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2.1 The First Two Deaths


SCENE 201-01

LOCATION: CONTEXTLESS

DOVAN: Did it work?

LORHROK: We have absolutely no way of knowing, sir.  The jury-rig may hold... or it may not.

DOVAN: So... I’ll take that as a “yes”?

LOCATION: SPACE

DOVAN: (staticy) ...is an emergency hail... ... ...I am forwarding our logs and further records with this transmission... Please advise.

(Silence)

(A ship flies past.)

LOCATION: SIZEMORE BRIDGE

(A door swishes open.)

MASTERSON: Admiral on the Bridge!

PARKER: Thank you, Commander.  Sorry I’m late.

MASTERSON: Perfectly understandable, Admiral Parker.

PARKER: Thank you, Commander.  But you can call me ‘sir.’  Ship’s status?

(Parker and Masterson walk together down to the captain’s chair, Masterson clikcing her padd as she reports.)

MASTERSON: Sorry, sir. All stations report condition normal.  The U.S.S. Sizemore is in perfect condition.

PARKER: And her crew?

(Pause.)

MASTERSON: Tired, sir.

PARKER: (proud) They should be.  It’s been a long eight months.  (pause)  At ease, gentlemen.  Resume your stations.

PARKER: This crew performed admirably during our last mission.  Her command staff in particular.

MASTERSON: Thank you, sir.

PARKER: E.T.A. to Starbase Nine-One-One -- and our well-earned rest?

MASTERSON: Three—

(Sensor alert.)

ROBINS: (confused) Captain... I’m picking up an emergency transmission.  Starfleet band.

PARKER: I see.  It seems Duty grants us no quarter today. On screen.

ROBINS: It’s pretty broken up, sir--audio only.  I’m not going to be able to get much.

PARKER: Get what you can, and put it on speakers.

ROBINS: Aye, sir.

(The comm activates.)

DOVAN: (Broken up by static) Our... mission... Valandria succeeded...

(Comm abruptly shuts off.)

PARKER: Commander!  Get him back!

ROBINS: Trying, sir!

(Robins presses several buttons.  The speaker clicks back on and playback resumes.)

DOVAN: (severe static) Captain Cortez was gravely injured... needs immediate medical attention at a starbase facility... suffered heavy losses and debilit...

(Message ends, speakers shut off.)

(Silence.)

PARKER: (grave) Commander Masterson.

MASTERSON: Sir?

PARKER: (darkly) Find out where that came from.

SCENE 201-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(Dovan enters the ready room, conferring with an unidentified officer over a padd.)

DOVAN: These repair projections look good.  Tell Crewman Adow that I think we can spare the ion converters, but the warp pods are going to have to—

(Shocked pause.)

CORTEZ: (cheerfully) Carry on, Mister Dovan.

DOVAN: You’re dismissed, Ensign.

(The ensign leaves.)

DOVAN: Captain Cortez.  Aren’t you still in a coma?

CORTEZ: I’ve been reading your reports, Dovan.  You did very well at Valandria.

DOVAN: Captain... I nearly lost the ship.  And I lost... so many--

CORTEZ: (interrupting) Don’t be so modest, Number One.  You stopped Sorid-Gee from destroying the Excelsior.  In the end, you and Lieutenant Yubari took the personal risk upon yourselves... and you won.  Starfleet will probably pin another medal on your chest.

DOVAN: I... um, thank you, ma’am.

CORTEZ: (stern) ‘Captain’ will be fine, Commander.  Not that that seems to have slowed you down any.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: In fact, you’ve moved into my office quite comfortably, haven’t you?

DOVAN: Only for the time being, Captain.  Until you’re fit for duty again.  Which raises the question--

CORTEZ: Why am I here?  Just... looking over some things.

DOVAN: Such as...?

CORTEZ: A few things, really.  But mainly... Casualty reports.

DOVAN: Captain--

CORTEZ: (cutting him off) Abramson.  Aff.  Amara.  Ben’lat.  Davidius.

DOVAN: Captain, I--

CORTEZ: (interrupting again) Leo Amara.  Second Lieutenant.  Chief of Special Operations, U.S.S. Excelsior.  Born Nairobi, Kenya.  Starfleet Marine Academy Class of Seventy-One.

(She presses a button.)

CORTEZ: (reading, somewhat dramatically, from the padd) “In classes, Leo always had to run the farthest, jump the highest, answer the fastest.  He had to be the best at everything he tried.  We of the Starfleet Academy Board of Review are confident this ambition will serve Mr. Amara well as an officer of the Fleet.”

(She clicks again and puts the padd down.)

CORTEZ: They were right.  His first day on the ship, Amara came to me in the briefing room with a list of demands he felt would make his department stronger.  I had to pull rank on him--twice--to make him see reason. He was shaping up to be an excellent human being.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: And now?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: And now he’s... lost.

CORTEZ: And now he’s dead, Commander.  Why is that?

DOVAN: Captain, I... I didn’t...

CORTEZ: Didn’t what, Mister Dovan?  Try hard enough?  No, you didn’t.  But more imporatantly.  You didn’t keep your word to me.

LOCATION: WHITE SPACE – flashback!

CORTEZ: Mr. Dovan… get these people out of here alive.

DOVAN: I will, Captain.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

CORTEZ: You made me a promise.

DOVAN: (desperate) I tried to keep it.

CORTEZ: Why are these officers dead, Commander?  You could have done more!  Why didn’t you get our people out alive?

(Suddenly, on that last word, Dovan wakes up.)

DOVAN: (gasps)

(The Ready Room doorbell chimes again.)

(Long Pause.)

DOVAN: (sigh) Another dream.

(Pause.)

(The door chimes again.)

DOVAN: Come!

(The door opens.)

DOVAN: Ah, Doctor Sharp.  Please, come in.

SHARP: Captain.

DOVAN: Acting Captain.  You have something for me?

SHARP: (grimly) I’m afraid so, sir.

(She places a padd on the desk.)

SHARP: (still grim) Latest casualty reports.

DOVAN: Good.  I need to see them.

SHARP: Sir, that’s the third time this week we’ve updated the list.  You don’t need to keep subjecting yourself to this.

DOVAN: (picking up the padd) Some people would disagree with you, Melissa.

SHARP: Well, whoever “some people” are, I’m your doctor and your counsellor, and I say you need to stop this.

DOVAN: Counsellor?  Since when do I have a counsellor?

SHARP: Since your doctor assigned you one.

DOVAN: (quietly, firmly) Don’t push me on this.

(A tense pause.)

SHARP: (tightly) Are you looking for anyone specific this time, or are you just trying to beat up on yourself some more?

DOVAN: Actually... yes.  I’m looking for Leo Amara.

SHARP: Oh.

SHARP: (cheerful) You won’t find him on there.  Lieutenant Amara turned the corner early Monday morning.  He’s going to make it.

(Dovan has been clicking through the list.)

DOVAN: Umm... He’s listed.

SHARP: What?

(He hands her back the padd. She scrolls through.)

SHARP: Abramson.  Aff...  (dumbfounded) Amara. That’s... that has to be a mistake. I’d better get this report checked out.  May I be excused, sir?

DOVAN: By all means.  Thank you, Doctor.

DOVAN: Actually, there’s one more thing. (pause) Has there been any change in Captain Cortez’s condition?

(Pause.)

SHARP: I’m sorry.  There’s nothing more I can do except keep her in the coma for as long as I can without causing permenant brain damage.  She needs a Starbase sickbay if she’s going to recover.

DOVAN: (grim) Understood.

(The intercom beeps.)

LORHROK: Bridge to Dovan.  There’s a message coming in for you, Commander.

(Dovan taps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Finally!  Who from?

LORHROK: (facetious) If you give me an engineering team, a hyperspanner, and three days, I could build a new subspace transceiver good enough to find out for you.

DOVAN: (chuckle) Guess I’ll just have to discover for myself, then.  Put it through here.

LORHROK: Don’t mind text-only, sir?

DOVAN: Not a problem with me.

LORHROK: Aye, sir.  Patching it through.

(Dovan’s computer switches on.)

PARKER: Lieutenant Commander Dovan: Both Starbase Nine-One-One and the U.S.S. Sizemore, my flagship, have been apprised of your situation.  I have declared Code One-Alpha-Zero and ordered the Sizemore to intercept you; we stand ready to provide any assistance possible.  Furthermore, the hospital ship U.S.S. Hope will be waiting for you at the edge of the Fohca Sector to receive your captain and any other wounded who require Starbase-quality medical care. We estimate rendezvous in two days. Until then... Godspeed, Commander. Parker out.

OPENING CREDITS

NARRATOR: Today’s episode: Murder in the Blue Morgue, Part One: “The First Two Deaths.”

SCENE 201-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

(Heavy work going on in the background.)

(Lorhrok is doing something with a plasma welder.)

(Rol enters the main doors and calls out to him.)

ROL: Ahoy, Lorhrok!

(Lorhrok switches off the plasma welder.)

LORHROK: (suspiciously) Lieutenant. What can I do for you?  Adow said internal communications were back up; if she was wrong--

ROL: If they were down, I wouldn’t be seen on the same deck as you.  You remember what happened the last time I came looking for you after comms went down.

LORHROK: The Oracle’s not something I’m going to forget soon, Lieutenant.  Is there something I can do for you?

ROL: Actually, Lieutenant, I just came down to see if I could help.

LORHROK: Help?

ROL: I have a little engineering experience.  From the Academy.

LORHROK: Well... if you’re sure, I was actually waiting for someone to help me realign the flow regulators.  Once that’s done, we might be able to pump a bit more petrol into this engine--

ROL: --and increase our warp speed.  Happy to help.  Just tell me what to do.

LORHROK: Well, first, you have to call up the autoalignment tool.

(He demonstrates on the neighboring console.)

LORHROK: Then, while I’m adjusting the constrictor intensity from over here, you just monitor the self-diagnostics and make sure the neutron flow doesn’t reverse polarity on us.

ROL: Okay.  But wouldn’t it be easier and faster for you if I bypassed the autoaligner and used direct magnetic force waves to get my bearings?  Like this?

(He inputs a few things on the console in quick succession.  It displays output.)

LORHROK: Well, yes, but...  I guarantee they didn’t teach you that at the Academy.

(Pause.)

ROL: (tersely) No, they didn’t.  I also served as Assistant Chief Engineer on the Victoria right before the War broke out.

LORHROK: (exasperated exhale) Tell me, Rol, do you ever tell the whole truth?

ROL: As a rule?  Not unless the other guy thinks it’s a lie.

LORHROK: But why?

ROL: I’m an infiltration officer in special operations; what did you expect?

LORHROK: You’re going to have to do better than that.

(Pause.)

ROL: Do you want the honest truth?

LORHROK: (ironic) Or its nearest approximation.

ROL: Alright. I learned when I was very young that the first rule of warfare is: know thy enemy.  I just don’t let my enemies have that advantage over me.  If they don’t understand me, they can’t manipulate me.

LORHROK: You don’t have to treat everyone as if they’re your enemy, Rol.

ROL: (matter-of-factly) I don’t.

LORHROK: Well, you’ve never let me learn anything about you.

ROL: That’s because I don’t trust you.

LORHROK: (very dry) How ironic.

ROL: You can trust me to uphold my oath, Lieutenant.  I might not always take the most direct path, but when I swore “to serve and protect the natural rights of all sapient beings,” I meant it. I don’t trust you because I’m not sure I can say the same of you.

LORHROK: (incredulous) What about the Prime Directive, Rol?  And all the other regulations you broke aboard the Oracle?  What about the part where you swore “to conduct yourself according to the laws of your homeworld and the directives of Starfleet”?

ROL: There’s a reason that part of the oath is listed last.

LORHROK: What, so you can ignore it at your whim?

ROL: (intense) No: it’s because we Starfleet officers are trusted to decide when there are more important things at stake!

LORHROK: Now you’re going to fancy yourself the philosophical heir of Captain Kirk, aren’t you?

ROL: Actually, I was always partial to real cowboys.  Like Paul Edwards.  Or Malcolm Reynolds.

LORHROK: (Angrily) I can’t believe--

ROL: (interrupting) Lieutenant.

ROL: I suggest we go back to focusing on the flow regulators, before this conversation gets out of hand.

(Silence.)

LORHROK: (huffily) Hrm. Agreed. In fact, I was going to have Crewman Harkless do the manual adjustments, but I think I’m going to go make them myself.  You may go, Lieutenant.

ROL: (graciously) Of course.

(Lorhrok walks away.)

(Rol starts pressing buttons.

ROL: (to self) Of course, the fact that I’ve just driven you away gives me just enough time...

COMPUTER: Input sigma-seven security override.

ROL: ...to deactivate internal sensors in my quarters.

COMPUTER: Security authorization accepted.  Override complete.

ROL: Thank you, computer.

(Rol starts walking.)

ROL: I love a nice, successful plan.

(He exits Engineering.)

SCENE 201-04a

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Dovan enters from the turbolift.)

YUBARI: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: (cheerful) At ease, everyone.  And to you humans: Merry Christmas!  I’m sorry the only gift I can give you is a double shift.

(The six other people on the bridge groan, except Lorhrok.)

LORHROK: (playing it straight) Thank you, sir!

DOVAN: It’s my pleasure, Lieutenant.  Miss Yubari.  You called me up here.  Ship’s status report?

YUBARI: (coldly) The U.S.S. Sizemore just dropped out of warp fifty thousand kilometers off our port bow.

DOVAN: Thank you, Lieutenant.  Also, I’d like to see you in my office this afternoon.  We have something to discuss.

YUBARI: (colder) Of course, sir.

DOVAN: (still cheerful) Now, put the Sizemore on screen, Lieutenant.

(Lohrok stops working.)

LORHROK: Actually, sir...

DOVAN: Don’t tell me.  No viewscreen?

LORHROK: The viewscreen becomes a luxury when the crew is living on combat rations, I’m afraid.  I doubt I can get to it before Tuesday.

DOVAN: Five days is a long time to go without a viewscreen.

LORHROK: Five days without a viewscreen or five days without food.  It’s your call.

(Lorhrok gets back to work.)

DOVAN: Well, then. Tactical, what about transporters?

YUBARI: We got Transporter Room Three operational this morning, but the technicians started complaining about some strange smell, so they shut it down.  Something about “molybdenum.”

DOVAN: Figures.  How about shuttlecraft?

YUBARI: Not even close, sir.

DOVAN: Of course not.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Are the umbilicals working?

(Yubari presses some buttons.)

YUBARI: Actually... yes, sir.  Yes, they are.

DOVAN: Well, then, tell the Sizemore to hook up with us.  Flash our running lights in Morse Code if you have to, but get that message across.  Lorhrok, you’re with me!

YUBARI and LORHROK: Aye, sir!

SCENE 201-04b

LOCATION: ROL’S QUARTERS

(Rol enters.)

ROL: Ah.  Home, sweet home. Computer, lock the door.

(The computer boops in affirmation.  The door locks electronically behind him.)

He sits down at his desk.  He presses a button and a servo-mechanism whirrs, causing a panel of his desk to slide back. He carefully inserts a single isolinear and the computer accepts it.)

ROL: Computer, I’m plugging in an isolinear chip for file playback.  Do you detect it?

COMPUTER: Affirmative.  Ready to begin reading file.

ROL: Before we do that, let’s do a little forensic work on it, shall we?  Open a new file, computer.  Encrypt Sigma-Seven auth’ codes and begin recording.

(The computer beeps in acknowledgement.)

ROL: Alex Rol, data-gathering session, Amara data chip. Overview: Chief of Special Operations Leo Amara, my immediate superior, attempted to sneak this chip into my posession shortly before he was afflicted with the Wasting.  When I detected him, he denied all knowledge of the chip and its contents.  His only hint was that it “might explain the dreams.” Which raises the question: how does he know about my dreams?  How much does he know? After skimming the data file yesterday, I am sitting down now for a formal, recorded review. Beginning analysis. Computer, do you detect any fingerprints on the isolinear chip I just inserted?

COMPUTER: Affirmative.

ROL: Whose?

COMPUTER: Lieutenant Alex Rol.  Second Lieutenant Leo Amara.

ROL: Good.  That checks out.  How about the chip itself? What’s the chip’s origin?  Where was it first initialized?

COMPUTER: San Francisco, Earth.

ROL: Override security seals with my authorization and requery.

(The computer beeps and corrects itself.)

COMPUTER: Starfleet Intellignce Annex, Starfleet Headquarters, San Francisco, Earth.

ROL: What’s the clearance level for access to this chip?

COMPUTER: Sigma-Two.

ROL: How in the stars did Leo Amara get Sigma-Two authorization?

COMPUTER: Unknown.

ROL: It was worth a try.  Who’s the file’s author?

COMPUTER: That information has been deleted.

ROL: Restore.

COMPUTER: Unable to comply.

ROL: Impressive! Let’s get down to brass tacks, then.  Computer, analyze this chip and cross-reference it against file Rol-Four-Seven.  List all matches.

(The computer processes this.)

COMPUTER: (listing; quickly) Sword of Damocles. General Isaac Brahms. Captain Chandra Siresh. Lieutenant Asuka Yubari. Second Lieutenant Ryan Willis. U.S.S. Yorktown. Junior Lieutenant Alex Rol. Genetic control. U.S.S. --

ROL: Thank you, computer; that’s all I needed to know.  Begin textual playback of data chip contents on my monitor.

(The computer boops acknowledgement and complies.  Text scrolls across his computer screen.)

ROL: Increase scroll speed by a factor of... two hundred.

COMPUTER: Warning: that speed significantly exceeds human readback capacity.

ROL: If you only knew the half of it, computer.  Do it anyway.

(Computer boops acknowledgement.  The scrolling sound quickly speeds up by an extreme factor, more like a high-pitched whine.)

(After few moments, the scrolling stops.)

COMPUTER: File ends.

ROL: Thank you, computer.  That was extremely helpful. One last question.  What killed Leo Amara?

COMPUTER: Massive brain hemmorraging caused by the disease known as the Wasting.

ROL: You’re sure there was no foul play?

COMPUTER: Cause of death given is one recorded on Lieutenant Amara’s death certificate.

ROL: Interesting. Computer, subject the data chip in slot one-A to a sustained isometric power burst at a frequency of two hundred seventy-seven megahertz.

COMPUTER: Warning: that command will destroy all data and functionality on the chip in slot one-A.

ROL: My point exactly. End recording.

SCENE 201-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR – NEAR AIRLOCK

(Dovan and Lorhrok are walking down the corridor.)

LORHROK: So, have you ever actually met Admiral Parker?

DOVAN: No.  But I’m told he’s... big.

LORHROK: Really?  The computer told me he’s only one-point-seven meters tall.  And skinny.

(They stop walking.)

DOVAN: I heard the same thing, actually.  But some people know how to make one-and-a-half meters big.  Admiral Athos Parker is one of them. Has pressure been equalized?

(Lorhrok checks the control panel on the wall.  It boops.)

LORHROK: Yes.

DOVAN: Then open the gates, Lieutenant.

(Lorhrok opens the airlock. Footsteps approach.)

DOVAN: (saluting) Admiral Parker, sir!

PARKER: At ease!  Lieutenant Commander Dovan, I presume?

DOVAN: Yes, sir.  Welcome aboard the Excelsior, Admiral.  And thank you for coming to our assistance.

PARKER: Given that we’re having this conversation in a metal tube connecting our starships instead of on the viewscreens in our comfortable ready rooms... I have to say I appreciate the gravity of your situation, Commander.

DOVAN: I hope you’ll forgive the small welcoming party. Our staff is tied up performing crucial duties.

PARKER: Perfectly understandable, Commander.  Social nicities aside, I’d like to get down to business.

DOVAN: Of course.

PARKER: This is my Executive Officer, Commander Alix Masterson.  She’ll be working on logistical support for you and your crew, including supplies, medical transfers, and the like.

(Masterson checks her PADD.)

MASTERSON: We should have some replicated food coming over to your ship’s galley within the hour.  That should get your crew off combat rations, at least until the replicators are repaired.

PARKER: ...and my Chief of Engineering, Lieutenant Commander David Robins.  His work crews are standing by to assist as soon as we’re done talking here.

ROBINS: We think we can have you up to Warp 5 by the end of the afternoon.

PARKER: And if there’s anything else we can do for you, Commander, just ask.

DOVAN: Thank you, both of you.  You’re going to do a lot of good here. I’m very grateful, sir.  I just hope Mr. Robins’ teams won’t mind working under a junior lieutenant.

PARKER: (surprised) Your acting chief engineer is a junior lieutenant?

DOVAN: Actually, no.  My real chief engineer is a junior lieutenant.  My acting chief is a non-com.  I was referring to Junior Lieutenant Alecz Lorhrok, my acting executive officer.

LORHROK: (sheepish) Hi.

PARKER: (pause) My people will respect your chain of command. Insane as it may be at the moment. What’s Captain Cortez’s status?

DOVAN: Bad.  Doctor Sharp’s last report says the Captain still has strong brain activity, but it’s getting more chaotic.  She’ll need a small miracle just to make it to your hospital ship before slipping into a persistent vegetative state.

PARKER: (determined) I don’t make a habit of letting Starfleet captains die without a fight.  I’ll see what I can do.

DOVAN: I appreciate that, Admiral.  You’ve been more than generous. Would you care to join me for a drink in my quarters?  I believe the appropriate human beverage would be “eggnog”?

PARKER: Thank you, Commander.  I’d be glad to join you.  But let’s make it Christmas dinner.  My dining room, nineteen hundred hours.

DOVAN: Thank you, sir, but I feel obligated to--

PARKER: You owe us nothing, Commander.  Just one Starfleet vessel helping another out. I’ll see you at nineteen hundred.

DOVAN: Aye, sir.

PARKER: Let’s get to it!  Dismissed!

SCENE 201-06

LOCATION: READY ROOM

(Yubari enters and strides to the desk.)

YUBARI: Well, I suppose the only question is, are you gonna strip my rank like you threatened, or are you gonna pin a medal on my chest?

DOVAN: (politely) Lieutenant Yubari.  Thank you for coming.  Will you have a seat?

YUBRI: I prefer to stand.

DOVAN: (still polite) Then consider it an order.

(After a moment of stony silence, Yubari angrily sits.)

DOVAN: Lieutenant, I have three things I want to discuss with you.  First, about our argument on the bridge during the battle at Valandria... (he inhales and exhales once) ...I was wrong.  I’m sorry.  If you hadn’t shouted at me when you did, we’d probably all be dead right now.  I was way out of line. I’m certainly not here to demote you... though we’ll have to wait and see about the medal.

YUBARI: What had to be done at Valandria got done, sir.  Despite our tactical disagreement, we both lived, and the ship is... undestroyed, at least.  A lot more people would have lost their lives if we hadn’t both been acting “out of line” during that whole affair. (Short silence.) With all due respect, sir.

DOVAN: You have a good point, Lieutenant.  My apology stands, but thank you. Now, the next thing.  I need to know: you weren’t listed on any manifest, Lieutenant.  I checked.  We’re lucky we found you when we did.

YUBARI: I asked Captain Cortez not to add me to the manifest.

DOVAN: Yes, exactly.  You said during the battle that, if she were here, she would explain why.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You’re technically assigned in the computer system as an engineering diagnostician.  But we’ve already established that that was a cover story for some kind of intelligence mission, is that right?

(Silence.)

YUBARI: Yes.

DOVAN: Pray tell, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: I’ve been serving as an intelligence analyst for almost two years, sir.  This is my first field assignment since I left the marine corps; I’d really rather not divulge any more details than I’ve already leaked.

DOVAN: Okay.  Then allow me to let you in on what I’ve learned since we last spoke.

(Dovan picks up a small device off the table.  It whirs on and off.)

DOVAN: Mr. P’chk’ro’ta has done some checking up on your activities on the Excelsior.  This is just one of more than two dozen camera devices he’s found around the ship... so far.

(He uncermoniously drops it to the table.)

DOVAN: Many of them were placed in crew quarters, in blatant violation of half a dozen Starfleet regs.

YUBARI: The regulations didn’t apply here, sir.  We had clearance under the Starfleet Security Proclamation of 2372.

DOVAN: Mmm.  I didn’t know they left that in force after the War. Second thing we discovered is that there’s a gigantic sensor array hooked up to the inside of the deflector dish.  A sensor array with a range and resolution... well, I’ve never seen anything like it before.  And it was hidden under three levels of security and protected by an access code.

YUBARI: Mine?

DOVAN: No.  Captain Cortez’s, actually.  Which has me puzzled. Now, will you please tell me more about your mission, or do I have to start filling in the blanks myself?

(A lengthy pause.)

YUBARI: (takes a deep breath) It was a standard intelligence-gathering op, sir.  The Excelsior was going to be passing near some unexplored territory en route to Valandria, and S.I.--sorry, Starfleet Intelligence--wanted some high-resolution scans of the area.  I was given a few locations to scan and ordered to give the data to Captain Cortez. I didn’t find anything interesting, sir.  A few unidentified space stations deep in unexplored space and a new dark-matter nebula.

DOVAN: And the listening devices?  Is it standard procedure in S.I. to ignore the privacy of entire Starfleet crews in order to spy on them?

YUBARI: I...  I guess I wouldn’t know, sir.  This is my first field assignment, after all.  But I’ve never heard of anything like it before. If there was a larger purpose to my mission, no one told me about it.  You’d have to ask my commanding officer.

DOVAN: Who is...?

YUBARI: I report to General Isaac Brahms, Special Projects division.

DOVAN: I’m not familiar with him.

YUBARI: (joking, but sounds serious) If you were, sir, I’d have to kill you.

DOVAN: (brightly) Well, I always wanted to be killed by someone with class. (seriously) There’s nothing more you can tell me?  No way I could find out more information?

YUBARI: I was only able to explain my mission to Captain Cortez because she was on the approved list.  You are not.  And, frankly, sir, I’ve read your file.  You couldn’t get on the approved list if you were an S.I. informant.  For a hundred years.

DOVAN: Nice to get a vote of confidence from Starfleet’s spookiest. May I be forward, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: Sir?

DOVAN: I want you as my chief of security, effective immediately.

YUBARI: (surprised) I... Sir?

DOVAN: You performed well beyond my expectations at Valandria.  There’s no doubt you saved the ship at least once, and my life several times more than that.  When I’m leading away missions as X.O., I’d like to know you’re the who’s got my six.  We seem to be fresh out of security chiefs after Valandria, so...

(Silence.)

YUBARI: I’d like that, sir.  I think I’ve shown that my prowess as an intelligence officer leaves much to be desired, and I would like to get back in the field permenantly.  I’m not sure that Starfleet Intelligence will approve, though.

DOVAN: Not to put to fine a point on it, but this kind of offer doesn’t come around often.  Chief of Security on a Sovereign-class starship... it’s a highly coveted position.

YUBARI: Yes, it is.  I really would like to take it.  I’m just worried that it might be difficult to obtain the transfer orders.  General Brahms has done a lot for me since my marine days.  He might not understand.

DOVAN: Well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  For now, Lieutenant, I’ll consider that an acceptance.

(He stands up and offers a hand.)

DOVAN: Welcome to the Starship Excelsior.

(She takes the hand.)

YUBARI: Thank you, Commander.

DOVAN: Dismissed.

(Yubari starts to leave.)

DOVAN: Oh, and, Lieutenant.  I almost forgot: You took a pretty bad hit on Valandria.  How’s the arm?

YUBARI: (coldly) Prosthetic.

DOVAN: (taken aback) Oh. I’m sorry.  I had no idea Sorid-Gee’s shot did so much damage.

YUBARI: (darkly) It doesn’t matter.

(Yubari exits.)

SCENE 201-07

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Lorhrok enters.)

LORHROK: Doctor Sharp?

SHARP: Over here, Mr. Lorhrok!

(She closes whatever file it is she was working on.)

SHARP: I’m glad you were able to come so quickly.

LORHROK: You said it was urgent.

SHARP: It is.  Come, look at this.

(She activates a monitor.)

LORHROK: These are... medical files?

SHARP: Raw data, actually.  Everything I’ve gathered from the people still suffering from the Wasting.

LORHROK: (clarifying) The ones you’ve put in those do-it-yourself medical wards all over the ship?

SHARP: Anywhere with stasis fields.  God knows we needed a lot of them. These are the files for the patients at Site Red--the critical condition cases.  That’s down in the bioscience labs on Deck 15.

(She presses a button.)

SHARP: These are the files for people we’re not sure about yet.  They might recover from the Wasting in a day or two, or they might join the long-term cases down in Red.  Site Yellow, the Armory.

(She presses another button.)

SHARP: And these are the files for the stable patients at Site Blue.

LORHROK: The morgue. All these files are empty.  No data.

SHARP: Exactly.  Everything we’ve recorded has gone missing.  The computer insists there was never any data there, but I’ve spent too many hours updating these files to buy that.  And you can see how painstaking our other records have been; this isn’t some user error on our part.

LORHROK: (despondently) Oh, boy.

SHARP: I really need that data if we’re ever going to get the people down in Red Ward back on their feet.  Isn’t there something you can do?

LORHROK: I... Spast, I had no idea the damage to the computer core had gotten this bad. There should be a way to recover your data, Doctor.  I’ll get on it myself.

SHARP: What about--?

LORHROK: Adow and this Robins fellow have things well in hand in Engineering.  They won’t miss me for a few hours.

SHARP: (sincerely) Thank you, Lieutenant.  I owe you one.

LORHROK: I’ll remind you of that next time I’m on the operating table.

(He leaves the office.  Sharp follows him out. They pass by a medical bed.)

LORHROK: How is she?

SHARP: The captain? Don’t ask.

(Silence.)

LORHROK: I don’t know how this ship is going to hold together if she’s gone much longer.

SHARP: Don’t think Commander Dovan is up to keeping us in one piece?

LORHROK: I... I don't know, Doctor. I like the First Officer, and he's a decorated combat officer, but... he's not Captain Cortez. Four pips weigh a lot more than two and a half, especially when the ship is falling apart around our ears.

SHARP: Well... I hope we don’t have to find out.

LORHROK: So say we all, Doctor. I’ll see what I can do for your computers.

(He exits.)

SCENE 201-08

LOCATION: U.S.S. SIZEMORE – ADMIRAL PARKER’S DINING ROOM

(Dovan and Parker are eating.)

DOVAN: (swallowing) My compliments to your chef, sir.  I haven’t had roast teracaq this good since the Endeavor visited the Cyngiai Expanse when I was an ensign.

PARKER: Please, Commander.  Call me “Admiral.”

DOVAN: Yes, sir... Admiral.

PARKER: As for my chef, he tells me that the trick is in properly preparing the essence--

(The intercom beeps.)

MASTERSON: Bridge to Admiral Parker.

PARKER: I apologize, Commander.  I have to take this.

DOVAN: Of course, Admiral.

PARKER: Thank you.

(He hits his combadge.)

PARKER: Go ahead, Miz Masterson.

MASTERSON: There’s a message coming in for you, sir.  It’s marked very urgent... and it’s on Secure Channel One.

PARKER: Secure Channel One... Nothing good ever comes in on that frequency.  Put it through to me down here, Commander.

MASTERSON: Aye, sir.  Bridge out.

DOVAN: Thank you for the meal, Admiral.  I’d better get back to the--

PARKER: Don’t go just yet, Commander.  Whatever this message says may involve you.  I’ll be right back.

DOVAN: Aye, sir.  Admiral.

(Parker walks away from the table and steps through a side door into a private room and activates a computer console.)

PARKER: Admiral Parker speaking.  What’s the nature of the emergency, Mister...?

BRAHMS: General.  Don’t let my lack of official attire fool you.

PARKER: General?  I don’t—

BRAHMS: I’m with Special Projects. Admiral, I’ll get right to the point.  There’s going to be an incident aboard the Sizemore.

PARKER: An... incident?  Of what kind?

BRAHMS: That’s not your concern.

PARKER: (mildly outraged) Not my... General, how am I supposed to stop this “incident” if you won’t tell me what it is?

BRAHMS: You’re not going to stop it, Admiral.  You are also not going to investigate it.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Is that a threat, General?

BRAHMS: It’s an order, Mr. Parker.  Anyone who looks into this matter places him or herself in grave danger.

PARKER: Danger at your hands, General?

BRAHMS: Again, Admiral, that’s not your concern.  Brahms out.

(The connection abruptly ends. Parker stands and starts crossing back into the main dining area.)

PARKER: Bridge, this is Parker.  Yellow Alert.

MASTERSON: This is the bridge.  Did I hear you right, sir?

PARKER: Do it now.  Take us to a level one security alert.  Prepare to decouple from the Excelsior and raise shields on my order.

MASTERSON: Right away, sir.

DOVAN: Admiral?  What’s happened?

PARKER: (bitterly) Apparently, it’s none of my concern. I’m afraid I have to cut our meal short, Commander.  I’ll escort you back to the airlock immediately.

DOVAN: Admiral--

PARKER: No, Dovan.  This is over your head.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Alright.  Lead the way.

(They exit Parker’s quarters and enter the hallway.  The yellow alert klaxon is just going off. They get a little ways down the corridor, approaching Lt. Cmdr. Robins, who is going some heavy-duty work on an open power flow regulator in the corridor wall.)

ROBINS: Admiral! Sir, what’s going on?

PARKER: I’m not sure yet, Robins.  What are you up to?

ROBINS: There was an power fluctuation in one of the plasma injectors while we were on the Excelsior today.  It was serious enough that I came back to the Sizemore to check it out.  And it seems to be coming from this power coupling here.

PARKER: Can it wait until later?

ROBINS: Frankly, sir, it can’t.  It’s probably nothing... but, if it’s something, and it shuts down one of the plasma injectors while we’re at warp, this ship is space dust.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Understood.  Finish up here as quickly as you can, and then get back to Engineering.

ROBINS: Aye, sir.

(Parker and Dovan move on.)

DOVAN: Admiral, this is a hell of a lot of reaction for one thirty-second long-distance call.  What’s going on?

PARKER: Don’t ask me again, Commander.

DOVAN: Don’t intimidate me, Admiral.  I’m immune.

PARKER: (angrily!) Commander, I assure you, if there’s anything you can do—

(There is a tremendous explosion behind them; a fireball rushes towards them.)

DOVAN: Down!

(He tackles Parker, who does not resist. The fireball roars, some bulkheads collapse, there are a number of secondary explosions, and there is ringing. After a few moments:)

DOVAN: Admiral.  Are you hurt?

PARKER: Yes.  But my body is fine. What the hell was that?

DOVAN: I’d say your Mr. Robins made a mistake on that--  Jehosephat.

PARKER: Robins!

(Parker jumps up and jogs down the hallway towards the burning wreck.  Dovan follows closely.)

DOVAN: Admiral, you can’t go in there!

PARKER: My chief engineer is still in that inferno!  I can’t leave him!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I understand. But, Admiral... that was warp plasma running through that conduit.  When it went up, it would have been more than a million degrees at the epicenter. Commander Robins was vaporized, sir.  There’s nothing we can do.

(They are both silent.)

PARKER: Get back to your ship, Commander.  We’ll talk again later.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Yes, sir.

(Dovan turns and jogs away.)

SCENE 201-09

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Lorhrok enters.)

LORHROK: Doctor.

SHARP: Ah, Mr. Lorhrok.  I figured I’d be hearing from you in a few minutes.

(She walks over to him.)

LORHROK: It took hours in the computer core.  But I found out what happened to your files.  They weren’t just lost in a computer glitch.

SHARP: They were erased, weren’t they?

LORHROK: I... yes.  Someone deliberately wiped those files from the database. How did you know?

SHARP: I just finished my autopsy of Mister Amara.  As it turns out, the Wasting isn’t what killed him. There were ten cee-cee’s of warp plasma in his blood.

LORHROK: Warp plasma?  But how?

SHARP: Simple enough, Lieutenant. Between the hours of twenty-one hundred last night and oh-seven-thirty this morning, someone injected him with it.

LORHROK: Injected? What exactly are you saying, Doctor?

SHARP: (bitterly) Exactly what you think I’m saying. Leo Amara was murdered.


2.2 The Investigation


SCENE 202-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The crew are working at their computer stations.)

ROL: Commander?

DOVAN: Go ahead, Mister Rol.

ROL: We’re approaching the Gateway.

DOVAN: Understood.  Ms. Yubari, fire activation codes.

YUBARI: Codes away.  Gateway is responding…

(The Gateway startup begins outside the ship.)

YUBARI: Gateway is active, sir.

ROL: Transition to the Alpha Quadrant in three… two… one…

(The Gateway opens, and the Excelsior is rocketed through.)

ROL: Now receiving transponder signal from Starbase Nine-One-One.

DOVAN: (satisfied) On screen.

(The viewscreen turns on.)

(Lorhrok steps out of the turbolift.)

LORHROK: She’s beautiful.

ROL: She’s home.

DOVAN: (wistful) If an explorer can have a home. (pause) Take us in.

(Rol presses the appropriate controls.)

(The Excelsior cruises towards the station.)

DOVAN: Lieuteanant Yubari, request docking codes.

YUBARI: Starbase Nine-One-One, this is the U.S.S. Excelsior, requesting permission to dock.

(Pause.)

STARBASE OPS: Starship Excelsior, this is Union System Control.  You are cleared for docking at Starbase Nine-One-One.  Transmit code victor-victor-two-seven-four and hold position at Berth Nine, over.

YUBARI: Acknowledged, System Control.  Estimate final umbilical connection in ten minutes.  Excelsior out.

LORHROK: Commander, can I have a word with—?

DOVAN: One moment, Mister Lorhrok.  Mister Rol, status of the Sizemore?

ROL: She’s taken pretty heavy damage from the explosion, sir.  The Searcher and the Victorious are bringing her in under tow.  They should come through the Gateway before we’ve finished docking.

DOVAN: Good.  Contact the Kass Medical Center on Union Three and get me a report on Captain Cortez’s condition.

ROL: Aye, sir.

LORHROK: Captain—

DOVAN: Yes; you wanted a word with me?

LORHROK: Actually, sir, I’d like to speak to the whole senior staff.

DOVAN: (surprised) Really?

(He presses the intercom.)

DOVAN: All senior staff, please report to the Captain’s ready room. (to Lorhrok) I hope it’s nothing too out of the ordinary, Lieutenant.

SCENE 202-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(A padd clatters to the desk.)

DOVAN: (Shocked) Murdered?

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: That’s impossible.

YUBARI: With respect, sir. (stepping forward; she is clicking through a padd.)  This autopsy report says that Lieutenant Amara had warp plasma in his blood.

DOVAN: But not very much.

LORHROK: Ten cee-cees of liquid warp plasma is thirty million times the lethal level.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Couldn’t he have been exposed by accident?

LORHROK: Just trying to lower the temperature from its normal plasma state to a liquid one would have taken weeks.  I can’t imagine how an unconscious special operations officer in a stasis field could have come into contact with it.

YUBARI: Unless he was deliberately injected.

LORHROK: (discontentedly) Exactly.  And by someone with resources and enormous patience.

YUBARI: So if it hadn’t been for the Wasting, Doctor Sharp never would have detected it?

(Silence)

DOVAN: (exhales) Lieutenant Yubari, I’d like you to treat this as a homicide.  Start looking at the backgrounds of everyone who’s come aboard from the Sizemore and—

LORHROK: Sir, there’s one other thing.

DOVAN: Yes?

YUBARI: I believe that would be Mr. Amara’s time of death, no?

DOVAN: What about it?

(Long pause)

LORHOK: (reluctant) Doctor Sharp’s autopsy showed that Lieutenant Amara was injected some time between oh-two-hundred and oh-four-hundred on the twenty-second.

DOVAN: And?

YUBARI: That’s two days before we met up with the Sizemore.  They hadn’t even received our distress call yet.

DOVAN: Which means…?

ROL: Which means Leo Amara was murdered before anyone from the Sizemore came aboard.

(Pause.)

ROL: (conclusively) Which means that Leo Amara was murdered by someone aboard the Excelsior.

(Silence.)

DOVAN: I’m not jumping to conclusions.  Lieutenant Yubari, I want a full investigation.  Do not make any assumptions about who did this without hard evidence to back it up.  Do I make myself clear?

YUBARI: I’ll do my best.

DOVAN: There’s something else you might want to look into.  Mister P’chk’ro’ta noticed something unusual during one of his internal scans.  A tiny amount of a compound called… I think he called it “dicosilium.” Apparently it’s very rare, used mainly in supercomputers.  According to the quartermaster, we don’t have any on board.  But the really interesting thing is that, when Arden re-ran the scan this afternoon, there wasn’t any sign of it.  Which is odd, because—

LORHROK: (interrupting) Starship waste disposal systems can’t recycle dicosilium.

DOVAN: That’s what Arden told me.

LORHROK: And it’s very durable.  It can be detected in a particle state even after someone vaporizes it with a phaser—or drops it in a warp core. We haven’t dumped any solid waste since we left Starbase, have we?

DOVAN: No.  And there hasn’t been any unauthorized airlock use in the last two weeks.

YUBARI: Sorry; what does this have to do with my investigation?

ROL: Maybe everything, Lieutenant.  This dicosilium must still be on board, somewhere.  And dicosilium isn’t standard equipment for any division on this ship.  It’s not easy to come by.

YUBARI: So it might be tied to the murder.  I see.

LORHROK: Captain, if I may.  Let me work on this.  Lieutenant Yubari has a lot on her plate already, and I’d be grateful for the break from repairs.

DOVAN: Lieutenant?

YUBARI: I’ve no objection, sir.  In fact… (to Lorhrok) I appreciate the help.

DOVAN: Very well, Mister Lorhrok.  Find out where that dicosilium is. I’d also like—

(Comm beep.)

PARKER: Admiral Parker to Commander Dovan.

(Dovan switches on the comm.)

DOVAN: (gravely) Dovan here.  What can I do for you, Admiral?

PARKER: Join me in my ready room, Commander.  I’d like a word.

(Dovan rises.)

DOVAN: I’m on my way, sir.

PARKER: Sizemore out.

DOVAN: Yubari, with me.  The rest of you, dismissed.

(He and Yubari exit.)

THEME MUSIC

NARRATOR: Today’s episode: Murder in the Blue Morgue, Part Two: “The Investigation.”

SCENE 202-03

LOCATION: SIZEMORE BRIDGE

(Dovan and Yubari enter from the rear turbolift.)

(Parker stands up from the big center seat.)

PARKER: Commander.

DOVAN: Admiral.

PARKER: My ready room.

(Dovan and Yubari begin walking.)

DOVAN: Of course.

PARKER: Commander Masterson, if you would?

MASTERSON: (affirmative) Sir.

(Parker and Masterson begin heading for the ready room.  Dovan and Yubari have reached it and are entering.)

PARKER: Mister Gar, you have the bridge!

LOCATION: SIZEMORE READY ROOM

(Parker and Masterson enter the ready room. While walking to his desk, Parker begins speaking to Dovan.)

PARKER: I don’t recall asking anyone to accompany you, Commander.

DOVAN: This is the Excelsior’s new chief of security, Admiral.  Lieutenant Asuka Yubari.

PARKER: Hm.

(Pause.)

PARKER: Well, she might as well hear this, too.

(He sits down.)

PARKER: Lieutenant Yubari, this is Commander Alix Masterson, my first officer.

MASTERSON: (Trying to be cheerful) A pleasure.

YUBARI: (uninflected; even distracted) Of course.

DOVAN: Sir, we have reason to believe that the explosion aboard the Sizemore was a deliberate act of sabotage.

PARKER: (dryly) What tipped you off, Commander?

(Pause.)

PARKER: We already know.  (to Masterson) Commander?

MASTERSON: Our forensics team found traces of triphosphorous solinium in the plasma injector Lt. Robins was working on.  It caused the malfunction that he was investigating.  And then it caused the explosion that killed him.

DOVAN: Triphosphor...?

YUBARI: A high explosive.  We used it regularly when I was a marine.

DOVAN: So there’s no question it was murder.

PARKER: We’ve had… other indications before this.  But this discovery puts all our doubt to rest.

DOVAN: Then I’d like to offer the Excelsior’s resources to assist in the investigation.

PARKER: In fact, Commander. (pause) The reason I asked you here is so I can order you not to investigate the Robins murder.  You are to dedicate no resources of any kind to the Sizemore explosion without my express verbal authorization.  Do I make myself clear?

DOVAN: (taken aback) I... Admiral?

PARKER: Do I make myself clear, Commander?

DOVAN: Admiral... With respect, sir, we’ve just uncovered a murder mystery of our own.  It’s possible that the two are linked.  Lieutenant Yubari has some experience in Intelligence work, and I consider her uniquely qualified to assist any—

PARKER: (to Yubari) Intelligence?  What division?

YUBARI: Special Projects.  Sir.

PARKER: I see.

(Pause.)

PARKER: (to Dovan) I see your point, Commander. (to Yubari) Welcome to the investigation, Lieutenant.  As of this moment, you have full access to our logs, records, and any member of my crew you’d like to interview.

YUBARI: And the crime scene?

PARKER: I’ll see to it that it’s left intact for you.

YUBARI: Thank you, sir.

DOVAN: (surprised) I admit, I didn’t think it’d be that easy to convince you.

PARKER: I believe that Miz Yubari has… impeccable credentials for this particular investigation.

DOVAN: (quietly dubious) Uh-huh.

MASTERSON: (tentatively) ...Sir?  May I have a word with you?

PARKER: Certainly, Commander.  We’re done here in any case.  Commander Dovan, Lieutenant Yubari.  You’re dismissed, with my thanks.

(Dovan and Yubari exit.)

PARKER: (to Masterson) Commander?

MASTERSON: Sir... I thought the man who contacted you... the man who warned you not to investigate the attack... didn’t you say he worked for Special Projects?

PARKER: That’s what he said, yes.

MASTERSON: But you’ve just put someone from that division into a lead role on this case.  With respect, sir... is that wise?

(Pause.)

PARKER: Commander, this is how I see it: that woman, Yubari, either committed this murder... or she’s the only person who can solve it.

(Pause.)

MASTERSON: And what if it’s the first one?

PARKER: Then we’ve shaken things up.

(Pause.)

PARKER: (grinning) And that’s always a good idea.

SCENE 202-04

LOCATION: LORHROK’S QUARTERS

(Lorhrok is working at his desk.)

LORHROK: Alright.  That should do it. (clears his throat) Computer: begin an internal scan of the Excelsior using new protocol Lorhrok-seven-seven-four.  Scan for dicosilium or any of its component elements.

(Computer boops affirmatively.)

COMPUTER: Beginning scan.  Estimated time to completion: five minutes, thirty seconds.

LORHROK: (to self) ...Just about enough time to run down to Mess and grab some jumja...

(The door chime rings.)

LORHROK: Guess not.  Come!

(The door opens.  Simon Westlake enters.)

SIMON WESTLAKE: Alecz?

LORHROK: (very friendly) Oh, Simon!  Come in!  Have a seat!

SIMON WESTLAKE: You... What did you want to talk to me about, Alecz?

LORHROK: (Kindly) I appreciate your directness, but it’s not actually me I want you to talk to.

SIMON WESTLAKE: What do you mean?

(Lorhrok turns on his computer again.)

LORHROK: Bridge, this is Lieutenant Lorhrok.  Do you have Xavier Fleet Yards on subspace?

ROL: They’re waiting for you, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Patch me through to the base commander.

ROL: Aye, sir.

(The screen activates.)

IAN WESTLAKE: This is Commodore Westlake.  State your business, Lieutenant… Lorhrok?  Is that how you say it?

LORHROK: Yes, sir. I don’t know how else to say it, but we—the Excelsior, I mean, sir—seem to have found something you lost.

IAN WESTLAKE: (doubtful) I beg your pardon?

LORHROK: Well… here.  It’s best I just show you.

(Lorhrok swivels the computer screen around.)

IAN WESTLAKE: (with a sharp intake of breath) Simon?

SIMON WESTLAKE: (cautiously) Hi, Dad.

IAN WESTLAKE: Simon, you’re… you’re okay!  I— (suddenly stern) What in blazes are you doing on the Excelsior?

SIMON WESTLAKE: (meekly) It’s… I… It was an accident.

IAN WESTLAKE: Your mother and I thought you’d been kidnapped by the Tholian delegation on D.S. Six!  Do you have any idea how close we came to a major diplomatic incident over this?

SIMON WESTLAKE: (gradually getting more frustrated.) I’m sorry, Dad, it’s just—you never let me do anything.  I had to stay locked up in my room all day, just because of this ridiculous syndrome!

IAN WESTLAKE: Simon, you know why we had—

LORHROK: (Interrupting) Commodore, I just want to say how amazing your son has been aboard the Excelsior.  He was one of the last people standing in Engineering during a very… costly battle.  He helped keep the ship in one piece.  And he definitely saved us all when Doctor Sharp turned his infected blood—his Elarin’s Syndrome—into the cure for a fatal disease. We wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for your son.

IAN WESTLAKE: (astonished) Really?

SIMON WESTLAKE: Really, Dad!  You should have seen me!

IAN WESTLAKE:  I… Son… I had no idea. (pause) I suppose, if you’ve saved a whole starship… …you must old enough now to make your own decisions about how to spend your life.  Even if you are my son.  Even if it means we risk aggravating your disease. (Pause) Do you want to come home, Simon?

SIMON WESTLAKE: No, Dad.  I want to be out here.  Exploring.

(A long pause.)

IAN WESTLAKE: Alright.

SIMON WESTLAKE: (heartfelt) Oh, thanks, Dad!  I... thanks a lot!

IAN WESTLAKE: (Starting to smile) I’m just happy for you, Simon. I’ll give Mom your love?

SIMON WESTLAKE: Oh, definitely!  And I’ll call every day the Excelsior isn’t in the Delta Quadrant!

IAN WESTLAKE: (grinning now) I’ll hold you to that, Mister. Dismissed!

(Simon stands.)

LORHROK: Thank you, Simon.  I’d like to talk to your dad alone now for a few minutes.

SIMON WESTLAKE: Okay.

(He exits.)

IAN WESTLAKE: Lieutenant... is what you said about my son really true?

LORHROK: Every word.  If you wait until the classifications are cleared, I can send you the reports.  He was amazing.

IAN WESTLAKE: (a bit disbelieving) And did I hear him use the word “ridiculous”?

LORHROK: Yes; that’s something I wanted to talk to you about. Ever since we were infected with the Wasting—the disease I was telling you about—Simon’s been... a little different, somehow.  Doctor Sharp has checked him over, and I’m afraid there’s no change in his prognosis, but she did notice that Simon’s neurotransmitter count has gone up very quickly since last month.  He’s a little bit more self-confident, a little more self-aware.  And he’s started picking up bigger words, like “ridiculous.”

IAN WESTLAKE: (mostly to himself) That could be of great interest to everyone in the Neurology Center at Starfleet Medical. (suddenly) Lieutenant.  I want your word as a Starfleet officer that you will make sure that no harm comes to my son while he is aboard the Excelsior.

LORHROK: (solemn) I swear it, sir.

IAN WESTLAKE: Thank you. You’ve done my family a great kindness today.

LORHROK: I’m looking forward to having him around.  He has the intuition of an engineer. He’s a gifted boy, in his own way.

IAN WESTLAKE: (quietly) Aye.  That he is. (pause) Xavier out.

(The connection cuts off.)

LORHROK: (takes a breath) Computer, status of my scan?

COMPUTER: Scan complete. No evidence of dicosilium was found aboard the Excelsior.

LORHROK: (Frustrated) How can that be? Computer, run an internal scan of the internal scanner network, same search protocol.

(The computer boops in the affirmative.)

LORHROK: Thirty minutes before my shift… still time for that jumja stick—

(The door chime rings again.)

LORHROK: (groans)  It’s open!

(Dovan enters.)

DOVAN: Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Commander Dovan.  What brings you down here, sir?

DOVAN: Oh, this and that. I noticed some unusual damage to the log recorder.

LORHROK: Spast.  I’ll take a look at it when I get the chance.

DOVAN: I don’t mean that it’s broken.  I mean--here, listen to this. Computer, play back my log entry from tonight.

(The computer boops and begins.)

DOVAN (RECORDING): Acting Captain’s Log, Stardate Five-Nine-Nine-Eight-Zero-Point-Three.  Under our own power, we’ve docked at Starbase Nine-One-One, bringing our three-week journey home to an early end.  For most of the crew, I’ve authorized Christmas leave on the Union Three colony.  More importantly—

(The computer beeps an error message.)

COMPUTER: Warning: file corrupted.  Attempting to restore.

LORHROK: (with a sigh) Look, Commander, I’ll try to take a look at it—

DOVAN: (interrupting) Wait for it, Lieutenant.

(The computer beeps happily.)

COMPUTER: File restored.  Resuming playback.

CORTEZ: First Officer’s Log, Stardate Five-Nine-Seven-Three-One-Point-One.  Mark encrypted and classified, authorization Cortez-sigma-three. I’ve just come back from a very disturbing meeting.  Captain Suresh informed us—

(Static.  The computer terminates.)

LORHROK: Oh.

DOVAN: You see my point.

LORHROK: Stardate Five-Nine-Seven-Three-One... that was before the Excelsior was pulled out of mothballs, wasn’t it?

DOVAN: It was.  And I can tell you for a fact that Captain Sharvah Suresh was never her commanding officer.

LORHROK: I don’t know the name.

DOVAN: Probably before your time.  Captain Suresh was skipper of the Akagi, one of the great War Captains.  We used to call him “the Jellico of the Ninth Fleet.”  Retired a couple a’ years ago. I think he died recently.  Age of seventy-something.  Very young.  Very sad.

(Lorhrok checks his console.)

LORHROK: According to the computer… yes.  Captain Suresh died of heart failure in his home on Deneva… (ominously) Two weeks before this log entry was recorded.

(A surprised silence.)

DOVAN: Do you think you can restore any more of the file?

LORHROK: You don’t have ask me twice, sir.

(Lorhrok works on his console.)

LORHROK: Okay.  I’ve got something.   Actually, there’s quite a lot in here.

(The screen reactivates.)

CORTEZ: —not discussed, not proposed, but informed us—of which specific Starfleet Command directives we would be ignoring in our investigation of the Anbar.  I know I was selected for this mission to support Captain Suresh over the objections of this particular crew, but this mission—however noble its aims—is already the riskiest venture I have ever undertaken.  I am worried that undermining the very orders designed to protect us may be...

CORTEZ: I consider it reckless and irresponsible. (pause) The climate aboard the Excelsior is becoming more uncomfortable by the day.  I’m looking forward to—

COMPUTER: File ends.

DOVAN: Do you think you can get any more?

LORHROK: I’d be surprised.  I’m having trouble finding these memory addresses.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Alright.  Record what we’ve gotten, and then I’d like to move on to our next—

(Cortez reappears.)

CORTEZ: —getting back to the Mercury. In the meantime, I’ve been doing a bit of reading on the planet we passed a few days ago.  It’s a fascinating story of failed first contact.  I hope that I’m not the woman who has to try it again, but I’m curious what will happen the next time the Federation tries to establish relations with these... Valandrin. When we—

COMPUTER: File ends.

(Long Pause.)

DOVAN: Wow.

LORHROK: I’ll see what else I can—

DOVAN: No.  I’ll look into this.  Yubari has the murder case, you have the dicosilium, and now I have something to do.

LORHROK: If you insist, sir.  What was the other thing you wanted to talk about?

DOVAN: (Sternly) You.

LORHROK: Me?  What about me?

DOVAN: Your performance.

LORHROK: My performance?  I—

DOVAN: (interrupting) Your performance has exemplary, Mister Lorhrok, but I’m afraid I can no longer tolerate having a Lieutenant Junior Grade running our engineering.  I’m having a full Lieutenant installed later today, and he’ll also be serving as my Acting X.O. until Captain Cortez is back.

LORHROK: I—And who is this new Lieutenant?

DOVAN: (Pleased with himself) You. Here.

(He hands Lorhrok a small black box.)

DOVAN: Open the box.  And congratulations...  Senior Lieutenant Aleczahnder Lorhrok.

(Lorhrok opens the box and stares at the solid pip inside.)

LORHROK: I—

(Long pause. Then Lorhrok suddenly to attention.)

LORHROK: Sir!  Thank you, sir!

DOVAN: Don’t mention it.  This is the best part of my day, Lor. You realize, of course, I’m doing this so I can make you do more work and not feel guilty about it.

LORHROK: Maybe this is the engineer in me, but I think it’s well worth the extra work to get another tiny round piece of metal to wear.

(A slightly awkward silence.)

DOVAN: Well, I suppose I’ll dismiss myself, then.  Good night, Lieutenant.  I doubt either of us will be sleeping tonight; I’ll keep you informed if we learn anything.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.

(Dovan heads for the door, but stops right before.)

DOVAN: Oh, and, Lieutenant: I expect you to be wearing some red tomorrow.

(He exits.)

LORHROK: (smiling broadly; wry, but in no sense negative) Great.  Now I’m a redshirt. (reflectively) How times change. (pause) Computer, how did that second scan go?

COMPUTER: No anomalies detected.

LORHROK: Ugh!

COMPUTER: Note: no data collected on Deck Six, Section Thirteen-A.

LORHROK: I’m sorry; why is that?

COMPUTER: Internal sensors in those quarters have been disabled.

LORHROK: Huh.  I thought we’d repaired Deck Six. Which quarters did you say, Computer?

COMPUTER: Deck Six, Section Thirteen-A contains three adjacent living units.  They are occupied by: vacant; vacant; Lieutenant Alex Rol.

LORHROK: (surprised) I see.

SCENE 202-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHIP’S LIBRARY

(Yubari is working at a computer console, scrolling through database files intently.)

(Dovan quietly sits down across from Yubari.)

DOVAN: I admit, I didn’t expect to find you in the ship’s library.

YUBARI: (not paying him full attention) I did learn a few things in Intelligence, sir.  For instance, going in with a marine team isn’t always the right answer.

DOVAN: True enough.  Anything I can do to help?

YUBARI: (still not looking up) You can tell Crewman Harkless to let me use the holo-spectrometer.  He won’t give it to me without your direct authorization.  I threatened to kill him with my bare hand, but he said that  the idea of Crewman Adow finding out he’d let me borrow her tools without asking scared him even more.  So I guess I need your help.

DOVAN: Admirable restraint, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: (casually; still not looking up) Not really, sir; I just haven’t learned how to use this prosthesis well enough to break his neck with it.

DOVAN: Hm. Dovan to Crewman Harkless.

HARKLESS: Harkless here, Commander!

DOVAN: Ten out of ten for protocol, Crewman, but minus several hundred for inconveniencing our Chief of Security. Everything Lieutenant Yubari requests is to be given top priority.  And that’s an order.  Believe me: it’s better for your health and mine.

HARKLESS: (thoroughly intimidated) I’ll have it to her in ten minutes, sir!  Harkless out!

(Pause.)

YUBARI: (still not looking up) Thanks.

DOVAN: Now, then.  Any leads so far?

YUBARI: No. Well… (finally looking at Dovan; reluctant) There is one.

DOVAN: Well?  Out with it.

YUBAR: Lieutenant Robins, the Sizemore engineer killed in the explosion. Before his assignment on the Sizemore, he was the chief of research engineering at the Manner Science Station.

DOVAN: So?  Lots of people are engineers.  Many of them even on science stations.

YUBARI: Lieutenant Robins’ team on the Manner designed and installed the high-resolution sensor array I used for my intelligence-gathering mission on the Excelsior.

DOVAN: The secret mission you were conducting while the rest of the ship was busy getting ready for Valandria.

YUBARI: (scornful) Is there another one you’re familiar with?

DOVAN: Then these murders are somehow… related to your intelligence mission?

YUBARI: I don’t know, sir.

DOVAN: What was your mission really about, Yubari?

YUBARI: I… I don’t know.

DOVAN: Well, are you sure it was as inconsequential as you told me it was?

YUBARI: (suddenly angry and loud) I don’t KNOW, sir!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Perhaps we’d better get out of the ship’s library.

YUBARI: (angrily) Just maybe.

(They exit the library.)

DOVAN: So it is possible that your division of intelligence was somehow involved in these murders.

YUBARI: (angry still) Yes, it’s possible.  Of course it’s possible.  But I’ll remind you that I’m the only Intelligence officer aboard the Excelsior.

DOVAN: Exactly my point, Lieutenant.  You realize what this looks like from my point of view.

YUBARI: You... you think I did this?  Killed two officers in cold blood?

DOVAN: (dry) I don’t think anyone who’s met you could accuse you of having cold blood, Yubari. (pause) I trust you, Lieutenant, but I’ve only known you for a few weeks.  My responsibility as your superior officer requires me to share this information with Admiral Parker.  No doubt he’ll be checking the evidence you provide much more closely.  And, frankly, so will I.

YUBARI: That’s outrageous!

DOVAN: Possibly. But possibly not.  Either way, those are my orders. If you’ll excuse me, now: I have an appointment I have to make.

SCENE 202-06

LOCATION: FARWAY PARK, UNION III. NIGHT

DOVAN: This lake of yours is really beautiful by night, Admiral.

PARKER: As it should be.  We put a lot of effort into designing Lake Columbia.  Do you see out there where the lake opens up into the river?

DOVAN: Yes?

PARKER: At every equinox, the sun comes up at exactly that point.  The light hits a mirror over... over there, and that mirror is aimed at another mirror, which is aimed at another, and another... so, every equinox, the entire lake is lit up with new dawn all around.  If there happens to be a light fog that morning, it looks like the lake is on fire.  Everyone in Farway comes out to see it.

DOVAN: Wow.  You’ve done some remarkable things with Union Three, Admiral.

PARKER: This is the most important location in the Raeyan Sector; it might as well be a nice place to live.  Making that happen… well, it’s in my blood.

DOVAN: Which is why they made you an admiral, no doubt. I didn’t ask you here just to take a walk in the park.

PARKER: I thought not.  Why here instead of your ready room?

DOVAN: Frankly?  Because I’m beginning to get a little nervous about the security of my ready room.

PARKER: Then you’re probably getting closer to the heart of this than I expected.

DOVAN: Admiral, do you know anything about the Excelsior going on a mission in late September of this year, before it was pulled out of mothballs?  We think Captain Suresh was in command?

PARKER: (surprised) You think the murders could be related to that? I admit, it hadn’t occurred to me.  But it should have.

DOVAN: We don’t think anything yet.  I’d just like to know what you know about that mission. So, there was a mission.

PARKER: Of course, of course.

(short pause)

PARKER: Yes, there was a mission.  It was about mid-September.  I was on Union, attending a diplomatic conference at the Klingon Embassy for a few days.  I got a call from Commander Masterson in the middle of the night…

LOCATION: EMBASSY BEDROOM (FLASHBACK)

(A comm panel is beeping insistently.)

(Parker wakes up, making a slight noise. He then rolls out of bed and steps the short distance to his desk, sitting down and pressing the activation key.)

PARKER: This is Parker.

MASTERSON: Admiral, sorry to disturb you.

PARKER: Quite alright, Commander.  Report.

MASTERSON: I have a Commander Rachel Cortez up here requesting permission to undock?

PARKER: So what’s the problem?

MASTERSON: (hesitant) Well, it’s the ship she wants, sir.

PARKER: If she doesn’t have the proper orders, then deny her request and she can take it up with me in the morning.

MASTERSON: (again hesitant) Well, she does have the proper orders, sir.

PARKER: Then what’s the holdup?

MASTERSON: It’s the Excelsior, sir.  She wants to undock the Excelsior.

(Surprised pause)

PARKER: I’ll be right up.

LOCATION: SPACE (FLASHBACK)

(A shuttle arcs upwards from the planet to the Starbase.)

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 BERTH NINE (FLASHBACK)

(Parker approached Masterson and Cortez who are arguing.)

MASTERSON: Commander, I assure you, we are not trying to delay your departure; we’re simply giving this request the full scrutiny we feel it merits.

CORTEZ: I still don’t understand why you feel a set of valid, fully verified orders from Starfleet Command deserves any additional scrutiny at all.

MASTERSON: You have to admit, Commander, this is extremely irregu— (noticing) Admiral.  Welcome back.

PARKER: (nodding to each) Commander.  Commander. I take it you’re Rachel Cortez?

CORTEZ: I am.

PARKER: (to Masterson) Thank you, Miss Masterson.  I’ll take it from here.

MASTERSON: Aye, sir.

(Masterson leaves.)

PARKER: (to Cortez) Your orders, please?

CORTEZ: Of course.

PARKER: Your file says you’re currently posted to the Mercury, as first officer.

CORTEZ: We’ve been on leave since completing our three-year mission.  This is a... special assignment.

PARKER: (casually) Very special.  The Excelsior’s been in mothballs for nearly two years.  And you pull her out in the middle of the night, with no warning and a set of orders that’s signed by... well, well. Two generals, a fleet admiral, and the President herself.

PARKER: (seriously) Who’s going to be the crew, exactly?

CORTEZ: With the exception of me, the entire crew consists of officers from Starfleet Intelligence.

PARKER: And I’m not supposed to be a bit taken aback by that?

CORTEZ: With all due respect, Admiral, the Excelsior has every legal right to depart this base.  Permission was requested only as a courtesy.

PARKER: And because you need my permission to open the spacedoors.  Without that, you’re not going anywhere.

CORTEZ: You’d be disobeying a direct order of the President.

PARKER: I’m an Admiral.  I can afford a little political heat.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to whoever’s captaining this mission of yours.

(Footsteps approach)

CORTEZ: I’ll see if he’s available.

(A man emerges from the umbilical.)

SURESH: That won’t be necessary, Commander.

PARKER: (pleasantly surprised) Captain Suresh! (wry) How’s retirement?

SURESH: Oh, it’s treating me very well, Athos.  Now if I can just get my old coworkers in Intelligence to stop dragging me back out here every six months, I could really start to enjoy myself. (courteous; friendly) Thank you, Commander Cortez.  You’re dismissed.  I’ll see you on board.

CORTEZ: Aye, sir.

(Cortez exits back through the umbilical.)

PARKER: (low voice) Captain… what’s this all about?

SURESH: Walk with me, Athos.

PARKER: It’s “Admiral” now, Sharvah.

SURESH: So court-martial me.

(They walk.)

SURESH: I wish I could tell you something about what we’re up to.  All I can say is, it’s very important, and it’s very dangerous.  And I’m afraid you’re going to have to take it on the word of an old friend that you need to approve our departure.

PARKER: I—

SURESH: I’m not finished.  Once we’re gone, you have to delete the records of our departure and seal this docking bay until we’re back.

(Pause.)

PARKER: You’re putting me in a terrible position, Captain.

SURESH: I know.  I’m sorry.  Trust me: it’s for a good cause.

PARKER: That many Intelligence agents, this much secrecy, orders from the President, all going towards a mission of good will?  I need a little more reassurance than that, Sharvah.

SURESH: Intelligence was flatly opposed to this mission, Athos.  The powers that be had to shove it through, and Intelligence was only willing to go ahead with it if it was crewed by their people—people who understood the risks.

PARKER: And you?

SURESH: It seems I was the compromise candidate.  Intelligence wanted one of their people in command of the mission; Operations and Exploratory wanted someone who didn’t oppose it, who understood their objectives.  In other words, one of their people.  So Command called me.  I was popular during the War, I did a lot of intel work before and after, and apparently I have a reputation as something of a humanist. I selected Cortez as the crew’s sole representative from the non-Intelligence services.  She’s got the guts, the loyalty, and the ideals to see this mission through—despite the objections from S.I.

PARKER: So you trust her?

SURESH: A very great deal.

PARKER: And you think this mission is important?

SURESH: Absolutely.

PARKER: (breaths) Alright.  You’ll be undocked in twenty minutes.

SURESH: Thanks, Athos.

PARKER: Don’t mention it.  Just be sure to invite me for nashta next time I’m on Deneva.

(Suresh begins walking back to the Excelsior)

SURESH: I’ll make my best samosa.

LOCATION: FARWAY PARK, UNION III. NIGHT (PRESENT)

PARKER: I never saw him again.  I heard a few weeks later he’d died peacefully at his home, so I assume the mission, whatever it was, was a success.

DOVAN: According to Starfleet records, Captain Suresh died two weeks before the incident you just described.

PARKER: That’s... I see. Tell me, Commander.  Do you trust your Chief of Security?

DOVAN: I do. Why?

PARKER: As long as we’re here, far away from prying eyes: the real reason I tried to discourage you from investigating the Robins murder was fairly simple.  It’s how I knew the attack was coming.

DOVAN: I wondered about that.  You received a subspace call at dinner, and came back convinced that something bad was about to happen.

PARKER: The call was a warning... and a threat.  The man on the other end told me there was about to be an “incident”... and then told me that investigating it would put me and my crew at risk.  Of course, there was no question that I would use all the resources on the Sizemore to find the perpetrator—that’s my duty as a Captain, and it’s my crew’s duty to shoulder the risk.  But I wasn’t willing to put you and your people in danger for something that was purely our affair.

DOVAN: You should have known better, Admiral.  We’re just one Starfleet vessel helping another out, after all.

PARKER: What changed my mind was your Lieutenant Yubari’s credentials.

DOVAN: Oh?

PARKER: You see, the man who threatened me... he said he worked for Starfleet Intelligence.  Special Projects division.

DOVAN: Special...  Oh, my.

(Dovan slaps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Yubari!

(The commlink fails.)

DOVAN: Yubari!

(Silence.)

(Dovan hits his combadge again.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Lorhrok!

LORHROK: Lorhrok here, sir.

DOVAN: Lieutenant, I need to talk to Miz Yubari, but I can’t raise her.  Can you tell me where she is?

LORHROK: Hold on one moment, sir. Computer, locate Lieutenant Yubari.

COMPUTER: Lieutenant Asuka Yubari is not on board the Excelsior.

LORHROK: Sir—

DOVAN: (deflating) I heard it.  I don’t... Dovan out.

PARKER: It seems your chief of security just skipped town, Commander.

DOVAN: No.  I don’t accept that.  Someone must have gotten to her. Dovan to Excelsior.  One to beam up.

PARKER: Good luck, Commander.

TRANSPORTER CHIEF: Ready, sir.

DOVAN: Energize.

(Dovan vanishes in a transporter beam.)

SCENE 202-07

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DECK SIX CORRIDOR

(Lorhrok stands in front of Alex Rol’s door.)

LORHROK: (takes a deep breath)

(He rings the door chime. A couple seconds later, the door hisses open.  Rol is standing there.)

ROL: What can I do for you, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: (lying through teeth) Sorry to bother you so late, Lieutenant, but there was a malfunction in the bio-neural gelpacks on this deck, and it seems to be coming from a short-circuit in your quarters.

ROL: Can it wait until morning?

LORHROK: I’m afraid not.  It’s got to be looked at…

(He squeezes past Rol and heads for the replicator control panel.)

LORHROK: …right now.  It should be a quick fix; no need for you to stay up.

ROL: If you don’t mind, I’ll wait.

LORHROK: Sure thing.

(Lorhrok sets his toolkit on the ground and unlatches the replicator control cover.  We can hear the clicking, humming innards of the replicator system. Lorhrok runs a tricorder over it.)

LORHROK: There we are.

ROL: What are we looking at, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: Hey, Rol: See this extra pip?  It means you have to call me “sir” now.

ROL: Oh, congratulations!  ...Sir.

LORHROK: Mmm-hm.

ROL: (suspicious) With respect, sir, it doesn’t look as if you’re scanning the bio-neural relay.

LORHROK: (lying again) I know it’s been a few years since you were in Engineering, Rol, but this power interface was repurposed in the last design overhaul.  It now supplies electropulse antibodies to the—Hullo!  What’s this?

(His tricorder starts beeping)

ROL: (feigning ignorance) What?  What is it?

(Lorhrok reaches back into the network and pulls out a dense little computer chip.  He scans it.)

LORHROK: A computer chip. Pure dicosilium. (pointedly) Now that’s very odd, isn’t it?

ROL: What information’s on it?

(Lorhrok closes the tricorder.)

LORHROK: (sigh) I don’t know.  It looks like it’s been completely erased.

ROL: (feigning disappointment) Oh.  That’s a shame.  We probably could have learned something from it. (with the ghost of a chuckle) Like what it was doing in my quarters.

LORHROK: Well... I think I can restore it.

ROL: (caught off-guard) I... Well, that’s great!

LORHROK: I’ve got my engineering tools here.  Why don’t we take a look at this?  Together.

SCENE 202-08

LOCATION: DOVAN’S QUARTERS

DOVAN: (shouting at his console screen) Look, if you want to put Federation security at risk, that’s your business, I guess.  But if you really care about doing your job, then I want to talk to your superior.  Now.

INTELLIGENCE PERSON: Look, Mister Dovan—

DOVAN: That’s Lieutenant Commander Dovan, Mister, and since you’re not wearing a uniform, I’m going to assume you’re a civilian.  Which gives me a certain amount of authority in this context.  Now put me through.  That’s an order.

INTELLIGENCE OFFICER: I—Fine.

(He fiddles with some buttons on his end, and the screen blanks.)

DOVAN: (exasperated) Jehosephat.  Three hours arguing my way up the Intelligence food chain, and not one of them has admitted to me that they’re Intelligence. This is absurd.

(The screen clicks back on.  General Brahms, in non-descript attire, is on the other end.)

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Commander Alcar Dovan.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  I understand you have some kind of information for me?

DOVAN: I do.  Mister...?

BRAHMS: Pleasantries are not important when the safety of the Federation is at stake.  What’s your information, Commander?

DOVAN: I’m afraid it comes at a small price.

BRAHMS: (surprised) Need I remind you, Commander, that any information pertinent to Starfleet security must under penalty of law be immediately—

DOVAN: (interrupting) It’s not about Starfleet security.

BRAHMS: (an air of impatient amusement) Oh?  Well, then, why am I taking this call?

DOVAN: It’s about your security.  The security of your division.

BRAHMS: (chuckles) Oh?  I highly doubt that.  What exactly is it you want, Mr. Dovan?

DOVAN: I want my Chief of Security back.

BRAHMS: I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.  Why?  Did your chief, whoever he is, commit some sort of crime?

DOVAN: Yes.  She did.

BRAHMS: Then I would assume—though I admit to having no role in matters of crime and justice—that she has been dealt with accordingly.

DOVAN: Perhaps.  But, then, I think she could easily get immunity if tested in a court of law.

BRAHMS: Oh?  And since when is murder a crime that qualifies for immunity?

DOVAN: I don’t believe I mentioned any murder, sir.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: I’m sorry; my mistake is that I so often assume the worst in people.  To what were you referring, Commander?

DOVAN: We have reason to believe that Lieutenant Yubari is guilty of making unauthorized modifications to a Starfleet vessel, use of a computer system to conduct illegal surveillance, abuse of Starfleet privileges, deliberate violation of security classification, endangerment of ship and crew in a combat situation, and that she may be an accessory to murder. We’ve been tracing the illegal monitoring devices she installed all over the ship.  Still not quite sure where they came from, but I wonder what we’ll find when we do.  I do know there are quite a few reporters out here at Union these days.  And I’m pretty sure I dislike you people more than I care about my own career. So let’s be honest here.  Can I have my chief of security back?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: What a fascinating discussion this has been.  If I knew anything about your security officer, I’d be in a bit of trouble now, wouldn’t I? (forced chuckle) (pure loathing) Perhaps we’ll speak again, Commander.  It’s been… a pleasure.

DOVAN: (loathing in return) Of course.

(The screen goes dead.)

(Silence.)

DOVAN: Damn it. (talking to himself) At least now they have something to think about over there.  At least... No.  She was... Has to have been. (pause) Computer, begin new recording. Captain’s Log, Supplemental.  Mark encrypted and classified.  Commander Yubari has—

(He is interrupted.)

CORTEZ: First Officer’s—Commander’s—no: Acting Captain’s Log, Supplemental. (ragged breath) I just killed Sharvah Suresh.

COMPUTER: File ends.

(Shocked silence.)

DOVAN: Computer, replay that file.

COMPUTER: Specify.

DOVAN: The file you just played.

COMPUTER: Error: no such file.

DOVAN: What!?

SCENE 202-09

LOCATION: INT. RENEGADE BRIG

(Yubari is laying in a security cell, beginning to stir from unconsciousness.  Forcefield is of course active.)

YUBARI: unnhh… what?  Where am I?

(Brahms enters.)

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Yubari.  How nice to have you with us again.  I just had a very... stimulating conversation with your new commanding officer.

YUBARI: This isn’t the Excelsior.

BRAHMS: No, I’m afraid it isn’t.  Welcome to the Starship Renegade, Asuka.  One of the new Kindred-class.  I’m quite fond of her.

YUBARI: Release me, General.  Now.  You have no right to do this.

BRAHMS: I’m afraid I not only have the right, Lieutenant: you’ve given me no other choice.  I only want to know why you’d betray your uniform so easily after everything you and I have been through together?

YUBARI: I changed divisions, General.  That’s hardly treason.

BRAHMS: That depends on when and how and what you do after you’ve changed divisions, Asuka.  I’m afraid you have to accept the consequences of your decisions.  You’re going to be staying with us for a while.

(Brahms turns around and walks away.)

YUBARI: General! (pause) Brahms! (pause) BRAHMS!


2.3 Her Hardest Hue to Hold


SCENE 203-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(Dovan sits at his desk, scrolling slowly through various files on his computer.)

(The door chimes.)

DOVAN: Veni.

(Note: “Veni” = Latin for “come in”.)

(Parker enters.)

DOVAN: (mildly surprised) Admiral Parker. Music off.

(With an affirmative boop from the computer, the music switches off.)

DOVAN: What can I do for you, Admiral?

PARKER: What are you up to, Commander?

DOVAN: Reading through the Excelsior’s history.  Looking for clues.

PARKER: Find any?

DOVAN: Trivia, mostly.   This really is a remarkable ship.  Did you know that our second captain was court-martialled and kicked out of Starfleet for insubordination?

PARKER: Ah, yes, Captain Underwood.  I remember that. He had a mean right hook. What’s he up to now?

DOVAN: According to his file... (Dovan presses a button.) (disappointed) ...he’s become a Scion hunter.  Bought his own freighter and spent the last six years chasing rumours and hoaxes.

PARKER: Mmm.  It’s a shame, how those legends are able to have such a strong hold over people. Though I can’t say it surprises me with Underwood.  He was never quite… stable.

DOVAN: Sounds like somebody to model my life after.

PARKER: I hope not, Commander.  I don’t enjoy presiding at courts-martial. (pause) Do you know what the hardest part of command is, Mr. Dovan?

DOVAN: My guess is the chair.  I’ve tried it out.  It’s not as well cushioned as they say.

PARKER: It’s the act of taking responsibility. A Starfleet captain can think himself a hero — a God, even — and no one will question him.  There isn’t one man in a million who can do what we do.  For good or evil, a captain will always be more legend than man. But he knows better.  He knows that things go wrong – sometimes those things are his fault, sometimes... sometimes circumstances are beyond his control.  But a captain is held responsible for everything that happens under his command, regardless of the circumstances.  A captain is only human... but we hold him to the standards of God.

DOVAN: I'd be happy to remind you of your non-divinity, Admiral, if looking at you directly wouldn't blind my merely mortal eyes.

PARKER: A homage of Saurian Brandy delivered to the altar in front of my quarters would suffice, Commander. (pause; deep breath) Captain Cortez regained consciousness a few minutes ago.

DOVAN: She did?  How is she?

PARKER: She’s asked to see you... and your senior staff.

DOVAN: The senior staff... there’s not much left of us, after Valandria.

PARKER: I’m afraid that’s my point.  She asked for Helder, Amara, Hastings, Hunter... all by name.

DOVAN: Jehosephat. She doesn’t know.

PARKER: It seems the hospital staff wanted you to be the one to tell her.

(Dovan is silent and switches off his computer screen.)

PARKER: What are you going to tell her, Commander?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: The only thing I can tell her.  That I failed.  That I wish she’d picked someone better than me as her X.O.

PARKER: I see.

DOVAN: Admiral?

PARKER: You might turn out better than Captain Underwood after all, Dovan.

DOVAN: I’m sorry?

PARKER: There’s another reason I’m here, Commander.  If Captain Cortez survives, she’s going to spend a long time recovering — months.  Perhaps years.  I am here to inform you that, until she returns to duty, or the Admiralty sees fit to replace you, Starfleet Headquarters has named you the Commanding Officer of the Excelsior. I’d offer my congratulations, if circumstances were different.

DOVAN: I-- (long pause) Admiral, if you’ll excuse me?  I’m needed on the surface.

PARKER: Of course.  Good day, Commander.

(He exits.)

SCENE 203-02

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIG

(The door opens and footsteps approach.  Ensign Hertzler arrives in front of the cell door and drops the forcefield.  He draws a phaser.)

HERTZLER: Dinner, ma’am.

YUBARI: You don’t need the phaser, Ensign.  I don’t bite.

HERTZLER: Your Starfleet record says otherwise, ma’am.

YUBARI: True. It was worth a try.

(He sets the tray down on the ground in front of him, then shoves it into the cell.  He reactivates the forcefield and starts to leave.)

YUBARI: Ensign.  Wait.

(Hertzler stops.)

HERTZLER: I’m not supposed to talk to you, ma’am.

YUBARI: Of course.  Brahms has always been obsessed with compartmentalization.

HERTZLER: You know the General?

YUBARI: Does this mean you’re talking to me?

HERTZLER: That depends on what you want to say.

YUBARI: I just want to know who you are. This isn’t a normal ship.  And you’re not a normal crew.

(Pause.)

HERTZLER: That’s true.

YUBARI: ...so?

HERTZLER: From what I’m told, the Renegade is on loan to the Division of Special Projects from another section.  Brahms rechristened her for the occasion.  We’re on a... well, a special project.

YUBARI: What project?

HERTZLER: I’m afraid I don’t have clearance to know that.

YUBARI: You don’t know your own assignment.  Why are you here, then?

HERTZLER: I was serving in the Charybdis Sector when I was contacted by a Colonel Sofia Hanas.  She told me she was from a group that was trying to prevent an attack on the Raeyan Sector, and that I’d just been recruited. I have family on Raeya Prime.  A wife and two sons.  There was no question – I joined up immediately. This was all barely a week ago.  I’m new here.

YUBARI: Didn’t she give you any idea of who you’re fighting against?

HERTZLER: As far as I can tell? (pause) We’re fighting the future.

YUBARI: Did your people kill Leo Amara?

HERTZLER: Who?

YUBARI: Chief of Special Operations, Starship Excelsior.

HERTZLER: (stunned) Chief of... Ma’am, this ship might spend a little more time in the shadows than any of us would like, but we’re still Starfleet!

YUBARI: So you deny it?

HERTZLER: I’m done with this.

(Hertzler begins to walk away.)

YUBARI: Ensign!  What if I told you I had compelling evidence implicating General Brahms in the killing?

(Hertzler stops. Pause.)

HERTZLER: Do you?

YUBARI: Yes.  I do.

HERTZLER: Then why are you the one behind a forcefield?

YUBARI: Because this isn’t quite the Starfleet you’re familiar with.  Not where Brahms is concerned.

HERTZLER: Are you saying my commander’s some kind of evil mastermind?

YUBARI: No.  Not evil.  He’s not evil. ...but he might be a murderer. I need you to let me out of here so I can find out for certain.

HERTZLER: I...  I don’t think I can do that.

YUBARI: Then I order you to do it.

HERTZLER: Your rank doesn’t apply, ma’am.  You’re under arrest.

YUBARI: Check the J.A.G. logs, Ensign.  Check the Starfleet Judiciary Database.  No one ever read me my rights.  No one ever formally arrested me.  In fact, you’ll find that I’m still listed on active duty, and, therefore, I can still pull rank on you.

HERTZLER: You’re... That’s a lot for me to swallow, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: (with a sigh) Ensign... you need to get out of this line of work while you still can.  Intelligence is no place for you.

(Pause.)

HERTZLER: One thing first: how can I go back to my life and be happy, knowing what’s going on here in the shadows?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Just remember that for every ship full of Isaac Brahmses, there’s at least one of me.  That’s usually enough. Now drop the forcefield, Ensign.

(Hertzler presses a button and the forcefield drops.)

YUBARI: Come over here.  I have to knock you unconscious.

HERTZLER: Will it hurt?

YUBARI: Yes.

HERTZLER: You’re not a big fan of the “white lie,” are you?

SCENE 203-03

LOCATION: ROL’S QUARTERS

(Lorhrok is rewiring the chip while Rol is at the computer.)

(Lorhrok stops for a second.)

LORHROK: (grunt) How’m I doing?

(Rol presses some buttons.)

ROL: Nanomatrix alignment is passing eighty percent.

LORHROK: Good. (he resumes working) I wonder what information we’re going to find stored on this computer chip.

ROL: I can hardly imagine.

LORHROK: You really have no idea?

ROL: How could I?

LORHROK: I don’t know.  I thought it might have something to do with the encrypted transmission you sent out from your quarters earlier today.

ROL: Encrypted...? Sir, have you been looking through my communication logs?

LORHROK: Checked ‘em before I came down here, in fact.

ROL: Why, sir!  Are you aware that that’s illegal?

LORHROK: (sarcastically) Is it?

ROL: Well. If you didn’t know it was illegal, I guess I can hardly press charges for it.  We’ll let it go... this time. I was calling my mother.  We hadn’t talked in a while.

LORHROK: Your mother. Why the encryption, then?  Is there anything wrong?

ROL: No, nothing like that.  She’s just a little paranoid.

LORHROK: Imagine that.

(Lorhrok switches off his device. Pause.)

ROL: Sir?

LORHROK: Look, are you sure you didn’t kill Leo Amara?

ROL: Alecz!  You really don’t trust me, do you?

LORHROK: You’ve never given me one reason why I should.

ROL: Well, then why would you believe my denial?

LORHROK: I was hoping for an admission.

ROL: (chuckling) No such luck today, I’m afraid.

LORHROK: Hm.

(Lorhrok resumes working. They are both silent.)

ROL: But let’s say — hypothetically — that I did.

(Lorhrok drops his tool and nearly chokes.)

LORHROK: (cough) Excuse me, Leftenant?

ROL: Hypothetically.  Let’s just say that I did murder Mister Amara. Now, the question is: why would I do that?

LORHROK: I...  I’m really not sure what to say to this.

ROL: Simple enough question, sir.  If you want to accuse anybody of murder, you’d better have a motive first.  And this... it just doesn’t make sense.

LORHROK: I... I haven’t accused you of anything yet, Mr. Rol.  I was just asking.

ROL: Fair enough.  But you did ask.  So speculate.  What motive would I have for killing Leo Amara?

LORHROK: Hard to say.  Nearly everything you’ve ever told me has been a lie.

ROL: Sir!  I’ve never lied to you! You just aren’t very adept at reading between the lines.  You don’t see the wheels within wheels.

LORHROK: And you wonder why I’m suspicious of you. Wait.  Are you saying that, when you told me you’d always uphold the Starfleet Oath... you actually meant that?

ROL: In all honesty, sir, my oath is probably the truest thing about me.

LORHROK: Then you can hardly have killed one of your fellow officers.

ROL: Is that so?

LORHROK: Was Amara a spy?  A villain?

ROL: Not as far as I know.  He was just an officer.  A skilled one, at that.

LORHROK: Then, no.  There’s no way to reconcile murdering him with following the Oath, to say nothing of regulations.

ROL: What if Mister Amara posed a clear and imminent threat to the safety of the entire Federation?

LORHROK: I thought he wasn’t a villain.

ROL: That doesn’t preclude him from being an existential threat to our existence.

LORHROK: I’m not sure what you’re getting at... but no.  No.  No matter what kind of trouble someone who wears our uniform has gotten himself into, if he’s a good and honest officer, there’s no excuse for killing him in cold blood.

ROL: (a little wistful) “A just society must go to any lengths to defend itself.”

LORHROK: That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.

ROL: (stunned) I’m... Excuse me?

LORHROK: What kind of a “just society” do you really have, if you just go around killing everybody who gets in the way?

ROL: (defensively) A safe one.

LORHROK: But not a just one. There’s... There’s a... Look, I’m not going to pretend I can point to it and say, “There!  There is the line!”, because I don’t think anyone can – but there is a line between defending paradise and destroying it, Rol.  Killing our people, even if we think we’re protecting the Federation, doesn’t uphold the Oath; it degrades it.

(Silence.)

ROL: So leaf subsides to leaf. So Eden sank to grief. So dawn goes down to day...

LORHROK: What?

ROL: (distractedly) A poem. I’m sorry; you’re quite right.

LORHROK: And?

ROL: And I need a moment to think.

(Lorhrok resumes his work. Long pause.)

LORHROK: Look, Rol.  If you’re in some kind of trouble – if there’s anything I can--

(The console beeps urgently.)

ROL: Nanomatrix reconstruction at one hundred percent.  I don’t believe it, sir.  You fixed it.

LORHROK: (pleased) So I did.

ROL: Now, let’s plug it in and find out--

(As if interrupted by another speaker, Rol pauses, then answers:)

ROL: Oh, it’s you. (displeased) No, not again.  It isn’t necessary.

LORHROK: Rol?

ROL: And if I refuse?

LORHROK: Rol?  Who are you talking--? Rol, put down the phaser.  Put it down, now.

ROL: (ironic; to the unseen voice) Ah.  I see.

SCENE 203-04

LOCATION: CORTEZ’S ROOM, KASS MEDICAL CENTER, UNION III

(Havaris Laren, Cortez’s physician, enters.)

LAREN: (gently) Captain Cortez?

CORTEZ: I... Yes?

LAREN: You have a visitor.

CORTEZ: Just one?

(Silence.)

CORTEZ: Show him in, please.

LAREN: (Whispering) You can come in now, Commander.

DOVAN: (muttered) Thank you.

(He steps into the room, following the doctor.  The door closes behind them.)

CORTEZ: (cheerfully) Number One.

DOVAN: (grim) You’ve never called me that before, Captain.

CORTEZ: Time to start. Where’s the rest of the senior staff?  We have a meeting to conduct.

(Silence.)

CORTEZ: (distantly) Doctor, could you give us a minute?

LAREN: (polite) Of course.  I’ll be back in twenty minutes for your yonarum injection.  And you remember you’re scheduled for another surgery in an hour?

CORTEZ: (very distantly) Of course.

(Laren exits. Silence.)

CORTEZ: Just say it, Commander, so I can hear it.

DOVAN: Captain... I’m sorry.

CORTEZ: (coldly) Who’s left?

DOVAN: Lorhrok.  And Doctor Sharp.

(Silence.)

CORTEZ: (grim) I’ll need to speak with your new chief of security.  And there’s an engineering diagnostician you’ll--

DOVAN: Lieutenant Yubari is the new chief of security, Captain.

CORTEZ: Really.  Brahms allowed that?

DOVAN: Well... not exactly.

CORTEZ: Then you know about the Anbar.

DOVAN: Actually, Captain, we were hoping you could shed some light on that. (cautiously) I don’t know if you’ve heard, but Captain Siresh is dead.

CORTEZ: Yes, I... I was aware of it. I’m sorry, Commander.  The yonarum helps with the pain, but it makes it difficult to... remember.

DOVAN: Then there’s nothing...?

CORTEZ: Not now.  Later.  Later. (Pause) Dovan, what happened?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: They hit us where I didn’t see it coming.  I...

CORTEZ: How many?

Dovan knows these numbers all too well.

DOVAN: Twelve in ground combat.  Twenty-six killed in space engagements, including all eighteen marines aboard the Kilimanjaro.  Thirty-three died of plague.  Total, seventy-one killed, twelve permanently wounded, ten on indefinite medical leave. I failed, Captain.

CORTEZ: Failed.

DOVAN: I promised, Captain.  I said I’d--

CORTEZ: --that you’d get them out alive.  I remember that. (pause) Dovan... Number One, do you remember the first time you came into my office?

DOVAN: (off-balance) Yes, Captain.

CORTEZ: Do you remember what I said about how I chose Mister Lorhrok?

DOVAN: You told me what kind of man he was.  That he’d crawl through every Jefferies Tube on a ship just to get to know her, that he’d court the Excelsior like a woman instead of studying her like a tin can.

CORTEZ: Character, Commander.  I told you about Alecz’s character.  That was what I looked for in my crew, I said.  I told you I wasn’t looking for good officers; I was looking for people who were ready to grow into something great. When you asked me that question – why did I choose someone like Mister Lorhrok? – I saw the real question you were asking. So, when I answered, I wasn’t talking about Lorhrok; I was talking about you. (pause) And now I know I made the right decision.

DOVAN: Captain--

CORTEZ: Number One, I never should have asked you for that promise.

(Silence)

CORTEZ: (deflating) I’d like some time now.  To mourn.

DOVAN: Yes, of course.

(Silence)

DOVAN: (sincerely) Thank you, Captain.

(Dovan exits.)

CORTEZ: I just wish I could forgive you.

SCENE 203-05

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE.

OPERATIONS: Mid-day field agent reports.

BRAHMS: Thank you, Operations. Has there been any word from our asset aboard the Excelsior?

OPERATIONS: None.

BRAHMS: Unfortunate. Command is yours.

(Brahms stands and crosses to his ready room.)

LOCATION: RENEGADE READY ROOM

BRAHMS: Computer, prepare the subspace transmitter for--

YUBARI: That’s far enough.

BRAHMS: Asuka.  It seems I underestimated your technical skill almost as much as I overestimated your loyalty.  How did you get in here?

YUBARI: The only important thing, General, is that I’m in here, and I have a gun.

BRAHMS: (friendly) I like the blue uniform.  It suits you.

YUBARI: The doctor I stole it from was about two sizes too small.  But she did have this antigrav gurney handy, so I guess it was a fair tradeoff.

BRAHMS: Shall we get to it, then?

YUBARI: I think so, yes.

(She stuns Brahms with the phaser.)

BRAHMS: (Grunts in pain/surprise)

(Brahms collapses.)

(Yubari drags him over to the gurney and lifts him on.)

YUBARI: Computer, open... emergency escape hatch Brahms One.

(A wall panel slides open.)

YUBARI: Thought so.

(She steps in with the gurney.)

LOCATION: RENEGADE TURBOLIFT

YUBARI: Computer, what is our position?

COMPUTER: Information restricted.

YUBARI: Can I reach Starbase Nine-One-One from this turbolift?

COMPUTER: Information restricted.

YUBARI: Computer, take me to Starbase 911, Berth Nine, Excelsior umbilical.

(The computer beeps affirmation.)

YUBARI: Oh, of course that works.

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

(A quiet alert starts beeping at operations station.)

TACTICAL: Operations, my board shows that the General just tripped the silent alarm.

OPERATIONS: Noted. (presses some buttons) And confirmed.  The alarm is active.

TACTICAL: I will investigate.

LOCATION: RENEGADE READY ROOM

(A door chime. Pause. Another chime.  Still no answer.)

(After a moment, the man outside inputs a security override, opens the door and steps in.)

TACTICAL: General, the silent alarm just--  General Brahms.

(He taps his combadge.)

TACTICAL: Security, this is Tactical.  I have a code four-seven-alpha in the General’s ready room.  The general has been abducted.  Repeat: the general has been abducted.

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

COMPUTER: Now entering Starbase Nine-One-One primary hull.

YUBARI: How far are we from the Excelsior?

COMPUTER: Travel distance three-point-eight kilometers.

PARKER: Parker to rogue turbolift.

(Silence.)

PARKER: Parker to rogue turbolift.  You are in violation of Starbase Nine-One-One traffic control policies.  Respond.

(Silence.)

PARKER: Lieutenant Yubari, if that’s you, be aware that there’s a turbolift following close behind you.  Two lifeforms inside.  We can’t do much from here, but we will make sure traffic is clear between you and the Excelsior.  The rest is up to you.

(The comm line is closed)

YUBARI: Thank you, Admiral.

BRAHMS: (regaining consciousness) Uhhhn...  What did you put in that phaser, Asuka?  I can’t move.

YUBARI: The gurney’s restraining field is on.  You won’t be able to move a muscle until I switch it off...  once you’re safely in our brig.

BRAHMS: You have no idea what’s begun here, do you?

YUBARI: As I recall, leaving me in the dark was all part of your plan, wasn’t it?

BRAHMS: Now that I’ve seen how you adapt to evolving circumstances in the field, you’ve only made me more certain our decision was the right decision.

YUBARI: “Our” decision?  Who else?

BRAHMS: Wouldn’t you rather find out on your own?

YUBARI: No.

BRAHMS: Well, my guess is that you’ll learn soon enough anyway.

(The turbolift slows.)

COMPUTER: Approaching U.S.S. Excelsior.

YUBARI: Head down, sir.

BRAHMS: I seem to have very little choice in that.

(The turbolift stops.  The doors open.  Just outside, the airlock doors do the same.  Yubari darts through with the gurney before the airlock is done opening.)

YUBARI: Coming through!

BRAHMS: Help!  I’m being kidnapped!  Arrest this woman!  Arrest this--!

(Brahms is silenced by a phaser blast from Yubari.)

BRAHMS: (surprised grunt) (falls unconscious)

YUBARI: Clear the way!  I have a medical emergency here!  Medical emergency!

(The pursuers’ turbolift arrives.  They give chase.)

TACTICAL: Everyone get on the ground!

(He fires his phaser down the hall.  It hits a wall panel, which explodes in a sparkling shower.)

YUBARI: Sunnuva--!  That phaser’s set to kill! Computer, seal off Deck Three, Section Sixteen!  Authorization Bezu-Two-Two-Seven!

(A forcefield flashes up.)

TACTICAL: The hallway’s been sealed.

OPERATIONS: (dry) Noted. Can you override?

TACTICAL: Give me two minutes, and I’ll have this ship’s entire security system throwing lightswitch raves.

OPERATIONS: That won’t be necessary.  Just drop the forcefield.

TACTICAL: Understood.

(He gets to work on a computer screen.)

OPERATIONS: (matter of fact) You will not surrender now, I presume.

YUBARI: No.

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(Yubari hits her combdage.)

YUBARI: Yubari to Dovan.

DOVAN: Dovan here!  Yubari!  The Admiral just--

YUBARI: I’ve taken General Brahms into custody.  I have two pursuers isolated in Deck Three, Section Sixteen – they’re about to override the security grid.

DOVAN: Never a wasted word with you, is there, Yubari? Computer, engage intruder control protocols, Deck Three, Section Sixteen!

COMPUTER: Error: There are no intruders in that section.

YUBARI: They’re Starfleet, sir!  The computer can’t read them as intruders because they’re ours!

OPERATIONS: Tactical, haste would be appreciated.

TACTICAL: That was already assumed.

DOVAN: Umm... I’m thinking here... Ah!  Computer, the intruders are Changelings!  They’re posing as Starfleet Officers in that section!  Deploy anesthezine gas now!

COMPUTER: Changeling override engaged.  Flooding specified section.

(Anesthezine gas rushes into the section.)

OPERATIONS: (coughing) Operations to Renegade.  Code seven: mission failed.

(He and Tactical slump to the deck.)

YUBARI: (takes a deep breath of relief)

DOVAN: Did that work?

YUBARI: Yes.  A little faster next time would be appreciated.

DOVAN: Not even a thank you?

YUBARI: How did you do that, anyway?  They’re not Founders, and there’s nothing to suggest that they are.

DOVAN: Back during the War, you could blame anything on Changeling infiltrators.  I gambled that Starfleet Security had never gotten around to deprogramming those protocols.

YUBARI: And if they had?

DOVAN: Two things are infinite, Lieutenant: the universe, and Starfleet paranoia.  Those protocols will still be in the main computer in a hundred years.

YUBARI: What do you want me to do with them?

DOVAN: Your pursuers?  Keep ‘em unconscious and have ‘em deposited quietly on the Starbase.  They’ll find their way home one way or another.  Then tighten security at all airlocks.

YUBARI: What do I tell the crew?  That this was an unscheduled security drill?

DOVAN: Nah.  Tell ‘em we were kidnapping a Starfleet Intelligence general.  Better yet, I’ll tell them.  Nothing throws tinfoil in the press’s radar like a good dose of complete honesty.  It’ll be a week before they figure out I was telling the truth, and by then this will all be over.

YUBAR: ...Understood, sir.  Yubari out. (to Brahms) Now, General, let’s see how you hold up on the other side of the interrogation table.

SCENE 203-06

LOCATION: VISTOR’S LOUNGE, KASS MEDICAL CENTER, UNION III

(Dr. Laren approaches Dovan.)

LAREN: Lieutenant Commander Dovan?

DOVAN: Yes?

LAREN: Would you come with me, please?

DOVAN: What is it?

LAREN: There were... complications with Captain Cortez’s latest surgery.

DOVAN: What?

LAREN: She’s dying.

SCENE 203-07

LOCATION: ROL’S QUARTERS

LORHROK: Lieutenant... put down the phaser.

ROL: I’m sorry, sir.  The decision is out of my hands now.  And I’m afraid I mean that quite literally.

LORHROK: Just set the phaser down on your desk and walk out that door, Rol.  You won’t get away with this if you do anything else.

ROL: Believe me, sir: I’m trying to do exactly that.  But, like I said, it’s--

(Rol fires the phaser, frying the chip.)

LORHROK: (distressed) The computer chip!

ROL: I’m sorry!  I didn’t mean to--

(Lorhrok injects Rol with a hypospray.)

ROL: (losing consciousness) ...do... that... ...uhhnn...

(Lorhrok releases Rol, who, unable to use any of his limbs, tumbles to the floor.)

(Silence.)

LORHROK: Great.  Now what am I supposed to do with you?

ROL: Wha...?  What did you do to me, sir?

LORHROK: A swiftly administered dose of oxalacaine – instant paralysis, complements of Doctor Sharp.  I didn’t walk in here entirely certain you’d let me walk out again.  Turns out I was right. Would you be interested in revising anything you’ve said so far in light of your current position?

ROL: I, uh... Well I did kill Leo Amara.

LORHROK: Believe it or not, I’d worked that bit out already.  I’ll bet you killed Commander Robins, too.  My question is why?

ROL: (sigh) You’re not going to believe the answer.

LORHROK: Probably because it’s not going to be true.

ROL: It would hardly be interesting if I were completely honest, now, would it?

LORHROK: (sigh) You can either be completely honest with me and I'll try to keep you from getting sent to prison for the rest of your life, or you can keep playing your silly games and start picking out curtains for your cell. Now get on with it.

ROL: Well, when you put it that way... I did kill Lieutenant Amara.  And Commander Robins.  But I can’t be held responsible for it.

LORHROK: How do you inject somebody with warp plasma by accident?

ROL: I didn’t say it was an accident.  I just said I wouldn’t be found guilty in court. You have a tricorder handy?

(Lorhrok pulls one out of his engineering kit.)

ROL: Good.  Run it over me.  Adjust it to scan for epsilon-band radiation.

LORHROK: (exasperated) There are no epsilon emissions in organic tissue.

ROL: Most organic tissue.

LORHROK: (reluctantly) Fine.

(Lorhrok makes the adjustments and runs the tricorder over Rol.  It immediately starts beeping an alert.)

LORHROK: Spast! What is that stuff?

ROL: Why don’t you take a closer look?  Zoom in on one of my thyroid cells.  Check the gene at... seven-q-thirty-one.

(Lorhrok presses a few buttons.)

LORHROK: Some kind of... nanobot.  It’s hijacked your RNA... using it to create... Well, whatever that is, it isn’t protein.

ROL: There’s a lot of junk code in the human genome, Lieutenant.  Quite a bit of space for rewrites.

LORHROK: You’re saying you’re genetically enhanced?  Did you kill Amara to keep that a secret?  Is that what was on the chip?

ROL: Yes, yes, and yes.  But you’re not there yet.  Look closer.  The underside of the nanite.  You’ll find some writing there.

(Lorhrok adjusts a few more controls.)

LORHROK: Yoyodyne Cybernetics...Yoyodyne?  The defense contractor?  But... genetic enhancement is illegal.  No one that big could possibly be involved in something like this.

ROL: True, actually.  Even if they wanted to — and they don’t — no corporation could get away with something illegal of this scale in the Federation. Unless it were legal.  Say, if someone made an exception.

LORHROK: Who?  Who could make an exception like that?

ROL: Just a little further now, sir.  Read the letters underneath.

LORHROK: It says, “S.P.-One-One-Seven-D.S.P.-S.I.-S.F.H.Q.”

ROL: Special Project One-Seventeen, Department of Special Projects, Starfleet Intelligence, Starfleet Headquarters. Surprise!  I’m a special project!

LORHROK: Genetic enhancements?

ROL: Not enhancements, exactly.  Genetic control.

LORHROK: You lost me there.

ROL: I’ll make it simple: let’s just say those nanites enhance me in many ways, but they have a considerable influence over my free will.  Yes, I killed Leo Amara and David Robins, but I was under orders to do so, and my superiors had no intention of giving me a choice.

LORHROK: That’s... that’s insane.

ROL: Which is why you’d never believe it if you weren’t standing over me right now staring at the evidence.

LORHROK: (skeptical) And they told you to kill me just now.  And took over your body to do it.

ROL: Well... It’s a great deal more complicated than that.  Suffice to say that the urge seems to have passed, and I don’t expect it to return until I receive new orders from my superior.

LORHROK: And who is that superior?

ROL: A man named... Brahms.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Security will be by shortly to pick you up.

ROL: Are you having me arrested?

LORHROK: You’ll be detained on my authority until I can speak to the acting captain about... about all this.

(Pause.)

ROL: I understand.  When will this paralysis wear off?

LORHROK: About an hour.  Maybe more, maybe less. (Pause.) You know, before you tried to shoot me, Rol, I was about to offer my help if you were in any kind of trouble. (Pause) That offer stands.  I choose to believe you.  No matter how big this Brahms man is, I’m with you.  And I intend to get Commander Dovan behind you, too. But if you’re lying to me, about any of it, I’ll charge you with both murders and let a public trial work it out.

ROL: After everything we’ve been through, that’s... that’s very generous of you, Lieutenant. I’ll do the right thing.  I promise: I’ll do the right thing.

(Lorhrok exits.)

ROL: (exasperated) But what part of “wheels within wheels” did he not understand?  Read between the lines! (sighs) Computer, begin new personal log entry. Rol, Entry Five-Thirteen.  As a result of a recent conversation, I have adopted a new mission objective.

SCENE 203-08

LOCATION: CORTEZ’S ROOM, UNION III

(Dovan rushes into the room through the door. The heart monitor is still active and steady.)

DOVAN: Captain! I came as soon as the doctor—

CORTEZ: Commander Dovan.  Just the man I wanted to see.

DOVAN: Captain?  They told me...  They told me...

CORTEZ: That after three weeks and God knows how many surgeries, I’ve finally run into “catastrophic complications?”  That, even now, my new heart is shutting down?  That I’ll be dead within the hour? Yes, that’s all true enough.

DOVAN: You--

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Now, I may be dying, but I still have one more duty, and it’s very important that you listen closely. I’ve remembered everything I can about the Anbar.  But they’ve ramped up my painkiller dosage, and my memory is...  It isn’t good.  I can’t... Just, take this.

(Dovan picks up a padd and clicks once.)

DOVAN: One-one-four mark three-eight-eight mark eight... is this is a course heading?

CORTEZ: Yes.  From the, um... the Gateway.  Fifty... no, sixty-seven light-years.  Brahms will try to stop you.  He thinks he’s right, but he isn’t.  You have to get there and find... And find... Damn!

DOVAN: What is it, Captain?  What do we have to find?

CORTEZ: I can’t remember.  All I have is a name, bouncing around inside my head.  I’m not even sure it’s related.

DOVAN: Who?

CORTEZ: Is there anyone on the Excelsior with the name “Dexter Remmick”?

DOVAN: Not that I’m aware of.  Certainly not during our last mission. I’ll look it up anyways.

CORTEZ: Good. There.  Now that that’s done.  Time for my last wishes. Catch.

(She tosses something through the air.  Dovan catches it, surprised.)

DOVAN: Captain?

CORTEZ: I was told earlier today that they gave you my ship.

(Cortez’s heartbeat monitor begins to slow.)

DOVAN: It’s true.

CORTEZ: But they didn’t give you a rank that fits the Excelsior. I always figured I’d serve my first thirty years as a model officer, then spend my old age thumbing my nose at the Admiralty, but I guess I’m starting early.  There’s a gold pip in the box.  Congratulations on your promotion, Commander.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Captain... why?

CORTEZ: Well, first things first, why don’t rephrase your question to something a little more... candid?  You’d like to know how the hell somebody like Alcar Dovan ended up running one of the most powerful ships in Starfleet.

DOVAN: Heh.  Maybe that’s part of it.

CORTEZ: The question you should be asking is “How do any of us?” Stop worrying, Commander.  You’ll do fine.

DOVAN: Thank you, Captain. Do you have any... advice for me?

CORTEZ: Yes.  Practice your kadis-kot game.  You were terrible.

DOVAN: (snort) Hmph.

CORTEZ: In all seriousness, Commander, I just gave you my best advice: don’t let yourself worry, or that chair will swallow you up and tear you to pieces, and there’s not anything anyone can to do to save you then.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: We could have made a terrific team.

CORTEZ: It wasn’t ours to have.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Dovan... I just felt the first twinge of pain.  It’s starting. Please... when you’re out there, wandering… the starry seas... Remember me.

DOVAN: I’m right here, Captain.

CORTEZ: No, Commander. You see... I’ve always wanted to die... alone.

DOVAN: (surprised) I see. Understood, Captain. Understood.

DOVAN: (firmly, almost confidently) Captain Cortez, It has been both an honor and a privilege to have served with you. Peace, and long life.

CORTEZ: And you, Alcar Dovan.  Live long, and prosper.

(Dovan exits.  He begins to walk away down the corridor, walking at an even pace, his feet clicking quietly against the floor.  We can still hear the muffled heart monitor as he leaves.  It continues to wind down, until it finally goes flat.)

(Long pause.)

(Dovan resumes his even step towards the door.  The heart-monitor continues to flatline.  As the door at the end of the corridor closes behind Dovan, everything fades out.)


2.4 The Manchurian Officer


SCENE 204-01

LOCATION: STARBASE 911 – BERTH NINE

DOVAN: First Officer’s Log, final entry. Character, you said. (pause) People who were ready who were ready to grow into something great. (pause) I wish the Excelsior’s new commander were more like you. (pause) Goodbye, Captain. Goodbye... Rachel.

(long pause)

Begin Captain’s Log.  Today’s stardate.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR INTERROGATION ROOM

(Dovan enters.)

BRAHMS: Ah, Commander Dovan.

DOVAN: General Brahms.  We meet at last.

BRAHMS: Actually, Commander, we meet again.

DOVAN: Again--? (pause) You’re that dsokdpach I spoke to on subspace!

BRAHMS: Guilty as charged. (pause) Though that is the only charge on which you’ll find me guilty. On that subject: have any charges been filed against me, or are you holding me illegally?

YUBARI: We’re following all the same procedures you followed when you detained me, General.  Does that answer your question?

BRAHMS: Touché.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (calmly, but vaguely threatening) Lieutenant Yubari, if you’ll wait outside, please?  I’d like to speak with the General... directly, for a few minutes.  Alone.

YUBARI: Sir, regulations--

DOVAN: (Interrupting) I’m not asking, Lieutenant.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: So even you aren’t above indulging in a few... shades of gray?

DOVAN: (Calmly) Ms. Yubari, you are a damned impertinent officer -- and that means something, coming from me.  But of all the things you do that would drive a more uptight officer mad, the only one that really bothers me is that smirk of yours.  Work on it. Now, get out.

YUBARI: Sir.

(She exits.)

(Silence.)

DOVAN: General, we can do this the easy way or the easy way.  Turns out some short-sighted bureaucrat who worked on the Federation Charter gave rights to people like you, so the hard way is out.

BRAHMS: I believe those rights included having a witness present at all interrogations, to prevent abuse.

DOVAN: Yes, well, I’ve never really been one for following the exact letter of the law.

BRAHMS: This goes a bit beyond violating some arcane bylaw, Commander.

DOVAN: Well, the spirit of the law’s flexible, too.

BRAHMS: “Flexible?”  Interesting. I’m afraid you won’t get very much out of me without bending the law a lot further than that, Mister Dovan.  I’ll say no more than what honor requires of me as a Starfleet officer.

DOVAN: Ha.  Honor, from you. That is supposed to be funny, right?

BRAHMS: Commander, I graduated from the same Academy and swore the same oath you did.

DOVAN: Then you broke it.

BRAHMS: That depends on how you interpret the oath.

DOVAN: No doubt.  In fact, I’m thinking of using the same interpretation of the Dominion War Detainee Treatment Act to hit you in your face right now.

BRAHMS: Physical violence is unlikely to produce any results.  You’ll only feel guilty about it later.

DOVAN: I’m not sure whether that means you don’t know me at all or you know me too well.

BRAHMS: Perhaps both. (impatient) Is this an interrogation or afternoon tea?

DOVAN: (serious again; abrupt) The first.  General Brahms, what’s going on?

BRAHMS: (dry) A surprisingly insightful question from you, Commander.

DOVAN: And?

BRAHMS: And, as a matter of national security, I’m not at liberty to discuss it with you.

DOVAN: Excellent!

BRAHMS: Really?  How so?

DOVAN: I already have very good evidence implicating you in the murders of Leo Amara and David Robins, General.  I’m meeting with my chief engineer after this.  He says he has enough evidence to close the case, and he did not suggest that I release you in the meantime. I don’t like you, General.  You kidnapped my chief of security, and that’s a terrible way to make a first impression with me.  If you don’t breath one word about what’s going on, then that’s your one chance at exoneration right out the window. (He stands) Now, if you’ll excuse me--

BRAHMS: (Interrupting) You make a very compelling argument, Mister Dovan.

(Pause. Dovan sits back down.)

BRAHMS: Well played. I can’t tell you very much, Commander.  But I can tell you this: If your people are the least bit competent, you’ll have everything you need to know--with or without my help--in the next forty-five minutes.  Perhaps sooner. Once your senior staff has put all the pieces together--if they haven’t already--someone is going to come to you and tell you a story. It’s a good story, full of brave men and hard times and dark deeds.  Deeds... ...deeds worthy of song.  (pause) The story also happens to be true. But when you’re listening to it, I want you to consider a couple of points.  Consider them very carefully.  First: it does not explain why we cracked down so hard when our officer, Asuka Yubari, defected to your ship.

DOVAN: I’d hardly call a simple division transfer a defection.

BRAHMS: Call it what you will, Commander; our reaction to it did not fit the crime.  Not in the incomplete framework in which you’re considering it.  Second... the story will probably explain how Leo Amara was killed, and who killed him.  But it will not explain why Amara was murdered. You cannot understand this week’s killings without understanding the Sword of Damocles.

DOVAN: The Sword of Damocles... I’ve heard that code name before.

BRAHMS: (skeptical) Really?

DOVAN: Yeah.  In a report somewhere. I can’t remember where. Or why. I don’t know what it is.

BRAHMS: I’m only asking you to remember exactly that: you don’t know all the pieces that are in play.

DOVAN: You could explain it to me.  You do seem to be the key to all this.

BRAHMS: (dry, ironic chuckle) Oh, but what good is the right key in the wrong door, Commander?

(Short pause)

DOVAN: (abruptly) What’s on heading one-one-four mark three-eight-eight mark eight?

BRAHMS: (stunned; almost a whisper) How do you know that course?

DOVAN: Captain Cortez gave it to me.  Right before she died, she said that I needed to go there.  That you’d try to stop me, but that you were wrong.

BRAHMS: That does not make sense, Commander.

DOVAN: Seems pretty clear to me.

BRAHMS: A few hours before she was first injured on Valandria, Captain Cortez gave me very specific instructions: there’d been a breach.  Take drastic measures.  Prevent catastrophe. That’s exactly what I--what we--did.

DOVAN: You can’t possibly expect me to believe that Captain Cortez ordered these killings.

BRAHMS: Captain Cortez was a... “tough cookie,” Commander.  When it came down to it, she never shrank from her duty. A few months ago, she shot her own captain dead in front of the entire bridge crew and assumed command.

DOVAN: (numbly) Sharvah Siresh.

BRAHMS: (sighing a little) It seems the security of that operation was not nearly as airtight as my division asked it to be.

DOVAN: (angry) I’m not just going to take your word for this, General.

BRAHMS: (angry) So instead you’re going to take the word of the drug-addled woman you watched die less than an hour ago? Her veins were filled to bursting with Yonarum.  She probably had no idea what’s out there!

DOVAN: (angry) What makes you so sure?

BRAHMS: (intense) Because I know what’s out there!

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Don’t follow that course heading until we’ve spoken again, Commander.  Too much depends on it.

DOVAN: I’ll do anything I think I have to. However... we will speak again about this.  And soon.

BRAHMS: I look forward to it.

DOVAN: You shouldn’t.

(Dovan stands.)

BRAHMS: (reflective) Do you know what the great conceit of fiction is, Dovan?

DOVAN: (unhesitating) Sesquipedalianity. (Pause.) Latin for “lots of big words.”

BRAHMS: The conceit of fiction is that it presumes to have an ending.  I keep learning that the real world doesn’t work that way.

DOVAN: You’re wrong.  Your story does have an ending, Brahms.  You’re an accessory to murder, and a damned liar to boot.  One way or another, whether you help me or not, you’re going to prison.  You’ll die there.

BRAHMS: Do not presume to judge me, Commander.  You don’t know what you’re dealing with.

DOVAN: Is that a threat?

BRAHMS: That depends on you.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Sleep poorly, General.  May your dreams disturb you.

BRAHMS: Always.

(Dovan exits.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIG AREA

(Dovan stops after the door closes again.)

YUBARI: Sir?

DOVAN: Well, the arm is a lost cause, but he might be able to keep the eye if you get him to sickbay quickly.

YUBARI: What?

DOVAN: Kidding, Yubari.  I didn’t lay a hand on him.  Get him back to his cell.

YUBARI: Hm.  He’s lucky you’re in command and not me.

DOVAN: Why, Lieutenant!  That’s the closest thing to a compliment I’ve ever heard from you.

YUBARI: I only meant--

DOVAN: I know what you meant.  Now, get to it.

(Dovan walks out into the corridor)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(A team of engineers is doing repair work of some kind. Dovan stops to inspect their handiwork)

DOVAN: Ho, there!  What seems to be the trouble with this bulkhead?

(An officer turns off his plasma torch.)

RENEGADE OPERATIONS OFFICER: Ensign Shinnalen ch'Dunn, Commander. I am in charge of this repair team from the Sizemore.

DOVAN: Oh, another group of Sizemores.  Pass my compliments on to your captain.  Er--Admiral.

OPERATIONS: Noted, sir. We are... “chasing a bug” through the Excelsior’s bio-neural relay system.  We have isolated it at this time, and expect full systems restoration within the hour.  There may be a brief power interruption on this deck during the purge.

DOVAN: Understood.  Thank you, Ensign; carry on.

OPERATIONS: Sir.

(He salutes and  crouches down to resume his work.)

(Dovan turns away and heads down the corridor, humming a song called “Nothing Gold Can Stay”.)

OPENING CREDITS

DOVAN: Space. The final frontier. These are the voyages of the-- Oh, who am I kidding? This is the Starship Excelsior.  We use an ancient Gateway to explore the farthest reaches of the galaxy.  Our assignment is to find out what we can and come back alive. The rest is rhetoric.

NARRATOR: Tonight’s episode: Murder in the Blue Morgue, Part Four: “The Manchurian Officer”.

SCENE 204-02

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior flies by.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Yubari enters and strides straight over to Sharp.)

YUBARI: Doctor.

SHARP: Lieutenant Yubari!  Welcome to my humble sickbay.

YUBARI: I want something for a headache.

SHARP: Why?  Do you have a headache?

YUBARI: (Loudly) Yes!

SHARP: Hm.  How long have you had these symptoms?

YUBARI: Forty-seven minutes.

SHARP: Exactly forty-seven minutes?  Mmm-hm.

(Sharp loads a hypospray)

SHARP: Want to talk about it?

YUBARI: Oh, at last, my childhood dream comes true!  Someone close to me wants to talk about my feelings!

SHARP: (sarcastic) Sarcasm’s a new trick for you, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: I don’t see how.

SHARP: I was being... never mind. Is it Brahms?

YUBARI: If you already knew why I had a headache, why did you ask?

(Sharp finishes preparing the hypo and walks over to Yubari.)

SHARP: I’ll bet you’d really like to punch him through a wall right now. Let me see your neck.

(Sharp administers the analgesic injection.)

YUBARI: No!  That’s the problem: I don’t want to hit him! And that just makes me want to hit him even more!

SHARP: That’s... Yes, I can see where that would be trying.

YUBARI: I don’t understand.  The General saved my life.  I was unconscious and bleeding to death, and he dragged me out of the middle of a firefight.  And that’s not the only way he saved me--he saved me from myself more ways than I can count. Yes, I failed as a spy.  But I’ve done a lot worse.  Nobody died this time.  So why did he react so differently this time?  What did I do wrong?

SHARP: (sincerely; empathetic) I’m sure it’s not your fault, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: You don’t know that.  You have no idea what my life has been, what his life is.  And what’s more, I didn’t ask you.

(Yubari spins away and exits quickly. Pause.)

SHARP: (thoughtful) There should be a personality section on the Academy Entrance Exam.

SCENE 203-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIG

BRAHMS: I wouldn’t worry, Lieutenant.  We’ve broken out of worse prisons than this before.

ROL: Correction.  I’ve broken out of worse prisons than this before.  You weren’t exactly yourself by the time we finally got out of Z’ydd.

BRAHMS: Perhaps not. (smiling) But at least I didn’t have that ridiculous beard.

(They both chuckle. Rol sighs)

BRAHMS: (Seriously) Something’s wrong, isn’t it?

ROL: I’ve always loved that about you, Isaac.  I never have to tell you anything.  You already know.

BRAHMS: (wry) Knowing things is my business. (pause) (gravely)Has there been another breach?

ROL: Not... not as such. (pause) I met someone, Isaac.  Someone special.

BRAHMS: This wouldn’t have anything to do with why you couldn’t stand up when they dragged you in here, would it?

ROL: Ah, Doctor Sharp’s famous twelve cee-cee instant paralysis cocktail.  Yes, it does. I guess that’s an odd way for me to introduce Alecz Lorhrok.

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Junior Grade Alecz Lorhrok.  Chief Engineer.

ROL: Full Lieutenant.  Promoted today.  I’d say he’s on track to be the new First Officer.

BRAHMS: (Surpried) Really?  That’s... This Dovan is becoming a very interesting adversary.

ROL: An adversary?  Has it come to that?

BRAHMS: I hear a note of reluctance in your question.  A sentimental attachment?  At this stage?

ROL: I hardly know the man.  He’s a good commander, although he doesn’t want to admit it – but no, I don’t have personal feelings for him.

BRAHMS: What about Mister Lorhrok?

ROL: Lieutenant Lorhrok is a naïve, self-righteous, moralizing child who parades about under the delusion that he has any idea what he’s talking about.

BRAHMS: Then I’m afraid I don’t quite understand your problem.

ROL: The problem is... he believes it, Isaac.  Alecz Lorhrok is an idealist.

BRAHMS: What do you mean?

ROL: I mean – an actual, honest-to-God idealist!  Here!  At this hour of the day! That changes everything!

BRAHMS: (confused): I don’t... Has he learned anything?

ROL: Of course not.  You know my genetic controls prevent me from divulging anything about my genetic controls.

BRAHMS: You mean he injected you with a paralyzing agent and arrested you on pure suspicion?

ROL: Well, not quite.  I did vaporize an incriminating computer chip right in front of him.

BRAHMS: I can see where he would find that suspicious.  You’re sure he learned nothing from the chip?

ROL: I’m sure.  He injected me as soon as I fired, then left without another word between us.  The next people I saw were the brig guards he’d sent to pick me up.

BRAHMS: Good.  There was quite a bit of detail about the Sword of Damocles on that chip.  That information already killed Mister Amara.  I don’t want to see the same happen to anyone else. I still don’t understand your problem.

ROL: Don’t you see, Isaac? Alecz believes in the Federation.  It’s not just a pleasant veneer he plasters over his real choices, his real beliefs.  He won’t throw it all away if times get desperate enough.  Alecz Lorhrok will follow the highest ideals of the Federation, even if it leads him and all the rest of us into the pits of Hell.

BRAHMS: He sounds like the most dangerous sort of man.  What are you going to do about him?

ROL: No!  No, Isaac!  Don’t you see?  Alecz Lorhrok is me, ten years ago.  Before--

(Silence.)

BRAHMS: Before the Loval mission.  Before--

ROL: (finishing) Before Faith. (pause) I changed that day, Isaac.

BRAHMS: You changed for the better.  You toughened.  You learned.  You grew.  It hurt, but you grew.

ROL: No, I didn’t.  And you know I’ve never thought so. That was the day I learned what the world was really like.  It was the day I learned that the person I was was too big for the world, so I shrank in order to fit myself into reality.

BRAHMS: Yes, that’s it.  Reality.  You accepted the world that existed and stopped living in one that didn’t.  That’s growth.

ROL: Maybe someday I can be forgiven for thinking so. But Alecz Lorhrok proves I was wrong. If there’s just one person out there who believes as I once did--that you just do what’s right and let the chips fall where they may--one person who isn’t, deep down, a traitor to the Federation--then maybe I’m not the crazy one.  Maybe it’s the rest of the world that’s lost touch with reality!

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: How long have we been friends, Lieutenant?  Twenty years?

ROL: Depends whether you count Z’ydd or not.

BRAHMS: A long time, by any standard.  In all those years, you’ve never stopped surprising me.

ROL: What, with my naïveté?

BRAHMS: (fondly) Yes. But not to worry.  There will be many chances for us to talk after this is over. For now--do you have the time?

ROL: Yes.  (consults a timepiece) Uh, oh-five-fifty-five hours.

BRAHMS: Then, for now... stand back.

ROL: What’s happening?

BRAHMS: (confidently) The usual.

SCENE 204-04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(Dovan is clicking through a padd at his desk.)

DOVAN: Lords of Kobol.  This is crazy.

(He sets the padd down and stands up. The doorbell chimes.)

DOVAN: Is that you, Number One?

(The door slides open.)

LORHROK: You’ve never called me that before, sir.

DOVAN: Time to start.  Come in. I wonder if the Captain ever looked out this window and saw what I see.

LORHROK: Saw what, sir?

DOVAN: Spacedock.  It’s... incredible.

DOVAN: You’re early, Mister Lorhrok.  Have a-- You look like hell, Lieutenant.  Trouble sleeping?

LORHROK: (smiling grimly) You could say that. With all due respect, sir, you don’t look so good yourself.

DOVAN: (smiling back) I plead the Seventh Guarantee. (grimly) You heard?

LORHROK: (equally grim) I did.  Have the services been scheduled yet?

DOVAN: Her will stipulates that the body be buried on the world where she died.  Admiral Parker is making the arrangements.  I’ll be scheduling the onboard memorial service as soon as this... this thing plays itself out.

LORHROK: Did she... did she tell you anything about Captain Siresh?

DOVAN: The drugs were affecting her memory.  She either couldn’t or wouldn’t say anything about him, except that she knew he was dead.

LORHROK: (reluctantly) That seems like a convenient failure of her memory.

DOVAN: (curtly) If Captain Cortez killed anyone--a Starfleet officer or anybody else--she had a good reason.

(Awkward silence.)

LORHROK: You know, a few days ago, the very idea of Starfleet officers killing one another would have appalled you.

DOVAN: It still does.  But it’s been that kind of week. (sighs quietly)

LORHROK: Speaking of Starfleet officers killing one another... have you read my report?

DOVAN: Just finished it.  Alex Bevoney Rol, genetically engineered hypno-killer and super-spy.  I was standing at the window musing about the insanity of it right before you came in. (breath) Do you believe him?

LORHROK: (firmly) I do, sir.  I saw the evidence myself: whatever nanomechs are in his cell nuclei could compromise his free will in exactly the way he describes. (hesitant pause) What’s more, Alex Rol is a Starfleet officer and a shipmate.  I owe him my trust, as far as I can give it to him, for those reasons alone. (long pause) Do you believe him?

(Silence.)

DOVAN: No. (Pause) No, I don’t believe a word of it. (pause) But I believe you, Lieutenant.  Captain Cortez chose you to be a member of this crew.  Whatever else I know about her, I know that she was a good judge of... of character.

LORHROK: (half-smiling) I think I’ve heard this speech before.

DOVAN: (smiling back) I think you have.  Then let me just skip to the end: I trust you, Lieutenant, and I trust your instincts.  I’ll give you the leeway to work with Alex Rol as you see fit. Just be careful.  I don’t know what side he is working for, but I suspect the answer is going to surprise us all.

LORHROK: Aye, aye, Captain.

DOVAN: (casually but seriously) Don’t call me that. Oh, and, when you leave, Lieutenant, be sure to thank the Sizemore for sending over another repair team.  I know they’ve been almost overwhelmed with their own repairs after the bombing.

LORHROK: Sir?  There’s no Sizemore repair team aboard right now.  We haven’t put in a work order for an external repair team in days.

DOVAN: Well, tell that to the team I just ran into working on the power conduits on Deck Seventeen.

LORHROK: (horrified) Deck Seventeen?

DOVAN: Yes, Deck Seventeen.  Wh-- The brig.

(Lorhrok slaps his combadge.)

LORHROK: Lorhrok to the brig!

(The power in the room fluctuates.)

DOVAN: Engineering!  This is Dovan!  Report!

ADOW: We just lost the bio-neural relays on decks sixteen, seventeen, and eighteen, Cap.  Looks like the base monkeys screwed it up again.

LORHROK: (quietly) She was a base monkey not six weeks ago!

DOVAN: (quietly) Never mind that now. (to Adow) Crewman Adow, confirm power failure, Deck Seventeen!

(Pause.)

ADOW: Confirmed!  Somethin’ wrong?

DOVAN: Get security down there!  NOW!

SCENE 204-05

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR – DECK 17 – CORRIDOR NEAR BRIG

(The spy from the Renegade, “Operations,” finishes using an engineering tool and taps his commbadge.)

RENEGADE OPERATIONS: Tactical: this is Operations.

RENEGADE TACTICAL: Tactical reads you five-by-five, Operations.  Your status?

OPERATIONS: Code four: secondary objective complete.  Awaiting orders.

TACTICAL: I know.  We’ve witnessed the power failures from here in the Jefferies Tubes.  How long until their response teams arrive?

OPERATIONS: Estimate two-point-five minutes before Excelsior crew becomes aware of illicit act—

(A turbolift stops. Yubari leaps out.)

YUBARI: (Shouting) On the floor, traitors!

(She fires, striking one of the faux “engineers” who falls.  The computer, detecting weapons fire, engages red alert.)

OPERATIONS: Excelsior security response in progress.  Proceed immediately.  Operations out. (addressing his men; loudly) Get down!  Fan out and return fire!

(Phaser fire fills the corridor.)

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR – DECK 17 - JEFFERIES TUBES

(A confused “Tactical” presses his commbadge.)

TACTICAL: Operations?

(Nothing.  He presses again.)

TACTICAL: Operations!

(Silence)

TACTICAL: Gentlemen, it seems our job just became rather more difficult.  However, as you all know, this is nothing to one of the General’s training exercises.

(The men chuckle--quietly.)

TACTICAL: Move out.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIG

(Phaser fire can be heard dimly through the walls; the red alert klaxon is quietly continuing.)

ROL: What’s going on?  (to Brahms)  Isaac? What about Dovan?  How are you going to stop the Sword of Damocles if you don’t even talk to him?

BRAHMS: As a great man once said, “I’m a soldier, not a diplomat.” (pause) But I will speak with Mister Dovan.  I want you to tell him that.  Everything that I said, I meant.  I simply cannot allow something so important to be negotiated on his terms.  Not with so much at stake.  You understand.

ROL: I-- I don’t think you should do this.  It’s only going to make convincing him more difficult.

BRAHMS: (surprised) You’re not one to make excuses for your moral qualms, old friend. I don’t have time to discuss it now.  They’ll be here—

(A power conduit in the far wall of the brig explodes.)

TACTICAL: (distantly relieved) General. Your status?

BRAHMS: I’m well.  My stay here has been rather more productive than anticipated. What took you?

TACTICAL: Your lieutenant, Yubari, caused some... difficulties. She must have been a good agent.

BRAHMS: (gently) She still is.  Just on the wrong side. We should go.

TACTICAL: Of course, sir.  Will Mister Rol be accompanying us?

BRAHMS: No.  He’s going to deliver a message for me.

TACTICAL: I understand.  Follow me, sir.

(Tactical disappears back into the tube, crawling away.  Brahms walks over to the tube.)

ROL: Isaac--

BRAHMS: I’ll see you soon, Lieutenant.

(Brahms disappears into the hatch.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – DECK 17 – CORRIDOR NEAR BRIG

(Heavy phaser fire exchange.)

TACTICAL: Tactical to Operations; come in, Operations.

(Operations taps his badge to acknowledge.)

OPERATIONS: Speak.

[YUBARI: (in background while Tactical and Operations discuss) Keep firing! Yubari to team seven!  I need you in position on their rear flank now, Mister Karash!  Yes, that’s an order! Yubari out! Utok!  Keep working on those containment systems!  And where are those hand-lights?  I can’t see a damn thing in here with the power going on and off!]

TACTCAL: We’ve almost reached the beamout site, but we can’t get out.  The Excelsior has raised shields.  Can you fight your way to Engineering without inflicting too many casualties on these people?

OPERATIONS: That won’t be necessary.  One moment.

(He taps a control on the wall.)

(There is an explosion!  The whole deck rocks. Several of the Excelsior security officers yell or scream in fear and surprise.)

YUBARI: Hold your ground!  Keep firing!  What was that?

OPERATIONS: (calmly) Operations to Renegade.  Code eight: objective complete.  Excelsior aft shield generator has been compromised; energize when ready.

(A moment later, the entire infiltration team beams away.)

(Eerie silence.)

DOVAN: Yubari!  What’s happened?  What was that explosion?

YUBARI: They... they’re gone.

DOVAN: What?  How?

YUBARI: We made a mistake.

DOVAN: We did?

YUBARI: We designed our security to keep one man in. We needed to keep a dozen men out. Brahms isn’t a soldier, sir.  He’s a leader.  We can’t forget that again.

SCENE 204-06

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The secondary red alert alarm is still pulsing away quietly in the background.)

DOVAN: (tense) How’re those coordinates coming, Lorhrok?

LORHROK: (just as tense) Doing our best, sir. Simon, shift sensor resolution to two-twenty-four.

(Simon looks for and presses the appropriate buttons.)

SIMON WESTLAKE: Uh... Got it, sir.

(The turbolift doors open.  Rol and Yubari step onto the bridge.)

DOVAN: Lieutenants. Yubari, report.

ROL: Sir--

DOVAN: A moment, Mister Rol.  I need to find out what the damage is.

YUBARI: Nobody under my command was seriously wounded, sir.  Brahms’s people were using stun, same as we were.

DOVAN: I guess that makes them civilized barbarians, doesn’t it?

ROL: Captain--

DOVAN: Don’t call me that.  You have something for me?

ROL: A message.  From Isaa-- I mean, from the General.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Let’s hear it.

ROL: He still wants--still needs--to speak with you about the... (pause) ...about the Sword of Damocles.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Does he?  Odd way of showing affection for me.

ROL: I really don’t think his concern is born of affection, sir.

DOVAN: (dry) I think you’re probably right. Do you believe he’s telling the truth?

ROL: I do, sir.

DOVAN: Mister Lorhrok.  What do you--?

LORHROK: (interrupting curtly) Yes.

DOVAN: Then it’s decided. (pause) Of course, that doesn’t change anything right now.  We’re still bringing him in on two counts of murder.

ROL: (confused) But, sir, Brahms didn’t kill Amara and Robins.  I--

DOVAN: You were the murder weapon, Mister Rol, not the murderer.  As far as I’m concerned, you have about as much complicity in this case as a candlestick. Right, Number One?

(Short pause.)

LORHROK: (meaningfully, but trying to appear casual) Right.

WESTLAKE: Alecz, I have something!  Coordinates!

LORHROK: Let me... Yes.  Yes, this is good, Simon.  Real good.

DOVAN: (intent) Do we have them?  Where did they beam to?

(Lorhrok checks over the coordinates on screen.)

LORHROK: (confused) It looks like... it looks like they beamed into open space.

DOVAN: Well, that can’t be right. Check the sensor logs.  Were any ships in that spot when they beamed out?  Shuttlecraft, worker bees, surprisingly conspicuous Romulan Warbird?

(Simon does so.)

WESTLAKE: ...No.  No, there’s nothing.

LORHROK: How about... Rol.  You wouldn’t happen to know anything about detecting cloaked starships, would you?

ROL: As a matter of fact, yes, I do.  (tongue-in-cheek) An extension class at the Academy, of course.

LORHROK: Of course. Give me a hand.

(Rol commences modifying the sensor grid.)

ROL: (distractedly) There are a few basic tricks that will allow standard sensors to penetrate a weak cloak...

LORHROK: (looking on) That’s “basic,” is it?

ROL: There.  Give it a try.

(Lorhrok activates the modified sensors, which execute a quick sensor sweep.)

LORHROK: (satisfied) There we are. (pause) Spast!  Nothing!

DOVAN: It’s alright, Lieutenant.  We couldn’t seriously expect a Starfleet vessel to be using a cloaking device.  Helm, begin scanning for a warp trail we can follow.  Science station--

LORHROK: Hold on a minute, sir.  Simon, what’s the range on our sensors?

WESTLAKE: They’re configured to scan for one light year, I think.

LORHROK: No, I meant the minimum range.

WESTLAKE: Uh... Fifty meters?

LORHROK: That sounds right.  And it would be just enough...

(He begins reconfiguring the sensor array again.)

DOVAN: Lieutenant?

(The computer beeps in affirmation.)

LORHROK: Yes!  I’ve got one cloaked ship holding position right above our engineering hull.  It’s a tiny little thing, less than half the size of the Defiant.  They’d be brushing our shields if they got any closer.  Clever place to hide.

DOVAN: We have them!  Mr. Rol, Ms. Yubari, meet me in transporter room--

LORHROK: Sir, I’m afraid it is my duty as first officer to remind you that your place is on the bridge.

DOVAN: I-- (disappointed) Oh. (reluctant) Alright.  Take an away team.  Get over there.  Bring back Brahms.

LORHROK: Will do, sir.  He has a lot to answer for. A lot to answer for. Mister Rol?  Miz Yubari?  With me.  And--this ship has a marine detachment, doesn’t it?  Time to use it.  Yubari, have them meet us in transporter room one. Let’s move.


2.5 The Line


SCENE S2EA-01 [formerly Act I]

SILENCE

NARRATOR [ominious; dramatic; sonorous]: In the darkest days of the Dominion War...

INT. ANTECHAMBER - JEM’HADAR GARRISON – VELOZ PRIME

JEM’HADAR #1: Hey.

JEM’HADAR #2 [annoyed]: Yes?

JEM’HADAR #1 Did you ever wonder why we’re here?

JEM’HADAR #2 [suspiciously]: We are here because it furthers the glory of the Founders.  Victory is life, Seventh!

JEM’HADAR #1: No, no -- I mean, why have we been posted right in front of this door?

JEM’HADAR #2 [after a moment]: I don’t follow.

JEM’HADAR #1: I mean… let us suppose -- hypothetically -- that a Starfleet special operations team is about to attack this outpost.

JEM’HADAR #2: Impossible!  Starfleet could never reach this far into their old Demilitarized Zone.  Not after our victory at Tyra.  They are in full retreat.

JEM’HADAR #1: Of course, of course.  But, supposing.

JEM’HADAR #2: Yes…

JEM’HADAR #1: Supposing they did attack.  A three-man team comes right through this door and we’re standing in front of it.  What happens?

JEM’HADAR #2: We would fight until victorious or dead!

JEM’HADAR #1: Wouldn’t take very long, would it?

JEM’HADAR #2 [after a moment]: …what do you mean?

JEM’HADAR #1: Well, what sort of explosive would you use to get through this door?

JEM’HADAR #2: You mean, if I were a Starfleet soldier?

JEM’HADAR #1: Yes.

JEM’HADAR #2 [after a moment, assessing the door]: I believe the appropriate tool would be an M-2240 high-yield photon grenade.

JEM’HADAR #1: Just what I’d use.  What would happen when it explodes?

JEM’HADAR #2: Total vaporization of the door; fragmentation of the surrounding area, resulting in severe shrapnel; and a superheated wave of plasma-heated air instantly destroying all organic life within three meters.

JEM’HADAR #1: About how close to this door would you say we’re standing?

JEM’HADAR #2: Perhaps… one point five meters?

Jem’Hadar #1 says nothing, but stares back at his partner until the second Jem’Hadar understands the point.

JEM’HADAR #2: Ah. I shall raise the matter with the Vorta as soon as --

The door explodes.  The Jem’Hadar are vaporized.  Rol, Brahms, and Faith dive into the room, guns blazing.

***[BEGIN SONG: “The Good Work”]***

Their sweep of the room lasts only a moment before the smoke from the explosion clears and they see that no suppressing fire is necessary, as both Jem’Hadar in this antechamber are on the ground.

ROL: Okay, we’re in.  Lieutenant, Major, check that they’re dead.

FAITH: This Jem’Hadar soldier is dead, sir.

BRAHMS: Colonel, same with this cur.

They approach the next door, and return to normal speech as the music plays tensely underneath.

ROL [spoken]: Hah, another door!

BRAHMS [spoken]: Not for long.

Brahms sets up another photon grenade at the base of the door (it functions a bit like C-4 in this context).  This takes several seconds, at the end of which he says:

BRAHMS [spoken]: Stand clear.

The photon grenade detonates.  Simultaneously, the background music (which has been playing a tense interlude for about ten seconds; measures 26-39) strikes a timpani, and we return to the musical A-theme.

INT. MAIN CHAMBER - JEM’HADAR GARRISON – VELOZ PRIME

As the team dives through the new door, they’re already shooting, because they know what they’re going into: a big room full of computer consoles, cargo containers, and Jem’Hadar troops!

Federation and Jem’Hadar energy weapons should be blazing pretty much throughout the song from here on out.  Along with grunts, shouts, stomps, the occasional shouted order, damage sparks, and explosions -- you know, the works.  It’s ground combat.  But this segment is the explosive moment where that combat begins, so it should be so much the more dramatic.  Thank God Jim Smagata has this scene.

Meanwhile, our team is operating like a team: calling out positions and commands in short, sharp, business-mannered song as they shoot with deadly accuracy and speed.

ROL: Alright, team, it’s time to fight. Remember, they can cloak to hide. Lieutenant, take them on the right, Major take the other side!

FAITH: There’s one right there behind that station!

ROL: Cover me while I reload.

BRAHMS: Be careful, Faith; stick to formation.

FAITH: Smoke grenade’s gonna [spoken/shouted] explode!

As the music cuts out abruptly, a smoke grenade thrown from the Jem’Hadar ranks does indeed detonate, letting out a hiss and causing Rol, Brahms, and Faith to hunker down behind various bits of cover and start coughing.  Despite this, they keep up the shooting as best they can.

ROL [simultaneous] [~10 seconds of coughing]

FAITH [simultaneous] [~10 seconds of coughing]

BRAHMS [simultaneous] [through coughing]: I’m cleaning it up!

The Jem’Hadar keep shooting, of course.  Meanwhile, Brahms pulls out a futuristic device from his utility belt.  Once activated, this device clears the air up in moments, sucking up all the smoke.  Once the smoke clears, the team’s coughing clears.

Nonetheless, the team is aware that a Founder may have taken that moment to disable and replace one of the team members, so Rol calls for a “changeling check.”  This is our chance to introduce the leads.

Oh, and, yes, everyone does keep shooting through all this.

ROL [spoken; commanding voice]: Alright, Shapeshifter Check.  Let’s make sure nobody got replaced while we were trapped in that smoke.  Sound off!  Name, rank, and something about you that a Founder wouldn’t know!  I’ll start!

ROL: Lieutenant Colonel Alex Rol is me – Leader of your team. I like reading poetry. Robert Frost is supreme.

FAITH: Lieutenant Faith Natukov here, sir. First Lieutenant, sir, that is. I’m really good at Paressee’s Squares, sir, One of the best ones in the biz.

BRAHMS: I, of course, am Isaac Brahms, a Major, and your good friend. Recall the time we placed the bombs in the outpost at Beta Kirel’s Bend?

Satisfied with their answers, Rol says:

ROL: You all check out.  Last question: [grinning] is everyone having fun?

He asks this because he loves his job.  Most of the soldiers shown in Star Trek are reluctant ones.  Not this team.  Rol loves the Federation, loves what she stands for, and loves protecting it in a way that only a special operations unit can.  His enthusiasm is infectious.  (This is the titular “Good Work”.)

ROL: Through danger, we toil and risk our lives.

BRAHMS: Adrenaline rushes --

FAITH: -- your heartbeat drives.

ROL: But whatever the threats that here may lurk,

FAITH, BRAHMS, AND ROL [unison]: We all love this job, for we do the good work!

A small computer alert goes off on Rol’s gun.  The built-in scanner has a lock on their target: a shipment of ketracel-white bound for the front lines.  Rol resolves to go after it.

ROL: I’ve got a lock on the ketracel-white under that hatch, far side of the room. Cover me, and get ready to fight. When I plant charges to make it go boom.

BRAHMS: Ketracel-white is how each one thrives.

FAITH: So blow this shipment before it arrives!

ROL: It may not be like Captain Kirk,

FAITH, BRAHMS, AND ROL [unison]: But we know for sure that we do the good work!

We do the good work, we do the good work,

With a phaser in hand, and a cheerful smirk,

We do the good work, we do the good work,

We all love this job, for we do the good--!

The music cuts off!

The sound of a Jem’Hadar unshrouding in front of Rol!  A knife being drawn!  A low growl from the hostile Jem’Hadar!  Alex Rol is suddenly cornered, and immediately disarmed of his phaser!  They grapple!  (We have about 15 seconds worth of combat music for this, which was cut from the score but is in the TGW mp3 file.)

ROL [surprised]: Ahhh!

ROL [reproachful]: Isaac!

BRAHMS [in his own defense]: He was shrouded!  I couldn’t see him!

ROL: Shoot him!  Before he stabs me!

BRAHMS: I can’t get a clear shot!

ROL [simultaneous]: Can’t… hold him… going to…!

…and then, at the last moment, Faith is at Rol’s side, seemingly out of nowhere, as she triumphantly stabs into the Jem’Hadar’s side with a knife of her own.

FAITH [spoken]: Hi-yaaaah!

The soldier keels over, dying.

FAITH [spoken]: Take that!

ROL [spoken]: Where did you come from?

Beat.  No answer.  (In fact, Faith is a shapeshifter; she shot across the room at superhuman speeds to save Rol’s life.  But she can’t admit that, obviously.)

Rol is satisfied enough with the no answer.

ROL [continued] [spoken]: Thanks for saving my –

FAITH [shouted]: Get down!

Another Jem’Hadar has taken aim at Rol from behind.  They duck down just in time for the shot to pass harmlessly over their heads, and they return fire.  And resume singing.

BRAHMS: Disruptors and phaser, blades and knives.

FAITH: Each one of us somehow survives.

ROL: With enemies ‘round us, going berserk.

FAITH, ROL, AND BRAHMS [unison]: We fight to live to do the good work! We do the good work, we do the good work. With a phaser in hand, and a cheerful smirk. We do the good work, we do the good work. We all love this job, for we do the good work!

With much better phaser coverage from his friends, Rol is able to easily reach the hatch where they’re keeping the ketracel-white (no surprises this time).  He plants the charges (or drops them into the hatch, if that sounds better).

ROL [spoken]: There!  Charges planted…

Unfortunately, as the team tries to fight their way back out of the garrison, they find that they're pinned down, and so they just have to keep fighting, undsicsouraged, singling on boldly.

FAITH [spoken]: We’re still pinned down, sir!

ROL [spoken]: Just keep shooting, Lieutenant!  And keep smiling! Final refrain!

FAITH, BRAHMS, AND ROL [unison]: We do the good work, we do the good work. With a phaser in hand, and a cheerful smirk. We do the good work, we do the good work. We all love this job, for we do the good work!

***[END SONG: “The Good Work”]***

As the music terminates, the last Jem’Hadar guns have been silenced.  An awkward silence descends, which lasts a short time before Rol notices it.

ROL: Why’d they stop shooting, Isaac?

BRAHMS: I believe that would be because we killed them all, sir.

ROL: Really? Excuse me a moment.

Rol stands, poking his head out from behind cover.  After gazing around the room for a moment, he crouches back down.  Since their cover is a big metal thing, it might slide a little bit as he stands and crouches, thus generating sound for the sound engineers to put in.

ROL [cont.]: Ah.  So we did. Nicely done, Major Brahms.

BRAHMS:You as well, sir.

ROL [to Faith]: Are those charges I set still online?

NATUKOV [consulting her tricorder]: Yes, sir, we have a connection.  The explosion should destroy the entire shipment of ketracel-white.

ROL [savoring the words]: Good.  Blow ‘em.

NATUKOV: Gladly, sir.

Fire in the hole!

She presses a button on her tricorder as the others cover their ears.  An explosion underground (actually a series of explosions) erupts as an enormous amount of off-screen ketracel-white goes up in smoke and flames.

ROL: I’m sure the boys on the front line will be grateful.  After the massacre of the Seventh Fleet, we could all use a break.

BRAHMS: I’m sure they’d be overjoyed, if the troops knew we existed.

ROL [wry]: There is that. [beat] Alright.  We’re done here.  Major Brahms, break out the holo-communicator.

Rol stands up.  Brahms begins to unpack something from a pack, assembling it slowly in the background.  It’s the holo-comm (last seen in “For The Uniform”).

ROL [continued]: As for you, Lieutenant: well-fought.  You saved my life back there.

BRAHMS [interjecting]: Part of the job, isn’t it?

NATUKOV: What Major Brahms said, sir.  All I did was what you trained me to do.

ROL [amused]: Lieutenant, you will accept my compliments every bit as graciously as you’ve always accepted my criticisms.  That’s an order.

NATUKOV: Yes, sir.  You’re welcome, sir. But when I’m a solo operative—

ROL: The only way you’re going to go solo is if I clear your report at debrief next month, Lieutenant.

NATUKOV [enjoying the banter]: Should I be worried, sir?

ROL: No, not really.  You did just my life.

BRAHMS: The holocomm is ready for you, Colonel.

ROL: Thank you, Isaac. I hate these things. You think they’ll ever get installed fleet-wide?

BRAHMS: Maybe for a week.

NATUKOV: Two, tops.

ROL: I hope you’re right. [clears his throat]  Syme to Sunday.  This is Thursday.  Come in, Sunday.

Sunday is Captain Siresh aboard the Akagi.  He answers promptly, fading into existence as a holographic projection from his bridge several light-years away.  (The codenames are from The Man Who Was Thursday by G.K. Chesterton, incidentally.)

Note that Siresh’s voice should not be filtered during the holo-comm sequence, because the holo-projecter makes him appear as if “in the flesh.”  (He is filtered in all his other appearances during this episode.)

SIRESH: Hello, Thursday.  Glad to see you’re in one piece. You’re ten hours early.  Does that mean the mission went horribly wrong or wonderfully right?

ROL: Wonderfully, wonderfully right, Sunday.  The garrison on Veloz Prime has been cleared and the ketracel-white shipment destroyed.  We’re ready for our next assignment.

SIRESH: Congratulations on another job well done.  And, lucky for you, your new mission came in a few minutes ago.  I think I have it... somewhere...

NATUKOV: On your desk there, sir.

SIRESH: Ah.  Thank you.

He picks up the padd and scans through it loosely, summarizing from it as he goes:

SIRESH: It looks as if we’re taking you deeper into Cardassian space.  You’re going to be infiltrating a facility on Loval... This says you’re bringing back a weapon, but I presume they mean a weapon design. Doesn’t tell me what the weapon is, but it seems to be something the Cardies cooked up back when they were still fighting against the Dominion.

ROL [sincere]: Sounds like fun!

SIRESH [rolling his eyes amusedly]: What worries me is that you’re being completely sincere. [back to business] Turns out the Loval facility is still a Cardassian state secret.  Not even the Founders know about this base.  I guess Starfleet Intelligence is keeping better tabs on the Spoonheads than their own allies.  Whatever they’ve got, we want it, so we’re sending you in to get it. Try not to let the Dominion know we’re there.  Makes it more of a surprise when we use their weapon on them. I’ll be by to pick you up as soon as the next scheduled D.M.Z. patrol passes.  Should be three, four hours.

ROL: We’ll be waiting for you, sir.  Thursday out.

The holo-comm switches off; Siresh’s projection terminates.

ROL [cont.]: Well, lady and gentleman, what are we going to do to keep ourselves occupied for the next three hours?

BRAHMS: We could always plan our victory meal aboard the Akagi tonight.

ROL: Oh, no, we can’t do that.

NATUKOV [thinking Brahms has the right idea for once]: What? Why not?

***[BEGIN SONG: “A Toast”]***

ROL: Well, I already have it planned out. [fading out as music rises] We’ll have a nice, quiet evening, sipping champagne – only the finest vintage, of course – thinking deep thoughts...

Rol’s voice is fading out amid the rising music, and finally is cut off abruptly by the first stanza of “A Toast,” a rather rambunctious song that stands in sharp contrast to the evening Rol had first planned.

INT. USS AKAGI – BRAHMS’S QUARTERS

Glasses and silverware clink and jangle as the team enjoys some post-mission intoxication.  (At various points in the scene – namely during the titular toasting – their glasses come together in toast.  Those moments should be fairly obvious from the surrounding context.)

BRAHMS [spoken]: You know the old Starfleet Special Operations Unit tradition, Rol!

ROL [spoken]: Ah, but of course! Faith, you go first!

NATUKOV [spoken]: What do you mean?

ROL [sung]: A toast! A toast by each one of us. Likely to each one of us. To the Federation. To freedom. To love. Beginning with you. Because you’re the newest member of our crew!

NATUKOV [spoken]: I see.  Then how about this? [sung] To us!

BRAHMS [spoken] [thinking she’s referring to only herself and Rol]: Excuse me, Lieutenant?

NATUKOV [spoken]: To all of us!

ROL [spoken]: Of course!

BRAHMS [spoken]: Of course.

NATUKOV [sung]: Here’s to our team! On a job well done! We’ll send the Dominion on the run! They may have beat. The Seventh Fleet. But they’re no match for us. So here’s to us!

BRAHMS [spoken]: To him!

ROL [spoken]: Oh Isaac, no.

NATUKOV [spoken]: No, it’s true!

ROL [spoken]: Well, if you must.

NATUKOV [spoken]: He must!

BRAHMS [sung]: Here’s to the leader. Of our successful team! He makes the cursed Vorta all but scream! They may have pointed ears. But now we’re drinking beers! And they’re no match for him. So here’s to him!

ROL [spoken]: To you!

NATUKOV [spoken]: I’m honoured, Alex!

BRAHMS [spoken]: Isn’t anyone going to toast to me?

NATUKOV [spoken]: Really, I’m honoured!

ROL [spoken]: Hellooooo…? [sung] To the newest member of our team! She wields her phaser well. Blasts the Jem’Hadar to Hell! She smoked all their K-White. And she’ll carry on the fight! They’re sure as hell no match for you. Why, here’s to you!

NATUKOV [sung]: Here’s to us!

BRAHMS [sung]: Here’s to him!

ROL [sung]: Here’s to you!

BRAHMS, NATUKOV, AND ROL [sung] [harmony]: Here’s to us! Here’s to him! Here’s to you! We’ll keep fighting the good fight. To defend the Federation. From this situation. Until there’s liberation!

ROL [spoken]: To us!

BRAHMS [spoken]: To us!

NATUKOV [spoken]: To us!

ROL [spoken]: To you!

NATUKOV [spoken]: To me!

The glasses crash together climactically, no doubt spilling beer on the table with the team’s enthusiasm.

Abrupt transition, without break in the music:

INT. CORRIDOR – U.S.S. AKAGI

It is some time later.  Rol has walked Faith home (and the background sound has changed appropriately).  The door to her quarters slides open as she presses the button.

NATUKOV [sung]: Call it a suspicion, but somehow I doubt it’s a tradition, for the CO to escort a new member to her room. Am I right? Or do you want to come in and help me turn out the light?

ROL [sung]: Call it a suspicion. [spoken-sung]: No. More — a supposition. [sung] That if I wore one pip fewer you’d welcome me in. Am I right? Or would you prefer to be alone at night? A pause.

ROL [spoken] [sighs]: The chain of command.

NATUKOV [spoken] [also sighing]: The chain of command.

A pause.

NATUKOV [sung]: Are you proposing a new mission?

ROL [sung]: Not yet.

A pause.

NATUKOV [sung]: Not yet.

ROL AND NATUKOV [unison] [sung]: But in three weeks you’ll/I’ll be done your/my tour. With your/my Special Operations core.

ROL [sung]: And then at last.

ROL AND NATUKOV [unison] [sung]: You/I can let me/you in.

ROL [spoken]: Three weeks.

NATUKOV [spoken]: Three weeks.

A pause.

ROL [sung]: Dinner. Tomorrow. On the fair ship Akagi. The finest dining in the depths of enemy space. To us?

NATUKOV [sung]: To us.

ROL AND NATUKOV [unison] [sung]: To us.

The doors close behind Faith as she enters her own quarters.

INT. NATUKOV'S QUARTERS - U.S.S. AKAGI

Natukov morphs quickly, lapsing into a more comfortable form and immediately alerting the listeners that something about her is amiss.

NATUKOV [sung]: I have a date with a human. What would the other Founders think? I have a date with a human. My victory’s on the brink... No Founder has ever harmed another. The Alpha Quadrant is a threat. No Founder has ever harmed another. I’m close to my target. I have a date with a human. I’m in the perfect place. I have a date with a human. I’ve pulled off this disguise with grace. A toast to me! My cleverness. [spoken] My charm! [sung] And now to do some harm! No Founder has every harmed another. I’ll wipe out this Starfleet team-- An abrupt pause.

NATUKOV [continued]: I have a date with a human. The Alpha Quadrant is a threat. I have a date with a human. Do I feel no regret...?

The song ends with Faith’s sudden twinge of regret.  Is she developing feelings for these Starfleet officers she has been sent to kill?  Or perhaps for just one of them, named Rol?

***[END SONG: “A Toast”]***

End of scene.

SCENE S2EA-02 [formerly start of Act II]

SILENCE

Despite the brightness of Act I, the Narrator is every bit as dark and ominous as he was at the start of Act I when he introduces Act II.

NARRATOR [clearly, firmly, fully enunciated, as slow as need be] The Starfleet Oath of Service: I, (name here), do swear solemnly: To defend the Federation and all her members against any who would do her harm. To protect and serve the natural rights of all sapient beings. And to conduct myself according to the laws of my homeworld and the directives of Starfleet. May the Great Bird of the Galaxy be my witness and my guide.

PAUSE

INT. AKAGI CORRIDOR

Rol and Natukov, laughing together at an unheard joke, walk the last two steps to the door of Natukov’s quarters, which open.

ROL [simul.] [laughter]

NATUKOV [simul.][laughter]

Her door opens here.

ROL [cont.]: Well, here’s your door.

NATUKOV: Yeah. [beat] I never knew the hydroponics bay could be so much fun.

ROL: It isn’t.  After a week, I’ve just run out of places to take you. But you... you’re pretty fun.

NATUKOV [smiling warmly]: Aren’t you being a little obvious, sir?

ROL: A little.  But not too obvious.  You are still under my command, after all. But tommorow’s the end of our tour.  In three weeks, you’ll be a solo operative.

NATUKOV: And then?

ROL: And then I’m going to be very obvious.

Natukov just looks at him for a part of a moment, then decides.

NATUKOV: You’re cute.

She leans up on her toes, grabs Rol’s head, and kisses him on the lips.  The kiss is passionate, but brief – perhaps three seconds.  I am not at all convinced that any sound effect here will do the job.  Kissing sound effects are often obnoxious and jarring, and I don’t want that.  Silence is preferable.  However, if an astute sound engineer can find something that fits well here, I would be very grateful.

ROL [stunned]: You... you kissed...

NATUKOV [quickly; confidently]: If that’s how you feel about it, I don’t see any reason to wait three weeks to get started. Good night. [smile] Sir.

Rol takes a beat to recover his wits.  But Faith, having made her declaration, has already disappeared into her quarters.

ROL: Good night!

Between “good” and “night,” the doors swoosh closed in front of Rol.  Yet it hardly matters.  He’s just kissed a girl (well, been kissed by one).  That’s never happened before.

ROL: She kissed me.

***[BEGIN SONG: “Never Kissed A Girl”]***

During this song (I dare not attempt to time it), Rol is more or less running through the empty, late-night corridors of the Akagi.  He spends some time in a turbolift, which takes him to the deck where he lives (no voice command is required or given, becase that would interrupt the song), runs down some more corridors, and, as the song begins to wind down, he enters his quarters, locks the door, replicates a glass of water (which he does not drink), and gradually moves into his bedroom.

ROL: We're flying through space. Finding things we've never known. I was finding its the case. That a guy could still end up alone. Until I found out. That textbooks don't explain. That a supernova seems so tame. Compared to the feeling. [When you're together. And you've never kissed a girl before. And its better than you ever thought. And you don't know what's in store. Nothing can contain the glow. Nothing ever bring you low. When you kiss her. And you've never kissed a girl.] I thought it was audacious. To think I'd ever win her. But now I have a basis. And now I can be sure. That there's something there. No one else can see. That out there someone's. Waiting for me. And now I get the feeling. [When you're together. And you've never kissed a girl before. And its better than you ever thought. But you don't know what's in store. Nothing can contain the glow. Nothing ever bring you low. When you kiss her. And you've never kissed a girl.] (Optional: Ooooh...) This wasn't just an accident. This was my happy due. I didn't know what her kiss meant. But now I know its true. (Optional: Ooooh...) [When you're together. And you've never kissed a girl before. And its better than you ever thought. But you don't know what's in store. Nothing can contain the glow. Nothing ever bring you low. When you kiss her. And you've never kissed a girl.] He lies down on his bed, still glowing.

ROL [deeply satisfied]: Computer?  Lights.

The lights dim, and Alex Rol is asleep.

***[END SONG: “Never Kissed A Girl”]***

SCENE S2EA-03

INT. CARDASSIAN STORAGE CHAMBER - LOVAL

Rol, Brahms, and Natukov beam down to a rather dingy room: the disused storage chamber where the weapon they’re supposed to retrieve is being stored.  The room has a low ceiling, but it’s wide, circular, and, in that sense, fairly roomy.  Since it’s constructed mostly out of metal (or, in places, carved directly from the planet’s rock), voices tend to carry a hint of reverb in here.  Built into the near wall is a great bank of fifty or sixty metal storage drawers, all of the same uniform size and rectangular shape.

As soon as the rematerialization is over--almost before, in fact--Rol is giving orders.

ROL [serious; tense]: Major Brahms, report.

Brahms has already whipped out a tricorder at ludicrous speed and is scanning the facility.

BRAHMS: No perimeter alarms triggered, no internal sensor alerts active.  As expected, the bulk of the Loval facility’s security force is stationed on the upper levels, protecting the scientists.

NATUKOV: Or getting ready to shoot them the moment they become an official liability.

BRAHMS [annoyed by the interruption]: Quite probably.  In any case, there are no guards within two levels of us, and no indication that any are headed in our direction.  Even if we do have to fight our way out, I’m only picking up forty-seven lifesigns.  And Intelligence believes that thirty of them are scientists. At worst, the Akagi is holding position just outside the detection perimeter and is transmitting and receiving the keystream as planned.  If we signal, they can beam us out in under a minute. [summing up] Status green, Colonel.

ROL: Hardly seems fair.  How many layers of base security software did you have to break through to get those readings, Isaac?

BRAHMS: Eight, sir.

ROL: And that’s why you’re the best infiltration specialist in the Corps.

BRAHMS: Only because you’ve never tried out the job, sir.

ROL [wry]: I’ll take that as a challenge, Major. If the Cardassians picked secrecy over strength as their security, I see no reason to disabuse them of that notion.  Let’s get this weapon schematic and get out before they notice we’ve been here. Faith?

NATUKOV: Right away, sir.

She walks a few steps over to a nearby Cardassian computer console and scans the directory while Rol and Brahms keep watch.  It only takes a moment for her to locate the correct serial number.

NATUKOV [cont.]: Cross-checking with the requisition code Tempest gave us... Got it.  Drawer CX-zero-one-five.

ROL: Right. Uh... which one is that?

BRAHMS [pointing]: That one, sir.

ROL: Oh, of course.  Need to brush up on my Cardassian.

Rol inputs a key code, a force field drops, and the metal drawer slides out of its own accord.  Rol peers in.

ROL [surprised]: This isn’t a design schematic.  It’s... He lifts it out of the drawer so the others can see.

NATUKOV: It’s a petri dish?

***[BEGIN SONG: “There’s Still A Line”]***

ROL [sung]: What is this?

BRAHMS [spoken; curiously]: It's a viral culture.

ROL [sung]: Now is this what we came here for? What is this? Is this dish the weapon? And if so does that mean what I think it— ["means?", which he intended as his last word, is cut off by Brahms interrupting]

BRAHMS [spoken]: Sir, we have what we came for.  We should prepare for transport.

ROL: Isaac, run a scan on this.

BRAHMS: Sir, the Akagi will be here in a--

ROL [cold]: The Akagi will wait.  Run the scan.

Brahms pulls out his tricorder and begins the scan quietly, in BG.

BRAHMS: Aye, sir.

Rol's communicator chirps.

SIRESH [over the comm; staticky]: Sunday to Syme.  Come in, Syme!

ROL: Syme reads you, Sunday.  Thursday speaking.  We’re not quite finished here.  We need—

Siresh’s words are punctuated by the rumble of weapons impact over the comm and subsequent exploding consoles.

SIRESH [interrupting]: Negative, Thursday.  We’ve been sighted by a Jem’Hadar patrol.  We’ve gotten away from Loval, made it look like we were just doing recon.  It looks like they haven’t noticed you, but they’re chasing us. Hopefully, we can lose them in the Hennessy Particle Fountain a couple light-years from here.  We’ll be back to extract you in a few hours.

ROL: Acknowledged.  Godspeed, Sunday.

SIRESH: Over and out.

Beat.

ROL [spoken]: Major? Singing section again as Brahms completes his scan.

BRAHMS: I'm reading signs of morphogenic structures. They follow Founder paradigms.

ROL; Are you saying what I think?

BRAHMS: Well, the readings are in sync.

ROL: Then has the Federation crossed the line?

FAITH: What do you mean? What are these "structures?" It sounds like they might be of use.

ROL: It means-- I think-- I dare not say it!

BRAHMS: Starfleet has turned to arms of ill repute!

FAITH: What do you mean?

ROL: He means biological weapons.

FAITH: Biological--?  To--?

BRAHMS: Yes, I mean weapons designed to wipe out the Founders.

ROL [intense]: Weapons banned under every law we've ever made!

Beat.

ROL: We have to make sure this... thing... is never deployed.  Not by my Federation.

BRAHMS

[spoken] What? [sung] Do you mean we must destory this weapon? This blessing that could win the war? We cannot now I would think be put off by moral stink. Moral lines can't be our guideposts anymore.

ROL [spoken]: Isaac, what? [sung] Laws exist for a reason. We can't throw them out when things get hard. That's why we're not Dominion. Because we know there's still a line, though times are dark. [spoken] Isn’t that what we’re fighting for?

FAITH: Sirs, you're talking past me.  What exactly are you saying this... thing does?  It's just a dish with some bacteria in it, isn't it?

ROL: That's all it takes.

BRAHMS: If we can introduce this to the Great Link. The Founders, soon, would all just die. And then we would win the war.

ROL: But Starfleet would be no more. For our founding principles are on the line.

BRAHMS: I do not understand what you're suggesting. I guess you haven't checked the score: We just lost the Seventh Fleet We are cruising towards defeat. And without this germ, we'll surely lose the war.

ROL: You're talking about genocide, Isaac.

BRAHMS: I'm talking about saving the only free civilization this galaxy has ever seen.  That's worth any cost.

Beat.

ROL [sudddenly]: Lieutenant, what do you think?

A long silence.

FAITH [slowly, deliberately]: A just society must go to any lengths to defend itself.

***[END SONG: “There’s Still A Line”]***

ROL [betrayed]: Faith... Faith... what about...?  Excuse me.

With that, Rol walks away, heading for the far side of the room. Natukov can’t decide whether to follow him or not.

NATUKOV [almost apologetic]: Colonel... Colonel! [pleading?] Alex.

Brahms puts a hand on her shoulder.

BRAHMS: Lieutenant, you need to give him some--

NATUKOV [revolted; recoiling]: Don’t touch me. [recovering; punctuated] Please.  Sir.

BRAHMS: Excuse me, Lieutenant?

NATUKOV: With all due respect: you just endorsed a genocide, sir.

BRAHMS: You just agreed with me.

Natukov covers her disgust well.  The true reason for her reaction is that Brahms just endorsed a genocide against her people, the Founders. She has few problems with genocide in the abstract, but against her own race it’s a bit different.

NATUKOV: That doesn’t make it something to be so damn eager about.

BRAHMS [annoyed verging on angry]: Look, Lieutenant, I know you and the Colonel have--

NATUKOV: Wait. I hear something.

Those words cause them both to drop what they were talking about and focus back on the mission.

BRAHMS: What?  I don’t hear anything.

NATUKOV: There’s definitely something.

Brahms draws his phaser. It makes a charge-up noise.

BRAHMS: Where?

NATUKOV: Coming from...

She trails off as she charges her phaser as well.

BRAHMS: Talk to me, Lieutenant.  What do you hear?

NATUKOV: Shhh!

A long silence.  Milk the suspense of this moment, within reason.

NATUKOV: There!

But the Cardassian-style door at the far side of the room is already rolling open as she says it.  Before Brahms can react, an armed Cardassian is standing there.

CARDASSIAN SOLDIER [surprised; alarmed; shouting]: Intruders! and he fires his disruptor.

ROL [shouts]: Faith!

...but there’s nothing he can do.  Faith is able to twist out of the direct line of the blast, but it still strikes her square in the shoulder.

NATUKOV [in agony]: Ahhggh!

BRAHMS; Spoonhead!

...and Brahms fires back, vaporizing the Cardassian in one shot.

CARDASSIAN SOLDIER [death-shriek]: Ahhh!

As Brahms runs to secure the door, Rol, who has a smattering of medical experience, runs to Faith and begins sweeping her with a medical tricorder.  The vital signs are bad.  Once Brahms closes the door, he quick-walks back to Rol and their downed comrade.

BRAHMS: The door is secure.  No alarms.  We should be safe… for a while, at any rate.  I hope at least until the Akagi returns. How is she?

A beat as Rol takes in Faith’s badly injured form.

ROL [terse]: Bad.

SCENE S2EA-04 [formerly Act III]

SILENCE

ROL: When my family died on Setlik III, it could have changed me in a lot of different ways.  I realize that now.  I was rescued by a junior tactical officer aboard the Rutledge -- a good man, a very good one -- who had lost a lot of friends trying to save the colonists. He hated the Cardassians.  Hated them for what they’d done, for what they’d made him do.  His shipmates made sure that the whole Federation called him a hero, but he hated himself for a long time -– and the Cardassians forever. It never occurred to me to hate them.  If it had, I could not have become the man who stands before you today.  The Setlik III massacre just proved the difference between the Cardassian Union and the United Federation of Planets: we’re greater than them. I don’t just mean that we’re bigger or stronger than they are, or even that the Federation does a better job ensuring that its citizens live safe, happy lives -- although all those are true.  I mean that the Federation stands for ideals -- for freedom, for life, for doing the right thing, for the rights of the individual -- and the Cardassian Union does not. How could I hate Cardassia for killing my family?  They were just an empire doing what an empire does.  And how could I live my life except by giving it up in service to the United Federation of Planets?  I couldn’t.

NARRATOR: Excerpted from the Starfleet Academy Entrance Essay of Cadet Alex Bevoney Rol.

PAUSE

INT. CARDASSIAN STORAGE CHAMBER – LOVAL

It is some hours later.  Faith is still in a bad way and getting worse.  Indeed, to all appearances she is on the verge of death.  Rol continues to minister to her with tricorder and drugs while Brahms stands guard in silence.  They await the return of the Akagi without discussing what they are going to do with the biological weapon. Rol applies an injection, and Faith’s eyes flutter open.

ROL: Faith!

NATUKOV [very weak]: Alex-- Colonel. How bad is it?

Rol takes her hand.  A pause.

NATUKOV: That bad, huh?

***[BEGIN SONG: “Please Don’t Die”]***

Natukov inexplicably recovers her singing voice for the duration of this song.  Hey, it’s a musical.

ROL: Please don't die. Don't let that final breath. Escape and fade away. Please just stay. Hold my hand until the lights. Have gone away. Nothing beyond the planets and the stars. Could take you now. Because I'd fight through the darkest night. To save you now.But only if you hear my voice. And see that I am on my knees. Begging please don't die. Please don't die. There is nothing that's so strong. As the air you're breathing. Open your eyes. Take me by surprise.

FAITH: Because you know that if I can. I'll choose to stay with you. Because there's something deep inside. That makes me need to prove. That I love you more than you understand. So I promise. I promise. I won't die.

ROL AND FAITH: We won’t die. There’s nothing more. Than what we’re saying. We’re alive. And in your arms's. Is where I’m staying.

FAITH: I’ll survive. If it means that I’ll. Be near you every night.

ROL AND FAITH: Just hold on tight. Hold on tight. Cause for this moment. For this moment. In this moment. For a breathless, ageless moment. We’re alive.

***[END SONG: “Please Don’t Die”]***

After that thrilling singing bit, Natukov is fading fast again.  Her voice is weak.

NATUKOV: Alex...

ROL: What is it?  Tell me.

NATUKOV: Alex... I hear something in the corridor.

ROL [instantly looking to Brahms]: Isaac--

BRAHMS: I heard her, sir.  I’ll look into it.

ROL: Thank you.  Be safe.

NATUKOV [weak but firm]: No!

Brahms stops in his tracks at the protest and looks at Rol, who looks at Faith.

ROL: What?

NATUKOV: No, I... I want you to do it.  I... trust you.

ROL: I... [looks to Brahms for advice]

BRAHMS: Go ahead, Colonel.  I’ll keep her safe.

ROL: Thank you.

Rol gets up and hastens to the door, presses the keypad, opens it, and exits to the corridor.

Almost as soon as it closes again and reseals, Faith begins convulsing and coughing violently.

NATUKOV [coughing, moaning, groaning]

Brahms rushes to her side.  Running a tricorder over her.

BRAHMS [sternly]: Lieutenant, I have not given you permission to die.

NATUKOV [belabored]: Sir, I have... I have to tell you something.

Brahms continues the scan.

BRAHMS: Go ahead.

NATUKOV [rasping, desperate]: Lean in... closer!

Brahms closes the tricorder and leans in.

BRAHMS: What is it, Lieutenant?

Suddenly, the coughing all stops, and Natukov’s voice is clear as a bell in Brahms’s ear.

NATUKOV: Major, I must report that I am a Founder spy sent to kill Colonel Rol and your ignominious self.  And that I intend to fulfill exactly half that order.

With that, she punches him full in the gut.  He stumbles backwards.  She begins morphing into a Palamarian razorbeast.

BRAHMS [being punched in the gut]: Oooahl!

The Natukov-Razorbeast roars monstrously.  The Beast is about man-sized, walking on two legs (with help from a tail), and is very spiky.

They grapple.  Brahms manages to punch the Beast in its vulnerable face before it slashes him in the gut with a sound like a sword being drawn...

BRAHMS: Ahg!

...the Beast gets a firm hold on him and throws him against a metal wall...

BRAHMS: Wah!

...and beats him senseless.

Just as she finishes, the door begins to roll open, and Rol begins speaking before seeing the scene.

ROL: ’ve checked the whole corridor, but I didn’t find--

Just as Faith-Beast begins to morph back to her form as Faith Natukov, Rol walks in, and sees a Founder mid-morph standing over the unconscious form of his friend, Isaac Brahms.

He draws and charges his phaser.

ROL [seeing  -- NOTE: OVERLAP WITH MORPH]: Founder!  Get down on the floor and make no sudden moves!

NATUKOV: Alex, I--

ROL [verging on frantic]: Who are you and what have you done with Lieutenant Natukov?

NATUKOV: Alex...

Alex, there is no Lieutenant Natukov.  All she is--all you ever knew her to be--is me.

ROL: Then--

NATUKOV: Yes, Colonel, I’ve always been a Founder.  I killed the real Natukov more than a year ago, when she was en route to take her training position with your team.

ROL [emotional]: So this has all been... one gigantic ruse.  Everything was just a trick.

Rol is considering pulling the trigger right now.

NATUKOV: No!  I mean-- Yes, my mission was to find somewhere secluded, kill you, and take your place.  Do you have any idea how much damage you and Isaac Brahms have done to our war effort in the Alpha Quadrant? I’ve had a dozen opportunities to kill you and the major, but I didn’t.  I could have let you die on Veloz Prime, didn’t even have to get my hands dirty, but I didn’t.

ROL: Why not?

NATUKOV: Because it turned out to be a lot more complicated than just figuring out where to bury the knife in your back.

ROL: You expect me to believe that anything that happened between us was real?  You murdered a Starfleet officer.

NATUKOV: Oh, like you’ve never carried out an assasination?  Like I haven’t helped you murder Cardassian politicians in cold blood?  Pot, meet kettle. Obviously, Alex, I have to destroy this virus.  I can’t allow my people to be wiped out by the Solids.  But everything between us... I’ve never felt the way I did when I kissed you.

ROL: Neither have I, Faith.

NATUKOV: I don’t want to kill you.

ROL: Good!

NATUKOV: You’re a good man, Alex.  You had the chance today to make yourself an accomplice to genocide, and you said no.  You don’t deserve to die like this. My mission ends whenever I decide it does.  I could bring you back to the Great Link with me.  There is great trust between our people. They would accept it. We could be together, Alex. I want us to be together.  I... I do love you.

ROL [pained]: Me, too.

Rol is roiling.  He diverts the subject.

ROL [cont.]: What about Isaac?

Beat.

NATUKOV: Major Brahms is a soldier.  It’s what he is, what he’ll always be.  You know he’d never willingly come with us, never stop fighting to destroy us.  And you know that he’s a good enough soldier that he’d eventually succeed. I’m sorry, Alex.  He’s too dangerous.

ROL: So you have to kill him.

NATUKOV: I’m sorry.

ROL: And me?  If I refuse?

NATUKOV: Please don’t refuse, Alex.  Even though you’re the one with the phaser, even though I’m wounded, you know I could still overpower you. You’re a spy, too, Alex.  You understand the position I’m in.

ROL: I do. But I’m a spy for the Federation, not the Dominion.

NATUKOV: Great Bird, Alex, don’t give up your life for the Federation!   Whatever happens here, you and I both know who’s going to win the war.  Don’t throw away your life for nothing.

Beat.

Then Rol, apparently satisfied, smiles.

ROL [almost chipper]: Well, you haven’t given me much of a choice, have you?  Much as it hurts, I guess this is what it has to be.  And I do love you.

He lowers his phaser and holsters it.

Faith is overcome.

NATUKOV

[emotional]: Thank you, Alex.  Thank you.  You’ll always be happy with us, I promise.  I promise.

Staring gratefully at him for a moment, she takes a breath, turns to the computer terminal near her, and begins pressing keys.

NATUKOV [cont.] [takes a breath]: Now we just have to destroy this virus.  Then we can call the Vorta and--

A phaser blast rings out from the muzzle of Rol’s recharged phaser and bores into Faith’s back.

NATUKOV [cont.] [angonized yell]

ROL [painfully]: No, you haven’t given me much of a choice, Faith.  And, much as it hurts -- this is what it has to be.

He continues firing, and she continues yelling, for five long seconds.  Finally, her voice vanishes as she demorphs to her gelatinous form and—as Rol continues firing—turns black, then melts away to a pile of ash.  Faith is dead.

ROL: And I do love you.

Rol holsters the phaser and steps up to her body.

***[BEGIN SONG: “Never Kissed A Girl (Reprise)”]***

ROL: This is just an accident. A passion that was just too strong. I didn't know that her kiss meant. That everything would go so wrong. When she leaves you. And you've never kissed a girl before. And she's gone before you knew her. And you're shaken to the core. There's nothing that could stop the blow. And all you think of is that glow. From when you kissed her. And you'd never kissed a girl...

***[END SONG: “Never Kissed A Girl (Reprise)”]***

That’s all.  Rol walks away from Faith’s “body” without ceremony and over to Brahms, whom he revives with a hypospray.

BRAHMS [groan]

ROL: Isaac.  Are you alright?

BRAHMS: Colonel.  Yes.  I’ll live.  I think my legs are broken.

ROL: I think you’re right.  You’ll be okay until the Akagi gets back?

BRAHMS: Yes, sir.  But if you have any painkillers in that first aid kit...

ROL: Of course.

He rekeys the hypo and injects Brahms.

BRAHMS: Thank you, sir.

ROL: You’re very welcome.  Now, then, if you’ll give me a moment, I need to make certain the weapon is secure.

BRAHMS [confused]: Sir?  I thought you were going to destroy it. A shadow crosses Rol’s face.

ROL: It did seem brutal, on the face of it.  But we don’t have a choice.  The Federation must end this war--must win this war--any way it can. If that means we have to wipe out all the Founders... After all, a just society must go to any lengths to defend itself.

BRAHMS: I’m glad you’ve come to see that, sir. [grimmer] Lieutenant Natukov.  Is she...

Silence.  Rol lowers his eyes.

BRAHMS [cont.]: I see. I’m... I’m sorry, Alex.

ROL: No, Isaac, it wasn’t your fault.  I’m sorry.

BRAHMS: Don’t be.  Love is...

Brahms thinks for a moment, and when he finishes, he’s talking about some unspoken incident in his past as much as he is to Mr. Rol.

BRAHMS [cont.]: Love does strange things to us.

ROL [with a tinge of sarcasm]: Sure it does.

SIRESH [over the comm]: Sunday to Syme.

Beat.  Rol and Brahms look at each other for a moment longer.  Then it’s back to business.

Rol taps his commbadge.

ROL: Syme here.  Thursday speaking.  Welcome back, Sunday.

SIRESH: Good to be back.  We managed to make it look like we blew up in the particle fountain.  The Dominion’ll be looking for our debris for hours before they realize we just slingshotted around and came back here. What’s your status?

ROL: We’ve secured the weapon.  It wasn’t a design; it’s the genuine article.

SIRESH: I look forward to seeing it.  Your team?

ROL: Tuesday’s dead.  Wednesday and I are still here, but Wednesday’s wounded.

SIRESH: Understood. We can only get close enough for a transporter window once every two and a half minutes without tripping the Cardassian sensor grid.  Protocol says that I beam up the weapon first, then the two of you.  Will Wednesday be alright for another three minutes or so?

Brahms, now sitting up, hits his combdage.

BRAHMS: Wednesday here.  I’ll be fine, Captain.  Just--let’s get the hell out of here.

SIRESH: Will do.  Energizing.

The sample is beamed away.

SIRESH: Got it.  We’ll be back for you in a couple minutes.  Sunday out.

A moment, then Rol begins to mull what he’s just done.

***[BEGIN SONG: “In The Pale Moonlight”]***

ROL: I just murdered a race. Same if I’d pulled the trigger. Tell me, Isaac, why did I just commit a genocide? Thought I’d found her at last. A girl who loved what we stood for. Who’d die for Starfleet. But live for our ideals -- not a spy! It’s all a lie. I was the only who knew. Ethics must not be broke. (But) were they a joke? And I, the sap who bought it?

BRAHMS: It was no crime. You did just what you had to do. You saved the human race. It’s no disgrace. Indeed, you’ve made a hero out of you.

ROL: “Hero” is the last thing on my mind.

BRAHMS [interrupting; singing over Rol’s last two words]: Nine-point-eight trillion lives (A) hundred fifty-one planets. Are these worthless. Because you think we’ve crossed some moral line? A bit of grime. Is a fair bargain, don’t you think? Your rules would not be read. If we were dead. Our ethics had to bend out on the brink.

ROL: It was sublime. My solitary. Moral view. [harmony]: Now I’d do anything; Country and King. They have made a monster out of me.

BRAHMS [harmony]: I would do anything; Country and King. They will make a hero out of me.

BRAHMS: We crossed no line.

ROL [agreeing]: We crossed no line.

BRAHMS: So we agree?

ROL: Yes, we agree.

BRAHMS: How can this be?

ROL [spoken]: I’ll tell you, Isaac. [sung] There is no line.

SIRESH [over comm] [spoken]: Sunday to Syme.  We’re back.

Beat.  Rol finally answers:

ROL [spoken]: Energize.

Brahms and Rol beam out, leaving the undisturbed chamber behind.


2.6 Golden Things


OPENING CREDITS

NARRATOR: Tonight’s episode: Murder in the Blue Morgue, Part Five: “Golden Things”.

SCENE 205-01

LOCATION: RENEGADE CORRIDOR

(The Excelsior away team beams in.)

LORHROK: Full scan of the area, Mister Rol.  Marines... do what you do.

(Rol pulls out his Tricorder.)

YUBARI: There’s no one here.

LORHROK: Eerie.  How many people on this ship, Rol?

ROL: I don’t know; I’ve never been on a Kindred before.  But, judging from these scans... not many. (He closes the tricorder) Come on.  We’re going to the bridge.

(He starts to walk.)

LORHROK: (to the marines) Phasers on stun.  Move out.

(They begin to move.)

LORHROK: Lieutenant Yubari, where are you going?

YUBARI: I know the way.  I won’t be far behind you.

LORHROK: That doesn’t--

ROL: Come on, sir.  We don’t have much time.

SCENE 205-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Sir, the Renegade.

DOVAN: What is it, Ensign?

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Sir, it’s powering up engines.  She’s moving off!

DOVAN: Well, we can’t allow that to happen, can we?

(Pause.)

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Sir!  What are your orders?

DOVAN: How long would it take us to undock from starbase and lay in a pursuit course?

(The ensign runs some input.)

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: (not calm) Our systems are still heavily tied into the repair placenta, sir--Starbase is still providing us with life support, shuttlebay operations, and a few other critical systems while we finish fixing up.  To energize the emergency batteries, switch to internal power, and undock?  Twenty, maybe thirty minutes.

DOVAN: Damn. (pause) No shuttles.  But this ship has a captain’s yacht, doesn’t it?

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Yes, sir.  The McKinley.

DOVAN: Dovan to Adow!

ADOW: Adow here, sir.

DOVAN: Meet me aboard the captain’s yacht in five minutes.  We’re going for a cruise.

SCENE 205-03

LOCATION: RENEGADE CORRIDOR

(The away team stops.)

ROL: The bridge is behind this door.

LORHROK: Good.  How many lifesigns?

ROL: I couldn’t get a reading.  The bridge is hardened against my scans.

LORHROK: Terrific.

ROL: What’s the strategy?  How do we take this bridge?

LORHROK: I was thinking we blow open the door, charge in with guns blazing, and shoot everyone we see.

ROL: Ah, the Leeroy.  A classic.

LORHROK: You have a better idea?

ROL: No, that was pretty much my plan, too.

LORHROK: Okay, then.  Let’s do this.

(His phaser rifle activates.)

ROL: Actually, sir, the door’s unlocked.

(Rol presses the entry key.  At the same time, all six marines hoist their guns, not quite in unison.)

LORHROK: Fire!

(Shooting commences.)

SCENE 205-04

LOCAITON: STARBASE 911 – OPERATIONS CENTER

MASTERSON: Sir, the anomaly-- it's moving.

PARKER: You mean the cloaked ship that’s been hiding in my starbase for two days.  What’s it doing?

MASTERSON: It’s exiting spacedock.  Maneuvering thrusters only.

PARKER: They must have gotten whatever they came for.  Can we stop her?

MASTERSON: No, sir.  She’ll be through spacedoors well before we can get them closed.

PARKER: Has the scanner desk finished their analysis yet?

MASTERSON: Yes, sir.  But I don’t think you’re going to like it, sir.

PARKER: Let’s see it.

(Masterson hands him a padd.  Parker scrolls through.)

PARKER: You’re right.  That’s a classified Starfleet Intelligence ship design.  And, supposedly, none of them have been built yet.

MASTERSON: It’s worse.  We picked up traces of triphosphorous-solinium on board.

PARKER: That was the key component in the bomb that killed Lieutenant Robins.

MASTERSON: Yes, sir.  I know what I’m suggesting, and I don’t like it.

PARKER: Unfortunately, Commander, it doesn’t surprise me as much as I wish it did. Do we have anything that can follow that ship?

MASTERSON: The anomaly has cleared spacedoors and is now heading for the edge of the system.  It’s at low impulse, probably trying to stay off sensors.  They must not know we’re tracking them. (She presses some buttons on her board.) But the nearest patrol ship is the Starfire, and she’s three light-years away in the Bulkward Asteroid Field.  Way out of range. (pause) However, I’m picking up a small captain’s yacht.  Cousteau-class. (pause) It’s Commander Dovan!  He’s in pursuit!

PARKER: Really?  It seems I didn’t give their investigation team enough credit.

MASTERSON: They’re headed for the Poseidon shipyards, but the threat vessel is maintaining a sizable lead.  If they make it out to warp range--

PARKER: We’ll lose them. Commander, what’s docked at Poseidon right now?

MASTERSON: Two ships under construction and the U.S.S. Tornado, in for a scheduled baryon sweep.

PARKER: Get me Admiral Tenson on the Tornado.  Secure channel.

SCENE 205-05

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

(Fighting continues.)

MARINE: I think we have them pinned down!

ROL: Don't.  Get.  Cocky.

MARINE: We have six marines to their three intelligence officers.

ROL: My point exactly.

TACTICAL: General, I think you should retreat.

BRAHMS: (sarcastic) Do you?

OPERATIONS: (surprised) Indeed?

TACTICAL: Sir, there are three of us and eight of them.  We are better shots, but they outnumber us.  And, do my eyes deceive me, or has Mister Rol been genetically enhanced?

MARINE 2: (in background) Hey!  What are you implying?

ROL: (in background) I'm implying that I can take down two targets before your marines can hit one!

BRAHMS: Good eye.  Yes, he was one of the first to undergo the procedure.  And he was already a very good shot beforehand.

TACTICAL: His presence tips an even fight in their favor.  Our chances of success are... negligible.

MARINE 2: (in background) Two days of K.P. says you're wrong!

ROL: (in background) You're on!

MARINE: (in background) Ah, testosterone.

OPERATIONS: Noted... (reluctant) ...and agreed.

BRAHMS: Well, I see no reason to question the judgment of my two finest officers. How do you propose to escape?

TACTICAL: You will use the emergency turbolift in your quarters.

OPERATIONS: We... will not.

(Pause. At about this moment, the viewscreen is hit by phaser fire the wrong way and explodes/shatters.)

BRAHMS: I’ll be back for you, as soon as I can.

OPERATIONS: We know.

TACTICAL: Get out of here, General.  We’ll cover you.

(Brahms runs, Tactical and Operations cover him.)

OPERATIONS & TACTICAL: (Battlecry) Yaaah!

(The ready room door opens.  Brahms slips into the soundproofed room, and, when the door closes behind him.)

LOCATION: RENEGADE READY ROOM

BRAHMS:(breaths a sigh of relief) Computer, delete all log files.  Commence wipe of main library computer.

(The computer beeps its acknowledgement.)

BRAHMS: Is the escape catapult ready?

(The computer beeps affirmatively.)

BRAHMS: Excellent.  Computer, open emergency escape hatch Brahms One.

(The hatch opens. A phaser charges from the inside.)

YUBARI: Hello, General.

BRAHMS: Asuka.  Your ambushes are becoming repetitive.

YUBARI: I knew you’d try to escape, in the end.

BRAHMS: Do you expect me to compliment you on your keen powers of deduction?

YUBARI: No.  But I do expect an explanation.

BRAHMS: For which particular part of it?  I can’t tell you anything I didn’t tell Commander Dovan.

YUBARI: Not that.  None of that. I want to know why you’re doing this to me. Why now?

BRAHMS: Oh, Asuka...

(Asuka charges her phaser up to a higher frequency.)

YUBARI: Don’t you dare call me by my name.  Not after what you’ve just put me through.

BRAHMS: Asuka... (pause)  Believe me when I say that I never wanted you to be drawn into this. But also believe me when I tell you that the gravity of your failure and the ease with which you abandoned your division shocked even me. This wasn’t something I did.  It was you: you who vindicated every single doubt our colleagues ever had about you.  You who threw away everything I’ve tried to bring to you, all to save one Federation starship and one backwater world. I’m the only reason you weren’t killed the day we received the Valandria report.

YUBARI: (trying to keep it together) It was – just an observation mission.  Low priority, you told me.

BRAHMS: No, Asuka.  It was much more.  You knew the orders; you knew not to question them; you knew to maintain cover, no matter what you thought you knew about the mission! I’m sorry it ended like this.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Yes.  I hope you are. (She turns him around, and shoves him forward.) We’re going to the bridge.

(They walk to the door.  Yubari presses the door button and it opens.  They walk out.)

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

(The fighting has just stopped.)

ROL: Sir!

LORHROK: At ease, Rol. Lieutenant Yubari.  I take back my reservations about you.  Nicely done.

YUBARI: (annoyed) What ‘reservations’?

LORHROK: ...never mind. You must be General Brahms.

BRAHMS: I am he.

(Silence.)

LORHROK: I don’t think there’s anything that needs to be said. Your ship is on autopilot, Brahms.  Preparing to warp out of the system.  I need you to deactivate it before that happens.

BRAHMS: Will that benefit me at my trial?

LORHROK: (coldly) I’ll be sure to note it in my report.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Alright. (sounding bored) Computer, prepare procedure flash-bulb one.

(The computer beeps its acknowledgement.)

ROL: Flash... Isaac, no!  Alecz!  Cover your--!

BRAHMS: (triumphant) Execute.

(Suddenly, ambient light on the darkly-lit bridge increases for three seconds… by ten thousand percent!  As they react, Brahms runs for the bridge door and escapes into the corridor.  Rol follows in hot pursuit.)

LORHROK:

My eyes!

It’s… so bright!

(Simultaneous yelps and mild cries of pain from the six marines.)

YUBARI:

I can’t see!

ROL:

General!

(The door closes after Brahms and Rol have passed through.)

SCENE 205-06

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Renegade, followed seconds later by the much smaller McKinley, swoop past us.)

LOCAITON: MCKINLEY COCKPIT

DOVAN: Adow, one of those engineering miracles right now would really hit the spot!

ADOW: If you wanted engineering miracles, maybe you should have made me chief engineer!

DOVAN: They’re still moving faster than us!  They’re going to escape!

ADOW: Then we’ll follow them at warp, sir!  It’s not that hard!

DOVAN: Have you ever followed a cloaked ship at warp, Crewman?

ADOW: No.  Have you?

DOVAN: Well... no, but it’s not easy!

ADOW: I never said it was.

DOVAN: You-- But--

ADOW: Fly the ship, Captain!

DOVAN: Don’t call me that!

(Console alert.)

ADOW: Incoming message from the Starbase.

DOVAN: What?

ADOW: It’s Admiral Parker!

DOVAN: Last person I need to talk to right now.  Ignore it!

ADOW: I can’t!  He’s forcing himself on-screen!

(On one of the computer panels, Admiral Parker’s face appears.)

PARKER: Commander Dovan, I believe we’ve discussed, on at least two separate occasions, the importance of Starfleet crews helping one another out.

DOVAN: Admiral, we’re in the middle of a very important— (confused pause) What?

ADOW:

Sir, the Tornado is undocking.  It’s coming to a position just in front of us...  Forming a diamond between us, them, and the Hermes and Poseidon docks!

PARKER: (in background)

Commander Masterson, are those coordinates ready?

MASTERSON: (in background)

Right here, sir

DOVAN: I don’t understand.

PAKER: You will.  (to someone off-screen) Admiral Tenson, energize the tachyon emitters.

(Sensor alert.)

ADOW: We’re being bombarded by tachyons, sir!  Tornado and both shipyards are firing!  Forming some kind of tachyon field!

DOVAN: Admiral!

PARKER: (firm) Commander, come about to course three-one-four mark two-six and fire one quantum torpedo at... well, you know what at.

DOVAN: You-- You know?

PARKER: Fire, Mister Dovan.  Parker out.

(The screen terminates.)

ADOW: Well?  What are you going to do?

DOVAN: Follow orders.  For once. Targeting the Renegade...

(He fires the torpedo.)

ADOW: Torpedo away.  It’s not going to hit; even if the Renegade were on autopilot, they’d easily evade. They’re banking hard to starboard... Torpedo missed, sir.

DOVAN: Well, that was--

(Half a dozen alarms suddenly go off all over the cockpit.)

COMPUTER: Tachyon alert.  Anomaly detected.  Tachyon alert.  Anomaly detected.

DOVAN: (surprised; then pleased) He evaded the torpedo... and evaded himself right into Admiral Parker’s tachyon field!  Lit himself up like a firework on Federation Day!

ADOW: Incoming transmission from Starbase Nine-One-One.  It’s on the public announcement channel, sir.

DOVAN: Let’s see it.

(The screen activates.)

PARKER: This is Vice Admiral Athos Roark-Parker.  An unusually high tachyon surge just erupted near the Hermes and Poseidon Shipyards.  The phenomenon is natural but dangerous.  All vessels are to veer off The Drydocks while Starfleet investigates and secures the area.  Repeat: The Drydocks are off-limits to all unauthorized vessels until further notice. Parker out.

(Dovan opens a channel.)

DOVAN: Yacht McKinley to Starbase Nine-One-One.  Thanks a bundle, Admiral.

PARKER: Morning, McKinley.  I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.  As far as the official record is concerned, I was enjoying this perfectly normal morning with a perfectly normal cup of topaline tea when all of a sudden my sensor boards were flooded with tachyon alerts that had been picked up--luckily--by a group of Starfleet vessels and facilities that just happened to be conducting anti-cloaking battle drills this morning and just happened to be in exactly the right position to notice the disruption.  And I happen to think that such a strange anomaly as the one you’ve found is a mystery worth solving... wouldn’t you say?

DOVAN: I... couldn’t say it better myself, Admiral.  McKinley out.

(The viewer deactivates.)

DOVAN: Well... that wraps up our job.  The rest is up to Lorhrok.

ADOW: (bitter) So you didn’t need me after all.  Figures.

SCENE 205-07

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

LORHROK: Yubari.  Are you alright?

YUBARI: I-- I think so.  I think my head’s going to hurt for a few days, too.

LORHROK: I know.  At least we weren’t permanently blinded.

YUBARI: (sarcastic) Yes.  How very lucky that we were only completely disabled for a few minutes.

LORHROK: Come on.  We have to catch up with Brahms.  I don’t want Rol facing him alone.

YUBARI: Do we know where they went?

LORHROK: Internal sensors show them heading for the transporter room.

YUBARI: Then why are we still here?  Get the marines and let’s go.

SCENE 205-08

LOCATION: RENEGADE JEFFERIES TUBE

(Brahms is climbing down a ladder, Rol close behind him.)

ROL: This is a very strange place to put your transporter room, Isaac.

BRAHMS: It’s a small ship.  There isn’t a lot of room for large corridors.

(He reaches the bottom of the shaft and presses a button.  A hatch slides open beneath him.  He climbs down.)

LOCATION: RENEGADE TRANSPORTER ROOM

BRAHMS: There also isn’t very much room for a transporter chamber.

(Rol is right behind him, and jumps the last meter or so.)

ROL: I can see that.

BRAHMS: Now, would you kindly help me configure this transporter.  We’re going to beam back to the surface of Union and disappear.

ROL: And that’s it?  We just walk away from this?

(Brahms turns to the tiny transporter console and begins inputting coordinates.)

BRAHMS: Yes, then this will finally be over. Lieutenant, you gave a masterful performance up there.  I think Lorhrok thought you were on his side.  You never stop surprising me.

ROL: You mean, with my naïveté?

BRAHMS: No: I mean with your genius.  And your... your grace.  Something I lack.

ROL: No... you mean with my naïveté.

(Rol raises and charges his phaser. Brahms stops working.)

BRAHMS: Lieuten-- Alex?

ROL: On the bridge, Isaac?  That wasn’t a performance.

BRAHMS: I... I see. Then your performance was masterful indeed.

ROL: You know my motto: wheels within wheels.

BRAHMS: Within wheels, as I recall. So this is how our partnership ends?  How our enmity begins?

ROL: I hope we’re never enemies, Isaac.  I’ve just realized that justice is a meaningful term in this universe.  It’s a term we have to answer to.

BRAHMS: This is really the worst possible time for your childish moral sense from ten years ago to suddenly reassert itself, Colonel. I mean, Lieut—

ROL: Is it?  Is this any worse than last year?  Or the year before that? It seems like the last five years, we’ve just been running from one Sword of Damocles crisis to another.  We’ve left an awful lot of wreckage behind us, haven’t we? Remember the Yorktown?  I felt so guilty after that, you installed genetic controls in me.  You wanted to relieve some of the burden of free will.  You thought I was going to fall apart under the strain.

BRAHMS: Apparently, I had a point.

ROL: I’m not falling apart, Isaac.  For the first time in ten years, I’m putting myself back together.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Odd that you should mention the genetic controls.  You know that I can make you drop that gun right now.

ROL: Are you pulling rank on me?

BRAHMS: I wish that were all I had to do to secure your loyalty, Lieutenant. Drop the gun. That’s an order. (pause) (surprised) I said, drop it.  Help me with this transporter. It’s not working.

ROL: Of course it isn’t, Isaac.  I would never let you shoulder the weight of my freedom like that. I disabled every genetic control in my body years ago.

BRAHMS: Then—

ROL: Yes, Isaac.  I murdered Amara and Robins.  And I did it of my own free will.

(Stunned silence.)

BRAHMS: Pretty cheeky of you to turn me in and not yourself, then, isn’t it?

ROL: I’m going to turn myself in as soon as this is over.  But you were my accomplice.

BRAHMS: Alex... I can’t let you do this.  The Sword--

ROL: Oh, for God’s sake, Isaac!  The Sword’s been hanging over our heads for twenty years; it’ll hold for a few more weeks.

BRAHMS: The Sword has held for this long because of you and me, Alex. (sad) And now it seems as if it will be just me. I can’t persuade you to join me?  To renew your oath?

ROL: No.  We weren’t upholding the oath, Isaac.  We degraded it. There is a line, after all.  And we crossed the hell out of it.

BRAHMS: Don’t do this.

ROL: I have to.

BRAHMS: (sadly) I can almost respect that, Alex. (hard) But, tell me.  When you disabled the genetic controls, did you also disable the Kill Phrase?

ROL: The what?

BRAHMS: I thought not. I’m sorry, Alex.  But you know the poem: nothing gold can stay.

ROL: I—What... have you done? (He falls to his knees) It hurts.

BRAHMS: (pained) “Nothing Gold Can Stay.”  Robert Frost.  That is your favorite poem, isn’t it?

So leaf subsides to leaf/

So Eden sank to grief/

So dawn goes down to day...

ROL: (whispered) Nothing gold can stay. You killed me.

BRAHMS: You killed yourself.  I’m just sorry I had to watch.You’ll be unconscious in a few moments.  It is painless, at least, after the first spasms. Good-bye.

(He goes back to setting the transporter coordinates.)

But Rol, in agony, rises to his feet.

ROL: (rasping through the pain) Isaac.

BRAHMS: You always were more resilient than the others.  But there’s no use now.  It’s over.

ROL: (rasping) You have... no hold... over me.

(He raises his phaser.)

BRAHMS: Colonel, no!  If you hit the transporter, you’ll flood the compartment with radiation!

(Pause.)

ROL: I know.

(He fires.  The transporter explodes.)

BRAHMS: No!

(The concussion from the explosion hits them both; they are blown heavily back against the wall, unconscious.)

SCENE 205-09

LOCATION: RENEGADE JEFFERIES TUBES

(Lorhrok, Masterson, a security team from the Starbase, and the marine team are climbing down the access ladder.  All are wearing EV suits.)

LORHROK: Keep moving, people.  The compartment’s positively bubbling with Tetrik radiation.  Nobody can survive in there for long.

MASTERSON: We can have the pattern enhancers set up fifteen seconds after we get in there, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Good.  We’re here.

(He presses the button; opens the hatch; climbs down into the transporter room.)

LORHROK: Oh, Maker. Rol!  Rol!

MASTERSON: What’s your status, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: Brahms and Rol are both here, as expected.  But Rol... he’s going gray.  That’s not Tetrik Radiation poisoning at work.

(Masterson gets off the ladder.)

MASTERSON: You’re right.  I’m surprised he’s still alive.  He shouldn’t be. Get those pattern enhancers up on the double!  We’re need a medical beamout here!

LORHROK: Do you know what this is?  Can you help him?

MASTERSON: I... I think we can.  We have... some experience with this kind of injury.

LORHROK: Do I want to know?

MASTERSON: No, Lieutenant, you don’t Here’s your General.  He’s just got radiation poisoning.  He’ll live.  You might even be able to wake him up right now.

LORHROK: With all that radiation in his body?  I don’t think he’d enjoy that at all.

MASTERSON: I know. David Robins was my friend.

LORHROK: Oh. (pause) Oh!

MASTERSON: (to security) Those pattern enhancers are ready, aren’t they?  Masterson to Starbase.  Two to beam directly to sickbay!

LORHROK: Don’t let him die, Commander.  He wasn’t responsible for any of this.

PARKER: We’re ready for you, Commander.

MASTERSON: Good-bye, Lieutenant. Energize!

(She and Rol beam out.)

(Lorhrok reaches into his medkit and grabs a hypospray.  He injects it into Brahms’s neck.)

BRAHMS: (regaining consciousness) Uh... Oh.

LORHROK: General Isaac Brahms, are you conscious and aware of your surroundings?

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Lorhrok.

LORHROK: I’ll take that as a yes.  General Brahms, your ship has been impounded, your mission foiled...

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Lorhrok, you have no idea what you’ve cost me.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: (Suppressing anger) You have the right to remain silent.  Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law.  You have the right to an attorney, and to have an attorney present during questioning.  You may decide at any time from this moment on to terminate this interview and exercise those rights.  Do you understand the rights which I have just read to you?

BRAHMS: I do.

LORHROK: (slower, firmer) Then, General Brahms, you are hereby charged with murder in the first degree and placed under arrest.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Lorhrok to Excelsior.  Bring us home.

(Everyone left beams out.)

SCENE 205-10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM

(The away team rematerializes on the transporter pad.)

DOVAN: Welcome back, Lieutenant.  It seems you had a productive trip.

BRAHMS: (cough)

DOVAN: Oh, he’s awake.  Lieutenant Yubari, if you would return General Brahms to our brig pending transfer to the penal facility on Union?

YUBARI: With pleasure, sir.  General, if you’ll place your hands in these cuffs?

BRAHMS: (weakly but firmly) No.

YUBARI: Commander Dovan, requesting permission to stun the prisoner if he refuses another order.

DOVAN: (casually) Denied. However, the use of Klingon opera as an enhanced interrogation technique is hereby authorized.

YUBARI: I’ll make do. This way, General.

(She snaps force-cuffs on his wrist and they exit.)

DOVAN: Marines, you’re free to go as well.  Thank you for some excellent work over there.

(The marines exit.)

DOVAN: ...Don’t talk much, do they?

(Lorhrok takes off his EV helmet with a snap and a pressurized hiss.)

LORHROK: No, they don’t.

DOVAN: Some of the marines are getting together in the Delta Lounge for a “small celebration” of this quiet little victory.  You and I are, of course, invited. But, in my experience, marines never do anything small.

LORHROK: The Delta Lounge?  It’s been repaired?

DOVAN: Grand re-opening is tonight.  Can’t believe I almost missed it.

LORHROK: We were pretty busy, sir. Will you join me?

DOVAN: I’ll catch up with you, Lieutenant.  I have one more thing I have to do.  And it’s time for me to begin building my command mystique, anyhow.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: I’ll be there later.  I promise. Now go have some fun, Lieutenant.  You’ve earned it.

(Lorhrok exits.)

DOVAN: Now, how am I going to start this letter? Dear Leonardo. Dear Leo.  Lee.  L.  To whom it may concern, this stardate. No.  No, Leonardo it is. (somber)

Dear Leonardo:

It is my great sadness to inform you that your sister, Rachel Cortez, died this morning of wounds sustained in the line of--

(quietly) No, dammit.  No.

SCENE 205-11

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DELTA LOUNGE

(There is a party going on. Big, loud, boisterous music. Lots of noise. Huge crowd. Ten-Forward never looked like this, and, frankly? Neither did Quark's. The marines really do know how to party.)

(Dr. Sharp steps over to the bar.)

SHARP: Lio!  Another synthehol!

YUBARI: You know, Lio has some of the real stuff behind the counter.  You’re senior staff; I’m sure he’d give some to you.

SHARP: Nah.  Save it for the marines.  They’re the ones who really enjoy it.

(She picks up her freshly-replicated drink.)

SHARP: Thanks, Lio. (She takes a swig.) Ah, that’s good.

YUBARI: Suit yourself.

(Yubari takes a drink herself.)

SHARP: Having fun, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: Not particularly.

SHARP: Are you just ornery, or are you physically incapable of it?

YUBARI: Of what?

SHARP: Of fun.

YUBARI: Strange question, Doctor.

SHARP: You’re a strange woman.

YUBARI: I have fun. I like winning.

SHARP: Do you?

YUBARI: I won today.  It felt good. It feels good.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Did Commander Dovan ever make it down here?  I haven’t seen him.

SHARP: Oh, he was here for a short time.  Made the rounds.  Pretended to be drinking along with everyone else, but I’m pretty sure he was nursing a root beer.

YUBARI:(amused) Hmpf.  That sounds like our captain.

SHARP: He doesn’t want you to call him that.

YUBARI: Well that’s just too bad for him.  He’s the captain, whether he likes it or not.

SHARP: You won’t get any argument from me. He left after a few minutes, though.  Said he wanted to see whether Lorhrok was going to live up to his new job title as first officer.  Said he had “big boots to fill in the partying department.”

YUBARI: Huh. Is that Lieutenant Lorhrok there?

SHARP: On that table?  Dancing?

YUBARI: Yes.

SHARP: Yep.  That’s him.  And that woman dancing practically on top of him?  Crewman Adow.

YUBARI: Crewman Adow?  She’s the angry one, right?

SHARP: Please take it in the kindest possible sense when I say that Kinash Adow’s temper rivals yours, Asuka Yubari.

(Pause. Yubari sips her drink.)

YUBARI: I don’t think Commander Dovan has anything to worry about.

(Pause.)

SHARP: So, what do you think’s going to happen next?

YUBARI: You mean when we follow that course heading the captain told us about?

SHARP: Yeah.

YUBARI: I don’t know. My guess is we’ll learn soon enough anyway.

SHARP: I suppose you’re right.

YUBARI: What I’m wondering about is Alex Rol.

SHARP: I’ll bet. You think he’ll live?

YUBARI: He has so far.  But that’s not what has me wondering.

(Yubari drinks the last of her drink and sets it down on the bar. Pause.)

(The band in the background finishes playing “The Dance” and switch to a slow, beautiful string piece, "Love.")

NARRATOR: (in background) Thank you, thank you.  A big round of applause for Ensign Figrin Dan and the Modal Nodes! Next up is a very special tune we learned on the tragic plains of Shadow Four.  Dan?

YUBARI: That’s it.  I’m heading home for the night.

SHARP: Need the sleep?

YUBARI: Only if tomorrow’s going to be as exciting as today.

SHARP: You think it will be?

YUBARI: Oh, yes.

(Scene fades out.)

LOCATION: ROL’S QUARTERS (FLASHBACK)

ROL: Rol, Entry Five-Thirteen.  As a result of a recent conversation, I have adopted a new mission objective. I don’t know whether I can take down General Brahms.  I don’t know whether I can take down myself. I don’t know whether I should. I don’t know whether two complete conversions can be held in the span of a single lifetime.  I don’t know whether history will judge me a saint or a devil for what I am about to do.  I don’t know whether I will save the Federation or destroy it. All I know is that, if the Federation stands for anything, then I must act, and let history worry about the consequences. For the first time in many years, I do think the Federation stands for something. In fact, I think it stands for everything. May the Great Bird of the Galaxy be my witness and my guide.


2.7 No One Gets Out Alive


SCENE S2EB-01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR HOLODECK

(A referee's whistle is blown.)

KIBYR: (bored) Last round; the score is tied.  Possession to Commander Dovan.

DOVAN: Let's move it along, ref! I wanna put the Commander out of her misery.

YUBARI: We'll see about that, sir.  Inbound.  Now.

DOVAN: Ref! You heard the lady!

KIBYR: Right, right.

(The Kibyr whistles and a game of Parrises Squares re-commences; There is a great amount of running, heavy breathing, and the sound of balls hitting walls and being hit by electrified mallets.)

LORHROK: Dovan's gonna score!  Somebody--

YUBARI: I have him!

(A loud, metallic whack knocks the ball against the wall.  Frantic running up the platform by Dovan, Yubari close behind him.)

ROL: Careful, sir!

DOVAN: I see her!  Rol, on your left!  I'll spike it!

YUBARI: Not a chance!

(The ball is deflected. A buzzer sounds, but play continues as Rol makes a successful offensive rebound.)

YUBARI: Ha!  One down, one to go!

DOVAN: On your six, Rol!

ROL: I see – (A clanging sound as Rol tumbles head-over-heels to the ground, ion mallet rolling ahead of his sprawling body.) Ooof!

(Dovan runs up to Rol.)

DOVAN: Rol, you alright?

YUBARI: (curt) He's fine!

(Rol gets up on his own.)

ROL: I can take a little pain, sir.

(Dovan starts running.)

DOVAN: Then get up and flank her, Lieutenant!

YUBARI: (Angry) Hey, ref!  What'd'you gotta do for a foul around here?  Rol's out-of-bounds!

KIBYR: No foul!  Clean action!  The disc remains in play!

(Kibyr blows his whistle. Just as he does this, Dovan is running up the ramp again after the disc.  Dovan's ion mallet magnetically sucks the disc in.)

DOVAN: Got it!

(He swings the mallet, releasing the disc, which hurtles into the goal.  A victory alarm goes off.)

DOVAN: (excited!) Goal, score, and match poi-- whoa!

ROL: Commander!  I'm right behind-- whaaa!

(Dovan falls like a felled tree, and lands right on top of Rol.  Yubari, Lorhrok, and the Ref run to the bottom of the ramp to see who's hurt.)

DOVAN: (mumbling) Jehoshaphat.

LORHROK: Are you two alright?

DOVAN: I... lost my footing on the ramp.  Rol broke my fall.

ROL: (in pain) I live... to serve... sir...

DOVAN: If it helps, Lieutenant, we did win.

YUBARI: (very displeased) Yes. You did. That should have been a foul.

ROL: Hooray for victory.  Now... could someone escort me to sickbay?

SCENE S2EB-02

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(A turbolift opens; Dovan exits and makes his way down to his seat on the Sovereign-class bridge.  Cortez is standing, looking at the main viewer.)

CORTEZ: Commander Dovan!  I'm glad you made it to the Bridge in one piece.  It seems I missed quite a spirited match.

DOVAN: Yubari's hopping mad at the ref and everybody else, Rol's in sickbay with two broken ribs, and I just about split my head open. If that was a spirited round of Parrises Squares, I'd hate to see what it takes to qualify as violent. Incidentally, care to join us for the rematch?

CORTEZ: (with a laugh) Space is dangerous enough.

DOVAN: That's the easy way out. What's that big rock on the main viewer?

CORTEZ We think it's a class-S planetoid.

DOVAN: We think?

CORTEZ: Our sensors can't seem to get a clear lock beneath the surface. Also... it's rogue.

DOVAN: I thought you said it was Class-S.

CORTEZ: I did.

DOVAN: Class-S planets can't go rogue.  They break apart at the heliopause.

CORTEZ: Class-S planets also don't block sensors. Nonetheless...

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Huh.  That's weird.  When's the away team beaming down?

CORTEZ: As soon as you assemble one, Commander. Not quite as exciting as Parrises Squares, but--

DOVAN: (interrupting) That's a chance I'm willing to take, Captain.

CORTEZ: Helm, plot a course for that planetoid. Best speed.

THEME SONG

DOVAN: Space. The final frontier. These are the voyages of the-- Oh, who am I kidding? This is the Starship Excelsior.  We use an ancient Gateway to explore the farthest reaches of the galaxy.  Our assignment is to find out what we can and come back alive. The rest is rhetoric.

SCENE S2EB-03

LOCATION: TUNNEL

(The away team beams in. There is a slight hum from the life-support belts and a more alien hum from the other equipment in the room.)

ROL: Well, this is a surprise.

DOVAN: Agreed.  Lieutenant, are you detecting an 	atmosphere in here?

(Yubari opens her tricorder and begins to scan.)

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Can we breathe it?

YUBARI: (surprised) Yes, sir.  It's as dry as a desert and too warm by half... but the oxygen/nitrogen balance is perfect.  We'll be fine.

DOVAN: Good enough. Deactivate life support belts.

(They disable their belts.  At the same time, Dovan taps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Excelsior: can you hear me?

CORTEZ: (Garbled to incomprehensibility) Commander?  Is that you?

YUBARI: Rol, help me set up those signal enhancers.

ROL: Yes'm.

(The enhancers are placed with whirrs, clicks, and then a steady hum.)

DOVAN: How's that, Captain?

CORTEZ: Much better.  Report, Commander.

DOVAN That natural subterranean tunnel we picked as our beamdown site?  Not natural.  It's 	big, artificial, and poorly lit. And all the lighting's red.

CORTEZ: Red's not usually a good sign.

DOVAN: Unless you happen to like emergencies.

CORTEZ: Is there breathable atmosphere?

DOVAN: Yes, Captain.

CORTEZ: Then we can rule out life support failure as the cause.

DOVAN: Unless they were argon/helium breathers who suffocated in an oxygen atmosphere.

CORTEZ: Are you trying to be difficult, Commander?

DOVAN: Usually.

CORTEZ: If we rule out life support failure, it means that whatever caused the emergency could still be present.  Proceed with caution.  We'll monitor you from here.

DOVAN: Yes, Captain.  (to the others) Yubari?  Rol? Let's move out.

(They start walking down the tunnel.)

ROL: So, Lieutenant.  When's our rematch?

YUBARI: Right after you tell me how many credits you paid for the game this morning.

ROL: Paid?

YUBARI: To buy the ref.

(Dovan stops in his tracks.)

DOVAN: Hold up and cut the chatter.

YUBARI: (annoyed)  Wha--?  (surprised) Oh.

CORTEZ: Dovan? You found something?

DOVAN: The tunnel just opened up into a large cavern.

CORTEZ: How large?

DOVAN: You ever been to the Temple of Agrajag in the Iconian Ruins on Union?

CORTEZ: No.

DOVAN: Oh.  Well... it's very big.  Pretty much like this cavern.

CORTEZ: What else?

DOVAN: I'm seeing dozens of pillars around the chamber, spaced at regular intervals. They're almost opaque, but I can make out humanoid shapes in the nearest one.

CORTEZ: Suspended animation?

(Yubari runs more tricorder scans, followed by several rapid beeps.)

YUBARI: Unknown.  Tricorders still aren't getting through whatever they used to build this place.

CORTEZ: One moment.

SCENE S2EB - 04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

(Lorhrok is doing a diagnostic of the warp core.)

LORHROK: Ensign Nebison?  When you get the chance, would you mind running--

(The intercom beeps.)

CORTEZ: Cortez to Engineering.

LORHROK: Never mind, Ensign.  Lorhrok here, Captain.

CORTEZ: There's a small situation on the planetoid. We need to increase our sensor resolution – by a significant margin – in order to break through some interference.

(Lorhrok steps to another console and starts working.)

LORHROK: Sensors are running pretty close to the 	maximum already, Captain.  I can squeeze out a few billion more pixels for you, but it'll mean a physical modification on the main deflector.

CORTEZ: Sounds like you'll have to do a cakewalk. Get on it immediately.

LORHROK: Sorry, captain.  Cakewalk?

CORTEZ: Did I say that?  I'm sorry; I meant spacewalk.  My drill sergeant at the Academy said I moved through zero-gee with such ease that I made a spacewalk look like a cakewalk.

LORHROK: Really?  My Academy spacewalks usually ended up looking like lunch.  At least, that was the only thing I could see on the inside of my helmet.

(Cortez laughs.)

LORHROK: I'll let you know when we're finished.  Give us an hour.  Lorhrok out. (to the engineers in the bay) Adow, Harkless, Ermez, and... Ro'ta.  Suit up.  We're going for a walk.

SCENE S2EB-05

LOCATION: CAVE.

(The away team is busily scanning with tricorders.)

ROL: What do you make of it?

DOVAN: For all the world, it looks like a sickbay to me.  And no matter how much I try to look at it otherwise, I keep seeing the ward level on Starbase Nine-One-One.

ROL: Most hospitals don't have this many biobeds 	on one level.  Can you imagine the din in here if they were all filled with patients? There have to be hundreds of them.

DOVAN: Maybe it was a hospital for the mute. Or maybe not.  Have you ever seen this many 	sharp edges in a hospital bay?

ROL: Only in Klingon hospitals.

DOVAN: Klingons aren't my ideal practitioners of medicine.	.

YUBARI: (calling out excitedly) Commander!  Over here!

(Dovan makes his way over to her, closing his own tricorder.)

DOVAN: What have you got?

YUBARI: I found a data terminal over here.  There's still a little power running to it.

DOVAN: What do you make of it?

YUBARI: If I had to guess?  I'd say... origin is the Delta Quadrant.

DOVAN: (sharp, sarcastic) Oh, very astute, Lieutenant.  A piece of Delta Quadrant technology here in the middle of the Delta Quadrant. However, I feel a hunch coming on.  Delta Quadrant species, specimens in stasis, large operating room... Are you thinking what I'm thinking, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: I'm thinking that the next time we play Parrises Squares I'm checking to see if you're using a regulation mallet.

DOVAN: Very funny, Lieutenant. By the way, it was fifty credits and an ice-cold bottle of kanar.

YUBARI: (confused) What?

DOVAN: You asked how much the referee cost. But I digress.  Dovan to Cortez.

CORTEZ: Cortez here.

DOVAN: I think these are the ruins of a Vidiian base.

CORTEZ: Vidiian?  This is pretty far outside their core territory, Commander.  No one's even seen them since Voyager came home.  Can you confirm?

DOVAN: We're going to try tying into a data terminal we found.  Stand by. (to Yubari)	Okay, Lieutenant.  Fire it up.

(Device boots up.  Panel activates with noises and scans of the surroundings.  An image, what appears to be a Vidiian hologram, materializes right in front of the terminal.)

GAVI: Azeron korannan-- --eel fenrath litariel-- (nine quick, irregular clicks of the tongue) -- and ready for instruction.  Translation protocol established and locked.  Repeating.  Medical program Gavi online. Damage detected: operational efficiency estimated at forty-seven percent.  All core system functions are stable and ready for instruction.

DOVAN: Captain, a medical hologram just appeared in front of us.

GAVI: Negative. Holograms are obsolete.  I am Gavi. I am a product of particle 	synthesis, a new technique for dynamic A.I. projection pioneered by Dr. Inara Lesotha. As a prototype, I represent a thirty-percent 	increase in tactile and spatial sensitivity over the most advanced holographics available.

CORTEZ: Tactile sensitivity?  Sounds like a surgical	hologram.

DOVAN: Looks like flesh and blood. Gavi, can you please hold out your hand? (pause) Feels like flesh and blood, too. Remarkable. Gavi... not to be blunt, but where is everyone?

(Suddenly, a white light appears.  It sweeps across the away team.  It is quick but fairly loud.  At the end of the sweep, there is a single loud beep.)

DOVAN: What the--?

ROL: What was that?

DOVAN: Captain, we were just swept by some kind of–

CORTEZ: A bright white light.  It happened here, too. I'm upgrading to Yellow Alert.

GAVI: Combat measures will not be necessary.  Your officers have been... scanned.  That is all.

DOVAN: Scanned by who?  You?

GAVI: It is not within my ability to answer that question.

ROL: Let me guess: “Database corruption is extensive.”

DOVAN: (Confused) Lieutenant?

ROL: Never mind, sir.

GAVI: Please wait for the completion of current diagnostic-and-correction program before requesting additional restricted information.

DOVAN: Great.

SCENE S2EB – 06

LOCAITON: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR DISH

(Lorhrok and is team are modifying the deflector.  Welding is heard as well as keystrokes on a computer panel.  A person in an EVA suit is approaching from afar.)

LORHROK: Harkless!  The time?

HARKLESS: Uh... oh-nine-twenty-two, sir.

LORHROK: That means we have barely forty minutes left to finish up this job.  Let's push a little harder, people. Harkless, continue to monitor the available bandwidth between the deflector and the computer core. Adow, make sure the EPS conduits don't blow up in my face while I'm routing plasma from the deflector grid. Wait. On second thought, Adow, I think you want me dead, so let's put you on anti-proton duty with Harkless.  Ro'ta, you monitor the EPS bleedoff.  And... somebody hand me a hyperspanner.

(The approaching person arrives.)

CORTEZ: You sure a megaspanner won't do the trick, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: Captain!  Fancy meeting you out here!  Uh... did you lose something?

CORTEZ: Just my self-control.  I couldn't resist the 	chance at a spacewalk. Plus, if I start bragging about cakewalks without proving myself out here, I won't have the credibility to last eighteen months on this ship.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Captain, while it's very nice to see you out here, the modifications we're making to the deflector are delicate and, quite frankly, dangerous.  We're already working under a time constraint; I don't want to have to worry about your safety on top of that.

CORTEZ: Hm.  I was hoping you could use some help.   (reluctant)  But, the one thing you shouldn't have to worry about is my safety.  I'll head in and de-suit. But if those modifications aren't ready in the thirty-six minutes, twelve seconds you promised me...

LORHROK: Understood, Captain!

CORTEZ: Now, are you sure you want a hyperspanner?

LORHROK: Megaspanner will do just fine.

(A chirrup inside Cortez's helmet.)

DOVAN: (a bit startled) Dovan to Excelsior!

CORTEZ: Cortez here.  What's happened, Commander?

LOCATION: CAVE

(There is a screeching sound in the background.)

DOVAN: Captain, the pillars just opened up!

CORTEZ: The stasis pods?

DOVAN: They're not stasis pods, Captain.

CORTEZ: Then what are they?

DOVAN: Bodies, Captain!  It's dead bodies all the way down!

LOCAITON: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR DISH

LORHROK: (quietly) Great prophet...

CORTEZ: Calm down, Dovan!  What do you mean... bodies?

DOVAN: Sorry, Captain.  Forty or fifty bodies in a pillar.  Close to a thousand, total.  All different species.  All different ages, genders.  And they're all in different stages of dissection.  Chest cavities open, exposed musculature tearing... some are... completely shredded.  Dismembered.  And the look on their faces says they were awake for this.

CORTEZ: Stand by, Commander.  I'll be right down.  Cortez out. (Pause.) Lieutenant Lorhrok, I'll have to take my leave of you.  Contact me when your modifications are complete.

LORHROK: Aye, Captain.

(Cortez walks away.)

ERMEZ: What are we going to do, sir?

LORHROK: First thing we're going to do is take this megaspanner and hurl it into the depths of space.  Next thing we're going to do is someone's going to get my a hyperspanner.  We're going to make our deadline; the dead bodies are somebody else's problem.

SCENE S2EB – 07

LOCAITON: CAVE

(Transporter beam.)

DOVAN: Captain.

CORTEZ: Commander.

DOVAN: There. I've never seen such sadism.  The Jem'Hadar were butchers, but they just wanted you dead; they didn't care one way or another if you felt the pain.

CORTEZ: For a race as medically advanced as the Vidiians, I have to say I agree.  This is barbaric.  The Vidiians stole organs, kidnapped healthy people, conducted wildly unethical experiments... but this looks like torture for torture's sake.  I thought this was beyond them.

DOVAN: They were all dying of the same disease.  What was that line of Trassiss the Urbane?  “The two great insanities are love and death”?

ROL: Excuse me, sirs.  I, uh...

CORTEZ: Speak up, Lieutenant.

ROL: My chest hurts... quite a bit.  I'm not sure how, but I think I must have accidentally rebroken the ribs Doctor Sharp fixed this morning.  With your permission, I'd like to return to the ship.

DOVAN: I can escort him up, Captain.

CORTEZ: Perfect.  I need someone on the ship in any case; I've decided to stay down here to investigate this... Gavi.  Make it so.

SCENE S2EB – 08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

SHARP: Now, Ensign Dess.  You're going to have to take this ADR supplement twice a day until your forepaw is fully healed.  Otherwise – let me make this very clear – your immune system will attack the stitches and your paw will go completely bald.  I know how much that matters to Caitians.  And, of course, no more tennis while the treatment lasts.  You're the second sports-related injury I've seen today.  The first one was--

(The door opens.  Rol walks in.)

ROL: Doctor Sharp?

SHARP: Well, speak of the devil.  We were just talking about you, Rol.  What brings you back here?  Did Yubari beat you in the rematch?

ROL: Not this side of Antares' Bend! But... I'm having some pains in my chest.

SHARP: And you're a pain in my rump.  Hop up on the biobed.

(The biobed activates, running its usual scan. At the same time, Sharp opens her medical tricorder and starts a sweep.)

SHARP: You're running a fever.  How bad are the aches?

ROL: Oh, they were a lot worse when I beamed up.  Now, they're not so ba—AIIIGH!

(He collapses, falling off the bed to the ground, unconscious.)

SHARP: Rol! Are you okay? Can you get up? I need some help in here!  Rol, can you hear me?

SCENE S2EB – 09

LOCATION: CAVE

(Tricorder hums away as Gavi continues projecting.)

CORTEZ: Gavi, my name is Captain Rachel Cortez.  I'm from the United Federation Starship Excelsior.  What can you tell me about this facility?  Is it Vidiian?

GAVI: Unable to answer query.  Please hold for additional 1% program advancement.

YUBARI: I think what she meant to say was, “Hold on a sec.”

CORTEZ: I'd rather not.  This place gives my human half the willies.

SHARP: Sharp to Cortez.

(Cortez taps her combadge.)

CORTEZ: Cortez here.  Go ahead, Doctor.

SHARP: We have a serious problem, Captain.

(A quiet – yet ugly – alert sounds in the background.)

GAVI: Program progress at fifty percent.  I am now able to answer a limited number of your questions.

SHARP: What was that?

CORTEZ: It's not important.  Your report, Doctor?

SHARP: Rol has fallen ill.  My scans are reporting something I can't believe.

CORTEZ: Out with it, Doctor!

SHARP: Lieutenant Rol has contracted the Vidiian Phage.

CORTEZ: What?

SHARP: I've confirmed the diagnosis three times, Captain.  Rol is infected with the same disease that devastated the entire Vidiian race.

CORTEZ: Impossible!  Only Vidiians can contract the Phage!

GAVI: I am afraid your information is no longer the case, Captain.  I have a message for you from the last survivors of the Vidiian people: (ominious) No One Gets Out Alive.

SCENE S2EB – 10

LOCATION: SPACE

(Excelsior passes by slowly.)

CORTEZ: Captain's Log, Supplemental: The Vidiian surgical program Gavi has informed us – belatedly – that this entire planetoid is a Vidiian booby trap. I now have an officer in sickbay dying from a disease for which we have no cure.  Officers Rol and Dovan have both been confined to sickbay until we can determine the strength, infectiousness, and vector of the contagion.  Meanwhile, we hope to learn as much as we can from the Vidiian computer system.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR DISH

LORHROK: Lorhrok to Sickbay... I have another suggestion – we could probably increase the sensitivity in the biofilter by taking the targeting sensors off-line and placing them in a redundancy buffer that would allow for multiple signal analyses without signal degradation.

SHARP: You know that that kind of modification would be well beyond my technical ability, even if you hadn't made up half those words just so you could convince me to let you back on the ship.

LORHROK: I can keep my EVA suit on and--

SHARP: Sorry, Alecz.  Those are my orders.  You and your Engineering team stays outside, and that's the safest place for you to be right now.  What's the matter?  Not enjoying your cakewalk?

LORHROK: I didn't say that; the captain did!  Who told you about that?  Hello?  Doctor? Damn.

HARKLESS: Sir, do you want your megaspanner back?

LORHROK: Shut up, Harkless.

SCENE S2EB – 11

LOCATION: CAVE

GAVI: I am now able to tell you everything you wish to know about this facility, Captain.  This base was constructed by the last members of the Vidiian race.

CORTEZ: What do you mean, last?  We assumed this base was a derelict – because the Phage was cured almost ten years ago, thanks to the work of Dr. Denara Pel and the Think Tank.

GAVI: (almost bitterly) The Think Tank “cure” proved to be no more than a stop-gap measure – something to push the Phage into remission long enough for the Think Tank to make off with its expensive payment and leave us to our fates.  When the Phage returned, it was mutated, and a hundred times worse. This base was established as the last refuge of the Vidiian race, in a last-ditch attempt to return the disease to its earlier, less virulent form before the Vidiian gene pool became too small to reproduce itself. We were not successful.

CORTEZ: Did the mutation allow the Phage to infect non-Vidiians?

GAVI: Not initially.

CORTEZ: Not “initially?”

GAVI: Scientists working at this research base deliberately induced a second mutation, which allowed for cross-species infection.

CORTEZ: What?

YUBARI: You monsters!

GAVI: Some believed that bringing the Phage to every humanoid race would force the galaxy to focus all its collective energy and intelligence on a cure. Others simply wanted to inflict the pain they felt in their death throes upon all the billions of lifeforms who had never lifted a finger to help the dying Vidiian race.

CORTEZ: They tried to develop a means to infect people from a distance?  A long-range Phage-deployment weapon?

GAVI: Affirmative.

CORTEZ: Were they successful?

GAVI: Negative.  Several avenues of research appeared promising.  The only technique implemented in field testing was the infection of patients via subspace carrier wave, but its effectiveness proved limited to short-range.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: How short is short-range?

SCENE S2EB – 12

LOCATION:  EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR DISH

LORHROK: Okay.  I've thought about this long and hard, and here it goes.  The best meal I ever had was my mom's spiceless hasperat.

ADOW: Alright, first: “spiceless hasperat”?  What the hell does that even mean?  It's not something any Bajoran'd recognize as hasperat.  Second, your answer doesn't count.  I've never eaten your mommy's cooking.  We were talking about the best meals we've had at restaurants.

LORHROK: I've never really been one for eating out.

ADOW: Then what did you do on dates?

LORHROK: (embarrassed) I was never much of a dater, either.

ERMEZ: Best meal I ever had was the house gumbo at Sisko's.

LORHROK: Is that on Risa?

ERMEZ: Earth.  New Orleans.

LORHROK: I'll have to remember that.  Sisko's.  I could always use a new recipe for the replicator.

ERMEZ: Sisko's doesn't give out recipes.  Last time I talked to the manager, he called replicators “a menace to taste buds.” (wryly) Bit like spiceless hasperat.

LORHROK: (sigh)  Alright, I can see when I'm outnumbered.  But this Sisko fellow sounds a bit too eccentric for me.  What do you recommend, Ro'ta?

P'CHK'RO'TA: I believe it is generally acknowledged that the best restaurant in the universe is a place called... Milliways.

LORHROK: I don't know that one.

ADOW: Neither do I.

P'CHK'RO'TA: I suppose Milliways is a bit off the beaten path.  Then, the best Earth food I ever consumed... I believe it'd be the lingonberry mousse at Beth House, across the San Francisco Bridge near the Vulcan memorial. They do give out their recipes.

LORHROK: Sounds more like my kind of place.  How about you, Harkless?  Got a best meal of your life?

ERMEZ: I think Harkless fell asleep.

(Lorhrok and Ermez clomp and clang their way over to Harkless in their magnetic boots.)

LORHROK:

Harkless?  Not sleeping on the job, are you?

(Silence.  Lorhrok taps the side of Harkless's helmet.  It makes a faint, hollow, plasticky noise.)

LORHROK: Harkless?

(Silence.)

LORHROK: (concerned) Chief, hand me a tricorder.

ERMEZ: What's the mat--

LORHROK: (surprisingly sharp) Tricorder.  Now.

(Ermez hands Lorhrok the tricorder.  Lorhrok opens it up and the results are nearly instantaneous: flatline.)

LORHROK: (utter dread and horror) Oh, no.

SCENE S2EB – 12B

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Chaos. Sickbay is overwhelmed and loud with moans, monitors, and shouting medical staff.)

SHARP: Terakine!  I need more terakine!

NURSE #1: We're out, doctor!  Replicators can't keep up with the demand!

SHARP: How long for the new batch?

NURSE #1: Ten minutes, doctor.  But if new patients keep streaming in at this rate...

SHARP: I know!  It'll be gone before we can cover half the sickbay. Damn! Alright, everyone!  Switch us to terasol and hope that tides us over until the patient wave stops!  Alcar!  Grab a hypospray and make yourself useful!

DOVAN: Yes, ma'am!

SHARP: Melissa!  My name is Melissa!

(The door opens.)

KIBYR: Doctor!  Help me!

SHARP: Another one!  Aidela!  Get him on a biobed!  Then put him on the queue for painkillers!

SHARP: Rol, you must have come into contact with something – someone – on your way to sickbay.

ROL: Doctor, I promise – there was no one.  Commander Dovan was with me; he can vouch for that.

SHARP: There are twenty-three people in here who started showing symptoms of the Phage at exactly the same time, and we're getting another one every sixty seconds.  If they didn't get it from you, where the hell did it come from?

ROL: Doctor, I promise! What did you find in the transporter biofilters?  Any sign of the Phage?

(Pause.)

SHARP: Biofilters turned up blank, which means either you caught the Phage here on the Excelsior, which doesn't seem likely, or the Phage can't be detected before infection has fully set in.  So we're back where we started.  I'm sorry. We're still pursuing other avenues.

ROL: I know you are. But, right this moment, since there's no cure in the offing, I really need some more pain meds.

SHARP: I'm sorry, Alex.  You've already had quite a bit, and there's not enough to go around.

ROL: Doctor, you don't understand.  The pain is so intense I can't see your face clearly.  There's got to be something –

(The doors open.)

RANDOM CREWPERSON #1: (moans) Help.

(The crewperson collapses, unconscious.)

SHARP: I've got him!  Keep working! I'm sorry, Alex. Alcar!  I need help getting this man on a biobed!

(The comm beeps.)

LORHROK: Lorhrok to Sharp.

SHARP: Lieutenant, I don't have time to listen to another one of your—

LORHROK: Crewman Harkless is dead.

(Pause.)

SHARP: (stunned) What?

LORHROK: He's dead, Doctor.  Dead of the Phage.

SCENE S2EB – 13

LOCATION: SPACE

(Slow partial Excelsior flyby.)

CORTEZ: Captain's Log: The entire crew has been infected.  The death toll now stands at twenty-four.  In the Vidiian database, we search desperately for an answer.

LOCATION: CAVE

CORTEZ: Alright, Gavi, let's try this again.  From the top.  What is a complete list of known symptoms of the Phage?

GAVI: Stage one: severe to excruciating joint pain. Stage two: internal organs undergo necrotizing fascilitis.

YUBARI: What's that mean?

GAVI: The afflicted's internal organs dissolve and are either vomited or excreted involuntarily.

YUBARI: Now we're getting somewhere.

CORTEZ: How many stages are there?

GAVI: In theory, there are four.

CORTEZ: In theory?

GAVI: No victim has ever survived Stage Two.  Most Vidiians euthanized themselves as soon as Stage One was fully developed.  Those who chose to persist typically died of pain before Stage Three could begin.

CORTEZ: Was there any treatment?

GAVI: In addition to various pills, injections, and chemical inhibitors, necrotic tissue was typically debrided from the body.

CORTEZ: Skin removal.

GAVI: Affirmative.

YUBARI: That explains why they always looked like mummies.  Skin grafts, for their entire lives. But where did they get all that much uninfected tissue?

CORTEZ: From whomever they could steal it, I suspect.

GAVI: Affirmative.

YUBARI: How long do we have?

GAVI: Typical lifespan following the onset of traditional Phage ranged between four-point-two minutes and seventy-nine years. Following the onset of the mutated Phage resulting from the Think Thank's mutation, the maximum lifespan was three weeks, one hour. Following the onset of alien-affective Phage propagated via short-range subspace carrier waves: unknown.

CORTEZ: Unknown.

GAVI: The strain was never tested.

CORTEZ: Do you have access to simulator results, academic papers, anything of that sort?

GAVI: Some.  Would you like me to upload our database to your vessel's computer banks?

CORTEZ: Your entire database?

GAVI: Affirmative.

CORTEZ: That would be... invaluable.  Please do.

GAVI: I comply.

(Cortez taps her combadge.)

CORTEZ: Cortez to Sharp.  We're transmitting data to you now.  It should be the entire Vidiian medical database.  If we're lucky, you'll find the key to the sickness in there.

SHARP: We're receiving it. And, thank God, the first file in here is a recipe for a stronger painkiller.  The terakine's becoming ineffective, and terasol isn't even touching it anymore.  I'll start replication right away.

CORTEZ: Very well.  Is there anything else I need to be made aware of, Doctor?

SHARP: Since quarantine is useless, I've let the engineers come in from the deflector dish.  And I've converted main shuttlebay to a triage facility.  Standard procedure, Captain.

CORTEZ: Understood.  If you need anything else, Doctor, take it to Commander Dovan.  Yubari and I are going through this data as quickly as we can, and we can't afford any unnecessary interruptions.

SHARP: Yes, Captain. I have to get back to my patients.

CORTEZ: Of course.  Cortez out. Lieutenant, are you okay?

YUBARI: I'm fine, sir.

CORTEZ: Your skin's pale and you're grinding your teeth so hard sparks are shooting out of your mouth.

YUBARI: I am fine.

CORTEZ: Head back up to the Excelsior and get some rest.  That's an ord--

YUBARI: Captain!  Please, captain.  If I'm one of the unlucky ones – if I die –

CORTEZ: You're not going to die, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: If I die... it's important that I die on my feet, Captain.  Working.  Doing my job.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Sharp is whipping up some fresh painkillers.  When she sends down the first batch, I want you to take both hyposprays.  Are we clear?

YUBARI: Both – ?  But, Captain, you're in just as much –

CORTEZ: Both, Lieutenant, or I'm sending you back to the ship right now.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Thank you, Captain.

CORTEZ: The answers are here in the Vidiian computer system.  Some other database, some other stockpile.  Somewhere, there's a cure.  Let's find it.

SCENE S2EB – 14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

DOVAN: Enter.

(The door opens and Sharp enters.)

DOVAN: Give me some good news, Doctor.  Did the database help?  Do we have a cure? (suddenly concerned) Melissa.  What's the matter?

SHARP: The captain told me that, while she continues her research on the planet, you're now in effective command.

DOVAN: Great.  Does that mean I can put my feet on her desk?

SHARP: The medical information the captain sent me.  The research gleaned from the experiments they ran down there?

DOVAN: Yes?

SHARP: Those “research subjects” were tortured, weren't they?

DOVAN: Looks that way.

SHARP: I swear this oath by Apollo physician, by Asclepius, by health and by all the gods and goddesses: In whatsoever place that I enter I will enter to help the sick and heal the injured, and I will do no harm.  I will give no deadly medicine to any person if asked, and in like manner I will not give to any person a pess--

DOVAN: Alright, now that I'm captain, new rule: no extended quotations in the ready room.  So you memorized the Hippocratic Oath.  What about it?

SHARP: I can't use medical information gained from torture.  It violates every tenet of medical ethics.

DOVAN: That's ridiculous.  It doesn't hurt them.  They're already dead.

SHARP: This would desecrate their memories.  And it would justify the actions of the Vidiians who did this to them.

DOVAN: No, it wouldn't.  What the Vidiians did to them, they're now doing to us.  If we don't live through this, the Vidiians win.  Don't you think their victims would want us to live?  Would want their deaths to mean something? I'm completely comfortable with this.

SHARP: You're comfortable with us living because they died?  Tell me, Alcar, what's an uncomfortable number for you?  Our lives for a hundred deaths?  Five hundred?  A thousand?

(A long pause.)

DOVAN: Alright, Melissa.  I'll give you what you want.

SHARP: You mean... we're not going forward with the database research?

DOVAN: That's not what you want, Doctor.  You want to live through this as much as I do.

SHARP: (angrily) Then what do I want, Alcar?

DOVAN: Absolution. (pause.) Doctor Melissa Sharp, by the power vested in my by Captain Cortez and Starfleet Command, you are hereby directly ordered to proceed with medical research derived from unethical, torturous, and fatal scientific experiments carried out on involuntary victims.  Your ethical objections are hereby noted in my log, and overridden despite your strong protest. (pause.) This one's on me.

(Pause.)

(Sharp turns and exits briskly.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: (sadly, ironically) You're welcome.

SCENE S2EB - 15

LOCATION: CAVE

(Yubari and Cortez are scanning through data at the terminal.)

YUBARI: How do you feel, Captain?

CORTEZ: Don't ask.  The more I read the Vidiian medical logs, the less I think about the pain, but I’m getting eye strain.  What about you?

YUBARI: I feel better, Captain.  Maybe a quick break will do you good.  I'll keep reading.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Alright.  Thank you, Lieutenant.

(She straightens up and walks away from the terminal. Gavi follows her.)

CORTEZ: Gavi, I have a question.

GAVI: I am prepared to answer questions.

CORTEZ: Were the Vidiians religious?  Did they pray to higher powers?

GAVI: Once, the Vidiians believed in many gods.  By the time the Phage had finished its work, however, they believed in only one.  It's name was Phage. Their purpose was to bring about the death of that god.  When they believed they had triumphed, they celebrated.  The god smote them for their arrogance.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: When I was young, my mother was dying of a rare, exotic virus.  Just when it seemed hopeless, she went into remission.  Her immune system started working again.  And, for a few days, we had hope. Then it came back, and it killed her.  When she was on her deathbed, she told me that I shouldn't be sad, because I'd see her in my dreams.  But when I thought about it, that made me even more sad, because if I dreamt about her she wouldn't be there when my eyes opened in the morning. I regret thinking that, because I have, to this day, not had a single dream about my mother.

GAVI: May I share with you an old Vidiian saying?

CORTEZ: I can't think of any reason not to.

GAVI: It is said that the whole world is a dream, and death be the interpreter.

CORTEZ: Fascinating. What does it mean?

GAVI: I hope that you will soon be able to tell me.

CORTEZ: I hope that I won't. What about the Vidiians?  Weren't you able to learn anything from their example?

GAVI: The deaths of those who lived here were not... I would prefer to draw my lessons from others.

CORTEZ: ...I understand.  These people ended their lives trying to take the galaxy with them.  Not the best interpretation of the dream.

GAVI: When the Vidiians here learned that they were the last surviving Vidiians – when the mutation arrived here at the research base – they surrendered.  They stopped looking for the cure.  Anarchy broke out.  It took four days for the two thousand Vidiians who lived and worked here to  whittle themselves down to twelve. It was those twelve who agreed to a cease-fire.  Those twelve who began the project to spread the Phage to other races.

CORTEZ: And here we are.

GAVI: Indeed, Captain.

YUBARI: Captain, I've found something!

(Cortez walks back over to Yubari.)

CORTEZ: Let's hear it, Commander.

YUBARI: I was looking into the not-completed research – the theories the Vidiians were working on, but hadn't attempted experimentally yet.

CORTEZ: Everything not in the database we sent to the Excelsior, then.

YUBARI: Exactly.  This theory looks promising.  It involved thwarting the antigens produced by Klingon genetic code.

CORTEZ: How successful were they?

YUBARI: Like I said, they never began the experiments.  All they knew was that, despite the mutations they'd made to the Phage, the Klingons remained immune.  When the scientists here died, they were still working on getting around that immunity.  They had narrowed the cause down to a collection of Klingon antigens, but never had the opportunity to modify the Phage genetic code to counter it.

CORTEZ: So Klingons are still immune. Ensign Enderby is part-Klingon, isn't he?  Do you think we could harvest his antigens and replicate them for the rest of the crew?

YUBARI: That's really a question you'd have to ask Doctor Sharp.  But let me see if the Vidiians wrote anything. (She scrolls down.) (dark, dead voice) Yes, we can harvest the antigens.

CORTEZ: (happy) Then let's get on –

YUBARI: The harvesting process is fatal.

CORTEZ: What do you mean?

YUBARI: If we harvest Mister Enderby's antigens, we get one healthy crew and one dead half-Klingon.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: That isn't an option.  Keep looking.

YUBARI: Captain, I know it would be unthinkable under normal circumstances, but shouldn't we at least consider--

CORTEZ: If it's unthinkable for a Starfleet officer, it's unthinkable for a Starfleet officer.  We're not killing a member of my crew.  This conversation is over.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Yes, Captain.  But... I need to take a break.  The pain--

CORTEZ: I understand.  Take a walk; I'll hold down the fort here.

YUBARI: Thank you, Captain.

(Yubari walks out of earshot; Cortez takes her post at the computer terminal and continues searching.)

SCENE S2EB – 16

LOCATION: BRIDGE

(This ship is still on yellow alert.)

ERMEZ: The important thing is, that we have each other's backs.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: And if the security division tries to make a move—

ADOW: We're not going to let them make a move.

ERMEZ: What about Ro'ta?

ADOW: He doesn't wear Engineering gold.  He's not one of us.  I like him, too, but, when the chips come down—

(The ready room door opens.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Don't stop chatting on my account, subcrew.

(Pause.)

ERMEZ: Sir, are the rumours true?

DOVAN: What rumours?

ERMEZ: They say that Doctor Sharp's developed a cure.

ADOW: But that right now it's only being administered to senior officers.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Because there isn't enough to go around.

ERMEZ: I just want to make sure that, when you do start distributing it to the crew, it will be by a fair and equal lottery.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Lottery?  I thought we agreed it should go to families first!

ERMEZ: That's not – !

DOVAN: THERE IS no cure.  Come on, people.  You're Excelsies.  You know better than to listen to rumours. Now stay calm, focused, and do your jobs.  Believe it or not, we've gotten through worse than this, and the Dominion War didn't involve anybody drawing straws for life or death.  And the Phage is nothing to the Borg. Now, if that speech wasn't inspirational enough for you, go to the holodeck and watch an old movie, but that's all you're going to get from me.

(Dovan takes his seat in the center and activates the shipwide intercom.)

DOVAN: All hands, this is First Officer Dovan.  I know you're all in pain, and I know you're all unsure of what's going to happen to you, and your friends, and your families.  We are doing everything we can to safeguard this crew, and – I vow to you – we will succeed.  No stone will be left unturned in search of a cure. In the meantime, stay focused on your duties, eschew rumours, and remember: we are one crew.  This ship can't run without a crew, and this crew can't run if it allows any division to be sewn within its ranks.  Keep working.  Dovan out.

(Pause.)

ADOW: No stone left unturned.  A vow to find a cure. You shouldn't make promises you can't keep, Commander.

DOVAN: If I can't keep this one, Adow, it won't matter.  I'll be as dead as the rest of you.

(The ship intercom buzzes.)

YUBARI: Yubari to Dovan.

DOVAN: Dovan here.

YUBARI: Sir, I need to talk to you about something.

DOVAN: Where's Captain Cortez?

YUBARI: She's... incapacitated. Which means you have to make the decisions now.

DOVAN: Which particular decision are you calling to talk to me about?

YUBARI: I think we'd better speak about this in private, sir. We found something.

DOVAN: Understood.  Mister Warren, you have the conn.

(Dovan stands and exits to the turbolift.)

SCENE S2EB – 17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Sickbay is quieter than the last time we saw it. Rol is on his feet, rummaging through cabinets.)

ROL: (muttering to self) Come on, come on, come on.  Gotta be somewhere.  Gotta be somewhere...

(The sickbay doors open.)

LORHROK: Excuse me; I'm looking for Doctor-- Rol?  Rol, what are you doing?

ROL: I was... I was...

(Lorhrok picks up a hypospray that is lying on the ground next to Rol.  He taps a key on it.)

LORHROK: What did you put in this hypospray?

(He draws and opens his tricorder and scans the hypospray.)

ROL: It... I was... I took some, just a little... I took—

LORHROK: I'm detecting terakine, bicaridine, and morphenolog.  Quite the drug cocktail, Rol. This could have killed you.

ROL: Lieutenant, the amount of pain I'm in is inconceivable.  The Vidiian drugs aren't working.

LORHROK: And that gives you the right to steal from sickbay?  That violates several medical –

ROL: The whole ship is dying and you think I care about medical protocol?!

LORHROK: Lieutenant, lower your voice.

ROL: Lieutenant, please give me the hypospray.

LORHROK: Get back on that biobed.  We can get Doctor Sharp; she can use a delta-wave inducer to get you to go to sleep.

ROL: You don't think we tried that already?  The pain!

LORHROK: You think it's just you?  I'm in so much pain right now I can't stand up straight, but we have to stay active.  We have to keep our minds focused on staying alive.

ROL: Give it to me!

(Rol lunges.  The two struggle.  Soon it escalates to a fight, which Rol quickly wins with a few punches.  Lorhrok, thrown to the ground, snatches the hypospray and smashes it against the ground.)

ROL: You broke the hypospray!

(Lorhrok taps his commbadge.)

LORHROK: Security to sickbay on the double!

(Rol walks over to another cabinet and unlocks it.  He pulls out a phaser and charges it up.)

ROL: I'm... I'm so sorry... for everything.  The pain...

LORHROK: I know, Rol.  It's okay.  Just put the phaser down and we'll forget everything.

ROL: Forgive me... the pain...

LORHROK: Rol, no!  Computer, deactivate phaser weapons in Sick--

(Rol fires the phaser at his own chest at point blank range and is thrown back across the room and against the wall.)

LORHROK: ROL!

(The sickbay doors open.)

DOVAN: Doctor –

SHARP: Don't you “doctor” me!  I'm going to give you an extended quotation of the entire Starfleet Code of Ethics if you don't-- Oh, my God.

(She races to Rol's side.)

DOVAN: What happened here?

LORHROK: (stunned) He... he needed drugs.  I wouldn't let him have them.  So he took out a phaser, and...

DOVAN: And he tried to kill himself.

LORHROK: He just needed to make the pain –

DOVAN: Lorhrok.  Lorhrok!  Look at me! This wasn't your fault.

LORHROK: Rol is... because of me, Rol's dead.  I can't—

SHARP: He's not dead!  I have a pulse!

(The doors open.  A six-man security team walks through the door.)

PERELSON: Doctor Sharp?  We were called to Sickbay –

SHARP: Security!  You're very welcome.  Help me get this man on a biobed!

PERELSON: (simultaneous) Yes, Sir. Right away!

BRECKEN: (simultaneous) Yes, Doctor!

(The security team helps Sharp lift Rol to the surgical table. Sharp begins scanning with a tricorder.)

SHARP: This is really bad.  He's going to need full torsal reconstruction, artificial heart, vascular regen--

DOVAN: Get someone else to do it, Doctor.

SHARP: What?

(Dovan taps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Nurse Rojan to sickbay! (to Sharp) Our conversation about Ensign Enderby isn't over.  Those Klingon antigens could save the ship.

SHARP: It is over!  We're not killing a member of this crew!

DOVAN: Enderby's already Stage Two!  He'll be dead within the hour anyway!

SHARP: I swore an oath – !

PERELSON: Wait... are you saying there's a cure?

BRECKEN: And what's Brel Enderby have to do with it?

PERELSON: ...I think they're talking about killing him.

BRECKEN: (stunned) Great Bird.

DOVAN: (brusque) We'll talk about this in your office, Doctor.

Sharp and Dovan start to leave. Lohrok grabs Dovan’s arm.)

LORHROK: Sir, may I have a word?

DOVAN: Sure.  Come on.

(They walk around the corner.)

DOVAN: How are you feeling, Lieutenant?  Are the pain meds--?

LORHROK: Permission... request permission to be relieved of duty, sir.

DOVAN: What?  Why?  Didn't you hear my inspiring speech?  I need every able-bodied man man at his--

LORHROK: Sir, I'm in so much pain right now, I can't focus on my duties.  I'm a liability to you and the captain.

DOVAN: Lorhrok, if this is about Rol –

LORHROK: It isn't.

DOVAN: Alecz... You've given up, haven't you?

(Silence.)

DOVAN: (suddenly hard and angry) As long as you wear that uniform, Mister Lorhrok, you will stand your ground.  You will comport yourself according to--

LORHROK: I'd like to write a letter to my parents, sir. (pause) I'd like your permission, sir, to be excused to compose a final message to my family.

(Silence.)

DOVAN: Go.  Write your letter.  That's an order.

LORHROK: Thank you, sir.

DOVAN: But, Lorhrok.

LORHROK: Sir?

DOVAN: I've ordered you to your quarters, Lieutenant, but you are still on duty.  And you will continue to be Chief Engineer Aleczhander Lorhrok of the U.S.S. Excelsior until the moment this ship dies. Do I make myself clear?

LORHROK: (grateful) Yes, you do.

DOVAN: Yes I do, sir. Dismissed.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

(Lorhrok exits sickbay.)

(Pause. Dovan enters Sharp’s office.)

SHARP: No.

DOVAN: I can find a doctor who's willing to.

SHARP: No, you won't.

(She draws a phaser.  It charges.)

DOVAN: Drawing a phaser on me, doctor?  I'm pretty sure that forfeits your moral high ground.

SHARP: It's set to stun.

DOVAN: You know if you knock me unconscious now, I'll never wake up. Not unless someone goes forward with Mr. Enderby's surgery.

SHARP: You mean his murder.

DOVAN: Do you think we could debate the semantics in a court-martial somewhere?  You know, after we've cured the Phage?

SHARP: I won't allow –

(Shouts from Sickbay.)

DOVAN: What's tha--?

(Then, a few muffled punches.  A single phaser blast rings out, striking a wall.  The main sickbay door opens, and several people run into the corridor.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat.

(Dovan and Sharp run into Sockbay.)

DOVAN: Ensign Perelson!  What happened!

PERELSON: (coming to his senses) It was Brecken, sir!  He and two of his men decided to bring in Ensign Enderby themselves.  They overpowered, us, sir.

DOVAN: I see. Computer, locate Ensign Enderby.

(The sickbay doors open.  Cortez walks in, Yubari behind her.)

COMPUTER: Ensign Brel Enderby is in his quarters.

CORTEZ: Dovan!  We heard phaser fire!  What's happening here?  And why is anyone on this ship interested in Ensign Enderby?

DOVAN: Captain!  Lieutenant Yubari told me you were incapacitated!

CORTEZ: (Surprised.) She did. (pause) And I would guess that she told you you were in command, and told you something about Klingon antigens we could harvest from Ensign Enderby.

DOVAN: (stunned) She lied? You lied, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: (ashamed) I'm sorry.

CORTEZ: Did she mention to you that harvesting those antigens would be fatal to Mister Enderby?

DOVAN: As a matter of fact, she did.

CORTEZ: Then why is it even being discussed right now?

SHARP: It's gone beyond that, Captain.  Dovan was trying to order me to do the procedure when three security officers decided to take matters into their own hands.

CORTEZ: You did what, Commander?

DOVAN: Captain, if I'd known you had already vetoed the idea--

CORTEZ: You shouldn't have needed to know that. I stayed on the planet too long.  I didn't want to face what was happening up here.  Wanted to stay in my research.  In logic.  In control. (short pause)

Yubari, you're relieved.  Dovan, Perelson, with me.  Security!  Send all available teams to Ensign Enderby's quarters!  Apprehend Ensign Breckin and his accomplices!

PALVI: Lieutenant Palvi here, sir!  Fights are breaking out all over the ship!  We're reporting phaser fire on decks, three, four, and Engineering.  We don't have anyone left to send to your location!

CORTEZ: (under her breath) Dammit. (louder) Acknowledged.  Cortez out. Let's move it, people!

DOVAN: (simultaneous) Yes, Captain!

PERELSON: (simult.) Yes, ma'am!

(They exit Sickbay into the hallway.)

YUBARI: Rol, is that you?

(She injects his unconscious form with a hypospray.)

ROL: What?  I'm alive?

YUBARI: Rol, what happened to you?  Were you shot?

ROL: Yes.

YUBARI: Who the hell shot you?

ROL: An idiot.

YUBARI: You shot yourself?

ROL: It seemed like a good idea at the time.

YUBARI: There are no more biobeds left.  Scoot over and I'll sit on yours.

ROL: I've got a better idea.  Help me up and walk me to the holodeck.  We'll play a one-on-one game of Parrises Squares.

YUBARI: You're joking.

ROL: How funny can a man be who just shot himself with a phaser?

YUBARI: The hole in your chest is barely cauterized.  You're vitals aren't stable!

ROL: I'm dying of the Phage.  My vitals aren't supposed to be stable. And, actually, it hurts less now that I've burned off half my upper body.

(Rol stands up. Yubari walks side-by-side with him to the door.)

YUBARI: You're not going to cheat again, are you?

(They exit.)

SCENE S2EB – 18

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(A small mob is gathered outside Enderby's quarters.)

BRECKIN: All we want is access to the cure!

CORTEZ: (emphatic) There is no cure!  The price is too high!

ADOW: That's not for you to decide!

DOVAN: She's the captain!

ERMEZ: We deserve to live!

ADOW: She's unfit for duty!

CORTEZ: This isn't how the crew of the Excelsior should be remembered!  Don't you all see?  We deserve more!

ADOW: What are you saying?  That you've already given up hope! (to the mob) The captain doesn't want us to live!

CORTEZ: It's begun!  (surprised; to self and Dovan) We're too late.

BRECKIN: No!  We can harvest his antigens!  Get the process started!

ERMEZ: The captain's no longer in command.  I'll follow Adow.  What are your orders, sir?

PERELSON: The captain's still in command!

BRECKIN: Stand back!

(Dovan fires his phaser into a wall panel.)

DOVAN: If people don't settle down right now, the next one I fire won't be a warning shot.

ADOW: The commander's firing on us!

(A second phaser charges!)

CORTEZ: Dovan, look out!

(The second phaser fires!  Cortez is struck in the chest!)

CORTEZ: Aaah!

DOVAN: Captain!

(And, the fight breaks out in full.  Fighting, yelling, punching, brawling, and phaser blasts litter the background.)

ADOW: (in background) What the hell? What?! Ahh!

BRECKEN: (in background) Come on!

PERELSON: (in background) Come on!

DOVAN: Captain, can you hear me?

CORTEZ: (weakly) Everything's repeating itself.  The same thing that happened to the Vidiians... everyone at each other's throats.

DOVAN: Captain, this has become such a nightmare.

CORTEZ: It's like a dream... death is... the interpreter...

(Chaos envelops the background.  Slowly the sounds all mesh together into a white noise that fades out, followed by a beep.)

SCENE S2EB – 19

(LOCATION: CAVE)

GAVI: Diagnostic-and-correction program complete.  Simulation terminated.

DOVAN: What the--

ALL SENIOR STAFF: (heavy breathing)

CORTEZ: Cortez to Excelsior, report!

PERELSON: Perelson here, Captain.  Everything is quiet on the ship.  Has the simulation ended?

CORTEZ: Simulation?

DOVAN: Wha… What simulation?

GAVI: In a few moments your minds will clear, the memory drugs will wear off, and you will remember how events actually transpired.

DOVAN: Right.  I beamed down with the away team.  We fired up Gavi's program.  She told us about the Phage simulation – a last relic of the Vidiians here.

LORHROK: Something left here so that we might remember and understand what happened to them in their final days.

CORTEZ: I beamed down with the rest of senior staff and we all plugged ourselves in... but it felt so horrifically real.  Far more real than a holodeck program.

GAVI: As stated previously, particle synthesis produces far more authentic sensations than holographics.

ROL: But I could feel the effects of the Phage!  I felt like I was dying!  I put a phaser to my chest because I couldn't take the pain!

(Rol snatches up a tricorder and runs a bioscan of himself.)

YUBARI: Rol, what are you doing?

ROL: Scanning us to make sure we don't have the Phage.

LORHROK: It was a simulation.

ROL: I need to know, Lieutenant! No Phage detected!

CORTEZ: I know I speak for everyone when I say that we did not expect this simulation to be so... intense.

SHARP: So the Vidiians didn't modify the Phage to infect other races?

GAVI: They tried, but were not successful.

ROL: Thank goodness.

GAVI: On behalf of the Vidiian people, I thank you for experiencing this simulation. It was created by the Vidiians as a means of understanding their situation. Before you leave here today, think about how you responded and how the people around you responded. Please think about your actions the next time you make judgments about the Vidiian people. In the end, the Vidiians were good people forced to make desperate choices. If you would like to experience this simulation again--

LORHROK: No!

CORTEZ: Gavi, thank you for sharing this with us.  Cortez to Excelsior.  Six to beam up.

(They are beamed up.)

SCENE S2EB – 20

LOCATION: SPACE

CORTEZ: Captain's Log, supplemental: The simulation provided us with valuable insight, not only into the Vidiian people, but into ourselves as well.  The question is... where do we go from here?

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIEFING ROOM

CORTEZ: I called this meeting to address what happened during the Vidiian simulation.  I want everyone to know that, in my log, I have stated only that the simulation was intense and that we learned a great lesson about the Vidiians' experience of the death of their race.  I did not go into any detail about the actions any of us took.  As Gavi said, the Vidiians were good people who were forced to make desperate choices.  Perhaps, subconsciously knowing that this was a simulation, we did things we would not normally have done.  Perhaps we found ourselves acting differently due to Vidiian influence – or because of the brutal, mob-minded caricature the simulation made of what I know to be our noble and humane crew. Or, perhaps... this was us at our worst.

ROL: Sir, I would never steal painkillers, no matter how much pain I was in.  That wasn't the person I am.

LORHROK: And I would never just give up like that.  I'd fight with my last ounce of strength.  That wasn't the person I am, either.

SHARP: And, Alcar – I'll certainly disagree with you from time to time, but I would never draw a phaser on you.  It was so violent... That wasn't the person I am.

CORTEZ: Enough, everyone.  View what happened as a gift.  It's what life doesn't normally give us – a second chance.  Now that we know what we'll be tempted to do when things get desperate, we'll be prepared for it when the time actually comes. Do not look poorly on yourselves or your crewmates.  Think of what happened as... a dream. Now, you've all been through a lot today.  As of this moment, you're all off-duty.  Get some rest.  Dismissed.

(Everyone exits to the bridge.  Cortez and Dovan cut immediately across to the nearest turbolift.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

CORTEZ: Deck twelve.

(The computer beeps in acknowledgement. Silence.)

DOVAN: Captain...

CORTEZ: Yes, Dovan?

DOVAN: Rol and Yubari have scheduled the Parrises Squares rematch for the day after tomorrow.  Would you like to join us?

CORTEZ: Like I said, Commander: space is dangerous enough as it is.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Well, I don't know about the rest of them... but I know this: That was exactly the person I am.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Yes.  Me, too.

DOVAN: We almost killed each other.

CORTEZ: I know.

DOVAN: How do we get past this?  Past what we could have done?

CORTEZ: For shame, Commander.  You're asking how we get past ourselves. The answer to that's easy: wherever you go, there you are.

(The turbolift stops and the doors open.)

DOVAN: So we live each day like it could be our last?

CORTEZ: Sound advice.

(Cortez gets out of the turbocar, then stops and turns around.)

CORTEZ: When is that Parrises Squares match, again?

DOVAN: Day after tomorrow.  Nineteen hundred.

CORTEZ: I'll be there.

DOVAN: I'll replicate an ion mallet for you.

CORTEZ: I'll bring my own.

DOVAN: So you do play.

CORTEZ: (with a smile) See you on the court, Commander.

