...

DOVAN: You were in bad shape when we found you. Plasma burns, inhalation... you were lucky to get here alive. (swallow) Bev... didn’t.

LORHROK: You mean...

DOVAN: He’s dead.

LORHROK: But... [we're having lunch tomorrow.]

(Silence)

LORHROK: It’s my fault, isn’t it?

NEEVA: No!

LORHROK: But I could have [given him first aid if I hadn’t hit my head.]

DOVAN: No. Don’t do that to yourself. It wasn’t your fault.

LORHROK: How can you say that? You don’t know anything about what happened.

DOVAN: Alecz... (pause) I fought in the War. I know exactly what happened. I saw it happen at Chin’toka; I did it at Betazed. Don’t. Somewhere out there are the people who actually killed Ensign Rol. I want to find them, and I need your help. I need my Number One.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: I want to see him, Neeva.

NEEVA: It’s... it’s bad, Alecz. His body was in the heart of the fire.

LORHROK: I want to see him, Neeva.

NEEVA: Okay. I’ll make arrangements.

(She stands and leaves.)

LORHROK: (swallowing hard) And then... I think I should get some more rest, Captain.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Melissa agrees. Do you want anything from your quarters?

LORHROK: No, thank you.

DOVAN: Alecz, I... (sigh) Never mind.

(He leaves.)

LORHROK: Computer, read back my calendar appointments for tomorrow.

COMPUTER: Oh-nine-hundred hours, Change Management meeting, main engineering. Ten-ten, security roundtable, armory. Twelve-hundred hours, lunch with Bev, Delta Lounge. Thirt[een-hundred-hours, fake meeting because I got interrupted.]

LORHROK: Hold. Delete last appointment.

COMPUTER: “Lunch with Bev” is a recurring appointment. Delete just this occurrence, or the entire series?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Computer, cancel request. (sniffle)

SCENE 4H-03

LOCATION: MARINE COUNTRY – FORMATION AREA

SYLVESTE: I don’t know; what do you think, Chief? Should we just cancel flight drills for the day?

VESANT: If we do that, there’ll be hell to pay when he gets back.

SYLVESTE: Renegade Squadron is in top form and he knows it, Zat. We can miss a day. Not like anyone else on the ship pays attention to us. I have bridge duty in an hour anyway.

VESANT: You know what he’ll say, Jon.

SYLVESTE: Something something “three weeks from complete breakdown.”

VESANT: Oh, I was thinking of his other chestnut: “How can we ever do the good work around here if my first sergeant grounds us every time I skin my knee?” He won’t want us worrying about him.

SYLVESTE: You’re gonna make us fly, aren’t you?

VESANT: You bet your brass [buttons.]

(The door opens and The Major and Yubari walk in briskly.)

THE MAJOR: Attention on deck!

VESANT: Quick! The Major!

SYLVESTE: What’s he doing here? Renegade Squadron! Fall in on Chief Warrant Officer Vesant!

(All conversation ceases instantly as everyone comes running and stands to attention.)

YUBARI: Thank you, everyone.

SYLVESTE: (quietly) And he brought Yubari?

(Pause.)

VESANT: (quietly) Oh, God, no.

SYLVESTE: (quietly) What? Did you know they were— Bev. No.

YUBARI: I’ve asked Major Willis to join me, as he will be temporarily assuming command of this unit.

VESANT: (quietly) Jon?

SYLVESTE: (quietly) Yeah?

VESANT: It’s up to us now.

SCENE 4H-04

LOCATION: BRIEFING ROOM

DOVAN: A member of this senior staff is in sickbay. Another is in the morgue. What in the Nine Hells happened out there? (pause) I’m waiting!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Well... let’s start with what we know. Two days ago, First Officer Lorhrok departed the Excelsior to pick up Ensign Rol from the mining camp on Vergaon, where Rol was investigating rumors of Iconian artifacts.

J’NAYA: Artifacts Starfleet needs because they can’t make heads or tails of the Mapstone.

NEEVA: Right. For security, they were under radio silence, so we don’t know what they found – or whether it survived the attack.

J’NAYA: Ah. It did. We retrieved something from the wreckage ten minutes ago. It must be what Mister Lorhrok told you about. Ensign Rol hid it in a concealed, shielded storage area even we didn’t know about – it’s not on the Patroclus’s blueprints.

DOVAN: So now we can make a pretty good guess at why they were attacked. Somebody wanted that artifact. Who?

SHARP: The Vergaon?

YUBARI: I doubt it. They’re very friendly – and they have to be, with their technology. A single Federation fighter could take on their best warship and win.

NEEVA: So, who? The bluegills? The Borg? Somehow, could one of them have found out we have the Mapstone?

SHARP: If they did, we may as well pack it in now, because they won’t stop until they’ve killed us all.

YUBARI: Or worse.

J’NAYA: The weapons signature on the Patroclus isn’t consistent with any known disruptor. And there’s no magnetic resonance footprint, so you can rule the Borg right out.

SHARP: Whoever went after him, Bev got the artifact home to us, and paid the ultimate price. If it does turn out to help us understand the Mapstone...

YUBARI: If that’s true... then Bev Rol died saving the galaxy.

DOVAN: So it’s alright he died?

YUBARI: No, sir.

DOVAN: We need a lot more answers. We’ll be arriving at the attack coordinates in a few minutes. I want all hands at battlestations and another level-one sensor sweep ready to go when we drop out of warp. Will Lieutenant Lorhrok be reporting for duty?

SHARP: Not unless you want him hemmoraging all over your cushions.

DOVAN: Then, Commander Neeva, you’re first officer until further notice. See to it.

NEEVA: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Dismissed.

(He rises, most follow him out.)

J’NAYA: Neeva?

NEEVA: Kestra.

J’NAYA: How you doing?

NEEVA: I’m... Well, how does it look like I’m doing?

J’NAYA: Like you’re giving a two-ton Rectyne monopod a piggyback ride.

NEEVA: That bad, huh? Heh. Guess I’m not sure how I feel yet.

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: I remember when I was about fourteen, my aunt Aislyn – she taught me how to knit – was in a moon shuttle accident with my uncle Seamus. He didn’t make it. We weren’t close, but everyone started to think we were because I sobbed for the whole wake.

NEEVA: You’d just missed your chance to be friends with your uncle. It tore you up.

J’NAYA: Ha, no. I wasn’t even a tiny bit sad about Uncle Seamus. I was ecstatic.

NEEVA: What?

J’NAYA: Every time I looked at his body in the casket, I thought, “That could have been Aunt Aislyn, and then where’d I be?” The fact that me aunt was fine was such a relief I couldn’t make any room for him.

NEEVA: Then why the sobbing?

J’NAYA: I was supposed to be sad, right? I cried because I thought I was a sociopath! Took me years to know better.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: You don’t think I – about Bev Rol – that I feel –

J’NAYA: Oh, no, no no no no. Thought hadn’t crossed my mind. It’s just, when you said you didn’t know how you felt, it made me remember about a little girl named Kestra who wished she didn’t know how she felt. You want to walk me down to Engineering?

NEEVA: No, I have to get to the bridge.

J’NAYA: I figured.

(J’naya turns to leave, walking a couple steps to the door, which opens for her.)

NEEVA: But, Kestra?

J’NAYA: Yeah, Neeva?

NEEVA: Thank you. Really.

J’NAYA: Maybe next time. I hope Alecz wakes up soon.

(She walks out and the door closes behind her.)

SCENE 4H-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Okay... Red alert.

(Klaxons!)

SYLVESTE: Dropping out of warp... now, sir.

YUBARI: Shields up, weapons hot.

(Neeva enters the bridge from the briefing room and immediately crosses toward her chair.)

DOVAN: Very good. Start that sweep.

SYLVESTE: Beginning scan.

NEEVA: I’ll take that. (She takes her station at ops.) I’m picking up the Patroclus’s ion trail, as well as a debris field, sir. There were other ships here, at least two, just about the time of the attack.

DOVAN: Where’d they go?

NEEVA: Their ion trail is... it looks like they tried to mask it. It’s all over the place. Can’t get a good lock. Helm, set course three one eight mark three-three.

SYLVESTE: Ma’am.

DOVAN: To what end, Commander?

NEEVA: They tried to hide the trail. They just didn’t do a very good job of it. Tactical, run a charge of huon energy through the deflector dish. Broad spectrum, no need to be picky here.

YUBARI: Captain?

DOVAN: She’s the X.O.. Her orders are my orders.

YUBARI: Aye, sir. Uh, ma’am.

(Yubari fires a beam from the deflector dish and a trail appears.)

NEEVA: There it is.

DOVAN: The attackers’ ion trail.

SYLVESTE: Right through the debris field from the battle.

DOVAN: Follow the trail, Mister. Don’t bump anything.

NEEVA: Tactical, I’d like an analysis of that debris.

(Yubari runs an analysis.)

YUBARI: I’m picking up Starfleet standard duranium alloy –

DOVAN: — presumably various missing pieces of the Patroclus–

YUBARI: Yes, obviously. As for the rest of the debris field... it’s not a high total mass. Could be a destroyed fighter, but more likely parts of a small starship, maybe a scout or corvette.

DOVAN: Any idea who it belonged to?

YUBARI: Yes, it... but... but that doesn’t make any sense.

DOVAN: Lieutenant?

YUBARI: There are none of the residual footprints, but the debris reads as– (A sensor alert at her console.) All stop!

DOVAN: All stop!

(The Excelsior slows to a stop.)

(Something explodes and rocks the ship.)

DOVAN, SYLVESTE, NEEVA, RANDOM CREWMAN #1 AND #2: Oof. Oooh. Ah. (grunt). Ay Carumba!

NEEVA: Are we under attack?

YUBARI: No, sir, that was a mine. Someone left it behind and rigged a proximity trigger.

(A string of small Borg-sounding torpedoes hit the ship.)

YUBARI: Now we’re under attack. Shields holding.

NEEVA: Picking up an automated weapons platform at bearing two-two-one!

DOVAN: All port phasers, return fire! Evasive maneuvers!

YUBARI: Returning fire!

LOCATION: SPACE

(Phasers lance out into the dark!)SCENE 4H-06

LOCATION: SICKBAY

LORHROK: Doctor! Doctor!

(Sharp comes running.)

SHARP: Alecz! What is it?

LORHROK: The ship’s under attack. I need your permission to report for duty.

SHARP: Oh, I thought you were bleeding from your posterior again – or, for that matter, from any of the other brand new holes in your body. You know, if you’d been in that fire a hundred years ago, you’d have spent the rest of your life in a wheelchair that can only beep answers to “yes” or “no” questions?

LORHROK: Doctor, this is all charming, but [I need something to get me on my feet, now.]

SHARP: You’re not listening, are you, Alecz? Let me try again: Your survival is a miracle of modern medicine and it is by no means guaranteed if you leave that bed for the next four hours. You’re going to stay right here, where the rest of my staff can marvel at my handiwork, for a good. Long. While.

LORHROK: But my ship!

SHARP: Not my problem. Therefore, not your problem. Now, if you’ll excuse me, our captain treats combat like a getting-to-know-you card, so I have to prep for incoming casualties.

(Sharp walks away briskly.)

LORHROK: Thank you, Doctor, but (grunts) I think I’m going to get (grunts again as he stands up) a second opinion. (Lorhrok takes a step and hits his combadge) Leftenant Lorhrok to Main Engineering. Where can I help with, uh, uuhhhhhhn (faints)

(Lorhrok hits the floor like a sack of flour.)

SHARP: God, dammit Alecz! Mike!

(Nurse Hennessy jogs over to where Lorhrok fell. Sharp stalks her way over more slowly.)

NURSE HENNESSY: I have him, Melissa! He fainted! No bleeding.

SHARP: Get him back to bed! And put him in a restraining field! I’ll use my command lockout!

NURSE HENNESSY: Mels, can we do that? He’s the X.O.!

(He drops the body on the biobed.)

SHARP: If Alcar has a problem with it, I’ll put him in a restraining field and run this damn starship myself! See how many space battles we have when Captain Melissa’s the one doing the talking!

(She’s already walking away.)3

SCENE 4H-07

LOCATION: BRIDGE

YUBARI: Their shields are buckling!

NEEVA: One more hit oughta do it.

DOVAN: Nothing fancy, helm. Stay out of their firing arc and line up aft quantum torpedo tube.

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir. Lining up for the shot. (the helm console beeps) Fire when ready, Tactical.

YUBARI: Firing!

(Quantum torpedo launches, flies through space, hits weapons platform. Shields collapse; it explodes.)

NEEVA: Target destroyed.

DOVAN: All stop. Maintain red alert; there could be more surprises.

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Helm, your arcs were wide and you didn’t stop fast enough to avoid that mine. This’s the bridge, not a simulator.

SYLVESTE: Understood, sir.

DOVAN: Commander, who was that? Who attacked us?

NEEVA: Tactical, I got some very strange readings from that alloy. Can you confirm my console was working correctly?

YUBARI: I also had some odd readings, Commander.

DOVAN: Oh, come on, out with it. I already know it’s the Borg.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: That is what my readings indicate.

YUBARI: But there’s no magnetic footprint. It can’t be the Borg.

DOVAN: I knew as soon as the turret opened fire. (pause) We had no idea what we were up against when the Borg attacked Wolf Three-Five-Nine. No preparation, no drills, no warning. The only thing more worthless than our weapons was our shields. That torpedo was the only soundtrack for two-thirds of my classmates as I watched them die. You don’t forget that sound. Now we know what Mister Lorhrok was scared of, at least.

YUBARI: So what happened to Rol? He was attacked by the Borg?

NEEVA: The Borg must have been after the Iconian artifact. Prophet knows how they found out about it.

YUBARI: And he escaped? The Borg? In a two-man fighter? That’s impossible. Even with his genetic enhancements.

DOVAN: With Bev, the impossible never surprised me. But, right now, this is just a theory. There’s only one way to turn it into fact.

YUBARI: No, sir.

DOVAN: Excuse me?

YUBARI: Starfleet Standard Tactical Doctrine, Borg, Propositions One Through Five: “One: You cannot outgun the Borg. Two: You cannot escape the Borg. Three: You cannot challenge the Borg. Four: You can only survive the Borg. Five: Never engage the Borg.“ As tactical officer, it is my responsibility to inform you that the only option deemed survivable in these circumstances is non-pursuit. We have to break off.

DOVAN: I’m surprised at you, Lieutenant. Where’s that fighting Yubari spirit?

YUBARI: There are no fights with the Borg, sir. Only massacres. And that’s if you’re lucky.

DOVAN: Hm. I wish you were wrong. But two decades of fighting the Borg and losing... well. I’m not authorized to order suicide.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

SYLVESTE: Sir, Rene[gade Squadron volunteers.]

DOVAN: But if the Borg somehow found out about the Mapstone, it is vital that Starfleet knows.

NEEVA: Galaxy in the balance and all that?

DOVAN: And all that. Miss Yubari, apprise Starfleet of our situation and request orders.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(She gets to it, pressing buttons.)

NEEVA: Sir, at this distance, it’ll take nearly eight hours for our transmission to reach the Union relay, and another eight hours to receive Admiral Parker’s response.

SYLVESTE: Sir!

DOVAN: Yes, Mister...

SYLVESTE: Ensign Jonathan Sylveste, sir. On detached service with Renegade Fighter Group as squadron first sergeant.

DOVAN: I asked your name, not your bio, Ensign First Sergeant Jonathan Sylveste.

SYLVESTE: Yes, sir. Request permission for Renegade Squadron to pursue immediately.

DOVAN: Denied. This isn’t a volunteer mission. It’s at least... eh... forty percent suicide.

NEEVA: I’d be interested in seeing the math behind that, sir.

SYLVESTE: Sir, the trail could go cold in eight hours. We can pursue for weeks without refueling. We accept the risks!

DOVAN: Look, if anyone’s going off half-cocked on a screwball revenge quest around here, it’s me. Besides, didn’t I just get done saying you could use some more bridge seasoning?  Now’s your chance, kid. Yubari? What’s taking so long?

YUBARI: It’s just the encryption [key, sir. I should have it in a minute.]

SYLVESTE: SIR! With respect, sir!

DOVAN: Wha—?

SYLVESTE: I don’t need more bridge seasoning, sir. Those firing arcs were as near to perfect as anything you’ll ever see in your life, sir, and Bev Rol would have taken at least another point-six seconds to reach all-stop after that order.

(Dovan steps right in front of Sylveste.)

DOVAN: Are you telling me you’re better than Alex Bevoney Rol, Mister First Ensign Sergeant?

SYLVESTE: Sir! Mister Rol was the greatest squadron leader I ever met! I will never be his equal in wisdom, or generosity, or friendship. But, sir, I could fly circles around him while sick with Stage-II Rigellian Flu, and that is a true story, sir! Every member of his squadron has earned the right to wreak God’s terrible vengeance on those who took his life! Sir!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Hmp. Spunky. (pause) Commander Neeva, with me. Miss Yubari, you have the bridge.

(Dovan turns and starts to walk away. Neeva follows.) Something you’ll learn fast, Ensign Sylveste: (he enters the turbolift) I’m not big on God talk. Sickbay.

(Doors swish shut.)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

(Pause)

DOVAN: Was that kid right, Commander? Did he brake fast enough?

NEEVA: Faster than Bev? I don’t know, sir. Faster than I could have, though.

DOVAN: Hm. (pause) After we visit Alecz, can you prep the flyer Tirch Mir for launch? Schedule it for, oh, nine hours from now.

NEEVA: Yes, sir. (exhale) I hate to say it, sir, but he had a point.

DOVAN: What, Sylveste?

NEEVA: Why are you waiting for orders, sir? It’s smart, it’s regulation, and it’s exactly the kind of thing you never do.

DOVAN: Ah, well, I know what Admiral Parker and his committee are going to say. They won’t be willing to endanger the Excelsior, but they will agree that we must take a risk in order to find out what the Borg know. They’ll order a shuttle mission. Since I am the local expert on fighting the Borg, they’ll send me.

NEEVA: You’re the captain.

DOVAN: I’m a fluke – an expendable one, at that. Not that I’d let anyone else go in my place anyway.

NEEVA: Still: a shuttle against the Borg?

DOVAN: No different from a starship against the Borg, really. They’ll squash you like a bug either way. A small ship with a little stealth might actually stand a better chance.

NEEVA: So if you know that’s what the committee wants, why wait? Why not just go?

DOVAN: Gives my X.O. a little more time to rest before I roll him onto the Tirch Mir with me in a wheelchair. As the sole survivor of the attack, he might have some critical insights.

NEEVA: And he needs to see Bev’s last chapter through to the end.

DOVAN: Yeah, that too. Don’t tell Melissa. (pause) How long were you in command during the Tilamar Investigation?

NEEVA: About four days.

DOVAN: Then this’ll be cake. I suggest finding a nice nebula to hide in while you wait for our signal. In case of Borg.

NEEVA: But why nine hours? We’ll have Admiral Parker’s response in eight.

DOVAN: Eight to get the Admiral’s orders across unthinkable distances of space and time. But nine to convince Doctor Sharp to release my executive officer from sickbay. (The turbolift slows to a stop and opens) ...starting now.

SCENE 4H-8

LOCATION: FIGHTER DECK

(Valentine and Sylveste are on top of a fighter, trying to fix something. It’s noisy in here.)

COMPUTER: (in background) Squadron commander to marine flight deck. Squadron commander to marine flight deck.

VALENTINE: Nope, still no thrust.

SYLVESTE: Don’t worry, we’ll get this bird flying again before next drill. Now what if I try this inductor?

VALENTINE: Nope. Y’know, sir, I think the problem’s in the fuel line?

SYLVESTE: Eh, you might be right about that, Valentine.

(The Major approaches.)

MAJOR : First Sergeant Sylveste! Front and center!

SYLVESTE: Sir, Major, sir! I’ll be right down, sir!

MAJOR: See that you--

(Sylveste jumps from the top of the fighter and lands right in front of the Major, grunting as he does so.)

MAJOR: --are. We have a sick bird here, First Sergeant?

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir. Valentine’s one of the best mechanics I know, though. She’ll pull through, sir.

MAJOR: See that she does. Squadron launches at oh-four-hundred.

SYLVESTE: Sir? Shouldn’t mission details be given first to Chief Vesant, sir?

MAJOR: We’ll be escorting Captain Dovan and First Officer Lorhrok aboard the Tirch Mir. The captain instructed me to notify you personally.

SYLVESTE: He did. ...I mean, sir, yes, sir!

MAJOR: Carry on, Mister Sylveste.

(The Major walks away.)

SCENE 4H-09

LOCATION: SPACE

(The runabout cruises past as several small fighters surrounding it swoop by.)

DOVAN: Captain’s log. Following Admiral Parker’s orders, the Tirch Mir and its escort are proceeding at low warp to avoid disrupting the enemy ion trail.

LOCATION: FLYER TIRCH MIR – REAR COMPARTMENT

(Dovan, sighing, walks up to the door that leads to the cockpit.)

(Dovan presses the button, the door slides open and he steps through.)

LOCATION: FLYER TIRCH MIR – COCKPIT4

DOVAN: What? Computer, lights up one-quarter.

LORHROK: Captain?

DOVAN: Alecz. I’m sorry. I just had to file my logs. Thought you were asleep. Well, sedated, actually.

LORHROK: No. Watching the stars.

(Dovan makes his way to the front of the cockpit and, when he eventually gets there, he sets down the PADD he’s holding.)

DOVAN: What’s the song? Sounds... human?

LORHROK: Yes. Whitacre. Rol got me listening to him.

DOVAN: Ah.

LORHROK: No. I’m lying. I’m lying and I don’t even know why I’m lying. Rol wanted me to listen to Whitacre. He said I’d like it.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: And did you?

LORHROK: I don’t know. I never plugged in the album until a second before you walked in. I figured he’d badger me another month, maybe two, and then... I’d have time.

(Silence.)

DOVAN: These lyrics... “His house is in the village, though”? Where have I heard that?

LORHROK: Oh. Oh, that explains it.

DOVAN: Huh?

LORHROK: Bev’s favorite poet. He probably quoted this poem on the bridge sometimes. I guess Whitacre set it to music.

(Silence.)

DOVAN: He gave his life in service to others. A graceful end. It isn’t enough, but...

LORHROK: No, it’s not enough. Saving the galaxy isn’t a good death for someone who shouldn’t have had to die at all. He was the best of us, Captain. The one who had nothing to atone for.

DOVAN: Well... there was that time he murdered Leo Amara and David Robins.

LORHROK: He was under genetic control! Isaac Brahms committed those murders; Bev didn’t get a say.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (exhales) There... were no genetic controls.

LORHROK: What?

DOVAN: I’m sorry.

LORHROK: Captain, I saw the nanites.

DOVAN: Brahms put Rol under genetic control to absolve him. Take away the responsibility and you take away the crime. Rol wasn’t willing to be absolved. He disabled the controls. He followed orders of his own free will. I don’t think even Brahms knew.

(short pause.)

LORHROK: No. No! If Bev was killing people on his own, he wouldn’t have told me about it! He would have just killed me and moved on!

DOVAN: That was my first hint, actually.

LORHROK: Sorry? For the record, he didn’t kill me.

DOVAN: Right. If he were really under genetic control, any half-decent programmer would have put in some safeguards — you know, a failsafe, in case someone got too close. But he didn’t shoot you. He shot a computer chip, giving you the chance to disable him. That didn’t smell like programming to me. That had the odor of a choice. And choice it was.

LORHROK: How could you possibly know that?

DOVAN: I asked him.

LORHROK: And... and he told you?

DOVAN: He made a formal confession to Admiral Parker after Gevinon. Rol wanted a public trial, confession, punishment... but it was too damn “sensitive”, what with all that DEFCON Zero business. Parker swept him under the rug. Bev wanted to tell you.

LORHROK: If that were true, he would have.

DOVAN: I know he was worried about you, ever since Gevinon. Or, maybe he was just waiting another month, maybe two... thought he had more time.

LORHROK: I was putting off listening to a music album! It’s not really the same as murder!

DOVAN: I can’t speak for him. I won’t. Maybe he had a good reason, maybe he was just ashamed. Here’s what I do know, Alecz: Bev loved you. You saved him.

LORHROK: Apparently, I saved him from a bunch of genetic controls that didn’t actually exist.

DOVAN: No no no! Don’t you see? That’s a nice little story, but it doesn’t amount to much. Any man in the Fleet would free a fellow officer from slavery. Nothing special. But you, Alecz, you saved Bev. He adored you for it.

LORHROK: What are you even talking about?

DOVAN: Just after Rol willfully murdered two officers — not for the first time – you confronted him. He decided on the spot to stop murdering, to help arrest his accomplices, and to turn himself in. You didn’t fix some nanite engineering problem. You convinced Alex Rol to repent. You might be too young to know how impossibly rare that is.

LORHROK: No, you know what’s impossibly rare? The naïve, moralizing childishness that let me ignore what was right in front of me – for years. Bev saw me for what I was: a useful mark. And, hey, full points to him: he got off the hook, didn’t he? Wheels within wheels within wheels, right?

DOVAN: Alecz...

LORHROK: No! He doesn’t get to betray me and die on the same day! (pause) Please leave, captain.

(Short pause.)

DOVAN: Al’ght.

(Dovan leaves.)

LORHROK: The stars are lovely, dark, and deep.

Bev... you had promises to keep.

And miles to go before you sleep.

And miles to go... before...

SCENE 4H-10

LOCATION: FIGHTER COCKPIT

VESANT: Dak, you’re too close to keep the ion wake clear. Loosen up!

RANDOM SQUADRON MEMBER #1: Loosening up, roger.

(Sensor alert.)

SYLVESTE: CAG, I’m getting some strange readings at bearing three-one-one. Permission to break formation and investigate.

VESANT: Permission granted. Take a buddy with you. Valentine, fall in with Mister Sylveste!

JUBAL VALENTINE: Yes’m!

(Valentine’s fighter accelerates out of formation and falls in with Sylveste’s as he angles up toward the anomaly, which he scans.)

SYLVESTE: Definitely getting some more debris. Same Borg alloy.

VESANT: Enough mass to account for the mothership? Maybe at least a sphere?

SYLVESTE: Not even close, ma’am. Another scout, at best. (another sensor alert) Ma’am, I’m detecting a body in the wreckage.

VESANT: Borg?

SYLVESTE: Too much radiation. We’ll have to bring it aboard.

(Pause.)

VESANT: I’ll call the captain.

SYLVESTE: Hold on a minute...

VALENTINE: Sarge? What is it?

SYLVESTE: More ion trails. A lot more. Zat, you might want to ask the captain to get over here.

SCENE 4H-11

LOCATION: TIRCH MIR – LIVING AREA

DOVAN: Understood, Miss Vesant. Tirch Mir out. (he closes a comm channel and stands up) Melissa, I need you to prep the kitchen area for autopsy and possible restraint.

SHARP: Why would I need to restrain him if he’s already dead?

DOVAN: Dead Borg have a nasty habit of regenerating back to life. ‘specially when you unfreeze them.

SHARP: Are they really dead at all, then?

DOVAN: They died the moment they were assimilated. Anything after that’s just a sick joke. (he checks inside a storage locker) Climbing ropes. Will these do?

SHARP: They’ll do. (her arm swipes across a kitchen table, knocking pots and pans and plates to the ground) Sterilize this table and tell me what’s going on.

DOVAN: This appears to have been some kind of staging ground. There are dozens of ion trails, some weeks old. They may have even hollowed out a rogue asteroid as a headquarters; the Renegades are investigating.

SHARP: Okay, we’re ready.

(Dovan hits his combadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Vesant. Energize.

(The corpse Sylveste discovered last scene beams onto the table.)

SHARP: Hunh. (pause) Didn’t you say...?

DOVAN: That he’d be a Borg? I’m as surprised as you are.

SHARP: This man is not a Borg.

DOVAN: Is that your expert opinion, Doctor?

SHARP: You were right about him being dead, though. One for two’s not bad. Note the pronounced ridges at the corners of his eyes. He’s Benkaran. It’s hard to tell if he was killed by the weapons fire or the exposure to space.

DOVAN: Weapons fire? What weapons fire?

SHARP: See these scorch marks along his left cheek? Disruptor burns, probably from a console in his cockpit that overloaded when his shields failed.

DOVAN: We found him in the wreckage of a Borg ship. That’s... not how they work.

SHARP: Believe your own lyin’ eyes, then. I have an autopsy to do.

(She starts scanning.)

DOVAN: But what do the Benkarans have to do with the Borg? Or the Mapstone? This doesn’t make any sense.

SYLVESTE: Sylveste to Tirch Mir.

(Dovan hits his combadge and steps away to the other side of the cabin.)

DOVAN: Go ahead.

SYLVESTE: Sir, someone was using this asteroid as a base, but I don’t think it was the Borg.

DOVAN: Yeah, I’m getting a lot of that right now.

SYLVESTE: Temperature is all wrong, no regeneration alcoves, I see common areas with refrigerators and food on the table... if they’re Borg, they can’t be part of the Collective.

DOVAN: I’d love to ask them. Where are they now?

SYLVESTE: One of the clusters of ion trails has a different warp signature from the others. It looks like this second group was responsible for the destruction of the ship we found... and, after they left, there are no more ion trails in this area.

DOVAN: So we follow them.

SYLVESTE: That would be my recommendation, sir. Course will take us into space claimed by the Perenalthorias Union.

DOVAN: They’re supposed to be peaceful, but now I’m not so sure. Hit it. Dovan out. (pause) Well, it looks like this might not be a suicide mission after all.

SHARP: Try not to sound so disappointed.

SCENE 4H-12

LOCATION: TIRCH MIR COCKPIT

MAJOR: ...Of course, it couldn’t last. Ten minutes later, Commander J’naya walked in and asked, “Wait, how far did you say to Rigel Two?”

LORHROK: Ha! Good one!

MAJOR: It’s not up to Leftenant Yubari’s standards, but—

LORHROK: Say no more, Major. Leftenant Yubari’s stories are in a class by themselves. That was still a good prank.

MAJOR: Thank you, sir. Then I have your official approval to do it again?

LORHROK: Nice try. You just want to give Kestra somebody else to shoot at.

MAJOR: I plead the Seventh Guarantee, sir.

LORHROK: Y’know, Major, I appreciate the check-in, but you don’t have to keep me company all night. I’m not an invalid.

MAJOR: Sir, with respect, you currently can’t stand up.  Sir.

LORHROK: You don’t need legs to pilot a shuttle, Major. Besides, you have a whole squadron to worry about.

MAJOR: Ha. The truth is, sir, Renegade Squadron has no use for me. Chief Vesant has her pilots well in hand. I could use the company more than you, sir.

LORHROK: She’s a natural leader, then?

MAJOR: Sir, I’m not certain how much of this is the chief’s doing and how much was Mister Rol’s.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Major, you served with Bev, didn’t you? Before he came to the Excelsior.

MAJOR: Our paths crossed, sir.

LORHROK: You respected him.

MAJOR: Sir... I’m not really at liberty to discuss it, sir.

LORHROK: You’re forgetting, Major: my sigma clearance is higher than yours, now. (pause) Unless you don’t want to discuss it.

(Pause.)

MAJOR: I tried to have him relieved of duty.

LORHROK: You what?

MAJOR: I went over his head. Petitioned Director Mak directly. Denied. Brahms and Rol were too close. (pause) Look, I don’t care what you think of the mission. I’ve refused missions that crossed the line; sometimes more. But you have to decide.

LORHROK: He didn’t?

MAJOR: Mister Rol was a time bomb. Hated the mission and everyone he worked with – himself most of all. That put us all at risk.

LORHROK: Do you know why he kept doing them?

MAJOR: Hmph. There were some pretty outlandish rumors, but Captain Siresh made it simple.

LORHROK: Sharvah Siresh agreed with you about Bev?

MAJOR: Apparently, Mister Rol fell in love during the Dominion War. Then, she betrayed the Federation.

LORHROK: You mean, she turned her back on Starfleet’s ideals?

MAJOR: No, I mean she was helping the Dominion win. (pause) I don’t think Mister Rol ever recovered.

LORHROK: You never raised your concerns with me or Captain Dovan. (pause) Wait, did you?

MAJOR: I never needed to. By the time I got back from Gevinon, Ensign Rol was a model officer. He always seemed sad, even when he was laughing... but sad isn’t dangerous. I suppose he finally decided.

LORHROK: He chose to leave that world behind.

MAJOR: Suppose that’s one way of looking at it.

LORHROK: What’s another?

MAJOR: He died fighting to keep the Borg from learning Starfleet secrets--and, somehow he succeeded. He couldn’t have done that eight years ago. Doesn’t sound to me like a man who doubted the mission a[nymore.]

(The Tirch Mir drops from warp into normal space.)

LORHROK: Hold, Major. We just lost warp power.

(The fighter squadron, eight ships strong, also starts dropping out of warp.)

MAJOR: So did the whole squadron. We’re being interdicted. Major to Renegades!

VESANT: Renegades! Defense pattern Omicron! Protect the Tirch Mir at all costs! Sylveste, where the hell did that come from?

LORHROK: Captain to the cockpit.

MAJOR: Tirch Mir, plot an escape course.

LORHROK: Major, [we’re not leaving you behind.]

MAJOR: Tirch Mir, you are lightly shielded and carrying the captain. If the Borg move in, we’ll have only seconds.

(Lorhrok lays in a course while the fighters maneuver into defensive positions around him.)

VALENTINE: Sensor contact!

SYLVESTE: I have them, too!  Two ships moving to intercept at high warp!

VESANT: Does that mean we have engines, too?

(Lorhrok’s running more commands on the console.)

LORHROK: No! Maker! They must have some kind of bypass!

VALENTINE: Here they come!

SYLVESTE: Set phasers to modulating frequencies!

VESANT: Don’t fire until Borg ID confirmed!

(Two ships drop out of warp. They are both markedly not Borg.)

VALENTINE: Contact!

SYLVESTE: They’re not Borg! ID is... (checks his computer) ID is unknown, but they’re not Borg.

LORHROK: We’re being hailed on all frequencies.

(Hailing frequencies open.)

WARDEN #1: This is Nygean patrol frigate calling unidentified vessels. You have entered restricted airspace. State your intent.

SYLVESTE: They’ve locked weapons.

VESANT: Those are nice ships, but we can beat them.

LORHROK: No! No provocations! (he opens the intercom) This is First Officer Aleczahnder Lorhrok of the United Star Ship Excelsior. We are on a peaceful mission of exploration.

(Silence. Radio crackles.)

VALENTINE: What are they waiting for?

SYLVESTE: They’re talking it over.

WARDEN #1: Respectfully, Excelsior, my superiors are skeptical that eight long-range fighters and one shuttlecraft, however impressive, are adequate to sustain a “mission of exploration.”

(The cockpit door swishes open and Dovan walks in.)

LORHROK: We were attacked by the Borg. Our wing was launched to pursue them.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Sorry, I was held up.

LORHROK: Captain. Will you be taking the microphone?

DOVAN: No, looks like you got this.

WARDEN: Respectfully, Excelsior wing, you don’t look like much of a match for the Borg, either.

DOVAN: Good eye.

WARDEN: Say again, Excelsior?

LORHROK: Uh, disregard previous message, Nygean patrol. I was, uh, clearing my throat.

We wouldn’t risk our starship, but, in the Federation, we don’t let an attack like that go unanswered.

WARDEN: ...hm, I suppose that’s compatible with our intelligence on the Federation. Alright. Nivosh!

SYLVESTE: They’re powering down weapons.

VESANT: Stand by, Renegades.

LORHROK: Nygean patrol, we’ve been pursuing the Borg on this course for over a day. Have they passed through your airspace?

WARDEN #1: Ha. Now that you mention it, I think I know just the Borg you’re talking about.

DOVAN: So you have seen them.

WARDEN #1: Seen them, Excelsior! (chuckle) They’re on that planet at this very moment – in one of my jail cells!

LORHROK: I beg your pardon?

SCENE 4H-13

LOCATION: PLANET SURFACE

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental. Obviously, we have to see for ourselves what the Warden meant.

(They are walking along a path through the woods. Lorhrok is hovering in his space wheelchair.)

WARDEN: And if you look out just here... yes... see? This is the only spot on the planet where you can see the Sunset Falls and the Sunrise Falls at the same time.

LORHROK: It’s beautiful.  But aren’t you worried about escapes?

WARDEN: There are transport inhibitors across the planet, patrols in orbit and atmosphere, and a shield grid over the entire facility. The only danger in an escape attempt is the danger the inmates pose to themselves.

DOVAN: Still, forgive me for saying so, Warden, but the Nygeans have a reputation for being rather... severe... with their prisoners. It’s a bit odd seeing such an... open... environment at a high-security prison complex.

WARDEN: Oh, our reputation for law and order is well-earned, Captain. I’m afraid you labor under a misapprehension. This prison is only Security Level 2. No one who poses that kind of a threat is incarcerated here.

DOVAN: Wait. Let me hear that again. You keep captured Borg in a low-security prison?

WARDEN: Well, that’s a strong term, but I’ll let you see for yourself.

(They arrive at a metal door. The Warden pulls out an ID card, which she flashes at the automated sensors.)

WARDEN: Access Warden, Voice Scan Sample, Code One-Twelve-Four-Negative, Destination Cell Eleven Five.

(The computer beeps and beams them all away in an alien transporter.)

SCENE 4H-14

LOCATION: CELL BLOCK

(The Warden immediately starts walking down an echoey concrete hallway.)

WARDEN: Of course, even a low-security Nygean prison uses transporter access to control prisoner flow, which generally makes escape a moot point. We’re now eight meters underground. 	(she stops walking) Ah, here we are, captain. Your Borg.

(She presses a button and a shutter on the wall rises.)

BREZIK: Warden? Not feeding time. Who’s the blue guy?

WARDEN: Some of your victims, Brezik! Why don’t you get acquainted?

DOVAN: He doesn’t seem very, um...

LORHROK: Borg? He’s not Borg.

BREZIK: (chuckling) Yeah, fooled you, tho, dint I?

WARDEN: Brezik is the leader of a little band of confidence tricksters and pirates. Typical Benkaran riff-raff, but this was a bit more involved than his usual schemes.

BREZIK: Yeah, right, all I do is, uh, liberate a few little surplus scout ships from the army depot, rig ‘em up to look all, like, Borg. Find a trade route, drop by, everybody says “Oh no, Borg” and skives off like a buncha mewling kittens.

LORHROK: You were pretending to be Borg.

WARDEN: Most governments in the Perenalthorias Union adopt a policy of absolute avoidance toward the Borg. After all, chasing the Borg is suicide!

BREZIK: We get whatever cargo they chute in the getaway, even split between the boys, no harm done, righ? And if my worthless brother Tochick han’t got in that bar fight [and rolled over on us, we’d still be raking it in now.]

WARDEN: Then we would have caught you some other way, Brezik. You people don’t have the brains for real crime.

DOVAN: But... how did you know?

BREZIK: Know what, Blueskin?

DOVAN: The artifact! How did you know it was on the Patroclus?

BREZIK: I have none idea what you’re talking about.

DOVAN: The Iconian artifact! That you tried to steal from us!

BREZIK: Blueskin, didn’t your nursemaid ever tell you? The Iconians are a myth!

LORHROK: You really didn’t know?

BREZIK: I dint, an I still don’t. You want I should pay you back for it? I’m in here for next eight years, could take quite a little while.

DOVAN: I need a place to sit down.

WARDEN: Right over there, Captain.

DOVAN: Thanks.

(Dovan walks away.)

LORHROK: Mister Brezik, you didn’t get the artifact from us. We managed to hold on to it.

BREZIK: Well then what’d you come all the way out here for? It’s like I said, no harm done, right?

WARDEN: Did you lose anything of value, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: Yeah. A friend.

BREZIK: Oh raznock.

WARDEN: Um, pardon. Can you explain that a little, please? For the record.

BREZIK: Why did you fight back, you stupid raznock?

LORHROK: Because our cargo could have threatened the galaxy if it’d fallen into Borg hands!

BREZIK: They’re the only ones who fought, Yedara! I didn’t know it was them! The only ones, I swear!

WARDEN: You were given the chance to admit other crimes at trial, Brezik. You swore to the court you never fired a live shot until Nygean Enforcement raided your base.

LORHROK: (scoffs)

WARDEN: So, what exactly happened, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: I’m not sure. I lost consciousness. My shipmates pulled me out of the burning wreckage of our ship after we crash-landed—

BREZIK: That wasn’t my fault! I didn’t know he got hurt!

LORHROK: —and I’ve been in this wheelchair ever since. My co-pilot, who got the artifact and me home in one piece... burned to death in the cockpit.

(Pause.)

BREZIK: He... died?

WARDEN: That’s murder.

BREZIK: It is not, Yedara! You know me! I’m not a murderer!

WARDEN: You didn’t used to be. Can you document this?

LORHROK: The flight recorder was lost, but we have extensive forensics. And, I was a witness.

BREZIK: Yadera, no!  He’s... it’s not like that!

WARDEN: This interview is finished, Brezik.

(She presses a button and the shutter descends again.)

BREZIK: Stop. Warden! WARDEN!

(The shutter clicks closed on his last word.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Then he died for nothing. An empty death. The artifact...

LORHROK: ...probably doesn’t mean anything.

WARDEN: My government will formally request all data be copied to the Justice Ministry and Brezik’s lawyer by nightfall. Justice will be served, Captain, I promise you.

DOVAN: Some low-life with a generic name and a bumpy forehead. After surviving the Anbar, after Brahms, the bluegills, the Mapstone, the Uhura Incident... it’s some punk we’ll never see again?

WARDEN: I’m sorry, but I have to ask you both: assuming he is found guilty, how should Brezik be punished?

LORHROK: Well, wouldn’t that be up to the jury?

WARDEN: “Vekto valek k'vadim.” Under Nygean law, once a criminal is convicted, his victims determine the punishment.

DOVAN: What’s the typical punishment for murder?

WARDEN: Death. Humane, of course. Completely painless.

LORHROK: Oh, no.

DOVAN: Hm. Well, the Federation’s Prime Directive prevents us from interfering. If capital punishment is the norm here, we may be obliged to accept that.

LORHROK: Captain!

DOVAN: You’d like a word in private, Number One?

WARDEN: I’ll be... just down the corridor if you need me.

(The Warden scurries away.)

LORHROK: And since when did you start caring about the Prime Directive?

DOVAN: I’m a Starfleet captain; I swore an oath.

LORHROK: No, this is you looking for an excuse to get revenge.

DOVAN: The man in there killed Ensign Rol. In a premeditated ambush. For nothing!

LORHROK: Not everyone gets to have a death that “means” something, Captain! Sometimes people just die, because life is stupid, and cruel, and much too short. Good people die for nothing every day.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: That’s... that isn’t enough, Alecz.

LORHROK: I’m sorry. It’s all I have. We all choose our own illusions, to help cope with death. Yours aren’t mine.

DOVAN: No. I don’t know which of us is right, but we can’t both be wrong. Either it is meaningless or it isn’t. We owe Bev better than... than this.

LORHROK: And you think you’ll fix it by killing that man? Maker, Alcar, you knew all these things about Bev, but you didn’t understand a thing about him, did you?

DOVAN: Oh, and you did?

LORHROK: Maybe not. He was... more complicated than I think any of us knew. But I know enough to do this. Warden!

(The warden comes jogging back.)

WARDEN: Then you’ve decided?

LORHROK: Warden, what’s the minimum prison sentence for murder?

WARDEN: Well... strange question; strictly speaking, there is no lower limit for murder. However, the arbiters’ council strongly recommends not less than thirty-eight years’ confinement.

LORHROK: Then we want thirty-nine years of confinement.

WARDEN: Oh, um... I’ll make a note.

(She presses some buttons.)

DOVAN: Lieutenant?

LORHROK: This “Brezik” knows how to survive in prison. He’ll pass the first thirty-eight years in peace. But year thirty-nine... the year he knows he could have gotten out, but didn’t, because I added one extra year. He’ll never know why, but it will haunt him. (pause) He’ll think more about his crime during that last year than he will in all the other years combined.

WARDEN: An... interesting perspective, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: As an old friend of mine used to say, “Wheels within wheels.”

DOVAN: “...within wheels,” as I recall.

LORHROK: Nah. I’m not that good yet.

SCENE 4H-15

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior flies by on impulse.)

NEEVA: Operations log, supplemental. Shuttlecraft Tirch Mir and escort returned to shuttlebay without incident and are undergoing standard maintenance. Expedited requisition log for this stardate: one-quarter ton additional foodstuffs, mixed; a variety of flowers native to Setlik III, five dozen bouquets; and one photon torpedo tube, one point nine meters long, warhead removed. End log.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – CORRIDOR

(Neeva and Lorhrok are walking side by side.)

LORHROK: Do you think it went well?

NEEVA: I don’t know. I thought it was good. But I’ve never been to a human one before.

LORHROK: But nobody talked about who he really was. Brahms, the murders. Are we trying to remember Alex Rol, or just the slices of him we liked?

NEEVA: I hope, at my funeral pyre, they pray for the person I became--not the one I started out as.

(They walk a little further in silence.)

LORHROK: I miss him so much.

NEEVA: I know.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: When I was the Bringer, it didn’t matter that so much death was pointless. I was above it all. I was Death.

NEEVA: I wouldn’t be so sure that Bev Rol did anything pointlessly. Even die.

LORHROK: What do you mean?

(A door swishes open.)

NEEVA: Well, this is my stop. Have a good night, Alecz. Call me if you need to talk.

LORHROK: Actually, Neeva... I’ve lost a lot of people this year. The last thing I want tonight is to be alone.

NEEVA: I understand. I could stay up for a drink in the Delta Lounge. C’mon.

LORHROK: No, I mean... I care about you, and it’s time I admitted to myself how much. If all this’s taught me one thing, it’s that I am a fool for leaving you here at your door every night.

NEEVA: You don’t want to leave?

(Short pause.)

LORHROK: If it helps, I make a really good breakfast.

NEEVA: Oh, Alecz. I made up my mind weeks ago. Come on in. I’ll get you that drink.

SCENE 4H-16

LOCATION: FIGHTER PATROCLUS (FLASHBACK)

(Alarms are going off, the cockpit is on fire. Rol is in the cockpit, under fire from the “Borg” ships... and firing back.)

COMPUTER: Warning: plasma fire in main cockpit. Evacuate the cockpit.

(Rol’s hands fly over the keys as he executes another maneuver.)

ROL: Alecz?

COMPUTER: Lieutenant Alecz Lorhrok is unconscious in rear compartment. Vital signs are stable. No immediate danger. (a klaxon beeps) Main cockpit will be automatically sealed in thirty seconds. Repeat: evacuate the cockpit.

ROL: You can’t just order me around like that. (pause) We can still stop this.

(He grunts as the ship is hit with a heavy blast and a console erupts in sparks.)

COMPUTER: Error: command functions cannot be rerouted from main cockpit due to unknown damage. Pilot must remain in cockpit. Warning: plasma fire in main cockpit. Evacuate the cockpit.

ROL: (sigh) (pause) Nothing gold can stay.

(The fighter’s cockpit door slowly closes.)

(Rol fumbles with something. He inserts something into a slot.)

COMPUTER: A new device has been inserted in chip slot one-A. One audio file found. Name: “Daily Reminder.”

ROL: Computer, begin playback on my monitor.

COMPUTER: (beeps affirmatively) Affirmative.

ROL: Rol, Entry Five-Thirteen.  As a result of a recent conversation, I have adopted a new mission objective. I don’t know whether two complete conversions can be held in the span of a single lifetime.  I don’t know whether history will judge me a saint or a devil for what I am about to do. All I know is that, if the Federation stands for anything, then I must act, and let history worry about the consequences.

(There is an explosion. Rol grunts in pain then gasps and slumps onto the console, dead.)

ROL: For the first time in many years, I do think the Federation stands for something. In fact, I think it stands for everything. May the Great Bird of the Galaxy be my witness and my guide.

CLOSING CREDITS

POST-CREDITS

NARRATOR: To Michael. We miss you.

MUSIC: "Nothing Gold Can Stay" - Sung by Michael Liebmann

LIEBMANN: Nature's first, green as gold. Her hardest hue to hold. Her early leaves a-flower. But only so an hour. Then leaf subsides to leaf. So Eden sank to grief. So dawn goes down to day. So dawn goes down to day. Nothing.... Nothing... Gold can stay.


5.2 Relief Operation .D.I.V.-1096


SCENE 5A-01

LOCATION: FIGHTER CRAFT PATROCLUS – COCKPIT

SYLVESTE: Descending to five hundred meters.

(The shuttle shifts and descends)

SYLVESTE: Penetrating lower cloud cover in three, two...

(Sharp quietly whines.)

SYLVESTE: You alright, Doctor?

SHARP: I really wish the transporters were working.

SYLVESTE: Commander Neeva will be right behind you. And you’ve trained on this a hundred times.

SHARP: I know that. But in the simulator, I didn’t get squished if I pulled at the wrong time.

SYLVESTE: We’re passing over the payload now. Speed is... five kmh higher than expected. And accelerating.

SHARP: But you just adjust for that, right?

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir.

SHARP: It’s funny. It doesn’t look as bad from up here. Almost like a regular desert.

SYLVESTE: Yeah, if it weren’t for the burnt-out buildings, you could almost forget this part of Divitia was jungle and farmland a few days ago. It’ll take... decades to fix this.

SHARP: A lot of it won’t ever be fixed. Two days in the medical tents and I’ll never forget that.

SYLVESTE: Divitia is the capital of the Perenalthorias Union. What does a natural disaster on this scale do to the whole region?

SHARP: Let’s worry about the people and let the politicians worry about the politics.

SYLVESTE: Five hundred meters altitude. I have eyeballs on the river.

SHARP: What the ion wave must have done to these people... (pause) Jon, you’ve been down here in no-man’s-land. You’d have my thanks if you could tell me that the bodies were just... vaporized.

(Pause.)

SYLVESTE: You should double-check your equipment one more time before the D.Z., ma’am.

(Pause)

(Sensor alert. Sylveste opens comms)

SYLVESTE: This is fighter Patroclus to operational squadron, coming up on the go/no-go.

YUBARI: Excelsior here.  This is the squadron for op... nine-nine-four?

SYLVESTE: One-zero-nine-six, ma’am.

YUBARI: Spast, one-zero-nine-six. Airspace is clear, retrieval shuttle is waiting for you at Kadamitas. Ten-ninety-six is a very special payload, Patroclus. Get this right. Green light here. Squadron, sound off.

NOVACEK: Fighter Arktos here, smiling down on you from on high. The Major’s giving me the green light.

VESANT: Fighter Sojourn on your six, Patroclus. Sorry we’re late; delivery on Op eight-eight-two ran into some choppy weather. Commander Neeva is aboard. Green light.

SYLVESTE: Mission is G for go. Prepare for insertion.

YUBARI: Remember, that payload is the future of Divitia – and they really need one right now. Good hunting.

SHARP: You’re sure we can’t just land?

SYLVESTE: You heard Engineering tell us what the radiation would do to my fighter.

SHARP: Yeah, I suppose Kestra’s usually right. Just tell me when to push the button then, Jon.

SYLVESTE: D.Z. is thirty klicks out, Doc. Mission commences automatically the instant we pass over the optimal point.

SHARP: Are you telling me the bay door’s just gonna open up and drop me [out] AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

(She is dropped out of the fighter.)

LOCATION: SKY OVER DIVITIA

(Wind rushes past as Sharp enters free fall (still screaming)! The fighter she was on streaks away, and, barely a moment later, so do three more fighters that had been behind her. Then her parachute catches, and things stabilize. Sharp stops screaming.)

SHARP: (deep breath) The parachute worked. (deep breath) I’m okay. The parachute worked. Now I’m just going to land on the ground...

(Sharp’s feet gently touch the cracked, stony, sandy ground. The parachute gently crumples to the ground behind her.)

LOCATION: DEVASTATED STERILE LANDSCAPE

SHARP: ...and I’m all... just... fine.

(Behind Sharp, Neeva lands. She quickly retracts her chutes into a cool Starfleet backpack that does that, because this is the future, and then approaches Sharp. Also, a dune buggy lands gently a few meters back.)

NEEVA: Melissa! Are you alright?

SHARP: (exhales) Yep! One hundred percent parts intact!

(She presses a key on her wrist that makes her parachute retract. She starts walking toward Neeva and the dune buggy as well.)

NEEVA: You have my gear?

SHARP: Should still be attached to the suitpack. You have my dune buggy?

NEEVA: What’s it look like? Mount up!

(They both get aboard the dune buggy.)

NEEVA: I still can’t figure out why Starfleet invented these.

SHARP: You know, Kestra was on the engineering team that designed them.

NEEVA: So what is the point of them?

SHARP: She hasn’t the faintest idea. Just be thankful it’s radiation-resistant and start the engines.

NEEVA: Works for me.

(She starts the engine, and the dune buggy springs to life.)

NEEVA: The river is due west. I’ll set up as soon we get there. Our sensors showed the payload picking up speed faster than we thought.

SHARP: Do we have to keep saying “the payload”? It’s not like we’re taking the reward the Divitians are offering for this op.

NEEVA: Not like the Divitian reward for this op is even worth taking. Look. Computer, display holo-projection of Divitian relief bounty number one-zed-nine-six. Skip the payload description. Just give me the reward.

(A hologram shimmers into existence on the dashboard.)

DIVITIAN: For your efforts on behalf of our recovery, we invite you take advantage of fifteen credits for priority use of the Divitian Global Computation Net. Good luck, and, from the bottom of our hearts, thank you.

(The hologram shimmers away.)

SHARP: Fifteen credits? That’s...what, like one minutes of compute?

NEEVA: Even less at scale. The government wants payloads that get electrical power running and roads cleared, and pays bounties accordingly. Which is why the Excelsior keeps taking the jobs without bounties. Some of them really matter, and we’re the only ones who bother.

SHARP: So, the Divitians are callous and short-sighted.

NEEVA: And desperately in need of our help.

SHARP: The boat’s still accelerating. Better step on it.

NEEVA: Fair point.

(She accelerates.)

SHARP: And should we call the Major for an update on his end?

NEEVA: He’ll be in the middle of his drop right now.

SHARP: Still?

NEEVA: He had to jump with a thruster suit from much higher to get the landing precisely right.

SHARP: I guess that explains why the marines picked him for this.

NEEVA: How so?

SHARP: Oh, the Major loves orbital skydiving. It’s how he met his wife.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Wait, his wife?

SHARP: Yeah, Nicole. Slow down before you drive us into the drink.

(Neeva slows the dune buggy down. We hear a very wide river.)

(Sensor alert.)

NEEVA: And the boat’s almost here already. C’mon. We have to hurry, or it’s going over the waterfall with the Major and the payload on board.

(They both get out.)

(Sharp reaches back detaches a bulky gizmo from her parachute backpack.)

SHARP: Your gizmo, madam.

NEEVA: I thought of it more as a doohickey. Can you hold this level? I need to zero it.

(She starts pressing buttons.)

SHARP: Sure, if you explain what you’re doing.

NEEVA: This is a graviton-inverting [zonal molecular orbiter, or GIZMO for short.]

SHARP: --in small words.

NEEVA: Oh. Uh, it’s a tractor beam. The boat is coming down the river. We can’t go in the river.

SHARP: Because the radiation would cook our insides. I understand that part.

NEEVA: So we need to slow the boat down and drag it over to shore while The Major retrieves the payload.

THE MAJOR: Major to shore team!

(We can hear, in the background that the Major is walking forcefully through knee-deep, rushing water.)

SHARP: Speak of the devil...

(Neeva is slaps her combadge.)

NEEVA: Neeva here, Major! What’s your status!

THE MAJOR: Landing was perfect, ma’am, and I’m aboard the boat. Everyone on the top deck was dead, as expected. I’m now on the lower deck searching for the payload!

SHARP: Ryan, what am I hearing in the background there?

THE MAJOR: The reason the boat’s speeding up, ma’am. It’s a Divitian pleasure boat, not much in the way of armor, and it’s been rammed by a larger derelict with bigger engines.

SHARP: So, the sound...?

THE MAJOR: The crash opened a hull breach. My boat’s sinking fast, ma’am.

NEEVA: Do you have the payload?

THE MAJOR: Negative, ma’am!

SHARP: How deep is the water currently?

THE MAJOR: Knee-high, ma’am.

NEEVA: Is that...?

SHARP: Not great, but that’s why I brought hyronalin injections.

THE MAJOR: Thigh-high now, ma’ams.

SHARP: What?

NEEVA: Major, at that pace, you’ll be submerged before you get out of there.

THE MAJOR: Now entering rear compartment. Rest of the deck is clear. Payload has to be in here. You have my tractor beam ready, ma’am?

NEEVA: Will be when you get here.

THE MAJOR: Water now waist-high and still rising. No sign of the payload! May already be submerged.

NEEVA: Then you’re too late. Get out of there, Major!

THE MAJOR: Negative, ma’am!

SHARP: What?

NEEVA: Major, that was not a suggestion! Abort!

THE MAJOR: That’s a negative on extraction, ma’am! Payload may be afloat in one of the closets!

NEEVA: Major, I am not offering extraction! I am giving you a direct order to haul your marine butt to the nearest egress and make [a swift exit topside!]

THE MAJOR: Water now at chest! Ma’am, you’re breaking up! I’m [losing your signal!]

(The commline suddenly going dead.)

SHARP: He cut you off!

NEEVA: Probably, but he knows I’d never press charges and couldn’t prove it if he did. Assuming he lives.

SHARP: Leave that to me. Is that our boat coming toward us downstream?

NEEVA: Yeah, I see it.

SHARP: Wow, it is moving fast.

NEEVA: And we get one shot at it before it goes over the waterfall six kilometers from here. Activating beam... wait for it... (Pause) NOW!

(Just as a large boat whooshes and sloshes into earshot, moving fast, and pulls in front of us, a tractor beam engages. The boat groans from the inertial stress. “Our” boat pulls against the larger ship behind it that rammed it earlier. “Our” boat breaks free... which of course lets more water in.)

SHARP: My God, she’s sinking faster than my Academy combat scores.

NEEVA: Probably doesn’t help that tractoring it just made the hull breach twice as big.

THE MAJOR: Hey! Hey!

SHARP: Look, up top! It’s him! He’s alive!

NEEVA: And it looks like he got the payload.

SHARP: Thank God. So just reel this boat in, Neeva. Nice and gentle and then we have an eeeeasy buggy ride to our shuttle.

(Neeva presses a few keys on her gizmo.)

NEEVA: Increasing power to one-twenty-five percent.

T(he tractor beam gets louder.)

(Sharp hits her combadge.)

SHARP: Sharp to Major.

(The combadge makes a denial sound.)

SHARP: Sharp to Major.

THE MAJOR: I can’t hear you! Comm dead! Water on the top deck!

SHARP: What?

NEEVA: I think he said there’s water on the main deck.

SHARP: That boat’s breaking up. He’s not gonna make it at this rate.

(Neeva keys in another command.)

NEEVA: One-forty percent.

(The tractor dutifully powers up.)

(We hear a crack and a whoosh of water.)

SHARP: You’re pulling her apart!

NEEVA: I don’t have a choice!

THE MAJOR: I’m going in! Use repulsor mode!

SHARP: He can’t mean that. He can’t go in the water. His radiation exposure is already [way too high.]

THE MAJOR: GERONIMOOOOOOOOOOH!

(SPLASH! He’s in the water.)

NEEVA: Spast.

(She presses some buttons. The tractor beam deactivates for a moment, then PULSES for about half a second, then deactivates again.)

SHARP: What’s that?

NEEVA: Repulsor mode. I need to (she presses a button and the beam pulses again) keep all the huge deadly debris in this river from hitting the Major and taking him down to (she repeats her action) Cap’n Vex’s forecastle while he swims to shore. (she does it again) He’s getting close.

(The Major is getting closer.)

(Neeva does the repulsor pulse again.)

SHARP: Yeah, and he’s slowing down. I don’t see how he can finish this swim with that much radiation damage.

NEEVA: At least he’s keeping the payload above water.

SHARP: He’s distressed.

(Pause.)

(Sharp begins to take off her medical jacket.)

SHARP: Hyronalin’s actually really simple. You just keep injecting it every ninety seconds until the patient either stops dying or dies.

(The Major starts coughing and struggling to stay above water.)

NEEVA: ...oookay. Why are you taking off your jacket, Melissa?

SHARP: Because even though you keep calling him a “payload,” he really is the future of Divitia. And even if they are a bunch of callous, corrupt, short-sighted money-mongers... the next generation might not be.

(Sharp runs to the shoreline and jumps into the water with a splash!)

NEEVA: Doctor!

SHARP: You need to run the repulsor, Neeva! Keep us in one piece!

NEEVA: Spaaaaaaaast.

(As Sharp swims out to grab the Major, who has by now completely faltered in his own swim. Neeva fires the repulsor several more times.)

NEEVA: Spast spast spast.

(Sharp manages to pull the Major and the payload to the shore.)

NEEVA: Melissa! Major!

(With one more REPULSE, Neeva throws her gizmo on the ground and runs over to the shoreline to drag Melissa and the Major up.)

THE MAJOR: We... we made it.

SHARP: Hyronalin for the payload. NOW.  He’ll... He’ll... (runs out of breath)

(Neeva takes a hypo from her belt, keys a command into the hypospray, and injects it into the “payload’s” neck.)

(The payload coughs, regaining consciousness, then starts to cry. It’s a newborn baby.)

NEEVA: Hey there, little fella. You’ve got a nana and gramps who love you back in Kadamitas City just waiting to see you.

SHARP: (couging) That was worth it just to hear you do that voice. Now, if the future of Divitia is safe, how about some hyronalin for me and the major ‘fore our last organs fail?

NEEVA: Right.

(She keys up some more hyronalin in her hypospray and injects it, but calls the ship as she does.)

NEEVA: Neeva to Excelsior. Operation one-zero-nine-six completed successfully.

YUBARI: Good work. The moment you’re extracted, I need you to take that shuttle and rendezvous with teams from the Thanatoksin and Judaat relief ships.

NEEVA: What for, ma’am?

YUBARI: Operation one-one-four-seven commences in thirty-three minutes.


5.3 .I.O.U.


LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Red alert.)

NEEVA: Yes, Captain, I am aware that your main reactor is at ninety percent of critical, but if you don’t push it to ninety-five [we can't maintain containment!]

ALIEN CAPTAIN #4K-01: That is completely unacceptable! We [suggest you try asking the blasted Divitians!]

(Yubari steps forward and slams her comm-line open.)

YUBARI: Mister Baudette, this is the captain of the Excelsior. If you and the other Judaat ships don’t push it to ninety-five, then the power transfer fails, and we’re all dead. We passed critical ten minutes ago. Do your job! Excelsior out! (she slams the intercom again) God dammit these people are whiny.

NEEVA: That might not be quite the right word. We’ve already blown out the replicators for the next week, and, if I get this calculation wrong, we’ll have to abandon ship. Sylveste, give me an update on [those relay coordinates]!

J’NAYA: Bridge, I hate to be a broken record, but [our converters can't keep up with this demand for long!]

YUBARI: Talk less, say more!

J’NAYA: We need more power!

YUBARI: Neeva?

NEEVA: We don’t have any more! If you get any, it’ll be from the ships that are holding out!

J’NAYA: But [I cannae change the laws of physics, Commander!]

NEEVA: That’s all I can tell you! Keep trying! (Neeva who hits the intercom to close channel)

Commander, she’s right. We need more.

YUBARI: Alright. Sylveste, hail the flagship of the Tulian flotilla.

NEEVA: Eighteenth ship in the network, Sylveste.

SYLVESTE: Yes, ma’ams.

YUBARI: Any suggestions?

NEEVA: Tulia... they're avians, right? What do you know about birds? Say something about flocks sticking together. Say anything. Make promises. Make threats. Do whatever it is you need to do, Commander, but do it now.

(Sylveste and Neeva press a lot of buttons.)

YUBARI: Acting Captain’s Log, supplemental. “Oh, yeah, we can put a bunch of fusion plants in orbit, they’ll be fine as long as we never get hit by an ion wave front.” That’s what they said on Divitia, the capital of the "wise and glorious" Perenalthorias Union... right up until nine days ago, when they got hit by an ion wave front. The Excelsior’s led relief efforts all week, and now those fusion plants are now losing containment. If we can’t stop it, they’ll blow up half the planet—and us along with. The captain should be here, but he's on a survey mission with Lorhrok, out-of-contact, and he's late. I don’t intend to get a planet blown up without him.

SYLVESTE: I have a Shipmaster Jerrin, ma’am. His ship is the Thir Thoren.

YUBARI: In my ready room, Ensign.

(She exits. Neeva barely skips a beat as Yubari exits.)

NEEVA: Ensign! Those Tulian shuttlepods! Why are they drifting out of alignment?

LOCATION: READY ROOM

YUBARI: Computer, on screen. (The screen activates) Hi! Guess what?

JERRIN: I [daren't imagine what you are going to say!]

YUBARI: Don’t answer that. Your ships’re going to a hundred percent.

JERRIN: One hundred percent! You must find some other way! We cannot afford [that kind of strain]!

YUBARI: LOOK, Shipmaster! I’ve just been instructed to offer you compensation for your trouble. You push your reactors to the red line, and we’ll... we’ll... We’ll owe you one!

(Pause.)

JERRIN: Owe us? One what?

YUBARI: A solid! A favor! You do this for us, and you can ask us for something later! After we get through this without everyone dying because you wouldn’t go to one hundred percent!

JERRIN: We can’t run our warp reactor on empty promises, Captain!

(An alert chimes at Yubari’s desk.)

YUBARI: Oh, no. Containment for Power Plant Epsilon just started to fail. We have to shore it up. Thir Thoren, your quota is now one hundred three percent.

JERRIN: I [absolutely refuse! Find someone else!]

YUBARI: And if the next words out of your mouth aren’t, “I agree, Captain,” your quota’s going to be a hundred and five just for all the time you’ve wasted the relief effort.

JERRIN: I... I agree, Captain, but [we will hold you to the offer of a favor].

YUBARI: Good. Excelsior out.

(Yubari stands up and returns to the bridge.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

NEEVA: [Sylveste, I need the field’s new] geometry to compensate for those shuttlepods thirty seconds ago!

SYLVESTE: They’re not finished yet, ma’am!

(Part of the ceiling explodes, and debris smashes to the deck.)

NEEVA: Sylveste...

SYLVESTE: There! Done!

(Yubari sits in the center seat. Neeva is in the X.O.’s seat next to her. Neeva has a timer running down on her armrest. It beeps very slightly every tenth of a second, and more loudly once every full second.)

(The ship is starting to hum like it’s building up to an explosion, everything is shaking a little, loud enough to hear, and every few seconds a console lets out a shower of sparks.)

YUBARI: Status, Commander?

NEEVA: The Tulian ships are all giving one hundred two percent, Commander, so that’s good, and thank you. What’s bad is that we are going to blow up anyway.

YUBARI: No, we aren’t.

NEEVA: We are... (checks her armpad) seventy-three seconds from a core breach. There’s nothing we can do to stop it except turn off the power transfer beam. But if we turn off the beam...

YUBARI: The reactors fail, and we explode. We’re not going to do that.

NEEVA: But if we don’t...

YUBARI: We aren’t going to blow up, Commander.

NEEVA: Renegade Squadron, this is Summit Five Actual. Break off patrol and get to a safe distance.

VESANT: Acknowledged, Summit Actual. Moving to a safe distance.

YUBARI: We aren’t going to blow up.

(Something blows up just above her.)

SYLVESTE: Containment still hasn’t stabilized on the fusion plants. Shall I sound abandon ship, ma’ams?

NEEVA: No point. There isn’t enough time for a pod to get beyond [the blast zone.]

(Readouts start streaming.)

SYLVESTE: Commander! Fusion plant six just re-established shielding!

J’NAYA: Bridge, core temperatures are falling! Systems coming back online!

NEEVA: It’s stable.

SYLVESTE: Plants four and fifteen are back! Twelve!

NEEVA: Step down the beam — gradually! Recall the fighters and signal the fleet to begin Stabilization Phase Three.

(The beam power output is lowered.)

SYLVESTE: Yes, ma’am.

NEEVA: We made it.

YUBARI: Toldja. The Excelsior would never ju[st blow up like that.]

(A big explosion rocks the ship from outside – a shockwave. Alerts sound. Yubari, Neeva, and Sylveste cry out as they are thrown to the floor!)

NEEVA: What was that?!

SYLVESTE: Ship number twenty-two. A scout ship, part of the Tulian flotilla. They couldn’t handle the power drain we were putting on them, ma’am. She just... blew up.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: How many people aboard?

SYLVESTE: A hundred five.

YUBARI: The reactor. Is the reactor holding?

SYLVESTE: Uh...

(Pause)

SYLVESTE: Yes, ma’am.

NEEVA: Thank the Lords.

YUBARI: Good.

NEEVA: “Good”?

YUBARI: Better them than everyone.


5.4 .E.U.L.A.


SCENE 4K-01

LOCATION: SHUTTLECRAFT (CAPTAIN’S YACHT MCKINLEY)

(Lorhrok enters the cockpit.)

LORHROK: Magnetic alignment holding steady, sir.

DOVAN: Good, good. How about you?

LORHROK: Sir?

DOVAN: Well, we’ve been off the ship for ninety-eight hours. We’re alone. In an uncharted part of the galaxy. How are you feeling?

(Lorhrok sits down in the co-pilot’s seat and leans back.)

LORHROK: Honestly, after the past few weeks of stellar surveys, I was itching to get off-ship. You’d think that a new region of space would be a bit more... adventurous.

DOVAN: What? The Casserole Incident aboard the Relayan convoy wasn’t enough for you?  I mean, Yubari practically deployed the marines before we worked it out.

LORHROK: Surprisingly psychoactive foodstuffs weren’t high on my list of things to discover when I signed up. Though, to their credit, once you got past the hallucinations, it was quite good.

DOVAN: Spoken like a true cosmocosmitan. What did bring you out here, then?

LORHROK: You ordered me to report to the Yacht McKinley for two weeks, sir, so... I don’t know, why are we here?

DOVAN: Other than charting this lovely diffraction field and surrounding star systems? I wanted to give Commanders Neeva and Yubari a little light command experience, now that they’re both fully qualified. Let them make some stories on their own. (pause) Plus, bonding time, I suppose.

LORHROK: Bonding time... I’ve never really had that before. Father never seemed inclined. What is, ah, involved?

DOVAN: Oh, I picked up an aromatherapy kit from Counsellor Rustwick before we left. Circle time's in an hour.

LORHROK: Oh, uh, I just remembered, I need to wash [my hair tonight.]

DOVAN: Pfft. No, this is about it. Charting that pre-warp civilization yesterday. Souping up my yacht’s engines. Not pulling a Chakotay.

LORHROK: I can do that. It has been a long time since we had a decent conversation. What’s a Chakotay?

DOVAN: No idea. When I told Admiral Parker I was taking my X.O. on a shuttle run for a couple weeks, he told me not to pull one.

LORHROK: Must be some human idiom.

DOVAN: Why do they always assume every species in the galaxy knows every inane particularity of their ridiculous language?

LORHROK: And then they chuckle at you for not knowing it. Like you’re the provincial rube! And then they give you a blank stare every time you use a saying everybody else knows, like “Great Prophet”--

DOVAN: --or, or, uh, “pebbles on the cliff-face.”

LORHROK: Exactly. All of a sudden it’s Cultural Anthropology One-Oh-One!

DOVAN: You know, I’ve heard some humans think they invented the Lords of Kobol?

LORHROK: Humans. (chuckling) Looks like we’re off to a good start already.

DOVAN: Bonding time! Although, incidentally, you never answered my question.

LORHROK: Which one?

DOVAN: What brought you out here? I mean, into Starfleet, not into this shuttle.

LORHROK: Oh, well... The War, I suppose.

DOVAN: Ever... regret it? (pause) I’m just saying, it doesn’t take a certified counselor to see that this has been a hard year for you.

LORHROK: In some ways. Sir, is this really the time for... this?

DOVAN: We’ve been out here for four days with nary a beep from the comm panel. I know I’m not great at this, but I’m not sure there’ll be a better [time than we have right now.]

(The comm panel beeps an alert.)

LORHROK: Captain, I’m picking up a distress call. It’s extremely faint.

DOVAN: (sigh) Jinxed it. How far?

LORHROK: Not far at all. We’re probably almost on top of it. It’s this diffraction field; it’s playing hell with the transmission bands. Let me try to localize the source...

(He starts inputting commands.)

DOVAN: Put it up on screen while you do that.

LORHROK: Aye, sir.

(Screen pops on. A staticky signal begins.)

THE MAN: …[Calling a]ny vessels in range. We have heavy casualties, but the sky seems to be [clear] for the moment. Again, this settle[ment is located on] south-eastern island in the northern archipelago. Repeat: the Island League begs for help, from [any vessels in range.]

(The static overwhelms the signal, and it cuts out.)

LORHROK: I have a location. Deeper into the field.

DOVAN: Alter heading and speed.

LORHROK: Those magnetic currents are strong. We’ll be completely out of contact with the Excelsior.

DOVAN: We’ll just have to make it quick, then.

(Lorhrok puts in some commands and engages the engines.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The shuttle jumps to warp.)

LOCATION: SHUTTLECRAFT (CAPTAIN’S YACHT MCKINLEY)

LORHROK: Coming up on the origin now. (pause) I said they were close.

DOVAN: You weren’t kidding. Take us out of warp.

(Lorhrok does so, and scans the system as the warp flash fades.)

LORHROK: Small star system, six planets. Only the second is habitable, but I’m showing signs of mining colonies as far out as the fourth world.

DOVAN: The distress call is coming from the second?

LORHROK: Yes. And that’s odd. There are some unmanned docking stations in orbit, automated refueling stations... all the signs of early space infrastructure, equivalent to the Federation's late twenty-second century. But no ships, no patrols. It’s like there was a fleet here, but they’ve all left.

DOVAN: Rolling out the welcome mat for the bad guys.

LORHROK: Sir?

DOVAN: Sorry. Another human idiom. Forget I said it.

LORHROK: Forgotten and forgiven. Approaching the atmosphere. I’ll take us in for a low sensor pass so we can find out what’s happening--and who we should contact?--before we land.

DOVAN: My thoughts exactly. Pitch up twenty degrees. That’s where the distress call came from.

LORHROK: How do you know? I’m not picking up any locator beacons.

DOVAN: Look. Smoke.

LORHROK: Is that a town?

DOVAN: Uh... Yes. A city. Not a big one, but see there? Right at the edge of the fire? I’d bet darseks to hasperat those are blocks of individual houses. Lifesigns?

LORHROK: Inconclusive.

DOVAN: Which means there’s definitely someone alive down there, but there’s either too much interference or they’re dying.

LORHROK: Spectral frequencies are saying a little from column A, a little from column B.

DOVAN: This is strange. Why is a town like this broadcasting an interstellar distress call? Where’s the local police force? What happened to the orbital fleet? X.O., try to raise the central government. We need to [get our bearings here.]

(Sensor alert at Lorhrok’s station.)

LORHROK: Hang on, I’m picking up high levels of boro-carbons near the surface.

DOVAN: Whatso-carbons?

LORHROK: It’s a by-product of... Pull up!

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: Get us out of here, sir! Computer, scan for pockets of tetrazine and display on [my navigation console.]

We hear a whoosh of flames outside the shuttle, then a large explosion! Alarms go off!)

DOVAN: What the--? Who’s shooting at us?

LORHROK: Nobody! The sky just exploded! Number two engine is gone!

DOVAN: I know! We’re going down! Get me a landing site!

LORHROK: Keep it steady... there! That looks like a park!

DOVAN: I can’t make that!  Brace for impact!

(The shuttle crashes!)

SCENE 4K-98

Theme song!

NARRATOR: Starship Excelsior presents... E.U.L.A., by James Heaney

SCENE 4K-02

(LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE)

NEEVA: Acting First Officer's Log, Stardate Six-two-three-three-eight-point-six. For decades, the planet Divitia has been safe from war and want thanks to its fantastic wealth. But no amount of money can stop an ion wave front.

YUBARI: You make it sound poetic.

NEEVA: Computer, pause. (computer pauses) Don't you have your own log to make, 'Captain'?

YUBARI: Did mine five minutes ago.

NEEVA: Right. Resume. (computer resumes) The natural disaster killed millions, but the Excelsior and a task force from planet Tulia stopped a meltdown in the orbital fusion plants. One of the Tulian crews sacrificed themselves, saving billions. We're moving off now to investigate the Ly'ven'tho Field, where Captain Dovan and Lieutenant Lorhrok went missing almost a day ago. End log.

YUBARI: A bit dry, don't you think? If you're not going to worry about Alecz, at least say something mean about the Divitians.

NEEVA: Do you want me to kibbutz while I watch you record logs?

YUBARI: When you're acting captain, I'll be happy to show you how it's done. Sylveste, plot a course for the diffraction field.

(Alert on Sylveste’s console.)

SYLVESTE: Actually, ma'am, I have an incoming message from Divitia. President Zahl on public address frequency.

YUBARI: If they try to sell us their gorram technology again...

NEEVA: (sigh) I think that’s honestly how they say thank you.

YUBARI: Put him up.

PRESIDENT ZAHL: My friends, the people of Divitia are profoundly moved by your generosity in these past several days. You have provided invaluable support in the wake of this disaster, helping our agencies distribute food, rebuild roads, and protect our power.

SYLVESTE: If Divitian “agencies” were within five hundred miles of my food drops, it was only because they were in the ration line with everybody else.

NEEVA: They need their pride, Ensign.

PRESIDENT ZAHL: ...We are therefore moved to match your generosity with our own famous generosity. To every race that sent aid, we offer a one-month waiver of all licensing fees for any Divitian product lines to which you are currently subscribed and a special 18-month zero-obligation free trial of any products you are not using, plus one additional month for each starship you sent to the relief effort. Though this is only a token of our eternal grat[itude to all the sapients who helped us in this day of need... okay, I don't want to write any more of this sentence so you can stop here. But do record all this up to "okay." Thanks.]

NEEVA: Turn it off.

YUBARI: Make a note in our logs that the Divitians are a stunted, acquisitive culture that knows the price of everything and the value of nothing.

NEEVA: Again?

YUBARI: I don’t want the Admiral twisting my words.

(Another console alert.)

SYLVESTE: Incoming message from Tulian flagship Thir Thoren, ma’am.

YUBARI

Guess they got sick of Zahl, too. Put the birds on screen, Ensign.

SYLVESTE: Aye, ma’am.

(The viewscreen activates.)

YUBARI: Shipmaster Jerrin, I express our deep regret over the loss of one of your flock. The crew of the—

NEEVA: (whispering) Thal Kray.

YUBARI: Thal Kray gave their lives in the service of others. Our culture does not believe there is any greater act.

JERRIN: Nor ours, Commander. Yet their loss will be felt deeply by our flotilla and their families for many years to come. They kept our people flying. For one month. All they were worth to the Divitians was one month’s fee!

NEEVA: I’m sorry, what do you mean by that? I thought “keeping the people flying” was a figure of speech. Do you subscribe to a Divitian product?

JERRIN: Not just a product, Excelsior. The product. Like most of the races who sent aid ships – most of the races in the Perenalthorias Union – we Tulians license our faster-than-light engines from the Divitian Technology Consortium.

NEEVA: They own your engines?

JERRIN: Not the materials, but the configuration is their intellectual property. The cost is steep – ten percent of our gross planetary product – but it has allowed our people to build and maintain colonies, to protect ourselves and spread throughout the stars. Your Federation does not offer starships-as-a-service?

NEEVA: We don’t. In fact, it would violate our antitrust laws... if anyone had ever thought of it.

JERRIN: Then you are either stupid, or fortunate. We wish to discuss the “favor” you promised. The “favor” for which the crew of the Thal Kray died.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Yes, of course. It sounds like you already have something in mind.

JERRIN: During this past week, we have observed the Excelsior’s precision sensors in action. You’ve saved many lives on Divitia simply by being able to find them. Our observatories, though better able to penetrate the Ly’ven’tho diffraction field than any of our neighbors’, have no such capabilities. We invite you to augment them. We are willing to make some reasonable exchange as well.

YUBARI: A sensor upgrade?

JERRIN: In payment of that which we are owed.

YUBARI: Of course, of course. Neeva?

NEEVA: Mute channel. (The channel mutes) Well, they’re an A-minus on the Scale of Culture, so we can’t just roll out the Type-Fifteens, but I’m sure I can get approval for some form of technological exchange. Plus, they say they can scan through the diffraction field. With their observatories and our sensors, we might have a much better shot at finding the captain and Lieutenant Lorhrok.

YUBARI: They might just be running late. Still... Call Starfleet Command as soon as we’re done here?

NEEVA: Will do.

YUBARI: Unmute. (The channel unmutes) We have to get final clearance from our government, but we accept your very generous offer, Shipmaster. We ask only that we be permitted to use your observatories to search for a shuttlecraft of ours that has gone missing in the diffraction field.

JERRIN: Missing? The deep Ly’ven’tho is a dangerous place to go missing. They could have been shot down by the Rayger Toog. Or become entangled in the, ah, environmental strife on Judaat.

YUBARI: Or just got behind schedule on their survey.

JERRIN: We shall be glad to help, however we can, once our sensors have received the upgrade.

YUBARI: The United Federation thanks the kind Tulian people for this indulgence.

JERRIN: As soon as we’ve honored our dead, our convoy will depart –- in half a local day. Many species left their homeworlds defenseless to help Divitia –- ours included.

YUBARI: We mourn with you, Thir Thoren. (pause) Excelsior out.

(The comm line closes. Yubari flops back down in her command seat)

YUBARI: (dramatic exhale) How’d that go? I sound okay?

NEEVA: Yeah, respectful, considerate, the works.

YUBARI: Lovely. Two hundred hours practicing b.s. in the mirror actually paid off. How do you do it?

SYLVESTE: Should I lay in a course for the Tulian homeworld?

YUBARI: It sounds like our best chance of finding the captain and Lieutenant Lorhrok.

NEEVA: Plus... we do owe them one.

SCENE 4K-03

LOCATION: CITY STREET

(There’s a big explosion, not far away. Windows shatter, part of a building collapses, car alarms go off, a utility pole collapses which snaps its electric line in two with a shower of sparks... Far off in the distance: the roar of a fire.)

(Dovan is half-carrying, half-helping a native man who’s wounded.)

NESHENT: I’m only slowing you and Alecz down, Dovan! You don’t owe me anything!

DOVAN: Uh, yeah, I do. I’m pretty sure you would have been evacuated from the island safe and sound by now if I hadn’t crashed a shuttle into your house. Besides, we’re still upwind of the main fire! Alecz?

(Lorhrok is approaching them.)

LORHROK: Actually, sir, I was just scouting ahead a little. The good news is, I found a candy-and-soda kiosk. Phasered it open and... here you go. (he opens a soda can) The bad news is, the wind just changed.

DOVAN: In what direction?

LORHROK: It’s hard to get a precise reading because of the diffraction fields, but... we’re in trouble.

DOVAN: Could have led with that?

LORHROK: We haven’t had fluids in more than a day. Don’t want to reach the subway just to drop dead of dehydration.

NESHENT: Can we still make the subway?

LORHROK: Well... no. The fire’ll cut us off first. If we ran dead out from here to Laprop Canal, it’d be close, but...

NESHENT: But I’m not running anywhere on this leg.

DOVAN: We already saw the bodies at the marina, we have no idea how to get to the caves beneath the city, and the skyfire isn’t showing any signs of burning out. That subway is currently our only way off this island.

NESHENT: Um... Synod Firth. There’s a station at Synod and 9th. A little farther, but at least it’s away from the fire.

(They start moving.)

DOVAN: Alecz, can we make that?

LORHROK: I don’t see that we have a choice.

NESHENT: We can cut through this yard and over the viaduct, it’s through this gate... Oh, no.

LORHROK: Look away, Neshent. Just keep moving. Whoever she was, at least she died quickly.

(Lorhrok pushes a metal gate, which swings open easily.)

NESHENT: Uh...  (deep, ragged breath) Then... then just up the last couple meters of this hill... and down the other... no, no, no.

DOVAN: How'd the fire get over here?

(They crest the hill and the distant fire suddenly sounds a good deal closer.)

LORHROK: That gas explosion.

DOVAN: It must have ignited something.

NESHENT: Yeah, the air. That’s why we call it a skyfire, Dovan! The tetrazine in the atmosphere can keep it burning for days!

DOVAN: Well, whatever the cause, it’s cut us off. We have fire coming up from the south driving us toward a new fire in the north. Ideas?

NESHENT: We could stand here and shout at the sky, cursing the Capitol for causing this disaster.

DOVAN: Not bad, except we all die and it’s terrible. Lorhrok, I’m inclined to just run for it, but I’m pretty sure you’re smarter than me.

LORHROK: Than I. We could, um, um... We could link our tricorder and our combadges to generate a small forcefield. Wouldn’t last long, not with all three of us, but throw in the phaser power packs and it might give us enough time to punch through the fire at a narrow spot.

DOVAN: That sounds great! Why don’t we do that all the time?

LORHROK: It’ll drain the power cells dry on all our equipment. We’ll be completely out of contact.

DOVAN: The diffraction fields have already taken us out of contact. Save one phaser, but go ahead. And do it fast. The fire in the south is moving faster than I would have believed.

LORHROK: Start heading down toward Ninth. I’ll catch up.

DOVAN: Before the fire does, I hope.

LORHROK: Hey, if I get rid of you, that’s more forcefield power for me.

(Lorhrok starts working with the combadges and tricorder as Dovan hurries down the hill, still dragging Neshent behind him.)

NESHENT: When facing mortal peril, are you Starfleets always so... quippy?

DOVAN: Yes. (pause) Well, actually, no. I must be rubbing off on Mister Lorhrok.

NESHENT: Well, could you stop? Because I’m scared, captain.

DOVAN: You said this is all the Capitol’s fault. I thought the Capitol was helping. They ran the evacuation, didn’t they?

NESHENT: Oh, yes, they suddenly cared a great deal after the fire started. But before...

DOVAN: But how could they have known the tetrazine in your atmosphere was going to blow up?

NESHENT: Because they put it there!

DOVAN: Huh?

NESHENT: It’s their engines. All that whiz-bang tech they rent from the Union. We in the League of Islands didn’t go in for it. We take pride in our people, Dovan; we won’t license ourselves away. Besides, we couldn’t afford it.

DOVAN: Sorry, still not following.

NESHENT: Those Divitian engines weren’t built to fly in our atmosphere! Their tetryon emissions react with the verterons, tetrazine builds up, and, one day, KABOOM! Another of our cities is on fire because of the Capitol.

DOVAN: That’s what my first officer told me. But what I don’t understand is... why do they keep doing it?

NESHENT: They say there’s no problem! That our scientific findings are mistaken! Ten years of smaller fires, and now Elpam is the third island burnt to a crisp in eighteen months--and they say it’s because we had a dry summer!

DOVAN: If flying over your cities is what’s doing the damage, why not threaten to shoot down their ships?

NESHENT: Would you pick a fight with a civilization that could wipe out yours in a matter of minutes?

DOVAN: Well... yeah, actually. I would.

NESHENT: (sigh) Yes, me too. But the lazy cowards who run the Island League...

DOVAN: We’d better hold up here. We get any closer to this fire and I think we’re legally considered a roast.

NESHENT: Captain...

DOVAN: Sorry. No more quips. Look, Neshent, we're going to be okay. The Excelsior knows we're missing by now. They're looking for us.

NESHENT: There are a hundred planets in the Ly'ven'tho diffraction field, and scanners are lucky to see a hundred meters. How could your ship, any ship, ever hope to find us?

DOVAN: Technobabble.

NESHENT: Captain...

DOVAN: No, Neshent, that's not a quip! I am being completely sincere right now: I have absolute, unshakeable faith in my crew's ability to save me by stringing together long science words that sound made-up. And if those words aren't enough, they'll invent new ones. Speaking of which, Lieutenant Lorhrok! You coming?

SCENE 4K-04

LOCATION: OUTSIDE THE AVIARY

(Neeva, Doctor Sharp, Commander J’naya and an engineering team, and two security officers beam down.)

JERRIN: Welcome, my friends. Welcome to the Aviary.

NEEVA: Thank you, Shipmaster. It’s good to see a friendly face. May I introduce our chief engineer, Commander J’naya, and our surgeon, Doctor Sharp?

SHARP: A pleasure once again, Shipmaster. Love the view from up here.

J’NAYA: I’m looking forward to seeing these observatories of yours.

JERRIN: We’ve already picked out several planets where your shuttle may have been forced down. We think the Judaat Capitol is likeliest, so we’ll start there. And may I introduce Strategos Synoll, the chairman of our Science and Engineering Ministry?

SHARP: Strategos? Isn’t that more of a military title?

SYNOLL: When most of your advanced technology is licensed from a much more powerful planet, my job involves as much foreign policy as it does science.

JERRIN: Of course, we are forbidden by our contracts with the Divitians from studying the technologies they’ve licensed to us.

SYNOLL: Of course. So some of my job is simply finding productive things for our scientists to do in light of those contracts, which we would never flout.

NEEVA: What if you did? The Divitians wouldn’t go to war with you over a usage agreement.

JERRIN: No need for that, my friend. They’d simply deactivate our license keys.

J’NAYA: Oh, would they, now?

(She pulls out a tricorder and starts scanning and also typing in some commands.)

SYNOLL: But we don’t mean to bore you with politics. Won’t you come inside? The door is just at the end of the platform.

(He walks toward a door leading into the tower; everyone follows.)

(A huuuuuuge bird passes by low overhead, flapping its massive wings as it lets out a call.)

J’NAYA: Janey Mac!

SYNOLL: Commander? Is something wrong?

NEEVA: I think that bird was just a little bigger than we’re used to.

SYNOLL: Ah. That was a Thir Tollek, one of the Middle Brothers. By comparison, they’re not as large as you think.

SHARP: By comparison to what? A starfighter?

JERRIN: The Big Brothers.

NEEVA: (whistles admiringly)

(Synoll reaches a door and flashes an ID card at it. It beeps and unlocks, so he can open it.  But when he tries the handle, it’s still locked.)

SYNOLL: A thousand curses.

(He tries again, same result.)

JERRIN: May I?

(Jerrin tries it.)

SYNOLL: Please. I’m certain we’ve paid this month’s fee. All the other doors work.

NEEVA: What’s wrong?

(The door doesn't open for Jerrin either.)

JERRIN: It appears this particular security door is having an activation problem.

SYNOLL: Usually it’s an issue with the diffraction field. The Divitian server sees we paid and sends a license renewal order but it gets lost before it reaches our hardware.

J’NAYA: May I try?

JERRIN: How? You’re not authorized.

J’NAYA: Well, when you mentioned remote deactivation, I took a look, and it turns out your license keys are all just public-key algorithms using integer factorization.

JERRIN: Sixteen thousand bits. Impregnable to anything but a quantum computer, which are still purely theoretical.

J’NAYA: Well, except my tricorder is a quantum computer.

SYNOLL: What?

J’NAYA: All transtators have a Q.C. So I just ran Shor’s Algorithm, and I control your door now. Would you like me to open it?

JERRIN: (simultaneous) No!

J’NAYA: What? But... I thought you were paid up. It’s just a communications issue.

SYNOLL: If they found out we could pirate a license key, whatever the reason...

JERRIN: They’d place us under interdict. Our starships, wherever they are, would be marooned. Our colonies, isolated without hope of supply.

SHARP: Your doors, stuck throughout the planet.

SYNOLL: Precisely!

NEEVA: We apologize, Strategos. We meant no harm.

J'NAYA: We just aren’t used to the systems of late capitalism!

SYNOLL: Late? What’s late about it?

NEEVA: I'd love to discuss T'Plana-Hath's treatise on labor after scarcity... at a later date. Is there a way around?

JERRIN: A few hundred meters this way, yes.

SHARP: And what about my patients?

JERRIN: Hm?

SHARP: You asked me down here to take a look at some patients. I'm a doctor, not a tourist.

SYNOLL: Yes. The victims of the freighter accident, Shipmaster.

JERRIN: Ah, yes! The freighter! This way, Doctor, this way.

(They walk away.)

SCENE 4K-05

LOCATION: CITY STREET - NEAR THE FIRE

(Lorhrok is hurrying up. He’s carrying a contraption that hums and whirs.)

LORHROK: Alright, I think it’s working. Get as close as you can to me.

DOVAN: How long will this portable forcefield hold?

LORHROK: I don’t know. We’ll try and cut through the firestorm at the thinnest point; we just need to get a little east, then we’ll be safe until the wind shifts again.

DOVAN: How far’s that?

LORHROK: In the fire? One city block, maybe less. Hard to be certain.

DOVAN: Okay.

NESHENT: And if this doesn't work?

DOVAN: Then I have a terrible backup plan. Activate the field!

(Lorhrok presses a button and a forcefield snaps into place, though it continues fuzzing along.)

NESHENT: Is it working?

LORHROK: Quick! Follow me!

(They enter the fire itself.)

LOCATION: FIRESTORM

DOVAN: Lorhrok, I don’t like the sounds the forcefield is making!

NESHENT: Some of the flames are getting through!

LORHROK: I’ll try and keep us away from the hottest parts, but we have to make it to the other side now!

NESHENT: Is it going to collapse?

DOVAN: No!

(An alarm goes off on the generator.)

LORHROK: Actually, yes! The wind just shifted again – we’re not going to make it out in time!

DOVAN: Alright, stop!

(They stop)

DOVAN: Time for Plan B! See that cellar door?

NESHENT: Yes! It’s locked!

(Dovan shoots it with his phaser, at medium range. The lock blows off.)

DOVAN: Not anymore! Now get in!

NESHENT: We’ll be cooked alive down there!

DOVAN: GO!

(They all run in the new direction and quickly arrive at this cellar door.)

NESHENT: It’s too hot to open!

DOVAN: Alecz, grab the left side! I'm on the right!

LORHROK: I guess I don't really need that hand!

DOVAN: One, two, three, FOUR!

(They each grab a handle on the cellar door and pull it wide open. We hear the skin on their hands sizzling from touching the superhot metal.)

DOVAN: Agggggghghhg!

LORHROK: OwOwOwOwOwOwOwOwOwOwOwOwOw!

(They run down a few wooden steps.)

LOCATION: CELLAR

LORHROK: Close it, quick! The forcefield’s collapsing!

DOVAN: Hang on! Where’s my phaser?

(Dovan unholsters his phaser and adjusts the power level to overload. It starts to whine, and, grunting, he hurls it out the cellar door into the firestorm. The door slams shut and the forcefield finally fails.)

NESHENT: What was that?

LORHROK: The forcefield just collapsed.

(They all gasp in pain)

(Pause.)

LORHROK: And that was the full temperature of this basement hitting us. It’s gotta be three-fifty kelvin down here, Captain. Even Bolian chemistry can’t survive that for long.

DOVAN: Yeah, hence the backup plan.

NESHENT: You threw something out into the fire, right before the doors closed.

DOVAN: There’s a dense network of geoclastic caves under the city, right? That’s how the Archipelago was settled in the first place, you said.

NESHENT: Yes, but the only entrance I know is at the marina.

LORHROK: So why did you throw your phaser into the fire?

DOVAN: It’s not a good plan. It’s just all I had left. I’m not quipping, Neshent, I’m truly sorry. I set the phaser to level-sixteen overload.

LORHROK: Oh, no.

NESHENT: It’s already a firestorm out there! How will one more grenade help anyone?

LORHROK: A phaser set to level sixteen isn’t just a gun. One shot from it can knock down a small building, cause a cave-in. The technical manual rates it for six fifty cubic meters’ explosive displacement. On overload...

DOVAN: On overload, the phaser’s a bomb that’ll collapse half a city block. Including this one. We’d better duck and cover.

NESHENT: Just because I don’t want to burn to death doesn’t mean I want suicide! Why would you blow us up?!

LORHROK: He’s not. He’s hoping the hill collapsing will drop us right into the caves.

DOVAN: Of course, if I didn’t throw the phaser far enough, it will blow us up. But if we’re lucky...

LORHROK: Really, really luc—

(There is an explosion. The building shakes... and collapses into the ground!)

(They all scream as they fall.)

SCENE 4K-06

LOCATION: THE AVIARY – ASTROMETRIC LAB

(Synoll and J'naya are working side-by-side.)

J'NAYA: Well, that's kind of a strange question. I've got the magneton waveguides back up.

SYNOLL: Oh, I hope I didn't offend.

J'NAYA: No, no, of course not, I just didn't spend a lot of time with a telescope growing up.

SYNOLL: You didn't even stare up into space and marvel at it all?

J'NAYA: I was a computer geek! (pause) Well, okay. There was one.

SYNOLL: Hold that thought: I'm reconnecting power cell G-4.

J'NAYA: Oh, I'm all tangled up in that conduit. One sec.

(Grunting, she wrenches some of her tools free from a power conduit access panel)

J'NAYA: Okay, go.

(Synoll restores power to one of the cells.)

SYNOLL: So, what was it? Planet? Galaxy?

J'NAYA: A nebula. You couldn't see it from Earth, but from my Aunt's estate on Risa... no light for thirty klicks in any direction, and the sky just lit up. And there was this one ring of faint purple gas surrounding what looked for all the world like a sea of emeralds.

SYNOLL: What was it called?

J'NAYA: Oh, it had some horrid name. M.L.-forty-two-something-something. But it punched right through the far side of the Milky Way like a big eye looking down on me.

SYNOLL: Hold on. Purple?

J'NAYA: Yeah. So faint you almost couldn't see it.

SYNOLL: You mean... (he presses some buttons) ...like this?

J'NAYA: (gasp) That's it! But, how did you find it? And how did you get such a beautiful image?

SYNOLL: I used to look at this one too, growing up. But we're a lot closer on this end of the galaxy. I wonder whether we ever looked up at it at the same time.

J'NAYA: What do you call it?

SYNOLL: The Lady's Pillow.

J'NAYA: That's beautiful. It's beautiful. You're a... [very interesting man, Strategos.]

NEEVA: Kestra! How are you and Synoll doing with the sensors?

SYNOLL: I'll go check the forward relays up top, Commander.

J'NAYA: Sounds good, Strategos.

(Synoll climbs up a ladder.)

NEEVA: So? How's it going?

J'NAYA: Well, I'm eighty percent sure he's going to ask me to go out stargazing with him tonight, and sixty percent sure it's just an excuse for him to kiss me.

NEEVA: And how do you feel about that?

J'NAYA: One hundred percent sure I'm a fan.

NEEVA: You know I was asking about the sensors, right?

J'NAYA: Yep. We'll find the captain alright, although I do have to report that Strategos Synoll is a terrible liar.

NEEVA: How do you mean?

J'NAYA: They told us they wanted these sensor upgrades to improve exploration, communication, and traffic control throughout this system and the Tulian colony worlds.

NEEVA: Yes, and?

J'NAYA: And we'll get there... eventually. But Synoll and the entire Science ministry are prioritizing all the wrong components. At first, I thought it was just a mistake. Then I thought maybe their science is too primitive for this kind of engineering project. Then I realized: their priority list makes sense if the main thing they want to build isn't an extrasolar observatory.

NEEVA: So what are they building? We building?

J'NAYA: Planetary surveillance net. They're trying to keep a closer eye on their own ships, their own atmosphere, maybe their own people. Which is perfectly fine. The Federation's planetary traffic controls do the same basic things. Nothing nefarious about that!

NEEVA: But if what they're doing is perfectly innocent...

J'NAYA: Exactly. Why lie about it?

NEEVA: Hm. (pause) I'll talk to Jerrin, see what I can dig up. In the meantime, this isn't getting in the way of us finding the captain and First Officer Lorhrok?

J'NAYA: No. I mean, every time they try to skip past something that would help our long-range scanners, I just quietly go fix it. I'm sure Synoll has noticed, but he hasn't tried to stop me.

NEEVA: So far. You know he's a liar and you'd still go on a date with him?

J'NAYA: All men lie, especially about politics.

NEEVA: Especially when they're politicians.

J'NAYA: I like to think he's a scientist first, but... with all due respect, Commander, have you noticed how cute he is?

NEEVA: Well, find out what you can from him.

J'NAYA: Of course, Neeva. I won't let the captain down.

NEEVA: They could be anywhere right now. The Judaat could be jamming cattle brands on them, for all we know.

SCENE 4K-07

LOCATION: HOSPITAL

(“So This Is Christmas” by John Lennon, already midway into the song, is playing softly on tinny speakers in this small hospital room)

THE MAN: Alright. Wake them up.

ISLANDER #1: Which one first?

THE MAN: Mmmm... the tall one.

ISLANDER #1: Ten cc’s zolpax tartrate.

(He injects it with a plastic syringe.)

LORHROK: (inhales suddenly, exhales slowly.) Hello. Where am I?

THE MAN: We were hoping you could answer a few questions for us, too.

LORHROK: Lorhrok, Alecz! Leftenant! Service number S-C-1-naught-8-P-[3-5-4-4-3-1-8!]

THE MAN: Hang on, Leftenant. Hang on. We didn’t mean it like that. You’re not a prisoner, you’re not being interrogated.

LORHROK: Then why the restraints? And that music?

THE MAN: We had to tie you down to stop your thrashing while we set your broken legs.  The music... the music is supposed to make you feel comfortable. Nurse, can you try the next track?

ISLANDER #1: Yes, right away.

(He presses the skip key on a boombox and suddenly Bing Crosby’s “Jingle Bells” comes on.)

LORHROK: Agggh!

DOVAN: (groaning) Uhhn, Human music. I can confirm: this is torture.

THE MAN: Turn it off! Turn it off!

(The attendant turns it off.)

DOVAN: Where did you get that stuff?

THE MAN: Your starship has been in Perenalthorias space for a year. There have been some cultural exchanges, and many of the products have been shared with subscriber worlds. This music collection, however, is the only one posted on the open-source servers. We hoped that meant it was special.

DOVAN: Oh, it’s special.

LORHROK: I’ve served with Cardassians who swore that the worst part of Reconstruction wasn't the mass starvation; it was when the human aid workers started playing Christmas music. Where are we? Who are you?

THE MAN: I’m the Man of the city of Kao. You’re in my hospital, recovering from what should have been a highly fatal explosion, if you’d been sitting about five meters to the left. Kao sent search parties to the tunnels under Elpam as the island burned; they heard it and found you. Two questions, my turn.

DOVAN: I’m Captain Alcar Do[van of the United Starship Excelsior.]

THE MAN: Oh, no, I know who you are, Captain Dovan and Leftenant Lorhrok. They couldn’t keep that off the open net. Not after the impression you left on Zathana. The spectacle you made in the Sernaix Sector. And I know why you’re here: you must have heard our distress call.

DOVAN: Your distr[ess call?]

THE MAN: Ah ah! Still my turn! What I want to know is: you’re clearly an advanced civilization. On your starship, do you, by any chance, possess what’s called a... quantum computer?

LORHROK: Well, technically, we have one ri[ght here.]

DOVAN: Yes. On the Excelsior.

THE MAN: May we use it?

DOVAN: No. We aren’t allowed to interfere.

THE MAN: Not even to save my people?

DOVAN: That's two. Our turn. Where’s Neshent?

THE MAN: The Islander you were with.

LORHROK: Yes. Blue hair, red [wings.]

THE MAN: He was severely injured when we found him. The doctors tell me had more hemorrhages after the fall than bones. They did their best to save him, but...

DOVAN: Oh, no. (pause) He’s dead?

THE MAN: What? No! If he’d died, wouldn’t I have started with that? But he was badly hurt. Beyond our power. We can keep him alive for another day or two (exhale) but we can’t save him. Not here.

DOVAN: Who can?

THE MAN: Hm? Oh, the Capitol has certain medicines. Licensed from the Divitians, of course. We can’t afford them, though, and neither can Neshent. (pause) (claps his hands together) Now, do you have any scans of our atmosphere?

DOVAN: Alecz?

LORHROK: Well, I downloaded some rough scans from the captain’s yacht to the tricorders. Haven’t checked to see if they were any good.

THE MAN: Would sharing that violate your non-interference agreement, Captain?

LORHROK: Well, I was going to say--they’re out of power. Useless until we get back to the Excelsior.

THE MAN: We’ll work on that. If--when we fix them, captain... can you spare an ailing nation a scan or two?

DOVAN: Quantum computers and scans are not the usual requests we get on first contact, Mister... uh, ... Man.

THE MAN: If you prefer: Man Sl!y’xpn.

DOVAN: I don’t. Usually, people ask for transporters, warp drive, and guns. And not in that order.

THE MAN: You’re aware, I believe, of our struggles to convince the Capitol that their engines are responsible for the skyfires that are killing the Islands.

DOVAN: Neshent filled us in. He also called you Island governors a pack of cowards.

THE MAN: Then I suppose we know who he voted for. But he’s not all wrong. We’ve spent years petitioning the Capitol; they call us fantasists. Even the incineration of Ouieya, Cheeb, and now Elpam -- but apparently we’re the ones imagining things.

DOVAN: So why keep trying if they’re not listening?

THE MAN: That’s a good question, Captain. But, recently, I learned something the Capitol has been keeping from the Islanders: the Divitians themselves have regulations against harming the environment with their technology. If we can only bring them evidence of what’s happening here, they can deactivate the Capitol’s engine licenses before the entire hemisphere is burnt away.

LORHROK: I’m not sure a couple of quick atmospheric scans from a burnt-out tricorder will hold up in court.

THE MAN: I only want them as corroboration. We’re going to get our main evidence from the proverbial sleeptalker’s wife. We have intelligence saying the Capitol knows even more about the skyfires than we do, and that they’re working around the clock to keep it under wraps. A small team of ours is going to infiltrate one of the Capitol’s supply depots on the coast and retrieve some of their data. Then the Divitians will have no choice but to put an end to this.

DOVAN: This supply depot... would they have any of the medicine Neshent needs?

THE MAN: Oh, undoubtedly. But it doesn’t matter; the product license wouldn’t allow them to treat an Islander with it. And the Capitol has committed itself to the principle that no single man’s life is greater than all the lives depending on that license. They’d sooner die than treat your friend.

DOVAN: What if we stole some? Could your doctors administer it?

THE MAN: No, the treatment is delivered by nanites embedded in the kromgel. The nanites would simply shut down if injected without an activation key. I’m sorry, Captain. I had no idea your Federation cared so much for the fates of your lessers. You do honor to Neshent.

DOVAN: He’s on a ventilator because of us; we’ll do better than honor him. May we have the room for a minute, Man? I need to talk to my first officer.

THE MAN: Of course. Nurse?

(He leaves, as does the nurse behind him. They close a wooden door behind them.)

DOVAN: Are you fit to travel?

LORHROK: Not really, but I’m not letting you infiltrate a hostile supply depot on your own.

DOVAN: Your legs are broken.

LORHROK: Their bone-regeneration tech leaves a lot to be desired, but it’s hardly barbarism. I can walk.

DOVAN: When we get there, can you override this infernal licensing scheme?

LORHROK: If I can get my tricorder working, probably. Now, I’ve a question for you: what about the Prime Directive?

DOVAN: We’re not destroying their society. We’re saving one man, getting medicine for Neshent. A man who’s only dying because the Islanders sent out a distress call and the Capitol's pollution blew up our yacht.

LORHROK: They didn’t exactly mean to.

DOVAN: Didn’t mean to? Alecz, is it even conceivable that the Capitol doesn’t know what it’s doing to these people?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: No. The chemical reaction is really quite basic to anyone who grew up on a planet with free verterons floating around. If the Capitol has tetryon engines and says the skyfire isn't their fault, then the Capitol is lying.

DOVAN: Knowingly saturating the airspace around an outgoing distress call with a combustible explosive is tantamount to a direct attack on the McKinley. And, coincidentally, “tantamount” is the exact word used in Sub-Order Thirteen of the Prime Directive. The next paragraph allows us to engage in, quote, “minor interference that does not alter social development if necessary to survive or repair earlier interference.” Besides, I really liked that yacht.

LORHROK: Do you always have an excuse? For breaking the rules you never intended to follow?

DOVAN: Let’s hope so. Otherwise, I’m in real trouble.

SCENE 4K-08

LOCATION: THE AVIARY - TEMPORARY MEDICAL AREA

SHARP: Thirty ceecees inaprovaline.

DOC OBOL: Ina-what-aline?

SHARP: (sigh) Just give me my medkit again.

DOC OBOL: Look, Doctor Melissa, you are from an advanced medical culture, and I am trying my best to learn [how I can save more lives.]

SHARP: Your patient is going into synaptic failure right now, Doctor Obol.

DOC OBOL: Sorry. (he picks up the medkit) Medkit.

(Sharp takes the medkit.)

SHARP: Thank you. (She keys a command into a hypospray and injects it into the patient.) That's just it, Obol. You have the technology, you have the economy, I can see you have the brains -- so why aren't you an advanced medical culture? Your surgical technique is fifty or sixty years behind where it should be for a society at your level.

DOC OBOL: Well, a lot of these drugs are licensed, [and that prevents us from really applying our best minds to it.]

SHARP: Don't give me that patent crap. She's stable. Let's move on.

(She closes her tricorder)

DOC OBOL: Five beds down, there's a patient triaged code black. Internal burns. But I think you can save her.

(They start walking)

SHARP: I'm not talking about what you got from the Divitians. You should just know about inaprovaline by now.

DOC OBOL: You don't think that has anything to do with the licensing?

(They get to the next patient, Sharp starts scanning again.)

SHARP: Oh, I think it has everything to do with the licensing. Just not in the way you think. Renting everything that makes your society go, never learning its guts, never building it yourselves... That'll cost a lot more than money, and I'm not talking about pride. Your - hang on. (tricorder alert) There it is again.

DOC OBOL: What?

SHARP: You said these people were hurt when a baffle plate on their transport's warp core ruptured, which caused a fire.

DOC OBOL: Yes, that's right.

SHARP: I thought it was just a fluke the first time. Maybe the woman we were treating was far enough away from the plate that she just got burned. And then I thought maybe my tricorder was acting up, but I switched to my auxiliary.

DOC OBOL: What are you talking about?

SHARP: Where are the theta burns?

DOC OBOL: The what?

SHARP: That close to an engine core of your type, their bodies should be scorched by radiation.

DOC OBOL: What are you talking about? Theta whatzit!

SHARP: You're a doctor in a warp-capable culture and you don't know about theta rays?

DOC OBOL: And I suppose you're going to condescend to explain it to me now!

SHARP: It's a kind of radiation that comes out of warp cores! And when your baffle plates blow up, people on the ship get a lot of it shot through every cell in their body!

DOC OBOL: I had no idea.

SHARP: These people weren't on a transport at all, were they? They got these burns somewhere else!

DOC OBOL: Doctor, please!

SHARP: That's why you're actually keeping them all unconscious, isn't it? Not to help them rest - to keep them from revealing the truth!

DOC OBOL: That's absurd.

SHARP: And when I take this tricorder and start scanning their epidermal layers for shrapnel, what am I going to find? Duranium bulkheads? Aluminum crystalfoam?

DOC OBOL: No. Brick. Masonry. Wood. Spackle, probably.

SHARP: Where did this many people get this badly burned?

DOC OBOL: Does it really matter, Doctor? They're our patients. They need our help if they're going to live.

(Pause.)

SHARP: You're right. Just tell me this: [are there any complicating factors here I need to know about?]

(An alert sounds.)

ALIEN COMPUTER VOICE: Alert. Alert. Alert code white. (in background) Military personnel to combat posts. Alert code white. Prepare for assault.

SHARP: A shelter against what?! I thought your people were at peace!

DOC OBOL: They might be coming up through the tunnels - we know they want the kromgel; we have to go!

(A big metal security door swings open uselessly on the other side of the room.)

ISLANDER #1: Not so fast! Freeze! In the name of the League of Islands and the victims of Elpam!

DOC OBOL: NO!

SHARP: Wha--?

ISLANDER #1: Hands where I can see them! Hands where I can see them NOW!!

DOVAN: No, WAIT!

(Long Pause.)

DOVAN: Melissa?

NARRATOR: To be continued...

END CREDITS

(End credits begin, then are abruptly interrupted by a cassette player.)

SHARP: Hi, my name's Melissa, and I've, well, gotten a lot out of this open-source cultural server and I just, uh, wanted to give something back. So... here's my contribution? Some really important music from my homeworld.

(End credits music replaced with "Just Like Christmas" by Low.)


5.5 Better Angels


SCENE 4K-09

LOCATION: THE AVIARY - ASTROMETRIC LAB

(Klaxons are going off here.)

SYNOLL: Get those cameras back up! We need eyes!

TULIAN #1: We're trying, Strategos!

(Jerrin comes running down some metal stairs. Neeva is right behind him.)

JERRIN: Strategos! What's going on?

NEEVA: Kestra, you alright?

J'NAYA: Aye!

SYNOLL: I don't know how, but they got past the entire perimeter before they tripped a laser sensor.

JERRIN: The doors? We pay dearly for impenetrable security barriers.

SYNOLL: As far as I can tell, they just walked through.

JERRIN: That's impossible.

SYNOLL: I'd love to explain how, but we've lost control of surveillance and security throughout that whole wing.

JERRIN: Could she have something to do with it?

SYNOLL: What, Kestra? No.

JERRIN: Commander Neeva, Command J'naya, of course I don't imagine that you would wish us any harm, but, Commander, we did see you compromise our security system with your hand-scanner outside. Could that have had any adverse effects on the rest of the device network?

J'NAYA: I'm sorry, Shipmaster, but there's just no way. Every device has its own unique license key; I only cracked the one. And, if I'm reading Synoll's console correctly, some of the intruder control systems you've lost aren't even on the same network as your perimeter defenses.

JERRIN: I see, Commander. Secure the information core! Full manual lockdown! Pull the plug if you have to!

TULIAN #2: Yes, Shipmaster!

JERRIN: And, corporal?

TULIAN #1: Sir?

JERRIN: Take a squad down to secure the hot backup in the Orange Wing. Make it two squads; I have a feeling not all of the impressive plasma rifles for which we paid impressively are going to fire any actual plasma.

TULIAN #1: Sir!

(he scampers off to follow his orders.)

SYNOLL: I have a security feed back up. Tech lab three.

JERRIN: Didn't we convert that to a temporary medical bay for the burn victims?

J'NAYA: That's where you sent Doctor Sharp!

SYNOLL: Don't worry, Kestra.

NEEVA: She's down there!

SYNOLL: I'm sure she's alright. The Islanders aren't ["terrorists"] (pause) Uh, Kestra, what am I seeing?

J'NAYA: That's Cap--That's Alcar Dovan, one of our missing men.

NEEVA: And there's Alecz!

J'NAYA: I... I don't understand.

JERRIN: Funny, I understand perfectly. (He presses a button) Guards!

J'NAYA: What?

(Neeva hits her commbadge.)

NEEVA: Neeva to Excelsior.

JERRIN: I don't know what you're really here for, but I'm not going to let you help the Islanders compromise our relationship with Divitia.

(Neeva hits her combadge again.)

NEEVA: Away Team to Excelsior! Come in!

J'NAYA: The Aviary's shielded, Neeva. They can't hear us.

JERRIN: Guards, you will escort these officers to the executive bunker, beyond the range of even their starship's sensors.

SYNOLL: Prevent them from contacting their Islander allies. But do whatever else they ask of you; they are our guests.

NEEVA: Guests? So we're free to leave?

SYNOLL: For all our sakes, I sincerely hope you don't try.

TULIAN #3: Will you come with us, ma'am?

J'NAYA: Commander?

(Pause.)

NEEVA

Lead the way.

THEME SONGSCENE 4K-10

LOCATION: AVIARY - SERVER ROOM

LORHROK: And you had no idea we were here?

SHARP: No more than you did, apparently. We were led to believe you were on Judaat.

DOVAN: Misled, perchance?

SHARP: No, I don't think the Tulians knew, either.

ISLANDER #1: Beginning file copy of sector G.

DOVAN: Are your people almost finished yet?

THE MAN: We are combing through a large military database with nothing but off-the-shelf search software and a handful of flash memory sticks.

LORHROK: The Capitol's response force could be here any minute.

THE MAN: We could scan these drives a lot faster if you'd just let us use your tricorder again.

DOVAN: No. We're using our technology to save Neshent, and we have his medicine. Altering the course of your society is something you have to do for yourself.

LORHROK: Captain?

DOVAN: How you holding up, Lieutenant? Want me to take that backpack before it topples you over?

LORHROK: It needs to stay connected to the tricorder. These lithium ion cells can barely keep up with the power draw. Besides, the battery pack's only sixty kilos. Basic Training stuff. I'd actually like Doctor Sharp's commbadge.

SHARP: It's dead. Ever since the shield went up.

LORHROK: No, our combadges are dead. Yours is just blocked. And I think I can punch a short message through. Maybe one Starfleet signal code.

SHARP: So we could send Code Green, get them to beam us out?

DOVAN: Or Code Seven-Ten, quarantine the planet out of spite?

LORHROK: Well, if we call for beamout, they'll sweep up everyone around us to compensate for the shield.

DOVAN: And then we'd have a bunch of Islanders on the Excelsior and more Prime Directive paperwork than you can shake a stick at. Good point. We'll fly out of here from the launch bay, as planned.

LORHROK: I was thinking we just transmit our ID codes, so Yubari knows Melissa found us and we're okay.

DOVAN: This won't prevent us from cracking the Tulian DRM?

LORHROK: As long as I don't have to take down more than one device at a time? Won't be a problem.

DOVAN: Okay, do it.

(Sharp removes her combadge.)

SHARP: Here.

(Lorhrok takes Sharp's combadge and starts fiddling with the back.)

ISLANDER #1: Man! Sir!

THE MAN: Yes? What, Corporal?

ISLANDER #1: We have it! (Data starts scrolling across his screen) It's... it's everything, sir! More than a decade of atmosphere scans! They have a whole secret satellite network monitoring tetrazine levels over the islands!

THE MAN: So they knew?

ISLANDER #1: 	They knew!!

(Short Pause.)

THE MAN: Copy it, lock it, let's get out of here.

LORHROK: Hang on.

DOVAN: Alecz?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: I have lifesigns. Heading right for us.

THE MAN: Sergeant?

ISLANDER #2: Yalma, Toog, cover the door; the rest of you, fan out, march!

(They collect their data sticks and march straight out of the server room, with the Starfleet people following alongside.)

LOCATION: AVIARY - CORRIDOR

ISLANDER #2: Launch bay's a straight shot to the other side of this wing. Any obstacles, Starfleet?

LORHROK: None showing on my scans. But there are a few dozen lifeforms converging on this area.

THE MAN: We're armed. Will they be?

LORHROK: Captain?

DOVAN: Any search parties that enter range, crack their guns and disable them.

LORHROK: We'll be helping the Islanders escape.

DOVAN: We are saving Neshent. If the Islanders happen to follow us out, that's their business.

SHARP: Sorry, medical doctor here. I'm confused. Won't that shut down the Islanders' guns, too?

THE MAN: These? Just old laser pistols. Public domain and three-dee printed. No DRM to crack.

SHARP: Too bad.

LORHROK: The first team's approaching. You need to keep them talking. It's a lot of guns for me to hack.

ISLANDER #2: Squad, ready!

(Everybody stops marching and raises/charges their guns.)

(Another squad comes marching around the corner.)

(Lorhrok begins playing with the tricorder.)

JERRIN: Islanders! Starfleet! You are under arrest for trespassing. Is Viscount Kao in there?

THE MAN: That is not my title. You are under arrest, Shipmaster Jerrin. You have concealed vital safety information from the Divitian Licensing Oversight Board--information that has cost lives.

JERRIN: We won't allow you to take unvetted, unfinished military research from this building to use as you please. You and the Oversight Board can read it in any scientific journal on the subscriber exchange when it's published--as soon as it's peer reviewed.

THE MAN: As soon as it's censored, you mean.

JERRIN: There's a second squad moving into position behind you. I think you'll find we now outnumber you. So come, lay down your arms, and let us reason this out.

DOVAN: Alecz? Any time now.

LORHROK: There's a lot of them, sir.

THE MAN: We have no intention of disappearing into one of Strategos Synoll's black sites, Shipmaster.

DOVAN: Alecz...

JERRIN: Then you are resisting arrest.

THE MAN: So are you, Shipmaster.

LORHROK: Oh, spast. GET DOWN!

JERRIN: Fire!

(The Tulian squad opens up.)

(There are screams, but the Islanders dive for cover and return fire with their laser pistols.)

ISLANDER #1, ISLANDER #2, TULIAN #1, TULIAN #2, TULIAN #3

(screams, yells, arghs, cries of "reloading!" and "medic!", moans of the wounded, etc. Please improvise and give us quite a bit of material each... say, 30 seconds from each of you. Your cries will be the background material for this (short) battle, with various people getting hit, dying, grunting, and shouting. And who doesn't like acting out a death or five? The director will use some of it as appropriate. Have fun.)

ISLANDER #2: Return fire!

LORHROK: We need cover!

SHARP: No, we need to get out of here!

LORHROK: Captain?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: She's right! Dovan to Excelsior: Transporter Code Green!

(A whole bunch of transporter beams engage.)

SCENE 4K-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - TRANSPORTER ROOM

THE MAN: What power...?

(Sharp hits a comm panel.)

SHARP: Trauma team one, report to Sickbay! Alien casualties incoming! Chief!

MEYERS: Melissa!

SHARP: Beam me and my wounded directly to Sickbay! Energize!

MEYERS: Right quick!

(He beams them out.)

THE MAN: Why they're... half my men are gone.

DOVAN: Please be calm. You're on my starship.

THE MAN: Calm! I was underground! Now I'm an astronaut! This... magic... is enough to make the sanest man go mad! Where are my men?!

LORHROK: They're being cared for in our medical bay. Which, Captain--

DOVAN: Hold that thought for one minute, X.O.. Chief Meyers... where's Mister Lorth?

MEYERS: I relieved him, sir. I needed to help get Commander J'naya back. Where is she?

DOVAN: I don't know, but, Chief, we will get her back. Now, lock on to the island city of Kao.

MEYERS: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Mister Man, if you'll stay on the platform, you'll be returned to your city. Your wounded will follow once stabilized. I hate to show you the matron's boot, but...

THE MAN: I understand, Captain. Thank you.

DOVAN: Oh, please don't thank me. It just gets me in more trouble with the admirals. Energize.

(Lorth energizes. Dovan exits. Lorhrok follows close.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

LORHROK: The admirals have a point, sir. We whisked a team of rebels out of a losing battle with the planetary government and are now giving them medical treatment leaps and bounds ahead of anything on their planet.

DOVAN: They were on a peaceful mission to gather data from a Capitol that is so bent on looking good for the Divitians that they have let Islanders burn to death by the hundreds. Besides, they were bleeding out on my transporter platform. Starfleet wouldn't tell me to let them die, would it?

LORHROK: No, sir. No, they wouldn't. But... well, let's just say this is turning into the kind of mission that shows up in Academy textbooks under the headline, "Paved With Good Intentions."

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

DOVAN: You know that's another human saying. Bridge.

LORHROK: Academy textbook writers know their audience.

DOVAN: Zing. Dovan to Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir, what the hell did you do down there?

DOVAN: It's a long story.

YUBARI: Then save it, we're busy up here. Do you still have both arms?

DOVAN: And legs.

YUBARI: Then you're fine, and I need this comm channel. Yubari out.

LORHROK: This may be a stupid question, but did she sound unusually cheerful to you?

DOVAN: Always said she had command potential.

LORHROK: No you didn't.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

SYLVESTE: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: Status!

YUBARI: Nothing from Commanders Neeva or J'naya. We were able to break through the shield and get a lock on their commbadges a minute ago.

DOVAN: Beam them up, now.

YUBARI: We did, sir. We got the commbadges, but not the commanders. The Capitol says they've been taken into protective custody.

LORHROK: Protecting who from what, exactly?

YUBARI: Ask them yourself. Sylveste, unmute audio.

SYLVESTE: Aye.

JERRIN: Excelsior, I repeat for the last time, you will immediately release into our custody the criminal trespassers whom you have unlawfully spirited away, as well as the data they stole from our facility!

SYLVESTE: Captain, their fleet is moving to encircle us. Charging weapons.

DOVAN: Shields up. All I have on my ship are wounded -- and a full complement of quantum torpedoes ready to defend my crew. Load torpedoes and lock on, Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: You're playing a dangerous game, Excelsior. Not only do you make me deal with some lackey, but you have the gall to make him one of the very criminals I'm going to apprehend. I demand to speak to Captain Yubari before this situation escalates beyond my control!

DOVAN: Oh, fer...

YUBARI: This is Yubari. Captain Dovan, meet Shipmaster Jerrin. He got us the power that saved the flotilla at Divitia. Shipmaster, this is Captain Alcar Dovan. Thank you for helping us find him. Now I strongly advise you to talk to him, because he's good at that and I swear to you an attack on this ship will get you nothing but casualties.

DOVAN: Thank you, Lieutenant Commander. Shipmaster, is it? The Federation has no interest in your internal conflict with the Islanders. That's for you to settle. You're holding two members of my crew. Release them, and we'll leave you to it.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: That won't be possible, "Captain." They've been charged with espionage. Their trial is at sunrise.

YUBARI: You can't do that! I've been briefed: your laws give them two days to vet the evidence and the jury.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: The evidence is classified dangerous and will not be released. So the case must be decided by the High Court of Secrets.

YUBARI: A show trial.

DOVAN: Is it really a show trial if it's all done in secret?

LORHROK: What if they're convicted, what's the penalty?

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: Death.

(Pause)

LORHROK: Shipmaster, I offer myself in their place. Release them, and you can put me on trial.

DOVAN: And me. We're the ones who did the real spying anyway. We'd make much better propaganda.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: No! There will be no clemency, no substitutions! There will be justice. For them and for you.

DOVAN: Then you leave me with very little choice but to consider military options to rescue my people.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: Don't you people get it? When the data you stole is leaked to the public, the Divitians will suspend our licenses within an hour. It doesn't matter whether the data's accurate or not; Divitia deactivates everything during a license investigation as a precaution. Our hospitals will be closed, our factories shuttered, our colonies on the edge of starvation! So send all the soldiers you want, Dovan! Once that data goes public, Tulia falls anyway.

DOVAN: We don't have the data, never did. The Islanders do.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: Then I suggest you get it back, Captain. If the disks and all copies were destroyed, we would have no case against your spies. They'd be free to go.

YUBARI: Is that your legal opinion or a diplomatic guarantee?

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: This is Strategos Synoll. It's a fact, Commander Yubari. Another fact is that your officers' sentence will be carried out upon conviction. We'll leave you to consider your position. Capitol out.

(viewscreen off.)

DOVAN: How long to get a message to Starfleet Command?

SYLVESTE: Normally about three days. In this diffraction soup? More like three years.

DOVAN: Hm. Get me transporter room. I need to figure out how long we'll need to drop shields.

LORHROK: Why's that, sir?

DOVAN: I need another word with The Man.

SCENE 4K-12

LOCATION: THE AVIARY - PRISON LOUNGE

(Kestra sits down on a couch.)

J'NAYA: Well, at least the couch is comfy.

NEEVA: For a prison cell.

J'NAYA: You want anything to drink?

NEEVA: Pass.

J'NAYA: Could be our last meal. I'm going to look for some [cake mix.]

(The door opens.)

J'NAYA: Synoll!

NEEVA: Strategos.

SYNOLL: Ladies.

J'NAYA: I assume you're here to tell us we're free to go.

SYNOLL: Not... just yet, Kestra. Doc Obol here is going to perform a medical examination on both of you. Nothing invasive, just for our records, so we can certify to your shipmates that you were in good health when we, ah...

NEEVA: When you imprisoned us.

DOC OBOL: May I have your arm, please, Commander?

NEEVA: You may not.

DOC OBOL: Strategos...

SYNOLL: I'd hate to involve the guards.

NEEVA: My best friend growing up was a Klingon. I'd love to involve your guards.

J'NAYA: Neeva...

NEEVA: Fine. Take your blood sample.

(She rolls up her sleeve.)

J'NAYA: Sy. You know we're not spies. You know this is all some horrible misunderstanding.

SYNOLL: Jerrin doesn't believe in coincidence. Not coincidences that large, anyway.

J'NAYA: But you do?

SYNOLL: I believe I spent the afternoon with you, and there were... possibilities.

J'NAYA: Sy, they're talking about executing us!

SYNOLL: It won't come to that.

NEEVA: It better not. Our starship will do whatever it takes to get us out of here alive.

SYNOLL: We're counting on that.

J'NAYA: What?

DOC OBOL

They have until morning to give back the data you stole.

NEEVA: And if they don't, you'll turn your patients over to the executioner?

DOC OBOL: Commander, I am a patriot, and you're threatening our entire way of life. I am your executioner. (pause) Now. Deep breath, please.

SCENE 4K-13

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Dovan enters.)

DOVAN: Mister Man? I was expecting you in the stateroom, but then I was paged to sickbay. Are you alright?

THE MAN: Me? Fine, perfectly. But this citizen...

DOVAN: Neshent!

(Dovan's walk changes to a run and we hear the sounds of medical technology in crisis as we approach.)

SHARP: Mike, get the E.M.P. lamps in here!

NURSE HENNESSY: They're in Engineering!

SHARP: Then beam them up!

NESHENT: Captain Dovan.

SHARP: Quickly, Mike. These nanites are eating him alive.

NURSE HENNESSY: Right away.

(Hennessy runs off.)

DOVAN: Neshent... we got you the kromgel.

NESHENT: Ah, when I woke up, still alive somehow, I knew it was too good to be true.

DOVAN: It's the genuine article, Neshent! Direct from the Aviary. Didn't you use it?

SHARP: The kromgel is what's killing him, Alcar.

DOVAN: No.

THE MAN: It's our fault, really. You cracked the copy protection, loaded Neshent's profile, we injected it. Neshent immediately started to heal, and we let it work.

NESHENT: But the Capitol was too smart for us. (he coughs and pounds his chest) You're probably used to that, Mister Man. But I should have been more careful.

THE MAN: The kromgel phoned home to a Divitian licensing server. It reset the profile.

SHARP: The nanites went nuts, and the Islanders couldn't turn them off. I don't even think it was malicious, just a bug, and the system protects intellectual property first, patients second, so they couldn't override it. By the time they got him up here so we could re-crack the nanites, it was... um...

(Pause.)

NESHENT: It was what, Doctor?

SHARP: I'm sorry, Neshent. (pause) It was too late. The damage is catastrophic. I can make you comfortable, but you have... maybe a couple minutes.

NESHENT: (exhales) (pause) Thank you, Doctor.

SHARP: I'm sorry.

NESHENT: (takes a deep breath) It's alright. I'm old enough now that nobody'll call my death a tragedy. (coughs)

SHARP: Your natural lifespan [would probably have made you a centenarian.]

NESHENT: Is about two minutes. Kao, have you contacted my family yet?

THE MAN: We contacted the refugee camps, but we don't expect to have full survivor lists until tonight.

NESHENT: Damn. (cough) Would have (cough) liked to see my nephew.

DOVAN: This should have worked. After everything you survived, everything we set in motion to save you... it can't end like this.

NESHENT: So sorry I didn't get to live up to your expectations, Dovan. Or at all.

DOVAN: I didn't mean-- I'm sorry, Neshent. You've been caught in the middle all along. We should have [done more].

(The bio-monitors suddenly go NUTS.)

SHARP: He's crashing! Nurse!

NURSE HENNESSY: (running back) I'm on it!

SHARP: Cortical stimulator! And clear the O.R.!

THE MAN: Doctor, he's in pain. You can't help him.

SHARP: He is my patient and I will get him every nanosecond he has left. Now CLEAR the operating room!

DOVAN: Come on.

(The Man and Dovan exit the surgical theatre, all the way out into the corridor.)

NURSE HENNESSY: Current feeds interlocked.

SHARP: Sensitivity five-eight! Go!

(The cortical stimulator emits a little zapping noise.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(They walk in silence for a minute.)

THE MAN: I assume you called me back to your starship for a reason, Captain?

DOVAN: Yes, I did. (pause) We need the data back.

(Pause.)

THE MAN: No. (pause) If that's all, you can send me back now. I apologize for taking up your time.

DOVAN: I can't do that. It's... gotten complicated.

(He stops walking. the Man also stops walking)

(Pause)

DOVAN: They have two of my officers. They're going to be tried for treason.

(The Man starts walking again.)

THE MAN: I'm sorry for your loss.

(Dovan hurries to catch up.)

DOVAN: But we still can fix it. We give back the data, my people come home.

(Now it's the Man's turn to stop. He stops Dovan.)

THE MAN: And my people burn.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I'll tell you what I told the Shipmaster: your internal conflict is your own affair. We're going to return things to status quo... and then we'll leave.

THE MAN: After the fire, there is no "status quo" for Elpam. For your man Neshent. People are dying, and you're asking me to give up my only defense.

DOVAN: Who said anything about asking? I am going to get my people out of there, alive. If that means I take back the data I helped you steal, so be it.

(Silence.)

(The Man starts walking again. Dovan eventually follows.)

THE MAN: (scoffs) Good luck. I've made a hundred copies, distributed to the Man of every island in the League. We send the most damning parts to Divitia at sunrise. You'd have an easier time storming the Aviary than getting our copies back.

(Pause)

(They enter a turbolift and stop)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

THE MAN: Tell me, Captain, what would you do in my position?

DOVAN: My people have hours to live; I'm not going to waste it debating some... casuist hypothetic[al with you!]

THE MAN: Thousands of your people on the line, you have the tool you need to save them, and some stranger asks you to give it back?

DOVAN: Bridge.

(The lift starts to move)

(Pause)

DOVAN: You realize it won't help, don't you? The Divitians know.

THE MAN: (scoffs) Know what?

DOVAN: It's basic science. Verterons, tetrazine, ka-boom. If they've managed to convince themselves to listen to the Tulians for this long, nothing's going to change their mind.

(Pause.)

THE MAN: So what would you have me do? Tell my people to lay down and die?

DOVAN: I don't know. But you could at least help me save my officers.

THE MAN: That's all you care about, isn't it?

DOVAN: It's all I'm allowed to care about. (pause) I am sorry.

THE MAN: Hmp. I'll take my chances with the Council, Captain. Unless... no.

DOVAN: Uh-uh. Not falling for that again. You want something, ask.

THE MAN: The Aviary is enormous, its wings bristle with guns, and its lower levels are impervious to scans, so you don't know where to start looking for your officers. Even with all your firepower, you'd never get them out. Not alive.

DOVAN: What do you know about our firepower?

THE MAN: Not a thing! But if your strategists thought a direct assault could work, you wouldn't have come begging to me.

DOVAN: And you have, what, a map?

THE MAN: Yes, but more than that. The Aviary garrison serves a wide area. When something goes wrong, they dispatch troops and supplies.  The Islands maintain no army, Captain. We simply have... friends. Under the right circumstances, our "friends" could cause power outages, alerts, block wingways -- create chaos over half a continent.

DOVAN: Leaving the Aviary manned by a skeleton crew. We could walk in, rescue our people, and walk out.

(he turbolift arrives at the bridge and the doors open.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - BRIDGE

LORHROK: Captain on the bridge.

DOVAN: As you were. 	(pause) Okay, Mister Man. What "circumstances" would your friends need?

THE MAN: We'd need... oh, about fifty of your tricorders.

DOVAN: Are you out of your mind? My office. Now.

(Dovan starts walking toward his ready room. The Man follows.)

THE MAN: We [only offer aid for aid.]

DOVAN: NOW. Lieutenant?

LORHROK: On my way, sir.

(Lorhrok rises from the command seat and follows them in.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - READY ROOM

DOVAN: Maybe I didn't explain this well enough before, Man. We have a law against interfering in other societies. I pushed its limits by letting you help us get medical supplies for Neshent, and I allowed you to get some data on the side because you're the good guys on Tulia. But we can't give you advanced technology, especially not just to help you steal more from the Divitians!

THE MAN: Steal? I don't think so. The Divitians will still have all their blueprints safe in their databases.

DOVAN: You know what I mean.

THE MAN: Yes, but I'm not sure you do. Theft isn't the right metaphor. What your tricorders will take from the Divitians is not their property -- only their control. A better word might be... revolution.

DOVAN: (chuckles) Jehosephat. "No, Admiral Parker, I didn't abet a major theft. I masterminded a revolution." They'd throw away the key, Man!

THE MAN: (angry exhale) At least we can pay the Divitians. They have principles! But we can't arouse your pity on command! That's what your "Prime Directive" comes down to, doesn't it? You can condescend to us, but only if you're capricious about it!

DOVAN: Mister Man, what the Tulians are doing to you is wrong. We both know that. I've seen the skyfire, I've seen the bodies; I won't forget them any time soon. I truly wish we could help.

THE MAN: We're not asking you for atom bombs, Captain. We want a little machine that spits out some numbers that will let us seize control of an illegal and dangerous technology.

DOVAN: And when we leave? What? Do you starve the Tulian colonies? Secede from the Union? Start a war?

THE MAN: We're already at war. So are you! The Capitol has made it so. Now will you help us fight back... or consign us both to watching our friends die?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I'm sorry. There's nothing the Excelsior or its crew can do for you. That is all.

THE MAN: (deep breath) Good day, Captain.

(The Man turns and storms out of the ready room.)

DOVAN: (groan) We need another way to save Neeva and Kestra.

LORHROK: Captain... are you sure about this?

DOVAN: If you can think of a loophole, Number One, I'll jump on it like a grenade. Right now, all I see when I close my eyes is the Prime Directive, written in stone letters twenty thousand meters high.

LORHROK: I know, and you're right, it's just... a long time ago, you told me if I ever have to decide between regulations and lives...

DOVAN: ...save the lives. (pause) I wasn't the captain, then. Can you imagine what Neeva would do to me if you saved her, but then had to go to prison with me? She'd never forgive either of us.

LORHROK: She'd be alive. (silence) It was the Dominion attack on Trill.

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: You asked why I joined Starfleet. The battle for my homeworld lasted five months, and we were helpless down there. We watched the fleet battles through telescopes, ground troops staged terror strikes in the cities... my parents were wealthy, we had an estate in the mountains, but every day we woke up wondering if today was the day we'd be hit by a stray torpedo. Millions dead. Nothing we could do. Six days after the Eighth Fleet drove them back to Kalandra, I was on a shuttle to the Academy. Starfleet saved us when we couldn't save ourselves. That's why I joined.

DOVAN: Actually, I asked whether you regretted joining.

LORHROK: Never had occasion to, sir. Even when I lost Simon, and then Bev, it was because they believed in Starfleet's highest principle: "a just society must go to any lengths to defend others."

DOVAN: (exhale) You're not talking about Neeva and Kestra there, are you?

LORHROK: I saw the bodies after the skyfire too, sir.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: My first duty is to my crew, and that includes not getting you all imprisoned. We've got a few hours left. I'll keep working the diplomatic angle, see if I can shake up our circumstances before Capitol sunrise. Assume I'll fail. Work with Yubari and the Marines. Try and find an alternative.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Dismissed.

(Lorhrok exits.)

SCENE 4K-14

LOCATION: THE AVIARY - PRISON LOUNGE

(Neeva's got a little computer control pad open and is pressing some buttons on it There's a little zap!)

NEEVA: Ow!

J'NAYA: Neeva? D'you mind if we switch back?

NEEVA: (sigh) No, I don't. I'm not making any more progress on this lock than you were. How about you? Any luck with the Code of Tulian Trial Law?

J'NAYA: I... I got a little bit hung up on one part in particular. Didn't find very much after that.

NEEVA: Which part?

J'NAYA: (gulps) The, uh... methods of execution.

NEEVA: Oh, stars above, Kestra. You can't think about it.

J'NAYA: We're going to be eaten by birds. That's how they do it here. Hoist us up on a tall pole and leave us there until one of the Big Brothers takes us for a snack.

NEEVA: We're going to escape. We just have to figure out how. Here... maybe you'll have more luck with -- (pause) Hold up! Someone's coming!

(The door unlocks...)

J'NAYA: What do I--?

NEEVA: Hide it!

(The door opens.)

SYNOLL: Ladies?

NEEVA: Strategos?

SYNOLL: I just came down to ask you to stop trying to override the door control. I appreciate you have a duty to escape, but we can all see it on the console upstairs. If Jerrin found out... It would look... bad.

NEEVA: Of course, how it looks doesn't really matter, because you'd never go through with putting us on trial and executing us... right?

J'NAYA: Sy, what she's trying to say is [how are you doing finding us another way out of here?]

NEEVA: No, no. We tried this your way once, Kestra. You said it wouldn't come to that, Strategos, but it looks like it's coming to that. It's time to decide: are you okay with our blood on your wings?

SYNOLL: (deep sigh) Do you know why we kept that data in the first place? Wouldn't it have been easier to just delete it and stop anyone from researching the atmosphere at all?

J'NAYA: I wondered about that. You went to great lengths to get our advanced sensors just to make better scans of your atmosphere... but your telemetry was getting locked in a basement.

SYNOLL: We were trying to help. (exhale) Licensees aren't allowed to modify the Divitian engines, but we tried anyway. Took months just to get our prototype off the grid without the Divitians noticing. We wanted to fix them, quietly, so they wouldn't react with the tetrazine and start the fires. Jerrin and the rest of the cabinet knew it put our whole license at risk if the Divitians detected our tampering, but they were willing to try.

NEEVA: So instead of making a big change and actually helping stop the skyfires, you took the smallest risk possible that let you feel like you were helping.

SYNOLL: We did as much as we could. The Excelsior sensors would have given us an early-warning system, to begin evacuations before the fires. That "freighter accident" we faked so we could bring in victims from Elpam and treat them with medical supplies the Islanders aren't subscribed to.

NEEVA: Oh, yeah, we have a word for that kind of help where I come from.

SYNOLL: You do?

NEEVA: Depraved indifference. Sentence is twenty-five to life.

(Pause.)

SYNOLL: So be it, Commander. I wish you peace in this life and the next.

(He exits.)

J'NAYA: Laid it on a bit thick there, don't you think?

NEEVA: Felt good, though. I think you can do better than him, Kestra.

J'NAYA: Y'know, I'm starting to think you're right?

NEEVA: You want me to set you up with Master Chief Meyers?

J'NAYA: What, Jack? You think he'd want... me?

NEEVA: (laughs) Kestra, are you blind?

SCENE 4K-15

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(The door opens and The Man emerges. The doors don't close; he has several soldiers behind him.)

DOVAN: Mister Man.

THE MAN: Captain Dovan, Lieutenant Lorhrok. My men and I are ready to go home.

LORHROK: Transporter Room Eight is just up that way. We'll escort you.

THE MAN: Thank you.

(They start walking. The soldiers follow.)

DOVAN: Your soldiers. How are they?

THE MAN: (exhales) I won't let resentment get in the way of proper gratitude, Captain. Your doctor worked miracles on my men. Not one trooper under her care died. Sergeant?

ISLANDER #2: She even fixed some scars I've had since I was a boy. Me and the boys are thankful. So's our families.

DOVAN: I'm happy to hear that.

THE MAN: Of course, there'd be a lot more grateful families in Kao if you [reconsidered giving us those tricorders.]

DOVAN: I'm sorry, Mister Man. Our laws do not allow me to help you any further. We'll each have to fix our problems by ourselves.

THE MAN: I had to ask, one more time.

LORHROK: For what it's worth, if I were in your shoes, I'd do the same thing.

THE MAN: (very brief chuckle) Hm. I wonder. Would you do this, too?

(He stops in the corridor... and pulls a Starfleet phaser on them! It charges up. EVERYONE stops.)

LORHROK: Spast!

DOVAN: What?! That's one of our phasers! Where did you--AGGH!

(The Man shoots him! Dovan crumples to the floor. The red alert klaxon goes off.)

LORHROK: What are you doing?!

THE MAN: Fixing our own problems, Leftenant.

LORHROK: But we've been trying to help you!

THE MAN: And, despite your best efforts, you're about to succeed. Don't worry; it's set to stun.

LORHROK: (taps his combadge) Security! to Deck Ten, SectionAGH!

(He's shot, too. His body hits the deck.)

THE MAN: Sergeant! Empty medical lab down that ramp; supply locker at your ten o'clock! Grab every tricorder you can carry and then RUN. We have to be on that transporter pad and gone in eighty seconds or we're all nicked!

ISLANDER #2: Yalma, ramp!

ISLANDER #1: Sir!

ISLANDER #2: Rest of you, with me! MOVE!

(The soldiers run off their separate directions.)

(Pause.)

THE MAN: Thank you, Captain. We cannot repay this debt, but know you have made yourself a friend today. Good-bye.

SCENE 4K-16

LOCATION: NOWHERE

TULIAN PILOT: Aviary Tower, this is Tulian Recon Flight Three-One-Two entering your sector.

TULIAN TOWER: Recon three-one-two, we have you on radar, maintain seven thousand units.

TULIAN PILOT: What the... how did that...?

TULIAN TOWER: Recon three-one-two, say again. We didn't catch that.

TULIAN PILOT: Tower, are you seeing this?

TULIAN TOWER: Maintain course, recon three-one-two, we have a situation with another plane.

TULIAN PILOT: The lights just went out in Olak! The whole city is dark! Wait, so's -- so's Faroh! How long has that -- What's -- something's -- there's something coming over the ocean! Tower, do you have anything on radar? Tower, do you read?

TULIAN TOWER: Recon three-one-two, do you copy?

TULIAN PILOT: Three-one-two copies. What's [going on down there?]

TULIAN TOWER: Do you see any other planes in your sector, three-one-two?

TULIAN PILOT: It's... dark, Tower. No, I... what?

TULIAN TOWER: Three-one-two, we just lost radio contact with all other flights in sector. Two of them dropped off radar. Are you seeing anything up there?

TULIAN PILOT: Negative. Negative, Tower. No planes in FOV. But no fireballs either. Clear to circle on vector kilo-mike? Tower? Requesting clearance to circle on kilo-mike. Tower! Your lights just went out! Are you alright? (a small alarm on his cockpit board) What the... Tower, I've lost satellite! Like the GPS just fell out of the sky! I have to turn back.

THE MAN: Unidentified aircraft. You are instructed to make an immediate emergency landing.

TULIAN PILOT: What? Negative on landing! We need to go get help!

THE MAN: You will make an immediate emergency landing. A safe location will be provided.

TULIAN PILOT: I've... I've lost control of my throttle! How are you doing this? Who are you?

THE MAN: We're your friendly Island neighbors. Why don't you come down and say hello?

SCENE 4K-17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

YUBARI: Lorhrok!

THE MAJOR: I'll get the captain!

SHARP: Took you a while. I've been here five minutes.

THE MAJOR: Yes, well, the intruders didn't host the shootout on our front doorstoop. Ma'am.

SHARP: Did you stop them?

THE MAJOR: Not one.

(Lorhrok groans)

YUBARI: We can't figure out how they broke through the transporter lockout so fast. This morning they thought it was magic.

SHARP: Who was on duty?

YUBARI: Meyers. Doctor Maiek is with him. Stunned.

SHARP: Just like the boys here.

YUBARI: Are they okay?

(Lorhrok groans again.)

SHARP: Alecz's coming around. Alcar's a little older, little worse for wear -- but he'll be fine.

LORHROK: Uhhnnn... nine.

YUBARI: Nine?

LORHROK: That's the number of times I've been knocked unconscious since I joined this crew.

YUBARI: That's nine times you could have been killed. That's insanely lucky.

LORHROK: Uhn, doesn't feel lucky. How on Kobol did The Man get a phaser?

THE MAJOR: Operations is taking a full inventory now.

(Dovan groans)

YUBARI: They can't be checked out without three-factor authentication. We'll find out where it came from.

DOVAN: What if-- (heavy coughing)

SHARP: Take it easy, Alcar. You've just been shot.

DOVAN: Yeah, I noticed. (deep breath) Okay. What if the phaser was replicated?

YUBARI: Can't.

LORHROK: Sarium krellide power packs. Try replicating krellide and it blows up.

DOVAN: Alright. Finish the phaser inventory, but then suspend your investigation.

YUBARI: Captain?

DOVAN: The Islanders are about to destroy the balance of power in this entire sector. Can we stop them?

THE MAJOR: I don't see how, sir.

DOVAN: Agreed. Which means we have less than three hours left to save Neeva and J'naya, and the Tulians are about to blow the barn doors wide open.

LORHROK: That's another [human idiom, sir.]

DOVAN: --human idiom, I know...

SCENE 4K-18

LOCATION: AVIARY - PRISON LOUNGE - DEACTIVATED

(The security door opens. Synoll, Jerrin, and a squad of guards enters.)

J'NAYA: Sy? The lights went out a few minutes ago.

SYNOLL: We think [your people did it.]

JERRIN: Strategos! It's time for your trial. Guards?

NEEVA: We'll come quietly.

(They follow Jerrin and the guards.)

LOCATION: AVIARY - CORRIDOR - DEACTIVATED

(The security door closes behind them, but they only get a couple steps before...)

YUBARI: Don't move! We have you covered!

(Marines move into position behind them. They charge their phasers.)

JERRIN: "Captain" Yubari. You and your comrades are under arrest. You're just in time for your trial.

LORHROK: We're armed, and you know we can disable your guns.

JERRIN: Guards! Fire a warning shot!

(A hail of bullets hits the wall near our heroes. We hear the the faint clinking of shell casings on the floor.)

JERRIN: Divitian surplus, certified DRM-free. Not as efficient, but even your tech can't stop lead and fire. With these, we can change the currents. Take back our darkened cities.

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: Now, please, let's everyone calm down. There's no need for more gunfire. As you can see, your officers are quite safe!

J'NAYA: That is technically true!

NEEVA: ...other than the guns pointed at our heads!

LORHROK: Shipmaster, if you harm a hair on her head -- either of their heads --

JERRIN: Their heads! Your friends the Islanders have overrun the coast, brought our civilization to the edge of collapse, and you expect no response? We won't let you destroy us!

YUBARI: Nobody's trying to destroy you! They're just trying to protect themselves -- from you!

JERRIN: WE'VE DONE NOTHING WRONG! (pause) Skyfires have burned for thousands of years! It is a natural phenomenon! All the Islands have left, in their pride, in their jealousy, is to blame us for every evil that befalls them -- and I will not allow them to bar us from the stars!

LORHROK: ...You really believe that, don't you?

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: Starfleet, we are decent men. Whatever else you may imagine, know that Shipmaster Jerrin never believed the Islands' propaganda.

YUBARI: And what about you, Strategos?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Shipmaster, I don't know if you'll believe me or not, but what happened this morning was an accident. The tricorders the Islanders are using were stolen from us.

JERRIN: Whether through malice or negligence, it hardly matters! You have thrust us into a death-struggle to preserve our society's right to exist -- and we will accept nothing less than justice.

LORHROK: I understand your outrage. If you'll let our people leave, we will warp away from here, investi[gate the theft, apologize for the inconvenience, and eventually bring the right person to justice.]

JERRIN: You just want to leave! Hah! It's far too late for that, my friend. I repeat: you are under arrest. You have three seconds to surrender, or I will sentence Commander Neeva to summary execution.

(He cocks his gun. The marines all charge their phasers. there's a murmur in the ranks of the Tulian troops, who also re-aim their guns.)

JERRIN: Three.

SYNOLL: Jerrin, no!

LORHROK: Hold your fire, Major!

JERRIN: Two.

SYNOLL: Don't make me shoot you, Jerrin!

THE MAJOR: Fire on my orders only!

JERRIN: One.

(Pause.)

(Jerrin pulls the trigger. So does Synoll.)

(Nothing happens. Click. Click. Jerrin pulls his trigger again, and again. Click click click.)

JERRIN: You... my gun! How?

SYNOLL: Mine, too.

LORHROK: The Divitians sold you these DRM-free, right? Old models, dumb enough to license in bulk.

JERRIN: They lied!

LORHROK: Well, not quite. The guns are plain steel and plastic. But the ammunition...

JERRIN: It was in the contract!

(He throws his gun to the floor.)

LORHROK: There was just one little backdoor left -- a clipper chip that let the Divitians shut the bullets down if you tried shooting at them. Smart... right up until I found it. I guess you trusted the contract more than they did.

SYNOLL: Let them go! Of course, our government protests this jailbreak in the strongest possible terms.

NEEVA: Of course. What will you do next?

JERRIN: What choice have you left us? War, or surrender.

SYNOLL: That's up to the President, Shipmaster. We have always served Divitian interests... but perhaps our needs have changed. Starfleet, do you think... do you think the Man might be open to an alliance?

(Phasers power down.)

LORHROK: I think the Man is... I think we've done enough. Goodbye, Strategos. We... sincerely apologize.

J'NAYA: Good-bye, Sy.

SYNOLL: You see, Kestra? I told you I'd protect you.

J'NAYA: Yes. And, the moment it was convenient for you... you almost did.

(Transporters engage.)

SCENE 4K-19

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - SHARP'S QUARTERS

(Sharp enters and immediately heads to the replicator, replicating a cup of tea.)

SHARP: Ahhh, good to be home. Computer? Play some music. Surprise me.

(The computer boops agreement and starts playing "Paradise Saloon" from Star Trek V.)

SHARP: Huh. Weird. It'll do.

(The doorbell chimes.)

SHARP: Come!

(Dovan enters.)

DOVAN: Melissa. Lunch? Captain's mess, twelve-thirty?

SHARP: Sure. Oh, but can we make it noon? I have P.T. with Ensign Tigan at thirteen hundred.

DOVAN: (still practically grinning) That's fine, I'll tell the others.

SHARP: Alcar... What's wrong?

DOVAN: What? I feel great!

(The doorbell chimes.)

DOVAN: You expecting someone?

SHARP: No. Come in!

(Yubari enters.)

SHARP: Asuka?

YUBARI: Actually, I'm here to report to the captain.

DOVAN: Oh. You mind, Melissa?

SHARP: Not at all, Alcar. I'll just read my book.

(She sits on her couch and picks up a PADD, clicks a few buttons.)

DOVAN: Oh. You want to, um, stay?

SHARP: I don't mind at all, but if you want privacy, the closet is pretty soundproof.

DOVAN: ...hunh.

YUBARI: It's okay, Captain. The senior staff will be briefed anyway.

DOVAN: Um, alright. Your report?

YUBARI: We finished the phaser inventory.

DOVAN: So how did the Man get one?

YUBARI: (sigh) There were no phasers missing. Every armory and locker is fully accounted for.

DOVAN: Well, he shot me with something.

YUBARI: I know that. We're running down whether it could have been built.

DOVAN: What about the transporters? How did they override the lockout?

YUBARI: They stole someone's access codes.

DOVAN: Whose?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Yours.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: How did they... Could they have forged it?

YUBARI: A bunch of island primitives? Not a chance. Neeva, Kestra, Lorhrok, or I? Maybe.

DOVAN: Well, Neeva and Kestra were in jail, Lorhrok's a boy scout... Yubari! You... you wouldn't.

YUBARI: No, sir, I would not violate the Prime Directive just to save a friend.

DOVAN: I knew that.

YUBARI: -- and, if I did, I wouldn't get caught. Back in Special Projects, we didn't have any use for forged access codes. No point; we'd get caught. So we had to make legitimate codes. Matter of time until we find out what The Man did instead.

DOVAN: Will that help?

YUBARI: Excuse me?

DOVAN: The way I see it, the sooner we put this behind us, the better. Whoever did this--The Man, one of his lieutenants, whoever--didn't just save Neeva and Kestra, but probably a lot of Islanders, too.

YUBARI: Or condemned them.

DOVAN: How do you mean?

YUBARI: The Perenalthorias Council held an emergency session today.

DOVAN: Oh, and how did P-Counts handle finding out they don't have to stay beholden to the Divitians anymore?

YUBARI: They issued sanctions against the Tulians -- all the Tulians. The Divitians had already revoked the Capitol's licenses, all while insisting they'd never imagined the skyfires were caused by their engines. If sanctions don't stick -- and they won't, now that the Tulians have quantum computers -- the Divitians asked P-Counts to consider passing a Security Resolution.

DOVAN: War? Against a bunch of people who were just trying not to get burned to death?

YUBARI: There's no support for it in the assembly, and the Judaat threatened a veto. It's just posturing.

SHARP: For now. (she puts down her PADD. pause) The thing about saber-rattling is that there's no good way to stop it until somebody pulls a saber out.

DOVAN: How are you such a cynic, at your age, Melissa? You're supposed to be all doe-eyed and sparkly like my first officer.

SHARP: My gran said I was born old.

YUBARI: If there's nothing else, sir...

DOVAN: Do continue your investigation, Commander. It's worth knowing the truth. Just don't turn it a crusade. See you at lunch.

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

(She leaves. Pause.)

SHARP: You lied to her.

DOVAN: What, about lunch?

SHARP: No, it was... I'm not sure.

DOVAN: Melissa... That was a good, clean win. We don't get many of those. The admirals will yell at me for a while about being so careless that our tricorders got stolen, they'll bump me to the bottom of the promotion list, and it'll be over. Everybody home safe, the Islanders with a fighting chance, and Neshent won't have died in vain. Forgive me if I don't want to pick at the scab.

SHARP: You're happy they stole the tricorders, aren't you?

DOVAN: More like... relieved?

SHARP: I guess... I can't really argue with that, actually.

DOVAN: Then let's leave it. Perenalthorias space was as far out as we planned to go. Now we're starting to turn, and the rest of our two-year mission will take us back to Starbase Nine-One-One. There's so much left for us to explore out here in the next twelve months. Starting with lunch! See you then!

(Dovan leaves.)


5.6 Lost in Trillslation


SCENE 506-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MAIN SICKBAY

(Red alert sirens pulse underneath the sounds of a crowded sickbay filled with injured, scared refugees. The panic is under control, for now, but then... THUD! The ship shakes under the impact of another torpedo. A shower of sparks. Scared cries.)

THE MAJOR : Everyone! Remain calm! The medics will take care of you! We wouldn’t have gone to the effort of rescuing you if they couldn't! Doctor Maiek, we’ve got to get triage moving faster! I’ve got two hands and a marine course in first aid - put me to work.

MAIEK: Very well. Come with me.

(The muffled sounds of torpedoes launching reverberate through the hull.)

DOVAN: This is the captain speaking. The Disciples' ships are in

LORTH: Sickbay, emergency! Two for site-to-site transport!

(Maiek slaps his combadge.)

MAIEK

Send them to... biobed four! We’ll meet them there!

(Maiek and the Major jog over.)

(Two people beam in.)

THE MAJOR: Leftenant Commander, what happened?

J’NAYA: We were on the refugee transport ship helpin’ with the evacuation. Lieutenant Lorhrok here was shiftin’ a bulkhead and...

THE MAJOR: The bulkhead blew and set an intercept course with his head?

J’NAYA: You’ve got it. I got the bleeding under control, but...

MAIEK: You did just what you should've. Now let me. (he starts scanning with his tricorder) Lieutenant, on that panel. How many lights do you see?

LORHROK: Hiyablagh...?

THE MAJOR: Yes, that’s exactly right.

MAIEK: Hand me that hypospray.

J’NAYA: The?

MAIEK: The blue one, third from the left. Quickly please.

J’NAYA: Here.

(He injects Lorhrok with the hypo.)

LORHROK: Mezooo...

(He collapses on the bed.)

J’NAYA: What did you do to him? That was like you ejected the warp core. He’s out cold.

MAIEK: It’s a neuro-sedative. He’ll be out for a few hours. I’ve got refugees spilling into the hallway who need more help than he does.

J’NAYA: What about the big gash on his temple?

MAIEK: You stopped the bleeding. He’s in no danger.

J’NAYA: This is really safe?

MAIEK: Trill brains work differently than most humanoids. A little rest gives them time to route around damaged areas. At the Romulan Medical College, we found it was because of their natural ability to form neural connections with symbionts, but some researchers-- I’ll tell you about Trill neurology another time.

J’NAYA: It’s a date. I better get back to engineering. Sleep well, lieutenant.

SCENE 506-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Neeva enters and walks over to Lorhrok.)

NEEVA: You think they could’ve washed off some of this blood. What, did we run out of dermal regenerators? (sigh?) No, Melissa wouldn’t have left you here if she’d had time to get to you. You’re fine, right? (she nudges him just a little.) Right?

LORHROK: Who-sa-wha?

NEEVA: There you are. Good morning, Spots.2

LORHROK: Interrogative other speech? [What are you saying?]

NEEVA: What?

LORHROK: Events query? Healing place location? [What happened? How did I get to sickbay?]

NEEVA: Alecz, how are you feeling?

LORHROK: Negative comprehend, Neeva. [Neeva, I don’t understand.]

NEEVA: You’re not making sense.

LORHROK: OTHER present-tense failure. [YOU’RE not making sense.]

NEEVA: Stay here, I’m going to go get some help.

LORHROK: (grabbing her by the wrist) Not alone plea! [Don’t leave me!]

NEEVA: Ah! Okay, okay. I’m not going anywhere, okay? I’m here. (pause) Everyone’s busy, but who needs them? I can help you. How hard can it be? I’ve used a medical tricorder at some point. I’m sure I must have.

(She opens a tricorder and runs a scan)

LORHROK: Certain talent good? [You sure you know what you’re doing?]

NEEVA: Okay, all of these parts of your brain look green. I’m assuming that green means good, although maybe that’s just an Orion bias. See, look here.

LORHROK: Positive appearance, me. [That doesn’t look so bad.]

NEEVA: Yeah, something like that. But you can’t understand me? (pause) That’s a very cute blank stare, but not very diagnostically helpful.

LORHROK: Attempt true. [I’m doing my best.] Device transfer. [Give me that.]

NEEVA: You want something?

LORHROK Particle flinger. SCAN FROM FAR. Appear, simple... [The tricorder. TRI COR DER. Look, lemme just...]

(He takes it)

(Tricorder beeping as it changes modes and scans again.)

NEEVA: I’ve already scanned your head. What are you...

LORHROK: Ahh! Word maker squishy-place unfixed. [Aha! My universal translator implant is malfunctioning.] (pause) Word maker. Word maker. Device to you. [Universal translator. Universal translator. Take this.]

NEEVA: Your universal translator! Word maker.

LORHROK: Word maker!

LORHROK: Gratitude.

NEEVA: Great joy. If you’ll just let go of my hands, I can call Kestra. Just. If you’ll just--okay, here we go. (she hits her combadge) Neeva to J’naya. Could you please report to sickbay with a deep-tissue matter manipulator?

J’NAYA: I thought you’d never ask. Be there in a few.

NEEVA: Thank you. Now while we’re waiting, will you let me take a look at that head gash? Dermal regeneration is a hobby of mine. Where does Melissa keep the regenerators? Here we go.

LORHROK: Oh, GRAVE no. [Oh, HELL no.]

NEEVA: It won’t hurt! Just sit still and let me.

LORHROK: Orion ability mar dark shapes. [You’re going to screw up my spots.]

NEEVA: What’s the problem?

LORHROK: Certain not certain other experience. Dark shapes affection total! [There’s no way you know how to do this. I like my spots the way they are!]

NEEVA: I’m sorry, I don’t understand.

LORHROK: Uhhhh...

(he touches the spots on the other side of his face and makes little popping sounds with his mouth as he touches each one)

NEEVA: You’re touching your face... your spots... oh! Your spots! You’re worried that I’m going to mess up your spots. Oh, you’re so much more vain than you would ever admit. And you can’t understand a word of this, so I don’t mind saying it. You’re pretty, Alecz. I’m not going to mess that up for you. Okay, how can I prove that this is safe. Just listen to the sound of my voice. You can trust me. You do trust me. Here, give me your hand. We’re holding the tool together... (dermal regenerator hum) we’re running it over the spots on the healthy side of your face. It doesn’t hurt, does it? You still look great. Spots are just as striking. Feel?

(Lorhrok gulps a giggle)

NEEVA: Sorry, I forgot, ticklish.

(Lorhrok makes a displeased sound.)

NEEVA: Okay, give me back the regenerator... and we’re ready for the injured side. Right? We can do this. Are you ready?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Assent.

NEEVA: Gratitude.

(Neeva begins working silently.)

NEEVA: I never planned on you, Alecz Lorhrok. When I got posted to the Excelsior, I thought you were an up-jumped, naïve, self-righteous disaster waiting to happen. (pause) And I was right! But you still believe the best in people, still do what you think is right. We’ve had our share of disasters together, you and me. Bluegills, swords, mapstones. (pause) Simon. (longer pause) Bev. (a moment of silence) What I’m trying to say is that I’m glad we’re a part of each other’s lives. Even if we hadn’t been through all of this together, I’d still want to... eat food together. Explore the stars together. Play stupid pirate holonovels together. Yeah, even the historical fiction. That’s how much I care about you. (pause) Plus, it still cracks me up that Dovan won’t promote you above Lieutenant even though you’re the XO above a bunch of commanders. I’ll be damned if I hop off this train before seeing that play out.

(pause, then the sound of dermal regeneration stops)

NEEVA: There, not a spot out of place. (she kisses him on the spots) To make it better. (pause) Stop giving me that look, you’re going to make me cry. (pause) Do Trills get married?

(The doors to sickbay open, and KESTRA J’NAYA enters, wheeling something heavy.)

J’NAYA: One deep-tissue matter manipulator, as requested. What did I miss?

NEEVA: You came just in time, Kestra. One more moment with these puppy dog eyes and I was going to say something I didn’t mean to. Yet. Here, let me help you with that.

(Neeva steps over to help Kestra. In the background, they grunt as they wheel the device into another room.)

LORHROK: (sigh) (pause) Some do vows. [Some of us get married.]


5.7 Fast Friends


SCENE 5F-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - DOVAN'S QUARTERS

(The captain is working at his desk, clicking something on a PADD, taking a sip or two from a beverage.)

(A quiet computer alert pops up.)

DOVAN: Hm. (pause) Computer, time?

COMPUTER: The time is oh-one-sixteen hours.

DOVAN: Hm. (pause) 	(he taps his combadge) Dovan to Lorhrok.

(Pause.)

(We hear light background music on Lorhrok's end.)

LORHROK: Yes, sir? Do you need something?

DOVAN: Yeah, sorry to call late, but I'm moving our morning briefing to Stellar Cart so we can go over the charts of the new region we entered today. Can you make sure they have the files queued up by oh-nine-hundred?

NEEVA: Alecz, I did that last night.

LORHROK: Uhh... yes, sir... uh, consider it done? (pause) Was there... anything else... sir?

DOVAN: Umm... no. No, sorry to have bothered you. Have a good night, Alecz.

LORHROK: No, it's a good idea, sir. Happy to help. Simple dreams, Captain.

DOVAN: Thanks. Dovan out. (The channel closes) Simple dreams? ...Eh, must be a Trill thing. Time I tried sleeping again anyway.

(He sets his cup and PADD down, rises from his chair, moves over to his bed and gets in.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Oh, I still need to check in with Phaser Control on the test [firing they did at midnight.]

(There is a weird flash-type sound.)

SCENE 5F-02

LOCATION: KRYDAY-AN ADJUDICATION CHAMBERS

(Dovan appears here as the flash-y sound dissipates.)

DOVAN: Uh... what in the eight moons of Draykov just happened?

DELEGATES: Be at ease, Captain Alcar Dovan | of the Federation Starship Excelsior. | We mean you no harm.2

DOVAN: What is this, a court room? Oookay, what did I do this time?

(The crowd chuckles.)

(A bell chimes to quiet the crowd.)

DELEGATES: There will be silence in the gallery. | This is not a trial | Captain Dovan. We are the delegates of planet Kryday-ya's | ministry of external relations. | You have just entered our region of space.

DOVAN: Oh boy.

DELEGATES: It is most fortunate that you have come at the time of The Awakening; | this opportunity might have been missed had you delayed any longer.

DOVAN: Alllllright then. Since it looks like your whole planet is here in the gallery - hi - and everyone sure looks awake... (The crowd chuckle again, this time more lightly, the bell chimes again) ...what can I do for you, um... Kridieyans?

DELEGATES: Kryday-ans. | We have studied your enlightened organization, the United Federation of Planets, | and we wish to become members.

(The crowd applauds vigorously. This time, the bell chimes three times in quick succession.)

DOVAN: Oh? Oh! Right, yeah, okay. Great! We'd love to have you! I can, uh, have my ship conduct the opening exchanges, visit your planet, get the paperwork started... Sure!

DELEGATES: Thank you, Captain Dovan. However | due to the constraints of the period of Awakening | it would be advantageous to conclude these proceedings | within a single Kreplon.

DOVAN: Oh, alright. An accelerated application. How long is a Kreplon, exactly?

DELEGATES: The closest equivalent would be | in your Federation system, approximately | one hour.

DOVAN: Wait. Let me, uh... [get this straight] You're applying for Federation membership... and you need it approved within the hour?

DELEGATES: Correct.

DOVAN: Well... you folks all seem nice enough, but... what’s the rush, exactly?

DELEGATES: The Awakening will only last for another | one point five Kreplons.

DOVAN: And then... what? You all take a nap and we reconvene tomorrow morning? During your next Awakening?

DELEGATES: At the end of the Awakening | our solar system will return from whence it came, | reabsorbed back into the temporal fissure | from which we shall not re-emerge for an additional five hundred dreplons.

DOVAN: Dreplon?

DELEGATES: Ten thousand Kreplons.

DOVAN: That's a bit more than... five hundred years? In ninety minutes, you're going to disappear for half a millenium?

DELEGATES: Correct.

DOVAN: The thing is, you see, I'm just a captain. I don't really have the authority to spontaneously grant Federation membership to societies, not by myself...

(The crowd grumbles a little.)

DOVAN: Buuuut, if I could confer with my superiors... maybe we could work something out.

DELEGATES: Your direct superior is Vice Admiral | Athos Roark-Parker, correct?

DOVAN: Yeeeeaaah... How do you know that, exactly?

DELEGATES: We have studied your enlightened organization, the United | Federation of Planets. Admiral Parker's involvement is vital?

DOVAN: Yes. Of course, he's just one link in [the chain of command.]

(We hear the flash-y sound again.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat...

PARKER: What the devil? Where am I? What’s going on?

DELEGATES: Welcome, Admiral Athos Roark | Parker of Union Starbase. | We are the [Kryday-yans.]

DOVAN: Kryday-yans, yeah. I’m just going to skip ahead, if that’s alright, gang.

PARKER: Dovan? Dovan! What have you done?

DOVAN: Sir, we're kind of running against a deadline here, so bullet points: the spindly-looking tree-people are the Kryday-ans. The Ramatin chorus in the spotlight are diplomats, with whom I've literally just made first contact. The upside is, they're very friendly, and they want to join the Federation. The downside is that, in about, uh, eighty minutes, their whole star system vanishes into a temporal fissure for the next five centuries. When they come out again--

DELEGATES: A period called The Welcoming.

DOVAN: --yep, not sure why that's a detail I couldn't skip, but sure, next Welcoming, they want to come out flying the Federation flag. So everyone here was kind of hoping we could... y'know, push the application process along. Get all the paperwork signed in the next, well... hour. Or so. Give or take.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Are you off your inertial dampers, Commander?! It takes months, years to vet an application for Federation membership. I can't just wave a magic wand and bestow membership over lunch! It’s an important, careful courtship between two, ah, societies that have, ah...

DOVAN: However. However. In all fairness, a lot of that time is spent doing research, and cultural study, getting-to-know-you stuff, with scores of anthropologists combing through your entire history, et cetera.

DELEGATES: So you would require a detailed | historical reference from us?

DOVAN: Exactly.

(There's a deep, rishing sound, like a Q-flash.)

DELEGATES: So it is done.

PARKER: So... what is done?

DELEGATES: We have just added thirty thousand years of our complete historical records | and complete membership application paperwork | to your Federation database at Memory Alpha.

DOVAN: That… shouldn’t be possible.

PARKER: Uhhh, nevertheless, it’s still a matter for the Federation council to oversee...

DELEGATES: Ah yes, we are familiar with your Federation Council! | So then their involvement will be necessary for this matter to [reach an auspicious conclusion?]

DOVAN: Hold on! Wait a minute. We didn't say that. You say we need the Council and we're liable to have a couple hundred confused council members bubbled up in here with us.

PARKER: That... is a good point. (pause) Delegates, could I have a moment to consult privately with my subordinate here?

DELEGATES: Of course.

PARKER: Commander, what exactly have you gotten me-- [into] And are you... are those pajamas?

DOVAN: Five minutes ago, I was sipping irinello and keeping my senior staff from getting any sleep. They just dragged me here, just like they dragged you out of...

PARKER: An all-hands Security briefing with Admiral Nechayev... which I'm sure just got a lot more interesting.

DOVAN: Ooo, sorry about that... but, look, Admiral, we've got a room full of gentle but unsettlingly advanced beings who just yanked us into their pocket dimension or whatever from opposite sides of the galaxy. Even Q has to at least snap before defying the space-time continuum. It'd be too bad if we had to send these guys away empty-handed to stew for five hundred years over that Federation that wouldn't let them join the club. Don't you think, sir?

PARKER: Point taken.

DELEGATES: Gentlemen, if it would simplify matters, | we could in fact just backdate our application request.

DOVAN: And by "back" and "date" you of course mean...?

DELEGATES: Send a representative through our temporal recompiler | to make contact with you at an earlier time in your history!

PARKER: Uh noooo! No, let's maybe not do that, either! Delegates, can I contact Starfleet Command from... whereever we are?

DELEGATES: Certainly. Our usher can establish a link.

PARKER: This may take some time.

DELEGATES: Very well. We will take a brief recess. | We were able to research your remark about "joining the Federation over lunch" and | we have consequently prepared what we understand to be a Federation delicacy.

DOVAN: You're feeding us? A delicacy?

DELEGATES: We | have prepared... "Soup."

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You know, I could definitely go for some soup.

PARKER: You're having soup at a time like this?

DOVAN: Someone has to represent the blue-and-white stars while you work on their application. And you know the saying: the way to a culture's heart is through its stomach.

PARKER: That's not a saying, Commander. It's a quote from one of the U.S.S. Tokyo's mission reports. Written nine years ago. By Lieutenant Commander Alcar Dovan, Chief Flight Control Officer.

DOVAN: You read that?

PARKER: Commander, I've read everything.

DELEGATES: Usher, escort Admiral Parker to communications and | assist. Captain Dovan, please join us down the hall.

(The chime rings, allowing the crowd to start rustling and chattering normally as the V.I.P.'s (and much of the crowd) all exit the area to get soup.)

SCENE 5F-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - J'NAYA'S QUARTERS

(J'naya's combadge chirps on her nightstand.)

We hear her bed sheets rustle as J'Naya stirs.

YUBARI: Yubari to J'Naya.

(More rustling as J'Naya reaches out to grab her combadge.)

J'NAYA: Go-- (yawn, quickly suppressed) -- Go ahead, Commander.

YUBARI: I have a Level Four security alert in progress. At oh-one-seventeen hours, there was an energy disturbance in the Captain's quarters, and his lifesigns are no longer detected aboard ship.

(J'naya gets up and activates the replicator.)

J'NAYA: I read you, abduction protocol. I'll get a team down to his quarters for a full sweep.

YUBARI: Glad we understand each other. Yubari out.

SCENE 5F-04

LOCATION: KRYDAY-AN ADJUDICATION CHAMBERS

(The crowd is still milling about finding their seats as Dovan approaches the center.)

PARKER: How was your soup, Captain?

DOVAN: (inhales) (pause) One-of-a-kind, sir.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: I hope you saved some for me, Captain.

(Dovan stops dead in his tracks.)

DOVAN: Madam President!

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: Huh. I've never been saluted by somebody wearing jammies before.

PARKER: Things here became... complicated.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: I was giving a speech.

DOVAN: I hope... not an important speech.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: Nothing much, just my last address before the Council forces me to resign.

DOVAN: You're, uh... (swallows hard) You're resigning?

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: Yeah, somebody named "Dovan" ran late on a mission, which meant I had to order DEFCON Zero, evacuate a few hundred worlds, and not tell anyone why. Then I had to cancel it six weeks later because Dovan came back, and - best of all - the Sword of Damocles meant I had to tell the Council I did it because I'm addicted to cordafin stimulants! (pause) They only left me in office this long so they could finish their investigation.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: In... in all fairness, the Excelsior did save the galaxy.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: I know. And I'm sincerely grateful. I know the secrecy must weigh on you, too. But, seriously, were you on my opponent's payroll in the last election or something?

DOVAN: What? Er, no, no, I wouldn't vote for Zife, Madam. Pfft. How about this situation with the Kryday-ans, Admiral? Figure something out?

PARKER: To my utter amazement? Yes, I think we did. It took two dozen androids and the entire Bynar homeworld to make a dent in the data the Kryday-ans dumped in our database, but we got a handle on who they are. At least, the Bynars did. Still, Federation membership...

(The chime rings and the crowd settles.)

DELEGATES: Attendees, this assembly | will come to order. What were your results, Welcomed guests?

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: (clears throat) After a preliminary review of your application, we find

PARKERS: The Bynars find...

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: We find that the Kryday-ans have a strong and ancient history of compassion for their fellow sapients; of zeal in pursuit of knowledge and his elder sister, wisdom; and of peaceable friendship with their neighbors near and far. Delegates, by the power vested in me by the two hundred and seven member worlds, I am overjoyed to offer you provisional membership in the United Federation of Planets.

(The crowd starts to cheer toward the end. The chimes sound to quiet them.)

DELEGATES: Provisional, | Madam | President?

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: You'll have all the protections of Federation membership, and you're free to appoint a representative to the Council. But he/she/it or other won't have a vote until we have finished an in-depth review of everything you sent us. That will take some time. Hell, the Grizzelas are hibernating for another three months. But I'm pretty sure we can have it done by the next Welcoming.

(Silence.)

DELEGATES: We | accept.

(The room erupts in cheering.)

PARKER: Welcome to the United Federation of Planets.

DOVAN: Almost worth having me pull you out of that stuffy meeting, eh, sir?

PARKER: Commander?

DOVAN: Sir?

PARKER: You're pushing your luck.

DOVAN: Yes, sir.

(The applause finally starts to die down.)

DELEGATES: There are still six semi-Kreplons before | the Farewell. Would you join us for a celebration? More... soup?

PARKER: Well, I should really be getting [back to my meeting.]

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: We would be delighted, Delegates.

DELEGATES: Excellent!

(Everyone begins to stroll out.)

PARKER: Commander, choose your words more carefully next time.

DOVAN: It's been a pleasure seeing you, too, Admiral.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: I wonder who'll be President in the Twenty-Ninth Century, when it comes time to welcome the Kryday-ans back again.

DOVAN: Five hundred years. Will we even still be here? With the Borg attacks and the Dominion and the Sword of Damocles and who knows what else, can we last?

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: On days like today, Captain... I can just about believe we will. (pause) Tell me about the soup.

DOVAN: It's delicious. It is emphatically not soup, but you'll love it. I'll say no more until you've seen it.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: No, tell me what I'm walking into. This is my last presidential reception.

DOVAN: I guess I do owe you that.

PRESIDENT OF THE FEDERATION: Yes, Captain, you do.

SCENE 5F-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - DOVAN'S QUARTERS

(Meyers and Kestra are scanning the room for evidence of their captain.)

J'NAYA: Okay, Meyers, you're the transporter expert here. There's enough subspace residue in here to maintain a warp field clear to Risa. So where's the captain?

MEYERS: No idea. Oh, don't give me the puppy dog eyes! (sigh) Commander, I really want to give you an answer, but [I can't.]

(We hear that same flash-y sound.)

MEYERS: Buuuut I can because the Captain is right there.

J'NAYA: What? Jack what are you [on about?]

DOVAN: Behind you.

J'NAYA: Yipes!

(She drops the tricorder and several padds she was holding)

J'NAYA: Captain! What are you doing here?

DOVAN: Well, these look like my quarters...

MEYERS: You've been missing! Sir.

DOVAN: Frankly, I'm flattered you noticed. Where's Security?

J'NAYA: Sweeping the ship.

(Dovan taps a button on his desk.)

DOVAN: All hands, I'm fine. Cancel security alert, authorization Dovan Quattuor Septem, and get some sleep.

(J'Naya heads to the door with Meyers, and the door opens into the corridor.)

J'NAYA: But, captain, what happened?

DOVAN: I was helping somebody fulfill a... (pause) ...a simple dream. I know that's cryptic. Command really should have called. Their fault, not mine.

(pause)

(J'naya begins to leave.)

DOVAN: Oh, and, Commander, could you have Phaser Control send me their...

J'NAYA: ...What was that, sir?

DOVAN: You know what? It'll wait until morning.

(The door shuts.)


5.8 The Committee Archives: A Year in Drabbles


SCENE 5L-01

LOCATION: VOLTAIRE - BRIDGE

NARRATOR: August.

UNDERWOOD: Captain on the bridge!

CAPTAIN KEL: As you were, Underwood. How's tricks?

UNDERWOOD: Excuse me?

CAPTAIN KEL: I've been studying British English. I'm guessing from your face it doesn't mean "what's your report"?

UNDERWOOD: I... almost hate to admit it, captain, but... I was born in Londres Nova. Mars.

CAPTAIN KEL: Oh.

UNDERWOOD: I can tell you what an inyalowda pomang is, though.2

CAPTAIN KEL: No, no, I'm just going to have to replan your whole birthday party. (pause) Pretend you didn't hear that. That's an order. So, did you get any of your "strange hunches" during night shift?

UNDERWOOD: Captain, I'm certain it's just a coincidence that so many of the Voltaire's missions start during my night watch.

CAPTAIN KEL: Uh-huh. Even more of a coincidence that they come right after you get calls from Starbase Nine-One-One.

UNDERWOOD: Captain, you sound like you don't entirely trust your first officer.

CAPTAIN KEL: If I didn't trust you, Underwood, I wouldn't take half these invitations to get in trouble. It's Admiral Parker I don't trust. You never answered my question.

UNDERWOOD: ...w-w-well, there is a pretty interesting subspace anomaly on long-range sensors. Could be Iconian.

CAPTAIN KEL: Uh-huh. Helm, lay in a course.

SCENE 5L-02

LOCATION: UNDERWOOD'S QUARTERS

NARRATOR: October.

UNDERWOOD: Skipper, do you have any idea what that thing was?

COX: Nope.

UNDERWOOD: Does Parker realize how dangerous it was to send a starship into the wreckage of a Scion Megaship without even knowing who the ship's Mind was?

COX: Nope.

UNDERWOOD: (sigh) It never lets up, does it?

COX: Nope.

UNDERWOOD: A billion-year-old energy being tries to take over Captain Kel and that's just my working day now, is it?

COX: Yep.

UNDERWOOD: (sigh) You'd've figured it out, wouldn't you? You'd've known ten seconds after we went in that the Shipmind was lying.

COX: Yep.

UNDERWOOD: We can't afford to leave you in New Zealand, Skipper.

COX: Nope.

UNDERWOOD: Do you even want us to? (pause) Did you ever?

COX: I, uh... Hm.

SCENE 5L-03

LOCATION: VOLTAIRE TRANSPORTER ROOM

NARRATOR: December.

(Cox beams in.)

COX: Hey, Parker. Didn't expect the royal welcome.

PARKER: You delight in calling me that, don't you? What news of King le Fay?

COX: Which one? The one in the throne room on Joyous Garde or the one I just buried on Planet-of-the-Slime down there?

PARKER: The real one.

COX: Buried. Here.

PARKER: What's this?

COX: Picked it up at the gift shop on Joyous Garde. Merry Christmas, Parker.

PARKER: You're joking.

COX: Yeah, actually I replicated it yesterday. Wrapped it myself, though.

PARKER: I can't accept this.

COX: What?

PARKER: It would be wholly inappropriate.

COX: You're just mad you forgot to get me one.

PARKER: I look forward to your report, Captain Cox.

(He walks away.)

COX: Okay now who's delighting?

SCENE 5L-04

LOCATION: RUNABOUT

NARRATOR: February.

PARKER: ...and I needn't remind you, Commanders, of the importance of this assignment.

MASTERSON: Certainly not, sir. The magnetic resonance is confirmed, and the moon will imprint with the false footprint by zero-eight-forty Union time.

PARKER: Commendable, Commander Masterson. Commander Underwood. Parker out.

(Parker's holo-image fades.)

MASTERSON: Okay, Joshy, what say we get this show on the road?

UNDERWOOD: How do you do that?

MASTERSON: Do what?

UNDERWOOD: The... the... thing! You're Alix Masterson and then he calls and suddenly you're a... a...

MASTERSON: Robot?

UNDERWOOD: If you like — not the word I was going to use. But I swear your hair actually pulls itself into a regulation bun when he calls.

MASTERSON: Athos is... I mean, he's a Starfleet Admiral, right? He's got the whole Sword of Damocles on him, and that's practically a side project compared to keeping Union running day-in day-out. He's earned an adjutant who isn't... I don't know...

UNDERWOOD: A distraction?

MASTERSON: Heh. You think I'm distracting, Commander?

UNDERWOOD: I... have been in the service long enough to know this is a good time for me to go and check the resonators.

(He walks away.)

MASTERSON: Hm.

SCENE 5L-05

LOCATION: VOLTAIRE  READY ROOM

NARRATOR: April.

MASTERSON: Commander Alix Masterson, reporting as ordered, Captain Kel, sir!

CAPTAIN KEL: And you're assigned to the Voltaire for the next five months because...

MASTERSON: Admiral Parker asked me to make a detailed study of your ship's famous efficiency, sir!

CAPTAIN KEL: Uh-huh. And what's your take on this, X.O.?

UNDERWOOD: (a deep breath) Mostly I'm trying to figure out why I know so many people named "Alex" and none of them spell it the same.

CAPTAIN KEL: Welcome aboard, Masterson. Parker knows I'm not falling for this, right?

UNDERWOOD: Captain?

CAPTAIN KEL: Well, if he's getting this sloppy, he must be close to giving me clearance. I'd love to know what you and Masterson and that Skipper Cox woman have been doing hopping on and off my ship all year. (Pause) Oh. I guess this means the rumor mill is wrong about you.

UNDERWOOD: Rumor mill?

CAPTAIN KEL: Word is you two've been spending so much time together 'cause you're having an affair.

MASTERSON: It's... just the Admiral's orders, sir.

UNDERWOOD: You'll let people know that, I hope?

CAPTAIN KEL: Nope, that sounds like classified information to me. In fact, you might have a duty to start an affair now just so nobody digs in and learns Starfleet's secrets!

UNDERWOOD: (sigh) You have every right to be angry, Captain. At Admiral Parker.

CAPTAIN KEL: Good luck to you both!

(She leaves.)

UNDERWOOD: If Parker doesn't fix this soon, I'm going to give her clearance myself.

MASTERSON: You know... she has a point.

UNDERWOOD: She might, at that.

SCENE 3L-06

LOCATION: ALIEN PLANET

NARRATOR: July.

(Some kind of portal is open. Lighting strikes in the background.)

MASTERSON: NOOOOO!

COX: Close it! Allie, you have to close the portal!

(Pause.)

(Masterson presses something and the portal closes. Then she bursts into tears.)

MASTERSON: NOOOOO!!

(She starts weeping.)

COX: It's not okay, Masterson. It's never gonna be okay. But Veelah went in there so you wouldn't have to.

MASTERSON: She had no right!

COX: You know what she'd say.

MASTERSON: What?

COX: Neither did you.

MASTERSON: How can you be okay with this, Sam? After everything we went through with Veelah in the past two weeks... how?

COX: You want the truth?

MASTERSON: I just want it to hurt less. How, Sam?

COX: Too damn much practice.

Practice.

(Masterson continues sobbing.)

SCENE 5L-07

LOCATION: VOLTAIRE BRIEFING ROOM

NARRATOR: September.

PARKER: He is... a challenge.

UNDERWOOD: He's a dsokdpach, Admiral. And you know it.

(Kel approaches.)

CAPTAIN KEL: Language, Josh!

UNDERWOOD: Sorry, sir.

CAPTAIN KEL: You're not talking about anyone I know?

UNDERWOOD: Just a certain captain the Admiral and I have dealt with.

CAPTAIN KEL: I can't order an Admiral to gossip, X.O., but I can order you.

UNDERWOOD: It's the Excelsior's C.O., name of Al[car Dovan.]

CAPTAIN KEL: Alcar Dovan. (sigh) Yeah, he's a dsokdpach, alright. (pause) I should call him.

(She walks away.)

UNDERWOOD: You knew she knew, didn't you?

PARKER: I read the files, Commander. He was the Tokyo's X.O. when she was at helm.

UNDERWOOD: Enough to give her a lifetime of st[ories.]

PARKER: Trauma, yes.

UNDERWOOD: You could have said something.

PARKER: More fun this way.

SCENE 5L-08

LOCATION: VOLTAIRE TRANSPORTER ROOM

NARRATOR: December.

(Parker beams in.)

COX: Successful outing, Admiral?

PARKER: You could say that. The Vorta agreed to your entry into Dominion territory, on condition that you...

COX: What?

PARKER: The translator said that you have to be an escort, but I assume it meant you have to have an escort. With Masterson and Underwood already at the dig on Pnakos...

COX: I told you, I'm happy to go. Now, take this and Merry Christmas.

PARKER: What is it?

COX: I pulled your name in the Secret Santa.

PARKER: Skipper, I didn't put my name in the Secret Santa.

COX: I know. Funny how things work out, isn't it? And what's this?

PARKER: I pulled your name in the Secret Santa. Merry Christmas, Skipper.

COX: Heh. Merry Christmas, Admiral.


5.9 All Men Lie


SCENE 5G-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(J'naya is walking.)

DOVAN: Ahoy, Commander J'Naya!

(He jogs to catch up with her. They keep walking.)

J'NAYA: Captain? Mister Lorhrok said we’re supposed to wear period costume.

DOVAN: Aha! So there is a party tonight! Where?

J'NAYA: He didn't invite you?

DOVAN: He made me a bet, double or nothing. He still has the parties, and I have to find out where they are. And, more importantly, when.

J'NAYA: Sorry, double or nothing of what?

DOVAN: Well... a couple years ago, I bet Alecz I could get the Excelsior out of spacedock on schedule. We ended up going double or nothing. But instead of paying up that night, he offered me a double-or-nothing I couldn't refuse. I lost that one, and I'd drunk through my stock of Saurian brandy on the way to the Anbar anyway, so I proposed another double-or-nothing.

J'NAYA: And you kept going? For two years? How much brandy do you actually owe him now if you lose?

DOVAN: ...Enough to bankrupt a modest stellar republic. So I really need to win this one. Fortunately, he didn’t realize I had the Captain’s Pocketwatch.

J'NAYA: The watch that always knows what time it is? How's that help you with a party?

DOVAN: Take a look.

(He pulls out his pocketwatch and flips it open.)

J'NAYA: There’s no watchface. It just says... "PARTY TIME"?

(Dovan snaps it shut.)

DOVAN: Lorhrok thinks it's a tiny bit telepathic. I think it's a tiny bit magic. We have a running bet on it.

(J'naya laughs.)

DOVAN: So, where we going? Someplace where my freshly-laundered dress whites don't count as "period costume"?

J'NAYA: Laundered? Maybe. But don’t you iron? Uh, sir?

DOVAN: I just ironed them for my, y'know, medal ceremony thing. That Commendation for Original Thinking.

J'NAYA: You got a C.O.T.?

DOVAN: Ha ha, yes, actually I gave Commodore Dogface three-quarters of a well-deserved coronary. I was pilot of the Tokyo at Cardassia and broke formation to save the Romulan general and his crew. Brass wanted my head on a pike, but they couldn't punish me for saving an ally, right? So they called it "Original Thinking." Of course I dressed up for the medal ceremony! They were so mad pinning it on me.

J'NAYA: Captain... the Battle of Cardassia was... You last ironed your dress uniform nine years ago?

DOVAN: It hasn't been nine years since the War! It's been, uh... Let's not get hung up on details! I heard we're getting new dress uniforms next year anyway. Still haven't told me where we're going.

J’NAYA: I’m going on a date, sir, so I really don’t need the escort.

DOVAN: Unfortunately, you’re my only lead. How’s it going with Chief Meyers, then?

J’NAYA: Jack? Why has the rumor mill decided I’m dating Jack? Curly asked the honor of escorting me to the ball.

DOVAN: Curly? The big guy in the civilian union? Looks like a model? What’s he actually do?

J’NAYA: He’s the ship’s esthetician.

DOVAN: Oh, the barber!

J’NAYA: Among other stylistic concerns. I was getting a pedicure, and... I guess you wouldn’t have crossed paths with him, sir.

DOVAN: True! Bolians don't need a lotta haircuts.

J’NAYA: I was actually referring to your, ah, sartorial sense, sir.

DOVAN: My what?

(The Holodeck doors open.)

LOCATION: HOLODECK - BALLROOM

(There is 18th century period music playing in the background.)

DOVAN: Wow. This is gorgeous. Where's this holoprogram set? Delta Four?

J'NAYA: Six hundred years ago. On a planet called Portugal.

DOVAN: Portugal? Isn't that on Earth? You're human.

J'NAYA: Half. And I got this dress after taking the boat from Dublin to Lisbon as a teenager.  It. Still. Fits!

CURLY: Well, if it isn’t the most gorgeous girl in the galaxy!

J’NAYA: Excuse me, Captain. You’re a liar, Curly! But thank you.

THE MAJOR: Sir, over here, sir!

DOVAN: Major! And the rest of the senior staff! And... Ensign Adow.

(He ambles over in the Major’s direction.)

NEEVA: Your first officer was just telling us all about the big bet tonight.

ADOW: He was mid-sentence when you walked in. You should have seen his face crumple!

LORHROK: Ahem. Double or nothing, sir?

SHARP: You already owe him enough brandy to give Ronec Vex’s entire pirate fleet alcohol poisoning.

YUBARI: Which is even more than Melissa's had tonight.

DOVAN: What kind of action would make me want to risk that?

LORHROK: Kestra’s date.

DOVAN: Yeah?

LORHROK: I bet they break up...

DOVAN: Plenty of first dates don’t lead to a second, Number One.

LORHROK: ...within ten minutes.

DOVAN: Kestra and Curly’s date is over in ten minutes... from now? That's your comeback bet?

LORHROK: Yep. Double or nothing?

DOVAN: Either you know something or you’re completely desperate.

LORHROK: Take the bet and find out.

NEEVA & ADOW & YUBARI & SHARP: Ohhhhh!

DOVAN: That is the sweet, sweet voice of desperation talking. I’m in! Soon you’ll owe me more Saurian brandy than is known to exist in the galaxy!

ADOW: Now comes the hard part, of course.

SHARP: And what’s that, Kinash?

YUBARI: Obviously: listening in.

(They quietly stand up and start walking.)

J’NAYA: So I’m thinking that if I can get my crew onto a staggered shift, they can maintain a Herrenrock bubble when we’re at warp. The people and the machines, it’s a symbiosis, you know.

CURLY: (laughing) Oh, stop! I have no idea what you’re talking about.

J’NAYA: Oh, well, a Herrenrock bubble is a pretty simple warp concept really, it works by [adapting the fluid dynamics of the warp bubble to the variable fabric of space around it.]

CURLY: No really, stop, it’s kind of boring.

J’NAYA: Oh, all right. So...  ...what do you enjoy out here in the Delta Quadrant?

CURLY: I like to set goals for myself.

J’NAYA: Oh?

CURLY: At each of the Divitian Consortium worlds we’ve visited, I like to choose one beauty product from their catalogue. And then I get it! And then, when it’s in your hand, you feel so powerful.

J’NAYA: Ah.

CURLY: My career is about vanity. And people say vanity is a bad thing. But it’s a good thing. Vanity is about beauty. And you can find beauty in lots of unexpected places.

J’NAYA: So, where’s someplace unexpected you’ve found beauty?

CURLY: Ummmmmm…. (pause) Have you heard of Vincent van Gogg?

J’NAYA: Eh… Ye-e-es.

CURLY: Vann Gogg saw this ugly old chair. And he made a painting of that chair. Now that painting must be worth a thousand bars of latinum.

J’NAYA: Setting aside whether latinum measures beauty--that’s where van Gogh found beauty. Where’s somewhere unexpected where you found beauty?

CURLY: (pause) (laughs) I guess I don’t have an answer to that!

J’NAYA: (sighs) You know, I got on a starship to see the things that no one would believe existed, if we didn’t discover them in person. And I don’t think I’d believe that you existed if I hadn’t just spoken with you for myself.

CURLY: That’s a good thing?

J’NAYA: This time around, I’m afraid it’s not.

CURLY: I’ll just go chat with the next pretty redhead over?

J’NAYA: Yes, if you please.

CURLY: All right. G'night, Kistral.

(We hear him get up and walk away.)

CURLY: (in the background) Well, if it isn’t the most gorgeous girl in the galaxy!

J’NAYA: Ohhh boy. Now where am I gonna go for pedicures? (sigh) And I was so looking forward to dancing. (standing from her chair) At least I can join the senior staff. (pause) ...who all happen to be leaning over at the table right behind me?

(She steps over to them.)

ADOW: Ahhhh, like I was just asking: on Trill, do they call leopard-print dresses people-print dresses?

LORHROK: Well, we, uh... that depends?

NEEVA: On?

LORHROK: On what the hell a leopard is?

(Adow and Neeva laugh.)

LORHROK: No, really, what did she just ask me?

(Adow, Sharp, Yubari, and Neeva all laugh.)

NEEVA: Oh, Kestra! Didn't see you there!

YUBARI: We saved a chair for you, though.

(Yubari pulls out a wooden chair.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

ADOW: Aren't you happy to see our Chief Engineer?

DOVAN: Double or nothing. You knew.

LORHROK: I guessed. I've seen him operate before.

J'NAYA: What are you talking about?

DOVAN: Nothing! I'll, uh... get another round from the... ...barkeep?

(Dovan leaves.)

LORHROK: The sommelier! (sigh) You know, Kestra, I think you did a better job preparing for tonight than anyone else on the senior staff. The dress is perfect for the setting, and did you actually fill out your programme du bal?

J'NAYA: For all the good it did me. I told people my dance card was full, because I thought there was more to that lunk than met the eye. You like the dress?

LORHROK: I like your posture even better. You could have walked straight out of one of my holonovels. I asked the whole senior staff to set an immersive example for the crew, but most of them are treating this party like it's just another Delta Lounge get-together.

NEEVA: Now, to be fair -- to be fair -- I am not Commander Neeva; I am the being who looks like Commander Neeva.

LORHROK: Oh, so we're trying that again.

YUBARI: Is it just me, or can this crew not hold its liquor?

THE MAJOR: It’s not just you, ma’am.

YUBARI: I think you’re holding it a little too well, Major!

MAJOR: Somebody has to, ma’am.

SHARP: I've got enough drinks in me to think the being who looks like--the Alcar--the Alcar-being--looks pretty good.

NEEVA: Say what now?

SHARP: Uh...

DOVAN: I have more of the smelly stuff!

(Sharp suddenly jumps to her feet, the wooden chair scraping against the stone floor.)

SHARP: Asuka-chan, let's arm wrestle!

NEEVA: Uh, point of order? Yubari has bionic arms?

SHARP: Asuka will just let me push against her hand and see if I can budge it.

YUBARI: (laughs) Why not?

LORHROK: Smelly stuff? Sommelier. It's wine!

DOVAN: Sure, Number One. Wanna go double or nothing on this arm-wrestle?

YUBARI: You ready?

SHARP: Oh, I'm ready. Adow, count us down!

ADOW: One... two... three... four!

(They, well Dr. Sharp, struggle, grunting. Yubari giggles.)

THE MAJOR: I don’t believe that standing and pushing with both arms while bracing your legs against the table is a legal arm-wrestling move, Melissa, ma'am.

(There's a loud thwack on the table.  Yubari keeps giggling.)

SHARP: I didn’t hurt you, did I?

YUBARI: Oh! Ow! The doctor just put me in sickbay!

SHARP: Oops, let me scan you.

(She fumbles for a tricorder.)

YUBARI: I’m fine, Melissa.  You don't usually kick loose like this. It’s... nice.

(Jack Meyers has been approaches.)

MEYERS: Uh, excuse me?

(J'Naya instantly stands up.)

J'NAYA: Jack. Something wrong in Engineering? You need me down there?

MEYERS: Uh, no, I just...

J'NAYA: Then why're you so pale? Ye look half-dead of fright!

MEYERS: I just, uh... (deep breath) I overheard that you might have a little extra space on your dance card. (pause) And I was wondering... well, Boss-Lady, I was wondering if I might have the honor of a dance.

(J'Naya takes a few steps away from the table with Meyers.)

J'NAYA: Let's take this conversation away from the betting pools.

MEYERS: The what?

J'NAYA: You, uh, you don't think it'd be weird tomorrow at scrum?

MEYERS: If it's already going to be weird, I might as well ask you on a date. (pause) We could make Risian pumpkin bread.

J'NAYA: Trying to impress a girl who bakes by replicating baked goods from her mother's planet?

MEYERS: Who said anything about replicating?

J'NAYA: You bake? You're yanking my chain!

MEYERS: Cupcakes from the Temtibi Lagoon don't lie.

J'NAYA: All men lie.

MEYERS: Now that's not a sentiment I expected to hear in the Twenty-Fourth Century.

J'NAYA: Everybody lies. Y'know, if they're...amorously minded. They, you... we're all just a bunch of Turelian peacocks, ornamenting ourselves with fake feathers.

MEYERS: That sounds like someone who doesn't expect people to treat her as well as she treats them.

J'NAYA: If you met my last couple of dates... (pause) Jack, I mentioned my dance card a long time before you came over to the table. What really happened?

MEYERS: I was screwing up every ounce of pluck in my body to ask you out. And I have officially used it all up, so now I'm going to go stand where I'm less nervous.

(He starts to leave.)

J'NAYA: That's very... honest. Jack, wait!

MEYERS: Yeah, boss-lady?

J'NAYA: One dance. We'll see about the baking some night when I'm not feeling quite so cynical.

MEYERS: Delighted. May I initial your programme du bal, Dona Kestra?

J'NAYA: But of course. (she hands it to him) I'll try not to step on your feet!

MEYERS: No worries, I wore reinforced shoes.

J'NAYA: What?  Why?

MEYERS: Er, I did hear about the Pferdian ambassador's hoof, and I didn't want you to feel bad if [something like that happened].

J'NAYA: Jack?

MEYERS: Yes?

J'NAYA: There is such a thing as too much honesty.

(The new dance begins and plays beneath the ending credits.)

BONUS - DURING THE CREDITS

J'NAYA: Oh!  Oh!  Sorry!  So sorry!

MEYERS: No, it's fine, the, uh, the reinforced shoes.

(Meyers laughs.)


5.10 Nurturing Life


SCENE 5D-01

LOCATION: OFFICE CUBICLE

A woman is typing away at a workstation. She's got a keyboard and a desktop computer.

PENNY: Computer, isolate contaminants report for Happy Pops Travel Pack, SKU nine-nine-five-one-two-eight.

CENTAURUS COMPUTER: Threshold contaminants in that product include: lectrose, dexalin, estrogen, ash, [food dye number seven, fluoride, and leprosy.]

PENNY: (snaps her fingers) Ash! I knew I was forgetting one! Give this nutrition label a regional variant. Hide the ash in all star systems where we don't legally have to disclose it. Then approve and send both labels to keyline!

CENTAURUS COMPUTER: Affirmative.

PENNY: Okay, that's ten labels in fifteen minutes. New goal is fifteen in the next ten. It's such a privilege to spend my life helping Centaurus nurture others, so I've gotta give a hundred ten percent! Computer, call up the next-- whoa, uhnh.

(A short but loud thrum that comes from the walls of her cubicle.)

PENNY: What? Where...? Oh, (gulp) I feel like I need to throw up. (small moan) Am I still at Centaurus Foods? Where's Jaylix? Why is everything so... fuzzy?

(Penny's desk phone rings. She ignores its first couple rings, instead just taking some deep breaths and groaning a bit.)

(The phone keeps ringing.)

(Finally, Penny hesitantly picks up.)

PENNY: Um... hello?

VANCE: Hi! I'm looking for Pendara Q'Lek [cue-LEK] of the Centaurus Foods Packaging Department?

PENNY: I, uh... yes, this is Penny speaking. Who is this?

VANCE: Great! Well, Pendara, I'm so sorry to bother you in the middle of a productive workday. This is Silas Vance up in Humanoid Resources.

PENNY: Is this about my new hire training? Shouldn't my husband be here? We were hired together, this, uh... this... [morning? week? Month?]

VANCE: Ha ha, no, I'm afraid I've got some bad news for you today. As you know, [Pendara, the company is forced to terminate some of our valued employees each cycle.]

PENNY: He's got this bright blue mane... do you know where my husband is? Jaylix Q'Lek?

VANCE: As you know, Pendara, Centaurus Foods has to terminate some of our valued employees each cycle. Now, I know you have many years of terrific service here, Pendara, [but your productivity has been slipping for two quarters.]

PENNY: Years?

VANCE: Yes, eight and a half, by my records, but your productivity has been slipping for two quarters.

PENNY: I only started here a couple weeks ago! I mean, at least... it can't have been more than a month, can it?

VANCE: As you know, we spend one hundred ten percent of our time here finding better ways to nurture the lives of others! And, unfortunately, Pendara, what we found this cycle is that a smaller team will be a more nurturing team. Nothing personal, but you're terminated from your employment here, effective immediately.

PENNY: You're firing me? Wait, no, that's not important. Did you do something to me, Vance? Where the hell is Jaylix? And my... my son? I was pregnant when you hired me! What happ[ened to me?!]

VANCE: Again, I'm very sorry, Pendara, but this is where your path diverges from ours. Centaurus Foods hopes, wherever you find yourself in your future, you are always helping advance our mission of Nurturing Life. Good-bye.

(Click.)

(In the background, that sinister-sounding humming begins to get louder.)

(Pause.)

(Penny puts down the receiver.)

PENNY: Yeah, sure, boss. I gotta get out of here. My clothes are... stars, is this the same dress I wore to my interview? (she stands up) Wait, how do I get out of here? I may be fuzzy, but I know this cubicle only had three walls a minute ago.

(The humming is getting pretty loud now.)

PENNY: My arms are starting to tingle. And the walls... they don't usually glow red like that, do they? Certainly not this bright. (She runs over to the wall and starts pounding on it) Hello? Is there someone out there? Oh, it's starting to hurt! Please, let me out! It's [in agony now] AHHH! LET ME OUT! LET ME OUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUAAAAAGGGHHHH----

(The humming climaxes; she screams as she's vaporized.)

(As the humming fades back down, we hear the ambient office floor, proceeding about its day as if nothing has happened.)

SCENE 5D-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Captain's Log, supplemental. As the saying goes, some days you get the bear, and some days the bear turns out to be a sapient lifeform who is very unhappy you chose that moment to make First Contact. Let's just say our survey of Kusan Three-Eight-One is over, and one day we'll get that image out of our brains, too. We are returning now to the planetoid where three of my senior staff have been touring a packaged-foods merchant as part of a good-will tour through the League of Forty Systems.

(Alert at Yubari's console.)

YUBARI: Sir, the away team missed their scheduled check-in.

DOVAN: Uh-oh. You tried raising them?

YUBARI: Yes, sir. Nothing.

DOVAN: Alright. Increase speed to warp [eight point nine.]

(Another alert on Yubari's console.)

YUBARI: Oh, for...

DOVAN: Gonna let me in on it, Commander?

YUBARI: Sir, it's a message from Lieutenant Lorhrok. He says they were hard at work on a compression analysis and lost track of time.

DOVAN: Well, whatever a compression analysis is, it sounds like he's having a good time. I just hope he gets the replicator pattern for TFK Sandwiches I asked for. Helm, reduce speed to warp five. We can take the scenic route while they finish up at Centaurus.

SYLVESTE: Aye, captain.

YUBARI: Anything else, sir?

DOVAN: What, you want me to have them flogged? They were late for a check-in, Commander. Lighten up.

SCENE 5D-03

LOCATION: OFFICE BUILDING

(J'naya and Donna are walking.)

VANCE: (A recording on a screen) Welcome, visitor, to your guided tour of Centaurus Foods, where we give one hundred and ten percent to our mission of Nurturing Life. As the market leader of the packaged baby food industry throughout the Forty Systems,

DONNA: Now that's an interesting question.

J'NAYA: Aw, it's just the engineer in me. Usually, a company like this... what, thirty thousand employees? Getting everyone to and from the parking lot every day ends up being a pretty interesting challenge. Now, if you've got good public transit, maybe on-site transporters... well, my point is, I don't see any of that here. I just beamed in to your only transporter pad and you've got, what, ten parking spaces?

DONNA: No, no, I understand completely. And I'm not being HR-polite here, it really is an interesting question. How do thirty thousand people get to their fulfilling jobs at Centaurus Foods every day? I wish I had an answer for you. It's just never been an issue.

J'NAYA: I know you want me to collect Neeva and Leftenant Lorhrok and get out of your hair, but do you think maybe we could stop by the cubicle of that woman I talked to yesterday first? Penny? She seemed like someone who'd know her way around a transit plan.

DONNA: I don't see why not. Your shipmates have been perfect guests; we are in no rush to get rid of them. In fact, they did some redesign of our TFK production line last night, and we're already showing improved output. Marketing is trying to translate their work into new sales as we speak.

J'NAYA: Well, that's awfully nice of them. They'd been planning a date on the surface -- a night on Lake Ninakiss [nin-AH-kis] while we wait for the Excelsior to pick us up.

DONNA: You know what engineers are like: give them a juicy problem and there's no tearing them away from it. At Centaurus Foods, that's what we do for our engineers all day, every day.

J'NAYA: Is this whole floor engineers, then?

DONNA: Oh, no, there's a great mix here. There's a pod of marketing cubicles on your left, a sizable force of nutritionists on your right -- they work very closely with the test kitchen robots upstairs -- and of course packaging, where Penny works, just down this way.

J'NAYA: Oh, I only asked because it looks like everyone on this floor is very intent on their work. In the cubicles, under the desks... are those sleeping pods?

DONNA: You got it in one, Kestra! At Centaurus Foods, everyone knows we gotta give one hundred and ten percent to get our galactically-beloved brands out to nurture a hundred billion customers. Every once in a while, that means a few late nights at the office, and our top-of-the-line rest pods inject the correct level of melatonin, prolactin, and other hormones to ensure a completely restful sleep. They even extract bodily waste, so our employees don't have to worry about wasting hours of productivity in the bathroom every month!

J'NAYA: Wow, that's, uh, wonderful! Heh heh! And where's your office?

DONNA: I office with Humanoid Resources up on Eighteen. In fact, I'm there right now! You wouldn't have guessed this image of me is a holographic projection, would you?

J'NAYA: No, it's incredibly realistic!

(They arrive.)

DONNA: And here's Penny's cubicle now. I see she's closed up for focus. But you're an invited guest of the company, so let me just scan her status plate...

(She waves a card in front of a scanner. It beeps in a friendly way, then makes an unfriendly beep.)

DONNA: Oh, dear.

J'NAYA: What?

DONNA: I'm afraid it says here that Penny is no longer employed by Centaurus Foods. Her quarterly review was yesterday, and I suppose it didn't go well.

J'NAYA: Do you have a forwarding address? There are some, uh, packaging questions that I'd really like to discuss with her.

DONNA: I'm afraid I don't have that information. But I'd be happy to have you meet with one of our other packagers! Chapstick?

J'NAYA: No, thanks; after how dry it was yesterday, I brought my own lip balm. I just -- I really thought I hit it off with Penny. Has anyone else seen her today? Maybe she talked to them about her, uh, her next steps.

DONNA: Well, let me just check that for you. (she scans her card again, and this time it beeps the "friendly" beep sequence twice.) Huh. That's strange.

J'NAYA: What?

DONNA: It looks like Penny had one other visitor this morning -- just a few minutes after she was terminated. Must have just missed her. It was another visitor from off-campus... but there aren't any other visitors on today's schedule.

J'NAYA: Was it one of my friends, maybe coming by to look for me?

DONNA: No, no, your friends are quite busy. Besides, this man had dark skin, and his clothes don't look like yours at all. Here, take a look. Do you recognize him?

J'NAYA: No. Human enough, but... no.

DONNA: His security scan looks to be in order, so I suppose I don't have to look into it right away. Come on, your friends are just down in this pod over here...

J'NAYA: You've, uh, you've given them their own cubicles?

DONNA: They were doing so much to help! And, you know, there came a point in the middle of the night when they just couldn't help climbing into one of our sleep pods.

J'NAYA: Together?

DONNA: Oh, no no no. The pods aren't designed for that sort of, um, activity. But why don't you ask them yourself?

(Kestra gently knocks on the wall of Lorhrok's cubicle.)

J'NAYA: Hello, Leftenant Lorhrok, sir? I'm back from the shuttlecraft. The, ehm, calculations I needed to run last night went off without a hitch. Sir? Leftenant Lorhrok? (pause) Hey, Alecz!

LORHROK: Woman! Would you please stop bothering me! Can you not see that I am trying to get some work done!

J'NAYA: Yes, I was meaning to ask you about your work. The Centaurans are sure happy about it but you know you're not supposed to go around sharing the Federation's advanced industrial techniques with, well — sorry, Donna — primitive cultures! Neeva, didn't you remind Alecz about the Prime Directive?

NEEVA: (sigh) Kestra, will you please go away? I'm trying to do some good here at Centaurus.

DONNA: Alecz, Neeva, it's clear you really care about our corporate mission of Nurturing Life. I don't want to rush you, but since I'm here, have you thought about the offer of employment Centaurus has extended to you?

NEEVA: Oh, fine. If it means these infernal distractions will stop? I accept! Here. (she clicks a pen open and signs her name on a sheet of paper, then hands it back to Donna) Done. Employed. I'm an employee now. So will you please go away?

DONNA: Oh, that's wonderful news. We're so happy to have you onboard. Lieutenant Lorhrok?

LORHROK: Yes, yes, me too. Contract's signed on the desk.

DONNA: I'll return these both to Mister Vance right away! Welcome! Alright, Kestra, why don't we move away to respect the focus of Centaurus's newest employees?

J'NAYA: Uh, how about we don't? Donna, don't you see that something is really wrong here?

DONNA: I don't know what you mean! Centaurus has a special knack for attracting people who believe in our mission, and your Starfleet seems to believe very strongly in Nurturing Life.

J'NAYA: And they've dedicated their lives to Starfleet!

DONNA: I'm sorry to poach, but your former colleagues are now working on important products that nurture billions of young lives around the quadrant, and they now enjoy all the incredible amenities and generous benefits Centaurus Foods has to offer them!

J'NAYA: Like your vacation policy?

DONNA: Oh, yes, Kestra, we're given months of paid vacation every [fiscal year!]

J'NAYA: And when was the last time you took a vacation?

DONNA: I, uh... That's strange. I can't recall precisely.

J'NAYA: Donna, has anyone who works at Centaurus ever taken a vacation?

DONNA: unh. You know, I can't remember anyone ever wanting to.

J'NAYA: Uh-huh. I thought so. Donna, the Excelsior's going to save you from whatever this place is doing. We're going to save you all. But we're starting with these two. Leftenant Lorhrok, I'm pulling the plug!

(She pulls a big electric cable out of a socket. Lorhrok's systems all shut down.)

LORHROK: Hey!

J'NAYA: Sir, come on! Whatever that computer was doing to you, I turned it off -- and we have to get out of here!

LORHROK: Are you out of your mind?!

DONNA: Kestra! You're upsetting our employees, and preventing them from doing their job! I'm going to have to ask you to leave immediately!

J'NAYA: Oooookay, that, ehm... that did not work. Oh boy. Donna, eighteenth floor, right?

DONNA: I beg your pardon?

J'NAYA: Your office! You're on Eighteen with H.R.! I'm coming to rescue you, Donna.

(J'Naya lets go of Donna, turns, and sprints away at top speed!)

J'NAYA: I'm coming to rescue you, Donna!

DONNA:  am sorry, Kestra, but you are clearly becoming a danger to yourself and others! At Centaurus Foods, we put the safety of our employees first, every time! Security drones! Deploy and detain! Neutralize if necessary! Cubicle, deactivate holo-imager.

(Donna's holo-image deactivates just as a bunch of steel panels in the walls and floors slide back, allowing a few dozen defense drones to roll out. They pursue and very quickly, in seconds, surround Kestra, who is forced to stop running.)

DRONE VOICES: Attention. You are surrounded. Desist at once.

J'NAYA: Uh... hey guys. That was some pretty good, ehm, rolling you did there. And surrounding! You're good at that, too. Are those arms all guns? Or are some of them, like, first-aid tools, maybe?

DRONE VOICES: Desist at once or you will be neutralized.

J'NAYA: I'm desisting! I'm desisting! Hands in the air and everything! I'll head back to my shuttle and fly straight off this planet.

DRONE VOICES: Surrender accepted. You will be taken to Security Cubicle Five to sign a confession and waiver of liability.

J'NAYA: Ohhhhh boy. Hey, what's this at my feet? (a soft metal "clink) Did one of you throw this at me?

(The smoke bomb suddenly detonates!)

DRONE VOICES: Alert! Alert! Targeting sensors obscured! Unable to lock!

J'NAYA: (coughing heavily) What the... a smoke bomb? Who threw a smoke bomb?

(Out of the shadows, at her side, steps... ISAAC BRAHMS.)

BRAHMS: I did. We have maybe ten seconds before they compensate. So RUN!

(He takes off!)

J'NAYA: And who the heck are you?!

(But she takes off after him anyway.)

BRAHMS: I'm the one with a way out of here! This way!

DRONE VOICES: (in background) Alert! Alert! Threat escaping! Unknown accessory! Retarget! Retarget!

(The drones start rolling after them again.)

J'NAYA: It's a dead end!

BRAHMS: Come on!

DRONE VOICES: (in background) Open fire.

(The drones open fire.)

J'NAYA: See? It's a blank wall! We're trapped!

BRAHMS: Hold on to me!

J'NAYA: No! I think I'm gonna try surrendering again!

BRAHMS: And be a corporate slave for the rest of your short life? TRUST ME!

(Pause.)

J'NAYA: Fine!

(She grabs on tight. Brahms presses a button on a device on his hand.)

BRAHMS: Here we go! (sound of exertion as he jumps through the wall, carrying J'Naya)

LOCATION: LARGE DUCT INSIDE THE WALLS

J'NAYA: What the... what just happened?

(Meanwhile, the device on Brahms's wrist is sparking and frying.)

BRAHMS: Oh, no no no no no! (he slaps his own wrist) Damn you, Beta, I know you've got one more jump in you!

(The wristband replies by sparking once more, particularly loudly, then dies completely)

J'NAYA: I repeat: whoever you are... What. Happened?

BRAHMS: Well, I just jumped us through a wall. But you won't get to see that again, because the strain of phasing both of us fried my uplink to Beta Five. We can't reach her. Stars and scions!

J'NAYA: You... you're the man who was at Penny's cubicle this morning, right after she got fired!

BRAHMS: Did you know her?

J'NAYA: Not well.

BRAHMS: Good.

J'NAYA: Why?

BRAHMS: Penny's dead.

J'NAYA: And... you know this how?

BRAHMS: I didn't kill her! I was trying to save her. Minute too late.

J'NAYA: Save her from who?

BRAHMS: That's what I'm here to find out. Pendara Q'Lex is not the first Centaurus Foods employee to die on the job.

J'NAYA: They have two of my shipmates.

BRAHMS: Yes. Alecz Lorhrok: always needing to be rescued. I think that's why I was sent here.

J'NAYA: Just for him?

BRAHMS: I thought this was my usual penance. But now that I see him... It isn't his time. The Scions need him still, at the Beginning. (angry chuckle) And that's an even heavier penance, in its way.

J'NAYA: Why?

BRAHMS: Lorhrok took my Alex from me. And Lorhrok is the reason he's dead.

J'NAYA: "Your Alex...?" You mean Bev? Bev Rol? Who the spast are you?

BRAHMS: Isaac. You can call me Isaac.

J'NAYA: Isaac... Isaac Brahms?

BRAHMS: Not anymore, but close enough. Come on; we need to get moving.

(Brahms starts walking through the metal duct. J'naya follows.)

J'NAYA: Where?

BRAHMS: Away from here, Kestra. We jumped through a wall, but Corporate Security is probably already putting two and two together.

J'NAYA: Fair enough. And "Commander" will do. You know my name how?

BRAHMS: Do you have any... anything moisturizing? It's unspeakably dry in here. A water bottle?

J'NAYA: Just some chapstick. Here.

BRAHMS: Thank you. (he applies it) We keep tabs on the Excelsior, of course. You, you're the boring one.

J'NAYA: We-- Excuse me, what?

(Brahms starts climbing a ladder. J'naya follows.)

BRAHMS: You have a better description? Your only established personality trait is that you're a butterfingers.

J'NAYA: I'm... I'm... the engineering one!

BRAHMS: Eh. Not really. Kinash Adow's twice the engineer you are.

J'NAYA: (exasperated noise) My team... helps bring out her talents!

(Brahms pauses on the ladder. J'naya necessarily does the same.)

BRAHMS: (snort) So you're the middle management one? Would you like to get out of this wall right now, apply for a job at Centaurus? I'm sure you'd fit right in!

J'NAYA: I would most certainly not!

(They start climbing again.)

BRAHMS: Good! The people I work for expect the people I work with to have a certain degree of self-regard.

(He reaches the top of the ladder and steps off into another metal duct.)

J'NAYA: Unbelievable. (pause) Wait, you work for someone?

(She reaches the top and steps out too.)

BRAHMS: Have you ever heard the name "Gary Seven"?

J'NAYA: No.

BRAHMS: Then there's no point explaining. Now, which way from here?

J'NAYA: I thought you said you have the way out of here.

BRAHMS: My Beta Five uplink had the map.

J'NAYA: So you had a way out of here.

BRAHMS: We just have to get back to my transport. It's on level six east.

J'NAYA: You landed your ship inside the building?

BRAHMS: Who said anything about a ship? This way.

(He starts walking left.)

J'NAYA: Why that way?

BRAHMS: Intuition, Miss J'Naya, however illogical, is a command prerogative.2

(He opens a large, person-sized metal grate, which swings open with a creak...)

LOCATION: OFFICE BUILDING

GUARD DRONES: Intruders detected! Desist and surrender!

LOCATION: LARGE DUCT INSIDE THE WALLS

(And they're off, just as the guard drones open fire on the grate.)

(The drones enter the duct and start shooting.)

VANCE: Attention! This is Vance in H.R.! All Security converge on Level Three Section Ten!

J'NAYA: So that's your "command prerogative," huh?

BRAHMS: I had a map, but then I rescued you!

J'NAYA: And what a rescue it's turning out to be!

BRAHMS: There! Turn left!

(Their shoes squeak as they make the turn. The robots stop firing.)

(They run a few more steps and Brahms stops next to a big fan. They're still huffing and puffing a bit.)

BRAHMS: Stand perfectly still.

J'NAYA: Next to the fan?

BRAHMS: Don't fall in. It'll chop you to pieces.

J'NAYA: It's hot.

BRAHMS: Exhaust heat for this whole side of the building. Now be quiet.

(Some of the drones reach the intersection.)

DRONE VOICES: Visual contact terminated.

VANCE: You mean you lost them! Well... find them! Initiate search pattern!

DRONE VOICES: In-it-i-ate!

(They all seem to head off down the corridor.)

DRONE VOICES: (in background) Scanning... searching... elevate... recalibrating... no anomalies detected...

J'NAYA: Those robots looked right at us.

BRAHMS: The security drones were built on Krakozia Center. The Krakozians evolved thousands of meters below their surface, far from starlight. They had to evolve thermal vision.

J'NAYA: ...and the exhaust fan covered our heat signature. But how did you know their robots would use thermal imaging, too?

BRAHMS: My instincts have been honed by centuries of experience.

J'NAYA: That sounds an awful lot like a lucky guess. Hang on, did you say 'centuries?' Aren't you only, like, sixty?

BRAHMS: I'm fifty-seven. We should keep moving.

J'NAYA: No, hold on. Why would they be dumping waste heat into the ventilation system? We're at almost the center of the building.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: That's a good question. (He grabs a computer panel that's attached on a swivel to a nearby wall and twists it toward him) I stole somebody's admin password a couple days ago.

J'NAYA: Ooo, show me.

BRAHMS: Hasn't been much use, since nobody seems to know anything, but now...(a few button beeps.) This isn't an air conditioner.

J'NAYA: It's a dehumidifier. A giant, dessicant dehumidifier pumping every droplet of moisture in this place out to... where is that, actually?

(Brahms presses some keys.)

BRAHMS: It's pumped into a reservoir that... oh.

J'NAYA: What?

BRAHMS: Lake Ninakis appears to be mostly moisture from... well, from Centaurus empl-- Back! Against the wall!

(One of the drones has come back, and now starts moving calmly into the duct.)

DRONE: Execute search pattern.

J'NAYA: I thought they didn't see us!

BRAHMS: They didn't! This one's just being thorough!

J'NAYA: It's getting close! Fan or not, it'll see us in a minute!

BRAHMS: Not if it hears you first! Be quiet!

DRONE: Scanning thermal anomaly.

(A gizmo activates near the drone's eyes and he starts scanning.)

J'NAYA: Follow my lead.

BRAHMS: What?

(J'naya starts waving her arms and jumping up and down.)

J'NAYA: Hey! Over here! Ai-YIYIYIYIYIYIYIYI! Brahms!

BRAHMS: Cooiee! Cooooiee!

DRONE: Acquiring target.

J'NAYA: Arms! Move your arms!

(Brahms complies.)

BRAHMS: We're right here!

J'NAYA: Put on yer Sunday clothes / there's lots of world out therrrre! [Get out the brillantine / and dime cigaaaars / We're gonna find adventure in the evening air / Girls in white in a perfumed night / Where the lights are bright as the stars!]3

DRONE: Target locked. Apprehend!

(It charges.)

J'NAYA: Duck!

(They leap out of the way.)

(The robot charges straight past J'Naya and Brahms... right into the fan, which is big and fast and starts chopping the robot to bits.)

DRONE: Danger! Under attack by bladed weapons! Danger!

BRAHMS: It's caught in the fan!

J'NAYA: Yeah! Run!

DRONE: Daaaaannnnnnngeer!

(The robot explodes, throwing Brahms and J'naya, who did not get far, to the ground.)

BRAHMS: Uhf!

BRAHMS: It exploded.

J'NAYA: When we started shouting and moving, it couldn't tell our limbs apart from the fan blades. It read us all as one big target.

BRAHMS: And charged right into it. How did you know?

J'NAYA: Well, I'm an engineer. I just thought, "If I were building a heat-seeking killer robot, what software bugs would I forget to fix?" and worked backwards from there.

BRAHMS: Sounds an awful lot like a lucky guess.

J'NAYA: And without even one century of experience.

BRAHMS: And the music?

J'NAYA: Oh, robots love Hello, Dolly. Everybody knows that.

BRAHMS: Right.

J'NAYA: Still think I'm boring?

BRAHMS: I think you're clever. But so're most middle managers. We're cut off from my transport.

J'NAYA: So where to? I have a rescue scheduled on the eighteenth floor.

BRAHMS: I'd like to circle back to Penny's cubicle first.

J'NAYA: Why? You told me she's dead.

BRAHMS: Yes, but I'd like to know what killed her; wouldn't you? This way.

(They walk off.)

SCENE 5D-98

BRAHMS: My name? Is not important. There are beings beyond your imagination who care for this galaxy. Whoever you are, wherever you are, they want to help you survive. But they can't interfere - not yet. (pause) That's why they sent me.

BRAHMS: Assignment: Universe - An Assignment: Earth  Fan Production. (pause) Starring Julian Bane as Agent Isaac.

J'NAYA: And Jacqueline Lucca as Kestra J'Naya!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: With Thomas Barnes

TRIASSA: And Chris Bainbridge

BETA FIVE: Featuring Lulu Hartgen as the Beta Five.

NARRATOR: Assignment: Universe presents "Nurturing Life." By James Heaney.

SCENE 5D-04

LOCATION: OFFICE CUBICLE

(Brahms is using his Gary Seven servo on what is presumably the door of the cube.)

BRAHMS: Just need another minute here.

J'NAYA: I believed you the first three times. Oh, hello!

(Someone is walking toward them.)

RANDOM OFFICE WORKER #1: Hello.

J'NAYA: We're just up from Maintenance to try and [replace some of Penny's equipment now that she's... y'know.]

Interrupted. The person walking by stopped to listen, but now holds up a hand.

RANDOM OFFICER WORKER #1: I'm sorry, I don't really have time to chat. (she starts walking away) I've got lives to nurture and need to give 'em a hundred'n'ten percent right now!

J'NAYA: Oh, yeah! Yeah. Definitely.

BRAHMS: Toodles.

J'NAYA: It's nice that everyone here is too brainwashed to be suspicious of us. You want me to try breaking the seal?

BRAHMS: Not if you're going to drop my servo again.

J'NAYA: (frustrated noise) How did you know Penny was in danger? Before, I mean?

BRAHMS: I picked up an energy spike. I've been here a week, seen it happen a few times. But I only figured out this morning what it meant.

J'NAYA: That someone's dying.

BRAHMS: Too late for Penny.

J'NAYA: Her body isn't still going to be in this cubicle, is it?

BRAHMS: Only if we're lucky. It might tell us something. Why did you trust her?

J'NAYA: Oh, I don't know. On the surface, she was as conditioned as the rest of them. "Using my life to nurture others" and too many smiles. But there was something... else.  Sometimes she'd answer questions and actually seemed to hear herself, that it didn't make sense. Just for a moment. (pause) Maybe they let up on the brainwashing because they knew they were going to kill her.

BRAHMS: Or maybe they killed her because the brainwashing stopped working. Ah, here it is.

(The door/wall finally opens.)

J'NAYA: You don't have a clue how you opened that seal, do you?

BRAHMS: Centuries of experience, Commander.

J'NAYA: Yeah, how's that work, Isaac Brahms? You're fifty-seven.

BRAHMS: And the bluegill who lives in my head is a little older than that. And [the Scions of the Stars older still.]

J'NAYA: You have a neural parasite?

BRAHMS: How about I study the crime scene while you talk to him? Pseudo, come out and explain.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Ah, so you're the new Chief Engineer. Young thing. Tell me, how is Chief Adow these days?

J'NAYA: Brahms? Your voice...

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Isaac's inside, young thing. It's my body for the moment. I used to work for Adow, you know.

J'NAYA: Ensign Adow is thriving, Mister...

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Call me Psuedo. I tried to kill her with the log recorder bomb. Duty roster meant it was T'Kala instead. Too bad.

J'NAYA: You've taken over Brahms's body.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Oh, only temporarily. His Beetlejuice injection makes sure he's in charge. But there was plenty of space for me to settle in after Gevinon. There wasn't much of him left once the Three Kings were finished, you know. If it weren't for me, he'd be dead.

BRAHMS: And vice-versa, old mole. Commander, scan right here, next to the entrance.

J'NAYA: Brahms?

BRAHMS: The entrance, Commander.

(J'naya does so, using her tricorder.)

J'NAYA: Traces of... Traces of Penny. She was vaporized.

BRAHMS: Just inside the door. Struggling somehow, if I'm reading this right. She saw her attacker.

J'NAYA: Shot her on the way out of the cube to visit the w.c.?

BRAHMS: No, the angle's wrong. Besides, I've been here a week and never seen a Centaurus employee take a bathroom break. Those pods of theirs...

J'NAYA: But if she was avoiding a shot from behind, the angle's wrong for that, too.

BRAHMS: Let's take a look at her desk. Any personal effects we can find.

(Kestra closes the tricorder, steps over, picks up a large stack of papers, and starts leafing through them.)

J'NAYA: Hey, this is interesting.

BRAHMS: Hm?

J'NAYA: Looks like Penny was working on a new package for their snack cakes. It would've been a lot cheaper to manufacture. And it looks like she nearly had it...

(J'naya sits down at the desk chair, grabs a pencil, and starts audibly drawing lines.)

BRAHMS: So what? She tried to grow Centuarus's bottom line. Good employee, move on. Commander, what are you doing?

J'NAYA: It's her legacy, Brahms. And she was really, really... [close] Shoot, that's not it.

(She tears off a piece of paper, crumples it up, and throws it away.)

BRAHMS: Commander, you...

(Suddenly, the walls start to hum a little.)

BRAHMS: Oh. How interesting.

(He pulls out his servo and scans the wall.)

J'NAYA: I know! I could use your help!

BRAHMS: Yes... you could.

J'NAYA: (frustrated growl) Grah, that's not it, either!

(She tears off another piece of paper and hurls it in the trash can.)

BRAHMS: Commander, how much effort would you say you're giving Centaurus right now?

J'NAYA: Oh, a hundred and ten... ...percent. But... but that's okay. It's Penny's... Penny's legacy, and it's really a very important, uh...

(Brahms grabs the sides of her chair.)

BRAHMS: Kestra! It's not a gas, or a narcotic. It's the cubicle itself. You step inside and you want to work--because whatever machinery is inside these walls makes you.

J'NAYA: But if I can just... if you'll just... if I finish this one [thing]...

(Brahms slaps her. Hard. J'naya gasps.)

BRAHMS: Get up, Lieutenant Commander Kestra J'Naya of the U.S.S. Excelsior. Remember who you are and get up.

J'NAYA: The, the, the... the... (chuckle) Heh. The boring one.

( Thehumming starts to get a little louder and more intense.)

BRAHMS: Welcome back, Commander. Now we know how Penny lived: her corporate masters turned her into a brainwashed slave to generate more profit. But we still don't know why she died. I suggest you stand outside the cubicle while I finish my scans.

J'NAYA: That seems like... a good idea. And Brahms?

BRAHMS: Isaac, please.

J'NAYA: Isaac.  Thanks.

(He doesn't stop scanning.)

BRAHMS: I exterminated nine thousand five hundred and eighty-five completely innocent people on New Victoria for what turned out to be a mistake. They were not the first. I am expected to balance the books.

J'NAYA: I'm still grateful, Isaac. Oh. I think I just figured out how Penny died.

(He does stop scanning.)

BRAHMS: What? How?

J'NAYA: There used to be a way out of this cubicle, didn't there?

(Brahms runs to where the exit USED TO BE.)

BRAHMS: What!

(The humming gets even louder.)

J'NAYA: And did you notice that humming sound? The louder it gets, the more tingly I'm feeling.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: The walls are glowing, too. A lovely pink.

BRAHMS: Get out of here, Pseudo! I need the body!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Okay, okay, just wondering if you'd noticed.

J'NAYA: He's right, though.

BRAHMS: I know he's right. I don't understand. My servo is Scion; it should be able to open any mechanical lock. There are no seams I can find. It's not a locked door; it's a new wall.

J'NAYA: Got anything that can blast through it?

BRAHMS: I'm not allowed weapons. You?

J'NAYA: Confiscated at the front door. This is starting to hurt, Isaac.

BRAHMS: Me too. The wall's glowing brighter.

J'NAYA: Try climbing over it. I'll give you a boost.

BRAHMS: Agreed. Ready?

J'NAYA: Hee-yup!

(Brahms hits an electrified field.)

BRAHMS: AHHH!

(Brahms flies backward and strikes that ground hard, parts of his skin smoldering.)

J'NAYA: Okay, don't touch the cube walls, then. Isaac, you think you can hoist me over the wall without touching?

(Brahms groans)

J'NAYA: Oh...kay, that sounds like a no. Ow ow ow!  (she slaps her own forearms.)

C'mon, Kestra, you can do this, you improvised a transporter in a junkyard... course, you had all night and a team of six for that... What do we have to work with? Papers, desk console, keyboard, horrifying dystopian sleeping pod thingy, carpet. Busted uplink, working servo. How much time? (shudders) Judging by how red the walls are and how much that hurts... not much. And who's my team? Isaac? Pseudo? (silence) I hope he's not dead. They're not dead? Right. Okay. Donna said the sleeping pod extracts solid waste, which means (she steps over, crouches down, presses some buttons, and opens a maintenance panel on the pod) it probably has a low-powered dematerializer built-in. Of course, that'll have a million safeties, so it doesn't vaporize your nethers by accident, but, uh (she yanks out a bunch of cables, which snap as they break, some of them sparking) not anymore. So now I have a... (she presses a button and we hear something like a replicator.) ...dematerializer beam so weak you might not notice the bald spot in your carpet. AHHG! Geeze! The cubicle's going to dematerialize me a long time before this thing... hang on. (she grabs Brahms's servo and gets to work) The whole room is flowing with power. Power being used to vaporize me and Isaac. If I can just harness some of that with this... use that to juice up the demat beam... Ha!  Stand back, everybody! (she presses the button and the dematerializer ROARS to life, making the same sound but sounding way more massive.) NICE. That brand new hole in the wall is our exit. Isaac!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Give us a moment. I'm still putting the inside of his head back together.

J'NAYA: Why? You're a bluegill. I thought you'd take his body and let him die.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: What, all bluegills are evil?

J'NAYA: You are. You're the one who tried to kill Doctor Sharp and infest the Excelsior, aren't you?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: So you heard of me, young thing! How flattering.

J'NAYA: That's not an answer.

BRAHMS: (deep gasp) Enough chit-chat. Let's get out of here.

(They exit and start making tracks away from Penny's cubicle.)

J'NAYA: Isaac. You're alright?

BRAHMS: Well enough. We're still on, uh... Draylax Beta?

J'NAYA: No, the Centaurus Food corporation.

BRAHMS: Oh, yes. "Nurturing Life" and all that.

J'NAYA: Draylax is almost a hundred thousand light-years away.

BRAHMS: That was a very interesting thing you did a minute ago.

J'NAYA: You mean how I saved your bacon?

BRAHMS: No, I would've figured something out.

J'NAYA: You think so, huh.

BRAHMS: I thought it was interesting that you didn't drop anything. In fact, your hands didn't shake at all.

J'NAYA: You didn't have the first inkling of a plan back there, did you?

BRAHMS: None whatsoever. Exciting, isn't it, Commander?

J'NAYA: It's certainly less boring than another day in Engineering! You're not how I expected you to be. From the stories, I mean.

BRAHMS: Commander, I died.

J'NAYA: So now you offer mentorship? And tell jokes?

BRAHMS: Most of your shipmates met me during the worst days of my life. When my Alex and I were young operatives, doing the good work... well, he wasn't the only one with a cheerful smirk. Also, Commander, I died.

J'NAYA: Y'know, Isaac? I think I'm okay with "Kestra."

BRAHMS: You saved my bacon back there, Kestra. Thank-you. (The elevator dings) Now let's   get upstairs and save Donna's.

(They enter the elevator.)

(Brahms hits a button and the elevator starts moving.)

J'NAYA: I just can't believe Centarus's leaders did all this for money.

(The elevator starts dinging floors.)

BRAHMS: Quite frankly, I can't, either. I've seen it before, greed, but never understood it.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Neither of you has ever been poor.

BRAHMS: What are you talking about?

J'NAYA: You were a king among the bluegills.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: A king. (Pfft.) Eight hundredth of my brood, trapped in the swirling, crawling darkness of the nutrient pits, desperately fighting topside to hope for a chance -- one chance -- to win a host the only way the lowborn can. In battle. You can't know the longing. I did far worse than this for far less reward.

J'NAYA: Well, yeah, but you're... you know... evil.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Oh yes, I forgot. That explains everything, then.

BRAHMS: Quiet down, you two. Hopefully the drones are still looking for us at Penny's cubicle, but security is going to be tighter up here.

(The elevator dings and the doors open.)

LOCATION: CENTAURUS FOODS - EIGHTEENTH FLOOR

VANCE: (in background) [Happy Monday, Centaurus employees! This is V.P. of Humanoid Resources] Silas Vance, asking you to always give a hundred ten percent. To fulfill our mission of Nurturing Life, we gotta keep Centaurus on top! (this repeats throughout the scene)

J'NAYA: Don't you ever find your head a little... crowded, Isaac? Two voices?

BRAHMS: (chuckles warmly) You haven't even met Triassa. Is this the H.R. department?

J'NAYA: No, this is Logistics. That's H.R., across the hall.

BRAHMS: Ah. ...And I believe that's Donna there.

J'NAYA: She looks absorbed in her work.

BRAHMS: The walls of her cubicle. Do you see it? Pulsing just a faaaaint pink.

J'NAYA: I mean, now that we know what to look for... aren't they all?

BRAHMS: Remarkable. You're right.

(Kestra approaches the cube in question.)

J'NAYA: Donna?

(Donna turns around in her swivel chair.)

DONNA: Kestra? So you decided to join your friends at Centaurus after all? Welcome to the team!

J'NAYA: Uh...yeah, that's what happened. Those security robots shot at me and that's when I decided this was the place I wanted to work, sure, look, can we talk?

DONNA: Of course! Onboarding is a rewarding but challenging process, and I'm delighted to help you through it!

J'NAYA: No, I meant... it's lunch time, right? And you showed me Centaurus's great big empty cafeteria on the tour, so...

DONNA: I'm sorry, Kestra! I'm having a little bit of a working lunch today. Giving my break to nurture others!

J'NAYA: Yeah, but, like... it's really important. Can we just step outside your cube for a second?

DONNA: How about I just activate privacy on this cube?

J'NAYA: No no no! That won't be, um, necessary. Isaac?

DONNA: Who's this?

J'NAYA: Oh, he's my, um, assistant. From Maintenance.

BRAHMS: Assistant.

J'NAYA: Fine, Companion, if you like. He's just doing some... some maintenance on your cubicle while we talk. Outside.

DONNA: Maybe after I'm finished here.

BRAHMS: Kestra, take a look at this.

J'NAYA: I'll be right back, Donna.

DONNA: Mmm-hmm.

(J'Naya exits the cubicle)

J'NAYA: Hey.

(Brahms is scanning with his servo.)

BRAHMS: I was looking for the cubicle's power core.

J'NAYA: Makes sense; pull the plug, Donna's mind control wears off. But I killed the electricity in First Officer Lorhrok's cube and it didn't do a thing.

BRAHMS: That's because there isn't a power core. There's a heart.

J'NAYA: A what now?

BRAHMS: An actual beating heart. With blood. Right, uh... here within the walls of the cubicle. Scan it yourself. (Kestra pulls out her tricorder and scans it) Whoever built these mind control cubicles used biological components instead of mechanical ones.

J'NAYA: It's alive?

BRAHMS: To some extent, at least. These aren't cubicles. They're mouths.

J'NAYA: They're just disguised. And when that wall suddenly appeared in Penny's cube...

BRAHMS: That was the mouth closing. But that's not the interesting part. Tell Donna to come out here with you.

J'NAYA: Donna, it will just take a minute.

DONNA: Anything you can say to me out there you can say in here, Kestra.

(J'Naya's tricorder beeps some alerts.)

J'NAYA: Whoa, what is that? Chlorine gas?

BRAHMS: Every time you said something that pushed against Donna's brainwashing, the cubicle... surged to reinforce her brainwashing. It seems the byproduct of mind control is chlorine gas. Of course, the cubicle has membranes that quickly re-absorb it, but...

(Donna's phone rings. She picks it up.)

J'NAYA: Wow. Explains the giant dehumidifier, doesn't it?

BRAHMS: Yes, it does.

DONNA: Mister Brahms?

BRAHMS: How do you know that name?

DONNA: The phone. It's for you.

BRAHMS: Alright?

(She hands Brahms the phone.)

BRAHMS: Um... Hello?

VANCE: Silas Vance, Humanoid Resources, you probably saw my video. I'd like a word.

BRAHMS: Great. My calendar's up-to-date and I'm free Thursday morning. Just one question: how long do you have to stall us here before your drones arrive?

VANCE: Hmph. You think I'd call before they got here? Alpha, go.

(A whole bunch of security drones roll out.)

J'NAYA: Drones!

BRAHMS: Kestra, run!

(She turns to run, maybe gets a few steps.)

VANCE: Oh, I wouldn't. Beta, go.

(A whole bunch MORE security drones roll out.)

J'NAYA: We're surrounded.

VANCE: There we go. Let's talk face-to-face. My projection will be there... (his hologram appears in real life) Now! Hello! We've been watching you for a while. Trying to figure out exactly who you are... Isaac Brahms. Is that a species or a personal name?

BRAHMS: It's a dead name.

VANCE: Oh, well, no matter. We've got every corporate librarian on it, and I'm sure you've noticed how motivated our Centaurus employees are. Personally, I think you're The Agent.

BRAHMS: (snorts) "The Agent." You think there's only one?

VANCE: Of your importance? Yes. You didn't imagine your actions on Errikang had gone unnoticed, did you?

BRAHMS: By you? Yes. In the end, that was all just one man with a vision. And a robot army. And a very warped idea of courtship. Anyway, it was on the other side of the galaxy. Not where I expected a baby food company to train its all-seeing eye.

VANCE: You'll come with the robots now.

BRAHMS: Or?

VANCE: Or they'll shoot you and figure out what we want to know at the autopsy.

(Brahms starts walking. Kestra immediately follows suit. The security drones clatter along ominously behind them.)

BRAHMS: We'll come with the robots.

VANCE: Good boy. The rest of the Board of Directors wants to meet you.

BRAHMS: Oh, why didn't you say so? That's where we were headed anyway.

(They walk down a corridor for a minute.)

VANCE: You never had a chance, you know.

J'NAYA: How do you mean?

VANCE: The cubicle never would have let Donna step outside. Not for a moment.

J'NAYA: You knew about the brainwashing.

VANCE: (snort) I wouldn't be very good at running H.R. if I didn't.

J'NAYA: You've destroyed all these people. For money?

VANCE: Destroyed them? No, we saved our employees. Before finding Centaurus, they lived cheap, tawdry lives without purpose. We gave them one.

BRAHMS: They had lives. Hobbies. Families.

VANCE: Exactly! Pointless frippery! They spent their so-called "lives" watching big-budget holovids, then had two-point-one children apiece so that, a hundred years from now, someone will still be watching big-budget holovids. At Centaurus Foods, they've become part of something beautiful and life-giving. We've made advances in sustainable farming that have saved entire worlds from famine. Our factories employ thousands at wages that lift whole communities out of poverty. And we do it all while selling some of the most popular brands in the quadrant. An employee here isn't putting food in two or three mouths; he feeds billions. Right through here, Isaac Brahms.

(Vance arrives at a large, very pair of wooden double doors and knocks ceremoniously. After a moment, the doors swing open.)

(They enter.)

LOCATION: CENTAURUS FOODS - BOARD ROOM

(The doors close behind them.)

(Vance's hologram vanishes.)

VANCE: Centaurus Directors, I present you with Isaac Brahms, and... hm. Truthfully, I've forgotten your name because you don't matter. What was it, again? For protocol.

J'NAYA: Oh, I'm just Kestra. An engineer. The boring one.

DIRECTOR #2: Welcome to Centaurus Foods, Isaac Brahms.

BRAHMS: Very nice wood paneling in here, Director.

DIRECTOR #1: Thank you. We strive for dignity in this room.

J'NAYA: Those computer consoles over there kinda ruin the decor, though, don't they?

DIRECTOR #3: At a certain point, Miss, form must give way to function.

DIRECTOR #1: The Board of Directors must be able to see and control everything in the building from here. Now, Mister Vance is aware of our questions.

DIRECTOR #2: Proceed, Mister Vance.

VANCE: Thank you, Directors. Brahms. What are you?

BRAHMS: Human.

VANCE: We considered that. But your internal organs are completely wrong for a human. And then you walked through a wall.

BRAHMS: I had a device.

VANCE: Centuries beyond human technology.

BRAHMS: Fine. What do you think I am?

VANCE: Your parasite made us think you're a Zero. But they're nowhere near that technology, either. Or did you steal it, perhaps?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Like you know anything about the Zero. Centaurus Foods is a minor megacorp in the League of Forty Systems, a bargain-basement regional alliance that makes the Perenalthorias look like a superpower!

BRAHMS: Be quiet, Pseudo!

VANCE: Oh, now, that is new! (he chuckles)

(Director #1, Director #2, and Director #3 all laugh.)

DIRECTOR #1: Symbiosis?

DIRECTOR #2: Some kind of Trill?

BRAHMS: I prefer not to interfere. Shut down the cubicles, close the corporation, and I'll let the four of you escape.

(A faint hum starts up.)

VANCE: Close Centaurus Foods?

J'NAYA: Isaac. Look.

BRAHMS: Ah. Well spotted, Kestra. Yes... that makes sense.

DIRECTOR #3: Ehm, who is escaping where, exactly?

(Brahms starts walking.)

BRAHMS: That's right, Directors. Let us leave and we'll pardon the criminals behind this.  (The faint hum gets a little more audible) Only you're not the ones behind this, are you, Directors? You're just the figureheads.

VANCE: I take exception to that!

BRAHMS: I should have realized as soon as I found out they were biological. The cubicles aren't machines; they're alive. They aren't just alive; they're sapient. Which means I finally know their weakness.

VANCE: Can you hear yourself?

BRAHMS: Look at the walls, Vance. Open your ears. The same red glow, the same hum. Of course you take exception. That's what this room brainwashed you to do. It's not just sapient; this boardroom is running the company. (pause) But what's every sapient creature's weakness? Easy: threats! And here I am right next to this creature's heart.

(Brahms whips out his servo turns it on high, and jams it up against the wall.)

BRAHMS: No one move! This is a deadly laser weapon. And if I so much as feel the idea of mind control brush up against my thoughts, I'll set it off right into your boss's guts.

VANCE: The Agent doesn't kill.

BRAHMS: When The Agent kills, he doesn't leave survivors to talk about it. It's really very nice wood paneling. What's it signify? Rank?

DIRECTOR #1: Age. Although rank is really the same thing.

BRAHMS: I don't want to talk to some lackey, Boardroom. By the terms of the Po’Genai [poe jen-eye] Proclamation, I demand you address me directly.

DIRECTOR #2, DIRECTOR #1, AND VANCE (BOARDROOM): I | already | am.

BRAHMS: What race are you? Shapeshifters?

(Brahms turns off the servo.)

VANCE (BOARDROOM): Of a sort. You won't have heard of us. My race enhances complex thought patterns -- and feeds on them. Every three million years, we return from this galaxy to our nesting place in the Great Void, there to sleep and dream and birth for another million. The new generation returns to explore anew, guided by the few surviving mothers.

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): But we awoke from our aeon of slumber this cycle to find the way was shut.

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): An energy barrier blocked us from the galaxy.

(Brahms starts to walk toward the middle of the room.)

BRAHMS: The Galactic Barrier.

DIRECTOR #1 (BOARDROOM): Cruel.

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): Hateful.

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): Doom.

VANCE (BOARDROOM): My children starved. The other mothers sacrificed themselves. Finally, we found a way through, but too late. No time to forage, no others to help... until we found this company. And all the thousands of lower life-forms scurrying around Centaurus every day, trying to spin hours into gold.

BRAHMS: So you turned Centaurus into a cattle farm. Your children morphed into those thousands of cubicles, feasting on complex thoughts, slaughtering when the time is ripe, consuming innocents like Penny as food.

DIRECTOR #1 (BOARDROOM): Yes.

BRAHMS: So the people who work here really are "nurturing life." The lives of your children.

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): Yes.

BRAHMS: Let me help.

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): Yes.

BRAHMS: There are resources at my command... part of me created the Barrier... we'll find a solution without enslaving anyone.

DIRECTOR #1 (BOARDROOM): No.

BRAHMS: I'm offering a way out for you and your children.

VANCE: We have something else in mind. Yes, me again, Silas Vance. You'll notice you've walked back to the table, Agent, turned off your laser device -- is it really even a weapon? --

BRAHMS: No.

VANCE: And you're suddenly very cooperative with your answers, too. She's inside your head. Soon you'll tell Her whom you work for and where we can find them. After what you went through with the children, did you really think you could stand up to the mind control powers of an adult? (he places a piece of paper on the table) Here's your employment contract. Take as long as you like before you sign. No one's ever been able to fight longer than twenty-two minutes. That was me, actually. Before She helped me to realize my life's true purpose: to nurture the lives of Her children, until I am no longer productive and am blessed to be consumed. I look forward to having you on the team!

BRAHMS: Don't do this. You have to tell your children to stop, too. It's almost too late.

DIRECTOR #1, DIRECTOR #2, and DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): Indeed. | Too late | for you.

VANCE: Blocking Her out is hurting you, I can see that. Why not give in? Thinking's not such a hard habit to break. Let Her rush into you and wash the rest away.

BRAHMS: I... don't want to hurt you... You've been through... so much.

VANCE: Brahms, you're not hurting anyone. You can't even move.

BRAHMS: No... but... Kestra... ... can.

VANCE: Kestra? The... the girl?

(Vance spins around.).

(Kestra is walking toward them from the far side of the room.)

J'NAYA: Gosh, you tell everybody you're boring and leave them in a room with Isaac and it's like you put up a personal cloaking field. Every ounce of attention goes to him. All your talking, alllll your spooky mind control... and, especially... all your eyeballs.

DIRECTOR #1 (BOARDROOM): He represents a superior form of life.

BRAHMS: (laughs) I'm the very worst of three species. But there... in Kestra J'Naya... you're looking at one of the best.

VANCE: As it happens, Miss... J'Naya, we have a contract ready for you, too.

J'NAYA: I really wouldn't bother with the mind control stuff. You haven't got the time.

VANCE: On the contrary, Miss, we have all the time in the world. If you're counting on your grand starship to rescue you...

BRAHMS: She's not. Your digestive process, your mind control. It produces chlorine gas.

J'NAYA: And your bodies know how to handle chlorine gas. It stays inside. No problem. But combine chlorine gas with water and what have you got? No chemistry majors here? You all did B-school? Okay, well, you've got hydrochloric acid. And it's all over your boss's insides. And I'm willing to bet she doesn't have a clue how to deal with that.

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): I am perfectly capable of handling a little acid.

J'NAYA: Oh, good. Then you won't mind that I put your building's giant dehumidifier in reverse and overloaded the switches.

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): WHAT?!

J'NAYA: The computers were in the corner over there. Isaac showed me the password when we were in the ducts. All he had to do was distract you. We're bringing up every droplet in Lake Ninahkiss; it's gonna be like an April shower in here. If you don't stop that mind control and clear out your chlorine gas right now -- and, yeah, I can feel you starting to control me, too -- your insides and the insides of every active mind controller in the building will be acid rain any time now. Of course, I hear you know how to handle a little acid, so no worries, right? But, if that's so... why have a giant dehumidifier at all?

(Pause.)

VANCE: My master asks... What. are. your. terms?

J'NAYA: Oh, Isaac gave you a chance to negotiate a nice, chummy deal. But, y'know, I liked Penny. So my terms are unconditional surrender. Although you might wanna release Isaac now? For your own sake? My cheeks are startin' to feel a bit damp.

(Brahms collapses to the table, gasping)

J'NAYA: And you'll need to let go of the Board here, too.

(Pause)

DIRECTOR #1(BOARDROOM): I can't do that.

J'NAYA: You don't have much choice. I'm not negotiating here; I overloaded the dehumidifier's switches. Even if I wanted to stop it, that water's coming. You stop using your power, or it's going to cook your innards.

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): My employees, they'll...

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): They'll kill me.

J'NAYA: No, no, we'll, ehm...

BRAHMS: She's right. All Centaurus's employees - all thirty thousand of them - are about to wake up and find their lives stolen, their families gone, years wasted... primed for a riot. We'll stop them, but not before a lot of her children die. Maybe her, too.

DIRECTOR #1, DIRECTOR #2, DIRECTOR #3, AND VANCE (BOARDROOM): AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

VANCE: It's begun. Acid is starting to form within the walls. Humidity still rising.

J'NAYA: Then stop using your power!

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): No, there's only one choice left. One chance to save them.

J'NAYA: We'll figure something out, but we can't do that if you're already dead!

BRAHMS: Kestra...

DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): Help my children, Isaac Brahms. You'll help my children or I'll extinguish your mind with my dying thought.

BRAHMS: Of course I'll help.

VANCE (BOARDROOM): SWEAR IT!

BRAHMS: I swear.

(The hum of the Boardoom's power begins to build, slowly.)

DIRECTOR #2 (BOARDROOM): One last surge of my power, then. AH!

J'NAYA: A surge? That'd catalyze the rest of the acid in seconds! You'll die!

BRAHMS: To save her children, Kestra? What mother wouldn't?

DIRECTOR #1 (BOARDROOM): I learned this trick from your people, Agent. I wonder: do they themselves remember it?

BRAHMS: You mean humans?

VANCE (BOARDROOM): I mean the Tkon Imperials. They would have made marvelous slaves. Here it comes.

(Sparks fly, lightbulbs explode, the room surges with the red energy of the Room.)

VANCE, DIRECTOR #1, DIRECTOR #2, and DIRECTOR #3 (BOARDROOM): AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

(the Room dies, leaving the real directors and the real Vance behind - they all start coughing)

J'NAYA: The light in the walls... it's out. She's dead.

BRAHMS: Yes.

J'NAYA: What did she do?

BRAHMS: A final suggestion, implanted in the minds of everyone in the building. Think of the cubicle we fought.

J'NAYA: Okay.

BRAHMS: It tried to eat us. And it did eat Penny. Are you afraid? Disgusted?

J'NAYA: No, I'm... fond of it! Protective. That doesn't sound right.

BRAHMS: The cubicles have to stop using their mind control because of the acid. But this will make everyone friendly to them. Keep them safe. At least until it wears off in a few hours. We need to get going.

(Brahms starts walking toward the door.)

DIRECTOR #1: Wait. Where... how did I get here?

DIRECTOR #3: Who are you?

DIRECTOR #2: I was here to offer Centaurus a buyout.

BRAHMS: You're in charge of Centaurus, for now. I hope you're up to it. You can keep the suits, but if I were you I'd start looking for another job. Vance!4

VANCE: I didn't fight hard enough.

J'NAYA: You fought longer and harder than anyone else. I only met you five seconds ago, Silas, but that tells me everything I need to know.

BRAHMS: Take charge of these men. (Brahms starts walking away; Kestra follows) See that they act... rightly.

VANCE: Where are you going?

BRAHMS: (he pauses to answer) Not much time to save those children. So. To my transport.

J'NAYA: Neeva and Lorhrok first. You can wait a couple minutes, Isaac.

BRAHMS: To Neeva and Lorhrok, then.

(They walk back out the big door.)

LOCATION: CENTAURUS FOODS - EIGHTEENTH FLOOR

J'NAYA: What did he mean, calling you a Tkonian?

(J'Naya presses the elevator call button. The door immediately dings and opens, so Brahms and Kestra load in.)

BRAHMS: There is one race. But four names. The Tkonians, or Tkon, were first - it means "Children of the Stars." When we rose again, we were Iconians, or Icon - "Brethren of the Stars." But then came the Exile, the retreat from our own galaxy to wage the ancient war. There we became the Scions - "Inheritors of the Stars."

J'NAYA: That's all fine, Isaac, but you're not a Tkon or a Scion or whatever.

TRIASSA: No. But his is not my only voice.

(Pause.)

J'NAYA: Okay. I am reacting with equanimity. Isaac now has three voices, but I am choosing to be calm. (clears throat) You must be Triassa?

TRIASSA: How is this known?

J'NAYA: Isaac mentioned you.

TRIASSA: Ah. Isaac speaks out of turn... as is his wont. I was riding another host on Draylax for most of the day.

J'NAYA: So... you're Isaac's master?

TRIASSA: (chuckles) Ha ha ha, no, Kestra J'Naya of the Starship Visionary. I am merely a fellow penitent.

J'NAYA: Starship Excelsior. I don't think they've actually started building the Visionary yet. Next year, supposedly, if they find the budget.

TRIASSA: Of course.

J'NAYA: Isaac said your people have four names. But he only gave three.

TRIASSA: Isaac would do well to remember the occurrences that followed after the Beacon was subverted to direct the Excelsior to the Jathlin Arm.

BRAHMS: I do "remember." It went just as I promised.

TRIASSA: It nearly befell that the Mapstone should be controlled by the Zero.

BRAHMS: But it didn't. We gambled and won. If the Scions keep every secret, their grand "Beginning" is going to have a pretty quick end! The Lyonians are coming.

TRIASSA: There will be silence.

BRAHMS: Good day, Triassa.

TRIASSA: There is no intention of leav[ing at this time.]

BRAHMS: Good day, Triassa. (he exhales)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: And they wonder why there was a rebellion...

BRAHMS: The Scions didn't make the One exterminate anybody. But I see your point.5

(The elevator door opens. They step out. Elevator closes behind them.)

LOCATION: OFFICE BUILDING

(J'Naya and Brahms start walking.)

J'NAYA: Where will you go next?

BRAHMS: Wherever I'm needed. (pause) I need an engineer.

J'NAYA: I... Is that an invitation?

BRAHMS: I used to have the finest crew in the galaxy, Kestra. I don't say that out of some vestigial sentimentality; it is simply a fact. Without them, I...

(They stop walking.)

J'NAYA: Yes?

BRAHMS: It turns out I need my crew more than I need my memories. You have great potential, Kestra. Come with me, and we'll shape it, together.

J'NAYA: What, just up and leave my job?

BRAHMS: Tell your shipmates you're accepting an ambassadorial post with the Scions of the Stars. The Federation Council won't dare say "no," and it has the virtue of being true. I promise there's never a boring day.

(Beat.)

J'NAYA: That's the problem, though. I'm the Boring One.

BRAHMS: You can be so much more than that.

J'NAYA: Why would I want to be? (pause) I went on a bad date the other night.

BRAHMS: What?

J'NAYA: Awful. One of those dates that makes you doubt that men are even capable of caring about women, y'know? Well, no, I guess you probably don't. But he got up a few minutes into dinner to hit on another woman. And by that point I was grateful!

BRAHMS: I'm not asking you on a date.

J'NAYA: Ha! No! I, uh... although, actually that's not a bad line. "I can show you the galaxy." But when's the last time you were on a date, Isaac Brahms? Even a bad one? When's the last time you got back to your room and baked a soufflé, just because? When's the last time you met somebody and your first thought wasn't, "How can I put her to good use?"  In that hollowed-out head of yours, do you even remember?

BRAHMS: Kestra...

J'NAYA: You tried so hard to save all these people from Vance, but, right then, you sounded exactly like him. It's the boring days, Isaac, the frippery... that makes us human.

BRAHMS: Very well. (he starts walking again) Yes, very well.

J'NAYA: Isaac...

BRAHMS: I think those are your friends there.

(They walk a few more steps to some cubicles.)

J'NAYA: Commander? Leftenant?

LORHROK: Kestra? Is it, uh, morning already? Blech, I need an iced raktajino and a sonic shower.

J'NAYA: I'm afraid it's been quite a day, sir. Do you remember anything strange?

LORHROK: Strange?

J'NAYA

Like resigning your Starfleet commission to work here forever?

LORHROK: Resigning my-- Oh, spast, I do remember that. What [did this place do to me, Commander?]

J'NAYA: It's okay. I've sorted it out. With a little help from a friend.

(Lorhrok stands from his desk chair and steps out.)

LORHROK: Friend? Did the Excelsior get here ear-- Brahms!

BRAHMS: You must be Mister Lorhrok. You've done so much to me, it's strange to think we've never met.

LORHROK: What are you playing at, Brahms? I arrested you!

BRAHMS: But the report said Commander Masterson...

LORHROK: She was there, but I was the one... What do you care what the report says? Don't you remember the hatred in my eyes? In yours?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Lieutenant, do you remember Alex Rol's voice?

LORHROK:

Every day.

BRAHMS: I can't. His face is in the files. But that's all. His voice, his laugh, gone. The last thing he ever said to me -- no one else was there at the end, in that garden, and I can't remember any of it. I'll never know how he saved me. (pause) Because you got him killed. So you will forgive me if I'm not worried about forgetting some half-cooked junior officer who fancies himself my nemesis.

LORHROK: The Scions should have rescued Simon, not you! He was just a boy!

BRAHMS: I know that!

J'NAYA: Uh, Neeva?

NEEVA: I'm alright. Just... didn't think I should interrupt. So you're Isaac Brahms?

BRAHMS: I'm really not. If that's all, Commander, I'll get back to my ship.

(He walks away.)

J'NAYA: No... Isaac... I need a sec. Be right back.

(She follows him, catching up quickly. Brahms presses the elevator call button.)

J'NAYA: Isaac, if you ever want to swing by for a night playing darts... Jack and I have started a little league. But we're still short one.

BRAHMS: Darts? Operations played darts.

J'NAYA: See? Boring's good for you. Trust me. Centuries of experience, y'know.

(The elevator dings.)

BRAHMS: You're not even forty.

J'NAYA: Take all the bad dates I've been on and I'm sure it adds up to several eternities.

BRAHMS: Good-bye, Kestra.

(He presses a button and the elevator door closes.)

(Lorhrok was approaches.)

LORHROK: Kestra. Commander. Are you okay?

J'NAYA: Not sure I'm the one you should be asking. (pause) C'mon. There's thirty thousand people here. At least Isaac's got the kids.

NEEVA: The kids?

J'NAYA: (chuckes) It's a long story. I'll tell you on the way.

(She walks away.)

SCENE 5D-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Got any... twos?

SYLVESTE: Hmm... Go fish.

(Dovan draws a card.)

DOVAN: This has got to be the stupidest game in all space-time.

YUBARI: Have I taught you Monopoly?

DOVAN: Do you think Lorhrok and Neeva could install a tongo wheel on the bridge when they get back?

SYLVESTE: I've already put in a work order for cupholders at helm.

YUBARI: Captain, give me your sev-- (an alert sounds at her console) We're being hailed. It's Admiral Parker.

DOVAN: On screen. No, wait! Hide-- [the cards!]

PARKER: Commander Dovan.

DOVAN: Admiral Parker! What can I do for you?

PARKER: Your status, Commander?

DOVAN: Condition green, Admiral. I, I mean, Green as in good, not Green as in the codephrase. I mean everything's fine here, sir. Admiral. Uh, how are you?

PARKER: Commander, when I was the attaché to Temporal Investigations, the gentlemen there taught me a remarkable game. The rules were endless, the strategy moreso. Waiting weeks, months for alerts from the Journeyman Archive, Dilemma became an obsession for them. Even I occasionally succumbed to the temptation to try for a royal suit flop. It kept our minds limber for the challenges ahead. (long pause) But Go Fish? Really, Commander. Parker out.

DOVAN: Jehosephat! Did he... did he call just to yell at me?

YUBARI: Yes. Now, as I was saying, sir: give me your sevens.

POST-CREDITS

LOCATION: BRAHMS' TRANSPORT

(Brahms beams in.)

BRAHMS: Ahh... Beta Five, we're back. (he steps towards a replicator) I could use a coffee. Decaf.

(Beta Five starts beeping.)

BETA FIVE: Connection was lost during mission. Confirm your status, Supervisor One.

BRAHMS: Oh, you know; just another day at the office.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Ugh! He's beet waiting all day to say that, Beta! I tried to erase it from his mind, but sorry...

BETA FIVE: Apology accepted.

BRAHMS: You are both snobs, you know that? Now Beta, do you have a briefing on our next assignment?

BETA FIVE: Direct Scion interface anticipated in thirty-six hours.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: (sigh) It's like they've never heard of vacations.

BRAHMS: Well, Triassa maybe... Diveron and Lossiel? They probably haven't. Still thirty-six hours is thirty-six hours. Why don't we go somewhere fun for a change?


5.11 Shakedown


SCENE 5X-01

LOCATION: USS RENEGADE - BRIDGE

NARRATOR: September Twelfth, Twenty-Three Seventy-Eight, four years before the Excelsior visits Valandria.

BRAHMS: Tactical, what is our ETA to starbase?

TACTICAL: Four hours-forty seven minutes.

BRAHMS: Acceptable.  Operations, what of repairs?

OPERATIONS: Ablative armor is still being patched.  All primary systems are back online with damage control teams still working on secondary systems.

TACTICAL: Those pirates laid down some pretty heavy fire, but none of it was enough to penetrate the armor.

BRAHMS: Perhaps we should send them a thank-you card for giving the Renegade a proper combat test. I don’t suppose we're at risk of being interdicted again between here and starbase?

TACTICAL: That depends.

BRAHMS: Don’t be coy, Tactical.  Depends on what, exactly?

TACTICAL: If the pirates were laying a trap, or they just got lucky. (pause) ...or unlucky, depending on the viewpoint.

BRAHMS: What does the Colonel think?

OPERATIONS: Colonel Hanas said she had no comment until she’s had a little chat with our guest.

BRAHMS: “A little chat.”

OPERATIONS: Her words, sir. As interim first officer, I presumed she had some discretion.

BRAHMS: (sigh) You presumed correctly, Operations. I have every confidence the Colonel will not abuse my sense of... decorum. Send her copies of your after-action reports; if the Renegade succeeds, she's first in line for the next Kindred-class starship.

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(The turbolift door whooshes open. Colonel Hanas enters.)

HANAS: I have Engineering's report, General.

BRAHMS: Ah, Colonel, we were just discussing the future of the Kindreds.  How has the Renegade performed on her shakedown cruise?

HANAS: In your office?

BRAHMS: If you’d prefer.  Operations, you have the bridge.

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(Brahms gets up from his seat, then he and Colonel Hanas walk into the ready room.)

LOCATION: USS RENEGADE - READY ROOM

BRAHMS: Report?

HANAS: Given the crew’s lack of experience with this ship class, the Renegade performed adequately.

BRAHMS: You don't think my crew measures up?

HANAS: I only think that the Renegade has many surprises. The specs we were briefed on depicted a stealth ship with a few teeth. The ship we just tested is nothing less than a warp-capable weapons platform. Just how much of the Renegade is stock, Isaac?

BRAHMS: In truth, very little. The Kindred is a fine scout, but Special Projects Division needed a more... robust starship. Ever since we finally grasped the Sword of Damocles, we've needed a front-line defense craft.

HANAS: Some off-the-books upgrades?

BRAHMS: Quite. No one can know, not even the section that gave us the ship. We stand alone.

HANAS: Sir, if I may?

BRAHMS: You may.

HANAS: Wouldn’t it be wiser to bring in our allies against the Sword, at least the rest of Intelligence? Surely the benefits outweigh [the negatives...]

BRAHMS: The more people who know about the Sword, the sooner it falls. One leak and we are undone. Sloan imposed the information quarantine on his section himself.

HANAS: Sloan's no longer in play. (chuckle) Besides, Sloan quarantined everything.

BRAHMS: That's what the little black book demands, Colonel.

HANAS: Funny, I remember a time when you cared a lot less about the rules and a lot more about doing what needed to be done... Isaac, we are spread so. damn. thin.

BRAHMS: Wearing the stripes of a general means taking the long view of "what needs to be done." I'm not Alex Rol -- the Yorktown incident proved that -- but I won't risk the future just because I'm tired of putting out all the fires. I wish I had his grace. (snort) Might help me deal better with the interlopers.

HANAS: Interlopers? One leak and we're all dead. That's what you just said.

BRAHMS: Oh, this... this is nothing. Do you know Admiral Athos Parker, Union Colony?

HANAS: That's where they're building the new starbase, right?

BRAHMS: Nine-One-One, yes.

HANAS: So that's what you get for being the President's lapdog. (pause) Some of the materials for the Renegade were skimmed from that project, weren't they?

BRAHMS: Through back channels, yes. But the Admiral apparently has a nose for budget errors, because his subordinates keep popping up where they don't belong.

HANAS: You think he knows something?

BRAHMS: I think he plays the part of a career-minded yes-man a little too well. I think if he wanted to play at being spy, he's already ingratiated himself to all the right people. And I think the U.S.S. Starfire's flight plan so closely matching ours all week isn't a coincidence.

HANAS: Starfire? One of Parker's support craft?

BRAHMS: Under Captain Hst, yes.

(Pause.)

HANAS: In the old days, this is where you'd ask me for advice.

BRAHMS: I remember.

HANAS: Now you're afraid of what I'd say?

(pause.)

BRAHMS: Sofia, I... I... think we should stick to business. Operations informs me that you have yet to interrogate our guest down in the brig.

(Pause.)

HANAS: Yes, I haven’t had a chance.  I’ve been pulling apart that interdiction device we captured after the ambush.

BRAHMS: The pirate toy can wait until we are back at base.  I would like you to go and have “a little chat” with our guest. How did they find us?

HANAS: How far am I authorized to go?

BRAHMS: By the book, Colonel.

HANAS: The regular Starfleet book? Or the Special Projects edition?

BRAHMS: Does this look like a regular Starfleet ship to you, Colonel?

HANAS: Understood.

BRAHMS: I managed to acquire a set of Romulan mind probes from Captain Dalonna. For if our guest proves less than forthright, that is.

HANAS: One minute you want to stick to business, the next you're giving me an early Christmas present, Isaac?

BRAHMS: By the book, Sofia. Nothing permanent, nothing unbearable. What we must, and no more. Dismissed.

HANAS: General.

(Colonel Hanas exits the ready room.)

SCENE 5X-02

LOCATION: USS RENEGADE - BRIG

HANAS: So, Captain... uh... let me get this right, Archcaptain Taimok (tay-muk), you expect me to believe that your little fleet of retrofitted garbage scows set up a mobile interdiction field in an obscure sector of Federation space just hoping that something valuable came along?

TAIMOK: Lawyer.

HANAS: Pardon me?

TAIMOK: I'll wait for my lawyer. The one you pay for. I know your Federation.

HANAS: Are you a citizen of the Federation, Captain?

TAIMOK: No, but [what different does that make?]

HANAS: Do you have some sort of diplomatic status granted under treaties signed by the Federation and its allied worlds?

TAIMOK: What do you [mean by that?]

HANAS: “Yes” or “no”, Archcaptain?

(Silence.)

HANAS: Then what exactly makes you think you’re entitled to Federation rights?

TAIMOK : (snort) So much for that high horse you Starfleets are always riding around on. "Principles" and the rest of your baktag.

HANAS: Oh, we have principles -- for those who've earned them.  But you’re just a degenerate criminal putting on the airs of someone who counts.

TAIMOK: Who do you think you're talking to? I'm Archcaptain Taimok, Scourge of Drothmal and Tribune of Kaymota Five!

HANAS: Indeed? And have you ever killed a god? (pause) Old as the universe, and I snuffed him out like a candle. But this is not an afternoon tea, "Arch"captain. I will ask you again, why the Hromi Cluster?  What were you expecting to catch in your little dragnet there?

TAIMOK: We were just hoping to catch a medical frigate or some courier or something.  Not this... whatever this ship is.

HANAS: I still don’t believe you, Captain.

TAIMOK: Why would we do it?  You destroyed almost half of my entourage almost immediately.  Why would anyone bring destruction upon themselves like that?

HANAS: This is Intelligence.  Which means you’re not ever going to see the outside of a cell again unless you answer the questions I ask you.

TAIMOK: That can’t be legal!

HANAS: “Can’t be legal”?  You do realize the ridiculousness of you saying that?  But since you can’t deign to answer the only real question I’ve asked you, you leave me no choice.

TAIMOK: What do you mean?

HANAS: Jailer, bring me my little black bag.

JAILER: Understood.

TAIMOK: What is that?

(The forcefield zaps open, then zaps closed.  A zipper can be heard as Hanas opens the bag.)

HANAS: It is noted in my log that you are an uncooperative prisoner.  An uncooperative prisoner that refuses to volunteer critical information related to the security of this ship, and, by extension, the Federation.

TAIMOK: Now hold on [right there!]

HANAS: This fact allows me the use of enhanced interrogation techniques as per the Dominion War Detainee Treatment Act and Starfleet Security Proclamation of 2372.

TAIMOK: But the war [is over!]

HANAS: Is over. But they were good laws. Still on the books, too. You see these two devices here?

TAIMOK: Hakka-puktala suni!2

HANAS: Whenever I get the chance, yes. Now, as you seem to realize, these are Romulan mind probes. Once attached to your head, they stimulate your cerebral cortices and hippocampus, essentially any parts of the brain that are used in memory formation and retention.

TAIMOK: (in background) Stop-- Stop it! He[y]-- Sto--

HANAS: After stimulation of these memory centers, the probes then scan and download the data and a computer program recreates the memories.  So, one way or another, I am going to find out what you know.  After all, the security of this ship and the Federation could be at stake.

TAIMOK: You crazy -- AH!

(Hanas activates the probes, which physically shocks Taimok.)

HANAS: The memory extraction process can be painful, especially if you resist.  I could administer to you a sedative, but that could have a negative effect on the scanned memories.

(Taimok groans in pain.)

HANAS: Now, I want you to contemplate the fact that all of this was avoidable. I didn’t have to get the probes out. All you had to do was answer the one question I asked you, multiple times even, honestly.

TAIMOK: Make it stop!

HANAS: You chose, and now I have to resort to these uncivilized methods. But what is one man’s life when the safety of the Federation is at stake? (pause) ...Or his sanity, for that matter?

(Taokmok whimpers.)

SCENE 5X-03

LOCATION: USS RENEGADE - BRIDGE

BRAHMS: Tactical, drop us out of warp.

TACTICAL: Yes, sir.

(He presses a control and the Renegade drops to impulse.)

BRAHMS: Signal our arrival to base and request docking clearance.

OPERATIONS: Base acknowledges our arrival.  We are ordered to proceed on vector Epsilon-Niner-Tango and dock at berth one.

BRAHMS: Tactical, you heard the man.

TACTICAL: Aye, sir.  Epsilon-Niner-Tango confirmed.  Estimated final docking in five minutes.

(The turbolift opens and Colonel Hanas enters the bridge.)

BRAHMS: Colonel, you’re just in time.  We are just pulling in the driveway, as it were.  What were you able to learn from our friend in the brig?

HANAS: Can we talk in your office again, General?

BRAHMS: We have a few minutes until we dock.  After you.  Operations, you have the bridge again.

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(They enter the Ready Room.)

LOCATION: USS RENEGADE - READY ROOM

HANAS: I didn’t get much, though I was able to determine this was no random ambush. They were tipped off.

BRAHMS: By whom?

HANAS: Uncertain, but a name kept popping up in the memory scans: “Yubari Bezu.”

(Brahms sits down heavily.)

BRAHMS: That's... not possible.

HANAS: So, you know this person?

BRAHMS: Bezu is dead, Colonel. Alex Rol killed him in a swordfight on Corsava Four... almost ten years ago. Could this pirate have mixed up Bezu with his sister? A marine, I think, newly graduated. Name's "Ashoka." Or something to that effect.

HANAS: I didn't get much, like I said. But Yubari's name and face -- it was a him -- came up more often than Taimok's own family and friends. Yubari even seemed to know about the Sword of Damocles. But, if you say he's dead...

(Silence.)

BRAHMS: I will have a word with our friend in the brig after we’ve docked. Have Security prepare.

HANAS: That might be difficult, sir.

BRAHMS: What do you mean by that, Colonel?

HANAS: I mean, the good captain resisted the mind probing.  He’s currently in sickbay, in a coma.

BRAHMS: (sigh) Colonel...

HANAS: I’m sorry, sir.  In fairness, I did caution Mister Taimok that resisting would have... negative consequences.

BRAHMS: Did you not listen to a word I said, Colonel?  I told you by. The. Book.  If I review the security footage, will I see that you used the required sedative during the mind probing?

HANAS: I was afraid that the sedative might have a negative impact on my results.

BRAHMS: And now who knows when the hell he’ll regain consciousness, if ever?  Your work entails a rather large amount of collateral damage, doesn't it? This is not the Marine Corps; we do not charge into situations relying solely on the thickness of our foreheads!

(Brahms tosses the PADD onto his desk.)

BRAHMS: What happened to you, Sofia? I used to be able to trust you!

HANAS: What happened to you, Isaac? You never used to be a coward!

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: How dare you.

HANAS: You know what you should do about Admiral Parker? Kill Captain Hst! Use that gray poison, make it an "accident," but leave just enough doubt to send a message to his [superiors!]

BRAHMS: That is enough! (pause) I killed a thousand souls aboard the Yorktown because there was no other choice. You'd have killed them if it improved your odds by one percent!

HANAS: For one whole percent? By God, Isaac, I'd've killed a million! There are ten thousand billion people in the Federation, and every one of them is dead if we fail!

BRAHMS: I said that's enough!

HANAS: Why?! Because you know I'm right! You know that's where our logic takes us, but you're too much of a coward to admit it! Who are you lying to, Isaac? To me or to yourself?!

(Silence.)

BRAHMS: (deep breath) I'm going to overlook the insubordination I just saw. You should be aware, however, that I have been asked to recommend a C.O. for the next Kindred
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5.12 Listen


SCENE 5M-01

LOCATION: DOVAN'S READY ROOM

DOVAN: Captain's Log, Stardate six two oh six nine point five. Two years of exploration, wonder, and awe in the Delta Quadrant are ending with a mission we hope involves none of those things. Admiral Parker has ordered us to divert from our homeward journey to take discreet, long-range reconnaissance scans of Borg space. My own concerns [have been repeatedly overruled.]

(The door chimes.)

DOVAN: Pause. Come!

(Dr. Sharp enters.)

SHARP: Got you at a bad time, Alcar?

DOVAN: No, of course not. (pause) Well, a little. What's up?

SHARP: I just thought, since you couldn't make it for breakfast, I'd bring us some lunch.

DOVAN: Great! Thanks. And sorry again about this morning. I've just been...

SHARP: Been what?

DOVAN: I was going to say busy, but no, not really. To be honest, I guess I've been brooding.

SHARP: You're not the only one. This mission has the whole crew on edge.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Remember when Voyager got home?

DOVAN: (sigh) We all felt better about the Borg for a while. That was nice.

SHARP: They got all the way across Borg space in one piece! They destroyed a transwarp hub, killed a Queen... it looked like the Borg might not be so unbeatable after all. But now...

DOVAN: Now we know. Every time we've ever hurt the Borg, they've hardly felt it. We're only alive because they've been too busy fighting their war with the bluegills.

SHARP: It's funny that we can think about anything else, isn't it?

(The ansible starts beeping quietly.)

DOVAN: Right? We had a birthday party for Yubari on Tuesday. A birthday party! She's doomed, we're doomed, and here we are celebrating a bit more doomedness.

SHARP: (chuckles) Doomedness?

DOVAN: See? This is how easy we get distracted. I guess it's what keeps us sane.

SHARP: Speaking of distractions, what's going on with that?

DOVAN: Hm? Oh, you mean the ansible? Yeah, I've been keeping it here when Science isn't taking a run at it. It may be Scion technology; capable of communicating across infinite distances; retrieved at a terrible price; but it's one of the only proofs we have that, once in a while, we can win.

SHARP: Win?

DOVAN: Also makes a good paperweight.

SHARP: Fine, but I meant the beeping sound.

DOVAN: The what?

SHARP: You don't hear that? It started beeping a minute ago.

DOVAN: You're messing with me, right?

SHARP: Maybe it's outside your hearing range. Humans have slightly wider [auditory response zones.]

(The ansible starts beeping loud and fast.)

SHARP: Okay, tell me you're hearing that!

DOVAN: Oh yeah. Let's take it to the sci[ence people.]

(Red Alert klaxon!)

LORHROK: Red alert! All hands to battle stations!

SHARP: So much for lunch.

DOVAN: Hey, you gotta eat.

(Dovan takes a big bite out of a space apple. They both exit.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: What've we got?

LORHROK: A Borg transwarp conduit just opened ten thousand kilometers to port!

DOVAN: On screen!

(The viewscreen activates. We can hear the vortex swirling away outside.)

DOVAN: Helm! Maximum warp! HIT IT!

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir, plotting a course!

LORHROK: Sir, we'll lose sensor contact at warp. Admiral Parker did want us monitoring Borg [activity out here.]

DOVAN: Admiral Parker's free to come out here and monitor them hims[elf. We are getting home alive.]

(The Vortex closes. The noise stops. At the same time, the ansible's noise returns, muffled.)

DOVAN: What the...?

NEEVA: The conduit has closed. No ships detected.

DOVAN: Helm, belay warp speed. Full scan.

SYLVESTE: The Borg don't just casually open transwarp conduits.

YUBARI: Something's going on here.

LORHROK: Does anyone else hear an alarm?

YUBARI: Captain, it's coming from your ready [room!]

DOVAN: Yeah, yeah, I know. It's the ansible. I guess Trills are on the better-hearing-than-Bolians list too.

LORHROK: The ansible? Why?

SHARP: We're not sure. It started just before the red alert.

But Neeva's been audibly running some scans, and...

NEEVA: I think I know why. Look at this.

(She turns on the viewscreen.)

(We hear another ansible on the screen.)

NEEVA: It's floating in space exactly where the conduit was.

LORHROK: That... that can't be what it looks like.

DOVAN: Only one way to find out. We need to beam it aboard. But we'll need a way to get it off the ship fast if there's trouble...

YUBARI: We could use the shuttlebay. Set up force fields front and back, then open the doors, and we'll have a makeshift airlock that can be vented instantly.

DOVAN: Good thinking. Do it.

(Yubari pushes some buttons.)

YUBARI: Ready.

DOVAN: Energize.

(Yubari presses some more buttons, and, on screen we hear the transporter beam up the ansible in space.)

(Immediately, all beeping stops.)

DOVAN: Which shuttlebay, Yubari?

YUBARI: Two.

DOVAN: Okay. You've got conn. Alecz, get a team and let's take a look at this thing.

LORHROK: (tapping comm badge) J'Naya, Adow, report to Shuttlebay Two immediately.

YUBARI: Be careful, sir.

DOVAN: Always!

(They head for the turbolift.)

SCENE 5M-02

LOCATION: SHUTTLEBAY

J'NAYA: ...and turn those discriminators down until we know what we're dealing with!

(The big cargo bay doors open and Dovan & Co. enter.)

DOVAN: I see you beat us here, Commander.

J'NAYA: Captain! This, this is... what is this?

LORHROK: We're not sure yet, but it certainly looked like --

ADOW: A Borgified ansible.

J'NAYA: Ansibles! I've seen ours and I still can't believe they really exist. They're the stuff of legend!

DOVAN: What are the scans showing?

J'NAYA: Almost nothing. You hear those beeps?

DOVAN: No.

J'NAYA: That's literally all I have for you. It's beeping. Otherwise, it's completely opaque to our sensors.

ADOW: Even more than the other ansible was. The Borg parts may be shielding it further.

LORHROK: They assimilated an ansible. Spast! We've always known the Borg were beyond us, but this far?

(The ansible starts beeping much faster.)

DOVAN: We need to get a closer look at this thing.

J'NAYA: Give me a few minutes. We'll bring some more equipment. And EVA suits, so we can get close to it and not be at risk if the bay has to be vented.

(J'naya and Adow start moving.)

ADOW: Always fun wearing those things.

(Lorhrok follows.)

LORHROK: I'll give them a hand, sir. We'll be right back. Kestra, we should get the Mark Twenty discriminator. It's still under the pool table, right?

J'NAYA: No, I moved it to Storage Two.

LORHROK: What? But that's so much [less convenient!]

(The ansible suddenly starts making a NEW, LOUD, WEIRD NOISE.)

DOVAN: I think somebody wants attention!

LORHROK: Uh oh.

J'NAYA: It's drawing in some ambient matter! Converting it into... nadions?

DOVAN: Yes, ansible! We know! “Beep-boop-beep-boop-beep-boop”! Now could you maybe be more specific about [what you want from us?]

(The ansible activates, releasing a spherical energy pulse! It fritzes as it touches the force field.)

DOVAN: Jeho[sephat!]

(We hear a Borg-ish transporter, henceforth the Transible sound.)

ADOW: What – what just -

J'NAYA: He's gone! It – it beamed him somewhere!

(Red alert!)

LORHROK: (taps his combadge) Lorhrok to bridge! The captain was just beamed away! Start scanning for him, now!

Bridge noises come through the comm – noises of battle!

YUBARI: Helm, maximum warp! Any course! Go!

LORHROK: Yubari? What's going [on up there?]

(Explosion!)

YUBARI: Sir, you need to get up here! The Borg just showed up, and they are not happy!

THEME SONGSCENE 5M-03

LOCATION: WHEAT FIELD, GAULT

(Dovan materializes into this as the "transible" effect releases him.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat! (pause) Lorhrok? J'Naya? ...Adow? Where am I? Is this wheat?

ADEN: Alcar? Where did you come from? (pause) Hey! Alcar!

DOVAN: I-- Aden?!

ADEN: (laughs) Really? You're the surprised one?

DOVAN: But how can you be here? Or... or how can I be... Aden, is this Gault?

ADEN: Of course.

DOVAN: That's impossible! I was just in the Delta Quadrant!

ADEN: What... you mean now, this minute?

DOVAN: Yes! I touched a B-- --er, an alien artifact, and suddenly I was here!

ADEN: I did hear a noise like a transporter. I figured you'd just beamed down from your ship.

DOVAN: No! I mean, yes, I was on the ship, but we were across the galaxy! And it was a fancy communicator, not an intergalactic transporter!

ADEN: Huh.

(Dovan flips a tricorder open and starts scanning.)

DOVAN: Which means... ...this can't really be Gault. It's some kind of simulation. Either in a holodeck or just in my head.

ADEN: Excuse me?

DOVAN: No sign of holo-tech so far, but that may just mean it's too sophisti[cated for my tricorder to detect.]

ADEN: I am not a simulation, Alcar!

DOVAN: That's just what a simulation would say.

(Aden starts walking away in a rush.)

(Dovan's tricorder stops and closes.)

ADEN: I don't have time for this. I'm out in the fields all day and find out on my way back from Jarso that Azabeth and Mitena are fighting again, Mitena's saying Azabeth sabotaged her replicator, although I can't even tell from the texts if that's what started it, Groff and his quad got locked out last night because Mitena hid the keys, but they were the wrong keys, so now they've, I mean Groff and Vadne and Orsa, Hars wanted nothing to do with it, got Aunt Lye to complain to Ma Lye who's now [giving the lot of them a piece of her mind, only Jarso doesn't want Ma Lye anywhere near Azabeth.]

DOVAN: Okay! Okay! You're real! I believe you! You're real! Please stop!

ADEN: Huh? What convinced you?

DOVAN: That all sounds completely true but not even my deepest subconscious would generate a story that boring for a simulation.

ADEN: Alcar!

DOVAN: Hey, you know it's why I left. Partly. Twice.

ADEN: Is that why you never write? Afraid I'll bore you to death?

DOVAN: Sure I write! I, uh...

ADEN: Congratulations on your fifth purple heart, by the way. Of course, we only heard about it on the fleet news.

DOVAN: Fifth? That was two hearts and two years a...go. Yeah, okay, I hear it now. I'm sorry. And I'm sorry for this, too, but I need to figure out what's going on.

(Dovan pulls his tricorder out again for more scanning.)

ADEN: (sigh) Well, it wasn't anything on our end.

DOVAN: (snorts) No, something exciting happening on Gault? That was gonna be my first guess after every other possibility. (the tricorder slams shut) No good! No funny particles, no technobabble alerts, and I think my cholesterol's down. Nothing's weird here!

ADEN: Except you.

DOVAN: Heh, right.

ADEN: So what's the next step?

DOVAN: I'd better get in touch with Starfleet. Aden, are you growing a hairline?

ADEN: We're both getting older, Alcar.

DOVAN: Well, it looks terri[ble.]

(The "transible" dematerialization effect begins.)

ADEN: (chuckles) Love you too, brother.

SCENE 5M-04

LOCATION: U.S.S. VOLTAIRE - COMMANDER UNDERWOOD'S OFFICE

(Dovan materializes.)

UNDERWOOD: [Under absolutely no circumstances] will we even consider giving you full access to the Westlake Archive. Your disgraceful conduct on -- GOOD LORD!

DOVAN: Uh... hi, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan! What in God's name are you doing here?

DOVAN: Nice to see you too.

HANAS: Excuse me, Commander? This call is classified.

UNDERWOOD: General Hanas, I'll call you back.

(He deactivates his comm terminal instantly)

DOVAN: Hey, why'd the Voltaire get the new commbadges before the Excelsior?

UNDERWOOD: Jealous, Dovan?

DOVAN: I'm not saying it doesn't look good on you, Underwood. I'm just saying we were told we'd get them before Captain Kel.

UNDERWOOD: That was before the Voltaire accepted this assignment to the Beta Desolation. I told Admiral Parker we needed some incentive...

DOVAN: Boy, I thought the Excelsior had the worst assignment. He sent you into the Desolate Systems?

UNDERWOOD: Yes, obviously, it's not like we'd come out here just [for sport.] Wait, you're serious. Dovan, how the devil did you get here without even knowing where "here" is?

DOVAN: Yeah, I'm working on that one. First the ansible zapped me, and then...

UNDERWOOD: An ansible? From the Scions?

DOVAN: From the Borg, actually.

UNDERWOOD: And it beamed you halfway across the galaxy?!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: ...maybe?

UNDERWOOD: Oh, for half a chance to... there's no evidence of the Scions ever using an ansible this way! How is it possible? Shouldn't they need a receiving ansible at the other end?

DOVAN: Huh. That one hadn't even occurred to me.

UNDERWOOD: Blimey, I need to call the Committee...

DOVAN: Oh, no. I'll get you the report after, but I am not beaming halfway across the galaxy just to sit in some meeting with [some pinhead committee of yours!]

(The "transible" dematerialization effect begins.)

SCENE 5M-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

(Red alert. There's a battle going on. Steam's leaking. Consoles are sparking. The warp core is going faster than usual.)

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: I'm back! Finally! Uh oh. Commander J'Naya! What's going on here?

J'NAYA: Captain! You're back! How?!

DOVAN: Are we under attack?

J'NAYA: It's the Borg! They arrived right after you vanished!

DOVAN: They must want their ansible back!

J'NAYA: Commander Lorhrok has a plan, but we have to push the engi[nes right up to the red line.]

(An explosion and a hissing/whoosing sound!)

ADOW: Coolant leak!

J'NAYA: No! Sir, a [coolant leak is REALLY bad.]

DOVAN: Go! We'll talk later!

(Dovan exits engineering at a run.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

DOVAN: Dovan to bridge! I'm back on the ship! On my way up!

LORHROK: Captain! Great Prophet, that's a relief! What happened to you?

DOVAN: I was in the Alpha Quadrant!

LORHROK: What?!

DOVAN: You tell me; you're the engineer. The ansible zaps me and then I'm in the middle of a wheatfield on Gault and then -- 'scuse me --

CREWMAN #1: Sorry sir!

DOVAN: -- in Underwood's quarters on the Starship Voltaire! And he's in the Beta Quadrant!

LORHROK: That doesn't make any sense! Gault's across the galaxy!  Ansibles transmit data, not matter!

DOVAN: First things first! Sitrep!

LORHROK: A Borg cube in hot pursuit! There's a Class Five nebula nearby that we can lose them in, and we have just enough of a head start to reach it -- (The ship shudders from Borg weapon impact) -- but they're not making it easy!

DOVAN: Hang in there! I'm almost at the turbo[lift!]

(The "transible" dematerialization effect begins.)

DOVAN: No! NOO!!

SCENE 5M-06

LOCATION: STARSHIP KINDRED - MAIN CABIN2

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: No! NO! (sigh) Okay, where am I this time?

MINA: (gasp) (she drops something, it breaks) BLUE!

DOVAN: What the [heck?] Oof!

(Mina throws her arms around Dovan in a big hug, tackling him to the ground.)

MINA: You came to visit like you said! But how'd you get on board?

DOVAN: Mina. Uh, hi. Good to see you again. How've you been?

MINA: Oh, y'know. You've seen one bustling interstellar trading port, you've seen 'em all.

DOVAN: Oh, I know that look. Already plotting a candy floss heist at your next port-of-call, are you?

MINA: You know it.

DOVAN: Can I get up now?

MINA: Oh, sorry.

(They get up.)

MINA: But Kami's really gonna want to know how you got on board. We're hiding, the shields are up, and I don't see your ship out the window.

DOVAN: Yeah, I'm just, uh... I'm on a kind of transporter... ride.

MINA: Ride?

DOVAN: Yeah. It's a new thing. It beams you all over the place to visit your friends. (pause) Wait. Friends. That's right! These transports aren't totally random. I keep showing up near people I know!

MINA: Where have you been so far?

DOVAN: Uh, let's see... I've seen one of my brothers, and a guy I used to work with, and... [I guess Kestra was the last target, wasn't she?]

MINA: You have brothers?

DOVAN: Yeah. Sisters, too. Last time I counted there were... forty-eight of us? No, forty-nine.

MINA: Wooow! How did that happen?

DOVAN: On my planet, making a baby involves a bunch of people, not just a mom and a dad. We end up with really big families.

MINA: It must be so hard to keep track!

DOVAN: No kidding. They say the Bank of Bolias was paid for by genealogists.

MINA: Huh?

DOVAN: Never mind. I just mean you're right, it's hard to remember. I've got 'em all written down somewhere.

MINA: You should write down the people you visit today. It sounds like you're already forgetting.

DOVAN: Yes. I should be doing that. You're full of good ideas today, aren't you?

MINA: Want some paper?

DOVAN: No, there's an easier way. I'll just use my comm badge. (taps comm badge) Activate passive recording mode.

(The commbadge beeps.)

MINA: It can do that?

DOVAN: Yeah, it usually draws on my ship's computer, but it can do some basic stuff without. Now I can keep a record just by saying where I am.

MINA: I'll do this one! (she presses the combadge) I'm Mina and this is Spaceship Kindred orbiting  Zosiframtollycutonian Nine.

DOVAN: I'm... really glad you pronounced that. And it's jump number four. (he presses the combadge again) Boy, I hope that number doesn't get too high.

MINA: Don't worry. I'm sure you'll fix the problem soon.

DOVAN: Yeah, my crew's working on it, but they're busy with... Hey, I told you this is a ride.

MINA: I'm seventeen, Dovan.

DOVAN: Heh, now that is a bold lie. Glad you took my advice to heart.

(The Transible beams Dovan away.)

MINA: Good luck!

SCENE 5M-07

LOCATION: THE INSIDE OF A VOLCANO

(Dovan starts to materialize into this as the "transible" effect releases him... but something gets weird, and it never actually does quite release him.)

THE BRINGER: (from all around Dovan) Well, well. Is it already that time? I've been looking forward to this.

DOVAN: Aaaaahhh!

(The Transible start dematerializing Dovan again.)

THE BRINGER: It's not Alcar Dovan's last sunset yet. But it will be hundreds of times more satisfying for me.

SCENE 5M-08

LOCATION: FIGHTER CRAFT SOJOURN - COCKPIT

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Aaaahhhh!

THE MAJOR: Captain, sir!

DOVAN: Not friends! They are not all friends!

THE MAJOR: Uh...

DOVAN: That was the Bringer! He was hanging out in a volcano! How did I not melt?

THE MAJOR: Sir, I'm sorry to interrupt, but...

DOVAN: Huh? Major? Where is-- Oh! Geez. I landed practically in your lap.

THE MAJOR: Sorry. There's not much room in these fighters, sir. If you could just...

DOVAN: Yeah, I'll just squeeze, uh...

(Dovan rustles and smushes himself into a corner.)

DOVAN: There. Much better. (pause) Okay, you're probably pretty confused about [where I came from...]

THE MAJOR: No need to explain, sir. Leftenant Lorhrok made a ship-wide announcement about your situation.

DOVAN: Ah, good. I'd better talk to him.

THE MAJOR: Opening hailing frequencies. (he opens hailing frequencies) (he unholsters his phaser sidearm) And here, take my phaser.

DOVAN: You think I need one?

THE MAJOR: I believe you just said you were inside a volcano with the Bringer? And it may be some time before you can get to the Bridge and grab the one under your chair.

DOVAN: You know about that? Who told you?

THE MAJOR: Why, I believe you did, sir, a few days before you crashed on Tulia.

DOVAN: Well, at least I didn't tell you about the one on the battle bridge. You have a good point, Major. Thanks.

(Dovan takes and holsters the phaser.)

LORHROK: Excelsior here.

THE MAJOR: Sir, I have Captain Dovan aboard.

LORHROK: Finally. Welcome back, sir.

DOVAN: For however long it lasts. What's our status?

LORHROK: We made it to the nebula. Our sensors are useless. The Borg's...

DOVAN: Alecz.

LORHROK: We think it's slowing their scans down. We've also gone to silent running, and Sylveste sent Vesant out with a dozen fighters spoofing our readings.

DOVAN: How long?

LORHROK: For anyone else, months. For the Borg? Days? Hours? Minutes?

DOVAN: Listen, Alecz. They want their ansible back. Give it to them.

LORHROK: We can't do that, sir.

DOVAN: That's an order. Don't worry about saving me, just [get our people out of there alive.]

LORHROK: Sir, I meant that literally. We can't return it.

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: There's a force field stronger than anything we've ever seen around the ansible. We can't touch or move it. Phasers, tractor beams, transporters... we even vented the bay. It won't budge.

DOVAN: And that's the kind of technology the Borg are bringing to bear on us.

LORHROK: But for the record, if I could return it, I still wouldn't until you were safe.

DOVAN: You would do as ordered, Number One. But thanks. Okay, beam me back to the ship. We probably don't have long, but at least we can get me scanned.

LORHROK: Sorry, sir. We've been trying to get a transporter lock since you hailed us. Whatever's shielding the ansible is shielding you too.

DOVAN: Great. I wonder if there's time to [bring the Sojourn aboard.]

THE MAJOR: EVASIVE! (the fighter does a crazy maneuver) Can't dodge! BRACE FOR [IMPACT!]

(A HUGE Borg weapon hits the fighter. Damage is severe. By the time it ends, engines are down.)

LORHROK: Sojourn! Report! Sojourn!

THE MAJOR: Sojourn here, sir! We're alright! But the bird's dead, sir.

DOVAN: (coughing) What was that?

LORHROK: The Borg have been firing randomly at intervals. If they hit something our size, the explosion will be easy to track. And they can keep it up a thousand times longer than we could. Major, Ajax is breaking off to tow you in.

THE MAJOR: Sir, it's too risky! The Borg [might detect our flight path!]

LORHROK: You have the captain on board, Major!

DOVAN: Dammit! Lorhrok, forget me, put everyone to work on that ansible. The second you find a way to [return it to them, get rid of it!]

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-09

LOCATION: MEGASHIP TRIASSA ONE - THE PARK

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Okay, here goes. (taps comm badge) Jump number seven. Looks like I'm on a planet again... in the middle of a huge field of grass. There are trees in the distance. Kinda nice, really.

BRAHMS: Captain Alcar Dovan. It's been a while.

DOVAN: Brahms! Where's my phaser?

BRAHMS: The last thing we expected from you was a house call, Dovan.

DOVAN: House call? So this is... wow, it's not what I pictured.

BRAHMS: What were you picturing?

DOVAN: I dunno. Machines. Weapons. King Arthur maybe.

BRAHMS: Why would you...?

DOVAN: You know. Avalon. I read mission reports.

BRAHMS: Our Scions don't actually live at Avalon, Dovan.

DOVAN: Of course not. Couldn't be that easy, could it? Okay, so what's this place?

BRAHMS: This is Triassa One, leader of the Scions in this galaxy. Scion ships have a... generous amount of internal space.

DOVAN: Well, at least there's lots of room for your ego.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I was about to say the same about yours, Bolian.

DOVAN: Really? He's still here?

BRAHMS: Let's not get distracted. You shouldn't have picked up that ansible, Dovan.

DOVAN: So you know what's happening to me!

BRAHMS: Of course. The ansibles belong to the Scions. They monitor all ansible activity across the galaxy. Right now, that activity is mostly... you.

DOVAN: Yeah? So where's my phaser?

BRAHMS: Anything you gain in one place is erased in your... transition to the next.

DOVAN: Fine, whatever. If the Scions can track me, can they stop me?

BRAHMS: Possibly. They're looking into it now.

DOVAN: Looking into it?!

BRAHMS: The Scions are cosmic powers, but they're not gods, Dovan. They have limits, and they also have rules.

DOVAN: You are the last person who can talk about rules!

BRAHMS: Am I? But don't worry, the Scions are very busy with this problem -- that's why Triassa isn't speaking through me right now. Whatever the Borg have done to this ansible is difficult for even them to understand, much less interfere with.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Those robots are a waste of life, a plague on the universe... but without question a worthy foe.

BRAHMS: In the meantime, I've been permitted to give you this. (A small gizmo materializes in Brahms's hand.) Wear it on your ear. It emits a psychic dampening field that suppresses extreme emotions.

DOVAN: Sounds like the hot new accessory for Vulcans, but how does it help me?

BRAHMS: This one is set to reduce surprise in particular. The people around you will find it natural that you're there, even if you've just appeared out of nowhere.

DOVAN: Oh! Yeah, that does sound handy. If nothing else, it'll save me a lot of long explanations. Or it would, if I could take it with me.

BRAHMS: You can.

DOVAN: But you just said anything I gain gets erased.

BRAHMS: It's Scion technology, Dovan. (pause) Now, then. The effect should linger for a while. With a little luck, your "visits" will be a dreamlike experience that fades from memory.

DOVAN: Based on the amount of hedging you did there, I have a feeling I'll still be answering a lot of letters when this is over.

BRAHMS: Perhaps.

DOVAN: At least now if I pop up behind Yubari, she won't break my spine on reflex.

BRAHMS: Were you worried about that?

DOVAN: We had a surprise party for her three days ago. Dr. Sharp is still treating two crewmen for concussion.

PSEUDO: How is the good doctor these days? Do tell her I said hello.

DOVAN: You son of a...

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-10

LOCATION: STARFLEET MEDICAL - HOSPITAL ROOM

(Dovan materializes.)

(Dovan taps his commbadge a few times again.)

DOVAN: Jump eight. A hospital room.

AMASOV: Cadet, is that you? It's the middle of the damn [night!]

DOVAN: Is that...?

AMASOV: Turn around! Let me get a good look at you! (Dovan does so) Ensign Alcar Dovan! You know, another minute and I was going to put you on report!

DOVAN: Captain Amasov! My first C.O. out of the Academy!

AMASOV: Yes, and I'll be your last if you're late to night shift again. Take your station, Ensign. The Endeavor needs a good pilot at the helm.

9A wooden door opens and an Andorian CADET enters.)

CADET: Of course he starts hallucinating just when I'm-— [about to take my break] Oh, (he snaps to attention) excuse me, sir, Commander, sir!

DOVAN: Cadet. At ease, Cadet.

AMASOV: Get this infernal nuisance off my bridge, Ensign.

DOVAN: Why are we in a hospital?

CADET: Starfleet Medical, sir. Captain Amasov's Irumodic Syndrome is in the final stages, sir. Is this a test, sir?

DOVAN: He'd only just been diagnosed when I rejoined Starfleet. We need a few minutes, Cadet...

CADET: Cadet Ch'Rain, sir. It's after hours, but... I have some discretion, sir. Will five minutes be enough?

DOVAN: Should be fine, Cadet. Dismissed.

AMASOV: Your station, Ensign!

DOVAN: Aye, sir.

AMASOV: Ah, that's better. So what brings you up to the bridge in the middle of the night, Ensign Dovan?

DOVAN: As I recall, captain, wasn't that what I asked you when you'd come upstairs at oh-three-hundred?

AMASOV: But tonight, I was here first. So I get to ask.

DOVAN: You got me there, captain. It's a funny thing, actually. I'm being beamed around the galaxy. A few minutes ago, I was in the Delta Quadrant.

AMASOV: You're not getting away with one of your tall tales tonight, Bolian. What's on your mind?

DOVAN: No, really, captain. We discovered a piece of Borg technology and [it scanned me and shot me and I've been unstuck in space ever since.]

AMASOV: Borg! Borg technology! You're telling me a member of my crew has solved the Borg Transport Enigma?

DOVAN: The Borg Transport Enigma?

(Amasov pounds the desk next to him.)

AMASOV: The Borg Transport Enigma! Borg Queen's Cube blows up at Wolf Three Five Nine. She shows up again a few years later... and so do some poor souls who should've died on that cube. How?

DOVAN: They're Borg. Probably a wormhole, like an Iconian gate. Or one of those Sikarian portal thingies.

AMASOV: Pah! "Sikarian Trajectors!" That's what that idiot Gilhouly (gil-HOO-lee) kept telling me, too! Let me save you twenty-six hour-long meetings, Ensign: There were no Borg relays in range, no neutrino residue, and the Borg didn't even find Sikaris until ten years after the battle! Today? Maybe! Then? Not a chance! That was always Gil's problem: he thinks in three-dimensional terms. The Borg do not! And the Enigma remains. Try again!

DOVAN: Um, okay. Then maybe they just used a big transporter, beamed across the galaxy?

AMASOV: How you gonna beam across the galaxy? Data, sure, we can beam information at warp speed, maybe transwarp, far as you like. But what about the matter?

DOVAN: Right. The matter stream can't go faster than light. And you can't beam at all if you don't take the body apart and send it along with the pattern.

AMASOV: Unless you fancy getting killed everytime you step into a transporter so some clone can pop out the other end. Then we wouldn't need starships, we could just beam from planet to planet, using fresh matter at the destination to build a new body. If you ever want to make captain, Mister Dovan, you need to remember why things work.

DOVAN: So the Enigma is how can the Borg send a matter stream -- a person's body -- halfway across the galaxy without a wormhole? But if they figured out how to pipe matter into an ansible, [they could make it work.]

AMASOV: Eh? What are you talking about, Ensign? That Brentari dreadnought is still inbound!

DOVAN: I remember that mission.

AMASOV: Red alert! Shields up!

DOVAN: Captain? That's not what you did.

AMASOV: Ensign, you're relieved! Mister Tye! Shields! They're nearly in range!

DOVAN: Uh... raising shields. Phasers and quant--er, photon torpedoes. Range three hundred thousand kilometers. (pause) Awaiting your orders, captain.

AMASOV: Huh? You. I'm hungry. Get me some of that bloodworm garbage that passes for cuisine on this rock.

DOVAN: I'll see what I can do. I've always tried to be like you, Captain. You taught me what the soul of an explorer looked like. And, even like this, apparently you still know the Borg better than anyone.

AMASOV: Naturally, I studied up on the Borg after Wolf Three Five Nine. With the Endeavor all but destroyed, I had... wait. The Endeavor is gone. I made you leave for the T'Kumbra, Ensign. Then... where am I?

DOVAN: Starfleet Medical, Captain.

AMASOV: Ah. Then I'm no doubt feeling the aftereffects of some fantastic adventure on the final frontier?

DOVAN: Something like that, Captain.

(The door opens again and the Cadet returns.)

CADET: Excuse me, Commander?

AMASOV: Ah, this tyrant.

CADET: The captain really needs to get some sleep, sir.  

AMASOV: He tasks me, Ensign! You task me, Cadet, and I won't stand for it!

DOVAN: It's alright, Captain. I'll see you... I'll see you next time.

(Dovan and the Cadet exit to the corridor, walking toward the exit.)

DOVAN: Is he usually that bad?

CADET: That was the best Captain Amasov has been in weeks, sir. Usually he's just raving and raging -- mostly at me.

DOVAN: How much time left on your rotation?

CADET: (sigh) Too long.

DOVAN: The Academy only requires three months here, Cadet.

CADET: Sir, of course, sir. It's just...

DOVAN: Speak freely, Cadet.

CADET: Yes, sir. I'm glad Starfleet honors its veterans, sir, but that's not Captain Amasov anymore. It's a bag of flesh with a paranoid, rotting brain. There's so much I need to learn in four years, sir. Astrophysics, xenobiology, warp theory. Is Starfleet wise to make me spend three months of that time caring for him?

(Dovan chuckles.)

CADET: Sir?

DOVAN: I think I gave my C.O. that exact speech twenty-three years ago. Probably didn't word it as well.

CADET: So you see my point, sir.

DOVAN: You know, the Klingon Academy teaches what they call "the way of the warrior." Warp theory, too, but their job is to make warriors, and it shows. The Bamarren Institute on Cardassia has a warp theory class, which they have to squeeze in between all the stuff about submitting to the State. Tholian warp theorists graduate with a big side order of xenophobia. And Starfleet Academy has this. They give you someone who's decaying. Probably hates you. Who has no utility whatsoever to you or anybody else. And they say, "Help him." I'd have been a better captain if they'd made me stay a year.

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - NEEVA'S QUARTERS

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Finally got to finish a sentence! (taps his commbadge) Jump nine. It's dark here... a cave?

NEEVA: Nnggh... who's there?

DOVAN: Oh! Neeva! Geez, sorry to wake you.

NEEVA: Not your fault. Computer, lights.

(Lights come on.)

DOVAN: (sigh) The Borg haven't caught you.

NEEVA: Not yet.

DOVAN: What's the plan when they penetrate the nebula?

NEEVA: The nebula? No, they found us in the nebula hours ago.

DOVAN: You escaped?

NEEVA: The, um... (pause) Not really.

DOVAN: What happened?

NEEVA: Renegade Squadron was... They were trying to... The Renegades bought us time. (pause) We're in an asteroid. Sylveste found one big enough to hide us for a little while until we have a better plan.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: How many fighters made it back?

NEEVA: We... we think Ajax might have gotten out. She was out of position after dropping off Sojourn. That might have saved her.

DOVAN: Commander, there were a dozen fighters out there. (pause) Not even a distress call?

NEEVA: I'm not sure Alecz would wake me if we got one. Sometimes he's too protective. You men just don't communicate.

DOVAN: Uh...

NEEVA: Sorry. I just want to be... But regulations say I need to sleep. So I sleep. Even if I keep dreaming of machines in the dark.

DOVAN: Sorry about waking you up. I'll go. I need... I need to end this. Now.

(He turns to go.)

NEEVA: Sir. (Dovan stops) I know Zat Vesant just asked you to officiate her marriage. We all know, if you could've taken her place, you would have. You would have for any of them.

DOVAN: But I couldn't. She still died. Jon Sylveste is still a widower before the wedding. My good intentions didn't make the slightest difference.

NEEVA: No, you're wrong.

DOVAN: I don't see how.

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-12

LOCATION: WARDROBE / CLOSET

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Oh, great, where I am now? Some kind of... closet? Is that a dress? Where's the door control?

(He presses a button and the closet slides open.)

LOCATION: PRIVATE DINING ROOM

GUARD 5M-01: What the...

GUARD 5M-02: Halt! This a restricted area!

(Both Guards pull and power up their guns.)

GUARD 5M-01: In the name of the Yellow King! State your identity and purpose in the Royal Dining Room!

DOVAN: So I guess the gizmo explains away my appearing in a closet, but not my lack of security clearance? Where are we, anyway?

COX: Oh, guards, don't mind Gareoff. He's drunk again.

GUARD 5M-02: Gareoff? Councilor Gareoff?

COX: Of course! You haven't seen his new host body? Rather hideous, I admit, but even a Zero of Gareoff's influence could only hope for so much after how quickly he burned through the last one. But I can't recall, Gareoff, was it was the syphilis or the cirrhosis that killed her?

DOVAN: Uh... Skipper?

COX: See? Completely blotto. Leave us, guards. Gareoff and I have intrigues to discuss. I have quite enough food to share; no need to bother Steward about this.

GUARD 5M-02: Yes, my lady.

(Both guards click their heels together, salute, pivot, and walk out another door into a corridor.)

COX: Well, now you've done it, Captain. It's lucky for you this island's going to explode in an hour. I don't think your cover as "Councillor Gareoff" will hold up much longer than that. And then they're bound to start wondering whether I'm really the Yellow King.

DOVAN: Skipper, I thought you were in New Zealand.

COX: You knew I wasn't ready for paradise just yet. What about you? This is pretty deep into Zero space for somebody without Beetlejuice.

DOVAN: A Borgified ansible zapped me and now it's like I'm... unstuck in space. The Borg are after my crew and I can't help them. I just keep getting beamed to different people I know for a few minutes at a time.

COX: So you're bouncing pillar to post. You know, I should be surprised to see you here. I'm guessing I'm not because of that Scion gizmo 'round your ear?

DOVAN: How'd you know about that?

COX: Zarem was always trying different ways to make me be more, quote, "serene" in meetings.

DOVAN: Okay, and, just to be clear, did you say this island's going to explode?

COX: Yeah, but not for like an hour. I've gotta go in about twenty minutes.

DOVAN: Hopefully I'll be out of your hair long before that.

COX: Been anywhere interesting? Besides here, I mean.

DOVAN: At this point, I really don't give a pebble.

COX: What? Really?

DOVAN: Not while my crew's in danger.

COX: Oh.

DOVAN: What?

COX: It's just... aren't you the one always telling me about how much you love exploring and "seizing wonder from the stars" or something?

DOVAN: Sure, that's why I joined Starfleet.

COX: But every time you go exploring, you end up complaining to me about it the next day. You didn't love Mantua.

DOVAN: Doctor Sharp was almost executed.

COX: You spent an hour telling me what a rough time Leino was.

DOVAN: They were gonna blow up the moon!

COX: You were too grim to talk to for a week after The Bringer!

DOVAN: Of course I was grim! He was the literal Grim Reaper!

COX: All I'm saying is, you're doing something nobody's ever done before. Beaming across the galaxy in the blink of an eye. I thought you'd be happier now you're in your element. But, hey, I don't pretend to get it. All I ever wanted to do was get out of the stars and get home to Earth.

DOVAN: And I can see how much you loved getting there, Skipper.

COX: Ha! Yeah, (chuckles) damn straight. (exhale) I guess it turned out I couldn't just decide to be the person I wanted myself to be. Maybe someday I will. I hope so. (pause) What'd the Scions tell you?

DOVAN: They're working on it.

COX: You want my advice? Don't wait for them.

DOVAN: You don't think they'll come through?

COX: Oh, they'll come through. They always do. The question is how many of your people will be left by the time they do.

DOVAN: This gets better and better.

COX: Do me two favors, Dovan?

DOVAN: Two?

COX: First: stop whining.

DOVAN: What's the second?

COX: If the whiz kids on your ship figure out how to control this super-transporter of yours, I bet Starfleet's gonna whisk it away from you. If that happens, come see me first.

DOVAN: How come?

COX: Because just once... I'd really like to meet my grandchildren.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (sigh) Sorry, Skipper.

COX

You wanted to get out among the stars, Captain? So get going.

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

COX: Not all of us can.

SCENE 5M-13

LOCATION: BORG CUBE

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Jump number... oh. Oh no. (pause). Okay, the Borg only care if you're a threat. So I'll just keep my head down, find an unused alcove, and I'll be off this Borg Cube - Jehosephat - as soon as the [next beamout happens.]

BORG COLLECTIVE: ALCAR DOVAN. CAPTAIN OF THE STARSHIP EXCELSIOR. REGISTRY NCC-2000-C.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: ...Present?

BORG COLLECTIVE: YOU WILL RETURN THE PANTOGRAPHIC TRANSLOCATION DEVICE.

DOVAN: We will! We will. You just need to give us time.

BORG COLLECTIVE: UNACCEPTABLE.

DOVAN: We're shutting it down so we can get it off our ship. It's just taking [a while!]

BORG COLLECTIVE: YOU WILL RETURN THE DEVICE IMMEDIATELY.

DOVAN: Hey, don't take this out on us! You should've been more careful with the thing! Why chuck it across the quadrant if it's so important?

BORG COLLECTIVE: THE LOSS OF THE DEVICE WAS INADVERTENT. THE VESSEL CARRYING IT DISINTEGRATED IN TRANSIT.

DOVAN: Huh. Were you in a fight or does that just happen to you guys sometimes?

BORG COLLECTIVE: YOU WILL RETURN THE DEVICE.

DOVAN: We're working on it! Please be patient just a little while!

BORG COLLECTIVE: UNNECESSARY.

(A Borg scan up and down Dovan.)

BORG COLLECTIVE: NADION TRACES DETECTED ON GARMENT.

DOVAN: What? My garment?

BORG COLLECTIVE: ANALYZING ASTEROID BELT.

DOVAN: No!

(Dovan rushes to the window in time to see/hear a larger, exterior version of that scanner beam.)

DOVAN: They're not in this belt! It's a trick! Don't waste your time!

(The Borg computers beep.)

BORG COLLECTIVE: NADION SOURCE IDENTIFIED. VESSEL LOCATED.

(Dovan taps his commbadge)

DOVAN: Dovan to Excelsior! Run! Get out of there!

BORG COLLECTIVE: RETREAT IS IRRELEVANT.

(The Borg fire something and it instantly causes the entire asteroid to go up in a huge explosion.)

DOVAN: No! Nooooo!

BORG COLLECTIVE: DEBRIS NOT DETECTED.

DOVAN: There's... there's no debris?

BORG COLLECTIVE: DEVICE NOT LOCATED. (pause) STARSHIP EXCELSIOR WILL BE APPREHENDED.

DOVAN: Please! This isn't their fault! Just [give us time!]

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

BORG COLLECTIVE: RESISTANCE IS FUTILE.

SCENE 5M-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - READY ROOM

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Jump number thirty-five. Looks like [a ship, but who blacked out the windows?]

LORHROK: Captain! Finally!

DOVAN: X.O.! And somehow you kept the ready room in one piece.

LORHROK: For now.

DOVAN: I know. I've been trying to will myself back here, but I think instead I've seen everyone I've ever met who isn't on the Excelsior. Would you believe President Uhura still sings?

LORHROK: We've been worried about you. The Borg found us by scanning for the nadion signature from when you got beamed out... which they could only have gotten from you.

DOVAN: Yeah, sorry about that. What did you do to the asteroid?

LORHROK: Remember the skyfires on Tulia? The asteroid interior was packed with tetrazine, so we did the same thing. We took heavy damage, but [as you'll recall, the tetrazine explosions obscured our warp trail.]

DOVAN: --but the skyfires also hid our warp trail! That's why the Borg haven't caught up to us! Brilliant!

LORHROK: ...No, it only gave us a ten-minute head start. That ran out an hour ago.

DOVAN: Oh. Okay, so where are we now?

LORHROK: We're inside a star. That's why we blacked out the windows. We're using metaphasic shields to protect ourselves.

DOVAN: Why haven't the Borg followed us in?

LORHROK: Metaphasics is pretty tricky stuff, and its consumption curve scales geometrically with larger ships. Mounting it on a standard Borg Cube would be inefficient.

DOVAN: So their cubes don't have the technology. They can't follow us into the sun. (pause) Right, Number One...?

LORHROK: No, they can't.... But they're adapting. Their projection matrix is already taking shape.

DOVAN: How long?

LORHROK: Maybe an hour.

(Pause)

DOVAN: I don't suppose you have a phaser?

LORHROK: In the ready room? Why?

DOVAN: Never mind. Look, you need to evacuate. Separate the saucer section. If we can't get the ansible off the ship, we can get everyone else off.

LORHROK: (sigh) I'll give the order. When we make a run for it, we'll just have to hope all the cubes follow.

DOVAN: Wait. "All" the cubes?

LORHROK: There are five of them, Captain.

DOVAN: Five?!

LORHROK: Two of them are tactical cubes. Starfleet has never seen more than one in the same place.

(Dovan, exhaling, sits down, heavily.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Okay. There's still an hour. The Scions are working on [a solution.]

LORHROK: (punching the table) Dammit!

DOVAN: Whoa!

LORHROK: After all we've been through, is that what our survival comes down to? Hoping a higher power sees fit to step in and save us?

DOVAN: Calm down, Alecz. First of all, that's my table. Second... (pause) I really thought something would come to me when I started this sentence.

LORHROK: Sorry, sir.

DOVAN: Alecz, honestly, if you hadn't started shouting, I would have. Look, there's... there's something I've needed to do for a while now.

LORHROK: We should focus on the ans[ible, Alcar.]

DOVAN: It's an engineering problem. Either they'll figure it out in the time I have left or they won't, but I won't be any help. And I really don't have much time. I just... Here.

(We hear him quietly take a pip off his collar and hand it to Lorhrok.)

LORHROK: Sir, this pip belongs to you.

DOVAN: Not anymore. I've been waiting months for the paperwork to go through, brass keeps pushing it back on me because of "time-in-rank" or some idiot preoccupation, but their time just ran out. You're in acting command of the Excelsior, Alecz Lorhrok -- and you're doing exactly what Captain Cortez asked us to do. About time your rank reflected that... Lieutenant Commander.

LORHROK: Sir, this... you know I don't care about this. It's just metal.

DOVAN: That's how you earned it, kid. Your crew cares, though, whether they realize it or not. So use it, just like you use every other tool in your kit to get the job done. Get 'em out of here. You leave the ansible to the Borg and you run. The Renegades already gave their lives. Nobody else. Not today.

LORHROK: Sir...

DOVAN: Commander... have we lost anyone else? (pause) How many?

LORHROK: I'm not going to abandon you, Captain. We're going to [get you out of there alive.]

DOVAN: How many, Comman[der?!]

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-15

LOCATION: VALANDRIA - THRONE ROOM

(Premier Betra-Na is in a vicious sword fight.)

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: What the—?

BETRA-NA: Dovan! Excellent timing!

DOVAN: Premier Betra-Na?

ASSASSIN #5M-01: You will die, Premier! In the name of all Clan Ssssa! Yah!

BETRA-NA: Assist me, Dovan! These -- yaah! -- these assassins have come for my head! Take that sword!

DOVAN: The one on the wall?

ASSASSIN #5M-02: Kill the blue one! I've got the slithering Na!

BETRA-NA: Preferably before they behead you, Dovan!

DOVAN: Right! (he grabs the sword just in time to meet his opponent's blade) Hi-ya!

(They fight.)

ASSASSIN #5M-02: You will never win!

DOVAN: Hey, friend, how about we settle this with a nice game of Strategema instead?

ASSASSIN #5M-01: For honor's sake, blue-skin, I will let you live until you are backed into that corner.

DOVAN: Premier! I don't actually know how to use [this thing!]

(Betra-Na kills Assassin #2 who yells.)

BETRA-NA: Do not worry, Dovan. I only needed the distraction.

ASSASSIN #5M-01: The Sa will never rest 'til you are dead, Premier. You may have captured me, but I will tell you noth--

(Assassin #1 gets stabbed through the guts, gasps, whimpers, and dies)

BETRA-NA: Then I have no need of capturing you, Assassin.

(Dovan sighs.)

BETRA-NA: Such cowardice! Two assassins! Not at all a fair fight!

DOVAN: Wait, so one assassin would've been okay?

BETRA-NA: Is it not, in the Federation? Your leaders go unchallenged?

DOVAN: I mean, that's not the description I would choose...

(Betra-Na sheathes her sword.)

BETRA-NA: Good. Perhaps your assassins can teach ours something. Since the gods fell silent, Valandria has turned into a planet of pacifists and vegetarians!

DOVAN: Uh, pacifists, Premier?

BETRA-NA: Can you believe it's been over a year since the last challenge I faced? And they couldn't even fight with honor. Pacifism!

DOVAN: I guess that's a... relative term here.

BETRA-NA: No matter. You have come to my aid once again, Dovan, and wielding one of our great blades.

(Dovan swipes the sword around in the air.)

DOVAN: What I really need is the Major's phaser, not this ancient thing.

BETRA-NA: That "ancient thing" is the seal of my office, passed down through one dynasty after another. No male has ever held it. It is the Sword of Duh-MOCK-less.

DOVAN: Excuse me?

BETRA-NA: The Sword of Duh-MOCK-less.

(Pause)

DOVAN: So... I have an idea. Why not celebrate your conquest of your foes by, oh... smashing this thing into a million pieces?

(Pause.)

BETRA-NA: Did the assassin strike your skull, Dovan?

DOVAN: Really, I'd be happy to smash this Sword of Damocles for you. Into a million tiny. little. PIECES.

BETRA-NA: Return the sword. Now.

DOVAN: ...(sigh) yeah, okay.

(He puts the sword back on the wall.)

BETRA-NA: Strange. I am only now beginning to wonder how came you here. Did your lust for destroying artifacts bring you all this way?

DOVAN: It's a very long story, Premier. I'll tell you the whole thing later, when I can be sure I won't disappear halfway through it.

BETRA-NA: I do not enjoy being in your debt - or anyone's. Allow me to assist you.

DOVAN: Thanks, but I need to get back to my crew. They're in terrible danger.

BETA-NA: Oh, well, then, there is nothing to fear. You are in your element.

DOVAN: Excuse me?

BETRA-NA: Element. Do you not know that word? It is Eastern dialect [and fairly obscure.]

DOVAN: I know the word my translator turned it into. Go on.

BETRA-NA: Like any warrior, you thrive upon danger. You left no doubt of that mere moments ago.

DOVAN: I parried, like, two stabs! Barely! I'm just lucky it didn't take any longer for you to skewer the guy! I am not a warrior, Premier!

BETRA-NA: Nonsense. Was it not you who stood with me against the traitor Sorid-Gee? Did we not slay the very gods?

DOVAN: What I am is a Starfleet officer! Sometimes that means fighting, but most of the time it means exploring!

BETRA-NA: Hm.

DOVAN: Agh, this is what the Skipper was trying to tell me, too, isn't it? I guess you both think I really belong in a war zone killing bad guys!

BETRA-NA: This "Skipper" sounds insightful.

DOVAN: She's a pain and so are you!

BETRA-NA: Why this show of humility, Dovan? You once spoke to me eloquently of the need to kill the Jemmadeer.

DOVAN: Jem'Hadar!

BETRA-NA: Yes, them. Would you call those the words of an explorer? Or of a warrior, called to defeat those who would bring chaos and suffering?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: ...I did say that, didn't I?

BETRA-NA: At some length.

DOVAN: I made things pretty easy for myself. Just kill the Jem'Hadar, as many as it takes. A solar system? Why not?

BETRA-NA: I do not know how to ease your troubles, Dovan. Your captain, Rachel Cortez, was a warrior. Naturally, you are a warrior as well. If you will not be one for yourself, be one for her.

DOVAN: Captain Cortez never tried to turn me into a warrior. Even if she'd wanted to, she didn't have time before we lost her.

BETRA-NA: It would be a poor general indeed who selected a first officer without already knowing who he was... and who he would become.

(Long silence.)

DOVAN: I'm not sure I understand what you're saying, Premier.

BETRA-NA: Rachel Cortez was not a fool. Indeed, I found her to be a very good judge of... character, Commander.

(Pause)

DOVAN: No. NO. That is NOT what she meant! That is NOT why she chose me!

BETRA-NA: Indeed? And what did she mean, then?

DOVAN: She-- I-- We weren't--!

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-16

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - DOCTOR'S OFFICE

(Dovan materializes.)

SHARP: Alcar!

DOVAN: Hi, Melissa.

SHARP: I'll get you some food. Alecz didn't think to ask if you'd had dinner.

DOVAN: No. Not until this is over.

SHARP: Oh, very noble. Also stupid. Starving yourself doesn't bring back the Renegade pilots; it just puts the rest of us in danger.

DOVAN: Are we still in the star?

SHARP: Alecz made his break ten minutes ago. The rest of us are waiting to make sure all the Borg cubes follow.

DOVAN: I take it he wasn't smart enough to send the damn thing out on autopilot?

SHARP: He said he knew you'd say that, and he said to tell you he's not giving up.

DOVAN: Figures. (sigh) I didn't want him sacrificing himself. Why wouldn't he listen?

SHARP: You realize that's exactly how he feels about your plan, right?

DOVAN: Yeah, but this is the captain's job.

SHARP: Even if that were true, which it's not, the ship needs the captain more than anyone else.

DOVAN: Yeah, Underwood told me the same thing once.

SHARP: Well, you should listen! You do this all the time.

DOVAN: I've tried to see it your way -- I really have. I just keep coming back to Captain Cortez. She died for this crew without hesitation. How can I expect less of myself?

SHARP: You've always glorified Rachel's death, but it wasn't some noble sacrifice, Alcar. She was collateral damage in an alien civil war.

DOVAN: No, that's not what I mean. I think she could've made it if she'd let herself heal. But she fought back -- gave us the information we needed before it was too late. She gave the Federation a chance... but it was just too much for her body.

SHARP: You're mythologizing it again. Rachel Cortez died of internal hemorrhaging and a shortage of t-negative blood. That's it.

DOVAN: (bitter laugh) Maybe you're right. Maybe this is just how a warrior like me sees things. (pause) You win. I'll have what you're having.

SHARP: TFK sandwich. Here. (she hands him a plate) Warrior?

DOVAN: Betra-Na thinks that's what I am. Sam Cox too. They say my real talent is for war, not peace. I'm starting to think I've been kidding myself.

(Pause.)

SHARP: And... are you?

DOVAN: Uh, Melissa, this is where you're supposed to reassure me I am a talented explorer who hates war.

SHARP: I don't doubt you hate it, Alcar, but aren't you pretty damn good at it? Even I'm impressed watching you in combat. Horrified, but... of course you won a hundred medals in the War! It's peace you don't know what to do with. You as The Great Explorer, it's like... ...it's like watching a dolphin try to play baseball.

DOVAN: I can change that!

SHARP: Isn't that what you've been trying to do for two years? How's that going for you? We are who we are, Alcar.

DOVAN: Only what my times made me. The Borg attacks, the... the Dominion War!

SHARP: My stomach was spilled open by a Jem'Hadar kar'takin on Starfleet Medical's front lawn. You weren't the only person who lived through the War. But look at me and then look in a mirror, Alcar. We didn't come through it the same. The things you've done... your legacy was never going to be a big treaty or voyage... or even some third-class nebula named after you.

DOVAN: Uh-huh. So what is my legacy, Melissa? The Battle of Betazed? Second Chin'toka?

SHARP: I'm sorry, Alcar.

DOVAN: What's my legacy?

SHARP: Gevinon.

DOVAN: No... No...

SHARP: What else, Alcar? There were six billion people down there, and you "saved" us from every one of them.

DOVAN: It was three billion.

SHARP: It was six. Three billion bluegills you assumed were all enemy combatants... and three billion hosts you assumed couldn't be helped.

DOVAN: Melissa, it was war. More than war: it was everything. It was the survival of all free peoples in the galaxy!

SHARP: A just society must go to any lengths? Is that it?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: There was no other way!

SHARP: You hate Brahms so much, but, when the time came, you piled up a higher body count than he ever dreamed of. And made the same tired excuses to justify it.

DOVAN: Brahms killed innocents!

SHARP: Exactly, Alcar.

DOVAN: No. No. No, Melissa. I did what I had to do, but those bluegill slavers and the walking corpses they lived in? That's not my "body count"! I'll tell you my body count! Cortez! Amara! Westlake! Rol! All the people on this crew who have died for Starfleet's mission! Died believing there are things in this life worth dying for! I know all their names, Melissa! Every one! And if I could, I would give my life for any of theirs! The captain's duty is to [do exactly that, every time, without a doubt in his mind!]

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - BATTLE BRIDGE

YUBARI: Sir, Engineering reports we're well past the red line, and the Borg are still gaining on us.

LORHROK: We just need to buy Kestra enough time to fix the ansible, Commander.

(Dovan materializes.)

YUBARI: She'd better be quick, then! The lead cube will intercept us in-- Captain!

DOVAN: The battle bridge. Finally.

LORHROK: Captain, you're [back!]

DOVAN: Number One, we're out of options, aren't we?

LORHROK: Engineering's trying a new theory, and the Scions [might still come through.]

DOVAN: Are too late. Hail the Borg.

LORHROK: What?

DOVAN: Hail them! Now!

YUBARI: Hailing frequencies open.

(Hailing frequencies beep)

DOVAN: This is Dovan. You get your shot at the ansible in ten seconds! Don't waste it! End hail!

(The channel closes.)

LORHROK: Sir, what are you planning?

DOVAN: I need my chair.

LORHROK: Of course, you're the captain.

DOVAN: Not to sit in it. I just need... this.

(He pulls something out from under the cushion.)

SYLVESTE: A phaser!

YUBARI: Captain, what are you doing?!

(He adjusts the power level on the phaser.)

DOVAN: The ansible, the forcefield, everything that's happening - it's all tied to my signature, isn't it? To my body? So if my body is vaporized...

(He charges it up.)

LORHROK: Alcar, put it down!

DOVAN: Sorry, Commander. You don't get to die for me today. Just this once... (exhale) ...it's finally my turn.

LORHROK: NO!

(Dovan fires! At the same time, the "transible" dematerialization effect starts. But it sounds different.)

(Dovan screams. Dovan's voice becomes distorted and slowed! The ansible effect, too, is repeating, trying to lock on and not quite getting him.)

LORHROK: Sir, you're... you're disintegrating!

YUBARI: Real slowly!

J'NAYA: Bridge! The ansible shield dropped! The Borg beamed it out!

(Sensor alerts at helm.)

SYLVESTE: The cubes are breaking off!

LORHROK: It worked! Captain, are you [okay?]

(All sound stops abruptly.)

SCENE 5M-18

LOCATION: A VOID

(NB: These lines are all happening nearly simultaneously.)

DOVAN: (from 104-08) You’re in worse shape, sir!  I’m getting you out of here first!

DOVAN: (from 301) Hit it. (302) Hit it! (303) Hit it! (305) Hit it. (309) Hit it. (405) Hit it! (4E) Hit it!

DOVAN: (from 100-06) Lieutenant Lorhrok, you'd better quick get on the Smile Shuttle.

DOVAN: (from 104-08) The only thing that matters is that your people stop dying.  And the only way to do that… is to kill the Jem’Hadar.

DOVAN: (from 203-04) Captain... I'm sorry.

DOVAN: (from 309-25) I’m fine, Doctor.  Killing a planet isn’t the soul-destroying horror it’s cracked up to be.

DOVAN: (from 401-12) You know full well I really did it for two bottles of Saurian Brandy.

DOVAN: (from 4K-99) My crew would follow me to Hell, but I'll be damned before I lead them there.

DOVAN: I need you back, Alecz. The galaxy needs you back. Not hiding in this million-watt construction simulator.

DOVAN: I just want something like a kind of peace.

DOVAN: (whispering, repeatedly in background)

You are Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior.

You are Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior.

You are Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior.

You are Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior.

You are Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior!

SCENE 5M-19

LOCATION: VULCAN - LEO CORTEZ'S HOUSE

(Dovan materializes.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Hello? Is the ship safe?

LEO: Alcar Dovan?

DOVAN: That's me. This... isn't what I was expecting.

LEO: Neither was I. You should have asked if I wanted to see you again.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Leonardo Cortez. You're the captain's brother.

LEO: What brings you here... Captain?

DOVAN: I'm, uh... I'm traveling. Visiting some friends.

LEO: Friends. On Vulcan. And you consider me a member of that group.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You know what? Yeah. Yeah, I'd like to talk a bit, if you have time.

(Pause.)

LEO: I suppose. Have a seat.

(They sit down.)

DOVAN: When I gave you the news, I kept things pretty short. I'm sorry about that. I found it very hard to talk about your sister and that mission.

LEO: Clearly. You hardly told me anything about it.

DOVAN: Well, unfortunately, most of the important parts are classified so high they don't have level numbers. But there's one thing I wasn't ready to tell you, because I wasn't sure of it myself yet. Her death mattered, Leonardo. It meant something. To me, to my crew, and believe it or not, to the whole galaxy.

LEO: ...I suppose that's good to know.

DOVAN: You know, she even has admirers on that lizard planet. I talked to one today.

LEO: Valandria, you mean.

DOVAN: Valandria. She told you she was going there?

LEO: She was sorry I couldn't come. I was always the reptile lover in the family. She was much more interested in birds.

DOVAN: Oh yeah? Too bad she missed out on the Tulians. We made contact with them under some pretty interesting circumstances a few months ago...

Dovan's line fades out, and the grandfather clock in the background fades up.)

(Time Passes.)

(The clock fades down and Leo fades up.)

LEO: She always had more trouble remembering names than she let on. She used to say she wished her Vulcan half would carry its weight a little more.

DOVAN: (laughs) You're right, she didn't let on. I never noticed.

LEO: Rachel wasn't perfect, but she was very good at making it look that way.

DOVAN: (sigh) I want you to know I've tried -- I've really tried to be the kind of captain she could be proud of.

LEO: I can tell... And I think... she would be.

DOVAN: I'm not so sure. I've done some things she definitely never would have.

LEO: She saw something in you, Captain. She gave you the "Character, Commander" speech?

DOVAN: How did you know?

LEO: (chuckling) Let's just say you weren't her first protégé to hear it. She meant what she said, though: she knew you were ready to become great, and she wanted to meet that best version of you. Not a clone of herself.

DOVAN: Tell me something. Betra-Na, the premier of Valandria, calls Captain Cortez a warrior. How would she feel about that?

(Pause.)

LEO: Hmm. She wouldn't love it. But coming from a warrior culture, I think she'd take it in the spirit it was meant.

DOVAN: But she'd rather be remembered as an explorer, right?

LEO: Hmm. Isn't a good captain both of those things? Is it necessary to choose?

DOVAN: Huh. Hadn't really thought of it that way before.

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-20

LOCATION: THE HARKLESS HOME - PACIFICA

(We hear waves, seagulls, etc.)

(Dovan materializes.)

MRS. ROBERTA HARKLESS: Captain Dovan?

DOVAN: Yes? Sorry to intrude, it's usually someone I know. I'll just [be on my way.]

MRS. HARKLESS: I'm not sure whether to pour you a drink or kill you.

DOVAN: You could poison the drink. Do both.

MRS. HARKLESS: Come, sit down, it won't do for you to stand in the hall. I have a question I have needed to ask you for two years, and I never quite get up the nerve to write.

DOVAN: Sure, okay. This is a very nice house. Incredible view. The ocean on all five sides?

MRS. HARKLESS: Why didn't you save them both?

DOVAN: Both...

MRS. HARKLESS: You saved Timura. You saved him that day over Betazed, even though the radiation should have killed you. But Allan...

DOVAN: Allan.

MRS. HARKLESS: (openly crying) You were there! You were right there! I don't know what happened, they won't tell me, but they said you saw it happen. You saw his console explode. And.. they couldn't even bring a body home to me! You could have saved him, too!

DOVAN: Crewman Allan Harkless, Engineering Diagnostician First Class. (pause) I get it, ansible. I still don't know what you were up to before, but I know what you're up to now.

MRS. HARKLESS: What does that mean?

DOVAN: It means Harkless was a damn good kid. Do you have a few minutes?

MRS. HARKLESS: Why?

DOVAN: Because I want to tell you every single thing I remember about Crewman Harkless. About Allan. You deserve that. And, more importantly, (He sits) so does he.

SCENE 5M-21

LOCATION: VALERI HOUSE

MRS. VALERI: Amerigo was so excited to be posted on a Sovereign-class ship. The top of the fleet!

DOVAN: Yeah, I caught him once just kinda staring googly-eyed at the map of the ship in Engineering. It's hard to get your head around that size.

MRS. VALERI: (laughs) That's him all over!

LOCATION: SOMEWHERE ELSE

BROTHER OF CPL. SHANNON EARNEST: I'm not saying Shannon didn't like you. She just didn't like your command style.

DOVAN: Eh. That's fair.

LOCATION: HUNTER HOUSE

WIFE OF RICK HUNTER: He died for nothing! It was supposed to be a routine diplomatic mission, and now he'll never see the face of his baby boy! There is nothing you can say to make that better!

DOVAN: No, there's not. Too many good people died that day, including Rick.

WIFE OF RICK HUNTER: ONE is too many!

DOVAN: Yeah. Yeah, you're right.

LOCATION: ANOTHER FAMILY HOUSE

FATHER OF FIGHTER PILOT: She had done a lot of station duty, but the Excelsior was her first starship. Her going out in one of those little fighters... we were always so nervous, always. But you know what? She never was.

DOVAN: Yeah, not that I ever saw.

FATHER OF FIGHTER PILOT: She was doing her part, she said. We... well, we chose that for her epitaph. I'm sorry, I probably shouldn't get into those things...

DOVAN: It's okay. You can tell me whatever comes to mind. I'm just here to listen.

SCENE 5M-22

LOCATION: MEGASHIP TRIASSA ONE - THE PARK

(Dovan materializes.)

BRAHMS: Welcome back.

DOVAN: I didn't think I'd see you again.

BRAHMS: We should both be so lucky.

TRIASSA: The delay in solving this dilemma is regretted.

DOVAN: Triassa. So it was you. What did you do, exactly?

BRAHMS: The Scions had been trying for hours to modify their own ansible to lock on to you. When you vaporized yourself, it weakened the Borg ansible's lock on you enough for the Scions to finally break through.

DOVAN: So why did I keep traveling after that? You could have sent me straight back here... or to the Excelsior.

TRIASSA: It must be realized that the ansible modifications made by the Borg are not well-understood. It was not the Scions who had primary control.

DOVAN: Oh yeah? So why do I feel like they had their thumb on the scale for this last portion of my "travels"?

TRIASSA: It is accepted that independent life forms will draw their own conclusions. But perhaps the reason for this final meeting is merely continuation, rather than explanation?

BRAHMS: Triassa, I told you, I don't want to talk about it. Not with him.

DOVAN: Huh?

BRAHMS: Ignore him. He's being deliberately obscure.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: So don't be deliberately obtuse, Isaac. They're talking about Alex Rol, Captain.

DOVAN: Kestra told me she gave you the news....

BRAHMS: Then you also know I can hardly remember his face. His voice. Bad enough to lose my only friend's future; how much worse to lose his past as well. (pause) I just hope I said goodbye.

DOVAN: Brahms... (pause) I hope so, too.

TRIASSA: And you, Dovan? Do you feel better, having said goodbye?

DOVAN: To Rol? I didn't get [the chance to say goodbye.]

BRAHMS: No, not to him.

DOVAN: Then what do you [mean?]

(Dovan is beamed away by the Transible.)

SCENE 5M-23

LOCATION: SHUTTLEBAY

(Dovan materializes.)

DOVAN: Great. One last mystery.

J'NAYA: Captain! You're back!

(She hugs him.)

DOVAN: Whoa! Easy there!

J'NAYA: Kestra to Lorhrok! The captain's back on board!

LORHROK: Thank the Maker! We weren't sure you were still alive, sir.

DOVAN: For a few seconds there, Alecz, I was pretty sure I wasn't.

LORHROK: This time we have to find a way to keep you [from transporting out again.]

DOVAN: I don't think that'll be necessary. My gizmo's gone, which means the Scions don't think I need it anymore. Try to get a transporter lock on me. I'll hold still.

(Pause. Yubari works controls on the bridge.)

YUBARI: It's working! I've got a lock!

DOVAN: (long sigh) It's over, people. I'm home.

SCENE 5M-24

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - READY ROOM

SHARP: So what did the total number of jumps turn out to be?

DOVAN: Two hundred and ninety-one. And boy are my arms tired. (silence) That was a joke.

SHARP: Do you have any idea what Brahms meant? About saying goodbye?

DOVAN: Yeah, I think so. The thing is, I lost all these people, but I never mourned them. For a while, it was just because there were bigger things to worry about. But... did you know today makes two years since Gevinon?

SHARP: Alcar.

DOVAN: You're right, of course you knew, we've just been trying not to talk about it for two years. Gevinon was the first thing I thought about when I woke up. Then I spent all morning trying to push it away. It's a reflex, now. I'd had plenty of time, and I still hadn't done what I'd needed to do.

SHARP: Which is what, exactly?

DOVAN: I dunno, just... come to terms. Spend a little time with their memories... They deserve that, don't they? To be remembered for who they were, and not just for what I did to them?

SHARP: So what's your answer to Brahms's question? Do you feel better?

DOVAN: ...I do. And that's funny. Because I shouldn't.

SHARP: Why not?

DOVAN: Because when I got back, I took a look at the list of casualties we've suffered since Valandria.

SHARP: And?

DOVAN: I missed three.

(Sharp takes a deep breath)

DOVAN: What?

(Pause.)

SHARP: What I'm supposed to say is, "Nobody's perfect. You try. Harder than anyone could ask." And that would even be true.

DOVAN: But what are you actually gonna say?

SHARP: That you forgot six billion!

DOVAN: I don't know what I'm supposed to say to that.

SHARP: Then maybe you should listen! (pause) What if they'd surrendered, Alcar? What would you have done then?

DOVAN: They were never going to do that.

SHARP: Maybe not, but that's not the point. In that one universe in a million where Gevinon did surrender, you would have been up a creek. Because, for your plan to work, they all had to die! That's not war, it's only murder! You're a war captain because you made choices in war that you can't take back in peace. And you'll be waiting a lonnnnng time for another chance to fix that.

DOVAN: How long do you have in mind?

SHARP: Well, Odysseus spent twenty years getting home.

DOVAN: Who?

SHARP: For God's sake, Alcar! Your life revolves around the Sword of Damocles, and you never bothered to read any other Greek myths? Try it sometime, you'll learn something: Odysseus's sin was the same as yours, and the same as Brahms'.

DOVAN: From context, I'm guessing murder?

SHARP: No, hubris.

(Silence.)

SHARP: So... What now?

DOVAN: (deep breath) How about breakfast? Tomorrow morning, marine mess so we can use their deep fryer.

SHARP: And we pretend this never happened?

DOVAN: No... this was uh... Hm... I mean, I think we um... (pause) I thought... (pause) I thought I would hate you. When you finally told me that, I mean. I thought I'd hate you. It's why I never let you.

SHARP: I thought you'd hate me, too.

DOVAN: I don't.

SHARP: Then, we... Maybe we should let one hard truth sink in before we face the next one?

DOVAN: Bingo. That's what I was trying to say.

SHARP: You don't know Homer but you know bingo?

DOVAN: Fiorella's Pizzeria didn't have Homer Nights.

(She heads for the door.)

SHARP: See you tomorrow.

(She exits.)

SCENE 5M-25

LOCATION: SPACE

SHARP: Chief Medical Officer's Log, supplemental. Mark medically privileged and encrypt, command lockout, authorization Sharp two four one ten. He hasn't guessed. Amasov practically told him -- would have, if he'd been more lucid that day -- but Alcar didn't get it. As God is my witness, I hope he never does. Ansibles transmit data, not matter. First thing Alecz said when he heard. So how could an ansible send a matter stream across the galaxy? Turns out... it can't. When it was over, we checked internal sensors. Whenever Alcar appeared, the overall mass in the room didn't increase, like a real transporter. The mass stayed the same. Alcar wasn't being transported. He was being vaporized... then rebuilt somewhere else from a blueprint. New matter, new body... new Alcar. That's why the Borg are able to do it -- they don't have some miraculous technological insight, they just don't give a damn. I don't know if Alcar would give a damn, either. He doesn't believe in anything as esoteric as a soul, so it could mean nothing to him... or it could mean everything. I don't want to find out. Physically, Alcar is exactly who he was before, right down to the DNA. He remembers all his jumps, so his consciousness must have made the journey -- unless he just remembers it that way. So does it make a difference? We have no evidence and can draw no conclusions. We can only hope. All I can say for sure is this: Alcar Dovan would have given his life for everyone who died on his watch. And maybe now he has.

END CREDITS (SCENE 5M-99)







5.13 And Bear Witness


5.13 And Bear Witness


SCENE 5J-01

LOCATION: AN URBAN BATTLEFIELD

(Air raid sirens sound in the distance. There's also gunfire, cannon fire, and energy weapon fire, all off in the distance.)

PROPAGANDA TRUCK / DIVITIAN PRESIDENT: Attention, rebels! You are in violation of the Divitian Software Licensing Agreement! Lay down your arms and surrender your pirated license keys and you will be escorted peacefully to an Acceptable Use Re-Training Center. Do not force us to continue this pointless conflict, which producers are certain to win. [Save yourselves. Save your families. Save your neighbors. Lay down you arms and surrender your license keys.]

(The truck fades, as we hear a child crying.)

CHILD: (sniffling) Mom? Mom, just hang on 'til they get here.

THE MAN: No one is coming.

CHILD: They said the ambulances would--!

THE MAN: The ambulances just got de-licensed. They can't move. No one is coming.

CHILD: (sniffle) So help me carry her!

THE MAN: Those bullets bit deep. Do you still think we can save her?

(Pause. The child is still crying.)

THE MAN: Me gwinna need to hear you say it.

CHILD: She's dead.

THE MAN: Then you be my responsibility now. The city's surrounded and in flames. You're too young to shoot, but there be other ways you can help.

CHILD: Help?

THE MAN: I am the Man of the Lost City of Kao, and the Grand Army of the Tulian League fights beside me. The Perenalthorias killed your mother, so I offer you the only help I can give you: revenge.

SCENE 5J-02

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior drops out of warp.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Hey, Alecz. What'd'you know about this guy "Gene Roddenberry"?

LORHROK: What's that, sir?

(He rises and starts walking over.)

DOVAN: "Rear Admiral Gene Roddenberry." His name's on our dedication plaque, and I just realized I have no idea who he is.

LORHROK: Oh, he's been around for a while. He was on the Steadfast dedication plaque, too. Chief of Staff, I think?

DOVAN: Oh yeah, it says that here. Huh. I guess nobody can know every admiral. Well, whoever he is, I hope we've done Roddenberry proud.

LORHROK: Two years of exploration. Thirty-four hundred light-years. Four hundred seventy notable stellar phenomena, a hundred twelve sapient races, thirty-five formal first contacts.

(pause) Nobody's put up numbers like that since Tryla Scott.

DOVAN: Well, when you put it that way, he'd better be proud of us. The Singing Suns alone...

LORHROK: The Singing Suns were worth the whole two years.

DOVAN: Ex astris mirificentia. From the stars, wonder. (deep breath) How long you think we'll be in spacedock?

LORHROK: After two years in deep space? It won't be a full R.C.O.H. but we'll be in for a while. Why? Planning how to use all that pent-up leave time?

DOVAN: I just wanna get back out there and do it all again.

SYLVESTE: Approaching the Gateway, Captain.

DOVAN: Ensign... bring us home.

SYLVESTE: Gateway is responding, sir... (button presses, sensor alerts) Gateway is active. Transition in three, two, one.

(They pass through.)

SYLVESTE: Confirming arrival in Union System, Alpha Quadrant.

YUBARI: Sir, Starbase Nine-One-One LSO sends her compliments and instructs us to dock at Berth Nine.

DOVAN: By all means, Ensign Sylveste.

(The turbolift doors open.)

SHARP: Alcar?

DOVAN: Melissa? Neeva? Kestra?

NEEVA: Permission to take our stations, sir.

DOVAN: Permission, uh, granted. But, Melissa, do you even have a...?

(All three start moving toward their posts.)

SHARP: Mine's the one across from Alecz. Technically, I'm ship's counselor.

J'NAYA: We just wanted to help bring the Excelsior into port, Captain.

DOVAN: Of course. Something we certainly need an engineer for. And a counselor.

SHARP: Maybe if the captain wasn't such a basket case...

YUBARI: You know, I seem to recall having a few "counseling sessions" with you myself. Down in the Delta Lounge?

SHARP: Well, yeah! They dropped me out of a starfighter! From orbit!

YUBARI: Pfft. Low orbit. If you'd taken that class with me, Mels, instead of trying to drag me to that party...

NEEVA: Wait, that's where you were that night? You told us you had an overdue use-of-force report!

LORHROK: Well, that should've been your first hint. As first officer, let me assure you that Commander Yubari has never put anything aside to finish an overdue report.

J'NAYA: Oi, in her defense, didn't she turn out to be under the control of a neural parasite that day?

DOVAN: Hold on, hold on: "Mels"? We're gonna talk about that, right?

LORHROK: Better hold that thought, captain. We've entered spacedoors. Sir? The chair's yours if you want it.

DOVAN: Hit it, Commander.

LORHROK: Yes, sir. (he presses the intercom.) All hands, stand by to dock.

SYLVESTE: All decks report ready to dock, sir.

LORHROK: Wait for it... Wait for it... Annnnnd... there! Engage mooring beams.

(Yubari presses some buttons and we hear the muffled sound of tractor beams through the hull.)

YUBARI: Mooring beams engaged.

LORHROK: Lock us off.

(Sylveste presses some buttons and there's a satisfying ka-chunk that reverberates through the ship.)

SYLVESTE: Locked. Docking complete, sir.

DOVAN: Good work, Ensign Sylveste.

SYLVESTE: My pleasure, Captain.

DOVAN: Ah, "captain." Think Admiral Parker'll finally give me the pip to go with that title, Number One?

LORHROK: "Finally"? You've been a commander for barely two years. Wait. Why ask me?

DOVAN: Double or nothing?

LORHROK: (chuckles) Too rich for my blood. Leftenant Warrick, you have the bridge.

WARRICK: Aye, sir.

(Dovan rises. Then he opens his pocketwatch.)

DOVAN: Huh.

J'NAYA: Sir?

DOVAN: My pocketwatch. The one Underwood gave me.

LORHROK: The one that cheats and tells you when parties are?

DOVAN: It started a countdown a few days ago. It's labeled "the end". I assumed it was counting down to our arrival.

NEEVA: It wasn't?

DOVAN: It still has... looks like maybe a week left. Weird.

(He shrugs, snaps the watch shut, and heads for the lift.)

YUBARI: I hope that doesn't mean you're going to get murdered this week.

DOVAN: Eh, it's a weird watch. Probably waiting for me to complete my report for Admiral Parker. Surprise, gonna take a lot longer than a week!

(Everyone follows him to the turbolift.)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

DOVAN: You're all coming? Didn't realize we were so eager to meet the dock commander. Umbilical!

(The turbolift gets going.)

J'NAYA: I'm only coming because I have a date with Jack. Starbase observation deck.

NEEVA: Ooo, I wish my boyfriend took me nice places.

LORHROK: Docking day's a lot of work for the X.O.! And the Chief of Operations.

NEEVA: Sure, but...

DOVAN: Any key work I should know about?

NEEVA: Well, we're going to make sure the base-monkeys replace your chair, sir.

YUBARI: Oh, yeah. I heard it's "lumpy."

LORHROK: Aw, that's just 'cause of the phaser he keeps under the cushion.

(The turbolift stops. They all exit.)

LOCATION: Excelsior Corridor

DOVAN: It's because my chair is a historical artifact, don't you dare replace it, and Numerus Unus, the phaser's supposed to be a secret!

NEEVA: Don't worry, sir. Everyone saw it last month when you shot yourself with it.

LORHROK: Technically, that was the one on the battle bridge.

SHARP: Hell, I'm old enough to remember when Joshua Underwood was gonna shoot him with it.

DOVAN: And I'm old enough to remember the time we met Captain Uhura herself and saw her sitting in the exact same chair so if any of you so much as touches it I will shoot you with the phaser that definitely isn't under it.

(Dovan hits a control and the door to the umbilical opens.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 - BERTH NINE

(They out onto it down an umbilical gangplank, their footsteps clanking on the exposed metal deck of Berth Nine. The door closes behind them.)

NEEVA: Here comes the welcome team.

LORHROK: Is that...?

YUBARI: It better not be.

SHARP: I think it is.

DOVAN: One way to find out. Ho there! Underwood, is that you?

LORHROK: Why's he have so many engineers with him?

YUBARI: Not engineers. They're armed. Security.

UNDERWOOD: Yes, it's me, Dovan!

DOVAN: It's him.

YUBARI: Yeah, we heard.

(Someone else comes down the gangplank.)

MEYERS: Kestra?

J'NAYA: Jack! You made it! Captain, permission to disembark to the observation deck?

DOVAN: Hold up for one minute, I want to introduce you to Underwood.

J'NAYA: Of course, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Alcar Dovan. On behalf of Admiral Parker and Admiral Tenson, welcome home. It's good to see you. And the Excelsior is still...

DOVAN: Breathtaking.

UNDERWOOD: I was going to say "a mess, thanks to you," but fair enough. I must admit the Voltaire wasn't looking too much better by the last time we put in for overhaul last week.

DOVAN: The Excelsior's in order, ready to receive starbase teams. My report. (he hands Underwood a PADD; Underwood clicks through it a bit.) Permission to have off-duty personnel disembark for shore leave.

UNDERWOOD: I'm afraid that can't be authorized just yet.

DOVAN: What?

UNDERWOOD: We got word this morning: the Perenalthorias Council has declared an Enforcement Action.

YUBARI: That's P-Counts doubletalk. You mean they started a war.

LORHROK: On who?

SHARP: Who do you think?

UNDERWOOD: The Tulians. The quantum computers they acquired from the Excelsior collapsed the balance of power. We sent Ambassador Shria Hst to help, but even she couldn't stop it.

DOVAN: Oh Jehosephat!

NEEVA: Acquired? The Tulian Islanders stole those computers from the Excelsior.

YUBARI: I did the investigation myself.

UNDERWOOD: Your resources were limited, Commander, and there's no shame in that. Your own reports called it inconclusive. In light of events, Starfleet Security has decided to put its full weight behind this one.

DOVAN: Meaning?

UNDERWOOD: Well, they are going to find out who helped the Islanders get those computers if they have to tear the Excelsior apart to do it.

LORHROK: Don't you think that's jumping to conclusions?

DOVAN: And you, Underwood? Did Parker send you to tell me because he knows I like you?

UNDERWOOD: No, Dovan. Admiral Parker sent me because I am now in charge of the investigation. He wants me to bring him a name.

SCENE 5J-98

Opening credits.

SCENE 5J-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

UNDERWOOD: And did we ever get the reports from those lockers?

RANDOM OFFICER #5J-1: I'll look into it, sir.

(From behind, Dovan approaching, waving a padd.)

DOVAN: UNDERWOOD! What in the NINE HELLS is this?

UNDERWOOD: Well, I don't know, Dovan, you'll have to stop angrily waving it so I can read it.

DOVAN: Personal logs of the entire engineering staff? You're seizing protected information — private information — and I want to see your probable cause on each and every individual you're targeting!

UNDERWOOD: Well, Dovan, I'm afraid that, under the [Starfleet Security Act of 2375...]

DOVAN: And if you cite the Dominion War Acts from a dozen years ago [one more time...]

UNDERWOOD: Then take it up with the Federation Council, you impossible peacock, not with me!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (snort) You called me a peacock?

UNDERWOOD: (sigh) It was the first word that came to mind.

DOVAN: (sigh) This is a good crew, Underwood, you know that. And they haven't had real R and R at a home port since before Valandria. Lords, that feels like a baker's dozen years ago.

UNDERWOOD: Barely two. The old starcruisers used to go a lot longer than that. It should only take a few more days. Maybe weeks.

DOVAN: (sigh) And Admiral Parker couldn't be bothered to tell me this to my face?

UNDERWOOD: Actually, that was my doing. I was concerned you might do the same thing I did back when I was captain of the Excelsior.

DOVAN: Punch him in the face?

UNDERWOOD: Mmmhmm.

DOVAN: ...You may have been right about that. But the fact remains, you've been here two days and turned up nothing.

UNDERWOOD: I wouldn't say "nothing"...

DOVAN: The improperly filed duty rosters from last year are on me, fine, but Parker knew who I was when he hired me, and Ensign Reeves' false records really are nothing. All you've found about Tulia is that this crew was exemplary at Tulia, under very trying circumstances, and you're punishing them for it. I promise you, none of them were involved. You're tearing up their quarters, reading their personal logs...

UNDERWOOD: People are dying in battles half a galaxy away because of what was taken from this ship a few months ago. Starfleet needs to find out exactly what happened.

DOVAN: We already know exactly what happened. The Tulian Islanders were being incinerated by licensed Divitian engines that were starting fires in their atmosphere. They wanted — well, frankly, needed — our computer equipment so they could crack the license keys and deactivate the engines.

UNDERWOOD: And you said no.

DOVAN: And I said no. Because Starfleet General Orders gave me no way to say yes.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM (FLASHBACK FROM 4K-13)

DOVAN: Maybe I didn't explain this well enough before, Man. We have a law against interfering in other societies. I pushed its limits because you're the good guys on Tulia. But we can't give you advanced technology!

THE MAN: We're not asking you for atom bombs, Captain. We want a little machine that spits out some numbers that will let us seize control of an illegal and dangerous technology.

DOVAN: I'm sorry. There's nothing the Excelsior or its crew can do for you.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

UNDERWOOD: But the Islander leader --

DOVAN: The Man.

UNDERWOOD: -- yes, The Man. He wasn't willing to take "no" for an answer.

DOVAN: Underwood, his people were dying. He didn't have a choice. So, he did what I would have done. He attacked.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR WEAPONS LOCKER (FLASHBACK FROM 4K-15)

DOVAN: I'm sorry, Mister Man. We'll each have to fix our problems by ourselves.

THE MAN: Me had to ask, one more time.

(He pulls out a phaser.)

DOVAN: What?! That's one of our phasers! Where did you--AGGH!

(The Man shoots Dovan.)

LORHROK: What are you doing?!

THE MAN: Fixing our own problems, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Security! to Deck Ten, SectionAGH!

(He's shot, too. His body hits the deck.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

DOVAN: And that was that. They broke into equipment lockers with forged access codes, then blasted their way out with the stolen phaser.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (FLASHBACK FROM 4K-17)

YUBARI: We can't figure out how they broke through the transporter lockout so fast. This morning they thought it was magic.

SHARP: Who was on duty?

YUBARI: Meyers. Doctor Maiek is with him. Stunned. Are they okay?

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

DOVAN: We were fine, but the Tulians were already on the planet, using our tricorders to take over Divitian equipment. That created enough distractions across the planet that we were able to rescue Neeva and Kestra, who were being held hostage by the Capital. Did I mention that? How the Divitian licensing scheme made the Capitol put two of my officers on death row?

UNDERWOOD: Captain, do you think your sympathy for the Man and his Islanders affected your investigation into the attack in any way?

DOVAN: Uh, yeah, definitely.

UNDERWOOD: Would you care to elaborate on that?

DOVAN: Depends. Are you recording this conversation for the official record?

UNDERWOOD: (deep sigh) (He deactivates his padd) Speak freely, Dovan.

DOVAN: If you broke into Commander Yubari's logs, you already know I told her not to turn it into a crusade. Whoever masterminded the attack -- The Man, one of his lieutenants, whoever -- didn't just save Neeva and Kestra, but probably a lot of Islanders, too. I'd happily give him one of my many medals. But Starfleet would throw him in prison instead.

UNDERWOOD: Yes, well, geopolitical morality aside, don't you think we at least ought to find out how The Man forged your personal access codes and hijacked a transporter?

DOVAN: Curious? Yes. Prepared to imprison somebody for it? No, not really.

(Another officer comes running up.)

RANDOM OFFICER #5J-2: Commander Underwood!

UNDERWOOD: Yes, Petty Officer?

RANDOM OFFICER #5J-2: We found something in Waste Reclamation. Something you should see right away.

SCENE 5J-04

LOCATION: ADMIRAL PARKER'S OFFICE - STARBASE 911 (FLASHBACK FROM 203-01)

PARKER: Do you know what the hardest part of command is, Mr. Dovan?

DOVAN: My guess is the chair. I've tried it out. It's not as well-cushioned as they say.

PARKER: It’s the act of taking responsibility. (pause) A Starfleet captain can think himself a hero — a God, even — and no one will question him.  There isn’t one man in a million who can do what we do.  For good or evil, a captain will always be more legend than man. But he knows better.  He knows that things go wrong – sometimes those things are his fault, sometimes... sometimes circumstances are beyond his control. (pause) But a captain is held responsible for everything that happens under his command, regardless of the circumstances. A captain is only human... but we hold him to the standards of God.

SCENE 5J-05

LOCATION: SCIENCE LAB - OVERLOOKING WASTE EXTRACTION

(A small anti-grav field is running on one of the desks.)

UNDERWOOD: So what exactly have you fished out of the proverbial pipes for me, Leftenant Commander?

DOVAN: Three threads suspended in an anti-grav field? (He touches it) OW! Okay, I'm intrigued.

LORHROK: You should be. Those white "threads" aren't string. They're quantum control filaments.

UNDERWOOD: And the smell?

LORHROK: Well, it is Waste Extraction.

J'NAYA: Ask him what it used to be, sirs.

LORHROK: I was getting there!

UNDERWOOD: Alright, Commanders, what did it "used" to be?

(The door opens, Jack Meyers enters wheeling a big piece of equipment, an imager of some kind.)

J'NAYA: An isolinear processing chip. The casing and cores were destroyed, but control filaments are resilient. Take months to fully break down. And they contain the chip's core logic. Jack, glad you're here with that imager; get it hooked up for the sweep.

JACK MEYERS: Right you are, boss-lady.

(Jack hooks up the machine.)

UNDERWOOD: I thought we stowed old isolinear chips for reprogramming. How'd this get to Waste Extraction?

J'NAYA: Well, that's just it.

LORHROK: A chip is too expensive to throw away. If you really need to, you recycle it in the replicator.

J'NAYA: But the replicator'd keep a log. So either someone dropped a chip in the toilet and didn't tell anyone...

LORHROK: Or someone flushed it deliberately so it would go missing without a trace.

J'NAYA: ...and we're leaning toward the latter.

DOVAN: Why?

LORHROK: Because the filaments contain forged access codes for one Commander Alcar Dovan.

DOVAN: Forged? Are you sure?

J'NAYA: Unless you put your access codes on an isolinear chip, corroded away the outer casing with some kind of strong acid, then flushed what was left.

DOVAN: I'm not sure you're familiar with Bolian plumbing requirements, Miss J'Naya, but what you just described is more plausible than you might think.

LORHROK: We'll know in a minute.

DOVAN: And how's that?

J'NAYA: I'll have Chief Meyers explain.

MEYERS: No, uh, no, Commander, I'd really rather you did.

J'NAYA: Really? Just trying to make you look good in front of the boss. Okay, well. Some of the code segments are corrupt, but we got lucky: the metadata blocks were only scrambled, probably by whoever tried to destroy the chip. One of Neeva's algorithms is unscrambling that data now.

LORHROK: You see, each workstation on the ship saves a record when it's used to reprogram a chip, and, once we know which workstation was used, the computer will check who was logged in at the time.

UNDERWOOD: A login could be forged, too.

LORHROK: Without another forged control chip, not easily... and Commander Yubari can check surveillance footage to see who was in the area at the time.

J'NAYA: We'll at least be able to rule out your "put my codes on a chip then accidentally flushed it down the head," theory, Captain.

DOVAN: Or prove it.

MEYERS: You're all set up here. If you'll excuse me, Commander, I left a warp field diagnostic running in Engineering that I should get back to.

J'NAYA: That can wait a minute, Jack. Don't you want to see who it is?

MEYERS: Alright. Uh, Yeah. okay.

LORHROK: I should mention, sirs, we were very lucky to find this. We wouldn't have without the extra manpower Commander Underwood threw at us.

DOVAN: If this thing is what you think it is... why wouldn't a forger just dump the remains of a control stick into space?

LORHROK: Same reason Bev Rol couldn't drop that dicosilium memory chip into space a few years ago: EVA and space dumps are logged to within an inch of their lives.

(The computer beeps to indicate that it's finished.)

J'NAYA: We have a result! Workstation K-Seven-One-Six-Four, Deck Twenty-Two.

UNDERWOOD: And who was logged in at the time? Let's see his face.

LORHROK: Bringing it up now...

(Something comes up on the screen as Lorhrok enters more commands.)

DOVAN: What?

J'NAYA: It can't be!

LORHROK: Who is it?

J'NAYA: Jack! What am I... [seeing?] what did you...[do]?

MEYERS: I... I... I'm sorry, Kestra.

DOVAN: It's Chief Meyers, Alecz. Whoever forged my access codes used Meyers' account. And, from his face, Mister Meyers isn't the least bit surprised about that.

J'NAYA: Now, hold on, [Captain!]

UNDERWOOD: You were the one on transporter duty that day, weren't you, Chief? We were wondering how they managed to operate it. Perhaps you helped them.

MEYERS: I... I don't know what to say, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Master Chief John Edward Meyers. By the authority of Admiral Athos Roark-Parker, I'm placing you under arrest.

J'NAYA: What?

MEYERS: Yes, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Security? Please take the suspect into custody. Chief, you have the right to remain silent. Anything you say [can be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney and to have an attorney present during questioning.]

DOVAN: Now hold on, Underwood. I'm sure there's some reasonable explanation for this.

UNDERWOOD: Then you can discuss it in the starbase brig, because Mister Meyers is now the prime suspect in a crime that started a war. Officers, read him his rights--

RANDOM OFFICER #5J-2: Yes, sir.

UNDERWOOD: --then take him away.

SCENE 5J-06

LOCATION: SPACE

(A ship flies past.)

LOCATION: AN ALIEN SPACE CRUISER - COMMAND DECK

(A computer alert goes off.)

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: The Perenalthorias Council fleet has broken off pursuit.

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: Fortunate for us.

THE MAN: We be livin' to fight another day, Shipmaster. Nor will the Council soon forget what our Alliance just did to their shipyards.

(In the background a door opens and the child walks out onto the deck.)

CHILD: Sir?

THE MAN: Oh, yeah, Nessie?

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: Mister Man, a battlecruiser is no place for a child. Would you kindly remove your ward from the command deck?

CHILD: There's a call for you. From the Judaat prime minister.

THE MAN: Thank you, Ness, Me be takin' it in my quarters.

(The Man begins to leave.)

SHIPMASTER JERRIN: Before you go, "Mister" Man... Strategos, how many of our brothers' songs were silenced today?

(Synoll presses some buttons to bring up the report.)

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: Nineteen thousand, two hundred and forty.

THE MAN: And how many Council wings be clipped in exchange?

STRATEGOS SYNOLL: Intelligence is still preliminary, but we estimate twenty-seven thousand aboard the shipyards.

THE MAN: In other words, we won. Any more questions, Shipmaster? (Pause) I thought not.

(He exits.)

SCENE 5J-07

LOCATION: READY ROOM

YUBARI: I still don't quite understand, sir.

DOVAN: Then let me make it simple, Miss Yubari: I want you to prove Chief Meyers' innocence. Quickly and irrefutably.

YUBARI: Um, yes, sir, I'll do everything I can. But... what if he's guilty?

DOVAN: As of this moment, Commander, that is no longer a possibility you are at liberty to consider.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

NEEVA: The forged command codes can explain how the Islanders got into the equipment lockers. But we still don't know how The Man got a phaser. We did a full inventory of the weapons lockers -- none missing.

LORHROK: Let's hammer that, then. The isolinear chip points straight at Jack. But it is awfully convenient. If we can prove he's been framed...

NEEVA: I was going to say just the opposite. Find out where the phaser really came from and we might learn the truth about the chip.

DOVAN: Whoa whoa. I think our leading theory shouldn't be some kind of conspiracy. There's probably some logical, innocent explanation for what we found in Waste Reclamation.

YUBARI: With all due respect, sir, that's the dumbest thing you've ever said to me.

DOVAN: Yeah, right. You have a catalog? What was the previous record-holder?

YUBARI: Quote, "Belay that, prepare for an L-4," unquote, Stardate Five-Nine-Nine-Five-Three-Point-Five.

DOVAN: ...Okay, fair enough.

YUBARI: Sir, the forensic evidence clearly establishes that Jack Meyers forged your command codes a few hours before your same command codes were used to steal advanced Starfleet equipment. That equipment instantly reversed the balance of power on Tulia and has now plunged a major interstellar power into civil war. So, unless somebody else gave fake command codes to The Islanders that night and framed Meyers, the Chief is going to New Zealand Penal for a very long time.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Fine. Meyers was framed. But focus your investigation on external suspects. Maybe the Islanders did it. Maybe a Changeling infiltrator. But I made Underwood the same promise I'm making you: no member of the Excelsior crew helped the Islanders.

YUBARI: Captain, there are hundreds of people in this crew. How can you possibly make that promise?!

DOVAN: A little something called FAITH, Miz Yubari, and I will thank you to remember that when you speak about members of this crew! Dismissed!

LORHROK: Sir, I'm certain [Commander Yubari didn't intend it that way.]

DOVAN: All of you! Dismissed!

(Yubari exhales dangerously.)

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

(He leads Neeva and Yubari out to the bridge.)

(Dovan sinks into his chair.)

DOVAN: (a deep sigh) (pause) Damn it all to hell.

SCENE 5J-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM (FLASHBACK FROM 4K-13)

DOVAN: If you can think of a loophole, Number One, I'll jump on it like a grenade. Right now, all I see when I close my eyes is the Prime Directive, written in stone letters twenty thousand meters high.

LORHROK: I know, and you're right, it's just... a long time ago, you told me if I ever have to decide between regulations and lives...

DOVAN: ...save the lives. (pause) I wasn't the captain, then.

LORHROK: You asked why I joined Starfleet.

DOVAN: Actually, I asked whether you regretted joining.

LORHROK: Never had occasion to, sir. Even when I lost Simon, and then Bev, it was because they believed in Starfleet's highest principle: "a just society must go to any lengths to defend others."

DOVAN: (Exhales) You're not talking about Neeva and Kestra there, are you?

LORHROK: I saw the bodies after the skyfire too, sir.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: My first duty is to my crew, and that includes not getting you all imprisoned.

SCENE 5J-09

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 - BRIG

(Dovan enters. Meyers jumps to his feet in his cell.)

MEYERS: Sir!

DOVAN: Nice salute, but relax, Chief. That's an order.

MEYERS: (deep breath) Okay.

(Dovan deacticates the forcefield.)

DOVAN: So. Why'd you do it?

MEYERS: Captain, I know this looks... really bad, but I swear to you, I did not give the Islanders anything wi[thout authorization.]

DOVAN: Chief, you're a member of my crew, I believe you, don't worry about that. But you have, as you say, put yourself -- and me -- in a bit of what my favorite mother likes to call "A Circumstance." You didn't help the Islanders. So why'd you forge my command codes?

(Pause.)

MEYERS: For Kestra.

SCENE 5J-10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM (FLASHBACK FROM 4K-11)

SHARP: Chief, beam me and my wounded directly to Sickbay! Energize!

MEYERS: Right quick!

(He beams them out.)

DOVAN: Chief Meyers... where's Mister Lorth?

MEYERS: I relieved him, sir. I needed to help get Commander J'naya back. Where is she?

DOVAN: I don't know, but, Chief, we will get her back.

SCENE 5J-11

LOCATION: STARSHIP 911 - BRIG

DOVAN: Okay, you wanted to save your one true love. Understandable. First, you took extra transporter duty... then, you forged my command codes. What did you have in mind there? A trade? You give the Man quantum computers, he rescues Kestra?

MEYERS: Something like that, sir. But I didn't [go through with it, I swear.]

DOVAN: I know, you didn't actually do it.

MEYERS: Once I thought it through, how could I? What was happening to the Islanders was terrible, but I can't go playing God with a whole civilization, just little old Jack Meyers making that decision by himself.

DOVAN: You're dead right about that. It wasn't your place -- not even to think about it, Chief.

MEYERS: Right, that's why they call it the Prime Directive.

DOVAN: But we can have a long chat about that after you're exonerated. Go on.

MEYERS: So... I burned the chip with xylathoric acid. Thought it would be strong enough, nobody'd ever find the filaments. I never used the chip.

DOVAN: Okay. Okay, that's good. Now we just have to figure out how we prove it to a court-martial board.

MEYERS: You... think it could come to that, sir?

DOVAN: Chief, I'm not going to let this come back on you. You're not going to jail, you're not losing your career, you're not walking out of this with so much as a light fog of suspicion hanging over your head. If you go before a court-martial board, it'll only be so we can vindicate you, once and for all. I promise, okay? ...but, yes, Admiral Parker wants heads, so I think a court-martial is in our future.

(The forcefield deactivates. Kestra enters.)

J'NAYA: Oh, captain!

MEYERS: Kestra!

(A bottle shatters.)

J'NAYA: Oh, good gravy. That was a nice wine, too.

DOVAN: Let the basemonkeys clean it up, Kestra. We'll call it a down payment on what they owe us for falsely imprisoning the Chief.

J'NAYA: Sir, I'll just [wait until you're finished.]

DOVAN: No, we're all finished. I've still got an appointment to keep.

(He checks his pocketwatch.)

J'NAYA: Magic clock close to zero yet?

DOVAN: Nah, few days to go.

(Dovan exits.)

MEYERS: What are you doing here, Kestra?

J'NAYA: That's a pretty dumb question, Jack. You promised me a date on the starbase. Well... this is the starbase!

MEYERS: (chuckles) It's the brig.

J'NAYA: The starbase brig!

MEYERS: Kes, I appreciate it, but, if you're seen with me now it[, I hate to say it, could hurt your career.]

J'NAYA: Mister Meyers, I understand you almost committed a galactic felony for me!

MEYERS: Is that, uh... are you saying that as a good thing?

J'NAYA: Oh, well, if you'd actually done it, who knows? Tough choice then. But almost? Almost is perfect.

SCENE 5J-13

LOCATION: STARBASE COURTROOM

(Admiral Parker enters, flanked by two other officers: Commodore Robinson ("Commander Dogface") and Captain Kel Marya.

MASTERSON: All rise for the Officers of the Court!

(All rise.)

PARKER: Order, order.

(Parker strikes a bell with a small stick. Chime-chime, chime-chime, chime-chime.)

PARKER: This court is now in session. Be seated.

(All sit.)

PARKER: Commander Alcar Dovan, the accused's commanding officer, represents the accused. Caitlin Dor, attorney-at-law, will advise them. Commander Joshua Underwood represents Starfleet and Lieutenant Ska of Tellar, attorney, will advise. As to the members of the court, Admiral Tenson is away on assignment. I have therefore appointed Commodore Robinson, of Task Force Eighty-Six; Captain Kel Marya, of the U.S.S. Voltaire; and myself, Vice Admiral Athos Roark-Parker, Commanding Officer, Starbase Nine One-One, Union. Hearing no objection, I will n[ow ask Commander Masterson to read the charges.]

(Dovan rises to his feet.)

DOVAN: I object.

PARKER: Please remember you are addressing this court, Commander Dovan.

DOVAN: Fine. I object, sir. I served on the Merrimac under Commodore Dogface -- I mean, Commodore Robinson. He had me transferred to the Virginia. I think there's a risk of prejudice to my crewmember's case.

PARKER: (exhales) Captain Kel, your evaluation?

KEL: The Merrimac was almost twenty years ago, sir. Commander Dovan and Commodore Dog-- er, Robinson, have both gone on to decorated Starfleet careers. Besides, Commander Dovan is not the one on trial here. Which is good, because I'd have to recuse myself, too: we've been friends since we served on the Tokyo.

PARKER: Commodore, do you have anything to add?

DOGFACE: Only that I harbor no ill feeling toward my former CONN officer, and I'm sorry to hear that he suspects otherwise.

PARKER: Objection overruled. Commander Masterson will read the charges.

MASTERSON: Chief Petty Officer John L. Meyers?

(Meyers stands.)

MEYERS: Present.

MASTERSON: You are charged with one count of felony forgery, one count of illegal arms dealing, two counts of theft from a military installation... and one violation of the Prime Directive, in the first and highest degree. Specification: that, on Stardate six-one-three-four-seven-point-seven, Chief Meyers did transfer forged command codes into the possession of the Tulian military leader known as The Man, which The Man did use to access Excelsior equipment stores and acquire advanced technology that transformed his society. Chief, how do you plead?

MEYERS: Not guilty, ma'am.

PARKER: A plea of not-guilty is entered. This court-martial stands in recess until fourteen-thirty hours.

(Parker rings the bell again to call recess. Chime-chime, chime-chime.)

DOVAN: Well, that could have gone better. Where are we on the acid?

NEEVA: Close. Science can date the destruction of the chip to within three days.

DOVAN: Three days? We need to be able to date it to about three hours.

NEEVA: They're working on it.

DOVAN: What else? There's got to be another way to prove Jack never used it. Come on.

LORHROK: Captain, may I have a word?

DOVAN: Of course.

(They exit the courtroom.)

LOCATION: CORRIDOR - STARBASE 911

LORHROK: Sir, what's wrong?

DOVAN: What'd'ya mean?

LORHROK: You've been riding the crew hard on this. Too hard, sir. It's not helping and, frankly, it isn't like you.

DOVAN: I'd throw myself in front of a phaser for any of them. That includes Jack Meyers.

LORHROK: Yes, I know. We know. We all saw you do it a month ago. Did you forget they would do the same for you? And for him?

DOVAN: The crew --! You're right. I'm sorry.

LORHROK: Let them do their jobs, Alcar.

DOVAN: I know.

LORHROK: They will find the truth.

DOVAN: Can I tell you something, Number One? In absolute confidence? That's what worries me.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: You don't believe him. You want to, but you don't.

DOVAN: I believe Jack completely... and so do you. That's an order.

SCENE 5J-15

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SCIENCE LAB

(A test result comes back with some beeps and boops.)

YUBARI: Nope. Negative for fingerprints, negative for DNA, negative for exotics.

NEEVA: Alright. Let's try the isolinear inventory logs again.

YUBARI: Nope. We've been over them a dozen times. It's the phaser, Neeva.

NEEVA: Well, we tried figuring out where the phaser came from more like a hundred times.

YUBARI: Yes, we did. But it's the phaser.

NEEVA: Alright, we'll try tracing the phaser again. Right after we get [through these inventory logs, okay?]

YUBARI: Neeva. It's the phaser.

NEEVA: On the other hand, maybe we should just-- [break for lunch] Oh, spast, you're serious aren't you? You figured something out!

YUBARI: (sigh) The captain has the investigative instincts of a drunk Tellerite. So, when he said the phaser probably wasn't important, I realized it was our best lead. And, the hundred and first time thinking it over, it just... it clicked.

NEEVA: Well? And?

YUBARI: ...annnnd now I'm trying to figure out what to do about it.

NEEVA: Well, you could start by telling me where the phaser came from!

YUBARI: Do you really want to know? The Tulians were going to execute you. The Islanders saved your life.

NEEVA: Yubari!

YUBARI: Fine. Where did we look? For the phaser, I mean?

NEEVA: Every weapons locker, every security office. We didn't have to look further. Every authorized sidearm was accounted for.

YUBARI: Every authorized sidearm.

NEEVA: Yes, which includes every gun on this starship.

YUBARI: Not every gun.

NEEVA: Sure, lost or destroyed guns get de-authorized. And, yes, someone could, in theory, report a phaser destroyed and actually keep it for herself. But we thought of that! You're the one who helped us trace down every weapon on the original registry!

YUBARI: We missed one.

NEEVA: No, we didn't. I can show you the nadion anal[ysis of the splash pattern from Ensign Tigan's gun.]

YUBARI: You're right. We missed two.

NEEVA: Two!? There is absolutely no way we-- (pause) Oh... Oh no. Spast no. Those have to be on the registry.

YUBARI: They're not. I checked on my way here. The one I found was registered to the U.S.S. Tokyo, not the Excelsior -- and was reported lost almost ten years ago, during the last Battle of Chin'Toka. The one I didn't find... is the one The Man used to shoot Lorhrok and Dovan and steal the tricorders.

NEEVA: But that was... We have to tell Underwood.

YUBARI: No. We tell the captain.

NEEVA: I thought you were looking for advice!

YUBARI: And then you gave me that terrible advice to tell Underwood, and that made up my mind. So, thank you.

NEEVA: You just told me you don't trust Dovan's instincts. And if you're right about this, you're right not to!

YUBARI: If I'm right or I'm wrong, he is the captain. We tell him first. He'll have an idea what to do.

NEEVA: And what if he doesn't? I outrank you. This isn't just your call anymore.

YUBARI: You are my senior officer, Neeva. And you're my friend. So you do what you have to do. But if you try to do it before we talk to the captain -- and I say this with all the love in the world -- I'll break both your legs before you get to that door.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Alright. Excelsior Rule Number Thirty-Nine: never get in a fight with the cyborg lady. Let's find the captain.

SCENE 5J-16

LOCATION: SPACE (FLASHBACK FROM 4E-08)

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental. We're a few hours from the Iconian meeting planet. In my gut, I know we'll find the Mapstone there. I’ve never had trouble falling asleep before. Once, on the Merrimac, I slept six hours hanging upside down from a dilithium articulation frame just to annoy Commander Dogface. I know this mission is more dangerous than anything we’ve done since Gevinon... but I slept like a baby before Gevinon. (sigh) If anyone asks, I’m touring the ship the night before a battle. But, confidentially, I’m looking for a nice quiet window seat, a glass of something blue, and a chance to ask myself... why am I afraid tonight?

SCENE 5J-17

LOCATION: STARBASE COURTROOM

J'NAYA: Thirty-three minutes after we run the test, the reagent sets and we're able to see when the acid attacked the isolinear filaments, with a high degree of precision.

DOVAN: And, according to your tests, when was that chip destroyed?

J'NAYA: Between twenty-three hundred and oh-two-hundred hours on Stardate Six One Three Four Seven.

DOVAN: So The Man couldn't have used those codes in his attack at oh-six-twelve hours, correct?

UNDERWOOD: Objection, speculative.

PARKER: Sustained.

DOVAN: Think I've made my point. My compliments to you and the Excelsior science department, Kestra. Your witness, Commander.

(Dovan takes his seat and Underwood rises, checking a couple notes on a PADD as he walks to the witness stand.)

UNDERWOOD: I agree with Mister Dovan; marvelous work, Commander J'Naya. Let me just get one or two things clear. Hmm? You say you invented this method of dating the acid just last night?

J'NAYA: Yes, sir, we did.

UNDERWOOD: Have you had it validated?

J'NAYA: We sent our technique to the Manner Institute for peer review, but they obviously haven't had time yet.

UNDERWOOD: Well, then, Admirals, I think I need to ask for a recess until the Manner Institute gets back to us.

PARKER: For what reason?

UNDERWOOD: Admiral, my job is to prove Chief Meyers guilty beyond a reasonable doubt. If this new technique gives him and his forged codes an alibi, then I'm relieved to admit that I won't have much of a case against him!

DOGFACE: I wouldn't be so quick to give up, Mister Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: With all due respect, Commodore Robinson, I have no desire to prosecute an innocent man.

DOGFACE: Lieutenant Commander J'Naya, your science team invented this method for dating xylathoric acid decay last night out of thin air, didn't you? No one ever dreamed this kind of precision was possible until perhaps three days ago.

J'NAYA: We're Starfleet Science, sir. Making the impossible possible is half the job description, and [my team is the best Starfleet Science team there is.]

DOGFACE: Yet even you admit your unverifiable new technique is only ninety percent reliable. That's not quite the gold standard in forensic science, Lieutenant Commander.

DOVAN: Objection!

PARKER: Commodore Robinson is a judge in this courtroom, Mister Dovan. You cannot object. Miss J'Naya?

J'NAYA: Well, I don't know about gold standards, sir, but we [think the findings speak for themselves.]

DOGFACE: I know a bit, Commander. I came up through science division, and my first posting was aboard a crime lab. I've read your preliminary, and, as far as I can see, your ninety percent confidence should actually be about seventy-two percent.

DOVAN: Objection!

PARKER: Dovan... Commodore, I am curious how far afield [you plan to take us.]

DOGFACE: Just a couple more questions, Athos, thanks. Lieutenant Commander?

J'NAYA: I, well, I stand by my team's work, Commodore, and I'd be happy to send you what we submitted to the Manner Institute this morning.

DOGFACE: Please do. I'll wait.

J'NAYA: Um, okay.

(She picks up a nearby PADD and starts pressing some buttons.)

DOGFACE: Is it true, Lieutenant Commander, that you led this team?

J'NAYA: Yes, sir.

DOGFACE: Is it also true that you're romantically linked to the defendant?

(Dovan jumps to his feet.)

DOVAN: Admiral, objection!

CAITLIN DOR: Admiral, as legal advisor, I really must agree!

PARKER: For the last time, Commander: overruled. Commodore, this court has accepted Lieutenant Commander J'Naya as an expert witness and our inquiry will focus on the material facts.

DOGFACE: Understood.

KEL MARYA: Should we take a recess while he reviews the documents?

DOGFACE: This'll only take a minute.

SCENE 5J-18

LOCATION: STARBASE CORRIDOR

(Neeva and Yubari walk up to the marine guard posted at the courtroom door.)

YUBARI: Corporal!

STARBASE MARINE CORPORAL: Ma'am. (to Neeva) Ma'am.

(Neeva presses buttons on a PADD.)

NEEVA: We have new evidence. May we enter?

STARBASE MARINE CORPORAL: Court is in session, ma'am, so floor access is closed until the next recess. Gallery access is just down the corridor, if you'd like to view the proceedings from there.

YUBARI: Well, Neeva? Should I break his legs?

STARBASE MARINE CORPORAL: Ma'am?

YUBARI: Nothing personal, Corporal. Line of duty.

STARBASE MARINE CORPORAL: Uh-huh...

NEEVA: Our evidence isn't going anywhere. We can wait for a recess.

(They walk away.)

SCENE 5J-19

LOCATION: STARBASE COURTROOM

(In the background, Kestra's still on the stand, collating files and transmitting them to Dogface, who is studying the papers and taking down notes.)

DOVAN: It's not working.

MEYERS: It's not?

CAITLIN DOR: It is. Despite Commodore Robinson's questionable impartiality, it's actually going quite well, Chief. Trust your lawyer.

DOVAN: No. Dogface is going to use this squabbling about the science to open a crack of doubt about Chief Meyers.

LORHROK: He doesn't need a crack; he needs proof beyond a reasonable doubt!

DOVAN: To send him to the stockade for twenty years, sure. To make a cloud follow him the rest of his career? A crack will do. Junior Lieutenant Dovan never should have beamed Dogface into the Mess Hall naked.

CAITLIN DOR: Pardon?

DOVAN: (sigh) ...at least not until the Kretassan delegates left.

LORHROK: They're still going to find Jack Not Guilty.

DOVAN: But that's not what I promised him. Is it, Chief?

MEYERS: Captain, I'm just glad that you and Kestra and the crew believe me. Thanks to all of you, half of Starfleet will be on my side. You've done more than I imagined -- and everything you can.

DOVAN: No, I haven't. I haven't even done what you deserve, Jack. And it's well past time I fixed that.

(The pocketwatch buzzes.)

LORHROK: What's that?

DOVAN: Heh.The end. (Pause. Dovan opens the watch and the alarm stops) Alecz, give this pocketwatch to Underwood. But tell him what time it says first.

LORHROK: Your watch? But isn't this some anci[ent artifact for captains?]

DOVAN: It'll make sense soon enough. Ex astris mirificentia, Alecz. From the stars, wonder. Lords, I envy you.

(He stands up, his chair scraping back.)

LORHROK: Captain, [what are you doing?]

DOVAN: Admiral! Watching Dogface read a PADD is riveting drama and all, but I can tell you exactly how The Man and the Islanders stole our technology and why Chief Meyers' forged codes couldn't possibly have had anything to do with it.

DOGFACE: Objection. This is completely out of order.

PARKER: A panel member cannot object to a witness, Commodore.

KEL MARYA: Alright, Commander Dovan. Why couldn't The Man's forged access codes have come from the Chief?

DOVAN: Because they weren't forged.

SCENE 5J-20

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - THE MAN'S QUARTERS (FLASHBACK)

(The doorbell chimes.)

THE MAN: Come in. Whoever you are. Please.

(Dovan enters.)

DOVAN: Mister Man.

THE MAN: Ah, Captain. Come and join me at the window. Me was just noticing the blackened and burnt-out island of Elpam and wondering how long 'til my island of Kao look the same?

DOVAN: I didn't come to brood.

THE MAN: It's the middle of the night. So what did you come for?

DOVAN: This is a type-one phaser.

(Dovan draws and charges a phaser.)

THE MAN: Is that a threat, Captain?

DOVAN: No. (Dovan un-charges it.) A gift. Stunlocked. Can't kill anyone. Don't try to unlock it; it'll explode.

(The Man begins walking over to Dovan.)

THE MAN: From your United Federation of Planets?

DOVAN: From me. This is the phaser I keep under the cushion of my chair on the bridge. Nobody but me will ever know about it. Is that very clear?

(Short pause.)

THE MAN: Ya' be wearing gloves.

DOVAN: Very astute.

(He sets the phaser on the table.)

THE MAN: Continue, Captain Dovan.

DOVAN: A padd. (Dovan hits some keys on it) I've infected it with a virus. In one hour, everything on it will erase. Its contents will be replaced by a letter I've written to you on behalf of the Federation, formally rejecting your request for aid.

THE MAN: And what be on it til then?

(Dovan sets the padd down on the table.)

DOVAN: Security overrides, blueprints, transporter codes, today's security schedule. Everything you'll need. (pause) You'll be visiting your wounded men. Alecz and I will escort you to Transporter Room Eight. He knows nothing. Nobody knows but me.

THE MAN: Your crew would not approve?

DOVAN: My crew would follow me to Hell, but I'll be damned before I lead them there.

You'll ask me one more time for the tricorders. When it's time, I'll give you this signal: "We have to fix our problems by ourselves." You'll have less than two minutes. Get in, get out, nobody -- nobody -- gets hurt.

THE MAN: ...And my people are saved.

DOVAN: Your people get a few dozen tricorders and a fighting chance. The rest is up to you.

(Pause.)

THE MAN: Why, Captain?

DOVAN: We've got a funny habit, my people. We see a bunch of innocents getting dead and we come up with excuses for why we won't help them. Logistics, laws, a twisted kind of compassion, I guess. Then, after you're exterminated, we promise, "Never again." I just skipped ahead to the part where you're all dead, and I asked myself what I wish I'd done about it.

SCENE 5J-21

LOCATION: STARBASE COURTROOM

(There is commotion in the gallery, but you could hear a pin drop up front.)

(The bell chimes.)

PARKER: Commander, you realize what you're saying.

DOVAN: Yes, sir, I do. I concealed a violation of the Prime Directive. I falsified reports and misled investigators.

KEL MARYA: Why?

DOGFACE: Isn't it obvious, Captain?

DOVAN: Yeah, I hate to agree with Dogface, Kel, but isn't it?

KEL MARYA: No. Explain yourself.

PARKER: Captain Kel, now is [not really the time for further questions.]

KEL MARYA: Admiral, I beg the court's indulgence, as it indulged the commodore.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Very well.

KEL MARYA: Thank you, sir. Mister Dovan: the violation, I think I understand -- but why the coverup?

DOVAN: Uh... because violating the Prime Directive is a really big crime and I didn't want to go to jail?

KEL MARYA: I do not believe that reason.

DOVAN: Why not? Seems reasonable.

KEL MARYA: For a normal person, yes. For Alcar Dovan? You remember on the Tokyo? That Vorta who said the Dominion "couldn't possibly be held responsible" for eight hundred million Cardassian dead?

DOVAN: Gelnon.

KEL MARYA: You knew Vorta were immune to poison, so you baked him a cake filled with a chemical you'd specifically calculated would act as a Vorta laxative.

DOVAN: I was on report for a year. I almost got demoted!

KEL MARYA: Yes. But why?

DOVAN: Because it caused a diplomatic incident!

KEL MARYA: Because you put your name on the cake! Big blue frosting letters. "From Lieutenant Commander Alcar Dovan with all due respect." I've seen you do a lot of things, Alcar. But there was never any doubt who did them. What the hell were you so afraid of this time?

(Pause.)

DOGFACE: Respectfully, Captain, he betrayed his oath!

DOVAN: No! I swore to "protect the natural rights of all sapient beings!" I also swore to obey Starfleet directives. I had to pick. The Oath listed people before orders. It was correct. My mistake was covering it up. My mistake was not trusting you. But supplying the Islanders wasn't a mistake -- it was probably the most good I ever did, forget all my combat medals! -- and if I know anything about what Starfleet stands for, you'll do the right thing and dismiss these charges right now. Otherwise you'll be putting me on trial for stopping a genocide!

PARKER: Mister Dovan, you certainly sound high-minded now that you've been caught.

DOVAN: Technically, I gave myself up.

PARKER: Thus saving a member of your crew. Interesting coincidence: your decision to shred the Prime Directive also saved members of your crew. Tell me: when you suddenly became an evangelist for benevolent intervention, how many other options did you have left for saving Commanders J'Naya and Neeva?

DOVAN: Look, I'm not a lawyer. I'm a captain. Maybe you read Prime Directive paragraph eighteen clause three close enough, you can prove that giving the Islanders the tools to protect themselves wasn't my duty to Starfleet. (pause) But it was my duty, all the same. So, at this point, I don't think I'm the one on trial anymore.

PARKER: As a matter of fact, you never were. This is Chief Meyers' trial.

DOVAN: No, Admiral. It's yours.

(Pause.)

KEL MARYA: Admiral, I think a recess might be in order?

PARKER: Yes, quite right, Captain. I would like both attorneys in the conference room, and, Commander Masterson, if you would get the sector JAG on comms?

MASTERSON: Aye, sir.

(Parker rings the bell again. Chime-chime, chime-chime.)

PARKER: This court stands in recess.

(There is COMMOTION in the gallery!)

(Dovan sits down.)

LORHROK: We beat the bluegills, sir. We'll beat this the same way: together.

DOVAN: You're telling me in the nicest way possible that I should have told you months ago.

LORHROK: Yes I am.

DOVAN: I'm sorry, Number One. I wanted to protect you.

LORHROK: That's pretty generous, since, between you and me and the Chief here, how much of this is my fault? Because of my little speech about "defending others"?

DOVAN: Between you and me and the Chief here, I'm not sure I have much of a conscience, Alecz. Certainly not compared to yours. I'm a very lucky man to have benefitted from it.

LORHROK: Don't thank me yet; I think I saw Neeva leaving the gallery a moment ago.

MEYERS: Uh, sirs? If I may?

DOVAN: Of course, Chief.

MEYERS: I just want to say thank you, captain, and [I just am confused about one thing.]

DOVAN: No. You have nothing to thank me for, Chief. I got you into this mess.

MEYERS: Well, that's just it, Captain, you saved Kestra. But you told me, sir, not to play God. Not even to think it. You said it wasn't my place.

(The doors open.)

DOVAN: Of course not, Chief. I'm the captain. It was mine.

LORHROK: There's our senior staff now.

(Yubari and Neeva and Sharp all walk up. Neeva stomps.)

DOVAN: Commanders, Doctor.

YUBARI: Sir.

NEEVA: We had you, captain. Dead to rights. The phaser on the bridge, the one you keep under your chair. You stuffed a rock under the cushion so no one would notice it was missing!

DOVAN: Good. Now no matter what happens with this trial, at least I won't have to sit on that rock anymore.

NEEVA: Who the hell do you think you are, Captain?! Mark Jameson?! If the Man had asked for phaser rifles, would you have handed those over, too?!

DOVAN: The Man held up his end of the bargain, and we got you out of there alive.

NEEVA: I swore an oath, Captain, and so did everyone on that Away Team - to give our lives before we interfered! Apparently, you didn't swear the same one!

DOVAN: And what about the Islanders? Did they swear an oath, too, or are you willing to martyr them anyway?

NEEVA: You think the Islanders are saints? You think they won't commit atrocities right back at the Divitians - deliberate ones, worse ones - to win? I'm not the one with blood on her hands!

DOVAN: Kirk did it! Captain James T. Kirk on planet Neural. The Klingons gave gunpowder to one native tribe, so Kirk gave gunpowder to the other, so they could protect themselves!

NEEVA: And how'd that work out for him? Do you know what happened to Neural, or did you skip that class? Do you know why the Prime Directive is so strict now? Because the Klingons upgraded their weapons, and so did we. Onward and onward, faster and faster. In just twenty-five years, they learned about grapeshot, trench warfare, the atom bomb! A hundred million people died!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: And? Who won?

NEEVA: Who won? Nobody won! Maybe the few surviving oncologists! The undertakers' guild!

DOVAN: The Klingon Empire was not kind, Neeva! Klingon occupation back then meant military governors, chattel slavery, forced abortions, famine. Kirk gave them a fighting chance. So this is not a rhetorical question: after all those millions dead, who won? The Klingons? Or us? We know how it would've ended if they didn't fight back at all!

NEEVA: That's not fair! People are actually dying because of what you did. You can't pretend to know what would have happened if you didn't!

DOVAN: I have a pretty good idea.

NEEVA: So did Brahms. That's why he blew up New Victoria. How'd that turn out for him?

DOVAN: I helped innocents. I didn't kill them.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: You've always put your crew first, Captain, sometimes ahead of the rules. You taught me that's okay, and I'm grateful. But you were supposed to know that there was a line. Some rules aren't just paper. Permission to be dismissed.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Granted.

(Neeva leaves, walks straight out the big holodeck doors.)

DOVAN: Yubari? Your turn to ream me out?

YUBARI: You're the captain.

DOVAN: Hopefully.

LORHROK: Speaking of which...

(The admirals re-enter from their chambers.)

MASTERSON: All rise for the Officers of the Court!

(All rise. Parker rings the chime. Then the officers of the court take their seats and everyone else then sits.)

PARKER: This court has been forced to consider a most unusual situation. The Judge Advocate General assures us that this is not without precedent, and that the civilizations that make up the Federation have had various approaches to similar problems. The charges against Mister Meyers will be dropped. Yet now we must decide what to do with Mister Dovan while he awaits a new trial. Commodore Robinson, how do you rule?

DOGFACE: I hate to see one of my former officers come to disgrace. But he broke the law. Not any law -- our highest law. And thousands of people are dead because of it. I would rule that Commander Alcar Dovan be arrested and remanded to the stockade on Jaros Two, without bail, there to await trial and, presumably, sentencing.

PARKER: Thank you, Commodore. Captain Kel, how do you rule?

(Pause.)

KEL MARYA: A long time ago, another captain of the Excelsior said this: "I always hoped that, if the choice ever came down to betraying my country or betraying my friend, I'd have the guts to betray my country. Ahead warp nine." That captain was Hikaru Sulu. He committed treason that day--treason which saved the Khitomer Conference and peace with the Klingons. Commander Dovan's actions at Tulia were of the utmost gravity. There will be a trial, and I do not know what the verdict will be. But I would rule that Dovan be released on his own recognizance until then, and that he remain in command of the Excelsior pending its outcome.

PARKER: Thank you, Captain. With the court-martial board divided, I must rule.

DOVAN: If I may say one thing in my defense, Ad[miral--]

PARKER: You may not. (silence.) I would rule for Commander Dovan's immediate arrest and detention pending trial. The Jaros Two Stockade will be notified to send a courier immediately. Commander Dovan, you are hereby relieved of your command of the U.S.S. Excelsior. Commander Masterson, you will take the prisoner into custody. It is so ordered.

(He chimes the bell again. Uproar in the gallery.)

DOVAN: (whispered) Jehosephat.

SHARP: What... what's the sentence? If they find him guilty?

YUBARI: First-degree Prime Directive? Twenty years, give or take.

LORHROK: Captain, you-- We'll help. We'll, uh, [we'll hire the best lawyers.]

DOVAN: No. Don't. I had to help the Islanders, but I did it this way so the rest of you wouldn't go down with me. Let me have that.

(Commander Masterson has walked up.)

MASTERSON: If you'll please come with us, sir.

DOVAN: Oof. Even your "sir" already sounds different.

LORHROK: Captain...

DOVAN: Alecz: just remember. Wherever you go...

LORHROK: ...there... ...there you are. Excelsior! Present! Arms!

(Everyone salutes.)

DOVAN: Thank you, Mister Lorhrok.

MASTERSON: Sir, I must insist.

DOVAN: Lead the way, guards.

(Dovan begins to walk away.)

LORHROK: Order! Arms!

(Everyone lowers their salute. Dovan, Masterson, and the Guards exit through the big doors.)

(Sharp breaks the silence by running out after him, getting into the corridor just as the doors shut.)

LOCATION: STARBASE CORRIDOR

SHARP: Alcar!

DOVAN: Melissa!

MASTERSON: Hold.

SHARP: When will we... when will I see you again?

DOVAN: I don't know.

SHARP: You know, this is exactly why... you and me? Would never work.

DOVAN: You don't date guys who start wars? I honestly can't blame you.

SHARP: Hey. No. No self-pity. You saved thousands of men, women, and children. Somebody else chose to start a war.

DOVAN: You think I did the right thing?

SHARP: Alcar, (chuckles) I figured it out the day we left Tulia. Why do you think I didn't tell anyone?

DOVAN: So why would we never...?

SHARP: Because, when you know you're right, you don't hesitate, you don't ask permission, and you don't give way for anything. Neither do I. And when we're both right, I don't dare imagine what could stop us. But when you're wrong...

DOVAN: (chuckle) That's never happened.

SHARP: It certainly won't happen if we're together -- because we'd kill each other the first time it did. Doesn't work. Look, Alcar, there's a monastery on Jaros Two, mendicants, I know the prior. Maybe some kind of work-release [could happen if Starfleet allows it.]

(Parker emerges at that moment from a side door.)

PARKER: Comman--that is, Mister Dovan, if you'll join me for a moment. The Committee would like a word.

DOVAN: What, the Committee on Highly Decorated Prisoners? Sure thing, Athos.

PARKER: Mister Dovan!

DOVAN: Seeya, Melissa. Thanks.

(Dovan turns and follows the Admiral.)

SHARP: Make good choices, Alcar.

(The door shuts with a hiss on Alcar and the Admiral.)

SHARP: That's the only real power we've got.

SCENE 5J-24

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM (FLASHBACK FROM 301-11)

DOVAN: Quite the opposite, Underwood.  To do nothing -- that would have put the crew at risk.

I put my ship at risk. I put my career at - No, never mind: I threw my career in the incinerator.  But, in the end, I put only one person in any danger of life, limb, or rank. Me. And if I save just one person before I get drummed out, then it was worth it.  Dismissed, Commander.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Doeven--

DOVAN: Don't worry, Underwood. I'll keep your seat warm.

SCENE 5J-25

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - MAIN BRIDGE

YUBARI: No, of course being captain doesn't make him perfect, it just means we're in no position to judge him. We weren't in his chair.

NEEVA: And the flag officers who just threw him in the brig?

YUBARI: Also not in his chair. Not that day. You sure are letting us argue, Kestra.

J'NAYA: Isn't arguing with Neeva the core of your friendship? I'm happy to just sit here on an empty bridge and sip my ale. (takes a sip)

NEEVA: Now, that's hardly fair.

YUBARI: And you're hardly sipping.

NEEVA: So what do you think?

J'NAYA: Oh, I'm not brave enough for politics.

(She takes a big gulp.)

NEEVA: This isn't politics! He violated Starfleet's highest principle!

J'NAYA: Ah, see, when people start taking their principles and ranking them, that's how I know politics is about to start happening to me. Sure, I'll miss the captain. I liked him... and me and Jack, we owe him one, now.

NEEVA: You owe him nothing.

J'NAYA: We'll get a new captain. It's a big fleet. She'll be good, too, in her own way.

NEEVA: Assuming we're not mothballed.

YUBARI: We're not getting mothballed.

(The fore turbolift doors slide open.)

LORHROK: Ah, so this where you've all been hiding.

J'NAYA: The Delta Lounge is dismal tonight.

NEEVA: And the Excelsior is docked and powered down for overhaul. Half the crew is on shore leave. Figured the bridge was open.

(Lorhrok heads over to the captain's chair and takes a seat.)

LORHROK: Well, I suddenly have rather a lot of Saurian Brandy to share -- but I see you're already got [that handled.]

J'NAYA: That stuff's Saurian? Crack it open, sir.

(He does. Cork pops, pours a glass as he talks.)

NEEVA: Where'd you get a bunch of Saurian Brandy?

LORHROK: I walked into my quarters tonight and found several hundred cases stacked up... well, everywhere. I may need a place to stay tonight, Neeva.

NEEVA: My couch is free.

LORHROK: Your couch?

NEEVA: Docking day's a lot of work for a Chief of Operations. I need my rest.

LORHROK: It's oh-one-thirty hours.

YUBARI: Love watching you two bicker, but this is important: who sent the brandy?

LORHROK: Anonymous. But it must have been the captain, making a down payment. He made all those bets with me, and... I... think he knows he's not coming back.

NEEVA: Speaking of coming back, where's Jack, anyway, Kestra?

J'NAYA: Asleep! Turns out being acquitted in a career-ending court-martial is exhausting.

YUBARI: Was the acquittal exhausting? Or the celebration after?

J'NAYA: Mmmm, six of one, Commander.

(Underwood enters the bridge from a turbolift -- then stops.)

UNDERWOOD: Oh! Sorry. I didn't realize all of you... I hope I'm not intruding.

NEEVA: Underwood!

LORHROK: You're one of the crew, Underwood. Have a drink.

UNDERWOOD: Well, actually, I was hoping to [talk to Mister Lorhrok for alone for a minute.]

J'NAYA: Hey, he put Jack on trial!

NEEVA: Kestra, he was under orders.

YUBARI: Gevinon was before your time, Kestra, but Underwood proved he's one of us.

UNDERWOOD: Well, actually [that's rather something I need to discuss.]

LORHROK: He probably has a few good Dovan stories of his own. Come on, Underwood, have a seat.

UNDERWOOD: Well, [Mister Lorhrok, if you'd just let me explain...]

J'NAYA: And a drink. If you all vouch for him.

LORHROK: And a drink. What's your poison, Commander?

UNDERWOOD: Well, you see, that's sort of the thing, exec. Look again.

LORHROK: Huh?

UNDERWOOD: You called me "Commander."

NEEVA: New pip.

(Yubari leaps to her feet with a salute.)

YUBARI: Captain on deck! Attention!

(The others follow suit. Kestra drops her flask, which spills on the floor.)

UNDERWOOD: As you were, gentlemen.

LORHROK: Congratulations, sir. Does this mean...?

UNDERWOOD: Yes, indeed it does. (pause) Now, I know we should all spend tonight talking about your former captain--our former captain. He earned that. However, we have a mission to accomplish first.

(Kestra drops her flask again.)

J'NAYA: A mission? Uh... sir?

UNDERWOOD: That's right. Commander Yubari, begin main computer primary boot sequence.

YUBARI: Yes, Captain.

(Yubari takes her actual station, presses some keys, and the bridge comes to life.)

UNDERWOOD: I want to clear all moorings in two hours. Staff briefing in twenty minutes.

NEEVA: Uh, sir?

UNDERWOOD: Yes, Commander.

NEEVA: It's almost two in the morning, sir. Half the crew is on shore leave. I'm not even sure where Doctor Sharp is.

UNDERWOOD: Ah, Admiral Parker has approved Melissa's transfer request. She's heading to Starfleet Medical to research the Wasting. Hopefully, wake up the last few victims still in comas. Doctor Maiek will be heading up the Excelsior medical department from today.

J'NAYA: Melissa's gone?

(She drops her flask... again.)

UNDERWOOD: As to the rest, Commander Neeva, I can assure you it's a milk run. We're to deliver an emergency shipment of xenite and a fresh herd of yaks to the colonists on Edge, at their request. There and back before beta shift.

NEEVA: Do we have the cargo bay configured for... ...yaks?

UNDERWOOD: That, Commander Neeva, is, in fact, my question for you.

NEEVA: Uh, yes, sir! I'll see to it.

(She heads to her station.)

UNDERWOOD: Exec, my ready room, please.

(Underwood heads toward the Ready Room -- then pauses.)

UNDERWOOD: (clears his throat) Exec?

LORHROK: Oh! That's me!

(He follows Underwood.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(Underwood stops in the middle of the room and turns.)

LORHROK: Sir, the crew is... very tired.

UNDERWOOD: The crew is moping, Commander. And they've every right to. But I suspect Admiral Parker does not want any jailbreaks, and we have our duty. How much buffer time do the lower decks currently get?

LORHROK: Fifteen minutes.

UNDERWOOD: Generous. Your doing or Dovan's? Never mind. Double it. Let them grieve. We'll launch in three hours, then. Recall what crew you can; we'll leave the rest behind.

LORHROK: Aye, sir. Um.

UNDERWOOD: Anything else, exec?

LORHROK: Um, well... the captain told me to give you this.

UNDERWOOD: The Captain's Pocketwatch. (Underwood opens it.) Thank you.

LORHROK: It went back to a regular stardate as soon as the countdown ended.

UNDERWOOD: Who told you? Dovan was under arrest.

LORHROK: I checked it myself.

UNDERWOOD: You did?!

LORHROK: ...yes?

UNDERWOOD: Mister Lorhrok... the Novachron masters designed this watch as a gift for a specific purpose: to thank the captain of the Excelsior for saving their world. Only a captain of the Excelsior can open it.

LORHROK: But Yubari and I...

UNDERWOOD: Yubari, too? Interesting. We both have a lot of work to do, exec. Dismissed.

(They both walk out.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Everyone is now busily at work.)

YUBARI: Captain on the bridge!

(As Underwood takes his seat in the center chair, Neeva approaches with a PADD.)

NEEVA: Captain, Cargo Bay One will be ready for yaks in forty-five minutes.

J'NAYA: Engineering are prepared for initial moored thruster tests.

SYLVESTE: Helm ready as well, sir.

NEEVA: Is there anything else J'naya or I should be ready for on Edge? Xenite implies a botanical plague.

UNDERWOOD: Well, there is one other thing. Although it was probably just a computer error -- almost certainly, actually -- it's just...

J'NAYA: Sir, I have been drinking just a little bit too heavily to put up with this.

UNDERWOOD: Well, Commander, the transmission we received from Edge... the timestamp said Stardate six two one seven naught point nine.

J'NAYA: But... that's five days from now.

UNDERWOOD: As I said, probably computer error. But why don't we find out? Helm, I believe the customary term on this bridge is... ..."hit it."

(Sylveste hit a button.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior powers up and begins to fly out.)

SCENE 5J-26

LOCATION: DELTA LOUNGE (FLASHBACK FROM 4E-08)

LORHROK: So, being-who-looks-like-Alcar-Dovan, perhaps you’d like to take off those heavy metal pips and join us? In fact, I believe this fine young human here was about to buy us another round.

J’NAYA: I was? I mean – yes, I was, wasn’t I?

SHARP: But not for anyone wearing their pips. You understand.

NEEVA: Drinks are only for beings, not for officers.

DOVAN: ...Alrrrright. Let me just—(he takes off his pips)—there.

(The beings who look like the senior staff send up a cheer.)

LORHROK: I knew you could do it!

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental to the supplemental. Now it seems obvious. I’m afraid I might lose all this.

SCENE 5J-27

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: The Licensing Wars, as they came to be known, now involve twenty-eight star systems, and have so far claimed some three million lives. (pause) The outcome remains in doubt.

(pause)

NARRATOR: Three months after his arrest, Alcar Dovan was sentenced to sixteen years' imprisonment.

END CREDITS

SCENE 5J-28 - Post-Credits

LOCATION: SCION SHIP (FLASHBACK)

TRIASSA: And you, Dovan? Do you feel better, having said goodbye?

DOVAN: To Rol? I didn't—

BRAHMS: No, not to him.

DOVAN: Then what do you [mean?]

(The "transible" dematerialization effect begins.)

SCENE 5J-29

LOCATION: A MONASTERY ATRIUM

(Night. Crickets.)

DOVAN: Oh, so that's what he meant! There's nothing people hate more than accurate prophecy, Triassa!

(A monk approaches.)

PRIOR: Brother L? There you are.

DOVAN: Father Prior. Look: the trefoil is out tonight, near Jaros Prime. I'm getting the hang of your constellations.

PRIOR: I'm pleased, Brother L, but perhaps you had better explain it to Father Paul in the refectory?

DOVAN: Why would...? It's my night for dishes again, isn't it? Sorry.

PRIOR: I am not certain that you are, Brother L. Ora et labora, pray and work. It