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4.1 Picking up the Pieces


RECAP

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER (FROM 309-26)

LORHROK: Simon, I don’t want you to think you owe me anything. You saved our lives yesterday.

WESTLAKE: And you saved mine.  Promise me you’ll never doubt that.  Promise me.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

NEEVA: Sir, we only have a few seconds!

WESTLAKE: Help!

LORHROK: Simon’s been tackled!

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT (FROM 302-03)

WESTLAKE: Alecz, I'm terminally ill!  I'm not scared of death!

YUBARI: There are scarier things than dying, Westlake.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

LORHROK: Simon’s been tackled!

NEEVA: We don’t have time!  Get him out of there!

LORHROK: I don’t have a clear shot!

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER (FROM 309-26)

WESTLAKE: Promise me you’ll never doubt that.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

NEEVA: We don’t have time!  Get him out of there!

LORHROK: I don’t have a clear shot!

WESTLAKE: Alecz, HELP!

LOCATION: ENGINEERING (FROM 302-06)

WESTLAKE: Just trying to be optimistic.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

NEEVA: Take the shot, Alecz!

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER (FROM 309-26)

WESTLAKE: Promise me, Alecz.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

LORHROK: Great Prophet guide me.

(He takes the shot.)

WESTLAKE: (screams, dies)

LORHROK: NO!  SIMONNNNNNN!

(looping and overlapping)

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

LORHROK: Great Prophet guide me.

WESTLAKE: (screams, dies)

LORHROK: NO!  SIMONNNNNNN!

NEEVA: We’re outta here!  Shields up!

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER (FROM 309-26)

WESTLAKE: Promise me...

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

LORHROK: Great Prophet guide me.

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM (FROM 307-24)

SIMON: Then... we’re stranded out here.  Alone.

LORHROK: I’m not going to let us die out here, Simon. (pause) That’s a promise.

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE (FROM 309-54)

WESTLAKE: (screams, dies)

LORHROK: NO!  SIMONNNNNNN!

SCENE 401-01

LOCATION: GEVINON SHUTTLE

LORHROK: (quiet gasp)

NEEVA: Alecz, wake up. (pause) Wake up.

LORHROK: (stirring suddenly) Simon!  Where’s Simon?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: On your feet, Lorhrok.  I need your help with the modulators.

LORHROK: But what about – Oh, Maker.  He’s dead.  I shot Simon.

NEEVA: Alecz, I’m sorry.  But this can’t wait.  If the modulators give out...

LORHROK: Yeah... Yes.  Right, of course.  What do you need?

NEEVA: Engine status.  I can’t tell if these bluegill computers are busted or just plain confusing, but I can’t make heads or tails of the damage readout.  A fix on our position would be a nice bonus.

LORHROK: Just (he stands up with a groan)... just show me where.

(He bangs his head on the ceiling.)

LORHROK: Ow!

NEEVA: Watch that ceiling.  It’s a tiny ship.

LORHROK: Was it even built for humanoids?

NEEVA: Very flexible humanoids, I guess.  Who don’t get leg cramps.

LORHROK: Great.

(He stuffs himself into place.)

LORHROK: Nothing I don’t deserve. This image represents the warp core?

NEEVA: As far as I can tell.

(He presses some buttons.)

LORHROK: Well, I’m not sure where we are, but engines are online and pumping out thirty cochranes.

NEEVA: The modulators are only seeing five.

LORHROK: Then it’s a relay problem.  I don’t suppose you found the environmental controls?  It’s a sauna in here.

NEEVA: Oh, I found them alright.  Primary heat dissipators are wrecked.  Which means that even if we can fix the warp engines...

LORHROK: Running them at full power will cook us alive.  But if we don’t run them at full power...

NEEVA: It’ll take almost five years to get back to Federation space.  Air recirculation is at half-power, too.  We won’t suffocate... for now.

LORHROK: What about your Orion pheromones?  Without recirculators... Are they under control?

NEEVA: Oh, yeah!  While you were asleep, I pulled over at a passing starbase and got a pheromone suppression treatment.  I’m sorry I forgot to mention it.  Or to ask for a new life support system.

LORHROK: Oh, good.  Sarcasm.  Try again.

NEEVA: You’re about to find out that being an Orion woman means a lot more than green skin.  We’ll both be prone to short tempers, strong feelings, and weak concentration... just what we need right now.

LORHROK: They should only affect me, shouldn’t they?

NEEVA: Technically, they do.  But my body only starts firing off pheromones when it’s in an estrous cycle.  And, unfortunately, the old slavers called us “animal women” for very good reason.  It’s not a relay problem.  I checked while you were sleeping.

LORHROK: It has to be a relay problem, Commander.

NEEVA: Oh, are we back to using ranks now?

LORHROK: I’ll check your work.

(He steps forward, but Neeva blocks him.)

NEEVA: No.  I did my job, sir.  Do something useful instead.

LORHROK: Like documenting all the ways this ship’s going to kill us?  Maker, Neeva, you can’t even read the engine status!

(Pause.)

LORHROK: The fact that I want to hit you – that’s pheromones, right?

NEEVA: Yeah.  Pheromones.  The feeling’s mutual.

LORHROK: This should be fun.

NEEVA: Shut up, Lorhrok.

SCENE 401-02a

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior cruises by.)

SCENE 401-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY – SHARP’S OFFICE

(Cox comes around the corner into the office.)

COX: Excuse me.

SHARP: Can I help you?

COX: Yes, I’m looking for Brady Winters?  She was here in sickbay.

SHARP: She may have been moved to one of the recovery wards after surgery.  Let’s see.

(Sharp picks up a padd.)

SHARP: Her name was Brady...

COX: Winters.  About five-seven; long, dark hair, looks like she never washes it?

SHARP: Oh, Brady!  Lovely woman.

(Sharp scans through the padd.)

SHARP: She is in, um... Oh, no.

COX: What is it?

SHARP: Can I ask you to take a seat, ma’am?

COX: What is it?

SCENE 409-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Dovan presses the door control to Stellar Cartography.  The door opens.  He enters.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STELLAR CARTOGRAPHY

(The door closes behind Dovan. He takes a few steps down the catwalk, then notices Captain Cox standing out in the center and stops.)

DOVAN: (clears throat loudly)

COX: Hm? (pause) Oh!  Captain Dovan.

DOVAN: Skipper Cox.  I didn’t expect to find you in Stellar Cartography.

COX: Is that what you call this place?  It’s incredible.  A giant sphere of stars, all around you.  I’ve never seen so many.  Until you rescued me and my crew, I never thought I would.

DOVAN: The stars aren’t just something to look at; they’re an extremely valuable tool.  Stellar Cart helps the Excelsior chart new sectors, study plasma phenomena... anything you need.

COX: Oh, do you need to study a plasma phenomenon?

DOVAN: No, I came down here to brood, and the stars are something to look at.  You?

COX: Yeah, same.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Skipper, you ever heard of James T. Kirk?

COX: I admit we’ve been out-of-touch, Dovan.  But not that out of touch.  I grew up on those stories, same as you, from Organia to Johnny Harrison.  The first, greatest five-year mission in history.

DOVAN: You know how many people Kirk lost on that five-year mission?  Total?

COX: No idea.

DOVAN: Seventy-three. (pause) I’ve been in command five weeks, and I’ve tripled that number.  This morning I was at six memorials, and I have twelve more before bed.

COX: Look, captain, if you want to compete in the Pain Olympics [you may as well quit right now, ‘cause I could fill a book.]

DOVAN: I don’t, Skipper.  I want to look at the stars.

(Pause.)

COX: What’s that?

(We hear a faint, very faint, pulsing, sensor tracking noise.)

DOVAN: What?

COX: Those small white nodes.  They’re not stars; they’re too small, and moving way too fast.

DOVAN: Subspace nodules.  Scanner deck picked them up this morning.  Normally, we’d stop to investigate – subspace and normal space shouldn’t be able to interact without a warp field, except in a few exotic theories.  But, with the ship the way it is...

COX: You might want to take a closer look at them, Captain.

DOVAN: It’s just an anomaly, Skipper.

COX: Maybe. (pause) When the Anbar was out in the Big Empty, there was this race called the Sikaar.  Sometimes friends, sometimes not.  This week we were on “not” because of a little accident on their Homeship.  They fired at us with a form of... subspace torpedo.  Followed us for days before we were able to get the Sikaar to call it off. (pause) They looked a lot like these nodules of yours, Captain.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I’m going to have another word with scanner deck.  Excuse me.

(He starts to walk away.)

COX: Dovan!

(He stops in his tracks. Silence.)

COX: It’s not fair, is it?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I don’t know what they’re going to do to me back home.  Drum me out of the service, throw me in prison – hell, maybe they hand me over to Brahms’s people and shoot me.  I don’t care anymore.  I just want them to make sure I never set foot on a starship again.SCENE 401-98 (MAIN CREDITS)

NARRATOR: Episode 1: "Picking up the Pieces."

SCENE 401-04

LOCATION: DOCTOR SHARP’S QUARTERS

(Doorbell chimes.)

SHARP: Come.

(Door opens, Yubari enters.)

YUBARI: Melissa?

SHARP: Asuka!  Come in.

(Sharp stands up.)

SHARP: I’m sorry, I know I said at breakfast that I’d have those symphonies I promised you today, but it’s been busy and let me just see if I can find them...

YUBARI: It’s fine, Melissa.  I just thought I’d check.  I do have that book of crosswords for you, though.

(She hands Dr. Sharp a padd.)

SHARP: Oh, thank you. (she scrolls through) These are going to keep me sane until the ship’s library is back online.

YUBARI: It’s not a problem.  My brother Bezu was an absolute fiend for word games, and somehow my grandmother got it into her head that they’d make a perfect birthday present for me, too.

SHARP: Then I owe you a favor.  And your grandmother two. Really, let me see if I can find you that music...

YUBARI: Actually, I had something else in mind.

SHARP: Really?  I’m game.

YUBARI: Grapevine has it that you’ve been providing the marines with... what are they calling them?... “after-action personal integration debriefings”.

SHARP: After-action personal... Ah! Well, I’ve been calling them ‘counseling sessions’, but... yes, the Major’s made them mandatory for the entire detachment, himself included.  You want me to extend the offer to Security division, too?

YUBARI: Yes, I do.  Everyone’s talking about the marine assault on Gevinon, but the fight my security teams put up when the Excelsior was invaded wasn’t any less heroic – or any less bloody.

(Sharp starts fiddling with another padd.)

SHARP: I’ll start scheduling appointments immediately.

YUBARI: How immediately?

SHARP: Why?  Is there someone in Security who needs urgent, ah, debriefing?

YUBARI: Yes. (pause) Me.

(Pause.)

SHARP: General Brahms’s death.

YUBARI: Yes.  No.  I’m... there’s not anything wrong with me, Doctor.

SHARP: Of course not!  Why don’t you have a seat?  You knew the general for a long time, didn’t you?

(Yubari takes a seat.)

YUBARI: He saved my life.

SHARP: And you weren’t able to save his.

YUBARI: We all knew it was a suicide mission, Melissa.  The surprise was that any of us came back, not that some of us didn’t.  I was lucky.

SHARP: And how does that make you feel?

YUBARI: Really?

SHARP: Well, if you want to conduct this debriefing yourself, you can ask whatever questions you want.  Until then... how did it make you feel to outlive Isaac Brahms?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Well, I think it should feel bittersweet.  Brahms betrayed his uniform, his oath, and all the principles they stood for.  More than that, he betrayed me.  And after what he did to Rol, I would have killed him myself.  In the end, Captain Cortez proved him wrong about everything important anyway!  I don’t mean to sound callous, but Brahms deserved what he got.  It’s sad to see a great man pass away, but it’s good to see justice served.

(Pause.)

SHARP: And?

YUBARI: And what?

SHARP: You didn’t answer the question.

YUBARI: Weren’t you listening?

SHARP: Yes.  You said that’s how it should feel.  Is that how you feel right now, Asuka?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: I feel like I’m bleeding to death, Melissa.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Do you think, eventually, if he’d survived... do you think you might have forgiven him?

YUBARI: Forgive him?  I can hardly think of anything more... heinous.  The only people who have any right to forgive Isaac Brahms will never have that chance.  So, no, he shouldn’t ever be forgiven.  Not by us.  Not by the living.

SHARP: That’s another “should” answer, Asuka.  But it’s not what I asked.  Do you think you might one day have forgiven him?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Melissa... I already had.

SCENE 401-05

LOCATION: GEVINON SHUTTLE

(Blip blip blip... something’s on the radar!)

NEEVA: Got you!

(Ping.  It vanishes from sensors.)

NEEVA: No, not again.

LORHROK: How’s that life support coming, Neeva?

NEEVA: I’m not working on life support.  I’m trying to get midrange sensors back up – but the resolution won’t stay put.

LORHROK: Midrange sensors?  Neeva, we don’t need midrange sensors.  We need life support.

NEEVA: Life support’s a losing game right now, Alecz.  We have to put down somewhere if we want any hope of getting home with oxygen in our bloodstreams.

LORHROK: We don’t have time for this.  Look, Neeva, all the intelligence data we captured from the bluegills is sitting in this computer core, and the computer core is falling apart.  I’m already having to cannibalize parts of the data store just to keep the air we have going.  Every second that we’re out here, the Federation’s chance of surviving shrinks.

NEEVA: There’s a planet out there, Lieutenant.  Habitable.  Just barely.  And if I can get a fix on it...

LORHROK: I don’t care if it’s Elysium.  We are not diverting.  Simon died to get this intel off the ground.  I am not – I am not letting it go to waste.

NEEVA: We need a command decision here, Lorhrok, not a guilt parade.

LORHROK: You don’t think this is a command decision?

NEEVA: Am I supposed to be impressed with your command performance so far?

LORHROK: You’re still alive.

NEEVA: Simon isn’t!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: I’m... I’m sorry, sir.  That was [way over the line.]

LORHROK: No, Neeva, it’s what you really think.

NEEVA: No, it’s [really not, sir.]

LORHROK: You’re not the only one.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Sir, Simon didn’t die to get that intelligence back home. He died to get us back home.

LORHROK: I know.  It just... feels like he’s still hanging on.  And every megabyte of that data that we lose... (pause) Find that damn planet, Commander.  However long it takes, however much intel is left... we’re getting home alive.

SCENE 401-06

LOCATION: FIGHTER COCKPIT

(Dovan and Rol making a pass over the Excelsior in the Patroclus.)

DOVAN: Whoa, hang on there.  Cutting throttle.

ROL: You’re breaking formation.

DOVAN: Signal the rest of the patrol to slow.  What are those things on the hull?

ROL: Where?

DOVAN: Like, there, just astern of the Deck Three lateral sensor array.  Like a big, black, burnt-out blister.

ROL: That’s one of the external holo-emitters, captain.  Or it was.  It’s been shot up pretty bad.  Condition far beyond repair.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.  And that’s what they all are?

ROL: Yes, sir.  About a dozen left.  Adow’s teams have already removed the worst ones.

DOVAN: Hard to believe.  But it helps explain why we’re three weeks out of the dark-matter nebula and still have to fly combat air patrols to get any long-range sensor data. (pause) Alright.  Resuming flight pattern.  When’s our next pass of the Excelsior?

ROL: Three minutes, twelve seconds, lower port quadrant.

DOVAN: Anything I should be looking out for?

ROL: The cracked warp nacelle is pretty spectacular, but the damage is mostly superficial.  Watch for the hull breaches instead.  The fires you’ll notice are from the EPS mains that were cut during the battle.  They’re the reason Ensign Adow can’t maintain warp speed for more than an hour at a time.

DOVAN: Fires?  But they’re exposed to hard vacuum.

ROL: Plasma fires, sir.

DOVAN: Ah.

ROL: Run a battery of scans on your way past.  We found two survivors that way the other day.  We might get lucky again.  Vesant, you’re approaching apogee.  Adjust azimuth seven degrees and engage long-range sensors.

VESANT: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: You have to wonder whether it was all worth it.

ROL: We didn’t have a choice.  If we hadn’t fought at Gevinon, our whole civilization would have been wiped out, us along with it.

DOVAN: And that’s all we got out of this, isn’t it?  Survival.  No other benefit.  A hundred fifty crewmembers dead and an entire planet exterminated just to maintain the status quo ante bellum.

ROL: That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?  To protect the Federation?

DOVAN: No. Not me. I thought we were explorers.

ROL: We are.

DOVAN: Really.  And in your twenty-odd years of service, how many new planets have you charted?  How many first contacts have you witnessed?  How much actual exploring have you done?

ROL: That wasn’t my path.  The Intelligence division protects what we have so that Exploratory can freely execute its mission.

DOVAN: I’ve been in Exploratory my entire career, Rol, and I haven’t had the opportunity to execute that mission the entire time.  I’ve never seen a first contact.  I’ve never walked on an uncharted world.  I’ve spent twenty years fighting wars or recovering from them.  You failed.  We failed.  And here’s the result: a wrecked ship, a decimated crew, and survival.

(Pause.)

ROL: You’re not going to face court-martial, are you?  You’re going to resign.

DOVAN: I’m not afraid of a trial, Mister Rol.  I could survive that, too, if I wanted... win my case.  But winning for the sake of winning... It’s not really winning at all.  And if they’re going to send me to die out here in the dead of night a hundred thousand light-years from home, I want to know that I died for something.  Something lasting, something decent.

ROL: Something like the Federation.

DOVAN: Odd hearing that from you, Rol.  Just last month you were telling Lorhrok an elaborate story about how those Intelligence friends of yours had brainwashed you and turned you into General Brahms’s killing machine.

ROL: You didn’t believe it?

DOVAN: Seemed a little convenient.

ROL: It was. (adjusting his instruments) All pilots, scans are clear for this quadrant.  Proceed to next patrol area.

SYLVESTE: Coming about to bearing two-one-seven.

DOVAN: Two good people died.  You’re going to tell me you were powerless to stop yourself from killing them?

ROL: No, I’m not.  Lieutenant Lorhrok was naïve to believe everything I suggested to him.

DOVAN: So you did murder them.

ROL: Yes, sir, I did.  But I did it, of my own free will.  Not Alecz Lorhrok’s Federation.  Not Tryla Scott’s Federation.  Not my Federation.  Me.  I made a mistake.

DOVAN: Bantha poodoo. The only difference I can see between us and the Dominion right now is the breathlessness of our self-justification. Your Federation turned a blind eye for as long as it thought it needed you in order to survive.

ROL: Maybe.  But now I’m going home, my work is done, and my barbarity has been exposed.  There’s a full confession on my desk ready to transmit to Admiral Parker, and I think I’d be arrested whether I surrendered or not.  We’re no Dominion, sir.  That’s just cynicism masquerading as self-righteousness.

DOVAN: Hm. (pause) Yeah, I guess it is.  Sorry.

ROL: For what it’s worth, Captain... I wish I’d had the wisdom to resign ten years ago.

DOVAN: For what it’s worth, Rol[, I do, too.]

(A loud sensor alert.)

DOVAN: Hang on.  I’ve got something on short-range!

ROL: How’d it get past us?

VESANT: Patroclus, something just dropped in two meters from my cockpit!  Near-collision!

DOVAN: Coming about!

(The fighter swings around.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

ROL: I’ve got it on sensors – barely – but I don’t see anything!

DOVAN: You can’t see that?  That’s the biggest glowing sphere of octarine I’ve ever seen!

ROL: That explains it.  Humans can’t see in that spectrum.  Put us between it and the Excelsior and report anything interesting.

DOVAN: Way ahead of you, Rol.

ROL: Vesant!  Take your wing and box it in!  Sylveste – defensive formation along this heading.  Don’t let anything else through.

DOVAN: Notify Yubari.

ROL: The Excelsior was apprised automatically.

DOVAN: It’s a subspace nodule, isn’t it?

ROL: Yes, sir!  What’s it doing?

DOVAN: Trying to get around us, for one.  I’m matching course and speed.  Do we have weapons?

ROL: Nothing that can tear a hole in subspace.

SYLVESTE: Patroclus, two more nodes!  They appeared behind us!  We can’t manuever!

DOVAN: Rol, this one’s starting to pulse!

ROL: All birds, hit the nest!  Race ‘em in!  Captain!

DOVAN: On it! (flips a switch) Summit LSO, Fighter One-One-Six/Excelsior, request priority approach, calling the ball!

ROL: Rol to Underwood.  Bringing the captain home.

DOVAN: Go to warp the moment we’re all aboard!

UNDERWOOD: Aye, sir, captain!

SCENE 401-07

LOCATION: GEVINON SHUTTLE

(Neeva is panting, then she collapses to the floor, dropping the tools she was using.)

LORHROK: Neeva?  Neeva!

(He scurries over to where she has fallen prone.)

NEEVA: (panting)It’s too hot.

LORHROK: I know.  It’s past forty centigrade.  Any luck stablizing the temperature?

NEEVA: Um... no.  I’m barely keeping breathable air in this compartment.

LORHROK: If we don’t reach the planet soon, we’ll be dead of heatstroke long before we run out of oxygen.

NEEVA: If I can’t keep the air scrubbers going, you’ll succumb to my pheromones and we’ll die rutting like animals on the floor long before we reach the planet.

LORHROK: Here.

(Lorhrok crawls over to her.)

NEEVA: You shouldn’t be this close to me, sir.

LORHROK: I have to be in order to give you this water.

NEEVA: What... where?

LORHROK: I’ve been trying to coax the replicator into condensing it a drop at a time out of the air.  This is what we’ve got so far.

NEEVA: I can’t take all that.

LORHROK: It’s barely an ounce.

NEEVA: And it’s all we have, isn’t it?

LORHROK: I’ll be fine.

NEEVA: Alecz[, you could die.]

LORHROK: That’s an order, Neeva.  Drink up.

(He holds a pouch of water up to her lips, and she sips from it weakly.)

LORHROK: Slowly.

NEEVA: Mmmm-hm. (panting again) It’s not enough.

LORHROK: I know.

NEEVA: Let me help you with the replicator.

LORHROK: No! (pause) With all due respect, Neeva, I need to be as far away from you as possible right now.

NEEVA: We need the water.

LORHROK: Exactly.  Keep working on the engines.  Trust me, Neeva, I’m terrible at relationships.  Ask my last girlfriend.

NEEVA: Sir, whatever happens to you here is pheromones, not a relationship.

LORHROK: That’s not how it works for me, Commander.  I almost wish...

(A tractor beam locks onto the shuttle.  A couple of alarms go off.)

NEEVA: What’s that?

LORHROK: Tractor beam!

NEEVA: Where from?

LORHROK: No idea.  We don’t have short-range sensors.

NEEVA: The bluegills?

LORHROK: Probably.

NEEVA: What do we do?

LORHROK: What can we do?  Nothing.  We keep running the distress call.  If they contact us, we bluff.  If they board us, we self-destruct.  Until then?  We stay alive. (pause) Two glasses of ice-cold water, coming up.

SCENE 401-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Time to intercept, Ms. Yubari.

YUBARI: Three minutes, eight seconds.

UNDERWOOD: Engineering, anything more you can give us would be very much appreciated.

(Turbolift doors open.  Rol and Dovan enter the bridge and begin moving toward their stations.)

ADOW: You’re lucky to have what you’ve got, Bridge.

DOVAN: Understood, Ensign Adow.  Thank you for your efforts.  Underwood, report.

UNDERWOOD: You have a clearer idea than I do.  They’re right on our tail.

DOVAN: And we can barely keep our engines at warp five.  They’re going to catch us.

UNDERWOOD: Where did they come from?  Last report from stellar cartography had these three with the main herd, more than ten hours away.

DOVAN: I wish I could tell you.  I was tempted to blame our long-range sensor array, but I saw it myself.  They weren’t there, and then they were.

(A Sensor alert.)

YUBARI: The lead node is firing some kind of nucleonic pulse!

DOVAN: Dangerous?

YUBARI: Unknown!  Impact in two... one... mark!

(The ship shakes and the shields are hit.)

ROL: All decks report no damage.

YUBARI: Shields are down twelve percent!  Sir – it’s an energy drain!

UNDERWOOD: And once our shields are down...

DOVAN: Assuming they’re torpedoes, I think we know what happens nLOCATION:  Yubari, lock phasers.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, phasers won’t interact with subspace.  They’ll pass right through.

DOVAN: I know.  But they’re all I’ve got.  Yubari!

(Another sensor alert.)

ROL: Sir!  They’re breaking off!  Dropping to warp two and adjusting course to rejoin their formation.

UNDERWOOD: Deciding we’re not worth the effort?

DOVAN: Or going back for reinforcements?  I don’t know.  Maintain yellow alert, Rol.  Yubari, find me a weapon that works on these... things. (pause) I’m so sick of this. (he stands.) Underwood, you have the bridge.

UNDERWOOD: Are you sure, Dovan?  We’ll be at Starbase sooner than you think.

DOVAN: I know.  And you’d better break in that chair before we get there.  Otherwise, I can’t guarantee that First Officer Yubari won’t try to take it from you by assassination.

YUBARI: You know, you both think you’re being quiet, but I can hear you.

ROL: Me too.

DOVAN: Mm. I’ll be in my ready room.

(Dovan exits to his ready room.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(He moves quickly toward his desk.)

DOVAN: Computer, why’s it so cold in here?

COMPUTER: Temperature set by direct command.

(Dovan sits.)

DOVAN: It’s freezing. Who’s first on the docket?

COMPUTER: Harkless, Crewman Allan R.  Updated status K.I.A.  Next of kin: Ensign Timura Harkless, assigned U.S.S. Crazy Horse, brother; Roberta Harkless, mother; Timurakhan, father.

DOVAN: What medals have I applied him for?

COMPUTER: Application for the Christopher Pike Medal of Valor is pending submission.

DOVAN: Uh-huh.  Open a new letter.  Address it to his parents.  Standard template, today’s stardate, leave the details open for me.

(The computer complies.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Computer.

(The computer acknowledges.)

(Silence.)

DOVAN: Lower the ambient temperature another five degrees.

SCENE 401-09

LOCATION: GEVINON SHUTTLE

(Still in a tractor beam.)

LORHROK: Okay... I’m going to run it again.  With any luck... this time at least we’ll find out why the temperature controls are still offline.

NEEVA: Alecz.

LORHROK: I can’t worry about the tractor beam until we’re sure this shuttle won’t cook us.

(He flips a big switch and an internal diagnostic starts.)

NEEVA: Alecz.

LORHROK: Neeva?

NEEVA: I’ve stopped sweating.

LORHROK: Is that normal... for Orions?

NEEVA: It’s heatstroke, Alecz.

LORHROK: I know.

NEEVA: I’m shivering.  It’s warming me up even faster.  I need... I need... Oh, son of a Borg.

(she shivers badly)

LORHROK: Neeva?

NEEVA: Chlorodiazepine.  They’ve gotta have some... somewhere.

LORHROK: I’ll check.

(He opens a wall panel and starts looking through the medical supplies stored there.)

NEEVA: I know you tried to keep your promise, Alecz.

LORHROK: My... promise?

NEEVA: That we’d get home... alive.

LORHROK: Oh... that promise. (pause) Someone might still pick up our distress call.  Rescue us from the bluegills before we get wherever they’re going.

NEEVA: The distress call we’re sending out is holographic.

LORHROK: Holographic communicators were all we had left after the bombardment.

NEEVA: I know as well as you do that holographic signals... degrade at long range.  No one will ever hear us except the bluegills.  And who knows what they want with us?

LORHROK: I wonder if we’ll live long enough to find out. (pause) Chlorodiazepine?

NEEVA: Yeah.  It will... stabilize me, bring my core temperature down for the next hour or... two. (she shivers again.)

LORHROK: Got it.

( He crawls across the shuttlecraft to her, then injects her with it.)

NEEVA: Ohhh... thank you.  That’s much better.

LORHROK: I’m glad. (pause) I... should go back. Your beauty is... [starting to overwhelm me.]

(The computer completes its diagnostic.)

NEEVA: Wha... what is that?

LORHROK: It’s my diagnostic.  My last set of changes... Neeva, they worked.  We have temperature control!

NEEVA: What? Lower by ten degrees centrigrade.

LORHROK: Ten?  Let’s try twenty!

(A whoosh of cold air.)

NEEVA: Ahhhhhh!

LORHROK: Feels wonderful.

NEEVA: I could kiss you, Alecz Lorhrok.

LORHROK: Don’t let me stop you!

NEEVA: Well, I guess you earned it. Just one.  Don’t get greedy.

LORHROK: Never, Neeva. (as he gives her a short kiss on the lips) Mmmm.

(They kiss, then pull away.)

NEEVA: Oh, my.  That... that may have been a mistake.

LORHROK: Maybe.  I’m not... sure.  We’d better... better try again.

NEEVA: I don’t... think... Alecz, this is phereomones.

LORHROK: Yes, it is.  But I think I’m in love.

NEEVA: Alecz, it might feel like love...

LORHROK: Then it is love.

NEEVA: It’s not you.

LORHROK: In this moment?  In this place?  Yes it is.  And I can’t change that, so take me as I am, or don’t.  What do you want from me, O beautiful lady?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Alex, please... Please kiss me one more time.

SCENE 401-10

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior cruises by.)

DOVAN: Personal Log.  Some starship commanders consider it their duty to give a eulogy at every memorial service.  I am not one of them.  A captain remains as distant from his crew in death as he must in life. (pause) Yet there are a few, difficult exceptions.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ASSEMBLY HALL

(Dovan walks down the central aisle to his front-row seat.)

DOVAN: Melissa.

SHARP: Alcar.

DOVAN: Is his Final Message ready to go?

SHARP: Yes.  Right after you’re finished, Alecz will show up in the holographic ring just in front of the podium.  He’ll say whatever it is he was recorded to say.  Then we cue the music – his will asked for Trill percussion, I did my best – then final commitment.

DOVAN: Commitment?  We don’t have a body.  What are we putting in the torpedo?

SHARP: Nothing.  You should mention that in your remarks. (pause) I heard you’re resigning.

DOVAN: Seems like everyone’s heard. (pause) Yes, it’s true.  I’m only retaining command long enough to get these heroes home.

SHARP: Ah.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: “Ah”?  That’s it?

SHARP: Did you expect something else?

DOVAN: Well... to be honest, Melissa, I expected you to try to talk me out of it.

SHARP: Hmph!  You’d like that, wouldn’t you? (pause) No, Alcar, I’m grateful you’re resigning.  I really like something about this ship, and I wasn’t looking forward to requesting a transfer off it.

DOVAN: I don’t follow.

SHARP: Don’t you?  You won the Battle of Gevinon by using a biological weapon of mass destruction, which you deliberately lied to me about, and you don’t “follow” the reason I can’t serve under you anymore.

DOVAN: I did lie to you, Melissa, but I can’t apologize for it.  If I’d told you about our plan to use the Wasting, you would have become responsible for it. I couldn’t allow that.

SHARP: Oh, sure, very noble, Alcar.  Except you know perfectly well that if you’d told me about your plan to use the Wasting, I would have stopped you.  That’s what you couldn’t “allow.”

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You’re right: we would all be dead, along with the rest of the Federation.  Again... I can’t apologize.

SHARP: Oh, so a just society can go to any lengths to defend itself?

DOVAN: I’ve heard that line before.  Who said that?

SHARP: Someone very much like you, Alcar Dovan.

(Underwood approaches.)

UNDERWOOD: Dovan?  They’re ready.

DOVAN: I’m sorry I’m going to have to cut this short, Melissa.  At any rate... I’m glad the Excelsior will still have you, after I’m gone.

(He rises and steps forward to the podium.)

DOVAN: Alecz Lorhrok was... 	(pause.) Alecz Lorhrok had... (pause) History has... has a flair... (long pause) No... no, I can’t. (pause) History has a flair for the dramatic. We remember a narrow canon of carefully curated no, to hell with the speech. (the padd is discarded; long pause) Alecz Lorhrok was the only person on my command team – hell, maybe the only one on this ship – who still loved his Starfleet uniform. (pause) I know you all think you do.  There are days when I think I love it, too.  At least... used to be.  I was wrong.  Hollow.  That love, it was... (pause) A long time ago, there was a war in Bolarus. They called it the Philosopher’s War.  It was about... wasting Bolian lives, like they all are.  When the Nominalists and the Realists finished murdering each other, though, they built a monument to their remorse.  A great library – largest in the world.  It was a symbol – not just a beautiful building, but an idea.  A hope.  It drew us together.  The Bolian people fell in love with the Library.  Our symbol. (pause) Centuries passed; things changed.  The Library became a fortress – a capital city. Their ruler put the Library on her coat-of-arms and sent thousands of men into battle for the Library.  And they were happy to die for the Library.  They thought they loved it.  But, really, they’d killed it.  And the saddest thing of all is that they didn’t know it. (long pause) Nobody told Alecz Lorhrok that Starfleet was dead.  He wouldn’t have believed it if we’d tried.  I guess that makes him an idiot.  But you need idiots like Alecz Lorhrok.  Or otherwise you...

(A holographic image of Lorhrok appears just in front of Dovan.)

LORHROK: My name is Lieutenant Alecz Lorhrok of the late Federation Starship Excelsior. To any and all ships capable of receiving this signal: I and the only known survivor, Lieutenant Commander Neeva, have escaped in a shuttle.  Power is minimal.  Life support is failing.

DOVAN: Ensign Adow, please deactivate Lieutenant Lorhrok’s final message until we’re ready.

ADOW: Captain... this isn’t Lorhrok’s last message.

DOVAN: Then what...?

SHARP: A distress call!

DOVAN: Jehosephat. Adow, get to engineering!  We need top warp speed as soon as we have a fix on their signal!  Who knows how long their life support will hold? (pause) That’s not a question, Science department, that’s an order!  Mister Ro’ta, get me timecodes and survivability projections!  I am fresh out of eulogies for my first officer!  Bridge, this is the Captain: I need [a holographic signal triangulated and I need it now!]

UNDERWOOD: Action Stations!  Action Stations!  All hands to condition red!  Captain Dovan to the Bridge!  Repeat: all hands to action stations!

(Red alert klaxons go off.)

DOVAN

Dovan to Underwood: explain yourself!

UNDERWOOD: Captain, our subspace torpedo stalkers have just come back.  And they brought friends.  We’re under attack.

(The ship shakes and the shields are hit. Twice, in rapid succession)

SCENE 401-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Dovan exits turbolift and heads for the center seat.)

UNDERWOOD: Captain on the Bridge!

(The ships shakes and the shields are hit, twice, in rapid succession.)

DOVAN: Yubari, shield status.

YUBARI: Falling steadily.  We were able to harden them against the nucleonic pulses, but not completely.  And they’re firing a lot more of them.

(Three pulses, in rapid succession.)

DOVAN: And as soon as our shields drop, we’ll be vulnerable to warheads.  (sigh) Lorhrok was a better tactician than I am. Underwood, what have you got?

UNDERWOOD: We think we have a weapon, Dovan.  Engineering is calling it an inversion.  It’s a short-range isolytic burst that tears apart subspace where it hits.

DOVAN: Sounds promising.  But it’s an isolytic weapon. Commander Underwood, as our diplomatic officer, I am required to formally ask you: Does this weapon comply with the terms of the Anti-Isolytic Deployment Treaty?

UNDERWOOD: Captain Dovan, as your diplomatic officer, I formally reply: due to the prevailing state of emergency, I have been unable to ascertain this weapon’s treaty status.

(Five pulses.)

DOVAN: Good enough for Parker - Hell, he can only hang me once anyway.  This weapon’ll work, right?

UNDERWOOD: Those torpedoes will be torn apart.

DOVAN: Then by all means, fire at will.  Yubari!

YUBARI: We’ve given the order, sir, but Engineering needs time to power it up.

DOVAN: How long?

YUBARI: They said they’d be ready two minutes from now.

(Underwood checks his console.)

UNDERWOOD: Unfortunately, Dovan, our shields only have sixty seconds left.

(Seven pulses.)

DOVAN: Well, whoever they are, they sure know how to build a torpedo.  Rol, transfer everything you can spare to reinforce shields.  Leave some juice to fly us out of here, it if comes to that.

ROL: Sir, I’m not sure I can stay ahead of them.

DOVAN: I’m aware of that.  But it might be our only option in about forty seconds.

(Eleven pulses.)

YUBARI: Sir, shields are beginning to fluctuate.

DOVAN: We need more time.

UNDERWOOD: Bridge to Engineering.  We need more shield power, Ensign, and we don’t care where it comes from.

ADOW: You can have shields or a weapon, Bridge: pick one!

DOVAN: We’ll take the weapon, Ensign.  Thank you.

UNDERWOOD: Yubari, prepare a firing solution.  Implement the moment the inversion is ready.

DOVAN: Underwood, find a way to disrupt those nodes, or torpedoes, or whatever the hell they are.  Buy Adow the time she needs.

(Thirteen pulses.)

UNDERWOOD: I’m not much of an astrophysicist, Dovan.

DOVAN: Those waves feel like they’re firing in some kind of pattern.  Figure out what it is.  I don’t need a field equation; I just need thirty seconds.

UNDERWOOD: Aye, sir.

YUBARI: Sir, shields collapsing!

(Two pulses.)

DOVAN: Rol, you’ve taken everything you can?

ROL: Yes, sir!  Ninety percent of ship’s power is going to shields!

YUBARI: We need more!

DOVAN: I do not intend for this to be my graceful end!  Engingeering, I need that inversion now!

ADOW: We’re trying!

(Three pulses.)

YUBARI: Shields are gone!

ADOW: Twelve seconds to inversion!

DOVAN: Mister Rol, take us [to maximum warp!]

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, the pattern!  It’s two three five seven eleven thirteen, Dovan!  Two three five [seven eleven thirteen!]

(Five pulses hereabouts.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat. Engineering!  Turn off the inversion!  I repeat: cancel the inversion! NOW!

YUBARI: Sir, [what the hell are you doing?]

DOVAN: Mister Rol, transfer all power to navigation screens!

(Seven pulses.)

ROL: Sir, those screens will leave us defenseless against [these torpedo attacks.]

DOVAN: Just do it, Mister!

(The screens go up.  The pulses stop.)

DOVAN: Underwood, did we stop the inversion in time?

UNDERWOOD: Yes, Dovan.

DOVAN: (relieved sigh) Thank the Great Bird.

YUBARI: I don’t understand, captain.

UNDERWOOD: Do you think they’ve given up?

DOVAN: If they have, it’s our fault.  Can you [try anything?]

UNDERWOOD: Yes. Yes, I have a few tricks up my sleeve.  But I’m going to need my protocol padds brought up here.  Something tells me this could take a while.

DOVAN: Understood. By the book, Underwood. (pause) Mister Rol, thank Engineering for me.  For working so hard... then stopping just in time.

ROL: Yes, sir.

(Rol opens a comm channel.)

YUBARI: Captain, what the hell is going on?

DOVAN: Two-three-five-seven-eleven-thirteen. (another relieved exhalation) Two-three-five-seven-eleven-thirteen, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: Those are... definitely numbers.

UNDERWOOD: Prime numbers, Leftenant.

DOVAN: Focus, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Right ho.

(Underwood turns back to his computer console and keeps on typing.)

YUBARI: Okay, prime numbers. (pause) Oh my God.  The first contact protocol.

DOVAN: Exactly.  All the way back to the space boomer days, the universal signal of intelligent alien life has been a prime number sequence.

YUBARI: Because prime number sequences don’t appear in nature.

DOVAN: Right.  Those subspace nodes – they’re not torpedoes.  They weren’t attacking us.  They’re intelligent creatures, and they were just asking us if we were, too.

(Pause.)

ROL: And we almost killed them.

DOVAN: Almost!  They must have been trying to use our shields for some reason.

ROL: It was a sounding board, sir.  If they communicate by nucleonic pulses, hitting our shields was the only way to get our attention.  I thought the resonance frequencies were a byproduct of the attack.  Now I can see... Those resonance frequencies are a form of inflection - language.

DOVAN: Can you adjust the deflector screens to compensate?

ROL: I’m changing the nutation, sir.  If they try to make another transmission, we’ll be able to “read” it without losing the deflectors.  It’ll pass right through them.

YUBARI: That makes us sitting ducks, Captain.

DOVAN: I’ll make a note in my log.  Underwood, you ready?

UNDERWOOD: Just now, Dovan.  We have a transmitter, though search me how the translator will handle syntax.

DOVAN: Then we’d better give it something to work with. Transmit at all resonances, in all linguacodes: ‘This is the Federation starship Excelsior.  We’re happy to meet you.’

(Underwood fiddles with his console.)

UNDERWOOD: Message sent, Dovan.

(Pause.)

(console alert.)

UNDERWOOD: Annnnd... we’re receiving a reply.  Universal translator locking on.

DOVAN: Lieutenant Yubari, I believe you have my resignation letter queued up in the outbox?

YUBARI: Uh... (she checks) yes, sir, I do. Ready to transmit the moment we’re in range of Starbase.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Delete it for me, will you?

YUBARI: Right away, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, I’m not sure what to make of this message.

DOVAN: Why? What’s the translator giving you?

UNDERWOOD: That’s the problem.  The translator thinks that they’re saying something like... “It is not ours.”  They’ve said it several times – I think it’s important.

DOVAN: Well... you’re the diplomat.  Ask them what “it” is.

UNDERWOOD: Right.

(He presses some buttons. Then an alert goes off on Rol's console.)

ROL: Sir, two more subspace nodules just appeared off our port bow.  They’re carrying an object in some kind of tractor beam.

DOVAN: Identify the object.

(Rol scans it.)

ROL: Sir... it’s a Gevinon orbital shuttlecraft!

DOVAN: Lifesigns.

ROL: Two!  A Trill male and an Orion female!  Vitals weak but stable!

DOVAN: Lords of Kobol.  Sickbay!  Emergency transport!  Underwood, thank them for me.  You have the Bridge.

UNDERWOOD: Of course.

ROL: Permission to join you, Captain?

(Dovan already moving to the turbolift.  Rol rises from his console.)

DOVAN: Granted.  Call relief, then meet me down there.

(Turbolift door closes.)

SCENE 309-13

LOCATION: SPACE

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, Stardate Six-Oh-One-Seven-One-Point-Eight.  After spending several days with the subspace lifeforms, we are only a little closer to understanding them.  Even their name is untranslatable. Most of the crew is calling them the will-o’-the-wisps - except for astrobiology, which refers to them by a variety of curse words.  Nevertheless, let the record show that I have absolute confidence in their peaceful intent, and look forward to the day when our primitive communications evolve into full cultural exchange. However, I’ve indulged in this first contact for too long. It’s time to go home for repairs and send a science vessel back in our place.  We are approaching the Iconian Gateway that will take us back to Starbase Nine-One-One, and, while it has been oddly silent, the crew could hardly be more eager for a friendly drydock, base liberties, and shore leave.  I am less enthusiastic, knowing all that awaits me is Admiral Parker’s court-martial, but I meet it knowing that, today, after all these years, I have finally accomplished something worth dying for.

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – STRATEGIC OPERATIONS CENTER

MASTERSON: Admiral Parker on deck!

PARKER: At ease. (pause) Thank you all for coming.  I hope you’ve found this Starbase’s accommodations reasonable.  Commander Masterson, Starfleet status.

MASTERSON: No change, sir. DEFCON Zero still in effect. Union Gateway inactive.  The evacuation fleet is on schedule to Delta Vega.  No unusual activity at any Starfleet listening post.

SUMPTER: Excuse me, Admiral. Lieutenant Commander Jon Sumpter, Commanding Officer, U.S.S. Shadow.  I don’t know about the listening posts, sir, but the last time I saw Klingon fleets mobilizing this fast, they invaded Cardassia.

(Murmurs of agreement.)

PARKER: Understandable.  Anything that comes through the Gateway goes through the Raeyan Sector first.  But once they’re through with us, we’re surrounded on three sides by Klingons and Ferengi.  They’ll be the next ones hit.

MASTERSON: Hit by what, sir?

PARKER: I’m afraid that information remains on a need-to-know basis, Commander.

KEYES: Hey! Toedegger No-Apologies Keyes, master of the U.S.S. von Richtofen.  You got us mustered up like you want to invade the Breen Confederacy in winter, but then you talk like we’ve got no more chance than a swarm of gadflies.  That second part’s what my crew hears, Parker.  And they’re already watching the newsvids of their families being evacuated from every planet near side of Coridan.  A little explanation’d go a long way toward fleet morale.

SUMPTER: Hear hear, Captain Keyes.

PARKER: I appreciate your forthrightness, captains, and am grateful to your crews for their flexible response to an evolving situation.

KEYES: That’s no answer.

PARKER: I’m sorry you feel that way, Captain.  Now, I’d like to start going over the evacuation routes for Faltan and Trinity.  Is there anyone here from Hawk[eye Island who can help my staff plan for Raeya and Karr?]

(Sensor alert)

MASTERSON: Sir, the Gateway!  It’s activating!

PARKER: Emergency beam-out!  Get these officers back to their ships!

MASTERSON: Aye, sir!

(As she answers, she keys in some rapid commands at the ready and transporters begin grabbing the captains out of the room.)

PARKER: Then meet me in the C.I.C.!

(He exits into another room.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

PARKER: All hands, battle stations!

(A klaxon immediately goes off.)

PARKER: Lieutenant Thrall!  What’s out there?

THRALL: I’m sensing... ...elation, sir.  Relief.

PARKER: Relief?  Happiness?

THRALL: Yes, sir.  And... exhaustion.

PARKER: Understood.  Hail the fleet.

(Some buttons are pressed.)

PARKER: All ships, this is Admiral Parker.  Charge weapons and prepare to evade incoming fire.  Fighter squadrons, deploy a screen around the capital ships.  Frigates to the Starbase perimeter.  Hold fire until my order.

MASTERSON: Fleet acknowledges, sir.

PARKER: Time to Gateway connection?

MASTERSON: Transit complete in five – four –

PARKER: Fleet standby to fire!

MASTERSON: Three – two – one –

(The Gateway opens!)

PARKER: Report!

MASTERSON: One starship coming through!

PARKER: Just one – I don’t see it on visual.  Is it Borg?!

MASTERSON: Sir, it’s one of ours!  Transponder reads... U.S.S. Excelsior!

PARKER: All ships, standby! Commander Masterson, that’s not possible.

THRALL: The Excelsior is hailing, sir.

PARKER: And there’s nothing coming in behind them.

MASTERSON: No, sir.  Gateway has closed.  Manner Station reports no unusual activity.

PARKER: What about cloaked ships?

THRALL: Sir, I’d detect any intelligent lifeforms – even if they’re invisible.

MASTERSON: Scans show the Excelsior is heavily damaged.  Missing substantial interior volumes.

SUMPTER: Admiral Parker, this is Sumpter. What are your orders?

KEYES: Yeah, what’d the ‘celsie do to get four hundred Starfleet phaser banks pointed down her throat?

PARKER: Maintain alert status!  Standby!

THRALL: The Excelsior is repeating her hail, sir.

MASTERSON: She’s also raising shields.

PARKER: Target them.

MASTERSON: What?

PARKER: Target them, then put them on screen! (pause) Now, Commander!

SCENE 401-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: [Mister Rol, power warp engines to full] and have an escape vector at the ready.

ROL: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: I need a threat count, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: Task Forces Thirty-Eight and Fifty-Eight deployed symmetrically between the Gate and the planet. Numerous small fighters in screen formation. Frigates puppy-guarding the base.  Yards evacuated and undefended.

UNDERWOOD: Two task forces, eh?  We took on more at Gevinon and won.

DOVAN: Lieutenant, pick a target.  Any target.

UNDERWODD: Except the von Richtofen, Lieutenant. That’s Captain Keyes’s ship.

DOVAN: Oh, good point.  Don’t want to be on his bad side.

(Yubari gets a console alert.)

YUBARI: Captain, the starbase is returning our hail.

DOVAN: On screen.

(Screen on.)

DOVAN: This is Alcar Dovan, U.S.S. Excelsior.  Admiral, I know we parted ways on troubling terms, but I didn’t realize I’d brought the entire Third Fleet down on my head, too.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Admiral? (pause) Admiral Parker. (pause) Yubari, are we on mute?

YUBARI: No, sir.

DOVAN: Then check the inputs.  Could be the comm array [is still damaged.]

ROL: Admiral Parker!  How hangs the sword?

PARKER: By a horsehair, Lieutenant Rol.

ROL: And may it never snap. Four.  Four.  Two.  Four.  Seven.  One.  Four.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Welcome home, Starship Excelsior.  All ships, stand down red alert and return to patrol formation.  Commander Masterson, get me the war room on Earth.  I need to talk to the President.  Tell her it’s about our friend Damocles.  Dovan: I expect your report within the hour.  Parker out.

(Screen instantly switches off.)

DOVAN: An hour?  The man must be joking.

UNDERWOOD: Mine’s finished.

ROL: You did have six weeks to write it, sir.

DOVAN: Not the point. And by the way, Mr. Rol: what the hell was all that?

ROL: The Federation still thinks the Sword of Damocles has fallen.  After Gevinon, I tried sending the all-clear code, but, by the time our transceiver was repaired, it was too late: the quadrant was evacuated and the Gateway was closed. (pause) Protocol required that Admiral Parker wait for the all-clear, or he was to assume the Excelsior had been subverted by the bluegills... and act accordingly.

DOVAN: And one codephrase was enough to cancel all that?

YUBARI: Sir, message from Starbase.  Commander Masterson invites us to dock at Berth Thirteen for immediate repair.  U.S.S. Prometheus and U.S.S. Ticonderoga escorting.

UNDERWOOD: Heavy cruisers both!  We’re damaged, but we’re not invalids.

DOVAN: Our normal dock is Berth Nine.  Why the move?

YUBARI: No reason given.

ROL: Berth Thirteen is for impoundment.  We’ll be locked down, cracked open, and searched for any sign of infestation.

DOVAN: Well, that explains the heavy cruisers.  Anything less and I’d just as soon make a run for it.

UNDERWOOD: Yes.  Admiral Parker’s met you, Dovan.

DOVAN: Follow them in, Mister Rol.  Submit to all reasonable inspection demands.

UNDERWOOD: You’d better start your report, Dovan.

DOVAN: True. I suppose... you have the bridge, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Grab a padd.  Work on it from here.  You can have it done by nineteen hundred and head down to the marine party.

DOVAN: No, I... I’d better... They’re going to need to get used to you now, Underwood.  So be good to them.  Or I’ll come back here and pull an Underwood on you.

UNDERWOOD: Now, that’s something I wouldn’t wish on anyone, Dovan.  I hope... Well, it doesn’t matter what I hope.  Good luck, at any rate.

DOVAN: It’ll do.

(The turbolift doors close and Dovan is gone.)SCENE 401-14

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – CONCOURSE

(Dovan presses a control.)

COMPUTER: Dovan, Captain Alcar.  Admiral Parker will see you now.

(The door opens and Dovan enters.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: Umm... computer, lights.

PARKER: Belay that, computer. (pause) Join me at the window, Commander.  I prefer starlight and planetshine.  We won’t need much more for this conversation.

(Dovan walks over.)

DOVAN: It is a beautiful view.

(Pause.)

PARKER: You disobeyed my direct orders.

DOVAN: In a strictly legal sense, I didn’t.

PARKER: You stole the Excelsior.

DOVAN: If I hadn’t, we wouldn’t be here.

PARKER: You were lucky.

DOVAN: No, I just made the right call.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Maybe.  It’s been a long time since I’ve been able to tell the difference. (pause) This won’t take long, Commander.  (Parker pulls out a seat for Dovan) Have a seat.

DOVAN: I meant morally, Admiral.

PARKER: I know what you meant.  Sit down.

(Dovan sits, Parker rounds the small table and sits.)

DOVAN: With all due respect, Admiral, you’re missing two people.  And I expected Admiral Tenson.

PARKER: Admiral Tenson is on assignment.  What do you mean, missing?

DOVAN: Regulations dictate that no fewer than three command officers shall preside over a court-martial board.

PARKER: Commander, I have you on charges of disobeying a direct order, dereliction of duty, theft of a starship, and, of course, your extermination of all life on Gevinon Prime triggers an automatic Section Eighteen hearing.

DOVAN: Nevertheless, Admiral, I have not – and do not – waive the right to a trial.

PARKER: Fair enough.  But the Sword of Damocles is covered under the Starfleet Secrecy Act of 2375, subject only to direct presidential review.  In effect, I can dispose of you as I see fit, with or without trial.

DOVAN: I see. (pause) I had hoped the Federation Council had got around to repealing the Dominion War Acts while we were out.

PARKER: Isaac Brahms made sure it will be a frosty day in hell before that ever happens. (pause) I’m not certain you’ve taken note, but you’re quite similar to Mister Brahms, Commander.  You do whatever it is you set out to do, regardless of the cost. You feel free to ignore your superiors – myself included – whenever they get in your way. And you inspire your crew to do the same – despite their own reasonable moral doubts. (pause) You are dangerous, Commander.  More dangerous than half the fleet floating outside right now.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Look, Admiral, if you want my resignation, just say so.

PARKER: Not at all, Commander!  We’re promoting you.

DOVAN: Excuse me?

PARKER: Well, promotion is a strong word.  You will continue to hold your current rank of Commander.  But we’re giving you the Excelsior on a permanent basis.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: A moment ago you were sitting there insulting me.

PARKER: You’re mistaken. Isaac Brahms was, in many ways, a great man.  Even after his arrest, he was loyal to the security of the Federation.  Saved it more than once.  Certainly more than I have. (pause) We need people like Isaac Brahms on the front line.

DOVAN: I’m not Brahms.

PARKER: Nevertheless, you are now, officially, a starship captain.  If there’s a crueler punishment in the galaxy, I’m not sure what it is.

DOVAN: You’re wrong, admiral.

PARKER: I don’t think I am. (pause) The Excelsior will complete repairs and restaffing here. Modest base liberties will be permitted; however, due to security concerns, shore leaves will be cancelled, and all transfer requests denied.

DOVAN: That’s outrageous.  My crew has earned extended leave more than anyone.  They won’t leak anything about the Sword of Damocles.

PARKER: I’m certain they’re a good crew, Commander.  But I’m not sure you realize the gravity of the situation.  Because you failed to save the galaxy on schedule, the President ordered the complete evacuation of Earth, Vulcan, Andoria, and dozens of other worlds.  The entire Federation has been under martial law for weeks, every civilian ship commandeered for evacuation duty.  No reason has been given. (pause) But then the Excelsior came through this Gateway, and, an hour later, the DEFCON order was cancelled.  The evacuation fleet turned around, Starfleet demobilized, the riots ended, and the President began searching desperately for a cover story.  People are going to connect the dots, Commander.  They’ve already started.  No crew, not even yours, can survive the scrutiny of the entire United Federation of Planets.

DOVAN: You want to sweep this under the rug – and us with it. (pause) I can still resign, Admiral.

PARKER: You won’t.

DOVAN: Starfleet Secrecy Act?

PARKER: No: your mission.  Here.

(He slides Dovan a padd.  Dovan clicks it on and scrolls.)

PARKER: I’ve read your file.  Ex astris mirificentia, is it?  Wonder from the stars?  You came out to this Task Force because you wanted to do some exploring.

DOVAN: Yes, that’s right.

PARKER: Then do some exploring.  The Excelsior and her crew are yours for the next two years.  I want you to take her through the Gateway and head into uncharted space.  The padd I’ve handed you shows your course.  One year out, one year back.

DOVAN: Why this route? We have no data on this region.  Could be anything out there.  Or did you just pick the flight path that gets us away from public scrutiny the fastest?

PARKER: We do have an... interest... in the region.  There have been some unusual readings from known Iconian ruins on several worlds in the Delta Quadrant.  Ghosts.  Energy spikes.  You name it.  The pattern of disruptions points back into this region.  We want you to investigate.

DOVAN: And the rest of the time?

PARKER: Ex astris mirificentia, Commander.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You know I’ve been in the service eighteen years and I’ve never been within a light-year of a first contact until yesterday?  I almost blew it up.  Been a long time since my xenocommunications course.

PARKER: We can’t all be Tryla Scott.

DOVAN: Exactly. If you’d offered me this mission two days ago, I would’ve demanded you clap me in irons instead. (pause) But now the only thing I can think of is how I’m going to break the news to Underwood.

PARKER: You won’t be.  He’s receiving new orders as we speak.  By this time tomorrow, Joshua Underwood will be a full commander serving as First Officer of the U.S.S. Voltaire under Captain Kel Marya.  I didn’t want to allow a single transfer off Excelsior... but it would be extremely unwise, in my opinion, for the two of you to work together again.  His report made that very clear.

DOVAN: Really?  Underwood’s report about me was that bad?

PARKER: Yes, it was.  Lieutenant Commander Underwood stated that, despite thorough monitoring as per my orders, he had found no cause to remove you from command of the Excelsior.  Since this is quite obviously a lie, I am forced to conclude that you are a bad influence on him.  And probably vice-versa.

DOVAN: I’d better buy him a drink.

PARKER: You’ll have to hurry.  He won’t have much time to pack.

DOVAN: I just need one more thing: a new pilot.

PARKER: Why?  Is there something wrong with Ensign Rol?

DOVAN: Lieutenant Rol is more than competent, but, what with his confession to murdering two [officers, I assumed he’d be off the ship.]

PARKER: Ensign Rol was demoted an hour ago, on my authority.  However, his request for transfer to the stockade was denied.

DOVAN: But his confession [proves he committed willful murder!]

PARKER: Per regulations, my office will process all documentation Mr. Rol has submitted, and determine whether to prosecute him for his alleged crime... within the next ninety days.

DOVAN: In ninety days, we’ll be on the opposite side of the galaxy!

PARKER: Very astute, Commander.  Fortunately for all of us, there’s no statute of limitations on murder.

DOVAN: So you’re going to leave it hanging over Rol’s head until all this DEFCON business blows over.

PARKER: I’ll certainly be reviewing the documentation he’s submitted.  Will that be quite all, Commander?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Yes, Admiral.

PARKER: Then report to my dining room at eighteen hundred tomorrow to go over the details of your new mission. 	(pause) Dismissed, Commander.

DOVAN: You’re wrong, Admiral.

PARKER: Sometimes.

DOVAN: I’m not like Isaac Brahms.

PARKER: Is that all?  Dismissed.

SCENE 401-15

LOCATION: MARINE COUNTRY MESS

(There’s a party going on. The Best Is Yet to Come is playing in the background. Lorhrok and Yubari are at a table. Lohrok drinks a beverage and sets the empty glass down on the table.)

LORHROK: I can’t stop drinking these.

YUBARI: I think that might be enough for you, Lorhrok.  We don’t want you dancing on tables again.

LORHROK: Oh no you don’t, Yubari.  Doctor Sharp only let me out of sickbay if I promised to push fluids.

(Dr. Sharp walks up.)

SHARP: That is absolutely not what I meant, Alecz.  Mind if I sit?

YUBARI: Busted, Lorhrok!

LORHROK: No, we don’t mind, Melissa.  Come on. (she sits)  I thought you said you were working on paperwork tonight.

SHARP: I was.  Transfer request.

LORHROK

Transfer request?  What for?

SHARP: Doesn’t matter.  It was denied.  Which freed up my evening for a party, at any rate. (pause) Oh, come on, Asuka – don’t give me that look.  My request had nothing to do with you.

YUBARI: Then who?  I’m Chief of Security.  Part of my job is to make you feel comfortable living and working on this starship.

SHARP: I appreciate it, Asuka – really.  But my beef’s above your paygrade.

UNDERWOOD: You’re not talking about me, I hope.

SHARP: Joshua!  Have a seat!

UNDERWOOD: I will, thank you, Melissa.

LORHROK: When did you two get to know each other so well?

UNDERWOOD: Well, that’s rather a long story.  Normally I’d save it for another day, but, since this is my last day on the Excelsior...

LORHROK: What?

UNDERWOOD: Yes, I’ve been... promoted.  Parker’s not ready to give me a ship yet, but apparently I’m fit to be someone’s first officer.  I transfer out tomorrow.

LORHROK: Well, congratulations!  Let me buy you a drink.  Waiter?

SHARP: I thought all transfer requests had been denied.

UNDERWOOD: You heard correctly.  I didn’t request this.

SHARP: You don’t think Alcar [had something to do with this, do you?]

UNDERWOOD: No – honestly, I don’t.  But that doesn’t make me regret it any less.  I wasted a chance here.  Spent all my time trying to take command; missed everything the Excelsior was trying to give me.  I should have listened.  Not an error I’ll make again. (pause) So here I am.  And I can’t help noticing that nobody’s answered my question.

YUBARI: Yes, Commander.  We were absolutely talking about you.  Only bad things, of course.

(Neeva approaches the table.)

NEEVA: You know, I never understood why they all pick on you, Commander Underwood.  They seem to think you were the only one who tried to mutiny against Dovan at New Victoria.

UNDERWOOD: That’s a good point.  Why aren’t you all this mean to Lieutenant Commander Neeva?

SHARP: Not to put too fine a point on it, but Neeva was very deliberative and apologetic about committing mutiny.

YUBARI: Annnnnd you weren’t.

SHARP: I said not too fine a point, Asuka.

YUBARI: Right.  So, I was blunt instead.

UNDERWOOD: Consider me duly chastised.

YUBARI: Would you like my seat, Neeva?

NEEVA: No, I just came by to ask Lieutenant Lorhrok there if he’d like to dance.  This is one of my favorites, from when I was a kid on KoHt.

LORHROK: I... I’m still feeling pretty weak from everything.  You... go ahead.

NEEVA: (sigh) No, it’s not worth it without a partner. (pause) You left sickbay pretty fast today.  We didn’t get a chance to talk.

LORHROK: I thought you could use the rest.

NEEVA: And I thought –

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Yes?

NEEVA: Nothing, I guess.  I’ll... see you around.

UNDERWOOD: You sure, Commander?  We have a chair.

NEEVA: I... think I need to take a rest, let my pheromones finish cleaning out of my system.  I must still be a little foggy.

(Neeva begins to leave.)

LORHROK: Have a nice night, Commander.

NEEVA: Yeah... you too.  Lieutenant.

SHARP: I’m not sure what I just saw.  Are you two okay?

LORHROK: We went through... a lot on Gevinon and... afterward.

SHARP: Do you need counseling?

LORHROK: Um... no.  No, I think she’ll be fine after some rest.

SHARP: Talk to her.

LORHROK: We’re not really... I have to do some thinking, too, about everything that happened.

SHARP: That’s a medical order, Lieutenant.  Talk to her yourself, or you’ll talk to her in my office.

ROL: Better do what she says, Alecz, or she might sic that Borg on you.

LORHROK: (snort) I believe you mean “Monty,” Mister Rol.

SHARP: What?

LORHROK: Or, worse – that ridiculous hologram!

ROL: That information is not available.

LORHROK AND ROL: (simultaneous) Database corruption is extensive! (both chuckle and clink their glasses.)

YUBARI: What in the stars are they talking about, Melissa?

SHARP: I have no earthly idea.  Gentlemen?

ROL: Can’t tell you.

LORHROK: Temporal Prime Directive.

UNDERWOOD: Oh, that old thing.

ROL: I’m not sure what to say, so I’m just going to say it: I can’t tell you how happy I am to see you alive, Alecz.

LORHROK: I was just about to tell you the exact same thing, Alex.

(Footsteps in the background.)

DOVAN: Yeah, see, that’s not gonna work.

LORHROK: Captain!

ROL: Sir?

DOVAN: I admit it: at first, it was cute. Two people at the senior staff meetings with the same first name.

ROL: Um, they’re not the same first name, sir.

LORHROK: “Alecz” is spelled with a “z”.

DOVAN: Like I said... cute. I’m sure Captain Cortez saw it and loved it. But now I’m the captain, and apparently, I’m stuck with both of you for the next couple of years, and I am just too easily confused to put up with it anymore.

ROL: It’s really not confusing, sir.  He’s Alex.

LORHROK: And he’s Alex.  Hear the difference?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Executive Officer Lorhrok, what’s your middle name?

LORHROK: I don’t have one, sir.

DOVAN: Ensign Rol, what about you?

ROL: Bevoney, sir.

DOVAN: Praise Kobol.  From now on, Ensign, your first name on this starship is “Bev.”

ROL: With all due respect, sir, I hate that.

DOVAN: Well... Then too bad you’re not the captain.  Use it.  That’s an order.  I’ll update the computer tonight.

ROL: Yes, sir.  And, sir, since Admiral Parker is delaying my... transfer request, I understand I’ll be continuing in command of the Excelsior’s fighter squadron.

DOVAN: I’m not sure.  X.O., that sound good to you?

LORHROK: None better, captain.

DOVAN: Then yes, the fighters are all yours, Bev.  What about it?

ROL: The squadron needs a name.

UNDERWOOD: When I was captain, the old squadron used to be called the Visionaries.

ROL: That’s the six-oh-third.  They’re still operating out of Pollux, though, so we can’t reuse the name.

LORHROK: You have a suggestion?

ROL: Yes.  I was thinking of calling them the “Renegades.”

(Pause.)

DOVAN: In honor of General Brahms’s starship?

ROL: And his sister’s before him.

UNDERWOOD: I think that’s a terrible idea.

YUBARI: You’re not going to be here tomorrow.

SHARP: He’s not alone.  Isaac Brahms was a serial murderer who died exterminating a species, and he spent most of the month before trying to kill us.  The last thing he needs is an onboard memorial.

YUBARI: Really.  It was his crew that held the line when we fled to that gas cloud, Melissa.  His crew that sacrificed themselves to give us a fighting chance.

ROL: And, in the end, he gave up everything – everything, sir – for us.

LORHROK: And for the memory of his sister, Tryla Scott, the greatest starship captain of the past century.

UNDERWOOD: Revisionist history.  We were allies of convenience, nothing more.  Rol, he tried to kill you – personally!  And he very nearly did it!

ROL: Captain, I’ve made my request.  Respectfully, I ask your decision.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I’ll inform you of my decision tomorrow.  Right now, I want to make sure we have a great party.  It’s only fair to the guests of honor, after all.  Speaking of whom, where’s Neeva?

YUBARI: She headed home for the night.

DOVAN: Shoot.  I’ll have to fill her in on our mission later, then.

LORHROK: You got a mission briefing, sir?

DOVAN: Yes, I did, Number One.  And I think you’re going to like it.  Take a look out that window.

YUBARI: I don’t see anything.

DOVAN: Then you’re not looking.

SHARP: It’s just... space.

DOVAN: Exactly!  Space.  The final frontier.  That’s where we’re going.  Somewhere out there, right now, a star is exploding.  A new colony is harvesting its first crop.  There are cities made of flame and skies that scream with song.  The Starship Excelsior’s mission is to seek them out, and bear witness. (pause) This, ladies and gentlemen, is what we were made for.  Rest up.  Tomorrow, we’re embarking on the greatest adventure of our lives.  We’ve all been given a second chance; get ready to use it.


4.2 Guards! GET THEM!


SCENE 402-01

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR – TRANSPORTER ROOM

(Somebody beams onto the pad.)

LORHROK: Leftenant Commander Kestra J’naya, I presume.

J’NAYA: Permission to come aboard... sir.

LORHROK: Granted; welcome aboard, Commander.

(As she steps off the platform, he steps forward... but she trips, and drops her datapads, which clatter to the floor.)

J’NAYA: Whoooah! Oh, no, I’m sorry, sir.  I’ll get them.

LORHROK: It’s just a few PADDs, Commander. Nothing to worry about.  On this ship, the crew gives you a few chances before they call you a butterfingers.

J’NAYA: Eh, how many chances?

LORHROK: I’m sure you’ll never find out, Commander. I mean, you never would have made it this far in engineering if you couldn’t hold a coil modulator straight, right?

J’NAYA: Ehm... (uncomfortable pause) And you must be Commander Neeva!

(Neeva steps forward.)

NEEVA: Lieutenant Commander Neeva, Chief of Operations. A pleasure, Commander.

J’NAYA: I’m so happy to finally meet you.  Captain Bandeira said I should look you up when I got here.

NEEVA: And she told me to keep an eye out for you.  Don’t worry: with my help, in two weeks you’ll know the Excelsior as well as you knew the Totallic.

J’NAYA: Thank you. I’m looking forward to it. Then you must be Lieutenant Lorhrok, the Excelsior’s First Officer.  Sorry again about the, uh... Thank you for taking the time to welcome me aboard!

LORHROK: Don’t get me wrong, Miss J’naya, welcome aboard – but I’m here to warn you.  Chief Engineer is a tough job. You can still get out of this.

J’NAYA: Respectfully, sir, the only thing that could keep me out of your engineering bay is a cascading coolant leak. I spent six years as assistant chief on the Totallic, and I’m ready for the big pool table and anything else this ship can throw at me.

LORHROK: Well, we’ll see what you think after you’ve met Ensign Adow.

NEEVA: Now, Commander, what do you know about transporters?

J’NAYA: I built one once in the field.  Why?

NEEVA: We have a chance to put that knowledge to good use.  You know anything about the planet we’re orbiting?

J’NAYA: No, we’re in uncharted space.  From the shuttle, it looked primitive – no city lights on nightside.

LORHROK: And you’re right.  Mantua is primitive.  High medieval is our best approximation – a C-plus on the Scale of Culture.  Castles, princesses... even a plague, which is threatening to send them into a Dark Age.

NEEVA: Only we’re picking up a massive power source on the surface.  Way beyond anything the Mantuans are capable of.  And we can’t beam down to investigate, because...

J’NAYA: Because something in the energy field is blocking the transporters?

NEEVA: It’s stumped engineering for three hours, and Captain Dovan wants an away team on the surface in two.

J’NAYA: We’ll get right on it. I’ll need the transceiver assembly, of course.  What’s the process here for reserving time on it?

NEEVA: Actually...

LORHROK: Actually, the transceiver assembly’s still offline.  So are a number of other support systems.  Starbase Nine-One-One patched the gaping wounds, but we still need a few days of work before we’re shipshape.

NEEVA: More like weeks, actually.  Here’s a full damage report.

(Neeva hands over a PADD; J’naya scrolls through it.)

J’NAYA: Ehm... oi.  This is... (pause) Does this mean that you’re going to let me in on the Big Secret?

LORHROK: That being...?

J’NAYA: It’s the only thing anyone on Starbase has talked about for a month.  What happened to this ship?  Where were you?

LORHROK: Sorry, Commander.

NEEVA: That’s classified.  If we told you...

LORHROK: ...it could destroy the galaxy.

NEEVA: Literally, I’m afraid. So I find it’s best not to think about where we’ve been.

LORHROK: Where we’re going is a lot more interesting anyway.

(Awkward pause.)

J’NAYA: Ehm... I guess I’d better get to work, then.

LORHROK: Capital idea, Miss J’naya.  You’ll find Chief Lorth just outside with your things.  He’ll give you the grand tour.  Welcome aboard once again.

NEEVA: I’ll put orientation and lunch on your calendar, Commander – right after we’re done here at Mantua.

J’NAYA: I can’t wait.  Thank you.

(J’naya begins to walk out of the transporter room, but, as the door slides open, she bangs her toe into it.)

J’NAYA: Ow!  Darn it!

LORHROK: Are you alright?

J’NAYA: Just... stubbed my toe. I’ll be fine. Just fine!

(The door closes behind her.)

LORHROK: Well... she’s going to be... interesting.

NEEVA: Adow’s going to eat her alive.

LORHROK: And that’s going to be... interesting.

NEEVA: I’m heading to sickbay to pick up some requisition docs. You wanna come?

LORHROK: I’m due on the bridge.

(Lorhrok starts walking.  Neeva follows quickly after a moment.)

NEEVA: You’re avoiding me. Ever since what happened in the shuttle.

(They exit the transporter room.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

LORHROK: You keep bringing it up.

NEEVA: If you can look me in the eye and tell me what happened between us didn’t matter, I’ll stop.

LORHROK: No – you know what I mean.  I’m talking about Simon.

NEEVA: That right there was the sound of you bringing up Simon, not me.

LORHROK: You just asked to walk me to Sickbay.  Was that, or was that not, an attempt to lead me to counselling with Doctor Sharp?

NEEVA: I... I just think you need to talk to somebody.

LORHROK: I have been.

NEEVA: Lio the Barkeep is not a counsellor, Alecz.

(They stop walking.)

LORHROK: If you want me to stop avoiding you, Neeva, stop badgering me.  Simon Westlake is dead and I am figuring it out.

NEEVA: Have you talked to his father yet?

(Pause.)

(The comm beeps.)

DOVAN: Bridge to Lorhrok.

(Lorhrok hits his combadge.)

LORHROK: I’m on my way, sir.

DOVAN: Belay that.  We’ve tracked the Mantuan power source to within a few kilometers.  It’s even bigger than we thought, and Admiral Parker’s going to want to know why.

LORHROK: There’s only one thing that could leave a footprint that big: alien interference.  Some powerful race is down there trying to change Mantuan society – and doesn’t want us to see it.

DOVAN: We need more than a theory. Did that new engineer find a way to use the transporters yet?

LORHROK: She just came aboard a minute ago, Captain.

DOVAN: So... no?

LORHROK: I’m afraid not.

DOVAN: Then are you up for a little treasure hunt?

LORHROK: Count me in.

DOVAN: If you need more time, Number One[, I’d be happy to send Yubari in your place.]

LORHROK: Captain, what happened last month is completely behind me.

DOVAN: That’s all I needed to hear. (Dovan presses a button) Lieutenant Lorhrok, Commander Neeva, Doctor Sharp, Mister Rol to Main Shuttlebay.  Main Shuttlebay, prepare for launch.

NEEVA: Completely behind you?

LORHROK: Completely.

MAIN CREDITS

SCENE 402-02

LOCATION: SHUTTLE

(Neeva is flying the ship while Sharp and Lorhrok finish dressing.)

SHARP: Does this have to be... so... tight?

ROL: You’re playing the part of an enslaved surgeon. (pause) Yes, it has to be this tight.  Trust the infiltration specialist.

SHARP: I can hardly breathe.

LORHROK: Maybe their plague... (he cinches up one side of his garment) Oof.  Is related to the lack of air.

ROL: The upper class on the southern continent has green skin.  It’s close to Orion, so “Neeva, Lord of the Southmarch” will be seen as your leader.  Actually... as your owner.

NEEVA: Bev, you know how I feel about slavery.

ROL: Sorry, ma’am.

LORHROK: The Prime Directive is in full force on this planet.  We must not interfere with the natural development of this society.

NEEVA: Yes, sir. No references to space, other planets, or advanced civilizations. If the only cover story we have makes me a slaveholder... so be it.

SHARP: What about the plague?  The Mantuans are suffering in huge numbers, and Captain Dovan put me on this team for a reason.

LORHROK: That reason is to protect us, Doctor.  Find out what’s making them sick, take necessary precautions, but we can’t interfere. Our mission is to identify the power source – plus the alien influence behind it – and take all prudent measures.  Nothing more.

SHARP: I’m not used to standing around watching people die.

LORHROK: The Prime Directive is there to protect people like this, Melissa. Even from well-intentioned people like us.

SHARP: Then on your heads be it.

NEEVA: Coming up on the landing site!  Nearest town’s about five klicks north of here.

LORHROK: That’s where we’ll start, then. We can narrow the search from there. Rol, can you help me find the hat that goes with this costume?

LOCATION: FOREST

(The shuttle descends.)

SCENE 402-03

LOCATION: MAIN ENGINEERING

ADOW

So then she jumps up, spills the soup, and runs all the way down to sickbay, her hair still dripping wet.  Turns out she broke her wrist!

JOSHI:	(simultaneous) No way!

NIK D: (simultaneous) That’s incredible.

ADOW: It takes a special kind of engineer to screw up a shower that bad.  But, hey, I heard it straight from the yeoman on the Totallic.  Our new Chief Engineer? Kind of a mess.

MEYERS: I looked up her dossier.  She looks alright.  Lots of experience, a few decorations, beautiful smile...

ADOW: Meyers, stop right there.  I have two words for you: Ice. Queen.

MEYERS: No!  I mean, maybe – I don’t – not gonna – sure,  she’s a fine-looking woman, but that’s [not –]

JOSHI: Attention on deck!

(All four engineers snap to attention.)

J’NAYA: Thanks, everyone, but that’s not going to be necessary.  You can relax.  I’m Lieutanant Commander Kestra J’naya, I’m the Excelsior’s new chief engineer, and I’m very happy to be here. I’d love to spend some time getting to know you all, but the captain’s already given us a priority assignment, so let’s just get your names and then you can help me figure out how we do things around here.  Ensign, can you start?

JOSHI: Yes, ma’am. I’m Ensign Sheherazad Joshi, propulsion specialist.

ADOW: Ensign Kinash Adow.  I’ve been running this place, which I guess makes me your new... assistant.  Ma’am.

NIK D: Petty Officer Nikolas Demetropoulous, Systems Tech.

MEYERS: And I’m Master Chief Meyers. Jack Meyers, Engineer’s Mate.

NIK D: We’ll see about that, Jack.

MEYERS: Nik, I love you; shut up.

J’NAYA: Alright, you all know the job: we need to punch transporters through that energy field.  I hear your transceiver assembly’s still down, so I think our first job is to get it running again.  Jack, that sounds like it’s in your wheelhouse?

MEYERS: Perfect, boss-lady.

J’NAYA: Right, the transceiver should give us some solid data, then we can plan our next move.

ADOW: Wrong.

J’NAYA: Kinash?  You have something to add?

ADOW: We don’t need the whole transceiver array.  We can get all the data we need with subspace echolocation.  I can have the main deflector ready for that in half the time.

J’NAYA: That’s... a bit unorthodox, Ensign.  I like it.  Hmm... (pause) But, if the energy field is disrupting subspace, that could overwhelm our signal.  Then we’d have wasted an hour and still need to fix the transceiver. No, I like it, but I’m gonna have to say, we play it safe this time. So, everyone, Meyers is on point.  Give him whatever he needs, and I’ll meet you down there as soon as I’ve run a standard systems check.  Dismissed.

(They all part ways.)

SCENE 402-04

LOCATION: ROYAL COURTYARD - BALCONY

(There is music and dancing down in the courtyard. Up on the balcony, the King broods.  His daughter approaches from behind him.)

PRINCESS: Father, why are you in here brooding again?

KING: Because they are my subjects, Allina, and I am their king.  I must help them, before it’s too late.

PRINCESS: Watching them dance won’t help anyone, father. It’ll only foul your mood.

KING: I just... If I watch long enough, one of them might betray a hint, a meaning. Something other than that vacant joy on their faces. It’s so much like death, Allie.  You don’t remember when your mother...

PRINCESS: You’ve done more than most lords, your majesty.  You’ve given them shelter from the elements instead of putting them out on the street.  You’ve hired musicians to help them pass through the plague.  And you’ve even asked Helmut to help cool their blood.

KING: A decision I regret daily, daughter. There is some reason you sought me out, I take it?

PRINCESS: Yes, father.  Three visitors have requested an audience.

KING: Is that so? Tell them to come back on the Ides, during my regular audience. Do not trouble me with trifles, child.

PRINCESS: Father, one of them is green.

KING: Green?  Green skin, all over? Is he from the Southern continents?

PRINCESS: That, or she has a very serious skin condition.

KING: I haven’t seen a Southron since I was a squire.

PRINCESS: I know.

KING: Why didn’t you say so at once, Allina?

PRINCESS: Because, father, you look so funny when you’re surprised.

SCENE 402-05

LOCATION: CASTLE HALLWAY

(The Away Team is walking down the hallway, escorted by two pike-carrying guards, one in front and one behind them.)

LORHROK: Okay, keep your eyes peeled for anything out of place.  If there’s an alien influence at work here, it’s probably subtle.  They obviously haven’t made their presence known yet.  Subversion before subjugation.

(A guard opens the wooden doors to the royal court as the Away Team approaches and passes through.)

LOCATION: ROYAL COURT

(A trio of trumpets plays a brief entrance fanfare as the guard announces them.)

GUARD #1: Your majesty, the Lady Neeva, emerald among emeralds, noblewoman of the Southmarch, absolute sovereign of the Excelsior Estate, accompanied by her personal... servants.

KING: Princess Allina, where’s Helmut? He knows he’s due at audiences.

PRINCESS: I’ll have a summons sent.

LORHROK: Remember: anything out of the ordinary. Anything out of place.  Blink and we might miss it.

KING: My Lady Neeva!  Honored guests! I [greet you as the emissary of friends too long parted!]

(Suddenly, Helmut appears out of thin air)

HELMUT: Your majesty! It is I, Helmut, of the Great and Most Blessed Order of Wizards!  I am so sorry I am late.

LORHROK: Did he just...?

SHARP: Appear out of thin air right in front of us?

NEEVA: Does that count as out of the ordinary?

HELMUT: It’s a bit dim in here, isn’t it?  I hate cloudy days.  With a flick of my wand, let there be light!

(There is an odd sound. Like a whooshing noise.)

SHARP: Those stone panels... they’re glowing!

NEEVA: How did he do that?

LORHROK: They’re not stone.  I’d know that glow anywhere: it’s photoluminiscent aluminium!  Atomic Age technology at the absolute least.

KING: Um.  Yes... thank you, Helmut.

HELMUT: Of course, your majesty.  Anything for our people!

KING: We have guests, noble Wizard. Visitors, attend and pay homage!

NEEVA: Your majesty.

KING: My lady Neeva. Too long has it been since last we tested our hospitality on our viridescent sisters in the South.  Your people are even more beautiful than I remembered.

NEEVA: Thank you, your majesty.

KING: My daughter, Princess Allina [uh-LEE-nuh].

ALLINA: Hello!

NEEVA: My surgeon, Melissa, and my... valet, Alecz.

KING: Beautiful names all.

(Helmut the wizard steps forward.)

HELMUT: If I may, my lord?

KING: Ah. Yes. And this is an emissary of the wizarding clan.  Helmut.

NEEVA: You marvel us with your power, wizard.  How came you by such magic?

HELMUT: Ah, my lady, you must understand, a wizard never reveals his tricks.

LORHROK: So it is a trick, then?

HELMUT: Pardon?

NEEVA: Alecz, behave yourself. We could use a man of Helmut’s... talents back on the Estate.

KING: Alas! that your gimlet eye has fallen at once away from me, my lady.

NEEVA: Change your tone at once, my lord; jealousy does not befit such a gracious visage.

KING: Do not think I regret it too much, for how nobler a love if it should never be returned.

NEEVA: Do not be so quick to soothsay, my lord; wiser than us have found that love moves stranger than the stars foretell. Is Helmut for sale?

KING: I’m sorry?

ALLINA: Father?

NEEVA: Did I lapse into my native tongue?  I wish to know how much money you want for Helmut’s ownership deed.

HELMUT: Ha ha ha!  A wonderful specimen, my lord! But perhaps you should correct her on the... finer points of Northern property law?

GUARD #1: (giggles)

KING: Wait.  What was that?

GUARD #1: (laughs out loud)

KING: Oh, no.  Guard!  GUARD!  Princess, grab his pike!

SFX: Allina is already running; she reaches the guard and swats his wood (with metal tip) pike out of his hands.  It falls to the ground.

PRINCESS: I have him!  It’s starting!

(The guard begins to dance.)

SHARP: Is he...?

LORHROK: Dancing.

PRINCESS: Come on, Fulton.  Snap out of it.  Stop dancing.

GUARD #1: I... I can’t, my lady!  Help me. (helplessly, he GIGGLES again!)

PRINCESS: For God’s sake, Helmut, DO SOMETHING!

HELMUT: I’m sorry, my lady.  This curse is still beyond our magic.

KING: You have to help yourself here, Fulton.  You’re a free man of virtue.  Whatever spirits have taken you...

(The guard speeds up his dance.)

(Guard #1 laughs again, quite uncontrollably, for a long time in the background.)

PRINCESS: It’s too late, my lord.  He’s gone.

(Pause.)

KING: Very well.  Have him put with the others, before it spreads.  And stay away from him, Allina.  All he can do now is get you sick, too.

SHARP: I’m... sorry.  What did we just see?

KING: Do you mean to say the plague has not reached the Southmarch?

SHARP: No, it has.  The plague is everywhere.  It’s just...

LORHROK: It doesn’t look quite the same where we come from. Less, um...

SHARP: Less dancing. Can I see your other patients?  Is there a hospital?  I’m a doctor, and we have some... ways of looking at the Plague that maybe your doctors haven’t tried yet.

PRINCESS: Anything that could help would earn a hundred years’ gratitude from this kingdom.

KING: Lead the way, Princess Allina.

PRINCESS: Your majesty.

(Helmut, Sharp, the King, and the Princess begin to walk away.  Lorhrok and Neeva hang back a minute.)

LORHROK: You alright, Commander?

NEEVA: Just a little... Hm. (pause) I’m fine.

LORHROK: That was impressive wordplay back there.  Where did you learn to talk like that?

NEEVA: Some of the most well-spoken men I ever knew were in the Syndicate.  They were also the most dangerous.  If you wanted to live, you learned to speak their language. (pause) If you ever hear me buttering you up like that, it means I’ve got one hand on my dagger.  When I care about a man, I tell him what he needs to hear, whether he likes it or not.

LORHROK: I’ll keep that in mind.

PRINCESS: (in background) Here is the Courtyard of the Plague.

(In the background, a big door opens up.)

SHARP: (in background) Christ almighty!

LORHROK: We’d better catch up.  I may need a distraction in a minute, Neeva.

(They both hurry across the room.)

LOCATION: COURTYARD

(Dancers & music at a short distance.)

SHARP: So all these dancers are really... your patients?

KING: Yes, surgeon. It steals upon them, day or night.  The only warning is a laugh, peasant or noble, good or evil. Then, the laughing ends, and they dance.

LORHROK: All day?

PRINCESS: And all night.  They drink only if we pour water down their throats.  They don’t eat at all.

HELMUT: It’s a frenzy.  They just keep dancing, until...

NEEVA: Until... what?

KING: Until they die, Lady Neeva.  That is why we call it a plague.  Since it appeared six months ago, we’ve lost a hundred souls to it.  It only grows.

(Pause.)

SHARP: May I take a closer look?  I have certain... medical tools.

PRINCESS: We’ve already studied the eyes and wrists, Melissa.  If there’s a pattern, we don’t know it.  Perhaps you’ll fare better. May I join you? Foreign medicine fascinates me.

LORHROK: Lady Neeva?

NEEVA: I think perhaps my valet had better assist her. In the meantime, perhaps you can explain... those tapestries to me?

KING: Oh, well, yes!  There you’ll see the crest of my father, given him [after he held off Duke Camlaan’s army with twenty-seven knights in the forest of Argonne. On the left...] 2

LORHROK: Come on.

(Sharp and Lorhrok walk away.)

SHARP: Are we safely out of sight?

LORHROK: Go ahead.

(Sharp pulls out her tricorder.)

LORHROK: What was all that about the ‘eyes and wrists’?

SHARP: Folk medicine.  Don’t worry about it.  Lots of strange ideas about disease in C-plus civilizations.

LORHROK: Like this plague?  I mean... dancing?  Are these people really sick?

SHARP: Actually, it’s not unheard of. “Dancing plagues” have been historically reported on Andor, Kellogg Nine, and Earth.  For example, in 1374, dancing broke out in the middle of Germany, then quickly spread across most of the cities in Western Europe.  At the time, they thought it could be a curse sent by the saints.

LORHROK: (snorts) Superstition, I take it.

SHARP: Frankly, none of the explanations modern medicine offers are much better.  The dancing plague has always been something of a mystery.

LORHROK: Well, it sounds like a mass hysteria.

SHARP: Mass hysteria is what doctors blame when they want to make the unexplainable go away.  It’s a surrender flag, not an answer.

LORHROK: I’m not sure how much longer Neeva can keep the King distracted.

(The tricorder starts making alert noises.)

SHARP: That’s alright.  I’ve got something.

LORHROK: What?

SHARP: This disease isn’t not a virus or a bacterium.  Whatever this is is going straight to the brain.  There’s a state of neurological excitation in the hypothalamus and the premotor cortex.

LORHROK: What’s causing it?

SHARP: I don’t know. Some kind of energy field I can’t pin down. Certainly nothing I’d recognize as a “natural” disease.

LORHROK: Wait, are you saying... the wizards?

SHARP: Unless you think King Tapestry over there is capable of building an advanced bioweapon, I don’t have any other suspects.

LORHROK: It’s one thing to exploit a primitive people.  It’s quite another to murder them. By disease.

SHARP: But, like the plague itself, it’s hardly unheard of.

LORHROK: If you’re right, Melissa, then the Prime Directive doesn’t apply to the plague. Leave the Wizards to me, but find a cure. Fast.

SHARP: I need to study how this develops before I can tell you more.  If I narrow the tolerance field here... (she changes some things on her tricorder) ...I should be able to find someone whose brain is already being affected, but isn’t symptomatic yet.  Then it should just be a matter of seeing how the disease develops.

(Princess Allina steps over.)

PRINCESS: How is it going, you two?

(Sharp hastily closes and stows her tricorder.)

SHARP: Um...

LORHROK: You were right about the eyes and veins, your highness.  This plague affects your people differently than ours, but we still don’t know how to cure it.

PRINCESS: I can’t tell you how sorry I am to hear that. (pause) But come.  We must show you the treatment due to distant emissaries. And, between you and I, if my father spends another minute trying to impress the Lady Neeva, she may drop dead of boredom.

SHARP: Thank you for your hospitality, your highness. We’ll be right there. Tell them our valet is tired and needs rest.

PRINCESS: Of course, Melissa.  You can call me Allina.

(The Princess walks away again.)

LORHROK: So now all we have to do is find your test subject.

SHARP: No.  I already found a test subject.

LORHROK: What?  Who?

SHARP: It showed up on the brain scan, plain as day. (pause) Princess Allina is in the earliest stages of neurological excitation.  If we don’t stop this plague, in a few hours she’ll be out here on the dance floor with the rest of them.

SCENE 402-06

LOCATION: MAIN ENGINEERING

(J’naya climbs up a ladder to the upper level.)

J’NAYA: Ensign Adow.  I didn’t expect to find you up here.  The transceiver assembly’s online, then?

ADOW: Don’t know, don’t care, and, as of this moment, neither do you.  Take a look at this.

(Adow presses a button and data starts streaming.)

ADOW: Everything you’d want to know about the energy field and more, all through subspace echolocation.

(J'naya presses some buttons.)

J’NAYA: You’ve even found the variance frequency. But the subspace distortion...

ADOW: I compensated.

J’NAYA: This is... excellent work, Ensign. The energy field won’t stand a chance with this new data. I see that I underestimated your technical skills.

ADOW: You sure did.

(J’naya hits her combadge.)

J’NAYA: J’naya to Meyers.

MEYERS: Meyers here.

J’NAYA: Cease repairs on the transceiver assembly.  We’ve got a new source of information up here.  Report back to main engineering for the next step.

MEYERS: Right quick, boss-lady. Meyers out.

J’NAYA: As for you, Ensign...

ADOW: Yes?

J’NAYA: You’re relieved of duty and restricted from engineering systems, effective immediately.

ADOW: What?

J’NAYA: You disobeyed my direct orders, jeopardizing our mission and the Away Team.  You may be a technical genius, but if you can’t follow my lead, I can’t work with you.  Report to your quarters and think about it.  We don’t need you for the rest of this assignment.

ADOW: I just helped you get to the Away Team!  How dare you?

J’NAYA: Ensign, see these pips?  I’m not some junior-grade lieutenant wandering in here to prove myself. I’ve been running engineering teams since you were in junior high.  And the one thing I’ve seen that’s true at every posting, everywhere in the galaxy, is that a team that can’t work like one is – sooner or later – going to get a lot of people killed. You’re relieved. (pause) Ensign?

(Pause.)

ADOW: This isn’t over.

J’NAYA: I certainly hope not.  After this mission, I’ll make us some tea.  We’ll talk then.

ADOW: Sure.  Tea.

(Adow stalks off toward an exit.)

SCENE 402-07

LOCATION: PRINCESS’S BEDCHAMBER

NEEVA: Get the door, Alecz.

LORHROK: Oh.  Yeah.

(He closes the door behind him.)

NEEVA: Okay, Melissa. We broke into the Princess’s bedroom. The rest is up to you.

(Sharp walks over to the bed.)

SHARP: Administering sedative. (She uses a hypospray) Beginning a full neurological scan. (She scans with her tricorder) (pause) This is the damndest thing.

LORHROK: What?

SHARP: We’re really not dealing with a disease in any traditional sense of the word.  Some kind of signal being transmitted directly into the Princess’s hypothalamus – like Neeva’s pheremones but ten times more powerful – inducing a... frenzied state.

LORHROK: The laughing and dancing?

SHARP: Exactly. Her brain chemistry is rapidly deteriorating; she has hours, at most.  Maybe minutes.

NEEVA: Can you trace the signal back to its source?

SHARP: Trying.

(Outside the door, footsteps approach.)

HELMUT: Are you certain, your majesty?

NEEVA: Lieutenant.  Did you hear that?

KING: We must attend all the closer to our prayers in this time of plague.

GUARD #3: Then you don’t trust the wizards, your majesty?

HELMUT: You read a bit much into the king’s words, young man.

SHARP: What’s the problem?

NEEVA: (hissing) The king is outside!

SHARP: Damn.  I just need another minute.

KING: The Wizards are a tool of Providence, Smithson – the same Providence that ordained the liturgy of Vigils, Matins, and Lauds.

(The door opens, and the king walks in.)

LORHROK: ...exit.

(Tense pause.)

KING: Lady Neeva.  I trust you, too, are here to join my daughter’s nightly prayer for health.

NEEVA: Um... your majesty, this isn’t what it looks like.

HELMUT: It is customary in the northlands to enter only where you have been invited.

KING: Silence, Helmut.  This is my daughter. Guards, step back.

GUARD #2, GUARD #3, AND GUARD #4: (simultaneously) Your majesty.

(They all take a step back.)

KING: Now, perhaps one of you will tell me what witchcraft your ‘surgeon’ was working on my daughter.  Or did you think I did not see her wand?

LORHROK: I’m not sure what you mean.

KING: Do you think me blind?  I saw a device, [wizardry, I don’t know.]

SHARP: It’s called a tricorder.

LORHROK: Ensign Sharp!

SHARP: He saw it.  That damage is done. Now, your majesty, your daughter is going to become sick with the plague very soon now, but I’m [trying to stop it.]

(The Princess giggles.)

NEEVA: Oh, no.

KING: What?

SHARP: As I was saying, your majesty...

(The Princess giggles again.)

HELMUT: What have you done to the Princess?

(The princess rises from her bed and begins to dance, just like the guard in the last scene. All the while, still laughing.)

LORHROK: Your majesty, I know what this looks like, but we’re here to help the princess.  The Wizards, they’re the ones responsible for the plague, and we have to help them.

KING: Allina.  Allina, can you hear me?  Please stop dancing.  Go back to sleep, sweetheart. (pause) Guards, arrest these sorcerors.

NEEVA: Alecz?

LORHROK: RUN!

(Neeva, Lorhrok, and Sharp run through the side door.)

LOCATION: CASTLE CORRIDOR

KING: GUARDS!  GET THEEEEEM!

(The guards set off in hot pursuit.)

HELMUT: Colloportus! Cave Inimicum!

(He casts some magic at the Away Team)

LORHROK: Melissa!

GUARD #3: Damn! That spell almost got her!

SHARP: I’m alright!  Go go go!

LORHROK: Neeva, we need an exit!

NEEVA: Ahmmm...

SFX: A gong goes off in the background.

LORHROK: Neeva, you’ve got this!

(Bells all around the castle chime.)

NEEVA: You’re right!  But you’re not going to like it!

LORHROK: I like anything better than getting caught by these fine gentlemen, Lady Neeva!

NEEVA: Okay, up those stairs!

SHARP: I’m not sure I can keep up!

LORHROK: Come on, Doctor! Where are we going, Neeva?

NEEVA: Out of the castle!

LORHROK: Then why are we going up to the fourth floor?

NEEVA: I said you weren’t gonna like it!

(She shoves a door open and they run out onto the ramparts.)

LOCATION: CASTLE RAMPARTS

GUARD #2: They’re on the ramparts!

GUARD #3: Stop them!

LORHROK: Where do we go from here?  There are guards everywhere!

NEEVA: Jump!

LORHROK: WHAT?!

NEEVA: JUMP!  The castle’s surrounded by a moat! We’ll be fine!  Watch! WHOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

(She falls into the moat with a splash.)

(Sharp is tackled by one of the guards.)

GUARD #2: Hnngh!  I’ve got her!  I’ve got the white woman!

SHARP: Alecz!

LORHROK: Melissa!

SHARP: Take my tricorder!

SFX: She tosses her tricorder as she says that, and it skitters across the stones.

LORHROK: I’m not leaving without you!

GUARD #3: Suits us fine, Southlander!

GUARD #4: Yeah, c’mere, laddybuck. Hnnng!

(He lunges at Lorhrok. Punches are thrown! Guard #3 goes down with a groan.)

SHARP: Alecz, look out!  The edge!

LORHROK: Whoa --- ooaaah! Ahhhhhhhhhh!

(We follow him down, and we hear a great SPLASH followed almost instantly by a heavy, muffled, underwater thunk.)

SCENE 402-08

LOCATION: CHURCH COURTYARD

(It has started gently raining.)

LORHROK: Uhhnn...  uhn. Wha...?

NEEVA: It’s alright.  You’re alright.

LORHROK: Oh, hey there... beautiful lady. (pause) Does that painting seem weird to you?

NEEVA: Oh, for...

(Neeva opens her medpak, rifles through it, finds a hypospray, and injects it into Lorhrok’s neck.)

NEEVA: There.  That’ll help you think straight.  You hit your head when you fell, mild concussion, but it could have been a lot worse.

LORHROK: Uhhhn. How long?

NEEVA: About half an hour.  And I had to carry you for most of that.  We need to get moving: I claimed sanctuary in this chapel, but I’m not sure that’ll hold when the King’s troops show up at the gate.

(Lorhrok gets to his feet.)

LORHROK: Where’s Melissa?

NEEVA: You don’t remember?

LORHROK: She was... captured.

NEEVA: Yeah.  You and I barely got out of there.  Guards were all over the place.

LORHROK: You left her behind?!

NEEVA: I had to get you away!

LORHROK: They could kill her!  Spast, she might already be dead!

NEEVA: Melissa Sharp is a smart, capable woman.  She’ll be okay.

LORHROK: You can’t know that!

NEEVA: And even if she weren’t, there was nothing I could do. (pause) You wanna go back and storm the castle?  The two of us against a thousand troops?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: No, you’re right.  There wasn’t anything you could have done. I slipped off the wall. It’s my fault.

NEEVA: I didn’t say that.

LORHROK: The best way we can help the doctor now is to stop the plague and expose these “wizards” for what they are.  Did you have a chance to review her tricorder scans?

NEEVA: Yes.  The plague is being generated by a massive energy field that envelops most of the planet.  Melissa was using the Princess’s illness to trace the source.

LORHROK: The same power source we came here to find?

NEEVA: Definitely.  Unfortunately, we don’t have a clear trace.  A rough distance and a vague heading – not enough to go on.

LORHROK: What about the Excelsior?

NEEVA: I can’t raise them through the interference.  And we can’t double back to the shuttle, because the search parties are in that direction.

LORHROK: Then we need to gather intelligence.  How about that priest you mentioned?  And, really, what is with this painting?

NEEVA: It’s just some angel or something.

LORHROK: No, I mean, look at the edges.  The brickwork is so well-balanced, and then those sharp edges... they weaken the whole structure [of the wall.]

(A big door off to the side swings open, and four guards march out of it.)

GUARD #3: Cuthbert, search the belfry!  Newcastle, the undercroft.  Tannen and I will cover this courtyard. Baskerville’s boys’ll have the rest!

GUARD #4: If you sees a hint of ‘er, let ‘er taste yer steel!

(They march off in their various directions.)

LORHROK: They haven’t seen us.

NEEVA: A few pillars and shadows won’t hide us for long.  We have to go.

LORHROK: Didn’t you hear him? We’re surrounded!

NEEVA: We’ve got to try!

(Lorhrok walks over to the wall.)

LORHROK: Seriously, look at this painting.

NEEVA: We don’t have time for art criticism, sir!  We have to go!

LORHROK: Right... here.

(He presses a brick into the wall.  We hear gears and then grinding stones.)

NEEVA: A secret door!

LORHROK: I told you it looked weird.  C’mon!

(They run in and the door closes behind them.)

NEEVA: I guess it’d be too much to ask for a secret passage with lighting.

LORHROK: It’s alright; it’s not very long.  Here’s the far wall.  And if I just push... Uhhhhnf!

(A wooden wall swings open.)

LOCATION: PUBLIC HOUSE - BASEMENT

(Faint music and laughter can be heard through the wooden ceiling, a level above.)

NEEVA

Where are we?  A wine cellar?

LORHROK: Seems that way. I hear music upstairs, and laughter. (pause) Let’s head up and try to blend in.  With a little luck, we’ll get our information and a little dinner, too.  Here are the stairs.

(They walk up the creaky wooden stairs.)

LOCATION: MANTUAN PUBLIC HOUSE

LORHROK: Why does the church need a secret passageway connecting it to... a common neighborhood pub?

NEEVA: You clearly haven’t met many clerics, Alecz.  I’ll handle this.

(Neeva approaches the bartender.)

NEEVA: Excuse me, barkeep, good sir!

MANTUAN: Oh! Oh, yes, milady? What can I do for a beautiful visitor from Southern lands?

NEEVA: I have been sent as an ambassador. My people doubt the power of your Wizarding Order. I must... ah... take council with them. At their... Fortress?

MANTUAN FEMALE: Well isn’t that just loverly! The Wizards, milady – they changed everything ‘round here. The streets are lit at all hours, nobody goes ‘ungry, and all they ask in return is their bit o’ land. The King? His most trusted adviser’s the head of the Wizarding Order.

NEEVA: I have seen an example of Adviser Helmut’s power. But I do not know where he... holds court?

MANTUAN: Outside the city, half a day’s walk southeast by south will take you to the edge of the Enchanted Forest. They say the Wizards have built a great fortress of steel and glass.

LORHROK: Those coordinates agree with Melissa’s calculations.

MANTUAN FEMALE: That’s all we know. Didn’t Helmut the Wise tell you this?

NEEVA: It’s...

LORHROK: Milady is being tested.

NEEVA: Yes! I am being tested, as I am testing them. It’s a game. One people of power and influence like to play.

MANTUAN FEMALE: Oh, of course, milady. No offense intended!

NEEVA: None taken. I wish you prosperity and happiness for your help, and...

(Outside, a thunderclap, and a stiff wind picks up.)

LORHROK: ...what’s happening?

NEEVA: It’s getting bright.  White light, coming from nowhere.

LORHROK: Clearly. I mean, what is that?

MANTUAN: The Great and Most Blessed Order of Wizards has a message for us all! Look, out the window! A message in the sky!

(There is a loud magic flash.)

MANTUAN FEMALE: Oi! It’s you!

LORHROK: Why are our three-meter-tall versions of our faces floating in mid-air over the village?

NEEVA: Must be a projector field.

MANTUAN FEMALE: Wanted...? By the Wizarding Order of Mantua?

NEEVA: Oh, space.

LORHROK: So much for dinner.

MANTUAN: Attacking the princess. Reward... dead or alive!

NEEVA: Now that just seems excessive.

MANTUAN FEMALE: You are enemies of the wizards!  Enemies of us all!

LORHROK: No, I promise, we’re trying to stop the plague!

MANTUAN FEMALE: GUARDS! PLEASE! HELP! GUARDS!

NEEVA: Alecz, run!

(They burst out the door of the tavern at top speed, running down the street.)

(A small bell starts to ring.)

(Almost immediately, there’s another magic flash.)

HELMUT: Halt!  In the name of the law!

NEEVA: Helmut!

LORHROK: What have you done with Melissa?

HELMUT: Lightning bolt!

LORHROK: Neeva, look out!

(Arcs of electricity shoot out of Helmut’s wand and strike the pavement.)

NEEVA: I’m alright!

HELMUT: Your ‘surgeon’ is in custody.  She has been given twelve hours to remove her curse from the princess.

LORHROK: And what happens at the end of twelve hours?!

HELMUT: There is only one punishment for high treason: she will die by hanging.  Glacius!

(A magical beam of frost lances out.  It glances off Lorhrok and audibly crystallizes a nearby cart.)

LORHROK: Ow!

NEEVA: Alecz!

LORHROK: Just my shoulder!  Run!  We’re almost there!

HELMUT: End the plague or pay the price!

LORHROK: End it yourself, Wizard!

HELMUT: So be it! Ancient powers, lords of old, Stop these killers; burn this road!

(Another “magic flash” and the road explodes into flame!)

NEEVA: Oh no!

LORHROK: We can’t get around it!

NEEVA: The forest!  This way!

(They run down another road.)

HELMUT: You can’t escape!  My brethren are homing in on my location!  You’ll be surrounded!  Surrender or die!

LORHROK: Oh, to hell with you.

(He whips out his phaser, charges it up, and fires at Helmut, all in one action.  The beam hits Helmut.)

HELMUT: Augh!

(Helmut loses consciousness and immediately falls out of the air to the cobblestones with a heavy bodyfall sound.)

LORHROK: Come on, Neeva!

NEEVA: A phaser?  Prime Directive?

LORHROK: Helmut’s obviously an alien; doesn’t count.  Besides, we can’t afford to get caught.  Melissa’s counting on us.

(They run into the foilage.)

LOCATION: THE FOREST

(They stop for a moment to catch their breath.)

NEEVA: Okay... what now?

LORHROK: Now?  We run all the way to this “Enchanted Forest” and end this before they kill Doctor Sharp.

(They set off running.)

SCENE 409-12

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Here are the latest scans, Ensign.  We’re getting better at compensating for interference, but still no sign of the Away Team.  Just guards, hundreds of them, all over the countryside.

ROL: What is happening down there? (pause) No, wait.  Hang on.  Scroll back to that last image.  The castle courtyard.

(She does so.)

ROL: What is that?

YUBARI: Elevated wooden platform, three ropes hanging from it. (pause) Oh.  It’s a gallows. (pause) That’s not good.

ROL: No, it’s not.  On Mantua, the death penalty is reserved for political crimes – like espionage, or treason.  Exactly the kind of thing a foreigner like “Lady Neeva” could be charged with.

YUBARI: You think they’ve captured the Away Team?

ROL: At least part of it.  And they’re eager to dispense some justice. (pause) Why, I can’t guess.

YUBARI: We need those transporters.  How long do we have?

ROL: Mantuan custom holds that all executions must take place at the exact moment of sunset.  Adjusting for local time... (pause) That’s in barely fifteen hours.  We have to tell the captain.

SCENE 402-11

LOCATION: FOREST

LORHROK: (chewing) Mmm.  Mmm! 	(swallows) You know, in the old days, Starfleet rations were terrible.

NEEVA: Are you old enough to have “old days”?  What are you, twenty-five?

LORHROK: Twenty-six! I was at the Academy during the War.

NEEVA: Wait, really?  I was joking.  You’re twenty-six?

LORHROK: What should I do with this wrapper?

(He balls up the ration wrapper.)

NEEVA: Pile it with mine.  I’ll vaporize them.  We can’t leave a trail.  I can’t believe I slept with someone so young.

LORHROK: It wasn’t your fault.  Your Orion pheremones...

NEEVA: It wasn’t anyone’s fault.  We were under the influence of powerful drugs that neither of us intended.  It’s just... [weird.  Thinking about it.  Yeesh.]

LORHROK: Quiet! (pause) Get down.

(They both drop into the foilage.)

(Three armored people walking by. Lorhrok and Neeva are breathing heavily as they pass.)

GUARD 1: [We don’t have to sentence them, just] find them and bring them back. The king wants to have words.

GUARD 2: Never seen a Southron before.

(Lorhrok pulls out his phaser and charges it.)

NEEVA: Alecz, no!

GUARD 3: Probably never will, now. ‘Cept maybe on a pike.

GUARD 1: Don’t envy the poor guy got dragged along with her.

NEEVA: They’re passing.

LORHROK: Okay.

GUARD 2: Think she’s really a doctor?

GUARD 3: Does it matter? The Wizards can’t [cure anyone, don’t think some servant midwife can change the game.]

(The guards walk out of range.)

(Neeva and Lorhrok stand up again.)

NEEVA: Alecz?

LORHROK: I’m fine.

NEEVA: You can put your phaser away.

LORHROK: What? (pause) Oh.

(He de-charges his phaser and reholsters it.)

NEEVA: Breathe.  Just breathe.

LORHROK: Fine.  I’m fine, Neeva.

NEEVA: We won’t have to kill anyone here.  We’re just... fact-finding.

LORHROK: Less than three months ago I went on a “fact-finding” mission to Gevinon Prime.  I personally murdered two helpless aliens, barely escaped the planet as it burned, and a teenage boy I swore to protect is never coming home.

NEEVA: We aren’t leaving anyone behind today.  We know exactly where Doctor Sharp is and the Excelsior is going to get her out – if we don’t cure the plague first. (pause) We’re not going to have another Simon on Mantua.

LORHROK: You’re right. (exhale) You’re right, Neeva.  Come on.

(They resume walking.)

NEEVA: I am too, you know.

LORHROK: What?

NEEVA: I’m afraid of what happened on Gevinon.  The choices we made.  Who I became.

LORHROK: Talking to a counselor... is it helping?

NEEVA: Usually.  I can sleep.  Well, more than I was, anyway.

LORHROK: I don’t even remember the last time I fell asleep.  Sometimes I can’t even breathe.

NEEVA: Your chest gets tight, like you’re drowning. And you’re afraid: what happens if I pass out?

LORHROK: How do you know?

NEEVA: You’re not the first person in Starfleet history to have a panic attack. As the humans say, we’re only human.

LORHROK: Ha. Don’t let Dovan hear you say that. (pause) I feel fine.  I can think straight.  I wasn’t showing off when I told the captain I could handle this mission.  I can... until I can’t.

NEEVA: And I wasn’t showing off when I asked you to come to counseling with me.

LORHROK: (with an exhale) I owe you an apology.  A long one.

NEEVA: It’s a long walk to the forest.

LORHROK: You deserve a lot more credit than I’ve given you.

NEEVA: Usually true.

LORHROK: I mean as an officer. You’ve earned those pips.

NEEVA: I know.

LORHROK: You’re not big on modesty, are you, Commander?

NEEVA: You seem to think I should be flattered that you’re finally acknowledging my rank and experience.

LORHROK: I’m sorry.  I just meant... well, I read your record.  While I was avoiding you, on the Excelsior.

NEEVA: And?

LORHROK: You didn’t just put in your time and wait for those pips.  You fought for them.  You did what the job demanded even when it cost you friends or more. (pause) And I couldn’t stop thinking about when we fought, and I tried to take those pips away from you.

NEEVA: I believe in Starfleet.  I believe in myself.  That’s all I need. (pause) What do you believe in, Alecz?

LORHROK: I used to be able to answer that question so easily. Now?  Between you and me... I have no idea.

NEEVA: The crew?

LORHROK: No.  That’s Dovan.  He’d take the fall for the greenest – er, newest – cadet on the ship, especially after Gevinon. Saving lives in general? Doctor Sharp’s bailiwick.  And Bevoney Rol has shown me that, whatever I do believe in, it isn’t quite my-Federation-right-or-wrong.

NEEVA: Then you believe in doing the right thing.

LORHROK: That’s what I would have said, before.  But I don’t feel qualified to judge anymore.

NEEVA: This isn’t the chat I thought we were going to have.

LORHROK: What?

NEEVA: Suddenly I’m the sounding board for a soul-search, and you’ve barely looked at me since Gevinon.

LORHROK: Which is exactly why I’m not qualified to say what’s right and wrong.

NEEVA: So you know it’s wrong?

LORHROK: Yes.

NEEVA: Then you’re still perfectly qualified; you just have to start acting on it again.  You’re scared to try. (pause) Which is understandable, if this is your approach.

LORHROK: I thought it was a good approach.

NEEVA: I take back what I said about your judgment.

LORHROK: I’m an engineer. People skills aren’t my strong suit.

NEEVA: I’m an engineer, too.  I’m also more emotionally mature than a teenager.  Just have a conversation.

LORHROK: I am, I’m trying. You aren’t making it easy.

NEEVA: You haven’t earned easy.

LORHROK: I’m trying to tell you, that I respect you. As an officer, as a woman, and as someone who has done nothing but try to help me while I’ve lashed out.

NEEVA: I’m proud of you.

LORHROK: Oh, come on, I—

NEEVA: I mean it. That was much better.

LORHROK: I mean it, too. (pause) I did warn you that I’m not much of a boyfriend.

NEEVA: You said a lot of things in that shuttle.  I’m still waiting to find out which ones were true.

SCENE 402-09

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR QUARTERS

J’NAYA: (while working with some tools) Engineering Log, supplemental. After seventeen hours working on the transporter problem, Jack and Joshi finally convinced me to get some rest.  I wish I could.  The comm system in my quarters has gone bollocks-up, paging random officers to my front door – and it’s barely oh-three-hundred hours.  Frak.

J’NAYA: Replicator ready?

COMPUTER: Specify foodstuff.

J’NAYA: A tall glass of cold water, Computer.  What’s the temperature in here?  Is it always this hot on Excelsior?

(The computer replicates.)

COMPUTER: Twenty-eight degrees centigrade.

J’NAYA: What? (pause) Computer, I’m sweating through my uniform, which isn’t even supposed to be possible.  It must be pushing fifty. (she takes a sip and immediately spits it out!) What is this?  It sure as hell isn’t water!

COMPUTER: (beeps) Temperature is twenty-eight degrees centigrade.

(J’naya starts doing engineering stuff with engineering tools again.)

J’NAYA: Well, frak me.  Sensors and the replicator, too.  I may never sleep again...

(The doorbell sounds.)

J’NAYA: Oh, no, not another one. Come!

(The door opens, and someone walks in.)

J’NAYA: I’m sorry, whoever you are!  My comm system’s gone crazy.  I didn’t page you, I’m trying to fix it, and I’m sorry [for getting you out of bed].

DOVAN: Is it always this hot on Risa?

J’NAYA: Actually, my mother’s from Risa, but I grew up in Ireland. Some bollocksed-up widget on this bollocksed-up ship is just... Wait.  You’re...

DOVAN: Trying not to take offense, yes.

(She jumps to her feet.)

J’NAYA: Captain Dovan! I’m so sorry, sir, I didn’t... I mean, it’s a beautiful ship, just...

DOVAN: No harm done, Commander. You’ve had a long night.

J’NAYA: So has half the senior staff.  My comm system is paging officers at random to come down here and welcome me aboard.  You can imagine how happy Asuka Yubari was teaching me how to say her name at two-thirty in the morning.  Please, come in.

(Dovan comes in, the door to the corridor finally closing behind him.)

DOVAN: Well, in my case, it was a fair reminder.  I should have come by earlier to see my new chief engineer. (pause) And to warn her about... certain pranksters in her ranks.

J’NAYA: Pranksters?  Sir, every subsystem in this room has been totally compromised.  I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, and I’m being publicly humiliated because I can’t fix it.  It would have taken a competent engineer hours, maybe days, to pull this off.  And with a critical assignment like the transporter rescue... no, sir, no Starfleet Academy graduate would find this funny.

DOVAN: Maybe not, but some of our officers came up the enlisted ranks.  They may not have our Academy... refinement. (pause) I saw you relieved Kinash Adow of duty today.  Why?

J’NAYA: Adow?  I can’t believe it.  She wouldn’t.

DOVAN: She has before, and for much less reason.

J’NAYA: Then – with all due respect, sir – why is she still on Excelsior?

DOVAN: If I fired every officer with a personality disorder, the Excelsior wouldn’t have much of a crew.  Or a captain, for that matter. (pause) Ensign Adow is a handful, but she is also a genius.  In my office, I have a PADD where I keep tally of how many stunts like this she’s pulled, plus a tally of how many times she’s saved the ship and the lives of every person aboard.  As long as the second outnumbers the first, she’ll stay.

J’NAYA: Alright. (pause) Then what do you suggest I do, sir?

DOVAN: For tonight?  Sleep in my quarters.  I have work to catch up on anyway, and we can just cut power to yours until after Mantua. (pause) In the morning? Put Adow back on duty. Apologize. Use her, and get those transporters working.  Then, tomorrow or the day after, get revenge.  Beam her bed into the marine mess hall while she’s sleeping or something.

J’NAYA: I can’t do that!  It’d undermine my authority, it’d hurt the team’s morale, it’d destroy my relationship with Ensign Adow –

DOVAN: Kinash Adow has never made an engineering mistake under my command.  Not one.  Her instincts are always right.  Her skills are incomparable.  As far as I’m concerned, she’s the pope of main engineering – an infallible oracle of the gods. (pause) My doctor is going to be killed in a few hours if we don’t get those transporters.  I’ve been waiting all day for them. Like my friend Skipper Sam Cox says, “You can’t kill it yourself, you find a bigger gun.” You need Adow.

J’NAYA: I need a team.  If I give her a pass on what happened today – especially tonight – then the trust in that team will be broken, and engineering will be under her thumb again.  At that point, I may as well go home to the Totallic. (pause) Are you ordering me to reinstate Ensign Adow, captain?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: No.  It’s up to you to run your own department.  I just want those transporters.  Don’t let me down. (pause) Speaking of which, it looks like you’re back on shift in two hours.  I'll tell my room to let you in.  Pleasure meeting you.

J’NAYA: And you, sir.

(Dovan begins to walk away, then stops, turns around.)

DOVAN: Oh, and one other thing.  We call our ship the Excelsior, never just “Excelsior”. She isn't one of those newfangled ships-of-the-line that gets chummy with the crew.

J’NAYA: I didn't realize 'she' had an opinion, sir.

DOVAN: She won’t blame you this time, Commander; you didn’t know better. (pause) Welcome aboard, Commander J’Naya.  And good luck.

J’NAYA: Sir.

(Dovan exits, and the doors swish shut behind him.)

J’NAYA: Two hours.  Frak.

SCENE 402-13

LOCATION: ENCHANTED FOREST

LORHROK: Watch the log there.  I almost tripped.

NEEVA: Oh, thanks.

(Neeva stops.)

NEEVA: Alecz.  Sir!  Stop. (pause) We’re walking in circles.  That tree is where we stopped for lunch.

(Lorhrok stops.)

LORHROK: It can’t be.  We’ve followed the tricorder compass exactly.  It must just be a similar-looking tree.

NEEVA: No, it’s not.  Look.

(She picks up... a crinkly thing.)

LORHROK: Our ration pack wrappers.

NEEVA: When the guards passed by, we got distracted and forgot to vaporize them.

(Lorhrok pulls out his tricorder, opens it, and begins to scan.)

LORHROK: But how did we get back here?  The tricorder says that’s more than fourteen kilometers away.

NEEVA: Well, which way did we... (pause) ... come.

LORHROK: What?

NEEVA: The log you just helped me over.  It’s gone.

LORHROK: And that rosebush wasn’t there a minute ago.

NEEVA: What’s going on?

LORHROK: It’s a hologram!  This entire forest – the rosebush, the grass, the birds in the trees – the scan says it’s all holographic.

NEEVA: Thousands of square meters to conceal... what?

(From a distance, we hear ENORMOUS footsteps tromping through the forest.)

GIANT: Fee, fi, fo, fum. I smell the blood of foreign scum.

NEEVA: What in space is that?!

(Lorhrok presses some buttons on his tricorder.)

LORHROK: It’s a giant! Like from a storybook!  But don’t worry – just a hologram!

NEEVA: It’s coming right at us!  Do you really think the Wizards' holograms have safety protocols?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: You have a point, Commander. (pause) RUN!

(They run!)

GIANT: Be they live or be they dead, I’ll grind their bones to make my bread!

(There's a huge tearing and crunching sound.)

NEEVA: He just pulled up a tree!

LORHROK: Don’t slow down!

NEEVA: We need someplace to hide!

LORHROK: I know!

GIANT: No fair man would say I’m cruel. I just needs me morning gruel

NEEVA: He’s catching up!

LORHROK: Well, yeah, with legs like that...! (pause) This’ll have to do.  Jump!

NEEVA: Down the embankment?  It's nine meters!

LORHROK: Slide with it!  Geronimo!

(Lorhrok jumps.  We hear his body sliding down a rocky embankment, covered with pebbles and gravel.)

NEEVA: If this kills me, I’m haunting you! Whoa!

(She jumps too. She lands in a small brook with a little splash.)

NEEVA: Ohhhh...

LORHROK: Quick!  Neeva!  Over here!  Under the overhang!

NEEVA: Unngh.

(We hear her run over to where Lorhrok is hiding. The Giant is still coming. Lorhrok already has his tricorder out and is clicking away at it quickly.)

NEEVA: What are you doing?

LORHROK: Sonic pulse.  It should knock the holograms offline for a few minutes.

GIANT: What?  Where’d they go? (pause) Come out, come out, my juicy, fat little morsels.

NEEVA: Fat?

LORHROK: Don’t listen to him, Neeva. You’re the most [beautiful women I’ve ever met, pheromones or not.]

NEEVA: I don’t need flattery right now; I need [a sonic pulse!]

LORHROK: You need a sonic pulse, I know. (pause) You’ve got one.

(He presses one last button on the tricorder; the pulse fires the hologram vanishes. Then even more holograms vanish.)

NEEVA: Holy...

LORHROK: ...spast.

(Lorhrok runs a new scan.)

NEEVA: What have they been hiding out here?

LORHROK: I'm detecting large quantities of refined dilithium, pergium, translantean ore...  This is a major mining operation.

NEEVA: At least now we know what the Wizards are up to.

LORHROK: They're picking this world clean.

HELMUT: This humble servant scarce believes his ears!

NEEVA: Helmut!  Where did you come from?

HELMUT: How bold are you, to stand in judgement over us?

LORHROK: Yes, I judge you, Helmut!  The plague you’ve inflicted on these people will kill thousands – maybe millions!  And for what?  Power?

HELMUT: The plague? You blame us for your plague? There’s no one who can hear your lies, off-worlder!

NEEVA: ...Off-worlder?

HELMUT: The Order of Wizards did not gain Mantua’s trust by being fools. Yes, we know you’re aliens. It was obvious. But we bided our time. No need to act where the king can see, if you’ll just run into our arms anyway.

LORHROK: Except you made a big mistake. (he charges his phaser) I have a gun that could vaporize you and half that refinery.  And, now that I’ve knocked out your holograms, all you have is a long stick.

HELMUT: My magic wand has an independent core.  I can produce conjurations and illusions that would slay you instantly... or give you a lifetime of suffering.

LORHROK: Fair enough.  But can you cast a spell faster than a phaser beam?

(Neeva also charges her weapon and points it at Helmut.)

NEEVA: Two phaser beams.

HELMUT: Against a dozen Wizards?

NEEVA: I only see the one Wizard, Helmut.

(A dozen wizards “flash” in.)

TURGAS: Lord Helmut! The entire Order stands at your command!

HELMUT: Oh, Turgas, you always take this role so seriously.  Try a little more color!  The Mantuans adore theatre!  Like this!

(Thunder!  Followed by the start of some rain.)

HELMUT: That’s drama!

NEEVA: Wide-beam dispersal?

LORHROK: We’re surrounded.  We can’t take them all.

HELMUT: Seize them!

TURGAS: Powercage, ready!

LORHROK: Neeva, RUN!

NEEVA: Aye, sir!

(They both run!)

TURGAS: Powercage, fire!

(Neeva smacks into a forcefield!  There’s a sizzle and she hits the ground!)

NEEVA: Ah!

LORHROK: Neeva!

NEEVA: Some kind of forcefield!  We’re trapped!

HELMUT: Now you’ll be accorded a rare privilege, off-worlders! For who on Mantua does not dream of entering the Wizards’ Castle? (pause) Take them to Central Control!

SCENE 402-14

LOCATION: ENGINEERING

MEYERS: Morning, boss-lady.  You sleep alright?

J’NAYA: (with a sigh) Let’s nae talk about it. (pause) How are we doing here?  We’ve got three hours; the captain needs a way to beam up the Away Team, or people will die.

JOSHI: Well, Nik and I tried using an interpolation algorithm to split the transporter beam, then reassemble it in our pattern buffer.

NIK D: But the math is enormous.  We’d need about a day, day-and-a-half.

J’NAYA: Alright, good try.  What else have we come up with? (pause) C’mon, we had Ensign Adow’s enhanced scans to help us.  Meyers?  Tigan?

(Silence.)

MEYERS: Jalin was able to resolve enough of the interference to get a fix on the Away Team’s locations.

TIGAN: But transporters...

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: So... we’ve got nothing.

SCENE 402-16

LOCATION: CAVE OF THE SICK

(Our heroes are clapped in irons and chains on the wall.)

HELMUT: Remove the blindfolds!  Let the aliens see what they have wrought!

(Cloth is removed from the heads of both prisoners.)

NEEVA: They’re... dancing.

LORHROK: You have a mining tunnel full of dancing wizards.

TURGAS: If you or your lawyers or their designee will immediately hand over the cure for this plague, we will drop the charges of trespassing and espionage.

LORHROK: The cure? (pause) Why would we have a cure?

HELMUT: Because no sane power deploys a bioweapon without developing a counter-agent! Besides, dear off-worlder, if you don’t have a cure, you’re going to die down here, of the same plague that’s taken thirty-five of my best men.

NEEVA: Your people are infected?

HELMUT: Look around you!  Did you think your disease would only kill Mantuans?  Our own government has quarantined us here!

LORHROK: This doesn’t make any sense.  You’re the bad guys.  You’re the ones strip-mining the planet, exploiting the native inhabitants.

HELMUT: That’s a lie!

TURGAS: The Ilnax-Mantua Mineral Company is in full compliance with Council oversight.  The certification from our last inspection is available upon request.

LORHROK: What “council”?  Where does a corporation get permission to pillage a planet?

HELMUT: P-Counts, obviously. (Pause.) The Perenalthorias Council?  Interstellar development?  Peacekeeping? (Pause.) Where are you from?

NEEVA: The United Federation of Planets.

HELMUT: Never heard of it.

TURGAS: They’re a new corporation, near the rim.

NEEVA: No, we’re not.  Our mission is exploration, not stealing minerals from primitives for profit.

HELMUT: Since the Great and Blessed Order of Wizards arrived here ten years ago, there hasn’t been a war.  We’ve cured diseases.  Stabilized their economy.  Advanced their technology.  And a generous portion of our profits is held in trust for the day when Mantua joins us among the stars.  It would never even occur to us to hurt the Mantuans.  They’re our friends.

NEEVA: Sure, friends you’d have already abandoned if you weren’t quarantined with them!

HELMUT: You’re not going to get a[way with this, off-worlder, no matter how furiously you shift the blame!]

(Neeva interrupts Helmut by laughing.)

HELMUT: Do I humor you, madam?

(Neeva’s attempt to contain her laughter with snorts.)

LORHROK: I’m missing the joke, too, Neeva.

NEEVA: (giggling and chuckling throughout her lines) I, uh... I don’t get it either, Alecz.  I... I think...

(Neeva continues giggling in the background.)

LORHROK: Maker, she’s sick.  She’s caught your damn disease!  Let me out of these chains!

HELMUT: Impossible.  She’s faking.

LORHROK: You have my scanner!  My tricorder!  Run a scan and you’ll see I’m telling the truth, but let me out so I can help her!

TURGAS: Scans can be faked.

LORHROK: If you don’t let me out right now, she’ll die!  Do you want that on your conscience? (pause) Helmut!

(Helmut presses a button on a control wristband he has.  The irons unlock and Alecz snatches the tricorder, flipping it open and running a scan on Neeva.)

LORHROK: The energy field’s attacking her hypothalamus, just like the princess.  Neeva!  I’m going to try your pheremone suppressants!

(He closes the tricorder and pulls out a hypospray he’s been keeping concealed in his boot.  He injects Neeva with it.)

(Neeva gradually stops giggling.)

TURGAS: You do have a cure!

LORHROK: No! Neeva is an Orion; she needs to take drugs to suppress her powerful pheremones.  Lucky for us, they work by closing down pathways into and out of the hypothalamus.

NEEVA: (through deep gulps of air) You carry a dose of my suppressant with you?

LORHROK: After Gevinon?  I carry three.

NEEVA: So do I.

LORHROK: Keep them handy.  I don’t know how much time that bought you.  The plague is incredibly powerful; use another dose whenever you feel it breaking loose.

TURGAS: Then none of us are responsible for the plague?  But if not you... then who?

LORHROK: Maybe it isn’t either of you, but someone in these mines started this plague.

HELMUT: It could have been one of your people.

LORHROK: No, it couldn’t have. This disease is created by an energy field, not a virus. We tracked that energy field... and it led us here.

TURGAS: (snort) Absurd. Even if that kind of scanner were possible, can you imagine the power requirements for a plague-inducing energy field covering the entire planet?  This entire mining facility barely generates three terathaums, and every millijoule is dedicated to getting dilithium out of the ground.

HELMUT: The Divitians have scanners that powerful.

NEEVA: So do we.

(Lorhrok pulls out his tricorder.)

LORHROK: Look.

HELMUT: How marvelous. May I?

LORHROK: Here.

(Helmut presses some buttons.)

HELMUT: Ah. You should take a second look at your readings, off-worlder. This energy field you’ve tracked isn’t coming from our mines.

LORHROK: Yes it is, look.  Those coordinates are accurate to within five meters.

HELMUT: Ah, but look at the Z-axis. The signal isn’t coming from inside the Wizards’ Castle. (pause) It’s coming from beneath the Wizard’s Castle.

LORHROK: What?

HELMUT: Yes, about one hundred meters below our deepest operations. And you say whatever’s down there is causing the entire plague?

LORHROK: That’s what our doctor said.

HELMUT: If only we’d had this kind of scanning technology six months ago.

NEEVA: How do we get down there?

HELMUT: Oh, my dear lady, we can’t get down there.  Whatever’s generating this energy field is situated beneath a hundred meters of solid rock.

TURGAS: But, sir –

HELMUT: I’m joking, Turgas. We’re a mining company.  Of course we can get down there.  We just have to drill.

SCENE 402-17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – CREW QUARTERS

(A doorbell sounds.)

ADOW: Come.

(Door opens.)

ADOW: “Commander”?

J’NAYA: Kinash.  I thought this would be a good time for that tea we planned.

ADOW: Tea.

(Kestra has already walked over to the food replicator.)

J’NAYA: Tea, chamomile, piping hot. (The computer complies) For you, Ensign? (pause) Computer, make that two. (The computer replicates another)

(Kestra picks up the saucers with the tea cups on. Then walks over toward the couch.)

ADOW: I’ve never had tea.

J’NAYA: Then this is your lucky – Aw, Janey Mac!

(J’naya trips. Both teacups, and both saucers, shatter on the carpet!)

J’NAYA: (sigh) That’ll come out with a chemcloth.

ADOW: Still looks tastier than that raktajino swill.

(J’naya closes the rest of the distance and sits down across from Adow.)

J’NAYA: I need to apologize.

ADOW: To my carpet?

J’NAYA: To you. Your personnel file didn’t say you were a wunderkind, but everyone else on this ship tells me that’s exactly what you are.  I should have taken your advice on the transceiver.

ADOW: And now you need me to solve the transporter problem?

J’NAYA: Actually, the team is hard at work on that, and I think we’ll get it online.

ADOW: I’ve been paying attention? You’ve got nothing.

J’NAYA: I have a team.

ADOW: So what are you down here for?  Doctor Sharp could be killed.  They could all be killed.  Your “team” is in crunch time.

J’NAYA: I want you to be one of us.

ADOW: You’re putting me back on duty.

J’NAYA: When you’ve served out your week’s suspension, yes.

ADOW: I’m still suspended? But... (pause) Oh, I get it.  You can’t afford to bargain, so you’re here to threaten.

J’NAYA: Pardon?

ADOW: (imitating J'naya) “I have three pips and watch how fast I make you a base monkey again and have fun staffing waste reclamation until then.” (pause) Sorry, senior officers don’t scare me.

J’NAYA: Oi, you really think that’s how I work? (pause) No, I came down because Jack’s throwing a little welcome-to-the-ship shindig for me, and he forgot to include you on the invite list.

ADOW: Forgot?

J’NAYA: I just wanted to make sure you’d be there. Eighteen hundred tomorrow.

ADOW: But I’m suspended.

J’NAYA: You’re suspended from duty, not from the team.  As long as I’m here, you’re going to be part of everything we do.  You’ll be there?

ADOW: ... sure.

J’NAYA: Well, I’d better get back to it.

(Kestra stands.)

ADOW: That’s all?  You don’t want to try again with the tea?

J’NAYA: I’d love to, but, like you said: Doctor Sharp’s life is on the line.  Only thing that comes in front of that... is my team.

(The door opens.)

J’NAYA: Have a cuppa on my tab. I’m pretty sure you have my replicator codes.  See you tomorrow.

ADOW: Wait.

(Adow stands, goes to a table near the door, picks up a PADD, and clicks through it quickly.)

ADOW: Here are some notes I put together on the energy field. I have three ideas on breaking through, but the second one’s the best.  You might find it helpful.

J’NAYA: Thanks, Kinash.  I’m sure we will. (pause) And I’ll make sure the guys know where it came from.

ADOW: Rub it in Nik’s face.  Even he should have thought of Number Three ten minutes after the scans came back.

J’NAYA: I’ll leave that for you to do – tomorrow.  Good morning, Kinash.

(She walks into the corridor, and the door closes behind her.)

SCENE 402-18

LOCATION: MINING RIG

(The drills and lasers are working, making the drill descend. It is very loud.)

TURGAS: Two meters from source, and we’ve struck some kind of wall!

HELMUT: Push through, Turgas!

TURGAS: Yes, sir!

(The drills punch through a stone wall, which crumbles, then automatically shut down.)

(The four cautiously walk toward the edge of the platform.)

(Turgas picks up a rock.)

TURGAS: This wall looks ancient, Helmut.

HELMUT: It’s man-made, with brick and mortar. But how? Even ten million years ago, this stratum was nowhere near the surface.

LORHROK: Neeva, how are you?

NEEVA: The feeling is getting... intense again, sir.  The closer we get to the energy source [the stronger the plague gets.]

LORHROK: Take a dose.

NEEVA: Alecz, it’s my last one.

LORHROK: We don’t know what’s beyond that hole. I need you right now, Neeva.

NEEVA: Let’s make it quick.

(Neeva injects herself.)

LOCATION: ICONIAN CONTROL ROOM

HELMUT: Scions!

TURGAS: What is this?

LORHROK: A control room of some kind.  My tricorder reads (he pulls out his tricorder)... at least a quarter million years old.  That glowing sphere in the center – that must be the power source.

HELMUT: It’s tremendous!

NEEVA: Sir, these computer panels, this script... it’s Iconian, sir!

LORHROK: The Iconians built the gateway that allows us to explore this part of the galaxy, but I’ve never heard of an intact ground installation.

HELMUTS: The ancients left many small outposts behind in this part of the galaxy, off-worlder.  But they are all inert.  They have been for millennia.  Why is this one active?  What switched it on, and why did it decide to give us the plague just a few months ago?

NEEVA: The Iconians were almost god-like by the time they fled our galaxy.  It’s hard to understand anything they did near the end.  The dancing plague could be a punishment.  Or an experiment.  Or an accident, a side effect of the machine’s true purpose.

(Neeva steps over to a console and starts typing.)

LORHROK: Whatever that was.  A Starfleet archaeology team could spend a lifetime here.  This is the find of the decade.

HELMUT: If we can turn it off first.

LORHROK: Right, of course.

NEEVA: I have something! (pause) Yeah, these are the shutdown controls. (pause) No, wait.  No.  That’s not good.

LORHROK: What’s wrong?

NEEVA: Whatever this thing is, it’s like a nuclear reactor – self-sustaining. Once it’s on, you can’t just switch it off. The “shutdown protocol” ruptures a magma pocket beneath this chamber, flooding it with molten lava.  That destroys the system.

LORHROK: And us along with it.

NEEVA: Helmut, how fast can that drilling rig get us out of here once the lava starts flowing?

HELMUT: Turgas?

TURGAS: Top speed is one meter per second.

LORHROK: Then we’ll have to leave it behind.  Neeva, can we outrun the lava on foot?

NEEVA: Yes, we should.  But that tunnel we just dug will collapse and seal in the lava very quickly, trapping anyone on the wrong side.

TURGAS

She’s right. If we make it out, it will be with no time to spare.

LORHROK: So much for archaeology.  Let’s end the plague.  Is everyone ready?

NEEVA: On your order, sir.

HELMUT: We’re ready to run.

LORHROK: Now, Neeva.

(Neeva presses a final command sequence and the ground begins to AGGRESSIVELY RUMBLE.  Caps pop off of pipes near the power source with metallic thunks, venting hot steam.)

LORHROK: Out!  Everybody out!

(Turgas and Helmut dash for it, scrabbling over the metal dig platform then running over rock toward the escape.)

NEEVA: Alecz, help!

(Alecz runs to her side.)

LORHROK: What’s wrong?

NEEVA: Look at my feet, Alecz.  I’m dancing.

LORHROK: We need to get out of here, Neeva.

NEEVA: I can’t.  I can’t stop.  It’s – (she laughs) Never mind!  You can’t help me!  I’m – (she giggles.)

LORHROK: Neeva!  NEEVA! (pause) Turgas!  Helmut!  I need help!

HELMUT: There’s no time!  You have to leave her!

LORHROK: No! Fine, Neeva.  You need to dance?  We’ll dance out of here.  Step.  Step.  Glide.  Can you hear me?

LOCATION: DRILLING RIG

(The magma rises out of cracks in the ground.)

LORHROK: C’mon.  The lava’s destroying the control room.  We have to stay ahead of it.  Step, step, glide.

(The rumbling gets worse.)

HELMUT: Off-worlder, hurry!  The cave is collapsing behind us!  Your friend is dead already!  Run!

LORHROK: Go!  I’m fine!

(They make slow progress. In a final conflagration, the power source explodes.  Rocks fall, and the tunnel is sealed. The lava continues to rise.)

HELMUT: Off-worlder!

LORHROK: And there goes the tunnel.

NEEVA: Uhn... Alecz?

LORHROK: I’m here.  The plague’s power source just exploded.  I guess you’re cured. (pause) But we didn’t make it out before the cave-in.

NEEVA: The lava?

LORHROK: Rising.  No way out.

NEEVA: So, we’re dead?

LORHROK: Looks that way.

NEEVA: Why’d you wait for me?

LORHROK: Because the person I became on Gevinon would have left you behind.  And... I don’t want to live as that person.  I’d rather die as Alecz Lorhrok.

NEEVA: Well, I’m glad you figured out what to believe in. Shame it had to happen right now.  How much of this wall do you think we can phaser away before we burn to death?

LORHROK: That lava’s rising at about two meters per second.

NEEVA: Still, worth a shot.  Let’s go out fighting.

LORHROK: You never seemed like the “blaze of glory” type.

NEEVA: With all due respect, sir, you don’t know me very well.

LORHROK: That’s becoming more and more apparent, Commander. (He charges his phaser) Ready.  Aim.

(Two near-simultaneous transporter beams grab them and they disappear.)

SCENE 402-19

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM 3

MEYERS: Patterns verified, boss-lady!  We have ‘em!

J’NAYA: Good work, Jack.  I’m going to take the materialization nice and slow...

(Lorhrok and Neeva materialize on the transporter pad, slower than usual.)

J’NAYA: Bridge, this is Transporter Room Three.  We have them.

DOVAN: Acknowledged, Commander.  Senior staff debrief at eighteen hundred.  Bridge out.

NEEVA: They found us.  We’re alive.

LORHROK: A very timely rescue, Commander J’naya.  I think you’re going to fit in nicely here.

J’NAYA: It wasn’t me, sir.  Thank my team.

LORHROK: Where’s Melissa?

J’NAYA: We brought her home first, sir.  Her pattern was a lot easier through the interference, being aboveground and all.  She’s waiting for you both in sickbay, and promised you’d regret it should you fail to promptly appear.

NEEVA: She probably means it, too.

LORHROK: Tell her we’re on our way.

(Neeva and Lorhrok step off the pad and exit the transporter room.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

LORHROK: I’m sorry.

NEEVA: Yes?

LORHROK: I shouldn’t have avoided you after Gevinon.  It was... Simon Westlake died there.  He was my friend.  And he was just a boy.  You were there.  And then what happened in the shuttle... it was wonderful.  Too wonderful.  I didn’t think I had the right to feel so good with Simon’s blood on my hands. So I pushed you away. When really I think I needed you more than anything.

NEEVA: I’m glad... that it meant something to you.

LORHROK: Can I have a second chance?  To start fresh?

NEEVA: You’ve had a second chance.  You missed it.

LORHROK: What am I up to, then?

NEEVA: I believe this will be your fifth chance.

LORHROK: Oh.

NEEVA: You’re getting better.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: We could get dinner. I... want to get dinner, with you, and talk. If that’s something that still interests you.

NEEVA: Honestly, Lorhrok, you haven’t done much to interest me.  I don’t even like most of what I’ve seen. (pause) But... there’s something else about you.  Something I’ve glimpsed once or twice, but... (pause) I’ll give you one date.  One chance to impress me.

LORHROK: And if I do?

NEEVA: Then I’ll give you one more date.  And we’ll keep going until you stop impressing me.

LORHROK: I have some very impressive engineering humor.

NEEVA: Engineering humor is terrible.

LORHROK: Is the warp core leaking? Because you look radiant.

NEEVA: And that was your fifth chance.  On to your sixth?

LORHROK: I appreciate it.  Nineteen-thirty, the Delta Lounge?

NEEVA: Why so late? Debrief won’t go that long.

LORHROK: There’s something I have to do first.

SCENE 402-20

LOCATION: READY ROOM

DOVAN: And I keep telling Admiral Parker, there’s nothing left down there, lava doesn’t leave witnesses, but he’s still making us send our full archaeology team to study the site.  Admirals are stubborn, Skipper Cox.

COX: Almost as stubborn as starship captains.

DOVAN: (sigh) The point is well-taken, Skipper. And here I thought the way we fearlessly rescued you and your crew last month -- after decades lost in space -- would earn me a few indulgences.

COX: Funny. The way I remember it, you showed up and ruined a perfectly good escape plan, then left it to us and the Scions to pull your bacon out of the fire. (pause) Besides, what are friends for if you can’t point out their glaring character flaws?

DOVAN: Oh, as if you’re a paragon of flexibility, Skipper. I thought I had friends so I could complain about admirals with them.

COX: You know, Admiral Parker might have a point this time.

DOVAN: How so?

COX: Right after I took over as skipper of the S.S. Anbar, we bumped into a Sikaar research fleet.  They were working on a weapon that would prevent buggers – sorry, “extragalactic neural parasites” is what Starfleet Intelligence is calling them – from taking over anyone’s brain.

DOVAN: Did it work?

COX: We never found out.  They had to shut down the experiments because of, quote, “bizarre behaviour” on the homeship. (pause) Sounds a little like your dancing plague.

DOVAN: A little. But ours was Iconian, and enveloped a planet.

COX: (sigh) I guess it is a little thin.  I’ve been... reminiscing a lot, lately.

DOVAN: How is life on Earth, Skipper? (pause) Don’t tell me you’re not enjoying it.  You spent your whole life trying to get your crew home.

COX: You retired once.  How’d that go for you?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I tried to take up gardening.  Even my fiancée thought that was a bad idea.

COX: Fiancée?

DOVAN: I had a lot of bad ideas when I retired.  Some of us aren’t prepared for paradise.

COX: A lot of us, I think.  Maybe that’s why we serve on starships.

DOVAN: Well, this just got too deep for me!  I have to log off anyway.  Subspace bandwidth is at a premium out here, and Lieutenant Lorhrok reserved some time tonight.

COX: I’ll let you go, then.  Always a pleasure.

DOVAN: Night, Skipper.

(He closes the subspace link.)

SCENE 402-22

LORHROK’S QUARTERS

LORHROK: Computer, any new messages?

COMPUTER: Three unplayed messages, from Admiral Ian Westlake.

LORHROK: Delete them, like the others.

(An acknowledging beep.)

(Pause.)

LORHROK: And... then establish a connection to Admiral Westlake.

(More affirmative beeps, followed by the Starfleet equivalent of Skype ringing. While it rings, Lorhrok takes a deep breath to steady himself.)

(The viewer pops on.)

WESTLAKE: Lieutenant Lorhrok. I’ve been expecting your call.

LORHROK: I know. (pause) Admiral, your son, Simon, [was nothing less than the most loved person in the Engineering department.]

WESTLAKE: You swore you’d keep him safe. You gave me your word as a Starfleet Officer, Lieutenant. (pause) Simon wasn’t even in Starfleet.  He was just a boy. A boy who wanted to go exploring.

LORHROK: I know, sir. (pause) I know.


4.3 At Death's Door


SCENE 403-01

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior passes by at warp speed.  Fast!)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Red alert is sounding.)

ROL: That’s it!  That’s as fast as she’ll go!

DOVAN: Distance of the wave?

NEEVA: Ten thousand kilometres.  And closing.

(Dovan activates the intercom.)

DOVAN: Bridge to Engineering.  We need more speed! (pause) Dovan to J’naya!  Can you hear me?

LORHROK: Intercom’s out.  The wave’s disrupting all systems.

(Sensors beep.)

NEEVA: Wave closing to nine thousand kilometers!

DOVAN: Do what you can, Bev.

ROL: Aye, sir.

LORHROK: Sir, if that wave hits us...

DOVAN: It’ll tear this ship apart like a piece of paper in a rainstorm made of knives.  I know what a null particle is, Number One.

NEEVA: Eight thousand kilometers!

(There is a slowly increasing low rumble. There’s an explosion way below decks and some bridge alarms.)

YUBARI: Casualties, Deck Seventeen!

ROL: I’ve lost impulse and helm control!

(The rumbling is still getting louder.  Systems start to fluctuate and fail.)

DOVAN: We don’t need them!  Just give us more speed!

(Lorhrok checking readouts at his bridge console.)

LORHROK

We’ll be lucky to maintain this speed.  Warp field geometry is degrading!

NEEVA: Four thousand kilometers!

YUBARI: Sir, recommend we raise shields.

DOVAN: Against a null shockwave? Shields’d be nothing but a power drain.

NEEVA: Two thousand kilometers!  Impact in six seconds!

(The rumbling is now at its highest.  The sensors are doing a countdown from six seconds.)

Bleep.

Bleep.

Bleep.

Bleep.

Bleep.

(The rumbling stops, almost abruptly.  Systems come back online.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Report?

NEEVA: The wave’s dissipated, Captain.  All systems coming back online.  Full control restored.

DOVAN: Stand down red alert.  Good work, Bev.

(The red alert is cancelled as the ship drops to yellow alert.)

ROL: Thank you, sir.

J’NAYA: Engineering to Bridge.  Is everyone alright?

DOVAN: We are.  How’s my ship?

J’NAYA: Winded, sir.  But safe.  Recommend we drop a warning buoy and stay as far away from this sector as possible.

DOVAN: Negative, Miss J’naya.  We’re going back in there.  Be ready to jump to maximum warp instantly, in case we run into another of these shockwaves.

J’NAYA: Yes, sir.  Can we have a minute to, ehm... clean up?

DOVAN: Permission granted. Bridge out.

LORHROK: Back in there, sir?  Are you sure that’s a good idea?  We were just passing through, minding our business, when a null particle shockwave suddenly popped up on long-range and tried to murder us.  Maybe we should stay out of the neighborhood?

DOVAN: Tell me about null particles, Lorhrok.

LORHROK: Supposedly... they are perfect annihilators.  They touch a particle of matter, and that matter is gone – no conservation of mass or energy.

DOVAN: Isn’t that a bit far-fetched, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: It should be completely impossible, according to everything we’ve learned about physics in the past six thousand years.  In fact, my homeworld’s science agency – the Trill Academy – just put out a paper last year that proved null particles can’t physically exist.

DOVAN: But they almost just destroyed the Excelsior. (Pause) Exploration is the whole reason we’re out here. Would you ever forgive me if we ran away?

LORHROK: No, captain, I would not. Just playing the devil’s advocate. (he stands) I’ll get down to Engineering and see if they need an extra pair of hands.

Lorhrok exits to the turbolift.

DOVAN: Helm, find out where that shockwave came from and go there.  Warp Eight.

ROL: Aye, sir.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior goes to warp.)

THEME SONG!

NARRATOR: Tonight’s episode: “At Death’s Door,” by Martin Fisher.

SCENE 403-02

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior flies by at a good warp clip.)

LOCATION: SICKBAY

NURSE HENNESSY: Melissa?

SHARP: Mike.  How are the new Trill patients?

NURSE HENNESSY: Not good, doctor.  The burns are much worse than we thought.  Their bed was right against the bulkhead when that coolant tank exploded. (pause) We’re not sure either of them will survive.

SHARP: What about Teela’s symbiont?

NURSE HENNESSY: Hard to say. (Pause) We’re contacting the top names on the ship’s Trill Emergency Transplant list – First Officer Alecz Lorhrok and Transporter Chief Marel Lorth are on standby. (Pause) Just a precaution, of course.

(Sharp stands.)

SHARP: Don’t worry, Mike.  Jalin Tigan loves his wife too much to die without her... and Teela Ob has enough will-to-live for both of them.

NURSE HENESSY: She has lived four lifetimes.

(Sharp starts walking.)

SHARP: All the more reason to want to keep living.  Let’s take a look.

SCENE 403-03

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior decelerates to normal space.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE

ROL: Approaching origin coordinates.  No sign of null particles in the vicinity.

LORHROK: Standard orbit. Neeva, what are we looking at?

NEEVA: Class-M planet, sir.

LORHROK: Class-M.  This far out from the sun?

NEEVA: There’s an energy field around the planet; like a Shroud.  It’s letting most signals through, but not letting very much out again.

ROL: A greenhouse effect.

DOVAN: Artificial?

NEEVA: Scanners are having a hard time with it. The Shroud is made of null particles, sir.

DOVAN: Interesting. What else can you tell us?

NEEVA: The planet was definitely inhabited at some point, but I’m not reading anything but ghosts now.  Signs of orbital bombardment.

DOVAN: That explains why nobody’s home.  Was this recent?

NEEVA: No, sir.  The ruins are at least a quarter-million years old. (sensor alert) Captain, they’re Iconian!

DOVAN: Ah, the lengendary demons of air and darkness.  Pull back on scanners.  We don’t want to trigger [any sort of automated welcome.]

(Sensors and proximity alarms beep frantically. Yellow alert sounds.)

NEEVA: Sir, we’re being scanned!  It’s a deep alpha beam!  Accessing our computer database!

(We hear the computers being rapidly shuffled through.)

DOVAN: Shields up!

(A scanner beam rises in sound, passes back and forth over the bridge several times.)

YUBARI: Do you want me to target the source with torpedoes, sir?

DOVAN: Negative. It’s just a suspicious old computer snooping through our luggage.  Bit like my gramps.  Don’t do anything to scare it.

(The scanner beam fades.)

ROL: Looks like they’re finished.

NEEVA: They took a lot of classified data from our computers, but no damage.

DOVAN: Good.  There’s no one left in the galaxy who can read Iconian databanks, so let’s just hope this planet doesn’t have any more surprises.

(A new sensor alert at Rol’s console.)

ROL: Sir?

DOVAN: Yes, Mister Rol.

ROL: Another surprise for you, captain.  The scan lit up another vessel, thirty thousand kilometers to stern.  It’s in a decaying orbit, sir.

YUBARI: That’s not all. I’m getting multiple hull breaches.

DOVAN: Why didn’t we see this ship immediately?

YUBARI: I’m not sure.

ROL: I am.

DOVAN: What do you mean, Bev?

ROL: See for yourself.  I’m putting her on screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

(Pause.)

LORHROK: How... is that starship even possible?

ROL: It never occurred to our computers that that thing could be a spaceship.

DOVAN: Assemble an away team.  Now.

SCENE 403-04

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP – ENGINE SECTION

(We hear some conveyors, gears, flame, and... steam.)

(Transporters beam in an away team.)

LORHROK: Would you look at that?

THE MAJOR: Sir, is this the engineering section?

SHARP: It sure is hot enough.

YUBARI: Not to mention filthy.

LORHROK: Ladies and gentlemen? That’s a furnace.  Those are conveyer belts, carrying something that looks suspiciously like coal to be dumped into that fire. And that fire... is apparently powering this entire spaceship. (Sharp pulls out her tricorder) Of course it’s warm and a little dirty. It’s also something I never even imagined.  Someone, out there, somewhere in the stars, for some reason, decided to build a starship powered by steam.

SHARP: And that’s impressive?

LORHROK: Do you have any idea how many hundreds of tons of coal you would have to burn, how much water you’d have to boil, to get just one second of the power the Excelsior produces with dilithium?

YUBARI: I’m afraid you’re going to tell us.

(Sharp’s tricorder detects something.)

SHARP: He’s not going to have the chance.  I’m getting lifesigns.  Two.  Very faint – there’s some interference.

LORHROK: Can you get a location?

SHARP: Near the center of the ship.

YUBARI: The part with the hull breaches.

SHARP: The very same.

THE MAJOR: They must have been near the center of the null particle shockwave.  The survivors might be able to tell us what happened.

LORHROK: No, they weren’t near it, Major.  This ship is the center.  Otherwise it would have been completely destroyed.  But how do you get null particles on a ship built with Industrial Age technology?

SHARP: Alecz...

LORHROK: Of course, sorry. Let’s move!

(They move down the corridor at full speed.)SCENE 403-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

ROL: Captain, it’s getting serious.  I can’t compensate.

DOVAN: Understood.  Excelsior to Away Team.  There’s some kind of interference at the center of the alien ship. We’ve lost transporter lock; proceed with caution.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Anything?

ROL: No, sir.  We’ve lost contact.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Keep trying.  Prep a rescue shuttle, just in case.

(Dovan presses a button on his console.)

DOVAN: All hands, yellow alert.

(Yellow alert klaxon.)

SCENE 403-06

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP – CORRIDOR

(Lorhrok turns a big iron wheel to unlock a large iron door – just like an ancient submarine hatch – and the door swings open. The Away Team follows him through.)

LORHROK: There it is again.

YUBARI: What?

LORHROK: Haven’t you noticed?  These doors we’re going through.  They’re all locked – from the outside.  I’m starting to worry about what’s at the center of this spaceship.

(Yubari arms her phaser.)

YUBARI: Whatever it is, we’ll be ready for it.

SHARP: There!

(She runs over to where two bodies lie on the ground.)

LORHROK: Do you recognize the species?

SHARP: No.

YUBARI: Are they dead?

SHARP: No, thank God.  Just unconscious.  I’ll need a few minutes to bring both of them around.

LORHROK: Alright.  We’ll scout ahead.  Major, guard Melissa.  Yubari, with me.

THE MAJOR: Yes, sir!

(Lorhrok and Yubari continue to walk down the corridor.  Dr. Sharp and her tricorder and medical work fade away as we get distance from them.  The groans and creaks of the ship’s steam-powered bowels get louder.)

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP - BOWELS

LORHROK: Look at this, Yubari.  More hull reinforcements. Seems like sixty percent of the ship is heavy doors and reinforced bulkheads.

YUBARI: If you were flying through space on steam power, without deflector shields – or even forcefields – wouldn’t you want a lot of hull integrity?

LORHROK: If I were moving faster than light, no amount of metal would save me from micrometeors.  And if I were moving at sublight – which I think this ship must have been – my biggest concern is radiation, and the external hull is more than enough for that.  No, whoever built this ship was scared of something.  Not something natural.  Something... determined.

YUBARI: You mean, a prisoner?

LORHROK: ...Let’s keep going.

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP - CORRIDOR

(Sharp applies a hypospray to the necks of one of the wounded men.)

(Ryse groans.)

SHARP: Hi, friend.  Don’t try to move.  You’ve got quite a few bruised ribs.

RYSE: Con wey... srubitan Palo?  Where sur Palo?

SHARP: Your friend’s right here.  Don’t talk.  It’s bad for your ribs, and the translator’s still processing your language.  Don’t worry: we have a team headed for the core looking for other survivors.

RYSE: NO!

SHARP: What?

RYSE: Awllen you INSANE?!

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP - BOWELS

LORHROK: Gravity’s getting weak.  I think we’re almost there. Alright. Cover me.

YUBARI: Already am.

(Yubari pulls out and recharges her phaser.)

(Lorhrok opens up the door and enters.)

LOCATION: THE CENTRAL HOLD

LORHROK: What is that?

YUBARI: You mean “who” “was” that.

LORHROK: What? That – Oh Maker.  It looks like... like she exploded.

YUBARI: I see brain fragments on the rear wall. Those are parts of her small intestine.  And I believe [those may be bones of her pelvis.]

LORHROK: Yubari.  Enough.

LOCATION: ALIEN SHIP - CORRIDOR

RYSE: Are you trying to kill us all?  Get them out!  Whoever the hells you are, get them out of there!

SHARP: (talking over him) Calm down!  You’re hurting yourself!

RYSE: PALO!  PALO!  THEY’RE BREACHING THE CORE!  PALO! YOU HAVE TO (Sharp injects him with a sedative) Stop! (Pause) ...them...

SHARP: Sorry, friend.  Sharp to Lorhrok. (she hits her commbadge) (pause) Sharp to Yubari. (pause) Sharp to Excelsior.  Come in. (pause) Major, go after them.  Triple-time.

THE MAJOR: Yes, ma’am!

(The Major arms his phaser rifle as he runs for it.)

LOCATION: THE CENTRAL HOLD

LORHROK: Scan the area.  What could have done this to her?

YUBARI: Scanning.  It might take a few seconds to punch through the interference. (tricorder scan) Getting one life sign other than us.

LORHROK: Where?

YUBARI: Localizing. (tricorder processing) (stunned silence) That’s not possible.

LORHROK: Yubari?

YUBARI: Sir, the lifesign I’m detecting. Sir, it’s her.  That woman’s still alive.

LORHROK: That’s... not possible.

YUBARI: I know that.  You know that.  I’m sure she knows that.  She hardly even has a body anymore.  But her body doesn’t doesn’t seem to know it.  She.  Is.  Alive.  She may even be conscious.

(Lorhrok starts walking forward again, still a bit slowly.)

LORHROK: Miss?  Are you alright?  Can you hear me?

(He kneels next to the body.)

YUBARI: Are you sure you want to touch her?

LORHROK: I don’t think she’s going to hurt me, Yubari.  She’s not really capable of it. (Pause) She’s lying face-down.  I’m turning her over. (Pause) Hi, there.  My name’s – (He gasps!)

(A screeching roar.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Intercom whistle.)

ROL: Sir!  The interference just disappeared!

NEEVA: I have transporter locks!

DOVAN: Beam them all back now!

NEEVA: Dropping shields!

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM

(The team beams back.)

SHARP: I need these two survivors in sickbay!  Marel!

LORTH: Sickbay, prepare for emergency site-to-site transport!

YUBARI: Lorhrok!  Sir!

(Yubari grabs him. They both stumble.)

YUBARI: Major, help me!

(The Major runs over and helps Yubari.)

THE MAJOR: Lieutenant Lorhrok!

SHARP: Alecz – Alecz, are you alright?

SHARP: Medkit!

LORTH: (In the background.) Sickbay, casualties transporting now!

(In the background, the two alien survivors are beamed to sickbay.)

(Lorhrok is breathing raggedly.)

LORHROK: Doctor.

SHARP: Marel Lorth, help me!

LORTH: Absolutely.

LORHROK: NO! (pause) No Trill.  Doctor.  Keep... away.  Keep my species... away.

SHARP: Alecz, what?  You’re not making any sense.

LORHROK: away... from... me...

(Suddenly, his breathing is clear and normal.  He talks in a low, clear, slow, confident tone.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Melissa Sharp.  Drowning slowly.  You will believe yourself alone, and that is all that will matter.

YUBARI: What was that?  What did you say to her?

LORHROK-BRINGER: Asuka Yubari.  In battle, of course.

YUBARI: Lieutenant Lorhrok!

(Lorhrok regains control, still gasping.)

LORHROK: I told you how you’re going to die.  Help me. (heavy exhale; passes out)

(Lorhrok’s body hits the floor.)

SCENE 403-07

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior at station-keeping.)

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, Stardate Six-Oh-Three-Eight-One-Point-Four.  With my First Officer unconscious in sickbay, I have brought the two alien survivors to the briefing room to explain their mission – and their bizzare derelict ship.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: Sorry; you’re saying you were attacked by... angels?

RYSE: The faculty of theology warned us that angels might try to prevent the mission.  But it did not occur to any of us that they would pretend ignorance!

DOVAN: Ignorance?  I thought the angels were attacking you.

PALO: You did!

DOVAN: We did?

RYSE: Finally, they admit it!

DOVAN: What?

SHARP: Alcar, I’ve been trying to tell you – these survivors believe we are... well, angels.

DOVAN: What, like, angels?  From way... up there?

SHARP: As far as Ryse and Palo are concerned, Alcar, we are “way up there”.  From what I’ve gathered, their ship is the first thing their people have tried putting into space.

YUBARI: You’re from that planet out there?

RYSE: No.

ROL: The one in the window?

RYSE: Was I not clear the first time?  No.

DOVAN: I don’t follow.  Then where do you come from?

PALO: We are of the Underheaven.

SHARP: Underheaven, if I’m translating correctly, is a Class-M planet about... ...three-quarters of a light-year away.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.  You guys don’t do anything small, do you?  Most people at least try putting a dog in orbit before breaking the lightspeed barrier.

PALO: Lightspeed?  An absurdity – a trope of bad Aethereal writers.

ROL: Well, you didn’t travel a light-year by burning carbon in a steam engine.

PALO: You have a better idea?

SHARP: How long have you been on this mission, Palo?

PALO: Three hundred seventy-five years.

YUBARI: ...What?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (inhaling) Let’s start from the beginning.  Your people built a spaceship –

RYSE: An Aetherskimmer.

DOVAN: Sure.  An Aetherskimmer.  About the size of a medium asteroid.  You armored it like a Klingon rhinoceros, loaded it up with enough coal to destroy Praxis, because you haven’t even discovered chemical rockets yet, and launched your little death trap on its way with – how many crewmen?

PALO: There were four to begin with, plus the Bringer.

DOVAN: On a four-century mission to get to this other, perfectly habitable but basically ugly planet that hasn’t done a thing to you or anybody else in a quarter of a million years. (Pause) I’m not going to ask how.  No matter what you say, I’m not going to believe you.  But what I’m dying to know is: why?  The resources for this project must have cost every cent in your planet’s economy for... decades.  Why the rush?  Why not wait a century or two until you have nuclear power?

RYSE: You know perfectly well why.

DOVAN: Yes, because I am – we all are – angels.  Humor me.  Explain it in your own words.  Or I’ll – I don’t know, smite you or something.

ROL: I don’t think angels smite.

DOVAN: Shut up, Bev.

ROL: Aye, sir.

RYSE: Is this some kind of test?

DOVAN: You tell me.

(Tense pause.)

RYSE: Palo...

PALO: You’ll address your questions to me, Captain.  We came into the Aether on a quest for the Second World for the same reason anyone Under Heaven does anything: to defeat Death.

DOVAN: Really?  How?  Do you think there’s medicine on the surface?

SHARP: Maybe some kind of flora.

YUBARI: Or technology – something the Iconians left behind.

RYSE: They mock us, Palo.

PALO: I’m not sure, Ryse.  Tell them the rest.

(Pause.)

RYSE: We intended to remove Death from her prison aboard the Aetherskimmer and leave her behind on the world below.

(Stunned silence.)

DOVAN: You lost me again.

(Ryse leaps to his feet.)

RYSE: Enough!  Damn us, if you must, but you will not make sport of us!

SHARP: Ryse.  Calm down.  We’re just confused.  Please...

(Intercom whistle.)

NURSE HENNESSY: Doctor Sharp to Sickbay!  Medical emergency!

(Sharp slaps her combadge as she jumps to her feet.)

SHARP: On my way!

DOVAN: Doc, I’m on your six.

(They both run for the doors.)

DOVAN: Yubari!  Bring the Undertakers!

YUBARI: The what?

DOVAN: The aliens, Lieutenant, double time!

(Door closes behind Sharp and Dovan.)

YUBARI: Come with me.  Quickly.

PALO: We do not wish it.

(She unholsters and charges her phaser.)

YUBARI: Have you ever seen one of these before?

RYSE: No.

(Yubari fires the phaser into the wall!)

YUBARI: That was the stun setting.  Won’t kill you. But it’ll give you one hell of a headache, and the Prime Directive forbids me from giving you an aspirin.

PALO: I... see your point, Lieutenant.  We’ll join you.

SCENE 403-08

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Life-monitoring systems are going crazy.)

SHARP: I need forty ceecee’s trellium-K!

(Hennessy fumbling with the controls on the hypospray.)

SHARP: Mike!

NURSE HENNESSY: Forty ceecee’s trellium-K!  Here!

(Hypospray injection.)

SHARP: She isn’t stabilizing.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Melissa, it’s pointless.

SHARP: Keep Lorhrok restrained!  And shut him up, while you’re at it!  Mike, neural clamps!

NURSE HENNESSY: Neural clamps.

(Sharp works with medical tools at the biobed continuously in the background as the scene continues.)

(The doors slide open and Dovan, Yubari, and the aliens bust in.)

DOVAN: What’s happening?!  Neeva!

NEEVA: Sir, it was Alecz – I mean, Lieutenant Lorhrok.  Teela Ob was in critical but stable condition, then Alecz came around.

DOVAN: And what?

NEEVA: And he seemed okay!  He was saying strange things, and his voice... But he was physically fit to stand.  And, when he did, he touched Ensign Ob – he said that her time had “run its course.”

DOVAN: And?

NEEVA: And that’s all, sir.  He touched her, and half a dozen alarms went off.  They won’t let me near him, and he won’t talk to me.

(The patient flatlines.)

SHARP: Dammit all to hell. (pause) She’s dead.

NURSE HENNESSY: Melissa, we might still be able to save the symbiont.

SHARP: No, we can’t.

NURSE HENNESSY: That’s no way to talk, Doctor.  You can’t give up on her!

SHARP: Mike, I lost the symbiont five minutes ago.

NURSE HENNESSY: Oh my God.

SHARP: Four lifetimes of experience... (pause) Captain, you can come in now.  It’s over.

DOVAN: Yubari, Mister Palo, Mister Ryse.  Please join me.

(They all step forward.)

SHARP: Mike, note time of death.  Document everything; the Trill Symbiosis Commission will tear this place apart when they investigate.  They’ll want heads for this. (Pause) And shut off that biobed.

(A nurse presses a key and the flatline noise stops)

SHARP: God dammit.

RYSE: What point are you trying to make, Captain?  We know that angels do not die.

DOVAN: No, angels don’t die!  But we do!  We do, Ryse! (Pause) Now, please, a little respect for the late Ensign Teela Ob.

(A moment of silence.)

RYSE: I don’t... understand.

PALO: But we are sorry, Captain.

DOVAN: Good for you.  Now, between you and your friend, the Doc, and Lieutenant Lorhrok over there, maybe somebody can tell me what the hell just happened.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You of all people know what just happened, sir.  She was dying of chemical burns.  Events took their natural course.

SHARP: She’s dead, Lieutenant!  There’s nothing natural about that!  In fact, from where I was standing, it looked like just the opposite!

NEEVA: Is that some kind of accusation?

DOVAN: Everyone: calm down.  That’s an order.  Number One, [why don’t you take it from the top?]

RYSE: Palo, look.  Look at this “Lieutenant Lorhrok”’s eyes.

PALO: The Bringer.  The Bringer survives!

RYSE: Then our mission –

PALO: is not yet failed.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Palo.  Attempted murder.

RYSE: Shut up, you wretch!

NEEVA: The Bringer?  You looked at Alecz and called him The Bringer.

LORHROK-BRINGER: The Universal Translator is missing a few key phenomes, Neeva.  You’d more likely call me... the Reaper.

DOVAN: I’d call you Aleczahnder Lorhrok, Lieutenant.  Because that’s who you are.

PALO: Not any longer, Captain.  Your Lieutenant has become something more.

RYSE: Something less.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Neither more nor less, Ryse.  Different.  Alecz Lorhrok is gone, and he will not return.  But I am just another creature of the cosmos.  In order to flourish, I do what I must.

DOVAN: And what exactly is that?

LORHROK-BRINGER: I end lives, Captain.  I am Death, the Bringer of endings, the Reaper of harvests.  And it is time for me to continue my work.

SCENE 403-09

LOCATION: NARRATIVE EMPTINESS

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, Supplemental.  Lieutenant Lorhrok has been inhabited by some kind of energy being, and now claims to be the personification of Death – the Grim Reaper himself.  Our guests, Palo and Ryse, seem to agree.  I’ve ordered sickbay evacuated while Doctor Sharp runs a full battery on our first officer.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: You’re telling me, Mister Ryse, that no one on your planet has ever died unless they physically touch this... Bringer?

RYSE: Yes, physical contact with the Bringer’s current host.  How would anyone die, otherwise?  A body can be injured, but it cannot be destroyed.

YUBARI: You say that, but I could throw you in a fire and let you burn away to ashes.

RYSE: But I wouldn’t burn away – unless the Bringer arrives.  Serious burns, of course, great pain... but death? No!  What are you?

DOVAN: We’re as confused as you are, Ryse.  If we are hurt badly enough, we will die.

PALO: In our world, only the Bringer itself can be injured unto death.

NEEVA: Wait – you can kill the Bringer?  Why haven’t you?

PALO: The Bringer flees the corpse and inhabits a new host. Someone nearby, if possible; otherwise, it dominates a newborn child, no matter how far away.  Either way, the cycle begins anew.

RYSE: That’s why we are here.  How can angels be so ignorant? I don’t understand.

(Sharp walks in.)

SHARP: Alcar, I’ve finished my analysis of Alecz Lorhrok.  You’re not gonna like it.

NEEVA: Your report, Doctor.

DOVAN: Yes.  Your report.

(Sharp presses some keys and a medical display appears on a wall screen, faintly pulsing in time to Lorhrok’s regular heartbeat.)

SHARP: This is a radiation map of Alecz’s body.

NEEVA: It looks good!  Very little radiation at all.

SHARP: Exactly.  The human body emits some radiation.  Light, heat, even eating a banana pumps out a few picosieverts... but I’m not seeing any of it.  If it weren’t for all the other evidence, I’d say Lorhrok is not only dead, but actually disintegrated.

DOVAN: Then what are we seeing, Melissa?

SHARP: That’s the part you’re not gonna like.  In the end, I got stellar cartography to take a look, and they confirmed: Alecz Lorhrok’s body has been converted entirely to null particles.  That’s what killed Teela Ob: when he touched her, he released a few of them into her brain.  They did just enough damage to finish her off, then dissipated into the ship.

ROL: Speaking of the ship – if Mister Lorhrok has been nullified, he should drop right through the deck plating into space.  Then explode.

SHARP: There’s some kind of very thin E.M. field between his skin and everything else.

DOVAN: But [how could he be completely converted like that?]

SHARP: Don’t ask; I don’t have answers yet.

RYSE: I’m sorry you have lost your friend.

NEEVA: We haven’t lost him yet, Mister Ryse.

PALO: My executive means no disrespect, Lieutenant Commander.

ROL: Commander Neeva: what would happen if a deep alpha beam struck a seventy-kilogram mass of null particles protected by a thin E.M. shell?

NEEVA: Well, it’d go right through the shell. At low intensities, the alpha beam would repel the null particles.

ROL: What about at high intensities?

NEEVA: Incomplete annihilation. I’d have to do some math to work out the initial geometries, but pretty soon you’d have a shockwave as big as...

ROL: As big as the one that almost destroyed us today?

NEEVA: Just about, yes.

DOVAN: You two are figuring something out, but I don’t know what it is.

NEEVA: The null particle shockwave, sir.  The Aetherskimmer entered orbit this morning.  I’ll bet they were scanned, just like we were, by a deep alpha beam, just like we were.  And when that beam hit The Bringer...

ROL: Boom.

PALO: So it was an accident? You didn’t attack us?

DOVAN: No, of course we didn’t attack you.  We came to rescue you.

YUBARI: The Bringer’s host... that poor woman... she exploded. And the Bringer kept her alive long enough to find another nearby host.

DOVAN: So when Lorhrok showed up...

ROL: The Bringer escaped into him.

DOVAN: And now he goes around murdering any injured Trills he sees, starting with Teela Ob.

NEEVA: That’s not Alecz Lorhrok, Captain.

DOVAN: I know that, Neeva.  But whatever it is has Alecz and has him good.  You and Mister Rol: find a way to get it out of him.  Deep alpha beams sound like a good place to start.

PALO: Please, Captain, I beg you not to do that.  I am sorry about your angel-friend.  But if you drive the Bringer out of him, you must recognize the cost.  The Bringer would flee to inhabit a new body.

DOVAN: To you or Ryse?

PALO: Neither. Your friend fell victim only because he was so very close to the Bringer. Otherwise, the Bringer would have returned to the Underheaven, and the dyings would have resumed.

RYSE: They’d accelerate.  The Bringer has been locked up in the Aetherskimmer for four hundred years.  He’d have a lot of catching up to do.  My daughter wouldn’t survive the first night.

NEEVA: Your daughter?

RYSE: Yes.  She suffers a severe imbalance of the humours.  Even as we prepared to launch the Aetherskimmer, the signs were clear: the Bringer would soon be visiting her.  That’s why I volunteered.

ROL: And you took the Bringer out here.  To strand it?

PALO: Yes.  We have sometimes imprisoned the Bringer, but our greatest walls crumble before its power within a year and a day.  Our finest natural philosophers plotted the position of the Second World.  Tradition states that the Bringer came from this place, long ago, at the end of an age of fire.  And so, our people resolved to send the Bringer home, where it can never harm us again.

DOVAN: I don’t get it. If what you’re saying is true, all the Bringer has to do to go back to your planet is get its host killed.  Set it loose in an Iconian ruin, and I don’t think it’ll take long to figure it out.

PALO: The Bringer cannot leave the Second World – not without using powers that have long faded from the universe.

YUBARI: Who says?

RYSE: It has been proved.

DOVAN: By theologians?

NEEVA: Actually, sir... I think they’re right.  The Shroud we discovered earlier? It’d reflect null energy back to the surface.  The Bringer’s energy field would be trapped on that planet.

ROL: And so would anything else we send down there.

PALO: Our theologians are not simpletons, Captain Dovan. I would not have volunteered if they were.

DOVAN: You volunteered, too? Why? For a loved one?

PALO: I was at the last battle, Captain, when we captured the Bringer.  We staged a war, between two of our most powerful nations, gave the Bringer a target he couldn’t resist.  Then we turned on him. (Pause) I’ve always been terrified of Death.  I was there when the Bringer took my parents.  They tried to hide their fear, for my sake, but still... my parents ended before my eyes.  And when I saw that battle... (Pause) The Bringer gradually grows in power, and he had been that host for decades.  Whole regiments charged, volleyed... died.  I watched, and there was nothing I could do.

ROL: So you’re here for revenge.

PALO: No.  I’m here because of what I realized that day: I must never, ever die.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Rol, you have work to do.  You and Neeva are dismissed.

YUBARI: What about us, sir?

DOVAN: Hm.  Not every day I get the chance to talk to a metaphysical anthropomorphization.  Lieutenant, show Palo and Ryse to quarters, then [join me in sickbay.]

ADOW: Medical emergency in the starboard nacelle!  Captain Dovan to starboard nacelle control!

(Sharp has already bolted for the door.)

DOVAN: Melissa, go! Yubari, move Lorhrok to a private room and double the guard on him!

(And then he runs after Sharp.)

SCENE 403-10

LOCATION: NACELLE CONTROL

(A warp field containment klaxon is ringing.)

ADOW: Jalin Tigan, listen to me!  That’s an open plasma vent!  If you jump through that forcefield...!

JALIN TIGAN: I’ll be killed.  I’m a warp field engineer, boss. I know exactly what I’m doing.

ADOW: Well, get back here, then!  You’re still covered in burns!  You idiot, you should be in sickbay!

JALIN TIGAN: This is one of the least idiotic things I’ve ever done. My wife is dead, boss.

ADOW: Commander J’naya... I’m not... He’s going to jump into the plasma vent if you don’t put those pips to good use and do something. (Pause) Please.

J’NAYA: I’ll try.

LOCATION: LORHROK’S PRIVATE ROOM

YUBARI: You’ll be staying here for the next little while.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Next little while... sir.

YUBARI: I answer to Lieutenant Alecz Lorhrok.  Not... whatever you are.

LORHROK-BRINGER: I am that man, and more.  We are... joined, in a sense.

YUBARI: The man I know would never have harmed anyone – much less a defenseless, wounded shipmate.  Don’t you have better people to kill?

LORHROK-BRINGER: Better people?

YUBARI: Okay, worse people.  The ones who deserve it!

LORHROK-BRINGER: Ah! You understand my purpose then, Leftenant.  That takes great wisdom.  What you do not realize is that that is exactly what I do.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: When Neeva and Rol finish that machine to drive you out of Alecz’s body, remind me to make you eat those words.

LORHROK-BRINGER: I must go.

YUBARI: You’re not going back to sickbay.

LORHROK-BRINGER: No.  Jalin Tigan.  I must go to him.

LOCATION: NACELLE CONTROL

J’NAYA: Ehm... Petty Officer Tigan.  You’re a petty officer, right? (Pause) Jalin.  We haven’t had much time to get to know each other yet, but I already know there are a lot of people here who care about you.  Please [talk to some of them.]

JALIN TIGAN: The first time I asked Teela to marry me, I was six years old.  She thought I was joking.  She thought I was saying she’d never become Joined to a symbiont.

(Dovan and Sharp run through the door.)

ADOW: Captain.

DOVAN: We have to get up there and stop him.

SHARP: No!  If you make a move like that, he’ll jump.  Listen.

JALIN TIGAN: Symbiosis was Teela’s dream.  It took me decades to convince her that my dream didn’t mean the end of hers.  Captain, is that you?

LOCATION: LORHROK’S PRIVATE ROOM

YUBARI: Back away from the door.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You do not understand.  I am needed elsewhere on this ship. Jalin Tigan [must be brought to his full.]

YUBARI: Is a Trill, and my orders are – one – to keep you away from the rest of the crew, and  – two – especially other Trill. (Pause) You just murdered his wife.  You can’t already be hungry again.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Get out of my way.

YUBARI: Guard.  Phasers.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-1: Yes, Lieutenant.

(Both Yubari and her fellow guard draw and charge phasers.)

YUBARI: Step. Away.

LOCATION: NACELLE CONTROL

SHARP: Can we shut down the engines?

KESTRA: Engineering is working on it, but it’ll take three more minutes to finish venting the plasma.

DOVAN: Mister Tigan, your wife wouldn’t want you to do this.

JALIN TIGAN: My wife is dead, Captain.  What she wants doesn’t matter anymore.  That’s... kind of the point.

DOVAN: Mister Tigan, I’m ordering you to step away from that forcefield and close the blast door.

JALIN TIGAN: Captain, you’ll find I transmitted my resignation to you just over an hour ago.

ADOW: Dammit, Jalin, don’t do this!

JALIN TIGAN: Life is about choices, boss.  I do not choose to live in a world without my wife Teela. I hope you find some way to respect that.

SHARP: Jalin...

JALIN TIGAN: Good-bye.

(He leaps through the forcefield! The beam catches him and burns away most of his flesh, cooks his internal organs.  He screams until his lungs burst.)

SHARP: Why would anyone choose to die this way?

KESTRA: He should have been vaporized before he even reached the vent.  It should have been painless.

(A moment after the screaming ends, the plasma vent pushes his now-charred body out of the beam.  It flies back through the forcefield and all the way across the room, where it lands with a sickening thud.)

LOCATION: LORHROK’S PRIVATE ROOM

LORHROK-BRINGER: It’s happening now! Can’t you see what must be done?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-1: Lieutenant, the door.  The whole room.  It’s starting to... I don’t know!

YUBARI: It’s losing cohesion, Mister Wells!  The Bringer is trying to escape.  I can see through that wall; another minute and he’ll be able to walk through it! (Pause) Fire.

(They simultaneously fire their phasers at Lorhrok.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: NO!  I will not be denied!

YUBARI: Fire!

(They renew their blasts.  Lorhrok collapses to the bed with a thunk.)

YUBARI: Cease fire!  He’s down!

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-1: What was that?

YUBARI: I don’t know.  But if he gets any stronger, I’m not sure we can stop him from doing it.

LOCATION: NACELLE CONTROL

DOVAN: I... don’t think you need to check for lifesigns, Melissa.  There’s not much left.

ADOW: Get that door closed, Thiripol!  And cancel alert status!

(Sharp’s tricorder starts scanning.)

KESTRA: I, ehm... sir, may I be excused?

DOVAN: Of course.  Dismissed.  You too, Adow.

SHARP: Alcar... (The tricorder beeps) He’s alive.

DOVAN: That’s... I suppose that’s good news.

SHARP: I can’t imagine how he’ll ever regain consciousness.  All his internal organs have been cooked away.  He only stopped screaming because his lungs burst.

DOVAN: The Bringer.

SHARP: What?

DOVAN: Tigan was – is a Trill, just like his wife.  Just like ten percent of our crew.  Just like Alecz Lorhrok – who is now the Bringer.

SHARP: You mean... you think Jalin isn’t capable of dying anymore?

DOVAN: Not without help, Melissa.  Not without help.

SCENE 403-11

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior is in orbit.)

NEEVA: Operations Log, supplemental.  My work with Mister Rol is going well, but we need to gather specific data on the Bringer if we’re going to force it out of Lieutenant Lorhrok.

LOCATION: LORHROK’S PRIVATE ROOM

(Neeva is running scans using tricorders and various other implements big and small.)

NEEVA: If you’ll just hold still, then, Alecz...

LORHROK-BRINGER: The forcefield gives me little choice.

NEEVA: It speaks!  Twenty minutes and that’s what I get from you?  Sarcasm? (Pause) Of course it is. (Pause) I expected I’d walk in here and you’d tell me my cause of death before I was halfway to your bedside.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Do you want that?

NEEVA: I didn’t think it mattered what I wanted. (Pause) Almost like there’s a little Alecz in there after all.

LORHROK-BRINGER: I keep something of everyone I touch.

NEEVA: You mean kill.

LORHROK-BRINGER: If you prefer.

(Neeva presses a few buttons and the forcefield drops, then immediately relaunches.)

NEEVA: Put out your arm.  I’ve adjusted the forcefield to allow it.

LORHROK-BRINGER: I will, if you tell me how fares Jalin Tigan.  I know his heart still beats.  And many more – far, far away.  So far that I cannot hear them over the sound of Jalin Tigan... living.

NEEVA: This isn’t a negotiating session.

LORHROK-BRINGER: It is now.

NEEVA: Have we talked about our old postings?  Did we have that date yet?  Because you should know that my second posting was to the Quartermaster’s Depot on Newburgh.  I ran the forcefields.

(Neeva keys in some commands.)

NEEVA: If I want your arm extended... then I’m... gonna... extend it.

(The forcefield adjusts several times in rapid succession.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: (grunts) That is an... interesting device.

NEEVA: You never really had a choice. It’s just that Starfleet protocol demands I be polite to alien species.  Even the murdering ones.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Is it really better to keep Jalin alive?  I know his pain.

NEEVA: Not my call.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You’d have the captain decide?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: You know... a few months ago I might have.  But now...?  I think it’s above him, too.

(She resumes the work.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: What happened?

NEEVA: Simon happened, Alecz. (Pause) Oh, I see you don’t like to think about Simon, do you?  Maybe there’s more Lorhrok in there than you’re letting on.

LORHROK-BRINGER: He blames you for it, you know.  Not out loud.  Not even to himself.  But there’s a part of Alecz Lorhrok that will always, always hate you for making him take the shot that killed Simon Westlake.

NEEVA: That’s funny; I thought you said Lorhrok was dead.

LORHROK-BRINGER: That’s all you have to say about the boy who died saving your life?

NEEVA: He was dying anyway. (Pause) Yeah, Alecz doesn’t want to hear that, but it’s the truth.  Simon’s Elarin’s Syndrome had come back.  It was going to eat him away until there was nothing left but a shell.  Then it was going to keep that shell breathing for a few more months. Just to be cruel. (Pause) In some ways... in a lot of ways, Simon was lucky.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Yet you prevent Jalin Tigan from enjoying that same luck.

NEEVA: No, you don’t get it!  Simon Westlake was lucky because he got the chance to change a meaningless death into one that mattered – a death that saved both our lives. (Pause) That’s the whole point of... of you.  I don’t want you to take away our suffering.  I just need Death because you give our suffering a meaning.

(Pause.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Ha-ah.  Then you understand the purpose of my existence.  A rare thing, Commander. You’re as wise as Alecz believed.

NEEVA: I’m flattered.  Now give me your other arm so I can work on better ways to stop you.

(The door hisses open.)

NEEVA: Hello?  Who’s there?

RYSE: I didn’t think anyone else would be here!

NEEVA: Ryse?

RYSE: I believe you’re called Lieutenant Commander Neeva? Lieutenant Commander Neeva, lower the forcefield and step away from the Bringer.

(Pause.)

(Then Ryse charges a phaser.)

RYSE: I believe this weapon is armed, Lieutenant Commander Neeva.

NEEVA: It’s set to disintegrate.  That would kill me.

RYSE: I’m not convinced of that, but I know it’ll hurt. The forcefield, please.

(Pause.)

RYSE: Please.

(Neeva presses some buttons; the forcefield drops.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Hello, Ryse.

NEEVA: Okay, you’ve got him.  Now what’s your play?

RYSE: The Bringer’s been trying to kill my daughter for hundreds of years. It can’t stay here. You have no idea how powerful he’ll become; he’ll tear you apart. Then he’ll go back Underheaven and my daughter will die. The planet’s the only safe place for him.  For any of us.

NEEVA: We won’t let you take him.

RYSE: You angels aren’t as smart as I thought you were.  I think we have a chance.

NEEVA: Alecz is one of ours. We wouldn’t give up.

RYSE: He’s the Bringer.  Nothing more.  Sooner or later you’ll understand that.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You’d never return, Ryse. Alone on the Second World, with no one but me for company. You wouldn’t even have the mercy of death to free you.

RYSE: But my daughter wouldn’t face your “mercy,” either. I’ll take my chances.  Now move!

LORHROK-BRINGER: No.

RYSE: I have the gun.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You held me prisoner for four hundred years. I will not be imprisoned by you again for all eternity.

RYSE: Then I will burn down that body until I can carry what’s left of you with me!

NEEVA: RYSE, NO!

(Ryse pulls the trigger on the phaser.)

(But something strange happens.)

NEEVA: What in the nine hells?  The phaser beam is twisting!

RYSE: Oh, no.

LORHROK-BRINGER

Oh, yes, Ryse.

(The beam completes and strikes Ryse in the abdomen, full force.)

RYSE: Agggh!

(He’s flung back into the corridor.)

NEEVA: Ryse!

(Neeva reactivates the forcefield with two clicks.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Agh! No! Drop the forcefield!

(Neeva runs into the corridor.  She smacks her combadge.)

NEEVA: Medical emergency! Deck 11, Junction Two-F! [to Ryse] Ryse!

RYSE: He’s already... too powerful.

(He loses consciousness.)

NEEVA: Hang on, Ryse.  Help is on the way. Ryse!

(Sharp comes running around the corner.)

SHARP: Neeva, out of my way!

NEEVA: It’s Ryse!  He’s been shot!

SHARP: I can see that!

(She crouches by his side.)

SHARP: No pulse. (Pause) We’ll do what we can.  Transporter Room, two to beam directly to sickbay!

LORTH: Right quick, Melissa.

(They beam out.)

(Pause.)

(Neeva stands up, walks back into the room.)

NEEVA: I thought they couldn’t die.  Not without your touch.

LORHROK-BRINGER: (sigh) You’re right.  They can’t.  If you don’t allow me to attend to him... Ryse will survive.

NEEVA: You tried your best.  You bent that phaser beam into him, which is impossible.  And Ryse said you were only getting more powerful.  How long before you don’t need my approval to walk through that forcefield?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: I’m waiting.

LORHROK-BRINGER: In all the cosmos, Neeva, you will never find a creature better accustomed to waiting than the one who stands before you.  I can wait until the last star in the last galaxy in the last universe goes out. 	(Pause) You can’t wait another five seconds.

(Pause for four seconds.)

NEEVA: If we’re going to finish our weapon, I have to get this data back to Rol.

(Neeva turns and exits.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Or even four.

SCENE 403-12

LOCATION: READY ROOM

(Dovan is working on a PADD.)

(Rol barges in.)

ROL

Captain –

(Dovan keeps working on his PADD.)

DOVAN: I have a doorbell, you know.

ROL: Sir, I have some bad news.

DOVAN: Then get out of my office and bring back good news, Bev.

ROL: Alright. (Pause) The weapon works.

(Dovan finally puts down his PADD and looks up.)

DOVAN: That is good news.

ROL: But it won’t destroy the Bringer.

DOVAN: Then in what sense is it a “weapon”?

ROL: It’ll drive it out of him.  Out of Alecz, I mean.

DOVAN: And what happens then?

ROL: Sir?

DOVAN: Where does the Bringer go?  It’s a cloud of null particles and you just told me we can’t destroy it.  So where does it go when its evicted from our first officer?

ROL: The aliens think it’ll return to their homeworld.  That it’ll find a baby to become its new host.

DOVAN: They also said they got that theory from theologians.  We’re scientists, Rol; give me science.  Where does the Bringer go when we hit it with your gun?

ROL: I don’t know.  I’m sure it’ll find someone.  If Lieutenant Lorhrok’s any indication, it’ll probably jump right in to anyone nearby – within a meter or so.

DOVAN: And then the Trill would start dying normally again, but some other species would suddenly be subject to the Bringer.  Right?

ROL: That’s our best guess.

DOVAN: Your best guess. (Pause) This is ridiculous. I have no idea how any of this works, I can’t follow what I’ve been told in the past hour, and it changes every five minutes anyway. I feel like I’m playing a five-sided chess game with Death, and he’s the only one who knows the rules.

ROL: So, just like every other day.

DOVAN: Hm.  Good point. (Pause) This weapon you and Neeva built.

ROL: The deep alpha [dispersal device.]

DOVAN: Yeah, that one.  It works like a gun?  I just point and shoot?

ROL: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Get it ready for field use, and clear Cargo Bay 2.  We’ll beam the Bringer there when we’re ready.

ROL: You’re going to use the gun on Lieutenant Lorhrok?  You’ll drive the Bringer out of him.

DOVAN: Assuming your gun works.

ROL: And what if the Bringer does go back to Palo and Ryse’s homeworld?  Millions of people could die.

DOVAN: Isn’t that what the Prime Directive says should happen?

ROL: It doesn’t... feel right.

DOVAN: Odd to hear that coming from you, Rol.  The Prime Directive rarely does. (Pause) Good thing I never cared much for it.  I’ll be firing your gun at Alecz from point-blank range.  If there’s one ounce of good luck in this universe, the Bringer will go into me.  Alecz is free, you beam me to the planet and get out of here, and I live out eternity down there, possessed by the Bringer.

ROL: Trapped.

DOVAN: But secure in the knowledge that I, Captain Alcar Dovan, am the first person in the history of the cosmos to literally defeat Death. (Pause) I can live with that.  Or die with it, I suppose. Either way, it’s good for my ego.

ROL: If I quoted the twenty-six regulations you’d be violating by putting yourself in harm’s way, would that deter you?

DOVAN: Do you want it to?

ROL: I’m just curious.  I’ll relay your orders.

DOVAN: Thank you, Bev.  Dismissed.

(The doorbell chimes.)

DOVAN: Ah, just in time.  Come!

(Rol exits. Palo enters.)

ROL: Mister Palo.

PALO: Captain Dovan.  You asked to see me?

DOVAN: Yes, I did.  Sit down.

PALO: You have to get him off the ship, Captain.

DOVAN: Excuse me?

PALO: The Bringer.  What my friend Ryse did was reckless and foolish.  It’ll be a long time before he wakes up.  But he was right: the Bringer is too powerful.  You have to put him off this ship now or he’ll destroy it.

DOVAN: Then help me do that.

PALO: Please, tell me how.

DOVAN: Why are you here, Palo?  On this mission?

PALO: I don’t want to die.  And I don’t see your point.

DOVAN: You don’t want to die, so you locked yourself up on a flying death-trap with Death herself for four centuries hoping that your theologians were right.  It’s a big risk.  The smart money would have stayed home.

PALO: I couldn’t risk that, either.  If I hadn’t come, someone else would have been in charge.  Someone else might have let the crew waver, or turned around in the face of danger.  It wasn’t an easy trip, you know.  My life would have been in someone else’s hands.  And someone else might have gotten it wrong.

DOVAN: Someone like me.

PALO: I... didn’t mean that, precisely.

DOVAN: It’s alright, Palo.  You spent four centuries flying here and now, in the final hours of your mission, we bump into you and I’m stuck with it instead.

PALO: I admit, I never really believed in angels until now.  Mostly because I never liked the idea of them.

DOVAN: I know what you mean.  A bunch of meddling, capricious eavesdroppers.  When I was a kid, I tried to modify a tricorder to detect angels, so I could beat them up.

PALO: (a soft chuckle) Well, when you put it that way... (Pause) We’re not so different, are we?

DOVAN: Let’s find out.  I invited you up here to make you an offer, Palo.

PALO: I have no idea what that could mean at this late hour.  I’m intrigued.

DOVAN: My officers have designed a weapon that can be used against the Bringer.

PALO: Thanks be to God. Like your phasers. You’ll destroy him?

DOVAN: Not exactly.  This gun will target the Bringer’s energy field.  It will drive him – it – out of my First Officer.

PALO: But you can’t do that.  The Bringer will go back to my people!  It will take another host!  Death wins!  You can’t do that!

DOVAN: I will if I must.  Becoming immortal is your planet’s problem.  Saving Alecz Lorhrok is mine. (Pause) Still, I hope it doesn’t come down to that.  Here’s where my offer comes in.

(Pause.)

PALO: Alright.  What do you have in mind?

DOVAN: I’m inviting you to come with me.  When I shoot the Bringer, you could be standing next to it. Within one meter – practically hugging it.  And when the Bringer floated out of Alecz Lorhrok...

PALO: It would... Captain, the Bringer would take me as its next host!

DOVAN: If we’re lucky, yes.  I get my officer back.  You complete your mission, we leave you behind, and the Underheaven never knows Death ever again.  What’d’you say?

(Pause.)

PALO: I would die.

DOVAN: I know.  I’m sorry.  We weren’t able to find a way to destroy the Bringer.  But we’re out of time.  I... wish we had some other way.

PALO: Leave your officer Lorhrok behind!  Abandon this weapon of yours and accept what fate has done to him!

DOVAN: Alecz Lorhrok is an innocent bystander who was taken by the Bringer while he was fishing you and the survivors of your crew out of the wreckage of the Aetherskimmer.  He has no responsibility to die for the sake of your mission.  He will not die for your mission and that is final. You, however, are the captain of your ship and the last person on the mission to strand the Bringer.  I’m giving you one chance – and this is the only chance you’ll get – to end it once and for all.  Do your duty.  Save Ryse’s daughter.  I’m sure she’s beautiful.  This is what you signed up for, Palo, and I am giving you the chance to be the greatest hero your world – perhaps any world – has ever seen.

(Pause.)

PALO: But I would die.

DOVAN: So what? We’re captains. That’s the job description.

PALO: You’re... insane.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: And you’re a coward.

(Pause.)

PALO: If you insist on killing the whole world, Dovan, I request that you allow me to return there.

DOVAN: If you insist on letting your world die? Permission granted.  Mister Rol will see that you’re beamed back to your ship.  You have a long journey ahead of you.

PALO: But... if you took me home on your ship, it would only take a few hours.

DOVAN: I’m afraid that would violate the Prime Directive.

PALO: The flight is four centuries!  My ship is damaged!  Ryse is my only companion!

DOVAN: Ah, I’m afraid not.  Because he sustained injuries while under our protection, the Prime Directive demands we see to his good health. And, since you will have departed already, we’ll have no choice but to return him to the Underheaven ourselves. (Pause) You’ll be heading home alone.

(Pause.)

PALO: You’re a spiteful man, Captain.

DOVAN: Think of it this way: it’ll be three hundred seventy-five years before the Bringer gets another crack at you.  Isn’t that what you wanted?  Not to die?

PALO: Good night, Captain Dovan.

(He exits.  Dovan presses a button on his desk.  The intercom boops.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Rol. Inform transporter room to expect Mister Palo. He’s returning to his ship.

ROL: Right away. But, Captain – he’s very angry. I can’t guess why, since you’re sacrificing yourself to save him and his planet – Is there anything else I need to know about?

DOVAN: I didn’t tell him.

ROL: What was that, sir?

DOVAN: I didn’t tell him I’m sacrificing myself.  I gave him the chance to take my place, and, when he said no... well, I got my back up.

ROL: Do you want me to tell him?

DOVAN: No, let him stew.  It’ll make the surprise that much sweeter when he gets home.  Until then, I want him to think about it.

ROL: Aye, sir.  Transporter Room Ten is ready for Palo.  And we’re ready to transport the Bringer to the planet.

DOVAN: I’m coming.  Dovan out.

SCENE 403-13

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

PALO: Excuse me.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-2: Mister Palo! I believe you’ve lost your way.

PALO: This room here – that’s where you’re keeping the Bringer?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-2: Well, yes... it’s a restricted area. Security’s inside, [making final preparations for transport.]

(Palo PUNCHES him in the jaw!)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-2: Uuuh!

(The guard goes down hard.)

(Palo leans over and extracts... the guard’s PHASER.  He charges it up and crosses into Lorhrok’s room.)

LOCATION: LORHROK’S PRIVATE ROOM

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-1: Ken?  Is that –  Aggh!

(He's hit by a phaser beam.)

(Palo fires again immediately, striking the other guard!)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-3: Aggh!

PALO: Bringer.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Palo.

PALO: If I let you out of that forcefield, you’ll destroy this ship.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Do you want me to?

PALO: You’d be able to correct the error of Jalin Tigan.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Do you want me to?

PALO: Yes.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Are you certain? This host would survive. I would leave the wreckage of this ship and board yours. I would destroy you and return to my home in the Underheaven.

PALO: Yes, you would.  If you caught me before I got underway.  But if I depart fast enough, you’ll fall into the gravity of the Second World and end up on its surface, burned but intact, trapped for eternity like we planned.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You’re proposing that we race.

PALO: You want to go home, right? Here’s your chance. Just you and me: a contest of wits and prowess.  First one off this ship lives.

(Pause.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Release the forcefield.

PALO: May the best man win.

(He fires at the forcefield control panel it drops.)

PALO: There. You’re free. Clock starts now. Goodbye, Bringer.

(Palo runs out.)

SCENE 403-14

LOCATION: CARGO BAY 2

DOVAN: So, just point and shoot?

(Neeva charges up a very big gun.)

NEEVA: Just point and shoot.

DOVAN: Very nice.  Good work, Commander.

NEEVA: Thank you, sir.  And, Captain – let me just say that’s been an honor.

DOVAN: Come again?

NEEVA: I know you’re not planning to walk out of here.

DOVAN: How?  The only one I told was Rol. If he can’t keep a secret, who can?

NEEVA: He kept your secret, sir. But I’m your Chief of Operations, and I am very good at my job. (Pause) And you’re very good at yours, Captain. I... I just want to say “Thank you.”  You’re doing a good thing.

DOVAN: Hasn’t really sunk in for me yet.  And, for that matter, I don’t intend to let it.

NEEVA: Remember: once we’ve beamed the Bringer into this cargo bay, you need to get as close as you can before you fire.  Within a meter.  Otherwise, it might just go back to Underheaven, instead of into you.

DOVAN: Thanks, Neeva. Now get out of here. Mister Lorth, is the cargo transporter ready?

LORTH: Yes, sir!

DOVAN: Energize!  And then I want you out of here, too!

(Lorth presses some buttons, slides the transporter slidy thing, the transporter starts up... and then the beam flickers, garbles, and dies.)

DOVAN: Uh, Chief?  I’m not seeing the Bringer.

LORTH: Sir... the transport... failed.

NEEVA: What? Report.

(Lorth works his console frantically.)

LORTH: It’s the Bringer, sirs.  He’s not in his cell. (Sensor alerts) He’s on Deck Thirteen! Heading for the commons!

NEEVA: Re-establish lock!

LORTH: I can’t!  He’s a cloud of null particles who can bend local reality, ma’am – we were lucky to get him when he was surrounded by a battery of pattern enhancers.

DOVAN: Red alert. Security to the recreation commons! Neeva, with me.

(They hurry out.)

SCENE 403-15

LOCATION: TRANSPORTER ROOM 10

(Red alert.)

(Palo enters.)

PALO: Excuse me.  This is Transporter Room Ten?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-4: Yes, Mister Palo. But [transporters are shut down because of the alert].

PALO: Please transport me back to my ship so I can get underway.  Your captain has given the authorization.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-4: I’m sorry, sir: transporter use is impossible during a red alert. You should return to your quarters and wait for the all-clear.

PALO: It’s imperative I return to my ship immediately.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-4: There’s nothing I can do, sir.  If we tried to beam you with the shields still up, your particles would be scattered across half a light-year.

PALO: Let’s try something else.

(Palo pulls out his phaser and charges it.)

PALO: Beam me out of here or I’ll shoot you.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #403-4: Security to Transporter Room Ten! Emergenc – aaagh!

(Palo shoots him.  He flies back into the wall.)

PALO: Starship Computer, is there any way to get off this ship during a combat alert?

COMPUTER: Any properly-maintained Excelsior auxiliary craft can penetrate the shield bubble.

PALO: Where’s the closest one?

SCENE 403-15

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Neeva and Dovan at a light jog through the empty hallways.)

NEEVA: Captain, the rec deck is this way.

DOVAN: That’s not where we’re going. The Bringer doesn’t want fresh meat yet.

NEEVA: Where, then?

DOVAN: Jalin Tigan’s quarters are on this deck.

NEEVA: But the Bringer doesn’t know that.

DOVAN: The Bringer knows exactly where Jalin Tigan is every minute of every day.  That’s where he’s going.

NEEVA: And what do we do when we find him?  Transporters can’t lock on.

DOVAN: I’ll shoot him with your gun, as planned.  The Bringer leaves Lorhrok, enters another body – mine –

NEEVA: – and we weaken him enough to send him – you – to the planet.

DOVAN: Leaving me behind. Yeah. That’s the hope, anyway.

(As they round the corner, the Bringer rounds another corner way down the corridor.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Hope is a foolish sentiment, Captain.

(Neeva and Dovan stop running.)

DOVAN: Bringer!

LORHROK-BRINGER: Hope is nothing more than the unreasoning belief that I can be finally defeated.  In the whole history of the cosmos, it has never been vindicated.

DOVAN: In the whole history of the cosmos, nobody has ever pointed a gun like this at your head.

(Dovan recharges the BIG GUN from the previous scene.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: And yet you, too, are going to die, Alcar Dovan.  Poetically, at sunset.

DOVAN: Fortune cookies don’t scare me, Bringer. Neeva, circle around and have Security cordon off this section.

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(She heads off.)

DOVAN: I’ll bet the Iconians on that planet below us shared your confidence, Bringer – right up until the moment they were exterminated.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Exterminated? Exterminated. Captain Dovan, even at the height of the war, do you seriously believe the beings who created me could be threatened by a bunch of insects?

DOVAN: Is that how you see us? As insects? Then perhaps you’re out of the loop. The Iconians are all dead, and it was us puny mortals who did it.

LORHROK-BRINGER: They’re not dead! Exiled! Along with their enemies! In the last days the Iconians were weak because they were ashamed, not afraid. That’s when I left.

DOVAN: They got too soft for your taste?

LORHROK-BRINGER: Death does not have “taste”.  Death has a function. As the Vidiians say: Life is a dream. I am the interpreter.

DOVAN: Nice try. But we both know better.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Are you going to try telling me my purpose, Dovan?  You’ll be the third wrong guess today.

DOVAN: No, you have no purpose.  We try to make one up, because that’s what sapient beings do: we look for meanings in everything.  But you’re a riddle that can’t be cracked – because you’re not a riddle at all.  You’re Death. You kill us because you hate us.  And you will keep on killing us – rich, poor, good, evil – until the last microjoule of joy has been squeezed out of the universe.  How’m I doing?

LORHROK-BRINGER: You forgot your place, Dovan.  You forget my power.

(The ship shakes! The computer blares an alert.)

COMPUTER: WARNING: ship’s internal volume exceeds external volume. Severe structural strain.

DOVAN: You think that scares me? That warning didn’t even make sense.

LORHROK-BRINGER: You will send me home or I will destroy your ship.

DOVAN: No, that’s not how this works, Bringer. We’re not negotiating, and you don’t get to challenge me to a game of your choice to save your skin. Computer, distance between me and the Bringer!

COMPUTER: Eight meters.

(Dovan begins walking toward the Bringer.)

COMPUTER: Seven meters.  Six.

(A flash of electricity and power!  Dovan is flung back, landing heavily on the floor!)

DOVAN: Aeeagh!

COMPUTER: Ten meters.

LORHROK-BRINGER: I don’t play games. Send me home, now, or I will destroy your ship.

(The ship rocks wildly again.)

SCENE 403-17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

COMPUTER: Warning: hull buckling on Deck Fourteen. Evacuate all personnel.

(Palo marches down the corridor at a brisk clip.)

NEEVA: I’m sorry, Mister Palo [you can’t come through here.]

PALO: I need that turbolift.

(The ship shakes.)

NEEVA: Mister Palo, this entire section is locked down.

PALO: Is there another way to get to the captain’s yacht?

NEEVA: Mister Palo, I assure you there’s no cause for alarm. Return to your – ahh!

(Palo shoots Neeva with his phaser. Her body falls heavily to the ground.)

PALO: I don’t have time for this.

(Palo steps over Neeva’s unconscious body. A turbolift door just beyond swishes open to admit him.)

PALO: Deck Thirteen.

(The turbolift starts moving.)

SCENE 403-18

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Ship’s bulkheads are actually beginning to audibly twist and strain.)

COMPUTER: Warning: anti-matter containment fields compromised. Backups compromised. Secondary backups compromised. Tertiary backups compromised. Quaternary backups... engaged.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Your recreation deck? I could vent its atmosphere in an instant.  This turbolift running behind me? I would crush it like so much aluminium foil. Make your choice, Captain.  Surrender or die.  It is no difference to me.

(Dovan hits his commbadge.)

DOVAN: Bridge, this is the captain.

YUBARI: Bridge here, sir.

DOVAN: Evacuate the saucer section. Prepare for emergency separation.

YUBARI: Aye, sir!

ROL: Captain, this is Rol.  Is something wrong with my gun?

DOVAN: No, Bev, just me.  I can’t get close!  I may have to fire at range.

ROL: You’d send the Bringer back to Underheaven! You can’t fire, sir!  They’d all die!

DOVAN: So could we, Lieutenant, if you don’t make that saucer sep! Dovan out!

LORHROK-BRINGER: Even if they evacuate in time, I will destroy them, Captain.  Your destiny lies before you; the false edifice of choice crumbles away.  Either shoot me from there and send me back to where I came from... or die here, with your ship and crew, and I’ll return to Underheaven anyway. Embrace despair.

DOVAN: I... I thought we had you beaten. Finally. Just once. Just for Ryse’s daughter... but beaten.

LORHROK-BRINGER: Do you know my favorite thing in all the cosmos, Dovan?  In all the billions of years I and my cousins have culled your herds?

DOVAN: The retirement benefits.

LORHROK-BRINGER: The look on your face right now.  I live for that.

(The door behind the Bringer opens.)

PALO: [Com]puter, prepare captain’s yacht for undock – Bringer!  Why are you [here?]

LORHROK-BRINGER: Palo, you fool! You’re too close!

(The turbolift door closes.)

PALO: Captain, help me! He’s right next to me!

(Dovan hefts and recharges the big gun.)

LORHROK-BRINGER: Get away, Palo!

DOVAN: Too late!

(Dovan fires the big gun!  It emits a steady beam, like a phaser crossed with a tractor beam. Electricity crackles!  Thunder cracks!)

DOVAN: You know what I live for, Bringer? 	(Pause) The look on your face right now.

PALO: Dovan, no, please!

DOVAN: I’m sorry, Palo. It has to be you.

PALO: Please... I don’t want to die. (Pause) Please don’t kill me. (Pause) Just let them die.

DOVAN: I’m so sorry.

(The beam completes its work with a sudden flash. Lorhrok and Palo both tumble loudly to the ground.)

(Dovan runs up to Lorhrok.)

DOVAN: Alecz!  Alecz, are you okay?

LORHROK: (with a groan) Uhnnn... Alcar?

PALO-BRINGER: Alecz Lorhrok. Underwood’s folly.

DOVAN: Bridge, can you get a lock on the Bringer?  It’s in Palo now.

YUBARI: Yes, sir. Transporter lock is stable.

DOVAN: Beam it to the planet.

PALO-BRINGER: I am postponed, Dovan. Never defeated.

DOVAN: Energize.

(The Bringer is beamed away.)

DOVAN: Bridge, load two quantum torpedoes and destroy the Aetherskimmer.  Then drop a warning buoy around this planet, lay in a course for Ryse’s homeworld, and get us out of here, maximum warp.

YUBARI: With pleasure, sir.  Bridge out.

DOVAN: You back with us, Lorhrok?

LORHROK: Neeva.  Neeva’s hurt. I hurt her! You have to help her!

(Neeva emerges from the turbolift!)

NEEVA: Alecz!

(She runs to him and crouches down.)

LORHROK: Neeva.  How...?

NEEVA: Palo’s phaser was only set to stun. I was coming after him, but... I see you’ve taken care of it.

LORHROK: My fault.  My fault.

NEEVA: No, Alecz. Never your fault.  Do you hear me?  Never.

(Pause.).

LORHROK: I’m sorry about our date tonight.

NEEVA: What are you talking about?

LORHROK: In the holodeck.  You would have had to confirm our reservation while I was the Bringer.

NEEVA: Are you kidding?  Of course I confirmed, and I expect you there at nineteen hundred.  I’m not going ringsurfing alone.

DOVAN: Neither of you are going anywhere until Doctor Sharp has cleared you.  Report to sickbay.

(Neeva stands.)

NEEVA: Yes, sir!

(She helps Lorhrok to his feet.)

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Captain, I’m... I’m sorry.

DOVAN: Are you listening to your girlfriend? You have nothing to be sorry for. Now scram.

(They walk into the turbolift and are gone.)

DOVAN: No, this one’s on me, Lorhrok. (sigh) (Pause) Let’s see how Jalin Tigan is doing. (Pause) Life goes on.

(He walks down the corridor.)

SCENE 403-19: EPILOGUE

LOCATION: ADMIRAL PARKER'S OFFICE - STARBASE 911

(An insistent beeping pulses on Admiral Parker’s console. After three pulses, he answers it.)

PARKER: Syracuse. Dionysius reads you loud and clear.

DOVAN: Good to see you again, Admiral Parker.

PARKER: Syracuse... use the codenames. (Pause) I read your report. An interesting case. I wouldn’t have believed it, except...

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Except?

PARKER: Well, during the day when the Bringer allegedly possessed your exec, no one on his home planet died.  As far as anyone can tell, not a single Trill died anywhere in the galaxy that day.  The press is calling it a miracle.  I have no idea what we’re going to tell them.

DOVAN: Tell them they’re right. It’s true enough.

PARKER: What if it had kept going, though?  If no Trill had ever died again?  Could their society survive?  Could ours?

DOVAN: It’d be... different.

PARKER: It’s a good reminder – and a lucky dodge.  Sometimes I forget how much death is a necessary evil.

DOVAN: No evil is necessary, Admiral. That’s why it’s evil.

PARKER: Bold words, coming from you, Syracuse.  But that’s not why you called.  You have the additional information I requested?

DOVAN: We weren’t able to sweep the ruins as thoroughly as we did on Mantua.

PARKER: I understand. The Shroud. What did you get?

DOVAN: Enough.

PARKER: Enough?

DOVAN: Enough to know that we were not the only people to visit that planet in the past quarter-million years.  Somebody else went through very recently – a lot of someones, actually.  A large team – at least a thousand people – excavated these ruins in the past six months. And, somehow, they got out through the Shroud when they were finished.

PARKER: You’ve suppressed this information aboard your ship?

DOVAN: As ordered, sir. You want to tell me what it’s all about?

PARKER: You’re sure they explored the entire ruin?  They didn’t search through half and then stop abruptly?

DOVAN: No, not as far as we could tell.  The search pattern was thorough. But we found no evidence that anything was taken. Strange thing for treasure hunters to do. Does it mean anything?

PARKER: It means they didn’t find what they were looking for. (Pause) That’ll be all for now, Syracuse.  Do keep me informed.

DOVAN: Aye – (Parker ends the transmission abruptly) ...sir.


4.4 The Greatest Day of Every Year


LOCATION: BRIDGE

NEEVA: Then why not just always prank the aliens?

ROL: No, no, the whole problem with aliens is that they don’t know what day it is!

NEEVA: That makes them easy targets, doesn’t it?

ROL: Yes, but what’s the joy in April Fool’s Day?  What makes April Fool’s Day the greatest day of every year?

NEEVA: Is that a real question?  Because I never even heard of this holy day until twenty-six seconds ago.  Twenty-seven.  Twenty-eight.  Yep, my growing experience with April Fool’s isn’t giving me the answers.  Thirty-three.

ROL: It was actually a rhetorical question, but you were on a roll and I didn’t want to interrupt.

NEEVA: Thank you.

ROL: The joy in April Fool’s Day is in slipping past their defenses.  They know it’s April Fool’s Day.  They’re on the lookout for pranks and lies.  And still you manage to fool them.  It’s like that feeling when you’re in a hand-to-hand fight, and you manage to sink your knife into just the right spot and it slips past the armor into his flesh.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: I was going to say that was really, really creepy, but I actually know exactly what you’re talking about.  So April Fool’s day is about acts of psychological violence against your enemies?

ROL: No, it’s about acts of pyschological violence against your friends.

NEEVA: Because you want them to stop being your friend?

ROL: No: so they know how much you care about them.

NEEVA: Humans are weird.

ROL: Hey, Bolians love April Fool’s Day, too.

NEEVA: Ever met a Bolian?  Bolians are weird.

ROL: Just the one, actually.

NEEVA: Case in point.  Anyway, I’m in.

ROL: You’re in?

NEEVA: Yeah, sounds like fun.  What’s that thing you like to say?  Wheels within wheels within wheels.

ROL: Well... just wheels, actually.  Really just one wheel.  It’s not that sophisticated a prank.  I’ll fake a sensor reading, you go along with it, he falls for it, cue laugh track.  It’s not much, but I don’t want to do too much damage on his first April Fool’s Day.

NEEVA: Oh.  I was hoping to get involved in one of your grand Bevoney Rol conspiracies.

ROL: I’m afraid that’s all there is to it.  I’ve been buttering up Alecz for days with little April Fool’s Day stories.  He’s just aware enough now to be wary.  But an inexperienced kid like him... he doesn’t realize the depth of planning that can go into a good April Fool.  One wheel, this time, is all we need.

NEEVA: If you say so.  His shift started six minutes ago, so he’ll walk onto the bridge in about three... two... one...

(Doors open.)

ROL: You are dating that boy.

NEEVA: What if I told you that was an April Fool? Commander on Deck!

LORHROK: Commander Neeva, I relieve you of watch command.

NEEVA: I stand relieved.  Hi, Alecz.

ROL: I’m glad you’re here, Alecz.  We could use your help with something.  A strange reading on long-range sensors.  It’s been fading in and out of range for the past two hours.  We were thinking about alerting the captain.

LORHROK: Let’s take a look.  Put it up on main viewer.  Extreme magnification.

ROL: Aye, sir.

LORHROK: It seems... familiar.

NEEVA: Yes, sir, I thought so, too, but the computer isn’t matching it to any known profile.

LORHROK: Can we increase power to sensors?

ROL: Already at maximum.

LORHROK: Then can we get closer?

ROL: I was hoping you’d say that.

NEEVA: We didn’t have authority to change course on our own.

LORHROK: Well, make it so.

ROL: “Make it so”?

NEEVA: Who says that?

ROL: Snobs.  I believe snobs say that.

NEEVA: Old, balding aristocrats.

ROL: Toffs, if you will.

LORHROK: I think you’ve made your point.  Take us closer.

ROL: Happily, sir.

(Rol presses some controls.)

LORHROK: Anything?

ROL: I am getting a clearer scan now.  Neeva, can you analyze?

NEEVA: Sir, take a look at this.

LORHROK: Electromagnetic shielding, internal volume over twenty cubic kilometers, geometric shape... cube. (pause) Maker.  It’s the Borg.  Red alert!  Shields up!  Captain to the Bridge!  Rol, evasive maneuvers! (pause) Rol, evasive maneuvers!

ROL: (chuckles)

NEEVA: (chuckling a little) This is the part where we tell him, right?

LORHROK: Tell me what?

(Suddenly, a Borg transporter beam!)

NEEVA: What the...?

LORHROK: Intruder alert!  Neeva!  Don’t just stand there!  A Borg drone just beamed onto the bridge!

NEEVA: I don’t... how...?

LORHROK: Oh, spast!  It’s got me!  Neeva!

ROL: It’s injecting him with nanoprobes!  He’s being assimilated!

LORHROK: Ahhghhghgh!  Neeva... help me!

NEEVA: Alecz... I’m so sorry.

ROL: (chuckle) Alright, Alecz, nice job.  The classic reverse-prank backfire.  Worked like a...

NEEVA: Alecz, if you’re being assimilated, this is the only way.  It’s the most mercy I know how to give.

(She pulls out a phaser, charges...)

ROL: 	Wait, where did you get a phaser?!

(...and fires!)

LORHROK: Aggghh!

(Lorhrok falls heavily to the ground.)

ROL: Oh my God.  Alecz!   His chest is... smoking!  Neeva!  It was a joke!  I set it up like we were pranking him, but we were actually pranking you!  The Borg was just a hologram!  And now...!  I’m sorry!  I’m so sorry!  Alecz, can you hear me?  Alecz!

NEEVA: I’ll get a medkit.

LORHROK: Bev.  Bev Rol...

ROL: You’re gonna be okay, Alecz.  I’ve learned my lesson.  Pranks gone wrong.  Oh, no.  No no no no no.

LORHROK: Bev... April Fool.

ROL: April... Oh, no.

NEEVA: (breaks out in cackling laughter) Oh, man!  Oh, MAN!

ROL: You told her about the prank.

LORHROK: Bev, we’re dating.  Of course I told her.

NEEVA: And then I suggested, why not turn it all around on the original prankster?

ROL: And you just went along with this?

LORHROK: She made me dinner.

ROL: That’s all it takes?

LORHROK: No, but I’m not telling you the rest.  Bottom line, she convinced me.

NEEVA: (still laughing) And, boy, you were right, Rol.  Knife into flesh.  I never realized psychological violence could be so fun!

ROL: (chuckles) Wheels within wheels within wheels?

NEEVA: It was everything I ever dreamed of.

ROL: Well, I know when I’m beaten.  Alecz, I’m glad you’re not dead.

LORHROK: You look a little shaken, Bev.

ROL: I’ve never been beaten so thoroughly before by two total novices.  I must be losing my edge.

NEEVA: Or gaining friends.

ROL: Good point.

LORHROK: Still, why don’t you go take an hour off?  Have a drink in the Delta Lounge.  We’ll cover for you up here.

ROL: I... think I’ll do just that, sir.  Thank you.  I’ll see you both in an hour.

(He exits into the turbolift.)

ROL: …when I shall wreak terrible vengeance.  You wanted wheels within wheels within wheels, Neeva? (pause.) That was just the first wheel.


4.5 Only Murder


SCENE 404-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Door hisses open. Dovan steps out of the turbolift, moves to his chair.)

LORHROK: Captain on the bridge.

DOVAN: Number one. Is everything ready for the conference?

LORHROK: Agendas printed, silverware’s polished.

ROL: The Zath and Norkova diplomatic ships are on final approach.

DOVAN: Good.  Lieutenant Yubari, signal the delegations.  Inform them that our ambassador will meet them in the stateroom.

LORHROK: Ambassador?  I wasn’t aware we’d received diplomatic replacements for Commander Underwood, sir.

DOVAN: We haven’t, Ambassador.

LORHROK: Beg your pardon?

DOVAN: Mister Rol, you’re Ambassador Lorhrok’s attaché.  You’ll escort him wherever he goes.

ROL: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Alecz, you’ll do great. You’re a born diplomat, you already have a rapport with Speaker Tsur, and you’ll have Rol’s help.  He was basically a diplomat.

ROL: I was a special operations infiltration specialist, captain.

DOVAN: Wasn’t it your Hitler who said infiltration is a continuation of diplomacy by other means?

ROL: It was von Clausewitz, sir.  And no, he didn’t.

DOVAN: Some important human, anyway.

LORHROK: On second thought, if the alternative is your diplomacy, the Norkovans are lucky to have me.

DOVAN: That’s the spirit.

YUBARI: Sir, incoming message from the Norkovan vessel.

DOVAN: On speaker.

SPEAKER TSUR: Captain, I had hoped we might be able to see the survivors before we begin negotiating over them?

DOVAN: We can certainly discuss it, Speaker Tsur, but if the Norkovans are allowed access to the crash survivors, Minister Shawn and the Zath must be allowed equal access.

SPEAKER TSUR: The Zath would take any opportunity to murder those children!

DOVAN: Yes... so you keep saying.

YUBARI: Captain, the Zath are hailing.

DOVAN: Of course they are. Patch them in. Why not?

MINISTER SHAWN: Captain, I hope my Norkovan counterpart isn’t trying to get a head start on the negotiations.  Eighteen Zath lives are at stake, and we’ll defend our citizens no matter the cost.

SPEAKER TSUR: Unless they’re collaborators, Minister.  Then you’ll murder them and their families, no matter the cost.

MINISTER SHAWN: Since when have you cared about innocent Zath blood, Speaker?  I missed your concerns when you carpet-bombed Arjana!

SPEAKER TSUR: We attacked military targets that threatened [the people of Norkova Prime.]

MINISTER SHAWN: You bombed Zath civilians, Zath hospitals, Zath schools, because you want Zath blood and Zath death!

DOVAN: Gentlemen! (pause) You both claim to have the best interests of the crash survivors at heart.  You both claim the other wants all the Gralik Hann survivors dead.  Might we save the debate for the negotiating table?

MINISTER SHAWN: (taking a slow breath) Of course, Captain.  You’re right.  I apologize for my outburst.  Our delegation is prepared to land.  Minister Shawn for the Zath, out.

SPEAKER TSUR: I’m confident you’ll vindicate our claim for asylum, captain.  Speaker Tsur for the Norkova, out.

DOVAN: Lorhrok, does it still count as humanitarian aid when the participants are all horrible people?

LORHROK: I think it’s at least half-credit.

YUBARI: Diplomatic ships are entering the shuttle bay.  Touching down. (pause) Wait, Captain? Something’s wrong.

SCENE 404-02

LOCATION: MAIN ENGINEERING

MEYERS: Landing cycle complete. Shuttle crew, this is Engineering: stand down blue alert.

RANDOM CREW #404-1: Aye, chief. Shuttle crews, standing down.

J’NAYA: Textbook performance.  Send my compliments to the shuttle crews, Jack.  Ensign Adow! Can you [run a diagnostic for me?]

ADOW: Oh my God!  The shuttlebay!  It just [exploded!]

(A Massive explosion rocks the ship. Alarm klaxons blare, consoles and power conduits explode, people and debris are thrown to the deck.)

(Adow and J’naya are slammed into each other (and a wall) by the force of the explosion. Meyers is also thrown to the ground. They all cry out.)

J’NAYA: (She slaps her commbadge) Bridge, there’s been an explosion in main shuttlebay. (she slaps the badge again) Bridge!  Can you hear me?  Kinash! Are [you alright?]

(A klaxon sounds.)

ADOW: (getting up) Oh, no. Get off.  GET OFF!

(J'naya gets to her feet.)

ADOW: VENT THE WARP CORE!  DO IT NOW!  NO, NOT EJECT!  VENT IT!  MANUALLY!

MEYERS: (getting up) What’s going on?

J’NAYA: Do what she says, Chief!

ADOW: NOW!

(Adow slides to a stop, and slams into the side of the warp core with a grunt.)

ADOW: Break glass in case of emergency?

(Adow shouts and shatters the glass with her elbow and presses a big computer button.  A short, loud alarm is her reply, and then a whooshing noise as the warp core is opened to hard vacuum. The power level drops, we only hear sparks and people's groans.)

J’NAYA: Warp core vent complete!

(Adow is already running to the other side of the room.)

ADOW: Jack, help me shut down the reactors!

MEYERS: Which ones?

ADOW: All of them!

MEYERS: We’ll be powerless!

(J’naya, running, finally gets to them.)

J’NAYA: We’ll be alive, Jack.  DO IT!

MEYERS: What’s going on?

ADOW: Hurry UP!

(All three hurry across some debris to another panel.  It snaps open and they start throwing big breakers.)

ADOW: That explosion *2 was right next to the impulse engines.  If they’re * powered up, and one of them was hit... *

J’NAYA: Kaboom.  We go * supernova.

MEYERS: You’re even shutting down the backups!

J’NAYA: * We can’t risk a plasma flashback on a hot grid. * (pause) One left.

MEYERS: We’ll have absolutely no power.  No life support.

J’NAYA: Jack, we’ll have about an hour before the ship freezes from the outside in.  It’s not much, but it should be enough. (pause) ALL HANDS, BRACE FOR ZERO-GRAVITY!

(She flips the last breaker.)

ADOW: So. We’re under attack, the ship’s dead in space.

J’NAYA: And we’ll all be dead in an hour. (pause) Start the clock, Jack.

MAIN CREDITS (SCENE 404-98)
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NARRATOR: Tonight’s Episode: “Only Murder”, by James Heaney and Baxter TurnhamSCENE 404-03

LOCATION: PORT NACELLE CRAWLSPACE (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: Twelve hours ago.

(Some wine is poured into a glass.)

NEEVA : You know?  I’d rather... I don’t want to talk about that.  If that’s okay.

LORHROK: Why?

NEEVA: I just don’t?  My relationship with my mother is a little personal?

LORHROK: Okay.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: What?

LORHROK: It’s just...

NEEVA: What?

LORHROK: That’s the third time you’ve said that tonight.

NEEVA: It is not.

LORHROK: So when I asked if you ever wanted to have kids?

NEEVA: But that’s --!

LORHROK: See?

NEEVA : …personal.  Yes, I do see. (pause) Why do you want to know any of this?

LORHROK: Because you’re a wonderful and confusing person, Commander, and I want to get to know you… personally.

NEEVA: What’s confusing?

LORHROK: Why you let me ask you out again, for one, after what happened on our date to Marine Country.

NEEVA: Like I said, tenth time’s the charm. And you did promise me a picnic in your favorite place on the ship.

LORHROK: So what do you think?

NEEVA: It’s beautiful.  How did you know there was even a view from way back here in the port nacelle?  It’s not on the Excelsior’s specs.

LORHROK: Well, some things you learn from reading the specs, some things you learn crawling through the gray lady on your hands and knees.  When the ship goes to warp, for a split second, you can actually see the warp field forming from here.

NEEVA: Wow.

LORHROK: But this isn’t my favorite place on the ship.

NEEVA: What?

LORHROK: Move about… 20 centimeters to the left.

NEEVA: Whoa!  Hey!  Where’d the gravity go?

LORHROK: They call it the sweet spot.  Every ship has one.  But some are harder to find than others. (pause) You want to come back down, or should I float dessert up to you?

NEEVA: Send it up. (pause) Send yourself up, too.  The view’s even better upside-down. And I’m gonna want a fella’s arm around me when we drop to impulse.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-04

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

(No power, but we hear some creaking and groaning.)

NEEVA: (groans) ...gonna want a fella’s... arm around me... (groans)

THE MAJOR: (groans) Ma’am?

NEEVA: What...?  Happened?  Wait. (pause) The turbolift.  The explosion.  Computer, what happened to the gravity? (pause) Computer? (pause) Major, are you alright?

THE MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.  Just winded.  Where are we?

NEEVA: Turbolift.  Somewhere between Deck Eight and Deck Sixteen.  We’re completely powerless.

THE MAJOR: And that sound, ma’am?

NEEVA: The turbolift is straining against its magnetic tracks.  It could snap off at any second.

THE MAJOR: No gravity, ma’am.  At least we won’t plummet to our deaths.

NEEVA: And when they turn the gravity back on?

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR: I see your point, ma’am.  Shall I get the ceiling hatch open?

NEEVA: Please.  I’ll help.

(They push off, float up, and start trying to pull the release latches.)

THE MAJOR: Ma’am?  Who do you think did it?

NEEVA: The explosion?  Maybe it was an accident.  Maybe it had nothing to do with the Zath survivors.

THE MAJOR: I don’t think we can afford to be generous here, ma’am.

NEEVA: (takes a breath) No, I suppose not.  It all goes back to the wreck of the Gralik Hann.

(Flashback sound.)SCENE 404-06

LOCATION: DWARF PLANET – BARREN SURFACE (FLASHBACK)

(Rol and Lorhrok are making their way across the gravely surface of a dead rock at low gravity.  Both are in EV suits, with heavy space-boots on. Rol has a tricorder out.)

LORHROK: I can’t believe we’ve stumbled into another Iconian ruin.  Especially not on a dead rock like this.

ROL: Of course not.  I don’t believe it, either.

LORHROK: You don’t think our readings are accurate?

ROL: Oh, I’m sure they are. But what makes you think we’re “stumbling” into anything out here?

LORHROK: What do you mean?  We’re flying full speed into a part of the galaxy Starfleet’s never even probed.

ROL: Of course we are. On a course pre-determined by Admiral Parker.

LORHROK: Aren’t you being a little paranoid?

ROL: Are you really asking me that?

LORHROK: Okay, point. The ex-spy gets to be a little paranoid.

ROL: Sir, be fair. I’m being a lot paranoid.

LORHROK: Why do you think these ruins have started waking up?

ROL: We’ve visited five “awakened” ruins since Mantua.  As far as we can date it, all of them started “waking up” at the same time – around stardate five-nine-seven-zero-four.

LORHROK: Why?  What happened that week?

ROL: Hang on.  I’ve got something on my tricorder.

LORHROK: Iconian technology?

ROL: No. (pause) Lifesigns!

LORHROK: What?

ROL: I don’t think they’re Iconian; they’re humanoid – and very faint.  Come on!  This way!

(He has already taken off across the surface.  Lorhrok follows. They run for a short while.)

ROL: In that crater, sir!

LORHROK: It’s a crashed starship!

ROL: Not a very big one, sir.

LORHROK: Not a very intact one, either.  I’m surprised this little guy didn’t break up on impact.  We can climb through this hull breach...

(They do so.)

LOCATION: CRASHED SHIP

LORHROK: (grunt) (pause) There’s so much sunlight coming through the hull.

(Rol closes and puts away the tricorder.)

ROL: (grunt) I think most of it disintegrated.  Just this compartment survived – and we’re lucky it didn’t turn into a debris field ten thousand meters long.  We’ll probably never know... uhn!... what brought her down.

(Creak, groan, BANG!)

LORHROK: You alright?

ROL: Yeah, just getting this debris out of the way. Even in low gravity it's a workout.

(Some more debris hits a wall) There.  After you, sir.

LORHROK: HELLO?

(There is a slight echo.)

LORHROK: Are you sure about those life signs?  All I see are these storage containers.

ROL: Sir... that’s where the life signs were coming from.

LORHROK: What? (pause) Rol, help me get a look inside this one.

ROL: Yes, sir.

(Rol catches up with Lorhrok.)

LORHROK: Looks like a viewport control... here.

(Latches release; a swish of escaping air; the contents of the pod roll out automatically.)

LORHROK: Oh!

ROL: She’s in suspended animation.  That explains the faint readings.

LORHROK: Do you recognize the species?

ROL: Nope. But I think all of these containers are stasis pods. (pause) We just rescued more than a dozen people, sir.

LORHROK: Well... as Captain Dovan would say...

(Flashback sound.)SCENE 404-06

LOCATION: BRIDGE

DOVAN: Jehosephat! (coughing) Lights!  I need lights!

LORHROK: We’ve lost gravity!

DOVAN: Yeah, Number One?  What was your first hint?

ROL: Hang on.  I’ve got a flashlight from the emergency kit.

(He presses a clicky button to turn on the futuristic flashlight which buzzes.)

DOVAN: And the light shineth on all Kobol’s children.  Ah! Not in my face, Bev.

ROL: Wait. Where’s Lieutenant Yubari?

YUBARI: (Coughing heavily) Uhhhn. Back here!  Hang on!

(She pushes herself up from under some debris where she was caught, and floats freely.)

YUBARI: That’s better. Debris had me pinned.

DOVAN: You alright?

YUBARI: (coughing subsides a little)  Yeah, fine.  Aces.

DOVAN: Don’t lie to me.

YUBARI: I’m a little sore (cough), bruised like a side of beef... but I’m fit for duty, sir.

DOVAN: Really?

YUBARI: Really. Ah!  Hey, Rol, watch the light.

ROL: Sorry!

DOVAN: Let’s see if anything else is working.

(Dovan smacks his commbadge, but it’s dead.)

LORHROK: If we don’t have gravity, we sure don’t have communicators, but that’s the least of it.

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: With gravity gone, life support’s probably out, too.

ROL: So we have less than an hour until we suffocate?

YUBARI: And/or freeze.

LORHROK: Yes.  To both.  But what worries me is... the structural integrity fields are down.

YUBARI: Son of a Borg...

DOVAN: That’s worse than suffocating?  Yubari?  Lorhrok?  Why are you giving me that look?

SCENE 404-07

LOCATION: MAIN ENGINEERING

(Some panels are still sparking.)

(All three here are making their way up a ladder.)

J’NAYA: Ever wonder why we fly circles around Klingon ships of the same tonnage, Jack?  It’s because Klingons build their ships to hold themselves together.

(The entire Excelsior hull groans.)

ADOW: A few decades ago, some damn fool idiot of an Admiral decided that if we just used force fields to hold the ships together, we’d gain a great big mass advantage.

J’NAYA: The less mass a ship displaces, less power you need to move it, more agile ships.  The problem is... (she grunts)

(hatch opens)

J’NAYA: Ah. The problem is that you wind up with starship designs that can’t support their own weight.

(She climbs into the Jefferies Tube.)

J’NAYA: Let me put it this way: you know those little metal cans that beverages come in?

MEYERS: Sure, boss-lady.

J’NAYA: What happens when you stand on an empty one?

MEYERS: I crush it.

J’NAYA: But if there were a forcefield inside the can, supporting your weight.

MEYERS: Like a structural integrity field...

ADOW: Precisely.  We just turned ours off, which makes us the can.  Now get out of the way, Meyers.

MEYERS: Wait.  Where you going?

(The entire Excelsior hull groans.)

J’NAYA: Hear that?  That’s a septillion-kilogram foot named Zerquix, and it’s already started stepping on our hull.  We have to get at least one auxiliary reactor back online, or the Excelsior will get torn apart long before we freeze.

SCENE 404-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(We hear a turbolift door being clawed open by Neeva and the Major.)

NEEVA: I didn’t expect opening doors to be so hard in zero gee.  Where are we?

THE MAJOR: Deck twelve, section four.  Who’s that, ma’am?

NEEVA: Ensign Wilder, from stellar cartography.  Ensign, can you hear me?  Are you al – SPAST!

THE MAJOR: Hold her absolutely still!  Don’t let the blood get in your eyes!

(Neeva coughs with her arms over her face.)

THE MAJOR: Are you alright, ma’am?

NEEVA: I never realized how much worse blood could be without gravity. Try to get some of this out of the air, will you?  I’m fine, Major. I just wish I could say the same for Ensign Wilder.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am... she wasn’t killed in the explosion.

NEEVA: Major, there’s two feet of metal beam sticking out of her back.  She didn’t die of cancer.

THE MAJOR: You’re right, the shrapnel killed her, but look here, beneath the bloodstains.

(The Major brushes his hand against the metal bulkhead.)

NEEVA: Disruptor burns.

THE MAJOR: The shrapnel came from close-range weapons fire.

NEEVA: We’ve been boarded.

THE MAJOR: We have to get to Marine Country; we may be the first to know about the intruders.

NEEVA: Yes, you do, Major, but you’ll have to go without me.  Somebody’s got to restart the fusion generators, or this ship will crack like a taspar egg.

THE MAJOR: Why not wait for engineering?

NEEVA: Because there’s a good chance everyone in Engineering is dead, Major.

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR: Ma’am... Yes, I understand. I’ll escort you as far as I can.  Be careful, ma’am.

NEEVA: You too.

THE MAJOR: So, who do you think is behind it?

NEEVA: Me?  The Norkovans, probably.

THE MAJOR: I agree.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-09

LOCATION: CITY – HIGH BALCONY (FLASHBACK)

TSUR: I hope you understand why I asked you to bring our discussion out here to the balcony, Lieutenant Lorhrok.  It seems improper to speak evil on such a lovely evening.  One of Norkova’s great naturalists said that we have such large eyes so we may see all we have been blessed with, but some things I prefer we did not have to see.

LORHROK: No doubt, Speaker Tsur, and it is a lovely reception. But we rescued a ship today – I think you called it the Gralik Hann? – and now the Excelsior has eighteen survivors aboard, all in suspended animation.  None of them look like you or your species.  It’s urgent that we learn whatever you can tell us.

TSUR: It is a long story.  Not a happy one, I’m afraid.

ROL: We came a long way to hear it.

TSUR: Yes.  Well. (pause) This world was not always the home of the Norkova.  We came from far away – a mighty and peaceful people.  But, nineteen years ago, there was a... conflagration.  The “war in heaven”, we called it.  Our republic was destroyed, our worlds consumed by two great enemies beyond imagining.  Only a few million survived, sent in great ark ships to find a new home.

LORHROK: Sent here?

TSUR: Not at first. (pause) For seven years, our survivors – just a fraction of a fraction of the Norkovans who lived before the war – searched for a new home... but, everywhere we sought refuge, we were refused.  Finally, our supplies dwindling, our hasty ships falling apart around us, we came here.

ROL: To this planet.

TSUR: It was called Zathana then. Its furry inhabitants called themselves the Zath.  You met a few at the reception tonight.

LORHROK: They looked like the survivors we rescued.

TSUR: The Gralik Hann was a Zath ship, yes.  I’m coming to that.

ROL: So the Zath gave you refuge on this planet.  A new home?

TSUR: Mmm.  Not quite.  In fact, the Zath government denied us, just like all the others. But it was too late.  Our engines had given out.  When we were to break orbit, we crash-landed instead. Some of the Zath said that we were invading the planet, planning to breed a new generation of Norkova and seize their homeworld. 	(pause) But what else could we do?  Die?

LORHROK: There was a war, wasn’t there?

TSUR: I’m sorry to say there was.  Zath radicals raised an army.  They wanted us off their planet – but, since we had nowhere to go and no way to get there, they decided to settle for genocide.  They outnumbered us, but we still had some of our advanced technology, and some Zath were willing to work with us. After nine months of hard fighting, we won the peace. The radicals retreated into exile on Zerquix.

LORHROK: Not a very nice place to be exiled.  Zerquix is your star’s closest planet. Barely M-class.  Extreme temperatures, devastating weather... all exacerbated by what looks like recent orbital bombardment.

TSUR: The malcontents have waged war against us – all of us – ever since.  They’ve turned their backs on the other Zath who stayed behind here.  Call them “collaborators.”

ROL: People are dancing on the lawn below.  It doesn’t seem like you’re at war. Zathana is teeming with life.

TSUR: Norkova.  This world is called Norkova now.

LORHROK: We profusely apologize, Speaker.

TSUR: It is a good world.  Sometimes the Zerquix rebels cast a pall over it.  A shopping mall was bombed last week; we were just barely able to evacuate in time.  When they do harm our citizens, of course, we are forced to retaliate against their military installations, which restores peace, for a time.

LORHROK: Where does the Gralik Hann fit into this?

TSUR: A small transport lifted off from Zerquix without authorization.  At first, we ordered it to turn back. Then, military intelligence learned that the passengers were refugees – accused of collaboration and sentenced to death by their illegal government.

LORHROK: The ship had children aboard.

TSUR: Under Zath law, the nija, families of criminals incur their punishments by blood guilt.

ROL: So who fired on the ship?

TSUR: Just as we transmitted clearance for them to pass the Zerquix containment perimeter, their port baffle plating exploded.  A bomb had been planted on board, no doubt by order of the Zath government.  The Gralik spun off-course.  By the time we organized a search, there was no sign of it.  We assumed she had been destroyed – not the first refugee ship the Zath have murdered.

ROL: That’s horrible.

TSUR: We mourned their loss.  Now that we know they live, I formally request their repatriation to the Zath community on Norkova.

LORHROK: Until we can sort out for certain who tried to kill them, the Gralik Hann survivors will stay aboard the Excelsior. Your government is invited to send representatives to our ship for a summit, where we will arrive at a resolution.

TSUR: You should be able to confirm my entire story right now.  A metallurgical scan of the port baffle [will reveal an internal explosion, not an external one.]

ROL: Unfortunately, Speaker, that whole section of the ship disintegrated when it crashed into the dwarf planet we found her on.  The forensic evidence was all destroyed.

TSUR: Gentlemen, do you seriously doubt my word in favor of a gang of terrorists?

LORHROK: With respect, Speaker, when lives are at stake, we doubt everyone.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: No.  Absolutely not.  My place [is on the bridge.]

LORHROK: Is in command.  You can’t command the Excelsior from a dead bridge.

DOVAN: I can’t command it from a dead Engineering, either.

YUBARI: Captain...

ROL: No, wait, he’s right.  He needs power, communications, control.

LORHROK: Which don’t exist on this ship right now.

ROL: No, they don’t.  But what about a different ship?

LORHROK: Such as?

ROL: The captain’s yacht, sir.

DOVAN: The McKinley.

LORHROK: Of course!  It’s docked on the other side of the ship from main shuttlebay; it should be undamaged.  Once you turn it on, you’ll have sensors, communications, damage reports...

DOVAN: Then let’s get going.  Alecz, help me with this door.

LORHROK: Hold on.  I’m gathering up the rest of the emergency kits.

DOVAN: Don’t worry, then, I’ll get it myself.

(Dovan forces the door open.)

DOVAN: Hello? Hey, I think there’s someone in this turboshaft.

YUBARI: Captain, let me [make sure it’s safe].

DOVAN: Hello, can you hear me?

YUBARI: Captain, get back from [there].

COMMANDO #1: Die, Federation!

(Gunfire (yes, semiautomatic gunfire) rings out.  Dovan is hit! He yells.)

LORHROK: Captain!

(Yubari is running to the turbolift, whipping out and charging her phaser.)

YUBARI: Returning fire!

(She fires into the turboshaft)

YUBARI: Direct hit!  Target is neutralized!

LORHROK: Alcar, are you alright?

DOVAN: (groans) My arm.  Ahhh...

(Rol pulls out a tricorder.)

ROL: Who fired that shot?

YUBARI: Lone gunman in the turboshaft.  Must be part of a boarding party, got separated.

ROL: Norkova or Zath?

YUBARI: I don’t know.  I think he was armored.  He’s halfway down the turboshaft by now.  Captain, I told you, [you shouldn’t have left yourself vulnerable like that.]

DOVAN: (groans) I know you did, Yubari.  Agggh.  I promise to listen to you (labored breathing) from now on.  Nobody told me that getting shot hurts more in zero-gee.

ROL: I’m pretty sure that’s not a thing, sir.

DOVAN: I’m pretty sure I’ve been shot more’n you, Bev.  Trust me on this.

ROL: It actually hurts more because the disruptor beam that hit your arm is spreading – feeding on your tissues.

DOVAN: You mean I’m still being shot?

ROL: Yes.  You’re being torn apart from the inside out.  You’ll be dead in ten minutes.

YUBARI: We have to get him to sickbay.

ROL: There’s no time.

LORHROK: Mister Rol, what if we knock him out?  Kill his metabolism? Will that slow the disruption?

ROL: It should.  Might buy us enough time to get him to a doctor.

LORHROK: Get a hypospray from the emergency kit.  Hit him with the strongest sedative you have.

ROL: Aye, sir.

(Rol extracts and starts programming a hypospray.)

LORHROK: Captain Alcar Dovan, you are relieved of duty.

DOVAN: Uhhnn... I stand... relieved.

ROL: Injecting sedative.

(Rol activates the hypospray against Dovan’s neck.)

DOVAN: You’ll do great... Alecz....

ROL: He’s unconscious.

LORHROK: Alright. Miss Yubari, get him to sickbay, then link up with your security force and defend the ship.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

LORHROK: Mr. Rol, what about the Renegades?

ROL: If they followed protocol, all standby fighters did a cold launch from the fighter bay when power went out.

LORHROK: You’re their commander.  You should get to them as quickly as you can.

YUBARI: What about you, captain?

LORHROK: Acting captain.  I need to get to the McKinley.

YUBARI: You should have an escort.

(She activates her phaser.)

LORHROK: Get the capt – Get Dovan to sickbay. That’s a direct order. How is he?

YUBARI: Out cold, sir.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR (FLASHBACK)

(Lorhrok and Dovan are walking.)

LORHROK: You really shouldn’t.

DOVAN: While you’ve been getting briefed on the Norkova, Neeva’s been studying the big picture.  History, customs, language.  And Zath custom dictates...

LORHROK: There are regulations about beaming alone into a dangerous situation.

DOVAN: I take full responsibility.

LORHROK: Of course you do.

DOVAN : Don’t worry, Lieutenant.  I want you to keep right on quoting regulations at me.

LORHROK: So you know how many you’ve violated?

DOVAN: Somebody’s gotta keep score.

(A door opens. Someone comes out.)

SHARP: Oh, Alcar?

DOVAN: Melissa?

(Everyone takes a couple more steps then stop.)

SHARP: I thought you’d already beamed down.

DOVAN: Was just about to. (pause) Anything you were planning to tell Alecz, you can tell me.

SHARP: Well, um.  The Zath we rescued from the Gralik Hann?

DOVAN: Yes?  Did you manage to revive them?

SHARP: No, the stasis pods are still thawing out. (pause) But they’re all healthy Zath.  Nine men, five women, four children.  One of the women is pregnant, so we’re making ready in case the thaw triggers premature labor.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: That’s all?

SHARP: That’s my full report at this time, Alcar. (correcting herself) Captain. Is there anything else?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: No, that will do, Doctor. (pause) Dismissed.

(Sharp goes back the way she came.  Dovan and Lorhrok resume walking.)

DOVAN: (sigh) Every time I start to like a girl, I blow up a planet and suddenly she doesn’t want to be friends anymore.

LORHROK: You and Doctor Sharp, sir?

DOVAN: We would have had fun.

LORHROK: You should apologize to her.

DOVAN: I can’t.  I tricked her into helping me kill six or seven billion people on Gevinon.  And I’d do it again if I had to. Ah, Commander Neeva, ready to beam me down?

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: You’d better head back up to the bridge, Number One.

LORHROK: Just be careful, sir.

DOVAN: No promises.

(Neeva and Dovan enter the transporter room.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM (FLASHBACK)

(Neeva takes the station; Dovan mounts the pad.)

NEEVA: You’ll be beaming down into the Citadel of Ancient Might, the Zath center of government.

DOVAN: And you’re sure about me beaming down alone?  You may have noticed, my first officer is having a minor stroke about the regulations.

NEEVA: It bends the rules, I know – better than anyone.  But the Zath follow the nija – their social law – religiously. They expect guests to do the same.  To bring a guard would be to insult their hospitality.

DOVAN: I don’t doubt their hospitality.  I doubt the ability of an occupied people to resist a valuable hostage.

NEEVA: The nija guarantees an absolute right to stay with their leader for up to three days and three nights, under penalty of war.

DOVAN: And they’d never win a war against the Excelsior.

NEEVA: Exactly. Of course, if you stay any longer, you legally become his slave.

DOVAN: And then you’ll send the guards?

NEEVA: Depends how much I like seeing Alecz in the big chair.

DOVAN: Oh, now, wa[it a minute there]

(Dovan is already being beamed out.)

NEEVA: Energizing!

SCENE 404-12

LOCATION: CITADEL OF ANCIENT MIGHT (FLASHBACK)

(Dovan materializes.)

SECRETARY: Well well, there’s something you don’t see every day.

DOVAN: Um… what?  Where is this?  Am I on Zerquix?

SECRETARY: You appear out of thin air six inches in front of my desk and you don’t know where you are?

DOVAN: I was supposed to materialize in the Central Crusade at the Citadel of Ancient Might.

SECRETARY: And welcome to it, young man. (she presses a physical button) Minister, your four o’clock is here to see you. (she releases the button) Take a seat over there, Captain Alcar Dovan, and the minister will be right with you when he becomes available.

(An office door opens, the minister emerges.)

MINISTER SHAWN: Zerquin’s eyeteeth, Muriel, the man just saved the lives of eighteen Zath, and he’s a foreign dignitary besides!  Come in, Captain Dovan, come in!

SECRETARY: Minister’s a bit fickle today, then?

(Dovan follows the minister into his inner office and the minister closes the door behind him.)

LOCATION: MINISTER’S OFFICE (FLASHBACK)

DOVAN: Thank you, ah…

MINISTER SHAWN: Lesser Minister Shaw’naw’rez’tik’can’lo’feen of the Zath Assembly, Captain?

DOVAN: Lesser Minister? Please, don’t... take this the wrong way, Minister, but I was told I’d be speaking to [the leader of the Sons of Zerquin.]

MINISTER SHAWN: To the head of our government?  Yes.  Don’t let the title fool you; I am the leader of the Zath government, and you will be dealing with me directly.

DOVAN: Oh, I’m – I’m very sorry.  I’m Captain Alcar Dovan of the United Federation Starship Excelsior.

MINISTER SHAWN: So I hear!

DOVAN: It was just, your title… […it made me think, maybe, you were just… well, a functionary]

MINISTER SHAWN: Something you’ll learn about the Zath, Captain, is that we stand on symbolism.  I’m sure you noticed that the “Central Crusade of the Citadel of Ancient Might” doesn’t quite look the part.  It’s basically an office park and always has been, has to be, but the name tells you what it all stands for, beneath the looks.  I’m called the “Lesser Minister” because my people want to remind me that I serve at their pleasure – they are the true ministers, while I am but their slave.

DOVAN: Does that… really work?

MINISTER SHAWN: Well, no, it’s a pretense.  When I go out for dinner, the people ask me for autographs, not the other way around.  It’s as close to a lie as you can get without actually telling one.  Just like everything else in politics. (pause) But it’s like saying that you’re “humbled” to accept the office after you just spent ten moons on the campaign trail screaming your head off about how great you’d be at the job and how terrible the other guy is: your “humility” is so transparently a lie that it comes back around the corner and says something true.  It’s a little public concession to the nija, to virtue – and politics is all about concessions.

DOVAN: I’m afraid I don’t know much about politics, Minister Shaw’naw’...rez...tik?

MINISTER SHAWN: Please, call me Shawn.  Bit of a mouthful otherwise.  And have a seat, Captain – I’m sorry I talked your ear off, of course you don’t know anything about politics, you know about starship captaining.  And I understand you’ve found something I thought was gone forever.

DOVAN: The Gralik Hann.

MINISTER SHAWN: Yes, the Gralik Hann.  Tea, Captain?  Friendly warning: according to the nija, you have to accept it, or I can marry your third cousin or something.

DOVAN: Then I’d better accept.  I wouldn’t wish Cousin Aden on anyone.

MINISTER SHAWN: Is it really true what they’re saying?  Everyone on the Gralik Hann survived?

(He pours some tea into a cup, then another cup.)

DOVAN: Yes, Minister [Shawn, it’s true.]

MINISTER SHAWN: Just Shawn.  Please.  Really, it’s fine.  Have they said anything about the attack?

DOVAN: The survivors are all still unconscious, Shawn.  Some kind of suspended animation; it’s taking a while to thaw them out.

MINISTER SHAWN: I must admit, I’m pleasantly surprised to hear the freezers kept working. The Norkovan capitalists who sell them to us know we can’t buy from anyone else, so they rig them to fail every once in a while.

DOVAN: Rig them?

MINISTER SHAWN: The Norkovans want the Zath dead, Captain.  They know we’ll never stop fighting for our world until they’ve killed us all.  Why else would they launch an unprovoked attack on an unarmed civilian transport in interplanetary space?

DOVAN: Are you saying the Gralik Hann was attacked?  The Norkovan government [said that the ship was bombed from the inside.]

MINISTER SHAWN: Yes, yes, the Norkovan government.  They probably told you the story about the bomb and the baffle plating, didn’t they?

DOVAN: So you officially deny that your government planted the bomb.

MINISTER SHAWN: Captain, there was no bomb.  Nine months ago, at zero-three-zero-ninety-two, the Norkovan combat frigate Kyana transmitted a single warning message to the Gralik Hann – which, obviously, no one could hear, because the passengers were frozen.  Eight seconds later, the Kyana opened fire. Four-point-four seconds after that, the Gralik Hann was spinning away into deep interplanetary space, and the Norkova were left deciding for several hours whether to risk a seek and destroy mission, or let the Gralik Hann die on its own.

DOVAN: The Norkova told a very different story.

MINISTER SHAWN: Oh, yes?  And did they show you the sensor logs?

DOVAN: There are logs?

MINISTER SHAWN: There were!  But not anymore. The Norkovan military says they were “lost”.  What a sad coincidence for the families of the victims.

DOVAN: What about your own sensor logs?

MINISTER SHAWN: Oh, we’re not allowed to have those, Captain.  The Norkovans say that satellites are “military technology,” you see.  So whenever we try to put up so much as a weather satellite, Speaker Tsur calls it a war of aggression and carpet-bombs a few of our cities.

DOVAN: But they let you build ships?

MINISTER SHAWN: Certainly not!  Because that could only be a prelude to invasion, couldn’t it?  Surely the Zath couldn’t just be visting their families back home on Zathana! Suspended animation must have a military purpose; it can’t be because full life support is too expensive! (pause) I’m sorry, captain. We’ve been losing this war for my entire adult life.  The dead are countless, our supplies controlled by the black market.  When it comes to the Norvokans, my temper...

DOVAN: Perfectly understandable, uh, Shawn.

MINISTER SHAWN: Thanks.  I’ll try to keep a lid on it.  So, when will the Excelsior be able to repatriate our citizens?  The end of the day, you said?

DOVAN: They’ll be thawed by the end of the day.  But repatriation is another question.  You claim the Norkova attacked the Gralik Hann.  But the Norkova claim you did.  We have to investigate.  Days, maybe weeks, before we can render a decision.  You’ll be invited to send representatives to a summit aboard my ship; that’s where discussions will begin.  We guarantee safe passage to both sides.

(Pause.)

MINISTER SHAWN: Weeks?

DOVAN: We have to be careful.

(Pause.)

MINISTER SHAWN: Of course. Of course, you’re right.  You don’t know us, you don’t know this war.  You’re trying to protect my people as best you can, and the nija honors you for that.  I will ask their families to be patient for a little while longer.

DOVAN: I’m sorry, Shawn. We’ll have them home as soon as we can.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-14

LOCATION: JEFFERIES TUBE

ADOW: Freezing in here.

J’NAYA: No life support.  This part of the ship’s losing heat fast.

ADOW: I know. That means this part of the ship was close to the explosion.  What if it means number three fusion core is gone, too?

J’NAYA: We already checked one and two, and they’re scrap.  We can’t afford to lose three.

ADOW: But what if we did?

(J’naya brakes herself, then opens the hatch.)

LOCATION: AUXILIARY FUSION CORE 3

(J’naya and Adow drift out from the Jefferies Tube.)

J’NAYA: Thank God.  This one looks half-usable.

ADOW: Yeah, now quit gawking; we need to get it back online.

(Kestra pushes off and floats over to the disabled generator, but slams into the metal core with a loud bang.)

J’NAYA: Ow!

ADOW: You alright?

J’NAYA: Just clumsy. Beginning the startup sequence. (She pulls a manual lever and presses a couple computer buttons)Help me find the severed interlinks. We need to get power into Sections Forty-Six through Forty-Eight to restore life support, or we’ll freeze in a few minutes. After that, structural integrity.

ADOW: No, those are not our top priorities right now. Thrusters are.

J’NAYA: I really don’t want to freeze, Kinash.

ADOW: Look.  The gyroscope.

J’NAYA: What about it?

ADOW: Look how it’s spinning.

J’NAYA: It’s probably broken.  The explosion...

ADOW: No.  That tilt just means we’re not in absolute zero-gee anymore.

J’NAYA: How could that be possible?

ADOW: If we’re caught in Zathana’s gravity well.

J’NAYA: ...which would mean we’re spiraling toward the planet with no engines, no deflectors, and no heat shields.

ADOW: Uh-huh.

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: Remind me what sections the thrusters are housed in.

(Flashback sound.)SCENE 404-14

LOCATION: LORHROK’S QUARTERS (FLASHBACK)

(Neeva and Lorhrok are eating dinner together.)

LORHROK: Pass the salt?

NEEVA: Here.

LORHROK: Thanks.  Glad you could slip away for a little breakfast before the delegates arrive.

NEEVA: So?  How was your first stint in the diplomatic corps?

LORHROK: The captain was right: I’m not half-bad at this.  Glad I’ve been studying the first contact protocols, though.  From what the Norkovans tell me, it’s not going to be easy negotiating with xenophobic maniacs like the Zath.

NEEVA: (with a rueful chuckle) Ha. Of course that’s their line.

LORHROK: Is it wrong?

NEEVA: Did the Norkovans tell you anything about nija?

LORHROK: Sure.  The Zath etiquette guide.

NEEVA: It’s a lot more than that. Think Emily Post plus Confucius rolled into the Qu’ran.

LORHROK: I only understood the first none of that.

NEEVA: Then try the social power of the Ferengi Rules of Acquisition with the outlook of the Syrannite Manifesto and the authority of the Bajoran Prophecies.  The nija tells each person who he was and what God expects of him, and the Zath built their way of life on it.  It can be harsh to violators, but never barbaric, and, for centuries, it ensured a harmonious, modernizing society. (pause) Then, one day, the Norkova “crashed”.  Suddenly there are millions of immigrants – immigrants who don’t know nija, don’t respect it, and don’t enforce it.  They started seizing land.

LORHROK: The Norkova didn’t have much choice.

NEEVA: There were ways to negotiate hospitality within nija; the Norkovans ignored them.  Communities fell apart. Zath families were driven to penury.  The only surprising thing is war didn’t break out sooner. By the time the bells stopped, the Zath had lost their society, their world, friends and family… all because some aliens refused to follow the unwritten laws of their society. (pause) I don’t know about you, but I’d be a little suspicious of aliens, too.

LORHROK: But, wait, doesn’t that get things a little backwards?  Couldn’t the Zath have made an effort to actually reach out to the Norkova?  Offer them refuge and friendship, teach them about the nija. If the Zath had been willing, really willing, to open themselves up to their new neighbors – to compromise, instead of isolating them – the war never would have happened.  Nija would still rule the planet today, because true friends would never ignore it.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Ohhh, no you don’t, buster.

LORHROK: What?

NEEVA: This is one of those metaphors of yours. At dinner, you were saying how I needed to open up to you more. So now I’m supposedly acting like the Zath?

(Lorhrok stands up and starts walking over to Neeva.)

LORHROK: Alright, you got me. I guess I need to be a little less meta. (pause) If it helps, I don’t think you’re a xenophobic maniac.

NEEVA: Well, that’s something, at least.

LORHROK: I don’t spend my free time with people who hate.  And I certainly don’t sneak up and kiss them on the back of the neck. (he lightly kisses the back of her neck.)

NEEVA: Okay, that will make up for it.  If you promise to recycle the dishes, too.

LORHROK: You’re on.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 404-15

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Neeva and the Major are moving through the corridor.)

NEEVA: C’mon, Major.  Fusion One is right around this corner.

MAJOR: Ma’am! DOWN! (He tackles Neeva.)

(Gunfire!  Three commandos open up with rapid, overlapping, semiautomatic weapons! All bullets strike the wall.)

NEEVA: I’m alright!  I count three commandos!

MAJOR: We’re completely exposed, ma’am!

YUBARI: Hey, uglies!  Behind you!

(She opens fire.)

NEEVA: Asuka!

MAJOR: She has them flanked!  Fire!

(Neeva and the Major open up with their phasers.)

COMMANDO 404-1, COMMANDO 404-2, AND COMMANDO 404-3: Agg!  Ack!  Ahhh!  Eeeee!

(Yubari runs up, panting a little.)

YUBARI: Either of you get shot?

NEEVA: I’m fine.  Major?

MAJOR: Ready and able, ma’am.

NEEVA: We have to get to Fusion One.  Can you escort us?

YUBARI: Commander, Fusion One’s gone.

NEEVA: What?

YUBRAI: That’s what J’naya told me. I’m fine too, by the way.

NEEVA: You saw Kestra?  In person?  And she was going to get the fusion generators back online?

YUBARI: She and Adow came through here right after I dropped off the captain in sickbay.  They were bickering.

NEEVA: (exhales) Thank the ancestors.  Now let’s get a look at who we’re fighting.

(The Major steps over to the commandos.)

MAJOR: Ma’am, these commandos are Zath.

NEEVA: All of them?

MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.

NEEVA: Ghuy’cha’!  Why would they do this?  What are they looking for?

YUBARI: Actually, Commander, I followed these three for a few minutes.  I overheard them talking.  (pause) Neeva, I think they’re here to kill the Gralik Hann survivors.

MAJOR: All of them?

YUBARI: Men, women, and children.

NEEVA: They blew a hole in a Sovereign-class starship just to make sure that two dozen of their “collaborator” countrymen are executed for crimes they didn’t commit?

YUBARI: I’m sorry, Neeva.

MAJOR: Ma’am, the survivors are in Cargo Bay Two.

YUBARI: And if the Zath get to the children before we do, so help me...

(She charges her gun)

NEEVA: Belay that, Lieutenant! We don’t do vengeance. I suspect that’s how all this got started in the first [place.]

(The whole ship shakes! The hull groans!  Everyone is thrown to the ground!)

YUBARI: What was that?

NEEVA: Gravity. Air pressure.  You name it.  This ship is a few minutes from being torn apart.  Come on!

SCENE 404-16

LOCATION: McKINLEY COCKPIT

LORHROK: Computer, power up Captain’s Yacht McKinley.

(The computer boops and the small craft powers up.  Gravity is restored, and Lorhrok steps gracefully to the ground.)

COMPUTER: Sensors.  Communications.  Propulsion.  Online.

LORHROK: I’m just glad to have gravity again.  Computer, status report on surrounding space.

COMPUTER: Several Excelsior auxiliary craft from Renegade fighter squadron are active and engaged in defensive space combat.

LORHROK: The Renegades are in combat?  Against whom?

COMPUTER: Small fighters, unknown configuration.

LORHROK: That could be Zath or Norkova. Computer, patch me through to the fighter squadron.

ROL: Vesant, take your wing and see if those party crashers can pay the cover charge.

VESANT: Roger roger! All lanes tighten on me!

ROL: I’ve had just about enough of this.  Sylveste, you want to drop down and see if you can talk ‘em into a ceasefire?

SYLVESTE: Are we talking standard diplomacy or shotgun diplomacy?

ROL: Take your pick, Ambassador.

SYLVESTE: Ambassador?  Let me go see how fast I can get myself expelled.

LORHROK: I thought I was the ship’s ambassador today, Bev.

ROL: Alecz!  Sir!  I’m glad you made it safe to the McKinley.

LORHROK: Likewise, Bevoney.  Who’s attacking you?

ROL: Zath, captain.  Thirty seconds after the bomb went off, my pilots say, the whole Zath air force came screaming in at us.

LORHROK: So much for “we can't build ships because sanctions.”

ROL: We’re outnumbered ten to one.  But my Renegades haven’t taken a casualty, and we haven’t let a single shot through.

LORHROK: Good. If these damage reports are right, a single shot could be the end of the Excelsior. I thought the Norkovans enforced a military control zone around Zerquix.

ROL: They do, but the Zath seized remote control of one of the orbital weapon stations and turned it on the Nork navy.  They have their hands full; for now, it’s just us and the Zath.

LORHROK: Do you need anything from me?

ROL: The McKinley’s too lightly shielded to fight.  But we are going to need an engineer – and pretty soon.

LORHROK: That weapons station.  You want me to take back remote control?

ROL: I’m hoping you’re still as good an engineer as you were before the ambassadorship, Alecz.

LORHROK: I can do it, but, if I’m gonna do it fast, I’ll have to get pretty close to the station.

ROL: How close?

LORHROK: Tight-band tetryon range.  About six meters.

ROL: (groans) So much for keeping you out of the fight.

LORHROK: You need that weapons station on our side, or the Zath will blow up the Excelsior.  That makes it my top priority.  Give me ninety seconds to contact department heads.

ROL: Aye, sir. Please hurry; my kids are getting tired out here. Like you said, one mistake...

LORHROK: And we’re atoms and microwaves.  I know, Ensign.  Lorhrok out.

SCENE 404-17

LOCATION: AUXILIARY FUSION CORE 3

J’NAYA: Annnnd... now.

ADOW: Powering on.

(Adow presses a computer button.)

(The core starts to hum.)

J’NAYA: We are LIVE!

ADOW: We’re only getting five percent power.  It’s not enough.

J’NAYA: Not enough for life support, but more than enough for dorsal thrusters.  Get them up.  Can we assert navigation control from here?

ADOW: Transferring power.  Sure, probably, through the BIOS, but [it won’t be real pretty. No GUI.]

J’NAYA: Wait!  Don’t do that!

ADOW: What?  It’s just a power transfer.

J’NAYA: And it’s freezing cold in here.  If you try to push all that power through cold isolinear circuits at once, they’ll short out.  And then we really are dead.

(Pause.)

ADOW: But if I slow down, it’ll take ten minutes to turn on thrusters! Maybe fifteen!

J’NAYA: More than enough time.

ADOW: The ship’s falling into the atmosphere!

J’NAYA: More than enough time.

ADOW: If we’re lucky.

J’NAYA: Yes.  If we’re lucky.

SCENE 404-18

LOCATION: CORRIDOR

YUBARI: This is it.  Cargo Bay 2.

NEEVA: Phew! I forgot how tiring zero-gee movement could be. Let’s bust that door down, Asuka.

(The Major is already running a tricorder scan.)

MAJOR: No, wait!  Scans show weapon signatures inside.

YUBARI: The commandos got here first.

MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.

NEEVA: I don’t hear any weapons fire in there.  Which means they’re either getting ready for the mass execution... or they’ve already done it.  Major, do you know how to pick up the audio spectrum on that tricorder?

MAJOR: I’m not sure, ma’am.

NEEVA: Here, give it to me. (Neeva fiddles around) There you are.

ZATH COMMANDO #2: There's a power conduit behind that bulkhead on your left. Move the freezers over there, and their deaths will serve a higher purpose.  If they could not live in the nija, at least we will give them a chance to die in it!

MAJOR: The survivors are still alive.

YUBARI: Not for long. We can’t wait for our reinforcements.

NEEVA: I know. Set your phasers to wide-beam heavy stun. (All three of them adjust their phaser power settings) On four, we open that door and spray the entire cargo bay.  Take those Zath down. Asuka, you have the manual override?

(Yubari shatters a small glass pane. A little servo whirs and the override activates.)

YUBARI: I do now.

NEEVA: One. (pause) Two. (pause) Three! (pause) FOUR!

(Yubari pulls the lever and the cargo bay door slides open.)

NEEVA: FIRE!

(A number of wide-beam phasers sweep the room! Zath commandoes try to return fire (semiautomatic gunfire), but can only get a couple shots off before going down.)

COMMANDO 404-1, COMMANDO 404-2, AND COMMANDO 404-3: Oh! Uhh! Ugh!!

NEEVA: Cease fire!

(They cease firing.  Neeva immediately begins climbing a ladder.)

NEEVA: Asuka, secure the room!  I want the Zath against the wall and their sidearms at my feet!

YUBARI: Commander, they’re all floating!  How do I get them to stay put?

NEEVA: There are plenty of attach points along the wall, like this ladder!  Use your imagination!

YUBARI: Yes, sir. Let’s start with you, my friend.

(She unzips his vest, finds his gun, and deactivates it)

NEEVA: Major, check the freezer seals!  The commandos might have injured the survivors!  I’m getting the (uhn) medkit.

(Yubari is unzipping another soldier’s vest.)

MAJOR: Ma’am, yes, ma’am!

YUBARI: Oh, hell. (pause) Neeva? You’re gonna wanna come see this!

(Neeva pushes off the wall.)

NEEVA: Major!  Medkit!  Catch!

MAJOR: I’ve got it, ma’am!

NEEVA: What is it, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: Look.  Underneath his combat armor.

(We hear the some mechanical and electoric clicks and whirs and beeps, faintly.)

NEEVA: It’s a suicide vest, isn’t it?  He’s wearing a bomb.  Major!

(Neeva pulls out her tricorder, but Yubari stops her from activating it with a hand.)

YUBARI: Don’t try to scan it.  That might set it off.  Major, do you have any experience with bomb disposal?

MAJOR: Ma’am, I know enough to recognize that this part here? Is a timer.  We only have a couple of minutes.  Not enough time for me.  Maybe an expert.

NEEVA: We don’t have an expert. (pause) Alright, start evacuating the room. Both of you. Save as many as you can.

MAJOR: Ma’am, I need to check for other bombs first.

NEEVA: Fine. Just be quick.

YUBARI: What about you?

NEEVA: We can’t get all these stasis pods out in time – not even in zero gee. We need to stop this bomb, and there’s only one person who can do that.

YUBARI: Who?

NEEVA: The bomber.  I’m reviving him.

(She opens the medkit.)

(Yubari and the Major walk away.)

YUBARI: Hang on, Major. I want you to start securing the  stasis pods.  Tie them down to anything you can – anything fixed to the hull.

MAJOR: Commander Neeva told us to evacuate the survivors, ma’am.

YUBARI: Neeva told us to save as many as we can.  This is how we’re doing it. (pause) This is a security matter, Major.  I give the orders.

MAJOR: Yes, ma’am. I’ll still need your help, ma’am.

(Yubari begins to move away from the Major.)

YUBARI: In a minute, Major.  I have to see if I can squeeze five seconds of residual power out of the cargo bay manifolds.

MAJOR: How?

YUBARI: Like running any dead battery, Major: you give it as much time as you can, then you switch it on and cross your fingers.  I’ll give Neeva a chance, but then... wait for my signal.

SCENE 404-20

LOCATION: MCKINLEY COCKPIT

(The McKinley is now in the midst of the battle.  Federation fighters are firing phasers; the Zath fighters are firing futuristic machine guns.)

ROL: Now!  Fire!  Take out his engines!

(Lorhrok hits the buttons and fires.)

LORHROK: Thirty percent damage.  Zath fighter still has his forward gun turret.

ROL: What?  You had a clean shot!

LORHROK: It’s the captain’s yacht.  The weapons aren’t much better than the shields.

ROL: Well, we’re almost to the weapons platform.

LORHROK: I have to get within six meters and stay there.

ROL: I know.  We’ll divert more fighters to cover you once you’re sitting still.

LORHROK: No!  That would leave the Excelsior too exposed!

ROL: Aye, sir.  I’ll do my – Alecz!  Your six!

(A spray of bullets punches through the hull and pings into the console right next to Lorhrok, exploding and sparking it.  The computer instantly activates forcefields to seal the hull breaches.)

LORHROK: Spast!  Barrel rolling!

ROL: That spun him right into me.  Annnnd... (He fires. Explosion.) I got ‘im!

LORHROK: I’m in range of the tower.  Cutting engines and beginning the hack.  Please keep me alive, Ensign.

(Lorhrok cuts the engines and begins remote computer hack.)

ROL: That’s my whole job description, Acting Captain.

SCENE 404-21

LOCATION: CARGO BAY 2

(The bomb timer continues to beep.)

(Neeva pulls out a hypospray, presses a couple hypospray buttons, and injects it into the commando.)

NEEVA: Wake up. (pause) Wake up.  I know you can hear me.

SUICIDE BOMBER: You’ve taken me prisoner.  I’ll kill you for that.

NEEVA: In a couple minutes, you’ll kill us both with that bomb strapped to your chest.

BOMBER: You know about the bomb? And you haven’t turned it off?

NEEVA: We don’t know how.

BOMBER: We feared your ship was too mighty for us.  Yet look how swiftly the nija has brought you low.

NEEVA: I want you to turn the bomb off.

BOMBER: If you hadn’t tied my hands, I would have already detonated it.

NEEVA: You don’t have to commit mass murder. You can choose life. Yours and theirs.

BOMBER: Theirs? The collaborators’?

NEEVA: These people didn’t collaborate.  They aren’t even accused of it.

BOMBER: But their families did!  Their families reached out to the Norkova who have oppressed us and murdered us for generations!  Where do you think that comes from?  How do you think traitors breed?  As long as the blood of collaborators flows through our veins, we will never reclaim the homeworld!

NEEVA: You’ll never reclaim the homeworld anyway.

BOMBER: If you believe that, you have never seen the fighting spirit we all share – the spirit born of obedience to nija.

NEEVA: No, I guess I haven’t.  But I have seen the Norkovan orbital defense grid.  I’ve seen their air force.  I’ve seen their I.P.B.M. silos. (pause) Fighting a war you’ve already lost isn’t nija.  It’s only murder.

BOMBER: You’d have us surrender our freedoms to an unjust conquerer, like the collaborators on Zathana did?  Ratify Tsur’s butchery in the name of self-preservation?

NEEVA: If it meant my family wouldn’t be bombed, yes I’d do that and more.  This isn’t justice you’re fighting for!  And it certainly isn’t safety!  You’re doing this out of pride!

BOMBER: We have everything to be proud of. Before the Norkova stole our world, the culture of nija flourished across twelve continents.  We mastered art, spread literature, tamed law.

NEEVA: That may have been true, once.  But what about now?  The nija was your skeleton, but now the bones are all you have left. They keep you isolated and afraid - they’re your prison.

BOMBER: No, the Norkova built our prison and left us to die there, on Zerquix.  Only they see us thriving, even on our desolate paradise, and they are jealous, so they bomb us.

NEEVA: So you bomb them back.  And they bomb you back.  It doesn’t have to be like this.  Turn off your bomb.

BOMBER: You haven’t given me a single reason to do that.

NEEVA: Then forget the politics.  How about a simple one?  Don’t you have family?  Someone who’ll miss you?

BOMBER: I have a son.

NEEVA: A son, congratulations!  How old is he?

BOMBER: His name is Acost.  He’s almost three.

NEEVA: And what is Acost doing right now, at this moment?

BOMBER: He can’t wait to see me again.

NEEVA: He’s not going to, if you go through with this.

BOMBER: My son is dead, Federation.  The Norkova murdered him with one of their bombs eleven months ago.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Why?

BOMBER: I don’t know.  They don’t attach memos of explanation to their missiles.  They just leave you with a tiny, broken body and let you figure it out. (pause) I can’t wait to see him, either.

NEEVA: Norkovans have children, too.  Even collaborators do.  There are a few children that age right here in the room with us.

BOMBER: But there’s a difference between them and my Acost.

NEEVA: What?

BOMBER: They deserve it.

(Wristwatch timer runs out.)

BOMBER: Time’s up.  No one can stop the bomb now.  I hope there’s someone you want to see up there too, Federation.

NEEVA: Please, [there’s still a little time to stop this.]

YUBARI: That’s it!  NOW, MAJOR!

COMPUTER: (in background) Decompression Alert.  Clear the deck.  Shuttle inbound.  Decompression Alert.  Clear the deck.

MAJOR: Commander, hang on to something!

(The cargo bay doors begin to open!)

NEEVA: What?!

MAJOR: We’re opening the cargo bay doors!

NEEVA: WHAT?!

(ALL the air RUSHES out of the entire compartment, sweeping away anything and everything that isn’t tied down.)

BOMBER: Ah!  No, wait!  WAIT! WAAIIIIIIIIIIT!

(He is swept into space.)

YUBARI: Closing cargo bay doors!

(The doors close and the decompression gradually stops as they slide shut. Everyone gulps in air.)

(the bomber’s bomb explodes, not far outside the cargo bay doors.  The ship is rocked, the cargo bay especially so.)

MAJOR: Bomb has detonated!  The hull is holding!

NEEVA: Why...

(Yubari pushes off a wall and approaches Neeva.)

YUBARI: Neeva, are you alright?

NEEVA: You opened up the big doors to space and just sucked him away?  What about the collaborators?

YUBARI: We tied down all their stasis pods in time.  Everyone’s fine.

NEEVA: Next time, maybe you could warn me before you blow anybody into space.

YUBARI: If we’d told you, you’d have told us to save our own skins and get out of here.

MAJOR: Ma’am, we wanted to save everyone, but we thought you’d consider our plan too risky.

NEEVA: And you were right.  That was insubordination in the second degree; maybe the first if the court-martial board likes me.  You’re both on report.

MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Seriously?  We saved your life?

NEEVA: And... I’m buying you dinner.  Both of you.  Anything you want, maximum replicator resolution, on me.

YUBARI: Now that’s more like it.

(The ship trembles again.  All are knocked to the floor / walls, again.)

NEEVA: Assuming the ship doesn’t blow up in the next couple minutes, anyway.

SCENE 404-22

LOCATION: MCKINLEY COCKPIT

(Battle continuing around McKinley.  McKinley is firing weird-sounding pulses at the nearby weapons station at irregular but short intervals.)

ROL: Alecz, I’m not sure I can hold them!  There’s four on my tail!

LORHROK: I’m going as fast as I can.  Every second I spend here, saving the Excelsior from fighters, is a second I won’t be able to spend saving the Excelsior from burning up in the atmosphere.  I’m fully motivated; I just... can’t... find... the frequency...

ROL: I know you’re doing your best, but, sir – I really can’t hold them! Just blew an engine... I’m losing attitude control! (pause) I’m surrounded!

(The tetryon beam suddenly takes on a slight melodic quality, and the computer goes crazy.)

LORHROK: There!  I got it!

(The weapons station swivels and starts firing really big energy pulses.)

ROL: The Zath are running!  They can’t stand up to this kind of firepower!

LORHROK: Bev, call your men back to defensive patrol!  How’s the Excels... Oh, hell. (pause) Lorhrok to J’naya, come in!  You’re starting to lose hull plating!  There’s no time left!  You’ve got to power the thrusters now! (pause) J’naya, come in!

SCENE 404-23

LOCATION: AUXILIARY FUSION CORE 3

(The whole ship is constantly shaking.)

ADOW: Boss, we’re well into the upper atmosphere!

J’NAYA: At least we don’t have to worry about freezing anymore!  Still waiting on thrusters.

ADOW: A few more seconds and we won’t have thrusters anymore!

J’NAYA: I’ve only got them powered to sixty percent of minimum!

ADOW: Look, the circuits are warming up.  They can handle the power surge.  I know they can!

J’NAYA: That’s not what the specs say!

ADOW: You’ve got to risk it. (pause) Trust me, sir.

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: Alright.  Going to full power... now.

(The fusion generator starts outputting full power, a bunch of circuits light up, and there’s a small sparking/explosion as one of the circuits shorts out.)

J’NAYA: We lost lateral junction X-L-5!

ADOW: We’ve got bandwidth to spare!  Keep going!

(Another explosion/short circuit.)

J’NAYA: And Zed-Zed-Nine!

ADOW: We made the red line!  Thruster power available!

J’NAYA: Activate them!  Take us up!  Get us out of danger!

SCENE 404-24

LOCATION: SPACE

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental. The Excelsior has been under repair in Norkovan orbit for the past two days.  Note commendation for First Officer Alecz Lorhrok, whose first command went a helluva lot better than mine did.

LOCATION: READY ROOM

MINISTER SHAWN: In short, Captain, the Zath government wishes to express its deep regrets that your ship became a battlefield.  We didn’t want it, and, of course, you didn’t want it.  We apologize for the harm done.

DOVAN: Apologize?!  Minister Shawn, you bombed my ship, attacked my passengers, and killed my crew during a diplomatic conference.  And now you say you regret it?  Who made you do it?

MINISTER SHAWN: One of our great writers teaches that war is the tyranny of circumstance.

DOVAN: I’ll be sure to tell the families that their sisters and sons were victims of circumstance, not Zath bullets.  (rueful chuckle) You say you’re in a war, but I don’t see one.  All I’ve seen is the Zath killing Norkovans and anyone else who gets in the way.

MINISTER SHAWN: You think you have any idea how this conflict works because you’ve been here for two days?  Because you saw part of a single battle?

DOVAN: I lost thirty people, most of them diplomatic guests on a mission of peace.

MINISTER SHAWN: The Norkovans killed over a thousand, most of them civilians just living in peace!

DOVAN: Not in this battle, Shawn.

MINISTER SHAWN: Really? Sixteen hours ago, a Norkovan air squadron swept aside our piteous defenses and carpet-bombed our capital city, Murai. They said they were attacking the airfields, but if that’s so I don’t understand why our doctors are fishing dead kids out of bombed-out schools and hospitals.

DOVAN: Our sensors would have seen that.

MINISTER SHAWN: Do you want me to send you the pictures, captain?  Your sensors were down for repairs last night for seven hours. Following a repair schedule the Norkova helped draw up. Correct?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: That’s correct.

MINISTER SHAWN: And one of the collaborators whose life you saved used to work as the air marshall for Murai. (pause) You saw exactly what the Norkova wanted you to see, and no more.

DOVAN: You could have told us all this at the summit.

MINISTER SHAWN: We couldn’t take the risk.  Too many lives were at stake.  And now those kids are dead, because I blew it.  What you saw and judged us on was nothing more than a leviathan’s fin. (pause) I’m sending you those pictures anyway, Captain. On your course, you’re bound to meet with the Perenalthorias Council eventually.  I want you to show these to them.

DOVAN: You want me to do you a favor?  Why in Kobol’s name would I?

MINISTER SHAWN: Because you care about doing the right thing more than you care about hating me, Captain.  Zerquix, Out.

(The comm closes.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (exhales slowly) (pause) Alright.  Computer, take my other caller off hold.

(The computers beeps in an affirmative. New transmission begins.)

PARKER: Captain Dovan, I don’t like to be kept waiting.

DOVAN: Admiral Parker, I never visit the holodecks on Tuesday.

PARKER: What?

DOVAN: Oh, I’m sorry; I thought we were sharing random facts about ourselves.  What small errand can my mighty starship run for you today, sir?

PARKER: I don’t appreciate your tone.

DOVAN: And I don’t appreciate being kept in the dark about a threat to my ship and crew.

PARKER: What are you talking about, Captain?

DOVAN: Neeva’s been analyzing the Iconian ruin in this star system.  Someone else searched the ruin, recently, just like all the others.  But Neeva finally made the breakthrough this morning. (pause) We know, Admiral.  We know who has been digging up Iconian graves all over the quadrant.

PARKER: And you are not to discuss it on an open channel.  Not this time.

DOVAN: Just tell me this: are we looking for the same thing they are?

(Pause.)

PARKER: Yes, we are.

DOVAN: And do we know what that is?

PARKER: I answered one question, Captain. Now, business.

DOVAN: I assume you’re about to tell me where to look next.

PARKER: Were you able to get the coordinates of the original Norkova homeworld?

DOVAN: Speaker Tsur was very helpful, yes.  I’m sending the coordinates now. [SFX: some computer boops as he transmits the coordinates] But, Admiral, that planet exploded twenty years ago.

PARKER: Planets don’t just explode, Mister Dovan.  Especially not twenty years ago. No new order: continue on your present course. Parker out.

SCENE 404-25

LOCATION: CORRIDOR

(Neeva rings the door chime.)

NEEVA: Hello?  I brought toca chips.

(The door swishes open.)

ROL: Commander Neeva, welcome.  I’m so happy you could come.

NEEVA: Alecz said I couldn’t miss it. What are we playing tonight?  Some human game?

ROL: My favorite.  It’s called Diplomacy, and you’ll be playing as an ancient nation-state called France.

LORHROK: Assuming we ever figure out the rules!

ROL: Just wait until Yubari gets here and I’ll teach you all at once, okay?

SHARP: Oooh, are those toca chips?

ROL: Let me get a bowl for them, Melissa.

(Rol walks away.  Melissa Sharp stands and follows.)

SHARP: I’m not letting those out of my sight.

(Neeva walks up to Alecz and sits down.)

NEEVA: Hey, Alecz.

LORHROK: Hey, Neeva. Wait, what’s wrong?

NEEVA: Look. (exhale) I haven’t spoken to my mother in years, and that’s still too recent.  In five years, I see myself as first officer on one of the minor central starbases – thirty-four, two-one-six, Leviathan – you know, and, to be honest, I don’t see you there with me – not yet, anyway. I’m sure that I never, ever want to have kids... but I have the feeling that, when I get older, I might not be as sure as I think. (pause) Anything else?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Yeah.  Gimme a kiss.

(They kiss.)

LORHROK: Now let’s play Diplomacy.  We can talk on our next picnic?

NEEVA: Next picnic?

LORHROK: You did like the first one, right?

NEEVA: Loved it.

LORHROK: Then I have a lot more of this starship to show you.  There’s a next.

NEEVA: I’ll be there.

LORHROK: And, Neeva... I know what that meant to you.  Thank you.

(Door opens, Yubari enters.)

YUBARI: I was told there would be world conquest.  I don’t see any world conquest.

(Rol walks back from the chips.)

ROL: Come in, Lieutenant, have a seat! World conquest is next.  How about something to drink first?

END CREDITS

SCENE 404-26 (EPILOGUE)

LOCATION: PARKER’S OFFICE ON UNION

(Windows open, some birds, very nice.)

PARKER: Commander Masterson.

MASTERSON: Sir?

PARKER: Put through my next caller.

MASTERSON: Aye, sir. Piping him through on a secure channel.

(The comm opens.)

PARKER: My apologies, Commander.  I didn’t mean to leave you waiting quite so long, but... well, you know what Captain Dovan is like.

UNDERWOOD: Indeed I do, Admiral.  What can I do for you, sir?

PARKER: Mister Underwood, I’m sending you a set of coordinates I just received.  I’d like you to divert the Voltaire to that location and investigate.

UNDERWOOD: Shouldn’t you be giving these orders to the captain?

PARKER: I’d prefer that Captain Kel’s official logs reflect something a little more... spontaneous.

UNDERWOOD: You want me to trick her.  Again.

PARKER: I’m certain you’ll come up with something.

UNDERWOOD: What if we run into the Zeero out there, before they’re finished searching?  Does she even know about the bluegills?

PARKER: The coordinates are near a quasar, and I’m told Captain Kel has a special fondness for quasars, does she not? A good start to your cover story.

UNDERWOOD: You’re well-informed as usual, Admiral.

PARKER: Then that will be all. Parker out.


4.6 A Day at the Park


SCENE 4A-02

LOCATION: SPACE

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, Stardate Six-oh-six-oh-six-point... oh. The Excelsior is approaching the resort planet Leino, where the crew will receive a week’s R-and-R.  I may have negotiated a discount by implying future business from the Federation, and I might have omitted just how far away that is.  But, after the brutal archeological survey on Raehcoren Five, the crew is... tired.  Everyone has earned a break.

LOCATION: READY ROOM

(Door chime.)

DOVAN: Come.

(Door opens.  Lorhrok enters.)

DOVAN: Alecz. Have you seen these traffic regulations?  Leino wants us to keep the Excelsior outside the system, file a detailed flight plan for the entire week, and handle all surface communication through Leino relays.

LORHROK: A bit elaborate, but I can imagine what it’d be like if they let everyone orbit the planet and use their own comm systems.  Pandemonium!

DOVAN: I suppose.

LORHROK: Anyway.  Shore leave schedules as requested, captain.  Engineering was a little tricky – they’re short-handed – but I agreed to help for a shift, and that’s got them sorted.

DOVAN: Excellent.  I’ll have this posted immediately.

LORHROK: Thank you, sir.  And, sir?

DOVAN: Yes, Number One?

LORHROK: I noticed your name isn’t on any of these schedules.  Almost like you’re not going.

DOVAN: Ah, yes, good.  You noticed.

LORHROK: You know I have to ask you when you’re planning to take leave.

DOVAN: You know I have to answer that I’m staying aboard to catch up on paperwork.

LORHROK: You need rest as much as anyone on the Excelsior.

DOVAN: This is the part where I say that the ship needs me too much.

LORHROK: This is the part where I say the ship needs her captain to take care of himself.

DOVAN: And then I say something to the effect that you’re being ridiculous, overreacting, that I’ll be fine after some coffee.

LORHROK: And then I threaten to call Dr. Sharp and have her relieve you.

DOVAN: At which point, I give in and you win the argument. Is that enough token resistance?

LORHROK: “Token”, Captain?

DOVANL: You think I’d miss this?  They have a diner on this planet that serves the finest greasy-spoon cuisine from over sixty-five systems!  I read a review that said their cooks once ended a war by catering brunch to both sides!  But there’s a certain... etiquette about captains taking shore leave, and you played your part excellently.

LORHROK: Good!  I’m glad to pretend-put the pretend-fear of God in you!

DOVAN: Now get out of here.  I need to make reservations.

THEME SONG

NARRATOR: Tonight’s episode “A Day at the Park,” by Lyndsey Werner.

SCENE 4A-04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM

LORTH: Group eighteen-delta, ready for transport?

HENNESSY: Energize!

LORTH: Leino transporter relay online.  Group eighteen-delta, energizing. (he beams them down) Leino control verifies group eighteen-delta. Group nineteen-beta, please enter the transporter chamber in an orderly fashion.

SHARP: I have to say, Neeva, I’m surprised you’re coming with us for Girls’ Day Out.

NEEVA: Lorhrok and I can spend time together another day.  How often do I get to visit a pleasure planet with my girlfriends?

YUBARI: It’s certainly a first for me.  Melissa, you mentioned something about “hot rocks”?

SHARP: Um... yep.  Yes, I did, Asuka.  But it’s a surprise!

YUBARI: I can’t wait.  Any idea what the boys are doing?

NEEVA: None.  And that’s the way I want it.

SHARP: Yeah, we don’t want Yubari challenging them to arm-wrestling contests all day.

YUBARI: Ever since I broke Sylveste’s arm, they’ve been too scared to accept anyway.

LORTH: Group twenty-one epsilon!

SHARP: Oh!  That’s us!

LORTH: Please enter the transporter chamber in an orderly fashion.

(They hurry onto the pad.)

NEEVA: We’re ready.  Energize!

LORTH: Leino transporter relay online.  Energizing.

(They dematerialize.)

SCENE 4A-05

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAIN CONCOURSE

ANNOUNCEMENT: Welcome to Leino, the happiest place in space! Whether you’re here for an adventure, a vacation, or just need a place to rest your weary soul, Leino is here to cater to you. Those without a universal translator may select a complimentary model from the nearest information booth.

(Sharp, Yubari, and Neeva materialize. The announcement remains in the background.)

YUBARI: We’re here!

SHARP: That man is carrying the largest cotton candy I have ever seen.

NEEVA: He’s Divitian.  Fast metabolism.  Believe it or not, it’ll be gone within the hour. (short pause) Now, c’mon, girls!  This way to the spa!

YUBARI: Wait.  Spa?  No one said anything about a spa!

SHARP: Grab her, Neeva!

(Melissa and Neeva grunt as they each grab one of Yubari's arms.)

YUBARI: Wait a second!

NEEVA: Right this way, Lieutenant!

(We move down the concourse to find Rol, jogging, who has to stop as Lorhrok, walking briskly, catches up with him.)

ROL: Come on, Alecz!  We have to get there before the lines get too long!

LORHROK: It’s nice to see you this excited over something other than mysteries for once.

ROL: The only mystery on my mind today is why you aren’t walking faster.

(Rol increases his pace, and Lorhrok matches after an instant.)

LORHROK: Okay, okay, I’m coming.

(We move again to find Dovan.)

DOVAN: Ma’am, could you tell me where my hotel room is?  Reservation under the name Dovan, minor name Alcar.

(The hostess clackd away at her keyboard.)

HOSTESS: I’m sorry, sir, I don’t have a reservation under that name.

DOVAN: What?  This is check-in for Leino Paradise Resorts?

HOSTESS: Yes, it is, sir.  Is your name spelled D-apostrophe-[enye-whiffmark?]

DOVAN: D-O-V-A-N.  No apostrophe.

(The hostess types that in. Tense pause.)

HOSTESS: Oh!  Here it is, sir.  I’m so sorry.  You know how translators can get with spelling!

DOVAN: And my room?

HOSTESS: Cabin four-four-seven in the Forest region.  You’ll take that monorail, the Explorer line, to the third stop, and a shuttle to the resort will be waiting for your luggage.

DOVAN: What about me?

HOSTESS: Following the signs through the forest to your cabin will take you on a walk through some of Leino’s lushest scenery.

DOVAN: That sounds nice. Thank you.

(Dovan begins to walk away.)

HOSTESS

Enjoy your stay!

(Shift back to Lorhrok and Rol who have slowed down.)

LORHROK: Wow, there sure is a lot to do.

ROL: Incredible, right?  There are dozens of thrill parks like this around the planet.

LORHROK: (laughing) Slow down, Rol; we’re here for a few days.  So what first?

ROL: We have to get on the Orbit Skimmer.

LORHROK: The Orbit Skimmer?  Isn’t that a bit intense?

ROL: It’s the biggest ride on the planet.  You couldn’t find another like it anywhere in the galaxy.

LORHROK: It launches pods into space and sends them skipping along the atmosphere like a stone across water!  No other planet would allow it!

ROL: Which is why we have to go!

LORHROK: Well... maybe later.  Why don’t we start with something a little more grounded?

ROL: Like what?  The Castle?  It’s basically a glorified gift shop.

LORHROK: I was hoping we could at least have dinner there.  It’s supposed to be one of the most beautiful places on the planet.  And it’s the center of Leino’s cultural heritage.

ROL: And, Alecz, it is SO BORING.  Why would you want... Wait.

LORHROK: What?

ROL: Is Neeva going to be there?

LORHROK: Well... she mentioned they might be heading there after the spa.

ROL: No.  We are not crashing Girls’ Day Out.  We are having a Guy Day, and we are riding! On! Roller coasters!

LORHROK: But, Rol –

ROL: Look!  There’s the line for the Terror Turner.  Perfect place to start.

LORHROK: (sigh) Alright.

SCENE 4A-06

LOCATION: LEINO – FOREST

(Dovan is walking on a well-trodden dirt footpath through a normal forest.)

DOVAN: Well, I’ve got to hand it to them – this river valley has a hell of a view. (short pause) I wonder if I could sit down here, drink in the sunlight, and get a little work done? (pause. Dovan hits his combadge) Dovan to Excelsior.

HOSTESS: Leino comm relay, how may I route your call?

DOVAN: Oh, right.  Um, patch me through to my ship, the Excelsior, parking registry N.C.C.2.K.C.

HOSTESS: Right away, sir.

J’NAYA: Excelsior here, Commander J’Naya speaking?

DOVAN: This is the captain. Commander, I’m wondering if you can tie the Excelsior computer directly into my combadge.

J’NAYA: I’m sorry, sir, I can’t do that.

DOVAN: What?  Why not?  I can secure it with my personal command codes!

J’NAYA: Lieutenant Lorhrok’s orders. He left me a message for you, just in case this came up.

DOVAN: What did the message say?

J’NAYA: Hang on, I dropped it. (pause) Ah, here it is.  He said, “This is the part where I remind you that rest and relaxation does not include paperwork.”

DOVAN: That was nice of him, but I’m overriding his orders.  Tie me in now, Commander.

J’NAYA: Ah!  He said you’d say that, and then I’m supposed to say... let’s see... Yep!  “And this is the part where I threaten to have Kestra call Doctor Sharp.”

DOVAN: Interrupting her day at the spa?  And Yubari’s?  He’d sic them both on me?

J’NAYA: He told me to send them your exact coordinates.

DOVAN: So what am I supposed to do instead?  My reservation at the diner is hours from now.  Paperwork is the only thing I know how to do in my off-hours now.

J’NAYA: Captain, if you’re asking my advice, why don’t you go out and make a friend?  Say “hi” to the next person you see and find out where it takes you?

DOVAN: Commander, thank your gods you can’t see how hard I’m rolling my eyes right now.  Dovan out. (pause) Jehosephat.

SCENE 4A-08

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – RIDE QUEUE

ROL: What is with all these lines?

LORHROK: It doesn’t help that we waited in line for the Terror Turner for an hour.

ROL: How was I supposed to know I was too tall for it?

LORHROK: You... could have read the sign...

ROL: There have to be a lot of species taller than humans.

LORHROK: And I’m sure they aren’t allowed on the ride, either. (pause) Anyway, we can do something else and see if the lines die down or just wait.

ROL: There has to be another option.

LORHROK: Well, I’m going for a snack.  Want anything?

ROL: No, but stay away from those things that look like jumja sticks.  I think they might be toxic.

LORHROK: Sure thing, Bev...

(Lorhrok walks away.)

ROL: I single-handedly took down an Inquisition of the Divine Celestial Imperium.  I’m not going to let long lines beat me. (short pause) Hm... That door looks like it leads to maintenance tunnels, and the blueprints said they have another exit near the front of the line...

(Lorhrok returns, coughing heavily)

LORHROK: Hey (cough) Rol. (cough)  Um... (coughing)

ROL: You tried the jumja stick, didn’t you?

LORHROK: (still coughing) It’s... not a jumja stick.  (groans)

ROL: Why don’t we go to the bathroom?  I think there’s one over there.

(He opens a metal door.  Both he and Lorhrok begin to walk forward.)

LORHROK: It doesn’t... look like a bathroom.

ROL: I’m sure there’s one in here... somewhere.

(The metal door clangs shut behind them.)

SCENE 4A-09

LOCATION: LEINO – FOREST

MINA: Let me go!

HENCHMAN: Cut it out!  You’re gonna hurt yourself!

MINA: Get offa me!

HENCHWOMAN: You’ll get home faster if you stop fight –

(Mina bites her!)

HENCHWOMAN: Ow!  Ow!  She bit me!

HENCHMAN: This isn’t working.

HENCHWOMAN: You have a better idea for this brat?

(Dovan appears around the bend, stopping everyone in their tracks.)

DOVAN: Oh, excuse me!  I didn’t see you around the bend.  Is there... is there a problem?

MINA: What clued you in, Blue?  Get him OFF of me!

HENCHMAN: (laughs nervously) Oh, it’s nothing.  Just my daughter throwing a tantrum.

MINA: DAUGHmmmfmf!

HENCHWOMAN: Put on your sweater, dear! You know how it is with kids.

DOVAN: I don’t, actually.

HENCHWOMAN: OW!  She bit me again!

HENCHMAN: Let’s just say it’s hard work.  Sorry to disturb your walk, sir.

DOVAN: I’ll be moving on, then.  I hear there’s a good view around this next bend.

(They take their separate ways.)

HENCHMAN: Oh yeah?  Have fun. Can’t you just hold the monster still for a minute?

HENCHWOMAN: Just get it over her arms!

HENCHMAN: I’m trying!  OW!

HENCHWOMAN: Don’t let go!

HENCHMAN: Hey!

(Mina breaks free and starts running back the other way along the path, toward Dovan. The other two follow.)

HENCHWOMAN: After her!

(She runs around the bend.)

DOVAN: You again?

MINA: Blue, please...

DOVAN: Try these bushes, kid.

MINA: (out of breath) Got it.

(Mina dives into the bushes.)

(The henchfolk catch up amd slow as they reach Dovan.)

HENCHWOMAN: Where did she –?

DOVAN: She went right past me.  Up the path, around the next turn.

HENCHMAN: Thanks.

(They speed up again, running pell-mell along the path.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Alright, kid, they’re gone.

MINA: Are you sure?

DOVAN: Pretty sure.

MINA: Why’d you help me?

DOVAN: I decided to follow some advice I got today.  Already seems like a mistake. Did I just help you run away from home?

MINA: None of your beeswax.

DOVAN: You’re a Carrigon, right?  You can’t be more than nine years old.

MINA: I’m almost twelve!

DOVAN: Ah, kid, if you’re gonna lie, you should lie bolder than that.  Tell me you’re sixteen next time.  No way I’m letting a nine-year-old run around these woods by herself.

MINA: How you gonna stop me, Blue?

DOVAN: Simple.  Either you tell me what’s really going on, or I call your parents back here.

MINA: They aren’t my parents!  Those dsokdpachs2 [grabbed me while I was in line for the Terror Turner!]

DOVAN: Hey, language!

MINA: Yeah, like you’ve never heard that before.  Fine.  Those “jerks”?  Not my parents.

DOVAN: Cousins?  Family friends?

MINA: Try “kidnappers.”  I’ve been abducted.

SCENE 4A-10

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE TUNNELS

(Rol and Lorhrok are walking along.)

LORHROK: You said there’d be a bathroom.

ROL: There was!

LORHROK: An employee bathroom!

ROL: It was an emergency!  If they’d really wanted to keep us out, they’d have used stronger locks.

(As they continue to wander, they are starting to get closer to some loud ride machinery.)

LORHROK: But now we’re lost.

ROL: Yeah... lost.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Why do I get the feeling this is exactly what you wanted?

ROL: You’re still suspicious of me, Alecz?  After all we’ve been through?

LORHROK: I’m still suspicious of you because of all we’ve been through, Bev. (short pause) Wait.  Do you hear that?

ROL: What?

LORHROK: That.  Around the corner.

(Lorhrok turns the corner, and that distant machinery suddenly becomes a lot closer.)

LORHROK: Oh, Maker.

ROL: It’s just a bunch of machinery.  Runs the rides.  Come on, Alecz.

LORHROK: Rol, look at this.

ROL: Yeah, I think it’s for the Tsunami Jumper.  The line should be close by.

LORHROK: Wow!  Look at that capacity stabilizer!  And that over there looks like a warp coil, but I’ve never seen one used like this before.  No dilithium to speak of... I wonder what focusing element they’re using.

ROL: Oh, no...

LORHROK: And do you see that unit over there?  I’ve got to get a closer look at this!

(He walks a little away.)

ROL: ... I brought an engineer into a maintenance tunnel.  How did I not see this coming?!

LORHROK: Bev!  You’ve got to come see this!

ROL: Coming! Okay, I can handle this.  It’s just a matter of distracting Lorhrok from engineer stuff.  How hard can it be?

LORHROK: I think we can adapt this design to boost auxiliary power on the Excelsior by three or four percent!

ROL: How hard can it be?

SCENE 4A-11

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – LAZER TACKLE PAVILLION

ANNOUNCEMENT: Welcome, Galactic travelers, to the greatest challenge you will ever face.  LAZER TACKLE: An epic test of hand-to-hand combat, marksmanship, and strategy.  Present your signed waivers at the armory to gear up for BATTLE.

MAJOR: I confess, it wasn’t my best showing.

NOVACEK: Sir!  With respect, Sir: you got owned, sir!

(Hearty laughter from the marines.)

MAJOR: Alright, fair enough.  But if any of you are even considering telling Ensign Rol or Leftenant Yubari about this, just remember who’s in charge of your training schedule.  I can have the entire Marine detachment sent on a two-week training to that Demon-class planet a few light-years back.

MEYERS: Hey, I’m an engineer.  What’s to stop me from telling them you got taken down by an eleven-year-old?

MAJOR: Mister Novacek.

NOVACEK: Sir!

MAJOR: What would you and your men do to an engineer whose lack of discretion got you stranded on a Y-class space-rock for two weeks?

NOVACEK: Sir, I regret that I cannot answer your question in the company of so many families with young children, sir!

MEYERS: No one will... hear about this from me, Major.

(Yubari approaches.)

YUBARI: Major? Major!  Good to see you?

MAJOR: Ma’am?  What are you doing here, ma’am?

YUBARI: After my escape from the spa... well, an employee told me this was a good place to punch something.

NOVACEK: She’s right about that, ma’am!  The next round is about to start.  Join our team!

YUBARI: I’m in.  Get me some gear, Novacek.

SCENE 4A-12

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAIN CONCOURSE

DOVAN: Officer!  Excuse me!  Officer!

OFFICER: Yes, sir, what can I do for you?

DOVAN: This young girl [says she’s been abducted.]

MINA: I wanna get on the Spinner!

DOVAN: Huh?

OFFICER: Oh, of course, young miss!  The Spinner is in Glitt.  You can take the monorail over there, beside the Grove Grill.

MINA: Thank you, Officer!

(She runs off toward the monorail, Dovan just behind.)

DOVAN: Hey, I’m coming!  You don’t have to pull my arm off!

OFFICER: Good luck with her!

DOVAN: He was with Leino Security! He was going to help us, kid!

MINA: We can’t trust them!  Leino Security is in on it!

(They slow back down to a walk.)

DOVAN: In on what?  You still haven’t told me what this’s about!  Why were you kidnapped?

MINA: Because my parents are rich.

DOVAN: Okay, who are they?  How do we get in touch with them?

MINA: I’m not supposed to say.

DOVAN: If you want my help, you’re going to have to.

MINA: Who said I wanted your help?

DOVAN: You’re a smart enough kid to know you need somebody’s help.

(Pause.)

(Mina stomps her foot on the concrete.)

MINA: I hate it when adults are right!

DOVAN: I know how you feel.  I hate it when admirals are right.  Let’s start small.  What’s your name?

MINA: ...it’s Mina.

DOVAN: Good.  I’m Alcar.  Now, you said your parents are rich.  Is this a ransom?

MINA: I thought so at first, but they haven’t called my parents or anything!

DOVAN: So who’re your parents?

MINA: Blue... I’m really not supposed to tell anyone.

DOVAN: Then I can’t help you find them.

MINA: Blue... My mom is...

HENCHWOMAN: There she is!  She’s with that blue guy!

(Dovan hits his commbadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Excelsior!  Two for emergency beam-up!

HOSTESS: Leino comm relay, how may I [route your call?]

DOVAN: Dovan to J’naya!  Come in!

HENCHWOMAN: Get them!  Officer, get them!

HOSTESS: What is the parking reg[istry number for your ship so I can finish connecting your call, sir?]

DOVAN: Forget it.  RUN!

(They run!)

MINA: 	(panting heavily) The monorail’s right up ahead!

DOVAN: (panting heavily) Yeah, but it looks like it’s about to leave.

MINA: (panting heavily) Not without me it’s not!

(Sure enough, the doors aren’t closing – they seem to have developed some kind of technical glitch.)

HOSTESS: Doors closing.  Doors cl[osing.]

(As our heroes reach the monorail and run right on board, the “Doors Closing” message finally completes successfully and we hear the doors actually close.)

LOCATION: LEINO - MONORAIL

DOVAN: (panting heavily) We made it!

HENCHWOMAN: WAIT!

(The doors now completely hiss shut.)

COMPUTER: Doors are now closed.

(The henchwoman reaches the window and begins pounding on it, his words muffled by the plexiglass.)

HENCHWOMAN: Stop!  Stop the train!  Stop!  Let me on!  Open the doors!

(The monorail pulls out of the station.)

DOVAN: At least we got the car to ourselves.  (short pause) I should never have let my first officer talk me into these comm restrictions.

MINA: Your first officer?  What are you, a cargo captain?

DOVAN: Something like that.  We’ll talk after I get a call through to my ship.

MINA: DON’T!

DOVAN: What?

MINA: Don’t you get it?  The comm lines are monitored.  You call out, and we’d never last long enough for your ship to get here.

DOVAN: Why are you so convinced [Security is out to get you]?

MINA: Oh, no.  Wait.  Do you see that?

DOVAN: Don’t change the subject.

MINA: No, really, come over to this computer screen.  If I just...

(She plays with a button.)

HOSTESS: The missing girl was last seen with a blue male of unknown species. The father reports that they boarded the last monorail to Glitt.

MINA: Uh-oh.

DOVAN: The man must have gone for reinforcements while the woman was chasing us. Wait, how did you get access to this channel? This is the internal company net.

HOSTESS: Security forces are surrounding the monorail’s next stop.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

MINA: Yeah... Let’s not go there.

(Mina presses another button, and the computer beeps a few times)

DOVAN: What are you doing?

HOSTESS: Attention, passengers.  This monorail has been rerouted to Reist, home to the Wild Waters park and spa. We apologize for the inconvenience.

DOVAN: How did you do that?

MINA: Magic.

DOVAN: I’m serious.

MINA: I’m not supposed to tell...

DOVAN: Just like you’re not supposed to tell about your parents?

MINA: Something like that...

DOVAN: Mina.  I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t need to know.

MINA: My mom... My mom owns Leino.

DOVAN: What?

MINA: She’s in charge. She’s...

DOVAN: Nella Ren, the CEO?

MINA: I just call her “mom.”  My dad works with governments on other planets. He’s uh...

DOVAN: A diplomat?

MINA: Sorta... He says he (deepens voice in imitation) “Makes angry people shut up and listen to each other.”

DOVAN: My kind of diplomat. But shouldn’t Leino Security be tearing the planet apart looking for you?

MINA: That’s why it has to be an inside job. I don’t think my parents even know I’ve been kidnapped!

DOVAN	: Then we should probably call them up and let them know. Where’s the nearest computer?

MINA: It’s not going to be that easy.

DOVAN: (sigh) It never is.

MINA: My parents are in a big meeting. There’s no communications in or out, except from the Castle, and that’s got the best security on the planet. They’ll spot us right away.

DOVAN: Okay, so where’s the meeting?

MINA: On the moon.

DOVAN: The moon?

MINA: Yeah, there’s a shuttle up to it. It’s got a few amusement parks and nightclubs, but it’s also where most of the offices are.

DOVAN: The second we get on that shuttle we’ll be trapped. Even with security looking for us, the Castle still seems like the better choice.

MINA: Reist isn’t far from there.  I can make it.

DOVAN: We can make it.

SCENE 4A-13

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE TUNNELS

LORHROK: Oh, wow.  This is just ingenious.  I’d never have thought of bypassing the power couplings that way!  Rol!  Rol?

ROL: Just over here, Alecz!  Using this computer terminal! Now, there has got to be a way to steer him back towards the rides... If I can find a map... Well, that’s interesting. Hm... (alien computer beeping) Lieutenant, can you take a look at this for me?

LORHROK: But this capacitor!

ROL: Alecz, please?

(Lorhrok starts walking over to Rol.)

LORHROK: Oh, alright. What is it?

ROL: Does anything about this map of the energy grid seem off to you?

LORHROK: I don’t see any – oh.

ROL: A dead zone. Right in the middle of some major equipment.

LORHROK: Even if they were doing repairs, they wouldn’t have to route energy away from a zone that big.  There’s no reason for that to be there.

ROL: I can think of a reason.

LORHROK: Do I want to know?

ROL: Let’s go check it out.

(He starts moving away at a slow run.)

LORHROK: Oh, alright.

(Lorhrok follows.)

SCENE 4A-14

LOCATION: LEINO – NEAR THE WILD WATERS THEME PARK

(Mina and Dovan are running!)

MINA: (panting) Did we lose them?

DOVAN: (panting) Yeah... Yeah, I think we did.... This isn’t going to work.

MINA: (panting) You think?  We can’t walk ten steps without Security spotting us?  And I’m tired!

DOVAN: There’s no chance we make it to the Castle to send a message to your parents.  And the orbital shuttle depot’ll be crawling with security by now.

MINA: I wish Kami were here.  She’d know what to do.

DOVAN: Who’s Kami?

MINA: My mother’s assistant.  She’s really smart.

DOVAN: What would she do?

MINA: She’d... She’d remind me there’s always more than one way to do things. There might be another way up to the moon.  If you’ve got a strong stomach.

DOVAN: I’m Bolian.  My stomachs are literally iron-clad.

MINA: Then maybe we can take the Orbit Skimmer.

DOVAN: Isn’t that a ride?

MINA: Mostly?  I have a thing.

DOVAN: A thing.

MINA: Yeah.

DOVAN: I’m waiting.

MINA: You know how the monorail didn’t leave until we were on it?

DOVAN: Or how a nine-year-old somehow rerouted the monorail?  Then hacked the company network?

MINA: I have a Master Key.

DOVAN: What’s that?

MINA: Mostly it’s cool stuff like unlimited rides and free candy.  But the Master Key gives me access to everything in the park.  Almost.  I can use it to take control of the Orbit Skimmer and take it to the moon... as long as an adult is with me.

DOVAN: So you need a driver.

MINA: (groaning) Parental controls.

DOVAN: We’ll need to change your appearance.

MINA: Leave that to me.  I need a princess dress, some UV spray, an ugly shirt with flowers, and three blue snow cones.

OFFICER #2: Hey!  You there!

MINA: Not again.

(They start running again.)

SCENE 4A-15

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE TUNNELS

ROL: Here’s the power relay box.

LORHROK: That’s odd.

ROL: What?

(Lorhrok opens the futuristic equivalent of a breaker box.)

LORHROK: Well, look, they didn’t just throw the switch and shut off the section.  They used this little module instead to shunt the power back into the mains.  Very improvised.  A little dangerous.

ROL: Why would somebody want to do it that way?

LORHROK: I’d do it if... if I didn’t want the power fluctuation to be noticed by the automatic governor.

ROL: Exactly. The security system here is good. It can’t be turned off.

LORHROK: But if you remove all power from an entire section, security would go with.

ROL: And you can have a secret meeting.

LORHROK: How’d you guess?

ROL: This used to be my job.  Whoever did this is a bit amateur; I would never have ignored the off chance that somebody wandering around the basement might glance at a physical coverage monitor.  Because that’s how this happens.

(Rol starts typing on the computer panel.)

LORHROK: What are you doing?

ROL: Deactivating the shunt.

LORHROK: No, that’ll alert them.  Do it like this.

(Lorhrok takes over.)

ROL: Why?

LORHROK: Because that... will bring up the security feeds.

KAMI: I’m telling you it’s not acceptable!

STIMECH: It’s a reasonable loss, Kami.

LORHROK: Security feed online.

SCENE 4A-16

LOCATION: LEINO – MONORAIL TRANSPORT DEPOT – NEAR THE RESTROOMS

(Dovan emerges from the bathroom, the door swinging shut as the toilet flushes behind.)

DOVAN: Why would any shirt need this many flowers on it?  I hope nobody sees me in this... Hey, Mina!  You ready?

MINA: One second! (aeresol spray) Okay! (door opens; we also hear flushing from that stall) Ta-da!

DOVAN: You look... blue.

(They begin walking.)

LOCATION: LEINO – MONORAIL TRANSPORT DEPOT - PLATFORM

MINA: I sure do.  Now people will think we’re related.  And that dumb shirt you have on just screams “tourist.”

DOVAN: How’d you do that, kid?  I didn’t see any makeup in there, but you’re as blue as my quarter-brother Arvid.

MINA: Oh, I have my tricks.  Kami teaches me all sorts of stuff.  Now...

(Mina runs over and grabs Dovan's legs.)

MINA: Daddy!  Daddy!  I wanna go on the Orbit Skimmer!  Now, Daddy!  Pleeeease?

DOVAN: What? Oh, um.  Yes, alright, um... sweetie?

MINA: Can’t you act at all?

DOVAN: No, but I’ve got a great singing voice.  Come on, kid, the monorail’s here.

(The monorail comes into the depot and the doors open wide.  Dovan and Mina board.)

LOCATION: LEINO – MONORAIL

HOSTESS: Doors closing.  Doors closing.

(The doors close.)

DOVAN: There’s no way they can track your use of the Master Key, right?

MINA: Um, I don’t think so.

DOVAN: You don’t know?

MINA: I’m only nine!  Before today I only used it for rides and food and stuff!

HOSTESS: (in background) Attention, passengers.  This monorail is bound for Glade, home of Leino’s greatest thrills, including the Orbit Skimmer and the Lazer Tackle Dome.

DOVAN: Somehow I doubt that’s all you used it for, kid.

MINA: Prove it, Blue.

DOVAN: In any case, I think we should limit our use of the Master Key until we’re aboard the Orbit Skimmer.

MINA: What?  Do we have to?

DOVAN: Kobol, kid, that voice is really annoying.

MINA: I know, right?

DOVAN: We’re disguised.  We can lay low for a while.  But if we pull out that Master Key, we may be in cuffs before we ever get to the front of the line.

MINA: But what if -?

DOVAN: It’s a risk, Mina.  A calculated risk.  You’re just going to have to trust me.

MINA: Fine.

DOVAN: You sound like my first officer.  Come on, we’re here.

(The monorail has hummed to a stop and the doors have opened.  Dovan and Mina immediately exit.)

LOCATION: LEINO – MONORAIL TRANSPORT DEPOT - PLATFORM

HOSTESS: (in background) Welcome to Glade, home of Leino’s greatest thrills, including the Orbit Skimmer and the Lazer Tackle Dome.  Doors closing.  Doors closing.

DOVAN: Okay, so where’s the map?

MINA: I know where the best ride on the planet is, Blue.

(They hasten down some stairs.)

DOVAN: Ow!  You’ve got a tight grip!  Oh.

MINA: It’s not like we’re hiding it.  We know what people come to Glade to ride.

ANNOUNCEMENT: Welcome to the Orbit Skimmer!  On this ride, you will be exposed to e[xtreme G-forces.  Persons with vertebrae conditions and those who are pregnant, may be pregnant, may become pregnant, or may be pregnant in a nearby alternate timeline of degree point-six or less, should not ride this ride.]

MINA: Yeah, yeah, just give us our tickets!

(The computer beeps. Tickets are printed.)

ANNOUNCEMENT: Current wait time for the Orbit Skimmer is one hour and forty minutes.  Your tickets will beep when it is time to prepare for boarding.  Please enjoy your wait!

DOVAN: A hundred minutes?

MINA: We could go faster with the Master Key...

DOVAN: That’s alright.  We can wait.

MINA: Fine.

DOVAN: When did you eat last?

MINA: You’re thinking about food?

DOVAN: It’s the old family motto: “you gotta eat.”  When was your last bite?

MINA: I am kinda hungry.  My kidnappers didn’t feed me.

DOVAN: I’ve got credits.  And I think my reservation at the diner is just a few minutes away...

SCENE 4A-17

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE CONFERENCE ROOM

KAMI: No, it was one thing when we had the Master Key.  We could gain access to the summit, all we had to do was blow everyone in it to blazes.  Daring, but sane.  What you are suggesting is way past that line.

STIMECH: We no longer have the Master Key, and our family cannot allow this summit to continue!

KAMI: Of course we can’t let the Waton and the Milo Alliance sign a peace treaty, Stimech!  I’m not a moron!  But you’re talking about blowing up the occupied moon of a very populated planet!

STIMECH: You would prefer another target, a military target?  Then name the system!  It took us nine months to learn that Katach Ren is mediating the peace negotiations, another three to find out that the final conference was happening here, on neutral ground that his wife happens to own.  Six more to infiltrate Leino’s corporate infrastructure and kidnap one of the Master Key holders.  Now we’ve lost her, and reports say the Waton and the Alliance are hours from a public draft agreement.  If you give me a better option in the next two hours, I’ll call off our strike force and send it wherever you point, Kami! (pause) Otherwise, they will shatter the moon.

KAMI: Overkill, Stimech.  Overkill.  The only “strike force” we need is Leino security.  The entire planet is looking for Mina and this mysterious blue guardian she’s picked up.  We’ll find her.  We’ll get her Master Key.  And then you won’t need mass destruction, because mass murdering the delegates and the Rens will be quite enough.

STIMECH: You speak very confidently for a person who promised this would go off without so much as a mewling a few hours ago.

KAMI: Look, I know everything about Mina.  I know her favorite rides.  I know her hiding places.  I know what she eats when she goes to the park concession stands.  And she trusts me as much as she trusts her own mother.  The personal touch, dear uncle, is worth a hundred of your planet-killer missiles.

STIMECH: Let’s hope so, Kami.  The Waton and the Milo Alliance have been at war for decades.  Their peace agreement means the end of our family.  I have to coordinate with the strike force. For family!

KAMI: For family.

(Stimech walks away and opens a door.)

SCENE 4A-18

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE TUNNELS

(Over the security monitor, we hear Stimech’s door slam shut.)

KAMI: What have I gotten myself into?

(She, too, walks away – the other direction.)

KAMI: Alright, boys, you can restore power to the section now...

LORHROK: Quick!  Switch it off!  Before they notice!

(Rol hits some keys very quickly.)

ROL: Got it!

LORHROK: Did we just stumble on a conspiracy to destroy the planet?

ROL: The moon, sir.  The planet will only be rendered uninhabitable.

LORHROK: Obviously, we’ll have to stop them.

ROL: Obviously.  But do you think we have time to ride the Whirl-a-Gag first? (pause) Kidding.

SCENE 4A-19

LOCATION: LEINO – DINER

(Mina goes to sets her tray down on the table and sits.  Dovan is already there, taking his first bite of food.)

DOVAN: (takes a bite) Oh, lords.

MINA: Well, you look pleased with yourself.

DOVAN: I have just seen the face of God, and He is this sandwich.  What is this gray stuff?  I’ve never seen anything like it, but I understand how it could end a war.

MINA: You’ve never had a TFK sandwich before?  Where are you from?

DOVAN: A lonnnng way from here.  Where they don’t make T, F, or K, apparently.

MINA: Don’t forget we have to be on that Orbit Skimmer the minute our tickets activate.

DOVAN: Kid, you forget: this is why I came to this planet.  You are a project I took on to pass the time between my arrival and this meal.  What’d you get, anyway?  Something healthy, like I said?

MINA: Kinda.

DOVAN: “Kinda”?

MINA: Don’t be mean.  It’s an amusement park; there’s not a lot of healthy food!

DOVAN: So what is it?

MINA: Iona sandwich, no peeps, extra leas, double drabble, and a half side of kelp with a quarter side cappion fruit.

DOVAN: That’s an awfully... specific order.

MINA: I know what I like.  Kami introduced me to it.  I get it every time I eat at one of these places.

DOVAN: Every time?

MINA: Yeah.  What’s – uh-oh.

DOVAN: Uh-oh is right.  We’d better leave.

MINA: Too late.  There!

THUG #1: Look, that’s her there.

THUG #2: She’s blue.

DOVAN: Keep your eyes focused on me and your plate, kid.  Don’t look at them.

THUG #1: Dude, it’s a disguise.

THUG #2: I dunno... they look like tourists.

THUG #1: We got the call, let’s take a closer look, all I’m saying.

THUG #2: Alright, a closer look. Excuse me, sir! Miss?

(The Thugs approach. Dovan stands up.)

DOVAN: Stay right behind me. Oh, officers!  Am I glad to see you!

THUG #2: We need to ask you a few questions, sir.

DOVAN: Really?  I thought you were here about – oh, officer, there’s something on your chin.  A little food, I think.

THUG #2: Oh. Did I get it?

THUG #1: I don’t see it.

DOVAN: No, see?  Look, it’s right HERE!

(At that moment, Dovan hits Thug #2 with his best uppercut and knocks him cold!)

THUG #2: Uhnf!

DOVAN: Run, Mina!

(They run!  Right out the door!)

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – NEAR THE LAZER TACKLE PAVILLION

THUG #1: Stop!  Leino Security!  Stop!  I need backup!

DOVAN: (panting) What’s this coming up?

MINA: (panting) The Laser Tackle pavillion.  A fighting game.

DOVAN: (panting) Perfect. The Marines were talking about that!

ANNOUNCEMENT: Galactic travelers, a shocking day!  Please, a big hand for the all-time CHAMPION of Laser Tackle, new holder of the HIGHEST SCORE ON RECORD: LIEUTENANT ASUKAAA YUUBARIIIIII!

(Crowd cheers.)

DOVAN: (panting) Are you kidding me?  Yubari!  YUBARI!

YUBARI: Captain?!

DOVAN: We could use a little help here, Lieutenant!

(They approach Yubari – and Yubari runs up to them.)

YUBARI: What are you doing?  Who’s this girl?

DOVAN: Long story.  Security’s after us, trying to kidnap this girl.  They’re basically mall cops, but there are a lot of them.  There’s one right behind us, and I saw at least five more converging on this area.

YUBARI: Major!

MAJOR: Ma’am!

YUBARI: Two men, maneuver orange, vector prime, take left flank!

MAJOR: Yes, ma’am!

(The Major runs off with two guys.)

YUBARI: Novacek! Two more men, same orientation, get behind them and take them out.

NOVACEK: Yes, sir!

YUBARI: The rest of you, frontal assault, absorb their attacks and keep pressure off the captain!  Hooah!

MARINES: HOOAH!

YUBARI: Dovan!  With me!

DOVAN: Yes, ma’am!  C’mon, Mina!

MINA: Okay...!

(Dovan and Mina and Yubari break into a run.)

YUBARI: Novacek and The Major are making a feint, breaking a hole in their lines.  They’ll expect us to escort you out through there, so that’s where they’ll send all their reinforcements.

MINA: (panting) But that’s not where we’re going!

YUBARI: No.  I’m getting you out through the Laser Tackle maze.  I know it pretty much by heart now, but nobody else seems to.

MINA: (panting) I... Blue, I need to catch my breath.  Please.

DOVAN: (breathing heavily) Yubari...

YUBARI: Over here. (they all run into a corner) We can wait here for a minute.  How did you get the whole planet after you, anyway?  We’ve only been here six hours.  You can’t have offended that many people.

(Mina and Dovan try to catch their breath.)

DOVAN: I resent that.  I absolutely can offend that many people in six hours.

YUBARI: Hey, kid!  What are you doing to my gear?

MINA: You can only zap people with Laser Tackle stuff if the other person is wearing Laser Tackle stuff. (a chime from Yubari’s laser tackle gear) Now your gear can zap anyone.

DOVAN: Master Key?

MINA: Yep.

YUBARI: I can zap anyone I want?  Like a phaser on stun?

MINA: Yep!

YUBARI: I like her.

(Three sets of hasty footsteps approach!)

THUG #1: I swear I saw them run in here!

THUG #3: Let’s take a look.

MINA: They’re right around the corner!

YUBARI: Yes, they are. (she steps out) Hello, boys!

THUG #2: Who are you?

YUBARI: I’m the new all-time Laser Tackle champion.  Wanna see my gear?

(Yubari opens fire!  It’s like a laser machine gun.)

(Thug #2 gets shot in the initial volley, and goes down.)

THUG #2: Agh!

YUBARI: Captain!  Take her and go!  Two lefts and a right!

DOVAN: Come on, kid!

(They start running again.)

MINA: Alcar, I can’t keep up!  My legs aren’t long enough!

DOVAN: We have to escape!

MINA: Give me your hand!

DOVAN: What are you – OOF!

(Dovan gets TACKLED by Thug #3.)

THUG #3: GOT YOU!

MINA: BLUE!

THUG #3: Shut up, you brat!

(The thug kicks Dovan in the ribs.)

DOVAN: Oof!

THUG #3: And you stay on the floor!  The Family doesn’t take kindly to your kind of trouble!

(The thug kicks him again, in the head.)

DOVAN: Oh, my head!

MINA: STOP IT!

THUG #3: And one more to make sure you don’t follow! (One more solid kick to the chest.) Come on, girl. (grunts) You weigh more than you look.

MINA: Blue!  Snap out of it!  Are you okay?  Help me!  ALCAR, help me!  [HELP ME!]

(She fades out completely as Dovan loses consciousness completely.)

SCENE 4A-20

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – INSIDE THE LAZER TACKLE PAVILLION

(Fading in slowly, as Dovan regains consciousness.)

YUBARI: Captain... Captain!  Captain, wake up before I zap you awake.

DOVAN: (groaning) Uhhn, uhhn... yes, ma’am, I’m up.  How long?

YUBARI: A few minutes.  Where’s the kid?

DOVAN: A second group.  Surprised us.  They got her.

YUBARI: What’s that on your pinkie? Is that a ring?

DOVAN: What?  I’m not... hunh.

YUBARI: You don’t know?

DOVAN: Let me just try to twist it off.

(Yubari’s laser tackle vest beeps again.)

HOSTESS: Laser tackle safeties re-engaged.

DOVAN: I think Mina might have slipped me the Master Key.

YUBARI: The what?

DOVAN: It gave her full access to the park.  Let me try that again.

(Another beep.)

HOSTESS: Laser tackle safeties dis-engaged.

YUBARI: Will that help us find her?

DOVAN: I don’t know.  I just wish we had some backup.  Master Key: locate Mina!

(The ring dings.)

YUBARI: Huh, I didn’t notice that computer terminal there before.

(A computer terminal hums faintly nearby.)

DOVAN: That’s because it wasn’t there before.  It’s a map.

(Yubari presses some buttons.)

YUBARI: So we take the service door here, then through some crazy tunnels.

DOVAN: Do you have anything we can download the map to?  We can’t contact the ship without being traced.

YUBARI: Can’t you just use the Master Key?

DOVAN: It doesn’t work like th — Oh... I guess it does work like that.  Follow the glowing blue line on the floor, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

SCENE 4A-21

LOCATION: THE CASTLE – CEO’S OFFICE ANTECHAMBER

KAMI: Excellent work, gentlemen.  Proceed to the shuttle.  I’ll meet you on the moon.

THUG #3 + THUG #1: Yes, ma’am.

KAMI: And don’t harm her.  Do you hear me?

THUG #3: But if she doesn’t cooperate, [then we might have to.]

KAMI: Then scare her.  Don’t hurt her.  Clear?

THUG #1: Clear, ma’am.  Out.

(Computer chime ends call.)

KAMI: Thank goodness, now to tell Stimech we have the Key so he can call off his nuke fleet.

(A door slides open.)

NELLA: Ah, Kami, excellent!  You’re here!

KAMI: CEO... CEO Nella!  What are you doing here?  I thought you were on the moon!

NELLA: Oh, my husband has the situation well in hand.  I decided to return to the Castle to get some work done.

KAMI: Is... is that so?

NELLA: It’s the perfect time to catch up!  Pull last quarter’s fiscal report, and find out why the price of cappion fruit has gotten so outrageous.  Then fix it.

KAMI: Absolutely, CEO, just let me make a call first.

NELLA: Kami, I really need this done now.

KAMI: I understand, I [just really need to make this call.]

NELLA: You know the rules: no personal calls on company time.  The computer has restricted your communications until you’ve finished the tasks I just assigned.  I’ll be in my office.

(Nella clicks her way into her office and closes the door.)

KAMI: Oh, I hate her so much...

(The office doors open again.  Nella leans out.)

NELLA: Oh, and, Kami, do you know where Mina is?

KAMI: I believe she’s on her way to the moon.

NELLA: I’ll see her later, then.

(Office doors close again.)

KAMI: Unless she gets blown up because you won’t let me tell Stimech to call off the strike!

SCENE 4A-22

LOCATION: LEINO – THRILL RIDE PARK – MAINTENANCE TUNNELS

(Dovan and Yubari are running.)

DOVAN	: Looks like there’s a turn up- ooaf!

(Dovan collides with... Rol?  Both fall down!)

ROL: Ow! Watch where you’re- Captain?!

DOVAN: Rol? What are you doing here?

LORHROK: Stumbling on a plot to destroy the planet. You?

YUBARI: Trying to rescue a girl who’s been kidnapped.

LORHROK: We can’t even pull off a normal shore leave.

ROL: Speaking of which, I didn’t think anyone could pull off a Hawaiian shirt. But you make it work, Captain.

YUBARI: We don’t have time for this.  Captain, which way from here?

DOVAN: This is the end of the line, Yubari. I don’t understand it. Mina’s not here.

YUBARI: I think I do. Before you said you wanted to look for Mina, you wished we had backup.

DOVAN: And it led us to Lorhrok and Rol. Not what I meant.

LORHROK: Do you mind telling us what’s going on, sir?

DOVAN: It’s a bit complicated.

ROL: Well, we are trying to stop someone from destroying the moon.

DOVAN: The moon?

LORHROK: Apparently there’s a secret peace talk on the moon. Some kind of terrorist group wants to stop it. I don’t know what their first plan was, but now they’re going to blow up the moon.

DOVAN: I think I get it. The girl we’re looking for, Mina, she’s the CEO’s daughter.

YUBARI: She’s what?!

DOVAN: And her father is a diplomat. She said that her parents were in some important meeting. A meeting you could only access with a Master Key. We couldn’t figure out why Mina was kidnapped. I think it’s because she had a Master Key. They wanted in to that meeting.

ROL: Probably to blow it up.

LORHROK: You said that she was kidnapped? So they have the Master Key?

DOVAN: She slipped it to me.

YUBARI: So they’re after you now?

ROL: Only if they realize Mina doesn’t have it.

DOVAN: She’ll stall.  She’s almost as sneaky as Bev.

ROL: We need more intel.

LORHROK: There’s a computer there.

ROL: Got it. (he steps over and starts typing) If we assume Mina is being taken to the moon... the next shuttle’s in five minutes.  We can’t make it.

DOVAN: What about the Orbit Skimmer?  Mina said we could use it to fly to the moon.

ROL: There’s... nothing about that here, sir.

DOVAN: Here. (The computer beeps) Try it now.  Now with a hundred percent more Master Key.

ROL: That... oh.  Wow.  Yes, I guess the Orbit Skimmer can fly to the moon.

LORHROK: What’s this part down here?  That’s not moonflight.

ROL: No, that’s... (short pause) Captain, according to this, the entire Orbit Skimmer system can be taken over to act as a planetary defense grid.  In fact, it looks like, unofficially, that’s what it was built for – they only realized they could turn it into a ride halfway into construction.

LORHROK: But it takes two Master Key holders to activate it.  One in the Castle, one on the Moon.

(In Dovan’s pocket, the Orbit Skimmer tickets start buzzing.)

DOVAN: Anything about Mina?

ROL: Not in this database.  I’m sorry, sir.

YUBARI: What is that annoying sound?

ROL: It’s not the computer.

LORHROK: I think it’s you, Captain.

DOVAN: So it is.

(Dovan pulls the tickets out.)

DOVAN: Of course.  A hundred minutes.

YUBARI: What are those?

DOVAN: Our tickets to the moon.

SCENE 4A-24

LOCATION: THE CASTLE – CEO’S OFFICE ANTECHAMBER

KAMI: Computer, pull up the cost report on cappion fruit.

(An alert sounds at Kami’s computer.)

KAMI: What’s that?

HOSTESS: An Orbit Skimmer has left its flight path.

KAMI: A malfunction?

HOSTESS: Negative.  The pod is on course for the moon.

KAMI: Odd... Mina’s new rescuers, perhaps?  Computer, mark the pod as debris and send a drone.

HOSTESS: There are two lifeforms aboard.

KAMI: Destroy it.  Override Stagmus.

HOSTESS: Acknowledged.

KAMI: So I can override safety protocols but I can’t make a phone call?

HOSTESS: Affirmative.

KAMI: Absurd. (sigh) Give me that report again.  The sooner I finish, the sooner I can call Stimech.

SCENE 4A-25

LOCATION: LEINO – MONORAIL

YUBARI: Would you stop whining?

ROL: I’m just saying, why does Lorhrok get to go on the Orbit Skimmer without me?

YUBARI: Because we need to get to the CEO so that she can activate the planetary defense system from the Castle. And that’s a job for an infiltration specialist.

ROL: Who needs a specialist for this? It’s not like they know our faces! We can pretty much walk right in.

YUBARI: The Castle has top notch security, and the CEO’s office is located in the highest tower. Our only weapon is my non-lethal laser gear, and we can’t trust security. How exactly can we walk right in?

ROL: Easy. We’ll use these.

YUBARI: Badges?

ROL: While I was snooping through the computers with Dovan’s Master Key I realized that I could create fake identities for us. Ones with high level access.

YUBARI: So who are we?

ROL: I am Lord Robert and you are Princess Frost.

YUBARI: On what world am I a princess?

ROL: On an Amazon warrior type planet?

YUBARI: ...You may live.

ROL: You are as merciful as you are beautiful, my lady.

YUBARI: Don’t push it.

ROL: Right. These VIP passes should get us through most of the security, but we’ll have to improvise a way up to the tower when we get there.

HOSTESS: This monorail is approaching the Castle, the heart of Leino.

YUBARI: Well, you better think fast.

SCENE 4A-26

LOCATION: ORBIT SKIMMER – HIGH ORBIT

LORHROK: Captain...

DOVAN: No, Mister Lorhrok.  Request denied.

LORHROK: Captain...

DOVAN: No!  You will not be sick on this ride.  We’re barely halfway to the moon, and I don’t see a barf bag.

LORHROK: (moaning a little) Pretty obvious oversight, isn’t it?

DOVAN: Hang on.  I’ve got something on scanners.  Intercept course.

LORHROK: Let me.

DOVAN: Any idea what it is?

LORHROK: Some kind of automated probe, maybe? But these readings... It’s charging weapons!

DOVAN: Evasive!

(Dovan pulls up hard!  He’s just in time to dodge the drone’s deadly LASER BOLTS!)

LORHROK: Are there any shields on this thing?

DOVAN: Nope!  Gimme weapons!

(Lorhrok flicks a switch as Dovan continues swerving about to avoid laser fire.)

LORHROK: They’re not working!

DOVAN: It’s an orbital defense pod!  It must have weapons!

LORHROK: It does, but they aren’t activated!

DOVAN: Try the Master Key!  It enabled all the flight controls in the first place.

LORHROK: Just did.  Nothing!  It must stay locked until the whole system is active.

DOVAN: Hang on!

(Dovan dodges sharp to port, and the drone buzzes right by their cockpit, firing just wide.)

LORHROK: Bypassing!

DOVAN: I can’t keep this up for long!

LORHROK: What I wouldn’t give for a sonic screwdriver...

DOVAN: Really, Alecz!

LORHROK: I’m almost there!

DOVAN: Brace yourself!

(Dovan does a full loop-de-loop.)

LORHROK: Whoooooooaaaaa!  Ow!

(Lorhrok bumps his head.)

DOVAN: Told you to stay buckled in.

LORHROK: An L-4.  I should have known.  Just this conduit, then... (He adjusts the conduit) Got it!

DOVAN: Weapons hot and... weapons free!

(The pod shoots back at the drone!  A hit!  The drone explodes.)

LORHROK: You got him!

DOVAN: Well done, Number One.

LORHROK: Thank you, sir.  May I suggest we proceed to the moon?

DOVAN: Make it so.

LORHROK: Why does that work when you say it?

DOVAN: Hm?

LORHROK: Nothing.  Full speed ahead.

SCENE 4A-27

LOCATION: LEINO – THE CASTLE – A CORRIDOR

(We hear metal taps, then a soft metal crash.)

YUBARI: We’re clear.

ROL: Good. Then would you please get out? These ventilation shafts are way too small for me.

YUBARI: Just... one... sec.

(She wiggles free and drops to the marble floor.)

ROL: (sighs) Much better. Coming down.

(Rol follows Yubari’s lead in getting down.)

YUBARI: Shh! According to the plans, there’s an elevator around the corner that goes to the CEO’s office. There will be one or two guards on it.

ROL: Right, so here’s what we’ll do. There’s some kind of crisis about cappion fruit. I’ll pretend that I’m the representative of the company, and have them tell her assistant I’m here. Then they’ll radio up to tell her, and she’ll want to see me right away. Once I’m up there I’ll make sure there aren’t any problems, and then I’ll have her tell her people that you are my assistant and send you up.

YUBARI: You ready?

ROL: What?

YUBARI: I knocked out the guards while you were talking. There’s a DNA scanner to get on the elevator, but the guard’s DNA worked.

ROL: Oh... I guess we should go up then.

YUBARI: Come on.

ROL: “Knocked him out”? Where’s the elegance in that?

(The elevator dings, the door opens.)

SCENE 4A-28

LOCATION: MOON BASE – INTERROGATION ROOM

THUG #3: Listen, brat.  You are going to let us into that meeting, now.

MINA: (sniffling) I told you, I can’t.

THUG #3: Unbelievable.  This is your last chance to cooperate, girl.  My buddy is out there calling Stimech, and I know what he’ll say: you open the doors or you’re no longer worth keeping alive.

(Mina starts crying)

(THUG #1 returns to the room.)

THUG #1: Hey.

THUG #3: You’re back. Maybe you can get her to play smart.

THUG #1: Stimech told us to use more... forceful methods with the girl. He’ll call off the strike force once we have the Key.

THUG #3: The strike force is still coming?  To destroy the moon?  The moon we’re still on?

(Slight hissing starts.)

THUG #1: He said it would “motivate” us.

THUG #3: (cracks his knuckles) Girlie, you’re gonna be sorry you didn’t talk to us earlier.

THUG #1: Wait, do you hear that?

(The hissing has risen in volume.)

(Pause.)

THUG #3: What is that?  Is that gas?

THUG #1: Grab the girl.  We’re movin’ out.

MINA: 	No!  (she kicks Thug #3)

THUG #3: Ow!

MINA: 	Let me go, you ugly dsokdpach!

THUG #1: Oh my G– Where did a girl your age learn that word?

THUG #3: Help me with her legs!  The gas! (starts coughing a little)

(Power cuts!  Lights go out!)

THUG #1: The lights! Lock the door!

(Door opens, Dovan enters.)

THUG #3: (Mina kicks him again) Ow!  I can’t see!

DOVAN: Hi.  Did you know that ancient Bolians hunted by smell?

THUG #3: What? (punched in the face!) Ohhhnhnn... (falls to ground)

DOVAN: Yeah.  We have amazing noses.  Usually a curse, but, in a fistfight in a dark room...

(He grabs the other thug’s arm and twists it way back, near to breaking.)

THUG #1: Ah- ah ahhh ahhh ahhhhhh yearrrrgh! (karate chop in the back, Kirk-style, and the thug goes down)  Ohhnnnnn...

DOVAN: And that’s all the science facts I have for today!	(looking around)

Mina?

MINA: Blue!

DOVAN: Take my hand, kid.  Let’s get out of here.

(They exit to the hallway.)

MINA: What took you so long?

DOVAN: I’m sorry.  I won’t let it happen again.  Nice gas leak, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Thank you.  And close the door behind you.  The more gas gets trapped in that room, the longer they’ll sleep.

(Dovan closes the door.)

LORHROK: So, what next?

DOVAN: I’d love to stop by the summit and meet Mina’s dad, but there’s no time, and the bad guys are probably watching the entrances.  We have to get the Master Key to the control center and activate the orbital defenses.

LORHROK: Do you know the way?

MINA: No.  But I do.

SCENE 4A-29

LOCATION: LEINO – THE CASTLE – ELEVATOR

YUBARI: Alright, Rol, you’re up.

ROL: Me?

YUBARI: I’m the combat person, you’re the people person.

ROL: You’re assuming the CEO’s office hasn’t already been compromised.

YUBARI: Well, if it has, I’m still armed.

ROL: With a child’s laser gun.

(Elevator “dings!” Doors open.)

YUBARI: Do your job right, and I won’t have to use it.

(They step out.)

LOCATION: LEINO – THE CASTLE – CEO’S OFFICE ANTECHAMBER

ROL: You can’t just order me around like that.

YUBARI: Actually, I can, Ensign.

KAMI: Are you two done?

ROL: Wait.  Kami?

KAMI: Fantastic, walk-ins who do their research. I don’t have any appointments scheduled today and walk-ins are not welcome.  Get out.

YUBARI: We need to see CEO Nella Ren.

KAMI: She’s not available, but I can arrange a sitdown with Kalis Stonn, our Chief of Security.

YUBARI: Ha ha.

ROL: Kami, [listen to me very carefully]

(The office door opens.  CEO Nella Ren steps out.)

NELLA: Kami, I need the maintenance schedule for the Terror [Turner]— Who are these people?

KAMI: They’re –

ROL: Ah, we’re from maintenance, ma’am.  You called about the Terror Turner?

NELLA: Very proactive of you, Kami.  I’m impressed!

KAMI: But they aren’t –

ROL: Chief Stimech sent us up, Kami.

KAMI: Really?

NELLA: Step into my office, gentlemen.

ROL: Of course, CEO.

KAMI: Hold on, I need to run their security check.

NELLA: You haven’t checked them in yet?

KAMI: They just got here.  Can you free my comm panel so I can call security, CEO?

NELLA: We’ve never called security before.

KAMI: Heightened alert, because of the conference.

NELLA: Consider the channel open.

YUBARI: Rol, we’re gonna get made.

ROL: Kami, this is urgent.  Can we go in now, and you can run the security check during our meeting? Stimech will vouch for us.

NELLA: That seems acceptable.

KAMI: I’ll at least need to see your badges.

ROL: Sure!  Let me just pull mine out... You know, this is why the maintenance gang calls you The Great Compromise.

NELLA: You mean The Great Compromiser.

ROL: No, I mean Kami is the great Compromise. Asuka.

KAMI: Alright, that’s enough!

(She pulls and charges a disruptor!)

NELLA: A gun!  Why do you have a gun!

KAMI: You’re not with Stimech. Up against the wall.

NELLA: But who are they?

KAMI: You too, CEO!  Against the wall!

NELLA: What?!  KAMI!

KAMI: NOW, CEO! What’s taking you, princess?

YUBARI: You haven’t noticed that I’m pointing a gun at your head, too, lady.

KAMI: A Laser Tackle gun?

YUBARI: Unlocked with a Master Key.

NELLA: How do you know about the Master Keys?

KAMI: Ah, you must be the blue boy’s collaborators.  How did you know about me?

ROL: I overheard your meeting with Stimech today in the tunnels.  Otherwise, your cover was excellent.

NELLA: Cover?  What is he talking about, Kami?

ROL: I would have walked right into this.  Practically did anyway – had to improvise that ludicrous story about Stimech and hope it held for a few seconds.

KAMI: Just long enough to signal your muscle to train a gun on me.

ROL: But still not fast enough to keep you from doing the same.  You have my professional respect.

YUBARI: Now?  Really?

ROL: A good infiltration is a good infiltration.  That doesn’t mean I’ll let her off the hook for trying to blow up the moon.  The moon with Mina on it.

NELLA: The moon?  Is Mina in danger, Kami?  Did you...?

KAMI: I don’t want to blow up the moon.  I just need to make a phone call, and they’ll call off the strike force.

ROL: I think we should let her.

YUBARI: As long as I don’t have to put my gun down.

KAMI: Fantastic.

NELLA: I demand somebody tell me –

KAMI: You know that ride where you make a wish, CEO?  Every time I ride it, I wish you’d give me an excuse to shoot you.  Be quiet.

NELLA: OH!

KAMI: Computer, put me through to Greenfield Exchange, ID Stimech.

HOSTESS: Connected.

STIMECH: Kami, where have you been?

KAMI: The CEO turned off my comms.  We have the girl.  Call off the strike.

STIMECH: No.

KAMI: What do you mean, “no”?  We have the Master Key!  Just get in to the summit and kill everyone there!

NELLA: What?

KAMI: Nella...

STIMECH: We had the Master Key.  That blue meddler stole her back.  And your cousins didn’t have much luck with her – apparently someone told them not to hurt her.

KAMI: Stimech, you can’t let this happen.

STIMECH: It’s already done.  The moon will be destroyed in twenty cycles.  I suggest you wrap up any remaining... business and meet me at the rendezvous.  You won’t want to be on Leino when its moon explodes. (short pause) For family, Kami.

KAMI: For (swallows) for family.

STIMECH: Stimech out.

(Pause.)

NELLA: How long have you been working for them?

KAMI: Oh, the whole time, Nella.  We needed to end the peace negotiations between the Milo and the Wanton.  That’s all.

NELLA: You’re going to kill my husband!  My daughter!

KAMI: And you think I don’t regret that?  I’ve been more of a mother to Mina than you ever have!

NELLA: You BI[TCH!]

Anyway, Nella tries to lunge at Kami, but Rol restrains her.

ROL: No! She still has a gun, CEO.  You’re no good to Mina dead.

YUBARI: We can stop this.  Nella, we can activate the orbital defense with your Master Key.

KAMI: You can what?

ROL: We can still stop this, Kami. We can save Mina.

(Pause.)

KAMI: There’s more at stake than just Mina.

ROL: There’s always “more at stake.”  I used to tell myself that, too.

KAMI: (snorts) Like you know.

ROL: “A just society must go to any lengths to defend itself.”  I let a lot of horrible things happen for that idea.  Let a lot of people die.

KAMI: So what changed?  You got caught?  Turned on your people to save yourself?

ROL: (scoffing laugh) I was way too good to get caught. No: I met someone who made me realize that we were sacrificing all the things that made our survival worthwhile.  We changed our ways.

KAMI: And everything was flowers and sweetmints from then on?

ROL: No, actually, we came within a hair’s breadth of galactic annihilation.  Changing isn’t cheap.  But, when Zero Hour finally came, I knew that I was happier to die that day for what I believed in, than I had been to live preserving a façade for a long, long time before. (short pause) Don’t let that happen to you, Kami. Save the moon.  Save Mina.

(The elevator dings.  Doors open.  Kalis Stonn, chief of security, walks out. It’s the henchman from early in the episode!)

HENCHMAN: Well, well, what’s this?  Looks like just the sort of thing you’d want Leino’s Chief of Security to stumble into.

NELLA: Kalis!  Thank the lares [LAR-ays]! Arrest them! All three!

HENCHMAN: Nah, I don’t think so, Nella.  In fact, I’m resigning, effective immediately.  Kami, Stimech sent me to help extract you.  And maybe kill the CEO.  He knows you don’t like her.

YUBARI: How much of this company’s senior staff was actually working for the company?

HENCHMAN: And these two?  More collateral damage?

NELLA: Please, Kami, I’ll give you anything you want!  Money?  A spot on the board?  Please don’t do this!

KAMI: Shut up! (silence) Good to see you, too, Stonn.  Hold on; I want to stun Nella - she’ll make a good hostage.  The other two... yeah, kill ‘em.

(Kami adjusts the settings on her disruptor.)

HENCHMAN: You sure?  This one’s got a gun pointed at your head.

KAMI: Laser Tackle gun.  It’ll knock me out, but now I have you to rescue me from this doomed planet.

YUBARI : Darn it.

KAMI: Oh, and, Stonn?

STONN: Yeah, cuz?

KAMI: Sorry about this.

(She shoots Stonn, who gasps and falls to the floor!)

NELLA: You... you shot your own man.  Er, my man.  Who was... your man. Why?

KAMI: I want a top-of-the-line courier ship, a constant supply of dilithium crystals, and fifty thousand shares in your company.

NELLA: Twenty thousand.

(Disruptor recharges.)

NELLA: Fifty it is!

KAMI: Deal.

ROL: Now that that’s settled...

YUBARI: Nella, we need your Master Key to activate the orbital defense.  Can you call Mina’s Master Key and ask her to activate the one on the moon?

NELLA: Of course.  Kami, if you would...?

KAMI: Are you serious right now?

NELLA: You haven’t resigned.

KAMI: Unbelievable.

NELLA: (sigh) Fine.  I’ll do it myself.

ROL: Good.  We’ll go after Stimech.

YUBARI: We will?

KAMI: Yes. We will.

YUBARI: But we have the kid back and the planet safe.

ROL: I’ve met men like Stimech.  Blowing up a moon was only his first fallback.  He will have others.

KAMI: He’s right.  Stimech doesn’t fail.

NELLA: I’ll send some of our security with you.

KAMI: No, we keep a close eye on security, when we aren’t manipulating them.

ROL: Or infiltrating them.

KAMI: That’s part of manipulation.

YUBARI: Good grief. There are two of them.

NELLA: Whatever you’re planning to do, do it now.  And far out of my sight.

ROL: Right.  Move out!

(They walk for the elevators.)

ROL: Lieutenant, can you contact the Major while I confer with our new... ally?

YUBARI: What makes you think I can contact the Major?

(They reach the elevator, which goes ding immediately when Rol presses the button, and enter.)

LOCATION: LEINO – THE CASTLE - ELEVATOR

ROL: Oh, you marines spend half your time making up code names and private languages.  I’ve seen you using them in the Delta Lounge.  I’m sure you can thwart a little feeble communications network monitoring, Codename Blossom.

YUBARI: I was afraid that would come out someday.

ROL: Your secret’s safe with me, ma’am.

(Yubari takes a few steps away.)

Meanwhile, the scene continues:

ROL: Alright, Kami. So where is this rendezvous?

KAMI: There’s a disused launch site next to the docks in Wilm. I had a shuttle stored there. It was a backup escape plan.

ROL: Alright. Do you think that you can play Stimech?

KAMI: Do you trust me to?

ROL: Trust doesn’t come easy to me.

KAMI: That’s not a ‘no’.

ROL: You’d think I was a fool if I said ‘yes’. Let’s just say, I think I understand what’s going on in your mind.

KAMI: Do you?

ROL: You told your family not to hurt Mina. People like us don’t care about the people we’re conning... Not usually.

KAMI: ...We aren’t what you think. We’re not terrorists. We don’t favor either side. We’re a family.

ROL: A family?

KAMI: A massive extended family of arms dealers.

ROL: And peace would destroy your business.

KAMI: Stimech is convinced that without the business our family would fall apart. It’s what ties us together.

ROL: Then why are you helping us?

KAMI: Because family isn’t just born. It’s adopted. War orphans mainly. I hoped... That is... I thought...

ROL: That you could take Mina into the family.

KAMI: Her parents were supposed to be in that meeting. I guess I started to see Mina as part of our family a little prematurely.

ROL: I think you had doubts before that.

KAMI: Of course I did. Stimech is one of the more extreme members of the family. But he is very convincing.

ROL: There are other ways to preserve your family.

KAMI: ...Maybe.

SCENE 4A-30

LOCATION: LEINO MOON – CONTROL TOWER

NELLA: Now rotate the Master Key forty-five degrees, until you hear it click.

LORHROK: Okay... okay...  (click!) Got it.

NELLA: Excellent.  Now confirm the Orbit Skimmer outage notice, and send partial vouchers to all current Orbit Skimmer ticketholders.  And you’re done!

MINA: We did it?

NELLA: You did it, Mina.  I just guided you.

LORHROK: The defense system is coming online!  Oh, Mina, come look at this – it’s amazing.

MINA: The Orbit Skimmer cars are all glowing!

NELLA: They’re building up weapons charge.  Any ship that passes the parking perimeter will be destroyed.  The moon – and my family – are safe.

LORHROK: (sigh of relief) Oh, good. Um, this won't target our Orbit Skimmer, will it?

NELLA: It shouldn't.  Why?  And, come to think of it, where did your captain go?

LORHROK: He's just, um...

MINA: He's going to make sure the bad guy doesn't get away.

NELLA: He's what?

SCENE 4A-31

LOCATION: LEINO – WILM – DISUSED LAUNCH SITE

MAJOR: I'm still not sure about our odds, ma'am.  We have one disruptor between the three of us.  If Kami was right about there being twenty armed people in there...

YUBARI: Rol, maybe we should wait a little longer for more marine backup.

ROL: We won't have to take out twenty of them if Kami does a good job with the sonic grenade.

YUBARI: That's just it, Ensign. Are you certain we can trust her?

ROL: Certain? No. But the plan to murder the moon had already brought her to a tipping point, and Mina pushed her past it.

(Suddenly, a high-pitched whine some distance away, which builds into an explosion.)

YUBARI: That's the grenade!

ROL: It went off too soon.

YUBARI: We have to move in.  Slowly.

(They all start creeping forward.)

STIMECH: Traitor!  You've given up your family, and for what?!

YUBARI: Looks like about half of them are down.

STIMECH: The family will fail because of your sentimentality?

KAMI: I should have walked away when you decided to kill a planet!

STIMECH: It was for family!

KAMI: It was for yourself!  Our family never approved this!  That’s why you convinced us to do it all in secret!

STIMECH: I will destroy whatever threatens my family. Even you!

KAMI: You wouldn’t dare.

STIMECH: I trusted you, Kami!

KAMI: And I trust you, Stimech! Take my disruptor! (she charges her disruptor... and hands it over to him) There!  Your niece’s life is in your hands!

(Pause.)

STIMECH: My niece died when you betrayed us.

ROL: Kami!

(Rol breaks into a run... just as the disruptor fires. Kami screams in pain and falls to floor)

(Now Yubari breaks into a run, following after Rol. The Major starts firing.)

THUG #4: Hey, stop!  UHGHG!

(Thug #4 is taken out by Rol’s uppercut to the jaw.)

HENCHWOMAN: Who is that guy?  Ooof!

(And the henchwoman is taken out by Yubari’s gut punch, which is followed by heavy elbows to the back, knocking her to the ground, senseless.)

YUBARI: He’s my shipmate.  You made him mad.

(Yubari catches up to Rol just as Rol reaches Stimech.)

STIMECH: Just who the hell are you?

ROL: A friend of Kami’s.

STIMECH: She doesn’t need friends.  She has family.

ROL: Now she has both.  And you...

(Stimech gasps in pain as Rol grabs him and lifts him by the

throat.)

ROL: ...have neither.

STIMECH: Let... go...

ROL: Let’s see.  You tried to destroy the moon my best friend is on.

(Stimech grunts.)

YUBARI: Rol, I think you’ve made your point...

ROL: And you just killed the only person in your faction worth a damn.

(Stimech grunts.)

KAMI: Rol?

ROL: Kami?

(Rol throws Stimech’s body to one side. Stimech gasps for breath.)

ROL: You should be dead.  How-? (chuckles) The disruptor you gave him.  It was still at a lower setting.

KAMI: You can’t expect an infiltrator to reveal her tricks.

ROL: Next time, lower it more.  Lieutenant, we need a medic!  Major!

MAJOR: Area secure!  No hostiles standing!

(At that moment, a roaring from the one man ship right next to them.  It takes off and flies speedily away.)

ROL: Stimech! NO! I thought he was unconscious!

MAJOR: Firing downrange!

(The Major fires a few shots at the escaping shuttle.)

ROL: He’s getting away!

YUBARI: He won’t get far.  Contact Dovan.

SCENE 4A-33

LOCATION: SHUTTLE

(The shuttle breaks out of the atmosphere into orbit.)

STIMECH: Activate sensor scattering field! (beep boop from the computer) That should keep their automated grid from noticing me.  That traitor!  She’s ruined everything.  I’ll have to engage Contingency Three.  The peace must not be signed.

(Proximity alarm goes off.)

STIMECH: Proximity alarm?  But how?

(The shuttle explodes.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The explosion expands in space.)

LOCATION: ORBIT SKIMMER POD

DOVAN: Gotchya.

SCENE 4A-34

LOCATION: THE CASTLE – THE RESTAURANT

LORHROK: This is really delicious, CEO Nella.

NELLA: Of course it is.  Captain, you and your crew are welcome back here any time. Free of charge. (pause) Within reason, of course.

DOVAN: Of course. How did the summit go?

NELLA: Very well. It will take time, but it’s the first real step towards peace between the Milo Alliance and the Wanton in decades.

DOVAN: That’s excellent. My crew and I will be here a few more days; maybe there will be a chance for me to meet your husband between meetings. By the way, where’s Mina?

NELLA: I think she’s trying to sneak on your ship.

DOVAN: I’ll have Yubari tighten security. I don’t even want to think about the havoc Mina could wreak on the Excelsior.

ROL: I still can’t believe the entire Orbit Skimmer is offline until farther notice!

LORHROK: It is being used the protect the planet, Rol. We still don’t know if there are other threats to the summit.

ROL: But I never got a chance to ride it!

LORHROK: Well, maybe there’s a chance to make up for that.

NEEVA: Unbelievable. We were enjoying facials, massages, and aromatherapy. While Yubari was saving the planet.

YUBARI: Technically it was the moon.

NEEVA: Why do you get to have all the fun?

SHARP: You can’t really complain, Neeva. The spa did wonders for us. I haven’t been this relaxed since I was assigned to the Excelsior. And Lorhrok hasn’t been able to take his eyes off you all evening.

NEEVA: He usually doesn’t anyway. But, you’re right. I don’t think I’ve ever been as pampered as I was today.

SHARP: Still, it does beg the question. If our Girls’ Day ended with one of us saving the planet. Fine, the moon. (pause) How will it go tomorrow, when Kestra and Adow get the day off?

(They all laugh)

EPILOGUE (SCENE 4A-35)

LOCATION: SHUTTLE

KAMI: Starship Log for the Kindred, Entry one. I still don’t know if I did the right thing. Stimech was an extremist, but was he right? Is my family so dependent on business that we will fall apart without war? So many of us have been hurt by the war that we only facilitate. Now I have the resources to make a difference on my own. I know I have family who will help me; and I’m learning I might have friends who will do the same. I think I’m going to start by [setting a course for]

(Something falls over in the back of the ship.)

KAMI: Computer pause recording. (alien computer beep) Who’s there?

(Pause.)

(Then, footsteps approach from aft.)

MINA: Hi Kami.

KAMI: Mina?

MINA: I was hoping I could come with you. Just for a little while.

KAMI: But, your parents.

MINA: They think I’m on the Excelsior.

KAMI: Mina... This isn’t really a good idea.

MINA: But you always said I needed some real education! To learn how the universe really works!

KAMI: That’s true, but-

MINA: You said it yourself. Mom and Dad get so wrapped up that they don’t even notice when I’m gone sometimes!

KAMI: You’ve just been kidnapped. They’ll notice you’re gone.

MINA: I told you. I made them think I’m stowing away on Blue’s ship.

KAMI: Then you should be there, not with me. I’m the one that had you kidnapped.

MINA: Yeah. But you didn’t let anything happen to me. And you won’t let anything happen to me. Please, just for a few days!

KAMI: ...Alright. Get up here.

MINA: Yes!

(Mina runs up and sets herself in the co-pilot chair.)

KAMI: Just for a few days!

MINA: Sure! Just a few days!

(The ship blasts off into the sunset.)


4.7 Meeting Minutes


SCENE 4G-01

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 - TURBOLIFT

UNDERWOOD: Personal log, Stardate Six-oh-five-four-eight-point-six, Commander Joshua Underwood recording. Admiral Athos Parker, Starbase Nine-One-One, has invited me to present at a policy conference with him.  While I’m flattered by the opportunity, I’m not looking forward to spending a day in a shuttle with the Admiral, given my personal history with him.

(Turbolift stops, Underwood steps out)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

MASTERSON: Commander Underwood, welcome to Starbase Nine-One-One, the hub of Union System.

UNDERWOOD: Thank you, Commander...

MASTERSON: Alix Masterson. Admiral Parker is in the O.O.D.’s Office.

(She starts walking that way. Underwood follows.)

UNDERWOOD: Lead the way, Commander.

(They reach the door to the Officer of the Deck office.  The door rolls open.  Masterson steps in, Underwood just behind her.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – OFFICER OF THE DECK’S OFFICE

MASTERSON: Commander Underwood, just arriving, sir.

PARKER: Thank you, Commander.  Dismissed.

MASTERSON: Sir.

(She turns and exits, the door closing behind her.)

PARKER: Mister Underwood, I am pleased to see you.

UNDERWOOD: Admiral Parker, I’m... surprised?

PARKER: Understandably. I’ll explain. But first, tell me, how is Commander Masterson?

UNDERWOOD: You’d know better than I: she’s your X.O. We only spoke for a moment.

PARKER: And you didn’t notice anything... unusual... in that moment?

UNDERWOOD: Nothing as unusual as this conversation.  Sir.

PARKER: It’s my birthday tomorrow, and I’m afraid she’s planning a surprise party.

UNDERWOOD: Ah, well, then, I understand.  Can’t be seen having fun, can you?

PARKER: Commander, I detect a note of insubordination.

UNDERWOOD: This year, you’ve had me secretly survey ancient Iconian ruins all over the quadrant – and you’ve ordered me to lie to my captain more than once to keep it secret.

PARKER: Commander, six years ago, we had an argument. You punched me in the face. It was a mean right uppercut.

UNDERWOOD: That has nothing to do with it.  And it was a left hook.

PARKER: Was it?  I suppose it was.

UNDERWOOD: You had me thrown out of Starfleet.  Took me years to claw my way back in.

PARKER: Tell me, do you remember what I whispered to you that day, as I let you out of the headlock?

UNDERWOOD: Admiral – [I don’t see how it helps either of us to dig up old memories like this.]

PARKER: Answer the question. That’s an order.

UNDERWOOD: You said... You said, “I knew you couldn’t do it.”

(Pause.)

PARKER: Correct. Good.  Good.  Mister Underwood... you’re still you.

UNDERWOOD: Excuse me?

PARKER: Not here, Commander.  I’ve secured the room, but I’m not sure how long it will hold.  Here, take this.  Switch it on.

(Parker hands Underwood a piece of equipment, about the size of a fist. Underwood switches it on.)

UNDERWOOD: What is it?

PARKER: A biosign projector.  Anyone who scans this will detect a human male, age approximately forty, BMI twenty-eight, genetic predisposition to hyperopia.

UNDERWOOD: Me.

PARKER: Precisely.  I have one, too.  Now take this.

(Parker hands Underwood another device, nearly identical, and Underwood switches it on as above.)

UNDERWOOD: This being...?

PARKER: A biosign scrambler.  Key it to your commbadge, like this.

(Parker taps his commbadge three times in a row, and the device beep-boops in acknowledgement.)

PARKER: Now if anyone scans me, they’ll read no life signs at all.  They’ll only see the false readings from the projector.  Do it.

(Underwood does the same thing with the commbadge.)

UNDERWOOD: Admiral, with all due respect, just what the devil [are you doing?]

PARKER: Are we doing? In good time. Now, I need to know, right now, this second: will you obey my orders, Commander?

UNDERWOOD: Lawful orders?

PARKER: Scrupulously.

UNDERWOOD: Then I will obey them, Admiral.

PARKER: Thank you, Commander.  But you can call me ‘sir.’  Now, clip those under your waistband and follow me; our shuttle is ready to leave for the conference.

(He walks straight out the door.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

(Masterson and Gwyn are softly talking [inaudibly])

(Underwood follows Parker, but only after waiting a couple seconds, and then he has to hurry to catch up.  As Parker reaches Masterson near the bottom of the stairs, he stops.)

PARKER: Commander Masterson, the station is yours.

MASTERSON: Aye, sir.

PARKER: Doctor Gwyn, what brings you up to the C.I.C.?

DAFFYD GWYN: Just checking in with Alix here about Lieutenant Commander Koll’s condition.

PARKER: Have you found out the reason for his coma yet?

GWYN: I’m afraid not, sir.  But we’ll keep at it!

PARKER: See that you do.  Mister Underwood?

(They continue to the lift.)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

PARKER: Command Dock, Berth One.

(The lift beeps in compliance. and sends them on their way.)

(Pause.)

PARKER: Lieutenant Commander Aurin Koll is my best friend in the world.

UNDERWOOD: He’s in a coma?

PARKER: For over a week now.

UNDERWOOD: What happened?

PARKER: He didn’t report for duty one morning.  Doctor Gwyn says he was found in bed, unconscious.

UNDERWOOD: You say it like you don’t believe Doctor Gwyn’s report, sir.

PARKER: They’re telling me it’s something wrong with his symbiote.  Aurin’s a joined Trill.  Gwyn says it looks like rejection.

UNDERWOOD: The early days of a joining can be very difficult on the body.  I’m sure, once his body gets used to the symbiote...

PARKER: Aurin was joined thirteen years ago with no complications.  In the entire history of Trill medicine, there’s no record of symbiote rejection this late in a stable joining. Not naturally, anyway.

UNDERWOOD: Are you suggesting that someone has attacked a member of your command staff?  What does Doctor Gwyn think of that?

PARKER: Hm... We’re here.

(The turbolift arrives and opens.  They exit.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – SMALL SHUTTLEBAY

PARKER: Smile for the cameras, Commander.

UNDERWOOD: Mm?

PARKER: There, there, and there.  Don’t look at them, Commander.  We are being watched.

(They open the shuttlecraft door and enter.  Door closes behind them.)

LOCATION: SHUTTLECRAFT WHITNEY

UNDERWOOD: Admiral, this all seems awfully irregular.

PARKER: Very observant, Commander. Now, have you ever used a Rutian [ROOT-ee-en] dimensional shifter?

UNDERWOOD: I’ve never even heard of it.

(Parker takes the pilot controls and starts pressing buttons.)

PARKER: It’s a kind of transporter. (he opens the comm) C.I.C., Shuttlecraft Whitney, request launch clearance and routing, over.

MASTERSON: Shuttlecraft Whitney, Starbase Nine-One-One actual, standby for clearance, over.

PARKER: Acknowledged, over. (he closes the comm channel) It’s a kind of transporter.  It allows you to beam through shields, undetected, at long range, but at a cost – use it five times in your life and you’re a vegetable, six and you’re dead.

MASTERSON: Shuttlecraft Whitney, clearance granted, please use departure vector vulcan-niner-echo, over.

(The shuttlebay door begins to open, and standard decompression alarms go off as the air evacuates.)

PARKER: (opens comm channel) Vulcan-niner-echo, confirmed, over. (closes comm channel)

MASTERSON: Safe journey, Admiral.  Over and out.

(Parker powers the engines. The shuttle lifts off.)

PARKER: Sloppy.  That’s their weakness: they think nobody’s paying attention.

UNDERWOOD: Sir?

(The shuttle exits the starbase through a forcefield.  They are now in open space.)

PARKER: Commander Masterson’s the best adjutant I’ve ever had. I understand she’s a warm and gregarious person in private, but with me she maintains our distance precisely. She’d never wish me a “safe journey” on an open channel. And she certainly wouldn’t call me “Admiral.”

UNDERWOOD: But isn’t that... what she just did?

PARKER: Quickly now, Commander.  Here, take this.

UNDERWOOD: What is it?

PARKER: Your inverter.  It’ll activate the dimensional shifter.  Computer, engage shuttlecraft autopilot, program Roark-Gamma-Six.

(The computer beeps.)

COMPUTER: Autopilot engaged.

UNDERWOOD: We’re not actually going to the conference, are we?

PARKER: Our shuttlecraft will arrive and enter orbit, Starfleet records will show we attended, and half a dozen witnesses will swear we were there.

UNDERWOOD: I was really rather looking forward to giving my paper.  Spent days on it.

PARKER: Commander, I don’t give a tinker’s damn about your paper. Lives are on the line, not least your own.  Now, place your biosign projector on the co-pilot seat.  As far as anyone following this shuttle is concerned, we’re on our way to the conference.

UNDERWOOD: Aye, sir.

PARKER: Beginning dimensional shift...

(They dimensionally shift away.)

SCENE 4G-02a

LOCATION: SS TAWNY ANNE

(Parker and Underwood dimensionally shift onto the deck of this small, grimy, worn-out courier ship.)

UNDERWOOD: Admiral, where [did you send us?]

(Parker cries out in terrible pain, collapsing to his knees.)

UNDERWOOD: Admiral!  Are you alright?

PARKER: I... I’ll be fine.

COX: Maybe. (she draws and charges a phaser) Maybe not.  What the hell are you two doing on my ship?

UNDERWOOD: Skipper Samantha Cox!  I thought you were in a resettlement colony, in New Zealand.

COX: That’s not your most pressing concern right now, Mister Underwood.  Why shouldn’t I stun you right now and turn you over for trespassing?

PARKER: Skipper! (grunt) Skipper... You’re here to meet a Ferengi merchant named Turgil. He offered you a bargain price on leola root, in bulk.

COX: That’s right. You can’t get leola in the Federation. My crew misses it. That doesn’t answer my question.

PARKER: Skipper, Turgil’s not here. He hasn’t been in this sector in twenty years. I sent you that message. I brought your ship here, at this exact time, to these exact coordinates, because you and Mister Underwood are the only ones I can trust.

UNDERWOOD: Admiral, are you...?

PARKER: I’m fine.  That was my just third time using the shifter.  They say three and four hurt even more than five and six.  I didn’t realize... just how much...

COX: I don’t know about you, Underwood, but I’d like to know what makes us so important.

UNDERWOOD: Lower your phaser first, Skipper.

COX: I don’t think so.

UNDERWOOD: Skipper, I’m as in the dark as you are about what’s going on, but I’ve been watching Admiral Parker.  He’s scared, he’s desperate, he needs us for some reason, and that’s the truth.

(Skipper Cox deactivates and holsters her gun)

UNDERWOOD: Thank you. Admiral, there are fifty thousand people on your starbase. I’m the man you drummed out of Starfleet, now a lowly first officer on deep space assignment. Skipper Cox spent most of her life lost in space outside the galaxy.  She only got back on Stardate Five-nine-seven... zero-six?

COX: Zero-four.

UNDERWOOD: Hardly a year ago. She and her crew are only just starting to settle into their new life. How can we possibly be the “only” people you trust?

PARKER: I knew you’d understand what was happening.  And I knew you weren’t already infested.

UNDERWOOD: Infested?

COX: Infested... Oh, God. The buggers... They’re here.

PARKER: Yes.  Three weeks ago, the neural parasites we call “the bluegills” began to infiltrate Starbase Nine-One-One. They’ve taken control of at least some of my command staff. I don’t know how, I don’t know who, I don’t know how many, but I know that they want me dead... or worse.

UNDERWOOD: But we defeated the bluegills!  On the Excelsior, at Gevinon Prime!

PARKER: No. You erased one planet. You upset their delicate balance of power. You plunged them back into conflict with the Borg, which held off the Sword of Damocles for a little while longer. But the bluegills – and the Sword – remain an existential threat to the Federation. You were whining earlier because I forced you to survey Iconian ruins, secretly. Do you know why I did that, Commander?

UNDERWOOD: No.

PARKER: Because the bluegills have been doing the same thing, all this year.  We noticed just after Gevinon: they sweep into a system, scour any Iconian ruins they find, and then disappear. It’s unprecedented, and the ruins are responding defensively, in ways we’ve never seen before – an anti-bluegill dancing plague on Mantua, an automatic sentry the size of a dwarf planet near Zathana. All because the bluegills are looking for something, desperately, in the ruins of an ancient civilization. Captain Dovan figured it out months ago; I’m surprised you haven’t.

UNDERWOOD: Is that so.

COX: And now they’re here, in Federation space, risking discovery and the collapse of the Sword of Damocles. Why?

PARKER: That’s what I intend to find out. The bluegills on the Starbase were planning to make their move as soon as I was either infested or out of the way. I’ve dodged four attempts on my life in the past three days. As far as they know, I just left the system on a shuttle. Whatever they’re planning, they’ll do it now.

UNDERWOOD: Ample opportunities for them.  A thriving colony on Union Three, with links to the rest of the Raeyan Sector. Extensive Iconian ruins on Union Three’s surface.  And, of course, the Iconian Gateway to the other side of the galaxy – a key strategic position, especially when it comes to the bluegills.

PARKER: Don’t forget the Poseidon Shipyards. The Manner Research Station. Lay in a course for Union Three, Captain Cox. We can monitor the situation from there without drawing suspicion.

COX: No, I don’t think so.

PARKER: Captain Cox. Skipper, if you must. Surely you recognize how critical this is, why I had to lure you here.

COX: If anything you’re saying is true.  Underwood, have you tested the admiral for infestation?

UNDERWOOD: I checked the back of his neck, yes.  If he were infested, we’d be able to see a small breathing gill there.

COX: Maybe.

UNDERWOOD: Maybe?

COX: My crew tangled with the buggers a few times out in the Big Empty. We learned quick that the buggers know how to hide the gills; there’s a few ways of doing it. Their true weakness is memory. Even after they crawl into your skull and take over, they can’t read your memories. Have you asked the admiral anything only he would know?

PARKER: Skipper, this is absurd.  If we just [consider the path that brought us here...]

(Cox’s phaser comes back out.)

COX: This is set to kill, Admiral. I won’t hesitate to use it if you take one step toward me or him. Underwood?

UNDERWOOD: He asked me some questions. But not the other way ‘round.

COX: Then I’ll do it. Admiral, during our debriefing after the Anbar survivors came home, how long did you keep us before you let us take a break?  Was it four hours, or eight?

PARKER: Twenty-two.  Then we let you sleep for three and came back for another twenty-two. But even a bluegill would know that’s standard procedure in Special Projects Division.

COX: Standard procedure? Schmitty had a panic attack, tore up half the room. Instead of letting me help him calm down, you let your spooks stun him down.

PARKER: He lived.

COX: See, any bluegill infiltrator in the galaxy right there would have started with, “I’m sorry.” (Cox uncharges/lowers/holsters her weapon again.) But that’s their other weakness: personality. It’s hard to be as flint-hearted as you are, Parker. Even to fake it.

PARKER: We all have our duties. There are lines I won’t cross. Making your friends uncomfortable while I investigate an imminent threat to our very free will? Isn’t one of them.

COX: Uncomfort—! Fine. That’s Admiral Parker alright, Underwood. We might be better off with a bluegill.

PARKER: Captain Cox—

COX: Don’t get your panties in a twist, Admiral. I’ll lay in a course.

(She heads back to the fore of the compartment.)

UNDERWOOD: I can’t help noticing, sir, that the only two people you trust don’t like you very much.

PARKER: I suppose I could have called in General Hanas.  But her solution would probably involve a great deal of collateral damage.

UNDERWOOD: Might that be an acceptable loss, given the stakes?  If the bluegills start to win their war, not one of us will survive the winds that will blow then.

PARKER: I agree that there is an acceptable-loss threshold, Mister Underwood, but I think you fail to appreciate the sheer scale of General Hanas’s typical solutions.

UNDERWOOD: Not quite the flint-heart she thinks you are, then, eh, sir?

PARKER: Commander... I honestly don’t know anymore.

COX: Hey! Get up here!

(Underwood and Parker start to hurry over.)

UNDERWOOD: What happened?

COX: Another shuttlecraft just launched from Nine-one-one. Command deck.

PARKER: That’s the Maimonides. Commander Masterson’s yacht.

COX: They’ve set course for the planet.  Near Farway City.

PARKER: Hold course for Equinox; show no signs of interest.  Keep an eye on them, passive scans only.  We’ll let them get where they’re going, then we can drop into the atmosphere and follow undetected.

COX: I’m not an idiot, Admiral.

PARKER: I have some work to do before we make orbit.  Excuse me.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The shuttle flies by.)

SCENE 4G-98: THEME CREDITS

PARKER: They’re coming for us. A secret war rages across our galaxy, between two great enemies who could snuff us out like a candle. What they don’t know about... is me. From the Operations Center of Starbase Nine-One-One, I command fleets in two quadrants. I don’t know how to stop Armageddon, but maybe I can keep it hanging by a horsehair. I’m not the first. I won’t be the last. But, for today, at least... I’m your only hope. (pause) Star Trek: Excelsior.  (Pause.) Starring Nathan Lysne as Admiral Athos Roark-Parker

MASTERSON: With Janet Green as Commander Alix Masterson

UNDERWOOD: Gareth Bowley as Commander Joshua Underwood

COX: And Eleiece Krawiec as Skipper Sam Cox

SCENE 4G-2b

LOCATION: SHUTTLE

UNDERWOOD: We’re in cloud cover over Equinox, sir.

COX: The Maimonides is going to land.

PARKER: Where?

COX: A few kilometers northwest of Farway.

PARKER: The Iconian ruins.  Lay in a course, but keep us in the cloud bank.

(Cox is already complying.)

COX: In this weather?  Won’t be a problem.  At least we had one bit of good luck.

PARKER: Luck? No, I overrode the planet’s weather control system. Sent a thousand-kilometer cold front rolling in.  What did you think I was doing back there?

UNDERWOOD: How many life-forms aboard that shuttle?

COX: Passive scans only. Means no life-form readouts.

PARKER: The Maimonides seats six, but they could have as few as one person and as many as twelve packed in there.

UNDERWOOD: Ah, they’re heading for the cave entrances.

COX: Caves?

UNDERWOOD: The surface ruins on Union have been picked clean over the centuries – partly looters, mostly the asteroid.

COX: The what?

PARKER: About eighty years ago, a large mass struck Union III.  Devastating.  It left a crater the size of a small continent and crushed the biosphere.

UNDERWOOD: When the Federation decided to colonize, it took ten years of terraforming just to get this planet back to the shape it had been in before the asteroid.

PARKER: Assuming it was an asteroid.

UNDERWOOD: It had to be an asteroid. Have you seen the crater?

PARKER: I live here, Commander. There’s a beautiful crater, alright, but no asteroid debris has ever been found. And the Union star system has no asteroid belt.

UNDERWOOD: Mystery for the geologists, I think.

PARKER: Indeed. Now would you kindly focus on the task at hand, Commander?

COX: We’re approaching their landing site.  Looks like they’re already inside the caves.

PARKER: Can you beam us down?

COX: Only a little ways inside.  Whatever those caves are made of, it doesn’t like transporter beams.

UNDERWOOD: Or sensor beams, or communication beams, or any other kind of beam, from what I’m seeing.

PARKER: The perfect place for us to set an ambush.

UNDERWOOD: Or for them to do the same.

PARKER: I suppose we’ll have to take that chance.  Set phasers to kill.

COX: You’d think, in twenty years, Starfleet would be able to develop a stun that can take down a bugger host.

PARKER: An infested person has incredibly enhanced strength and stamina.  We may not have the luxury of waiting four seconds for a maximum stun to take each one down.

(All three draw and charge hand phasers.)

COX: Callous as ever.

PARKER: Captain Cox... energize.

SCENE 4G-03

LOCATION: ICONIAN RUINS - CAVES - UNION III

(It’s pouring rain in a howling thunderstorm outside.)

(Underwood, Cox, and Parker beam down.)

UNDERWOOD: (taking a deep breath) Ah, the sweet smell of Iconian quasirock. Just like old times.

COX: Excuse me?

PARKER: Mister Underwood used to be a Scion-hunter.

COX: A what?

UNDERWOOD: Someone who looks for evidence of the Scions of the Stars.  We spent a lot of time in Iconian ruins, looking for mentions, even a link, between those two ancient races.  

COX: And that was your life?

UNDERWOOD: I know it sounds silly to you, since you practically grew up with the Scions, but for us they're just legends.  Beautiful, noble legends, who promised one day to return to their servants in their hour of need.

COX: "Beautiful, noble legends"?  Don't let Zarem hear you say that.  Jesus.  Let's get going.

(A gentle hum rises as they advance.)

PARKER: This way.  The cave forks into two paths just around this bend.  If we’re going to find our friends in time, we may have to split... [up]

COX: Huh.

UNDERWOOD: I take it that large glowing staircase isn't a regular part of the tour?

PARKER: That's impossible.  It leads upward.

COX: Just because your Starfleet surveyors missed it doesn't mean it's impossible.  Look up: it just goes deeper into the mountain.

PARKER: The city was built on flat ground.  We're not in a mountain.  

UNDERWOOD: The Iconians had a certain facility with dimensional manipulation. I’m not surprised it’s here; I’m more surprised the bluegills were able to trigger it so quickly.

COX: They must have known exactly what to look for.

PARKER: Commander, it says something on the bottom step.  Can you read it?

UNDERWOOD:

Hmmm...  My Iconian is a little rusty.  This is late third era; if it were any older, we'd be out of luck.  Let's see, um... That’s a ten, this is a... Two, no, second – join, unite, uh, meet – Ah, here it is, I think.  "Seven worlds point to three.  Find the second; we will meet.”  At least, I think it’s “worlds.”

PARKER: What does it mean?

UNDERWOOD: The Iconians enjoyed riddles, especially the “inverted” variety.  You get the final clue first, then find the cryptic hints that explain what you just found.

PARKER: Like saying the punchline before you tell the joke.

UNDERWOOD: Exactly. The Iconians raised it to an art form. We’ll have to go up to find out what the setup is supposed to be.

COX: Hold on.  It’s “stars.”

PARKER: Pardon?

COX: “Seven stars”, not “seven worlds.”

UNDERWOOD: I didn’t realize you read Iconian, Skipper.

COX: I didn’t, either.  But that language... it’s Scion.

UNDERWOOD: I guarantee you, it’s third-era Iconian.

COX: Then Scions and Iconians share a language.  You wanted a link, Underwood?  You just found a doozy.

PARKER: Much as I sincerely enjoy paleoxenolinguistics, we have business to attend to, gentlemen.

(He begins to ascend the staircase. The others follow. There’s a big golden flash and all three find themselves at the top of the stairs.)

PARKER: Did everyone feel that?

COX: Didn’t just feel it.  Look: we’re at the top of the stairs.

UNDERWOOD: One of the steps must have activated a teleporter.

PARKER: Or a gateway.  Why build the stairs at all, then?

COX: I don't know about your Iconians, Parker, but I'll tell ya the Scions did a lot of things just to show off.

UNDERWOOD: That sounds a bit... irreverent, Skipper.

COX: Yeah, the Scions were always saying that to me, too.  Fact is, you can only do business with ancient godlike beings if you take 'em down a peg or two first. Our bugger pals must have gone down this way.  We should hurry.

PARKER: Agreed.  But – we don’t go in guns blazing.  First, we need to find out what they’re doing here, what their plan is.  Second, we need to find out if they brought a Royal.

UNDERWOOD: A Royal? If the Royal dies, every bugger in the system dies, too. They’d have to be fools.

COX: No, just arrogant. And paranoid. The King will be here, because he can’t afford not to be.

PARKER: And he’ll have the Queen in his belly, because he can’t afford to trust anyone else with it.

COX: Damn straight.

PARKER: Phasers ready, heads down, stay quiet, and wait for my signal. Let’s hope we aren’t too late.

SCENE 4G-04

LOCATION: ICONIAN RUINS – CAVES

MASTERSON: This is baktag. Complete baktag.

GWYN: Baktag? Careful, ma’am. Your host doesn’t speak Klingon.

MASTERSON: There’s no one to hear us but you. Speaking of which, can’t you turn off that stupid accent now?

GWYN: Unfortunately, it seems to be deeply ingrained in the good doctor’s speech centers. I may be Welsh for some time to come.

MASTERSON: What are we supposed to do with this?  The obelisk is just a message for the groundlings. We’ve known how to control the mega-Gateways for hundreds of years. It doesn’t give us Avalon.

GWYN: Like a thousand other worlds our cousins have scoured, we couldn’t count on finding the road to Avalon here.

MASTERSON: I just thought... the stairwell, the riddle, it seemed so much like a treasure map.

GWYN: And so it was. Just not for us. To answer your question: we call it in. The Gateway control tutorial is obviously unneeded, but there may yet be something on this obelisk that’s valuable to the court in Celephaïs.

MASTERSON: (exhales) Yes, I agree.  I’ll set up the ansible.

GWYN: I’ll make one more full scan of the obelisk. Maybe we missed something.

(While Masterson begins to set up some kind of transmitter equipment, Gwyn scans the obelisk with a standard Federation tricorder.)

UNDERWOOD: They have an ansible!

COX: That’s not what worries me most – they’re looking for Avalon.

PARKER: Avalon?  What is “Avalon”?  Besides the obvious allusion.

COX: Forget the allusion; it’s one of those funny translator quirks. Avalon was the last refuge of the Iconians, after they were driven from their homeworld. A hidden world, a total secret, built to continue operating on its own for ten million years.

PARKER: Let me guess: filled to the brim with Iconian technology at its peak.  Iconian weapons.

UNDERWOOD: More than enough to tip the balance of power in their favor. With Avalon, they could conquer the galaxy.

COX: And they’ve been chasing Avalon for over a year, with every unit they can spare. Did you hear them? A thousand worlds!

UNDERWOOD: And we’re trying to cover the same ground with two starships.

PARKER: And an ansible? What’s that? A weapon?

COX: A communications device.

UNDERWOOD: They’ll have it set up in a minute, so you can see.

COX: The ansible allows instant communication across any distance. We had one on my ship. Not at all dangerous.

PARKER: That, Skipper Cox, is where you are mistaken.

(Parker stands up.)

PARKER: Commander Masterson!

(He fires his phaser, a quick burst, and hits the ansible, which is ruined in a shower of sparks.)

PARKER: I’m afraid I can’t allow you to communicate back with your masters.

MASTERSON: Sir! What a pleasant surprise!

PARKER: I'll give you both one chance to surrender.

GWYN: Surrender, Admiral?  It's me!  Your doctor!

PARKER: Let’s not be glib, sir. Twenty years ago, a race of neural parasites infiltrated Starfleet Command by infesting and controlling the bodies of key Starfleet personnel. You and I both know what you are.

MASTERSON: And you expect to take us prisoner with one phaser? Against our two?

PARKER: I have three phasers, actually.  Mister Underwood, Captain Cox...?

(Both Cox and Underwood rise from their concealed positions.)

COX: The girl's mine.

UNDERWOOD: The doctor is covered.

PARKER: ...so you see, after what you did to my senior staff, surrender is an unnecessarily generous offer on my part. As a Starfleet officer, I strongly advise you to take it.  But as a friend of the people whose lives you've stolen, I request that you refuse.

GWYN: Skipper Samantha Cox? Is that you?

COX: Glad my reputation still counts for something with the buggers, even after all these years.

GWYN: It's just that I have it on very good authority that you were killed.  Several times, actually.

COX: You can't keep a good captain down.

MASTERSON: Congratulations on your return from exile outside the galaxy.

COX: We weren't exiled.  We just got lost.  You guys, on the other hand...

PARKER: I assume one of you is a Royal. If I kill one of you, that’s a fifty-fifty chance I take out every parasite in this star system. Do you really want to keep stalling?

MASTERSON: You’ve made your point, sir.

PARKER: Don’t call me that.

MASTERSON: Very well, Admiral. We’re prepared to make a deal.

PARKER: I’m not. If they’re not surrendering, Skipper, feel free to take your best guess.

COX: With pleasure, Admiral.

MASTERSON: You may want to hear us out. This deal is your only chance at saving fifty thousand people under your protection.

UNDERWOOD: What?

PARKER: My Starbase.

MASTERSON: Our orders were to destroy it when our mission was complete, along with this obelisk. Erase all evidence we were here.

COX: Which would provide a helpful cover for a few infested officers to disappear back to bugger space.

MASTERSON: A happy side benefit.  But we’re willing to forego all that in exchange for safe passage.

UNDERWOOD: You’re bluffing.

GWYN: She’s not.  Observe.

(he presses a button on a control padd)

(The obelisk calmly disintegrates, as if in a transporter beam.)

COX: The obelisk!

GWYN: Disintegrated, I’m afraid, quite completely.

MASTERSON: But we have detailed scans, which we’re willing to let you have.  If you let us all leave, peacefully.

GWYN: Otherwise, the same microsingularity bombs that destroyed the obelisk will breach every antimatter reactor on Starbase Nine-One-One.  Fifty thousand dead, and there won’t be enough left to identify a single body.

MASTERSON: So, it’s your choice, Admiral: you try to kill us, we murder your starbase, and we destroy the precious Iconian data we came to collect.  Or you keep your starbase, and the data, and we walk away.

GWYN: Sounds like a win-win to me.

(Pause.)

PARKER: You’re bluffing.  You can’t get a signal through to the starbase through the cave walls.  You’d have to go outside.

GWYN: I assure you, Admiral, we brought advanced communication equipment with us.

COX: Which he destroyed.

GWYN: Just the ansible.

UNDERWOOD: He’s right.  They could have modified their communicators.  Bluegill technology is centuries ahead of us.

PARKER: I’m not convinced.

MASTERSON: Still, Admiral – even if you might be right, can you take the risk?  With so many lives at stake?

(Pause.)

PARKER: A year ago, a man named Brahms came to me and gave me a choice: peace, or utter destruction. I tried choosing peace. But the price was destroying the Starship Excelsior and murdering thousands of people.  So I said no.  I said I’d do the right thing and hope for the best, come what may. (pause) I wonder what I’d say today. Commander Masterson, I can’t help noticing that Doctor Gwyn has been deferring to you throughout this conversation.

MASTERSON: So you think that makes me the Royal?

PARKER: No, I think you’re cleverer than that.  Doctor Gwyn!

GWYN: Admiral?

(Parker fires at Gwyn!)

(Gwyn yells as he dies.)

COX: Fire!

(Cox opens fire, too.)

UNDERWOOD: Firing!

(Underwood opens fire, too.  Three beams now hitting Gwyn. He dies the way Dexter Remmick did in “Conspiracy”: his head explodes, his abdomen opens wide, a hideous alien starts squealing...)

UNDERWOOD: What’s that erupting from his stomach?!

COX: The queen! Keep firing!

(...until it, too, is vaporized.)

PARKER: The queen is dead.

MASTERSON: Ah!

(She falls to the ground, as if fainting)

PARKER

Commander!

SFX: Parker runs to the side of his former lieutenant.

PARKER: Masterson!  Masterson! (pause) Allie!

MASTERSON: Good guess... Admiral.

COX: Her bugger is dying.  Underwood, where’s the scanner data for the obelisk?

(Underwood just picked up a tricorder, and now presses a button on it.  It responds with a cranky “access denied” sound.)

UNDERWOOD: Erased.

(He throws the tricorder to the ground.)

MASTERSON: Gone, Admiral. The obelisk is gone... gone... gone.......

COX: The bugger’s dead.

PARKER: Commander Masterson.

MASTERSON: Unng... sir?

PARKER: How are you feeling, Commander?

MASTERSON: Sir... nauseous, sir. Glad to be alive.

PARKER: I’m... pleased, Commander, that you weren’t the Royal. Is there anything –

COX: Parker, the girl’s gotta puke. Lots of nasty stuff in her system. The sooner the better.

MASTERSON: Sir, I want you to know.

PARKER: Underwood – medkit?

UNDERWOOD: Here, sir.

(He hands over a medkit.)

MASTERSON: Sir, you need to know.

PARKER: Rest, Commander.  That’s an order.

MASTERSON: Brahms was alone, sir. He was alone, and it made him [the man he was in the end.]

PARKER: Commander, I see what you’re [saying, but I gave you an order.]

MASTERSON: You aren’t alone, sir. You weren’t, and you won’t be.

(Pause.)

PARKER: We’ll give you some privacy, Commander – if that’s what you want.

MASTERSON: Thank you, sir.

(Parker rises to his feet and walks some distance away from Masterson.)

(Masterson retches in the background.)

PARKER: Skipper, I wanted to say – I’m sorry about your man.  Schmitty.

COX: Thanks. (pause) But you’d do it again, wouldn’t you?

PARKER: As I said. I’m sorry.

UNDERWOOD: So... you have your station back, Admiral.

PARKER: And my crew.  I wonder how many the bluegills actually took.

COX: You’ll find out when you get back.  Just remember how important it is this all remains secret.

PARKER: I’ll hope for a low number, then.  No one will have died, correct?

COX: No one except your Doctor Gwyn there.

PARKER: A good officer. (pause) We’ll find some way to explain it. General Hanas may be helpful there.

UNDERWOOD: And what about this “Avalon” they were looking for?

COX: You have to find it first.  Plain as that.  Whoever gets Avalon gets the galaxy.

UNDERWOOD: And if the bluegills take over the galaxy...

PARKER: Then we all end up with bugs in our heads. Unfortunately, I suspect they just vaporized our best clue.

(Masterson, on the other side of the room, stands and walks over here.)

UNDERWOOD: They were talking about “controlling the mega-gateways.”  I didn’t even realize there were other gateways – besides the one in orbit and the one it’s linked to.

PARKER: To access another gateway... it would be a revolution. Who knows what advantages that obelisk could have opened up to us?  Even just to understand that clue... “Seven stars point to three.”

MASTERSON: Then it sounds like we have a lot of work ahead of us.

PARKER: Commander, I trust you can handle the cover-up.

MASTERSON: You know I can, sir.

PARKER: Underwood, we need to get you back to the Voltaire. The hunt for Avalon must continue – and accelerate, now that we finally know what we’re looking for.

UNDERWOOD: Then, can I at least stay for your birthday party, Admiral?

PARKER: Birthday...?

MASTERSON: The Admiral’s birthday was three months ago.

UNDERWOOD: Oh.

PARKER: Captain Cox?

COX: Skipper.

PARKER: You have every right to return home and forget any of this ever happened. You aren’t Starfleet, your crew needs you, and you’ve earned your retirement.

COX: And?

PARKER: And... I’ll make sure you receive the leola root you ordered.  Compliments of Starfleet Intelligence.

COX: You’re just going to send me back to Earth?

PARKER: Would you prefer something else?

COX: I... I guess not.

PARKER: Then we’ll be in touch.  The committee will be depending on your experience and advice.

UNDERWOOD: Committee?  What committee?

PARKER: The four of us, Commander.  The Admiral, the Aide, the Field Agent, and the Consultant.  I believe this mission constituted the inaugural session of the Committee to Save the Galaxy.


4.8 Fear Itself


SCENE 405-00

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR - CONFERENCE ROOM

(Lorhrok quietly working on some executive officer stuff.  He is quietly singing “Beyond Antares” to himself.)

LORHROK: ...Forever is just a day.

Forever is just another journey

Tomorrow a stop

(doors open; Yubari enters)

along the –  Leftenant Yubari?

YUBARI: Lieutenant Lorhrok.  I thought the captain would be in here.

LORHROK: Ah.  Yes.  He had to do something to appease the Morexians, poor man, so he asked me to hold court for him this morning.  He told me you’d come by for this week’s command training assignment.

YUBARI: You know about that?

LORHROK: I’m the first officer.  I know more about it than the captain does.  And I think you’re ready for your first live exercise.

YUBARI: That sounds... dangerous.

LORHROK: It might be, but probably not in the way you’re thinking. Two Excelsior department heads aren’t getting along.  It’s gotten so bad that the head of Department A has ordered his people to stop all contact with Department B, and the head of Department B has gone to the captain to request formal censure of Department A.

YUBARI: That’s unacceptable.  It’s unprofessional.  It’s conduct unbecoming!

LORHROK: Which is why the captain asked me to try handling it through back channels – if he has to get directly involved, he’ll have no choice but to bash their heads together, so I’m supposed to find an unofficial solution.  So, command quiz: how would you handle this?

YUBARI: Hm. (Pause) I’d confront both heads of department, together.  Inform them each that they both have one day to start acting like Starfleet officers. They don’t have to be buddies, just colleagues. If they can’t settle their differences, I’d send them to the holodeck to work things out without regard for rank – and alert sickbay to expect a casualty.

LORHROK: (with a little chuckle) You know, that’s actually not a bad idea.  But – it’s the wrong answer.

YUBARI: How so?  It solves the problem.

LORHROK: No, it doesn’t.  The right answer was a question, Leftenant.  You can’t make a decision without complete information, and you don’t even know which departments are involved here.  As a matter of fact, our feuding staff are The Major, head of the marines, and Lio the Barkeep, head of the civilian union.

YUBARI: They’re not in the naval command structure. They aren’t our responsibility.

LORHROK: Oh, sure, that’s what the regulations say, but they’re still aboard our ship.  Lio’s been speaking ill of the marine detachment, arguing that they represent what’s wrong with Starfleet.  Word’s getting around.  The Major’s forbidden his troops from attending any functions in the Delta Lounge until Lio is censured.  And, you’re right: you can’t give either of them a direct order on this matter – not even the captain can completely ignore marine autonomy.  But a true commander has to be able to give orders that other people will follow – not because they have to, but because they want to.

YUBARI: And I can’t just bash their heads together?

LORHROK: Ah, see, you’re already learning to ask questions.  But the answer to that one is no.  Think of it like... settling a argument between siblings.  Do you have any sisters, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: A brother.  I don’t think that’s good advice for me, sir.

LORHROK: You and your brother didn’t get along?

YUBARI: When he was bored, Bezu tried to murder me.

LORHROK: That’s terrible!  How old were you?

YUBARI: We were at the beach. I was eight, I think. Nine.  The first time.

LORHROK: Um.  Perhaps we’ll try something different, then.

(He pulls out a pocketwatch on a gold chain and hands it to Yubari.)

YUBARI: What is it?

(She opens it with a click; we hear it ticking.)

LORHROK: It’s a pocketwatch.  Joshua Underwood gave it to the captain before he left.  Said Commodore Grenn gave it to him when she was promoted away.  He doesn’t know where she got it.  The captain and I think you should have it for a few days.  Just to get the feel.

YUBARI: It says Stardate Six-oh-six-three-one-point-four. (pause) How can a mechanical watch know the current stardate?

LORHROK: Nobody knows.  Underwood says it’s a Novachron master watch, at least three centuries old.  Like all Novachron watches, when you try to open it up, the components turn to dust. But it always, always tells you the correct time, according to the local time system, no matter what it is or where you are. (blink) Now that I wear a red uniform, I try every day to be as adaptable as this watch.  I’ve learned that’s what it’s all about – not pips, not rulebooks, not even high ideals.  You have to be able to get the job done, exactly right, no matter the situation.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Interesting metaphor, sir.

(Intercom activates.)

ROL: Lieutenant Lorhrok to the bridge.

(Lorhrok hits his combadge.)

LORHROK: On my way.  Join me, Leftenant.

SCENE 405-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental.  Despite their suspicions, our first contact mission to the Morexian Unity concluded on a genial note after all – thanks to Ensign Rol’s quick thinking and impressive fashion sense. Under Morexian treaty law, I am now required to record and transmit a full, verbal accounting of Federation net and gross exports, by type and volume, during the last fiscal year, which I am happy to do as a show of good faith. (pause) Ahem. (clears throat) (padd beep) ...from Planet ‘aucdet Nine, three gross of self-sealing stem bolts, two thousand wrappages of [Cardassian yamok sauce, fifty thousand pounds of fish-meat]

(Comm whistle)

LORHROK: Bridge to Captain Dovan.

DOVAN: Thank the Lords. (He hits his combadge.) I’m on my way.

(Dovan instantly rises and heads for the bridge.)

LORHROK: That really

LOCATION: BRIDGE

LORHROK: isn’t necessary, sir.

NEEVA: Captain on the bridge.

DOVAN: Too late, Exec; I’m here.  What’ve we got?

ROL: A small starship, unknown configuration, just ahead.

LORHROK: I just thought you’d want to be aware, Captain. I’ve never seen a design like this, but the warp field has a clear Federation energy signature.

DOVAN: Transponder codes?

LORHROK: (He checks his console) Actually, yes. The ship identifies as the Nagging Stella, a merchant outfit out of F’hoca Prime.

YUBARI: They’re hailing.

DOVAN: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

DOVAN: This is Captain Alcar Dovan of the Federation Starship Excelsior.  How can I help you, Mister...?

MUDD: Mudd!  I am Jefferson Tiberius Mudd, noble captain – master businessman and intergalactic explorer plenipotential.  Perhaps you’ve heard of me?

DOVAN: Did you... need something from us?

MUDD: Perhaps you need something from me, friend captain!

DOVAN: Oh?

MUDD: Maps, dossiers, a little contraband Zath whiskey – all profits to the Zathana Fund Against the Occupation, of course! – many things of use to a lonely starship in the depths of space.

DOVAN: The Zath Fund Against the Occupation, really? Well, in that case, prepare for ship-to-ship transport, Mister Mudd!

MUDD: With pleasure, good sir!

DOVAN: Excelsior out.

(The viewscreen deactivates.)

DOVAN: Mister Rol?  Beam our guest directly to the bridge.  Miz Yubari, I want you standing right next to me for this.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(Yubari walks over.)

LORHROK: Something wrong, sir?

DOVAN: Can you grab the hard currency supply, Alecz?

LORHROK: Sure; I’ll be right back.

(Lorhrok exits the bridge.)

ROL: Target locked.

DOVAN: Energize.

(Mudd materializes.)

MUDD: What a grand ship, sir!  An exemplary captain you must be if Starfleet has entrusted you to steer so mighty a vessel!

DOVAN: True, Admiral Parker does consider me an example. Though... not the flattering kind.  This is my aide, Lieutenant Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir?  Shouldn’t Lieutenant [Lorhrok be introduced first?]

DOVAN: Go ahead, Lieutenant.  Shake the man’s hand.

MUDD: When I was just a lad, my grandfather told me stories about meeting angels in space.  Of course, I never believed him – — until now, that is.

YUBARI: You’re too kind.  Sir.

(Lorhrok re-enters.  He presents something to Dovan, which clinks a little.)

LORHROK: The latinum, sir. Our funding for any trades we make in this quadrant.

(Dovan begins to lead Yubari and Mudd off the bridge into the conference room.)

DOVAN: Thank you, Mister Lorhrok.  We’ll be in the conference room; you have the conn.

LORHROK: Aye, sir.  I have the conn.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: So, Mister Mudd, where did you get all this information to sell?  You’re human – aren’t you a bit far from home?

MUDD: Indeed, captain, I am, like yourself, a citizen of the Federation.  But doing business in the Federation is so... suffocating.  So I bravely became a pioneer, crossing through the Gateway with nothing but my ship and a gleam in my eye.  Here, I took on my life’s work: promoting peace, understanding, and the free flow of goods among the peoples on this side.

DOVAN: It's a touchy business sometimes, isn't it?

MUDD: Quite, sir, quite! It takes men of resolve and dedication — such as ourselves — to tread the high-wire of diplomacy.  I learned the trade from my father and grandfather before me.

DOVAN: Our current course takes us into what locals are calling the Sernaix Sector.  What can you tell me?

MUDD: I’m sorry, captain, but I cannot simply give away my merchandise.  We must think of the Zath orphans.

DOVAN: How much are you asking?

MUDD: For the complete, fully-featured sector map and glossary?  Only a little latinum.  Nine bars.

DOVAN: Nine bars?  We aren’t that well funded!

MUDD: Alas, I’m nearly giving it to you at cost.  My margins leave me little room for barter.

DOVAN: I’m going to want a sample first.

MUDD: No samples, captain, and that’s for your own good.  The 59th Rule of Acquisition: Free advice is seldom cheap!

DOVAN: Five bars.

MUDD: Eight.

DOVAN: Four bars three strips and it’s just going down from there.

(Pause.)

MUDD: Done. (he pulls a padd out of his coat and starts pressing buttons) The map will be in your computer database in a few moments, captain.  You drive a stubborn bargain!

DOVAN: While my lieutenant counts out your money, I want the executive summary.

MUDD: Of course, my dear friend!  You should turn around and go back the other way.  The Sernaix Sector is home to the Star Fountain.  Every sane starfaring power in the area avoids it.

DOVAN: The “star fountain”?

MUDD: A spatial anomaly, captain.  Quite haunted.  Quite, quite haunted.

DOVAN: You sound like you speak from experience.

MUDD: I’ve seen men who came back from there, captain.  Strong men.  They never spoke about it.  But they were never the same.  Turn back, now.  That’s the only thing you need to know about the Sernaix Sector. (pause) Can I have my money now, captain?

DOVAN: Yes, of course.  Four bars... 	(big bars clink on the table) ...and three strips... (smaller clinks)

MUDD: A pleasure doing business with you, Captain Dovan.  However, if you plan to continue on this hazardous course, I hope you won’t think me rude if I repair myself to my humble ship.

DOVAN: Actually, Mister Mudd, there is one other thing...

MUDD: Yes?

DOVAN: Being a Starfleet captain involves quite a bit of paperwork, as I’m sure you can understand.  And, it just happens, I saw your name cross my desk just this morning.

MUDD: You did.

DOVAN: Let me check here on this padd... Yes!  Just as I thought!  It’s a warrant for your arrest, Mister Mudd.  Miss Yubari, cuff him.

(Yubari steps forward and handcuffs Mudd – do we have a sound effect for space handcuffs? – and, though Mudd doesn’t resist, he is furious.)

MUDD: Impossible!  This is an outrage!  There must be some mistake!  The Federation has no jurisdiction out here!

YUBARI: Perhaps you’d like to hear the charges?

MUDD: I’m innocent!

DOVAN: You did business with the Morexian Unity some weeks back, didn’t you?

MUDD: Our business was perfectly legal!

DOVAN: Fraud is never legal.

MUDD: Captain Dovan, sir, you wound me!

YUBARI: No, he doesn't.  But I might.

DOVAN: You made quite a poor impression on the Morexians, Mister Mudd.  So poor that, when we arrived, they nearly opened fire on us.

MUDD: It was all a perfectly innocent misunderstanding!

DOVAN: Then you should have no trouble explaining things to their High Curia.

MUDD: The High Curia?

DOVAN: To whom you are going to make a personal apology.

MUDD: But the penalty for fraud on Morex is death!

DOVAN: As you pointed out, this is their jurisdiction, not the Federation’s. I suggest you make your apology convincing.

MUDD: That’s... that’s all hearsay!  Circumstantial!  Besides, you entrapped me!

DOVAN: No, Mister Mudd, I’m afraid you asked us to beam you aboard. I made sure of that.

MUDD: Oh, dear...

YUBARI: Brig reports ready for the prisoner, captain.

DOVAN: And I’ll be confiscating that latinum you just received, Mister Mudd. (clink clink) State’s evidence, you understand. Energize.

(Mudd beams out.)

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Captain?  You called me your “aide.”

DOVAN: Well, I didn’t want Mudd to realize I was dragging him into a room with my chief of security, did I? I’m just glad I didn’t screw up and call you “Commander” again.  You’ll be earning that title for real soon enough, the way you’re working.  Thanks for the briefing on Mudd this morning.

YUBARI: I knew he’d be in this sector, but I didn’t expect him to fly right into our loving embrace.  That was lucky.

DOVAN: Most of good luck is just good planning. Which is probably why I have so little of it.

(They both swiftly exit back to the bridge.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE

NEEVA: Captain on the bridge!

LORHROK: Mister Mudd’s resting comfortably in the brig, then, I take it?

YUBARI: I may have forgotten to have them turn down the sheets and lay out the complimentary mints.

ROL: Where to, Captain?

DOVAN: Straight on.  The Sernaix Sector awaits. (pause) And hit it.

(The ship jumps to warp.)

MAIN CREDITS

SCENE 405-02

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior drops out of warp.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE

LORHROK: So this is the haunted Star Fountain?

YUBARI: It doesn’t look like much.  Just a big space cloud.

ROL: It’s beautiful.  The colors are... wonderful.  Have you ever seen that shade of gold?

LORHROK: Report, Commander Neeva.

NEEVA: It looks a lot like a white hole phenomenon, sir, but I’ve never seen a white hole act quite like this – it’s almost... pulsating.  Like a beating heart.  Or a tide.

DOVAN: I don’t think I follow.

NEEVA: White holes spew matter into space.  And, look: we can see that happening – those long iridisecent strings radiating from the cloud in the center.  But, see those black streaks?  Something near the poles is also pulling matter back in.

DOVAN: Like a heart.

LORHROK: You’ve got it, Alcar.  Mister Meyers, secondary analysis.

MEYERS: Aye.

LORHROK: Anything else on navigational sensors, Bev?

ROL: The usual celestial jetsam, sir.

NEEVA: I can prep a class-4 singularity probe.  We should be able to find out what’s at the center without actually entering.

ROL: Why wouldn’t we want to enter?

LORHROK: You have to admit, it is a little spooky.

YUBARI: Really? (sensor alert.) Captain, I’m picking up a faint signal from deep inside the Star Fountain.  A distress call.

LORHROK: See?  Spooky.

DOVAN: On speakers.

ALIEN: ...Repeat, if anyone is [out] there, please! We [need] immediate assistance!

DOVAN: Can we reply?

(Yubari presses a few buttons.)

YUBARI: You’re on, sir.

DOVAN: This is Captain Alcar Dovan of the Federation Starship Excelsior, responding to your distress call.  What is your status?

ALIEN: [We’re a] survey vessel.  [We] entered the [Star] Fountain to search for the Iconian treasure world [they say is] at the center. But we [were] trapped in a gravimetric [field].

LORHROK: Iconian treasure world?

NEEVA: Could they have found Avalon?  Here?

DOVAN: Alien vessel, how can we help?

ALIEN: Main power [is offline.]  Life support failing.  We need [some of your] dilithium [to] re-energize the drives. Please, [you must] hurry.  Two other passing ships have already ignored our plea!

DOVAN: We’ll see you in a few hours, sir or madam.  Excelsior out.

LORHROK: Helm, full impulse, take us into the anomaly.

ROL: All ahead, aye.

LORHROK: All hands, yellow alert.

DOVAN: Now let’s show these lost souls what Federation moral superiority is all about!

LORHROK: Sir, remember when you asked me to tell you whenever your inspiring speeches weren’t so inspiring?

DOVAN: Vaguely.

ROL: Now penetrating the outer boundary layer.

(The Excelsior shudders.  At the same instant, all the power systems spike for just a second before returning to normal levels.)

ROL: What the...

NEEVA: ...hell?  Engineering, this is the bridge, what just happened?

J’NAYA: I can’t explain it, Neeva.  There was a power fluctuation.  Like the whole ship just... blinked.

MEYERS: Sir, my console’s still offline.

LORHROK: Crack open the panel and take a look, Jack.  I’ll be there in a minute.

(Meyers removes the access panel.)

DOVAN: Blinked how?  Science analogies were never my strong suit.

J’NAYA: I’ll... try to explain, sir.  It’s like [standing on top of a can, except, that’s actually the analogy from the last episode, isn’t it, but it doesn’t matter because you interrupted me at the brackets and nobody ever hears the rest of the line.  Right?]

(A BRILLIANT, VIOLENTLY SPARKING BLUE ORB emerges from the hatch, rotating in midair. There is music in the background. The piece is: “Coker’s Interlude”)

LORHROK: What the spast?

DOVAN: What is that spinning blue light and what is it doing on my [ship?]

(Meyers screams in pain and terror)

ROL: Jack!

LORHROK: Rol, stay back!  It’s dangerous!

MEYERS: Out!  Before they get through!

YUBARI: Rol, you’re in my line of fire.

ROL: Jack, what are you [trying to say?]

MEYERS: We have to get out NOW!  OUT!

DOVAN: Chief John Meyers, stand to attention!

MEYERS: NOOOOOOOOO!

(Meyers lunges at Dovan.  Yubari fires a phaser.  Meyers’ body hits the floor.  The BLUE ORB vanishes, instantly.)

(The music stops instantly as well.)

ROL: Captain, the light is gone!

DOVAN: I can see that, Mister Rol.  Yubari, good shot.  Sickbay, please beam Jack Meyers to a biobed and hold him for observation.

MAIEK: Doctor Maiek here.  Acknowledged.

(Meyers dematerializes.)

DOVAN: What was that thing?  A weapon?  An attack?  And where is it now?  Suggestions.

NEEVA: It disappeared.  It may not be onboard anymore.

YUBARI: We don’t get that lucky around here.  I’ll organize a search party.

LORHROK: Did anyone even get a good look at it?  It happened so fast.

ROL: I saw it.  It was a sparkling blue sphere.  Too bright to look at it directly.  It came out of the access panel Jack was working on.  Actually, I think it floated right through the duranium.  It looked... fierce.  And when it touched him...

LORHROK: Captain, I recommend we survey the Star Fountain with probes and identify the exact status of the alien ship before we go any deeper.

DOVAN: Their life support’s failing.  We don’t have time.  Neeva, sensors.  Yubari, security sweep.  Find out what that thing was and where it is now.

SCENE 404-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Yubari approaches a door and puts her hand on a panel.)

YUABRI: Brig access, Yubari, authorization Bezu-two-two-seven.

LOCATION: BRIG

(The large doors open. Yubari approaches a cell.)

YUBARI: Mister Hertzler?

HERTZLER: Ma’am?

YUBARI: The prisoner is comfortable?

HERTZLER: Yes, ma’am.

MUDD: Ah, my jailer has arrived!  My beautiful, recherché jailer!

YUBARI: I really don’t want to hear it, Mudd.

MUDD: Ah, Lieutenant Yubari, you should not be so quick to... Wait.  Nononowait. Yubari.  I know that name.  Why do I know that name?  Yubari, Yubari, Yubari... YOO-bah-ree!  YOObahree Ahska!

YUBARI: I haven’t been called that in years.  Who told you [that name?]

MUDD: You’re Bezu’s sister!  The one he was always talking about!

YUBARI: Bezu?  How did you know my brother?

MUDD: Who would have guessed you’d be the perfect woman!  When that Bezu nose...

YUBARI: I gave him that nose.  Broke it when we were children.

MUDD: Goodness, madam!  A little tyke like that?

YUBARI: He was beating me.  That time, I fought back.  A mistake I paid for, dearly.  How do you know him?

MUDD: Oh... you know.  When you live life on the high seas of adventure, from time to time you’re bound to come across a fellow sailor!

YUBARI: LIAR!  What did you buy from him?  Drugs?  Guns?

MUDD: Nothing so nefarious, madam!  This was, oh, nearly ten years ago, now – I was trafficking in urgently needed medical supplies.

YUBARI: You sold black market medical supplies during the height of the Dominion War.

MUDD: They were of only the highest quality.

YUBARI: That just means they were stolen from the best medical ships on the front!  Do you know how many troops died because of that piracy?!

MUDD: You make me sound so villainous, my dear.  Tell me, whatever happened to old Bezu?  He vanished from all my contacts a few years after the treaty was signed.

YUBARI: Intelligence caught up with him.  He turned informant, gave us a lot of lowlifes like you.  Now he’s retired on Nayjeb Prime.

MUDD: Nayjeb Prime?  Really?  Who’s telling lies now, YOObahree Ahska?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Mr. Hertzler?

HERTZLER: Sir?

YUBARI: Adjust brig forcefield to prevent sound from escaping Mr. Mudd’s cell.

HERTZLER: Yes, ma’am.  Turning on the mute button.

MUDD: Oh, but jailer!  That seems very [unfair.]

YUBARI: No one is to speak to Mister Mudd, for any reason, without my express authorization.  Is that clear?

HERTZLER: Yes, ma’am.

(Mudd starts banging on the forcefield with his fists.)

YUBARI: And if he keeps banging on the forcefield like that?

HERTZLER: Yes, ma’am?

YUBARI: Up the voltage.

(Yubari exits.)

SCENE 405-04

LOCATION: SICKBAY

SHARP: All I can tell you is that my eyes say that Jack Meyers is in a coma, but all the instruments say he isn’t.  There’s no medical reason for it.  Doctor Maiek here is working on a theory, but that’s all it is for now.

DOVAN: Theory?

MAIEK: Perhaps the reason is psychic, sir.  On Romulus, my father oversaw failed experiments to weaponize the latent psychic powers of Remans. A few of his test subjects ended up in comas with no obvious medical cause.

DOVAN: Prove it.  Better: solve it.

MAIEK: Yes, sir.

(Maiek starts to work.  Scans and such.)

(Dovan starts to walk away. Sharp follows.)

SHARP: Alcar.

DOVAN: Yeah?

SHARP: If you’d heeded Jeff Mudd’s warning and stayed away from the Star Fountain, Jack wouldn’t be in this coma.

DOVAN: Melissa, if I heeded every spacer warning sent my way, we’d be spending this entire mission alone, charting safe-looking gas clouds.  That’s not what Jack Meyers signed up for.  And it doesn’t sound like you, either.

SHARP: I signed up as a career move, and I got stuck here because of you.  I’ve gotta get back to my patient.

DOVAN: Of course.

(Sharp heads back, and, a moment later, Dovan exits to the corridor.)

SCENE 405-05

LOCATION: SECURITY OFFICE

YUBARI: From the windows, it looks like the Excelsior’s flying through a bowl of milk.

MAJOR: I don’t know what it is, ma’am, but I’m not ashamed to admit that it gives me the willies.

(Yubari checks a console.)

YUBARI: Port sensor sweep complete.  No contacts.

(The Major hums a few bars of “Coker’s Interlude”.)

YUBARI: What’s that you’re humming?

MAJOR: Hm?  Oh.  No idea, ma’am.  It’s been stuck in my head all day.  The next part goes...

(Yubari hums the very next few bars of “Coker’s Interlude”.)

MAJOR: Oh, you know it, ma’am!  What is it?

YUBARI: No idea.  It’s been stuck in my head all day, too.

(There’s a sensor alert at the Major’s console, which he checks.)

MAJOR: Ma’am, deck Twenty-Six reports all sweeps complete.

YUBARI: Anything?

MAJOR: No evidence of a blue sphere of any kind, on the ship or off, ma’am.

YUBARI: Damn! (pause) Thank the marines for assisting my security teams on this.

MAJOR: We were happy to help, ma’am.

YUBARI: I’ll make sure the rest of the crew hears about it, too.  Even the civilians.

MAJOR: Aha.  You’ve heard Mister Lio’s “opinions”, then.

YUBARI: Not directly.  Not yet.  But I know the feuding has to stop.  A starship can’t operate with two of its pillars at odds.

MAJOR: (snorts) The marine detachment, ma’am, is this starship’s expeditionary security force and first line of combat defense.  Lio pours drinks.

YUBARI: The ship doesn’t operate at peak efficiency without both of you.

MAJOR: My troops, ma’am, do not operate at peak efficiency when a little bald man with a stupid mustache sits around all day telling half the crew that we’re the reason this ship has so many casualties.

YUBARI: I understand that, Major, but [you have to remember how isolated the marines are from the rest of the ship.]

MAJOR: Respectfully, ma’am, there’s no “but” there.  There can’t be.  Especially not from you.

YUBARI: What’s that supposed to mean?

MAJOR: You were a marine once, ma’am.

YUBARI: And you know from my file how that ended.  I was supposed to bring that Reman smuggler in for questioning.  I lost my cool.  I killed him, and lost my first arm in the process.

MAJOR: I never read your file, ma’am.  I only had to see you walk, or sit, or smile.  You wore marine green, and, in my eyes, you always will. You understand why we can’t function in an environment where trash like Lio is allowed to thrive.

YUBARI: I was a marine, Major.  Five years ago.  Today, I’m an officer of the U.S.S. Excelsior, NCC-Two-Thousand-C.  So are you.  So is Lio, in his way.  We all belong to this ship first, our departments second.  Remember it.

MAJOR: Ma’am, yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Dismissed.

MAJOR: Ma’am?

YUBARI: Yes, Major.

MAJOR: A Reman smuggler – that wasn’t the San Francisco ring, ma’am.  Was it?

YUBARI: It was.

MAJOR: I heard stories, ma’am.

YUBARI: You would have.  Earth’s worst crime wave in three centuries, its first drug craze in two?  The War left us more vulnerable than we realized, in more ways than we knew.

MAJOR: Then you were there the night of the takedown.  You were in Operation Zefram.

YUBARI: Major, I was Operation Zefram.

MAJOR: Did they retaliate, ma’am?  Against your family, I mean?  Some of my men who were in Zefram –

YUBARI: Dismissed, Major.

SCENE 405-06

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(A biobed hums in the background as medical diagnostics are run.)

SHARP: Maiek, look at this brainwave scan!

MAIEK: Does it explain the coma, Doctor?

SHARP: All the fear centers in Jack’s brain are still active.  Now, this is just a guess, but [I think it’s possible the coma is psychosomatic!]

(The Excelsior shudders.  At the same instant, all the power systems spike for several seconds before returning to normal levels. A bit more than last time.)

MAIEK: What happened to the power?

SHARP: Sickbay to bridge?  Sickbay to [bridge.]

Interrupted again.

(The BRILLIANT, VIOLENTLY SPARKING BLUE ORB suddenly appears, rotating in midair. “Coker’s Interlude” returns.)

NURSE HENNESSY: Doctor, what is that!?

SHARP: Security!  Security to sickbay!  Maiek, try to scan that thing!

MAIEK: (screams) NO, STAY BACK!  I WON’T GO!  I’LL DIE FIRST!

SHARP: Maiek, what’s going on?!

MAIEK: THEY’RE WAITING FOR US IN THE CENTER!  CAN’T YOU SEE?

(Maiek lunges for the instrument tray, knocking several instruments – and the tray itself – to the floor.  But he still grabs a laser scalpel.)

SHARP: Maiek, give me that laser scalpel!

(The laser scalpel activates, humming.)

MAIEK: NO, FATHER!  I AM DEAD TO ROMULUS, AND I AM DEAD TO YOU!

SHARP: Drop it, Maiek!

(He slashes his wrists with the laser scalpel, which crackles! He screams in pain and collapses.)

(The orb vanishes, as abruptly as before!)

(Sharp runs to Maiek.)

SHARP: Maiek!  Both wrists are slashed.  He’s losing blood much too fast! Mike!  Help me get him on a biobed!

(Nurse Hennessy walks over.)

HENNESSY: Yes, Melissa!

(They lift up Maiek and put him on an open biobed, which immediately activates – critical condition!)

SHARP: Forceshield the wrists, Mike! Somebody get me a hundred cc’s antivasokin!

HENNESSY: I haven’t used that much coagulant since the War!

SHARP: Maiek’s a good doctor; he knows how to make himself bleed.  Thanks, Aidela.

(she injects the hypospray Aidela just handed her) Vitals are stabilizing.  What was he saying, right before he tried to kill himself?

HENNESSY: I don’t know.  Something about Romulus and his father.

SHARP: His father is Romulan.  And they don’t have a good relationship.  Let me check something... (she runs a scan) The fear centers.  They’re all still active. (pause) It’s the same coma.

SCENE 405-07

LOCATION: CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: People, I only want one thing from this briefing: explanations.  Yubari, the orb.  What is it?  Where is it?

YUBARI: I don’t have an explanation yet, captain.

DOVAN: Melissa, the coma.  How do we cure it?

SHARP: I’ve confirmed it’s closely related to activity in the fear centers of the brain.  Jack and Maiek are literally so scared right now they’re unable to operate the rest of their brains.  Jack needs respiration support just to keep breathing.  But... a real explanation?  We’re still a long way from that.  It looks a little bit like the coma from the Wasting, and I’ve studied that for over a year now with no results.

DOVAN: Neeva, the alien ship we’re trying to rescue.  Tell me anything.

NEEVA: I don’t have anything, sir.  The center of the Star Fountain is a blank – it’s like the sensors go blind looking at it.

DOVAN: Okay, last chance.  Rol, J’naya, the power fluctuations.  Just before the orb appears on the ship, we’ve lost power for a few seconds.  And it’s getting worse.

J’NAYA: The warp core’s in rough shape, sir, and the shields are shaky.  The effect seems to be exponential.  But as for what’s causing it... We have no clue, sir.

LORHROK: Captain, if I may make a recommendation?

DOVAN: If I’m not getting any explanations, I may as well take recommendations.  Go ahead, Alecz.

LORHROK: We should consider retreat, sir.

DOVAN: To the edge of the Star Fountain?

ROL: It's unlikely the alien ship would survive long enough for a second attempt.

LORHROK: I know that.  And I don’t like it, Captain.

NEEVA: But we won’t save the aliens by getting ourselves killed the exact same way.

DOVAN: I take it you’re agreeing with the X.O., Commander?

NEEVA: I am.

DOVAN: Those people are going to die without our help.

SHARP: There are eight hundred living people on this ship, sir, who may not be if we hold our course.

DOVAN: But they’ll die.

ROL: Perhaps we should put it to a vote, captain.

J’NAYA: I’ll accept whatever the majority decides.

DOVAN: What?  No.  No!  This is not a democracy!  What’s gotten into you all of a sudden?  We’re exploring a new frontier, finding out what we can and bringing the needy back alive.  I know it’s a little risky, but this ship doesn’t abandon a cry for help until Alecz’s quarters get blown to pieces.

LORHROK: Oh, too soon, sir.

DOVAN: Sometimes, not even then. Oh,  Gevinon was months ago, Alecz; get over it.

YUBARI: Yeah, I thought this was the Federation’s most honored starship, not some cut-rate Orion pleasure cruiser.

NEEVA: Respectfully, lieutenant, are you calling us all cowards?

(Tense silence.)

DOVAN: Maybe... maybe she’d be right to.  Melissa, please run a bioscan on yourself.

SHARP: Alcar?

DOVAN: Do it, Doctor. Focus on the fear centers of your brain.

(Sharp pulls out a medical tricorder and scans herself.)

SHARP: Oh, no.

ROL: What is it?

SHARP: My amygdala is showing signs of a highly elevated fear response.  I thought I was just a bit tense, but, according to this, I’m scared out of my wits.  And so are the rest of you.

NEEVA: Whatever’s affecting the comatose crewmen...

SHARP: Is setting up shop in our heads, too.

YUBARI: Why aren’t I affected?

SHARP: According to this, you are.

YUBARI: Then shouldn’t I be cowering with the rest of you?

SHARP: I don’t know, Asuka.  Maybe you’re just too hardcore for the rest of us.

LORHROK: Nobody’s cowering here.  But our decision-making is impaired – all of us, whether we voted to retreat or not.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: We’re going to rescue that ship. Anyone who disagrees with this decision is ordered to take a break, get some lunch, relax for an hour.  You’ve all been working hard, and nothing fortifies the heart like a full stomach.  Dismissed.

SCENE 405-08

LOCATION: BRIG

(The forcefield makes a forcefield noise as Mudd hits it again.)

HERTZLER: Mister Mudd, no matter how many hours you bang on that forcefield, I’m not going to talk to you. (pause) And, no, I can’t read lips.  Now would you let me work on this requisition?

(Three bangs on the forcefield.)

HERTZLER: Shut up, Mudd!  Or are you going to make me come in there [and MAKE you be quiet!]

(Power fluctuates again, this time quite deeply and for several seconds.)

HERTZLER: ...the hell is happening to the power?!

(The brig forcefield drops.)

MUDD: Ah, there we are.

HERTZLER: Security to the brig! Forcefield is down; prisoner insecure!

(Hertzler whips out and charges his phaser.)

MUDD: My good man!  I’m not going to make a break for it.  I simply wanted to share a little information.

HERTZLER: Then share it!

MUDD: Ah, but, you see, in exchange, I want safe passage off this ship.  I have the awful feeling that, if I stay in the Star Fountain, I’m going to die.

(Pause.)

HERTZLER: Well? Talk!

MUDD: Nayjeb Prime.

HERTZLER: What about it?  It’s a nice planet. Some friends live there.

MUDD: Oh, dear jailer – Garman, wasn’t it? – I’m afraid they don’t.

HERTZLER: That’s ridiculous.  I got a letter from T’Kel right before we left Starbase.

MUDD: I’m sorry, Garman, but this is the truth, and it’s not going to be easy to hear.

(Hertzler raises the power setting on his phaser.)

HERTZLER: Security backup, where are you?!  You’re on very thin ice, Mudd.

MUDD: Nayjeb Prime is where Starfleet Intelligence “retires” you if you die under embarrassing circumstances. All its records, its inhabitants – all fake.  Including Lieutenant Asuka’s [AH-ska’s] brother.

HERTZLER: I don’t believe you.

MUDD: Of course you don’t; I just told you your commander’s a liar and your friends are dead, why would you?  But if you’ll take me to my ship, I can prove what I’m telling you.

DOVAN: Dovan to brig.

HERTZLER: (hitting his combadge) Brig!  Captain, all respect, but I have a loose prisoner and where’s my backup?

DOVAN: That’s what I’m calling about.  They were delayed by the blue orb.  It reappeared right after the power went, and it’s heading your way.  Try to [hold on for a few more minutes.]

HERTZLER: Captain?  The comm just went [dead.]

(The BRILLIANT, VIOLENTLY SPARKING BLUE ORB suddenly passes through the brig doors (which open for it). “Coker’s Interlude” again, still ethereal.)

MUDD: Jailer?!  Jailer!  It’s coming after me!

HERTZLER: I know!

MUDD: Do something!

(Hertzler shoots it with his phaser.  Sustained beam.)

HERTZLER: Phasers do nothing!  MUDD!

MUDD: AHHHH!  I HAVE TO GET OUT!  I HAVE TO GET OUUUUUUUT!

(As he screams, he charges straight at Hertzler whose shot goes wild. Mudd decks him with a loud blow to the chin.)

HERTZLER: Ooof!

(As he hits the ground, Mudd scoops up his phaser (which he charges) and the orb vanishes, as abruptly as before.)

(The brig door opens.)

RANDOM CREW #405-01: Security backup!  Get on the floor!

RANDOM CREW #405-02: Mister Hertzler!  He’s down!

MUDD: NEVERRRR!

(He shoot them both. The cry out as they collapse.)

MUDD: You think you can stop me, you Gorn monsters?!  I have to get my sister out of here.  I’M COMING, STELLA!

(He runs toward the brig door where he just shot those guards exits to the corridor.)

SCENE 405-09

LOCATION: DELTA LOUNGE

LORHROK: The strange part is I don't feel that different.  I can tell from the way I'm acting that I'm as scared as I've ever been.  But it's going straight past my consciousness, right into my spine.  I don't know; maybe I should be relieved of duty.

ROL: Why?

LORHROK: I can't control this.  I voted to let those people die, Bev.  What scares me most is that I might do it again.

ROL: You think the captain’s immune to the fear field?  That I am?

LORHROK: You're both handling it better than me.

ROL: (chuckles) I think running headlong into danger might be the captain's natural response to fear.

LORHROK: And you?

ROL: I have my principles.  The aliens’re in trouble.  We're the Federation.

LORHROK: I have principles.

ROL: Do you?

LORHROK: How can you ask that?

ROL: Alecz, you said some very pretty things to me back when I needed to hear them.  But it was easy for you to say them then.  Now, when I watch you, it seems like you always just do what feels right.

LORHROK: What do you have against doing the right thing?

(The doors open.)

ROL: Doing what feels right is a lot better than doing what feels good, but it's a long way from doing the right thing.  You can't trust feelings, Alecz.

(Footsteps begin approaching.)

LORHROK: I survived Gevinon because I trusted my feelings.

ROL: Did you?

LORHROK: Trust my feelings?

ROL: Survive Gevinon.

LORHROK: That question doesn’t even [make sense.]

(Yubari arrives.)

YUBARI: Hey.

LORHROK: Leftenant!  You startled me.

YUBARI: Am I... interrupting anything?

ROL: People only ask that when they know the answer is “yes.”

LORHROK: But you clearly didn’t mean anything by it. Care to join us?

YUBARI: Can’t.  Have either of you seen Lio?

ROL: Around the corner, by the Dom-Jot tables.

YUBARI: Thanks.

(She begins to step away.)

LORHROK: He’s grumpy.

YUBARI: He’s always grumpy. Lio!

LIO: Whatcha need, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: Talk.

LIO: Talk to the synthehol.  I’m not a counselor.

YUBARI: Not about me, Lio.  I hear you have a problem with the marines.  Tell me.

LIO: What’s to say?  You militarize a ship of peace, its missions stop being so peaceful.  You train people to shoot real good and leave diplomacy to the higher-ups, it’s no surprise when there’s a lot less talking and a lot more bodies. It’s not the marines’ fault; they’re good men who are very good at what they do.  They just don’t have any business aboard the Excelsior. We’ve seen what happens, to us and them, when they are.

YUBARI: You have the right to believe whatever you want, Lio, but, as a member of a starship crew, can’t you see – (The doors open) Oh, what now?

(Mudd barges in, firing several shots into the ceiling.  Yelling and screaming from many of the patrons of the Delta Lounge, including Lio.)

(Yubari begins immediately walking toward Mudd.)

MUDD: PLEASE LIE DOWN ON THE GROUND!  I don’t want to be uncivilized, not even to you Gorn vermin.

YUBARI: Mudd.

MUDD: You are all my hostages now!  Free my sister and give me my ship!  I won’t let you kill us at the center of the Star Fountain!

YUBARI: Mudd!

MUDD: My angel!  Where’s my sister?  Don’t take another step or I’ll OOF!

(Yubari punches him in the face, grabs his phaser, and shuts it off.)

YUBARI: You’re disarmed, Mudd.  And you’re delusional.  Surrender.

MUDD: I will not surrender ‘til you’ve drawn the last drop of blood from OOF!

(Yubari punches him again, he falls over, unconscious.)

YUBARI: Now you’re unconscious, Mudd.  Yubari to Medical and Security.  Emergency in the Delta Lounge.

HERTZLER: Security here.  Lieutenant, we were just going to inform you[: Mudd’s escaped his cell!]

YUBARI: That Mister Mudd escaped?  A little late, Ensign.  Doctor Sharp, be advised that Mudd seems to be in the same coma as the other victims.  Yubari out.

LIO: Lieutenant, I think I owe you a drink.

YUBARI: Lio, forget what I said.

LIO: About what?

YUBARI: About you having a right to your opinion.  Did Mudd come in here guns blazing because we “militarized” the Excelsior?

LIO: Well, no, but...

YUBARI: No, he came in here because space is dangerous. We didn’t make it dangerous, and the only place where protecting yourself magically makes the galaxy more dangerous is in bad science fiction.

LIO: I never said we shouldn’t protect ourselves!  We have security!  You just saved my life – it didn’t take a marine.

YUBARI: Lio, do you know what security school I graduated from?

LIO: ...New Tokyo on Mars?

YUBARI: Wrong.  Titan.

LIO: There’s no security school on Titan.

YUBARI: Titan Marine Ranger Academy, class of seventy-seven.  Ooo.  Rah. (pause) You will apologize to Mister Willis and never speak of this again where any member of the crew might hear. No, Lio, I don’t want to hear it.  You owe me your life now.  This is getting off easy.

(Pause.)

LIO: Okay.

YUBARI: Good!  I’ll have that drink to go.

SCENE 405-10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

NEEVA: The orb attacks are getting more frequent the closer we get to the center of the Star Fountain, and the power drains are getting worse. If we go all the way in, I’m not sure we’ll be able to get back out again.

DOVAN: Commander, the decision’s been made.

NEEVA: Just making sure you have all the facts, sir.  That’s my job, sir.

SHARP: Well, it’s not mine, captain.  Can’t you feel what’s at the center of this white hole?

DOVAN: I know what my guts are telling me, but I trust my eyes a lot more.  The only thing at the center of this phenomenon is a crippled alien spaceship that needs our help – plus possibly the Iconian planet we need to find if we’re gonna save the entire galaxy from annihilation. Anything else is just bad vibes.

SHARP: It’s more than that, and you know it.

(The bridge door opens at that moment and Yubari steps out of the turbolift.)

YUBARI: Captain.

DOVAN: Lieutenant?  Your progress?

YUBARI: When Mister Mudd attacked us in the Delta Lounge, he was raving about the Gorn.

NEEVA: Everyone who touches the orb starts saying gibberish.

YUBARI: It’s not gibberish.  I read his file: twenty years ago, Mudd and his sister were sentenced to death by the Gorn Hegemony.  Mudd escaped.  His sister didn’t.

DOVAN: So Mudd was reliving something that really happened to him.

YUBARI: The worst thing that ever happened to him.

NEEVA: Meyers.

SHARP: What about Jack Meyers?

NEEVA: During the battle of Gevinon, he was trapped in a storage unit with three other engineers while the bluegills tried to swarm in.  Jack was the only survivor.

DOVAN: That’s why he was screaming about “them” “getting in.”

SHARP: What about the music?

NEEVA: What music?

SHARP: When the orb appears. The music it’s playing.

YUBARI: There... isn’t any music, Melissa.

(Sharp hums “Coker’s Interlude”.)

DOVAN: I’ve had that song stuck in my head all day. Just can’t remember where I heard it.

NEEVA: Me, too!

SHARP: Well I never heard it until the orb appeared.  You really didn’t notice it playing?

YUBARI: The orb can mess with our heads.  Who knows what we really heard?

NEEVA: Whether or not it came from the orb, it must mean something that we’ve all been hearing it.

(Dovan hums the next few bars.)

NEEVA: Uncanny.

SHARP: But why?

DOVAN: No idea.

(A major power fluctuation.)

DOVAN: ...but I suspect someone is about to get a much better idea.  Senior officers to the bridge!  Engineering, epicenter of that power fluctuation!

J’NAYA: Main bridge, sir!

SHARP: One of us, even.

(The orb appears. Ethereal Coker again.)

SHARP: There!  Can you hear the music?

NEEVA: No!  There’s no music!

YUBARI: It’s going to keep moving until it touches one of us!

DOVAN: Me!  Let it take me!

YUBARI: You’re the captain!  The ship needs you!  I’ll go!

DOVAN: No, Yubari!

YUBARI: It’ll take me to the day my brother died!  I can handle it!

DOVAN: I thought your brother retired!

YUBARI: I lied!

NEEVA: You better decide quick; it’s getting very close!

YUBARI: I’m deciding for us!  Rescue those aliens, sir!

DOVAN: LIEUTENANT [YUBARI]!

(But Yubari has just touched the orb, and there’s a flash...)

SCENE 405-11

LOCATION: CITY OF SAN FRANCISCO – NIGHT (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

BRAHMS: You all know what we’re up against tonight.  They call it a smuggling ring, but these Remans are more like a death cult, and the Ketracel-White they sell is their sacrament. (pause) Tonight, Charlie Company, you are my exorcists!

YUBARI + MARINES: Ooorah!

BRAHMS: Captain Yubari!

YUBARI: Sir!

BRAHMS: Everything hinges on your company’s retrieval of the informant, whoever it is.

YUBARI: We have the location, we have the countersign: we don’t need to know who the informant is.  He just needs to name the kingpin.

BRAHMS: Once the informant identifies the kingpin, Alpha Company takes the kingpin alive, and the entire ring collapses.  The rest of the battallion will keep [their pickets distracted and confused, allowing a clean infiltration.]

YUBARI: With respect, General... I know the mission.  And you don’t have to worry about my personal feelings.  I won’t let them interfere.

BRAHMS: Soldier, this smuggling ring killed your parents. When the informant tells us who the kingpin is, you’ll have your first chance for justice. I want your personal feelings to interfere.

YUBARI: Yes, General.

BRAHMS: And, Captain?

YUBARI: Sir?

BRAHMS: You know this is a memory, don't you?

YUBARI: Stardate five-seven-five-five-five.  Worst day of my life.

BRAHMS: You might think it'll be easier, knowing what's going to happen next. You're wrong. It's worse. There's only one escape for you: get out of the Star Fountain. SQUAD! Dismissed!

SCENE 405-12

LOCATION: DESERTED BEACH (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

YUBARI: What?  Where is this?  Another memory?

BEZU: Asuka. [“Ahska”]

YUBARI: Bezu.  This is Sato Beach, near my old house.

BEZU: Our old house.

YUBARI: I must be, what, nine, ten years old?

BEZU: Eight, stupid.  Now come play with me.

YUBARI: I don't wanna play with you, Bezu.  Remember what happened last time?

BEZU: Come on, Asuka.  All I want to do is bury you a little.  You won’t even have to move.  It’ll be fun!

YUBARI: I wanna play in the water.

BEZU: How about you play with me, or I’ll tell mom you were fighting with your brother again.

YUBARI: And I’ll call you a liar.

BEZU: You know, little sister, that I’ll have the bruises to prove it.  And mom will never believe I gave them to myself.  You’ll get grounded.  Again.  Come on, just play with me!

(Pause.)

YUBARI: It won’t be like last time?

BEZU: Not at all!  Look, I already dug the hole for you to stand in!

BRAHMS: Having to say the exact same words, walk the exact same steps, even knowing what’s coming?  The agony must be exquisite.

YUBARI: I think deep down I always knew what was coming.

BRAHMS: We’ll return to this later.  Let’s get back to San Francisco.

SCENE 405-13

LOCATION: SAN FRANCISCO (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

THE MAJOR: Captain!  Get down, ma’am!

YUBARI: (as she dives to the ground to get out of the line of fire) Whoa!

(Three shots pass just overhead.)

THE MAJOR: Returning fire! (he takes some shots with his phaser) Captain, are you alright, ma’am?

YUBARI: Major?!

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, Second Lieutenant Ryan Willis, ma’am.  Can you walk?  We’re almost to the informant, ma’am.

YUBARI: Lieutenant?  You were on this mission?  But earlier...

BRAHMS: The Major lied.  Operation Zefram left him with his own demons to exorcise.  You met a lot of marines that night; you forgot he was one of them.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am?

YUBARI: Never mind.  Of course I can walk.  I wasn’t even hit, no thanks to your shouting.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, sorry, ma’am.

YUBARI: And I like you better once you stop saying “ma’am” all the time.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am?

YUBARI: Never mind. How many are there?

THE MAJOR: Three, ma’am.  Well-trained, well-fortified.

YUBARI: So if we try to break through to the informant together, we’ll get mowed down.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Really, you need to stop saying that.  Cover me.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, you’ll be torn to shreds out there if [you try to run for it, ma’am!]

YUBARI: By the end of the night, Major, I’ll have my arm blown off and a giant metal plate in my leg.  But right now?  I’m a frakking ballerina of death.  I’ll never shoot or run this well again, but by God I will get to the informant.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, yes ma’am!

YUBARI: Now!

(She runs out from behind cover as bad guys shoot at her, the Major returning fire as possible.)

SCENE 405-14

LOCATION: DESERTED BEACH (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

(We hear a shovel collecting sand and throwing it on a pile.)

YUBARI: Bezu, I’m up to my neck now.  You can stop.  I’m buried.  You buried me.

BEZU: Do you know what I heard once, sister?

YUBARI: Bezu, let me out.

BEZU: I heard that there’s a moment.

YUBARI: Bezu, stop!  It’s getting in my mouth!

BEZU: A moment, just before someone dies, when you can look into their eyes and see their soul.

BRAHMS: Was this the greatest betrayal of your life, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: (starts to cough) Bezu, stop!  STOP!

BRAHMS: ...or was this?

SCENE 405-15

LOCATION: CITY OF SAN FRANCISCO – NIGHT - PLAZA (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

(She takes a couple steps forward on the asphalt ground, then taps her commbadge.)

YUBARI: Blossom to Damocles.  I’ve reached the rendezvous.  Three Remans dead at the entrance; looks like our informant had to fight his way here.  Giving the sign.  Damocles, come in. Nothing.  Jammed. (she takes another step forward) I love all waste and solitary places. (pause) I love all waste and solitary –

BEZU: Asuka [AH-ska]?

(Asuka spins and draws her phaser.)

YUBARI: Hands up!  Counter-sign!

BEZU: Asuka-san!  It’s me!

YUBARI: Bezu?  You’re the informant?

BEZU: Five years, Asuka, you don’t write, you don’t call...

YUBARI: I was expecting an actual Reman. Why wasn’t I told you were infiltrating them?

BEZU: Your superiors think I was killed two years ago in a swordfight on Corsava Four.  Brahms didn’t tell you?

YUBARI: Two years is more than enough time to re-establish contact.

BEZU: That would really miss the point, Asuka-san, since I was faking my own death.

YUBARI: Of course you did.  Starfleet tries to turn you into a decent human being, and you’ll do anything to escape.  Fine: the General can sort it out after the extraction.  This way.

BEZU: Ask me for the countersign.

YUBARI: What?

BEZU: You never made me give the countersign.  How do you know who I am?

YUBARI: Bezu, there’ll be more Remans on the way!  We have no more time for games!

BEZU: Ask me!

YUBARI: Fine!  Sign! “I love all waste and solitary places!”  Countersign!

BEZU: I don’t know.

YUBARI: Countersign, Bezu!

BEZU: I tell you, I’ve no idea!  I’ll bet that dead Reman just inside the door did.  He was the informant, after all.

YUBARI: But... but if he was the informant...

BEZU: Uh-oh, sister. Haven’t you been wondering why the Remans killed Mother and Father?  Two more harmless people you could hardly have imagined, with their music and their gardening.  Yet they were executed like common gangland snitches.

YUBARI: I assumed that was a reprisal – for something you’d done.

BEZU: In a sense, yes.  They died because they had learned who I was – because they’d heard the name... Prince Bezu of Remus.

YUBARI: You’re the kingpin.

BEZU: They tried to turn me in.  I had no choice, Asuka-san. Just as I have no choice now.

(He draws his sword.)

YUBARI: Don’t move!  I’ll shoot!  Set to kill!

BEZU: There’s a Romulan suppression field around this entire plaza.  Your phaser, communicator – useless.

(Yubari tries to fire!  And the phaser makes a sad noise as it fails.)

YUBARI: Dammit!

(Bezu steps forward.)

BEZU: Do you remember the beach, Asuka-san?  All those years ago?

YUBARI: Bezu, no, don’t –

(Bezu swings his sword, and it separates Yubari’s arm from her body. Yubari screams.)

BEZU: You didn’t need your right arm, did you?  If you’d like to stop a moment to collect it, feel free.

(Yubari breaks into a run – away from Bezu!)

YUBARI: Blossom to Damocles!  Damocles!

BEZU: Running so soon?  No, sister, I want to see your eyes this time.

(He chases after her.)

YUBARI: Yubari to Brahms!  Please!

BEZU: We’ll just have to sever your hamstring.

(The sword swings again, taking a big chunk of flesh just above Yubari’s knee. Yubari tumbles to the ground painfully, screaming.)

BRAHMS: There it is, Lieutenant.  The moment you know you’re about to die.  Only this isn’t the first time you’ve known that.

SCENE 405-16

LOCATION: DESERTED BEACH (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

(Yubari is choking and gasping. She's suffocating.)

YUBARI: Bezu, Bezu, I can’t breathe!

BEZU: It’s close now.  So close.

BRAHMS: Your vision is blurring, your brain shutting down, only the pain is left.  This is the moment when you break: when you run screaming from the Star Fountain and no one can stop you.

BEZU: Let go, sister.  Let me see your eyes.

BRAHMS: And still... you aren’t really afraid, are you?

YUBARI: Not... yet.

SCENE 405-17

LOCATION: CITY OF SAN FRANCISCO – NIGHT - PLAZA (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

(Bezu slooooowly walks up to stand right over Yubari.)

BEZU: I’m sorry, sister. Isaac should never have sent you.

YUBARI: Bezu – agh! – you never killed me before.  All those times you tried.

BEZU: You had our parents to protect you.  No longer.  Now, turn and face your end.  It’s the honorable thing, and somehow that always mattered to you, didn’t it?  Despite your best efforts.

YUBARI: Bezu...

BEZU: I said face me, Asuka!

YUBARI: ...there’s something you should know.  Come closer.

BEZU: Fine: I’ll turn your head myself.

(He reaches down to roughly turn her head to face him.)

YUBARI: You didn’t get the whole hamstring. HiYAAA!

(Yubari kicks Bezu in a very vulnerable spot!)

BEZU: Aagh! (groaning)  Oh...

YUBARI: Now your ARM!

(She kicks again, now in the wrist, and the sword spins out of his hand and clatters to the ground, some meters away.)

BEZU: My sword!

(He lunges for it.)

YUBARI: Not... so FAST!

(The sword clatters as Bezu tries to pick it up but Yubari rolls into him and he loses his grip.)

(Yubari punches Bezu.)

(Very, very quickly, Bezu punches back.)

(Yubari gets to the sword and rolls onto it.)

BEZU: Give it back!

YUBARI: Say “please”.

(She grabs the sword off the ground, swings wildly through the air, slashes Bezu, then slams it back into the ground.)

BEZU: My neck! (he collapses to the ground) Ooof!

(Yubari takes the sword again, then stands up, groaningly.)

YUBARI: You’ll live.  Probably.  If you get medical attention.

BEZU: I don’t under... understand.

YUBARI: You lost, Bezu!  I’m not just your tortured little sister anymore, and Mom and Dad can’t protect you out here!

BEZU: Protect me?

YUBARI: It took a million Reman troops to replace them, but you’re nothing alone.  You never were!  How does it feel?

BEZU: Feel?

YUBARI: To have a sword pointed at your own throat for once, you monster?

BEZU: Is that how you see this little slip-up?

YUBARI: Bezu, if you answer one more question with a question, I’ll [slit your throat.]

BEZU: No you won’t. (pause) Something you never understood, sister – and listen closely, it’s why I was always able to bully you, why you never rose as far as I – it’s not about who’s holding the sword, it never is; the power of generals and princes, of life and death, always goes to the one who has leverage.  Leverage is how I brought Praetor Shinzon to power.  Leverage is how I survived his fall. (pause) Your marine squad can’t be two minutes away.  You just captured me.  I have intelligence your section needs – information about the Sword of Damocles from my underworld contacts.  I’ve lost today, granted, but I don’t need my army: Isaac Brahms is protecting me now. (pause) Leverage, Ahska.  If you could get your temper under control for one minute you’d finally see that.

SCENE 405-18

LOCATION: BEACH (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

(Yubari still drowning in sand.)

YUBARI: Be... zu.

BRAHMS: The beach again.  Strange.  Why are we here?

BEZU: I said, let go, Ahska.  Let go! (pause) Huh.  Fine.  I guess I’ll have to let you live.

(He removes some of the sand. Yubari has huge, gulping gasps of air!)

BEZU: Hi, mom!  Hi, dad!  Yeah, we were just playing!  I’ll dig her out in time for dinner! They’re home early.  I thought I’d have longer to dangle you over the precipice there, make you think you were dead. (pause) Maybe next time.

BRAHMS: You want to call him a monster.  You want to kill him.  But somewhere, deep down, part of you is grateful he let you breathe again.

SCENE 405-19

LOCATION: CITY OF SAN FRANCISCO – NIGHT - PLAZA (YUBARI'S MEMORY)

YUBARI: Leverage, you said.

BEZU: Don’t despise it just because it’s keeping me alive.  It’s kept you alive for decades.

YUBARI: You’re an evil creature, Bezu.

BEZU: “Evil” is a silly word for it, but thank you.  And: well done.  I can see your temper coming under control.

YUBARI: You were right.  I’m beginning to see things clearly.  Calmly.

BEZU: Congratulations.  This is just the first step, but - (Yubari slashes his throat wide open) Ahhhg!

YUBARI: Just bandage it with some leverage, Bezu.

BEZU: (gurgling) Asuka... (dies)

(Silence.)

BRAHMS: I’ve never seen that look on your face before, Yubari.

(She drops the sword.)

YUBARI: I did it again.  I tried so hard this time... and I still did it.

BRAHMS: Your report said he died because you lost your cool in the heat of a battle.

YUBARI: He died because... I don’t know.

BRAHMS: Don’t know?  Or can’t say?

YUBARI: Yes.

BRAHMS: And now you’re afraid.

YUBARI: More than I’ve ever been.

BRAHMS: So get out of the Star Fountain!  Run away, as fast as you can!

YUBARI: You can’t run away from yourself, General.  No matter how much you want to. Do you know what I saw in his eyes?

BRAHMS: What?

YUBARI: Nothing.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: We need to talk.

YUBARI: I’m gushing blood, down a limb, going into shock.  I don’t have time.

BRAHMS: Then the Beacon will slow the memory.  We’ll have a little longer before you lapse into unconsciousness.

YUBARI: But you still won’t do a thing for the pain, will you? (pause) What are you?

BRAHMS: The Iconians laid the Beacon one million years ago, as a warning.  It drains ship’s power, compels its crew – anything to keep them away from the center of what you call the Star Fountain.

YUBARI: Why?  Is this where the Iconians keep their buried treasure?

BRAHMS: You mean Avalon?  No – Avalon can never be found, except by she who holds the Mapstone.  The Star Fountain contains only the Beast.

YUBARI: A beast?

BRAHMS: The Beast. The Beast lured you into the Star Fountain, offering you your heart’s desire.  There is no distress call, no alien ship, no Avalon at the center.  There is only the Beast, imprisoned in the white hole, and its illusions. It will consume you. You must get out.

YUBARI: You couldn’t have just told us that?

BRAHMS: The Beacon needs to last as long as the Beast – 70 million years.  Language may no longer translate, but fear always will.  So the Beacon was programmed for fear.

YUBARI: Didn’t work on us.

BRAHMS: The Excelsior is the first ship to penetrate this far into the anomaly in almost seven centuries.  Very few sapients thrive on fear, as you do.  A trait I’ve always admired in you, Miss Yubari, but which today may prove your undoing.

YUBARI: It got me past your stupid fear program. Ohhh...

(We start to hear a non-ethereal “Coker’s Interlude".)

(Yubari falls to her knees and drops the sword.)

BRAHMS: Asuka!

YUBARI: Just... blood loss.  Not sure it’s the arm or the leg that’s worse.  Can’t your Beacon do anything for the pain?

BRAHMS: It already is.  More than ninety percent of the pain encoded in your memory is being blocked.  Otherwise you’d be hallucinating.

YUBARI: Says the dead man I’m talking to.

BRAHMS: We don’t have much time, Lieutenant. You have to get away from the Beast.  When you wake up, you’ll have about ten seconds.  Execute an emergency warp reverse.  It’s your only chance.  It may already be too late; the Beast has not fed for centuries, and it is desperate.

YUBARI: Wait. I can hear the music. The music that’s been in our heads.

BRAHMS: You perceive it as music. Very interesting.

YUBARI: It was you!  What does it mean?

(Brahms slowly fades away.)

BRAHMS: If all else fails, we’ve given you the tools you need to defeat the Beast.

YUBARI: But what about the music?

BRAHMS: I said, we’ve given you the tools you need!  You’re almost gone - there’s no time to [explain more!]

SCENE 405-20

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: --YUBARI!

YUBARI: Captain, you need to execute an emergency warp reverse – right now.

(The turbolift opens, and Lorhrok and Rol step out.)

LORHROK: Reporting as [ordered, sir.]

DOVAN: Alecz, Bev – the orb just got Yubari. Step back before she attacks.

YUBARI: Captain, the Beacon didn’t “get” me.  I defeated its programming.  I’m not hallucinating, I’m fully aware of my surroundings, and you need to trust me: this is a trap.  We need to lock the warp engines into an emergency reverse, before it’s too late.

NEEVA: Penetrating the inner boundary now, sir.

YUBARI: Lieutenant Lorhrok, please – you told me to ask questions.  Well, I’ve been asking questions, and now I have the answers, from the Iconians themselves.  Emergency reverse now or we’re all dead!

LORHROK: I think she’s alright, Captain.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I think you might be right.  Helm, lock in the warp engines and [engage emergency reverse!]

(The Helm beeps an alert.)

ROL: Sir, I just lost helm control.

LORHROK: What?  Why?

ROL: Some kind of tractor beam.  Power output’s off the scale!

(Ops alert.)

NEEVA: The Excelsior has penetrated the inner boundary.  We are now in visual range of the white hole.

DOVAN: On screen!

ROL: That’s no alien starship.

BEAST: I WILL DEVOUR YOUR SOULS! YOUR HOPES AND AMBITIONS WILL STRENGTHEN ME AND I WILL FEED ON YOUR VERY LIVES!

YUBARI: There is no alien starship; there never was.  It’s The Beast.

LORHROK: That... thing created the orb?

YUBARI: No!  The Beast was imprisoned here by the Iconians.  It tried to lure us in with its distress call.  The orb was an Iconian Beacon, intended to ward us off.

DOVAN: Which I furiously ignored.  Damn.  Hailing frequencies!

YUBARI: Open.

DOVAN: This is the Federation Starship Excelsior.  We are on a peaceful mission of peace and... peacefulness!

BEAST: “PEACE! PEACE!” THEY CRY, WHEN THERE IS NO PEACE!

ROL: It can read our thoughts.

YUBARI: That’s how it lured us in here.  A distress call and Avalon?  How could we resist?

DOVAN: The Excelsior is a Starfleet dreadnought equipped with an advanced arsenal! Release us, or we will be forced to defend ourselves!

BEAST: THEN DEFEND YOURSELF, FOR I. SHALL. FEEEEED!

ROL: Engines are overwhelmed.  We’re being pulled forward!

NEEVA: Into the white hole?

ROL: No: into that thing’s mouth.

DOVAN: Lieutenant Yubari. Quantum torpedoes, full spread.

YUBARI: Full spread, aye.

(She fires.)

LORHROK: Captain, I don’t feel the fear anymore.

YUBARI: We’re beyond the reach of the Beacon.  It can’t affect us.

SHARP: You mean scare us.

DOVAN: Or save us.

ROL: Torpedo impact!

(A bunch of torpedoes hit shields)

(Damage readouts appear at Rol’s console)

ROL: The Beast doesn’t appear to be injured.  No effect.

NEEVA: Wait... that isn’t completely accurate.  The torpedoes struck some kind of multiplexing energy field around the Beast, which absorbed their impact.

LORHROK: Like a deflector shield.

NEEVA: It’s more layered than that – different shields protecting different parts, and the whole thing is rotating –flickering - eighty thousand times per second.  Our first torpedo did serious damage to one of the Beast’s shields, but our second torpedo hit a different shield, our third torpedo hit a third shield... we couldn’t cut through with a thousand torpedoes like this.

LORHROK: Can we target just one of the shields, focus our fire there, and punch through?

NEEVA: There seem to be more than a million total shields, shifting constantly, flickering on and off.  It’s breathtaking, really.  Our computers can’t see enough of a pattern to lock on to just one.  If we could...

ROL: I don’t like to rush, sirs, but distance is five million kilometers and closing.

DOVAN: Neeva, take your best guess and feed it to tactical.  Yubari, precision phaser strikes, as soon as you have the solution.

NEEVA: Sir, [I don’t think I can get this by feel.]

DOVAN: Commander, we don’t have time to crack the code; we barely have time for a guess.  I trust you.  Do it.

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(Neeva inputs a best-guess firing solution.)

YUBARI: Solution received.  Firing all phasers!

(A series of phaser strikes in rapid, rhythmic succession.)

LORHROK: Report!

NEEVA: Damn it!  Even less effect than the last volley, sir.  I need more time.

BEAST: (an evil, scary, maniacal laugh – nearly a scream...) FEED!  FEEEEEED!

ROL: Two million kilometers!

DOVAN: Engineering, we need more power!

J’NAYA: We’ll try’n find her second wind, sir!

ROL: One point five!

(The Beast laughs again.)

YUBARI: The tools we need to defeat The Beast.

LORHROK: Leftenant?

YUBARI: The tools we need to defeat The Beast!  What if Brahms wasn’t ignoring my question... what if he was answering it?

DOVAN: Brahms?  Brahms is dead.  Doctor [Sharp, check if she’s hallucinating.]

("Coker's Interlude" fades in.)

YUBARI: No, wait!  Switching phaser solution to manual!

YUBARI: Opening fire!

(She starts firing to the music.)

BEAST: NO.  ACCEPT YOUR FATES.

DOVAN: If we were that sort we wouldn’t be in here in the first place.  Neeva?

NEEVA: It’s working.  Lieutenant Yubari has found the pattern.  She’s breaking through.

YUBARI: Quiet, please.

(She keeps firing to the music.)

BEAST: NO.  NOOO!

NEEVA: We’re through!

YUBARI: I can’t stop.  Need to keep the hole open.

LORHROK: Rol, secondary access - load quantum torpedoes!

ROL: Loaded!

DOVAN: FIRE!

(Shots are fired. Torpedo explodes.)

BEAST: THE PAIN!  THE PAIN!

LORHROK: Warp engines online!

DOVAN: Emergency reverse, hit it!

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior leaps to warp, very quickly.)

(A black hole erupts out of the explosion, expanding and growing to massive size.)

(The black and white holes destabilize each other in a horrible ying-yang matter-antimatter explosion.)

BEAST: PAAAAAAAAAAAAAIN!

(The Excelsior warps past the expanding explosion at lightspeed.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

ROL: We’re clear of the shockwave!

NEEVA: The Beast is destabilizing the white hole!  I’ve never seen anything like it!

DOVAN: Any threat to us?

NEEVA: I don’t think it’s going to be a threat to anyone for a few hundred years, Captain.

DOVAN: Well, that was certainly a[n... adventure.]

(The Beacon appears as it usually does, except this time with no ethereal musical backdrop.)

ROL: The orb!

LORHROK: It’s back!

DOVAN: Not again!

NEEVA: Lieutenant, look out!

(The orb touches Yubari. Flash!)

SCENE 405-21

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S GARDEN

BRAHMS: Asuka.

YUBARI: Beacon. This isn’t San Francisco.

BRAHMS: No need for bad memories now. This is a good one.  One of mine. I hoped to see you one last time before you leave the Star Fountain.

YUBARI: Why?

BRAHMS: Well, for one, I owe you an apology. I have for a long time now.  What I did to you in San Francisco...

YUBARI: I never blamed the General.  But he’s dead; stop pretending you’re him.  I don’t need an apology from a fragment of my own subconscious some Beacon is mindreading back at me.

BRAHMS: And you’re not going to get one.  Tell Mister Rol it’s time he apologized for us both.

YUBARI: Rol?  He wasn’t at Operation Zefram.

BRAHMS: No, he wasn’t.  But he knows what we did.  And, when you see him, tell him my asphodels are blooming; he’ll understand. Now, I understand you’re looking for Avalon.  The Scion treasure world.

YUBARI: Iconian.

BRAHMS: Same thing.  Scionians are what the Iconians became after they left the galaxy.  You mean you didn’t get that from the spelling?

YUBARI: Fine, Icons, Scions, I don’t care.  If the bluegills find Avalon, they’ll use what they find there to destroy the Milky Way galaxy.  We need to get there first – it might give us the first fighting chance against the Sword of Damocles we’ve ever had.

BRAHMS: Yes, I suppose it might.  If you need to find Avalon, then you need to find the Mapstone.

YUBARI: The what?

BRAHMS: An artifact.  It is said that Avalon can be found only by a Scion, or by she who holds the Mapstone.

YUBARI: I don’t suppose you have a copy.

BRAHMS: There are no copies.  Nor do I know its exact location.  But I believe you may find it near the edge of the Jathlin Arm. 	(pause) Oh, dear.

YUBARI: What?

BRAHMS: I wasn’t supposed to tell you that.  The Beacon’s systems are shutting down.  You’ll be locked out.

YUBARI: The Jathlin Arm is huge.  I need more, General.

BRAHMS: I’ve told you all I know.  Tell Dovan, tell Parker – hell, tell Hanas, if she’ll listen: the Mapstone.  She who finds the Mapstone finds Avalon. And Asuka – I’m proud of you.

SCENE 405-22

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

LORHROK: Yubari?

YUBARI: The Beacon... deactivated.  Captain, I have some information I need to share with you, immediately.

DOVAN: About the Beacon?

YUBARI: No.  About Avalon.  I might have an idea where it is.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: My ready room.  Now.

(They exit.)

NEEVA: Does anyone have any idea what just happened?

ROL: I can’t wait to read her report.

NEEVA: Assuming it isn’t classified.

LORHROK: I’m sure we’ll find out what we need to know in good time.  Ensign Rol, set course for Morex, cruising speed.

ROL: Course laid in.

SHARP: I suppose I’d better get down to sickbay to see if our patients are reviving.

NEEVA: Wouldn’t want Mister Mudd to miss his trial!

ROL: Don’t give him any ideas!

LORHROK: Engage.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior jumps to warp.)SCENE 405-23

LOCATION: DELTA LOUNGE

LORHROK: So, how do you evaluate your performance on the assignment?

YUBARI: I hate this question.  Why pretend my evaluation matters? Yours is the one that does.

LORHROK: The Great Prophet taught that to understand a thing is to change it.  How you perceive your own command abilities will make a much bigger difference in the long run than whatever silly number I put down on this little review.

YUBARI: That number determines whether I actually advance toward my promotion.

LORHROK: And if you dodge the question again, Lieutenant, I’m reducing the number by five percent.

YUBARI: Fine. 	(pause) I tried to find an even-handed solution.  I listened to both Mr. Willis and Mr. Lio and looked for the middle ground between them.  But I lost my temper.  I sided with the Major and nailed the barkeep to the wall.  I failed in the assignment you gave me. There.  Am I a better commander now that I’ve saved you having to tell me I failed?

LORHROK: Lieutenant... what was the assignment I gave you?

YUBARI: To resolve the conflict between Marine Country and the Delta Lounge.

LORHROK: And the Major has lifted the ban on marines visiting the Delta Lounge.  There’s two right now at the tri-D chess table.

YUBARI: I didn’t resolve the conflict.  I picked a side.

LORHROK: Yes, of course you did.  Lio was dead wrong.  He’s a barkeep; he had absolutely no business even commenting on ship’s operations, certainly not criticizing them.  You corrected him and made it stick; problem solved.  Who said anything about not picking sides?

YUBARI: A good leader doesn’t pick sides; a good leader finds a compromise everyone can embrace. Like you said: a leader gives orders others want to follow.  That’s why I’ve never been one – and never will be.

LORHROK: With all due respect, Lieutenant, that’s a bunch of baktag.  A good leader is fair, but all that means is your subordinates get what they deserve, which is exactly what you did.  Asking the Major to meet Lio in the middle on this - that would have been an injustice.  Ninety-one.

YUBARI: Ninety-what?

LORHROK: Ninety-one.  That’s your score on this assignment.  Keep this up, and you’ll make Lieutenant Commander before I do. (sigh) Sadly, that’s the end of my lunch break.  I need to get to Life Sciences for a meeting about their computer upgrades.  You’ll excuse me?

YUBARI: Of course, sir.  Thank you, sir.

LORHROK: My pleasure.

(Lorhrok stands and exits.  Rol almost immediately sidles over and takes a seat.)

ROL: Ma’am?

YUBARI: I was wondering how long you were going to keep lurking over there, Ensign.

ROL: Mind if I finish Alecz’s cookies?

YUBARI: I want one.  The rest are yours.

ROL: Mmm-mmm.

(Rol takes a big bite out of a nice crunchy cookie and chews for a minute.)

ROL: So... (he swallows a bite) I read your report.

YUBARI: Good for you; you want an autograph?

ROL: You saw Isaac.

YUBARI: It wasn’t the General.  It was just the Beacon, reconstructing him from my own memories.

ROL: I know that’s what you said in your report.  I was just wondering if you were lying about that, too.

YUBARI: What.

ROL: Quote, “I was then forced to relive the sword fight I had with the Reman kingpin, D’Lex, who had just killed my brother, Bezu, the informant.  D’Lex used a Romulan S’harien sword to sever my left arm above the elbow, and...” You just reported the same cover story you’ve been spouting for three years.  You never admit to killing Bezu yourself.  You never call him the kingpin.

YUBARI: That’s what I’m supposed to do; the truth is classified.  So how the hell do you know about it?

ROL: It was my fault.

YUBARI: What?

ROL: I owe you an apology, Lieutenant.  Have for a long time. (pause) I trained Bezu for his insertion into the Reman smugglers.  So did Isaac.  We saw what he was on this inside, but we were arrogant.  We were Intelligence.  We thought we could control him.  And we couldn’t have been more wrong.  He didn’t help us get the Remans under control; he took control, and turned against us. (pause) If we had just been willing to admit the truth when we saw it, Bezu never would have amounted to more than a local thug.  Your parents would still be alive.  You’d still have... well, at least some of your original limbs.

YUBARI: I’d like to say you couldn’t have known... but you did, didn’t you?

ROL: Isaac always tried to watch out for you after Bezu went bad.  He thought there would be poetic justice in you collecting the informant who would bring Bezu’s whole organization down; that’s why you were on Operation Zefram.  He had no idea he was sending you into a trap... but he never forgave himself for it. Which is strange – Isaac forgave himself so often.

YUBARI: Yet he never bothered to actually apologize.

ROL: No.  I suppose he didn’t.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Did he like flowers, Bev?

ROL: Isaac Brahms?  Flowers?  No, not that I recall.  Why?

YUBARI: The Beacon’s version said something to me – something odd.  I know it’s from my own mind, but I can’t make any sense of it.  We were in a garden.

ROL: Another of your memories?

YUBARI: No.  One of his, he said.

ROL: Describe it for me.

YUBARI: I don’t know.  Lots of bushes, flowers.  A hedge.  Looked kinda beat up, honestly.  Brahms told me to tell you the asphodels were blooming.

ROL: Asphodels?  He said that?  Specifically?  Asphodels?

YUBARI: Yeah. You look like you just saw a ghost.

ROL: Not me.  But somebody did. On Gevinon, I spent time in Isaac’s mind – the real Isaac, not a projection.  The heart of his mind was a garden.

YUBARI: I don’t remember this in your report.

ROL: I never told anyone.  The psychic battle we were waging was important; the details of how it looked didn’t matter.  But we fought the bluegill kings in that very garden.  Nearly everything was destroyed – Isaac was on the brink of death.  But we managed to save one flower, just one, right in the center of the garden. It was an asphodel.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: That... that doesn’t make any sense.  The Beacon was reading from my mind, not yours.

ROL: Or maybe it wasn’t reading anyone’s minds at all. The Jathlin Arm, he said?

YUBARI: Yeah.  Near the edge.

ROL: I wonder whether we’ll find more than just a Mapstone out there.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior flies by on impulse, into the black blackness of an uncertain frontier – the Jathlin Arm glittering in the distance.)


4.9 The Mapstone


RECAP

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek: Excelsior.

LOCATION: SS TAWNY ANNE (FROM 4G-02)

PARKER: Three weeks ago, the neural parasites we call “the bluegills” began to infiltrate Starbase Nine-One-One.

UNDERWOOD: But we defeated the bluegills!  On the Excelsior, at Gevinon Prime!

PARKER: No.

LOCATION: READY ROOM (FROM 404-24)

DOVAN: Neeva’s been analyzing the Iconian ruin in this star system.  Someone else searched the ruin, recently, just like all the others.

LOCATION: SS TAWNY ANNE (FROM 4G-02)

PARKER: They sweep into a system, scour any Iconian ruins they find, and then disappear... The bluegills are looking for something, desperately, in the ruins of an ancient civilization.

LOCATION: READY ROOM (FROM 404-24)

DOVAN: Just tell me this: are we looking for the same thing they are?

PARKER: Yes, we are.

DOVAN: And do we know what that is?

LOCATION: ICONIAN RUINS – CAVES (FROM 4G-04)

COX: They’re looking for Avalon.

PARKER: What is “Avalon”?

COX: Avalon was the last refuge of the Iconians, after they were driven from their homeworld. A hidden world, a total secret, built to continue operating on its own for ten million years.

PARKER: Let me guess: filled to the brim with Iconian technology at its peak.  Iconian weapons.

UNDERWOOD: More than enough to tip the balance of power in their favor. With Avalon, they could conquer the galaxy.

COX: You have to find it first.  Plain as that.  Whoever gets Avalon gets the galaxy.

LOCATION: ICONIAN RUINS - CAVES - UNION III (FROM 4G-03)

UNDERWOOD: They were talking about “controlling the mega-gateways.”  I didn’t even realize there were other gateways – besides the one in orbit and the one it’s linked to.

PARKER: To access another gateway... it would be a revolution.

LOCATION: CITY OF SAN FRANCISCO – NIGHT - PLAZA (YUBARI'S MEMORY) (FROM 405-19)

BRAHMS: Avalon can never be found, except by she who holds the Mapstone.

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S GARDEN (FROM 405-21)

YUBARI: The what?

BRAHMS: An artifact. If you need to find Avalon, then you need to find the Mapstone.

YUBARI: I don’t suppose you have a copy.

BRAHMS: I believe you may find it near the edge of the Jathlin Arm.

LOCATION: ICONIAN RUINS - CAVES - UNION III (FROM 4G-03)

PARKER: Seven stars point to three... find the second, we will meet. [snip] What does it mean?

UNDERWOOD: The Iconians enjoyed riddles.

LOCATION: DELTA LOUNGE (FROM 405-23)

ROL: The Jathlin Arm, he said?

YUBARI: Yeah.  Near the edge.

ROL: I wonder whether we’ll find more than just a Mapstone out there.

NARRATOR: And now, the continuation...

SCENE 4E-01

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior flyby.)

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, Stardate Six-zero-six-five-nine-point-nine, classify entry sigma-six, voiceprint authentication. The Excelsior has been in the Jathlin Arm for over a week. So far, we’ve had no sign of the Mapstone, or Avalon, Iconian ruins, or really anything at all.  I’m... just a teensy bit bored.

LOCATION: READY ROOM

(Door chimes.)

DOVAN: Come.

(Door hisses open; J’naya steps in.)

DOVAN: Ah, Miss J’naya. Come in.

J’NAYA: Captain. Permission to speak freely, sir?

DOVAN: Really? For what purpose?

J’NAYA: I have concerns about my working conditions as a department head.

DOVAN: Well... um... Go ahead, then. Permission granted.

J’NAYA: Captain, what the hell are we doing here?

DOVAN: In the Ready Room? These are my office hours. Did I not post the bulletin?

J’NAYA: No, out here sir. In the Jathlin Arm. Three weeks we’ve been wandering around out here like a bunch of schoolchildren on bank holiday. It’s like we’re looking for something, but we haven’t the faintest idea what it is or where to find it. Except I have the feeling that everyone on this ship knows what it is but me.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Commander, I’ll make you a deal.

J’NAYA: I accept.

DOVAN: I haven’t told you the terms yet.

J’NAYA: I was showing intiative, sir.

DOVAN: Ah, carry on, then. I will tell you the answer to your question... after you finally get down to sickbay for your annual physical.

J’NAYA: What? I had my physical three months ago.

DOVAN: You were scheduled, but you must not have shown up: sickbay doesn’t have a record of an exam.

J’NAYA: That’s absurd. Doctor Maiek and Nurse Hennessy [had me pumping sensor blocks for hours.]

DOVAN: All I’m telling you is what Sickbay’s telling me. If you were there, then they lost the records. Either way, we need your physical. Get down there, pronto.

J’NAYA: I go on duty in fifteen minutes. Nacelle inspection in two hours.

DOVAN: Adow will hold the fort for you. Health comes first!

J’NAYA: And then you’ll tell me?

DOVAN: And then I’ll tell you. Now, go. You already took the deal. Dismissed.

J’NAYA: Aye, sir.

(She exits. Dovan hits his combadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Sickbay.

SHARP: Sickbay here, Alcar.

DOVAN: I need you to drop everything for Commander J’naya’s annual physical. I just sent her down to you.

SHARP: What? Kestra had her physical three months ago.

DOVAN: I’m afraid the files have been lost.

SHARP: I was just re-reading them this morning! How did we lose them?

DOVAN: I deleted them.

SHARP: When?

DOVAN: About thirty seconds from now.

SHARP: Oh, this isn’t a physical. This is an excuse for me to give Kestra a bluegill screening.

DOVAN: Make it thorough, Doctor. And, Melissa – I feel a lot better about things since our talk yesterday.

SHARP: I never even saw you yesterday, Alcar. But nice try. If I’d been a bluegill, you would have had me there. Remind me the name of your favorite brother?

DOVAN: Aden. He’s alphabetically closest. And he hates being the answer to all my security questions. How’s that?

SHARP: You pass. I’ll have my report on Kestra as soon as I can. Sickbay out.

DOVAN: Computer. (computer beeps) Delete medical files for Commander Kestra J’naya, physical examination, stardate six-oh-four-four-one-point-eight.

(The computer does this and boops.)

(Dovan begins walking.)

COMPUTER: Files deleted.

DOVAN: Thank you, computer.

COMPUTER: You are welcome.

(Doors open.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Dovan heads for his seat in the center.)

NEEVA: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: As you were. Helm, status report.

REEVES: Holding steady at warp six, captain. On schedule for survey of this stellar group.

DOVAN: Thank you, Lieutenant…?

REEVES: Reeves, sir.

DOVAN: Aren’t you a little old to be a lieutenant, Mister Reeves?

REEVES: Just living the dream, sir.

DOVAN: Aren’t we all, Mister Reeves. Carry on.

REEVES: Aye aye, captain.

DOVAN: Another exciting day in the Jathlin Arm then, Commander?

NEEVA: Depends where you look for excitement, sir.

DOVAN: People keep saying that to me. It’s uncanny. Is there some kind of secret party happening aboard? My birthday was six months ago, in case there’s any risk of that.

(Sensor alert.)

NEEVA: Captain, I’m picking up a signal. Very faint. It just showed up at the edge of our sensor range.

DOVAN: More of those spam probes we ran into last week? That was enough informercials for one mission.

NEEVA: I don’t think so, sir. It’s registering as... as a distress call!

DOVAN: Could just be a trick to lure us in to the spambots.

NEEVA: Sir, regulations [clearly requires us to investigate a case like this.]

DOVAN: I know, I know, we have to investigate. Lay in a course, helm.

REEVES: Aye, sir. Course laid in.

DOVAN: All ahead full. Or, in other words... hit it.

REEVES: “Hit it,” aye sir.

(Helm presses a button, the Excelsior goes under accesleration, and scene.)

THEME SONG – SCENE 99

DOVAN: Starship: Excelsior.

NARRATOR: A Star Trek Fan Production (pause) Tonight’s episode (pause) The Mapstone.

SCENE 4E-02

LOCATION: PHASER RANGE

(Sharp and Yubari are practicing.)

SHARP: That’s a point for Melissa Sharp.

YUBARI: Two points Yubari. And, game.

COMPUTER: Match over. Yubari wins.

YUBARI: Again.

SHARP: Asuka, I’m not sure [that I want to be humiliated again quite so soon.]

YUBARI: You’re improving, Melissa. I think you’re ready for level three.

SHARP: Really? (pause) Well, in that case...

YUBARI: Computer, reset phaser range and increase difficulty to level three.

COMPUTER: Level three. Begin.

(They start firing.)

SHARP: Alecz is running another shindig tonight. Delta Lounge this time.

YUBARI: I know, I got my invite.

SHARP: You coming?

YUBARI: I don’t think so. Last time everyone spent the last hour just curled up by a holodeck fireplace sipping hot cocoa.

SHARP: Right. That’s why it’s the most popular party on the ship.

YUBARI: The captain’s put my command training on hold for the next few days, so I thought I’d see if the Marines can teach me something. They’re running a late-shift training tonight on sub-orbital personnel insertions.

SHARP: “Sub-orbital personnel insertion”?

YUBARI: Jumping out of an orbiting starship wearing an EV suit, surviving atmospheric re-entry, and landing safely within a target zone on the surface. Easier than it sounds; the tricky part is when you’re in free fall and under fire.

SHARP: Do they have hot cocoa?

YUBARI: It wasn’t on the syllabus, but I can put in a request. Why? Are you coming? We’ll have a lot of fun.

SHARP: We’ve been here chatting for half an hour, and that’s what gets you to crack a smile? Atmospheric re-entry? I guess that’s good to know.

COMPUTER: Match over. Yubari wins.

YUBARI: Again?

SHARP: Okay, but, on one condition: I want you to tell one of your stories.

YUBARI My what?

SHARP: C’mon, Asuka. Everyone on the bridge knows you have the best stories. But I’m stuck down in sickbay trying to get chuckles out of Nurse Mike while you’re keeping Neeva and Rol in stitches. I want a story. That’s my price.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Suit yourself. Computer, reset range and begin.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Well?

YUBARI: Thinking. (pause) Alright, some people laugh at this one. It was on my second Academy training cruise. You’ve heard the one where my roommate and I got pulled thirty-eight minutes back in time, right?

SHARP: Kestra was just telling me about it at her physical today. Hilarious. How much of that really happened?

YUBARI: What do you mean? All of it.

SHARP: Even the part with the duck?

YUBARI: Especially the part with the duck. Okay, so this story starts right after that. Or... right before it, I guess. Hm. We were [running back to the airponics bay when this Klingon decloaks.]

(The yellow alert “klaxon” sounds.)

NEEVA: Yellow alert. All hands, yellow alert. Lieutenant Yubari to the bridge. We are approaching the source of the distress call.

(Yubari hits her combadge.)

YUBARI: I’m on my way.

SHARP: I’d better get to sickbay.

(They both exit.)

SCENE 4E-03

LOCATION: BRIDGE

NEEVA: Approaching coordinates.

(Yubari exits the turbolift.)

DOVAN: Is it a spambot?

YUBARI: No, a ship. I read fifty thousand metric tons, crew complement two hundred. Engines non-functional; they’re adrift, sir.

NEEVA: Probably a scout ship or small freighter, captain. Looks like they overloaded their chambers coil. Burnt out the engines and took down communications, except for the automated beacon.

DOVAN: So we can’t hail them?

LORHROK: At this range, we could access their transceiver directly. But we’d have to calculate the carrier wave modulation precisely.

NEEVA: Way ahead of you, Alecz. Halfway modulated.

DOVAN: Armaments?

YUBARI: Um... none, sir.

DOVAN: Nothing? Not even a point-defense laser?

YUBARI: I’m also reading primitive lightspeed engines, and the cargo bays are full of preserved foodstuffs. Which means—

LORHROK: They brought their own food with them. No replicators.

DOVAN: Not a very advanced species, then.

YUBARI: Computer estimate places them on par with Earth’s late twenty-first century.

NEEVA: I’ve got the modulation. Transmitting friendly greeting in all known languages and linguacode.

YUBARI: They’re responding.

DOVAN: On screen.

(Channel open.)

ALIEN CAPTAIN: I scarce believe my eyes. Is that a spaceship or a Dreadnought of the Titans?

DOVAN: This is Captain Alcar Dovan of the U.S.S. Excelsior, representing the United Federation of Planets.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: This is Lord Harth, shipmaster in the Dronegar Protectorate. We believed all other sapient life in this region was extinct.

DOVAN: We aren’t from around here. It looks like you have a bad chambers coil, Lord Harth. Can we help?

ALIEN CAPTAIN: How did you know that?

DOVAN: We scanned your ship. We meant no offense.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: Oh, no, by all means, Captain Alcar Dovan, if your scanners are powerful enough to diagnose a chambers coil at that distance, we welcome any help you can provide.

DOVAN: Excellent. We’ll beam over an engineering team to assist you.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: “Beam,” captain? What is this word?

DOVAN: It’s a... you know? Easier to show you. We’ll meet you in your main cargo hold. The Federation looks forward to getting to know the Dronegar Protectorate better, Lord Harth.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: We await your officers in the main cargo hold, Captain, with gratitude. Out.

(Channel closes.)

DOVAN: Hm.

LORHROK: Captain, would you mind if I led the Engineering Team? I know it’s properly Commander J’naya’s department, but...

DOVAN: I was thinking the same thing, Lieutenant. We don’t just need an engineer over there; this is first contact. We need an ambassador. Find out what you can about the Dronegar.

LORHROK: Seem harmless enough.

DOVAN: Yes. Just like humans, except for the bumpy foreheads. Almost... generic. Well, take Yubari and a security detail with you. Along with your pick of engineers.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Dismissed.

(Rol enters the bridge just as Lorhrok and Yubari head for the exits.)

ROL: Permission to join you, Captain?

LORHROK: Oh, hey, Bev.

DOVAN: Granted, but you’re not on duty for another—

(Rol crosses to Dovan’s ready room and enters.)

DOVAN: Did he just barge into my ready room?

NEEVA: I guess he wanted to join you in private, sir.

DOVAN: Did he say that?

NEEVA: He looks worried.

DOVAN: No – that was his “wheels within wheels within wheels” face. (sigh) The last time he got that face, we spent a week infiltrating those smugglers on the edge of the Star Desert.

NEEVA: Which ended in us bringing down the ring, signing a treaty with the Tilamari, and finding the ruins on Raechoren Five.

DOVAN: I’m not saying Rol doesn’t get results! But his methodology... let’s just say it makes my reports to Admiral Parker the wrong kind of interesting. You have the bridge, Commander.

(Dovan exits.)

SCENE 4E-04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Kestra is running down the corridor.)

J’NAYA: (still breathing heavily) Neeva! (a few deep breaths to catch her breath) I’m so sorry I’m late.  I was in (more heavy breathing) sickbay.

NEEVA: It’s fine. No harm done. Right?

J’NAYA: I didn’t slip off a ladder in Engineering again, if that’s what you’re wondering.

NEEVA: Well, I try not to assume. But... guilty as charged.

J’NAYA: For once, I wasn’t the one being clumsy. Doctor Sharp – er, Doctor Melissa – er, Melissa – had me doing a full physical exam.

NEEVA: Didn’t you already have your annual?

J’NAYA: I thought so! They lost the records. She redid the whole exam herself, wouldn’t let me out of it until she’d run an extra brain scan.

NEEVA: Oh. (pause) Well – you know how it can be. System don’t update, a file goes to the wrong place. Melissa is very invested in making sure... everything checks out. In terms of the crew. The crew’s health, anyway. (nervous chuckle)

J’NAYA: Well, I’m just glad it’s out of the way and we can get started on this nacelle inspection. Thank you so much for taking the time.

NEEVA: Kestra, it’s my pleasure.

J’NAYA: No, it’s not, it’s a lot of tedious nitpicking in the back end of the ship, and you could have just as easily blown me off and made me take Adow or Meyers instead.

NEEVA: Joint inspections never work when one of the inspectors is subordinate to the other.

J’NAYA: Which is why I asked you. And you’ve gone out of your way to say “yes” to everything I ask you for.

NEEVA: Some would say the Chief of Operations’ job is to go out of her way to say “yes.”

J’NAYA: You’re really not going to accept this compliment, are you?

NEEVA: Not without a fight!

J’NAYA: Well, thank you, anyway. It’s been a tough time trying to fit in with this crew, but you’ve been there for me the whole time. Whether you admit it or not.

NEEVA: Not. Now, are you ready for the starboard nacelle?

J’NAYA: Actually – I’m sorry! – I’d better grab my engineering kit quick – really sorry!

(She goes into her quarters. Neeva follows.)

LOCATION: KESTRA J’NAYA’S QUARTERS

(Kestra immediately heads to the far side of the room to get her kit out of a drawer.)

NEEVA: It’s really not a problem. Is that... cake?

J’NAYA: Yes!

NEEVA: It’s beautiful. What replicator pattern is that?

J’NAYA: (chuckling) It’s not! I baked it!

NEEVA: What, by yourself?

J’NAYA: There’s no substitute! Neeva, you look like you’ve never seen real baked goods before!

(Silence.)

NEEVA: To be honest... I’m not sure that I have.

J’NAYA: You’re teasing me.

NEEVA: Not even a little!

J’NAYA: Now I know how to repay you for coming with me today.

NEEVA: You don’t have [to do anything special.]

J’NAYA: I’m teaching you to bake. And that’s final. What are you doing at eighteen hundred tomorrow?

NEEVA: I have a date, actually.

J’NAYA: Ooooooh. I’ve always wondered what those dates must be like.

NEEVA: Very... earnest. We’re both romantics, but we’re also both engineers. The results are... about what you’d expect. Alecz Lorhrok is surprisingly traditional in a lot of ways.

J’NAYA: You do seem happy!

NEEVA: Am I that easy to read?

J’NAYA: Well, I’ve only known you a few months, but that smile just now...

NEEVA: I am that easy to read. Ugh.

J’NAYA: What’s wrong with being happy?

NEEVA: I have a reputation as strict and hard to please.

J’NAYA : I think Lieutenant Yubari still outranks you there.

NEEVA: I’m a very competitive person, Kestra, don’t tempt me.

J’NAYA: Oh, I would never. You look plenty stern. Forget I said anything. An all-seeing all-knowing queen who rules over Ship’s Operations with an iron fist.

NEEVA: It’s good to get the recognition I deserve.

J’NAYA: And so humble!

NEEVA: Humility never got me anywhere. Come on.

J’NAYA: Yes, ma’am!

(They exit back into the corridor.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

NEEVA: The first thing you need to know is that the starboard nacelle is named Sulu.

J’NAYA: Yes, I heard that from Jack. S for Starboard, S for Sulu, makes sense. But, I always wondered: what do you call the port nacelle?

NEEVA: We call it “The port nacelle.” (shrugs) I know. Only Excelsior captain with a “P”-name was Palmer and we did not want to name anything for him.

(They enter a turbolift.)

J’NAYA : Deck Twenty-Six!

(The doors close, and they are gone.)

SCENE 4E-05

LOCATION: TRANSPORTER ROOM

(Lorhrok, Yubari, and their team rematerialize on the platform.)

DOVAN: Welcome back, Lexi!

LORHROK: Lexi? You’ve never called me that before, Captain.

DOVAN: And I think I never will again. Sorry. Rolls off the tongue all wrong. Forget I said it. How were the Dronegars?

LORHROK: Dronegans. Well, their ship’s fit as a fiddle, thanks to Commander J’naya’s A-Team here. And they seem like nice enough people. Just a little out of their depth.

DOVAN: Walk with me.  You too, Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir.

(They walk into the corridor.)

LOCATION: CORRIDOR

DOVAN: “Out of their depth”? How do you mean?

LORHROK: Well, they’re kitted out for a long-term mission. Apparently they’re explorers, sent to a specific destination.

DOVAN: Where?

LORHROK: They didn’t tell me. Lord Harth said you should call him now that repairs are finished.

DOVAN: I will.

LORHROK: Only... it’s as though they didn’t think it through very hard. The parts they’re using are too flimsy for sustained warp travel. You already know they’re not well-armed.

DOVAN: Or at all.

LORHROK: Right. And, I don’t know what their metabolisms are like, but I can’t see how the food stores I saw are going to be enough to cover them for a two-year round trip.

DOVAN: Two years?

LORHROK: Their engines max out at warp one-point-eight. And that’s emergency speed. Lord Harth told me the ship needs to go five light-years and back. Now, we could cover that distance in a day. But, on those engines...

DOVAN: Two years.

LORHROK: Frankly, sir, they’re lucky they made it this far. And they’re lucky their chambers coil burnt out when it did: they still have enough juice to get home.

DOVAN: They’re abandoning their mission?

LORHROK: That was my strong recommendation. I’m impressed by how little wear there’s been on the deflector couplings so far, but no chance it lasts more than another ten months before it burns out and leaves them stranded and starving somewhere.

DOVAN: How did Lord Harth take that advice?

LORHROK: He said he’d look over my data. Which is better than I would have expected, sir, under the circumstances.

(They enter a turbolift.)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

DOVAN: Yeah, me too. If you told me I had to abandon my mission because the Excelsior was falling apart, you’d find yourself in the brig.  Well, not you you, Alecz, but...

LORHROK: I understand.

DOVAN: Bridge. (turbolift starts moving) What were your impressions, Yubari? You saw the same things as Mister Lorhrok here.

LORHROK: Actually, no, she didn’t. Not mostly.

DOVAN: What’s this?

YUBARI: There was an accident.

LORHROK: I told you how flimsy everything on this ship was.  Well, the lift Yubari was on – I really can’t call it a turbolift, more like an elevator – it got stuck.

DOVAN: Stuck? How long?

YUBARI: Over an hour.

LORHROK: That ship really is falling apart. Bennett and Tigan stayed to help get her out while the rest of us went on to repair the chambers coil.

DOVAN: Sorry to hear it. Were you able to finish the command training assignment I gave you before you left?

YUBARI: No, sir, I’m sorry. I was alone when the lift broke down, out-of-contact with the away team...

DOVAN: Doesn’t matter, Lieutenant. I understand.

(The turbolift stops. They exit.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE

(Dovan, Yubari, and Lorhrok walk out to their various stations.)

NEEVA: Captain on deck!

DOVAN: As you were.

NEEVA: Sir, you have an incoming message from the Dronegar ship. Addressed to you personally.

DOVAN: Thank you, Commander. On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

ALIEN CAPTAIN: Captain Dovan, we wish to thank you once again for your assistance. I do not believe I exaggerate when I say that you and your “Federation” saved all our lives. The Dronegan people will not forget such kindness.

DOVAN: I can’t wait to tell Admiral Parker you said so.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: You sell yourself short, Captain! Now, if you will allow us to pay you one small favor, in return.

DOVAN: That’s not necessary, Lord Harth. Perhaps, one day, your people will be able to join the Federation, as members. That’s all the reward I need.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: I believe we should like that very much, Captain. However, it is many years in the future, at best. My shifgrethor [SHIF-gray-thor] would be harmed irreparably if I were to accept your aid without even attempting to give you a token of gratitude.

DOVAN: Well, I wouldn’t want to harm your shifgren... er... shithreg... I wouldn’t want to hurt your reputation, Lord Harth. So long as this “token” is something you and your crew can afford to spare.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: I’m afraid we can’t but spare it, Captain. Your engineer’s assessment of our ship’s condition was dire indeed. It seems we will not be able to complete our mission of exploration. We must return home. We are therefore able to offer our mission to you, Captain Dovan, instead. This is a meagre token indeed, but it is all we have to spare for the difficult voyage back to Dronegar.

DOVAN: You’re offering the Excelsior your mission?  That’s... kind of neat, actually. You say it’s a mission of exploration?

ALIEN CAPTAIN: More than that, Captain. We set sail to find nothing less than the doorway of the gods.  The ancient ones, the Scions, used great portals to move their Dreadnoughts between the distant stars.

LORHROK: An Iconian gateway.

NEEVA: Megagateway, if ships can fly through it.

YUBARI: Then they’re in trouble. The Iconian Gateway to the Alpha Quadrant is a few hundred light-years in the opposite direction.

LORHROK: Well, ours is.  Maybe theirs isn’t!

DOVAN: What do you mean, Alecz?

LORHROK: Another gateway. Starfleet’s always believed the Iconians built a network of gateways, not just the two we have. We’ve simply never found any more. But maybe the Dronegans did.

DOVAN: That would be an incredible discovery. Lord Harth, we gratefully accept this gift – not merely as payment, but as a sign of new friendship. We will explore the area and let your people know what we find.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: I am so glad.  We will relay the spatial coordinates to your pilot.

NEEVA: Coordinates received.

ALIEN CAPTAIN: We wish you well, Excelsior. Harth, out.

LORHROK: Finally, we have a lead on the Iconians – and maybe the Mapstone. All the time we’ve wasted in the Jathlin Arm is paying off.

NEEVA: All because of a little kindness to strangers.

DOVAN: Yes, yes, three cheers for truth, justice, and the Starfleet way. Let’s not get our hopes up too high. Lay in that course, Helm, and engage at full cruising speed. Then I want a senior staff briefing. Ten minutes.

LORHROK: Aye, sir.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The ship jumps to warp.)

SCENE 4E-06

LOCATION: BRIEFING ROOM

(Sharp comes into the briefing, huffing and puffing a little.)

SHARP: You know, we could stand to have a little warning before the staff meetings. I had a light afternoon ahead, I’d just replicated lunch, and then a “reminder” for this meeting popped up on my calendar out of nowhere three minutes ago.

DOVAN: Sorry, Melissa. That was inconsiderate of me.2

SHARP: It’s... fine. You’re the captain. Apology accepted. Where’s Asuka?

DOVAN: Bridge. Somebody’s got to fly the ship, and I figured she could use the experience before she gets that next pip. Ensign Rol is keeping an eye on her.

LORHROK: With respect, Captain, shouldn’t Bev be here for this? He’s been fighting this war for twenty years – longer than any of us.

DOVAN: All the more reason to let him be. Take your seats, everyone.

J’NAYA: I’m a little confused about the point of this meeting myself, sir.  It was labeled “senior staff: onboarding.” Are we training in a new department head?

NEEVA: I’m afraid so, Kestra.

J’NAYA: Who?

LORHROK: You.

J’NAYA: But I’ve been here six months! Sir, if this is about Adow’s intermix experiment, I can ex[plain everything].

DOVAN: It’s not about Adow’s intermix experiment... although that does sound like something I’d like to hear about. ...Later. Commander, you came to me this morning wondering what we’re doing in the Jathlin Arm. You expressed your concern that we don’t know what we’re doing out here. You even aired a suspicion that everyone else on the ship knew something you didn’t.

J’NAYA: S— sir, I certainly didn’t in- intend to accuse the entire senior staff of some kind of... conspiracy, I was just saying that sometimes it felt like [I’m the only one aboard too stupid to understand what’s going on].

DOVAN: Well, you’d have been right. There is a conspiracy aboard this ship. You’re been an exemplary chief engineer. It’s high time we read you in.

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: Wait. Is this the part where you let me in on the Big Secret? About your classified mission last year to save the galaxy?

SHARP: Yyyup.

LORHROK: Only... we didn’t really save the galaxy.

DOVAN: Hell, the galaxy can’t be saved. Sooner or later – probably sooner – we and everyone else you’ve ever known or loved is going to die, violently, at the hands of an unstoppable enemy. At least, that’s the opinion of the President of the United Federation of Planets. Our mission last year wasn’t to save the galaxy. We bought the galaxy a few more years, at best.

SHARP: Gentlemen, we don’t need to scare her to death. Just apologize to her for keeping it secret and get on with it.

NEEVA: We are sorry. We froze you out because it’s very classified – when we said it could destroy the galaxy, that wasn’t a joke – but also... also...

LORHROK: ...but also because it isn’t easy to live with this knowledge. It’s a sword hanging over your head every hour of every day. We like you, Kestra, we really do. We didn’t want to make you share this burden.

DOVAN: At some level, I think we may have even liked having you not know. You reminded us of what life was like before we learned about it. Of what we’re fighting for.

NEEVA: He’s right. Thank you for that, Kestra. It was more precious than you know.

J’NAYA: I, um... Well—

SHARP: Oh, for Pete’s sake, people. What the hell’s she supposed to say to that? Get on with it.

DOVAN: You’re right, Melissa. She cleared the medical examination; we can speak freely now.

J’NAYA: Medical... You didn’t lose my exam records.

NEEVA: I’m sorry.

J’NAYA: You knew?

DOVAN: And was absolutely forbidden to tell you the truth. You had to be vetted, Commander.

J’NAYA: Why? You all know me by now.

DOVAN: The Federation is at war, Commander. You haven’t heard about this war, because it is perhaps the most complete secret in this galaxy. Outside the Excelsior, you can count on two hands the number of living people who know about it. Even our enemy doesn’t know we’re fighting them – and it is imperative it stay that way, because open war will mean swift and total annihilation of everything we hold dear. (pause) They’re called the bluegills.

LORHROK: They’re a race of neural parasites who can burrow into your skull and take control of your body. As long as there’s a queen within about twenty million kilometers, that bug owns you.

NEEVA: It is not nearly as pleasant as it sounds.

SHARP: They can make you do things... Things that...

DOVAN: I think Commander J’naya has the idea. What the bluegills did to you is worse than anything I can imagine.

LORHROK: And they want to do it to the entire galaxy.

DOVAN: So, Commander, we had to be sure you weren’t one of them. Anyone could be. Including any of your fellow officers. Anything less than constant vigilance is a death sentence.

J’NAYA: So we’re out here on... some kind of mission? Against these bluegills?

DOVAN: We’re looking for an artifact, called the Mapstone. If we find it, it will lead us to an Iconian treasure trove called Avalon. If we can get there before they do...

LORHROK: This war has been going on for almost twenty years. If we found Avalon, it might – honestly – be the first ray of real hope we’ve ever had.

J’NAYA: And if they find it instead?

LORHROK: How did Commander Underwood put it?

NEEVA: “Bye-bye Milky Way.”

DOVAN: We only have one clue. Admiral Parker discovered a Scion inscription on Union... and we don’t think the bluegills have it yet.

LORHROK: “Seven stars point to three.”

NEEVA: “Find the second; we will meet.”

DOVAN: Which is great, but we have no idea what it means. So its value as a leg up against the bluegills is arguably outweighed by the thousands of ships and infinitely powerful technology they’re devoting to the search.

(Pause.)

J’NAYA: This is a lot to handle.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Should we stop?

LORHROK: I don’t think so.

SHARP: She deserves to know it all.

NEEVA: She needs to.

DOVAN: (sighs) (pause) Alright. (pause) I’d hoped to spare you this. (pause) Commander, are you familiar with the myth of the Sword of Damocles?

SCENE 4E-07

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior cruises by at medium warp.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE

(Dovan enters the bridge.)

SYLVESTE: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: At ease, helmsman. Lieutenant Yubari, you’re relieved.

YUBARI: I stand relieved.

NEEVA: Captain, I was just about to call you.

DOVAN: Why? Are we arriving early?

NEEVA: No, sir, something else. Can you come take a look at this?

DOVAN: I’ve got nothing better to do. (He walks over) What have you got?

NEEVA: Sensors picked up [something strange.]

DOVAN: Ah, ah – keep your voice down, Commander. No need for anyone else to hear this. Now, go ahead.

NEEVA: Yes, sir. Sensors have flagged a strange reading just off our aft dorsal and ventral sections.  Here, look at the profile.

(She presses a button and the screen changes.)

DOVAN: A cloaked ship?

NEEVA: Two, actually. That or both our warp nacelles started leaking a bunch of particles they don’t actually produce. Should I start the active scan?

DOVAN: Have you told anyone else about this?

NEEVA: No, sir. Only you.

DOVAN: Please keep it that way. Carry on.

NEEVA: Of course, sir. Should I do anything?

DOVAN: Passive scans only, Commander. You’ll find Ensign Rol in Science Lab Three. Give your results to him, by hand, eyes only. Then forget those cloaked ships exist, Commander.

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(Dovan returns to his center seat.)

LORHROK: How much time until we arrive at coordinates, Helm?

NEEVA: Dropping out of warp now.

LORHROK: All stop.

(Ship drops out of warp.)

DOVAN: Report.

YUBARI: Sensors read blank, sir. There’s nothing here but normal background radiation.

LORHROK: Helm, I ordered all stop.

SYLVESTE: Helm answers all stop, sir.

LORHROK: Then why am I reading forward velocity of seventeen hundred kps?

SYLVESTE: Helm answers zero velocity, sir.

DOVAN: No, I’m seeing it too, Helm. We’re moving.

NEEVA: Sir, we seem to be caught in a tractor beam of some kind. Immensely powerful.

LORHROK: Full reverse!

SYLVESTE: Full reverse, aye.

DOVAN: Where’s it coming from?

NEEVA: Unknown, sir. There’s nothing within a light-year.

YUBARI: We’re being pulled in!

NEEVA: Engines having no effect.

LORHROK: Lock in the warp drive.

SYLVESTE: Warp drive locked in, sir.

NEEVA: No change.

DOVAN: We’re throwing everything we have at it and I don’t even feel it.

LORHROK: The beam’s power level must be... well, on the Berman Scale, over nine thousand.

DOVAN: The Berman scale only goes up to five thousand Bermans.

LORHROK: Exactly.

DOVAN: Point taken. Red alert!

(The Red Alert klaxons sound.)

LORHROK: Neeva, do we have any idea—Great Prophet.

NEEVA: Now reading a very large sphere!

DOVAN: Well, that explains what’s pulling us in.

LORHROK: Sir, we’re already inside.

YUBARI: A gigantic sphere just appeared the moment we crossed into it. Could it be surrounded by a cloaking field?

LORHROK: What’s the volume?

NEEVA: Meaninglessly large, sir. Radius is a hundred million kilometers.

DOVAN: And what’s that glowing orb at the center?

NEEVA: It’s a star, captain. (pause) A little on the small side, but it’s G2V main sequence. There appears to be one planet orbiting.

LORHROK: We’re inside a dyson sphere.

SYLVESTE: An invisible dyson sphere.

NEEVA: I’d say it’s impossible, because the power requirements to cloak a dyson sphere would equal the total energy output of a small sun, but, well... they’ve got one. 	(sensor alert) Interior surface is M-class, but uninhabited. Signs of bombardment.

DOVAN: How long ago?

NEEVA: Unclear, sir. At least a hundred thousand years. Surface readings identical to the dyson sphere encountered on Stardate four-six-one-two-five.

SYLVESTE: Except for it being invisible.

NEEVA: Mind your instruments, Helm. But he’s right, Captain.

YUBARI: Sir, I’m picking up a large spatial disturbance in orbit, approximately where a second planet would be. (sensor alert) It’s an Iconian mega-gateway, captain. Diameter adequate for multiple-ship transit. Identical to both of the Gateways we’ve catalogued.

DOVAN: That’s what we’re here for. Bring us in, full impulse.

SYLVESTE: All ahead full impulse.  Approaching now.

DOVAN: Neeva, punch up the activation codes for Union Gateway.

NEEVA: I have them, sir.

DOVAN: Transmit them to this Gate.

NEEVA: Translink channel open... transmitting now.

LORHROK: You’re thinking this will open a wormhole back to Union Three. You really think the Gateways are able to network like that?  Starfleet’s theorized, but...

DOVAN: We’re about to find out.

NEEVA: Gateway is responding... (Gateway activates) Gateway is active, sir.

DOVAN: Yubari, open hailing frequencies.

YUBARI: Hailing frequencies open.

DOVAN: This is Captain Alcar Dovan of the Federation starship Excelsior, calling anyone on the far side of this Gateway.

YUBARI: We’re receiving a response.

DOVAN: On screen. (Viewscreen activates) Why, Admiral Parker! I was hoping it would be you.

PARKER: Mister Dovan? At last report, you were months away from the Gateway. How is this possible?

DOVAN: It’s a long story. Lieutenant Yubari is transmitting our logs and reports now.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: ...but suffice it to say we aren’t calling from our Gateway. We’re using a different one.

PARKER: You discovered a second Gateway?

LORHROK: (working on his console) That’s not all, sir.

DOVAN: X.O., you have something for me?

LORHROK: Computer, activate main viewscreen, rear angle. (it does this) The portal that let us into the dyson sphere was left open. Look: you can still see stars through it.

DOVAN: Okay, yes, I see them.

LORHROK: And do you notice anything odd?

DOVAN: Um... there’s ten of them?  Most of them are yellow, which is my favorite color?

NEEVA: Not the individual stars, sir.

DOVAN: I was never good at these games. What are we looking at?

NEEVA: Ten stars, in two groups.

LORHROK: One group of seven, forming an arrow that points at the other three.

DOVAN: “Seven stars point to three...”

PARKER: “...find the second; we will meet.” Mister Dovan, that’s the inscription we found in the Iconian ruins on Union. The Iconians must have wanted us to find this new gateway and follow the path from there. If the bluegills hadn’t destroyed the obelisk...

DOVAN: We would have already solved this riddle.

PARKER: Go. Go now.

DOVAN: Admiral, my report [isn’t finished yet.]

PARKER: Decorum be damned, Dovan. I’ll assemble the Third Fleet here at Union. Now go!

(Screen off.)

YUBARI: Channel closed, sir.

LORHROK: He hung up on us? Admiral Parker hung up on us?

DOVAN: He’s right. Every second we waste talking about the Mapstone another chance for the bluegills to find it first. We have another breadcrumb... let’s hope it’s the last one. Lay in a course for the second star in the group of three.

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Hit it.

(The ship jumps to warp.)

LORHROK: It sure is lucky the coordinates Lord Harth gave us were so exactly correct. If they’d been off even by a few kilometers, we would have missed the tractor beam. We might have eventually found the dyson sphere, even through the cloak, but the way to get inside? Never.

DOVAN: I hadn’t thought of that, Alecz. You’re right. It was... very lucky.

SCENE 4E-08

LOCATION: CORRIDOR

(Dovan walking along.)

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental. I spent two hours staring at the ceiling tonight before I gave up. I’ve never had trouble falling asleep before. Once, on the Merrimack, 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 it appears, probably 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. Old naval tradition. 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? (blink) First stop, the Delta Lounge. At this hour, there’s never anyone [there except Lio.]

(He walks through a door.)

LOCATION: DELTA LOUNGE

(The lounge is bursting with crew members. Loud, boisterous, filled with laughter. Music, as a band plays in the background.)

DOVAN: What in blazes?  Why are...? Ah.

(Dovan begins walking toward some of the senior staff, who are gathered around a table.)

LORHROK: I mean, yes, you’re right, it is an expectation for most Trill to pursue it, but it just never appealed to me.

NEEVA: Really? Not ever?

LORHROK: No! I’ve got enough going on in my brain without a whole other consciousness sharing my body, much less four or seven or fifty. The Symbiosis Commission can keep its joinings.

J’NAYA: What if you were [on a ship with a symbiont in a medical crisis and you were the only host?]

LORHROK: Oh, look here! It’s a being who looks like Captain Dovan!

DOVAN: Uh, whatnow?

NEEVA: He even sounds like Captain Dovan!

SHARP: Remarkable!

DOVAN: I’m afraid I must have missed a staff briefing. Which is strange, since I run them.

LORHROK: Well, being-who-looks-like-Captain-Dovan, as you can see, there aren’t any senior staff members here.  I might look like First Officer Lorhrok, but, if I were him, wouldn’t I be wearing rank insignia? Or a combadge?

SHAR: You might notice, if you look closely, that no one in this lounge—

J’NAYA: —this fine establishment—

SHARP: —has any rank insignia at all.

LORHROK: So while we may LOOK like the senior staff of the finest ship in Starfleet—

NEEVA: —in fact, we’re just people.

DOVAN: Ah.

SHARP: You understand?

DOVAN: ...No.

NEEVA: Look, being-who-looks-like-Captain-Dovan, I can’t help but notice you’re still wearing your rank pips.

LORHROK: So he is!

J’NAYA: Well, we can’t have that.

LORHROK: Absolutely not. Not in the Delta Lounge, at this hour.

NEEVA: You can’t even get service here anymore if you look like a Captain, or a Lieutenant, or even a Doctor.

SHARP: It’s true; the person who looks like Melissa Sharp learned that very quickly.

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.

LORHROK: He understands.

NEEVA: Drinks are only for beings, not for officers.

DOVAN: ...Alrrrright. Let me just—(snap snap snap snap)—there.

(The beings who look like the senior staff send up a cheer.)

(Dovan sits down.)

LORHROK: I knew you could do it, Alcar!

J’NAYA : Okay, another round, same for everyone?  Melissa, anything for you?

SHARP: Well... Melissa wants to, but Doctor Sharp would be pretty upset with her in the morning.

DOVAN: Irinello for me, Com—I mean, Kestra.

J’NAYA: Coming right up, Alc— Nope, still can’t say it.

SHARP: Give it time, Kestra. Until then, give us drinks.

J’NAYA: Right, right.  Sorry.

(Kestra starts pressing buttons on a padd.)

DOVAN: Now, what were you talking about before the, ah, the being who looked like Captain Dovan arrived?

SHARP: Neeva was telling us about her days as a space pirate.

NEEVA: Independent procurement contractor.

LORHROK: Right. Pirate.

NEEVA: I was nine!

J’NAYA: A nine-year-old space pirate!

NEEVA: Oh, boy. I think I’m actually done with war stories for tonight. Alecz was just telling us he never wanted to be Joined to a Trill symbiont.

LORHROK: It’s true. I don’t really get the appeal. I mean, I do, but it’s just not for me.  I feel as if... as if having more than one lifetime in my head would mean I wouldn’t live this one to the fullest. There’s enough beauty to experience in the galaxy, I wouldn’t want to spoil it with someone else’s memories ...of, of those experiences.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Wow, Alecz.  Deep.

(Sharp, J’Naya, Dovan, and Lorhrok laugh)

SHARP: I wish I’d seen the galaxy that way.

NEEVA: You mean, without someone else in your head?

SHARP: Don’t even joke, Neeva. (pause) No, I mean... for a long time after I got here, it was just a distraction. Something that had dragged me away from my research. After Gevinon, and all the... after everything that happened there, I felt like I never should have joined Starfleet.

DOVAN: Like it’s sharpened you down to a point so fine you’ve lost yourself. Staying another day with that block of ice in your gut is unimaginable, but you’ve been in the Fleet so long that you know you can’t live outside it anymore. (pause) (with a rueful chuckle) I guess I know the feeling, Melissa.

SHARP: I know, Alcar. And it took me so long to get past it, to see... the beauty of this galaxy. All the people we meet, and help.

LORHROK: Species no human has ever seen before, and yet... they’re still just people.

SHARP: Yeah. Yeah, that’s right, Alecz. And you were just born with that. I’ve come to envy you.

DOVAN: How did you learn, Melissa, to start healing those wounds?

SHARP: By watching you.

(Pause.)

(Hennessy comes up to the table.)

NURSE HENNESSY: Kestra? I have the drinks you ordered.

J’NAYA: Mike! Thank you. I’m pretty sure you know whose is whose.

SHARP: Heh. Saved by the beer.

(Short pause.)

NEEVA: Where’s Bev, anyway? He owes me from Diplomacy night.

SHARP: What for?

NEEVA: He promised he’d get me something called “buffalo wings” if I allied with England against Germany.

SHARP: Wait, what? You betrayed me for wings?

NEEVA: He said they were really good.

LORHROK: Why would he want you and me at war with Melissa any -- wait, that’s why you allied with me?

NEEVA: Wheels within wheels within wheels, Lorhrok.

LORHROK: I thought it was for love.

NEEVA: I play to win. So does Bev.

DOVAN: Unfortunately, he’s still working on that project we discussed. It’s a big one.

LORHROK: He should tear himself away for a few hours. Maker knows he needs the break. More than any of us, anyway.

SHARP: Kestra? You just went pale as a Reman.

J’NAYA: Ah, it’s nothing.

SHARP: Nothing?

DOVAN: Next time just say your drink didn’t agree with you.

J’NAYA: My, uh... drink didn’t agree with me.

NEEVA: Too late.

J’NAYA: (sigh) It’s just... Bev’s always seemed so quiet. He trained the fighter squadron, manned the helm, played board games. He’s the oldest Ensign I ever met, but he seemed content with that. And today I find out he’s ex-special forces, used to be a General, that he killed all those people?

LORHROK: He wasn’t responsible for those. He was responsible for stopping General Brahms at Union. He was responsible for ending the bluegill infestation of Gevinon – for saving everyone.

J’NAYA: I know he’s your friend. Hell, he’s my friend, too. But... I’m a little scared of him now.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: So, in Orion myth, there are two different hells for people with outstanding debts. There’s level Four-Seventy, which is just like the heavenly levels, except you have to wear itchy clothes all the time. Definitely one of the best hells.

DOVAN: And the other?

NEEVA: Level Thirteen-thirteen. I don’t recall the details of that one, but any hell over a thousand isn’t anywhere you want to be. Eternal suffocation, worms chewing out your eyes....

SHARP: Why the difference?

NEEVA: Thirteen-thirteen is for people with big debts. Four-seventy is for people who are trying to pay them off.

LORHROK: People, this is a party. Why are we talking about this? Spast, Alex Bevoney Rol’s the best man I’ve ever had the privilege of befriending.

DOVAN: Hey!

(Footsteps approach.)

LORHROK: Sorry, Alcar. He’s not going to any kind of hell. Even if he were, I think the captain making everyone call him Bev is penance enough.

ROL: I still hate that.

NEEVA: Bev!

SHARP: You made it!

DOVAN: Ears burning, Bev?

LORHROK: Sit down, Alex; I’ll get you a drink.

(Lorhrok stands.)

J’NAYA: Can’t you just order it from here?

LORHROK: Lio owes me some of his private reserve. I’m gonna go track him down.

DOVAN: I’ll come with.

(Dovan stands.)

LORHROK: Anyone else for anything?

SHARP: I think the being-that-looks-like-Melissa’s had enough.

LORHROK: How about you, Neevs?

NEEVA: Alecz, I love you. Don’t call me Neevs.

DOVAN: Perhaps “Neevy”?

LORHROK: You’re really not on a roll with the nicknames today, Alcar.

J’NAYA: Perhaps... pirate??

NEEVA: Oh, for – go, get Bev his drink.

DOVAN: Yes, ma’am.

(Lorhrok and Dovan head over to the bar.)

LORHROK: Lio! Looks like he’ll be a couple minutes.

DOVAN: I can wait. Busy night. Speaking of which, Alecz, who do I have to blame for this minor mutiny?

LORHROK: Well, sir, that is, Alcar, I believe that would be, ah, the ship’s executive officer.

DOVAN: Uh-huh.

LORHROK: You see, the job of an executive officer is to make sure that the crew is operating at peak efficiency. And as you may know, like any machine, the crew needs maintenance.

DOVAN: Maintenance.

LORHROK: Downtime! Recharge time! You wouldn’t expect the warp engines to run at warp nine for months on end.

DOVAN: Some captains might. Some captains do.

LORHROK: And what happens? You end up with overheated, cranky nacelles.

DOVAN: You made a better engineer than you do a poet.

LORHROK: Would you want to serve with cranky nacelles? Because I don’t. So consider tonight... a pressure valve, I suppose.

DOVAN: This isn’t the first time you’ve done this, either, is it?

LORHROK: ...No. Not the first.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You’re a good man, Alecz Lorhrok.

LORHROK: So you’re not mad about the total breakdown of professional decorum among your senior staff, or the dissolution of the barriers between junior officers and departments happening all around us?

DOVAN: Ask Captain Dovan in the morning. Right now, go get Alcar another drink. Lio’s ready.

LORHROK: Oh, I see he is. On it, sir!

(Alecz rises and heads down the bar at a fast walk.)

(In the background, we hear Kestra, Sharp, and Neeva laugh loudly at a joke Rol just told.)

DOVAN: Captain’s Log, supplemental to the supplemental. Now it seems obvious. I’m afraid I might lose all this.

SCENE 4E-09

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MAIN BRIDGE

(Lorhrok strides on to the bridge.)

LORHROK: Captain.

DOVAN: Being-known-as-First-Officer.

LORHROK: Didn’t want to miss the big reveal.

SYLVESTE: We're entering the T'Rel star system now, captain.

YUBARI: The star has one planet, small, rocky, no vegetation or water. It's orbiting very close to the sun.

NEEVA: But I'm still reading it as M-class. Temperate climate, breathable atmosphere.

SHARP: Where's that atmosphere coming from?

YUBARI: Nowhere I can see.

NEEVA: There is a small region near the magnetic south pole where I'm not reading anything.

DOVAN: What do you mean, anything?

NEEVA: The board's showing blank, captain. It must be a dampening field. A powerful one. Diameter approximately five hundred meters.

DOVAN: One last breadcrumb.

LORHROK: You think the Mapstone is down there, sir?

DOVAN: That's what my gut's telling me. (pause) Yubari, Sharp, Neeva: with me. We're beaming down.

LORHROK: Captain, your place is on the bridge.

DOVAN: Not this time, Alecz.

LORHROK: You know I'm a better diplomat than you are.

DOVAN: And you know I'm better when the stakes are this high. That's the only thing besides my birthday my Starfleet record has right. Move it, people. I'll catch up. (everyone heads for the turbolift but Dovan) Neeva, have quartermaster send pattern enhancers to transporter room one. We don't know how big the Mapstone is, so we may need to beam it out through that dampening field.

NEEVA: Aye, sir.

SHARP: That atmosphere is pretty thin, M-class or no. I’m going to need to give you all a tri-ox injection before we beam down.

YUBARI: Understood. Transporter room.

(The turbolift closes.)

DOVAN: Lieutenant Lorhrok, while we're down there, have Cargo Bay Two converted to a secure containment area. If we find the Mapstone, that's where we'll beam it. Ensign.

SYLVESTE: Sir?

DOVAN: The instant – the instant – we are back aboard, I want you to go to warp speed, on a direct course back to the dyson sphere Gateway. Don't wait for orders, don't wait to confirm we have the Mapstone. Full warp.

SYLVESTE: You want me to go to warp inside a star system?

(Dovan walks over to the turbolift and enters.)

DOVAN: Mister Rol will feed you the necessary calculations. He’s been working on them for days. Oh, and one more thing: I want Warp Nine-point-nine-nine-nine.

SYLVESTE: Four nines, sir? That's well above engine tolerance.

LORHROK: We may not sustain it for long, but we'll get it for you, sir.

DOVAN: That'll be fine, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: I'll have Kestra get on it.

DOVAN: (exhale) Okay. That's all. Wish me luck, Alecz?

LORHROK: No matter where you go, sir.

DOVAN: There you are. Transporter room one.

(Doors close, he departs.)

SYLVESTE: I hope he knows what he's doing.

LORHROK: Focus on your station, Ensign. So do I.

SCENE 4E-10

LOCATION: PLANET SURFACE

(The away team – Dovan, Yubari, Neeva, and Sharp – beams down.)

NEEVA: The edge of the dampening field is just over... oh, wow.

DOVAN: It looks like a black wall.

NEEVA: That's because the dampening effect is so total that not even light can escape it.

SHARP: Is it safe?

NEEVA: To enter? Yes. But as for what's inside? I have absolutely no idea.

DOVAN: Any point in tricorders?

NEEVA: I doubt it.

DOVAN: Let’s go.

YUBARI: I'll take point, captain.

DOVAN: We'll all go through at the same time. Three. Two. One.

(They all take two steps on the gravelly ground.)

SHARP: Well, that was easier than I thought. It looks exactly the same in here.

YUBARI: Look! Over there! In the center!

DOVAN: What is that? An altar, or something?

NEEVA: More like a small enclosure.

SHARP: I see something inside.

DOVAN: The Mapstone? Come on.

(They walk over to it. Neeva pulls out her tricorder and runs a quick scan.)

NEEVA: Inside the enclosure is a metal pyramid. One meter in each dimension. It seems to be generating the atmosphere.

DOVAN: For this bubble?

NEEVA: For the planet. Air pockets are phasing in and out of existence just above the... well, I assume it’s the Mapstone.

DOVAN: Why?

NEEVA: Well, for one thing, it appears to be made of solid neutronium, which is both centuries ahead of our technology and raises serious questions about how it’s doing that atmosphere trick. No circuits.

SHARP: Could just be a weather artifact.

NEEVA: For another thing, my tricorder says the inscription on the bottom face of the pyramid is the Iconian word for “map to Avalon”.

DOVAN: Well, that’s refreshingly direct.  So we just grab it and OW! [beam it up.]

(His hand strikes a forcefield.)

NEEVA: First we have to get past the forcefield, sir.

YUBARI: Also, isn’t neutronium hyper-dense?

NEEVA: That, too. We can’t just pick it up, because that little pyramid weighs more than the Excelsior.

DOVAN: Well, we can beam it out with the enhancers. But how do we get through the forcefield?

BRAHMS: You have to convince me to turn it off.

(Isaac Brahms just appeared out of nowhere.)

SHARP: BRAHMS!

DOVAN: Brahms. Weren’t you dead?

BRAHMS: I still am. You were a fool to come here, Dovan.

DOVAN: Yes, I know, but I was hoping we could talk about you for a minute. You did a hell of a thing to Lieutenant Yubari in the Star Fountain.

BRAHMS: I saved her life. And all of yours!

DOVAN: Yeah, that always seems to be your excuse, doesn’t it? How about it, Lieutenant? You have anything you want to say to the General right now?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: No, I don’t. He knows exactly why.

DOVAN: I’d say that’s apology not accepted. How’d you get off Gevinon, Brahms?

BRAHMS: (with ERMEZ and TRIASSA overlaying him) I am both more and less than the man you called Isaac Brahms. I am ambassador. Prototype. Penitent.

SHARP: ...the hell?

BRAHMS: And you, Captain Alcar Dovan, are as blind as ever. Can’t you see you just walked into a trap?

DOVAN: Of course it’s a trap!

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: What?

DOVAN: That Dronegar ship was too good to be true. Bunch of generic bumpy-heads show up outta nowhere and give us exactly what we’re looking for? Everything about them felt wrong – flimsy materials, not enough food, how could they have even made it out that far? But they happen to have the exact coordinates, to within a meter, for the only entrance to an invisible dyson sphere in a distant star system they’ve never visited?  Ensign Rol raised his suspicions with me before the Away Team even beamed over. He’s been one step ahead of them ever since.

NEEVA: I thought Captain Dovan was being paranoid at first, but the cloaked ships that have been following us ever since were a dead giveaway. The Dronegars were a honey pot put in our path by the bluegills. Everyone on that ship was probably controlled by a bug in his head.

BRAHMS: You’re right. Dronegar Prime fell in the very first days of the War. There hasn’t been a free Dronegan born in almost twenty years.

SHARP: The bluegills must have known, or guessed, that we had a clue they didn’t – the “seven stars” inscription. Their search hasn’t gotten them the Mapstone, so they figured, let’s see what the Federation knows.

DOVAN: So they made sure we visited that dyson sphere, which gave us the perfect opportunity to lead them straight to you.

BRAHMS: You knew? You knew it was a trap, and you came anyway?

DOVAN: Of course we came anyway! The Mapstone is our one and only chance at stopping the enslavement of the galaxy, and this was our one and only chance at finding it. The bluegills have a thousand ships in their fleet! They’d get here eventually anyway. But, this way, we’re here to take it out from under their noses. It’s our trap within a trap.

YUBARI: I don’t think it’s going to be that easy, sir.

DOVAN: Well, you wouldn’t, would you, Lieutenant?  What is your name, anyway? It’s certainly not Yubari.

YUBARI: Captain? What are you talking about?

DOVAN: Trapped on the Dronegar ship, in an elevator, alone, for an hour? Come on, Mister Bug. I knew what you were one minute after you beamed aboard. I asked if Lieutenant Yubari had completed her command training assignment—

YUBARI: I told you the truth! I couldn’t!

(Dovan take a step towards her.)

DOVAN: I didn’t give Lieutenant Yubari a training assignment! She’s already earned that promotion! I give you points for blending in, that vague contentless snarl at Brahms just now was masterful, but you’re not half as sneaky as you think you are. Lords, you had to keep your cloaked ships running almost on top of us just so you could stay in range of your queen!

YUBARI: Captain Dovan, I swear!

DOVAN: Save it. What do you think I’ve had Ensign Rol doing the past few days? He’s been spying on you. You tried to sabotage the Excelsior. Rol repaired it. You tried to contact your king on those cloaked ships; Rol intercepted and altered your transmission. The reinforcements you asked for aren’t coming. The Excelsior won’t explode when it goes to warp. You think you’re an infiltrator, but you went up against the infiltration specialist – and lost. (he pulls out his sidearm and charges it) You’ll be escorted to sickbay, where you will be removed from the body of my chief of security and... is something funny?

YUBARI: (chuckles)  It’s funny that you think that phaser’s on. Look at the display.

DOVAN: No main power cell?

YUBARI: I removed all of them right before we beamed down, while Rol was on the bridge. Except mine, of course. (she pulls and charges her own phaser) Set to kill.

DOVAN: Okay, given that I knew you were a spy, I should have seen that one coming.

BRAHMS: A fallback trap. Yes, you should have.

DOVAN: Oh, wait, I did. That tri-ox injection when we beamed down? Not really a tri-ox injection. Melissa?

(Sharp presses a button.)

YUBARI: (passing out) Uhhhnn...

SHARP: It was my famous twelve cee-cee instant paralysis cocktail.

(Yubari’s body hits the ground.)

NEEVA: She’ll be asleep for an hour?

SHARP: Or until we wake her up.

DOVAN: Trap in a trap in a trap in a trap, Brahms. Impressed?

BRAHMS: You still have two bluegill cruisers in orbit, ready to pounce. They outgun you.

DOVAN: But outrun us? We don’t think so.

BRAHMS: You don’t think so?

NEEVA: I’ve run the numbers. It’ll be close. But as long as we get a small head start, we should be able to get back to the Dyson Gateway before they catch us.

DOVAN: Once we’re through to Union, we’ll be safe. Starbase Nine-Eleven and the Third Fleet will be waiting for us. Get those pattern enhances set up, ladies.

(They do so.)

BRAHMS: Why not have the fleet meet you halfway?

NEEVA: Admiral Parker doesn’t have the control codes to reach the Dyson Gate from his end. That’ll take six weeks and a full science team to work out.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: You haven’t left me with much choice. If I give you the Mapstone, I gamble everything I died for in the hope of you outrunning a pair of advanced cruisers. But if I keep it from you...

SHARP: Then the bluegills learn where the Mapstone is and come take it anyway.

BRAHMS: You won’t even know how to use the Mapstone for decades, Dovan. This won’t end the war. Not tomorrow, anyway.

DOVAN: But it will give us hope. You should have seen Mister Rol’s face light up when he realized we could get it.

BRAHMS: Is he alright, my Alex?

DOVAN: He’s got big debts. But he’s trying to pay them off.

BRAHMS: This was all his idea, wasn’t it?

DOVAN: You could learn something from him, Brahms. Now give us the Mapstone.

BRAHMS: There. It’s done.

SHARP: It is? I didn’t see anything.

BRAHMS: Human perception is so narrow, Doctor. Angels and demons dance around your heads, yet all you see is atoms and the void.

DOVAN: The forcefield’s gone. I can reach the Mapstone now. Lords, it is heavy.  And cold.  Ow!

NEEVA: Sir, I told you it weighs more than the Excelsior, right?

DOVAN: I thought you were joking.

NEEVA: We almost have the pattern enhancers set up.

BRAHMS: Dovan, a word of advice.

DOVAN: Brahms, it’s a flat-out race to the Gateway. The only advice you can give me is “go faster.”

BRAHMS: Not about that.

DOVAN: Even then – of all the mass murderers I know, you’re the last I would take advice from.

BRAHMS: Alex Bevoney Rol has his penances, and I have mine. But perhaps you’d rather hear it (with Triassa) from someone else.

BRAHMS (+ TRIASSA): It must be known that there are no good sides in this war, Captain Alcar Dovan. There are only good people – and not enough.

BRAHMS [+ ERMEZ]: Listen to him, Bolian. He started it, after all.

SHARP: We’re ready, Alcar. The Mapstone is ready to transport.

DOVAN: Energize.

(They beam up.)

SCENE 4E-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Red alert just began.)

LORHROK: Now, Ensign! Hit it!

SYLVESTE: Four nines... engage!

(The ship jumps to warp!)

SCENE 4E-12

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Medical alarms going off. Yubari is convulsing on a biobed.)

SHARP: Tie her down!

HENNESSY: She’s too strong!

SHARP: She’s seizing! I need to get in there!

(Hypospray. Medical alarms die down gradually to a regular heartbeat.)

DOVAN: Is she going to be okay?

SHARP: I don’t know. We’ve never killed a bluegill this way before. The parasite in Asuka Yubari’s brain is definitely dying; we’ve warped out of range of the mother organism and it can’t survive. But the damage it’ll do to Asuka, the real Asuka... it could be nothing, or it could kill her. We should know by the time we reach the Gateway.

DOVAN: You’re her best friend, Melissa. There’s no one in the universe she’d rather have at her side right now. You’ll do what’s best for her. I know that. (pause) I have to get to the bridge.

SCENE 4E-13

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Dovan enters.)

SYLVESTE: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: Status.

SYLVESTE: We’re coming up on the dyson sphere. The bluegill cruisers have been gaining on us, but not quickly enough.

LORHROK: Us jumping to extreme warp in the middle of a star system left them staring slackjawed for a few minutes. Rol’s on his way up now.

(Turbolift opens, disgorging Rol and Neeva.)

ROL: Sir?

DOVAN: Speak of the devil. Ensign Rol, Commander Neeva – take your stations. Helmsman, stand down to auxiliary control station.

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir.

(Sylveste changes to a different station; Rol walks over and takes his station; Neeva does same.)

NEEVA: Mapstone is secure in Cargo Bay Two.

DOVAN: Any surprises?

NEEVA: Well, first it tried to start recycling the Excelsior’s atmosphere like it was on the planet. We put a stop to that with a well-modulated forcefield, so then it started broadcasting the thoughts of everyone within ten meters to everyone else. Turned everyone in the cargo bay into telepaths.

DOVAN: How’d you stop that?

NEEVA: We didn’t. I’m not sure I’m ever going to be able to look Ensign Adow in the eye again. That rock may claim to be a map, Captain, but deep scans show it is much, much more than that. Brahms wasn’t kidding about it taking decades to make sense of it.

DOVAN: Well, once we’re home, we can see what the Daystrom Institute has to say about that. Time, Rol.

ROL: Depends.

DOVAN: Depends? On what?

SYLVESTE: On how much you want us to slow down before we hit the Gateway.

LORHROK: If we shed even a few warp factors, the bluegills could drop in on top of us before we enter the transit corridor.

SYLVESTE: Speaking freely, sir, entering the Gateway at this speed would be insanely reckless.

LORHROK: Bev?

ROL: That’s my whole job description, sir.

LORHROK: But can you do it?

ROL: With a phaser in hand and a cheerful smirk.

DOVAN: I could be wrong, but I think this is the first time I’ve ever seen you smile, Ensign.

ROL: That may be, sir.

DOVAN: I don’t like it. Cut it out. But get us home.

LORHROK: Can we transmit the Gateway activation codes from here?

NEEVA: We’re just entering range now.

LORHROK: Transmit.

(Yubari enters the bridge from a turbolift.)

YUBARI: Reporting for duty, captain.

DOVAN: Yubari, welcome back. How are you feeling?

YUBARI: Murderous, sir. I’d really like to fire a few dozen quantum torpedoes into those bluegill hulls.

DOVAN: Good to have you back, Lieutenant. Take your station.

YUBARI: Thank you, sir.

LORHROK: Helm, we never got an answer. How much time?

SYLVESTE: Ensign Rol is busy computing our trajectory, but we’ll enter the dyson sphere at full warp in under two minutes. We’ll be in the Gateway less than a second later.

DOVAN: And the bluegills?

NEEVA: Hold on. They’re accelerating.

DOVAN: One last sprint to the finish, huh?

NEEVA: They’re overloading their engines! They’ll blow up!

LORHROK: Not if they knock us out of warp first. Time to intercept?

SYLVESTE: They’ll make it a lot closer than we originally calculated... but not close enough. We’ll still make the Gateway six seconds before they can disrupt our warp field.

NEEVA: Sir, I’m picking up a transmission from the bluegill ship.

DOVAN: That’s weird. Not usually big talkers. On screen.

NEEVA: It’s not directed at us, sir.  They’re transmitting to... the Gateway itself.

LORHROK: What?

NEEVA: It looks a little bit like a Gateway control code—

DOVAN: Countermand it!

NEEVA: —but it’s not. Whatever it is hasn’t overridden our destination coordinates: we’re still locked in to Union System.

LORHROK: But we don’t know what it does override.

DOVAN: We can’t go through there without knowing what they did! Helm, all stop! Turn and fight!

SYLVESTE: Too late! Gateway transition in three! Two! ONE!

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior hits the Gateway, the Gateway does its usual effects, and... they’re gone.)

SCENE 4E-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

SYLVESTE: Transition complete!

DOVAN: Yubari, hail the Starbase! Tell them company’s coming!

YUBARI: I... I can’t! Sir, I’m not detecting Starbase Nine-Eleven anywhere in the system!

NEEVA: I’m reading no Federation transponder codes at all. The system’s empty, captain!

LORHROK: Union Three has a thriving colony! How could the bluegills make it disappear with a single Iconian control code?

DOVAN: Wherever they are, we need to [find them, and fast.]

SYLVESTE: We’re out of time, sirs! Enemy ships coming through now!

DOVAN: All about! Front shields to full, phaser arrays one, three, five lock in! Ensign! Get to hangar deck and launch all fighters!

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir!

(Sylveste hops up and runs to a turbolift.)

YUBARI: Targets acquired! Ready to fire!

DOVAN: Fire!

(The Excelsior fires!)

YUBARI: Some damage to their shields. They’re returning fire!

(The Excelsior is hit by several heavy blows.)

LORHROK: Brahms wasn’t kidding about their guns. Helm, evasive pattern Van Citters Three-One!

DOVAN: Keep us alive, Rol.

ROL: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Yubari, fire whenever you have a shot. Neeva, damage report.

NEEVA: Nacelle couplings were hit. Fighter launch systems offline, and we can make warp nine-point-one, tops.

LORHROK: That’s not enough to outrun them.

NEEVA: There’s more. Both enemy ships knew exactly where to fire – they targeted Cargo Bay Two. Shields weren’t expecting a full attack there.

LORHROK: What happened?

NEEVA: The section vented into space. Five dead.

LORHROK: And the Mapstone?

NEEVA: There was a brief transporter signal in that section. I can’t be certain, but I think they beamed it out.

LORHROK: Then the bluegills have the Mapstone. And, with it, everything they need to conquer the galaxy.

DOVAN: And they’re going to start by finishing us off.

NARRATOR: TO BE CONTINUED...


4.10 Impeccable Logic


SCENE 4D-101

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TORPEDO CONTROL ROOM

(A door slides open.)

HELM: Commander Saavik?

SAAVIK: Ensign.

HELM: It’s time, sir.

(Pause.)

HELM: Commander?

SAAVIK: Thank you, Ensign.

(She walks through the door, which closes behind her.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TORPEDO BAY

(Saavik steps forward to address the assembled officers.)

SAAVIK: On Vulcan, there are no eulogies. It is not logical to appraise a person’s entire life; to do so properly would take centuries. If I cannot speak of Commander Janice Rand’s life, however, I can attest to the circumstances of her death. Though she was Excelsior’s first officer, she was in command when three Romulan birds-of-prey ambushed us near Tomed Prime. I advised withdrawal, because their combined armament was superior to Excelsior’s. However, she ordered us to stay and fight, in order to protect Captain Uhura’s peace negotiations. I see now that her logic was superior to mine. It was not the first time. It would be the last. In the second volley, there was an explosion. Debris speared the Commander through the abdomen, pinning her to her seat at helm. The wound was mortal. Although she knew she would die, she also knew she was the best pilot on the bridge. She refused to relinquish helm control until Captains Uhura and Chekov arrived with reinforcements. There is at least a ninety-eight percent probability that she thereby saved the Excelsior and its entire complement. Janice’s death followed the same impeccable logic that governed her life: her shipmates before herself, the Federation before her ship, and galactic peace and liberty above all else. We now commit her body to space over a world preserved from war through her actions – one of many such worlds. Any Vulcan would envy a death so fitting.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: Honors... ten-hut!

(Torpedo containing Janice’s body is fired into space.)

SCENE 4D-102

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: Commander on deck!

SAAVIK: As you were, Lieutenant. I did not expect to find you in command. Where is Captain Uhura?

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: She went below a few minutes ago, sir.  Excelsior holding at all stop, five light-years out of Iccobar, scanner deck still compiling the morning tactical report. Preliminary suggestions that the Romulans are massing their forces along the Neutral Zone. Captain Chekov has postponed his return to Enterprise.

SAAVIK: Very well.  I have the bridge.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: You have the bridge. Good night, Saavik. And good luck.

SAAVIK: Lieutenant. This is not my first watch in command.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: But it is your first watch as Excelsior’s first officer.

SAAVIK: I assure you, there is no cause for concern. I am fully trained on all relevant procedures and regulations.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: Saavik, I’ve been your friend way too long to question you on the regs. But I do question what you’re doing sitting in at Science station. That chair, over there, near the center... that’s where you belong now.

SAAVIK: I did not wish to make stylistic changes too quickly. I feared it would unsettle the crew in the midst of tensions with the Romulan Empire.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: Oh, so it’s the Romulans’ fault you’re not sitting in Commander Rand’s chair.

SAAVIK: That is correct.  Forgive me, Lieutenant, I am receiving a number of Starfleet tactical bulletins.

EXCELSIOR LIEUTENANT: I don’t doubt it!  Good night, Saavik.

SAAVIK: Good night, Lieutenant.


4.11 Tomorrow's Excelsior


SCENE 4D-1001 - PRE-ROLL ANNOUNCEMENT

JAMES HEANEY: On September 8th, 1966, at 8:30 Eastern, the United States saw the first episode of Star Trek, and we began a voyage that has lasted fifty years – so far. We at Starship Excelsior started working on a special episode for the 50th anniversary because we wanted to give something special back to a show that has given us so much for so long. We owe a lot of thanks, from the people who came out last December to support a Kickstarter for this episode, to the talented cast and crew who came together through May to help us record it, and to the good people at CBS/Paramount, who have worked hard and taken some risks to keep non-commercial fan productions like ours alive, despite a tumultuous year in our community. Above all, we dedicate this episode to our friend and colleague Michael Liebmann. Michael co-starred as Alex “Bev” Rol on our show since we launched nine years ago. He died suddenly after surgery just a few weeks after recording his part for this episode. This one’s for you, Michael. It’s a new era for fan productions. There will never be another episode of Starship Excelsior like this one. But, after all, there’s only one 50th Anniversary. So happy birthday, Star Trek. Surely… the best of times.

SCENE 4D-00 – RECAP

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Last time on Star Trek: Excelsior.

LOCATION: BRIEFING ROOM (FROM 4E-6)

DOVAN: Sooner or later – probably sooner – we and everyone else you’ve ever known or loved is going to die, violently, at the hands of an unstoppable enemy. They’re called the bluegills.

LORHROK: They’re a race of neural parasites who can burrow into your skull and take control of your body.

DOVAN: We’re looking for an artifact, called the Mapstone. If we find it, it will lead us to an Iconian treasure trove called Avalon.

J’NAYA: And if they find it instead?

LORHROK: How did Commander Underwood put it?

NEEVA: “Bye-bye Milky Way.”

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MAIN BRIDGE (FROM 4E-09)

LORHROK: You think the Mapstone is down there, sir?

DOVAN: That's what my gut's telling me.

LOCATION: PLANET SURFACE (FROM 4E-10)

BRAHMS: You knew? You knew it was a trap, and you came anyway?

DOVAN: Of course we came anyway! The Mapstone is our one and only chance at stopping the enslavement of the galaxy, and this was our one and only chance at finding it.

BRAHMS: You still have two bluegill cruisers in orbit, ready to pounce. They outgun you.

DOVAN: But outrun us? We don’t think so.

NEEVA: It’ll be close. But we should be able to get back to the Dyson Gateway before they catch us.

DOVAN: Now give us the Mapstone.

BRAHMS: It’s done.

(The Excelsior blasts past at high warp.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (FROM 4E-13)

LORHROK: Time to intercept?

SYLVESTE: We’ll still make the Gateway six seconds before they can disrupt our warp field.

NEEVA: Sir, I’m picking up a transmission from the bluegill ship. It’s not directed at us, sir.  They’re transmitting to... the Gateway itself.

(The Gateway activates.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (FROM 4E-14)

DOVAN: Yubari, hail the Starbase! Tell them company’s coming!

YUBARI: I... I can’t! Sir, I’m not detecting Starbase Nine-Eleven anywhere in the system!

SYLVESTE: Enemy ships coming through now!

DOVAN: All about!

YUBARI: They’re returning fire!

(The Excelsior is hit by several heavy blows.)

LORHROK: Brahms wasn’t kidding about their guns. Helm, evasive pattern Van Citters Three-One!

LORHROK: Then the bluegills have everything they need to conquer the galaxy.

DOVAN: And they’re going to start by finishing us off.

(The Excelsior is hit again.)

NARRATOR: ...and now the conclusion.

SCENE 4D-01

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior flyby.)

UHURA: Captain’s Log, Stardate 9881.4, Captain Nyota Uhura recording.  Excelsior is patrolling Romulan Neutral Zone in wake of disaster in the Tomed System.  Although Command has recalled Excelsior to Earth, a malfunction has left us stranded here on the front line.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR NCC-2000 BRIEFING ROOM

(Doors hiss open.  Lieutenant Commander Saavik walks in.)

SAAVIK: Captain.  You’re up early.

UHURA: Up late, actually.  I couldn’t sleep. I thought I might stare at the stars for a while.

SAAVIK: While the Romulan threat is serious, Captain, it is not logical for you to lose sleep over it.

UHURA: Why not?  Command thinks an armada could cross the border any hour now.  May as well be awake. (pause) But you’re right, Commander Saavik.  I’m not worried about the Romulans.

(Pause.)

SAAVIK: Captain –  Nyota.  It was not your fault.  I thought Captain Chekov had made that clear.

UHURA: Saavik, Janice Rand was my first officer for ten years.  It doesn’t matter whose fault it was.

(The doors hiss open, and Captain Chekov of the Enterprise enters.)

CHEKOV: Be that as it may, I promise you she wouldn’t want to be remembered with a lot of frowning out at the night sky.  But I’ve already told you that, too, Nyota.

UHURA: Then how would she want to be remembered, Pavel?

CHEKOV: Less endings.  More beginnings.

(Pause.)

SAAVIK: Then, if I may, sirs, I have always wondered: how did the three of you become friends?

UHURA: Ah, that was a little incident Janice and I liked to call the Pavel A. Chekov Memorial Safari.

SAAVIK: Oh.  I believe I have heard... elements of this story.

CHEKOV: Whatever you’ve heard, you should know that Gertrude plant was trying to bite my arm off!

SAAVIK: Admiral McCoy told me that you were teasing her.

CHEKOV: That is a scurrilous invention!  I was waving “hello.”  Twenty-three years old, how was I supposed to know that was plant-speak for “please eat me”?

UHURA: Twenty-three?  By God, that was fifty years ago.  We were so... so...

CHEKOV: Young?

UHURA: Hah! I was going to say “stupid.”  But what were you doing there?  I don’t remember you coming aboard until our trip to Vulcan.

CHEKOV: Don’t dimiss my first year on the Enterprise just because I wasn’t on the bridge! I spent six months scraping photoflea nests on Deck Eight. I still have more nightmares about Mister Spock’s inspection tours than I do about the Romulan Navy. (pause) Speaking of the Romulan Navy, can we start the briefing a little early?

UHURA: I think so.  In fact, I’d like to start by thanking you, Captain Chekov, for being willing to extend your visit aboard the Excelsior.  I know the Enterprise will miss you.

CHEKOV: The Enterprise is spending two months in drydock thanks to the Tomed Incident.  She doesn’t need her captain that whole time.  My first officer will hold down the fort.

UHURA: Still, I owe Miss Sulu a favor; I’ll get you back as soon as I can.

SAAVIK: That is dependent upon the Romulans.

CHEKOV: Yes.  The Romulans. (he presses a physical button; a map appears) As you can see, sensors this morning detected six Romulan warbirds in our patrol zone.

SAAVIK: Two more than yesterday.  That places the majority of their fleet on the Neutral Zone.

UHURA: But they’re not massed in any one system.

SAAVIK: If they plan to attack, it’s not a formation we recognize.

CHEKOV: Personally, I don’t think the Romulans know what to do next.  The Tomed Incident left them stupefied.  They haven’t decided whether to come out guns blazing, or crawl back home to hide under the covers.

UHURA: The Legate won’t violate the Zone.  Not while she knows Excelsior is waiting for her.

SAAVIK: Then I regret to introduce a second agenda item. Another call from Starfleet Command.

UHURA: When?

SAAVIK: Forty-seven minutes ago.

CHEKOV: They’re threatening to send a ship this time.  Sorry – offering to send a ship this time.  To help you with your “engine troubles.”

UHURA: Starfleet’s orders are the same?

SAAVIK: Yes, sir.  Excelsior is to return to spacedock with all due speed so that it can be decommissioned, and dismantled.

UHURA: What are they thinking?  We’re sitting on a powder keg out here.  One mis-step by a single Starfleet captain and we’ll be in the middle of the biggest space war since the last Romulan invasion!

CHEKOV: I think that’s exactly what the admirals are thinking.  They don’t trust us to follow the regulations.

SAAVIK: We have often treated them more like... guidelines.

CHEKOV: If that.

UHURA: We haven’t had a choice!  Out here on the frontier, months out of contact with Federation bases –

SAAVIK: That was once the reality.  Today, however, admiralty can contact any captain in a matter of seconds. I believe they think of us as... “cowboys.”

CHEKOV: What’s so bad about cowboys?  They ride in and save the day.

UHURA: The admirals don’t want us saving the day.  They want us to follow orders.

CHEKOV: So the question is, Captain: what do you plan to do about it?

(Pause.)

UHURA: Mister Saavik, contact Starfleet and tell them we’re still having “engine troubles”.  Include the scare quotes if you like, but if they try to send a repair ship, stall. The moment Excelsior leaves the front line, we’re replaced by the Falcon under Commander Mark Jameson.

SAAVIK: Jameson.

CHEKOV: The ignorant korova*2from the Veloz Prime mission?  I read your reports.

SAAVIK: Indeed.

CHEKOV: He’s just the kind of man Command looks for now – ambitious, career-minded, and straight as a razor blade.

SAAVIK: He merely lacks compassion, intelligence, and good judgement. Besides that, a fine officer.

CHEKOV: Besides that.

UHURA: Command will have to phaser me out of my chair before I give the Neutral Zone to Mark Jameson.

SAAVIK: I’ll contact Starfleet Command, Captains.  However, their patience is limited.  We should -

(Intercom whistle.)

HELM: Bridge to Conference Cabin.

(Uhura hits a button on the table in front of her.)

UHURA: Uhura here.  What is it, Ensign?

HELM: A priority-one distress call, sir.  It’s coming from Union System.

UHURA: Union? That’s practically inside the Neutral Zone.

CHEKOV: Could be a trap.

UHURA: Can you make out who’s sending it, helmsman?

HELM: No, sir.  Transmission is too garbled.  They sound like they’re under heavy attack.

CHEKOV: Definitely a trap.

UHURA: Even so. We can’t just ignore a distress call on our side of the border.

CHEKOV: What about your “engine troubles”?

SAAVIK: Captain, I am pleased to report that our engine troubles have suddenly resolved.  However, they could fail again at any time.

CHEKOV: Bless you, Saavik.  Mister Spock trained you well.

UHURA: Helm, lay in a course to Union and engage at maximum warp.  Go to yellow alert and prepare combat drills.

HELM: Aye, sir.

UHURA: Uhura out.

(she switches off the viewing screen)

(Yellow alert sounds.)

UHURA: Well, my friends, it looks like these cowboys are going out for one last ride.

(They exit.)

MAIN CREDITS3

UHURA: Space.  The final frontier.  These are the voyages of the Starship Excelsior.

CHEKOV: Our mission: to explore strange new worlds. To seek out new life - new civilizations.

UHURA: To boldly go where no one has gone before!

CHEKOV: Star Trek...

UHURA: Excelsior. (pause) Starring Nichelle Nichols as Captain Nyota Uhura.

CHEKOV: With Walter Koenig as Pavel Chekov.

SAAVIK: And Robin Curtis as Commander Saavik.

SCENE 4D-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – MAIN BRIDGE

(Bridge doors hiss open.  Uhura walks onto the bridge and takes her place in the center seat.)

UHURA: What’s our status, Captain Chekov?

CHEKOV: Combat efficiency rating is one hundred percent.  Approaching Union System.  Three planets, one M-class, explored only by probe.

UHURA: Mister Saavik, have we got anything else?

SAAVIK: We detect a weak Federation transponder, but the registry is... garbled.  I read it as “N.C.C. Two Thousand”.

CHEKOV: Well, that can’t be right.  N.C.C. Two Thousand means Excelsior, and that’s us.

UHURA: They must be saying N.C.C. Two Thousand Something.

SAAVIK: Perhaps the Challenger?  Or the Stargazer?

CHEKOV: I was in a top-brass briefing on Earth two days ago.  No ships with a Two Thousand registration are on patrol in this quadrant, much less the Neutral Zone.

HELM: Approaching coordinates!  I’m picking up weapons fire!

UHURA: Red alert.  All hands to battle stations.

(Red alert klaxons!)

CHEKOV: Drop to impulse on my mark... mark!

(Engines cut.  Two wavy, shadowy cruisers are firing on a huge Federation dreadnought.)

UHURA: My God.

SAAVIK: Two alien spacecraft, configuration unknown, attacking one Starfleet vessel.

CHEKOV: That’s no Starfleet vessel I’ve ever seen!

UHURA: It’s even bigger than Vengeance!

CHEKOV: I can’t make out a name – too much smoke.

UHURA: Her running lights are flickering.

CHEKOV: Can anyone see a name?

SAAVIK: Attacking ships are not responding to hails. Starfleet vessel is losing main power.  It is transmitting a valid Federation transponder.  What are my orders?

(Short pause.)

UHURA: Whoever they are, they’re flying our flag under fire.  Let’s lend a hand.  Captain Chekov, can you take tactical?

CHEKOV: My thoughts exactly.

(He does so.)

UHURA: Target the attacking vessels and fire at will.

CHEKOV: Firing phaser one!

(He fires.  The phaser lances out... but reflects back and almost instantly hits Excelsior.)

UHURA: What was that?

CHEKOV: Phaser fire was... reflected.  We scored a direct hit and it came right back at us!

UHURA: Could they be using some kind of new shield?  Hold phasers and fire torpedoes.

(Torpedo launch.)

CHEKOV: A perfect shot!

(Same thing happens: Excelsior takes the hit instead.  A console explodes.)

SAAVIK: Torpedo also reflected back!

CHEKOV: This just isn’t fair.

UHURA: Cease fire!  Helm, move us between the unknowns and the Starfleet ship!

HELM: Aye, sir!

(More weapons impacts.)

CHEKOV: Now they’re shooting at us instead!

UHURA: Any ideas on stopping a ship that’s immune to particle weapons?

SAAVIK: Perhaps! Captains, observe the Starfleet vessel.

CHEKOV: Their main power’s nearly down.  Look: all the running lights are flickering!

UHURA: Hold on, Captain. They’re not just flickering - it’s Morse code.  They’re trying to get a message to us!  Mister Saavik, run the last three minutes of tape through the computer and translate.

SAAVIK: “One, three-five”... These are spatial coordinates.  One three five by five two by six, subgrid G.

CHEKOV: Those coordinates would take us straight into the Starfleet ship’s firing arc.

UHURA: ...Which would pull the bad guys into their sights behind us.  Helm! One three five by five two by six-G, full impulse!

HELM: Aye, sir!

CHEKOV: Enemy ships are following!

UHURA: Now we find out if this was a Romulan trap after all, eh, Captain?

CHEKOV: Thank you for that warm thought!

HELM: We’ve arrived at coordinates, Captain!

UHURA: Enemy ships entering target zone!

CHEKOV: Starfleet vessel firing!

(Two quantum torpedoes fire from the Sovereign-class cruiser!)

CHEKOV: Oh, my.

UHURA: What is that torpedo?

SAAVIK: It is... blue.

(Impact!  Both shots land true!  Both targets take serious damage!)

CHEKOV: And it’s big.  Both enemy craft are badly damaged!  Their engine cores are destabilizing!

UHURA: Helm, full reverse.

HELM: Full reverse, aye!

(First one enemy craft, then the other, explodes.)

SAAVIK: Alien vessels destroyed.

CHEKOV: If those were Romulan ships, then we just went to war.

UHURA: If the Romulans had ships like that, they would have gone to war a long time ago.

SAAVIK: And they would have won.

UHURA: True enough.  Cancel red alert.  Saavik, that was brilliant.

SAAVIK: I only suspected a pattern in their running lights, Captain.  You were the one to identify it.

CHEKOV: Can anyone tell me who we just rescued?

SAAVIK: Transponder registry coming through now. (pause) N.C.C. ... Two Thousand... C. (pause) Captains, that ship is identifying as the Starship Excelsior.

SCENE 4D-03

LOCATION: MAIN BRIDGE, EXCELSIOR NCC-2000-C

(Red alert still sounding.)

DOVAN: This is Captain Dovan.  All stations, stand down to yellow alert and relay damage reports through Lieutenant Yubari. (he turns off the intercom) Everyone okay?

(Yellow alert sounds.  Red alert ends.)

LORHROK: A few bruises, sir.

NEEVA: Yours to command, Captain.

DOVAN: The Mapstone?  Yubari?

YUBARI: The bluegills beamed it out of our containment unit when the shields were down.  It’s somewhere in that debris field, sir.

DOVAN: Find it.  The fate of the entire galaxy depends on us bringing that little stone back to H.Q.

ROL: Captain?  The navigational sensors –

DOVAN: Just a moment, Bev.  Did anyone get a good look at our rescuers’ registry number?  I’d really like to know what a rustbucket like that is doing in this system, instead of, you know, the entire Third Fleet.

LORHROK: And the Starbase.  And the colony.

DOVAN: Good point.  It’s like some great hand completely erased Starfleet’s presence in Union System.  Helm, we did go through the right Gateway, didn’t we?

ROL: Yes, sir, we did take the correct wormhole.  This is Union System.  It’s just not our Union System.

YUBARI: What’s that supposed to mean?  It either is Union or it isn’t.

ROL: Sir, when we entered the Gateway vortex, it was Stardate six-oh-six-eight-five, correct?

DOVAN: That’s today’s date, yes.

ROL: No, it’s not.  Navigational sensors just checked the pulsar maps: today’s date is Stardate Nine-nine-eight-eight.

YUBARI: Nine-nine-eight-eight-what?

ROL: That’s it, ma’am.  Nine-nine-eight-eight.

LORHROK: But that’s the old stardate system.

DOVAN: Never could make heads or tails of it. What’s today in metric, Bev?

ROL: In Gregorian, sir, it’s January Thirteenth, Twenty-Three Eleven anno domini – we’re seventy-three years in the past.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Well, that explains where the starbase went.

LORHROK: It won’t be built for another sixty years.  The bluegills must have tampered with the Gateway – pulled us back in time.

DOVAN: Where they could pick us off slowly, with no hope of reinforcement.  Then that ship out there...

ROL: Was on Neutral Zone patrol and heard our distress call.  She may not have quantum torpedoes, sir, but she’s top-of-the-line for this era. I’m still getting her registry.

YUBARI: We should have hailing frequencies in a minute, sir.

LORHROK: If we’ve travelled through time, it’s all the more important we get to the Mapstone fast.

DOVAN: Imagine what would happen to history if they discovered it here and now!

YUBARI: Sir, we’re being hailed!

DOVAN: Can we answer them?

NEEVA: Rerouting battery power to the transceiver array.

DOVAN: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

SAAVIK: ...repeat, calling Federation Starship.  Please respond and identify. Federation Starsh – Captains? I have them.

UHURA: I can see that.

DOVAN: It’s... Jehosephat.

YUBARI: God in Heaven.

UHURA: This is Captain Nyota Uhura calling the other Starship Excelsior.  Wherever you came from, I think you got a little lost.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

LORHROK: Captain Uhura, this is First Officer Alecz Lorhrok of the U.S.S. Excelsior-C, and you’re quite right.  We were pulled here from the future by enemy action, and the moment we retrieve what they stole from us, we’ll be heading home.

CHEKOV: And how do you intend to do that?

LORHROK: There’s a sort of wormhole orbiting the third planet of this system.  Your scans won’t pick it up, but it’s there, and it’s what brought us here.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

UHURA: Your captain seems to be at a loss for words, Mister Lorhrok.

LORHROK: You’ll have to forgive him, sir.  He’s just met his all-time greatest heroes.

DOVAN: This is the most amazing thing that’s ever happened to me.  I think I love time travel.

CHEKOV: (chuckles) You won’t be saying that when you see how much paperwork you have to fill out.

DOVAN: Don’t ruin this for me, Chekov.

CHEKOV: He knows my name, too!

DOVAN: We know all your names. You’re legends. Where’s Commander Rand? (pause) Oh, no.  The Tomed Incident.

UHURA: It’s... it’s okay, Captain.  She died as she lived.

DOVAN: A hero. (pause) I wish we could stay and chat.

NEEVA: That would break even more laws than you usually do, sir.

DOVAN: There is that. We have an item to collect, and then we’ll be on our WHOA!

(The Excelsior-C trembles, as if struck amidships!)

DOVAN: Report!  What was that?

SAAVIK: Excelsior-C, we detect a vortex opening over Union Three. Readings are consistent with the “gateway” you describe.

ROL: It is the Gateway, sir!  And its guidance array has locked on!  We’re being pulled in!

DOVAN: We can’t leave yet!  We don’t have the Mapstone!

CHEKOV: Excelsior-C, can you deactivate it?

DOVAN: Alecz?

LORHROK: No. It’s a remote lock. Admiral Parker’s trying to save us.  Ready or not, we’re going home, right now.

DOVAN: That is... amazingly typical of him.  Helm, full reverse – buy us as much time as you can.

ROL: Aye, sir!

(As the engines power up, the ship begins to rumble.)

DOVAN: Yubari, we need that stone, now!

UHURA: Can we help?  Just tell us where to point our sensors.

DOVAN: The Mapstone was aboard one of the enemy ships when they were destroyed.  It’s in the debris field.  It’s a pyramid, about a meter in each dimension.

SAAVIK: Is it not likely, then, that your Mapstone was destroyed, as well?

DOVAN: The Mapstone’s an Iconian artifact made of solid neutronium, Admiral Saavik. Not even our torpedoes can hurt that.

SAAVIK: I am only a commander, Captain.

DOVAN: Damn.  Then please don’t tell Temporal Investigations I said that.

CHEKOV: Temporal who?

DOVAN: Damn again!  Yubari!  How long to finish your sensor sweep?

YUBARI: Three hours.  Two, minimum.

NEEVA: We have about ten seconds to vortex!

DOVAN: Captains, please...

UHURA: It’s that important?

DOVAN: If we don’t bring home the Mapstone, the galaxy will be destroyed.  I don’t have time to tell the whole story, but that’s how it ends!

CHEKOV: Then we’ll find it, and send it in after you.

DOVAN: Thank you, Captains.

ROL: Impulse engines overheating!

NEEVA: We’re going in!

DOVAN: All hands, brace for impact!

(There’s a tremendous flash-bang conflagration as the Excelsior travels not just through space, but through time.  It whites out everything.)

SCENE 4D-04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UHURA: So. History never forgets the name... “Excelsior.”

CHEKOV: Or the name... “Chekov.”

SAAVIK: I advise you, sirs, not to let it go to your heads.

CHEKOV: Oh, yes, sir, Admiral Saavik.

SAAVIK: Ah.  Humor. (she checks her instruments) Finding the so-called “Mapstone” with our scanners will take up to a day.

UHURA: Then we’d better start looking.  We are way out of position, barely six billion klicks from the Romulan border, and both Starfleet and Romulan High Command are going to notice.  I want that artifact out of this timeline before anyone starts asking questions we can’t answer.

CHEKOV: Did they say the artifact was Iconian?

UHURA: I thought so.

HELM: Sirs, I thought the Iconians were a myth.

UHURA: So did everyone.

CHEKOV: The Romulans don’t.  They’ve been probing the Neutral Zone for years, searching for Iconian technology.

UHURA: How do you—?

CHEKOV: This is what you get for skipping all those captains’ briefings at H.Q..  The point is, we need to secure this artifact fast.

UHURA: Transmit to Starfleet Command: Excelsior responding to distress call in Union System.  Upon arrival, no sign of distress, signal may have been Excelsior malfunction.  Encode and transmit with Cipher Eleven.

SAAVIK: Sir, Intelligence believes the Romulans have broken Cipher Eleven.

UHURA: Exactly.  I want them to think that there’s nothing worth looking for out here.

CHEKOV: Should we follow up with an accurate report under a stronger code?

UHURA: Then the Romulans would know our first message was a trick.

CHEKOV: Good point.  Besides, Command would probably just send Mark Jameson to take over.  Perhaps it’s best they don’t know?

UHURA: Decidedly a fringe benefit.

SAAVIK: I am receiving a response.

UHURA: Read it out.

SAAVIK: It’s real-time video, Captain.

CHEKOV: Out here?  I didn’t even think Cipher Eleven worked at real-time.  Haven’t these kids heard of long-distance charges?

SAAVIK: He is not using Cipher Eleven.  This is Cipher Eighty-One.

CHEKOV: But the Romulans haven’t cracked Eighty-One.

UHURA: Apparently, we aren’t dealing with a genius.  It’s Admiral Styles, isn’t it?

SAAVIK: Yes, sir.

CHEKOV: Of course it is. I was sure some bright young Federation councilman would have got rid of him by now.

UHURA: No such luck.  The Council eats out of his hand. I’ll take him privately, in the conference cabin.

SAAVIK: Rerouting.

(Uhura stands and heads for the door.  Chekov stands and follows.  Uhura notices and stops.)

UHURA: And just where do you think you’re going, Captain?

CHEKOV: With you.  Against Styles, you’ll need the moral support.

UHURA: Just don’t pull a Chekov on him.

CHEKOV: Me?  I would never do such a thing, Captain.

UHURA: Mmm.

CHEKOV: Well, not on your ship.

UHURA: Better.

(Uhura and Chekov exit.)

LOCATION: CONFERENCE CABIN

UHURA: Screen on.

(The viewer activates.)

STYLES: Uhura! What the hell do you think you’re doing?

UHURA: Cleaning up the mess you made at Tomed, Admiral.  As usual.

STYLES: We all saw you go to warp, Uhura.  You’re ordered to return to Starbase immediately.

CHEKOV: I’m sorry, Admiral, but we’re experiencing more engine problems.

STYLES: Captain Chekov, the only trouble on the Excelsior is this mutiny.  The moment we tow you into Spacedock, your logs will prove it.  I’ve waited a lot of years for this, “Captain” Uhura, but this is the end of the road for you!

UHURA: We’ll see.  If your calling me to gloat sets off a war with the Romulans, I doubt you’ll be around to court-martial me.

STYLES: What are you talking about, Uhura?

UHURA: You contacted me on an encrypted channel, moments after I told Command on a public frequency that there’s nothing of interest in this star system.  The Romulans will be suspicious.  Sooner or later, they’ll investigate.

STYLES: So what?  Union has no strategic value.  Let them look all they want.

UHURA: Admiral, we contacted you with a broken code for a reason.  We needed to misdirect the Romulans.  When they learn what we’ve actually found here...

STYLES: Yes, I’m sure.  You’ve probably made some incredible discovery that will change the galaxy forever.  I’ve had enough “misdirection” from the Excelsior.  The U.S.S. Falcon has been dispatched to escort you home under tow – and they’ve been advised to ignore your hails.  Styles out!

(Pause.)

UHURA: For ten years, the biggest threats to galactic peace have been the Romulan Empire and Admiral John Andrew Lawrence H. Styles.  We’ve held them off a dozen times each.  But now they’re practically working together, and I’m missing my right arm.

CHEKOV: Janice. (sigh) Do you remember how the three of us used to argue in here?  Trying to convince Captain Sulu who was right?

UHURA: She always said, Excelsior means “ever upward.”  She never let me give up.

CHEKOV: She pushed us – all of us – to make the right decisions.  Which were never the easy ones.

UHURA: And now?  I have a few clever ideas, Pavel, but I don’t have her grace.  If I get it wrong today...

CHEKOV: Romulans to the left of them, Admirals to the right of them!  Into the valley of death rode the Excelsior!

(The ship suddenly shakes. Red alert begins automatically!)

UHURA: What in the world?

(They make their way out to the bridge.)

SCENE 4D-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The energy wave passes.)

UHURA: Damage report!

SAAVIK: A spatial disruption. Cause unknown.

HELM: Shields holding!

CHEKOV: Send a damage control team to Deck Six life support.

HELM: But the computer reports no damage.

CHEKOV: Ensign, I was first officer of this starship ten years before that computer was a gleam in Montgomery Scott’s eye.

HELM: Are you saying you know better, sir?  Than a computer?

UHURA: He knows better than anybody.  Send the team.  Then run an intensive scan; I want to know where that wave came from – and how far it’s going to reach.

HELM: Ma’am?

CHEKOV: Ensign, a warp in the space-time continuum just showed up less than a light-year from the Romulan border.  You want a match to light that powder keg we’re sitting on?  Tell me if the Romulans felt that.

HELM: Yes, sir!

SAAVIK: Captains... We are being hailed.

UHURA: By whom?

SAAVIK: According to my instruments... the Lonka Pulsar.

CHEKOV: What?

SAAVIK: I have no explanation.

UHURA: On screen.

CHEKOV: Yellow Alert.

(Red alert stops.  Yellow alert sounds.  Screen on.)

DOVAN: Captains, it’s good to see you.

UHURA: Captain Dovan, wasn’t it?  I’m sorry, but we can’t talk right now.

DOVAN: The spatial distortion wave, right?

CHEKOV: That was you?

DOVAN: No.  The Mapstone.  In my timeline, it’s been two weeks since my Excelsior met yours.  We’ve had time to run simulations.  We took over the MIDAS Array and punched through a pulsar so we could talk with you.

UHURA: So what is happening?

DOVAN: Neeva?  You’re on.

NEEVA: The Mapstone knows it’s in the wrong timezone.  It can’t fulfill its function as long as it’s in the past.  So it’s trying to get back to when it belongs.

SAAVIK: That seems logical.

NEEVA: Not quite: the only way it knows how to get home, to our time, is by ripping open a hole in the fabric of space-time.  That’s what it’s doing.  In a few days, it will succeed.

CHEKOV: A few days?!  The Romulans will certainly notice.  They’ll suspect a new Federation superweapon!  It will be war!

DOVAN: No such luck.

NEEVA: The Mapstone’s “rips” are going to get bigger and bigger as it struggles to get home.  By the end of a few days, it will be wreaking major destruction throughout the sector – perhaps the quadrant.

DOVAN: You have to send it back to us before then.

LORHROK: Sir! Our communications are being jam[med at the source.]

(The communique abruptly cuts off.)

CHEKOV: Where’d they go?

UHURA: Jammed.  Saavik, source.

SAAVIK: Computing... (pause) Ten kilometers aft.

CHEKOV: Right behind us!

UHURA: Red Alert!  Shields up!  All hands to battle stations!

CHEKOV: Romulan Ivarix-class warbird decloaking! (pause) Correction: three warbirds decloaking! We’re surrounded!

SCENE 4D-06

LOCATION: ROMULAN BRIDGE

SUBCOMMANDER: Legate, the Federation Starship is surrounded and helpless.  They are hailing.

LEGATE: Subcommander, the Starship Excelsior has been often surrounded, but never helpless.  Be on your guard.  Establish two-way visual link with their commander.

SUBCOMMANDER: Yes, Legate.

(Captain Uhura and the Excelsior bridge appear on screen.)

UHURA: Legate, you have me at a disadvantage.

LEGATE: That’s how I prefer you, Captain Uhura.  Compromised.

CHEKOV: This is Captain Chekov. You have violated the Neutral Zone, Legate.  You’ve threatened a starship.

UHURA: It’s not like you to commit an act of war, Legate.

LEGATE: We are on a mission of mercy, on behalf of the Romulan Star Empire.  We detected a distress signal and investigated, confident that the Federation would forgive a small breach of treaty if it could save innocent lives.  No doubt the same distress call brought you here, Captains.

UHURA: We’re grateful, Legate.  But your assistance is not required.

LEGATE: It appears not. The debris field near the third planet suggests you already destroyed the source of the distress call.

CHEKOV: It was a Starfleet medical frigate.  Her engine was overloading.  Unfortunately, we didn’t get here in time.

LEGATE: Really?  And why didn’t you mention that in your call to Starfleet Command?

UHURA: That message was encrypted!

LEGATE: Oh, please, Uhura, if you believed for a second that that code was secure, you’d never have transmitted.  The Tal Shiar will be very unhappy to know we’ve lost Cipher Eleven.  Now.  What is this debris, really?  What are you doing here?  What caused the spatial disruption we just encountered?

UHURA: Spatial disruption?  We’ve detected nothing like that here, Legate.

LEGATE: No lies, Captain!  Subcommander, target their bridge!

SUBCOMMANDER: Disruptors locked, Legate.

LEGATE: I am willing to tolerate a great deal from you, Nyota – but I will not tolerate another lie!

(Pause.)

UHURA: In that case, Legate, I cannot answer your question.

LEGATE: Uhura!

UHURA: I’m sorry.

LEGATE: Screen off!

(The screen is turned off.)

SUBCOMMANDER: Frequency closed, Legate.

LEGATE: Sensor sweep of that debris field! The Excelsior is looking for something in there – I want to know what it is.

SUBCOMMANDER: At once, Legate.

SCENE 4D-07

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UHURA: Well, that’s done it.  I don’t suppose they dropped their target lock, Captain?

CHEKOV: All three warbirds still locked on our bridge.  Shall I return targeting, Captain?

UHURA: We’d just provoke her.

CHEKOV: She seems pretty provoked already.

UHURA: I’ve known the Legate for twenty years.  I only saw her get really angry once.  It wasn’t today.

SAAVIK: Incoming message over subspace.

CHEKOV: The Legate?

SAAVIK: The pulsar, sir.  The other Excelsior is cutting through the interference.

CHEKOV: They have time to figure that out on their end.

UHURA: On screen. (the screen activates) Captain Dovan, I’m sorry we were cut off last time.

CORTEZ: Captain Dovan?  Who told you that?

UHURA: I’m sorry, ma’am? Have we met?

CORTEZ: Captain Uhura?  Captain Chekov? I’m Rachel Cortez, captain of the Excelsior-C. We spoke a few minutes ago? Lieutenant Commander Dovan is my first officer.

UHURA: Respectfully, ma’am, we’ve spoken to Mister Dovan twice, but this is the first time we’ve ever seen you.

LORHROK: Uh-oh.

DOVAN: Alecz?  What’s going on?

CHEKOV: Time travel.

LORHROK: The timeline is in flux – Captains, what your Excelsior is doing, today, has started rewriting your future... and our present.  What you do next will change our lives, and the face of the galaxy, for centuries to come.

DOVAN: Then... you hold our future in your hands, Excelsior.

UHURA: We’ll try not to drop it.

CORTEZ: Thank you. I’m transmitting instructions for returning the Mapstone through the Gateway.  Destroy them at the end of your mission.

(The computer boops.)

SAAVIK: Message received.

CORTEZ: We’ll be in touch. Excelsior out.

(The comm closes.)

CHEKOV: No more time travel, I said - not after the nuclear vessels.  Never again.

UHURA: Our time travels have always taken us to the past.  This is the first time we’ve seen the future.

CHEKOV: Yes, and it’s changing before our eyes.  Who knows who they’ll be next time?

(Sensor alert at Saavik’s station.)

SAAVIK: Captain Uhura, I need your assistance at science station.

(Uhura steps up to her station.  Both speak in slightly lowered voices.)

UHURA: This sounds like good news.

SAAVIK: Scanners just detected this. (she shows her her viewer) A one-meter pyramid, neutronium alloy.  We were fortunate to find it so quickly.

UHURA: That’s our Mapstone.  But it’s in a decaying orbit.  How long until it burns up in the atmosphere?

SAAVIK: As a neutronium alloy, the atmosphere will hardly even slow it down.  Given its vector, I predict surface impact in two hundred three seconds.  Then we must simply beam down and secure it.

UHURA: I’m afraid it won’t be that easy, Saavik.

SAAVIK: Why? The Romulans cannot block our transporter beam from orbit.

UHURA: You said it yourself: it’s neutronium. Practically the densest matter in the universe.  Even a little neutronium will make a big impact when it hits.

SAAVIK: Of course.  An inexcusable oversight.  Let me re-compute... (she does some math) Impact will create a crater approximately two thousand kilometers wide.  The Mapstone will be buried under at least thirty meters of lava.

UHURA: That sounds like the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs!

SAAVIK: The Mapstone’s impact force will be substantially larger, captain.

UHURA: Then we have to catch the Mapstone before impact.

SAAVIK: I concur.  Do you have any suggestions?

UHURA: Without letting the Romulans know we found it?

SAAVIK: That would seem to be ideal.  But time is of the essence.

UHURA: I know. (pause) I’ll wing it.  Follow my lead, Mister Saavik.

SAAVIK: Sir.

(Uhura walks back to the center.  She does not sit down.)

UHURA: Helm, disengage orbital autopilot, but do not assume manual control.

HELM: Captain, with no control, we’ll spiral into the atmosphere!

UHURA: Helm, disengage autopilot.

HELM: Aye, sir.

(Something on the Excelsior powers down.)

CHEKOV: We are drifting into the atmosphere.  Acceleration low but increasing.

UHURA: Captain, when we hit one-thirty-four-mark-four, fire a one-second burst of all starboard thrusters, at three hundred percent normal power.

CHEKOV: Ah, good thinking.

HELM: But, sirs, that will burn them out!  We’d lose attitude control!

SAAVIK: One-thirty-four-mark-two.  One-thirty-four-mark-three.

CHEKOV: Firing thrusters.

(Uhura hits the shipwide intercom.)

UHURA: All hands, brace for turbulence!

(The thruster burst is brief and loud. They burn out a moment later, a few consoles around the bridge explode.)

UHURA: Commander Saavik, signal commander, Romulan vessel.  Engine malfunction becoming critical.  Recommend you move to a safe distance in case of Excelsior’s destruction.

CHEKOV: Will they see evidence of this “engine malfunction” on their scanners?

UHURA: Saavik?

(Saavik hard at work putting in new code at her station.)

SAAVIK: I have falsified our sensor readings.  Other ships will consider remaining in the area an extreme risk.

UHURA: Sound red alert, bring up emergency lighting, and let Science station smolder like that for a while.  We need to make ourselves look hurt.

SAAVIK: Sir, we are already at red alert.

CHEKOV: She wants you to play the klaxon again, Commander.

SAAVIK: Fascinating. Drama: a difficult concept.  Condition red, (klaxons sound!) condition red, all hands to battle stations.  Repeat: condition red.  The Legate’s flagship is hailing.

CHEKOV: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

LEGATE: Captain, do you require assistance?  The evacuation of your ship?  We stand ready to prevent the tragic loss of life.

UHURA: That won’t be necessary, Legate.  When we get this under control, I’ll be sure to note your generosity in my log.  But you should get out of here, just in case.

LEGATE: Acknowledged.  Out.

(The comm closes.)

HELM: Captain, our orbit is rapidly decaying!

CHEKOV: Let it ride, Ensign.

SAAVIK: The Romulans are moving off... engaging cloaking devices.

CHEKOV: We are drifting into the same orbit as the Mapstone.  Transporter range in thirty seconds.

HELM: One thirty four mark four... of course.  I should have realized that was an intercept course.

UHURA: Yes, Ensign, you should have.  But you’re young.  And I’ll bet you don’t play much poker.  Mister Chekov, lock on transporters.

CHEKOV: It’s moving too fast for transporters.  We’ll have to use the tractor beam.

UHURA: Make it so.  Helm, plot a new course.  Once we have the Mapstone, I want be far away when the Romulans realize we tricked them.

HELM: Aye, sir.

SAAVIK: Now entering dark side of orbit.  Assuming the Romulans moved off as we advised, we are now invisible to their sensors.

CHEKOV: Tractor Beam ready.

UHURA: Engage port thrusters and regain stable attitude.

HELM: Aye.

CHEKOV: Engaging tractor.

(Tractor beam engages.)

(A warbird decloaks on the main viewscreen.)

CHEKOV: Captain!  Warbird decloaking dead ahead!

UHURA: Shields to maximum!

SAAVIK: They are hailing.

CHEKOV: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

LEGATE: I wondered what you were looking for, Captain.  I don’t think I expected it to be so small.  Stable neutronium, though?  Very impressive.  I had no idea Federation science had advanced so far.  What is it, Uhura?

UHURA: We have nothing to say.

LEGATE: Come now, Captains, I just caught the two of you in the middle of some kind of secret experiment two minutes from the Neutral Zone.  Surely you have some explanation.

UHURA: You said no lies.

LEGATE: Yes, and then you lied to me about your so-called “engine malfunction.”

UHURA: I’m sorry about that.

LEGATE: Do you want to hear my theory?

CHEKOV: This should be good.

LEGATE: I think you’re testing a superweapon.  You warped into this system to test it on an inert target, which you did, then a planet, which we interrupted.

UHURA: We’re two minutes from the Romulan border.  Why would we run a weapons test this close?

LEGATE: To intimidate the Romulan people! A weapon so small would slip right past the orbital defenses of any Romulan colony within a hundred light-years.  You’d end this crisis with the threat of mass destruction, just like the Genesis Device – just like the Universe metaweapon. (pause) But this one... this one is ours now.  Subcommander?  Engage tractor beam.

UHURA: No!  Chekov!  Increase power to tractor beam!

CHEKOV: Aye!

SAAVIK: Mapstone is holding position.

LEGATE: Captain, you will disengage your tractor or I will open fire.  You’re well aware there are at least two more cloaked warbirds behind you.

CHEKOV: We have reinforcements on the way!

LEGATE: Ha!  The Starship Falcon won’t even respond to your hails!

UHURA: What makes you say that?

LEGATE: The Empire broke your Cipher Eighty-One two weeks ago.  I watched your entire conversation with John Lawrence Styles.

UHURA: Then you know we weren’t testing a weapon!

LEGATE: I know Admiral Styles hasn’t been told about it.  Which doesn’t surprise me – have you read his classified file?  The man can’t keep a secret.  You’re outgunned, Nyota.  Disengage your tractor beam.

UHURA: Mister Chekov, you’ve been following this conversation?

CHEKOV: I’ve made all appropriate preparations to carry out your orders.

UHURA: Good. (pause) Fire.

CHEKOV: Phaser two, fire!

(Phasers fire!)

LEGATE: You want war, Captain, we’ll give you a war!  Subcommander, launch torpedo!  Screen off!

(The viewscreen deactivates.  Two more Romulan warbirds decloak on the viewer.)

SAAVIK: Two more Romulan warbirds decloaking aft.

CHEKOV: Damage to their tractor beam, captain!  They’ve disengaged!

(The Excelsior is hit!)

SAAVIK: Plasma torpedo impact, minor damage to all decks!  Tractor beam offline.

CHEKOV: Get it back!

SAAVIK: The Mapstone is entering terminal descent!  Detonation imminent!

UHURA: Tractor beam, NOW!

SAAVIK: Impossible, captain!

CHEKOV: Another torpedo!

UHURA: Brace for impact!

SAAVIK: All hands, brace -

(The ship shudders from weapons fire.)

CHEKOV: Mapstone impact in five seconds!  Four!

UHURA: Helm, all ahead full!  Get us out of the blast radius!

HELM: All ahead full, aye!

(The Excelsior lunges to life.)

SAAVIK: Romulan warbirds are also withdrawing to a safe distance.

CHEKOV: Mapstone impact... now!

(KABOOM!  The planet is hit with an impact bigger than the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs.)

UHURA: Oh, my.

(Stunned silence.)

CHEKOV: Impact has... ripped much of the atmosphere clean off of Union Three.

SAAVIK: Projections indicate all multicellular life on the planet surface will be made extinct within two hundred years.

UHURA: No, no, no.

SAAVIK: The Legate’s flagship is hailing.

(Pause.)

UHURA: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

LEGATE: Captain Uhura, by the terms of the Seldonis Conventions, you are hereby charged with the war crimes of planetary sterilization and illegal weapons testing, as is your co-conspirator, Captain Chekov.  You are under arrest and your ship is impounded.

CHEKOV: Have you forgotten which side of the Neutral Zone you’re on?!

UHURA: Captain... Legate, you know me better than anyone.  You know I wouldn’t destroy a planet.

LEGATE: Do not test me, Captain.

UHURA: Do you want a war, Legate?

LEGATE: I wanted nothing more than peace.  But you fired on me, Captain.  If that means war, so be it.

CHEKOV: Our weapons are locked on their bridge.

UHURA: Power down all weapons.

CHEKOV: But–

UHURA: We surrender.

SAAVIK: Captain!

UHURA: Legate, we surrender!  I’ll beam over to your ship immediately to discuss terms.

LEGATE: There are no terms.  We shall spare your crew, but you, Captain, will spend the voyage back to Romulus in our brig.

UHURA: Okay.  I’m beaming over now.  I expect you to break weapons lock by the time we drop our shields.

LEGATE: It will be done.  Screen off.

(The viewscreen deactivates.)

CHEKOV: Nyota, we didn’t destroy that planet!

UHURA: No, but there’s no way we can convince her without telling her the truth.

SAAVIK: Then why not tell her the truth?

UHURA: Aside from the risk to the timeline?  I don’t think she’d believe me.

CHEKOV: So you’re giving up?

UHURA: Not just yet.  Let’s discuss in the lift.

(Uhura is already heading for the turbolift, and Chekov and Saavik follow.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

UHURA: Transporter room. (the lift starts to move)  Chekov, the shuttle you brought from the Enterprise – did you bring that volcano-snuffing equipment we talked about?

CHEKOV: The cold fusion generators? From Nibiru? Yes, but I don’t think you and Saavik have time to take them apart like you wanted.

UHURA: We’re not going to.  Saavik, can you bounce a transporter beam off the Romulans’ communication array?

SAAVIK: Yes, but I cannot guarantee the safety of anyone in the beam.  Why?

UHURA: We have a new plan.

CHEKOV: How desperate is it?

UHURA: Very.  Also extremely dangerous.

CHEKOV: I like it already.

SCENE 4D-08

LOCATION: ROMULAN STARSHIP – TRANSPORTER ROOM

(Uhura beams onto the Romulan transporter pad (using a Federation beam).)

LEGATE: Captain Uhura, welcome aboard my vessel.

SUBCOMMANDER: Place your wrists in these manacles, Cap—

LEGATE : That won’t be necessary, Subcommander.  You and the guard are dismissed.

SUBCOMMANDER: But, Legate – !

LEGATE: I do not trust her any more than you do, Subcommander.  I made that mistake once, a long time ago, and I am a good pupil of my mistakes.

UHURA: That wasn’t me.

LEGATE: Silence, Captain, or I’ll cut out your tongue. Dismissed, Subcommander.

SUBCOMMANDER: Yes, Legate.

(He and the guard exit.)

LEGATE: Captain, you will accompany me to my cabin.

UHURA: There’s no one watching us.  You can call me Nyota here, Liv—

LEGATE: If you dare use my name today, Captain, I truly will cut out your tongue.

UHURA: I’m... I’m sorry.  I presumed -

LEGATE: Yes, you did, Captain. You should know that, while I beamed you aboard, we bounced a transporter signal off our communication array to send a landing party of Romulan soldiers down to the planet.

UHURA: Legate – why would you do that?

LEGATE: Because I thought you might do the same thing. (breath) My officers have orders to shoot on sight.  If you sent troops down there to secure your superweapon, those troops will be dead in a few minutes.

(Pause.)

UHURA: Then it’s a good thing I didn’t try.  When did you become so cunning, Legate?

(Pause.)

LEGATE: Accompany me to my cabin.  I want you to see what you’ve done.

UHURA: I saw.

LEGATE: You saw a computer projection on your main viewscreen.  You couldn’t bear to look out a window.  And my cabin has the biggest windows in the Imperial Navy. Come.

(Uhura steps down from the pad.  They exit.)

SCENE 4D-09

LOCATION: UNION III – SURFACE

(Howling wind, wildfires, intense heat, geologic instability.)

(Chekov and Saavik materialize.  They are wearing life-support belts which hum very faintly.)

SAAVIK: Where are we, sir?

CHEKOV: I’m not sure.  This isn’t the landing site.  Tricorder?

(Saavik pulls out a tricorder.)

SAAVIK: We are at least two kilometers out of position.

CHEKOV: Maybe you bounced us off the Romulans wrong?

SAAVIK: Not possible, Captain!

CHEKOV: If you weren’t Vulcan, I wouldn’t believe you.  Then what did happen, Mister Saavik?

SAAVIK: Hypothesis: at the exact moment our transporter beam hit the Romulan deflector, the Romulans did the same thing.  Transporter refraction causes both teams to rematerialize outside landing coordinates.

CHEKOV: Well, at least we ended up here, in the garden spot of Union III!

SAAVIK: To what positive qualities are you referring, sir?  The smoke?  The vast clouds of ash choking out the sun?  The fact that we now require life-support belts to survive on a planet that was Min’shara-class ten minutes ago?

CHEKOV: All of the above! The alternative was the thousand-kilometer crater full of molten lava down the hill to our left, or the continent-spanning forest on our right, which you’ll notice is now entirely on fire.  A spot does not win the Pavel Chekov Garden Award without due consideration of the competition!

SAAVIK: I believe I shall file a complaint with the judging panel.  Sir, can you help me with this equipment?  Our anti-grav units likely materialized in that forest.

CHEKOV: So we get to carry all this down to the crater by hand?

SAAVIK: Unfortunately, sir, I need to program the detonation sequence.

CHEKOV: So we aren’t carrying it?

SAAVIK: No, sir, I am afraid you are carrying it.

CHEKOV: Oh joy.  Well, let’s get on with it, Commander.

SCENE 4D-10

LOCATION: U.S.S. FALCON – MAIN BRIDGE

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Still no acknowledgement from the Excelsior, Captain.

JAMESON: Is there any possibility our own equipment is malfunctioning, Lieutenant?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: None, sir.  We’re still in contact with the rest of the fleet.

STYLES: We know this already, Captain Jameson.  No need to reinvent the wheel.

JAMESON: Sorry, Admiral Styles.  I was just trying to follow standard procedure.

STYLES: Yes, well, as you please.  I’m not here to tell you how to run your ship.  Quite the contrary: thank you for troubling yourself to rendezvous and bring me aboard.  Whatever Uhura and Chekov think they’re up to, I’m afraid it will take the firm hand of an Admiral to pull their necks in.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: What if the Excelsior really is in trouble, Admiral?

STYLES: Captain Jameson, do you make it a policy to allow helmsmen to ask impertinent questions?

JAMESON: No, sir!  Lieutenant, call your relief.  You can expect [a formal reprimand.]

(The ship is shaken by a spatial distortion!  Some panels spark!  Shields go up automatically! Everyone yells in surprise!)

STYLES: What was that?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Spatial distortion wave, sir!  Unknown configuration, but very powerful – and it came out of nowhere!

JAMESON: Origin?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: The Union System.  Where the Excelsior is, sir.

JAMESON: I’m well aware of that, Lieutenant.

STYLES: Our wayward starship is a greater threat than I realized.  Helm, increase speed by two warp factors.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Sir, she’ll fly apart!

STYLES: Oh, well, then.  Maintain prudent velocity.

SCENE 4D-11

LOCATION: ROMULAN SHIP – LEGATE’S OFFICE

LEGATE: Send additional damage-control teams to that compartment.

SUBCOMMANDER: How many, Legate?

LEGATE: All of them!

SUBCOMMANDER: Legate, respectfully, we must repair the damage to combat systems -

LEGATE: All of them, Subcommander! Close channel! (The comm channel closes.) Three of my men are trapped behind emergency bulkheads.  The entire compartment is on fire.

UHURA: Are they alright?

LEGATE: For now?  Yes.  In a minute?  Two minutes?

UHURA: I’m sorry.

LEGATE: They’re good soldiers of the Empire, all three.  Their loyalty, unimpeachable.  But your spatial distortion wave will probably be the death of them.

UHURA: Legate, you have sensors; you know that distortion wave damaged my ship as badly as it did yours. You know the Excelsior didn’t fire it.

LEGATE: No, it didn’t come from the Excelsior.  It came from your superweapon.

UHURA: It’s not... It’s not a weapon.

LEGATE: Then what is it, Captain?

UHURA: I can’t tell you.

LEGATE:; What are you hiding?  What could possibly be worse than what I already believe?

UHURA: Legate. I’m asking you to trust me.

LEGATE: Trust you.

UHURA: Like I trusted you at Galorndon Core.

LEGATE: I repaid that debt.  Twice over!

UHURA: I’m not asking you to trust a debt.  I’m asking you to trust me.  Trust Nyota Uhura.  Please.

(Pause.)

LEGATE: It was when we met you.

UHURA: I’m sorry?

LEGATE: You asked when I became so cunning. (pause) When our peoples first started encountering each other face-to-face, fifty years ago, the Romulan people were proud warriors.  Above all else, we prized honor, nobility, gallantry in arms.  No enemy could stand before us on a fair battlefield! (pause) And then we met you.

UHURA: Me?

LEGATE: All of you: humans, Vulcans, Starfleet captains.  But especially you, Nyota Uhura.  You took a hundred advantages and turned them against us.  You tricked us, lied, cheated us out of victory.  Humiliated me, time and again.  The Romulan people are not stupid, Captain.  We learn from our enemies.  So behold! The modern Romulan! We have become a sneaking, skulking people, prizing cunning, promoting the treacherous.  And I, their leader, the “Hero” of Tomed, master of the New Romulan Way.  (pause)  You say you’d never destroy a world, Nyota, but you destroyed mine long ago. (pause) And now you ask me to trust you.  I’ve put men to death for lesser impudence.

(Uhura steps over to the window.)

UHURA: Janice Rand always told me: tricks will win a battle, but they’ll never win a friend.  She was right. (pause) We should have been friends, Legate.  Instead we’re watching the last sunset of a world on fire.

LEGATE: Your subcommander told you how to lose friends.  Did she tell you how to win them?

UHURA: Somehow... I never asked.

(Silence.)

(The comm at the Legate’s desk beeps.  The Legate steps over and presses the comm button.)

LEGATE: Yes, Subcommander, what is it?

SUBCOMMANDER: We’re receiving a transmission, Legate, encoded imperial-ultra.

LEGATE: From the High Command?  They survived?

SUBCOMMANDER: No, Legate.  The code is verified, but, according to our instruments, the transmission originates at a pulsar.

LEGATE: Federation subterfuge, Captain?

UHURA: I don’t think so.

LEGATE: Put it through here, Subcommander.  Activate screen.

(A screen begins to lower from the ceiling with a humming noise.)

SUBCOMMANDER: Yes, Legate.

(The screen stops lowering.)

LEGATE: Channel open.

(The channel opens.)

DOVAN: Legate!  Report!  Have you retrieved the Mapstone?

UHURA: Dovan?

LEGATE: You’re not – This is a military channel! Whoever you are, Vorta Vor spare you if the Imperial Command finds -

DOVAN: Oh, Jehosephat.  Centurion!

CORTEZ: Yes, Subcommander?

DOVAN: The Legate’s forgotten.  Again.

CORTEZ: History shifts, Subcommander.  It is to be expected.  Legate, this is Centurion Cortez of the Romulan High Command.

LEGATE: You’re no Romulan!  You’re Vulcan!

CORTEZ: You speak of a difference that has been erased by my time.  On the Day of Reunification, all Vulcans were given the choice to stand with Surak, and die, or stand with Romulus, and conquer.  My parents chose to conquer, and we were reborn citizens of the Empire.

LEGATE: Your time...  You claim to be from the future?

CORTEZ: Yes, and you can confirm it by checking the quantum signature of the pulsar waves.

LEGATE: How did you know I’d demand confirmation?

CORTEZ: Aside from the fact that you’re the greatest tactician in history?  The soldier who conquered Earth?  We’ve had this conversation twice already.  Next, you’ll want me to tell you the name of your daughter.

LEGATE: My what?

UHURA: Her daughter?

CORTEZ: Your daughter: Liviana Dhivael [dee-VAHL]. Same as her grandmother.

(Pause.)

LEGATE: I am satisfied as to your credentials, Centurion.

CORTEZ: Good.  Subcommander, you remind the Legate of her duty to the Eternal Romulan Empire.

DOVAN: Legate, your mission is simple.  An artifact from our time period, an Iconian device called the Mapstone, has been stolen.  It is critical that you retrieve it.  We have warned you to be wary of the Federation Starship Excelsior, but it appears history is unfolding as it should: I see the infamous Captain Uhura has already surrendered to you.  No doubt her accomplice Captain Chekov is close behind.

LEGATE: This Mapstone: is it a neutronium pyramid, about one meter in each dimension?

DOVAN: So you have located it.

LEGATE: It will be secured within the hour.

DOVAN: Excellent.  You are an admirable warrior in any time period, Legate.  High Command, out.

(The screen rolls back up into the ceiling.)

UHURA: Legate, I know this seems strange -

LEGATE: Silence. (pause) If your superweapon is from the future... You’ve spoken to Subcommander Dovan before, haven’t you?

UHURA: He sent the distress call.  He asked us to retrieve the Mapstone.  But he was a Starfleet captain when we met him, not a member of the Romulan Guard.

LEGATE: Ah.  The last piece of the puzzle. (pause) History shifts, the Centurion said.  I suppose your surrender to me has tipped the balance of history in favor of Romulan triumph.

UHURA: Now you know my secret.  Will you help us?

LEGATE: You still want the Mapstone, even after seeing that future?

UHURA: I can’t predict the next few hours. Maybe we can stop the Romulans from taking over the galaxy. Maybe not.  But Dovan told me that, without the Mapstone, the galaxy will be destroyed – humans and Romulans alike.  I can’t let that happen, not to any timeline.

(Pause.)

(The Legate presses a button.)

LEGATE: Subcommander, prepare a quantum analysis of the pulsar message. (pause) And adjust orbital eccentricity thirty-three marks.

SUBCOMMANDER: Legate?

LEGATE: Just see to it, Subcommander.

(She closes communications with the bridge.)

LEGATE: Before I send you back to Excelsior, I want to show you something.

UHURA: You’re moving your ship.

LEGATE: Just to the other side of the hemisphere.

UHURA: Why?

LEGATE: Look.  The sun is rising.

SCENE 4D-12

LOCATION: UNION SURFACE

CHEKOV: Is this going to take much longer?

SAAVIK: Each time you ask, sir, I must add ten seconds to my estimate.

CHEKOV: And there’s nothing I can do to help?

SAAVIK: Have you received a master’s degree in subspace wave harmonics from an accredited institution?

CHEKOV: At this rate, I can probably write and defend my thesis before these cold fusion generators are online.

SAAVIK: These nullifiers are designed to freeze the lava in a volcano.  We are using them to freeze all the lava in a continent-sized crater.

CHEKOV: Doesn’t sound like rocket science.

SAAVIK: No.  It is significantly more complex.

(She makes one final adjustment.)

SAAVIK: However... it is also complete.  We may activate the nullifiers at your order. (pause) Sir? (pause) Captain Chekov?!

(A Romulan disruptor beam sings out of the horizon.)

SAAVIK: Disruptor beam!

ROMULAN #2: You missed!

ROMULAN #1: The Starfleet minx won’t live to gloat about it!

(He fires again!)

(Saavik flips open her communicator.)

SAAVIK: Excelsior, I am under attack by Romulans! (pause) My communicator’s dead!

ROMULAN #1: We disabled your primitive equipment with our suppression field!  Prepare to pay for your crimes, traitor!

CHEKOV: How’s your field handle big rocks, cossack?

(Chekov, who has appeared directly behind Romulan #1, whacks him in the head with a big rock.)

ROMULAN #1: Argh! (goes unconscious)

CHEKOV: Not well, then. You won’t need your sidearm, I trust.

(Chekov picks up the gun.)

ROMULAN #2: Torvek!  I will avenge you!

(Romulan #2 fires at Chekov, but Chekov rolls out of the way.)

CHEKOV: Maybe in another reality, friend.

(Chekov fires back and connects!  Romulan #2 goes down.)

ROMULAN #2: Argh! (goes unconscious)

SAAVIK: Captain!  Where did you go?

CHEKOV: I’ve been captain of the Enterprise for fifteen years.  I can hear a couple of Romulan greenhorns sneaking up on me.

SAAVIK: So you snuck around behind them instead, leaving me to bait the trap.

CHEKOV: “Bait” is such an ugly word.  You were... an enticement.

SAAVIK: Yes, that is what I said: “bait.”  Are they dead?

CHEKOV: No, just unconscious, and I don’t know how long stun lasts on a Romulan disruptor.  Let’s finish the job and beam out of here.  Thirty-four thousand square meters of frozen lava, coming up.

SAAVIK: Activating the nullifiers.

(She flips a switch and a thousand kilometers of lava turn to stone.)

SCENE 4D-13

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Uhura enters.)

HELM: Captain on the bridge!

UHURA: Report?

HELM: 	Sensors report the crater is petrified, Captain.

UHURA: Good work, Chekov. Tell the Away Team they may beam up in the clear, whenever they’re ready.

HELM: 	We’re being hailed, sir.  The Romulan flagship.

UHURA: I hope she recalled her troops in time.

HELM: Are you worried they might have hurt the Captain and the Commander?

UHURA: No, I’m afraid the Captain might have hurt them.  On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

LEGATE: My soldiers are unconscious, Captain.

UHURA: We’ll beam them directly to your medical center.

LEGATE: You’ll do no such thing, Captain.  Romulans rescue Romulans.

UHURA: We’ve completed the first step as promised, Legate: the crater is frozen.  If you wish, I’ll leave the next stage to you.

LEGATE: Now that the lava is neutralized, all we have to do is dig out the Mapstone and transport it.

UHURA: We’re preparing our equipment now.

LEGATE: I’ve already sent a mining team and fifty soldiers to secure the site.

UHURA: Then you hardly need my permission to take command of the operation, do you?

LEGATE: No, I don’t.  Screen off.

(The viewscreen deactivates.)

(Chekov and Saavik step out of the turbolift.)

CHEKOV: I hear we’re working with the Romulans now?

UHURA: Welcome back, Captain. The rumor mill already knows?

CHEKOV: Possibly before you did.  So much for my plan to go out in a blaze of glory!

HELM: Captain?  New contact on sensors.

SAAVIK: Unknown vessel, please identify. (pause) Starship Falcon, sir. Mark Jameson commanding.

STYLES: Not exactly, Excelsior.

CHEKOV: Admiral Styles!

STYLES: You know the saying: if you want something done right...  Now how about I clean up one of your messes, Uhura?

UHURA: Admiral – we have a détente with the Romulans.  If you do anything to jeopardize it...

STYLES: I’m not talking about the Romulans!  I’m talking about these distortion waves!  The last one hit as far as Starbase Two-Thirty-Four!  Two people died!  Now Commander Jameson’s science people are telling me the waves are coming from some kind of artifact on the surface of that planet you destroyed.  I don’t know what you and your pointy-eared pals have been playing with out here, but I’m going to fix it before anyone else dies.

CHEKOV: How?

STYLES: I’m going to blow it up!  We’ve got a tricobalt device aboard for interphase testing, with a subspace displacement of sixteen thousand teracochranes.  I don’t care what that rock is made of; we’ll blow this space menace halfway into the next universe!

UHURA: Admiral –

STYLES: Falcon out!

(Viewscreen off.)

SAAVIK: Sirs, a tricobalt device with that yield would destroy the Mapstone.

CHEKOV: Raise him again.

SAAVIK: The Falcon is refusing all hails.

UHURA: Of all the pigheaded... Force us onto his viewer if you have to!

SAAVIK: I cannot.  The Falcon has changed its prefix code.

UHURA: I suppose he learned from that little incident with the Enterprise last year.

CHEKOV: Oh, so you heard about that?

UHURA: Laughed ‘til I was sick, Captain.

HELM: Sirs, I’m reading an energy buildup in the Falcon’s torpedo bay.

CHEKOV: They’re about to fire!

UHURA: Helm, move us between the Falcon and the planet!  We have to block that shot!

HELM: Aye, sir!

(He complies.)

SAAVIK: Commander U.S.S. Falcon is demanding we move to a safe distance.  Text only, one-way.

UHURA: Request ship-to-ship visual.

SAAVIK: Request denied.

CHEKOV: Then Styles can eat static.  Helm, report.

HELM: We are between the Falcon and the Mapstone.  But, sir, the Falcon’s an Ambassador-class starship.  The Excelsior can’t keep up with her.

UHURA: Don’t let the old girl hear you say that!

CHEKOV: How long until the Falcon outmaneuvers us?

HELM: They’ll have a clear shot at the Mapstone in seven minutes, five seconds. Maybe less.

UHURA: Then we don’t have much time to come up with a plan.

SAAVIK: The Legate’s flagship is hailing, but using a code I don’t recognize.

CHEKOV: That’s because she and Captain Uhura have their own little secret language.

UHURA: We both used to be communications officers.  We share a love of codes.  Plugging in the decryption chip...

(She plugs in a computer chip.)

SAAVIK: Coming through clear now, Captain.  Putting her up on speakers.

UHURA: Legate, we have a problem.

LEGATE: We’ve been listening.

CHEKOV: The Ambassador-class is the queen of the fleet. She can fly circles around any of us. Given enough time, the Falcon will get that shot.

LEGATE: He can outrun us.  Can he outgun us?

CHEKOV: We are not opening fire on a Federation vessel.

LEGATE: Perhaps you aren’t.  But someone just told me the future of the entire galaxy depends on that stone.

UHURA: Do you want to stake the whole future on winning a battle against Falcon and Excelsior?  Because that’s what you’d have to do.

LEGATE: Do you have a better suggestion?

UHURA: Help me find one.

LEGATE: There’s no time!

CHEKOV: Couldn’t we confuse their targeting sensors somehow?  They only have one torpedo; we’d just have to fool them once.

SAAVIK: We could use a hologram projector, to make it appear the Mapstone is in a different part of the crater.

CHEKOV: Like a fun-house mirror.

SAAVIK: Precisely.

CHEKOV: Hm. That might work on a normal day, but Falcon’s sensors are actively sweeping us; they’d instantly see what we were doing.

UHURA: And compensate.  He came ready for us.

LEGATE: Not all of us, captain.

CHEKOV: What do you mean?

LEGATE: You may have forgotten: I have two other cloaked warbirds in orbit that Styles knows nothing about.  They could send a holographic interference signal with no one the wiser.

CHEKOV: The warbirds!  Of course!

UHURA: Legate, get them in position.  We’ll buy you a few minutes while your officers figure out how to build that “fun-house mirror”.

LEGATE: Acceptable.  Screen off.

HELM: Four minutes ‘til Falcon acquires target.

SAAVIK: Captain, another signal.  It’s coming from the pulsar.

CHEKOV: Dovan.

UHURA: I’ll take it in my office.  Alone, this time.

(Uhura has already stood and started moving.)

SAAVIK: Aye, Captain.

(Uhura exits to her office.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CAPTAIN’S OFFICE

(Uhura takes a seat.)

UHURA: Accept transmission.

(The computer boops, and Dovan appears on the little desk screen.)

DOVAN: Captain Uhura.  Glad to see you one last time.

UHURA: You too, Captain Dovan.

DOVAN: Captain?!

UHURA: Yes, the first time we talked, you were commanding the Excelsior.  The new one.

DOVAN: Lords of Kobol, what crazy parallel timelines have you been seeing?  I’m a Junior Lieutenant.  Or, I was.  Before I got kicked out.  These are my friends, Melissa –

SHARP: Nyota.

DOVAN: Isaac –

BRAHMS: An honor, as always.

DOVAN: and Yubari.

YUBARI: Alcar, we don’t have a lot of time here.

UHURA: Where are you?

DOVAN: We’re in my shuttlecraft, hiding in the corona of Union Star.  Unfortunately, this transmission lights up on sensors like a lighthouse – they’re sure to find us this time.

UHURA: Who’s looking for you? The Romulans?

SHARP: (guffaws) The Romulans?

DOVAN: The Romulans are all dead.  We’re hiding from the bad guys.  The ones who destroyed the galaxy.  Do you have the Mapstone?

UHURA: We just need a few more minutes.

DOVAN: Ah.

UHURA: Problem?

DOVAN: We... don’t actually have that long.

BRAHMS: Three Myriad blobships just broke off the Hawkeye patrol line.  They’re heading straight for us.

SHARP: Take us deeper into the sun!

YUBARI: This is a shuttlecraft!  We don’t have metaphasic shields!  And we definitely don’t have a few minutes!

DOVAN: Guess my math was a little off.

UHURA: Can’t you call for reinforcements?

DOVAN: Reinforcements? From where?

UHURA: The Federation?  Our allies?  Anyone?

DOVAN: The last free person we heard from was five weeks ago.  A civilian cargo captain called, name of Yates, offered to let us join her convoy of refugees escaping the galaxy.  I turned her down; we still had a Mapstone to find.  Six hours later, a hunter/killer group caught up with her.  No survivors.

YUBARI: Blobships are dropping out of transwarp!

BRAHMS: Evasive pattern.

UHURA: Well, if the galaxy’s already been wiped out, why do you still need the Mapstone?

DOVAN: I thought you knew.

UHURA: Well, I don’t.

DOVAN: I don’t like to say it aloud.

UHURA: Say what aloud, Mister?

DOVAN: Revenge. (pause) Those monsters killed and enslaved everyone from here to the Dominion.  They won’t get to enjoy it for long.  We need the Mapstone so we can burn down what’s left of the galaxy around them.

UHURA: You’re telling me it’s a doomsday weapon.

DOVAN: That’s not its true purpose.  If we’d met a few months earlier, a few weeks, even –

UHURA: Like when we first spoke.

DOVAN: When I was captain of the Excelsior?

SHARP: They’re entering the corona!  Weapons lock in thirty!

UHURA: The first time we met, you needed the Mapstone to save the galaxy, not destroy it.

DOVAN: Well... in a universe where I was captain of the Federation flagship, yeah, maybe we would have had a chance.  Could have slowed things down, used the Mapstone the right way.  But the Starfleet in that universe would have to be a lot bolder than this one.  More tolerant of officers who bend the rules.

UHURA: More open to... cowboys?

DOVAN: But that would have been a Starfleet with a lot more admirals like you and a lot fewer named Styles.

SHARP: They’ve locked on!

DOVAN: Countermeasures!

BRAHMS: Launching countermeasures!

UHURA: You said before that my actions today are changing your future.  So whatever changed things – made everything so much worse in your time – that’s because of something I did, today.

DOVAN: Or something you’re planning to do.

UHURA: Then maybe we can still fix it.

DOVAN: Maybe you can still fix it.  I hope so, because the Alcar Dovan of this timeline has about ten seconds to live.

BRAHMS: Three more angling in from port!  They flanked us!

DOVAN: ...or, more like five.

YUBARI: Firing all torpedoes!

SHARP: Too late!  Impact in -- !

(There’s an explosion, and the transmission cuts off abruptly.)

(Silence.)

(Door chime.)

 

UHURA: Come in, Pavel.

 

(Chekov enters and approaches the desk.)

 

CHEKOV: Nyota?  Are you okay?

 

UHURA: We made it all worse, Pavel.  Everything we did today – everything I did – only made it worse. (pause) I just saw the world end.

 

CHEKOV: That can’t have been easy.

 

UHURA: That’s the strange part: it was. (pause) Or maybe not strange. My world has been ending for some time now, hasn’t it?  That planet is burnt up.  My mission – thirty years the Excelsior has kept the peace! – has failed.  My career is doomed.  And Janice Rand, my Janice, is dead.

 

CHEKOV: You know the last thing she’d let you do right now is start crying about her.

UHURA: Then what would she do, Pavel?  Right now?  I’m fresh out of plans.

 

CHEKOV: Same thing she always did.  She’d propose something. I’d say, “It’s a beautiful principle, Janice, but it isn’t a plan.” Then she’d say it’s the right thing to do, but I’d say, “That doesn’t get us past the facts on the ground!”  She turns my own words back on me, then you weigh in with some entirely different idea. Finally Captain Sulu steps in and thanks us for giving him an idea, and we all say, “Captain?!” in very surprised voices.  Then we go out and save the day. (pause) I know my side of that argument. I wish I’d listened more closely to hers.

 

(Pause.)

 

UHURA: What are the facts on the ground?

 

CHEKOV: Right now, there’s only one that matters: as long as Admiral Styles is trying to blow up the Mapstone, we’re going to have to do something to make sure he can’t.

 

(Pause.)

 

UHURA: You listened better than you realized, Pavel.

 

CHEKOV: I did?

 

UHURA: That’s exactly what Janice would say.

 

(Uhura rises and walks out to the bridge.  Chekov follows.)

 

CHEKOV: Captain?!

 

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

 

UHURA: Mister Saavik, transmit to the Romulans.  Text only.  “Tricks will win a battle, but we need some friends.”

SAAVIK: Sir?

UHURA: No questions.  Transmit.

CHEKOV: And where do you think you’re going, Captain?

UHURA: I’m beaming down.

CHEKOV: I don’t think that’s wise!

UHURA: When I give the order, I want you to move the Excelsior out of the way.  Give the Falcon a clear shot on the Mapstone.

SAAVIK: Sir –!

UHURA: That’s an order.  Possibly the last order I ever give.

CHEKOV: You can pull rank on her, but I have two weeks seniority on you.  Don’t make me use it.

UHURA: Pavel.  Listen to me.  This time, it’s not enough for us to stand up to Styles, so that he can’t blow up the Mapstone.  This time, we need somebody else to stand up to Styles, so he stops trying.  My bridge is yours, Captain.

(Uhura exits.)

(A shocked pause.)

CHEKOV: You heard the lady!  Let’s move!  Helm, lay in a new course!

SCENE 4D-14

LOCATION: UNION III - SURFACE

(There is a plasma drill whirring away a few meters from here.)

ROMULAN #3: Twenty-five meters!

LEGATE: Centurion, you must hurry.

ROMULAN #2: We will extract the Artifact in time, Centurion.

LEGATE: The Empire depends upon it.

ROMULAN #1: Therefore we will not fail, Legate.

(A Federation transporter beam!)

(Romulan #2 immediately draws his sidearm.)

ROMULAN #2: It’s Captain Uhura!  Stop her!

UHURA: Wait! I’m here to help you!

ROMULAN #1: Uhlan, replace your sidearm at once!  The Excelsior is working alongside us!

ROMULAN #3: But sir, we can’t trust –!

LEGATE: The entire dig team is to give Captains Uhura and Chekov their full cooperation!  That is an order! Captain, be aware that all my weapons are locked on your ship, should you betray this trust.

UHURA: Thank you, Legate.  You’ve deployed pattern enhancers.

ROMULAN #2: To help our transporters lock onto the Artifact.

UHURA: And make it impossible for anyone else’s transporters to steal it out from under you.  Activate them, please.  We don’t have much time.

ROMULAN #1: Uhlan!  Step to!

ROMULAN #3: Yes, Centurion!

(The uhlan goes around and activates the pattern enhancers.)

UHURA: Centurion, that plasma drill – it’s digging toward the Mapstone?  Is it automatic?

ROMULAN #1: Yes.

UHURA: Then get your men away from here.  I’m about to do something very dangerous, and there’s no need for them to share in it.

ROMULAN #1: Legate?

LEGATE: Because of Galorndon Core, Nyota?

UHURA: Because it’s me, Legate.

(Pause.)

LEGATE: Do as she says, Centurion.

ROMULAN #1: All personnel!  Evacuate the dig site!

(Romulan #3 flips open a Romulan communicator.)

ROMULAN #3: Transporter chamber: begin extraction!

(The Romulans beam up in several waves, which last a few seconds.)

(Uhura flips open his communicator.)

UHURA: Uhura to Excelsior. Do it now.

CHEKOV: Captain –

UHURA: Hit it, Excelsior.  Out.

(She closes her communicator.)

UHURA: Alright, Mister Styles.  No weapons, no backup, and no escape.  Just you and me.  Let’s see who blinks first.

SCENE 4D-15

LOCATION: FALCON BRIDGE

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Captain.

JAMESON: What is it, Ensign?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: The Excelsior, sir.  She’s moving out of the way.

STYLES: They’ve seen reason, then.  Target the impact site.  Load the tricobalt device.

JAMESON: How many Romulans still on the surface, Lieutenant?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: None, sir. (he runs another scan)  But, sir, there’s a human lifesign.

STYLES: What’s that?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: It’s Captain Uhura, sir!

JAMESON: Put her on screen!

STYLES: Is she inside the blast radius?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Admiral, Captain Uhura is literally standing on top of the neutronium artifact.  We can’t destroy it without killing her.

JAMESON: ...And everything else within a hundred kilometers.

STYLES: Call transporter room.  Beam her out of there.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: We can’t, sir.  Romulan pattern enhancers are scrambling her signal.

JAMESON: I could take a shuttlecraft, remove her with a security team.

STYLES: There’s no time.  In a few minutes, she’ll dig out the artifact and hand it over to the Romulans.  I don’t care to imagine what devilry they have planned for it.

JAMESON: Lieutenant, contact Captain Uhura on the surface.

STYLES: Belay that!  Dialogue is exactly what she wants.  That’s how she and Chekov always win.  No: decisive action is what today’s Starfleet needs. (pause; then Styles clicks his tongue) Transmit a warning message.  Tell her to get clear of the artifact – and that this is her only warning.

SCENE 4D-16

LOCATION: UNION III - SURFACE

UHURA: (chuckling) Fat chance, Admiral.  How much longer, Computer?

ROMULAN COMPUTER: Three minutes, seven seconds.

UHURA: If I know Styles, he’ll wait until about the thirty-second mark to make his decision.

SAAVIK: Sixty. Admiral Styles always overestimates his margin of error.

UHURA: Chekov!  Saavik!  Where did you come from?

CHEKOV: If Styles nukes you, we didn’t want you to hog all the glory.

UHURA: But the pattern enhancers –

LEGATE: I transported your officers.  I had already decided to join in your plan when they called.

CHEKOV: Can I ask about that plan?  As far as I can see, the plan is “stand in front of the Mapstone while Styles orbits with a weapon of mass destruction he wants to use on the Mapstone”.

UHURA: That’s about the size of it.

CHEKOV: And, uh... where’s the trick?

UHURA: What trick?

CHEKOV: The trick that makes it so Styles doesn’t just shoot us and blow up the Mapstone along with four of his least favorite people.

UHURA: Oh, that trick. (pause) There’s no trick.

CHEKOV: I thought you said you were getting “somebody else” to stand up to Styles.

UHURA: I am.  With any luck, I’m getting Styles to stand up to Styles.  He hides it well, but, at bottom, he’s a Starfleet officer.

SAAVIK: You don’t believe he’ll fire.

UHURA: On fellow officers?  Without hearing them out?  He wears this uniform. He’s not capable of it.

CHEKOV: Captain, I’m not sure you realize how much he hates you.  And me.  And the Legate.

LEGATE: Appealing to the honor of a man who has none.  Invigorating.  I am proud to stand beside you, as Ki Baratan [kee bair-ah-tan] stood beside Jolan Tru [JO-lan TRUE] of old.

UHURA: Where do you think I got the idea?

CHEKOV: Question: what happens to the heroes at the end of this particular legend? (pause) I ask only for information.

SCENE 4D-17

LOCATION: FALCON BRIDGE

STYLES: Lieutenant, load tricobalt device into torpedo tube one.  Lock on target.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Umm... yes, sir.

JAMESON: Admiral, may I remind you that Uhura doesn’t have sensors down there?  She can’t see you locking on, so it won’t make your bluff any more convincing.

STYLES: Captain... I’m not bluffing. Lieutenant... fire.

SCENE 4D-18

LOCATION: UNION III – SURFACE

UHURA: I think the worst part is that, if this doesn’t work, we’ll never know.  The detonation will kill us before we ever see it coming.

CHEKOV: I’ve sometimes daydreamed about “Chekov’s Last Stand,” but I must admit the climax has never been me standing still in front of an old rock hoping I don’t get blown up.

SAAVIK: Indeed.  To die with a phaser in both hands, surrounded by nothing but the fallen bodies of one’s enemies... (pause) Fantasies are a natural and healthy part of any psyche.  They are rarely logical.

UHURA: I just don’t feel like much of a cowboy right now.

CHEKOV: That’s because we’re not cowboys, Nyota.  We’re a lot more dangerous than that.  We’re idealists.  Which makes us a threat to every bureaucrat and admiral in the galaxy.

LEGATE: And – perhaps more pertinently at the moment – makes them a threat to you.

SCENE 4D-19

LOCATION: U.S.S. FALCON BRIDGE

STYLES: That was not a suggestion. Fire, Lieutenant!

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Sir, I... I need Commander Jameson’s authorization codes.

STYLES: What’s this?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Well, tricobalt’s a restricted substance, sir, so Regulation One-Six-Stroke-Ten requires command authorization before the computer will fire.

STYLES: Is this true?

FALCON LIEUTENANT: It’s pretty obscure, sir, but Commander Jameson was fully briefed during ordinance -

JAMESON: Yes, yes, Lieutenant, thank you.  I’ll release the codes at once, sir.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Of course, under the Starfleet Code of Justice, command authorization will make Captain Jameson materially responsible for the decision to fire on Captains Uhura and Chekov.

STYLES: Of course, of course.  The codes, Captain?

JAMESON: I... think perhaps we should hear what the Captains have to say first.

STYLES: Perhaps we should have.  The responsibility for that error is mine, if error it was.  But there’s no time left.  They have been warned; they’ve made their choice.  The codes, Captain.

JAMESON: But if they’re right, and we kill them...

STYLES: They violated orders, not you.  No court-martial in the sector would charge you.

JAMESON: What about the media?  What about the promotion board?  You’re an admiral, sir – I don’t need to be charged to be destroyed.

STYLES: If Uhura and Chekov are wrong, and you fail to stop them, hundreds of people could die.  Maybe more.  We know that.  That would end your career just as fast.

JAMESON: True.

STYLES: So the question you have to ask yourself, Commander, is: who do you trust?  Those people down there?  Two captains who despise you, who hold you beneath contempt?  Who have humiliated you on half a dozen occasions, who are trying to disgrace you once again at this very moment?  Or me? (short pause) Time’s up. I need those codes, either now or never.  Your future is in your hands, Commander.

(Silence.)

JAMESON: Damn it to Hell. (pause; exhales) I’m sorry, Admiral.

SCENE 4D-20

LOCATION: SURFACE

SAAVIK: Thirty seconds!

(Legate flips open her communicator.)

LEGATE: Ivarix, prepare transporter.  Lock on four lifesigns and the Mapstone, as soon as it is unearthed.

SUBCOMMANDER: Yes, Legate.

UHURA: I almost can’t believe this actually worked.

CHEKOV: No, you were right.  By the end, I almost couldn’t believe it wouldn’t.

SAAVIK: Ten seconds!

LEGATE: Captain Uhura, I thank you.

UHURA: Legate, thank you.

LEGATE: When next we meet, Nyota?  You have my permission to call me by my given name.

UHURA: I wish I knew when that would be.

LEGATE: Oh, it will be sooner than you think.

UHURA: What makes you say that?

LEGATE: I’m not planning an invasion, if that’s what you’re thinking, Captain.  I just have a... what’s the word?  A hunch.

ROMULAN COMPUTER: Objective complete.

SAAVIK: We have obtained the Mapstone.

LEGATE: Ivarix, commence transport!

SCENE 4D-21

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR NCC-2000-C – BRIDGE

NEEVA: Captain Dovan?  Something coming through the Gateway.

DOVAN: On screen.

(Screen on, just as the Gateway disgorges...)

YUBARI: It’s the Mapstone, sir.

LORHROK: Stars, they did it.  Uhura and Chekov pulled it off.

DOVAN: Of course they did.  They’re Pavel Chekov and Nyota Uhura. It’s an honor to sit in her old chair.

YUBARI: Well, not literally her old chair.

NEEVA: Actually, Lieutenant, we do have Captain Uhura’s chair.

LORHROK: Nobody ever had the heart to throw it away, so they’ve just installed it in each new Excelsior ever since.  I always wondered, sir, how does it feel?

DOVAN: Like sitting on the shoulders of giants. (short pause) Also lumpy. (short pause) Don’t look at me like that; it’s a hundred years old!  Miss Yubari, signal Admiral Parker.  Tell him that we have the Mapstone. (short pause) Tell him that, for the first time... we have a fighting chance.

SCENE 4D-22

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

CHEKOV: So we came a lot closer to getting killed than we realized.  Thank you, Lieutenant...

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Janeway, sir.  Edward Janeway.  And, there is one other thing.  The safety regulation I mentioned?  Requiring command codes to fire a tricobalt weapon?

CHEKOV: Regulation one-six-stroke-ten, you said.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: It... doesn’t actually exist.  I made it up.

CHEKOV: I know that.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: You do?

CHEKOV: I wasn’t sure you’d cop to it.  I just don’t understand why Jameson went along with it.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: He’d rather die than be caught getting regulations wrong in front of an admiral.  Easier to just agree with me.  But, as soon as he has a chance to check the rulebook...

CHEKOV: You’ll be in need of a quick transfer to... warmer climes.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Ha.  Something like that.

CHEKOV: I’m pretty sure I could find a place on the Enterprise for an officer of your caliber.  We’ll be in touch, Mister Janeway.

FALCON LIEUTENANT: Thank you, sir. Falcon out.

(As the channel closes, the turbolift doors open, and Saavik and Uhuar emerge, moving toward their stations.)

CHEKOV: Captain on the bridge!  The Legate has sent the Mapstone back... wherever it came from.

UHURA: And she’s taking herself and her warbirds back to wherever they came from.

SAAVIK: Now we must wait to learn how history unfolds.

CHEKOV: The long way around, this time.  That just leaves us and the Admiral.

SAAVIK: Have you decided what you are going to do about Admiral Styles, ma’am?

UHURA: You know, I think I have. (short pause) I’m going to fire him.

(Pause.)

CHEKOV: Well, it has the virtue of being unexpected.  But, you are just a captain.

UHURA: Not for long, I’m not.  Styles has me dead to rights on a half-dozen court-martial offenses.  They’ll give me a chance to resign, to spare the Fleet the disgrace - but, if I don’t take it, they’ll drum me out.

CHEKOV: And then what?

UHURA: It’s recently come to my attention what Starfleet needs most is a change at the top.

CHEKOV: You’re not.

UHURA: I am.  Effective next week, I’m going to run for the Federation Council.

CHEKOV: You know, Nyota, you’re not as young as you used to be.

UHURA: But no one’s ever too old to do some good.

CHEKOV: I hope this doesn’t mean I have to stop being such a Renegade.

UHURA: If you keep it up, Captain, I’ll make you an admiral.  And that’s a promise.

CHEKOV: Like Janice always said... “Ever upward.”

SAAVIK: Captain, the Falcon is hailing.  They order us to come about and prepare to be tractored back to spacedock.

CHEKOV: I would think the Excelsior’s earned a more dignified send-off than that!

UHURA: Helm, lay in a course for spacedock.

HELM: Aye, sir.

CHEKOV: You’re not going to let Styles tow you home!

UHURA: No.  But I’m going to let him try. (laughs) Depends on whether his pretty new starship can catch us.  Helm: maximum warp!  Engage!

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior jumps to warp.)

