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3.1 Every Good Captain has Admiral Issues


SCENE 301-01

(Silence)

(Computer beep.)

COMPUTER: Automatic file decryption in progress.  Segments of encrypted log entry are now available for playback.  Timestamp: ten weeks ago.  Would you like to begin playback?

(Someone presses a key.)

COMPUTER: Loading file.  Please wait...

(The computer processes, then begins playback)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (TEN WEEKS AGO)

SIRESH: Commander Cortez!  Why don't you put down that phaser before somebody gets hurt?

(Cortez charges the phaser up higher.)

CORTEZ: No, I don't think so.

SIRESH: Mister Rol!  Relieve Captain Cortez of her sidearm!

ROL: I'm afraid I can't do that, sir.

CORTEZ: Captain Siresh, by the power vested in me as first officer of the Starship Excelsior, I hereby relieve you of command.

SIRESH: (dismissive) On what grounds?

CORTEZ: We were ordered to sterilze this entire area if we found any specimens.  You're talking about bringing them home with us!

SIRESH: It's an inhumane order, Mister Cortez!  An absurd one!  We're not at war with these... creatures.  In fact, I believe there is much we stand to learn from this new race.

CORTEZ: Wrong answer.  Rol!  Do you see it?  On his neck?

ROL: Yes, ma'am, I do!

CORTEZ: That's all I needed. (sadly) Goodbye, Captain.

(She fires a longer sustained blast)

(Siresh grunts and collapses)

(Cortez presses a key.)

CORTEZ: Computer, confirm: Captain Sharvah C. Siresh has been killed in the line of duty this stardate. Transfer all Excelsior command codes to Cortez, Commander Rachel T.

COMPUTER: Termination confirmed.  Command codes transferred.

ROL: Ma'am, what are your orders?

CORTEZ: My orders are Starfleet's.  Take back this ship, then take a marine team and kill everything on the Anbar. And “Captain” will do fine, Lieutenant.

(There is a computer error sound.)

COMPUTER: Error!  Error!  File playback terminated.  Decryption not complete.  Please continue retrieval and decryption from Excelsior log recorder. Error!  Error!  File playback terminated.  Decryption... (fades out)

SCENE 301-02

LOCATION: UNION III – COUNTRYSIDE

(There are outdoor sounds as a shuttle idles. Dovan walks down towards Underwood.)

NARRATOR: The Present Day.

(Dovan stops.)

DOVAN: Good morning!

UNDERWOOD: Indeed it is!  Are you my ride up to the Excelsior?

DOVAN: That depends.  Are you the Excelsior's new diplomat?

UNDERWOOD: (proudly) Underwood.  Lieutenant Commander Joshua Underwood, Diplomatic Corps.  (confused)  And... forgive me if I'm wrong, but aren't you...?

DOVAN: I am. Alcar Dovan.  Your new captain.

UNDERWOOD: I prefer to think of you as my successor. When they said they'd be sending a shuttle down to pick me up, I expected some poor crewman who'd drawn the short straw.  Not... well.  I didn't think my arrival merited the immediate attention of the C.O.

DOVAN: I like baggage.

UNDERWOOD: Which kind?

DOVAN: Mostly, the skeletons-in-the-closet variety.

UNDERWOOD: ...Well... I can't fault you for having questions. I take it you already know that I used to be the captain of the Excelsior.

DOVAN: So I've read.  Then you punched Admiral Parker in the chin, got thrown out of Starfleet, and spent years chasing space myths in your own private starliner. And you were reinstated four days ago, by special permission of Admiral Parker.

UNDERWOOD: Sounds like you're all studied up.  So what did you want to know?

DOVAN: Just one thing. What are you doing here?

UNDERWOOD: Back in Starfleet?

DOVAN: Back on my ship.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: That's direct.  To the point. I like it. Partly, Dovan, I'm here to redeem myself.  I was on this ship when I was forced into retire-- (sigh – more talking to himself) No, dammit, now I sound like my damn therapist. I disgraced myself on this ship.  Punched the lights out of an Admiral because I thought he had it in for me. But, I admit... mostly I'm here because I understand there's a job opening on your bridge.

DOVAN: Which job is that?

UNDERWOOD: The one that comes with the office on Deck One.

DOVAN: I'm afraid that position's been filled.

UNDERWOOD: Really?  By whom?

DOVAN: Me, Commander.

UNDERWOOD: Oh.  I had assumed you were just keeping the seat warm – a temporary assignment.  I mean, no offense intended.  It's just your level of experience led me--

DOVAN: None taken, Commander.  Let me help me with your bags.  And maybe on the way you can tell me about the old days on the Excelsior.

(They pick up Underwood’s luggage and walk back towards the shuttle.)

DOVAN: I understand, for instance, that you were intimately involved in the resolution of the Reydovan Crisis.

UNDERWOOD: Actually, Dovan – much as I would love to bore you to death  with a complete genaeology of the House of Deveneaux – could you tell me something about the Excelsior's new mission?  I heard you moved up the launch window this morning.

DOVAN: Right.  I don't think the Excelsior needs another week to get underway.  We slip the surly bonds of spacedock tonight, at eighteen hundred.

UNDERWOOD: That's not just wanderlust, is it?

DOVAN: (becoming serious) No.  No, it's not.

(Underwood and Dovan reach the shuttle doors.  They both clamber through, closing the hatch behind them.)

LOCATION: MUZTAG SHUTTLE COCKPIT

DOVAN: Alright, Major.  Fire it up.  We're going home!

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes sir!

(The Major presses some buttons.  The shuttle revs up to full and lifts off.)

DOVAN: (to Underwood) Now let's get you settled in in the rear compartment.  We can talk there.

UNDERWOOD: Right.

(Dovan opens a door right in front of him and they pass into the rear compartment.  The door closes behind them.)

LOCATION: MUZTAG REAR COMPARTMENT

UNDERWOOD: Nice shuttle.  They didn't have this model when I was captain.

DOVAN: New this year. Just set your bags down anywhere you like.  It's not a long ride back to the Excelsior.

(Underwood does so.)

UNDERWOOD: You were saying?  About the mission?

DOVAN: Yes. Hm.

UNDERWOOD: What?

DOVAN: Our mission...  Sharing this knowledge is dangerous.

UNDERWOOD: I'm not afraid of it.

DOVAN: Not dangerous to you; dangerous to us. ...But, then, I guess you're one of “us” now.  Which means you're part of this, like it or not. Alright, Underwood.  I'll be honest. The Excelsior has had a rough time.  We lost a lot of good people on a planet called Valandria – some in battle, some from a plague.  As you are apparently aware, one of the dead was Captain Cortez.  Then, last week, a man from Starfleet Intelligence, named General Brahms, killed a few more officers before we brought him to justice. We've also discovered that, ten weeks ago, the Excelsior went on a secret mission.  A lot of people died there, too.  Captain Cortez was on that mission, and, for reasons that aren't clear to us, at some point she shot the captain dead and seized command of the Excelsior. In short, the Excelsior has been hemmoraging lives ever since she came out of mothballs.  And, as it turns out, all of those deaths - Valandria, the Brahms murders, the secret mission – they all happened in order to protect a military secret.  Captain Cortez called it “the Anbar”.  Brahms called it “the Sword of Damocles.”  Whatever it is, hundreds of people have died so Intelligence could protect it.  And we have no reason to believe they're finished.

UNDERWOOD: Those codenames.  Do you have any idea what they mean?

DOVAN: None.  And that's our mission: The Excelsior's crew is not going to be the plaything of General Brahms's people anymore.  We're going on the offensive against the Sword of Damocles, whatever or wherever it is.  We're going to find out what it is... and then we're going to put a stop to it.

UNDERWOOD: You'd better have something more than a codename if you want to pull that off.

DOVAN: We do.  On her deathbed, Captain Cortez gave me a few clues – clues she wanted me to follow up.  She said it was vital.  I believe her. I spent this week looking for more information.  I finished this morning.  Now we're leaving.

UNDERWOOD: Heh.  I'll bet that wreaked (read: “reeked”) hell on Starbase's departures schedule.

DOVAN: Well... it will as soon as I get Admiral Parker's launch authorization.

UNDERWOOD: What?  You're launching in ten hours and you don't have permission yet?

DOVAN: Admiral Parker and I... haven't seen eye-to-eye on this. We'll get it squared away before launch time, I'm sure. (grumbling) One way or another.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan – don't do anything...

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Pardon?  Don't do anything... what?

UNDERWOOD: Just... don't do anything to make my ship look bad, Dovan.

DOVAN: My ship, Commander. And you can call me “sir.”  I'm fine with “Captain,” too, but no more of this “Dovan.”

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: You really don't want me on the Excelsior, do you?

DOVAN: Honestly, I haven't made up my mind yet. Well, make yourself comfortable; we'll be arriving in a few minutes.  Do you need anything else?

UNDERWOOD: Not just now, Dovan.

(Tense pause.)

DOVAN: Hm.

(Dovan turns and exits to the cockpit.)

UNDERWOOD: Keep ignoring Admiral Parker and you'll end up like me, Dovan. But, then, I think that's the plan.  Admiral Parker brought me back to Starfleet for a reason. I think he has made up his mind about you. I think I'm getting your chair.

LOCATION: MUZTAG COCKPIT

(Dovan enters and walks to the front.)

DOVAN: (grinning broadly) Major!

THE MAJOR: Sir!

(Dovan throws himself into the co-pilot's seat.)

DOVAN: Thanks for the ride back to Spacedock.  On New Year's Day, no less.

THE MAJOR: Sir – of course, sir!

DOVAN: I don't think we've been formally introduced.  I'm Commander Dovan, of course.  Congratulations on your promotion to head of the Excelsior marine detachment.  They're going to need a steady hand at the CONN to recover from their losses at Valandria.

THE MAJOR: Sir, they're good men.  They deserve the best.  And they're going to get it, sir.

DOVAN: I expect no less.  Now, um, this may sound a bit odd, but... who exactly are you?

THE MAJOR: Sir, I'm a Starfleet marine with the rank of Major.  I've sworn my life to the defense of crew and country, and I will do anything to ensure your safety.  Sir!

DOVAN: I meant your name, Major.

THE MAJOR: Sir, you asked me who I am, sir!

DOVAN: Alright, then.  I guess I'll call you “Major.”

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes, sir!

DOVAN: ...right.

(Incoming hail beep.)

THE MAJOR: Sir, incoming transmission from Admiral –

DOVAN: I've got it. (He presses a button.) Admiral Parker!  What can I do for you?

PARKER:  Commander Dovan.  I heard a rumor just now that you're planning to launch the Excelsior.  Tonight.

DOVAN: For once, Admiral, the rumor mill is right on target.  I await your authorization codes.

PARKER: Dovan... We've been over this.

DOVAN: And we're about to go over it again.

PARKER: The Sword of Damocles is our concern, Commander.  Not yours.  We have your report, and all the details we need to assign another starship to--

DOVAN: Yeah, I've been thinking about that, Admiral.  I checked the Task Force bulletins last night.  Turns out, every ship in our jurisdiction is occupied right now.  So may I ask which particular starship has been assigned to our mission?

PARKER: I'm afraid I'm not at liberty to discuss that.

DOVAN: Has another starship been assigned?

(Pause.)

PARKER: ...I'm not able to discuss that, either.

DOVAN: I see. Admiral - with all due respect – even discounting the importance Captain Cortez placed on this mission, the urgency with which she passed it on to me... I have the safety of my own crew to think about, and you're throwing up stone walls just because... well, I don't even know why.

PARKER: No stone walls, Commander.  I'm just... allocating the Task Force's resources--

DOVAN: Right.  Yeah.  I've heard that one before, and it still hasn't convinced either one of us. Look, sir, if there's anything about the Anbar that you haven't told me—

PARKER: Commander, you will not discuss the Anbar on an open channel.

DOVAN: Then where can you discuss it?

PARKER: (sigh)  Alright.  I'll get back to you, Commander.  I need to find room in my schedule for a face-to-face conference.

DOVAN: I look forward to the opportunity, sir.

PARKER: I'll talk to you later, Commander.  Parker out.

(Comm goes dead.)

DOVAN: (tired sigh)

THE MAJOR: Sir?

DOVAN: Nothing, Major.  Just... admiral issues.  Let's go home.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The shuttle accelerates and swoops past, veering to port as it rises from the planet toward Starbase 911 – and home.)

OPENING CREDITS

NARRATOR: Star Trek: Excelsior is proud to present... Season Three... The Sword of Damocles. Episode One: Every Good Captain Has Admiral Issues

SCENE 301-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHUTTLEBAY

(The shuttlebay bustles as an alarm goes off.)

COMPUTER: (in background) Clear the deck.  Clear the deck.  Shuttle inbound.  Decompression alert.  Clear the deck.

LOCATION: SHUTTLE COCKPIT

(The Major and Dovan work the controls.)

THE MAJOR: Sir -- final approach to the Excelsior, sir.

DOVAN: Roger that.

(Underwood enters.)

DOVAN: Mister Underwood.  Come on up here.  You might want to take a look at this.

(Underwood steps to the forward window.)

UNDERWOOD: My god. The ship.  She's... she's beautiful.

DOVAN: Yes.  Yes, she is.

UNDERWOOD: Part of me wonders... does she still remember?

DOVAN: I don't think she ever forgets.

UNDERWOOD: I almost hope you're wrong.

DOVAN: Almost.  But not quite.

UNDERWOOD: No.  Not quite.

THE MAJOR: Summit LSO, three-zero-four-one, final approach.  Call the ball.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Three-zero-four-one, steady on-course, point-seven-five kay-em.  Call the ball.

THE MAJOR: One-one Flyer ball five-seven.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Roger ball.

(Comm ends.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHUTTLEBAY

(The shuttle swoops in for docking, passing through the forcefield, slowing, then hovering to the floor.  Big, loud, clamps settle down onto it from below.)

COMPUTER: (in background) Clear the deck.  Clear the deck.  Shuttle inbound.  Decompression alert.  Clear the deck.

LOCATION: SHUTTLE COCKPIT

(The Major presses buttons while Dovan stands.)

DOVAN: Nice landing, Major.

THE MAJOR: Sir, thank you, sir.

(The Major continues powering down. Dovan begins to exit.)

UNDERWOOD: I'm going to grab my bags, find my quarters, then.

DOVAN: I assume you know the way?

UNDERWOOD: That would be an understatement.

DOVAN: Alright, then.  Scram.  Er... dismissed.  Whatever.

(The ramp is lowered and they both exit the shuttle.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SHUTTLEBAY

NEEVA: (calling from a little distance over the din of the flight deck) Captain Dovan, sir!

(Dovan stops where he is as she closes the distance between them.)

DOVAN: Hullo!  That's me! You know, I'm terrible with faces, but I think you must be new here.

NEEVA: I am.  Your new chief of operations.  Lieutenant Commander Neeva, reporting for duty.

DOVAN: Oh, good.  I'd hate to think I'd forgotten a green crewmember.  Walk with me.

(They walk toward the exit.)

DOVAN: I didn't know there were any Orion women in Starfleet at the moment.

NEEVA: I've been in the fleet since I was nineteen, sir, so I wouldn't call it a new development.

DOVAN: It's a big fleet, Commander.  Its hard enough just keeping track of the pink-skins. How does that work, exactly?  Orion women produce the most powerful natural pheremones in the known galaxy. Even the Deltans look up to you.  I have to imagine all those chemicals would make it... difficult... to do your job.

NEEVA: (sighs) I'm prescribed pheromone suppressants — they're regulation. There are many things that make working with men difficult, but chemicals aren't one of them.

DOVAN: You have a problem with men, Commander?  Because - I hate to break it to you - but we're about fifty percent male here on the Excelsior.

NEEVA: Fifty-two percent, actually.  And forty-four percent female, according to your latest operations report.

DOVAN: I'm impressed. The question stands.

NEEVA: With all due respect, sir, I've never had a male C.O. I didn't hate.

(Dovan stops in his tracks suddenly.)

DOVAN: Their fault or yours?

NEEVA: I wouldn't be a lieutenant commander right now if I weren't an excellent officer. (Pause) Theirs.

DOVAN: And how am I looking to you so far?  Speak freely.

NEEVA: Speaking freely... I suspect that when you start acting like your personnel file, you'll join that club.

DOVAN: What, the medals don't look good to you?

NEEVA: Have I mentioned how big a fan I am of the Starfleet Code of Conduct?

DOVAN: Well, I guess somebody has to be.

NEEVA: I think that tells me what I need to know, sir.

DOVAN: Welcome aboard, Commander. Now that we've got the social niceties out of the way, I'd like to hear your report.

(He starts walking again toward the doors.  Neeva follows and starts clicking through pads.)

NEEVA: Starting with the... department heads' reports, sir, or the quartermaster's inventory?

DOVAN: Hm. Let's skip to the executive summary.  Are we going to launch on time?

NEEVA: That depends, sir, on... on ten dozen different variables that might--

DOVAN: Best guess, Commander.

NEEVA: (reluctant) Eighteen hundred hours.  We may be ready by then.

DOVAN: Good.  Do your best.  It's all I can ask. Have we gotten the hellfire torpedoes unloaded yet?

NEEVA: Most, sir.  But we still have... (clicks her padd) forty-seven left onboard.

DOVAN: Hm. I need you to reassign those teams.

NEEVA: Sir?  We're under legal obligation-

DOVAN: I know about the treaty, Commander.  And nobody wants to get rid of our hellfire torpedoes more than I do.  Damn things are weapons of mass destruction.  We're a ship of peace, and no ship of peace should carry the firepower to glass a planet three times over. But I need those men right now for a special assignment.  Which makes this... an order.  We'll get to the rest of the hellfires as soon as we can.

(They exit the shuttlebay.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

NEEVA: Can I at least ask what you'll be assigning those teams to, sir?

DOVAN: No, Commander Neeva, I'm sorry.  You will have them report directly to me in thirty minutes.  That's all.

(She makes the corrections on her padd.)

NEEVA: Well, I do love a challenge.

DOVAN: Then you're going to fit in very well here.  Speaking of challenges, I do have one other thing for you.

NEEVA: Go ahead.

DOVAN: I need you to requisition a flux chiller for the warp nacelles by dinner time.  Stow it in the ion pod.

NEEVA: A flux chiller, sir?  Those haven't been in general use in more than fifty years.

DOVAN: I know.  But I'd like to have one on board, just in case.  A flux chiller could save the ship if, say, the plasma safeties failed.  Rock beats scissors; paper beats rock; flux chiller beats plasma cascade.

NEEVA: Sir, in order for that to happen, no fewer than seven redundant safety interlocks would have to fail almost simultaneously.  The odds against that...

DOVAN: Yours not to reason why, Commander.  Yours just to do and die.  This is also an order. Again: Welcome aboard the Starship Excelsior, Commander.  I hope you find your time here... surprising.

NEEVA: That would be... a nice change, sir.

DOVAN: Dismissed.

NEEVA: Sir.

(Neeva walks down another corridor. Dovan enters a turbolift.)

DOVAN: Deck one. (Dovan taps his combadge) Lorhrok, this is Dovan.  Are we still on time for the launch tonight?

LORHROK: Morning, captain.  You bet your spots we're on time, sir.  Launch sims are starting to shape up; we should have a green light for you by mid-afternoon.  Although... The hellfire torpedoes are giving us... well, a hell of a time, sir, if you'll excuse a pun.

DOVAN: Excuse them?  Lieutenant, I positively encourage them. But the hellfires are no longer a priority.

LORHROK: Sir--

DOVAN: Yeah, I know.  I'll explain later.

LORHROK: I'm grateful to have them out of my hair.  What'd you think of Neeva?

DOVAN: I'm afraid our relationship so far is a lot like the relationship I already have with Yubari and Adow.  Tense.

LORHROK: You said something stupid, didn't you?

DOVAN: I don't think so, but, I have to admit, I'm starting to feel like a chauvinist around here.

LORHROK: You get along well enough with Doctor Sharp.

DOVAN: Thanks for the vote of confidence, Alecz.

LORHROK: Any time.

DOVAN: News from Parker.

LORHROK: Oh?  What's he want?

DOVAN: Still trying to reassign us.  Today I found out he's not actually planning to send anyone in our place.

LORHROK: What, and leave the Anbar and the Sword of Damocles out there?  Letting good men and women die whenever somebody falls afoul of Brahms's people?

DOVAN: That seems to be the plan.

LORHROK: It's a bad plan.

DOVAN: I know.

LORHROK: Is he at least giving us launch clearance?

DOVAN: Not yet.

LORHROK: (sigh)  Are you calling to have me schedule the launch for next week after all?

DOVAN: No.  I'm asking if you'd like to bet on it.

LORHROK: Bet on what?

DOVAN: One bottle of brandy says I get us around the red tape and we leave spacedock on schedule.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

LORHROK: You want to circumvent a fresh wall of admiral's tape in less than twelve hours?  (chuckles) You're on, sir.  Absolutely.

DOVAN: Excellent.  No better motivation than a bet with my first mate.  Thank you, Lieutenant.  Dovan out.

(Comm line is terminated.)

SIMON WESTLAKE: Chief, I'm alright!  I don't need your--

ADOW: Look!  You've got the calibration sensors off by a dozen microns!  If--

(The panel starts sparking.)

ADOW: Great.  Now look what you've--

WESTLAKE: You just shifted my baseline without asking me first!  Of course--!

ADOW: Look, Simon, if you want to succeed on the Excelsior, you're going to have to--

LORHROK: (sniffs) What's that smell? Chief Adow!  A word!

(Adow breaks off and ambles up to Lorhrok.)

ADOW: I don't know what I'm going to do with Westlake there, sir.  He doesn't have the training for this job, and we're an active engineering department, not a charity school.

LORHROK: Simon Westlake is new, but he's not stupid.  You, on the other hand--

ADOW: Speaking of newbies, I think Ensign Ermez needs a few remedial classes.  He's been making elementary mistakes all week.  I hope he's good at decryption, because he's been useless down here.

LORHROK: Phillipe Ermez is one of my favorite newbies.  If the “mistakes” you mean are the same kind you just caused for Mister Westlake...

ADOW: I mean... I mean, this morning, I had to walk Ermez through the magnetic cold-start sequence myself.  He couldn't remember how it started.

LORHROK: So instead of giving him a hint to start him off, you--

ADOW: Or how it ended.

LORHROK: Look, Chief, let me put this indelicately: how much of this is Ensign Ermez, and how much of it is your own control issues?

ADOW: What kind of a question is that?  Whatever “control issues” I have don't get in the way of--

LORHROK: I'm certain you feel that way, Chief, but... look.  With me now doubling as the first officer, I know you're under a lot more pressure here in engineering as my number two than you're used to.  It makes sense that you'd push for everything in here to be perfect, even when--

ADOW: Sir, that's not what's happening here!

LORHROK: Alright, calm down, Adow. Alright, let's... Ensign Ermez!  Front and center!

ERMEZ: Sir!

(Ermez comes running from a level above.)

LORHROK: Pop quiz, Phillipe.  Give me the current status of the warp engines, full summary.

ERMEZ: Right, sir.  Uh...

LORHROK: No peeking.

ERMEZ: I know, sir.  Um... intermix ratio at zero-point-eight and rising.  Magnetic constrictor coils locked in the first through eighth rings, except the fifth; there's a D-ring diode—

(Adow checks his answers with her PADD.)

LORHROK: Good enough, Ensign.  What's the measure of the dilithium fracture?

ERMEZ: Two point eight, sir.  Nanometers, sir.

LORHROK: (to Adow) That all check out?

ADOW: Well, yes, but it's not what I--

LORHROK: Thank you, Ermez.  That'll do.  Back to work.

ERMEZ: Thank you, sir!

(He crisply pivots and returns to work)

LORHROK: (to Adow) Trust me on this one.

ADOW: I don't trust officers.

LORHROK: Alright.  Then take a look at these two pips.  Either way, you're leaving Ermez where he is. I have to go check in with T'Kala and Harkless.  They're decoding the encrypted sections of the Excelsior log recorder, trying to get a few more details on the secret mission ten weeks ago, and I heard they've made some progress they'd like me to see before--

(Intercomm chime.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Lorhrok.  Drop whatever you're doing and meet me on Deck Two.

LORHROK: (sigh) Or not.  (He taps his combadge)  Lorhrok here, sir.  Can this wait?

DOVAN: Admiral Parker's able to meet us early.  He's beaming over now.

LORHROK: I understand.  I'll be right up.  Lorhrok out. (sighs again) Well, I guess Mr. Harkless's report will have to wait.

ADOW: Isn't Ermez supposed to relieving Harkless on log recorder duty right now?

LORHROK: Adow--

ADOW: I'm not joking, sir!  Here's the manifest you signed this morning.

(She hands him a padd, clicking some buttons as she does so.)

LORHROK: Oh.  I guess you win this one, Chief.  (calling out)  Ermez!

ERMEZ: Sir!

LORHROK: Get down to the log recorder and relieve Harkless.  Tell him I'll be by to hear his report in a little while. I'll see you later, Adow.  (as he's walking away)  And go a little easier on them!

ADOW: You want me to go easy, or do you want this ship to launch on schedule?

(Lohrok enters the turbolift.)

ADOW: Bugger.

SCENE 301-04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

(Dovan enters, Lorhrok behind him.)

DOVAN: Admiral.

LORHROK: Admiral.

PARKER: Mister Dovan.  I don't recall inviting your first officer.

DOVAN: And I don't recall inviting my diplomat.  Underwood, what are you doing here?

UNDERWOOD: I was just telling the Admiral--

PARKER: Lieutenant Commander Underwood was just expressing some concerns to me about your attitude toward my orders.

DOVAN: What sort of “concerns”, Underwood?

UNDERWOOD: Only that--

PARKER: It would seem, Mister Dovan, that you've chosen to keep your ship on a launch footing, as if you were leaving spacedock tonight... instead of next week.

DOVAN: You denied my request for immediate departure.  You gave me no order to stop preparing for departure.

PARKER: No explicit order.  But my intentions were clear.

DOVAN: Intentions wouldn't convict me in a court-martial.

PARKER: Unfortunately, Commander, if you continue treating my orders as suggestions, that is precisely where we are going to end up.

DOVAN: Your orders make it impossible for me to protect my crew.

UNDERWOOD: Come on, Dovan.  We all know the Excelsior is safe as long as she's in spacedock.  It's going after this Anbar thing that puts you in danger.

LORHROK: That's not true, Commander! You weren't here!  You weren't here when Amara was murdered!  You weren't here when there were kidnappings, and mind control, firefights in the corridors and bombs going off in the shield grid! I have a friend named Alex Rol.  He's gone.  I don't know where.  I don't know if I'll ever see him again.  I don't know if he's alive or dead!  But he paid for General Brahms's sins.  He may still pay the ultimate price. And if we don't use his sacrifice to purchase our freedom from Brahms, our freedom from the Sword of Damocles – whatever it is – then it was for nothing. We need to do this mission, whatever the risks.  For them – and for us. (pause) Sorry, sirs.

DOVAN: (quieter) Don't worry about it, Alecz.

PARKER: Commendably impassioned, Lieutenant Lorhrok. I will now speak with Commander Dovan.  Alone.

(Underwood stands.)

UNDERWOOD: Sir.

LORHROK: Sir.

(They move toward the exit.  As Underwood passes, Dovan stops him.)

DOVAN: Underwood.  When did Mister Fisticuffs turn into a walking rulebook?

UNDERWOOD: Two years chasing ghosts in the star desert while somebody else gets your chair on the Excelsior... it's a sort of penance. I've gotten a second chance, Dovan.  I intend to use it.

DOVAN: Right.

(Dovan releases him.  Underwood exits.)

DOVAN: I knew his assignment was no accident.  But I never guessed he was your spy.

PARKER: Officially, he isn't.  All I've done is approved his two-year-old request for reinstatement and given him a posting here.  If anything, I've encouraged him not to pursue higher rank.

DOVAN: But you knew how he'd react to being posted back here, to his old ship.

PARKER: Of course.  Commander Underwood wants your seat back more than life itself.  And if you do anything that gives him an excuse to take it from you... he will.

DOVAN: And if I don't give him an excuse?

PARKER: Then Mister Underwood is going to be very frustrated indeed.

DOVAN: Pardon my frankness, but that's pretty damned cynical, Admiral.

PARKER: Cynical? Commander, you did fantastic work here last week.  I was very pleased with the apprehension of Isaac Brahms, and for that reason I did not stand in the way of your extremely irregular promotion by Captain Cortez at her deathbed. But I am not an idiot, Commander.  Your record is one of the most heavily reprimanded in Starfleet.  You're insubordinate and self-rightgeous. Now, those qualities have made some great Starfleet captains.  I'm very optimistic about your future, Commander.  But not this time.  This time, I need you to follow my orders.  Commander Underwood is my guarantee that you will.

DOVAN: You put me in an impossible position, Admiral.  I don't really want this job – but as long as I'm in it, my first duty is to my crew, not to my orders. And, I know I'm starting to sound like a broken hologram, but your orders put my crew at risk.

PARKER: (beat; bites his lip) I understand, Commander. I'm not a nice man.  Polite.  Not nice. But I like to think that I am at least a just man, and you have the right to a guarantee. So I'll give it to you.  Mister Dovan, based on what I've learned from interrogating General Brahms this week, I give you my word that, as long as you are in Spacedock, no harm will come to your crew or your vessel.  And I give you my word that, if you leave General Brahms and the Sword of Damocles behind – if you leave it to us – it will never trouble you or your crew again. Is that enough for you?

(Beat.)

DOVAN: What about Captain Cortez's orders?

PARKER: Captain Cortez was wrong.  I don't know why she told you to go after the Anbar.  She was wrong.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Alright, Admiral.  You have a deal. (chuckles) Oh, you should have seen what I was planning to--

(The ship rocks and the red alert klaxon goes off.)

DOVAN: Great Bird. Dovan to Lorhrok!

(The combadge doesn’t work.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Lorhrok!

(Again, it fails.)

DOVAN: Dovan to bridge!  Report!

YUBARI: Yubari here, sir!  Explosion on Deck Sixteen, near the housing for the log recorder!  Cause unknown!

DOVAN: Damage!

YUBARI: Minor, sir, but the log recorder is gone.  And... we've lost Ensign T'Kala's lifesigns.

DOVAN: No!

YUBARI: I'm sorry, sir.  Biosensors show that Ensign Ermez is still alive, but just barely.  And he's under two thousand kilos of rubble.  Emergency teams are converging, but...

DOVAN: I understand.  Meet me down there, Lieutenant.  I have a feeling we're going to be needing your services again.  Dovan out.

PARKER: Commander, I--

DOVAN: Shut up, Admiral.  And get off my ship.

SCENE 301-05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Quieter alert klaxons have started. Lohrok and Harkless are running down the corridor.)

LORHROK: Ermez!  T'Kala! (pause.) Harkless!  Help me get this wreckage off them!

HARKLESS: Sir, the fire--

(Lorhrok touches one of the beams and recoils in pain.)

LORHROK: Ah!  You're right: the debris is too hot to lift.  Why hasn't the fire suppression system kicked in yet?

HARKLESS: I don't know!  Could be... the EPS conduit got knocked out in the explosion!

LORHROK: If that were the case, there'd be a whole lot less deck and a whole lot more hard vacuum where you're standing, Harkless.

LORHROK: But let's check the power grid anyw – ow!

HARKLESS: Sir!  It's too hot right there!  Maybe we should--

LORHROK: No, I've got it!  You're – ow! – you were right, Harkless.  It's... the EPS conduit is fine, but the capillaries were burned out through this whole bulkhead.  Attempting to bypass... Got it!

(Forcefields snap into place, quickly starving the fires of oxygen.)

LORHROK: (big, relieved, yet pained sigh) And the forcefields snap into place and starve the fire of oxygen.  Brilliant.  Doesn't help my hands, but... Now, Harkless, let's move this rubble!  Lorhrok to Damage Control Teams: where are you?

HARKLESS: But, sir, your hands--

LORHROK: Nothing a dermal regenerator won't fix.  Come on; T'Kala and Ermez may need our help.

(Adow comes barrelling down the corridor now, three engineers with equipment carts close behind.)

ADOW: Damage Control Team on your six, Lorhrok!  Mitchells, hoses!  Thelin, anti-gravs!  Let's go, people!

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Activating hoses!

(The hoses turn on, dousing the boiling-hot debris with a cooling agent.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #3: Anti-gravs!

(They all start removing debris. Eventually, they reach Ermez.)

ERMEZ: (groans)

LORHROK: Ermez!  Ensign!

ADOW: Unconscious.  Looks like he's got a broken leg.  Medkit?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #3: Medkit.

(Adow opens it up.)

LOHROK: Wait.  What about T'Kala?  She's still under there.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: (in background) Help me with this one, Thelin.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #3: (in background) We're gonna need another antigrav.  Crewman?

HARKLESS: (in background) Let me put this one down... first.  Okay.  I'm ready.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: (in background) Alright, on four.

RANDOM #2, RANDOM #3, and HARKLESS:  (in background) One.  Two.  Three.  FOUR!

RANDOM CREWMEBER #3: (in background) Mitch, call down to Engineering and make sure they're sending more antigravs with the second team.

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: (in background) Will do.

ADOW: Didn't you get word from the bridge?  T'Kala's dead, Boss.

LORHROK: No... No, I hadn't heard.

ADOW: Well, so's Ermez if we can't stabilize his vitals.

LORHROK: Let me have a go of it.  I might--

SHARP: (calling out – at a pretty good distance.) That won't be necessary, Alecz!

LORHROK: Doctor.  Thank God.

SHARP: Less thanking, more getting out of my way. (pause) Thank you.

(Sharp crouches by Ermez and begins a tricorder scn)

SHARP: Oh, no.

LORHROK:  What is it, Doctor?

SHARP: Mike, load this man on a stretcher.  Quick.

NURSE HENNESSY: Right away, Melissa.

SHARP: What about T'Kala?  Is she confirmed... confirmed dead?

LORHROK: We read no lifesigns here.  It'll be a few minutes before we can dig down to the body to be sure.

SHARP: Right. (pause) Alright.  Ermez can't wait for treatment.  I'm going to take him down to sickbay.  If you find T'Kala, and she's alive, let me know immediately.  Understood?

LORHROK: Perfectly, Doctor. What about Ermez?  Is he going to be alright?

(Pause.)

SHARP: No, he's not.  His injures are too severe.  He'll be dead before we reach sickbay.

LORHROK: Then why--?

SHARP: Because I am a fighter, Alecz. Alright!  Let's get Phillipe out of here and onto a biobed!  We don't have much time, so run!

(The medical team rushes away, passing a newly arriving Dovan and Yubari.)

DOVAN: Doctor, are they--?

SHARP: No time to talk!  Sorry!

(Dovan and Yubari approach the wreckage.)

DOVAN: Lorhrok.  What have we learned about the explosive so far?

LORHROK: Explosive, sir?  Is that what caused this?  Sir, was this deliberate?

DOVAN: It's a suspicion.  So, the answer to my question is... not much.

LORHROK: We've been busy trying to get Ensign Ermez to sickbay, sir.

DOVAN: You made the right decision.  And Ensign T'Kala?

LORHROK: The entire damage control team is looking for her.

CHIEF LORTH: (in background) Damage Control Alpha, this is Damage Beta reporting for duty.

ADOW: (in background) Great, kid.  You remembered your callsign.  Now unload some antigravs and start digging.  There may just be a Vulcan woman still alive down there!

CHIEF LORTH: (in background) I pray you're right. Isakson, give me a hand!

DOVAN: Alright.  Then that's the best we can do for the moment.  How about the three of us take a look at this log recorder, then?

(Dovan, Lorhrok, and Yubari climb over some wreckage to the big hole in the bulkhead where the log recorder was before the explosion tore it apart.)

DOVAN: Or what's left of it.  I need to know everything there is to know about this bomb, in case there's another one somewhere else on my ship.

(Yubari gets her tricorder out, starts scanning and quickly gets and alert.)

LORHROK: Why are you so sure this was a bombing, captain?

YUBARI: Because it was a bombing, Lieutenant.  Look at my tricorder.

LORHROK: Traces of triphosphorous solinium.

DOVAN: The artificial compound that General Brahms's people always put in their bombs. Damn.  I thought this was over.

YUBARI: It's Brahms.  It's never over.

DOVAN: For a short time today, I lost sight of that. We can't escape this.

(Lorhrok picks up some plasticky shards of casing fragments.)

LORHROK: Now, this is interesting.

DOVAN: What've you found?

LORHROK: I was wondering how a bomb could damage one of these log recorders.  No matter how big a bomb you're using, the surfaces of these things are made of solid neutronium.  They've been known to take a direct hit from a photon torpedo and survive intact.

DOVAN: So how'd they do it?

LORHROK: From what I can tell from the blast pattern... somebody got the bomb inside the casing.

DOVAN: How is that possible?  We only opened it for the first time yesterday, and we've had at least two if not three engineers on shift in front of it at all times since then.  I assume one of them would have noticed a terrorist sticking a bomb in the casing.

YUBARI: I'll check the security logs.

LORHROK: And I'll check with the other engineers assigned to the log recorder, see if they noticed anything out of the ordinary.

YUBARI: Lorhrok, I'll need your help later with the forensics investigation.

LORHROK: Of course.

DOVAN: You'll have to put that on hold until after the mission briefing.

LORHROK: The mission briefing?  Sir, I assumed that, after this--

DOVAN: Whoever did this, they hit the log recorder.  Only the log recorder.  That means there was something on there that they didn't want us to find.  And that makes it all the more important that we start this mission. We.  Launch.  Today. (lightly) Or else I'm out a bottle of Saurian brandy.

YUBARI: Sir, does that mean we finally got launch authorization?

DOVAN: No. But, after this...

YUBARI: What if he doesn't?

LORHROK: What, after two bombings in his spacedock?  He has to give us permission to investigate.

DOVAN: I… wouldn't be sure of that.

LORHROK: What?

YUBARI: Sir, if he doesn't give us those codes--

LORHROK: --I might be able to write a computer virus to sabotage Spacedoors--

YUBARI: --I could upload it.  In Intelligence, we learned... “ways” of harmlessly neutralizing Starfleet security officers.

DOVAN: Sabotage?

LORHROK: Well... that's a pretty strong word.

DOVAN: Absolutely not.  Even if Underwood weren't watching all three of us waiting for a mistake, I'm not going to allow anyone on this crew to risk their careers – or their lives, Yubari – by trying to... to steal the Excelsior. This is my responsibility; let me handle it.

LORHROK: (reluctant) Aye, sir.

DOVAN: Yubari?

YUBARI: Just don't let us down.

HARKLESS: I found her!

(He and the others frantically remove debris around T'Kala.  Lorhrok pulls out a tricorder while Dovan reaches down to her neck with two fingers.  The tricorder flatlines immediately.)

LORHROK: No lifesigns.

DOVAN: And no pulse. Brahms three, Good Guys zero. Excuse me.  I have to make a call.

POST-PRODUCER: The following section was recorded, but should be cut in the final mixdown.  It drags the scene out unnecessarily.

SCENE 301-06

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

DOVAN: No, I'm sorry, Commander.  I like you, but I don't want to talk to you.  I want to talk to Admiral Parker.

MASTERSON: Commander, the Admiral is very busy right now--

DOVAN: I'll just bet he is.

(Pause.)

MASTERSON: What exactly are you implying, Commander?

DOVAN: I need to talk to the Admiral.  Commander.

MASTERSON: I'll put you through.

(The screen goes blank.  It beeps at one-second intervals for a few seconds then Parker's face appears.)

PARKER: Miz Masterson, I left orders that I not be – Commander Dovan.

DOVAN: Admiral.  Where are you right now?

PARKER: An undisclosed location.

DOVAN: With Brahms?

PARKER: ...yes.

DOVAN: Has he told you yet why he did it?

PARKER: This is going to sound far-fetched, Commander, but Brahms didn't do it.

DOVAN: Ah.  So the bomb materials we scraped off Ensign T'Kala's corpse were just a coincidence.

PARKER: Dovan, I give you my word as a--

DOVAN: Your word's not worth very much right now, Admiral. Let me undock.

PARKER: I can't.

DOVAN: Then you're not leaving me with much choice.  Somebody has to investigate this.

PARKER: And we are.

DOVAN: No, not you, Admiral.  I can't trust you anymore.

PARKER: Then who?

DOVAN: I was thinking the Fourth Estate.

PARKER: The press? Dovan, you'd take the Sword of Damocles public?

DOVAN: Can't you see?  Captain Cortez was right.  Brahms is trying to keep us in spacedock where he can get to us.  And he's filling you up with lies so you'll help him. If my crew won't be protected by Starfleet, I'll take my chances with the public.

PARKER: Dovan. Commander. I understand why you think what you do.  But... it's wrong.  You're not correct to trust Cortez.  And you are getting very... very dangerously close to a line that... If you cross it, there's no coming back.  I don't want to give your chair to Underwood. But I cannot allow this information to go to the press.  I'll meet you tomorrow at Berth Nine, Airlock One.  We're going to go down to see Brahms together.  I'll see that you learn everything I know.  Then you'll understand the position I'm in. Until then, I have no choice but to place the Excelsior under General Order Twenty-One.

DOVAN: A communications blackout.

PARKER: All incoming and outgoing communications from your vessel are prohibited under all circumstances.  The Starbase will use an electromagnetic pulse to automatically jam any attempt to communicate with your vessel.  This order will remain in effect until oh-eight-hundred tomorrow and cannot be otherwise revoked except by entering my personal command codes into the Excelsior mainframe.  Is that clear?

DOVAN: Quite.  But that makes this transmission illegal, doesn't it?  Good-bye, Admiral.

PARKER: Dovan--!

(Dovan presses a button and ends the conversation.  Then he stands up.)

DOVAN: What's that phrase Rol liked to say?  Oh, right.  Wheels within wheels within wheels. How apt. Shame I won't get to see Brahms tomorrow.

(Dovan exits to the bridge.)

SCENE 301-07

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

UNDERWOOD: So, yeah.  I'm certainly attracted to the Excelsior's mission.  Deep space, far side of the galaxy... good stuff. But, I've gotta say... what really excites me is the particular part of the frontier where we operate.

NEEVA: How do you mean?

UNDERWOOD: That mission to Valandria you went on.  According to rumor... according to legend... that mission took you closer to the border of Scion space than any other expedition in Starfleet history.

THE MAJOR: Scions?  I'm not familiar with that species.

NEEVA: The Scions of the Stars. An old space boomer legend.  A race of powerful beings that supposedly lived before the dawn of recorded history.  The usual story: ruled an empire, moved star systems, built time-travelling doughnuts, left behind advanced technology in glowing boxes, and, above all, mysteriously vanished... a long, long time ago.

UNDERWOOD: Yeah, them's them! I hope they're not completely legendary.  I spent two years in a retrofitted garbage scow searching for evidence of them.

YUBARI: The scientific evidence suggests that some of the Scions evolved into a race of energy beings, and the rest left the galaxy.

UNDERWOOD: That they had almost magical power over matter and energy, which gave them the means to survive in the Galactic Void.

NEEVA: Sure, if you can call Cartier's study “evidence.”

YUBARI: I don't think--

(The door opens.  Dovan and Lorhrok enter.)

DOVAN: I understand, Lor.  And if we ever see Mister Rol alive again, I'll be sure to bring it up with him.

LORHROK: (sigh)  Well, I guess all I can do is hope we get the chance.

(Lorhrok and Dovan sit down.)

DOVAN: Good afternoon.  I'd like to keep this briefing... well, brief.  You're all caught up on the events of the past month? Good.  In case you missed some of the details, I'll recap the essentials for you now: Captain Cortez was the good guy.  Brahms is the bad guy.  They were after the Anbar and/or Sword of Damocles, pick your codename, and that's our job now, mainly mine.  And don't trust Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Hey!

DOVAN: Can't go crying to Admiral Parker now, Underwood – I just got us put under a communications blackout.

NEEVA: General Order Twenty-One?

DOVAN: That very one.

LORHROK: Serious business.

DOVAN: Right. Before she died, Captain Cortez gave me three clues to pursue: a codename, a set of coordinates, and a person. The first I've already mentioned.  It's the Anbar. Until this morning, that name was a complete enigma to us.  But I did some searching in the Starfleet database, and... after putting aside about two million references to a tumultuous province on Old Earth, I found this.

(Dovan stands and activates the briefing room viewer.)

DOVAN: Ladies and gentlemen, the S.S. Anbar.

LORHROK: Wow.  I haven't seen a ship like that in a long time.

DOVAN: She's a class-three neutronic fuel carrier.  They haven't built these in over a century.

UNDERWOOD: A class-three... isn't that the same kind of ship as...

DOVAN: As the Kobayashi Maru, yes.

YUBARI: Ominious.

DOVAN: Yes.  Even more ominious: it turns out the Anbar's captain, one Christopher Cox, is a distant relative of Captain Cortez.

LORHROK: Small galaxy.

DOVAN: Indeed!  But here's the interesting part: almost eighty years ago, during a routine cargo run between Tellar and Deneb Four, the Anbar disappeared without a trace.  No evidence or explanation has ever been found. Which brings us to the coordinates Captain Cortez gave me.  I can only assume they point us to the current location of the Anbar... or whatever's left of it.  How she learned this I can only imagine.  We'll be heading directly there, on a course which will take us past Valandria into the Hesperus Sector.

LORHROK: That's pretty close to the Galactic Barrier.

DOVAN: We'll be about three days' travel from the Barrier, in fact.  So this trip is going to take us to the extreme far edge of the galaxy.  About three weeks from the Gateway. Once we get there, we're going to find out what the Sword of Damocles is.  We're going to find out how the Anbar got way out there, what Starfleet Intelligence found onboard... and why Captain Cortez killed her captain.  We're going to find out why Brahms keeps killing our crew, and we're going to find out what Dexter Remmick has to do with any of it. (pause) I haven't mentioned Dexter Remmick yet, have I?

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR: Sir!  No, you haven't, sir.

DOVAN: The name Captain Cortez gave me, along with the Anbar and her coordinates... the name was Dexter Remmick.  The first thing I tried to do was call him.  Unfortunately, he's been dead for nineteen years. (he presses a button) This is from the Starfleet Inspector General's archive.  The middle-aged man in the front row with the sadly receding hairline?  That's Lieutenant Commander Dexter Remmick.  Everybody say hi to Dexter.

(Silence.)

LORHROK: Hi, Dexter.

DOVAN: Thank you, Alecz.

LORHROK: My pleasure, sir.

DOVAN: This picture was taken about two weeks before Mister Remmick died.  According to official records, he was suddenly hospitalized for an undiagnosed heart condition.  That's a little odd, of course, but not unheard of.  Slightly stranger is the fact that his heart attack took place on the same day that a large number of officers at Starfleet Command – including three admirals and a captain – were also hospitalized for undiagnosed heart problems.  Remmick and Captain Scott died; the others all recovered. That's suspicious.  But it's all we know.  I have no idea how this ties into the story of the Anbar, but I presume we'll find out when we get there. Questions?

THE MAJOR: Sir, what is General Brahms's take on all this, sir?

DOVAN: Other than killing innocent people over it?  I wish I knew. Questions I can answer?

UNDERWOOD: You've been explicitly forbidden from going on this mission, Dovan.  What are you doing telling them all this?

DOVAN: Questions I can answer without getting court-martialled?

LORHROK: Is our bet still on, sir?

DOVAN: Double or nothing?

LORHROK: You're on.

DOVAN: We launch in two hours.  Dismissed.

(All stand and leave.  Dovan stops Neeva at the door.)

DOVAN: One moment, Neeva.

NEEVA: Sir?

DOVAN: That flux chiller I asked for.  Did you manage to get it on board before the communications blackout started?

NEEVA: Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a fifty-year-old spare part in one afternoon at a starbase at the edge of Federation space?

DOVAN: You weren't able to get one.

NEEVA: No, I got it.  I just wanted you to know that you've been assigned the best damned chief of operations in the quadrant.  Sir.

DOVAN: More than I deserve, Commander.  Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to deal with a problem in the warp nacelles if we're going to launch on time.  Dismissed.

NEEVA: Sir.

(She exits.)

SCENE 301-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

(Lorhrok and Westlake, who is running a diagnostic, are standing near the warp core.)

LORHROK: You're sure you didn't notice anything unusual?

WESTLAKE: I'm pretty sure, Alecz.  I only worked one shift on the log recorder, and that was three days ago.  The bomb was probably planted after that.

LORHROK: Still, I have to check.  Was there anything unusual in the decryption process?  Any computer slowdowns?  Power losses?  Strangely inaccessible circuits?

WESTLAKE: You mean other than the fact that the whole thing we were trying to get at was encrypted six ways from Sunday?

LORHROK: Well... yes.

WESTLAKE: Aside from that, no.  There was nothing at all unusual.

LORHROK: And you were at your post for your entire shift?

WESTLAKE: Of course.  I love this job.  The only time I left was for my fifteen-minute break at midshift, and Chief Ermez was there to cover for me.

LORHROK: Alright.  Thanks a lot for your time, Simon.

WESTLAKE: You're the boss.  I'm a teenage civilian with a mental condition that's miraculously gone into remission.  I count myself lucky to be allowed in here.

LORHROK: Everyone deserves the chance to be the person they want to be.  I'll see you later, Simon.

WESTLAKE: Boss.

ADOW: Hey!  Lieutenant Lorhrok!

LORHROK: Adow!  What is it?

ADOW: Find anything yet?

LORHROK: Nope.

ADOW: I think I know why.

LORHROK: Really?  Well, let's hear your theory.

ADOW: You've got all the engineers trying to think of some stranger who snuck in and attached the bomb when nobody was looking.

LORHROK: Right...

ADOW: They're never going to find anybody, then, if the person who planted the bomb was one of our engineers.

LORHROK: What?  No, Adow, I don't think we're going there.

ADOW: It didn't have to be a willing bomber.  It could have been someone under outside control – like Alex Rol was.

LORHROK: ...unfortunately, you have a point.  Any suspects?

ADOW: I did some digging.  I found out that one of our engineers spent a year in Starfleet Intelligence.  I also found out that, according to his official file, he was assigned to the U.S.S. Enterprise for two years before he transferred to the Excelsior... but I called their chief engineer –

LORHROK: You called Geordi La Forge?

ADOW: Yeah, that sounds right.  Whatever.  And he said that he'd never heard of this guy of ours.  Which means...

LORHROK: Which means we don't know where or what this engineer was ten weeks ago.

ADOW: Which makes him a prime suspect.

LORHROK: Who is it?

ADOW: Oh, that's the best part, sir.

SCENE 301-09

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Sharp I quietly working on Ensign Ermez. Dovan enters.)

DOVAN: Doctor.  I mean – Melissa.  Are you busy?

SHARP: Alcar.  How was the staff briefing?

DOVAN: A lot like the one we had before Valandria.  Just... with a completely different senior staff this time.

SHARP: Sorry I missed it.  Phillipe here was keeping me busy.

DOVAN: How is the Ensign?

SHARP: Well, he's alive.  But... I've found something you should see.

DOVAN: There are a lot of things I need to see.  Foremost among them is Ensign Ermez's name not showing up on a casualty list.

SHARP: Well, that's just it, sir.  By all rights, you should be writing a letter of condolence to his family right now.  His injuries were... profound.  He was closer to the bomb than Ensign T'Kala, had more debris piled on him afterwards... She died instantly.  And she was a Vulcan! Ermez is not only going to live.  He's going to make a full recovery.  Perhaps within a few days.

DOVAN: Then we're lucky, Doctor.  No need to look a gift horse in the—

SHARP: Sir, there isn't a miracle on the books that could account for this.  Not since Lazarus, at any rate.  I'm at a complete loss to explain it. Or, at least, I was.  And then one of the nurses found this.

(She turns over Ermez onto his stomach.)

SHARP: Look, there.  On his neck.

DOVAN: Jehosephat.  What is that?

SHARP: I can't tell you anything more than your eyes are showing you.  It's blueish-brown, it's pointy, it's maybe three centimeters long...

DOVAN: ...and it's wriggling.

SHARP: It's obviously part of some larger mass underneath the skin, but we've been too busy keeping Ermez alive to scan it yet.

DOVAN: What is it?  Like a... like a... gill?

SHARP: Well, it's not a tumor, it's not a burn, and it's not a cyst.  It could be some kind of symbiote, in which case “gill” fits as well as anything.  There's nothing in the medical database that even remotely resembles it.

DOVAN: It's... slimy, almost.  Like when butter melts on your fingers and you can't get rid of that slick feeling until you wash your hands. But I don't see that this is necessarily a bad thing.  Are you suggesting this is why Ermez survived the explosion?

SHARP: It's all I can think of, yes.  It must be aiding his body's healing mechanisms in some way.  But that doesn't mean it's a good thing.  I have no idea what it is and I have no idea what else it's doing to him.  If he contracted it on another planet, it could even be contagious.  Either way, when Phillipe wakes up, we're going to be spending a lot of 'quality time' together until we figure it out.

DOVAN: I approve completely.  But I don't want you to jeopardize his recovery by removing or tampering with this...  “blue-gill.”

SHARP: I agree.

DOVAN: Good.  Well, then, Doctor, I'll be on my way.  Now, you've done good work today.  Magical neck-fish or not, Ensign Ermez wouldn't have survived this morning without a rare skill at the laser scalpel.  You have my thanks – and Mr. Lorhrok's, too.  He was holding vigil outside waiting for news until I made him get back to work.

(Lohrok enters, followed by Adow and Yubari.)

LORHROK: I'm glad you did, sir.  Otherwise we might never have figured out who planted the bomb.

ADOW: Thanks to me, I might add.

YUBARI: Shut up, Adow.

DOVAN: You have a suspect?

LORHROK: Actually, once we knew where to look, we found proof.

ADOW: Right quick.

YUBARI: Sir, I checked the security logs backwards and forwards and couldn't find any evidence of any outside force tampering with the log recorder – no intruders, no unidentified personnel, no transporter activity.

DOVAN: The logs were damaged.

YUBARI: That was my assumption, too.  But then Adow and Lorhrok came to me with their theory--

ADOW: My theory.

LORHROK: Shut up, Adow.

YUBARI: --and, once I knew to watch the engineers themselves...

DOVAN: What?

LORHROK: An engineer, sir.  One of ours.

DOVAN: Are you saying we have a spy at large on board the Excelsior?

YUBARI: Was at large, yes.

DOVAN: What do you mean?

YUBARI: Security cameras captured a timecoded image and DNA scan of the engineer who planted the bomb.  There's no doubt.

DOVAN: Give me a name, Lieutenant!

YUBARI: It was Ensign Phillipe Ermez.

DOVAN: Doctor, the neck-fish--

SHARP: What?  You want me to believe that Phillipe planted the bomb that almost killed him?

DOVAN: Doctor, the fish-stick--

LORHROK: A suicide bombing wouldn't be out of the question if Ermez were under some kind of outside control.

DOVAN: Melissa!  The blue-gill!

SHARP: Oh, my God.

DOVAN: A little present from Starfleet Intelligence, no doubt.  Get Ermez in quarantine, and find out what that thing is!

SHARP: Yes, sir!

DOVAN: The rest of you – to your posts.

YUBARI: Sir?

DOVAN: We're getting out of here now.

LORHROK: (simultaneous) Yes, sir!

YUBARI: (simultaneous) Sir!

ADOW: (simultaneous) A'ight!

(Dovan exits.  Yubari follows.)

LORHROK: Adow, earlier today, when you wanted to take Ermez off warp duty... you were right about him.  I'm sorry – I should have listened.

ADOW: You're an officer.  Officers only hear what they expect to--

(Lorhrok presses the door control.)

LORHROK: Ow! Sorry – my hands are still a little tender from the burns.  You were saying?

ADOW: Never mind. Apology accepted, sir.

SCENE 301-10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The bridge is busy.)

DOVAN: Do we have launch clearance yet?

NEEVA: No: we're still under the communications blackout.

LORHROK: Sir, I don't think Parker's going to give you clearance. Whatever you said to him--

DOVAN: Patience, Lorhrok.  We still have... four minutes before I lose that bet. (pause) Hail the starbase.

(Neeva attempts to open hailing frequencies, but it fails.)

NEEVA: Can't, sir.  All outbound communications are still being jammed.

DOVAN: Alright, then.

(Pause.)

(Dovan presses the intercom.)

DOVAN: Bridge to Engineering.  Adow, begin impulse engine main startup sequence.  Initialize warp chamber.

YUBARI: Sir, Neeva's right: we don't have authorization to undock.  And we can't get through those spacedoors unless Parker opens them.

DOVAN: I know.  But there's no regulation that says we can't power up our own engines.  The admiral still has a few minutes to see the light.  Proceed with powerup, Adow.

ADOW: On it, captain.  Initializing plasma feed...

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Try raising the Starbase again.

(Neeva dutifully tries again.  Same result.)

NEEVA: Still noth-- (An alarm sounds on her board.) Captain, the plasma cycle – number one safety interlock just failed. (More alarms go off) Correction: number two... and three!

DOVAN: Get them back online.

(As a fourth alarm erupts on Neeva's board, shipwide red alert automatically engages.)

NEEVA: I can't, sir!  Number four now showing red!

DOVAN: Lorhrok--

(Lohrok is pressing buttons furiously.)

LORHROK: I'm trying.  I can't see any cause!  They're just... failing!

(Two more alarms!)

NEEVA: Five and six are down!

(The red alert turns to a core breach alert)

DOVAN: Lorhrok, how many safeties are there?

LORHROK:  Seven.

NEEVA: Number seven just failed.

LORHROK: Oh, Maker.  It's a plasma cascade.  A full-blown plasma cascade.

YUBARI: What?  What does that mean?

LORHROK: It means that in about five and a half minutes, we're going to lose antimatter containment, and this ship is going to explode.  And it's going to take everything within ten thousand kilometers with it.

DOVAN: Then get down there and fix it!

LORHROK: Sir... I would.  But there's nothing I can do.

(Stunned silence.)

DOVAN: We're inside a starbase.  Fifty thousand people work here!  We can't just explode them all!

LORHROK: You're right. (he opens the intercom.) Adow, this is Lorhrok!  Give me full power to aft thrusters.  Helm!  All ahead full!

NEEVA: Captain?

DOVAN: Lorhrok, spacedoors are still closed.  Unless you intend to crash into them...

(Lorhrok's fingers still flying across the keys...)

LORHROK: Even with the communications blackout, stardock safety sensors will detect the danger and open for us.  It's an automatic system.

DOVAN: If you say so.  Commander Neeva, follow his orders.  Aft thrusters full... take us out.

LOCATION: SPACEDOCK HANGAR

(The Excelsior undocks, clearing moorings as workbees and such struggle to get out of the way.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

NEEVA: All moorings cleared, sir.  Thrusters at full.

LORHROK: This cannot be happening.  Seven independent safety interlocks don't just fail.

DOVAN: They do if they're sabotaged.

NEEVA: But who'd do that?  Who'd even be able to?

YUBARI: Brahms.  It has to be.

DOVAN: Focus, people.  Lorhrok, can we save part of the ship?  Separate the saucer section, get clear of the warp core?

LORHROK: No point.  We can't do a saucer sep fast enough; the saucer would be destroyed by the shockwave anyway.

DOVAN: Then... If we do have to abandon ship – will there be enough time for the escape pods to... escape?

LORHROK: Easily.  Assuming they're all in good working order, our escape pods should only need about... ten seconds to get clear of the explosion.

DOVAN: I'll give them twenty.

YUBARI: Why hasn't Admiral Parker lifted the blackout yet?  This is clearly an emergency.

DOVAN: Admiral Parker's in an undisclosed location and can't easily be reached.

LORHROK: And there's nobody else on the starbase who can countermand it?

DOVAN: Not being able to countermand it is the whole point of General Order Twenty-One. (He hits the shipwide intercom.) All hands report to escape pods.  Prepare to abandon ship on my order.  Repeat, all hands prepare to abandon ship. (ends shipwide) Neeva, status of the cascade.

NEEVA: Still more than three minutes to detonation.

DOVAN: Time to spacedoors?

NEEVA: Clearing them now.

(Dovan again opens the shipwide intercom.)

DOVAN: All hands, standby. (Then he closes it again. Pause) Mister Lorhrok, I'm not willing to give up on the Excelsior until we've tried everything.  Is there nothing we can do?

LORHROK: No, sir!  Nothing!  We need to abandon ship... now!

DOVAN: Not good enough!  There's still time!  Quickly – Adow, you're in on this, too! – (he snaps his fingers as he talks) improvised equipment, (snap) crackpot theories, (snap) articles you read in Nacelles Monthly, uh... Come on, come on!

ADOW: We're trying!

LORHROK: Look, uh... if this happened on an older ship – say, the original Excelsior, all we'd have to do is connect the plasma grid to a flux chiller.

ADOW: We don't have a flux chiller!

LORHROK: I know that.  But maybe we could find one on Union--

ADOW: In three minutes?!

LORHROK: At least I'm--

NEEVA: Wait.  Lieutenant. Did you say “flux chiller”?

LORHROK: A flux chiller'd save the day, yes.  But they're fifty years old!  We don't even have the materials to improvise one!  And you can't just (snaps) snap one into existence with duct tape and fond hopes!

NEEVA: Sir-- (falters)

LOCATION: NEEVA’S MEMORIES

(Flash!)

DOVAN: (flashback) I need you to requisition a flux chiller for the warp nacelles by dinner time.

(Flash!)

DOVAN: (flashback) That flux chiller I asked for.  Did you manage to get it on board?

(Flash!)

DOVAN: (flashback) Yours not to reason why, Commander.  Yours just to do and die.

(Flash!)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

LORHROK: Commander?  What is it?

NEEVA: (with a deep breath) Sir, we have a flux chiller onboard.  I loaded it myself, this afternoon.

LORHROK: (quietly) What? (less quietly) Where?!

NEEVA: It's in the ion pod!  Deck Thirteen!

(Lorhrok slams down on the intercom.)

LORHROK: Adow, get up to the ion pod!  You're going to find a flux chiller there!  Plug it in!

ADOW: A flux chiller?  Bad time for jokes, Lieutenant!

LORHROK: No joke!  Go!

(He ends the communication.)

LORHROK: Commander... I hate to sound ungrateful, but why do we just happen to have a flux chiller on board?

NEEVA: I... I don't... I think the only person who can answer that question is Captain Dov--

ADOW: Adow here!  I'm in the ion pod!  You weren't joking, Lorhrok.  Why do we even have this thing?

LORHROK: Just plug it in, Adow!

ADOW: Just give me two se… There!  Got it!  Flux chiller active!

LORHROK: Oh, thank the Maker. Diverting the plasma feed...

NEEVA: All grilles are open.  Excess plasma is venting into space.

(The klaxons stop.  The alarms on her board lower in pitch and end.  Status boards go green.)

(Stunned silence.)

NEEVA: Cascade is over, Captain.

LORHROK: That... that shouldn't have happened.  And once it did happen we shouldn't have survived.

DOVAN: No need to look a gift horse in the mouth, Alecz.

(He reopens the shipwide intercom.)

DOVAN: All hands, this is the captain.  Evacuation's off, folks.  Return to your posts and stand down red alert. (He ends shipwide) Miz Neeva, time.

NEEVA: Nineteen fifty-eight, sir.

DOVAN: Perfect.  Two minutes to spare.

LORHROK: Sir?

DOVAN: Operations, am I correct in assuming that we have received no official orders regarding our next assignment?

NEEVA: We're under a communications blackout, sir.

DOVAN: That wasn't my question.

NEEVA: No, sir.  Our last official set of orders authorized us to dock at Starbase 911 until, quote, “such time as her commanding officer was satisfied that she was again in good repair and ready for active duty.”

DOVAN: I am so satisfied.

NEEVA: Then... officially, sir... the Excelsior is at your discretion.  But--

LORHROK: Captain, Admiral Parker ordered us to stay here until--

DOVAN: Actually, X.O., Admiral Parker didn't give us any orders.  Formally, the only thing he did was refuse to give us launch clearance.  Well, we're not in spacedock anymore, so launch clearance is one thing I don't need.  Commander Neeva, take us through the Gateway.  Then set course one-one-four mark three-eight-eight mark eight.  Best speed.

LORHROK: The Anbar, sir?

DOVAN: The Anbar.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Sir, you... You didn't need to do that alone.  Yubari and I--

DOVAN: Yeah.  Yeah, I did.

NEEVA: Course set, captain.

DOVAN: Captain... I could get used to that. (pause) Hit it.

(Neeva presses the engage control.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The ship powers up and swoops at impulse through the Gateway. Upon reaching the other side, the Excelsior immediately goes to warp.)

SCENE 301-11

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior rockets past us as warp speed.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

(The doorbell chimes.)

DOVAN: Venite!  Adoretis! (tr: Come! You may adore!)

(Underwood enters.)

DOVAN: Ah.  Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: I suppose I should just arrest you for sabotage right now.

DOVAN: Probably should. Of course, it wouldn't get you anywhere.  You've got no proof, and even if you did it wouldn't get you the support of anyone on the crew except Neeva.  And you can't contact the Admiral until tomorrow morning.  By then we'll be long out of communications range.

UNDERWOOD: I only have one question: did you deliberately provoke the communications blackout, or was that just a stroke of incredible good luck?

DOVAN: It wouldn't have worked without the communications blackout, would it?

UNDERWOOD: Theft of a starship.  That's twenty years, you know.

DOVAN: My crew has a chance now of being safe from Brahms.  That's all that matters.

UNDERWOOD: Hard to believe, coming from you.  You almost got them all killed all on your own a few hours ago.

DOVAN: Oh, come on, Underwood.  There was never any real danger.  We had the equipment we needed.  It was only a matter of waiting for the senior staff to realize it.

UNDERWOOD: And if something had gone wrong?

DOVAN: It didn't go wrong.  There was nothing to go wrong.  Why?  Because rock beats scissors, paper beats rock, and flux chiller beats plasma cascade.

UNDERWOOD: But you can't know that!  No captain has that kind of power!

DOVAN: The captain's job is to know that. Here.  Read this.

(He picks up a padd off his desk and hands it to Underwood.  Underwood clicks through it as Dovan talks.)

DOVAN: At oh-eight-hundred hours this morning, I ordered five work crews to drop everything and report directly to me.

UNDERWOOD: Over Commander Neeva's objections, according to this.  (scrolling down) Oh!  And you got them pulled off hellfire duty!  Left fifty of the damn things onboard!  Good job!

DOVAN: What did I assign them to?

UNDERWOOD: ...a level-one diagnostic of the escape pods.

DOVAN: Lorhrok said we'd need “ten seconds” – if all the escape pods were in working order. I made sure they were.

(Underwood tosses the pad back on the desk.)

UNDERWOOD: Is this supposed to prove something?  You can't talk your way out of the fact that you put your crew at risk.

DOVAN: Quite the opposite, Underwood.  To do nothing -- that would have put the crew at risk.  If I'd acted earlier, maybe T'Kala would be alive right now. I put my ship at risk. I put your ambitions at risk. I put my career at - No, never mind: I threw my career in the incinerator.  But, in the end, I put only one person in any danger of life, limb, or rank. Me. And if I save just one person from Brahms before I get drummed out, then it was worth it.  Dismissed, Commander.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: (threateningly) Dovan--

DOVAN: Don't worry, Underwood. I'll keep your seat warm.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Then I'll see you later, Dovan.

(Underwood exits.)

DOVAN: (exhales) Of course, a captain might, hypotheticaly, have additional motives for sabotage.

(He presses the intercom.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Lorhrok.

LORHROK: Lorhrok here, sir.

DOVAN: Remember our bet?

LORHROK: Oh, dear.

DOVAN: Lieutenant, I expect two bottles of brandy deposited in front of my quarters by midnight.

LORHROK: (sigh) Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Will you join me for a drink when I crack them open?

LORHROK: Alright. I'll be there.

DOVAN: It's a date!  Dovan out. (He leans back in his chair.) Oh, yeah.  Definitely worth it.

SCENE 301-12

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MEDICAL QUARANTINE LAB

SHARP: Medical Log, Stardate Sixty-Thousand-And-One. Isolation protocols are in effect.  I'm beginning my analysis of Ensign Phillipe Ermez, and what appears to be... well, I'll admit it.  I have no idea what it is.  But it's in his neck – probably has part of his spine and his brain stem, too.  We'll just start off with a straightforward brain scan, then.

(She walks over to some kind of big heavy machinery and it whirs and hums and a sort of red beam begins to pass slowly over Ermez's body.)

SHARP: We're not going to do any invasive work today.  In fact, we'll probably spend several sessions doing nothing but diagnostic tests.  I don't want to go fiddling around inside Phillipe's head with a laser scalpel without--

ERMEZ: (suddenly inhales sharply and raggedly and starts breathing irregularly.)

SHARP: Phillipe? Phillipe, are you alright?  Are you waking up? In case the camera isn't catching this, subject has just entered irregular respiration.  But there's no sign of any distress... and no sign he's regaining consciousness.  Damn. I'm beginning-- Oh my God.

(Ermez begins gagging.)

SHARP: Something is climbing out of Phillipe's mouth!  It's... some kind of purplish insect, four or five centimeters long!  I believe this creature is the source of the “blue-gill!” Creature has fully exited the mouth – is now resting on the chin as if getting ready to—(shouting, panicked) Computer, quick!  Quarantine field, level--

(The bluegill pounces, landing right on her chin!)

SHARP: It's on me!  It's on me!  Get it off get it off get it—(she gags and screams as the creature forces its way down her throat. Then she takes a deep breath and speaks in a very pleased, warm... even sensual tone) Ah.  New body.  Mm.  Love that feeling. (she opens and shuts her jaw experimentally)  And new teeth!  Always weird. Okay, then.  Where was I? Oh, right. Computer, stop recording medical log and delete this entire entry.

(The computer complies, and its deletion beep is the abrupt end to our episode.)


3.2 The Pursuit


SCENE 302-01

LOCATION: CONTAINMENT ROOM

(A single warning beep comes from the computer.)

COMPUTER: Detention cell access granted.  Dropping primary forcefield.

(A muffled sound from outside: a forcefield drops.  Then the room's metal door grinds up from the ground into the ceiling.)

PARKER: Guards, weapons ready.  Cover the prisoner.

(Three phasers charge up in rapid succession.)

PARKER: Computer, proceed.

COMPUTER: Dropping secondary forcefield.  You have three seconds to clear the field emitters.

(A second forcefield drops.)

(Parker enters the room and the security measures reactivate behind him.)

PARKER: Good morning, Mister Brahms.

BRAHMS: Is it already?  Your interrogators have done wonderful work ruining my sleep cycles.

(Parker reaches a metal chair, pulls it out, and sits down.)

PARKER: You're not complaining about a little missed sleep, are you, General – sorry, I mean Mister Brahms?

BRAHMS: Of course not, Admiral Parker.  I was commending your security team. Where's Dovan?  You promised he'd be here.

PARKER: Mister Dovan... isn't coming.

BRAHMS: What? Admiral, we need Dovan.  We have to explain the Sword of Damcoles to him, and why Ensign Ermez bombed the Excelsior -- before Dovan does something... rash.

PARKER: I'm afraid it's too late for that.

BRAHMS: What do you mean?

PARKER: I’m afraid I... I let Dovan manipulate me.  He provoked me, and used my reaction to help him steal the Excelsior.  He's gone.

BRAHMS: Where. Did. He. Go?

PARKER: Our scanners say he was on course for the Hesperus Sector.  A dark-matter nebula right on the edge of the old Borg war zone.

BRAHMS: The Anbar.

PARKER: We think so. Dovan said he was going to find the Sword of Damocles and destroy it himself.

BRAHMS: Destroy it? Ha!  He probably thinks the Sword is some kind of weapon – or a secret lab! But the Sword is an idea.  It's the answer to a question, nothing more.

PARKER: What question?

BRAHMS: “Why did the Borg only send one cube?”

PARKER: I see.

BRAHMS: I wish he could destroy the Sword.

PARKER: But you can only contain an idea.

BRAHMS: Yes, Admiral.  That is the story of the last seven years of my life.  And now everything I've done comes down to this: If Dovan reaches the Anbar, we're all dead.

PARKER: I hope not.

BRAHMS: Admiral, you know that.  There's no “hope” about it.  The moment we learned that Ensign Ermez was one of them, “hope” stopped being an option.  You know what will happen if they reach the Anbar.

PARKER: I can't accept that.  Hope must be an option... because Dovan is going to reach the Anbar.

BRAHMS: He must not.

PARKER: Nevertheless. We just got word back from our scoutship, the U.S.S. Earhart. The Excelsior's so far out of range we can't even contact them by subspace.  Not even my ship could catch up in time.

BRAHMS: Mine could.

PARKER: Oh, right, the Renegade.  Quick, deadly, and highly illegal.  Much like her commander. Tell me, General, if I lost my mind and let you leave here, and you took your ship, and you somehow caught up with the Excelsior, what would you do then?

BRAHMS: I've said it before: I'm a soldier.  Not a diplomat. I maintain the balance of power at any cost.  It's the trickiest, most difficult, dirtiest game of them all... but the only one that keeps the Federation alive.

PARKER: And that's why I can't send you, Brahms.  You'd murder a thousand of our own people and claim to be serving the Federation.  That's not even a choice.

BRAHMS: Yes, it is, Admiral.  It is a very clear choice.  A choice between peace... and utter destruction.  It's up to you.

PARKER: (sigh) Maybe you're right, Brahms.  Maybe I'm supposed to give the order.  Shoot down the Excelsior, sacrifice a thousand good people, save the galaxy.  I admit, your logic is flawless. But I'm not capable of giving that order.  And I don't want to be the sort of person who is.

BRAHMS: I see. (Pause) Then I have one more question for you, Admiral.

PARKER: I'll take one more question.

BRAHMS: Do you believe in God?

PARKER: I grew up a believer.  My parents – my mother – she was very devout. But I left all that behind to put on this uniform.  Starfleet believes in something... higher... than religion.  And I believe in Starfleet.

BRAHMS: If I were you, I'd call your mother.

PARKER: What for?

BRAHMS: Because if you're not willing to do what's necessary, we need somebody praying for a miracle.

PARKER: That's not funny, Mister.

BRAHMS: I'm not laughing.  Last chance.

PARKER: Last chance or else what?

BRAHMS: Or else this.

(Suddenly, there is a muffled explosion from somewhere outside then an alarm.  The power goes out briefly, then re-engages. There are muffled shouts and phaser fire in the hallway.)

BRAHMS: I had hoped to have your cooperation.  It would have made things... simpler.

PARKER: My God.  What have you done?

BRAHMS: You should know by now, Admiral: I don't leave anything to prayer. I leave it to my crew.

(Another explosion, this one much closer.)

SCENE 302-02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR in SPACE

(The Excelsior warps past.)

DOVAN: Captain's Log, Stardate Six-Zero-Zero-One-Three-Point-Six.  It's been several days since I... ahem, “borrowed” the Excelsior from Starbase, but there's still no sign of pursuit.  We remain on course for the Anbar, and most of the crew is in high spirits.  The holdouts, unfortunately, are Commander Neeva, who wants me to follow the rules, and Commander Underwood, who wants my job.  Both are bound to be disappointed.  They are a minority, but a high-ranking one.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Neeva and Yubari are walking.)

NEEVA: You can't just let someone get away with something like this!

YUBARI: You can if he's the captain.

NEEVA: What I said goes double for captains.

YUBARI: Look, Commander.  Captain Dovan did the right thing.  If the rules get in the way of that –

NEEVA: Following the rules is doing the right thing.  That's why they're the rules.  Otherwise you're just... making up right and wrong for yourself.

YUBARI: We've been arguing about this for twenty minutes.  Aren't you bored?

NEEVA: I never get bored when I'm right.

YUBARI: You're an intransigent young hothead who doesn't know the difference between rightness and outrage.

NEEVA: That's not--! (cut off before saying “even remotely true”)

YUBARI: We should be friends.

NEEVA: Excuse me?

YUBARI: I'll make it easy for you to digest, Commander: friends.  Yes?

NEEVA: Um... any particular reason?  We don't exactly get along.

(Reaching Yubari's quarters, they stop walking.  Yubari presses the door key, opening her doors.)

YUBARI: Exactly. Moreover, you're new here.  I don't have many friends, and I still have a chance to make a good impression on you. Report to my quarters tomorrow for lunch.  Good night.

(Yubari turns and enters her quarters.)

NEEVA: You know, I outrank—(The door closes in front of her) ...you.

LOCATION: YUBARI'S QUARTERS

COMPUTER: Welcome home, Asuka Yubari.

YUBARI: That's Lieutenant Yubari, Computer. Any messages for me?

COMPUTER: One message.  Doctor Melissa Sharp said:

(A computer boop.)

SHARP: Lieutenant... um, Yuuuuu...bari?  Uh, right.  Uh, look.  I went back downstairs and pulled out Ermez's slab again.  That's three times I've rechecked for you, and, no, there's still no sign that the blue-gill in his neck had any influence over his higher brain functions.  The gill's not even there anymore, so whatever it was-- I mean, yeah, I know, you're frosted about the medical logs being deleted, but technical errors just happen some--

YUBARI: Computer, stop.  (Computer complies) (sigh)  I thought when we proved that Ensign Ermez planted the bomb on deck five, the investigation was over.  Now I've spent days on the case, I don't have a motive or a means, and my only lead's dried up. Computer, give me some music.  It's gonna be another long night.

COMPUTER: Specify music.

YUBARI: I don't know.  Surprise me.

(The computer beeps.)

(Ruth Crawford-Seegal's Modernist “Prayers of Steel” comes on at high volume.  Yubari gives it about one second.)

YUBARI: AH!  Stop it!  Turn that off!

(The computer beeps; the music stops abruptly.)

YUBARI: Alright, Computer.  Give me something by... Blaze of Andor.

(The computer complies.  A much quieter organ piece launches: “Hymne à l'Hiver” by Michael Blais.)

YUBARI: Much better.  Start boiling some tea, computer, and let me know when it's warm.  I'll be on my couch, with two padds and five hundred hours of security footage. Also, computer, run a voiceprint analysis on Dr. Sharp.

COMPUTER: Voiceprint analysis is a restricted function.  Privacy protcol—

YUBARI: Security override, computer.  I know it’s out of the ordinary, but Dr. Sharp just doesn’t seem... Wait.  I don’t need to justify my decisions to a computer.  Override!  Now!

(The computer complies with a beep-boop.  Yubari crosses to a really cushy couch and keeps right on talking as she sinks into it. A hologram quietly materializes somewhere in the back of the room.)

YUBARI: (sighs pleasantly)  Ohhh...  I love this couch. (drowsily) Actually, Computer... (yawn) hold my calls.  I think I’ll wait for that... analysis and... rest my... eyes...

KORG: You should never sleep in the middle of a room, Asuka--

(Yubari leaps out of her seat.)

YUBARI: Who are – get down on the floor and start talking if you value your... ...Korg?

KORG: --because you never know who might sneak up behind you. I could have been a Betazoid assassin.

(Yubari presses two buttons on the wall next to her, which turns off the music.)

YUBARI: And if you had been, I'd have killed you where you stood.  But I could tell you were no Betazoid.

KORG: And how is that?  Did it come to you in a dream while you were sleeping on that cushy human couch?

YUBARI: I didn't need to have my eyes open to smell the Klingon from here.

KORG: And I would not have needed my eyes to behead your gormless body from five paces!

(Yubari cracks.  She starts laughing.)

YUBARI: (laughingly) Gormless?  Is that even a word? Alright, you got me. Oh, it's good to see you, Korg.  How have you been?  I heard a rumor you'd been promoted.  Something that involves you commanding an awful lot of Klingon troops.

KORG: It is good to see you as well, old friend. I'm afraid the rumors are true.  These are desperate times for the Federation, and apparently I am the desperate measure.  I can only serve my people as best I can, and hope that it is enough. And how are you, Asuka?  I see you have changed divisions once again.  Chief of Security.  It suits you.

YUBARI: Thank you, Korg.  I wouldn't still be wearing a uniform if it weren't for you.  I owe you.

KORG: Serve with honor and your debt will be repaid.

YUBARI: That's what you always say. How exactly did you get in here?  Officially, I'm supposed to call an intruder alert right now.  Your being here without my knowing is... a little embarrassing.

KORG: Don't worry, Asuka.  I am half a galaxy away.  Right now, I am connected to an advanced holo-telegraphy device that is projecting my image onto the Excelsior.

YUBARI: There are no holo-emitters in my quarters.

KORG: Please, try not to think about that.  I work with an organization that... knows its way around such limitations.

YUBARI: Sounds like something General Brahms would know about.

KORG: Unfortunately, Lieutenant, you are exactly correct. I am calling to warn you.

YUBARI: Warn me?

KORG: A secret Starfleet facility on Union Three has been attacked.  General Isaac Brahms has escaped incarceration.

YUBARI: No. No.  Not after everything we did.  Not after everyone who died – not after Rol!  He can't!

KORG: Nonetheless, Asuka, he has escaped.  And he has repaired his ship: the Renegade entered cloak as soon as it cleared the Gateway.

YUBARI: You know about Brahms's cloaking device?

KORG: The Renegade is Kindred-class.  I am... familiar... with that design. For example: the Renegade cannot maintain high warp speeds for as long as the Excelsior can.  All else being equal, he cannot catch up with you.

YUBARI: So we're safe?

KORG: I would not say that.  Captain Dalonna and I once worked with General Brahms on a mission.  I observed him closely.  He is... crafty.  Shrewd.  And his crew is as loyal as the Invincible Legion of Kahless.  There can be no more dangerous combination.  He will find a way to catch you, if you let him.

YUBARI: You say you know the Renegade.  Are there any weaknesses?

KORG: Only one that you can exploit.  When under cloak, the Renegade switches all its communications to a sub-etha waveband.

YUBARI: It's impossible to send communications over sub-etha.  Everyone knows that.

KORG: That's what Starfleet Intelligence wants you to think.  Because if everyone thinks sub-etha communication is impossible –

YUBARI: – then no one will be looking for hidden transmissions on the sub-etha wavebands.  Of course. I used to think of things like that.

KORG: An occupational hazard, Asuka.  I am pleased that you have left the Intelligence services.  Security is a more honorable –  (pause) Someone's coming.  I can't be seen using this transmitter.

YUBARI: Korg.  You're not doing anything illegal on my behalf, are you?

KORG: Only a little.  But I'm more worried about word of this conversation getting back to Brahms.  He has friends everywhere.  And if he finds out I've warned you...

YUBARI: We lose our advantage.  I understand.  Thank you, Korg.  It was good to see you.

KORG: And you, Asuka.  Die well.  Korg out.

(The hologram vanishes. Yubari taps her combadge.)

YUBARI: Yubari to Dovan.  Captain, I have some bad news.

DOVAN: Great!  I have bad news for you, too, Lieutenant.  And I guarantee you mine's worse.

YUBARI: I just found out that--

DOVAN: It really has to wait, Lieutenant.  Report to the bridge.  We're under attack.

YUBARI: What?

(The ship trembles under weapons fire.)

DOVAN: (all-ship intercom) Red alert!  All hands to battlestations!  Red alert!  All hands to battlestations!

(Red alert klaxons erupt in the background.)

OPENING CREDITS

SCENE 302-03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

(The turbolift is moving.  Yubari's inside.)

(Suddenly, the turbolift slows to a stop and the doors open.)

YUBARI: Excuse me?  This is a priority turbocar.  Wait for –  Oh, it's you, Lorhrok.  Get in.

(Lorhrok and Westlake step onto the car.  The doors close.)

YUBARI: Bridge?

LORHROK: Bridge would be perfect.  Mister Westlake here is coming along.

WESTLAKE: (With forced seriousness) Lieutenant.

LORHROK: Computer, resume--

(A particularly vicious torpedo strikes amidships, shaking the whole turbocar.)

(Lorhrok, Westlake, & Yubari all grunt.)

(Turbolift resumes.)

LORHROK: That sounded bad.

WESTLAKE: I don't think so.  It felt like it hit near the ship's library.

LORHROK: No one's in that section right now.  I hope you're right, Simon.

YUBARI: Simon's coming?  Isn't he a little... little?

WESTLAKE: I can speak for myself, you know.

YUBARI: He's, what, seventeen?

LORHROK: That's enlistment age.

YUBARI: You know what I mean.

WESTLAKE: I'm right here, sirs!

LORHROK: No, Yubari, I'm pretty sure I don't.  Simon's become one of my best damage control operators, and if we get blown up he'll be just as dead whether he's on the bridge or in his quarters.

YUBARI: But can he function on the bridge?  While we're under fire?

WESTLAKE: I handled myself pretty well at Valandria!

LORHROK: It's... different... on the bridge, Simon.  You... When this turbolift opens and we walk out onto the bridge, we might find anything at all.  Could be Craylon.  Could be Hirogen.  Could be Borg.  While we're in this turbolift, anything's possible.

YUBARI: You might die up there.  You might see people die up there.  Some people might already be dead – or, worse: dying.

LORHROK: And there's nothing you can do about it.  You did well at Valandria, but death... death's a sight you've not yet known.

WESTLAKE: The captain won't let that happen.

LORHROK: When you're in engineering, you can believe that.  When you're on the bridge, you suddenly realize that the captain... is really just a man, like you or me.

YUBARI: And he does make mistakes.  Sometimes fatal ones.  While you're in this elevator, you just don't know.

(The lift is hit by another torpedo. The occupants are tossed to the side and they grunt.)

LORHROK: What this lift reminds you – what it always reminds you – is that You Are Powerless.  A good thing to remember when you're going where we're going.

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

YUBARI: There are scarier things than dying, Westlake. Are you a competent engineer?

WESTLAKE: I think so.

YUBARI: Westlake, can you repair a fried plasma relay, blindfolded, with one hand tied behind your back and the other half-scalded by an explosion, while your best friend Alecz here bleeds to death on the floor next to you?

WESTLAKE: I... I don't know.

YUBARI: Westlake: are you afraid?

WESTLAKE: I am now.

YUBARI: Good. Then you're ready.

(At this moment, the turbolift begins to decelerate and stops.)

WESTLAKE: What?  But now I don't want to be here!

LORHROK: Exactly.

(At precisely that moment, the doors open. They all enter the bridge.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Two quantum torpedoes are fired in the background.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Torpedoes missed, sir!

DOVAN: Retarget and fire when ready, Ensign.

YUBARI: Don't bother.  You're relieved, Ensign.  And you can report to the targeting simulator as soon as we stand down.

YUBARI: What's our status, captain?

DOVAN: Two Vaadwaur fighters.  Pulled us out of warp with an interdiction field and opened fire.

LORHROK: Vaadwaur?  The Federation hasn't encountered them in two years.

DOVAN: Mister Lorhrok?  I assumed our Chief Engineer would be staying in engineering during a battle.

(Lorhrok takes his seat.)

LORHROK: Funny.  I figured the ship's Executive Officer ought to be up here with the captain.

DOVAN: Hm.  Guess we should have talked about this before the shooting started.

LORHROK: I'll put it on the agenda for our next meeting.  Now, what about the Vaadwaur?

DOVAN: Neeva, pull us back to two-one-four mark four.  See if we can break up their formation.

NEEVA: Aye, sir.

DOVAN: So far, we've been fighting defensively and so are they.

LORHROK: That's odd.  They attacked us first.

NEEVA: It's as if they're... confused.

YUBARI: Like they expected something different when they attacked the most powerful ship in the quadrant?

NEEVA: It sounds strange, but... yes.  That's what it looks like.

DOVAN: They keep targeting our engines.

NEEVA: Speaking of which, they're coming around for another pass.  Targeting the starboard nacelles.

(Weapons fire – multiple rapid, light impacts.)

LORHROK: Shields holding, but they won't for long, sir.  We need to end this, now, or we're going to have to find someplace to stop for repairs.

DOVAN: Yubari, return fire.

YUBARI: On it.

(She does so, and her torpedoes hit – but she still can't break through their shields.  She pounds her console once with her fist.)

YUBARI: Ugh!

DOVAN: Lieutenant?

YUBARI: A good hit, sir.  My third so far.  That ship should be crippled or in pieces right now.  But I can't even break through its shields.

LORHROK: Really?

(Lorhrok begins to check some sensor readings on the console next to his chair.)

DOVAN: That's strange.

NEEVA: Could the Vaadwaur have upgraded their fighters in the last two years?

DOVAN: It's a possibility.

LORHROK: No, sir, I don't think that's it.

DOVAN: You have a better explanation?

LORHROK: When I was on the Steadfast, we saw a lot of action against pirates.  You remember; the Orion Syndicate was a big problem after the War.

DOVAN: I recall.

LORHROK: Pirates aren't trying to win long battles against capital ships.  They want to attack with surprise, quickly overwhelm resistance, and take what they can before Starfleet comes to the rescue.  Their whole strategy is based on trading long-term endurance for short-term advantage.

NEEVA: They're regrouping for another attack!

DOVAN: What's the upshot, X.O.?

LORHROK: If these pirates are anything like ours, they're using shield focusing techniques to temporarily strengthen their shields wherever we hit them.  It gives them the appearance of much stronger shields for a short time, but actually it's spreading their power too thin.  They can't keep it up – and if we apply pressure, they should collapse.

YUBARI: Poor way to attack a ship of the line.

LORHROK: They're pirates.

NEEVA: Ten seconds!

DOVAN: How, Alecz?

LORHROK: Weak phaser beams, hitting them simultaneously in six or seven different places.  Their screens will shatter like glass.

NEEVA: Here they come!

DOVAN: Yubari, do it!

YUBARI: Firing!

(Multiple short-burst phaser bursts and the first enemy fighter goes up in a fireball.)

YUBARI: It worked, sir!  First target destroyed.

DOVAN: Target the other one.  See if you can disable without destroying.

NEEVA: Too late, sir; they're retreating.

(Yubari impotently fires a few shots after the surviving fighter as it escapes into warp.)

NEEVA: Enemy vessel has gone to warp, captain.

DOVAN: Very good.  Stand down red alert.

(Red alert klaxon ends; green alert klaxon chimes once.)

DOVAN: Damage report.

LORHROK: Minor, sirs.  Shields are scuffed; damage to the starboard nacelle has lowered our maximum warp factor by three percent.

WESTLAKE: Damage control teams are on the way.  Should only take a few hours to fix.

NEEVA: In short... almost no damage, Captain.

LORHROK: This whole thing is bizarre.  Why would two pirates attack a Sovereign-class starship?  We outmatched them ten-to-one.

DOVAN: They retreated as soon as they realized that.

YUBARI: They'll be back, sir.

LORHROK: You sound pretty certain, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: I am certain.  Their attacks on our engines are no accident.  They're going to slow us down as much as they can.

DOVAN: To what end?

YUBARI: So Brahms can catch up with us.

DOVAN / LORHROK: (nearly simul.) What?

YUBARI: Brahms is following us under cloak, but his ship isn't fast enough to catch up before we get to the Anbar. So he needs to slow us down.  I'm certain he's behind the pirate attack.

DOVAN: What are you basing this on, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: I have a source, sir.  Right now, you need Commander Neeva to scan the sub-etha band.  She should find a transmission frequency that Brahms is using to issue orders to the pirates.

NEEVA: Sub-etha.  That's not possible.

YUBARI: Trust me.  My source is... honorable.

NEEVA: ...alright, Yubari, but only if you're paying for lunch.

LORHROK: What's that supposed to mean?

YUBARI: It means I just made a new friend.

DOVAN: Yubari, my office.  Let's talk about Brahms.

YUBARI: Aye, captain.

(They exit.)

SCENE 302-04

LOCATION: BRIDGE, U.S.S. RENEGADE

TACTICAL: I have the mid-day report.  All our agents are accounted for.

BRAHMS: Thank you, Tactical.  Just what I expect from the crew of the Starship Renegade. What news from our... employees?

TACTICAL: The first attack was mildly successful, but failed to meet the Strategy Desk's expectations.  The Excelsior adapted with unanticipated speed and destroyed one of the vessels before it could escape.

BRAHMS: I expected the Excelsior would defy Strategy's projections.  Damage to their engines?

TACTICAL: Operations has that information.

OPERATIONS: We estimate warp damage at three percent.  At that rate, we will reduce the Excelsior's maximum speed to an acceptable threshold with four more attacks.

BRAHMS: Well within the required margins. Good. Signal flights two and three. Then, order them to attack as soon as they're ready. We have the tactical advantage, and Dovan doesn’t even know we’re behind the attack.  The Excelsior will not escape.

SCENE 302-05

LOCATION: DOVAN'S QUARTERS

(Dovan is whistling a version of “The Warrior’s Anthem” while working at his desk.)

(A soft knocking at the door.  Dovan stops working.)

DOVAN: Is that someone... knocking?

(More knocks.)

DOVAN: Come in?

(The doors open; Neeva enters.)

NEEVA: Sorry, captain.  Engineering took a few non-essential systems offline so they can finish the warp repairs a little faster.  I guess doorbells are non-essential. It's amazing.  You mention the word “Brahms” and suddenly every person on this ship doubles their efficiency.

DOVAN: Not so amazing, once you've met Brahms. Did you find it?  The sub-etha frequency Yubari told you to look for?

(She sets a padd down on Dovan's desk.)

NEEVA: I can't believe it, but I did.  I can tap into every transmission that goes between Brahms and the pirates.

DOVAN: Excellent.  So now we can intercept every order he gives.

NEEVA: Not quite.  I tapped into the communications band, but the messages are still encoded.  It's going to take a while to decrypt them.

DOVAN: I see.  Still, being able to read Brahms's mail would be invaluable.  Make it your top priority.  Is there anything I can do to help?

NEEVA: What do you know about Brahms?  The more I understand him, the faster I can work.

DOVAN: Hm. Not much, I'm afraid.  Rol knew Brahms very well, but... I don't know where Rol is right now. Most of what I know – other than what you saw in our mission reports – comes from Brahms's Academy file.

NEEVA: You have access to that?

DOVAN: Stumbled on it, actually, by chance.  When I was researching Dexter Remmick, trying to find out more about the Anbar, I ran into this old file.  Turns out Brahms was a senior at the Academy on the day Remmick and Captain Scott died.  October 10, 2364.

NEEVA: I remember that. I was ten years old.  Living on my father's rickety old bootlegger at the time.  There wasn't a lot of sympathy for any dead Federation captains, and somebody as big as Tryla Scott earned a lot of jeering.  But I remember: my father – a rotten scoundrel – made a point of watching the funeral.  Called her a “worthy foe.”  And the ship's cook came – a grown Tellerite – and wept, silently, for two hours. I never found out why.

DOVAN: I was at that funeral.  Reading about Captain Scott was one of the reasons I joined Starfleet – thought I'd make captain, head off a couple of wars, and bring a dozen planets into the Federation by the age of thirty.  I was an upperclassman at the Academy when she died – my first inkling that bad things still happened in the twenty-fourth century.

NEEVA: Her death changed the galaxy.  And not for the better.

DOVAN: More importantly, her death changed Brahms – and not for the better. According to his file, Brahms was on the science track, of all things.  Specialist in astrophysics, minor in twenty-third century history.  Six months from graduation.  Straight A's, no demerits.  An ideal cadet. The day after Captain Scott dies, we see his first demerit – non-attendance at class.  Then a few more.  And more, culminating in a disciplinary hearing. Three weeks after Scott's death, Brahms's Academy file abruptly ends.

NEEVA: Do you think he knew her?

DOVAN: I can't imagine what someone like Tryla Scott would be doing hanging around a guy like Isaac Brahms, especially with the twenty-year age difference.

NEEVA: That's reasonable.  Still, I'll make a note of it.  What else can you tell me?

DOVAN: Um... I know that Brahms is a great fan of Captain James Kirk.  I think that he styles himself after Kirk.

NEEVA: (snorts)  I wonder what Kirk would think of that.

DOVAN: Probably spins in his grave about it.  Still, that might help us: Kirk always favored the unexpected and the maverick.  Brahms might have the same attitude about encryption.

NEEVA: I'm afraid that there's not a lot that's “mavericky” in cryptography, sir.  But I'll do my best.

(She stands to leave.)

DOVAN: Commander.  Before you go.

NEEVA: Sir?

DOVAN: You're a very rules-oriented officer, Neeva.  You made that clear when you came aboard.  And there's no question that I acted... irregularly last week when I, uh, took the Excelsior out of Spacedock.  There's also no question that I used you as... well, as a tool, in that operation.

NEEVA: Is this an apology, sir?

DOVAN: Not a chance.  I did what I had to.  I was just expecting a little more of a protest from you.  Consider my curiosity piqued.

NEEVA: A formal protest was unnecessary.  Given the support you have among the crew, I probably can't get you removed from command the legal way.  And, since you're going to be court-martialled as soon as we get back no matter what I do, I think it'd be safest for me to keep my head down and let the Admiralty deal with you.

DOVAN: A sadly accurate analysis of my position, Commander. Until my court-martial, though – can I count on you?

NEEVA: You're the captain, sir.  Just don't confuse my obedience for loyalty.

DOVAN: Wouldn't dream of it. Dismissed.

NEEVA: Sir.

(Neeva exits.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Neeva takes a few steps and stops in front of a turbolift door.  She presses the call button, but the door doesn't open immediately.)

NEEVA: Huh.  Even the turbolifts are running slowly.

(Underwood approaches from down the hall.)

UNDERWOOD: Hello.  Lieutenant Commander... Neeva, is it?  Waiting for the lift?

NEEVA: You must be Lieutenant Commander Underwood.  Our disgraceful former captain.

UNDERWOOD: I hope you mean “disgraced.”  Command believes I can be rehabilitated, you know.

NEEVA: You can't be “rehabilitated” once you've punched a Starfleet admiral.  Not in my book.

UNDERWOOD: Well, this is awkward.  Let's talk about something else. For instance, what does your “book” have to say about Starfleet captains who steal starships, sabotage equipment, and risk blowing up the crew?

NEEVA: ...Court-martial is too good for them. Make your point, Commander.

UNDERWOOD: Well, I can't help observing, Commander, that you and I are the highest-ranking people on the Excelsior, after Dovan. (Underwood says “DOE-ven”.)

NEEVA: It would take three of us to relieve Dovan.  And I don't see Lorhok, Yubari, or Sharp breaking our way.

UNDERWOOD: I was thinking... the case against Dovan is pretty clear.  I suspect that the Admiralty Board would get down on their knees and thank us for bending the rules to help bring down a rogue captain like Dovan.

NEEVA: You mean... mutiny.

UNDERWOOD: I very much doubt that's how the board of inquiry will rule it.

NEEVA: No.  I'm not putting my neck on the line so you can play your game of office politics.  I don't like Dovan – but you're hardly an improvement.

UNDERWOOD: That's a bit of a low blow, don't you think?

(The turbolift finally arrives.  The doors open.)

NEEVA: My turbolift is here.

(Neeva steps inside.  Underwood stays in the corridor.)

UNDERWOOD: He's endangering this crew, Commander.  And if you don't act, you're helping him.

NEEVA: How so?

UNDERWOOD: That man – General Brahms – he's trying to kill us.  And he's employing a whole fleet of pirate mercenaries to help him.  As long as Dovan insists on completing this mission to the Anbar, Brahms is going to keep us in danger.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: A few dozen pirate fighters are no threat to the Excelsior.

UNDERWOOD: Not yet.  Are you certain that won't change?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: If I judge that Dovan is putting this crew is in danger, then... ... then I'll consider your proposal.

UNDERWOOD: I understand your reluctance.  Thank you. Just don't forget: your first duty is to these people, not to your rulebook.

NEEVA: I don't agree. Deck Seven.

(The computer acknowledges, the turbolift doors close.)

SCENE 302 – 06

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior is in combat with small fighter craft.)

DOVAN: Captain's Log, Supplemental.  We fended off the second and third pirate attacks without too much trouble.  But now we've been pulled out of warp and attacked for the fourth time in just a few hours.  A couple more skirmishes like this, and we won't have the engine power to outrun the Renegade. (to tactical officer) Continue firing!

LOCATION: ENGINEERING

(Lorhok, Simon, and Adow are hard at work.)

LORHROK: Just a few more seconds!

ADOW: I can't!  The port stabilizer's gone offline!

LORHROK: Simon!  Shunt power through the secondary relay!

SIMON: Right, boss!

ADOW: I can't hold it anymore!  It's shutting down!

LORHROK: There!  Got it! Good work, you two.  Status?

ADOW: Port shields are taking a beating.

LORHROK: See if we can strengthen them.

DOVAN: Bridge to Engineering.  Status report!

LORHROK: Lorhrok here, sir!  We're fine!  Just get them to stop shooting at us!

DOVAN: My plan exactly! Neeva, three-one-seven mark four.  Yubari, are those quantums ready?

(The call ends automatically.)

ADOW: We can't keep this up, boss.

LORHROK: The only way those port shields are falling is if you give up on them, Adow!

ADOW: That's not what I mean!  You know that if we're attacked again, we can't get the warp engines repaired fast enough.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: ...yeah. Yeah, I know. Hold the waveguide steady while I reboot the secondary scanners.

ADOW: Right.

WESTLAKE: Forgive the mentally challenged, but fast enough for what?  These pirates aren't a real threat, are they?

LORHROK: Not on their own.

ADOW: But if they lower our warp nacelle output by another... (she checks a console) ...another two percent, then Brahms catches up to us.  Then we're in trouble.

LORHROK: We'll tell the repair teams what's at stake.  They'll pick up the slack.

WESTLAKE: Boss, all respect, but I don't think there's any slack left to pick up.  Damage teams are working as hard as they can.

ADOW: I always said the Delta Quadrant would kill us.  Just didn't think it'd be Starfleet Intelligence that pulled the trigger.

(A console alarm.  Adow leaps to check it, slamming her palm onto a large button.)

ADOW: Dammit!  We just blew the S.M.R.C.!

LORHROK: Spast!  Backup kicking in?

ADOW: Ummm... Yes.

LORHROK: Good.  One less brushfire to worry about.  Bridge!  If you don’t want Brahms to catch us, you've got about thirty seconds to end this fight!

DOVAN: Just a moment, Lorhrok.  We're cleaning up the last fighter now. Yubari, fire!  Fire now!

YUBARI: (in background) Torpedoes away!

(Torpedoes are launched.)

YUBARI: Massive damage.  Engines gone, life support failing. Should I finish him off?

DOVAN: Leave it.  His allies can deal with him.  We need to stay ahead of Brahms.  Engineering, maximum warp!

(Lorhrok frantically presses many controls.)

LORHROK: Ready, sir!

DOVAN: Hit it!

(The warp core surges in speed and the Excelsior jumps to warp.)

(The communications call ends automatically.)

LORHROK: (breathes a sigh of relief)

WESTLAKE: Can I take a quick break, boss?

ADOW: Only if you're back in time for the next attack – in about twenty minutes.

LORHROK: Oh, Maker.  We can't go through this again.

ADOW: I don't think they're giving us a choice.

LORHROK: There has to be something we can do.

ADOW: It's like Simon said – your repair teams are already working full tilt.

WESTLAKE: That's true, but maybe there is something else we can do.

ADOW: Such as?

WESTLAKE: Just trying to be optimistic.

LORHROK: Good.  Good, Simon, thank you. Let's start from the beginning.  The problem: we need to repair our warp nacelles more quickly.

ADOW: That's not the problem.  We need to repair our warp nacelles faster than the pirates can damage them.

LORHROK: Fair enough.  But how does that help us?

WESTLAKE: Actually, Adow might be onto something.

ADOW: Really? I mean, I usually am, but--

WESTLAKE: Let's assume, for the sake of argument, that I'm right, and we can't repair the nacelles any faster than we are. But if we can slow down the pirates, so they can't damage us as fast...

LORHROK: I see where you're going.  But how we do that?  The Bridge is already destroying them as fast as it can after the attacks start.

WESTLAKE: I... I don't know.

ADOW: After the attacks start. Think earlier.  What do the pirates do before the attacks?

WESTLAKE: They set up a mobile interdictor in our path, we fly into it, the warp field collapses, they open fire.

ADOW: Block any of those steps and we block the attack.

LORHROK: Great... in theory.  But how do we do that?

ADOW: The warp field collapse is the only engineering problem in the whole scheme.  I say we focus our energy there.

LORHROK: Now we’re getting somewhere!  Simon, grab the subspace field equations.  Adow, a stack of padds and a stylus.

ADOW: What are you doing?

LORHROK: Setting a timer.  We have eighteen minutes to find a solution. After that, we’re probably all dead.

SCENE 302-07

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR COMPUTER CORE

(Underwood approaches the center island from the gangway.  Neeva is hard at work in that island.)

NEEVA: (muttering, quickly) Uncompression completed... decrypt negative... Hash check failed... but checksum succeeeded?  Doesn't make any sense.  Could be algorithmic...

UNDERWOOD: (from a moderate distance) Commander Neeva!

NEEVA: (muttering) Dammit. (polite friendliness) Commander Underwood.  Can I help you with something?  Or are you here to use the computer core's resources directly?  I can make some space here--

UNDERWOOD: No, no, not at all.  Captain Dovan sent me to find out how you were doing with Brahms's codes.

NEEVA: He sent you?

UNDERWOOD: Well, I am the Excelsior's chief diplomat.  There's not much call for my services at the moment.

NEEVA: Plus, you're most harmless to Dovan out of the way, running courier missions far away from the bridge.

UNDERWOOD: How cynical of you, Commander.

NEEVA: No.  Just an observation.  Dovan is a good leader – look at the loyalty his crew shows him.  Loyalty like that is built on a keen sense of people – where to put them, how to combine them... and when to get rid of them.

UNDERWOOD: It's that “getting rid of” part I'd like to talk to you about. But first, your report.  How close are we to reading Brahms's coded messages?

NEEVA: I have no idea.

UNDERWOOD: None?

NEEVA: This is cryptography, Commander.  It's not like a shuttle inventory or a warp engine startup where you can post the steps on the wall and count how many you've done.  This is an experimental science.  You can try a million things and come up with zilch; but then you try the million-and-first thing and suddenly the problem's solved. I've tried a lot, but I haven't tried everything.  I'll inform you when I make any progress.

UNDERWOOD: Understood.  I'll tell Dovan. Have you given any more thought to my... proposal?

NEEVA: I have. I've started to wonder about it.

UNDERWOOD: What part?

NEEVA: Why do you need me? Having my help doesn't make a mutiny any more legal--

UNDERWOOD: Acting against a rogue captain isn't mutiny.

NEEVA: Maybe, maybe not.  Either way, my helping you doesn't change the equation.  Yes, I hold a high rank, but I'm still only one more person against a crew that overwhelmingly supports this captain. If you're going to do this, why are you so desperate for me to join you?

(Underwood takes a step forward.)

UNDERWOOD: I've only been here for a couple of days, Commander, but I've already developed a reputation as the fellow who came here to steal Dovan's job. I have to admit, that's not entirely unfair.  Dovan is acting illegally, I believe – but I know deep down that I want to believe that.  I want him to make the same mistakes I did, so he gets thrown out and I get to be captain of the Excelsior again. But, whatever you may think of me, Commander, I am a bit more than an embittered Starfleet reject.  I'm also a former starship captain.  You don't make it to that chair without caring – about your orders, about your mission, and, yes, about your crew. So if I act against Dovan, I need to be certain that I'm not just giving into my own selfishness.  I need you to confirm that I am, in fact, acting in the best interests of the Excelsior and the Federation. Which leads me to this: we're a few minutes from another attack.  That attack will probably succeed.  Which means General Brahms is going to catch up with us.  And, if that happens... that's the ball game. So now I need to know: in your opinion, is Captain Dovan's stubbornness putting the Excelsior in danger?  Is it time to relieve him of command?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: (takes a deep breath) Lieutenant Commander Underwood... (pause) ...the Operations department is at –

(Intercom beeps.)

LORHROK: Lorhrok to all Senior Staff.  We have a solution.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: I--

UNDERWOOD: No, it's--

NEEVA: I'd better--

UNDERWOOD: I think –-

NEEVA: Right.  (She slaps her commbadge)  Neeva here.  What have you got, Lorhrok?

LORHROK: Simon and Adow and I have just invented a... Well, I don't know quite what to call it.  A graviton pulse-disperser, I guess?  Anyway, all we have to do is hook it up to the warp core at a modulating frequency of forty-seven cochranes--

DOVAN: Dovan here.  Lorhrok, do you know what color my uniform is?

LORHROK: ...red, sir?

DOVAN: Exactly.  Do you know what that means?

LORHROK: ...no?

DOVAN: It means I neither know nor care about whatever it is you're babbling.

YUBARI: Techno-babbling.

DOVAN: Right you are, Yubari. So, congratulations, X.O.  Good invention.  Now what's the upshot?

LORHROK: In redshirts' terms? If you turn this on, the pirates can't pull us out of warp.

NEEVA: That would be a big break for us.  What's the catch?

LORHROK: There isn't one.

YUBARI: No catch?

LORHROK: Nope.  Just turn it on and we're safe.

DOVAN: Then – this may be a dumb question – but why haven't we turned it on yet?

LORHROK: Oh, I'm sorry.  Didn't I say?  We turned it on five minutes ago.

DOVAN: Oh. Well, then!  Congratulations to you and your team, Lieutenant!

LORHROK: Thank you, sir.  Commander Neeva, I'll need to talk to you about some of the power distributions.  I'm afraid the configuration we're using is pretty non-standard.

NEEVA: The power – yeah.  Yes.  Yes, sir.  I'll be right down.  Neeva out.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Well, Commander, I guess I ought to be--

NEEVA: Underwood.  Let's... Let's not talk about it.

UNDERWOOD: Okay.

NEEVA: I... have to go.

(She stands.)

UNDERWOOD: ...right.

(He shuffles out of her way as she walks down the metal gangway to the turbolift.)

SCENE 302 – 08

LOCATION: FLYBY, U.S.S. RENEGADE

(The Renegade warps past us.)

LOCATION: BRIDGE, U.S.S. RENEGADE

(Console alert at Operations.)

OPERATIONS: Receiving a report.

BRAHMS: The fifth attack?  Was it successful?  How long until we can intercept the Excelsior?

OPERATIONS: The attack... failed.

BRAHMS: Failed?  What?  How?

OPERATIONS: The interdiction field.  Their engineers have found some way to thwart it.

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Lorhrok, no doubt.

TACTICAL: Then... have they defeated us?

(Pause.)

OPERATIONS: General Brahms?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: No. No, we can still stop Alcar Dovan and his merry band of renegades.  But it will come at a steep price.

OPERATIONS: We are willing to give our lives, General.  You know that.

BRAHMS: I know.  And, for that, I am proud to call all of you my crew. If only it were as easy as dying. (pause) Display tactical projection on the main viewscreen.  Show the Excelsior's course towards the Anbar, our position, and the surrounding sector.

(Tactical works his console requested tactical display appears on screen. The Excelsior’s position updates every few seconds.)

TACTICAL: Ready.

BRAHMS: I see. What's that planet there?  Just off the Excelsior's main route?

TACTICAL: That's New Victoria, a Federation colony.  Settled in twenty-three eighty-one; population ninety-six hundred.

BRAHMS: When will the Excelsior pass it?

TACTICAL: In just over three hours.

BRAHMS: I see.

OPERATIONS: General?  Is there--?

BRAHMS: Operations, signal the pirate fleet.  Order them to stop attacks on the Excelsior.  Instead, they are to set course for the New Victoria colony.  Upon arrival, they are ordered to destroy it.

(Silence.)

TACTICAL: General...

BRAHMS: Those are my orders.

TACTICAL: General, those are Federation civilians!  Innocent people!

BRAHMS: I know.

TACTICAL: The pirates aren't just going to kill them, General.  First they're going to send down raiding parties.  They're going to pillage, and rape, and enslave--

BRAHMS: I know.

OPERATIONS: We cannot hurt Captain Dovan's ship anymore, Tactical.  So, in order to slow him down, we must find another way to hurt him.  Something immediate.  Something devastating.

TACTICAL: I understand the tactics, Operations.  But, General... I draw the line at massacring children in the streets.

BRAHMS: Would that the line were yours to draw, Tactical.

(Brahms taps the intercom key.)

BRAHMS: All hands, this is the General. I have just ordered the extermination of nearly ten thousand innocent Federation citizens on planet New Victoria.  I have done this because I believe there are no better choices.  If I refused to give this order, my refusal would consign all the trillions of life-forms in the Federation – including the people of New Victoria – to a far more painful enslavement and eventual death.  I must give this order.  Therefore, I will give this order. Let there be no doubt, however, that what I am asking you all to do is nothing less than a monstrous atrocity.  This goes far beyond anything this crew has ever done before – far beyond society's most extreme moral lines.  If you stand by me now, your hands will be stained with blood, and civilization will never forgive you.  Nor, I think, should it. For that reason, any officer or crewmember on the Renegade who wishes to withdraw from this action may, at this time, leave their posts and be confined to quarters for the remainder of this mission.  I will think no less of you, and your recusal will not affect your position on this ship – nor the pride I take in having each and every one of you serving with me aboard the Renegade. Please make your decisions immediately.  This operation will proceed in one minute.  Brahms out.

(Pause.)

TACTICAL: General... you know I've never refused an order of yours.

BRAHMS: No, you haven't, Tactical.  Nor are you refusing one now.  Go.  With my blessing.

TACTICAL: Sir.

(Tactical shuts down his console and exits to the turbolift.)

BRAHMS: And you, Operations?

OPERATIONS: General, I don't want my wife and daughters to wake up one day with a Borg fleet hovering in the sky.  I don't want them to wake up one morning with roaches screaming enslavement in their heads. I want to keep my family safe from the Sword of Damocles, sir. I think the people of New Victoria would, too.

BRAHMS: The people on New Victoria will never get the choice.

OPERATIONS: Nonetheless, General, I stand by you.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Send the order.  Begin the attack.

SCENE 302 – 09

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: The President?  You mean the Academy Commandant.

YUBARI: No.  The President of the Federation.  Min Zife, at the time.

DOVAN: Zife!  A fellow Bolian!  I voted for him, you know. How in the world did you end up under his desk in an ushanka and a fur coat?

YUBARI: If you'll be quiet, I'll tell you.  You see, it was my brother Bezu's birthday--

(Console alert.  Yubari checks the results.)

YUBARI: Hunh.

DOVAN: What?

YUBARI: My voiceprint analysis of Doctor Sharp just came back.  No irregularities.   It's definitely her.

DOVAN: I wasn't aware there was any doubt.

YUBARI: Really, Captain?  You haven't noticed any strange behavior from her the last few --

(Another console alert, this one much more urgent.)

YUBARI: Captain, I'm picking up a distress call.

DOVAN: Source.

YUBARI: New Victoria colony.

DOVAN: On screen. (Yubari presses some buttons) This is Captain Alcar Dovan of the Starship Excelsior.  What's the nature of your – ? (The viewscreen acticates) Jehosephat.

WARREN: Excelsior?  Excelsior, are you there?

DOVAN: We read you, New Victoria.

WARREN: Oh, thank God.  I'm Warren.  Mayor Warren. Everyone else in the building is dead.  I knew we had to hang on...  Had to hang on until we could get a signal through.

DOVAN: New Victoria, what's your status? Helm, set a course for New Victoria.  Maximum warp.

WARREN: They just dropped out of warp and started firing.  Dozens of them.  Way more than the typical raiding party.  I guess they must have dropped the jamming field; they've been at it for almost an hour and we haven't been able to get a distress call out until now.

DOVAN: Who?  Who attacked you?

WARREN: Pirates.  Norther Pirates.  We've seen 'em before in this area, but never like this.  Had to be twenty or thirty of them, all at once.  We didn't stand a chance.

DOVAN: How far from here to the colony, Yubari?

YUBARI: Two minutes.  Maybe less.

DOVAN: We're on our way, Mister Mayor.  Just hold on a few more minutes.

WARREN: Not me, thanks.  They got me, early on.  Armory blew up.  Big piece of metal in my chest.  Just... get the survivors out of here alive, Captain.

DOVAN: Be one of those survivors, Mister Mayor!

WARREN: Get the survivors out, Captain.  And say a prayer for all the rest of us.  New Victoria... signing off.

(Comm-link closes.)

DOVAN: Mayor!  Mayor Warren!

(Pause.)

(Dovan presses the intercom.)

DOVAN: Red Alert!  (Klaxon starts) All hands report to battlestations.  Commander Underwood to the bridge.  Repeat: Condition Red. Battlestations.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior drops out of warp above New Victoria and enters orbit.).

DOVAN: Standard orbit.

(The helm officer pushes a few buttons.)

UNDERWOOD: Miz Yubari, full scan of the surface.

DOVAN: Belay that.  Full scan of surrounding space. I don't see any pirates.  Why not?

UNDERWOOD: From the looks of the planet, I'd say they've finished plundering and went home.  Look: see that crater?  That's where the capital city is supposed to be.

(Console alert for Yubari.)

YUBARI: Automatic life detectors just tripped, sirs.  There's still people down there!

DOVAN: How many?

YUBARI: One hundred twelve so far.  There could be more hidden in the radiation shadow.  Our sensors can't break through.

UNDERWOOD: Take us into low orbit and drop shields.  Prepare to recover surviv—

DOVAN: Belay that!  Keep those shields up, Lieutenant.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, there's no time to waste.  Those people need our help.

DOVAN: We're useless to them dead.  Those pirates--

UNDERWOOD: Are gone.  They couldn't beat us, so they raped and pillaged an innocent colony world instead. I hope the Anbar was worth it.

DOVAN: You don't know Brahms, Underwood.  This is a trap.  Ten thousand people just died, all just to slow us down.

UNDERWOOD: How are you so--?

(Weapons fire strikes the Excelsior.)

DOVAN: Bingo.  Yubari, report.

YUBARI: They were hiding behind the moon.

UNDERWOOD: Oldest trick in the book.

DOVAN: How many?

YUBARI: Twenty-seven... twenty-eight, sir.  All on attack vectors.

DOVAN: Can you handle that many?

YUBARI: I'm... not sure, sir.  But it'd be a lot easier with Commander Neeva at Ops.

(They're hit again by weapons fire.)

DOVAN: Evasive manuevers! Where is Neeva, anyway? (Pause.) Computer, that was directed at you!

(Computer beeps)

COMPUTER: Lieutenant Commander Neeva is in the computer core.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, she shouldn't be in there.  When I was captain of this ship, the computer core almost always flooded with veridium-nine during combat.  Not a grave problem, since no one is supposed to be in there during combat, but--

DOVAN: But we never fixed the veridium problem, either.  Dovan to Neeva!  Get out of there, now!

NEEVA: Neeva here.  I can't do that, Captain!

DOVAN: It's an order, Commander!

YUBARI: Sir, ventral shields are failing.

UNDERWOOD: Already?

YUBARI: Twenty-seven is a lot of enemy fighters.

(One of the fighters explodes.)

YUBARI: Correction: twenty-six.

DOVAN: Continue evasive.  Get our dorsals facing.  We can't leave those survivors behind. Neeva!  Am I still talkin’ to you?

NEEVA: Captain, I've found the algorithm Brahms is using to encode his messages.  I just need another minute to finish decrypting!

(Underwood taps his badge.)

UNDERWOOD: Commander, this is Underwood.  You have the code?

NEEVA: It took so long because I assumed Brahms would use genius-level encryption.  I was using all the latest and most modern decryption techniques.

(A console on the bridge explodes in a shower of sparks.)

YUBARI: Sir, I can't keep them off the ventrals!  We're taking hull damage!

DOVAN: Cut to the chase, Neeva.  Are you saying Brahms isn't a genius?

NEEVA: He's a maverick, Captain. Brahms used Code Two.

UNDERWOOD: Never heard of it.

NEEVA: Of course not, sir!  It was broken more than a hundred years ago – by the Romulans!  Nobody in his right mind would use it today!

DOVAN: ...which makes it the best candidate to use against a fellow Starfleet vessel. Dammit, Brahms.

(A heavy impact rocks the ship.  Something explode on Neeva's end, then there is a fast hissing gas leak.)

YUBARI: Direct hit!  We've got casualties on Deck Six!  And – Sir, computer core just sprung a leak.  It's flooding with veridium-nine!

DOVAN: Neeva, get out of there!

NEEVA: I – I can't, sir. The doors just sealed in front of me.

DOVAN: Yubari!  Beam her out, now!

YUBARI: I can’t get a lock!

NEEVA: Veridium fields block transporters. (deep breath)  I'm trapped, Captain.

DOVAN: We'll get you out of there, Commander.

NEEVA: (laughing) You and what hazmat team, sir?  During a losing battle with two dozen pirates? No, sir. (cough) I just – I wish — I knew the risks, sir.  This isn’t your fault.  I knew what I was doing.  (cough, cough) And I still intend to finish doing it. Continuing... (cough)  Continuing decryption.

DOVAN: Commander, leave the decryption and focus on escaping that room!  That is a direct order!

NEEVA: Sir, if you were any other captain, I'd respect that order. Computer, mute Dovan.

DOVAN: Neeva!  Neev--

(Another heavy hit.  Another bridge station explodes.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Aggh!

YUBARI: Captain, I'm having trouble holding the rest of the shields up.  Fires are starting to break out below decks.

UNDERWOOD: Recommendations?

YUBARI: I strongly urge retreat.  Another forty seconds and we might not be able to plot a warp jump through the fighter screen.

UNDERWOOD: What about surrender?

(Silence.)

YUBARI: What?

UNDERWOOD: We can negotiate for the safety of the colonists.

DOVAN: ...These don't look like the negotiating kind of pirates, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: We don’t surrender to them.  We surrender to Brahms.

DOVAN: You think Brahms is going to be more open to negotiation?

YUBARI: Running out of time here, sirs.

(The Excelsior is hit again.)

DOVAN: Back us off, Yubari.  Buy us a little time.

(The intercom beeps.)

NEEVA: Bridge, I have it!  The code is cracked!  We have full access to Brahms's communication network! (cough cough cough)

UNDERWOOD: Commander, this is Underwood!  Now's your chance!  Save this ship!  Save that colony!  Signal our surrender!

DOVAN: What the devil, Underwood?!  Belay that order, Neeva!

UNDERWOOD: You don't have to follow the orders of a rogue captain, Commander.  I repeat: signal our surrender!

DOVAN: That's mutiny!

UNDERWOOD: Now you know how Admiral Parker feels, Dovan. Neeva!  Do it now!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: (coughing very badly) Captain, these lives... they’re – they’re more... important... than... (dissolves in coughing, gives up on explaining) Computer, open a channel to the U.S.S.... Renega-- (coughing)

DOVAN: No!

NEEVA: Open a channel.. to the... (overwhelmed by coughing) I can't... (She presses a button)  Uhhnn...

(Neeva slumps to the gound.)

UNDERWOOD: Commander!

YUBARI: Sir!  I have the codes!  Neeva just sent them to the bridge!

DOVAN: What about her?

YUBARI: Unconscious.  Life signs fluctuating.

(More weapons hits.)

DOVAN: Encode the following message, bounce it off the nearest moon to disguise its source, and transmit to all pirate vessels on the sub-etha band: “Break off attack immediately.  Intercept and destroy the cloaked starship at course one-eight-one mark one.  This channel has been compromised; switch to code three and accept no further orders over code two.”

YUBARI: Transmitting message... Done, sir.

(The weapons fire stops mid-strafe.)

YUBARI: Captain, the pirates have ceased firing. They're going to warp.

DOVAN: Very good.  Now let’s see how Brahms likes it.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, I just want--

DOVAN: Shut up, Underwood. Stand down red alert.  Yubari, any casualties?

(Green alert sounds.)

YUBARI: No deaths, sir.  Not... not yet.

DOVAN: Zero dead?

YUBARI: Sir, Commander Neeva...

DOVAN: In twenty years commanding starships, I've never made it through a battle without losing anyone. I'd like to end that streak today.  Yubari, begin rescue operations for the colonists.  Underwood, with me.

(Dovan heads to the turbolift.)

UNDERWOOD: Where to?

DOVAN: Bridge to Security!  Have a team meet me outside the computer core!

(Dovan and Underwood enter the turbolift.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

DOVAN: Computer core!  Priority transit!

(The turbolift starts moving quickly.)

DOVAN: Well, I suppose I should just arrest you for mutiny right now.

UNDERWOOD: I assure you, Dovan, I appreciate the irony.

(The turbolift halts.)

COMPUTER: Warning: computer core contaminated with Veridium-Nine.  Entry prohibited.

UNDERWOOD: What's your plan, Dovan?

DOVAN: Simple enough.  Walk in, carry Neeva out.

UNDERWOOD: You can't be serious.  That's Veridium-Nine in there.  You'll be dead before you reach her.

DOVAN: Bolian physiology is practically built on toxic wastes.  We're sturdier than you humans.

UNDERWOOD: Not that sturdy.  It's up to ten thousand parts per million in there.

DOVAN: Want to go in my place?

UNDERWOOD: What?

DOVAN: That's why I brought you here.  To give you a chance to be the hero.  The captain.  It seems to be what you want.  So: do you want to go in there?

UNDERWOOD: Captains... Captains don't commit suicide, Dovan.  That's not leadership; that's selfish emotional indulgence. I think Neeva would back me up on that.  It probably violates a few of her regulations.

DOVAN: Well, I think captains are all about the selfish indulgence.  And the suicide. If I'm wrong, congratulations.  I'm sure you'll make a fine captain the second time around.  I just want “Melor Famagal” played at my funeral.

UNDERWOOD: The drinking song?  Dovan, what--?

DOVAN: Computer: override lock, authorization Dovan quattuor-septem.

UNDERWOOD: (Underwood pronounces “Dovan” correctly) Dovan--!

(The doors open, Dovan dives through, they close immediately after him.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR COMPUTER CORE

(There are multiple fires and several more gas leaks than last we heard.)

DOVAN: Whoa!  I had no idea a few spilled isolinear chips on the ground could start bonfires like that!  The flames must be up to my chest!  Can't barely see a meter in front of me, what with all this smoke.  I'll have to work around – (coughing) Oh, great.  There's the gas.  I'm coming, Neeva! (coughing)

(Dovan makes his way out to the center island down the metal gangway.)

DOVAN: Neeva.  Neeva!  (cough)  Are you here?  The smoke is so thick...

NEEVA: Uhnnn... Dovan?...  Dovan? (weak coughing.)

DOVAN: Commander!

(He steps over to her and kneels down on the metal platform.)

DOVAN: Commander, are you still with us?

NEEVA: You... shouldn't be here.  You'll die.

DOVAN: You're my crew.

NEEVA: Ship... needs a captain.

DOVAN: Got that covered. (chuckle turns into a cough)

NEEVA: I'm a mutineer.

DOVAN: You're an officer who sees that lives are more important than rules. I wish it hadn't taken all this to make the point, but—

NEEVA: (coughing) ... not that simple.  Can't confuse... obedience--

DOVAN: It's never simple. Let's get you out of here.

(Dovan grunts as he grabs Neeva's body off the metal floor and lifts.)

DOVAN / NEEVA: (serious coughage)

(Dovan takes a step forward, but collapses to the ground, spilling Neeva's body.)

DOVAN: Can't – hold – Gas!  Ooof!

NEEVA: Ah!

(They cough.)

DOVAN: Uh-oh.  I don't think I have the strength to make it back out of here.  That gas... that's nasty stuff.

NEEVA: Uhhnnn...

DOVAN: Neeva!  Stay with me!  Neeva!  Breathe!

(He slaps her across the face.)

NEEVA: (coughing)

DOVAN: Better.

(Dovan slaps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Underwood.

(No response.)

DOVAN: Underwood!

(No response.)

DOVAN: Communicator isn't working.  I'm on my own. (coughing) No, I'm not dying.  I am not going to let Underwood take my ship.  Just need a way out of here. (coughing)

NEEVA: (cough) Air...

DOVAN: What, Neeva?

NEEVA: ...Air...

DOVAN: What was that?

NEEVA: ...air... (coughs herself back into unconsciousness)

DOVAN: Air... (coughs) I'd love some of that right (cough) now. Or maybe... that's not what you meant, is it?  You have an idea. (cough) What is it? Neeva? Neeva!

(He slaps her again.  No reaction this time.)

DOVAN: She's not breathing.  I'm losing her! Air... air, air, air... air... quote?  Airtight?  Air... guitar? Air...  Air pocket! That makes sense.  If we just had a little bit of (coughs) clean air between us and the door... but how? Neeva!  What was your idea?! (coughs) Well, I'm no scientist.  But I wonder... if I blew up one of those burning isolinear heaps, what would the concussion wave do to the Veridium-Nine?  Or to us? (chokes on own coughing) Hunh.  Not half as good as Lorhrok's hunch about the pirates... but it beats suffocating.

(He draws his phaser and fires. He hits a heap of isolinear chips which explodes, creating a concussion wave.)

DOVAN: Head down, Neeva!

(It passes over them.  Dovan rushes to his feet.)

DOVAN: Let's try this again.  (He grunts)

(He quickly picks up Neeva and runs, as quickly as a heavily burdened man can, down the gangway, coughing all along.  For her part, Neeva is no longer breathing, and so no longer coughing.)

DOVAN: (Coughing) Compu--! (cough)  Compute—! (cough)  COMPUTER!  Open door, authorization--! (coughs)  Authorization Dovan-quattuor-septem! (dissolves in coughing)

(The door opens, Dovan dives through.  The doors close behind them.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

(Dovan hits the floor of the turbocar, hard, spilling Neeva to the ground.)

DOVAN: (more coughing!)

UNDERWOOD: (still pronouncing the name “Dovan” correctly) Oh my God.  Dovan, you're alive!

DOVAN: (through coughing) Medic.  Now.

(Underwood slaps his combadge!)

UNDERWOOD: Sickbay!  I need an emergency medical beamout on Deck Five!  A Bolian and an Orion in the turbolift near the computer core!

SHARP: Please wait a few moments, Commander.  Your transporter systems will be available presently.  End call!

UNDERWOOD: They're on their way, Dovan.

DOVAN: You started (cough)... started pronouncing my name the right way.

UNDERWOOD: Did I?  I assure you, Dovan (pronounced DOE-ven once again), that was an accident.

DOVAN: Baby steps, Commander Underwood.

YUBARI: Bridge to the Captain.  We've finished rescue operations.  Two hundred ten survivors are aboard.  What are our orders?

UNDERWOOD: This is Underwood.  Your orders are to turn the Excelsior to course... to course...

YUBARI: Underwood?  Where's the Captain?

UNDERWOOD: Well said, Lieutenant. Bridge, I think you had better resume course for the Anbar.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Sir, the transporter is ready for you.  Give the order.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: What say you, Dovan?

YUBARI: Course set, sir.

DOVAN: I say... (with a grin) Hit it.

(A transporter beam grabs Neeva and Dovan.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior powers up and jumps to warp.)

SCENE 302 – A

LOCATION: SPACE FIGHTER COCKPIT

ROL: Vesant, report!  Time to intercept!

FEMALE PILOT: Ummm... which one, Captain Rol?

ROL: Last time I checked, Vesant, we were going to reach both targets at the same time.  Has that estimate changed?

FEMALE PILOT: Yes, sir.  My board shows that the Renegade is no longer in pursuit of the Excelsior.  She seems to be in some distress.

MALE PILOT: Sylveste here, sir.  Does that mean we should change course?  Help finish off the Renegade?

ROL: Hm.  Good question.

FEMALE PILOT: The squadron is spoiling for a fight, sir.  I'd love to give it to them.

ROL: I'll just bet they are.  I forgot how much I liked flying fighters during the War.  Could be fun.

FEMALE PILOT: Then, change course?

ROL: (sigh) No.  Our mission is to reinforce the Excelsior as quickly as possible.  God knows she’s going to need help where she’s going.

LOCATION: SPACE

(A fighter squadron swoops past – some ten to twelve flybys in close formation.  Then they all jump to warp.)

SCENE 302 – B

LOCATION: SICKBAY

DOVAN: So, Neeva.

NEEVA: Sir?

DOVAN: What was your big idea back in the computer core?

NEEVA: Sir?

DOVAN: When you gasped out, “air.”  I did my best with it, but I'm curious: what were you trying to say?

NEEVA: I was really just saying, “Boy, I could really use some air right now before I die,” sir.

DOVAN: Really?  No hidden message?  No brilliant plan?

NEEVA: Yeah.  Really.  Sir.  Just, “Hey, I'm dying over here.”

DOVAN: Hunh.


3.3 Sunset


SCENE S3EA – A (ADVERTISEMENT)

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Tonight... the legend ends. (Pause.) For almost sixty years, the valiant crew of the S.S. Anbar has wandered in the infinite night beyond our galaxy – lost in space.

LOCATION:  ANBAR – ORIGINAL BRIDGE

CHRIS COX: Tom... did we break the sensors in that wormhole?

TOM SKOLUND: Uh... No.  No, don't think so.

CHRIS COX: Then where the hell are the stars?

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Through every villain, every nightmare, you've been by their side.

LOCATION:  ANBAR – ORIGINAL BRIDGE

BOOMING VOICE : Your ship is alone, human.  You are two hundred thousand light-years from your home planet.

CHRIS COX: Really?  One sec.  Mister Chen, is that a long way?

MR. CHEN: At maximum warp... that's three hundred years.

CHRIS COX: Well... at least we know where we stand.

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: You've been with them through life...

LOCATION: ANBAR SICKBAY

(A baby cries.)

JACK SENIOR: What're we gonna name him, Sam?

SAM COX: I think... Jack.  Jack Junior. If that's okay with you.

JACK SENIOR: No argument from me, Skipper.

SAM COX: Damn straight.

SAM COX (simultaneous)

(to the baby)

Now quiet down, Jack Junior.

Mommy's here.

(singing quietly)

Frère Jacques, frère Jacques,

Dormez-vous? Dormez-vous?

Sonnez les matines! Sonnez les matines!...

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: …You’ve been with them through death.

LOCATION:  ANBAR ORIGINAL BRIDGE

(The bridge is roaring with flames!  TOS-style red alert klaxon blaring in the background!)

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper!  Four seconds to breach!

CHRIS COX: No, I don't think so!  RAMMING SPEED!

(Massive explosion.)

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Tonight, the Anbar's long Exile from our galaxy comes to an end.  But will their voyage end in triumph, or in tragedy?  Will the colonists on Paradise be able to trade their marshy homesteads for real homes... on an Earth they've never seen?  Will the Anbar and their Scion allies stop the invasion of the Zeero Parasites... or die trying?

BOOMING VOICE: ...and the Barrier shall be rent, and all shall come to ruin and darkness.

NARRATOR: In the eternal black of the Big Empty, no good thing is ever assured.  But some things are still certain.

LOCATION:  WOODED MEADOW – NIGHT

TAWNY COX: Doc, you ready?

BRADY WINTERS: I’m not a real doctor, Tawny.

TAWNY COX: Yeah, whatever. Charge!

(They run through the woods, trampling underbrush beneath them.)

TAWNY & BRADY: (shouted battlecry) Yahhhhh!

(They fire TOS style phasers.)

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: As long as Sam Cox, Jack Junior, Tom Skolund, Tawny, Becca, Brady, Chen, and the Anbar crew are still out there, fighting for their lives – and fighting for ours – as long as they live... there's hope. The epic series finale of Star Trek: Anbar begins... right now!

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

SAM COX: Because I'm the Skipper!  And I say... we're going home!

SCENE S3EA – B (RECAP)

LOCATION:  PARADISE COLONY – MAIN SQUARE

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek: Anbar.

BECCA SANDERS: What if the buggers got past us somehow?

JACK JUNIOR: The Zeero armada has ten million warships, and they build more every day.  They get past us, it's bye-bye Milky Way.

LOCATION:  ANBAR LIVING QUARTERS

TOM SKOLUND: We've been waiting five years for this chance, everyone.  Ever since we acquired the trajector technology, we've been looking for a weak point in the Galactic Barrier.  Well, we've found it.  Barely a light-year from the Colony, too.  It’s a great big dark matter nebula where subspace is fragile.  The problem is... the Zeero know about it, too.

SAM COX: Simple plan, folks.  We're going to the Nebula, with a hundred of our best friends behind us, and by friends I mean Scion megaships.  We get there first.  The Anbar uses the trajector to open the Passage through the Galactic Barrier.  We go through, and seal the Passage from the other side - permanently.  Then the buggers warp right into a Scion ambush.  We escape to the Milky Way, the Scions blow the Zeero to Hell's Ninth Circle, and nobody in the Big Empty has to worry about leasing their brain stem to a cockroach ever again.  Kills three birds with one stone.  Any questions?

LOCATION:  PARADISE COLONY – MAIN SQUARE

SAM COX: (with a loudspeaker) Paradise Colony hasn't ever been easy – not for one day – but it has served us well.  It's been a breadbasket, a haven, even a home.  But now it's time to pack it in, leave Paradise to the next group (gang) of lost aliens who wander through this patch of space.  Because you?  Me?  All of us – tomorrow, we’re starting our search for a new home... a home called Earth.

(The crowd cheers.)

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

(Jack, at helm, is pressing some controls.)

JACK JUNIOR: Uh, Mom?  Mom... this is bad.

SAM COX: What is it, Jack?  The nebula's still there, right?

JACK JUNIOR: Yeah, it's still there.  But so are the Zeero.  They got here before us, Mom.  They've already raised a Barricade, and they’re standing right between us and the Passage.

TOM SKOLUND: Then the buggers are about to feast on a whole galaxy of new hosts.

SAM COX: And we're screwed. Call the Scions.  Now.

SCENE S3EA-01

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: And now, the conclusion.

(Silence)

NARRATOR: 2326 A.D.  The twenty-second year of the Anbar's Exile.

LOCATION:  ANBAR OLD BRIDGE (FLASHBACK)

CHRIS COX: Evening, Tom.  I was hoping you’d be the one on duty tonight.

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper?  What are you doing up here?

CHRIS COX: We’re hiding in orbit of an enemy planet in silent running mode.  We’re waiting for daybreak so we can start a shooting fight that could easily end with you, me, and every family on this ship getting killed.  Are you telling me I’m the only one having trouble sleeping?

TOM SKOLUND: No one else is worried, Skipper.  We’re in the good hands of Captain Christopher Cox.

CHRIS COX: Good hands... Tom, some of us are going to die tomorrow.  Even if this goes perfectly – and it won’t – I can’t save all of us!

TOM SKOLUND: You don’t have to.  You just have to lead us to our... Well, it’s like you always say.  Win or lose, we go to a Graceful End.

(Pause.)

CHRIS COX: Tom, I have a confession to make.

TOM SKOLUND: Hold on.  Let me get my Roman collar.

CHRIS COX: I’m serious, Tom.

TOM SKOLUND: Serious is a bad idea the night before a big fight.

CHRIS COX: Look, if you don’t wanna talk, let’s –

TOM SKOLUND: No, no, I -- I didn’t mean that.  (sigh) What’s on your chest, Chris?

CHRIS COX: You can’t tell the crew.

TOM SKOLUND: (Jokingly; Tom is not actually a priest) And break the seal of confession?  I’d be defrocked. Go on.

(Pause.)

CHRIS COX: (exhales) Tom, I think that when you’re dead, you’re dead, and that sucks. There is no Graceful End.  At least... regardless of what I’ve been telling the crew for twenty years, I’ve never believed in one.

SCENE S3EA – 02

LOCATION:  PARADISE COLONY – MAIN SQUARE

NARRATOR: 2363 A.D.  The fifty-ninth year of the Anbar’s Exile.

BECCA SANDERS: No, these are vegetables.  We’re loading perishables outside the schoolhouse.  That’s – do you know where that is?

YOUNG BOY: Is it--?

BECCA SANDERS: No, it’s a little ways down that road, towards the lake.

YOUNG BOY: Oh, right.  Thanks.

BECCA SANDERS: I wish the grownups here were as good at taking directions as you.

YOUNG BOY: Miss Sanders?  I have another question.

BECCA SANDERS: I’m very busy right now.

YOUNG BOY: Will we ever come back here?  I have a pet turtle named Buzz, and—

BECCA SANDERS: No.  No, the Anbar’s never coming back here. Now run along.

(The boy walks away.)

BECCA SANDERS: (calling out) A reminder to everyone: the main square is for loading building materials only!  Perishable food goes to the schoolhouse, farming equipment to Avenue B, and personal items take all the way to the lake!  Let’s keep it organized so we can get this done!

(Jack Junior approaches.)

JACK JUNIOR: Becca?

BECCA: What is it, Jack Junior?

(Jack sets down the heavy container with a grunt.)

JACK JUNIOR: Miss Becca Sanders, I present you with... your house.  You really scrimped on plastifiber when you built it.  I got the whole thing in one box.

BECCA SANDERS: We didn’t have a lot of resources then.

JACK JUNIOR: And you were being bombed on a regular basis.

BECCA SANDERS: Also, that. Are my personal effects in here, too?

JACK JUNIOR: Nope.  I sent ‘em down to the lake, like you asked.

BECCA SANDERS: Okay, you win.  You’re a nice man.

JACK JUNIOR: Mm.  Glad you think so.

(They kiss.)

BECCA SANDERS: You need a shave.

JACK JUNIOR: Don’t you have enough colonists to boss around today without micro-managing my facial hair?

BECCA SANDERS: Oh, Jack.  For once, I don’t want to think about my colonists.  It just reminds me of what we’re leaving behind here.

JACK JUNIOR: (chuckles) Which part?  The bad food?  The horrible weather?  The boghog bites?

BECCA: Don’t laugh.  This... this place was the first time any of us have ever had anything like stability.  We called it Planet Paradise for a reason.

JACK JUNIOR: Yeah.  The reason was irony.

BECCA: Maybe, that’s how it started, but... it’s just not ironic anymore, Jack.  I know you didn’t notice, because you and the section heads lived up on the Anbar, but the kids down here... This generation of Anbar children has known peace.  Can you imagine how different that is from how you and I grew up?

JACK JUNIOR: I’ve wondered about that.  Living under a sun and a moon.  Real food.  Having space, to run around... instead of corrugated metal bulkheads.  No battle alerts.  No... no parasites.

BECCA: I don’t want them to lose this.

JACK JUNIOR: If you think this is nice... just imagine how great Earth will be.

BECCA: You sound like your mother.

JACK JUNIOR: Is that a problem?

Jack’s communicator beeps from his hip. He grabs it and flips it open.)

JACK JUNIOR: You’ve reached Navigator Jack Cox.  Please leave a message.  Beeep.

TAWNY COX: Very funny, Jack.  Free time’s over.  We need you up here.

JACK JUNIOR: Tawny?  What’s going on?  Where’s Mom?

TAWNY: Mom’s in a meeting with the Scions.  She’s trying to stop them from canceling the battle plan.

JACK JUNIOR: What?  The Scions can’t pull out!  If they back down, the Zeero are gonna win!

TAWNY: The Scions say it’s over already.  They don’t think we can recapture the nebula with only a hundred ships.

JACK: I’m beaming up.

TAWNY: Tell Becca I said hi.

BECCA: I’m right here, Tawny.  Hi.

TAWNY: Jack, did you ask (her yet?)

JACK: (hastily) Jack out.

(Jack shuts the communicator quickly, cutting off Tawny’s question.)

JACK: I have to go.

BECCA: Oh, you don’t think I’m going to let you get away that easy, do you, Jack?

JACK: Huh?

BECCA: Didn’t you have something to ask me?

JACK: Oh.  You heard my sister blurt that out.

BECCA: Oh, Jack.  You’re a lovely man, but if you think Tawny’s the only one who’s been hinting, you’re more naïve than I thought.  It’s been all over your face for weeks.

JACK: Then... you already know?

BECCA: Mm-hm.

JACK: Look, I – I wanted to take you down to the lake and ask you when we were alone.  But now –

BECCA: It’s alright, Jack.  You’re ship’s navigator, I know that. But please... By this time tomorrow, we’ll all be on the Anbar again.  Ask me here, under a real sun and a blue sky.

JACK: But all the people.

BECCA: I don’t care about the people.

JACK: Alright. (He gets down on one knee) Becca, we’ve been friends since I was born.  I’m the captain’s son, so when I got old enough, a lot of the girls set their sights on me.  Not you.  To you, I was always just that friend you joked with, cried to, yelled at.  You never tried to make me your husband, and it stayed that way... until I finally noticed that the smartest, most beautiful woman in every room was never the one on my arm. Now I know better.  And I want you on my arm forever.  Marry me, Becca.  Please.

BECCA: John Frederick Cox Junior, I’ve wanted to say this to you since I was six years old: Shut up and kiss me already.

(There is applause from the small crowd around them.)

JACK: (sheepish) Thanks, everyone.

BECCA: (teasing) Oh, get back to work, you louts!

(Jack frantically checks his pockets.)

JACK: Oh, God, I left the ring on the ship.

BECCA: It doesn’t matter, Jack.  We’ll get it later.  I love you!

JACK: (centering breath) Right. Okay. I love you, too.

(Jack flips open his communicator again.)

JACK: Jack to Anbar.  Beam me up.

(Jack is beamed up TOS-style.)

SCENE S3EA – 03

LOCATION:  MEGASHIP TRIASSA ONE – THE PARK / ARBOREUM

SAM COX: NO! dammit!  You can’t do that to us!

SCION #1: Nothing is done against any ally of the Scions, Captain Cox.  Only that ships are withdrawn from an assault.

SAM COX: Yeah!  Your ships!  All your ships!  You know?  The big ones, with all the guns on them? For God’s sake, it’s not even an enemy armada we’re up against; it’s just a Barricade!

SCION #2: Because of the Nebula, the true numbers of the enemy cannot be known.

SAM COX: So you’re just gonna assume they’ve got an armada.  Instead of fighting, you’re gonna surrender and let the Zeero infest every living thing in the Milky Way. What do you think happens then?  You think they’re just gonna forget a ten-thousand year war with you people?  When are you Scions gonna take your heads out of the crystalline Jefferies Tubes built into your backsides?

ZAREM: Captain Cox!  That is enough!  Scions, I must apologize—

SAM COX: Shut up, Zarem!

SCION #1: It is seen that the Captain of the Anbar is agitated by the Zeero incursion.  It is hoped that it is known to her that our agitation is as great.

SAM COX: Then do something.

SCION #2: On account of the Nebula, the enemy fleet is not able to be seen by scanners.  However, based on new intelligence gathered by brave Servants, an estimate can be given at one million Zeero vessels of frigate-class or better.  It is impossible that our fleet of one hundred vessels, however mighty, should dislodge such a force.

SAM COX: Your intelligence was wrong once already.  For all we know, the parasites have twelve ships behind that Barricade, and one of your megaships – just one! – could wipe the floor with them in ten seconds flat. There’s only one way to find out!

SCION #1: Once any attack might be launched, it would be impossible to retreat from the field of battle.  The suicide of the Servants of the Scions will not be ordered.  It is seen that, because of our decision, the Anbar will be rendered unable to fulfill its long-term objective to return to the Milky Way.  Our fullest apologies are expressed to the Captain of the Anbar.

SAM COX: This isn’t about me, and this isn’t about getting back to Earth!  It’s about all of us!

(Silence.)

SAM COX: Are we done here?

(Silence.)

SAM COX: I said, are we done here!

(Stoney Silence.)

SAM COX: Zarem, end this transmission.

ZAREM: What!  Captain Cox, one does not simply end an audience with the Scions of the Stars!

SAM COX: Zarem, the Shipmind gave you to me for today, so do what I say.  End this.

ZAREM: My deepest apologies, Lords and Ladies.  Cox is –

SAM COX: I’m leaving.

(She turns around and walks away.)

ZAREM: (in background) Captain Cox is not versed in Royal protocol, and so --

(The voices vanish.)

(Moments later, another set of footsteps approaches from the right and joins Cox’s on a stroll through the park.)

TOM SKOLUND: Well, Skipper?  How did it go?

SAM COX: “Assistance in your venture is not to be anticipated.” Damn headjobs are leaving us out to dry.  I had some… choice words for them.

TOM SKOLUND: Twenty-five years you’ve waited for the chance to speak to the actual Scion Council, and the first thing you do is chew ‘em out. Your father would be proud.

SAM COX: (small chuckle) Chyeah.  Yeah, I guess he would.  Blasted Scions have had that coming to ‘em for about four thousand years.

TOM SKOLUND: And you’re certainly the only person in the universe who’d give it to ‘em.

SAM COX: Skipper Sam Cox, Ace Diplomat-at-Large.

TOM SKOLUND: So, what now?

SAM COX: I don’t know, Tom.  I can’t think here.  It’s too... big. I have two rules for starships: first, they should not have entire parks inside them.  Second... Dammit, ships shouldn’t be bigger on the inside than the outside!

TOM SKOLUND: Your mistake is that you still think of a Scion megaship as a starship.  It’s not, really.  It’s more like a blob.

SAM COX: Whatever they are, we can’t win against the Zeero without a hundred of them on our side. (sigh)

(Pause.)

TOM SKOLUND: It’s beautiful, though, isn’t it?

SAM COX: What?

TOM SKOLUND: The sunset.

SAM COX: It’s fake.  Simulated.

TOM SKOLUND: Still beautiful.

(Pause.)

SAM COX: I hate sunsets.  (pause) They remind me of death.

(She unstraps her communicator and flips it open.)

SAM COX: Anbar, this is the skipper.  Two for beaming, fire when ready.  Cox out.

(She flips her communicator closed as they are beamed away.)

THEME SONG

INTRO:

SAM COX: My name is Samantha Cox. Almost sixty years ago, my father’s cargo ship, the S.S. Anbar, fell through a wormhole and ended up in the void between galaxies, three lifetimes from home.  We call this place the Big Empty.  Since the day we got here, it’s been a fight just to stay alive.  But sixty years later, we are still alive. And we are going home. Welcome to the Big Empty.  Welcome to the night that never ends. Welcome… to Star Trek: Anbar.

SPEAKER CREDITS:

SAM COX: Starring Eleiece Krawiec as Skipper Sam Cox.  The Anbar is my ship.

TOM SKOLUND: ...with Karl Puder as Tom Skolund.  I am the Anbar’s living history.

BECCA SANDERS: Joyce Bender as Colonial Chief Becca Sanders.  I feed the Anbar.

JACK JUNIOR: Gareth Bowley as Jack Cox, Junior.  I am the pilot of the Anbar.

TAWNY COX: Janet Green as Allison “Tawny” Cox.  I am the Anbar’s conscience.

BRADY WINTERS: and Vivian Cheung as Chief of Triage Brady Winters.  I’m what passes for a doctor ‘round here.

CHRIS COX: With a special appearance by James Heaney as Captain Christopher Cox.  The Anbar used to be my ship.  Then I got killed.

NARRATOR: Tonight, the final chapter of Star Trek: Anbar. The Barrier, Part Twelve: “Sunset”.

SCENE S3EA – 04

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

(Sam Cox and Tom Skolund enter the hold.)

MR CHEN: Skipper’s back, everyone.

SAM COX: And not a moment too soon.

JACK JUNIOR: Mom!  How did it go?  What’d the Scions say?

SAM COX: They said no.

TAWNY COX: What?  We need them.  Hell, they need them!  If they don’t help stop the Zeero, we’re gonna get killed in there!

SAM COX: If we don’t have Scion backup, we’re not going in there, Tawny.

TAWNY COX: What?

SAM COX: Jack, signal the colony and tell them to start unpacking.  We’re gonna need Planet Paradise for a long time to come.

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper, I thought you were still thinking this one over.

SAM COX: There ain’t much to think over, Tom.  The Anbar wasn’t a battleship to begin with, and sixty years haven’t done her any favors.  The only reason we were involved in this plan to begin with is because we’re the only nice folks in the Big Empty who want a one-way ticket through the Barrier into the galaxy.

TAWNY COX: We’ve fought the parasites alone before!

SAM COX: A few, yeah.  Sometimes, we’ve even won, but it’s never been easy.  The day your father died, we were up against four Zeero frigates. The Scions estimate that there are a million frigates behind the Barricade.  That could be wrong, but however many there are we can be damn sure it’s more than four.

TOM SKOLUND: So... Skipper, do you mean we’re just giving up?

SAM COX: I’ve been working for this my whole life, Tom.  We all have.  We’ve fought, we’ve worked, borrowed, stolen, lived and died, all so we could get back to our galaxy – and keep the parasites out.  Today, it looks like I’m losing on both counts. So, if you have any suggestions, now would be the time.

TAWNY COX: You know what the buggers are gonna do once they get inside the Milky Way, don’t you?  They’re gonna swarm across a trillion stars like locusts.  They’re going to infest everyone.

SAM COX: What do you want me to do about it, Tawny?  We go in there, they’re just going to do the same to us!

JACK JUNIOR: Mom’s right.  We’ve lost. We’ve always known when to fight and when to run.  That’s why we’re still alive.

TAWNY COX: Oh, you would say that, brother-of-mine.

JACK JUNIOR: What’s that supposed to mean?

TAWNY COX: This can’t look too bad from where you’re sitting, can it?  If we quit now, your girlfriend gets to keep running that hellhole of a planet she loves so much.  You could even move down there, build a house... leave this ship out to dry!

JACK JUNIOR: Whoa, sis.  I want out of the Big Empty as much as you do.  Just because I’m capable of rationality doesn’t make me a traitor!

TAWNY COX: You think it’s irrational to--?

SAM COX: Enough, both of you!  You’re adults!  Act like it!

TAWNY COX: This isn’t about who does the dishes, Mom!  This is future of the entire galaxy!

SAM COX: A galaxy I’ve never seen the inside of.  I don’t owe the galaxy anything.  The people I owe are all on this ship and that planet.

TAWNY COX: What would Dad say?

(Pause.)

SAM COX: Right now, I think he’d say, “Young lady, get off your mother’s bridge.”  And I think that’d be very good advice.

(Pause.)

TAWNY COX: Hmph.

(She turns and exits.)

SAM COX: God.

TOM SKOLUND: It’s alright, Sam. What do we do now?

SAM COX: I’m gonna head down and check up on the colonials.  They’re probably gonna need help unpacking. And maybe... maybe it’s time I picked out a place to live. Oh, God.

TOM SKOLUND: Go on, Skipper.  We’ll hold down the fort here.

SAM COX: (recovering with a deep breath or two) Thank you, Tom.  Jack, keep my chair warm. I will be back.

(She exits.  Brief silence.)

JACK JUNIOR: She’s hurting.

TOM SKOLUND: Aren’t you?

SCENE S3EA – 05

LOCATION:  PARADISE – LAKESIDE – NIGHT

(Sam Cox is slowly walking along the beach.)

(Becca approaches.)

BECCA: Mind if I join you, Captain?

SAM COX: Sanders.  How’d you find me?

BECCA: It’s hard for the captain of the Anbar to go anywhere on Paradise without being noticed. (pause) I’m sorry about the Scions.

SAM: So am I.

BECCA: What are you going to do now?

SAM: What are we going to do now. I don’t know.

BECCA: Are you going to keep the Anbar flying?

SAM: Of course.

BECCA: Are you sure that’s still the right thing to do?

SAM: We’re not giving her up, or scrapping her for parts.  The Anbar’s our home.

BECCA: Is it?

SAM: What?

BECCA: I know it’s still home for you, and probably for most of the people living up there. But the Anbar’s not home for all of us anymore.  You have... other choices.

SAM: Like what?  Eat boghog stew for the rest of my life?  Give up and settle for this... farming colony?  Not a very Graceful End.

BECCA: This “farming colony” has a name.  It’s called “Paradise.”

SAM: This is not Paradise!  Earth is—!

BECCA: Earth is gone!  Even if you could get there, pretty soon it’s gonna be run by the parasites. This is as close to Eden as you get, Captain!  Either make your peace with that, or spend the rest of your life fighting and dying and dealing and thieving to keep your century-old cargo ship flying.  Either way, don’t expect eveyone to follow the Anbar just because the great Sam Cox can’t cope with losing!

SAM: You—!  You--! (She chokes off her comment and takes a few breaths) Thank you, Becca.  I needed to hear that.

BECCA: Is your mind made up, then?

SAM: No.  But this conversation has made my decision a lot clearer.

BECCA: Is that good?

SAM: For one of us.

BECCA: Which one?

SAM: I don’t know yet.

BECCA: I’m sorry I yelled.  I should be... well, I guess I should be treating you like my mom.

SAM: Mom?

BECCA: Didn’t you hear the news?

SAM: What news?

BECCA: Jack proposed today.  We’re going to be married.

SAM: Oh. He didn’t tell me.

BECCA: He didn’t?

SAM: Well, congratulations. I’m glad you got what you wanted.

BECCA: I –  I’ll leave you be.

(She leaves.)

SAM: Thank you.

SCENE S3EA – 06

LOCATION:  ANBAR – OLD BRIDGE (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: 2326 A.D.  The twenty-second year of the Anbar's Exile.

TOM SKOLUND: Bull. I don’t know what you think tonight, but I know you’ve believed in the Graceful End for twenty years.

CHRIS COX: You think you know what I believe better than I do?

TOM SKOLUND: I saw the eulogy you gave at Laura’s funeral.

CHRIS COX: The crew has to believe in the Graceful End.  I put on a front every day for you.  Just like I did then.

TOM SKOLUND: Like I said: that’s a load of bull. If you want my opinion – and I know you didn’t ask – I’d say you’ve been suffering from a bad case of pre-battle jitters.

CHRIS COX: I don’t get pre-battle jitters.

TOM SKOLUND: Maybe something’s different about this battle.  Maybe you have good reason for jitters. Sam’s seventeen now.  This is the first time she’s ever manned a combat station, isn’t it?

CHRIS COX: I... I would have opposed it, but... she wouldn’t have taken no for an answer.  And Engineering pleaded with me to say yes. They’ve been undermanned in Fire Control since L.T. died. So I gave in.  My stupid daughter.  Taking the most dangerous post on the ship her first time out of the Nursery.

TOM SKOLUND: Like her father. She believes in the Graceful End, you know.

CHRIS COX: What makes you say that?

TOM SKOLUND: You said it yourself.  She’s volunteered for the most dangerous duty on this ship.  She could easily die tomorrow. You don’t put yourself in harm’s way like that unless you’re a believer.

CHRIS COX: Oh, God, you’re doing that thing again.

TOM SKOLUND: What?

CHRIS COX: That thing you people have started doing.  You’re talking about the Graceful End as if it were some kind of religion. It’s not, Tom.  It’s just... You know what?  I’m gonna read it to you.

(He stands up.)

TOM SKOLUND: I’ve memorized it.

(Chris walks over to the wall.)

CHRIS COX: I don’t care. (He clears his throat) Our dedication plaque: S.S. Anbar.  Comissioned stardate one-five-three-three-point-six.  Quote: “If we must weep, let it not be for the fallen, but for ourselves.  For our kinsmen met their fates in our service, and found rest in Allah.  We live on only in the hope of gaining what they now possess, for they have attained the Graceful End.”  President Ayad al-Maliki, April, Twenty-Thirty-Eight. Now, you want to talk about a load of bull, let’s start with this plaque.

SCENE S3EA – 07

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

(The doors swish open.)

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper?

JACK JUNIOR: Mom?  What are you doing back here?

SAM COX: Better question: what’s the doc doing here?

BRADY WINTERS: Me?  I’m just loafing about.  None of you people have needed my services today. Lucky you.  I’m not even a real doctor.

SAM COX: No loafing on my bridge, Winters.  Remind me to put a reprimand in your file just as soon as we make it back to Earth, register you as a Federation citizen, put you in the Teamsters Union, and get you a file.

BRADY WINTERS: Aye, Cap.  Want me to do anything about it before then?

SAM COX: Naw.  Sit back and enjoy the bridge.  Mister Chen!

MR CHEN: Skipper?

SAM COX: Just testing your reflexes.  Jack, anything new here?

JACK JUNIOR: No, ma’am.  You caught me right at the end of my shift.

(Tom enters the bridge.)

SAM COX: Where’s your relief?

TOM SKOLUND: Right here, Cap. What can we do for you?

SAM COX: Just checking in, Tom.

TOM SKOLUND: Good.  Then I’m supposed to relay a message: your daughter wants to talk to you.

SAM COX: Talk, or shout?

TOM SKOLUND: She seemed talky when I saw her, but you know Tawny...

SAM COX: Better than anyone.  Where is she?

TOM SKOLUND: E Deck Observation Port.

SAM COX: Where else? Thanks, Tom.

TOM SKOLUND: ‘course.

(Sam walks back towards the door then stops and looks back at Jack.)

SAM COX: And, Jack.  Next time you decide to marry a girl, I’d like to hear about it first.

JACK JUNIOR: What? Wait, Mom, I can—

(Sam exits.)

JACK JUNIOR: Dammit.

SCENE S3EA – 08

LOCATION:   ANBAR – E DECK OBSERVATION PORT

(Sam Cox approaches.)

SAM COX: Well.

(She sits down, a little heavily, on the metal floor next to her daughter.)

SAM COX: Dangling our legs over the side into the ladder-well?  I remember when you told me you’d outgrown that.

TAWNY COX: So do I.  I was fifteen. And an idiot. I think better when I let my legs dangle.

SAM COX: How’s the view?

TAWNY COX: Black as ever. (pause) Mom, can I ask you a question?

SAM COX: Anything.

TAWNY COX: We’re in the Big Empty.  None of us has ever seen a starfield.  The reason we look out these windows is because there isn't one. So why do you always ask me that?

SAM COX: Ha ha.  I guess I don't...  Well, actually. Now that you ask... My father used to ask me, every time he found me down here.  “How’s the view?”  His little joke. He never sat here, though.  He was always an Earthman at heart.  I think it scared him to look out a window without seeing any stars.

TAWNY COX: Sometimes I wonder – if we ever get back to the Milky Way... are we going to be like that?  Will we be scared by all the stars?

SAM COX: ...You're still young.  Young enough.

(Pause.)

TAWNY COX: I’m sorry I yelled earlier.

SAM COX: I’ve had worse.

TAWNY COX: Only from me.

SAM COX: You are a little bit of a handful.  Always have been.

TAWNY COX: I don't mean to be.  I just...

SAM COX: You just think you're right.  Always right.

TAWNY COX: Sometimes I am.

SAM COX: Yep.  And the other times you’re too damn close to getting yourself killed.

TAWNY COX: If doing the right thing gets me killed...

SAM COX: --then I'll commit every sin in the book to prevent it.  Adultery right on down to Wrath.

TAWNY COX: Ha.  You mean it, too.

SAM COX: Damn straight.

TAWNY COX: Is that why you're giving up on the Passage?

SAM COX: I'm giving up on the Passage because without the Scions attacking the Zeero is suicide.

TAWNY COX: Probably suicide.

SAM COX: I only gamble when I have to, Tawny. This time, I don't have to.

TAWNY COX: The Zeero are going to take that entire galaxy.  You know we can't let that happen.

SAM COX: We not only can; we must.  We will. And, just this once, you're going to listen to me, young lady.

TAWNY COX: I'm not that young anymore, Mom. We have to try.  If nothing else, it'll be a Graceful End.

SAM COX: (sigh) You should have been a redhead.  Sometimes I wonder how much you value your own life.

TAWNY COX: No more than most. (pause) But no less, either.

SAM COX: Good. Tawny, I'm glad you have a conscience.  I just wish it didn't get you into so much trouble.

(Sam stands up.)

SAM COX: Ohhh boy.  These old legs aren't made for standing anymore.

TAWNY COX: Oh, come on.  You're not even sixty.  Tom's, what?  Eighty?

SAM COX: Oh, just you wait. I gotta run, Tawny.  I'm glad we had this chance to talk.

TAWNY COX: Yeah, Mom.

(Sam starts to walk away.)

TAWNY COX: And, Mom?

SAM COX: Yes, hon?

TAWNY COX: I love you.

SAM COX: I love you, too, Tawny.

SCENE S3EA - 09

LOCATION:  ANBAR – J DECK CARGO BAY

(Becca is up here doing some sort of heavy lifting with some of her colonials. The entrance hatch swings open and bangs against the wall, revealing Jack.  Jack walks toward Becca.)

JACK JUNIOR: Becca!  I knew the colonials were offloading some of the cooking supplies, but nobody told me you were on board.

BECCA SANDERS: Yeah!  Now that we’re... staying put, the colony has to unpack everything we spent last week taking apart.  We’re doing food first; otherwise there’s gonna be some awfully hungry mouths tonight planetside.

JACK JUNIOR: Great.  Can I help?

(Becca begins to cross to another side of the room.)

BECCA SANDERS

Yeah.  I’ll get you started on over here.

(Jack follows her.)

BECCA SANDERS: Just load what you can onto the carts and somebody’ll take it down to the shuttlepod in a few minutes.

JACK JUNIOR: I can do that.

BECCA: (quietly) Jack.

JACK JUNIOR: (quietly) What?

BECCA: Why didn’t you tell your mother?

JACK JUNIOR: Tell my mother what?

BECCA: About us!  She shouldn’t have had to hear that news from me!  Especially given her opinion of me.

JACK JUNIOR: Becca, my mom likes you fine.

BECCA: No she doesn’t, but you didn’t answer my question.  Why didn’t you tell her?

JACK JUNIOR: I, um… Well, I guess I don’t know.

BECCA: Why don’t you think about that for a while? See you later.

(She walks away.)

SCENE S3EA – 10

LOCATION:  ANBAR – RUINED BRIDGE

(Sam is sitting in her EV suit, looking through the blasted open ceiling. Tom approaches.)

TOM SKOLUND: Wow.  It’s a long time since I was here last.

SAM COX: I think I was only up here once or twice, when it was still in one piece.  I wasn’t usually allowed on the bridge.  And the day I became captain – the day I got permission to be up here every day – was the day it was destroyed.

TOM SKOLUND: The day your father died.

SAM COX: So it goes. I come here sometimes, when I need to be close to him.

TOM SKOLUND: You don’t feel close when you’re sitting in the command chair on our bridge?

SAM COX: Our bridge is a badly converted ship’s bar, which was already a badly converted cargo hold.  I know I’ve been commanding the Anbar down there for, what, thirty-seven years, now? but I’ll always think of that room as the place where Judy Thingum and I used to build forts out of dabo tables.  Where Leon the Barkeep slipped me my first champagne, despite my father’s strict orders.  Where I kissed Jack Senior for the first time. This is where my father worked.  This is the heart of the Anbar. And if he were here, he’d know what to do.

TOM SKOLUND: I thought your mind was set.  I thought we’re giving up.

SAM COX: So did I.  But Tawny...

TOM SKOLUND: She’s a persuasive one. Good for her. (pause) Oh my God.

SAM COX: What?

TOM SKOLUND: It’s still here.

(He bends down to pick up a metal plaque, disentangling it from the metal that held it down and brushing it off with his glove.)

SAM COX: What’s still here?

TOM SKOLUND: The Anbar’s dedication plaque.

SAM COX: You think I’d just let that thing float away?  My father died for the words on that plaque.

TOM SKOLUND: He and a lot of other people. I’m glad.  I know the Graceful End lives as long as we believe in it, but... all the same I’m glad the plaque’s still here.

SAM COX: Damn straight.

(Pause.)

TOM SKOLUND: It would be a Graceful End, though, wouldn’t it?

SAM COX: Beats me. Tawny tried the same argument on me.  I... don’t see how it’s a Graceful End if everybody dies for no good reason.  And I don’t see how we can prevent that from happening if we go in there.  We do have the Trajector, so we could get through the Passage into the Milky Way, but... whatever buggers are in there would make mincemeat out of us before we made it halfway to the Passage.  I don’t care if it’s a hundred ships or a thousand.  We’re dead either way.

TOM SKOLUND: But don’t we have to try?

SAM COX: Why?  Because we owe it to that galaxy the buggers are gonna eat?  That’s what Tawny said.

TOM SKOLUND: No.  Because we owe it to your father.  To ourselves.  We have to try to get these people back to Earth, and, you know it as well as I do – we’re never gonna get a chance like this again. I’m an old man, Sam.  I’ve seen Earth.  I lived there.  I don’t need to see it again before I die.  But you... your generation.  You deserve that.  I trust the universe to make sure we get there.

SAM COX: So, basically, you want me to break through a fortified Zeero position and count on God to keep us from getting killed? After everything you and I and this ship have been through, Tom, it hasn’t occurred to you that God isn’t on our side?

TOM SKOLUND: We’ve survived in the Big Empty for almost sixty years.  God’s for us.  Otherwise we’d have all died a long time ago.

SAM COX: Suckup.

TOM SKOLUND: Quoth the Skipper, “Damn straight.”

SAM COX: Touché.

(Pause.)

TOM SKOLUND: So, what does your father think?

SAM COX: Sorry?

TOM SKOLUND: You were communing with him, weren’t you?  That’s why you came up here?

SAM COX: Oh. I’m sorry, Tom.  I just... I don’t see how getting everyone killed is a Graceful End.

TOM SKOLUND: Oh. Are you sure you’re hearing him right?

SAM COX: Tom...

TOM SKOLUND: Sorry.  I’ll just... I’ll leave this plaque here with you.

SAM COX: Thank you.

(He sets it down on the ground next to Sam, then he walks away and re-enters the ship through the hatch.)

(Pause.)

(Sam picks up the plaque.)

SAM COX: “We live on only in the hope of gaining what they now possess, for they have attained...”

(pause) Dad? Dad, if you’re out there... I’m sorry.

SCENE S3EA – 11

LOCATION:  ANBAR CORRIDOR

(Tom is climbing down a ladder.)

TAWNY COX: Tom.  Nice spacesuit.  I take it you were talking to my mother.

TOM SKOLUND: You take correctly.

TAWNY COX: Did you change her mind?

TOM SKOLUND: Nope.  She’s made her decision.  Now it’s ours to follow.

TAWNY COX: Well... you tried. I gotta go, then.

TOM SKOLUND: Right.  See you later, Tawny.

TAWNY COX: Good-bye, Tom.

SCENE S3EA – 12

LOCATION:  ANBAR SHUTTLEBAY

(Jack and Becca are here, loading the last of the cookware into Shuttle Two via its aft cargo ramp. Jack sets down a box and walks down the ramp.)

JACK JUNIOR: (claps his hands together) That's the last of the cookware.  I’ll fly the shuttle down tomorrow morning.  Do we have clearance?

(Jack folds the cargo ramp back into the shuttle, by hand.)

BECCA: We will. C'mon, Jack.  Let's grab some gruel.

JACK JUNIOR: Mmm.  Gruel.

(They walk to the shuttlebay hatch and exit, closing it behind them.  They walk in the corridor for half a minute or so, then stop.)

BECCA: You been thinking, like I asked?

JACK JUNIOR: Tryin'.

BECCA: Come up with anything?

JACK JUNIOR: (sigh)  I don't know, Becca.  I love you.  Don't doubt that.

BECCA: I don't.

JACK JUNIOR: But... I don't know. You know, you’re a woman of the colony. Hell, forget that.  You are the colony, Becca.  Ever since you saved the place from getting nuked fifteen years ago, you've fought tooth and nail – and more than a few of your fellow colonists – to drag that place out of the bogs and make something.  And you did.  You've made something beautiful on Paradise.  You're strong, and brave, and... and you lead.  Frankly, I think my mom wishes I were more like you. But Mom stands for this ship, and its mission.  She's dedicated her whole life to getting this crew back to Earth.  Paradise makes giving up and settling down look a little bit more comfortable.  I think my Mom's always been afraid that, one day, you and your colony are going to break up this ship.  Break up her family.  Every time you do something good for the colony, you make that risk more real. I lied when I said Mom likes you.  She respects you.  She doesn’t like you.

BECCA: To be honest, I feel the same way about her.

JACK JUNIOR: Telling Mom that we're getting married... I'd be bringing some of her worst fears to life.  I would have done it eventually, I promise... I was just waiting for the right moment. (Pause) You knew all this already, didn't you?

BECCA: Known it for years.  So's your mom, for that matter.  But you're the only one who could say it aloud. I hope that having said it you'll have an easier time choosing.

JACK JUNIOR: Choosing?

BECCA: Yeah.  What, you don't see it?

JACK JUNIOR: What are you talking about?

BECCA: That colony is my life, Jack.  Your mom's right – it is a mucky, boghog infested hellhole of a habitable world – but I love it anyway.  I was ready to leave it behind when it looked like I didn't have a choice, but now that the Scions have ditched us... it looks like Paradise is staying put. Your life is up here, on the Anbar.  You love this ship almost as much as your mother does, and there's no sense in me pretending otherwise. We've been friends for years, and we've been able to live two separate lives, but, Jack, we're getting married.  We can't do that anymore.

JACK JUNIOR: So... we have to choose?  Paradise or the Anbar?

BECCA: Unless you've learned to bi-locate. The Skipper has her dream.  I have mine.  Time to choose yours.

JACK JUNIOR: That's not gonna be easy.

BECCA: Just ask yourself one question: where do you want our kids to grow up?  Here on the Anbar, like we did?  Or on Paradise, in the daylight?

(An muffled alert goes off.)

JACK JUNIOR: Give me some time to-- Wait.  Did you hear that?

BECCA: Hear wh--? It's coming from the shuttlebay.

JACK JUNIOR: The launch alarm?  Has to be a malfunction.

BECCA: Come on.

(They run back down the corridor.)

SCENE S3EA – 13

LOCATION:  ANBAR SHUTTLEBAY

(The shuttle is revving for launch.  The launch klaxon is still going off.)

(The hatch swings open.  Enter Jack and Becca.)

JACK JUNIOR: Oh my God.  The engines are revving up.  Who's in there?

BECCA: I'm cutting power to the launch doors!

(She runs over to a wall and starts frantically hitting buttons while Jack walks toward the shuttle.)

JACK JUNIOR: Is that... Tawny?  Tawny, what are you doing with our shuttle?  Does Mom know about this?  Tawny!

BECCA: Jack!  The bay is decompressing!  Get in here!

JACK JUNIOR: Tawny!

BECCA: Jack!  Now!

(Jack hesitates a moment, then turns and runs as the gears of the shuttlebay doors begin to turn.  He runs into the control room and pulls the door shut tight behind him.)

JACK JUNIOR: Can you close the doors?

BECCA: Too late.  She's getting away. But where?

JACK JUNIOR: It doesn't matter. (He presses an intercom button.) Bridge, this is Jack.  We've got Tawny trouble.

SCENE S3EA – 14

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

SAM COX: Tom!

(Tom is running to a console and taking a seat.)

TOM SKOLUND: Yeah, I got it! (His fingers dance over the controls.) She's on a direct course for the Passage.

SAM COX: What about the Barricade?

TOM SKOLUND: She's going straight through it.

SAM COX: No she isn't.  How long until we lose sensor contact?

TOM SKOLUND: Not long.  We're really not far from the nebula.

SAM COX: Hail her.

(Tom presses some buttons.)

SAM COX: Tawny! Tawny!  Answer me!

TAWNY COX: I'm here, Mom.

SAM COX: Just what do you think you're doing, young lady?

TAWNY COX: Someone has to try.

SAM COX: You can't!  The buggers are in there, and the shuttle's unarmed!

TAWNY COX: The shuttle's faster than the Anbar.  I'm gonna make a run for it.  If I can just get through the Passage, I can warn the Milky Way.  There's still time to stop the parasites.

SAM COX: They'll kill you!

TAWNY COX: They might.

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper, she's beginning to enter the nebula.

(Static starts to invade the comm channel.)

SAM COX: Tawny, get back here, before they see you.

TAWNY COX: Come on, Mom.  I've done crazy things before.

SAM COX: Nothing like this, Tawny!  Nothing even close to this!

TAWNY COX: I know. Mom, whatever happens, I love you.

SAM COX: I'm going after her.

TOM SKOLUND: With what?  We only had one shuttle.

SAM COX: Tawny, don't do this.  Don't you go where I can't follow.

TAWNY COX: I'm going to a Graceful End, Mom.  Just like Dad.

SAM COX: There's nothing Graceful about it, Tawny!  There never has been! Your father was an idiot who got himself killed for nothing!  He left us alone so he could be a hero – and we're the ones who've paid the price!  His family paid the price! Don't do that to me again, Tawny!  Don't leave me alone!

TAWNY COX: (Through very bad static) There's one difference.

SAM COX: What?

TAWNY COX: (heavily staticked) I'm feeling lucky.

(The comm channel goes dead.)

TOM SKOLUND: She's inside the nebula.  We've lost her frequency.

SAM COX: Your father felt lucky, too.

LOCATION:  SHUTTLECRAFT

(Tawny presses the comm button.)

TAWNY COX: Mom? (She presses the button again) Mom? I've lost her. Computer, time to the Passage.

COMPUTER: (whirring and stilted) Estimated time: two minutes.

TAWNY COX: Alright.  Let's hope the buggers don't have too many surprises for me.  Full impulse, computer.

(The engines audibly increase speed.)

TAWNY COX

Frère Jacques, frère Jacques,

Dormez-vous? Dormez-vous?

Tawny adjusts some controls on the board, but only redoubles her singing.  Weapons fire starts to dance around the shuttle.  Tawny executes evasive manuevers.

TAWNY COX: Sonnez les matines! Sonnez les matines!

Ding, ding, dong.  Ding, ding doAHHHHH!.

(A phaser bolts hits the shuttle, dead on.  There's an explosion.  All the alarms start to go off.)

COMPUTER: Shields: destroyed.  Life support: destroyed.

TAWNY COX: Hold course!  Time to the Passage?

COMPUTER: Insufficient – insufficient – warning: data failure!

(The computer shuts down.)

TAWNY: Computer!  Computer! Well, so much for feeling lucky.

(More weapons fire misses the shuttle narrowly.)

TAWNY: Engines!  No!  I need those engines!

(Weapons fire hits.)

TAWNY: Oh my God. My mother was right.

(Explosions!  More sirens!)

TAWNY: (She screams) No!  No, she wasn't right! (Pause) Someone had to try!  Do you hear me?  Someone had to try!

(The shuttle begins to fragment.)

TAWNY: (infinitely sad) But I wanted to see the stars!

(The shuttle explodes.)

SCENE S3EA – 15

LOCATION:  ANBAR OLD BRIDGE (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: 2326: The twenty-second year of the Anbar's Exile.

TOM SKOLUND: I don’t quite see what you mean, Skipper.

CHRIS COX: What I mean is, if my daughter dies tomorrow, it’s not gonna be worth one stupid stem bolt why she died.  All I’m gonna remember’s that my Samantha’s dead.

TOM SKOLUND: That’s not true, Skip.  That’s not true and you know it.  Maybe not right away, but – God forbid – if Sam dies tomorrow, the fact that she died a hero instead of a coward is gonna be the fact that keeps you living.

CHRIS COX: But what if she dies her “hero’s death”, and we still fail?  What if we all die, and everything we do tomorrow is for nothing?

TOM SKOLUND: The outcome doesn’t matter.  The heroism does.

CHRIS COX: You can’t be a hero if you don’t succeed.  You’re just… failing with style.

TOM SKOLUND: Failing with grace, you mean?

CHRIS COX: ...Maybe.

TOM SKOLUND: In the long run, isn’t that all life is?

CHRIS COX: Maybe so.  Maybe-- No.  No.  If we fail tomorrow, then there is no Graceful End.  Every death we’ve suffered will have been in vain.

TOM SKOLUND: Then we’ll have to agree to disagree. There is one way to avoid that, though.

CHRIS COX: Yeah?

TOM SKOLUND: Don’t let us fail, Skipper.

SCENE S3EA – 16

LOCATION:  MEGASHIP TRIASSA ONE – THE PARK

NARRATOR: 2363: the fifty-ninth year of the Anbar’s Exile.

SAM COX: SCIONNNNS!  SCIONNNS! Scions, I WILL speak to you!  I summon you!  I SUMMON you!

(Zarem quickly approaches.)

ZAREM: Captain Cox, this is completely --!

SAM COX: Get the hell out of my way, Zarem!  SCIONS!

ZAREM: You’re disturbing the other—

SAM COX: Zarem, I swear, if you don’t get—

ZAREM: Your loss is not the Scions’ responsib—

SAM COX: So you know about what happened!  I knew it!  SCIONS!

ZAREM: Captain, if you don’t—

SAM COX: If you don’t--!

(Suddenly, there is an audible flash that silences them both.)

ZAREM / SCION: You may unhand me now, Captain.  Your demand has been heard, and I acquiesce to an audience.

(Cox lets go of Zarem’s collar.)

SAM COX: Triassa?  Is that you?

ZAREM / SCION: How could you tell?

SAM COX: You’re using personal pronouns.

ZAREM / SCION: Ah, yes.  A bad habit I have picked up.  Too much time with corporeals, it is believed.

SAM COX: We do speed things up.

ZAREM / SCION: A certain... convenience is certainly noted. You requested this audience, Skipper, not I.

SAM COX: Damn straight I did.  You saw what happened to Tawny.  I know you did.  You sat here in the most powerful ship in the known universe and you did nothing while my daughter died! What the hell is wrong with you people?

ZAREM / SCION: You are mistaken, Skipper Cox.  We did not nothing.  We advised against any attempt to reach the Passage.

SAM COX: And then when Tawny went in there anyway, you didn’t lift a finger.  I might have accepted that from the others, but, Triassa, you know Tawny.  You watched her grow up.  And then you just let her die?

ZAREM / SCION: In all our affairs, freedom of action must be preserved.  Else we Scions are tyrants. Tawny chose to make the attempt, did she not?

SAM COX: It wasn’t an attempt!  It was suicide!

ZAREM / SCION: That is a matter of perspective, Skipper Cox.  Is it not true that, mere days ago, you yourself were still considering an attack on the Passage, using only the Anbar?

SAM COX: I’m still considering it.

ZAREM / SCION: All the more, then.  According to our estimates, there is no statistical difference between such an attack... and suicide. If you make the attempt, would you have us interfere?

SAM COX: No, but my daughter –

ZAREM / SCION: Tawny acted as humans act.  Triassa has not been allied with the Anbar for three generations without learning of your... contempt for probability. Indeed, at times, you have decisively defied likelihood.  It is precisely these defiant moments that have made you an attractive ally.

SAM COX: Does that mean that the Scions are reconsidering?  If you’re willing to give the Passage a shot –

ZAREM / SCION: We are not. But I perceive that you are doing more than “reconsidering.” You are going to “give it a shot,” yes?

(Pause.)

SAM COX: I only gamble when I have to.

ZAREM / SCION: That answer: it is neither “yes,” nor “no.”

(Pause.)

SAM COX: Yes.  Yes, we’re going to attack.  Tom is making the preparations.  We’re going home, dammit, with or without the Scions’ help.

ZAREM / SCION: May I ask the reason your mind has been changed?

SAM COX: No.  No, you may not.

ZAREM / SCION: (gently) Do you even know the reason?

SAM COX: Back off, headjob.

ZAREM / SCION: I apologize.

SAM COX: Damn straight. I... I guess this is good-bye, Triassa.

ZAREM / SCION: Indeed.

SAM COX: Triassa, I hate your guts right now, but... I’m gonna miss you.  You’ve been a good ally. Almost a friend.

ZAREM / SCION: I concur. Triassa shall mourn this day for a century.  The loss of Tawny Cox, and the departure of the Anbar.

SAM COX: You can still help us.

ZAREM / SCION: Dislodging the Zeero Barricade is impossible.

SAM COX: Improbable.

ZAREM: My words were well-chosen.

SAM COX: Someone has to try.

ZAREM / SCION: The Servants will not be ordered to commit suicide.

(Tense silence.)

ZAREM / SCION: Skipper Cox, I invite you to rest here for a while before returning to your ship.  Assimilate the sensations of the Arboreum.  Sometimes inaction is the proper salve for grief. My leave is taken.

(With a flash, he is gone – and so is Zarem’s body.  Cox is left alone.)

SAM COX: Sound advice. (She sits down on the grass.) Triassa?

SCENE S3EA – 17

LOCATION:  ANBAR CORRIDOR

(Tom and Jack are walking side-by-side.  Jack is writing on a clipboard.)

JACK JUNIOR: Alright.  So we’ll send the main procession past the lake and assemble at the big open space.  Eulogies will –

TOM SKOLUND: Jack, I really don’t think you should be doing this.  Tawny’s been... (trails off; tries again) It’s only been a few days.

JACK JUNIOR: Tom, my sister is dead.  If I don’t do something, I’m gonna fall apart right here on the spot.

TOM SKOLUND: Would that be such a bad thing?

(Sam comes out of a doorway.)

SAM COX: Tom, are we ready?

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper! I didn't--

JACK JUNIOR: Wait.  Ready for what?

(Pause.)

SAM COX: Jack... I didn't see you there.

JACK JUNIOR: It's alright, Mom.  Ready for what?

SAM COX: Um...

(Pause.)

JACK JUNIOR: Alright, why’s everyone being so coy?  My birthday’s not for another – Oh my God.  You've changed your mind.  You're going to take a shot at the Passage.

SAM COX: ...Yes.  I'm sorry.  I know you're don't think--

JACK JUNIOR: No. No... I agree with you. Tawny was right; you have to try.

SAM COX: For the galaxy's sake?

TOM SKOLUND: Or for ours?

JACK JUNIOR: Neither. For Tawny.

SAM COX: A little while ago, you thought the price was too high.  A futile attempt to stop the buggers wasn't worth all our lives.  What changed?

JACK JUNIOR: You thought the same thing.

SAM COX: But I asked first.

JACK JUNIOR: What changed is my sister died to convince me she was right. It worked.

SAM COX

Then I don’t have to worry about finding a navigator to replace you?

JACK JUNIOR: No, I didn't say that.

SAM COX: What now?

JACK JUNIOR: I said that you need to make the attempt.  And you do.  You'd do it with or without my understanding, but, for what it’s worth, I understand. It's just I'm not coming with you.

SAM COX: You... what?

TOM SKOLUND: Paradise.  You want to stay behind on Paradise.

JACK JUNIOR: I am staying behind on Paradise.  I've had time to think since Tawny died, Mom.  I finally had to pick my dream. Turns out my dream isn't Earth.  My dream’s a very special woman, and she lives on a mucky, boghog-infested hellhole.  That’s where I’ll find my end. I think lotta folks here’d tell you a like story.  I’m just the first to follow through.

(Pause.)

SAM COX: Sanders finally did it.  That woman is breaking up my family.

TOM SKOLUND: You mean it, Jack?  You're leaving the Anbar?

JACK JUNIOR: Yeah.  Which means we’ll be saying our good-byes.  Soon, you’re gonna go where I can't reach you.

TOM SKOLUND: You mean the inside of the galaxy... or heaven?

JACK JUNIOR: Won't know that 'til you try. Mom, I'm sorry.

(Pause.)

SAM COX: I think you'd better go now, Jack.

JACK JUNIOR: Right.  I... I'll see you later?

(He exits. Tom and Sam start to walk through the corridor again.)

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper, you alright?

SAM COX: I'm losing everything, Tom.  Everyone.

TOM SKOLUND: Maybe you can still change his mind.

SAM COX: Naw.  Did you hear his voice just now?  He knows what he wants.  Maybe for the first time in his life, he's sure of himself.  I'm... honestly, I'm proud of him. But I'm not going to let that woman destroy this-- Excuse me, young man.  Where do you think you're going?

YOUNG BOY: Um... Skipper?

SAM COX: “Captain” will do fine, young man. The transporter room is off-limits.  What are you doing?

YOUNG BOY: I, um... I...

TOM SKOLUND: Out with it, Jonathan! This is Jonathan.  Mister Chen's kid.

SAM COX: Wow.  He's growing up fast. You heard Tom, Jonny!  Out with it!

YOUNG BOY: I... I want to go to Paradise, Ma’am.  I heard we've gotta fight the Zeero tomorrow.  I don't wanna.  I want to go to Paradise, where it's safe.

SAM COX: Oh, Jon.  You're on board the S.S. Anbar.  That's the safest place in the universe you can be. Now get back to the nursery.  I'm going to talk to your father about this, and I don't want to catch you down here again.

YOUNG BOY: I'm sorry!

SAM COX: Alright.  Now git.

(He starts walking quickly.)

SAM COX: My God, Tom.  I've got children trying to abandon ship.  What are we coming to?

TOM SKOLUND: Maybe this is...

SAM COX: What is it, Tom?

TOM SKOLUND: It's heresy.  I’m thinking heresy.

SAM COX: I don't care.  Talk.

TOM SKOLUND: Well... Maybe little Jonny has a point. Maybe Jack's right. Maybe the Graceful End isn’t... isn’t the same for all of us.

SAM COX: You’re right.

TOM SKOLUND: Which part?

SCENE S3EA – 18

LOCATION:  ANBAR – OLD BRIDGE (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: 2326.  The twenty-second year of the Anbar's Exile.

CHRIS COX: Ha ha!  Alright, I'd drink to that!

TOM SKOLUND: Really?

CHRIS COX: Well, I mean... probably not really.  Not a few minutes before a battle.

TOM SKOLUND: Oh, that's too bad.  Because it so happens...

(He pulls a bottle of whiskey out from under his console.)

CHRIS COX: Is that...?

TOM SKOLUND: Single-malt whiskey.

CHRIS COX: How in God's name...?

TOM SKOLUND: Bought it at a human place on Vulcan, day before we left Port Eridani.

CHRIS COX: Tom, that was twenty-two years ago.

TOM SKOLUND: I've been aging it.

CHRIS COX: Whiskey doesn't age once its been bottled.

TOM SKOLUND: Yeah, I just found out the other day.  Wish I'd known twenty years ago. Seriously, Skipper.  This sun we’re waiting for?  Odds are good one of us is dead by the time it sets.  Fine occasion for a drink.

CHRIS COX: Tom, I need you to fly this ship into combat in a few minutes.

(Tom unstoppers the bottle and pouring a shot.)

TOM SKOLUND: Says the skipper who just stayed up all night instead of getting the sleep he needs. I always fly better with a little lubricant in my system. Here, Cap.  One shot.  I think you need it more than I do.

(Pause. Chris takes the glass.)

CHRIS COX: Well, okay.  You're probably right.  My nerves are shot.

(Tom pours one for himself.)

TOM SKOLUND: Right you are. How about a toast?

CHRIS COX: I'd like that. (pause) To a Graceful End for all of us... ...whatever the hell that means.

TOM SKOLUND: Well said. Cheers!

(They clink glasses, down the shot, and set their glasses on the deck.)

CHRIS COX: The sun is rising.

TOM SKOLUND: It's beautful.

CHRIS COX: It's time.

TOM SKOLUND: So be it.

(Pause.)

(Cox presses the intercom.)

CHRIS COX: All hands, report to battle stations.  We're going in.

SCENE S3EA – 19

LOCATION:  PARADISE – MAIN SQUARE

NARRATOR: 2363.  The fifty-ninth year of the Anbar's exile.

BECCA SANDERS: So, what's the story?  Am I packing or unpacking?  Are we going or staying?  Am I sleeping under the stars or under a – You know what? Never mind.  I'm calling Cox. (She flips out her communicator.) Captain, this is your Colonial puppet government.  Could you please give me an order that makes some kind of consistent so my people stop looking at me funny?

(A quiet roar begins to build in the background.)

SAM COX: Hi, Sanders!  Here's one: look up.

BECCA SANDERS: Say again, Anbar?

SAM COX: Look.  Up.

BECCA SANDERS: Wha--? Oh.

(The roar has gotten pretty loud.)

SCENE S3EA – 20

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

MR CHEN: Tom, you're older than dirt: how long's it been since the Anbar landed?

TOM SKOLUND: Oh, it'd have to be... twenty-three eighteen, the crash-landing on the Elimist's planet? I'm awful curious about whether or not the equipment still works.

SAM COX: Thor promised it was all still going.

MR CHEN: Most of engineering wasn't even born the last time we landed.  I wasn't.

TOM SKOLUND: Whippersnappers.

SAM COX: Good point, Mister Chen.  Tom, is there some kind of alert or something I should be sounding right now?

TOM SKOLUND: Union rules require a blue alert during landings.

SAM COX: Well, I am nothing if not loyal to the Teamsters.  Blue alert, everyone!

(An unusual alert klaxon goes off.)

SAM COX: Huh.  Didn't know we had that one.

MR CHEN: Entering the troposphere!

SAM COX: Take us down the rest of the way.

SCENE S3EA – 21

LOCATION:  PARADISE – THE BIG OPEN SPACE

(A crowd approaches from the village as the Anbar roars down from the sky and sets down on the ground with a great ruckus.)

BECCA SANDERS

Alright, everyone, stay back!  I don't want anyone touching the outside of that ship while it's still hot!

(The Anbar's cargo ramp lowers to the ground.  The crew streams out.)

BECCA SANDERS: Captain.  Glad to have you drop in.  What's this all about?

SAM COX: Get your people to the Rostrum in the center of town.  I'll meet you there. Come on, people!  Hurry it up!

(Becca bumps into Tom.)

TOM SKOLUND: You know, I don't think they want to hurry it up.

BECCA SANDERS: Tom!  Have you seen--

JACK JUNIOR: Becca!

BECCA SANDERS: There he is.  Thanks, Tom.

TOM SKOLUND: Anytime.

BECCA SANDERS: What's going on, Jack?

JACK JUNIOR: The conclusion. It's ending before our eyes, Becca.  The rest of our lives – an epilogue.

BECCA SANDERS: Jack, you're not making sense.

JACK JUNIOR: I'm not?  Let me say it again. You need a new cabin, Becca.  The one you've got isn't big enough for our kids.

BECCA SANDERS: You mean--

JACK JUNIOR: Yeah.  I brought the ring this time. (He pulls it out of his pocket.) Here. Let's get married.

BECCA SANDERS: Now?

JACK JUNIOR: Soon.  After today. You'd better catch up with my Mom.  She's got something in store.

SCENE S3EA – 22

LOCATION:  PARADISE – MAIN SQUARE

(Cox stands on a small speaker’s platform with a microphone.)

SAM COX: Is this on?

ENGINEER THOR: (from the audience) It’s on, Skipper!

(Becca catches up and steps onto the platform next to Cox.)

BECCA SANDERS: I see you’re planning to address the whole crew – colonists and Anbar people.  Why?  I have a right to know what’s going on, Captain.

SAM COX: You’re about to find out, Sanders. Also, I thought you were calling me “mom” these days.

BECCA SANDERS: (sigh)

SAM COX: Alright, folks.  I’ve been skipper thirty-seven years and I’ve never given a speech longer’n two minutes.  Some you might want to make a day like this into a big elaborate event, but I’ve never stood on ceremony. My daughter died last week.  She was trying to break through an impenetrable Zeero Barricade because it was the right thing to do. It’s still the right thing to do.  The difference is, she was in an unarmed shuttle, and we’ll be taking one of the most veteran ships in the Big Empty.  Plus... I’m feeling lucky.  We’re going home, people, and I want you all to come with me.  Earth or bust. Thing is, there’s more’n a few of you who don’t want Earth anymore.  You’ve gone and started families, and you want them to be safe.  Or you’ve managed to put down roots on this godforsaken marshrock and just plain don’t want to live on the Anbar again. The Anbar’s not a military ship.  Even if I wanted to drag you all back onboard, kicking and screaming, I couldn’t.  Facts are facts: we’ve been a crew for sixty years, and, somehow, we’re just not anymore. That’s why we’re leaving Paradise Colony here.

(The audience reacts with surprise.)

SAM COX: When the Anbar pulls out of here, anyone who wants to stay behind can.  The colony will remain under the command of Colony Chief Becca Sanders. In a short while, I will cease to be your Skipper, so let this be my final order: follow her as you would me.  She will fight for this colony just as hard as we have all fought for the Anbar.  She already has.

(Scattered, uncertain applause)

SAM COX: I wouldn’t clap.  This isn’t a happy day.  This is the day that something beautiful died, and all we can do is hope that something even better rises out of the swamplands here. If you decide to stay on Paradise, talk to my son.  He’s already elected to stay behind. If you’re staying with the Anbar, report to your duty station.  We leave tomorrow night with whoever we have on board. But today, we’re together one last time.  Half of you are related to me by blood, and the other half by marriage. We’re all family here.  Let’s say our goodbyes.

(She turns off the microphone.)

(The crowd starts to clap – slowly at first, but then builds to a couple hundred people, clapping and cheering.)

SAM COX: And I guess I'd better start with you.  Good-bye, Sanders.  Take care of these people. Take care of my son.

BECCA SANDERS: Absolutely.

SAM COX: And... Sanders. I should have told you this a long time ago. You would have been a pretty good Captain.

BECCA SANDERS: I know. (Pause) Good luck up there, Skipper.  Don't get killed.

(Pause.)

SAM COX: It's a beautiful sunset, isn't it?

BECCA SANDERS: Yes.  Yes, it is.

SCENE S3EA – 23

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

MR CHEN: It’s eight o’clock, Skipper.

SAM COX: Already?

MR CHEN: Finally.

SAM COX: Good answer, Mister Chen. Signal the colony.  Let them know it’s time.  We’re leaving.

MR CHEN: That all, Skipper?

SAM COX: We’ve said our good-byes. Same message to the Scions, but tell ‘em we’ll miss ‘em on the front line.

MR CHEN: Still trying to convince the headjobs to come along?

SAM COX: Naw.  Just trying to make ‘em feel guilty afterwards.

MR CHEN: The colony’s returning our signal. It’s your son.  He wishes us Godspeed.

SAM COX: (quietly, to self) Bye, Jack. (to Chen) Alright.  Lock us down and get ready.

MR CHEN: Right quick.

SAM COX: And, Mister Chen – any idea how many of us are left?

MR CHEN: Nope.  We haven’t had time to figure out who all’s stayin’ on Paradise.

SAM COX: Well, then, it’s time to take stock.

(She presses the intercom.)

SAM COX: Hi, everyone.  Roll call. Section chiefs, report with readiness and manpower.  Sickbay, you’re first.

BRADY WINTERS: Chief of Triage Brady Winters here, Skip.  I’ve still got a little more’n half my staff here, so I guess we’re ready.

SAM COX: Glad to hear it.  Engineering, you’re up.

ENGINEER THOR: Thor here.  Engineering ready with thirty percent manpower.

SAM COX: Okay.  Guns?

MR CHEN: Ready, Skip.  Three-quarters of my guys stayed on.

SAM COX: Well done! In fact, Mister Chen, I’m surprised to see you here.  Don’t you have a family?

MR CHEN: A wife and a boy, Skipper. And I am going to build them a house.  On Earth.

SAM COX: Yes you are. Navigation? Where the hell is Navigation?

The TOS-doors slide open, revealing Tom Skolund, carrying a bottle and some glasses.

TOM SKOLUND

Sorry, Skipper.  Couldn’t find a third shot glass for Mister Chen there.

SAM COX: You brought it?

(He shakes the nearly empty whiskey bottle he’s carrying.)

TOM SKOLUND: There’s just enough left in here for three small shots.

SAM COX: That whiskey’s seen us through a lot of times out here.  Good and bad.

TOM SKOLUND: And, one way or another, our time in the Big Empty ends tonight. It seemed appropriate. (He goes to his station.) Navigation reporting in, Skipper.  One hundred percent manpower.

SAM COX: Very good.  Take your station, navigator. Alright, everyone, we’re ready.  Remember: our goal is to make it through the Passage, get inside the Milky Way, and start broadcasting a warning signal right away.  We don’t have the guns to beat a bugger fleet, even if it’s as small as we hope it is – and it better be small.  So we just go as fast as we can and hold them back with phasers and missiles long enough for us to break the Barricade.  Then we’re home-free.  Clear?  Clear. Odds are, not all of you are going to make it through with us.  In fact, the smart money says we’re all getting killed out there.  Now, I’ve got a feeling in my gut that says this ship is gonna see us through... but, in the end, it doesn’t matter whether we succeed or not.  It matters that we tried.  I owe it to my daughter.  You owe it to your families.  We owe it to everyone who’s sacrificed the last sixty years to get us here.  And, like it or not, somehow we owe that poor defenseless galaxy out there, too. But if you didn’t already know your debts, you wouldn’t be here, would you?  You’d be in a cosy cabin on Paradise, keeping the boghogs out and trying to forget everything you’ve ever heard about Earth.  So why’m I lecturing you? Because I’m the Skipper, dammit, and lecturing is what we do.  Now let’s go make our parents proud. Tom, set course for the Barricade.  All ahead full.

(The ship lunges with speed.)

TOM SKOLUND: Answering all ahead full, Skipper.

SAM COX: Good.  And break out those glasses.  We’ve got a couple minutes.

TOM SKOLUND: Good idea.

(He unstoppers the bottle and starts pouring three small shots.)

MR CHEN: Tom, it’s been a while since you flew the Anbar.  You sure you should be drinking right now?

TOM SKOLUND: I fly best with a little lubricant, Chen.  Here, take a glass.

(He hands it off, and another to the Skipper.)

SAM COX: I wonder if alcohol will be less rare in the Milky Way.

MISTER CHEN: There’s a hundred billion star systems in there.  Everything’s less rare.

TOM SKOLUND: Before you drink, I remind you that there’s traditionally a toast.

SAM COX: Got something in mind?

TOM SKOLUND: To home.  May the colonists make a home on Paradise... and may we find ours on Earth.

MISTER CHEN: Cheers.

SAM COX: May I?

TOM SKOLUND: Absolutely.

SAM COX: To my daughter, Tawny.  That what we’re doing today gives her death some meaning. (deep, ragged breath)

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper?

SAM COX: No, I’m alright, Tom.

MISTER CHEN: To Tawny Cox, a beautiful woman.  A hero.

SAM COX: (contemptuously) A hero?  My daughter was an idiot. (softening into love and affection:)

Just like her father. I miss them.

TOM SKOLUND: To Tawny.

MISTER CHEN: And, if I may?

SAM COX: Please, Mister Chen.

MISTER CHEN: To our victory.  We meet our fates in the service of our kinsmen and our God.  Whatever happens, may it remain a Graceful End.

SAM COX: Well said, Mister Chen.

TOM SKOLUND: We’re approaching the Nebula.

SAM COX: Right.  Glasses down, eyes forward.  Time for the big dance. Mr. Chen, bring missiles online, secure the nursery, (breath) and sound battlestations.  Tom... take us through the Barricade.  Let’s see what the buggers have in store for us. Brady, you ready to do your thing down there?

BRADY WINTERS: You mean coin collecting?

SAM COX: I mean triage.

BRADY WINTERS: I hate triage. Yeah, we’re ready, Cap.

SAM COX: Good.  Mister Chen?

(Chen is staring into a science scope.)

MISTER CHEN: Getting some early readings now, Skipper.  I’m picking up the Triangle Wave.  I guess the buggers have already opened the Passage.

TOM SKOLUND: Their fleet must be going through now.

SAM COX: Then they’re already fortified.  That’s bad.  Can we get a good reading on their numbers yet, Mister Chen?

MISTER CHEN: Not yet. But... I’m picking up a familiar pattern at the center of the formation. I think it’s King Mab.

SAM COX: King Mab?  Where?

MISTER CHEN: The parasites need one ship to fire a trajector beam to hold the Passage open.  It looks like they’re using Mab’s flagship.

SAM COX: So Mab’s their point man on this. This just gets better and better.

TOM SKOLUND: We’re entering the nebula, Skip.

MISTER CHEN: Picking up readings now.  Fifty bugger ships. No, a hundred.  No, a thou— a— a… Oh my God.

SAM COX: What’s the bad news, Chen? (Pause) Chen!

MISTER CHEN: There are two million bugger battleships in here, Skipper.  The Scions undercounted.

SAM COX: Good God.

MISTER CHEN: Skipper, do we retreat?

TOM SKOLUND: Couldn’t if we wanted to.  They’ve already locked onto us.

SAM COX: Time to enemy intercept, Tom?

TOM SKOLUND: Pretty much... now.

(Weapons barrage strikes the Anbar!)

SAM COX: Hold course for the Passage.  Return fire, all batteries!  Full speed ahead!

(Another barrage strikes!)

SCENE S3EA – 24

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: Twenty-three-twenty-six.

(A door opens.)

BRADY WINTERS: Who’s in—Sam? Sam!  You’re alive!  I heard the Fire Control team –

SAM COX: It’s true, Brady.  Whatever you heard... Most of us didn’t make it out in time.

BRADY WINTERS: Tom’s on D Deck trying to find out who’s still alive.  A, B, and C are... gone. What... what are you doing down here?

SAM COX: Watching the sun set.

BRADY WINTERS: ‘scuse me?

SAM COX: When that sun came up... my dad was still alive.  And now...

BRADY WINTERS: Are they gonna make you...?

SAM COX: Captain? They already did.

BRADY WINTERS: Oh my God.  And this…?

SAM COX: This is going to be the new bridge, once we’ve rebuilt.  We’ll tear out the bar, rewire the electronics… those dabo tables are gonna be our navcom.

BRADY WINTERS: Kind of a makeshift bridge.

SAM COX: That’s okay.  I’m kind of a makeshift captain.  Perfect fit.

(Pause.)

BRADY WINTERS: Look, um.  Sam.  I mean... Captain.

SAM COX: “Skipper”’ll be fine, Brady.

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper, I was up on the bridge a few minutes ago.

SAM COX: Did you find my father?

BRADY WINTERS: No, he’s... they all... It was explosive decompression. But we found the Anbar’s dedication plaque.  It was right there on the cushion of his chair, like it intended to be there. We tethered it so it won’t float away.  Figured it was all that was left of your dad.

SAM COX; You were right.  Thank you. He never stopped believing in the words on that plaque.  Yesterday, he died for them.

BRADY WINTERS: I don’t know, Sam.  Lotta people died in my arms today.  Think it was worth it?

SAM COX: Everybody dies, Brady.  Might as well die for something.

BRADY WINTERS: For a few words on a slab of bronze?

SAM COX: I’ve heard worse.

SCENE S3EA – 25

LOCATION:  ANBAR – CORRIDOR

NARRATOR: Twenty-three sixty-three.

(Brady Winters scrabbles amidst the wreckage, helping those she can, and leaving the rest to die.)

BRADY WINTERS: (to medic) No!  (to engineer) I’m sorry, Thor.

MEDIC #1: But we can help him!

ENGINEER THOR: Please... please...

BRADY WINTERS: No we can’t, dammit!  Thor, you’re going to die.  I’m sorry I can’t help you!

ENGINEER THOR: Then, please, just... stay with me.

BRADY WINTERS: We can’t spare the medics, Thor. I’ll tell your sister you love her.

ENGINEER THOR: Please... please stay.

BRADY WINTERS: Move out, medic.

ENGINEER THOR: No!

MEDIC #1: Brady –

BRADY WINTERS: I said go!

(There is an explosion down the hall. They run.)

BRADY WINTERS: I hate this job!

MEDIC #1: Oh my God.

BRADY WINTERS: What now?

MEDIC #1: Over here, Brady.

BRADY WINTERS: Jonathan...

YOUNG CHILD: Doctor!

BRADY WINTERS: I’m not a doctor.

(She kneels down next to him.)

BRADY WINTERS: But I am gonna try to help you, Jonny.

MEDIC #1: Brady, he’s –

BRADY WINTERS: I know he is. You go on; I’ll stay with him.

MEDIC #1: But –

BRADY WINTERS: I know!  I’m a hypocrite!  But this isn’t Thor.  This is a child!  I can’t just...  Can’t...

MEDIC #1: I understand.

BRADY WINTERS: Then go!

(The medic goes on, trying to pick his way through the wreckage.)

BRADY WINTERS: Jonny... hold my hand.

YOUNG CHILD: Doctor?  It hurts a lot.  Hurts all over.  I can’t... can’t breathe. How you gonna fix me?

BRADY WINTERS: I’m gonna hold your hand, Jonny.  I’m gonna hold your hand, and you’re gonna close your eyes and go to sleep.  And when you wake up you’re gonna be all better.

YOUNG CHILD: Will I be awake by the time we get to Earth?

BRADY WINTERS: Yes.  Definitely.

YOUNG CHILD: Good.  My Dad— (he gasps for breath)  My Dad’s gonna build us a house there.

BRADY WINTERS: Then go to sleep, Jonny.  Dream about your house.  You’ll be there soon enough.

YOUNG CHILD: Am I gonna need stitches?

BRADY WINTERS: (tearing up) Nope.  No stitches.

YOUNG CHILD: Promise?

BRADY WINTERS: Would I lie?

YOUNG CHILD: Good.

(With a deep, shuddering breath, he dies)

BRADY WINTERS: Jonny? (pause) Jonny? (long pause) It’s over.

(She flips out a communicator.)

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper, it’s bad down here.

SAM COX: Brady, it’s bad all over.  Have we lost any key personnel?

BRADY WINTERS: ...No.  No... key personnel.  Just... Skipper, how much longer?

LOCATION:  ANBAR – THE HOLD

SAM COX: The only way out is through, Brady.  We’ll be at the Passage in five minutes!

BRADY WINTERS: Not good enough!

SAM COX: Best I can do! Brady?  Brady, are you there? She hung up.

MR CHEN: I was going to ask if she’d seen my son.

SAM COX: The nursery’s the most heavily shielded part of this ship, Mr. Chen.  I’m sure Jonny’s fine.

TOM SKOLUND: You might have mentioned to Brady that it’s five minutes to the Passage... but only one minute ‘till we explode.

SAM COX: I didn’t think that particular detail was germane.

TOM SKOLUND: “Germane”?  Awful fancy word, Skipper.

SAM COX: It’s from the Latin for focus on your flying, Tom.

MISTER CHEN: Skipper!  We’re being... hailed!

SAM COX: What?

MISTER CHEN: The flagship wants to talk to us!  It’s King Mab!

SAM COX: Great. Answer them.

(The viewscreen activates, though only with the audio.)

SAM COX: Mab!  Is that you?

JACK SENIOR / KING MAB: Hello, Samantha. Audio only?  I thought we could use our screens for this conversation.

SAM COX: Our viewer exploded in your last barrage.

JACK SENIOR / KING MAB: Oh, that reminds me. (to someone else) Have the other ships stop firing on the Anbar, would you?  (Pause) Thank you so much.

(The constant weapons-bombardment finally stops.)

JACK / MAB: That’s better.  I was hoping I’d get to talk to you again, Samantha.

SAM COX: So was I.  But I was hoping it’d be in person.

JACK / MAB: Ah, a more intimate setting.

SAM COX: ... so I could rip your spine out through your Adam’s apple.

JACK / MAB: My, my, Samantha.  A bit macabre, aren’t we?

SAM COX: You killed my husband.

JACK / MAB: Funny.  I like to think I saved him.

SAM COX: Is this a social call, Mab?

JACK / MAB: No, this is business. Samantha, this is really silly.  Most of our ships have already gone through the Passage, and thousands more slip away every second.  Even if you destroyed my starship and stopped us sending any more battleships through, all you’d do at this point is destablize the Passage – and who knows what that could lead to?  And even if you could get through the Barricade now, my forces would just kill you on the other side.

SAM COX: You want to give me another option?  Recall your forces, promise to stay out the Milky Way?

JACK / MAB: (laughs) My word, Samantha.  You always did wear the pants. No, I’m afraid our surrender is off the table. However, I’m prepared to offer terms to you.

SAM COX: I think we both know my answer.

JACK / MAB: Hear me out. Surrender the Anbar, Samantha.  It’s true: we don’t need you.  We certainly don’t need your crew.  Your “ship” is a joke.  But... the Zeero have developed a certain fondness for you and your crew, Samantha.  This would be a senseless death for you all, and we will not tolerate it if we are able.

SAM COX: I assume infestation is part of the package deal, here.

JACK / MAB: We prefer to call it “cohabitation,” Samantha.  And it has its advantages.  It’s much better than dying.

SAM COX: I beg to differ.

JACK / MAB: Talk it over with your crew, at least.  Perhaps some will choose to turn themselves over to us.  I know you won’t stand in their way if they do.

SAM COX: An old weakness of mine. (Pause) Fine.  Give me two minutes to talk to my crew.

JACK / MAB: I’m not stupid, Samantha.  Thirty seconds.

SAM COX: Sixty.  (Pause)  Please.

(Pause.)

JACK / MAB: Well... our races do share a love of drama, and you have put on a fine show for us these last fifty-nine years. For that, I grant you exactly fifty-nine seconds.  We’ll hold for you.

(The viewscreen deactivates.)

TOM SKOLUND: We’re not seriously considering surrender.  Are we, Skipper?

SAM COX: Of course not.  But sixty seconds of deliberation is sixty seconds closer to the Passage.  And sixty seconds to lick our wounds.

TOM SKOLUND: Fifty-nine seconds. Well, now, more like forty.

SAM COX: Quiet, Tom.

Mister Chen, what’s left of my ship?

MISTER CHEN: Not much, Skipper.

SAM COX: Details!

MISTER CHEN: Let me put it this way: if you landed us right now on Tirion and sold us for scrap, the whole ship’d be worth about two sacks of fruit.

SAM COX: Fruit’s expensive on Tirion.

MISTER CHEN: Not that expensive.

SAM COX: On second thought, I don’t want details. Tom, time to the Passage?

(Tom presses some buttons.)

TOM SKOLUND: Just one more minute, Skipper.

SAM COX: Can we make it?

TOM SKOLUND: Never say never.

SAM COX: I’m inspired. Is our time up yet?

TOM SKOLUND: In three, two, one...

(The Anbar is hit again by heavy weapons fire.)

SAM COX: So much for diplomacy.

(Suddenly, the ship swings off course.)

SAM COX: Tom, what are you doing?  Hold your course!

TOM SKOLUND: Can’t, Skipper!  Mab just fired a bugbomb!

SAM COX: A bugbomb... Chen, do we still have facing shields?

MISTER CHEN: Cap, we don’t have any shields.

SAM COX: Tom, evasive!

TOM SKOLUND: I’m evading!  I’m evading!

MISTER CHEN: Impact in fifteen...

TOM SKOLUND: These engines... No!  Don’t give up on me now! No!

(The engines fail, and the Anbar rapidly decelerates to a stop.)

SAM COX: Tom, a bugbomb –

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper, we have no engines.  No shields.

SAM COX: Jack would find a way –

TOM SKOLUND: Maybe he would!  But I’m not Jack!

MISTER CHEN: Impact!

(The enormous cylinder drills into the hull around E Deck.  All are thrown from their stations.  A fire roars to life right here in the Hold. A new klaxon starts going off.)

SAM COX: (pressing the intercom) Fire control team to E Deck!

(No reply.)

SAM COX: Anyone who can hear me: get to E Deck!  We’ve got a bugbomb!

(No Response.)

SAM COX: Anyone!

(The Anbar is no longer being fired upon.)

TOM SKOLUND: They can’t hear you, Skipper.  Comms are out everywhere below this deck.

MISTER CHEN: I’m showing every system in the red.  We’re down to one sack of fruit, Skipper.

SAM COX: Then we’ll get out and throw rocks.  Tom, engines are gone.  Is our momentum enough to carry us through the – ?

(Suddenly, a massive shockwave rolls over the Anbar. The ship groans and creaks as the shockwave passes.)

TOM SKOLUND: What in tarnation was that?

SAM COX: And, more importantly, why didn’t it kill us?

MISTER CHEN: Third question: why aren’t they shooting at us anymore?

SAM COX: They’re... wait, what?

MISTER CHEN: Feel the deckplating.  There’s no weapons vibration.

TOM SKOLUND: He’s right.  We’re stable.  The buggers have stopped firing.

SAM COX: That... does not make any sense. Chen, how bad are the sensors?

MISTER CHEN: Beyond repair. I’ll see if I can get something on simple visual, though.

(The door slides open.)

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper!

SAM COX: Brady!  What are you doing here?

BRADY WINTERS: When we lost contact with this deck, we thought... I thought you were all dead.  I came up because I didn’t want any of my people to see that.

SAM COX: How is it below?

BRADY WINTERS: If we live, you can see for yourself.  If we die, I’d rather not trouble your conscience with it in your last moments. None of you are hurt?

SAM COX: Not yet.

BRADY WINTERS: Then –

MISTER CHEN: Skipper!  I got the forward camera working.

SAM COX: On screen.

(The viewscreen activates.)

(A massive energy weapon slice through two Zeero battleships like stale butter.)

SAM COX: Is that – ?

TOM SKOLUND: Yup.

BRADY WINTERS: The Scions of the Stars.

MISTER CHEN: They came dancing after all.

SAM COX: Must have been that message we sent ‘em.

MISTER CHEN: No doubt.

BRADY WINTERS: The Scions are tearing through the buggers.  It’s like the Zeero ships are made of paper.  Cheap paper.  With gasoline poured on it.

TOM SKOLUND: It makes great fireworks.  Of course, we’ve gotta remember that most of the parasites already made it through the Passage.  The Scions are just cleaning up the leftovers.

MISTER CHEN: All the same, I’m not complaining.

TOM SKOLUND: Neither am I, Mister Chen.  Neither am I.

BRADY: Then that shockwave we felt...?

SAM COX: I think it must have been King Mab’s ship.

MISTER CHEN: The king is dead?

TOM SKOLUND: Long dead the king.

SAM COX: Then… we’re saved. Do we have hailing frequencies?

MISTER CHEN: Maybe?  I honestly have no idea, Skipper.

SAM COX: Give it a try.  Hail the lead Scion.  I’ll bet it’s Triassa One.

MISTER CHEN: Trying...

ZAREM / TRIASSA: Skipper Sam Cox.  It is agreeable, if surprising, that you are not dead.

SAM COX: Very agreeable.  All part of the plan, though.

ZAREM / TRIASSA: There was a plan?

SAM COX: Step one: get ridiculously outmatched and outgunned. Step two: wait for the Scions to rescue us. I just improvised that one ten seconds ago. Seriously, Triassa, why are you here?  You seemed pretty sure of your probability and your equations.  What changed?

ZAREM / TRIASSA: Of the underlying facts?  There were no changes. However, when your message was received, and it became clear that you would lead the Anbar into this impossible battle -- suddenly Scion perception of the facts was changed. Suddenly, the Scion sense of justice was found inflamed, and the importance of our own safety was no longer clearly seen.  And so our premises remain, but our conclusions have changed. Isn’t that peculiar, Skipper Cox?

SAM COX: Actually, Triassa, it sounds pretty familiar to me. Welcome to the fight.  You and... how many ships did you bring?

ZAREM / TRIASSA: Of the original one hundred?  Ten were persuaded by Triassa's illogic.

SAM COX: It looks like ten was enough, at least to buy us some time and control of this end of the Passage.  Now we can take a breather, plan our next move.  Take the fight to the Zeero on our terms, before they can start conquering whole planets.

ZAREM / TRIASSA: It is deduced that the Anbar’s sensors must be disabled.

SAM COX: It is deduced accurately.  Why?  Am I missing something?

ZAREM / TRIASSA: Unfortunately, Skipper Cox, the Passage has been destablized – I fear by the destruction of King Mab’s ship.  In consequence, all within the nebula is being pulled inexorably toward the Passage’s maw.

SAM COX: You mean, we’re going through the Barrier right now, whether we like it or not.

ZAREM / TRIASSA: It is as described.

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper, I can confirm that.  I can’t tell you what’s going on inside the Passage, but we’re definitely still moving towards it.  And it’s not just momentum – we’re picking up speed.

BRADY WINTERS: So we’re going through the Barrier.  Mission accomplished.

TOM SKOLUND: We’re gonna get through the Barrier, alright, Brady.  But with no shields and no hull sealents to speak of, we’re gonna get through the Barrier with such a plasma shock that, if our brains melting doesn’t kill us, the warp core breach definitely will.

(The ship starts to shake slightly.)

SAM COX: What are our odds?

TOM SKOLUND: Remember how I said “never say never” earlier?

SAM COX: Yeah?

TOM SKOLUND: I take it back.

SAM COX: What about the Scions?

MISTER CHEN: Triassa is trying to morph long enough to shield us from the chock, but he’s way too far away.  He’ll never make it.

SAM COX: I need some options.

(The shaking worsens.)

MISTER CHEN: Too late!  We just crossed the event horizon.  All the warp engines in the world couldn’t free us from the Passage now.

BRADY WINTERS: Then is that it?  We die?  For nothing?  All these sacrifices, all these years we’ve spent... all just wiped out?

TOM SKOLUND: No, Brady.  Not for nothing.  Look at those Scions, right behind us, trapped just the same.  We’re not gonna survive the crossing, but they will. We brought them here.  We’re the reason they came into this fight.  And now the Milky Way galaxy is going to get ten Scion defenders against the Zeero.  It’s not much, but... maybe it’ll be enough.

MR CHEN: But what if it isn’t?  If our galaxy falls?  If Earth dies, and everything comes to ruin and darkness?

SAM COX: Then we have the Graceful End, Mr. Chen, because we died trying. But that’s only true if we die. I’m not givin up hope.  Tom, prepare to ride us through.

TOM SKOLUND: Skipper –

SAM COX: Tom, you once told me to trust that God would get us through the Barrier. Now trust me.

TOM SKOLUND: (not angrily) You’re not God.

SAM COX: No, but I’ve got a much better track record.

(The ship is shuddering very badly now.)

TOM SKOLUND: Entering the Passage now.  We are officially crossing the Galactic Barrier.

SAM COX: Tom, you said we don’t explode until after we get through the Barrier, right?

TOM SKOLUND: Yeah?

SAM COX: So, whatever happens, I get to see a sky full of stars before I die. I can’t wait.

TOM SKOLUND: (laughes) Sam, you never cease to amaze me.

(She presses the intercom.)

SAM COX: All hands, this is Skipper Sam Cox. Brace for impact!

SCENE S3EA – 26

LOCATION:  PARADISE – LAKESIDE - NIGHT

(Becca rolls over on the bed.)

BECCA SANDERS: Jack.

JACK JUNIOR: Yeah, Becca?

BECCA SANDERS: What are you thinking about?

JACK JUNIOR: I was thinking about our house.  I think I’m gonna put it over there, on that little rise.  We’ll give the nursery an easterly view, so the kids’ll wake up every day with the sun right in their eyes. (Pause) Why, honey?  What about you?

BECCA: I was wondering... Do you think they made it?

JACK JUNIOR: We’ll never know. (Pause) No, no.  That’s not true. (Pause) Becca, I don’t know where they are, and I never will... but I know, somehow... We all made it home.

END CREDITS

NARRATOR: On behalf of the entire cast and crew of Star Trek: Anbar, we’d like to thank you for your long years of enjoying and supporting the show. From the day we crashed into the Big Empty until tonight, this series couldn’t have succeeded without the legions of devoted fans who kept us fired up to tell the stories of the Captains Cox and their courageous crews. When we started, we never dreamed what Anbar would become and now that it’s over, we can’t imagine life without it. We hope you enjoyed our final episode, and we wish you all “A Graceful End.”

SCENE S3EA – C (VALANDRIA EPLIOGUE)

LOCATION:  VALANDRIAN CATACOMBS – LOWEST LEVEL

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, in the catacombs of Valandria...

YUBARI / MYRIAD: It is time. Eight thousand years we have waited, and now... It is time. We stand. We search. We search across a hundred billion stars, until... We find. I find.... Now we have but to reach across space.  We shall reach across space, and the War will finally be won. I reach. I find. I find the Starship Anbar. I breathe life into her.  I rescue her.  I pull her across space.  I push her across time. History bends around us. Nineteen years.  Nineteen years will be optimal. We save the Anbar; We destroy the Federation. We are Myriad.  We are Legion.  We are victorious.

SCENE S3EA – D (SIRESH EPILOGUE)

LOCATION:  DENEVA – MODERATELY BUSY STREET – OUTSIDE SOMEONE’S FRONT DOOR

NARRATOR: Twenty-three eighty-two: Nineteen years later. Three months before the Valandrian Civil War.

(Someone rings the doorbell.  It’s a real doorbell.)

SHARVAH SIRESH: Coming!

(The door opens.)

SIRESH: Isaac!  I certainly didn’t expect to find you on my doorstep!

ISAAC BRAHMS: Captain Siresh.  These are my associates, Second Lieutenants Leo Amara and Ryan Willis.

LEO AMARA: Captain!

THE MAJOR: Sir!

BRAHMS: May we come inside?

SIRESH: Yes, of course!  In fact, I was just sitting down to dinner, and I accidentally made more samosa than I can eat.  Help yourself!

(They enter the house and close the door.)

BRAHMS: Captain, a few days ago the Starbase Nine-One-One picked up an emergency distress call.  We’ve identified the beacon as belonging to a missing cargo vessel called the S.S. Anbar, registry—

SIRESH: One thing you can’t do, Isaac, is get me to go on another mission.  I’m retired!  And I intend to keep it that way.

BRAHMS: Captain, in exchange for your cooperation on this mission, I’m prepared to offer you full command of the Starship Excelsior.

(Pause)

SIRESH: Alright. You’ve got my attention.


3.4 Safties Off


///////LOCATION: SPACE – EXCELSIOR FLYBY

DOVAN: Captain's Log, Supplemental: It's been a week since the Battle of New Victoria, still another week until we reach the Anbar, and you can only do so many battle drills. Lieutenant Lorhrok's organized a little after-hours event to help the crew unwind.  Normally, I wouldn't attend, because the admirals frown on captains who get too “familiar” with their crews, and – (rather facetious) as you know, computer – I have a sterling reputation as a decorous gentleman and a first-rate bootlicker. No more, no less. But I've decided to attend Mister Lorhrok's event.  I believe the admiralty will agree that the captain should supervise all battle drills, and this event certainly qualifies.

LOCATION: SNOWY MOUNTAINSIDE

DOVAN: Marines!  I need you on that ridge now!  If we can't take the high ground we might as well surrender our flank to-- (the enemy!)

(Psuedo-Sharp (Sharp, under parasite control) starts coming up behind Dovan.)

PSEUDO-SHARP: Captain, get down!

(She tackles Dovan into the snow.)

DOVAN: Whoa!

(Two snowballs whistle overhead and shatter harmlessly on a couple of nearby trees.)

PSEUDO-SHARP: Two of my nurses have that high ground.  They saw you and fired all snowball batteries.

DOVAN: Point taken, Melissa.  That was close.

PSEUDO-SHARP: Call me “Doctor,” Cap.  And don't worry about it.  I'm not lettin' anybody kill you but me.

DOVAN: I thought you were wrapped up in Sickbay, Melissa.  Doing research on the Wasting, right?

PSEUDO-SHARP: I'm not gonna miss a snowball fight on the holodeck.  Otherwise I'll never find your weak points.

DOVAN: Find any?

PSEUDO-SHARP: Solar plexus.  You're out of breath as soon as you hit the ground.

DOVAN: (rolling over) No I'm not!

(Sharp punches Dovan.)

DOVAN: Oh! (groan)

PSUEDO-SHARP: Oh, you're right.  You weren't out of breath.

DOVAN: (rasping, without breath) Very funny!

PSUEDO-SHARP: I think I'll head for the front line before you recover.

DOVAN: (still rasping) Good idea. (gasps down air) (now in normal voice) I'll lay down covering fire.  Go!

(Sharp runs off, fading into the distance.  Meanwhile, Dovan makes a new snowball in the snow and hurls it.)

DOVAN: (Grunts) Dang.  Missed her.

(Holodeck doors open.)

(Feet trudging through the snow. More snowballs smack into trees and the ground nearby.)

YUBARI: Captain.

(Someone screams in the distance.)

DOVAN: Ha!  That's for your quarterly performance rating, Ensign!

YUBARI: Captain.

DOVAN: That's what the Dominion War taught us, Yubari: marksmanship.  Marksmanship... and awareness.  Our two great lessons were marksmanship, awareness, and a strong sense of honorable –

(Another iceball whistles in from considerable distance and slams Dovan in the solar plexus.)

DOVAN: Oooof! Solar plexus again?  What are the odds?

YUBARI: If you stand around bragging about your aim, captain?  Pretty high.

DOVAN: (still raspy) I don't see you hiding in a snow fort, Yubari. (takes a deep breath)

YUBARI: I turned up my holodeck safety protocols.  Any snowballs that get too close?  They bounce off.

DOVAN: Off you into me, I bet.

YUBARI: You were the one who begged Lorhrok to let you come to this... rumble.

DOVAN: Look, Yubari, are you here for a reason?

YUBARI: I have the video you wanted.

DOVAN: What?  How did you even know about that?  And where did you get an advance copy of Captain Proton and the Cybernauts?

YUBARI: I... was talking about the surveillance tapes.  The tapes we took of Doctor Sharp.

DOVAN: Oh.

YUBARI: You're a... Captain Proton fan?  (contempt!)

DOVAN: I didn't say that! What's on the tapes?

YUBARI: More instances of the strange behaviour we've discussed.

DOVAN: Strange behaviour can be explained in a lot of ways.  We've discussed that, too. What you need now is evidence.  Is there any?

YUBARI: I need more time.

(Several more snowballs whizz by.)

DOVAN: Look, Lieutenant, would you mind getting down behind this barricade?  You're drawing a lot of fire.

YUBARI: Is any of it hitting you?

DOVAN: Not yet, but it's only a matter of time.

YUBARI: I'll wait.

DOVAN: Hm.

(He suddenly throws three snowballs in rapid succession.)

DOVAN: Back off, Sylveste! Bratwurst!  A hit!

SYLVESTE: Ow!  I'm retreating, I'm retreating!

DOVAN: Do that! But you still have to call me “sir”! (pause) You've had two weeks, Yubari.  Did you see her neck?

YUBARI: … Yes.  I saw Doctor Sharp's neck.

DOVAN: And?

YUBARI: And... nothing. We have a clear shot of her neck from engineering last Thursday.  There's no bluegill. At least, no bluegill at that time.

DOVAN: Grasping at straws, Commander. You were wrong.  There's no shame in that.  Now give it up, get on your knees, and peg that marine in the face. (He throws several more snowballs.) Get back to Marine Country, Major!

YUBARI: I prefer to stand.

DOVAN: I see. (pause) Computer, shut down Yubari's safety protocols, authorization Dovan-quattuor-septem.

YUBARI: No!  No, I'm not a--!

(Almost instantly, three or four snowballs hit Yubari.)

YUBARI: Auggh! (She drops to her knees and starts building a very tough snowball.) Alright, Dovan, I'll play.

DOVAN: Good!

YUBARI: But not on your team.  Solar plexus shot!

(She hurls it at him.  It hits him in the solar plexus.)

DOVAN: (groan) Jehosephat.


3.5 The Wreck in the Hesperus


RECAP

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek: Excelsior...

LOCATION: EMPTINESS (“SUNSET” OPENING CREDITS)

COX: My name is Samantha Cox. …my father’s cargo ship, the S.S. Anbar fell through a wormhole and ended up in the void between galaxies…

NARRATOR: Nineteen years ago, one lonely ship just wanted to go home.

LOCATION:  ANBAR – RUINED BRIDGE (“SUNSET” SCENE 10)

SKOLUND: We have to try to get these people back to Earth, and, you know it as well as I do – we’re never gonna get a chance like this again.

NARRATOR: The crew of the Anbar had to defeat a powerful race of neural parasites.

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD (“SUNSET” SCENE 25)

COX: I assume infestation is part of the package deal, here.

JACK / MAB: We prefer to call it “cohabitation,” Samantha.

NARRATOR: The Anbar failed.

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD (“SUNSET” SCENE 23)

SAM COX: Hold course for the Passage!  Return fire, all batteries!  Full speed ahead!

(There is a huge explosion.)

NARRATOR: The Parasites entered our galaxy, and the Anbar vanished from history. (pause) And then, after almost twenty years… someone… or something… found her.

LOCATION:  VALANDRIAN CATACOMBS – LOWEST LEVEL (“SUNSET” SCENE C)

MYRIAD: I find the Starship Anbar. I breathe life into her.  I rescue her.  I pull her across space.  I push her across time. History bends around us. Nineteen years.  Nineteen years will be optimal.

NARRATOR: And suddenly...

LOCATION:  DENEVA – SHARVAH SIRESH’S HOUSE (“SUNSET” SCENE D)

BRAHMS: ...a few days ago Starbase Nine-One-One picked up an emergency distress call.  We’ve identified the beacon as belonging to a missing cargo vessel called the S.S. Anbar.

LOCATION: FARWAY PARK, UNION III. NIGHT (202-06)

SIRESH: 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.

PARKER: That many Intelligence agents, this much secrecy, orders from the President... all going towards a mission of good will?

NARRATOR: Some died over the Anbar.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (301-01)

SIRESH: (Gets shot, grunts, and collapses.)

CORTEZ: Computer, confirm: Captain Sharvah C. Siresh has been killed in the line of duty this stardate.

NARRATOR: Others murdered.

LOCATION: U.S.S. SIZEMORE – ADMIRAL PARKER’S DINING ROOM (201-08)

BRAHMS: There’s going to be an incident aboard the Sizemore.

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

BRAHMS: That’s not your concern.

(Sizemore explosion from 201-08)

NARRATOR: Something had gone horribly wrong, and the Anbar mission was buried in a blizzard of cover-ups.

LOCATION: MUZTAG COCKPIT (301-02)

PARKER: Commander, you will not discuss the Anbar on an open channel.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (104-06)

YUBARI: I… was on a special assignment for Captain Cortez.

DOVAN: Uh-huh.  Intelligence Division?

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR (102-03)

LEO AMARA: I have no idea what you’re talking about.  And that’s an order.

NARRATOR: For weeks, the crew of the Excelsior has fought to uncover the secret of the Anbar.  General Isaac Brahms has pursued them every step of the way.

LOCATION: CONTAINMENT ROOM (302-01)

BRAHMS: It is a very clear choice.  A choice between peace... and utter destruction. If Dovan reaches the Anbar, we're all dead.

NARRATOR: …and, unbenknownst to the crew, a neural parasite has taken control of one of their own.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR HOLODECK – SNOWY HILLSIDE (“SAFETIES OFF”)

DOVAN: Point taken, Melissa.  That was close.

PSEUDO-SHARP: Call me “Doctor,” Cap.  And don't worry about it.  I'm not lettin' anybody kill you but me.

NARRATOR: Tonight, the Excelsior will reach the Anbar. It is time to find out what happened. It is time to uncover the secrets.

LOCATION: CORTEZ’S ROOM, UNION III (203-08)

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

CORTEZ: I can’t remember.

NARRATOR: In the next four episodes, everything changes. Star Trek: Excelsior continues... right now.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT (302-08)

DOVAN: I say... hit it! (He beams away in transporter beam)

THEME MUSIC

NARRATOR: The Sword of Damocles, Part Three: The Wreck in the Hesperus.

SCENE 303 – 01

LOCATION: ANBAR – THE HOLD

NARRATOR: September Sixteenth, Twenty-Three-Eighty-Two.  Four months ago.

(The Anbar’s control center is a wreck.)

(Captain Sam Cox stirs.)

COX: (sucks in a huge, hoarse breath)

(She groans and stands up)

COX: The stars! There are so many! They're beautiful!  Oh, God, they’re beautiful!

Meanwhile, coughing from another side of the room:

BRADY WINTERS: (coughing) We're alive?

COX: We’re alive. (pause) ...at least, some of us are.  What about the—Wait. (pause) Oh no. Tom!

(She runs across the bridge to Tom Skolund, crouching at his side.)

COX: Tom?Tom Skolund!

TOM SKOLUND: (stirs violently – tries to breahe – coughs up blood instead)

COX: Doc, help me.

WINTERS: I'm not a doctor. Even if I were... it wouldn’t help Tom now.

COX: It's not that bad!

SKOLUND: (coming to himself, still sputtering) Actually... Skipper...  (cough)  Yeah, it's that bad.  (He groans)

COX: (grim teasing) Are you questioning me, Mister Skolund?

SKOLUND: Me?  Never. But all this shrapnel in my guts?  Bein' downright insubordinate, Skipper. Oh, boy.

(Brady is still quietly walking around the background, scanning the bodies for life signs.)

COX: Tom, you can't die.

SKOLUND: But we made it.  We’re halfway home, Skipper.  The Milky Way. Just look at all those stars...

COX: Tom.  You can't.  Die.

SKOLUND: With all due respect, Skipper... I beg to differ.

COX: Tom, I need you.  First Tawny, then Jack… now you?  I can’t fly this ship alone, Tom!  Who’s going to guide me home to Earth?

SKOLUND: Sam... why would you need a guide? ... when there are so many stars!

(He struggles to breathe, then suddenly, he is gone.)

COX: Tom? (agonized, choking moan) Tommmm.

(Pause)

WINTERS: I'm sorry, Sam.

COX: I've lost everything I ever lived for. I…

(Pause.)

WINTERS: Hey!  Skipper!  You've still got this ship! (Pause.) Skipper! (snaps fingers) Sam Cox!  I’m talkin’ to you!

(Pause.)

COX: Brady?

WINTERS: Your ship, Skipper.  The Anbar.  Still here.  Still needs you.

COX: (distant) Right. The Anbar.  My home.  Our...  (trails off again)

(Pause.)

WINTERS: Skipper?

(Pause.)

WINTERS: Great. Skipper, we made it.  The Milky Way.  Enough stars lookin’ in to make a gal feel naked.  We’re on the way home. Aren’t we? You said we had to try and you were right. Weren’t you? (pause) Skipper, snap out of it!  Tom wouldn’t want you like this!  Tawny neither!  Would they?

(Pause.)

COX: I’d give the galaxy to hear one of them say that.

WINTERS: Fine.  But if you ask me you're being a selfish git.

(She crosses the bridge and starts pressing buttons.)

WINTERS: Comms are out, but the auto-beacon might still have some juice.  I'm gonna try a distress call.

(Winters presses buttons as Cox stands silently.)

COX: Wait!  No!

WINTERS: What?

COX: We should be dead.

WINTERS: “Should” is a strong word, Sam.

COX: We just came through the Galactic Barrier without any shielding.  And on this end there was gonna be a Zeero Armada two million strong.  Both of those should have killed us.  Why didn’t they?

WINTERS: Don't look a gift horse in the mouth.

COX: Dumb proverb.  The guy who came up with it probably sold used cars. I don't know what's going on, but you can bet the Zeero are nearby.

WINTERS: What, you think they're hiding in that dark matter nebula, waiting to pounce on us?  We're adrift, Sam.  We can't threaten much fight.

COX: That's what I'm counting on.  Means we're not important.  That's good.  Important people get killed.  Right now we're just a damaged freighter, adrift in the middle of a busy galaxy.  But if the buggers pick up a distress call from the S.S. Anbar...

WINTERS: Then we'd be important.

COX: They’d be on us like Teamsters on a union scab.

WINTERS: Alright I get it. (Pause) And it doesn't change a damn thing.  We're adrift, we've got no hope of repair, and there's about a month's food stock on G Deck, if we didn't lose any during the battle, which I'm sure we did.  We need a mayday, Skipper.  And we need to warn this galaxy about the buggers.

(Pause.)

COX: Fine. Signal Emergency Broadcast Two.  It'll send out our location and our original registry, nothing else.  No name. That might be safe enough.

WINTERS: Our original registry?  You mean, our Starfleet registry?  We haven't used that in sixty years.

COX: Exactly.  The buggers don't know it.  So they might not come looking for us.

WINTERS: Clever. (She presses a few more buttons) Alright.  We're transmitting. ...I think. Skipper? Skipper?

COX: (quietly) Please, Brady.  Let me be.

(Flashback noise.)

SCENE 303 – 02

LOCATION: DREAMSPACE

NARRATOR: January Twenty-First, Twenty-Three-Eighty-Three: The present day.

DOCTOR SHARP: Hello?

(Her voice echoes a few times.)

SHARP: Where... what is this place?  I can’t… see.  Or… or anything. Where am I? And why is my voice like this?

PSEUDO-SHARP: Because we’re dreaming. Well, actually, I’m dreaming.  You’re just… present.

SHARP: What do you mean?  This is my head.  My dream.

PSEUDO: My head, actually.  Ergo my dream.

SHARP: Who are you?

PSEUDO: (mockingly) I?  Am Doctor Melissa Sharp. The much more interesting question is who are you?

SHARP: Are you the creature from Ermez's neck?  Are you a neural parasite?  You’ve taken control of my body?

PSEUDO: (Patronizing) Well, clever thinking like that deserves to be rewarded with a lollipop! (even more patronizing)  Would you like a lollipop from Doctor Sharp, little girl? (brazen sarcasm) Only took you a month. And let’s be extra-special-super clear on one point: my body.  Not yours.

SHARP: A month?  But it was only a few hours ago, wasn't it?  … I was in sickbay, with Ermez.  You’re the insect that jumped out of his mouth and crawled into my skull.  And then… It can’t have been a month!

PSEUDO: I’ve been taking drugs that put me to sleep, without dreaming. And.  Your echoes don’t wake up unless I’m dreaming. I must have forgot to take them tonight.  The drugs keep you from becoming… a problem.

SHARP: Are you nursing a guilty conscience?

PSUEDO: Most of my people find it difficult to be confronted by host-echoes.  It reminds them of the life they snuffed out in order to acquire a body. Of course, we try to justify it.  We say that humanoids don’t have rights.  Not really people, you see. Or – it’s a tragedy – but it’s necessary.  We have rights too, after all. So they say. But that doesn't make it easier for my people to face a desperate, dying host-mind whenever they fall asleep.

SHARP: So you turn off your dreams?  Why don't you listen to your conscience instead? Why don't you let me go?

PSUEDO: Me?  Ashamed? No, not ashamed.  Annoyed.  You people whine so much.  (high, mocking voice) Oh, please, Mr. Zeero, just give me back my life!  Just let me say goodbye to my husband!  Just please don’t infest my baby girl! (normal voice again)

My people may try to rationalize it, but I know:  What we do is evil.  I don’t justify myself and I don’t care. Listen up, Doc: I’m taking your life for myself.  I already have.  I’m alive, you’re dead, get used to it.

SHARP: Only because you killed me! Because you’re killing me.

PSEUDO: I had no choice.

SHARP: There’s always a choice.

PSEUDO: You ignorant ape. Let me rephrase: I made the right choice.  And I'm proud of it. (Pause) Oh, finally.

SHARP: What is it?

PSEUDO: I’m waking up.  Another day pretending to be a doctor on the Starship Excelsior.  How exciting!

SHARP: What about me?

PSEUDO: You? Poof! Until next time, old mole!

SHARP: Wait!

PSEUDO: I think not.

SHARP: I haven’t even had time to ask about my life!  What have you done to it?

PSEUDO: Your life!  You’re really not getting this, are you?

SHARP: Please… at least tell me… have you hurt any of my friends?

PSEUDO: Actually, no, I haven’t.

SHARP: Thank God.

PSEUDO: That’s today’s job.

SHARP: What?

PSEUDO: Today, we’re going to kill Alcar Dovan. Toodles.

SHARP: What? No! Come back here! I said come --

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – SHARP’S QUARTERS

PSUEDO: (Gasps awake then signs) Scions forgive me. Let’s make sure that never happens again…

(She sits up in bed, reaches over, grabbing a bottle of pills off her nightstand, and shakes it.)

PSEUDO: That’s weird.  I did take my dream pills. I wonder if it was –

(The shipwide intercom alert goes off.)

DOVAN: Yellow alert.  Senior Staff to the bridge.  We are approaching the Hesperus Sector; prepare for Anbar approach.  Repeat: all hands to yellow alert.

(She stands up, walks to the replicator, replicates some coffee, walks toward the door...)

PSEUDO: A few minutes from the Anbar. A few hours from killing Dovan, a few days from home ...and a few weeks from the infestation of all humanoid life in this galaxy. (She sips her coffee) I really should simplify my to-do list.

(She exits her quarters.)

SCENE 303 – 03

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR

NARRATOR: October Fifteenth, Twenty-Three-Eight-Two.  Three months ago.

(Cox and Winters are working on a panel on the other side of the corridor, a bit removed from the other crew who are also working in the hallway.)

COX: Try it now.

WINTERS: You're sure this time.

COX: If the doors don't work now, I don't think they ever will. And we've got to get in to the Nursery... no matter what we find in there.

WINTERS: All those kids...  After a month... could any of them still be alive?

COX: Don't think about it, Brady.  We'll face that when we get there.  Just work.

WINTERS: Right, Skip.  Here goes.

(Winters presses a button.  Something grinds in the wall, then fizzles.)

COX: Oh.

WINTERS: Damn.

(Pause.)

WINTERS: What I wouldn't give for a shower right now.

COX: If I had the water to give you, I would.

WINTERS: Captain, you've got to stop giving all your rations away.  We're almost out of food, and the belt is tight enough as it is. When was the last time you ate?

COX: This morning.

WINTERS: I mean ate, Skipper.  Not sucked on shoe leather.

COX: Oh.

WINTERS: How long?

COX: Four days.

WINTERS: Four days?

COX: The crew deserves that food!  Not me!

WINTERS: Skipper, if you can't stop blaming yourself for what-- <happened>

SCHMITTY: (Interrupting) I think we've got it!

(Silence.)

COX: Alright, Schmitty.  Try it.

(Schmitty presses a button of his own.  It works.  The Nursery door begins to grind.)

WINTERS: Oh my God, Skipper.  There's not gonna be anyone alive in there, is there?

COX: Don't say that, Brady.  Don't you dare say that.

(The door finishes grinding with a determined bam.)

(Pause.)

COX: Let's go!  Flashlights in first!

WINTERS: Triage in first!

(She storms through the door.)

COX: Okay.  Flashlights in second!

LOCATION: ANBAR NURSERY

WINTERS: It's Brady and the Skipper!  We're here to help!  We're here –  to... Oh my God.  All these children...  Our children.

(In the back, someone throws up.)

WINTERS: They're all... All...

COX: Dead.

WINTERS: Look at their stomachs.  They didn't eat for weeks. They starved to death. Oh my God.  Oh my God.

COX: Brady, we knew this might happen.  We knew they might-- <not survive.>

MRS CHEN: (weakly) Not.  Dead. (coughs)

COX: What?

WINTERS: Mrs. Chen!

COX: Mrs. Chen!  Our schoolmarm! You're alive!

MRS CHEN: They're... alive.

(Winters has flipped out her medical tricorder.)

WINTERS: Skipper, she's right. I can still help these children!

COX: How many, Mrs. Chen?  How many still alive?

MRS. CHEN: All of them.

COX: All of them?

MRS. CHEN: We had water.  Leak in the cooling system.  Enough.  Just enough.

WINTERS: She's right, Skipper!  She's telling you the truth!

COX: Do you hear that, everyone?  The children are alive!

ANBAR CROWD: (In background) Oh my God! Praise be! Yes! Yay! They’re saved! (Other inaudible exclamations of joy in the background)

COX: Mrs. Chen: how long since anyone in here ate?

MRS. CHEN: Don't know.  Ran out of food on day ten.  Lost track of time.  What day is... now?

COX: This is day thirty-nine since the battle.  That's... You need food.  All of you.

COX: Everyone, these kids haven't eaten in a month.  They're gonna need food – and a lot of it.  I'll be donating my next four days of rations to help them get better.  I need all of you to give what you can, too.

RANDOM ANBAR CREWMEMBER #1: Hear, hear!

RANDOM ANBAR CREWMEMBER #2: Put me down for five days!

RANDOM ANBAR CREWMEMBER #3: If I can help, take half my rations!

COX: You saved them all.  It was more than I could do.  You're a hero, Mrs. Chen.

MRS CHEN: Forget heroism, Skipper.  Just take me to my husband.  And my son.  I only held on so I could see them again.

COX: Your... your husband.

MRS CHEN: Yes.  My husband.  Mister Chen.  He's your – Oh my God. Oh, no.  No!

COX: I'm sorry, Mrs. Chen.

MRS CHEN: Oh, noooooo. (She breaks down into sobs.)

COX: I'm sorry.  I'm so sorry.  It's my fault.  My fault. My fault.

MRS CHEN: (between sobs) No, Skipper. We chose this!  A Graceful End, we said... I had no right to hope.  No right!

COX: All my fault.

(The Boatswain’s intercom whistle goes off.)

SCHMITTY: Skipper, control here.  We're receiving a transmission that you probably want to hear.

COX: Not now, Schmitty.

SCHMITTY: I'm piping it through to your location.

SHARVAH SIRESH: S.S. Anbar: This is Captain Sharvah Siresh of the Federation Starship U.S.S. Excelsior, responding to your distress call.  How can we be of assistance?

WINTERS: Oh my God. The United Federation of Planets.  My whole life I've heard stories... We're rescued!  We're saved!

(She stands up.)

WINTERS: Skipper, they're gonna need you up there now.

COX: Go get some food for these kids, Brady.  And stop by the Hold on your way.  Tell 'em I'll be there in a little while.

WINTERS: But, Skip – !

COX: In a little while, Brady.

WINTERS: Right, Skip. Federation.  They'll be able to feed these kids...

(She exits.)

COX: I'm here, Mrs. Chen.  I'm not going anywhere.  I'm here.

SCENE 303 - 04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

LORHROK: Doctor Sharp’s been very wrapped up in her research, that's all.  She feels reponsible for what happened at Valandria.  There are still ten people in Wasting comas back at Starbase, after all. I’m sure she’s just distracted.

YUBARI: “Distracted” is when you forget an appointment. “Compromised” is when you forget the name of the person you were supposed to have it with.

LORHROK: And that happened to you? Are you sure you’re not just mad because Doctor Sharp's not listening to you complain anymore?

YUBARI: We were friends. We are friends. And it wasn’t just me.  I’ve got reports from two other crewmembers telling the same story.  Something’s wrong with our doctor.

LORHROK: Have you taken this to the captain?

YUBARI: Yes?

LORHROK: And?

YUBARI: He… said the same thing you did.  “Wasting Research.”

LORHROK: It wouldn't be hard for you to prove your case, would it?  We know from Ensign Ermez that anyone who’s been “compromised” has a blue gill in the back of their necks.

YUBARI: That’s the thing.  Dovan trusted me that far.  We did check Melissa for the blue gill. We went over surveillance and found an engineering log from last Thursday.  Doctor Sharp lifted up her hair at a perfect moment.  We got a clear look at her neck. It was clean! Yesterday, I bumped into her.  I “accidentally” tripped and grabbed her neck to steady myself. Nothing!  There was no gill!

(Turbolift slows.)

LORHROK: That sounds like proof to me.  She’s not under alien influence; she's just not spending as much time with you.  Don't take it personally.

YUBARI: I’m starting to wonder if you and Dovan have ever met Doctor Sharp.  It’s not her anymore!  It’s something e--!

(Turbolift stops; doors open)

PSEUDO: Lieutenant Lorhrok.  Lieutenant Yubari.  Good morning. (to turbolift) Bridge.

(Turbolift resumes.)

(Awkward silence.)

YUBARI: Doctor, didn’t you used to call everyone by their first names?

PSEUDO: Oh, umm… Yes, I did.  (laughing it off a little)  But then the Captain sat me down and told me about regulations, and, you know… that was that! (smiles)

YUBARI: Aw, that Dovan.  What a tyrant.

PSEUDO: He’s not so bad.

Turbolift stops; doors open on the BRIDGE (bgsfx).  Pseudo/Sharp exits immediately.  Yubari manages to come alongside Lorhrok.  In his ear, she says in a low voice:

YUBARI: (sotto to Lorhrok) She's lying.

DOVAN: Good timing, everyone.  We’re approaching the coordinates Captain Cortez gave us.

LORHROK: The Anbar?

DOVAN: Lords of Kobol, it had better be.

YUBARI: I’m detecting a dark matter nebula just ahead.

NEEVA: We’re aware of it.  The coordinates are just inside the outer boundary.

YUBARI: Our sensors can’t see inside.  It looks like a there's a low-level ion storm.

NEEVA: That’s why we ordered yellow alert.

LORHROK: (checking his console) The storm doesn't look too bad.  Shouldn't affect anything but long-range sensors and communications once we're inside.

DOVAN: Good.  We're gonna need long-range sensors in that nebula about as much as we need a cargo bay full of stolen cows.

LORHROK: Which is... not very much.  Right, sir?

DOVAN: Not sure.  I hear cattle rustling is very lucrative these days. Miss Yubari, correct me if I'm wrong—didn't you discover this nebula?

LORHROK: Back when she was undercover? Working for Captain Cortez?

DOVAN: Right: when she was using that great big super-secret sensor array mounted on the deflector.

YUBARI: I hadn’t thought…  Well, now that you mention it, sir… (she checks her instrumentation) Yes, sir.  It’s the same nebula. Those scans also picked up some unknown space stations.

LORHROK: Nowhere near here, I hope.

DOVAN: Lucky for us, no.  They’re a few days away.

NEEVA: Too close for comfort, if you ask me.

LORHROK: Hey, maybe they’re friendly!

DOVAN: You are an amazing optimist, Mister Lorhrok.

(Underwood exits the turbolift.)

UNDERWOOD: And you’re a boundless cynic, Dovan. (DOE-ven again)

DOVAN: Undeniably true, Mister Underwood! And it looks like I owe you dinner, Number One.

UNDERWOOD: What?

LORHROK: We had a bet.

DOVAN: And I just lost.

UNDERWOOD: What were the terms of the bet?

DOVAN: I never kiss and tell, Commander – take your station. Commander Neeva, time to the nebula boundary.

NEEVA: Fifteen seconds, sir.

LORHROK: Engineering, drop out of warp in three, two, one…

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior drops out of a warp flash and decelerates.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Throttle back to one-half impulse.

NEEVA: Helm answering one-half impulse.

DOVAN: Maintain yellow alert. Take us in. Yubari, I want a full scan as we cross the boundary.  Lorhrok, help her. Doctor Sharp, are your teams ready?

PSEUDO: Yes they are, Captain Dovan.  Search-rescue-triage?

DOVAN: If we’re lucky.  Stand by.

UNDERWOOD: What about me, Dovan?

DOVAN: Sit tight, Underwood.  You never know when I’ll keel over. (Pause) Oh, you meant for the mission.  I suppose I might need you for some diplomacy or something.  Being nice, not exactly my strong suit. …but not really yours either, now that I think of it.

UNDERWOOD: I’ll do what I can to help.

DOVAN: Good of you.

NEEVA: Penetrating the outer boundary now, sir.

DOVAN: Scans, hit it!

YUBARI: Already am!

NEEVA: Well, that’s weird.

DOVAN: Lorhrok, any warp signatures?  Life-signs?

LORHROK: Not yet, sir.  Pretty thick nebula.

NEEVA: Underwood, come over here.  Look at this.

UNDERWOOD: Sure. (He crosses to the front of the bridge.) Why… that’s huge.

NEEVA: What bothers me is that it feels familiar, somehow.

YUBARI: What?  I don’t see it.

NEEVA: Main sensors aren’t getting it yet.  It’s the deflector pingback.  There’s a large mass out there, and I can’t…

YUBARI: Wait!  Reading coming through now. I’m picking up… No… Is that…?

NEEVA: I think… Yes. Yes, it IS!

DOVAN: What?  What are you talking about?

LORHROK: Sir, sensors confirm: it’s the Borg!

DOVAN: Jehosaphat… Red alert!  Shields up! Yubari, quantum torpedoes!  Full spread!

YUBARI: What range, sir?!

DOVAN: Fire at will!  Neeva, plot a defensive firing vector, fast along the diagonals, that’s their blind spot!

NEEVA: Aye, sir!

DOVAN: Number One, what are we facing here?  Diamond?  Sphere?  Please tell me it's a sphere.

LORHROK: It’s a Cube, sir.  The same kind that attacked Starfleet at Wolf Three-Five-Nine.

UNDERWOOD: The most deadly battlestation in the history of the galaxy.

DOVAN: I know; I was there.

LORHROK: Sorry it’s not better news.

DOVAN: Let that be a lesson to you, ya scurvy optimist. Yubari, I said fire at will, not fire at leisure!

YUBARI: I’m doing my best, sir!

UNDERWOOD: Visual contact!

DOVAN: On screen!

(The viewscreen activates.)

(Stunned silence.)

DOVAN: Fire everything we have!  Underwood, handle damage control!  Neeva, hide us somewhere!  And Lorhrok... Oh, Alecz Lorhrok, please tell me you have a clever plan up that sleeve.

YUBARI: There's only one plan against the Borg, sir: you run.

LORHROK: I tend to agree with Yubari, sir. But, in this case, I have to wonder... why isn't the Cube firing back?

(Yubari continues firing everything in the background.)

DOVAN: Wait... not firing back?

NEEVA: He's right, sir!  I'm detecing zero power levels and no life signs on the Cube.  Heavy damage and decompression throughout its outer hull.  It's dead sir!

DOVAN: Cease fire!

UNDERWOOD: The only thing more unsettling than a live Borg Cube is a dead one.

LORHROK: Why's that?

YUBARI: Because you have to ask: who killed it?

NEEVA: Picking up more derelicts, sir.  Throughout the nebula, to the limits of sensor range. They're Cubes, sir.  Dead, just like this one.

DOVAN: How many Borg ships in the nebula?

NEEVA: All, told, sir?  Over nine thousand: all Cubes. (Pause) Other debris registering now.  Smaller vessels, unknown configuration.  Lots.  In much worse shape than the Cubes – pulverized, sir.

UNDERWOOD: On screen.

(The viewscreen changes.)

LORHROK: There must be millions of them.

NEEVA: Not quite.  I'm showing about one hundred fifty thousand alien starships destroyed.  None of the smaller ships are Borg, sir.  But I can't tell you anything more.

LORHROK: It's a graveyard.

DOVAN: A graveyard's gotta have somebody left alive to bury the bodies.

UNDERWOOD: Then it's a battlefield. ...or at least, it was.

NEEVA: If so, they fought here a long time ago, Commander.  This debris is decades old.

YUBARI: But who are they?  Who takes on nine thousand Borg Cubes and wins?

PSEUDO: No one.  It's impossible.

LORHROK: Doctor Sharp's right.  Not with ten thousand Starfleets could you win that battle.

SHARP: Are we dreaming again?

PSEUDO: What?

DOVAN: Doctor Sharp?  Is something wrong?

PSEUDO: Um... no.  Sorry, captain.

SHARP: We're awake?  There's... Captain! Captain Dovan!  Look out!  I'm going to kill (you)!

PSEUDO: (interrupting) I meant to say: what about the Anbar?

DOVAN: Good point.  Neeva, what about the Anbar?

(Neeva fiddles with her control console.)

NEEVA: I think I have it. Right where Captain Cortez said it'd be.

DOVAN: Of course it is. Cortez one; Brahms zero.

NEEVA: Registry number confirmed, sir.  After seventy-nine years lost in space, the S.S. Anbar is adrift off our starboard bow.

DOVAN: Intact?

NEEVA: Intact. Well... kind of.

NARRATOR: To Be Continued...


3.6 The Infestation


SCENE 304 – 01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

DOVAN: Commander, how much longer?

NEEVA: The ion storm is still interfering with our scans, sir.  The data's coming through now.

UNDERWOOD: Storm’s not getting dangerous, I hope.

NEEVA: It isn't, and it's not going to be.  It's just got scanners playing a few tricks on me.  For a moment, I saw lifesigns on the Anbar.

LORHROK: Lifesigns?

NEEVA: Sorry, sir.  Final analysis was conclusive: there’s nothing over there but sensor ghosts.

DOVAN: Damn. So much for search-rescue-triage.

YUBARI: Good.  Then may I inform Doctor Sharp she won’t be needed for the away mission, sir?

DOVAN: Lieutenant... We’ve spent a month spying on the doctor, and you haven’t found anything to make me think her brain is currently occupied by an oversized insect.

YUBARI: Captain, we’ve collected a dozen reports—

DOVAN: We’ve collected a pile of impression and innuendo and... (sigh) Look, what do you want me to do with her, Yubari?  Clamp her in chains until you can wring a confession out of her?

YUBARI: That wouldn’t be a good idea.

DOVAN: Then what would be? (Pause) There’s still a parasite loose on this ship, I am still operating under the assumption I can’t trust anyone, and that’s still unacceptable.  You need to catch this bug.  Persecuting my Chief of Medicine isn’t helping anyone.  Are we clear?

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Start your new investigation with Underwood.  The parasites may have an affinity for their own kind.

UNDERWOOD: Hey!

LORHROK: Lifesigns or no, we still need to investigate the Anbar.  Commander, did you find a beam-down site?

NEEVA: The first four decks are gone, and a lot of the ship's been depressurized... but I can set you down on E Deck, near the cargo elevators.

DOVAN: X.O., pick your away team.

LORHROK: Neeva, Yubari, and Simon Westlake.

UNDERWOOD: The young one?  Is he ready?

LORHROK: He's proven himself more than once. And, frankly, I'd rather have Simon on my team than Adow.

DOVAN: Can't blame you. You can have Simon, but not Yubari.

YUBARI: What?  Captain, I belong on this team.

DOVAN: Sorry, Lieutenant.  This nebula feels like it could come to life any moment, and I need my best tactical officer at her post.

YUBARI: You're afraid of all those dead Borg cubes, aren't you?

DOVAN: Terrified.

YUBARI: A captain doesn't give in to irrational fear.

DOVAN: No, a captain accepts his irrational fear, calls it a “gut instinct,” and makes his crew think it's a virtue. Then he gives into it. (To Lohrok) Take The Major instead.  And a marine team, while you're at it.

LORHROK: Yes, sir.

(He stands and starts walking to the turbolift.)

LORHROK: Neeva, with me.

NEEVA: Aye, sir.

(Neeva smoothly stands and joins him.)

LORHROK: Bridge to Marine Country.  [Major, I want you and a marine team to meet me in Transporter Room 1.]

(Lorhrok enters the turbolift and the door closes on him.)

DOVAN: Speaking of gut instincts, I'd like to scout this nebula while the Away Team is on the Anbar.  Can somebody call down to flight deck and get our fighters in the air?

UNDERWOOD: I'd love to, Doe-ven, excepting that we don't have any fighters.

DOVAN: What?  That can't be right.  I requested a squadron right after Valandria.  Starfleet approved.  They gave us the five-oh-seventh.

UNDERWOOD: Then you stole the Excelsior from spacedock a week before our scheduled launch.

DOVAN: Oh.

UNDERWOOD: The fighters were supposed to arrive on Tuesday.

DOVAN: Well, on the bright side, Underwood, now you have one more thing to charge me with at my court-martial.

UNDERWOOD: I already have more of those than I have pairs of underwear.

SCENE 304 – 02

LOCATION: SICKBAY

(Pseudo/Sharp is sweeping a meditricorder over Simon’s head, who is sitting on a biobed.)

SIMON: How are my levels, Doctor?  Is my disease still in remission?

PSEUDO: Umm... the tricorder says you're positive for Ee-larrr-in's Syndrome, a mental disorder which slows –

SIMON: Right.  Look, I know everything about Elarin's Syndrome, Doctor.  But is it in remission?

PSEUDO: Umm... yes.

SIMON: Look, I have to get down to the transporter room.  Can we hurry up?

SHARP: Oh, Simon, why are you trusting her?

PSEUDO: He's a blockhead who wouldn't recognize the signs  of infestation if they up and started talking to him – Which.  They.  Are.

SIMON: Excuse me?

PSEUDO: Whoever ordered you to the transporter room without my say-so.  An idiot.  Wouldn't recognize Eller – Eelar – Wouldn't recognize your disease if it started wearing Hawaiian shirts to work. This was important for your health, Simon.  Thank you for coming down.

SIMON: Can we just get on with it?

PSEUDO: Get on with... what else?

SHARP: Oh, dear.  Did you forget Simon's medicine?

SIMON: You know, my injections?  The ones that are keeping my brain from overheating?

PSEUDO: I, uh...

SHARP: You don't know, do you?  Did I forget to put this in his chart?

PSEUDO: Well.  Um... Simon...

SHARP: Do you know the dosage?  Or even the drugs?  Can you guess?

SIMON: Doctor?  Is something wrong?

SHARP: Is that the feeling of my body?  Starting to panic?

(Pause.)

PSEUDO: ...Simon... I've been meaning to tell you: you won't be taking the injections anymore.

SIMON: Really?

SHARP: What?  That's not – Oh, no.

PSEUDO: We ran out of... of that drug this morning.  There's just no more to give you.  But don't worry: I have some alternative treatment plans.

SHARP: Oh, God.  What are you going to do to Simon? Stop. Please, stop!

PSEUDO: If only I could find a little more of the drugs I need...

SHARP: Are you... asking me?

PSEUDO: ... we wouldn't have to start... experimenting... but...

SHARP: How could you risk hurting Simon?  Wouldn’t that blow your cover? Why would I help you?  Why would I ever help you?

PSEUDO: But... I guess I'm out of luck!  So what we're going to do instead is hook you up to this li'l doohickey here...

SHARP: The sonic modulator?  Do you even know what that is?  That could kill him!

PSEUDO: Then we run a small sonic shock into your brain...

SHARP: Alright, fine!  Fine!  You win!  Okay?  Okay?  You win! Give him a double dose of desegranine taken with an acetylcholine inhibitor.  They're in my office.

PSEUDO: You know, actually, Simon, I just remembered another place where I stash my drugs.  I'm gonna go check if there's any left.  I'll be right back!

SIMON: ...Okay... Doctor...

(Pseudo/Sharp walks away, passing through a door, entering her own office.)

LOCATION: SHARP’S OFFICE

SHARP: Excuse me, but wasn't I supposed to be unconscious when you're awake?

PSEUDO: I don't think you're being properly grateful, old mole.  If you were unconscious, you'd--

SHARP: (Interrupting) If I were unconscious, I wouldn't be able to help you.  And you wouldn't be able to ransom Simon's life for a little information.  Why am I here?  Is it because you're starting to lose control?  I'm stronger than you thought, aren't I?

PSEUDO: Stronger... or weaker.

SHARP: What do you mean?  ‘Weaker’?

PSEUDO: It's true: once in a long while, the host is too strong, and the guest – that's me – is too weak.  The cohabitation fails.

SHARP: 'Cohabitation?'

PSEUDO: A euphemism for killing you and stealing your body.  Lots of us need euphemisms to cope with what we do to humanoids.

SHARP: So... sometimes, it fails?  Is that what's happening to us?

PSEUDO: Doubtful. It's much more likely these are your death throes.

SHARP: My what?

PSEUDO: When a cohabit-- When an infestation has gone on long enough, the host echoes... stop.

SHARP: I... I die?

PSEUDO: You've been dead for a month, old mole.  Your mind just hasn't caught up yet.

SHARP: How long does this take?

PSEUDO: Usually, several months.  In the very end, the echoes become strong.  You “wake up,” and you stay “awake” for the rest of your short life.  That's why you're here right now. It's rare for a mind to fade away so quickly – but, then, I've known since I first entered your body that you are a woman of rare weakness.

SHARP: Do you think you'll be surprised when I turn out to be the strongest host you've ever met?

PSEUDO: Do you think you'll be surprised when your mind vanish-- Oh, wait.  You'll be dead. Can't be surprised when you're dead!

(An alert sounds on Sharp's computer console.)

SHARP: What's that?

PSEUDO: Proximity alert.  Someone's coming.

(She presses some more buttons.)

SHARP: Who?

PSEUDO: Ah.  It's your Yubari. Probably wants to check my neck again.  I'd better retract my gill.

(She inhales slowly and her gill retracts into her neck. She then exhales quickly.)

SHARP: Wait.  You can do that?!

PSEUDO: For a short time.  Can you hold your breath underwater?

SHARP: For a... short time?

PSEUDO: Another lollipop for the good doctor! Don't tell Dovan: if he knew that I'd staged all that security footage showing off my lily-white neck...

SHARP: Is that how you've escaped Yubari all month?

PSEUDO: Exactly.  She thinks I either have a gill sticking out of  my neck or I'm innocent.  She's too stupid to think it might be neither.

SHARP: Asuka Yubari is one of the smartest women I've ever known.

PSEUDO: I believe you.  You're a very dull-edged species.  Ensign Ermez and I have been playing this game with her surveillance devices since before Valandria. But I think it's time we got rid of Miz Yubari.

SHARP: You're not going to... hurt her?  Are you?

PSEUDO: I am going to hurt her.  Badly. Now shut up, or I'll see to it she suffers even more.

SHARP: I... ...hate you.

PSEUDO: Good on you, mate.  Never much worried what a dead person thought of me before.

(The door opens and Yubari enters.)

PSEUDO: Lieutenant.  Is there something I can do for you.

YUBARI: You missed our breakfast this morning, Melissa.  Oh-six-hundred.  The Delta Lounge.  Remember?

PSUEDO: Oh!  Um... yes.  I'm sorry.  I guess I just got wrapped up in my research and didn't--

YUBARI: You were asleep at oh-six-hundred.  Your alarm was set for oh-eight-hundred.  When the computer asked you last night if you wanted to set an earlier alarm, so you wouldn't miss our breakfast appointment, you deliberately overrode it so you could sleep in.

PSUEDO: You spied on me?

YUBARI: Why are you avoiding me, Melissa?

PSEUDO: Please don't call me that.

YUBARI: You asked me to.  Melissa. Answer the damn question.

(Pause.)

PSEUDO: (sad and resigned) This is why, Asuka.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Pardon me?

PSEUDO: That's the whole problem.  I can't pardon you, Asuka.  Every time we get together, I'm hoping for some nice food and good conversation.  All you're interested in is venting about whatever it is that got you angry that day. Now, that's who you are, Asuka, and that's okay.  But “always angry” just isn't what I'm looking for in a friendship.  That's not who I am.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: What... what are you saying?

PSEUDO: I'm not interested in being your friend, Asuka.  I'll be a good colleague, and if you're ever injured you won't have a better doctor... but... (pretending this is hard for her to say) but you can forget about all the rest, okay?  I just... I don't want a person like you that close to the center of my life. Do you understand, Asuka?

YUBARI: I don't... You... Alright, up against the wall!  YAH!

PSEUDO: Ahh!

(Yubari grabs Pseudo/Sharp and slams her face-first up against a metal rack of lab equipment, like a cop pinning a perp to the wall!)

YUBARI: (simultaneous) (heavy breathing)

YUBARI: There's got to be one.  There's got to be!

PSEUDO: Oh.  You still think I've caught Ermez's bluegill.  I don't think they're contagious, Lieutenant. (Pause) There's nothing there!  Let me go!

YUBARI: (agitated) What’s this?  What’s this small blue bump doing on the back of your neck?

PSEUDO: It’s an ingrown hair, okay?!

YUBARI: Why haven’t I seen it before?

PSEUDO: Does it look like a gill, Yubari?!

(Pause.)

(Yubari releases Sharp.)

PSEUDO: (relieved sigh) Are you satisfied, Lieutenant?

YUBARI: I wish there had been something there. Now I know what kind of person you are.

PSEUDO: (coldly) Good-bye, Lieutenant.

(Yubari storms out.)

PSEUDO: (To self) Geeze, lady.  Just because you don’t get along with somebody doesn’t mean they’re possessed by aliens! Well, except in my case.  Heh. Let's let the gill back out for some air.

(The gill extends.)

PSEUDO: (deep sigh of relief) Ahhh. That's better. How you holding up in there, old mole?

SHARP: Did you know I've never killed anyone before?  I never even used a phaser?

PSEUDO: Good for you.  I love pacifists.  They're good targets.

SHARP: I think I'm going to kill you. And you know... I think I'm going to enjoy it?

PSEUDO: Mm.  Good speech, old mole. Now let’s go give Simon his medicine.

SCENE 304 – 03

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR

(Eight transporter beams appear, depositing LORHROK, NEEVA, WESTLAKE, THE MAJOR, and THREE MARINES.)

LORHROK: So this is the Anbar.

NEEVA: It's seen better days, I take it.

THE MAJOR: Tread lightly.  Heroes walked these halls.

LORHROK: Major?

THE MAJOR: Marines, fan out.

LORHROK: Oh, not a chance, Major.

SIMON: Alecz?

NEEVA: I'm with Simon.  There's no lifesigns, sir.  It's safe.

LORHROK: Whatever we're supposed to find here, just knowing about it got Leo Amara and David Robins killed. There's no rush; we stick together.

(Lorhrok pulls out his tricorder.)

NEEVA: If you insist.

LORHROK: I do. Let's make for this cargo hold.  It looks like somebody converted it into some kind of control center. Simon, stay close.  Your dad would kill me if anything happened to you, and that’s if I didn’t kill me first.

SIMON: Sure thing, boss.  I wouldn’t wish one of me dad’s tirades on anyone.

LORHROK: Let’s move.

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes, sir. Marines, fall in!

(They fall in right quick and the team starts to walk forward.)

(Neeva comes up alongisde Lorhrok.)

NEEVA: You know, sir, playing it safe here just means we have to spend more time in the Borg graveyard.

LORHROK: I'm willing to risk a few extra goosebumps if it keeps the team safe.

NEEVA: I'll bet you a night shift you're being overcautious.

LORHROK: I only gamble with the Captain.

NEEVA: Is that a command staff privilege?

LORHROK: No; he's just really bad at it.

NEEVA: (chuckles)

SIMON: Alecz, what happened here?

LORHROK: From the total ruin they made of this deck, I'd say a battle.

NEEVA: A huge battle.  It's amazing any of the ship is still pressurized.

LORHROK: After what this old girl has been through, it's amazing there's still a ship at all.  Look at this place! That's the impulse manifold!  Maker knows how it got up here!

NEEVA: Do you think it was the battle that wiped them out?

LORHROK: If it wasn't the battle, I can't imagine what.  But the corridors —

SIMON: Wait.  Wiped them out?

LORHROK: Simon?  What's wrong?

SIMON: Respectfully, sirs – If they all died... then where are all the bodies?

NEEVA: What?  Aren’t they – ? Oh. Good catch, Simon.

LORHROK: The bodies are missing. We really should have noticed that.

(Flashback noise)

SCENE 304 - 04

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR (FLASHBACK)

NARRATOR: October twenty-first, twenty-three eight two.  Three months ago.

COX: Permission denied. On the grounds of it being just about the dumbest idea I've ever heard.

SIRESH: Skipper Cox, I'm sorry, but we've got to see what's in – [there!]

COX: Did you make captain because of your brawn, Siresh, or did you just get so senile that Starfleet gave you a gold watch and a starship as a retirement present? I said “No.”  That's final.

SIRESH: Now, Skipper... that's uncalled for!

COX: It is absolutely called for, and if you had any idea what you're dealing with you'd know that.

SIRESH: Now, Skipper, my men have spent two days repressurizing this section–

COX: – without my knowledge or consent –

SIRESH:  – after four days tending to your crew's needs –

COX: – for which we are very grateful –

SIRESH: – even though our express orders were to deal with the parasites first.  We were supposed to let you fend for yourselves.  We didn't. With all due respect, Captain Cox, you owe me.  We are going to take a look at this bugbomb of yours.

(Tense silence)

SIRESH: Whether you like it or not.

WINTERS: Just who do you think you are, Captain?  This isn't your—[ship!]

COX: No, Doc.  Not your fight.

(Pause.)

COX: Fine, Siresh.  But you're not taking your whole goddamned marine army back there.  You, me, three guards.  No more.

SIRESH: I defer to your judgement. Clark.  Korlak.  Take point.

(They fall out of line and march into position in front of the door.)

SIRESH: And... Mister Ermez!  Front and center!

ERMEZ: Sir, yes sir!

(Ermez hustles forward.)

SIRESH: Ermez, your sergeant had a word with me this morning.  Told me you’ve been down in P.T. lately.  Gaining weight. Not acceptable, Mister.

ERMEZ: It’s true, sir!  I’m sorry, sir!

SIRESH: Your sarge wants me to make sure you get a workout today. I might just be able to give you one.  Watch our six.

ERMEZ: Sir, yes sir!  Sorry, sir!

(Ermez falls in with the other marines and all three charge their phasers.)

SIRESH: Pop the door, Skipper.

(Cox taps a TOS-style door control and the doors slide open. They walk through)

LOCATION: ANBAR BUGBOMBED SECTION

SIRESH: Alright, Skipper.  You're not a woman who scares easy.  From what you've told me about the Big Empty, you've got a stiffer spine than half the Starfleet admiralty. So educate me.  What is it about a bugbomb that's got you so scared?

COX: Ever phasered an anthill, Captain?

SIRESH: Can't say they covered it in basic, no.

COX: Imagine you blow open an ant colony, except the ants are poison and if a single one touches you, you're dead.  That's a bugbomb. Except if a Zeero bugger gets you, you're not dead.  You're worse:  they turn you into a weapon to help kill the rest of your friends and family.

SIRESH: What happened to this one?

COX: All we know is it didn't blow up when it hit us.  And it hasn't blown up since.  Could be a dud.  Could be part of the plan.  Doesn't matter.  It's given us time to fortify the deck -- make sure we can contain the entire infestation if the bomb blows. Your teams just spent two days dismantling our defenses.

SIRESH: What do you mean, it could be “part of the plan”?

COX: Bugbombs don't blow open automatically.  They're blown on the inside by the lead parasite.  Usually, that happens on impact, but they're patient, the buggers.  Could be a day, a week... even a month.

SIRESH: The “lead parasite.”  You mean the queen?

COX: The.... the queen?

SIRESH: Is that not what you call them?

COX: Queens?

SIRESH: They're the big ones – Captain Picard, from the Enterprise – he’s fought the bluegills.  He had to blow up Dexter Remmick's whole torso just to get at one of the queens.  Our intel shows that they're the telepathic center of every parasite hive. You know the ones I’m talking about, right?  What do you call them?

COX: Why, queens, of course.

SIRESH: Pardon?

COX: Captain Siresh, queens could not possibly lead a Zeero family. They're not called hives, by the way.  The buggers work in families.  Command is handed down father to son, King to King.

SIRESH: Why not the queens?  They're obviously the central component in – [the biological processes of the bluegill hives.]

COX: The queens aren't intelligent, Captain.

SIRESH: You mean, they're not good at strategy?

COX: No, I mean they don't have brains, Siresh.  Queens aren't sentient.  They're not people, even to the buggers.  They’re important, because families can’t function without queen biology.  They’re dangerous, because kings can hide inside their queens, which makes the only sign of infestation a little weight gain.  But commanders... without brains... My God, Captain, how much did you actually know about the Zeero before you barged onto this deck and put both our crews at risk?  I’ve lost enough people already, God dammit!

SIRESH: The Sword of Damocles has been a top priority since the bluegill infiltration at Starfleet Headquarters.  That was in twenty-three-sixty-four.

COX: So that’s given you, what?  About two weeks?

SIRESH: Skipper, I know you learned a lot about the buggers out there in the Big Empty, but I'd ask you not to belittle almost two decades of hard and dangerous –

COX

Two decades?  I didn’t have the benefit of your Federation education, but, by my math, you won't have two “decades” of experience until the middle of the eighties!

(Pause.)

SIRESH: Skipper... what year do you think this is?

COX: It was hard, keeping track of the calendar out in the Big Empty, but we did our best.  By our count, it's got to be... March, twenty-three sixty-three. Sounds like we're a little off.

SIRESH: Skipper, it's October twenty-first... in the Year of Our Lord twenty-three eighty-two.

COX: We didn't misplace nineteen years out there.

SIRESH: I'm sure you didn't.  Which means... When you drilled a Passage through the Galactic Barrier... is it possible you drilled a hole in time as well as space?

COX: I'm no scientist, but if there was any possibility, my crew would've found out. So, no.  Not a chance.

SIRESH: Then what...?

COX: Or who?

(They come to a stop.  The bugbomb – a cylinder as tall as a short woman – hums menacingly in the background.)

DOOMED MARINE #1: Sir?  We're here.

(Siresh approaches it.)

SIRESH: So I see. Not a very complicated instrument.  Just a cylinder with thrusters.

(One of the marines pulls out his tricorder and starts scanning.)

COX: Don't touch it! It doesn't have to be complicated.

SIRESH: I know.  Simplest is deadliest.  Learned that in the War. I'll be careful.

COX: There are exactly ten thousand neural parasites in there.  And they are always hungry.

SIRESH: I said I'll be careful.

(Pause.  He touches it.)

He continues to run his hand slowly over the casing as he says:

SIRESH: (Quoting Percy Shelley) “...And on the pedestal these words appear: 'My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings.'” (Pause.) We can sterilize this section from the Excelsior.  Full phaser batteries, precision strike.

COX: You can blow up the whole ship for all I care.  My crew buried its last casualty an hour ago.  The Anbar's work is done.  Time to discharge my last responsibility.

SIRESH: I'll start the evacuation.

COX: I'll give the order.

DOOMED MARINE #1: Excuse me, sirs.  Skipper, did you say there are ten thousand parasite drones in a bugbomb?

COX: Sure.  Ten thousand drones and a few dozen queen spores.

DOOMED MARINE #1: Exactly ten thousand drones, ma'am?

SIRESH: What are you getting at, Corporal?

DOOMED MARINE #1: My tricorder reads only nine thousand nine hundred ninety-nine.

(Pause.)

COX: We're one short.

SIRESH: Skipper, is it possible – [that there's an irregularity?]

COX: No.

(Siresh smacks his combadge.)

SIRESH: Siresh to Excelsi-- ! (Cox activates her phaser) Skipper, what the devil?

(The other two marines instantly retaliated by raising and charging their phaser rifles.)

DOOMED MARINE #1: Ma’am, get your weapon the hell away from Mister Ermez.

COX: Weight gain!  I should have seen it earlier!

SIRESH: Whoa!  Slow down!

COX: Get away from Ermez, Captain.

DOOMED MARINE #1: Ma’am, I will not ask you again.  I will burn you down.  Put.  Your.  Weapon.  Down!

SIRESH: Stand down, marine! Skipper, why are you aiming a phaser at my man?

(Ermez slips smoothly behind Siresh and charges his rifle.)

ERMEZ Because I’m not your man... “Captain.”  Don’t move.

DOOMED MARINE #1: Step away from the captain!  NOW!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I have a better idea.  How about everyone backs off?  Combadges on the floor – everyone against that wall.  I think this is what you gents call... a “stickup.”

COX: Ermez has been infested, Captain.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Yes, thank you, Skipper Obvious. And it's not “infest,” it's “cohabitate.”  We focus-tested that for weeks, so I'm afraid I must insist. Now, how about you lower your phaser before I turn this chap’s intestines into confetti?

SIRESH: Hang on.  I'm Sharvah Siresh of the Starship Excelsior.  We come in peace.  Who are you?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You think this is a first contact mission, Sharv?  You can't have my name, and I don't come in peace.

SIRESH: Then you can go straight to hell.

(Siresh pulls and charges his phaser, but it's too late; Pseudo has pulled the trigger on his.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: You first!

(But Pseudo's not firing at Siresh; instead, he strikes the bugbomb, the front of which explodes outward.  We hear ten thousand tiny insects squeaking and they skitter outwards in a stream.  Meanwhile, Ermez turns and runs down the corridor.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Toodles!

SIRESH: He missed?

COX: No, he didn’t miss -- he's blown open the bugbomb!

DOOMED MARINE #1: They're everywhere!

(The marines start firing phaser rifle pulses into the crowd of buggers.)

SIRESH: Skipper, get out of here!  Get out of here and warn Commander Cortez!  We'll hold them off!

COX: Thank you for the rescue, Captain.  Thank you for everything. Good-bye.

(Cox begins to run.)

COX: Hey, God! I’ll make you a deal: you can kill me, infest me, send me to Hell.  I don’t care what you do to me.  Just stop making the people I love pay for my mistakes! Okay?  Okay, God?  Do we have a deal? (Pause) Yeah.  I thought not.

(Flashback noise.)

SCENE 304 - 05

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR

NARRATOR: January twenty-first, twenty-three eighty-three.  The present day.

SIMON: Alecz.  I think this is the bridge.

LORHROK: Looks like, Simon. No power to the door.  Go ahead and put a door-force on it, Simon.

SIMON: Right quick, sir.

(He unstraps something from a velcro utility belt and attaches it to the wall. It hums for a moment and the door opens.)

LORHROK: Okay, let's get –- [everyone inside and see what's still working.]

NEEVA: Wait.

LORHROK: Marines, hold. Neeva?

NEEVA: Did anyone else hear that?

LORHROK: Hear what, Commander?

NEEVA: I don't know.  It was... probably just a leaky pipe in the bulkhead.

(The Major raises and charges his phaser.)

THE MAJOR: Marines, establish a perimeter around this bridge.  Cover all three doors.  Keep your lights on.  Sirs, if you could all please step inside...?

NEEVA: Really, Major, it was nothing.

THE MAJOR: Ma'am, I'd feel more comfortable this way, ma'am.

LORHROK: Your comfort is my comfort, Major.  We were just going in anyway.  Load 'em up, subcrew.

(They enter the bridge.  The marines move quickly to their perimeter positions and recharge their phasers. Neeva cracks out a tricorder, and the engineers sort of wander around looking at things.)

NEEVA: Wow.  Not quite my picture of a command center.  Are those dabo tables?

SIMON: Yes.... but they've been reconfigured to work as old-style NAVCOMs. That's awfully clever.

THE MAJOR: First thing I noticed was the blast doors.  You drop those, and you couldn't get a cockroach in here without setting off an alarm.

LORHROK

Alright, people.  Let’s solve this mystery and get home.  Simon, set up the fusion cells.  Neeva, let’s figure out these consoles.  And Major...

THE MAJOR: Sir, I know my job, sir.

LORHROK: Of course. Neeva?

(They walk over to the consoles.)

THE MAJOR: Martinez, grab some scrap metal and weld it over those vents.  I want this room secure. Freemdee, Florez: the doors.  I want the blast doors in place as soon as we have power online.

LORHROK: Hello!  Look at this, Neeva!

(He walks over to it and runs an engineering tool over it.  Neeva joins him, with a tricorder.)

LORHROK: Wouldn't have expected to find one of these on a century-old cargo ship.  Even all burned out like this.

NEEVA: My tricorder's identifying it as an “ansible.” I'm too embarrassed to admit I don't know what that is.

LORHROK: No surprise.  They're purely theoretical.  In fact... Truth to tell, the only people who believe in these things are conspiracy theorists and Scion hunters.

NEEVA: What are they supposed to do?

LORHROK: Instantaneous communication, across any distance.  Supposedly, the Scions  of the Stars needed them to maintain their empire... and they would have needed something like this to talk to anybody out in the Intergalactic Void, because the distance between stars out there is so vast.

NEEVA: How do they work?

LORHROK: Supposedly?  Transplexing inversion.  Actually?  I have no idea; it looks like somebody deliberately phasered this one.  It's dead.

NEEVA: Well, we can take it back to the ship with us.  Underwood will love it, at the very least.

LORHROK: Let's do that. I wish we knew where this ship has been for eighty years.

(Suddenly, Simon's tricorder goes nuts.)

SIMON: Whoa!

LORHROK: Simon?

(Then, just as suddenly, it stops.)

SIMON: I don't know.  My tricorder picked up a life sign for a moment.  At least, I thought it did.

NEEVA: What was it?

SIMON: It was moving very, very fast.

LORHROK: Major --

THE MAJOR: Florez, get our sensor sentry set up now.  And do not take your eyes off that passageway. Martinez, aren’t you done that welding yet?  Then take Freemdee and start mining the approaches to this room.  Three meter trigger, photonic detonation.  Go!

(The marines go.)

LORHROK: Simon?

SIMON: Yeah, boss?

LORHROK: Come here.  Stay close. (He taps his combadge.) Lorhrok to Excelsior.

DOVAN: Excelsior here.  Report, Mister Lorhrok.

LORHROK: Could be some trouble over here, sir.  We’re getting some weird readings.  We’ll learn everything we can, but be ready to beam us out.

DOVAN: Absolutely.  Mister Underwood, confirm our transporter lock. What kind of trouble?

(Westlake’s tricorder starts beeping again, less urgently.)

WESTLAKE: Alecz?  I’m reading a power fluctuation.

LORHROK: On the Excelsior?

WESTLAKE: No, right here, sir.

LORHROK: Neeva?

NEEVA: Wasn’t me.

LORHROK: Major?

THE MAJOR: Sir, no sir.

DOVAN: Lorhrok, we’re getting a strange power reading from over there. Did you just turn on the log recorder?

LORHROK: Haven’t even hooked up the power packs yet, sir.

WESTLAKE: It’s not us.  It’s... the communications array?

YUBARI: Yubari here.  I agree.  The Anbar is trying to send out a message, but it doesn’t have enough power to break through the ion storm.

DOVAN: That’s one too many anomalies for me.  You want to get out of there, Lieutenant?

LORHROK: Heartily, sir.

DOVAN: (STATICKY) Prepare for beaming.

LORHROK: Captain?

DOVAN: (STATICKIER!) Underwood, where’s my transporter lock! GET THEM BA – [CK!]

(The commlink closes suddenly, with an audible “communicator failed.”)

LORHROK: Captain? Captain Dovan!

NEEVA: Sir, the hold!

(The bridge has suddenly, with a quick power ramp-up, started coming back to life!)

SIMON: It's powering up!

LORHROK: Neeva, was that us?!

NEEVA: No, sir!

LORHROK: Then what –

(Simon's tricorder goes off.)

SIMON: Alecz!  Lifesigns again!  Moving fast in our direction!

LORHROK: How many?

SIMON: Thousands.

(Lorhrok slaps his combadge again.)

LORHROK: Excelsior, emergency beam out!  Code green!

THE MAJOR: Marines, fall back to the blast doors!  Fall –

(He is interrupted by a photonic mine detonating from down the corridor on the left – followed by a very human scream!)

(And then the skittering and squeaking sound from scene three: thousands of small insect-like creatures crawling on every surface in the corridor outside, coming closer, fast!  The sound begins to grow...)

THE MAJOR: Mister Freemdee!  Caligosus Freemdee!

(The sound of the bluegills coming closer is still growing.)

THE MAJOR: Marines, open fire!

(The major and his two surviving troops all recharge their phaser rifles one more time and let 'em rip into the swarm. It doesn’t slow them.)

THE MAJOR: Sirs!  The blast door, sirs!

(Lorhrok runs to the console next to the door.)

LORHROK: I've got it!  Neeva, Simon, the other two!

(Lorhrok slams down on a control button, and the thick metal blast door slams down like a guillotine, severely muffling the now-terrifyingly-close sounds of the swarm. Neeva and Simon are running to the other two doors and do the same on those.  The marines stop firing as soon as the first blast door is in place.)

NEEVA: There.  That'll buy us some time.

THE MAJOR: Time, sirs, but not safety.

NEEVA: What are those things?  What'd they do to Caligosus?

THE MAJOR: Respectfully, ma'am... the same thing they did to Ensign Ermez, ma'am.

LORHROK: Then the bluegills are now armed with a marine-issue phaser rifle.  The blast doors won't hold for long.

(Sensor alerts sound on the Anbar control consoles.)

SIMON: Alecz, the Excelsior!

LORHROK: What is it?

SIMON: It's their deflector dish!

NEEVA: It's powering up.

LORHROK: What's going on over there?

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR CONTROL ROOM

(The secondary red alert klaxon sounds off in the background – quietly. Psuedo-Sharp is rapidly keying in commands on the computer panels.)

PSEUDO: Computer, lock the deflector control room.

COMPUTER: That command is not available.

PSEUDO: Figured.  Ah, well.

(She stops keying in commands for a moment to take a phaser off her belt and charge it. She then returns to keying commands.)

PSEUDO: Let the record show that I tried to avoid pointless bloodshed.

SHARP: So you do care about bloodshed?

PSEUDO: Oh, you again. Now's not the best time, old mole.

SHARP: For you or for me?

PSEUDO: There is no you.  Very soon, you won't even be an echo.

SHARP: Didn't we discuss the possibility that I'm stronger than you think?

(A small alert on Pseudo's console.)

PSEUDO: You think you're strong enough to outwill me. Well here's your chance.

(Turning off the alert, Pseudo stops keying in commands, picks up the phaser off the counter and faces the door.)

PSEUDO: A security officer's about to walk through that door.  I'm going to shoot him. Try and stop me.

(Pause.)

SHARP: What happens if I win?

PSEUDO: You won’t.

(The door opens.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Doctor Sharp? We had a security alert.

PSEUDO: Ensign!  Thank God you're here!

(The ensign starts walking toward Pseudo.)

PSEUDO: The deflector dish just started --

(She fires.)

(He yells and crumples to the ground, dead.)

SHARP: No! I’m sorry, Ensign.

PSEUDO: One down, one to go.

(She resumes keying in commands.)

PSEUDO: Computer, begin powerup cycle of the enhanced sensor array, authorization Dovan-Quattuor-Septem.

(Computer makes a denial boop.)

COMPUTER: Authorization denied.  Voiceprint not recognized.

PSEUDO: Computer, run program Ermez-double-oh-seven and reauthorize.

(The computer acknowledges then makes a series of denial noises. Finally the computer makes an “okay all clear” sound)

COMPUTER: Access granted.  Powerup sequence initiated.

SHARP: How are you doing this?

PSEUDO: I spent two months in an engineer's body.  Ensign Ermez and I put holes in half the Excelsior's computer systems. And right now... Captain Dovan will be on his way.

SHARP: What are you going to do?

PSEUDO: Kill him, of course. And it looks like you can't stop me.

SCENE 303 – 06

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Sensor alert at Yubari's console.)

YUBARI: Ensign Enderby hasn't checked in yet.

DOVAN: Have we restored communications or sensors down there?

YUBARI: No, sir.  Engineering still doesn't have an explanation for what's happening in deflector control.

DOVAN: Mister Enderby's overdue.  Let's send another – [team down there.]

(A sensor alert sounds)

YUBARI: (Interrupting) Sir, someone just activated my sensor enhancements on the deflector.

DOVAN: That's a secured function.  Who gave the authorization?

(She taps through some readouts.)

YUBARI: According to the computer... you did, Captain.

DOVAN: Of course.  Only the captain can activate those sensors.

(Dovan stands.)

DOVAN: I'm going down there.

YUBARI: You mean we're going down there.

DOVAN: Not a chance, Lieutenant.  Something's happening on the Anbar, and we've lost contact with our away team.  Stay at tactical.  Have a security team meet me at deflector control.

UNDERWOOD: Belay that.  Have security meet me there, Lieutenant. You’re staying on the bridge where you belong, Doe-ven.

DOVAN: Double belay that! Only I could turn those sensors on, Underwood.  Only I can turn them off.  You both stay here.

YUBARI: Acknowledged under protest, sir.

DOVAN: Protest noted. Mister Underwood... (quiet sigh) I just lost a bet.

UNDERWOOD: How so?

DOVAN: Promised I'd never say this, but... Mister Underwood, you have the bridge. Get our people  out of there.  Alive.

(Underwood rises.)

UNDERWOOD: Of course.

DOVAN: Right.

(He moves for the turbolifts.)

UNDERWOOD: Dovan -- (pronounced correctly: “DOE-van”)

DOVAN: Yes?

UNDERWOOD: Good luck.

DOVAN: Thanks.

(The turbolift doors close on him.)

SCENE 303 – 07

LOCATION: ANBAR – THE HOLD

(We can hear the swarm surrounding the Hold. Neeva is scanning around with her tricorder. Meanwhile, muffled behind one of the doors off to the side is the sound of a marine phaser rifle, firing steadily.)

NEEVA: There are lifesigns all around us, now.  They have all three exits covered.  We're surrounded.

THE MAJOR: Whatever's taken over Mister Freemdee is firing on the blast door.  We don't have long.

LORHROK: Then our only hope of getting out of this is the Excelsior.

SIMON: I still can't get a signal through.

LORHROK: Do we know why yet?  A dampening field?

THE MAJOR: Sir.

LORHROK: Major?

THE MAJOR: I think it's the buggers themselves, sir.

NEEVA: How so?

LORHROK: That could be. Apparently, they're invisible to sensor beams, except when they're moving fast or at very close range.

SIMON: I still can't get a clear lock on any individuals.

LORHROK: So now that we're surrounded, their combined dampening effect is blocking all signals.  Not bad, you two. So all we have to do to get out of here is make them go away for a few seconds.  And all we have to do to make them go away is... Did anyone bring a sonic screwdriver with them?

WESTLAKE: No.

NEEVA: No.

LORHROK: No. Okay.  That's okay.  Simon, see if you can jury-rig your tricorder to emit a sonic pulse.  Neeva, try do—[ing something clever with the Anbar's intercom].

(The repeated phaser blasting from outside finally explodes a big hole in the blast door.  The swarm horde descends on them, squeaking and skittering all the way. The marines instantly open fire.)

NEEVA: It's no good!  They're through the blast door!

THE MAJOR: Marines, encircle the officers!  You will keep them alive at!  Any!  Cost!

LORHROK: Simon, keep trying!

NEEVA: What about me, sir?

LORHROK: Fire at will!

(With that, he and Neeva unholster their hand phasers and open fire in short bursts.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Still at red alert.  Dovan striding quickly but confidently down the hallway.)

DOVAN: Computer, status of deflector dish.

COMPUTER: Deflector dish online.  Enhanced sensor array initializing.

DOVAN: How many people in deflector control?

COMPUTER: One.

DOVAN: Identify.

COMPUTER: Commander Alcar Dovan.

(He stops and taps a few buttons quickly.)

DOVAN: Computer, open weapons locker seventeen-kay, authorization Dovan-Quattuor-Septem.

(The computer beep-boops acknowledgement and the weapons locker opens up.  Dovan grabs a standard hand phaser from the rack, charges it, and resumes walking.)

DOVAN: Close weapons locker.

(The weapons locker does so.)

DOVAN: Dovan to Bridge.

UNDERWOOD: Bridge here.

DOVAN: I'm almost to Deflector Control.  I'll probably lose contact with you as soon as I go in there.

UNDERWOOD: Acknowledged.

YUBARI: Yubari here, captain.  Security team is only a minute behind you.

(Dovan reaches the doors, stops.)

DOVAN: Good.  I'll wait.

PSEUDO-SHARP: (muffled through door) Help!  Someone out there!  Help me!

DOVAN: Doctor Sharp? Correction, bridge: I’m going in!

(He presses the door control, and the doors slide open.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Deflector control?  Are you there? Gone.

YUBARI: Underwood, did you hear what he said before we lost him?

UNDERWOOD: Yeah, I think he said something about Doctor Sharp.

YUBARI: Doctor... Sharp?

(She hits the shipwide intercom.)

YUBARI: All security units, converge on deflector control!  Apprehend Doctor Sharp!

(Underwood is hard at work at his computer console.)

UNDERWOOD: Yubari, we have another problem.

YUBARI: What?

UNDERWOOD: The deflector's finished powering up.  It's intercepting the low-power transmission from the Anbar and... ...and amplifying it!

YUBARI: What does the message say?

UNDERWOOD: One word.  Just one word. (Pause.) “Now.”

(Yubari’s panel sounds many alerts.)

YUBARI: Sir, three unknown vessels just dropped out of warp! They're charging weapons!

UNDERWOOD: Raise shields!

(Yubari is just in time, as the first barrage strikes the ship hard, immediately blowing out a nearby console.)

UNDERWOOD: Helm, put us between them and the Anbar!  Return fire!

(Yubari does so with gusto.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR CONTROL ROOM

DOVAN: Doctor Sharp?

PSEUDO: Captain!  Thank God you're here.  I need your help!

(Dovan charges his phaser.)

DOVAN: I should’ve listened to Yubari.  Back away from the console, Doctor, and prepare to be taken into custody.

(Dovan approaches.)

PSEUDO: No!  Dovan!  It’s... not like that! I was on my way to sickbay for the red alert.  I heard a phaser go off, and came running.  When I got here, the door was ajar.  I saw someone running away down the corridor, and Ensign Enderby here with a gunshot wound. He’ll die without medical attention.  I need you to compress the bleeding while I get him ready for transport. (Pause) Captain!  Put down that phaser and help me!

DOVAN: I’m not sure I can do that, Doctor.

PSEUDO: Look, either you start trusting me, or Brel Enderby will die!  Make your choice, Captain!

(Pause.)

(He decharges and holsters his phaser, crouching down.)

DOVAN: Alright.  What do I do?

PSEUDO: Put your hands here, and here.  And press hard.

DOVAN: Is this good?

(Pseudo-Sharp grabs Dovan's phaser off the ground, recharging it in the air as she levels it at him in a single fluid motion.)

PSEUDO: Oh, it's perfect... “captain.”

DOVAN: Son of a... So... I guess you’re not Doctor Sharp, then?

PSEUDO: I'm better.  Stronger.  Faster. “Sharper,” you might say.  I know you like puns, Captain.

DOVAN: Ha ha. Sorry.  Hard to laugh with the business end of a phaser a foot from your abdomen.

PSEUDO: I’m sorry if this is uncomfortable for you.  I'll make it quick.  Solar plexus shot.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I'm in no rush.

PSEUDO: Only because backup will be here in a few seconds.

DOVAN: That, and I just like stalling death.  It's one of my highest ambitions.

(Pause.)

PSUEDO: What...?

DOVAN: Looks like you're a little reluctant yourself, Doctor Blunt.

PSEUDO: (growling) Very funny. It... why won't it...?

DOVAN: You can't pull the trigger, can you?

PSUEDO: Why not?

SHARP: Are you still there... “old mole”?

PSUEDO: YOU!

DOVAN: Ah.  I see my Chief of Medicine is still with you.  Hello, Melissa, I hope you're holding up alright in there.

SHARP: Captain!

DOVAN: Now I'm going to reach out, Melissa, and we're going to put down that phaser.  Then security's going to take you into custody, and we're going to figure this all out, okay?  So just hang on.

PSEUDO: (growl again) No.

DOVAN: I'm reaching for the gun...

PSEUDO: Nooo.

DOVAN: Okay, Melissa? I need you to let go now. I know it's hard. Just let go of the phaser, Melissa.

PSEUDO: NO!

(Pseudo fires!  Dovan is struck in the gut and goes down!)

DOVAN: Agggh!

SHARP: NOOOOOOO!

(Pause.  We hear... sizzling.)

DOVAN: (struggles to breathe for a second or two, fails) Finally.  A vacation. Jehosephat.

(He falls unconscious.)

(The doors open.  Practically a whole platoon of security storms in.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Put your hands in the air where we can see them!

PSEUDO: I think it's time I made a swift exit.  Goodbye, old mole.

SHARP: No...

(She stands up.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Put your hands in the air or we will fire!

PSEUDO: Then take your best shot.

(She raises her weapon (recharging again), but before it's up three Starfleet phaser beams have dropped her to the ground.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The ship is struck by another volley, and lurches hard. Communications alert on Yubari's console.)

YUBARI: Sir, security teams have secured the deflector room!

UNDERWOOD: Good!  Any casualties?

YUBARI: Three officers down: Ensign Enderby, Doctor Sharp, and... And Captain Dovan.

UNDERWOOD: What?

(Another volley shakes the ship.)

YUBARI: Underwood, you're acting captain now!

(Stunned Silence.  The Excelsior absorbs another enemy volley.)

UNDERWOOD: Then we have a fighting chance, Lieutenant.

(Another volley hits the ship.)

UNDERWOOD: Oh, what I wouldn't give to have that fighter squadron right now, Doe-ven. Helm, reposition on course zero-three-one and – [prepare to fire a full spread!]

(A proximity alert goes off. The ship is hit by one more volley.)

YUBARI: (Interrupting) Sir, there's another ship dropping out of warp!

UNDERWOOD: Identify!  Is it the same kind of ship?

YUBARI: No, sir!  It's a Starfleet transponder!  Identifying as... Oh, no.

UNDERWOOD: Yubari!  Identify!

YUBARI: Vessel identified... as the U.S.S. Renegade. His ship.

UNDERWOOD: General Brahms!

NARRATOR: To be continued...


3.7 Trust but Verify


THEME SONG

JOSHUA UNDERWOOD: Space, the final frontier. This crew will explore it. Space, the infinite wilderness. This crew will tame it. Space, storehouse of secrets. This crew will reveal them. These are the new voyages of the Starship Excelsior, and this crew will live up to her name: Ever Upward!

(Pause)

Starring Gareth Bowley as Acting Captain Joshua Underwood.

NARRATOR: The Sword of Damocles, Part Five: “Trust But Verify”.

305 RECAP

LOCATION: EMPTINESS

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek: Excelsior...

(Pause.)

NARRATOR: Four months ago, Starfleet received a distress call from a long-lost cargo ship, the S.S. Anbar. It’s crew had survived an extraordinary ordeal and the void beyond our galaxy.

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR (304-04)

COX: Hey, God! I’ll make you a deal: you can kill me, infest me, send me to Hell.  I don’t care what you do to me.  Just stop making the people I love pay for my mistakes!

NARRATOR: The Starship Excelsior was re-staffed and relaunched on a secret rescue mission. Something went horribly wrong.

LOCATION: ANBAR BUGBOMBED SECTION (304-04)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I don’t come in peace.

(He fires his phaser at the bugbomb, causing it to break open, releasing a swarm of parasites.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Toodles!

SIRESH: He missed?

COX: No, he didn’t miss -- he's blown open the bugbomb!

NARRATOR: The mission was covered up. Many have died to protect its secrets. Others, like General Isaac Brahms, have murdered.

LOCATION: BRIDGE, U.S.S. RENEGADE (302-08)

BRAHMS: Operations, signal the pirate fleet.  They are to set course for the New Victoria colony. They are ordered to destroy it.

TACTICAL: General, those are Federation civilians!

BRAHMS: I know.

NARRATOR: The Excelsior has evaded General Brahms and arrived at the secret location of the derelict Anbar, far from friendly territory. But what they found there, is chilling.

LOCATION: ANBAR CORRIDOR (303-05)

SIMON: Alecz!  Lifesigns again!

LORHROK: How many?

SIMON: Thousands.

LOCATION: ANBAR – THE HOLD (303-07)

NEEVA: We're surrounded.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (303-07)

YUBARI: Sir, three unknown vessels just dropped out of warp!

(The ship is hit and a console explodes.)

UNDERWOOD: Return fire!

(Yubari does so with gusto.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR DEFLECTOR CONTROL ROOM (303-07)

DOVAN: So... I guess you’re not Doctor Sharp, then?

PSEUDO: NO!

(Pseudo fires!  Dovan is struck in the gut and goes down!)

DOVAN: Agggh!

SHARP: NOOOOOOO!

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (303-07)

YUBARI: Sir, there's another ship dropping out of warp! Vessel identified... as the U.S.S. Renegade.

UNDERWOOD: General Brahms!

NARRATOR: And now, the continuation...

SCENE 305 – 01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Retargeting the Renegade!

UNDERWOOD: Belay that!  Keep shooting at the bandits!

YUBARI: Sir, Brahms has massive firepower!  If we don’t – [shoot first, we won’t be able to stop him!]

UNDERWOOD: Hail the Renegade, Leftenant!

(An alert sounds at Yubari’s console)

YUBARI: They’re... They’re hailing us, sir!

UNDERWOOD: By all means, put them on screen!

YUBARI: All I have is audio!

UNDERWOOD: I might have known.

(Yubari activates the connection.)

BRAHMS: Have you ever heard of Icarus, Dovan?  Damn you and your stubborn –[pride!]

UNDERWOOD: This is Captain Joshua Underwood of United Starship Excelsior.  Are you friend or foe?

BRAHMS: Underwood?  Who is this?  Where’s – [Dovan?]

UNDERWOOD: I told you who I am.  Answer my question!

BRAHMS: Not before I know – [who you are and who you represent!]

UNDERWOOD: I don’t have time for this, Brahms – Hello, we’re in combat!  So start shooting at somebody or get the hell out of my way!  Excelsior out! Leftenant!  Report on the enemy!

YUBARI: Three ships, sir, between us and the Anbar!  Configuration totally unknown.

UNDERWOOD: Can we Pause them?

YUBARI: One-on-one, yes, three-on-one... ? We need to keep our distance.  Focus their fire; stretch our shields.

UNDERWOOD: I agree.  Unfortunately, we need to go straight through.

YUBARI: Sir, that idea is... tactically unsound.

UNDERWOOD: We’ve got to get through to the Anbar, Leftenant.  Those are our people over there.

YUBARI: This sounds familiar in the worst possible way. Sir, if we go in there alone, we’re going to be cut to ribbons in a matter of – [minutes.]

UNDERWOOD: Who said anything about going in there alone?  That’d be stupid. (He checks his sensor readouts.) Brahms is in position.  Answer his hail.

YUBARI: He’s... hailing?

(The comm panel sounds.)

YUBARI:  ...right.

(She puts him back on speakers.)

BRAHMS: Alright, Captain.  What’s your plan?

UNDERWOOD: We have people trapped on the Anbar.  I need you to take on one of those ships and draw him out of formation.

BRAHMS: And you’ll skate through the hole he leaves behind.

UNDERWOOD: You learn fast.  Can you do it?

BRAHMS: The odds are against us and the situation is grim. Most fun I’ve had in years.

UNDERWOOD: Thought you’d like it.

BRAHMS: Renegade out!

UNDERWOOD: Helm, cover the Renegade’s approach.

YUBARI: Captain, how did you know he’d side with us?

UNDERWOOD: I had no idea.

YUBARI: That was a guess?

UNDERWOOD: Not a guess.  I just picked the only scenario that ended in the possibility of our survival.  Reality had no choice but to agree.

YUBARI: So your willpower forced Brahms to help us?  That’s... not exactly orthodox.

UNDERWOOD: On the contrary, Leftenant: it’s ninety percent of the captain’s job. Any word from deflector control?  Is Doe— ... is the captain... dead?

YUBARI: Medical teams have arrived on the scene, sir.  That’s all I know.

UNDERWOOD: I see. As soon as Brahms opens that gap, Leftenant, take us in.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Stiff upper lip, Major: just a few minutes more.

SCENE 305 – 02

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD

LORHROK: They’re everywhere!

THE MAJOR: Stay calm!  Keep firing!  Marines: every shot counts!

LORHROK: Simon: How much longer on that sonic pulse?!

SIMON: Maybe ten more minutes, Alecz!

NEEVA: Sir, I don’t know if we can hold out that long!

THE MAJOR: We absolutely cannot, ma’am!

NEEVA: What?  Are you serious, Major?

THE MAJOR: Everyone: reset your phasers to widest possible beam!

(Neeva does this; Alecz does not.)

LORHROK: Major, if we widen the beam any more, it won’t be focused enough to kill them!

MAJOR: Sir, we’re not trying to kill them!  At this point, we’ll be lucky if we slow them down!

SCENE 305 – 03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MEDICAL QUARANTINE LAB

(Red alert in the background. Another alarm goes off in the lab)

COMPUTER: Quarantine lab warning.  Force-filters disabled.  An unknown bioform has entered the lab through the air recirculation duct.

(The Parasite crawls into Sickbay and then worms its way down Ermez’s throat, causing Ermez to choke and gag.)

(Ermez then sits up, puts his feet on the floor, and stands up.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Ooo!  Oooo! Old teeth.  Even weirder. Hello, Ermez.  Good to be back.  Scions, though, you need a shower! Computer, cancel alert and erase entry log, authorization Ermez oh-oh-seven.

(The computer complies.  The alarm stops.  Ermez moves for the door.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Now, then... On to Phase Two!

(He exits.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Computer, remind me: where are my – [quarters?]

NURSE HENNESSY: (Interrupting, running down the hallway) Medical emergency!  Code mauve total override!

(Another alert goes off)

NURSE HENNESSY: That means get out of the way, Ensign! Medical emergency!  YES, YOU!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Hey, wait!  Wait!

(He runs after the gurney)

NURSE HENNESSY: Fine! Make yourself useful!  Grab that end of the gurney and push!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I got it! What the hell happened?  Who’s under that blanket?

NURSE HENNESSY: It’s Captain Dovan!  He’s been shot!  And now we can’t use the damn transporters!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: What?!  Dovan is alive?!

NURSE HENNESSEY: He needs surgery or he’ll be dead in ten minutes. HOLD THAT TURBOLIFT!  MEDICAL EMERGENCY!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I got it, Nurse!

(He runs ahead and grabs the turbolift door as it starts closing; it reopens.  He continues conversing.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: How can he be alive?  He was shot at point-blank range!

(Hennessy reaches and enters the turbolift and fiddles with some buttons on the anti-grave sled.)

NURSE HENNESSEY: He was lucky: it only grazed him.  His vital organs are okay. But that won’t save him if we can’t stop the cell damage!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: But... solar plexus shot!

NURSE HENNESSEY: Looks worse than it is, Ensign. (pause) But not by much.  Sickbay!

(The doors close in Ermez’s face.  The alarm stops and returns to normal red alert.)

(Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: How can he be alive?  How is that... ? ...possible.

(He enters the turbolift.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Doctor Sharp.

(The turbolift door closes.)

SCENE 305 – 04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The bridge rocks under a particularly harsh blast.  A console explodes, like they do.)

YUBARI: That’s it!  The deflector dish just went offline!

UNDERWOOD: Distance to the Anbar!

YUBARI: Forty thousand kilometers!  Not close enough to beam through the ion storm!

UNDERWOOD: Stay on target!  Full speed ahead! Brahms, where’s that hole you promised me!

BRAHMS: Oh, you young captains.  I tell you, if this was a formation of Breen battleships –

UNDERWOOD: General, these aren’t the Breen, my fusion drives are fissioning, and I... am thirty-seven years old!

BRAHMS: Well, why didn’t you say so?  You’re eligible for our senior citizens special! Tactical, another brace of torpedoes for Mr. Underwood!  Target for maximum casualties!

TACTICAL: Yes, General!

(The ships fight. A sensor alert goes off at Yubari’s station.)

YUBARI: The third ship is pulling away!  They’re going after the Renegade!

(The barrage on the Excelsior lessens.)

UNDERWOOD: I don’t want to make a habit of saying this, but thank you, General.

BRAHMS: Don’t let Dovan hear you say that.  He’d confine you to quarters.

UNDERWOOD: Don’t think he hasn’t tried. All ahead, Yubari.

(Another big hit.)

BRAHMS: Just keep your shields up for another minute or two, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Why?  What happens then?

BRAHMS: Uncoded message, open channel, you know the regs.  Brahms out.

UNDERWOOD: Distance to the Anbar, Leftenant!

YUBARI: Two thousand kilometers... and closing.

SCENE 305 – 05

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD

(Nothing but phaser fire for a few moments. Then one of the phasers jams.)

MAJOR: Florez! Florez, keep firing!

FLOREZ: I’m out of ammo, Sir!

MAJOR: Martinez!  Cover him!  Commander, check your toolkit!

NEEVA: I’m on it!

LORHROK: Florez, look out!

(A strangled cry and Mr. Florez has been overrun.  He falls to the floor, gun firing wildly in all directions until he hits the floor and loses his grip.)

FLOREZ: (Screaming) Aggh!  No!  Get them off!  Get them -- !

(He starts choking as a bugger forces his way into his throat.)

THE MAJOR: Florez!

T(he Major reacts quickly – he raises his phaser and blasts a hole in Florez, who falls instantly silent.)

LORHROK: (simul. – right before and as he fires) Major, NO!

NEEVA: You killed him!

THE MAJOR: Respectfully, ma’am, I’d do it again.

NEEVA: You murdered Florez!

THE MAJOR: I murdered what he was about to become!  Now please, Commander – !

NEEVA: How can you – [pretend to wear that uniform]?

LORHROK: Commander, let it go!

NEEVA: What?!

LORHROK: Let it go – hold the line.

SCENE 305 – 06

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Structural damage, deck seven.  Casualties on deck eight.  Dorsal shields down to – [eight percent.]

UNDERWOOD: (Interrupting) Spare the details, Leftenant.  I don’t need a weather report to tell me how hard it’s raining.  Distance!

YUBARI: Four hundred kilometers to transporter range.  But the big one is holding position between us and the Anbar.

UNDERWOOD: Penning us in.  They know what we want. What about those hellfire torpedoes?

YUBARI: Partially dismantled in cold storage, sir.  Two hours load time, minimum.

UNDERWOOD: Dammit Dovan: first the fighter squadron, now the hellfires! Signal the Renegade!  Tell them we need another favor!

YUBARI: The Renegade is pulling a C-1 full evasive right now, sir.  They’re busy.

(A large explosion rocks the bridge.)

YUBARI: And... sir?  We can’t take much more of this “thunderstorm”.

UNDERWOOD: What are the odds we can outmaneuver the bandit, get around to his other flank?

YUBARI: If we target his engines?  Fifty-fifty, sir.

UNDERWOOD: I’ve made worse bets than that in the last ten minutes.  Do it!

SCENE 305 – 07

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

(An eminently calm and orderly place.  There are no alert klaxons here.  We can hear the battle going on outside.)

BRAHMS: Tactical, rear tube one. (pause) Fire.

(Quantum torpedo fires out the rear tube.)

TACTICAL: Direct hit!  He’s attempting to turn his starboard shield away.

BRAHMS: Don’t let him.  Tubes two and three, fire.

OPERATIONS: Torpedoes away!

TACTICAL: Hull breach: he is venting atmosphere.

BRAHMS: Good shot, Tactical.

TACTICAL: Noted.

OPERATIONS: General, if I may?

BRAHMS: Of course, Operations.

OPERATIONS: Why are we helping the Excelsior?  We’ve spent weeks trying to destroy them.  And all those people on New Victoria...

BRAHMS: The blood of New Victoria will always be on my hands, Operations.  But the blood of the Federation is going to be on Dovan’s. Our mission was to stop them from getting here.  We failed.  They’re no longer a threat to the Federation.  They’re just a fellow Starfleet ship in trouble.

OPERATIONS: I thought you said that if we failed, every living being in the galaxy would be killed or enslaved.

BRAHMS: That’s absolutely true.

OPERATIONS: But we failed.

BRAHMS: And every living being in the galaxy is going to be killed or enslaved because of it.  Including us.  But there’s nothing we or the Excelsior can do about it now. Yesterday, we had a fighting chance, so we were pragmatists.  Today, we are doomed.  This is the hour of the idealist. (pause) But I have no intention of making this my blaze of glory.  Bring us about!

OPERATIONS: Yes, General!

SCENE 305 – 08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(They are taking heavy fire.)

UNDERWOOD: Yubari!

YUBARI: It’s no good, sir!  They’ve closed the pen on us!  We can’t maneuver!

UNDERWOOD: Dammit!  We’ll have to come back for the away team!  Can you get us out of here?

YUBARI: Only if you want to expose our antimatter pods to weapons fire, sir!

UNDERWOOD: Watch that lip, Leftenant! What are our options?

YUBARI: We’re... (external weapons fire stops) receiving a response to our hail, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Brahms?

YUBARI: No, the aliens.

UNDERWOOD: First contact.  My favorite part of this job. What are they saying?

YUBARI: They’re asking for our unconditional surrender.

UNDERWOOD: How predictable.

YUBARI: If it’s all the same to you, sir, I’d like to answer them in my own way.

UNDERWOOD: By all means, Leftenant!

YUBARI: Firing all batteries!

(She does so. The enemy ships respond by re-opening fire on the Excelsior.)

UNDERWOOD: Well, it’s like I always say: never surrender while the shields are still up!

YUBARI: Then we have about twenty seconds! Detecting active transporter signals, sir!  Boarding parties!  Looking for gaps in our shields!

UNDERWOOD: We need help.  Raise Brahms.

YUBARI: Aye, sir!

UNDERWOOD: General, hate to bother you again, but we’ve got ourselves in a bit of a pickle here.

BRAHMS: I can see that.

UNDERWOOD: Care to do something about it?

BRAHMS: I can’t.

UNDERWOOD: Then we’re dead.

BRAHMS: Not necessarily. See, we’ve been carrying along some friends in the Renegade’s warp trail.  And they’re due to arrive... now.

(Warp flashes.)

YUBARI: Sir!  Seven more ships dropping out of warp!

UNDERWOOD: More bandits?

YUBARI: Too small, sir!  Can’t get a clear reading in the storm.  But it looks like –

ALEX ROL: This is Lieutenant Junior Grade Alex Rol of the five-oh-seventh marine starfighter squadron!  Did somebody say ‘pickles’?

YUBARI: Rol!

ALEX ROL: Good to see you, too, Yubari-san!

UNDERWOOD: Leftenant Rol...

(Pause.)

ALEX ROL: That’s me, sir, but I don’t think we have time to get acquainted just now.

UNDERWOOD: True.  We have an away team trapped on that derelict freighter.  Can you clear a path?

ALEX ROL: Of course!  I mean, if those were Breen warships –

UNDERWOOD: Oh!  Not you, too!  Excelsior out!

(The connection terminates.)

YUBARI: Rol’s fighters are coming in fast and hot.  This’ll work, sir.

(The explosions lessen as the enemy focuses on Rol’s ships.)

UNDERWOOD: Do you trust him?

YUBARI: Not for a minute and with my life, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Sounds like our new CAG is an interesting guy.

YUBARI: He sure keeps us guessing, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Like just now.

YUBARI: Case in point.

(Console alert.)

YUBARI: Still no transporter lock on the Away Team, sir.  There’s some kind of interference onboard the Anbar.

UNDERWOOD: Bring us closer!

SCENE 305 - 09

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD

THE MAJOR: Tighten it up, Martinez!  Close that gap!

(There is rapid phaser fire.)

NEEVA: (absolutely terrified) Lorhrok!  They’re on me!  I can’t get them off! I can’t get them off!

LORHROK: Hold on, Neeva!  We – I’ll — Major!

THE MAJOR: I said any cost, ma’am!  And I meant it! Yahh!

(He charges in front of her, guns blazing!)

LORHROK: Major, get back!  You’ll be overrun!

THE MAJOR: We are being overrun, sir!

SCENE 305 – 10

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Yubari!

YUBARI: We’re almost in transporter range, sir!  But I still can’t get a lock!

UNDERWOOD: Why not?!

SCENE 305 – 11

LOCATION: ANBAR THE HOLD

NEEVA: (screams)

(Suddenly, Simon Westlake’s tricorder beeps that a task has been completed.)

SIMON: Alecz!  I have it!  The sonic pulse!

LORHROK: FIRE IT!

(He does so.  A nasty whining noise sweeps out rapidly from Westlake’s tricorder across the room and off into the bowels of the ship, a powerful and rapid pulse that silences the swarm as it sweeps over it.)

NEEVA: It worked!

THE MAJOR: We only have a few moments!

LORHROK: SIMON!

(More beeps from the tricorder!)

SIMON: It’s done!  The Excelsior has our location!

SCENE 305 – 12

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Sir, I have them!  But I won’t for long!

UNDERWOOD: Full impulse!  Get us in range now!

SCENE 305-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: The big one still isn’t backing down!

UNDERWOOD: He’ll blink.

YUBARI: What if he doesn’t?

UNDERWOOD: Then he’s going to be rammed at one-quarter light speed.  That’s.  Why.  He’ll.  Blink.

YUBARI: He’s powering engines!

UNDERWOOD: We have him!

YUBARI: ...and turning to starboard.

UNDERWOOD: What?  He’ll hit the Anbar!

YUBARI: He doesn’t have another way out, sir!  Rol’s fighters are blocking his escapes!

UNDERWOOD: Rol!

ROL: We see it!  We’re trying to open another hole!

YUBARI: Too late!  IMPACT!

SCENE 305 - 15

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD

(The ship is rocked by a massive impact! The Away Team yells and is thrown to the ground on top of the dormant parasites. Simon his grip on his tricorder, which falls under a piece of falling debris and is destroyed with a crunch, a whine, and some sparks.)

WESTLAKE: NO!

LORHROK: Simon, are you — [alright!?]

WESTLAKE: My tricorder!  Alecz, we’ve lost the pulse!

(The parasites begin waking up.)

NEEVA: The swarm’s awake!

NEEVA: They’re everywhere!  They’re every – ag(choke)gggh(choke)!

And Neeva’s taken.  Before she’s even begun her final sentence, though, the Major has already interrupted her:

THE MAJOR: Get off the floor!  Sirs, get off the – (choke)!

MARTINEZ:  (Choking as a parasite takes him as well.)

SCENE 305 - 16

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

ROL: The Anbar reactor is going super-critical!

UNDERWOOD: Helm, get us there NOW!

YUBARI: Sir, the interference is back!  We’ve lost their lifesigns!

UNDERWOOD: GET THEM BACK!

ROL: Excelsior, BRACE YOURSELVES!

(All weapons fire stops.  The red alert repeater stops.)

(The Anbar explodes.)

(Pause.  The explosion rolls outward from its initial detonation point. It quiets at first as it loses its initial force, then grows again as it rolls toward (and then over) the Excelsior.)

(Sensor alerts scream.)

YUBARI: Shockwave!

(The shockwave passes over the ship, rocking it but doing no serious damage, then blows away. A second, light shockwave of dust and particulates passes in its wake, pebbles pinging against the hull.)

(The red alert repeater resumes.)

UNDERWOOD: Yubari...  What just... ?

YUBARI: The Anbar has... The Anbar has been vaporized, captain.

(Long pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Report.

YUBARI: No lifesigns. (pause) Some damage to us, but the bandit took the brunt of the impact.  He’s in bad shape.

(More alerts.)

YUBARI: ...and Mister Rol’s fighters are giving chase for all they’re worth.

UNDERWOOD: God bless ‘em.  Superlative.

YUBARI: Sir, what are your orders?

UNDERWOOD: Note a commendation for each member of the away team, Leftenant and mark them Killed In Action. After that... K.B.O.

YUBARI: What?

UNDERWOOD: Keep buggering on, Leftenant.

Back us out of here.  And raise General Brahms.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(She presses some buttons.)

BRAHMS: This is Brahms. I’m sorry, Captain.  Lorhrok was an idealist worthy of the name.  And your marine commander... truly, a great man.

UNDERWOOD: We’re pulling back, Brahms.  The Excelsior’s a capital ship.

BRAHMS: Not designed for close-quarters combat.

UNDERWOOD: Especially not with support ships at its disposal.

BRAHMS: You’ve taken heavy damage.  Get to a safe distance and support us from long range.

UNDERWOOD: My thoughts exactly.  Underwood out. Yubari, do it.

(Turbolift doors open.  Ermez emerges onto the bridge.)

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Commander Underwood –

UNDERWOOD: Who are you? Why aren’t you at your post?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I’m Ensign Phillipe Ermez, sir.  I need to speak with you – in private!

UNDERWOOD: You want a private conference during combat?  Fat chance!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Sir, this is an emergency!

UNDERWOOD: I cannot overemphasize how absolutely correct you are, Ensign!

YUBARI: Commander... Ermez was the first parasite host on the Excelsior.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: The first known host.  Sir, I know what they’re planning.

YUBARI: They?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: They.

UNDERWOOD: ...step into my ready room, Ensign. (He starts walking) Yubari?  KBO.

YUBARI: KBO, sir.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR READY ROOM

UNDERWOOD: I wasn’t aware you’d recovered, Ensign.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Just this morning, sir.  My memory’s been coming back in pieces.  I just remembered this.

(He hands Underwood a padd, which Underwood clicks through.)

UNDERWOOD: Names.  It’s a list of names.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Eighty-five names, sir.  Every person on the Excelsior under the control of a neural parasite.  Half of them at key posts around the ship. They’re about to do something big, Captain.  That’s all I remember.  But if you act quickly and quietly, you might be able to stop them before they know what’s happening.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan’s name is on this list.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Dovan was their primary target.  From what I’ve gathered, they’ve succeeded in infesting him.

UNDERWOOD: What makes you say that?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: How else do you explain him surviving a point-blank phaser to the solar plexus?

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Thank you, Ensign.  Let me know if you remember anything else.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Of course.

UNDERWOOD: Dismissed. (Ermez exits) Brig, this is Underwood.  I want you to go get Captain DOE-ven out of sickbay and lock him up.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I love it when a plan comes together.

SCENE 305 - 17

NARRATOR: Three months ago.  Five hours after the bugbomb exploded.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TRANSPORTER ROOM (FLASHBACK)

(Skipper Sam Cox materializes on the Excelsior platform.)

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper!  You’re alive!

ALEX ROL: Welcome back to the Excelsior, Captain Cox.

SAM COX: Brady. (Pause) Yes, I’m alive. (Pause) (To Rol) What about the Excelsior’s captain... Siresh?

ROL: Dead.  Commander Cortez and I... He was infested.

COX: I was afraid of that. (Pause.) I’m glad you’re okay, Brady.  (turning to Rol)  And you – what’s your name?

ROL: Lieutenant Junior Grade Alexander Rol, Starfleet Special Operations.  At your service.

WINTERS: C’mon, Skip, we have to get you out of here.

COX: Where’s my crew?

ROL: The Anbar survivors are safe, ma’am, but we need to get you to the bridge; the bluegills have taken control of this part of the Excelsior.

COX: And they let you just stroll in here to use the transporter?

ROL: There were four of us when we left the bridge, ma’am.

WINTERS: You would’ve been proud, Skipper.  They went down fighting.  A graceful end for them.

COX: A graceful end? You think any of this is a graceful end, Doctor?!  I led my crew into its own worst nightmare!  Don’t baby-talk me!

WINTERS: You didn’t think it was ‘baby-talk’ when we were gonna die at the Galactic Barrier.

COX: Better if we had died!  Bunch a’ simple plain-Jane heroes, we’d’ve been!  This... this is hell, Brady.  Not grace: damnation!

(Tense silence.)

ROL: With all due respect, ma’ams, we do need to get going.

COX: To my crew.

ROL: To the bridge.

WINTERS: To the turbolift!  Come on!

(They exit the Transporter Room)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR (FLASHBACK)

ROL: The turbolift is – [just down this corridor.]

WINTERS: Look out!

(A Marine rifle discharges two shots.)

ROL: (While firing his phaser) Got him!

(The marine falls to the floor.)

ROL: Let’s go!  There’s a turbolift ninety meters from here!

(They start walking.)

COX: Your containment protocols weren’t good enough, Rol.  This battle is over.  What’s the range of your escape pods?  How far to the Federation border?

ROL: Pretty far, actually.  But this fight’s a long way from over.

COX: You’re wrong.  You lost.

ROL: Maybe not.  We have Beetlejuice on our side.

COX: Brady, am I supposed to know what that means?

WINTERS: It’s a weapon, Skipper.

ROL: A shield, really.  Beetlejuice is an injection that immunizes the user against infestation.

COX: That’s impossible.  That’s fantasy.

ROL: For our science?  Yes.  But we didn’t invent Beetlejuice.  We stole it.  There’s only twenty doses in the entire Federation.  Nineteen of them were on board the Excelsior today.  We have immunized search-and-annihilate teams throughout the ship cleaning up this mess.

COX: Then... If you’re not lying, Rol...

ROL: Be a dumb thing to lie about, Captain.

COX: Then maybe we’ve got a chance after all.

WINTERS: Damn straight, Skipper.

COX: Get back!

(An enemy fires his phaser pulses just an instant before Cox counters with her phaser.  The enemy falls to the ground. But now, we can hear a bugger swarm coming down the hallway.)

WINTERS: Skipper, it’s a swarm!

COX: Rol, you immunized?

ROL: Nope!

COX: Go go!  Into the lift!

(They run for the lift and get in.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

ROL: Bridge!

(The lift starts moving.)

COX: Rol, we’re going to see my crew.

ROL: There’s... something Acting Captain Cortez needs to explain to you.  Immediately.

COX: I need to see them, Rol.  [To] Make sure the children are safe.

ROL: They are, I – [assure you, Skipper!]

COX: Rol!  At your rank, I guess you’ve never been in command, but once you have you’ll understand – [why I need to do this.]

ROL: You guess wrong. (Pause) Computer Core!

(The computer acknowledges the command, and the lift stops and redirects itself toward the computer core.)

COX: Thank you. Now, what is it Rachel Cortez needs to explain to me?

ROL: We...

COX: Spit it out!

ROL: We need you to go back.

COX: Back?

ROL: Back to the Anbar.

COX: (near-simultaneous) Out of the question.

ROL: I’m sorry, Skipper.  If there were any other way... We’ve picked up three more bluegill vessels on their way, Gevinon-class.  We need the Anbar to cover our escape.

COX: Well to hell with you!

ROL: It’s not just the Excelsior at stake, Captain.  Otherwise we’d fight to the death to get you home to Earth.  I swear it.

COX: Then send your own damn people!  I’m not suicidally attached to the Anbar, you know!

ROL: I wish it were that easy.  By the Great Bird, I wish I could go instead of you.  But it has to be your crew, Skipper.  I’ll explain the whole Sword of Damocles on the way, but we have to start now or it’ll be too late, Skipper.  Too late for all of us.

COX: Tell me, Rol: do you really think I’m going to send one single person back over there to be infested? Do you think I was kidding when I said we’d be better off dead?  ‘cause if so you’re crazier’n Siresh, and look what happened to him.

ROL: If I held a gun to the head of one of the Anbar children, I don’t think you’d hesitate.

COX: Is that a threat, Mister Rol?

ROL: Am I right, Captain?

COX: Mr. Rol, take it from someone who knows: survival is not enough reason for surviving.

(Turbolift doors open.)

LOCATION: COMPUTER CORE (FLASHBACK)

SCHMITTY: Hey, hey! It’s the Skipper!

(The Anbar crew cheers in the background.)

(The turbolift doors close. Footsteps run toward Cox, Rol, and Brady.)

GWENDOLYN JENSEN-WOODARD: Skipper!  You’re alright!

MRS CHEN: (further away) Sam!

SCHMITTY: When you didn’t come back from the Anbar... and then the bugbomb went off... we thought...

GWENDOLYN JENSEN-WOODARD: We didn’t think anything, Skipper.  We just... we were worried.

SCHMITTY: She’s okay, ain’t she, Doc?

WINTERS: Sam... She’s got no cuts and bruises.  The rest, she’ll have to speak her piece.

GWENDOLYN JENSEN-WOODARD: The buggers are coming, Skipper.  What do we do?

COX: We... (exhales) I don’t know.  Survival is not enough reason for – [surviving.]

JAMIE SANDERS (ANBAR CHILD): Skipper?

GWENDOLYN JENSEN-WOODARD: She’s busy right now, Jamie.

COX: No.  Let him come.

(A young eight-year-old approaches. Cox sighs and bends down to the child’s level.)

COX: Jamie Sanders.  How you holdin’ up, young man?

JAMIE SANDERS: I’m fine. But what about Buzz?

COX: Who’s Buzz?

JAMIE SANDERS: My pet turtle.  Is there gonna be food for him when we get to Earth?

(Pause.)

JAMIE SANDERS: Skipper?

COX: (Quietly) Run along, Jamie.

JAMIE SANDERS: But –

WINTERS: You’d better do as she says, Jamie.

(Pause.)

COX: I’m going to need some volunteers. And you, Rol: we’re gonna want the rest of that Beetlejuice stuff.

SCENE 305 - 18

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIG

(Flashback sound)

NARRATOR: The present day.

(We can hear the battle and klaxons distantly.)

DOVAN: (soft groan, moan)

SHARP: Don’t try to move, Alcar.

DOVAN: Doctor... Sharp.

SHARP: Please... Call me Melissa.

DOVAN: (weakly) Melissa. You’re back.

SHARP: Yes I am.

DOVAN: That explains why you’re grinning like a lematya. (Pause) Melissa, can I ask a personal question?

SHARP: I owe you that much, don’t I?

DOVAN: True. (Pause) Why aren’t I dead?

SHARP: (laughs bitterly) You were lucky.  The shot grazed you. I’m so sorry, Alcar.  I wasn’t strong enough.  I’m just... the same woman I’ve always been.

DOVAN: A sharp young surgeon?

SHARP: That pun wasn’t funny before She used it.

DOVAN: Sorry.  I actually thought it was pretty good. You were saying.

SHARP: Nothing you don’t already know.  That I couldn’t even hold a phaser steady when the Breen invaded San Francisco.  That I spent my whole career hiding on starbases and planetside.  That I’m a coward.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You’re not a coward, Melissa. You’re a moron. I was shot in the guts with a phaser set to kill.  I survived, and you think you had nothing to do with it? I don’t know what “She” told you, but listen to what I’m sayin’: you’re a woman of rare strength, Melissa Sharp, and that’s the reason I’m still alive today.

SHARP: You weren’t in there.  You weren’t inside my head when I pulled that trigger.  She was happy, Alcar.  I remember it as if I felt it.  I shot you and it felt great.

DOVAN: And you missed. (Pause. He groans and stands up.) Now let’s see about gettin' out of here.  I got a purple heart to apply for.

SHARP: How many’s that?

DOVAN: Six.

SHARP: I’ll throw you a party.

DOVAN: Computer, drop forcefield, authorization Dovan-quattuor-septem.

(Computer makes a “request denied” noise.)

DOVAN: Guess the computer disabled my command codes when I lost command.

SHARP: Or Underwood revoked them when he threw you in the brig.

DOVAN: That’s a fair point.

(The Brig doors open and footsteps approach.)

DOVAN: Come to think of it, why did they throw me in the brig?  You I understand – no offense, Melissa – but what’d I do?

SHARP: I don’t know.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I do.

SHARP: Phillipe!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Doctor.  It’s good to see you survived Him, too.

SHARP: Him? Oh you mean Her.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Yeah.  Don’t worry; we’ll get our revenge.

SHARP: I hope so.

DOVAN: Yeah, about that –

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Captain, you were taken into custody because Commander Underwood has been infested.  He’s co-opted some of our security forces and is attempting to sabotage key areas of the ship.  Here’s a list.

(The forcefield sparks.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Forcefield, right. Guard, would you please -- ?

(He fires a cricket phaser at the guard who screams and collapses.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: There’s a good man.  Dropping the forcefield, here’s the list, don’t worry, set to stun.

(As he says it, he drops the forcefield and hands over the padd to Dovan, who scans through it.)

DOVAN: Well... thank you, Ensign.  We’ll stop him.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Don’t you worry about it, Captain.  I suggest you make for the bridge.  And fast: the alarm’ll go off in a minute.

DOVAN: He’s right.  Come on, Melissa!

(Dovan and Sharp run for it, exiting the brig.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Toodles! (Pause) You know, I think Phase Two is going to work even better with Dovan alive. (Pause) Computer, which way to auxiliary control?

SCENE 305 – 19

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Sharp and Dovan are running away down the corridor, seconds after leaving the brig.)

SHARP: Which way to the turbolift?

DOVAN: Can’t take a turbolift; they’d just cut power and we’d be stuck.

SHARP: Maintenance tunnels?

DOVAN: Jefferies Tube access to the bridge is sealed off during a Red Alert.  We’ll have to disable forcefields. I’ll get down to the EPS power juncture on deck twenty and shut it down.  You head for transporter room twelve and wait for my signal.

(They stop running.)

SHARP: Signal for what?

DOVAN: We’re beaming onto the bridge.

(Dovan goes through the door.)

SCENE 305 - 20

LOCATION: STARFIGHTER SOJOURN

ROL: YEE-ha! That’ll do it for his starboard weapons array!  Good job, Vesant!  And thanks for the assist, Isaac!

VESANT: Thank you, sir!

BRAHMS: We do the good work, after all.

ROL: With a Timberwolf-class starfighter and a cheerful smirk.

BRAHMS: And, on days like today, I do still love this job. Lieutenant... are you alright?

ROL: Alecz Lorhrok was my best friend in the world, and I never had the chance to tell him. So, no.  Not alright.  But the one thing that’ll make me feel better is a little healthy revenge.

BRAHMS: Just be careful.

ROL: Vesant!  Tighten it back up!

VESANT: I’m trying, sir!  I’m not getting enough suppressing fire from the Excelsior!  Can’t maneuver!

ROL: You’re right.  Their shots are going all over the place. Rol to Excelsior!  Where’s our cover fire?

UNDERWOOD: Standby, Rol.  Excelsior out.

BRAHMS: That’s it?  “Stand by”?

ROL: What is going on over there?

SCENE 305 – 21

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Sharp is running, breathing hard.)

UNDERWOOD: All hands, this is the Captain.  Doctor Sharp and Captain DOE-ven are under the control of a hostile alien.  They are armed and extremely dangerous.  Apprehend them at all costs!

SHARP: Well there’s a man with no sense of irony.

DOVAN: All hands, this is the Captain!  Underwood’s the one under alien control!

UNDERWOOD: DOE-ven, you know you just gave away your position.

DOVAN: Oh, bollocks.

(The comm line is closed.)

(Sharp enters the Transporter Room.)

SHARP: Marel Lorth.

LORTH: Oh, bollocks.

SHARP: You got that right.  Look, Lorth, I know that Bajoran loyalty of yours is gonna make it hard for you to make an informed choice, so I’m going to make it real easy for you. Back away from the transporter console or I’ll shoot.

LORTH: You don’t have a gun.

SHARP: Pretend that I do.

LORTH: Umm...

SHARP: Look, if we both pretend I have a gun, then you were under duress, and you get off scot-free under the Starfleet Code of Military Justice.

LORTH: (chuckles) That’s something only the real Melissa Sharp would think of.  It’s all yours, ma’am.

SCENE 305 - 22

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR JEFFRIES TUBE

(Dovan is breathing hard as he crawls through the Jeffries Tube.)

DOVAN: Computer, seal tube Nineteen-Beta-Gamma.

COMPUTER: Access denied.  Your security clearance is invalid.

(In the distance, we can hear a security team looking for Dovan.)

SECURITY OFFICER: (Muffled) I think I found (inaudible).

DOVAN: Oh, boy.  They’re onto me. I’m never going to make it to Deck Twenty.  Time for plan B.

(Dovan runs out the main door at this intersection into a corridor.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

DOVAN: Perfect. Computer, reload holodeck program Ronec Vex and the Burning of the Black Spots.  Enable privacy protocol Lorhrok-One.

(The computer whirrs, then beeps.)

COMPUTER: Program complete.  Enter when ready.

(The holodeck doors open; Dovan runs in.)

LOCATION: TROPICAL ISLAND (HOLODECK)

HOLO-LORHROK: (talking like a pirate) And when that fortress falls, mi’laddies, we’ll be so deep in precious iron ye can buy yourself ye own fortress!  This is what we signed on for, swabs!  In the name of Captain Ronec Vex, Terror of the Symbiotic Seas: ATTACK!

PIRATE 1: The Black Spot fights!

(The boat runs ashore onto a sandy beach.  The pirates start shouting and begin fighting with the soldiers on the beach. Swords clash, and the battle is on! Lots of “Yarr”s and “Arrr”s in the background.)

LORHROK: Glad you could join us ‘ere, First Matey O’Mallic!

DOVAN: Aye, Cap’n Vex!  The Pirate in the Pink Pants wouldn’t miss a buccaneers’ raid for a boat made o’ iron!  Arrr!

(And they charge into the battle, too, swords swinging.)

SCENE 305 - 23

LOCATION: BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: What the hell is stopping you, Yubari?

YUBARI: Lorhrok was the best engineer on this ship, sir, and he took his holonovels very seriously!  I can’t break his privacy settings!

UNDERWOOD: Then order your teams to get in there and find DOE-ven manually!

SCENE 305 – 24

LOCATION: FORTRESS SCULLERY (HOLODECK)

(A battle rages with swords and improvised culinary weapons.)

(Dovan is hunched over a hologrid panel embedded in the cast-iron stove, moving isolinear chips around while Lorhrok/Vex defends his first mate with his cutlass.)

LORHROK: Ye’ve led us to our doom, Matey O’Mallic!  They’ve got us hemmed in on every side, and a scullery is no place for a last stand!

DOVAN: We’re not doomed, Captain!  I’m using a... a powerful magic totem that will end this battle in an instant!  With a little pirate know-how, I can turn off every forcefield on the Excelsior from here!

LORHROK: Keepin’ magical powers inside a stove?  What kind of place be that fer a totem?

DOVAN: Arrrrr? Annnnd... I have it!

(He finishes the sequence and swings the cast-iron stove door shut.)

(Power fluctuates momentarily shipwide, and, suddenly, the holoprogram deactivates.)

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: There he is!

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #2: Captain Dovan, you’re under arrest!

DOVAN: Stupid!  Holograms are made of forcefields, too! Alright, you got me.  I’m not going to fire on my own officers. What’s your name, Ensign?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #1: Ensign Karash, sir.

DOVAN: Remind me to put you in for a commendation when this is – [all over].

(A transporter beam engages, whisking Dovan away.)

SCENE 305 – 25

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Targeting sensors are still offline.

UNDERWOOD: Still no explanation?

YUBARI: None!

(Two transporter beams.)

UNDERWOOD: Security to the bridge! (To Dovan) Don’t move!

(Dovan and Underwood both charge their phasers.)

YUBARI: Same goes for you! ...Doctor Sharp.

SHARP: Asuka, I’m so – [sorry!]

YUBARI: Not a word out of you, “Doctor”!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Well, I see you found the hiding place where I keep my extra phaser.

UNDERWOOD: I’m not sure “under your chair” qualifies as a “hiding place”, DOE-ven.  Or shall I address myself to the parasite masquerading as our captain?

DOVAN: My phasers are easy.  My Romulan Ale?  Not even Starfleet Security will find those compartments. Stand down, Underwood.  I’m the faster shot; you don’t stand a chance.

UNDERWOOD: Have you seen me on the phaser range? Or is that just bravado?

YUBARI: We just lost one of the fighters!  Two more in serious distress!  We need to get back in this fight.

DOVAN: Tell them we’ll be there!  Just as soon as we get this parasite off the bridge.

UNDERWOOD: Me, the parasite?!  (scoffs audibly)  Hardly makes sense.  Why would they want me when they can get the Captain of the Excelsior?

DOVAN: As I recall the chain of events, I got shot in the guts.  And that made you the Captain of the Excelsior.

UNDERWOOD: Are you suggesting I was behind your assassination attempt?

DOVAN: I’d’ve suggested that even if there weren’t mind-controlling cockroaches involved.

YUBARI: Firefights beginning to break out below decks!  Parasite suspects clashing with security teams!

DOVAN: Another firefight’s about to break out on the bridge! Prove it, Underwood!  Prove you are who you say you are!

UNDERWOOD: You know that’s impossible!  We don’t know how to detect these monsters – immune to sensors, able to hide their gills... Prove it yourself!

DOVAN: I know who I am. Last warning, Under – [wood].

SHARP: No!  No!  This isn’t right!  None of this is right!

UNDERWOOD: What?

DOVAN: Melissa?

SHARP: This isn’t how She works!  Taking over dozens of officers, gunning people down in the corridors... the idea would never cross Her mind!

UNDERWOOD: Whose mind?

DOVAN: The parasite that shot me.  Keep up, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: Ah. Then what would ‘She’ do?

SHARP: This. She preys on trust.  On faith.  On friendship.  Turns it on itself so nobody believes in anybody else.  Gets them to point phasers at one another. Then She doesn’t need to take over dozens of officers; they’re doing all the work for Her.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: She has a point.

UNDERWOOD: I know.

DOVAN: Then why haven’t you lowered your phaser?

UNDERWOOD: Same reason you haven’t: because I can’t give up this ship on a hunch.

DOVAN: Because there’s a chance, just a chance –

UNDERWOOD: That Ensign Ermez was right.

DOVAN: Exactly. (Pause) Wait, Ensign Ermez?  Ensign Phillipe Ermez?

UNDERWOOD: He’s the one who tipped us off that you’d been taken.

DOVAN: Ermez was the one who tipped us off, too.  And broke us out of jail.

SHARP: It’s Her.

UNDERWOOD: Has to be. (Pause.) ...assuming you’re telling the truth.

DOVAN: Alright, let’s settle this.  Yubari, do you trust Mister Underwood?

YUBARI: He’s a lot better at fighting battles than you are, Captain.

DOVAN: I will try not to take that personally. Alright, Underwood, here’s your proof: This ship is yours.  Until this is over, I am giving you full command of the Excelsior.  For the good of the ship.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Well, now I know you’re not Dovan.

DOVAN: Ha ha.

UNDERWOOD: Sorry I doubted you.

DOVAN: You did the right thing.

UNDERWOOD: Computer, locate Ensign Ermez!

COMPUTER: Phillipe Ermez is in Auxiliary Control.

DOVAN: Let’s finish this.

(He steps toward the turbolift, and gets far enough that it slides open.)

SHARP: I’m coming with you.

DOVAN: Melissa –

SHARP: I’m coming with you.

(They exit on the lift.)

SCENE 305 - 26

LOCATION: ANBAR HOLD (FLASHBACK)

(Flashback noise.)

NARRATOR: Three months ago.  Six hours after the bugbomb exploded.

(Everyone is working. Cox sits down in the center seat.)

SAM COX: Never thought I’d sit in the Anbar’s center seat again. Everybody ready?

SCHMITTY: Yeah.

WINTERS: I’m all set.

MRS CHEN: Buckled in, Skipper.

SAM COX: Just so this is clear to everyone: this is a suicide mission.  If we’re lucky, we die.  If we’re less lucky, the buggers’ll have us.  And then we have to hope this Beetlejuice stuff works as advertised.  Then we fight ‘til we die. Either way, there’s no going back.  We clear?

SCHMITTY: I understand, Skipper.

MRS CHEN: That’s why I volunteered.

WINTERS: Sam?  I follow where you lead.

SAM COX: Alright. Hail the Excelsior.

SCHMITTY: Hailing frequencies open.

CORTEZ: This is Commander Rachel Cortez of the U.S.S. Excelsior.

SAM COX: Skipper Sam Cox, Anbar actual.  Glad to finally meet you, Rach.  Never guessed I’d have a Vulcan cousin out there.

CORTEZ: The sentiment is mutual, Captain. Are you prepared for your mission?

SAM COX: You mean, ‘ve we said our prayers?

CORTEZ: I was referring to the Anbar’s deflector array.

COX: Oh, that too.  Schmitty?

SCHMITTY: Workin’.

COX: It’s all set, Rachel.  We’ll hide your warp trail.  Just make yourselves scarce.  They’ll never guess you were here.  Your blasted “Sword of Damocles” survives another day. And this old girl’ll give the buggers a fight they won’t soon forget.

CORTEZ: You have our gratitude, Captain Cox.

COX: Not doing it for you.  Doing it for my crew. Promise me you’ll get them back to Earth, Rachel Cortez.  Every one of ‘em.  Get them out of here alive.

CORTEZ: You have my word.

COX: Good. And, Rach...

CORTEZ: Captain?

COX: Remember us.

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: Always.

(Transmission ends.)

MRS CHEN: The Excelsior is moving off.  Going to warp.

(Warp flash.)

COX: Charge the deflector dish and get that ion trail scrubbed.

WINTERS: Got it.

(A hum as the deflector dish starts firing charged particles.)

COX: Hurry.  Buggers’ll be here any moment.

(Warp flashes.)

SCHMITTY: They’re here now!

WINTERS: That’s a little early!

COX: One thing I loved about King Mab: he was always fashionably late.  Can you finish the job, Brady?

WINTERS: Need a bit more time!

COX: We’ll give it to you! Schmitty, turn our ship around and show ‘em we still have teeth!

SCHMITTY: Firing all batteries!

(The ships exchange fire; the bugger ships doing a lot of damage to the Anbar.)

MRS CHEN: Problem is, they have more batteries’n we do!

WINTERS: I got it!  The Excelsior’s clear!

SCHMITTY: Our shields are down!  Intruders on E Deck!

COX: Infestation squads.  Missus Chen!  Draw that phaser and prepare to repel boarders!

(Mrs. Chen jumps to her feet.)

MRS CHEN: Gladly, Skipper!

(Brady comes close.)

WINTERS: Well, Skipper, there you go.  It’s a Graceful End after all.

COX: Or the answer to a prayer. Somewhere in this big wide universe, Tawny and Tom are laughing right now.

SCENE 305 – 27

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR AUXILIARY CONTROL

(Ermez is working at a console.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Come on, Ensign.  Just a few more minutes.  Just a few more minutes.  Just a few more – Talking to yourself.  Inefficient.  Focus on the shield grid.

(Pause.  He continues working.)

(Sharp and Dovan enter.)

DOVAN: Busted!

(Ermez keeps typing.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: No.  Not yet.  Just a little more –

SHARP: Turn around. (Pause) Stop now, hands up, and Turn. Around.

(The typing stops instantly. Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Old Mole.  I didn’t expect to see you again.

SHARP: I guess most of your victims don’t get that chance.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I made the right choice.

SHARP: Phillipe is dead, isn’t he... Old Mole?

(Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Do you want me to beg for my life, Sharp?  Beg like an ape?  I won’t.

SHARP: I don’t want you to.

(She charges the phaser.)

DOVAN: Melissa.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Alcar, that thing wormed her way into my head.  She laughed as she tried to wring the life out.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I never laughed.

SHARP: Alcar... She deserves this.

(Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Yes. (Pause) And I never pretended otherwise.

(He begins to walk forward slowly.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: You don’t need to wrap it up in a cute moral bow, Old Mole.  You said you’d enjoy killing me. I’m weak now.  You think you’re strong? Prove it.

SHARP: With pleasure.

(Long pause.)

SHARP: Alcar? ...Cover the prisoner.

(She uncharges her phaser.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I was right.

(Dovan recharges his phaser.)

DOVAN: Nope.  I’d say you’re just about as wrong as wrong can be.

SHARP: Strength.

DOVAN: Hey, Melissa?

SHARP: Alcar?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I told you so.

SCENE 305 – 28

LOCATION: STARFIGHTER SOJOURN

VESANT: What the...? Sir, I have covering fire again!

BRAHMS: Lieutenant!  The Excelsior’s targeting sensors are back up!

ROL: Then this is our lucky moment!  All craft, assume attack vectors for the assault!  Fire when ready!

SCENE 305 – 29

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Dovan emerges from the turbolift.)

UNDERWOOD: We just got targeting sensors back.  I assume that means you took care of Mister Ermez?

DOVAN: I didn’t. Report.

UNDERWOOD: We’ve got the bandits on the run.

YUBARI: Sirs, they’re going to warp!

UNDERWOOD: Pursuit course?

DOVAN: Agreed.

UNDERWOOD: Do it, helm.

YUBARI: The Renegade is hailing!

DOVAN: The Renegade?!  Target their warp core and fire at will!

UNDERWOOD: Belay that! They’re on our side now, Dovan.

DOVAN: I... would be cautious about a claim like that, Underwood. Cancel my order.  But hold off on answering for a moment. What about casualties?

UNDERWOOD: Ten confirmed dead.

DOVAN: Alright.  Alright, ten’s not so bad.

UNDERWOOD: ...including the entire away team.

DOVAN: What? (Pause) The Major?  Neeva? ...Alecz?

(Pause.)

YUBARI: There wasn’t anything more we could have done.

DOVAN: I... hope that’s true.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Answer the hail.

BRAHMS:  Underwood, we need to follow those ships.  It’s our last hope, and a slim one.  But we have to go now.

UNDERWOOD: We’d already reached the same conclusion.  But, Mister Brahms, I think you’d better beam over here first.  I believe you have some information for us.

BRAHMS: We also reached the same conclusion: it’s time you learned the true story of the Sword of Damocles. Prepare for immediate transport.

(Comm channel closes.)

UNDERWOOD: Yubari?

YUBARI: Got him. And our pursuit course is laid in, sirs.

UNDERWOOD: Captain Dovan?  I leave it to you.

DOVAN: Thanks... Captain Underwood. Helm... Hit it.

(The Excelsior jumps to warp.)


3.8 The Man from Syracuse


RECAP

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek...

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 1x26 - ACT 4 “The Neutral Zone”)

PICARD: Captain's log, supplemental. We have arrived at the edge of the Neutral Zone, where we will now have an opportunity to learn firsthand what happened to our distant outpost.

DATA: Captain, there is nothing left of Outpost Delta Zero Five.

LAFORGE: Must have been one hell of an explosion.

DATA: Sensors indicate no evidence of conventional attack.

PICARD: Can you determine what happened?

WORF: The outpost was not just destroyed. It's as though some great force just scooped it off the face of the planet.

LOCATION: MINING TUNNEL, DYTALLIX B (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 1 “Conspiracy”)

PICARD: Tryla Scott. It's said you made Captain faster than anyone in Starfleet history, present company included. Are you that good?

TRYLA: Yes, I am.

PICARD: Starfleet's finest. Fancy meeting you here.

RIXX: We all came secretly, Picard. To discuss the threat.

PICARD: What threat?

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D ADMIRAL QUINN'S QUARTERS (TNG: 1x19 - ACT 4 “Coming of Age”)

QUINN: Some of us at Starfleet Command became suspicious of certain problems in the Federation.

PICARD: What kind of problems?

QUINN: Something or someone is trying to destroy the fabric of everything we've built up in the last two hundred years.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D HALLWAY (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 4 “Conspiracy”)

PICARD: Remember what you told me back at Relva Seven, about the threat that you perceived to the very fabric of the Federation?

(snip)

QUINN: Jean-Luc, you took me far too literally. I was only referring to the problems involved in assimilating new races into the Federation.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D TRANSPORTER ROOM (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 4 “Conspiracy”)

PICARD: It's not Gregory Quinn. It may look like him and sound like him, but it isn't him.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 2 “Q Who”)

DATA: The ship is strangely generalized in design. There is no specific bridge, no command center. There is no engineering section.

(jump)

PICARD: You're familiar with this life form?

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D GUINAN’S QUARTERS (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 2 “Q Who”)

GUINAN: They're called the Borg. Protect yourself, Captain, or they'll destroy you.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN ENGINEERING (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 3 “Q Who”)

Q: You're nothing to him. He's not interested in your life form. (snip) He's here to analyze your technology.

LOCATION: BORG CUBE NURSERY (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 4 “Q Who”)

RIKER: We’ve entered what appears to be the Borg nursery. (snip) From the look of it the Borg are born as biological life forms.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D ADMIRAL QUINN'S QUARTERS (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 4 “Conspiracy”)

RIKER: What's in the case?

(snip)

QUINN: There remains much scientific study to be done. After all, it is a superior form of life.

RIKER: Superior?

QUINN: Totally.

LOCATION: RECEPTION AREA, EARTH (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

AARON: What do you know of conspiracies, Captain?

PICARD: Not nearly enough, I suppose.

AARON: That's the charming thing about them, isn't it? When a machination is real, no one knows about it. And when it's suspected, it's almost never real.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D  SICKBAY (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

CRUSHER: A parasitic being has invaded Quinn's body. It has complete control over all brain functions. It seems to breathe through a small gill protruding from the back of Quinn's neck. Look for this, Captain. I believe it will be visible on anyone who has been compromised.

LOCATION: STARFLEET COMMAND – REMMICK’S OFFICE (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

REMMICK: We mean you no harm. We seek peaceful co-existence.

(Riker and Picard shoot him)

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 3x26 - ACT 3 “The Best of Both Worlds”)

BORG: You will surrender yourself or we will destroy your ship. Your defensive capabilities are unable to withstand us.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 5 “Q Who”)

Q: You can't outrun them. You can't destroy them. If you damage them, the essence of what they are remains. They regenerate and keep coming. Eventually you will weaken, your reserves will be gone. They are relentless.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 4x1 - ACT 1 “The Best of Both Worlds Part 2”)

DATA: Starfleet reports it has engaged the Borg at Wolf three fifty nine, sir.

(Riker enters)

DATA: Admiral Hanson on subspace, Captain.

RIKER: On screen. Admiral?

HANSON: The fight does not go well, Enterprise. We're attempting to withdraw and regroup. Rendezvous with fleet –

(transmission lost)

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 4x1 - ACT 2 “The Best of Both Worlds Part 2”)

RIKER: The fleet?

DATA: No active subspace fields. Negligible power readings.

RIKER: Life signs?

DATA: Negative, sir.

LOCATION: STARFLEET COMMAND - DINING ROOM (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

(Tryla Scott enters)

SAVAR: Well, Captain Scott. Good. Now the setting is complete.

AARON: You don't really think we were in the dark about your intentions, do you?

SAVAR: Patience is one of our virtues, Captain. We didn't go after you, we allowed you to come after us.

AARON: More dramatic that way, don't you think?

TRYLA: Yes, the one thing both races share is a love of theatre. And you've put on a fine show.

PICARD: What race are you? Where are you from?

SAVAR: It's not important. Let us just say we've come a long way to join you.

TRYLA: It's a perfect match. We're the brains, you're the brawn.

(snip)

(Riker draws his phaser and shoots someone. Picard disarms Tryla Scott; Riker shoots her.)

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D TEN FORWARD (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 2 “Q Who”)

RIKER: Why?

Q: Why? Why, to give you a taste of your future, a preview of things to come. Con permiso, Capitan. The hall is rented, the orchestra engaged. It's now time to see if you can dance.

(Q vanishes)

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D TEN FORWARD (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 5 “Q Who”)

GUINAN: Q set a series of events into motion, bringing contact with the Borg much sooner than it should have come. (snip) Since they are aware of your existence...

PICARD: They will be coming.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D OBSERVATION LOUNGE (TNG: 1x16 - ACT 3 “Q Who”)

GUINAN: When they decide to come, they're going to come in force. They don't do anything piecemeal.

LOCATION: ENTERPRISE-D MAIN BRIDGE (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

DATA: Captain, I have attempted to trace the message Remmick was sending. I believe it was aimed at an unexplored sector of our galaxy.

LAFORGE: Any idea what the message was, Data?

DATA: I believe it was a beacon.

PICARD: A beacon?

DATA: Yes, sir. A homing beacon, sent from Earth.

LOCATION: CONTAINMENT ROOM (302-01)

BRAHMS: The Sword of Damocles is an idea.  It’s the answer to a question, nothing more: (snip) Why did the Borg only send one Cube?

LOCATION: SPACE (TNG: 1x25 - ACT 5 “Conspiracy”)

(As the Enterprise pans away, we hear the sound of the homing beacon blinking its message into deep space)

NARRATOR: And now the continuation...

SCENE 306 – 01

LOCATION: FRONT LAWN, BRAHMS RESIDENCE, SYRACUSE, NEW YORK

NARRATOR: Many years ago...

(From the perspective of a camcorder)

(Mr. Brahms walks out the front door from the parlor, carrying the camcorder, narrating.)

MR BRAHMS: Let me just... get out the front door here. As you can see, it’s a beautiful neighborhood. East Syracuse is almost as good as Jersey.

(He walks down the sidewalk)

YOUNG TRYLA: (background) Ensign!  Are you ready to beam down?

YOUNG ISAAC: (background) Let’s go, Captain!

YOUNG TRYLA: (background) Okay.  Energize!

MR BRAHMS: Hey, kids!  Say hi to your gram and gramps!

YOUNG ISAAC: Hi, gram!  Hi, gramps!

YOUNG TRYLA: What’s with the holocamera?

MR BRAHMS: We’re making your New Jersey grandparents a video for Mother’s Day.

YOUNG TRYLA: Oh, okay.  (to camera)  Hello!  Ow revorr! That’s French.

MR BRAHMS: What’s that stick you’re holding, Isaac?

YOUNG ISAAC: This is my phaser!

MR BRAHMS: Ohhh, I see. Are you and your brother playing Starfleet, Tryla?

YOUNG TRYLA: We’re not playing, Dad.  We’re training.

YOUNG ISAAC: Yeah!  We gotta stop the Klingons from taking over New Vulcan!

YOUNG TRYLA: Councillor Saavik just invited us down to a last-ditch teet-uh-teet. That’s French, too.

YOUNG ISAAC: Do the noise!  Do the noise, Daddy!

MR BRAHMS: The transporter noise?

YOUNG TRYLA and YOUNG ISAAC: (simultaneous) Yeahhh!

MR BRAHMS: Okay. (imitating Next Gen transporter) Whoooooooooooooooo!

YOUNG TRYLA: Okay!  Here we are: the Hall of Ancient Thought.

YOUNG BRAHMS: Where’s T’Pau?

YOUNG TRYLA: I dunno, Ensign Isaac. (pause) Oh, no!

YOUNG BRAHMS: What?  What is it?

YOUNG TRYLA: Look out!  It’s a Klingon platoon!

(She begins running through the grass.  Isaac breaks for cover.)

YOUNG TRYLA: It’s a trap, Isaac!  They’re shooting at us!  Get to cover!

YOUNG ISAAC: Don’t worry, Tryla!  I’ll protect you!

(He finds “cover” and dives down to the grass.)

YOUNG ISAAC: (strangely serious – quietly) I’ll protect you.

THEME SONG

BRAHMS: Space. The infinite darkness. Our civilization is a flickering candle in a howling wind.  The endless night slouches ever closer. The threat of Armageddon now hangs by a horsehair. The hour is black, and we have no hope... ...except ourselves.

NARRATOR: (grimly) Starring Larry Phelan. ...as Commander Alcar Dovan. Gareth Bowley. ...as Lieutenant Commander Joshua Underwood. Caitlin Heaney. ...as Lieutenant Asuka Yubari. Michael Liebmann. ...as Mister Alex Rol. And Julian Bane. ...as Mister Isaac Brahms. Star Trek: Excelsior proudly presents... The Sword of Damocles, Part Six. “The Man From Syracuse”.

SCENE 306 – 02

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

YUBARI: ...but we forgot Lio was coming back with the drinks, right?

ROL: Oh, no!

YUBARI: So he hits the tripwire, and the cake explodes!

ROL: I’ll bet he wasn’t happy.

YUBARI: (Through laughter) But then – the best part – then Neeva looks up at him, frosting’s dripping out his nostrils, and, just, deadpan, she goes: (imitating deadpan)

“The worst part is, it’s not actually my birthday.”

(They both laugh)

ROL: You only knew her for three weeks.

YUBARI: (somber) I know.

ROL: And all these stories—

YUBARI: Tell me about Alecz Lorhrok.

ROL: I, um. I never said a nice word to him in my life.  Never even told him the truth.

YUBARI: You lied to him for a whole month?

ROL: Not lied. Just – [didn’t tell the truth.]

(The door opens, admitting Dovan and Underwood.)

UNDERWOOD: Don’t stop on our account. What’s going on?

YUBARI: Captain, should you be out of sickbay?

DOVAN: No.  Answer his question.

ROL: We’re, uh –

YUBARI: Planning the funerals, sirs.  For the away team.

DOVAN: It will wait.

ROL: Sir?

DOVAN: It will wait. I can’t afford my senior staff time to grieve when we have a mission to accomplish. For now, I don’t want to hear the name Alecz Lorhrok.

YUBARI: But sir—!

ROL: (interrupting) Yes, sir. Come on, Lieutenant.  It’s time to show in our former employer.

(Rol stands.)

YUBARI: ...fine.

(They exit.)

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: You just don’t want to deal with it, do you?

DOVAN: No.

UNDERWOOD: I understand.

DOVAN: I wish that helped. (pause) Sorry.  Thanks.

UNDERWOOD: We still have the Excelsior.

DOVAN: Yes.  But we’ve lost a lot.

UNDERWOOD: And we still have a lot to fight for.

DOVAN: You’re right. You’re right. Well that’s almost worth a smile.

SCENE 306 – A

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Yubari and Rol emerge from the conference room and cross the bridge to the turbolift.  Just as they get there, Brahms emerges from the turbolift, flanked by two security officers.  Yubari and Brahms stop immediately before them.)

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1

Lieutenant Yubari, transferring custody of the pris—[oner.]

YUBARI: Guest. Hello, sir.

BRAHMS: Hello, Asuka.

YUBARI: I have custody.  You stand relieved, Ensign.

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Lieutenant Rol!  Welcome back.

YUBARI: That will be all, Mister.

NAMELESS ENSIGN #1: Ma’am.

(The ensign heads for the lift.)

ROL: Isaac.

BRAHMS: Hello again, Miste – [r Rol] Well, I suppose I have to call you “sir” now.

ROL: How about “Alex”?

(Pause..)

BRAHMS: That was brave of you, using the Renegade’s warp trail to accelerate your fighters.

ROL: It was brave of you to let us.

(Pause..)

BRAHMS: Alex, I never wanted to kill – [you.]

ROL: No. I know you didn’t, Isaac. You never do. I don’t want an explanation.

YUBARI: Well, I do.  For everything.

BRAHMS: You’re going to get one. I’m sorry, Asuka.

YUBARI: You’re apologizing?

BRAHMS: Not because of what I did, no.  Because you’re going to get an explanation. I had hoped to spare you that.

(Pause. Yubari grabs Brahms and starts leading him.)

YUBARI: Keep your charity, General. It’s not worth very much these days.

(Conference room doors swish open.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: Brahms. Sit.

BRAHMS: Thank you.

(They all sit.)

DOVAN: So. Why’d you kill Leo Amara?

BRAHMS: Commander, I was looking forward to another of our repartees.

DOVAN: We’re not having fun this time, Brahms.  Half my senior staff is dead.

BRAHMS: Tragic as that is, your officers were fortunate.  The rest of us have to live through what happens next.

DOVAN: Is that how you justified the New Victoria massacre, Brahms?  “Everybody dies, so why not today?”

BRAHMS: At least it’s a philosophy.  You just launched galactic Ragnorök out of pigheadedness!

UNDERWOOD: Gentlemen! Please! (Silence.) Why don’t we start by reminding me who Leo Amara is?

DOVAN: Keep up, Underwood. Leo Amara was the Excelsior’s Chief of Special Operations.  He was murdered during the trip home from Valandria, on Brahms’s orders.  Isn’t that right, General?

BRAHMS: I no longer hold that rank, or any rank.  I’m just “Mister” Brahms now.

DOVAN: Is that so?

BRAHMS: It was the first... successful prosecution of a member of my section in over one hundred years.

ROL: Which is why I was ordered to apprehend him when he escaped.

DOVAN: Well, it’s not every day the JAG encounters a man with your... special charms, Brahms. Now let’s please talk about Leo?  You don’t deny you ordered his murder.

BRAHMS: It wasn’t a murder.  It was an execution.

DOVAN: Oh, well, that makes it alright, then.

BRAHMS: Leo Amara was a well-meaning spy.  Unfortunately, the law of espionage has little concern for intent.

(Flashback noise.)

SCENE 306 – 03

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR, AMARA’S QUARTERS (FLASHBACK)

(Amara is at his desk, on the comm.)

CAXTON: Mister Amara –

AMARA: I can’t believe I’m talking to you.

CAXTON: Mister Am— (light groan when cut off)

AMARA: (Interrupting) When I was at the Academy, I signed a petition to charge you with treason.

CAXTON: Mister ... Amara. (pause.) Look, kid, I’m glad there are people like you at the service academies.  You wanted to charge me with treason, which means at least you still know what treason is.  Too many of your superior officers don’t.

AMARA: I had forgotten, myself.  Until a few days ago.

CAXTON: Which brings us back to our topic.  How can the Centauri Free Press help you inform the public, Lieutenant Leo Amara?

AMARA: Don’t euphemize this, Caxton.

CAXTON: Not a euphemism.  A matter of perspective.

AMARA: A leak.  A leak that could cost trillions of people their lives.

CAXTON: Then why are you speaking to me?

AMARA: Because I can’t bear the alternative. Because I’m weak.

CAXTON: The Federation was founded on that kind of “weakness.”

AMARA: Stow it, Caxton.  You have no idea what you’re talking about.

CAXTON: You think?  The reporter who’s spent forty years trying to expose Starfleet Intelligence doesn’t know what he’s talking about. (Pause.) You said it was a document.

AMARA: Fragments, Caxton.  Fragments of something bigger.  They call it the, uh, Pnakotic (nuh-KAH-tic) Manuscript.  Took every favor I had to get what I did.

CAXTON: And?

AMARA: It’s... damning.  It’s not just the genetic control and the death squads, Caxton.  Do you remember the Yorktown? It wasn’t just – [lost in space.]

CAXTON: I don’t want to hear it, Amara.  You’ve already said too much for subspace.

AMARA: Oh, come on, Caxton.  I’m in charge of a special operations team.  This channel is secure as a Vulcan’s promise.

CAXTON: Fine.  Call me paranoid.  But you wouldn’t be my first source to get killed in an “accident” the night before I go to press.

AMARA: I’ll be careful.

CAXTON: Can I give you a word of advice?

AMARA: Please.

CAXTON: Find an ally. Someone you can talk to. To watch your back. Insurance.

AMARA: I’m in touch with David Robins at the Manner – [Science Station.]

CAXTON: Don’t give away his name!  Christ... And it should be someone on the ship with you.  Someone very close.

AMARA: Julian Bashir told me the same thing.

CAXTON: That’s because it’s damn good advice, kid. (Craxton’s console sounds an alert.) Our piggyback is closing.

AMARA: Listen, the Excelsior will be done at Valandria by tomorrow. Zefram Square on New Proxima.  Two weeks.

CAXTON: I’ll be there.  Good luck, kid.

AMARA: Amara out.

(Channel closes.)

SCENE 306 – 04

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

(Pause.)

DOVAN: And?

BRAHMS: ‘And’ what?

DOVAN: And you killed him? For talking to a reporter?

BRAHMS: Did you hear the part about trillions of people dying?

DOVAN: So you decided to kill a few yourself.  I mean, “Death squads?”  Really?

BRAHMS: That’s a misnomer at best.

DOVAN: So you didn’t have a squad whose job was to kill people?

BRAHMS: The needs of the many outweighed – [the needs of the few.]

DOVAN: The needs of the many? Jehosephat, Brahms, you can justify anything with that!

UNDERWOOD: The point is – Mister Amara didn’t agree.

BRAHMS: Amara was a loyal officer. I don’t know what happened.

ROL: I do.

BRAHMS: What?

ROL: I was part of that “death squad.”  And a few nights before the Excelsior first left spacedock, we had dinner together.

(Flashback sound)

SCENE 306 – 05

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MARINE MESS HALL (FLASHBACK)

THE MAJOR: No, really, Ensign.  You should try this.

T’KALA: I will demur.

ROL: Oh, come on, T’Kala.  Don’t be such a Vulcan.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: Hang on.  Hang on. I remember this dinner.  The chow hall, down in Marine Country. It was Amara, Ensign T’Kala, you Mister Rol, and... come to think of it, that was the Major, wasn’t it?

ROL: Back then, he was Marine Captain Ryan Willis.

DOVAN: What?  The Major has a name?

YUBARI: Surprise.

(Flashback sound.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR MARINE MESS HALL (FLASHBACK)

ROL: Oh, come on, T’Kala.  Don’t be such a Vulcan.

T’KALA: Every substance must conform to – [its essence.]

ROL: Uh-oh, Vulcan philosophy.  Bet they love that in Engineering.

T’KALA: They... do not.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: How are you integrating down there?

T’KALA: They suspect nothing. However, I’ve had to give Mister Ermez extracurricular instruction on the finer points of the dilithium matrix. His errors may yet expose us before we even leave spacedock. (exhale) Yet the other engineers seem to prefer his company to mine.

ROL: There may be a lesson there, T’Kala.

T’KALA: Yes.  Non-Vulcans are irrational, and dangerous.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Mister Amara.  Something wrong?

AMARA: Hm?

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Usually you’d be the first one teasing T’Kala.

AMARA: I’m just... not in the mood. It’s “illogical”.

T’KALA: Your admission is appreciated... ...but uncharacteristic.

ROL: Don’t be reticent with the team, sir.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: The mission is too important.

AMARA: (huffs once, then drops his fork.) Well, that’s the trouble, isn’t it, Captain?  How do we know that this mission is important enough to justify what we’ve been asked to do?

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: We belong to a chain of command, who have – [vetted this plan from top to bottom.]

AMARA: You mean the chaps who sent us into the blender on the Anbar mission?

ROL: No one could have predicted – [the bugbomb detonating.]

AMARA: Exactly. The stakes were high enough on the Anbar, when it was our lives on the line.  And I’m happy to do that, every day, until the day I make the ultimate sacrifice for Starfleet. But now General Brahms is asking me to put my blind trust in him – to have faith that something’s going on that’s so important that it might end with us murdering an entire Starfleet crew. (pause) That’s what this is, isn’t it?  Never mind the fact that we blow up when the Excelsior does.  We’ll be taking a thousand innocent people with us!

ROL: It won’t come to that, sir.  Our squad is a last-ditch firewall.  If the real operation goes bad – whatever it is – if Captain Cortez can’t handle it – if an infestation turns up and if our handler gives the code word...  The odds of us actually having to self-destruct the Excelsior are... It won’t happen.

T’KALA: Lieutenant, if the probability were not non-negligible, our presence here would be unnecessary. Indeed, Mister Amara refers to a grave moral quandary.

AMARA: Don’t get me wrong: I’ve killed a lot of bad guys before, and I have considered it a privilege to dispatch every single one of them.  But these aren’t the bad guys.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: These are the people we’ve sworn to protect.  I hear you. (pause; he takes a breath) When I took my oath, I never expected my duties to crew and country would ever conflict. But it does, and this isn’t the first time. I like to remind myself that these people all swore the same oath, and, given the choice, they’d all gladly lay down their lives for their countrymen just as we are. That’s what makes the Federation great. That’s what makes these people worth dying for in the first place.

T’KALA: Well said, sir.

ROL: Our enemies will go to any lengths to destroy us, sir. So our society – the greatest society in the history of this galaxy – must go to any lengths to defend itself.

AMARA: Any lengths. (pause) What if it were a civilian transport not a starship?

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Then our duty would get... harder.

AMARA: That’s it?

T’KALA: The same principle applies.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: The same... higher duty.

ROL: Well, I don’t know if it’s “higher.”  It’s probably the lowest, most monstrous duty there is – saving the innocent by killing other innocents. But they need us to do it.  And, deep down, they want us to do it.

AMARA: They do?

ROL: In my experience? Every single one of them.

(Dovan walks up.)

DOVAN: Excuse me.

AMARA: Commander Dovan!

DOVAN: Mister Amara, Mister Rol... I’m afraid I haven’t met you other two yet.

T’KALA: Ensign T’Kala, sir. What occasions your visit to Marine Country?

DOVAN: Just getting to know the crew.  May I sit?

T’KALA: (near-simultaneous) Of course, sir.

ROL: (near-simul.) Sure, sir!

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: (near-simul.) Sir, no sir!

AMARA: You can have my seat, Commander.  I have another matter to attend to.

(He rises from the table and walks off.)

DOVAN: I’m sorry; did I interrupt something?

ROL: I’m afraid so.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Don’t worry, Lieutenant, I’ll talk to him. His team’s in Marine Division; I’ll see him tonight at the – don’t tell anyone! – surprise inspection.

ROL: I’m not sure he’ll listen, sir.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Bah, what choice does he have – ask Captain Cortez for his own department? Sir.  Excuse me, sir.

(Pause..)

DOVAN: Oh!  Yes: dismissed.

(Willis rises, exits.  Dovan and Rol fade into the background.)

DOVAN: (in background) Gosh, I missed replicated food.

ROL: (in background) Don’t you live on a farm world?

DOVAN: (in background) Homecooking is overrated.

(Flashback sound.)
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ROL: A few days later, he slipped me a computer chip and hinted about my genetic control. He wanted an ally.  He got murdered.

BRAHMS: I see. It seems that the Valandria operation induced a disproportionate number of... sudden attacks of conscience.

ROL: You took us over a line, Isaac.  A line even I hadn’t crossed since the Yorktown.

BRAHMS: I ordered no more than what had to be done to protect Tryla’s – to protect the Federation.

ROL: That may be.  But in the end it was too much.

DOVAN: You asked Amara to destroy his own ship without even telling him why.

BRAHMS: It was for his own protection.  Even Captain Cortez came to understand that.

DOVAN: Captain Cortez knew about this?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Not as such.

DOVAN: Thought not.

(Flashback sound)
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BRAHMS: Absolutely not!  I won’t hear of it again!

CORTEZ: General, Lieutenant Yubari has sworn an oath – [to protect Starfleet secrets.]

BRAHMS: Exactly!

CORTEZ: You don’t trust her?

BRAHMS: No: I trust her completely.  She has sworn that oath and I promise you she will die for it, Mister Cortez. If we tell her the reason for her surveillance on board the Excelsior, she will take that secret to her grave.

CORTEZ: Then why –

BRAHMS: Because no one should have to live with that knowledge! Do Vulcans have nightmares, Captain?

(Pause.)

CORTEZ: I’m only half-Vulcan.

BRAHMS: I’ll take that as an answer.  Because humans certainly do. I thought that when I found out what was out there, just beyond the black of our frontiers... I thought I would finally get a full night’s sleep again. That was five years ago. I’m not going to subject Asuka to that.

CORTEZ: Unless you do explain it to her, she’s going to be very disturbed by her orders. Surveillance of every man, woman, and other on the Excelsior?  That sounds like a police state until you know about the bluegills.

BRAHMS: She knows I wouldn’t order anything more than necessary.

CORTEZ: She also knows about that “any lengths” philosophy you have.

BRAHMS: Which you share.

CORTEZ: I haven’t been pushed far enough to find that out.

BRAHMS: You shot Captain Siresh.  I didn’t think anyone wearing Starfleet Red was capable of that.

CORTEZ: I only did what was logical, General.

BRAHMS: That’s what I’m counting on.

CORTEZ: What if Yubari does find something?  Do I tell her then?

BRAHMS: No.  There will be other safeguards aboard the Excelsior to deal with that... eventuality.

CORTEZ: I don’t like the sound of that.

BRAHMS: Of course not.  Tolerate it; that’s an order.

CORTEZ: I have a duty to investigate.

BRAHMS: By all means.  You’ll find nothing.  Now. (He scrolls down a padd.) Mister David Robins has taken leave of the Sizemore to get your covert sensor array installed.  It should be ready by the time you arrive to take command of the Excelsior.  You have the scanning area committed to memory?

CORTEZ: One-one-four mark three-eight-eight mark eight, sixty-seven light-years from the Gateway.  If the Anbar mission compromised us in any way, we’ll see it. How’d the admiralty like the Valandria mission proposal?

BRAHMS: That was a stroke of genius, Captain.  It eliminated every command candidate in front of you, puts you in a perfect position to perform the scans, and they haven’t the least suspicion.

CORTEZ: Then it’s already been approved?

BRAHMS: Yes.  Try to look surprised when you get your orders.  Particularly if it’s Admiral Parker – I can’t figure out how much he knows, but I’m certain it’s more than he lets on. (sigh) This whole mission is a convoluted mess.  The risks we took to get to the Anbar were insane, and Siresh was almost our undoing. Now we can’t stop looking over our shoulder to see if they found us.

CORTEZ: Convoluted?  Maybe.  But worth it.  The intel we’ve got from the Anbar survivors – Even the children – [it’s been invaluable.]

BRAHMS: I know, I know.  And if we’re lucky, your mission is about to prove we escaped scot-free.

(Pause. Cortez takes the padd from Brahms as he offers it to her, and scans through it herself.)

CORTEZ: Well, it’s not quite how I envisioned my first command.  But I can’t deny I’m looking forward to it.  Thank you, General.

BRAHMS: Don’t thank me yet. Yubari will be handing you high-resolution scans of everything: not just the War zone, but internal surveillance and shipboard communications as well.  She’s a trained analyst, but she won’t even know about some of the scans she’s performing, much less what they represent. So we are counting on you, Codename Syracuse.  If there’s been a breach, you have to identify it all on your own.

CORTEZ: I know.  And, before you say it: “a breach is an information leak or a development in the War just as much as an actual bluegill infiltration.”  Well have you taught me your mild paranoia.

BRAHMS: Mild?

CORTEZ: Touché. Will that be all?

BRAHMS: Not quite.

(Intercom chimes.)

SECRETARY: Analyst here to see you, sir.

BRAHMS: Right on time.  Send her in!

(The door swooshes open.  Yubari storms in.)

YUBARI: General, if you don’t let me build an agony booth  for Emmm Wilkerson and his entire – [team, so help me, I’ll hunt them down with a katana myself!]

BRAHMS: Lieutenant Asuka Yubari, I’d like you to meet Captain Rachel Cortez.

YUBARI: Oh.  Um --  Ma’am.

CORTEZ: “Captain” will be fine, Lieutenant.  I’m glad to finally meet you.  I’ve heard so much.

YUBARI: Well, that’s interesting, because no one’s told me anything about you.

CORTEZ: Then I’ll let the two of you discuss it. Should be... fascinating, General.

BRAHMS: Good day, Captain.  Dismissed.

(Cortez exits.)

YUBARI: Here, General.  I knew you’d be running out of coffee about now.

(She hands him a cup.)

BRAHMS: Mm.  Raktajino.

(He takes a sip.)

BRAHMS: Mmmmm.  That’s why you’re my favorite analyst, Yubari.  Now, what was that about torturing Admiral Wilkerson? Oh, and do you want anything to drink?  Irinello?

YUBARI: Not today.  My arm is...

BRAHMS: The pain’s that bad?  Again? (pause) Asuka –

YUBARI: Look, I know!  Let’s just... ! Let’s focus on work. Sorry.

BRAHMS: So, Admiral Wilkerson. You haven’t found the Devil’s Heart, have you?

YUBARI: Actually, yes I have, if he’d stop being such a petaQ about Project Timepiece, but first... What does Captain Cortez know about me?

BRAHMS: Only good things.  I wanted to give your field handler a favorable impression.

YUBARI: Field handler...  General. But the objections, from your colleagues –

BRAHMS: Now, it’s not a huge assignment.  Routine S&S: scout and surveil.  Absolute secrecy, of course, but not physically exerting.

YUBARI: I didn’t expect a posting on your secret starship the first time out of the nest.  What’s the operation?

BRAHMS: There are a lot of details, but I think the most unusual thing is the rules of engagement.

YUBARI: Meaning?

BRAHMS: You are not to break cover for any reason.  If you are shot and dying and they need your blood type for a transfusion, you give them the blood type of your cover identity.  This must remain secret.  Do you understand?

YUBARI: Yes.

(Flashback sound)
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YUBARI: No!  How could I?  You sent me into a mission without telling me all the facts!

BRAHMS: It was for your own protection.

DOVAN: Brahms, are you capable of arguing in anything other than cliches?

BRAHMS: I trusted you, Asuka.

DOVAN: Better.

YUBARI: You murdered our officers!

BRAHMS: I did what was necessary.

DOVAN: Slipping...

ROL: Isaac?  We’ve been telling this story backward.  I think we need to start from the beginning.

BRAHMS: I thought it would be easier this way.

ROL: All we’ve been doing is hinting at the nightmare. They need to live it.

(Pause)

BRAHMS: So be it.

(Flashback sound.)
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(Tryla turns over in her sleeping bag and calls out to Isaac, who is hesitating in the doorway.)

YOUNG TRYLA: Come on, Isaac!

YOUNG ISAAC: But it’s cold out there!

YOUNG TRYLA: Dad said we can only camp out back if we’re on the buddy system.  So get your sleeping bag and get out here! (pause) That’s an order, Ensign Isaac!

(Pause)

YOUNG ISAAC: Yes, sir!

(Young Isaac runs out to Tryla and sets up his sleeping bag.)

YOUNG TRYLA: Captain’s Log, Stardate Fifty-one-eighty-eight point five. The away team is present and accounted for, so I hereby declare the Stellar Science Sleepover officially in session.

YOUNG ISAAC: Whoaaa.

YOUNG TRYLA: The stars really come out this time of night. Mom said you can stay up ‘til nine-thirty, if you can keep your eyes open.

YOUNG ISAAC: What are they all called?

YOUNG TRYLA: Well, you see those ones there?  They’re the Big Dipper. Ursa Major in French.

YOUNG ISAAC: Yeah, but what are they all called, Tryla?  Like, what’s that one?

YOUNG TRYLA: That one?  At the end? That’s Alkaid. The Alkaidians have been at war for ten years. When they give me a starship, we’re going to go there and end it.

YOUNG ISAAC: You mean like the police?

YOUNG TRYLA: No, not like that. When I leave, all the Alkaidians are going to be friends.

YOUNG ISAAC: Did you decide what’s the name gonna be?

YOUNG TRYLA: Yeah.  There’s a cool quote I found, from a dead captain named Kirk.  He was trying to save his friend but his boss told him no.  So Kirk said, “The word is no.  I am therefore going anyway.” That’s gonna be my starship’s main quote. So we’re gonna call her the U.S.S... Renegade. It means breaking the rules.  Just like Kirk.

YOUNG ISAAC: Can I come on your ship?

YOUNG TRYLA: Well, yeah. Who else can be my science officer?  And mom and dad can be the flyers, and Sam Scott from school will be the doctor.

YOUNG ISAAC: Yech!  Sam Scott your crush.

YOUNG TRYLA: He’s cute.

YOUNG ISAAC: Bleh!

YOUNG TRYLA: Well you’re just gonna have to get used to him, Isaac, because he’s gonna be on our ship.  And we’re gonna make treaties, and discover all sorts of new science, and meet everyone who lives up there. And what we do? It’ll last until the stars go out!

YOUNG ISAAC: How?

YOUNG TRYLA: Because we’ll be building part of the Federation, Isaac.  Remember that song we learned in school?  Once you’re in the Federation, you’re friends forever.
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DOVAN: Wait. You’re saying you have a family?

BRAHMS: You ask as though the idea never occurred to you.

DOVAN: It didn’t.

UNDERWOOD: We asked for the Sword of Damocles, Brahms, not your life story.

BRAHMS: That is a distinction without a difference, Commander. My sister was already on active duty by the time I made it to Stanford.  A lieutenant commander when I started my dissertation on sub-etha signals. Two months after she got married, I got my doctorate in astrophysics and joined Starfleet Academy. I was thirty-two years old, and still following our childhood plan. Until October Tenth, Twenty-Three-Sixty-Four.  Until my sister died.

UNDERWOOD: October Tenth.

YUBARI: The same day all those people died at Starfleet Headquarters.

DOVAN: No. Ten people and three admirals supposedly had “heart attacks” that day.  But only two died. Dexter Remmick was one.  And the other... But that’s impossible.

BRAHMS: The other was Captain Tryla Scott of the U.S.S. Renegade.  The youngest captain in history. Scholar, diplomat, explorer.  Your security officers who escorted me here: they’re both from races that she brought into the Federation. She was my sister.

(Silence)

DOVAN: Don’t be obscene.

BRAHMS: I wouldn’t dare.

(Tense Pause.)

DOVAN: Go on.

BRAHMS: They told me it was routine surgery for an undiagnosed heart defect. She died on the table, they said.  But I knew it was a lie.

YUBARI: How?

DOVAN: Nine other heart surgeries in one day. Too far-fetched for Isaac Brahms.

BRAHMS: Ha.  Dovan, I was a scientist. Paranoia was someone else’s job. I knew it was a lie because the woman who forged the Alkaidian Accords doesn’t just give up and die on an operating table! So I gave myself a lesson in paranoia. And once I opened my eyes, there was the conspiracy, plain as day. You see, Mister Dovan, while we were taking lecture notes in Tuvok’s Protocol class, Starfleet was infiltrated by the very same neural parasites you faced today. Dexter Remmick was host to the queen organism, and the Enterprise team had no choice – they had to kill him. But Tryla... The others all lived.  Their bluegills fled their bodies and the medics got to them in time. But Tryla. Commander William Riker... shot her, in... just the wrong place and she died.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: I’m... I’m sorry for your loss, General.

ROL: He’s okay, just... give him a minute.

(Pause)

BRAHMS: I dug.  And I kept digging.  It was all I could do, but I was putting together a jigsaw blindfolded.  It took time.  And yet... the pieces, no more how impossible they seemed, kept fitting themselves together. Eventually I noticed that all the missing pieces were leading me back to one man: the new Inspector General’s adjutant. Dexter Remmick’s successor. The Inspector’s office was keeping something hushed up, even from the people who were supposed to be in the know. Another conspiracy. I tried to ignore it, tried to move on to the next stage of grief. I’m a scientist, not a spy. But then I remembered what Tryla had died for, what she’d lived for: a Federation she believed would last forever. That Federation she had loved and nurtured was threatened again.  There was only one thing to do. I waited for the adjutant to leave Earth. Then I broke into his quarters.
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(Brahms sneaking around, his shoes creaking across the floor as he makes his way from the front door to the desk in the bedroom.  He quietly speaks into a recording device.)

BRAHMS: This is Cadet Isaac Brahms, Gold Squad, C Company.  In the event of my death, let this document stand as a record to the evidence of alien infiltration at the very heart of the Federation.

(He leans over a computer console and starts tapping away at it, still talking as he runs it through various programs.)

BRAHMS: If you’re seeing this, you’ve already seen my other evidence. I am now in the apartment of the Inspector General’s adjutant.  It is November the Second, Twenty-Three-Sixty-Four.  The time is...

(He checks his wrist chronometer)

BRAHMS: Eleven past nine in the morning. And I...

(The computer boops that it’s succeeded at its task.)

BRAHMS: ...have just broken into his encrypted database. (He scrolls.) It’s all here, the missing files.  Coordinates.  Tactical maps.  Frequency analyses.  Could take a while to analyze this; I hope my camera’s getting it all.  This is hard proof of – (gasp)

(There’s a key turning in the front door in the next room.)

BRAHMS: My God.  He’s here. I, uh – I’m going under the bed.  Not much, but it’s all I have.

(He dives to the ground and crawls under the bed just as the front door swings open. Meanwhile, the adjutant enters.  He makes his way around the room, kicking off his boots, tossing his keys on the counter, replicating some tea.  Then the footsteps move toward the bedroom. Brahms gets his breathing under control.  The adjutant stops, right in front of where Brahms is hiding.  We hear him sip the tea and sigh with satisfaction.)

ADJUTANT / ALEX ROL: One lump or two, Mister Brahms?

BRAHMS: What? I – Don’t –

(He struggles to get out from under the bed.)

ROL: In your tea. Chamomile, just the way your mother makes it. You always take sugar, but two lumps on a stressful day. Under the bed is not the best hiding place.

(Brahms scrambles to his feet.)

BRAHMS: You can kill me, but if you do the data on your computer goes out to the whole world.

ROL: Two lumps, then.

(The lumps go in.  He sets it down on his nightstand.)

ROL: I just want to talk, Cadet.

BRAHMS: Like hell you do!

(Brahms charges, fists flying.  He gets a good right hook on Rol, but Rol blocks the next two punches, grabs one of Brahms’s arms, and pins him to the bed, face-down, underneath him.  Brahms continues struggling.)

BRAHMS: Let me go!

ROL: Since this is tiring for both of us, I’ll cut to the chase, Cadet.  Can I offer you a job?

(Surprised Pause.)

BRAHMS: What?

ROL: A job. In Intelligence. We’ve been watching you, Cadet.  And we need you.

BRAHMS: Me?

ROL: We were attacked, Isaac Brahms. We were attacked and they killed the best person we have. Who better to hold back the darkness than her brother?

BRAHMS: What darkness?  If you’re not part of the invasion – which I still intend to prove –

ROL: It was a homing beacon.  Sent from Earth. That’s the secret my unit has been guarding, Cadet.  Not another invasion: but the promise of one. They’re coming back.  Soon.  We need the brave.  We need the bold.  We need the brilliant.  Or the Federation will fail.

BRAHMS: That can never happen.

ROL: Only because of people like you and me, Cadet. People willing to break the rules – and my kitchen window – to risk their lives for everyone else’s.

BRAHMS: Like Tryla.

ROL: So... you want a job?
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DOVAN: Sorry: you worked for Rol?

BRAHMS: He was fifteen years my junior. And the best commander I ever had.

ROL: The only commander you ever had.

UNDERWOOD: Just what kind of a job did you offer him, Lieutenant?

ROL: Well.  Interesting question.

(Pause.)

ROL: Who here knows the story of the Sword of Damocles?

DOVAN: Aren’t we here because we don’t?

UNDERWOOD: He’s referring to the legend.

DOVAN: Oh, is this some Earth thing?

UNDERWOOD: Something like that.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Greek.  It was Greek.

ROL: Yes, it was, Asuka.

YUBARI: Damocles was at a banquet with the king.

BRAHMS: King Dionysius, of Syracuse.

YUBARI: Yes. He... was jealous of all the good things the king had.  So the king agreed to trade places with Damocles. Damocles... I can’t remember.

ROL: He feasted. Wine, women, and song. They treated him like a king and he loved it.

BRAHMS: Until he looked up.

YUBARI: And saw a sword dangling over his head, hanging by a single horsehair. He lost his appetite.

BRAHMS: As I lost mine, the day I joined Alex Rol.  The day I discovered what we truly face.

DOVAN: So we’ve been waiting twenty years for the horsehair to snap, for the bluegill attack to come.

BRAHMS: (chuckles darkly) Were it so easy, Dovan.

UNDERWOOD: Pardon?

ROL: Three weeks later, we were attacked.

(Flashback sound.)
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(Brahms and Rol trudge through the rocky soil.)

OFFICER #3: I’m sorry, gentlemen: you can’t enter the city!

ROL: Alex Rol, Inspector General’s Office.  My badge.

OFFICER #3: I see.  What about you?

BRAHMS: I – [have a duty to accomplish here.]

ROL: He’s with me, Commander!

(Brahms jogs to catch up with Rol.)

ROL: They’re drawing an incredibly large perimeter around the ruined cities. We can’t be less than two miles from the center of town.

BRAHMS: With respect, sir... I think you should slow down before you go over that –

ROL: Holy hell.

BRAHMS: ...that rise, sir. Great Bird.

ROL: I read the reports, but... there’s nothing left.  There’s literally nothing left of Benteen City.

BRAHMS: Other than the crater.  And I... have never seen a crater that large.

ROL: It’s not radioactive, is it?

(Brahms pulls a tricorder and scans.)

BRAHMS: It was clear this morning. (pause) And it’s clear now, sir. Just an odd magnetic resonance frequency. There’s no chance this was just a freak accident?  This outpost was using an experimental power source – a pan-dimensional vortex inducer. If it blew up, it would have left a crater the size of Nevada.

ROL: That doesn’t explain how a dozen other outposts along the Neutral Zone were scooped off the faces of ten planets... But it might make a good cover story.  Keep it in mind.

BRAHMS: At least we know it wasn’t the Romulans.

ROL: Romulans are nothing, Isaac. I’d rather have two Romulan Wars than one of these attacks.  We have twelve.  Twenty if you count the Romulan colonies.

BRAHMS: Then you’re sure it’s the bluegills.

ROL: Just the opposite, actually.  That’s what has me scared.

BRAHMS: I don’t follow.

ROL: It’s another race. Someone else trying to kill us.  And, well... just look at that crater.

BRAHMS: If you’re right... But there’s no evidence of that.

ROL: Take off the science goggles, Isaac, and look at this crater. The bluegills infiltrated. They softened us, opened our belly up wide. The goal was to make it easy to conquer the Federation. Whoever did this didn’t give a Klingon’s brain about conquering anything. They came to scoop every gram of advanced technology off the face of the planet. And they did quite a job of it.

BRAHMS: There’s still no evidence. Command won’t accept your theory.

ROL: Doesn’t matter. I’m right. Come on, Isaac.  We have work to do.

(Flashback sound)
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BRAHMS: From that day forward, we were possessed by a nameless dread.  Things were out there, and we didn’t know what or how we could hope to stop them. Starfleet needed intelligence more desperately than it needed it in the depths of the Dominion War, and we had none to give them.

UNDERWOOD: But what about—[the homing beacon?]

DOVAN: Hush, Underwood.

ROL" We worked day and night for months.  I chased rumors on the outer rim, trying to discover the fate of a starship called the Raven.  Isaac traced the homing signal Dexter Remmick had transmitted.

BRAHMS: A Ph.D. in astrophysics helped, but it was brutal work. And when it was finished, I found we’d hit a dead end. Remmick’s becaon was directed at a location deep in the Delta Quadrant – nearly the opposite side of the galaxy. Decades out of reach. Then Rol got the news.

ROL: An earthquake on an unexplored planet, beyond the outer rim – Pnakos (NAH-kohs).  The quake uncovered a ruined city, on the order of tens of millions of years old, and the entire planet began to send out a low-level EM signal.  If it was a message, we were never able to translate it. But after three weeks, the Starfleet Archaeology team discovered a manuscript in the ruins.  It was unreadable, undatable. But pages thirty-five through forty-seven consisted of detailed medical diagrams... of a bluegill.

BRAHMS: We rounded up a skeleton crew borrowed the courier U.S.S. Kallina, in for a refit.  She was barely spaceworthy, but she could hit warp nine point six. That was all that mattered.

(Flashback sound.)
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LOCATION: SPACE (FLASHBACK)

(The courier ship Kallina whips by at warp 9.6.)

BRAHMS: Commencing night watch, Stardate Four-Two-Two-Nine-Seven-Point-Two. First Lieutenant Isaac Brahms commanding. E.T.A. to Pnakos five hours, thirty minutes. Ship status green.  Crew status green. Commanding officer’s status... green.

LOCATION: KALLINA BRIDGE (FLASHBACK)

(There’s a sensor alert on Operations’ console.)

OPERATIONS: Picking up a distress call.

BRAHMS: What?  Origin!

(Operations taps some buttons to confirm.)

OPERATIONS: It’s Pnakos.

(Brahms taps the intercom.)

BRAHMS: Captain to the bridge.  Emergency.

(Intercom off.)

(Pause.)

TACTICAL: Sir?  Should we answer the hail?

BRAHMS: Oh.  Oh, yes.  On screen!

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(The comm channel opens, and all we get at the other end at first is a soft fuzz.)

BRAHMS: This is Acting Captain Isaac Brahms of the Starfleet courier Kallina.  Are you in distress? (pause) Are you in distress, Pnakos?

(At that, there’s a loud popping fuzzing noise on the other end.)

ARCHAEOLOGIST: [This is] Doctor H[arley Warr]en, Special Science Team.  We’re archaeologists, for God’s sake.  We’re under attack.  Hurry.

BRAHMS: We’re on our way. Helm, increase speed to warp nine point eight.

TACTICAL: No one’s... ever gone that fast, sir.

BRAHMS: Damn the record books, Tactical. Push her ‘til she breaks.

ARCHAEOLOGIST: You need to get here, Captain.  Our lives... Our lives... but the Federation must have the data we’ve collected.

BRAHMS: Why? What have you found?

ARCHAEOLOGIST: We were able to translate two pages of the manuscript.  Secrets!  Terrible secrets, no man should know these things!  And like fools, like scientists, we kept going! Now we’re swarming with... in them.  Can I say their name on an open channel?  They’ve taken two of us.  I’ve shot Doctor Pickman...

BRAHMS: Stay calm, Doctor. Evacuate your camp if you must. Nothing is more important than your life.

ARCHAEOLOGIST: Where do you think we’re calling from, Brahms?  We tried – two of my colleagues ran screaming into the night to escape. Only there are things out there, Brahms. Things in the dark not even the manuscripts speak of. All we heard was the screaming. We’d never survive outside, not with our equipment.

BRAHMS: Leave it, Doctor.  Leave it and go.

ARCHAEOLOGIST: Brahms, you don’t under—[stand]

BRAHMS: I understand perfectly, Doctor.

ARCHAEOLOGIST: I have the manuscript with me.  I’m going to read out as much of it as I can before the comm room is – [overrun by the creatures.]

BRAHMS: We will get to you in time, Doctor, and we will secure that intel, but you need to stay alive until we do. I’m not going to choose between a manuscript and all your lives. Now get out of there!

(Pause)

ARCHAEOLOGIST: Thank you, Captain.  We’ll see you in a few hours.

BRAHMS: You’d better.  Good luck.

ARCHAEOLOGIST: Pnakos out.

(The channel closes with an added power-down effect.)

BRAHMS: Let’s go get some answers.

BRAHMS: (present-day) Captain Rol pushed us to warp nine point eight three. Deck four was destroyed by inertial forces alone. When we entered orbit, the E.M. signal had stopped, and there were no lifesigns. But we found one.

LOCATION: ANCIENT CITY RUINS – DAY (FLASHBACK)

(A shuddering survivor – mortally injured, shivering from the wounds and from the shock, the terror, and the madness is muttering and moannig.  Brahms’s tricorder runs over his body, quietly in the background.)

ROL: Doctor, please, we need – Isaac, can you give him anything for the pain?

BRAHMS: By my readings, sir, this man should be lucid. Anything more will more likely kill him. (pause) Fine. I’ll try garaphine.

ROL: I want the perimeter checked again. See if you can find out what happened to the advanced equipment.

(Brahms injects the Survivor with a hypospray.)

OPERATIONS: Noted.

(Ops moves out into the ruins.)

SURVIVOR: D – D d – Doc-tor. Doc Hah – ar ar -- rley.

ROL: Doctor Harley is dead.

SURVIVOR: H-How?

BRAHMS: A broken neck like the others. We don’t know how.

SURVIVOR: They – They weren’t men.

BRAHMS: You mean the bluegills?  The insects?

SURVIVOR: Nohhh. Nononononononononononno...

ROL: Who, then?  Who killed you all?

SURVIVOR: In the dark!  MACHINES IN THE DARK!

(Tricorder flatlines.)

BRAHMS: He’s dead.

ROL: (dismayed exhale) Alright. Let’s check the – [ruins again.]

BRAHMS: Wait. Clenched.  In the palm of his hand.

(Rol finds a piece of paper there.)

ROL: You’re right.  What -- ?

(He uncrumples the page)

BRAHMS: One page. One page of unreadable glyphs.  That’s all that’s left of the manuscript?

ROL: It’s hardly fair.

BRAHMS: It’s not a question of fairness. I chose this.

ROL: What?

BRAHMS: They were going to read out the manuscript to me and wait for death.  I told them to stay alive and tell us later. I thought that’s what Tryla would have done. So now we have nothing. (pause) (He screams in rage and kicks an empty metal container as hard as he can.)

ROL: Isaac –

BRAHMS: Let’s get back to work.

SCENE 306 - 16

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: Machines in the dark. The Borg. Right?

UNDERWOOD: I assume.

DOVAN: First the bluegills, now the Borg?  Brahms, are you just trying to scare us with Borg ghost stories?

BRAHMS: No. I’m trying to make you see the Borg with new eyes.  With my eyes. The machines in the dark. Giving them a name almost makes them comprehensible. Makes them seem... beatable.

DOVAN: We have beaten the Borg.  Twice.  At extreme cost.  Don’t you dare question that.

YUBARI: With respect, sir – no, we haven’t.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: You have something you wanna say, Yubari, say it.

YUBARI: One of the biggest worries in the analyst community is our “victory” over the Borg.  They attacked us, twice, with one cube. Both times they destroyed over half our Fleet. That’s not a victory, sir.  It’s a down payment.

BRAHMS: When the Borg hit the Neutral Zone, they were testing us, a prelude to invasion.  We failed spectacularly. Then they suddenly stopped making sense. From a fleet of thousands of cubes, they sent two in eighteen years. Their offensive stopped dead. We were grateful for the reprieve, but terrified by what it might mean. Then the assimilations started.

UNDERWOOD: Started?

ROL: It always surprises me how surprised people are about this.

BRAHMS: Not everyone has access to the Enterprise transcripts.

ROL: Good point.

DOVAN: What, gentlemen, the hell are you talking about?

BRAHMS: Until about fifteen years ago, the Borg had no interest in assimilating individuals into their Collective.

UNDERWOOD: Excuse me, what?

DOVAN: Seconded.

ROL: Technology, yes. Planets, yes. Resources, yes. People, no. When the Borg attacked El-Auria, Guinan’s people were exterminated, not assimilated. Only their technology was taken. When the Enterprise met the Borg at J-Two-Five, the Borg were still only interested in their technology. When the Borg attacked the Neutral Zone, they didn’t assimilate the outposts; they stripped the machine elements and destroyed the inhabitants. The same for species two-six-two and two-six-three: they were mined for knowledge, then exterminated. The first recorded example of the Borg trying to biologically assimilate an entire species was on Stardate four-four-zero-zero-two.

YUBARI: The first attack on Earth.

BRAHMS: Exactly. When the Borg took Locutus and announced their intent to “add humanity to their perfection,” it was a watershed. Assimilation was a new strategy. One we could not begin to understand.

DOVAN: Hold up, hold up. Good story, Brahms, but this is a bridge too far. The Borg catchphrase is “You will be assimilated resistance is futile.” It’s not new. Every child from here to Minos Korva plays Borg Tag when they’re little. I had a friend on the Bellerophon whose only pickup line was “assimilate this.” Which was... frustratingly successful – The point is: The Borg do assimilation.

(Pause.)

ROL: I know it’s not how you’ve ever seen the Borg, sir, but I implore you – if we are going to stop the Sword of Damocles you have to put aside your preconceptions and trust the evidence. Cross this bridge, or you’re useless to everyone. Isaac, let’s go to the clips.

BRAHMS: Already?

ROL: They never believe us until we play them. This is from the Enterprise’s first encounter with the Borg.  Isaac?

(Brahms taps a button.  On the speaker, something plays, from TNG’s “Q Who?”)

Q: The Borg is the ultimate user. They're unlike any threat your Federation has ever faced. They're not interested in political conquest, wealth or power as you know it. They're simply interested in your ship, its technology. They've identified it as something they can consume.

(The computer beeps as the clip ends.)

DOVAN: So... what, the Borg changed their whole paradigm after that?

BRAHMS: Exactly.

DOVAN: The Borg have an overriding purpose to assimilate, Brahms!  They didn’t just change priorities one night!

ROL: Funny you use that phrase, sir.

(Rol presses another button.)

BORG: You will surrender yourself or we will destroy your ship. Your defensive capabilities are unable to withstand us.

RIKER: What the hell do they want with you?

SHELBY: I thought they weren't interested in human life forms, only our technology.

PICARD: Their priorities seem to have changed.

(The computer beeps as the clip ends.)

ROL: It was easier to understand this twenty years ago, before the Borg had assimilated billions and billions of people in every quadrant of the galaxy.  But it’s still true: until recently, assimilation was not widespread.

DOVAN: But –

BRAHMS: Alright, Dovan, let’s say you’re right. How do you explain everything we’ve shown you tonight?

DOVAN: I, uh... (exhales disconsolately) Dammit.

ROL: Isaac, cue up the next – [clip.]

DOVAN: No. (pause) No, that’s enough.

(Pause)

UNDERWOOD: But the Borg don’t sexually reproduce. How did they fill their ranks before they developed assimilation?

BRAHMS: Drones don’t sexually reproduce.  But the Enterprise and others have found maturation chambers used for the nurturing of normal Borg infants – not drones, not queens.

DOVAN: If they’re not drones and they’re not queens... what are they?

BRAHMS: What they’ve always been, Commander: machines in the dark.

(Pause)

UNDERWOOD: Then why did the Borg start assimilating the entire galaxy?

BRAHMS: And?

UNDERWOOD: And?

DOVAN: ...And why did they only send one cube?

ROL: Finally.  The right questions.

(Pause)

BRAHMS: We spent a decade chasing rumors, assembling what evidence we could into an ever-growing manuscript to replace the one we lost. But we had only hints. The closer we looked at Borg operations, the less sense they made. Even rumor of the bluegills was difficult to come by.

ROL: Then, eight years ago, the Federation discovered the Iconian Gateway.

DOVAN: The one we use to explore this quadrant of the galaxy.

BRAHMS: Yes, Exploratory threw a party.  But so did we. Many years before, I had been recruited to help Alex Rol trace the bluegill homing signal back to its source. It was out of reach.

YUBARI: But the Gateway changed that.  You were able to find the target of the homing beacon.

DOVAN: Great Bird.

UNDERWOOD: Where was it?

BRAHMS: Oh, this is where it gets good, Commander.

(Flashback sound.)
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LOCATION: YORKTOWN TURBOLIFT (FLASHBACK)

ROL: This would be easier if we had a ship of our own.

BRAHMS: Well, rumor has it – and you didn’t hear this from me – rumor has it they finally started work on the Nosferatu.  A few more years, and who knows? They might give you the next one.

ROL: I already know what we’ll call her.

BRAHMS: This ship will serve our purposes for now. Captain Allan is a genius, the Yorktown is a dreadnought – and it has marines coming out its pores.

ROL: I’d feel more comfortable if we had a better idea what’s out there.

BRAHMS: Plunging into the unknown. If it weren’t for all this, I’d be posted to some starship somewhere, holed up in an astrometrics lab, doing this every single day. Just like Tryla did.

ROL: Space is lovely, dark and deep. But I have promises to keep. And miles to go before I sleep.

BRAHMS: And miles to go before I –

(The turbolift doors open.)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Gentlemen.  I was wondering when you’d get here.  We’re approaching the coordinates now.

BRAHMS: What do the scans say?

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Nothing yet.  Just... dark matter.  About what we expected.  Once we’re inside the nebula, though...

ROL: We’ll be ready for anything.

CAPTAIN ALLAN: General, I’ve assigned an attache to join you for the duration of your mission.  Second Lieutenant Ryan Willis, Marines.

BRAHMS: Surveillance?

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Assistance.

(Willis steps forward from a turbolift.)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: And here is now.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir! General, sir!

ROL: That’s me. Pleasure to meet you, Mister Willis.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: General!  Second Lieutenant Ryan Willis reporting for duty, sir!

ROL: At ease.

BRAHMS: We don’t get to stand at attention very often in the intelligence corps.

ROL: Decidedly a perk.

(Computer panel alert.)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: General Rol, Engine room reports we are approaching the nebula.  Dropping to impulse.

(The ship drops out of warp)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: And penetrating the outer boundary... now.

ROL: Isaac.

(Brahms slides himself into the ops console and starts working the sensors.)

BRAHMS: Picking up... derelict spacecraft. Borg, sir.

(Many more sensor alarms.)

BRAHMS: A lot of Borg.

CAPTAIN ALLAN: How many, Colonel?

BRAHMS: At least fifteen hundred cubes.  And rising.

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Tactical!  Yellow alert, shields up!

NAMELESS ENSIGN #2: (in background) Aye, sir!

(The ship goes to yellow alert and raises shields.)

BRAHMS: Detecting smaller ships now.  Number’s off the scale.  Recalibrating.

ROL: Derelicts too?

BRAHMS: Scans show they were destroyed in battle.

CAPTAIN ALLAN: A battle?  What goes up against thousands of Borg cubes?

ROL: There’s only one species I can think of with the numbers and the firepower.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: We’ve found them.
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LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

UNDERWOOD: The homing signal led you back here? Here, to our nebula.

ROL: And when we found the Borg and Bluegill fleets, drifting in space from a decade-old battle, suddenly it all made sense.

UNDERWOOD: I’m afraid I still don’t under – [stand].

YUBARI: Oh my God.

BRAHMS: Ah. It’s just clicked with Asuka.

DOVAN: But not with me.  The bluegills and the Borg fought a battle here, so what?  What does it have to do with the Sword of Damocles? Where is the Sword of Damocles?

BRAHMS: Falling.

ROL: Eighteen years ago, the Federation had its first encounters with the two deadliest enemies it has ever faced.  Eighteen years ago both of them were preparing all-out invasions of the Federation.  Both saw our vulnerabilites.  Both saw how to exploit them. We had nothing, Captain.  We were waiting for doom on two fronts. And on both fronts doom stopped dead in its tracks almost simultaneously.  Do you think that’s a coincidence?

(Silence)

BRAHMS: It was no coincidence. The Borg and the Bluegills stopped their offensives against the Federation because they both found more important targets: Each other.

(Flashback sound.)
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LOCATION: BORG CUBE (FLASHBACK)

(The power is flickering, some panels spark. We hear three distinct Transporter beams.)

ROL: On second thought, maybe we should have brought a marine team.

BRAHMS: On a Borg Cube? The smaller the team, the safer I feel.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir, I thought this cube was dead, sir.  Look at it: it’s barely intact.

(Brahms starts working a Borg console.)

BRAHMS: It still has minimal power.  After all these years... And a Borg Cube with power, Mister Willis, is a Borg Cube that is... adapting. Hand me that cable.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir.

(Brahms plugs in a cable and a Starfleet computer powers up.)

BRAHMS: The generator is now connected to the Yorktown’s main computer, General.  We have all the processing power we can use.

ROL: Just be sure to keep it segregated from the Borg.  If one of their programs jumps our firewall...

BRAHMS: That’s physically impossible.

ROL: These are the Borg.

BRAHMS: I know.

ROL: Activate the link.

BRAHMS" Interfacing with Cube computer systems... now.

(Brahms does some precise computer work with both the Borg and Starfleet consoles.)

ROL: Alright, let’s see if we can get at the Borg database the easy way.

BRAHMS: Any idea what a database might look like in a Borg mainframe?

ROL: Not the slightest.

BRAHMS: It seems as though the Cube doesn’t even store files – not that we’d recognize, anyway.  The data is all jumbled together. The crosslinks... almost random.

ROL: More like a brain than a computer system.

BRAHMS: Yes.  That’s exactly it. I need more power, or I’ll never even find the right data sector.

ROL: Are you sure it’s safe?

BRAHMS: That’s a joke, right?

(Pause.)

ROL: Okay.  Do it.

(Brahms taps a command, and a little more power flows into the system.)

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir!  These alcoves just snapped on! We have biosigns, sir!

BRAHMS: I thought this cube was dead!

ROL: Not anymore!  Willis – [fall back and prepare to shoot!]

VOICE OF THE COLLECTIVE: Your attack is futile.  Your fleet’s defensive capabilities are unable to withstand us.

BRAHMS: Willis, target that distribution – [node.]

ROL: No!  Hold!

BRAHMS: General!

ROL: Borg Collective!  You’re wrong!  Our fleet has already defeated you!  Analyze!

VOICE OF THE COLLECTIVE: We have adapted.  You will submit to analysis of your biological and technological distinctiveness or be destroyed.

BRAHMS: (sotto voice) Sir, what are you doing?

ROL: (sotto voice) They said “fleet,” Isaac, not “ship.”  They don’t know the battle’s over.  They think we’re bluegills. Your time has ended!  We have arrived; this galaxy belongs to us now!

VOICE OF THE COLLECTIVE: Location is irrelevant. Property is irrelevant. Your strategic advantage has been corrected; you will comply.

ROL: We will not comply!  Our life form is superior!  Your cultures will adapt to serve the bluegills!

(Brahms’s tricorder suddenly goes nuts.  A sort of beam passes over the team in a quick sweeping motion.)

BRAHMS: Sir, we’re being scanned!

VOICE OF THE COLLECTIVE: Species identifed: five-six-one-eight human.  Neural parasite not present. Our secrecy is compromised.  Notify.  Notify.  Notify.

BRAHMS: Fire, marine! Fire!

(Willis fires before Brahms is done talking, destroying a Borg distribution node.)

(But then, we hear Borg servos and a couple of heavy footsteps; the nearby Borg are waking up!)

ROL: They’re waking up!

BRAHMS: They must be drawing power from our generator!

ROL: How are they magnifying it like that?

BRAHMS: It doesn’t matter!  I’m shutting it down!

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir, get back!

(Willis fires heavily into the cable connecting the interlink machine to the Borg computer console. The latter explodes in a shower of sparks.)

(The Borg servos power down and shut off.)

(The Away Team breathes heavily in relief)

(Combadge beeps.)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Allan to Away Team. The Borg Cube just sent out a transmission.

(Rol taps combadge.)

ROL: Rol here. We know. What did it say?

CAPTAIN ALLAN: It was heavily encrypted. No way anything but another Borg could read it.

ROL: Good. Will the Borg ever receive it?

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Well, you lit up like a Christmas tree for a minute there, General. We don’t know. It might not be strong enough to escape the nebula. But please – try not to do it again.

ROL: Agreed.  Rol out. (pause) Well... so much for the easy way.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 306 - 20

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

BRAHMS: The bluegills entered our galaxy just when the Borg seemed sure to conquer everything.  The bluegills challenged the Borg, and the two sides were evenly matched.  Their war has dragged on into a stalemate bloodier than a thousand Dominion Wars. But the day that war ends...

UNDERWOOD: Winner takes galaxy.

YUBARI: And nothing can stop them.

BRAHMS: The Federation has survived – all life in this galaxy has survived – because for twenty years the two races that could annihilate us... have been too busy fighting each other. That’s the Sword of Damocles, Dovan: not a place, not a thing, but an idea.  A fact.

YUBARI: So the Borg only sent one cube because... what, their fleet is tied up on the front line?

BRAHMS: Yes. Both fleets are. It is the longest battle front in the galaxy, and the war has wiped out hundreds of civilizations in no-man’s-land.  Everything else within ten thousand light years has been either infested or assimilated.  The nebula we’re in anchors the extreme edge of the bluegill defensive position.

ROL: Still... the Borg could easily spare a few cubes to take the Federation.  So could the bluegills.

DOVAN: Why don’t they?

ROL: Consider other cold wars throughout history, Captain. When the Klingons invaded Yontara, when the Soviets put missiles in Cuba – it nearly plunged all sides into a mutually destructive final war.  If the Borg or the bluegills made a dramatic move outside their recognized spheres of influence – if they assimilated Vulcan, or infested the Jem’Hadar – it’d be the twenty-fourth century version of invading Poland.

UNDERWOOD: Except we’re Poland.

ROL: Exactly.

BRAHMS: But the biggest reason neither side has attacked us is because they don’t care. By far their most attractive targets are each other. The rest of us are simply... dessert.

DOVAN: So those two cubes they used to attack Earth?  Was that just a prank?  Or do they really really really want Earth, because humans are the universe’s specialest flower?

BRAHMS: We thought that.  Honestly, for several years - Everyone did.  You should have seen the Vulcan studies - trying to find what made humans so attractive to the Borg. Eventually we realized – the Borg didn’t want us because we were special.  They wanted us because we weren’t.

ROL: We know of some early experiments in assimilation: the Hansen family, the U.S.S. Tombaugh. Eventually we noticed what they all had in common: they targeted humans.

BRAHMS: The Borg needed assimilation; the war was depleting their numbers and the bluegills could replace their troops instantly. Earth was isolated.  On the opposite end of the galaxy, so far from the war it’d take months for the bluegills to hear about an attack.  And humans, it turns out, are extremely susceptible to nanoprobes. Humanity was a testbed.  The Borg only sent one cube to Earth because the Borg didn’t care if they assimilated it.  They only wanted to refine the technology. Assimilation succeeded. We can be thankful that their later experiment in time travel did not.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Okay.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: “Okay?” (pause) That’s it?

DOVAN: Yeah. Apparently the Sword of Damocles has been hanging over my head for half my life. Now I know about it. But nothing’s changed.  None of it answers the only real question I’ve asked you.  You’re just dancing around it!

UNDERWOOD: Commander –

BRAHMS: Let him vent, Mister Underwood. He’s beginning to realize the magnitude of what he’s done. What’s your question, Dovan?

DOVAN: Why. Kill. Leo. Amara? Why so secret, Brahms?  You killed nine thousand people on New Victoria.  Why?

(Silence)

BRAHMS: We didn’t understand the secrecy ourselves, at first.  This war has devastated much of our galaxy.  Why haven’t we heard of it?  Why haven’t the rest of us been used as pawns?  As cannon fodder? Because there is one, last, hellish complication in this story, Dovan. We call it Beetlejuice.

(Flashback sound.)
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LOCATION: BORG CUBE (FLASHBACK)

(A canister rises out of a Borg machine.)

VOICE OF THE BORG: Compound one-three-zero-three-eight-five.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: General, sir!

BRAHMS: Don’t worry! – it’s a low-level autonomic response.  The ship isn’t conscious.

ROL: Two hours in one Borg science alcove and you already know how the Cube works?

BRAHMS: Not even close. But if it were conscious, we’d be dead by now.

ROL: How?

BRAHMS: Better if you don’t think about it, sir.

ROL: Have you worked out what this compound is yet?

BRAHMS: You can’t begin to understand how complex the molecular structure is sir.  According to Federation science, it’s provably impossible.  This compound cannot exist.

ROL: Okay.  But what’s it do?

BRAHMS: I can only hazard. I think it’s a... neural suppressant of some kind.

ROL: Suppressant of what? It must be important; Willis has already found two other dispensaries on this level.

BRAHMS: I don’t know.  Give me two years and a lab.

ROL: I gave you two hours and a science alcove.

BRAHMS: You obviously have a hunch, General. I’m listening.

ROL: The Borg mentioned that they’d corrected the bluegills’ “strategic advantage.”  I wonder if this neural suppressant has something to do with the neural parasites.

BRAHMS: Well... when I look at it that way... You might be on to something, sir.  Assuming the A-region bonds to the cerebro... Oh no.

ROL: What is it?

(Brahms taps some keys on his big interlink device.)

BRAHMS: I need to run this through the Yorktown’s computer.

ROL: What is it?

BRAHMS: This is preliminary until the Yorktown confirms, but... I think it’s a vaccine... against bluegill infestation.

ROL: Fantastic! (pause) Right?

BRAHMS: No.  This is bad.  This is very, very bad.

(Intercom beeps.)

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Allan to Rol.

(Rol taps combadge.)

ROL: Rol here.

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Bad news, sir. Somebody picked up the Borg signal. We’ve picked up twenty-five inbound ships, all directions. Looks like your bluegills.

BRAHMS: Sir, can we get the Yorktown out of here without being detected?

CAPTAIN ALLAN: Afraid not. They’ve drawn the net too tight. But if we hurry we can still break out without taking on too many at once.

BRAHMS: That’s not good enough.

ROL: We’ll wrap up here, Captain.  Rol out. Isaac, what’s gotten into you?

(Interlink device beeps several times.)

BRAHMS: My preliminary analysis has been confirmed. Sir, we have to destroy the Yorktown.

SCENE 306 – 22

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

UNDERWOOD: You destroyed the Yorktown? Why?

DOVAN: Does it matter?

BRAHMS: We already knew that both sides were trying to keep the war a secret. We saw that on Pnakos, and again when the cube sent out its warning. We didn’t know why. Beetlejuice was the explanation. Alex?

ROL: Must I? (Pause.; takes a breath) Months later, we were able to reconstruct the first few days of the war.  It began with a bluegill attack along the whole border where the Borg had massed their fleet. The first strike was devastating. An entire unicomplex was infested. The Borg lost thousands of light-years in territory.  The bluegills were confident. They didn’t know that this was all according to Borg plan. In such a massive attack, the Borg obtained massive amounts of data, and they did what they do best – they adapted. In the eight years since we discovered it, the Federation’s best scientists have been able to synthesize barely a few ounces of Beetlejuice. The Borg were able to develop and deploy it to every member of the Collective within two weeks.

BRAHMS: This created a problem.  There was already a risk that, when we found out about the war, we would ally with one side and tip the balance.

YUBARI: The Federation is that powerful?

BRAHMS: Oh, no.  No no no.  The Federation’s involvement is immaterial.  The concern is that all free species in the galaxy might join one side.  The Federation, the Romulans, the Dominion, the Hirogen, the Peth, the Brentari...  Combined, we might be enough to affect the war.

ROL

But it wasn’t a serious concern, at first. The odds of the entire galaxy agreeing to join one side were nil – especially because no one else in the galaxy wants this war to end.

BRAHMS: Beetlejuice changed that.

DOVAN: How?

BRAHMS: If the Borg and the bluegills approached you for an alliance, and the Borg offered to give you a substance that would make you immune to the bluegills, which side would you join?

ROL: Beetlejuice made it irrational to ally with the bluegills.  If word of the war got out, it would pit the whole galaxy against them – a mortal threat.

UNDERWOOD: Which would seem to give the Borg a good reason to get the word out.  We’d have no choice but to be on their side – even if it meant assimilation as soon as the war ended.

DOVAN: Only they didn’t. When you got to them in the cube, the Borg were just as worried about secrecy as the bluegills.

BRAHMS: Yes. The Borg do have plans to seek an alliance, if the war turns against them. They’d give our troops beetlejuice and keep it from our civilian populations. But they’re afraid we’d one day be able to reverse engineer it, manufacture it ourselves.  We’d give it to everyone. Then the bluegills would have no reason to attack us, and we’d have no reason to fight them. We’d turn on the Borg, and exterminate them. Their own version of the Sword of Damocles.

DOVAN: But the whole analysis is wrong. We do know about the war, and we haven’t joined a side. (pause) Have we?

(Pause.)

ROL: Not officially. But... we have gone on many dangerous missions in order to preserve our advantage in the War.  We have had... a serious effect.  As have a number of very brave Jem’Hadar who joined us.

BRAHMS: This is the fundamental horror of the Sword of Damocles, Dovan: as long as the status quo continues, we are safe.  We can preserve that balance – maybe for fifty years, maybe a hundred fifty – but eventually the war will end and we will all be killed or enslaved. But today the bluegills found out what we know.  Today, you, Captain Alcar Dovan, have broken the secrecy that holds the entire status quo together.  You’ve accelerated the Sword.  You’ve thrust us into the middle of this war, and no matter what we do they’ll destroy us – either as combatants, or on a victory lap around the galaxy.  God forbid we join the winning side. When the two bluegill cruisers we’re chasing get back to their base on Gevinon, they’re going to inform the King. A council of Kings will be called. The inescapable conclusion will be reached.  Ten weeks after that, a dozen cubes or a hundred battleships – it hardly matters which – will arrive above every world in the Federation. You’ve undone us. And all the painful sacrifices we’ve made... are meaningless.

SCENE 306 – 23

LOCATION: BORG CUBE (FLASHBACK)

(Brahms is inputting commands on several different consoles of his interlink device)

BRAHMS: Sir, just listen to me!

ROL: I have listened to you, Isaac, and I have made my decision.  We are not destroying the Yorktown.

BRAHMS: What’s wrong with my reasoning? We’ve always wondered about the secrecy, written scenarios to protect it. Compound thirteen-three-eighty-five explains everything!

ROL: I agree!  This, this juice is the key!  If the Yorktown is discovered here the Sword falls and everybody dies!

BRAHMS: Then what’s wrong with my reasoning?!

ROL: The part where we blow up the Yorktown!

BRAHMS: Willis!  Help me get full access to the Yorktown’s power systems!

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir!  I can’t do that, sir.

ROL: Willis, if he attempts to destroy the Yorktown, I order you to stop him.

THE MAJOR / WILLIS: Sir, if what he says is true, about the entire Federation...  I’m afraid I can’t do that, either, sir.

(Rol slaps his combadge.)

ROL: Rol to Yorktown!

(He slaps it again)

ROL: Captain Allan, come in!

BRAHMS: You’re too late.  I’ve disabled their communications systems.  They don’t know.  It will be mercifully quick.

ROL: Isaac, it was one thing when we poisoned the Great Link, they were the enemy.  The Yorktown is our people. If you do this, you’re turning your back on your sister and everything she stood for.

BRAHMS: If I don’t do this, the Federation is over and everything Tryla stood for is as dust.

ROL: What would she have done?

BRAHMS: She... would have allowed that to happen.

ROL: And you?

BRAHMS: I have a theory I’ve been working on, General. My theory is, that for every bright-eyed idealist in the universe, signing treaties and making discoveries and inspiring children, there has to be someone else.  Someone in the shadows who does terrible things so the treaties and the discoveries and the smiling children endure. And I believe that’s a price worth paying.  For the universe to be lit up by one Tryla Scott is worth a hundred monsters like me protecting her legacy. I’ve armed the Yorktown’s self-destruct.

ROL: Isaac... you’ve never disobeyed an order.

BRAHMS: Then order me to do what I have to do.  Give the word, General!

ROL: The word is no!

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: I am therefore going anyway.

(He presses a final button. Outside, the surprised Yorktown explodes.)

BRAHMS: The Yorktown... has been destroyed.

(Respectful silence.)

ROL: There’s going to be hell to pay, Isaac.

BRAHMS: Assuming we even make back to Federation space... if they don’t send me to prison, they’re going to strip my rank and kick me out of the corps.  I’ll end up a Junior Lieutenant somewhere.

(Pause.)

ROL: No, you’re not.

BRAHMS: It’s the consequence for my action, sir, and I’m not sorry for what I did.

ROL: You’re not going to be demoted, Isaac, because, as of this moment, you didn’t destroy the Yorktown.

BRAHMS: I didn’t?

ROL: No. I did. You tried to stop me, but I was too fast.

BRAHMS: Sir, I can’t allow you – [to take the fall for this.]

ROL: Isaac, you just killed a thousand of our own officers.  You can do whatever the hell you choose! (pause) I thought I was ruthless, Isaac.  I thought, after the Dominion War, there was no line I wouldn’t cross. But I was wrong. You’ve set a course for us today.  Not just us, not just Starfleet – the whole galaxy has to follow the path you’ve started.  If the Federation is going to survive on this path, it is going to need someone... ruthless... to lead our defense. We need you, Isaac Brahms. Everyone needs you. Lead the way.

(Flashback sound.)

SCENE 306 – 24

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM

DOVAN: And you have done one hell of a job ever since, haven’t you, “Isaac”?

BRAHMS: Do not mock me, sir.

DOVAN: How many more have you killed, Brahms? How are you any different from them?

BRAHMS: Oh, now who’s arguing in clichés, Dovan?  Face it: you caused more deaths in one day than I caused in a lifetime!  And for what?  To satisfy your curiousity.

DOVAN: I’m out here because Captain Rachel Cortez told me her on her deathbed that I needed to be out here!  That you were wrong about everything!

BRAHMS: Well, Dovan?  Am I? Have you seen anything different from what I’ve told you?  Anything to suggest that Cortez’s warning was anything more than a drug-addled piece of delerium? (pause) Have you?! (pause) We’re done here.

DOVAN: So we are. Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir?

DOVAN: Throw ‘im in the brig.

BRAHMS: What?  You can’t do that.

DOVAN: I beg to differ, Brahms. That’s an order, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: Yes, sir. (She stands.) Mister Brahms, if you’ll come with me.

BRAHMS: This solves nothing, Dovan!

DOVAN: It gets you out of my sight, Brahms.  It’s a start.

(Yubari leads Brahms out of the room.)

DOVAN: Mister Rol. Get down to engineering and help Chief Adow stoke the warp engines.  We have to catch those bluegills before they can report back to their base.

UNDERWOOD: Thank goodness for this ion storm, or they’d’ve already sent out a signal.

ROL: Sir, I should be in that brig with Isaac.

DOVAN: Dismissed, Lieutenant.  Or whatever you are now.

ROL: Yes, sir.

(Rol exits.)

UNDERWOOD: Well?  What do you think?

DOVAN: I think I’ve killed everyone.

SCENE 306 – 25

LOCATION: BACK YARD, SYRACUSE NY – DAY (FLASHBACK)

YOUNG ISAAC: Take that!  And that!  And that!

(Tryla walks over to him.)

YOUNG TRYLA: Ensign Isaac, have you secured the pris – [oner?] Isaac, what are you doing?

YOUNG ISAAC: I’m gonna make this Cardassian tell us when’s the next ambush!

YOUNG TRYLA: Isaac, stop!

YOUNG ISAAC: But, Tryla, he was gonna hurt you!

(Pause.)

YOUNG TRYLA: I wanna play something else now.

YOUNG ISAAC: They were gonna hurt you.


3.9 Ozymandias


SCENE 307-01

LOCATION: SILENT BACKGROUND

BRAHMS:  I met a traveller from an antique land.

He said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed.

And on the pedestal these words appear:

DOVAN: `My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:

Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!'

(Pause)

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,

The lone and level sands stretch far away".

SCENE 307-02

LOCATION: FLYBY – EXTREME WARP

(The two bluegill ships rocket past our viewpoint:  A beat later, the Excelsior and the Renegade follow behind.)

UNDERWOOD: Temporary Commander’s Log, Stardate Six-Zero-Zero-Five-Nine-Point-Eight.  Commander Underwood recording.  The Excelsior must intercept and destroy two enemy battlecruisers before they return to base.  Should we fail, the Federation will be caught up in a galactic war it cannot possibly survive.  Our saving grace: a rare type of dark matter ion storm is consuming the entire nebula, blocking enemy communications and buying us time.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT

UNDERWOOD: The situation is grim, to be sure.  But I know this ship.  If the odds are against us now, our triumph will be that much more glorious.  End log.

SHARP: If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to boost my morale.

UNDERWOOD: Hmph. Nonsense. (to turbolift) Brig. (to Sharp) You?

SHARP: The same.

UNDERWOOD: You want to talk to Mister Brahms?

SHARP: No.  To Phillipe – sorry, to Mister Ermez.  Or whatever we call her now. (pause) Him. (pause) It?

UNDERWOOD: I see...

SHARP: I’m not going to do anything to it.

UNDERWOOD: Yes?

SHARP: When she infested my body, she was a bad doctor.  Well, obviously, but an unusually bad doctor.  I’ve gone over the records, and you could have done a better job – no offense, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Only a little taken.  Go on.

SHARP: But she made huge advances in my research.  That story about how she was working on the Wasting – it wasn’t just a cover story.  She studied the virus inside and out, and had insights into the nucleic acids light-years ahead of me.  She’s brought us years closer to a cure.

UNDERWOOD: But, if she doesn’t know anything about medicine...

SHARP: Exactly. (pause) Have you seen the Captain?

UNDERWOOD: No, I haven’t. (pause) But he gave me his fullest confidence before assigning me to manage the pursuit.

SHARP: While he...?

UNDERWOOD: ...is in his quarters, working on a... separate project.

SHARP: I see.

(Pause.)

SHARP: You know, I’m a licensed counselor.  I could check – [in on him.]

UNDERWOOD: Please do, Doctor.

(Contemplative silence.)

SHARP: Underwood?

UNDERWOOD: Mm?

SHARP: During the War.  On the front lines.  Did it always feel like this?  Every day?

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Not every day.

(The turbolift stops and the doors open.)

SCENE 307-03

LOCATION: BRIG

(Yubari is pacing in front of Brahms.)

YUBARI: Fine.  Then can we talk about Gevinon now, General?

BRAHMS: Mister now, not General.

YUBARI: Well I can’t just call you Isaac, can I.  General, we need – [information!]

BRAHMS: I'm not a general, Asuka.

YUBARI: And I’m not Asuka!

BRAHMS: What?

(She stops pacing.)

YUBARI: When you found me in London, you just read my patient chart and started calling me Asuka, didn’t you?  Now everyone calls me that. Even the computer.

BRAHMS: ...That is your name.

YUBARI: No, it’s not.  My name is pronounced Asuka Yubari (“AH-skuh YOO-bar-ee)”  Asuka Yubari (“ah-SOO-kah yoo-BAR-ee”) is what I’m called.

BRAHMS: Is there a point to this... Asuka (AH-skuh)?

YUBARI: You don’t get to decide who you are, General. Now let’s talk about Gevinon.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: It’s the base of operations for the bluegill ships we’re chasing.  What else?

BRAHMS: We never learned very much.  Too risky to get close.  We know that, twenty years ago, it was an aquatic species, no contact with the galaxy, no planetary defenses.  When the War came, the Gevinese were infested overnight.  Their bodies live on, of course, controlled by bluegills in the deeps of Gevinon’s ocean.  We believe they even reproduce... but the natives’ souls were wiped clean a long time ago. It’s a fortress world now.

YUBARI: We’ve been chasing them for sixteen hours.  At current speeds, we’ll catch up in thirty.  How close are we to Gevinon?  Are we going to stop them in time?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: No. (pause) But it’s going to be close.

YUBARI: Alright. I’ll inform the Engine Room.  What can you tell me – [about their weapon systems?]

(She is interrupted by Brahms’s combadge.)

OPERATIONS: Renegade to General Brahms. Come in, General.

YUBARI: Where is that coming from?  Your combadge...

BRAHMS: --was confiscated, yes.  It’s amazing what you can plant under the skin these days.

YUBARI: But the brig’s forcefields – [should make transmissions impossible!]

BRAHMS: Are not as secure as your division likes to imagine.

YUBARI: You can’t take that call.

BRAHMS: I’ve missed my check-in by over an hour.  They’re worried about me.  If I don’t answer, they’ll attempt a rescue.

YUBARI: If you do answer, you could help coordinate that rescue.  “Don’t give dangerous prisoners their phone call.”  You taught me that.

BRAHMS:

I’m not going to try to escape.  We can’t afford it right now. Trust me, Asuka (pronounced ah-SOO-kah)

(Pause.)

OPERATIONS: Renegade to the General.  Please report.

YUBARI: Fine.  Go ahead. (pause) But I’m not going anywhere.

BRAHMS: I wouldn’t want you to.

(He hits his wrist, creating a combadge-like activation noise.)

BRAHMS: Damocles here, Renegade.

OPERATIONS: Your status?

BRAHMS: Condition green,2all’s well.

OPERATIONS: Noted.

BRAHMS: Report.

OPERATIONS: Engines are nearing operational limits.  We cannot keep pace with the Excelsior on our own.

BRAHMS: Use the Excelsior’s warp trail to help maintain velocity.  I’ll see to it they know you’re coming.  Anything else?

TACTICAL: Tactical here, sir.  It’s this ion storm.

BRAHMS: Our luckiest break in years.

TACTICAL: I know, sir.  But... something’s not right about it.

BRAHMS: This is no time to be coy, Tactical.

TACTICAL: I’m sorry, sir.  I can’t be precise.  It’s just an instinct.  Something about the electric potentials – it’s like I’ve seen this pattern before.

BRAHMS: Trust your instincts, then, but report back to me when you have facts.

TACTICAL: Aye, sir.

BRAHMS: Brahms out.

YUBARI: I have to make my report.

(She stands, crosses to the Brig forcefield.)

BRAHMS: I understand.

YUBARI: Ensign Hertzler, drop the forcefield.

(He does so, and Yubari walks out towards the Brig doors.)

YUBARI: Raise forcefield.

(The forcefield goes back up, and Yubari exits the Brig.)

LOCATION: CORRIDOR

UNDERWOOD: Ah, Miz Yubari.

YUBARI: Sir.

SHARP: Asuka, I’ve been looking all over for you. I’m sorry about those things I said when the parasite – [had control over me.]

YUBARI: I have duties to attend to, Doctor.

(She walks on down the corridor.)

SHARP: I might kill that parasite after all.

UNDERWOOD: Give her time, Doctor.

SCENE 307-03

LOCATION: BRIG

(In Brahms’s cell, an intercom chimes.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: They won’t make it, you know. (pause.) Isaac Brahms, I’m talking to you!

BRAHMS: Mister Ermez... or whatever the cockroach in Ensign Ermez’s brain is called... you’re wasting your energy.  Even if I were under any optimistic delusions, I’m already behind bars. The only reason your taunting interests me is How did you hack into the brig’s intercom system?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: The same way I hacked the Excelsior’s warp engines, Brahms: months of hard work.

BRAHMS: What?  The warp engines?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Mm.  Yes.  I left some interesting programs running in the ship’s computer, General.  And let me promise you: as long as I live, the Excelsior will never intercept those battleships.

THEME SONG

(Standard opening credits for the first time in what seems like ages.)

ROL: Michael Liebmann as Alex Rol

UNDERWOOD: Also featuring Gareth Bowley as Leftenant Commander Joshua Underwood

NARRATOR: The Sword of Damocles, Part Seven: “Ozymandias”

SCENE 307-04

LOCATION: DREAMSPACE

NEEVA: Well, this is just great. (pause.) I was finally starting to enjoy myself again, you know! Alright, so I missed a few of the annual sacrifices.  Okay – a lot of them – but what do the Dead need burnt offerings for, anyway, you know?  It’s time the Dead joined the twenty-fourth century like the rest of us! (pause) Well, alright, fine, I’m an apostate, but you didn’t need to kill me over it!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: You hear me?!

(Silence)

NEEVA: ANYONE!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: ...am I alone?

(Pause.)

ESPLIN/NEEVA: No.

NEEVA: Who’s there?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Only me.

NEEVA: You look just like me.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Do I?

NEEVA: Well... my uniform’s torn, I’m cut all over, grimy... and you’re clean.  You’re clean and naked.  Other than that...

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Heh.  I suppose that’s true.

NEEVA: So. Are you supposed to my guide or something?  A guardian angel?  Does Orion mythology even have angels?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: I wouldn’t call myself an angel, no.  What’s your name?

NEEVA: You look just like me and you don’t know my name?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Neeva.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Neeva. A beautiful name. For the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I’m sorry.  Please believe me.  I’m so sorry.

NEEVA: Yeah, so am I.  Honestly, I was expecting the Dead would vote me to a higher level of the afterlife.  Someplace with a little more scenery than an infinite black void.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Afterlife?

NEEVA: Yes... I am dead, right?

(Silence.)

NEEVA: I am dead, right?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: I’m sorry.  I’m sorry; I have to.

NEEVA: No, you don’t. (pause) Have to what?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (crying) Don’t we all deserve a chance at living?  Just one chance?

NEEVA: What have you done?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: You won’t even feel it.  Or know what’s happening.  I’m so sorry, Neeva!

(There’s an odd, quiet little noise, as Esplin disappears.)

NEEVA: Come back here! (pause) Where did you – [go?]

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER - DRY ROOM

(Neeva (really, ESPLIN/NEEVA controlling Neeva) has been lying on the metal floor sleeping, but suddenly her whole upper body shoots erect as her eyes fly open.  She’s gasping for air.)

(Lorhrok, also under parasite control (his is named “Temrash”), dashes a short distance to her side.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Esplin!

(Esplin/Neeba sobs. Temrash/Lorhrok kneels down.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Esplin!  What happened?  Was it a nightmare?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (through unyielding tears) I saw her!  I saw her, Temrash!  Oh, Scions, she’s alive in there!

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Oh, no.

(Temrash/Lorhrok holds her close; she continues weeping into his arms.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: It’s okay.  It’s okay.  Shhh.  You’re okay.

(Simon, also posessed by a parasite, runs an alien scanner over Neeva’s body.)

YIDRIL/SIMON: The host must have a tolerance for the suppressant.  Could be that body – I’ve never seen one with such complex hormones before.  We need more drugs.  A lot more.

THE MAJOR: We don’t have it.  This is a ship built for aquatics – they had to stow us in this empty crawlspace because it’s the only part of the ship with air.  You think they’ve got a medical bay equipped for... for her?

YIDRIL/SIMON: Esplin’s cohabitation is failing, and it’s a miracle we beamed that host off the Anbar at all!  You could at least try!

THE MAJOR: I’ll do my best.

(The Major stomps away and activates a comm panel.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Shhh. You’re safe now, on a Zeero ship.  We’re going home to Gevinon.  All that time on the Anbar in the dark without host bodies... it’s over.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (still through tears) Temrash, I don’t think I can go through with this.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Hey.  Hey.  Just try to breathe, Esplin.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Temrash, she’s not just a body – her name is Neeva.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Hey, now.  You’re not just a body, either.  Your name is Esplin.  And I love you.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: I love you, too, Temrash.

SCENE 307-05

LOCATION: FLYBY – EXTREME WARP

(The two bluegill ships rocket past our viewpoint:  A beat later, the Excelsior and the Renegade follow behind.)

SCENE 307-06

LOCATION: ENGINEERING

ADOW: Did Ermez say he’d compromised the flow regulators?

BRAHMS: No.

ADOW: Good.  He’d be lying.  How ‘bout the dorsal inhibitors?

BRAHMS: He didn’t – [specify, Chief.]

UNDERWOOD: Chief, is there anything – [that might be getting overlooked here?]

ADOW: --wrong with any of our subsystems?  No, not one, but since I knew old Lumpy here wouldn’t leave without a full inventory...

BRAHMS: ‘Lumpy?’

UNDERWOOD: So you thought it necessary to waste our time, Chief?

ADOW: Me?  An enlisted woman, waste the time of an officer?  Heaven forfend, sir!

UNDERWOOD: Alright, Ch[ief, you’ve made your point.)

ADOW: I mean, what if you’d been in the middle of something really important, like breaking the all-time ion storm speed record, without shattering the hull into a billion pieces, and I just showed up and started asking inane questions about non-existent malfunctions?

UNDERWOOD: You’ve made your point.

ADOW: Now that could be really dangerous, couldn’t it? (Pause) Besides, Brahms is lying anyway.

BRAHMS: (simultaneous) What?

ADOW: The commlink in the brig wasn’t energized at all today.  Especially not by another prisoner.  Lots of other traffic on that circuit, but none from the brig.

UNDERWOOD: What?  Mister Brahms, is this true?

BRAHMS: Of course not.  Ermez has covered his tracks somehow.

ADOW: Or you’re trying to worm your way into engineering because it gives you critical systems access.

YUBARI: You are way out of line, Chief!

ADOW: This man once detonated a bomb on our shield generator!

YUBARI: He’s entitled to your respect.

ADOW: I have to respect officers.  Not dishonorable discharges... ma’am.

YUBARI: He’s a guest.

UNDERWOOD: I’m afraid he’s a prisoner.  And that does... have consequences.  Escort him back to his cell, Leftenant.

YUBARI: Underwood, Ermez’s virus – [has to be found.]

UNDERWOOD: That is an order, Leftenant.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.  General.

BRAHMS: Mm.

(Yubari and Brahms walk away.)

ADOW: I have a warp engine to save.

UNDERWOOD: That was a bit rough, even for you, Adow.

ADOW: Like I said. Engine to save.  Alone, with a bunch of... half-baked warp-jockeys.

UNDERWOOD: We all miss Mister Lorhrok, Chief.

ADOW: Do you?  Do you really?  How many times did you ever even speak to Aleczahnder Lorhrok?

UNDERWOOD: Well, we worked – [together on a few occasions.]

ADOW: Bull!  You haven’t said ten words to Alecz in a month.  To any of us below decks!  You’ve been too busy romancing the captain’s chair. (pause) Well, now you’ve got it, unless Dovan stops hiding in his quarters.  Make it count for something more’n sympathy cards.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: You’re very lucky I now believe in second chances, Chief.

ADOW: Yeah?  Why’s that?

UNDERWOOD: Because that was your first. Dismissed.

(She stands to attention, then walks away.)

SCENE 307-06a

LOCATION: FLYBY – EXTREME WARP

(The two bluegill ships rocket past our viewpoint:  A beat later, the Excelsior and the Renegade follow behind.)

SCENE 307-07

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER - DRY ROOM

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Are you absolutely sure you want to go through with this?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: I can’t just stay awake for the rest of the trip back, Temrash.  This body is so... so...

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Tired.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: It’s the most beautiful sensation I’ve ever felt.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Hey!

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Oh, don’t worry.  There’ll be plenty of time for more of this humanoid... uh, “kissing” when we’re back on Gevinon.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: We could keep each other awake, you know.  It’s only another twenty hours.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Temrash... I need to do this.  I owe it to her.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: You don’t owe this “Neeva” woman anything.  She’ll only try to hurt you.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: She’s a part of me now.

(Pause.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Alright, but I’m gonna be here the whole time.  Hold my hand as tight as you can.

(Pause.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Esplin, you’re crying.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Just these hormones.  I love you, Temrash.  You make this okay.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Shhhh...  Shhhh...

YIDRIL/SIMON: Oh, enough already. Can’t anyone else get some sleep around here?

THE MAJOR: Don’t be an ass, Yidril. Oh!  There!  I named your bugger, Lee!

YIDRIL/SIMON: Well, ‘scuse me.

TEMRASH/LORHROK: Esplin...?

(No response.)

TEMRASH/LORHROK: I’ll be here when you wake up, beautiful.

LOCATION: BEACH (DREAMSCAPE)

ESPLIN: Neeva?

NEEVA: A beach. (pause) Why a beach this time, instead of the void?

ESPLIN: To be honest, I don’t know. I think this marvelous humanoid brain just knew where we needed to be.

NEEVA: My marvelous humanoid brain.

ESPLIN: Neeva...

NEEVA: It’s not yours.

ESPLIN: Yes.  It is.  My brain, my body, my... [heart].

ESPLIN: (to self) This is so wrong.

NEEVA: Then get the hell out. I promise I won’t squish you.

ESPLIN: Not that.  This.  Talking.  (pause) Coming here was a mistake.

NEEVA: Your conscience isn’t a mistake.

ESPLIN: Don’t lecture me about my conscience!  I’m not one of these people who takes a fifth host and just goes out to have a cheeseburger!  This is my one chance!

NEEVA: I don’t care if you cry over it daily for the rest of your life!  I’m still dead!

ESPLIN: Oh, like that’s something I could prevent?  Like if I’d passed you up there weren’t a dozen other first-pool applicants chomping at my heels? What was I supposed to – ? (pause) Oh... Scions.  I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.  I came in here to... Your body’s emotions are so, so...

NEEVA: They can be a little overwhelming.

ESPLIN: Nothing I read – [about cohabitation prepared me for this.]

NEEVA: Probably all written by men.  Welcome to the female race.

ESPLIN: Can we start again?

(Silence)

ESPLIN: I’m called Esplin.

NEEVA: I’m Neeva.  Get out of my body.

ESPLIN: Oh, Neeva, I wish I could.

NEEVA: You can.

ESPLIN: But I can’t!  Temrash is a king now.  He can’t wait for... [me anymore]  (Pause) Oh, Temrash.  His hand must have fallen off by now, I’m squeezing so hard.

NEEVA: You know, I have people I love, too.  There’s a professor in New Berlin – [named Jason Fellows.  When I was an abandoned child, he adopted me.]

ESPLIN: Neeva, I see what you’re trying to do.  And I understand.  I hear you.  I want you to know that.  And I’m sure it was terrible for you, when our shock troops on the Anbar took you the first time.  (Pause)  But by the time Temrash gave this body to me, it was just lying there on the floor, empty.  There were two potential lives to fill it up with: yours, and mine.

NEEVA: Potential lives?  There was nothing “potential” about my life.  I had a beating heart – memories, experiences –

ESPLIN: You were... what’s that amazing word you have –  You were unconscious.  Such a humanoid concept.  No memories, no emotions, no self-awareness at all.  Just empty flesh, waiting to be filled.

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Rehearsed that one pretty well, did you?

ESPLIN: Neeva, you’re not making this any easier.

NEEVA: Good.

ESPLIN: I mean for either of us. (Pause) I won’t waste this body you’ve nurtured.  I know how much you’re sacrificing.

NEEVA: Sacrifice shouldn’t be confused with rape.

ESPLIN: What would you do in my place?

NEEVA: Not – [this!]

ESPLIN: Honestly.

NEEVA: You think I’m not being honest?

ESPLIN: Neeva, we’re blind in our natural state.  Deaf.  Helpless.  No real sensation to speak of.  (Pause)  But I still fell in love, and now I have a chance to explore it as beings were meant to explore it. (Pause)  One more time: what would you do, Neeva?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Honestly? (pause) I... don’t – [know.]

ESPLIN: (Gasp!)  That hurts!

NEEVA: What, Esplin?  What’s wrong?

ESPLIN: I don’t... I can’t... Temrash let go of my hand.  I think I’m waking up.

NEEVA: And what about me?

ESPLIN: I... I’ll come back, Neeva.  I promise.  We’re not – [finished!]

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (suddenly choking on her sentence) –FINISHED!  Anjin!  Let go of my gill! I can’t breathe!  Are you out of your mind?!

(Esplin begins to struggle against the Major's hold in earnest, kicking and rustling on the metal floor while the Major tries to keep his grip on her gill.)

THE MAJOR: No, Esplin, I’m not out of my mind.  I’m a Starfleet marine who’s sworn his life to the defense of crew and country.  And I will do anything to ensure their safety.  (Pause) (growls) And I've got this just about down to a science!

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (gasping) Wha... what — ?

THE MAJOR: What am I doing? That's easy. I'm strangling you. I've got your gill pinched shut and you're suffocating. You've got one, maybe two minutes left. Your only hope is to let her go and crawl out here where there's air.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: The others will wake up.  You won’t – get away with this.

THE MAJOR: When they wake up – and they will – it will be as my shipmates again.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: What do you mean?

THE MAJOR: I mean they put up a lot less struggle than you did.  Look.

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Temrash.  No -

THE MAJOR: He's not in there anymore. He's squirming in that puddle of vomit. See?

ESPLIN/NEEVA: (Makes a horrible screeching/gurgling sound)

ESPLIN/NEEVA: Temrash! I – ! [I love... you]

(And Esplin is dead of suffocation before she can finish.)

Pause.

(The Major pulls the bugger out through the back of Neeva’s neck.  It makes a nasty, slimy noise. Then he sighs in relief.)

NEEVA: Ahh... wha?

THE MAJOR: Ma’am!  Stay with me, ma’am!

NEEVA: Am I awake?

THE MAJOR: Just lie back, ma’am.  You had it worse than any of us.

NEEVA: What about Esplin?  Where is she?

THE MAJOR: It’s dead, ma’am.

NEEVA: Oh.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am?

(Lohrok groans)

NEEVA: Tend to our commander.

THE MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.

(The Major shifts positions.)

THE MAJOR: Sir.  You’re still with us, sir.

LORHROK: (takes a very deep breath) M... Major?  Where... what happened? (suddenly gags) Maker... did I just throw up?

THE MAJOR: Sir, you can rinse your mouth out with this.

LORHROK: Thanks. (gulps the water down, swishes it around, spits it out)

LORHROK: Spast.  That’s better.  Where?  This doesn’t look like the Anbar.  And... come to think of it, didn’t the Anbar blow up?  With us on board?

THE MAJOR: It was almost much worse than that, sir.  At the last moment, a bluegill ship was able to get a transporter lock.  They infested us.  You’ve been under their control for more than a day.  We’re now in a special dry compartment on an aquatic enemy ship.  They’re taking us to a world called Gevinon Prime.

LORHROK: The team?  Neeva.  Neeva, are you alright?

THE MAJOR: It’s okay.

NEEVA: Yeah, I’m fine.

THE MAJOR: Simon’s over there, sir, sleeping it off.  His bugger was my first kill, so it went a little harder on him.  The rest of my team... never got off the Anbar.

NEEVA: How did you break through the control?

THE MAJOR: A little innoculation I got months ago, ma’am, courtesy of General Brahms.  We call it Beetlejuice.

LORHROK: General Brahms!

THE MAJOR: Anjin is still in my head, but I’m calling all the shots. (pause) What now, sir?

LORHROK: That depends.

NEEVA: On?

LORHROK: On the Major’s involvement with General Isaac Brahms.

THE MAJOR: Sir, we need to disable this ship’s engines.

LORHROK: Not until you two tell me what the hell is going on. (Pause) That’s an order!

THE MAJOR: Sir, that’s a big question, and we don’t have a lot of time.

LORHROK: Then give us the digest version.

THE MAJOR: Sir...  Yes, sir.  (Pause) We call it the Sword of Damocles.

SCENE 307-08

LOCATION: BRIG

SHARP: Ensign Hertzler, lower the forcefield.

(Hertzler does so.)

SHARP: Raise forcefield.

(It raise.)

SHARP: I’m back.

(Silence.)

SHARP: Do we at least get to talk this time?

(Pause.)

SHARP: A month in my head and you never shut up about how strong you were.  Where’d that go... Old Mole? (pause.) Look, I don’t have an hour to spend here staring at you like I did this morning, so if you’re not ready to brag about your infinite cleverness on my Wasting research, say so and I’ll come back. (Pause.) Look, don’t make me get the Romulan mind probes.

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You’d use those?

SHARP: We don’t actually have any.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: (contemptuous scoff)

(Pause.)

SHARP: Fine.  I know you’re really busy staring ahead and not messing with Brahms’s head.  I’ll come back.  Ensign Hertzler!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Somebody would.

SHARP: Stand by, Ensign. What was that?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Somebody would use those mind-probes and not bat an eye.

SHARP: Not in my Starfleet.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: That Wasting of yours.  Didn’t you notice?

SHARP: Probably.  Depends what you’re thinking of.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Don’t play that game with me, Old Mole.  Whatever else has gone on between us, don’t ever think you can outsmart me.

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Your Wasting is a telepathic virus, yes?

SHARP: Yes.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: And we Zeero –

SHARP: Is that you call yourselves?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: As it happens, yes.  We Zeero are also telepaths, of a sort.  In the nest, we perceive through telepathy.  Our families are bound together by our queens – because to break one’s link with the queen, by distance or by injury, is to die, quickly and painfully.

SHARP: Which is why you’ve stayed so close to the Ermez host body since the day you took it – as the last survivor of your family in enemy territory, you didn’t have anywhere else to put your queen.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Yes.

SHARP: So?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Why does the telepathic profile of the Wasting exactly match the telepathic profile of one of our queens?

SHARP: What?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You never noticed?

SHARP: I’ve had trouble – [restarting my research since I got my life back, thank you very much.]

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You’re a bigger idiot than I thought.  Get out.

SHARP: You’re not in – [a position to give orders.]

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: (snarl) Get out!

(Pause.)

SHARP: I’m late for my other appointment. Ensign Hertzler, lower the forcefield.

(The forcefield falls.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Other appointment?

SHARP: A harder case than you.  But we’re not done.

(She steps out.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Oh, I think we are.  I’ll see you on the other side, Old Mole.

SHARP: Raise forcefield.

(The forcefield goes up.)

SHARP: We are going to reach those ships before it’s too late.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Oh, I don’t doubt it.

SHARP: Then what did... you... [mean?]

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Don’t trouble your little brain about it, Old Mole.

(Silence, then, then Sharp walks away and exits the brig.)

SCENE 307-09

LOCATION: DOVAN’S QUARTERS

(The door chimes)

DOVAN: No.

(The door chimes)

DOVAN: That means go away.

(The door chimes)

DOVAN: That’s an order!

(The door slides open.)

SHARP: Medical override.

DOVAN: Pulling the medical card already?  Usually my counselors try to chit-chat before threatening to relieve me.

SHARP: And I’ve read your medical record, so I know how well that worked for them.  But I’m not here to threaten.  I just want to talk.

DOVAN: Wonderful.  You do the talking; I’ll stay over here and do the working.

SHARP: Alcar... you’re lying in bed staring at the ceiling.

DOVAN: Well, I’m not asleep, so I’m working.

SHARP: Staring is work?

DOVAN: Not staring!  What’s one of those words for “staring” medical-types love?  (Pause) I’m meditating.

SHARP: Then meditate on this.  Your ship is in the greatest danger it’s ever been.  It needs a captain.

DOVAN: Has one.  Name of Underwood, Joshua Wardell.

SHARP: He’s doing everything he can.  So is the crew.

DOVAN: Then you don’t need me, do you?

SHARP: It’s not enough.  We’re barely holding Warp Nine in this ion storm.

DOVAN: Sounds like what you really need’s a chief engineer.  And we’re fresh out.  I got him killed looking for ghosts.

SHARP: They’re even talking about outfitting the hull with holo-emitters to make us look like one of them.

DOVAN: What good would that do?

SHARP: They don’t know yet.  We’re just a few hours from Gevinon, and we need a plan.

DOVAN: The last person you want in charge of that plan is the man who destroyed the Federation – and everyone else, for that matter.

SHARP: The Federation’s still out there.  And the sun will still rise over the blue-and-white stars until the moment we let those battlecruisers reach port.

DOVAN: Captain Cortez said I needed to be out here.  I bet the galaxy on her word.  If I was wrong about that, I have no place on my bridge.

SHARP: Captain, it’s obvious that this mission has left you – [wallowing in adolescent self-pity.]

DOVAN: ‘Emotionally compromised?’  Obviously.  What are you going to do about it?  Relieve me of command?  Got that one covered for you.

SHARP: I was going to say ‘wallowing in adolescent self-pity,’ but ‘emotionally compromised’ does the job.

DOVAN: I love these little chats we have, Melissa.  Now, if you’ll excuse me?  I have a lot to think about.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Sometimes I wonder what Captain Cortez saw in you.

DOVAN: Only sometimes?

SHARP: Pity her log was blown up.

DOVAN: Got that right.  That log would have stopped me a long time before I threw away my career and destroyed the galaxy.

SHARP: Good bye, Alcar.

DOVAN: Later, Melissa.

(Sharp walks out.)

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Except... her log wasn’t the only thing Rachel Cortez left behind, was it?

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Computer, are the captain’s personal effects still on board?

COMPUTER: Captain Cortez’s effects were scheduled for transfer on Stardate Six-Zero-Zero-Zero-Five-Point-Zero.  Transfer was cancelled for an unknown reason.

DOVAN: Because I stole the ship, that’s why.  So they’re still on board?  Where?

COMPUTER: Cargo Bay One.

(Dovan stands up.  He starts walking partway into his line.)

DOVAN: I’ve been through them before, of course... But now I know what to look for.

(He exits to corridor.)

SCENE 307-10

LOCATION: BRIDGE

ROL: Velocity has fallen to Warp Eight-point-Six.

UNDERWOOD: Dammit.

ROL: Enemy velocity down to Warp Eight-point-One.

UNDERWOOD: Alright.  That’s actually the largest margin yet.  What’s our updated ETA to the Gevinon heliopause?

ROL: Twenty-seven minutes.  (Pause) Threat vessels will arrive in twenty-four point five.

UNDERWOOD: A thousand damns!  We’re running out of options!  Miz Yubari, could you – That doesn’t look like a tactical map, Leftenant.

YUBARI: No, sir.  I’m reviewing the brig security logs from this morning.

UNDERWOOD: Didn’t Chief Adow already render her expert judgement on that?

YUBARI: Yes.  Which is why I’m reviewing the logs myself.

UNDERWOOD: Leftenant.

YUBARI: Sir, if General Brahms is right –

UNDERWOOD: Mister Brahms, but go on.

YUBARI: If he’s right, and there is a virus in our warp systems, finding it may be the only hope we have of catching those ships.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Very well.  Carry on.

(As Underwood speaks, the turbolift doors open and admit Dr. Sharp.  She approaches.)

UNDERWOOD: Doctor.

SHARP: Please.  Melissa.

UNDERWOOD: You spoke to the captain?

SHARP: Yes, I did.

YUBARI: (in background) Huh.  That’s weird.

UNDERWOOD: And the status of his... “project”?

SHARP: He’s quite committed to it.  But he reaffirmed his complete faith in your abilities to manage the situation.

UNDERWOOD: I won’t let him down.

SHARP: May I?

UNDERWOOD: Please.

(Sharp sits)

UNDERWOOD: How is he really?

SHARP: Stubborn.

(Computer alert at Yubari’s console.)

YUBARI: Captain.

UNDERWOOD: Yes, Leftenant.

YUBARI: General Brahms wasn’t lying to us.

UNDERWOOD: Then we do have a computer virus?

YUBARI: No, sir.  But there’s about to be a jailbreak.

UNDERWOOD: Excuse me?

YUBARI: Yubari to brig.  Yubari to brig.  Ensign Hertzler, please respond.  (Pause)  Ermez has already cut the comm lines.  There’s no time to explain; I have to get down there.

UNDERWOOD: Go.

SHARP: I’m coming with you.

YUBARI: I’d prefer you didn’t, Doctor.

UNDERWOOD: Overruled.  Both of you: get down there.  Armed.

YUBARI: Yes, sir.

(Yubari and Sharp both head for the turbolift.)

SCENE 307-11

LOCATION: FLYBY – EXTREME WARP

(The two bluegill ships rocket past our viewpoint:  A beat later, the Excelsior and the Renegade follow behind. We can now hear the ion storm.)

SCENE 307-12

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

NEEVA: Are we ready to move on to the failsafes?

LORHROK: Still waiting on those improvised polaron struts.  Simon!

SIMON: Got ‘em here, boss.

THE MAJOR: Sir, I beg your pardon, but... you must hurry.  There isn’t much time left, sir.

NEEVA: Hey, Major!  You ever tried to blow up a ship’s engines using nothing but a single replicator terminal?

THE MAJOR: Ma’am.  No, ma’am.

NEEVA: Well, we’re trying to disable two ships’ engines using nothing but a single replicator terminal.  If it works at all, this man should get a medal.

LORHROK: If it works at all, I should get a nap.  Neeva, flip that circuit breaker.

NEEVA: This yellow one?

LORHROK: That’s it.

NEEVA: Don’t look so worried, Major.  We’ll make it.

SIMON: How can you be sure?

NEEVA: Because if we don’t, this Sword of Damocles thing utterly annihilates everything you’ve ever known or loved.  (Pause) No pressure or anything.

SCENE 307-13

LOCATION: BRIG

BRAHMS: Ensign, would you please lower the forcefield?

HERTZLER: Sir?

BRAHMS: Ensign, it’s urgent that you lower this forcefield.

(The ensign approaches.)

HERTZLER: I’m sorry, sir, but you know I can’t do that.  Is there something you needed from me?

BRAHMS: Yes.  I needed you to take a few steps closer. (Pause)Renegade, transceiver routine four, execute!

(An electrostatic burst leaps from Brahms’s wrist into the brig forcefield.  The forcefield shorts out.  The electrical tendrils hit the ensign, too, and he goes down as if struck by a heavy taser.)

HERTZLER: Aggh!

(Some residual sparking continues from the burned-out wall panel.)

BRAHMS: Like I said, it’s amazing what you can plant under the skin these days. (Pause) Except... I didn’t actually expect that to work.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Then why try it at all, Brahms?

BRAHMS: Because we’re out of time.

(Brahms reaches down and takes the ensign’s phaser out of its holster.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: What now?  Call to your ship for a rescue beam-out?

(Brahms charges the phaser.)

BRAHMS: Oh, no.  There isn’t time for that. (Pause) There’s only time for you... Mister Ermez.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I love it when you call me that, Brahms.  Reminds me how completely I pulled the wool over your eyes.  How totally I’ve beaten you.

BRAHMS: We’ll see about that. Computer, raise a forcefield on this section of the brig, secure code Three-One.

(A larger forcefield pops up near the door and the ensign’s prone form.)

(Brahms presses some buttons on the panel outside Ermez’s cell.  The cell forcefield falls.  He steps in.)

BRAHMS: I’m very interested in that virus you uploaded to the Excelsior’s warp drive, ‘Ensign’.  Very interested.

ERMEZ: You’ve got less than twenty minutes to break me.

BRAHMS: I won’t need twenty seconds.

ERMEZ: Big talk.  How long did it take you to catch me? Oh, right: (Pause) you never – [did.]

(Brahms slams a left hook into Ermez’s chin. Ermez grunts in surprise and pain then tumbles backwards into the far wall and slumps there.)

(Brahms calmly steps closer.  Then Brahms phasers a neat circle out of the wall near Ermez, exposing an EPS conduit, which Brahms carefully grabs.)

BRAHMS: This is an exposed lead from the EPS relay.  Do you know how it would feel to have this rubbed across your forehead?

ERMEZ: No.

BRAHMS: Like this.

(The conduit’s whine changes frequency, going still higher and getting a little louder when Brahms touches it to Ermez’s forehead. Ermez shrieks in pain.)

BRAHMS: I’m in no mood for sparring.  Tell me what you did to the engines.

ERMEZ: (panting a little) I thought you... you opposed torture, Brahms.  Never let your... officers do it, anyway.

BRAHMS: Torture is ineffective and immoral. (Pause) Most of the time.

(He applies the lead to Ermez’s stomach.  Ermez’s uniform burns away, and the flesh beneath sears. Ermez screams.)

BRAHMS: What did you do to the engines?

ERMEZ: (panting again) What kind of a soldier... do you think I am? You think I’ll just... tell you?  So you’ll stop... poking me with that thing?

BRAHMS: Oh, no, Mister Ermez.  We are far beyond that.  I let the Federation be destroyed.  For that I deserve to die.  But you wanted it to happen.  You made it happen.  If it weren’t for you... I’d be on my ship...

(He shocks Ermez. Ermez grunts in pain.)

BRAHMS: The colonists on New Victoria would be starting harvest season.

(He shocks Ermez who screams.)

BRAHMS: And everything I’ve given up, everything my sister died for, would still!

(He shocks Ermez who screams.)

BRAHMS: Mean! (He shocks Ermez who screams.) Something!

(He shocks Ermez who screams.)

BRAHMS: We are way past bargaining for your life, parasite.  Your only choice is how long this lasts.

ERMEZ: (chuckling) Now that’s more like it, Isaac.  Doctor Sharp was so – [insipid.]

(Brahms again shocks Ermez who screams.)

BRAHMS: Tell me about the engines.

(The cargo bay doors open as Ermez cries out.  Yubari and Sharp see what’s going on inside before the doors are open.)

SHARP: (near simultaneous) The guard is down!  Ensign!

(Yubari runs in and slams into the forcefield. She cries out in pain as she hits it.)

BRAHMS: Asuka.  I don’t want you to see this.  You should wait outside.

YUBARI: General, you were right.

BRAHMS: You found the warp engine virus?

YUBARI: No, there is no virus.  But Ermez did talk to you this morning.

SHARP: What do you mean?

ERMEZ: (through labored panting and gritted teeth) She’s... lying.

YUBARI: Adow was right that nobody used the brig comm circuits this morning.  But she’s still a base monkey at heart.  She doesn’t know every nook and cranny of this ship like Chief Lorhrok did.  The brig used to be bigger, sir.  It was downsized in the last overhaul, and the excess space converted to crew quarters for the marines.  But those quarters still share some circuits with the brig.  When I checked the security logs, I noticed a lot of computer traffic in Sergeant Ben’lat’s quarters this morning.

BRAHMS: What’s strange about that?

YUBARI: Sergeant Ben’lat died six weeks ago at Valandria.  His quarters are empty.  (Pause)  The Ermez parasite has a lot of high-level systems access.  The computer allowed him to access the comm system in Ben’lat’s quarters, instead of the brig intercom.  That was how he hid his comm traffic.

ERMEZ: It also allowed me to access the engineering systems.

BRAHMS: Be quiet.

(Brahms again shocks Ermez who screams.)

SHARP: Mister Brahms!

YUBARI: No, it didn’t.  It couldn’t, because the computer circuits in the brig are totally isolated from the rest of the ship’s systems.  Basic security precaution. (Pause) There’s no virus.  Just Ermez taunting you.

ERMEZ" She’s lying!

BRAHMS: She’s a good analyst.

ERMEZ: And she’s betrayed you how many times? (Pause) She just wants you to stop torturing me.  She’ll do anything to stop that.  There is a virus, Brahms, and I want you to be sitting here, staring at me, when you realize there’s nothing you can do about it-AGGGH!

(Brahms shocks him again as he finishes his last word, and Ermez saying “about it” degenerates into an agonized shout.  Only this one doesn’t stop; Brahms maintains the shock.)

SHARP: Brahms, stop it!

YUBARI: General!  Trust me!

(Brahms lets it go a moment longer, then finally releases the shock.)

(Ermez takes a huge gulp of air, then wheezes in and out quickly, trying to catch his breath.)

BRAHMS: I believe you, Asuka.

(He shocks Ermez again, a quick one this time. Ermez screams again.)

SHARP: Then why don’t you stop torturing him!

BRAHMS: Because I’m still going to kill him.

YUBARI: What?

SHARP: Of course he is.

(Brahms shocks Ermez again. Ermez screams then starts weeping in pain.)

YUBARI: General, no!

(Brahms stops the shock.)

BRAHMS: Asuka.  This man – this thing has been pulling our strings from the beginning.  He bombed the log recorder just to get you out here.  Everything that’s happened is something he chose.

YUBARI: And what do you gain from killing him?

BRAHMS: Justice. (Pause) And a certain... job satisfaction.

SHARP: We have a system for justice in the Federation.  It involves charges, and juries, and – [due process!]

BRAHMS: Don’t be naïve, Doctor.  We’re all going to be dead before this case goes to trial.  And there is one monster we have to thank for that.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Ermez isn’t the only monster I see in that cell, General.

BRAHMS: I’ve never denied that I am a monster.

YUBARI: But you never were!

BRAHMS: Maybe you missed it when I murdered nine thousand innocent people on New Victoria!  Or launched a genocide against the Great Link!  This is what I am, Asuka!

YUBARI: Right or wrong, you acted to save the Federation!  And your sister!

BRAHMS: And here we are anyway, at the point of the Sword of Damocles. Everything I’ve done has brought me nothing but ashes and the end of all things!

YUBARI: But you did it all for a reason! What does torturing Ermez serve now except your bloodlust?  When did you even develop a bloodlust, sir?  That wasn’t in the man who saved me from that hospital bed – who gave me a second chance!

(Pause.)

YUBARI: I was wrong, what I said earlier.  Sometimes you do get to choose who you are... Mister Isaac Brahms.

(Pause.)

ERMEZ: (weakly) Listen to me, Brahms... the virus...

BRAHMS: There is no virus. (pause)  Computer, lower the forcefield.

(The secure forcefield falls, and Sharp and Yubari walk into the cell, but hang back.)

BRAHMS: Just what did you hope to gain from all this, Ermez?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: I would have killed you.

SHARP: I think that was the point:  He told me earlier that he’d see me on the other side.  I couldn’t make out what he meant.

(Brahms shocks Ermez one more time, quickly. Ermez yelps then passes out just as Sharp comes running up.)

SHARP: What the hell, Brahms?!

(She crouches and pulls her tricorder again, scanning Ermez.)

BRAHMS: Just one more for the road, Doctor.

(Brahms depowers the EPS relay.)

YUBARI: He wasn’t in any danger from us.  We’ve kept him comfortable.  Why would he want to die?

(Sharp closes up her tricorder.)

SHARP: I think you’ve always worked for the good guys so you’ve never learned how terrifying mercy can be. (Pause) I have to get him to sickbay. Thanks for that, Brahms.  This is really the guy I wanted to save today. (She taps her combadge) Sharp to Transporter Room!  Emergency beamout!

LORTH: Yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Oh, and, Doctor.

SHARP: Yes... Lieutenant?

YUBARI: Our breakfast appointment.  The one you missed yesterday.

(Tense pause.)

YUBARI: Can we reschedule for tomorrow?

SHARP: I’d like that... Asuka.

(The transporter beam picks up Sharp and Ermez and they’re gone.)

BRAHMS: Wasn’t she under the parasite’s control yesterday morning?

YUBARI: Yes.  But there were things she said... Doesn’t matter.  It’s over now. (Pause)  Thank you, General.

BRAHMS: I should be thanking you, Asuka.  How could you be so sure he was lying?

YUBARI: I wasn’t, at first.  But, while I was searching through his comm logs, looking for the virus, he sent another command through the brig circuits.  It was a command to lower the strength of your cell’s forcefield by eighty-five percent.

BRAHMS: No wonder it was so easy to break through.

YUBARI: All he wanted was for you to kill him.

BRAHMS: And I almost gave him what he wanted. (Pause.) That virus was our last chance, you know.  The only way we could catch those ships now is if we had a sabotage team onboard ready to take out their engines.

(The intercom beeps.)

UNDERWOOD: Paging Leftenant Yubari.

(Yubari taps her combadge.)

YUBARI: Yubari here, sir.  We’re done here.

UNDERWOOD: Good. Then get up to the bridge.  We just picked up a strange power buildup in the engines of both enemy ships.  This could be it.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Oh, and, Leftenant – bring Mister Brahms with.

SCENE 307-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The ship rumbles as it flies through the ion storm.)

YUBARI: Aye, sir!  Yubari out.

UNDERWOOD: Status of the threat vessels?

ROL: Engines still look like they’re overloading, sir.  Internal causes.  Could be they weren’t built to run this hard in an ion storm like this.

UNDERWOOD: If they drop speed for just thirty seconds, we’ll catch them.  Bridge to Dovan.  We’re barely three minutes from the Gevinon system, sir.  You’d better get up here.

DOVAN: Dovan here.  That’s a negative, Commander.

UNDERWOOD: Dovan – [you need to be up here!]

DOVAN: I’m not just moping, Underwood, I’m on to something.  Something big.  Maybe the key to this whole thing.  Every second counts.

UNDERWOOD: But, Dovan – [we could be going into combat!]

DOVAN: I trust you, Underwood.  You’ll get these people out of here alive.  And if you don’t... well, that’s where I come in.  Understood? (Pause.) I asked if I made myself clear, Commander!

UNDERWOOD: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Me, out.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Alright, you heard the captain.  Red alert!  All hands to battlestations!

(Red alert klaxons.)

(Yubari and Brahms enter from a turbolift.)

YUBARI: (to Beta-shift tactical officer) You’re relieved, Ensign.

ROL: Shields are up.  All decks report ready.

YUBARI: Weapons charged, torpedo crews on deck.  I have six quantum torpedoes ready to fire.

UNDERWOOD: Good.  Hail the Renegade.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(She presses some buttons, a hail goes out.)

UNDERWOOD: General, I was thinking we’d take the one on the left, and your men can take the one on the right?

BRAHMS: Agreed.

YUBARI: I have them.

UNDERWOOD AND BRAHMS: (simultaneous) On screen.

(The screen activates.)

BRAHMS: Gentlemen.  If the bluegill engines overload, we’ll have a very short window of opportunity.

OPERATIONS: Noted, sir.  We will engage the starboard target, if the Excelsior will attack the other.  Once we enter torpedo range, targets will have only seconds to live.

BRAHMS: Tactical, have they managed to get a message through to their base yet?

TACTICAL: No, sir.  The storm has imposed total whiteout conditions.  Effective communications range is less than a billion kilometers.

OPERATIONS: However, the targets may reach the Gevinon heliopause just as their engines fail.

ROL: We agree.  The heliopause is acting as a sort of windbreak against the ion storm, so their transceivers would clear up enough to send a message.  We’d have less than ten seconds to stop them.

BRAHMS: Can we do it?  Maybe pull them into that gas cloud and let their engine leak ignite it?

TACTICAL: The gas cloud is too far inside the system.  But we might be able to force them down into the outermost fluidic giant.

BRAHMS: Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.  We’ll stop them before they reach the heliopause.  Have you figured out what was bothering you about this ion storm?

TACTICAL: No, sir.  I’m sorry, sir.

BRAHMS: Don’t worry. You’ll get it when you need to.

TACTICAL: Thank you, sir.

BRAHMS: Good luck, gentlemen.  I wish I were there.

OPERATIONS: Noted.  We will not disappoint you.

BRAHMS: You never do.  Brahms out.

(Viewscreen blanks out.)

YUBARI: What’s taking those engines so long?  They should have overloaded by now.

ROL: They seem to have hit some kind of plateau.

UNDERWOOD: In that case, fingers crossed that they can’t maintain it.

SCENE 307-15

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

THE MAJOR: Sir, what’s wrong?

LORHROK: Their interlink transcievers aren’t designed to handle N-bit command inputs!

THE MAJOR: Pardon, sir?

SIMON: It means our engine sabotage is going nowhere fast.

NEEVA: Sir, their security nearly has a fix on us.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, that hardly matters right now.  We’re almost to the border!

NEEVA: Major, if they trace the sabotage back to us, then all they have to do is open that hatch and two million metric tonnes of water comes down on our heads.   Then it won’t matter if they’re ten seconds from the border or ten days, because we won’t be overloading those engines on any timeframe.

SIMON: Boss, did you try rerouting the dorsal gyro capillaries?

LORHROK: I’d love to, but I haven’t the first idea which one of these glyphs represents the gyro capillaries.

SIMON: Why, it’s this one!

(He presses an alien button, and the whine suddenly starts rising again.)

LORHROK: Simon Westlake, you’re a genius.

SIMON: First time anyone’s ever called me that.

(The whine continues rising, building to an overload.)

NEEVA: Got it! Ion feedback is going off the scale!  Terminal engine overheat in four!  Three!  Two!  One!

SCENE 307-16

LOCATION: SPACE

(On both bluegills ships, the engines overload with a shriek and maybe the scream of metal.  At the same time, they drop out of warp.)

SCENE 307-17

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

YUBARI: Engine shutdown! Engine shutdown!  Enemy vessels are dropping out of warp.

ROL: Less than three billion klicks from the edge of whiteout conditions.

BRAHMS: Well, there’s a deus ex machina if I’ve ever heard one.

UNDERWOOD: Hold us at warp until we are right on top of them.  This needs to be the fastest space battle ever fought, or we lose.

ROL: Aye, sir.  Dropping to impulse in two, one, mark.

(The Excelsior drops out of warp.)

YUBARI: They’re trying to evade on thrusters.

UNDERWOOD: Don’t let them!  Open fire!

(All six quantum torpedoes fire, hit, and tear huge holes in the enemy vessel.)

YUBARI: Direct hits on all critical systems!  They’re going to breach!

UNDERWOOD: Pull us away!

ROL: Aye, sir!

(The Gevinon cruiser explodes.  No shockwave reaches the Excelsior.)

UNDERWOOD: The other target?

YUBARI: Behind us, retreating on thrusters.

BRAHMS: Where’s the Renegade?

YUBARI: Almost caught up.  They’ll intercept momentarily.

SCENE 307-18

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

(We hear the Gevinon ship explode)

NEEVA: One parasite vessel has been destroyed.

NEEVA: (simultaneous) That's what I'm talkin' about

SIMON: (simultaneous) Whoo!

THE MAJOR: That means we’re next, sirs.

NEEVA: Any second now.  Any chance of getting a message out to the Excelsior?

SIMON: We’re using their entire subspace transceiver to excite the overload.  So... no.

LORHROK: I want you all to know I wish I’d had more time to become your friend. It’s been a pleasure serving with each of you.

THE MAJOR: And an honor.  This is a good death.  Thank you, sirs.

(An small alien console alert is going off... and off, and off, like an alarm.)

SIMON: Oh, no.

LORHROK: What?  Did they trace us?

NEEVA: Worse.

SIMON: Boss, they just pulled the transceiver offline.

THE MAJOR: So?

LORHROK: The transceiver was the only thing holding this plan together.  No transceiver, no sabotage.  No sabotage, no engine failure.  No engine failure...

(As he trails off, the ship’s power systems come quickly back to life.)

SCENE 307-19

LOCATION: SPACE

(The bluegill ship jumps back to warp.)

SCENE 307-20

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Console alarms everywhere!)

YUBARI: Target lost!

UNDERWOOD: Reacquire!

YUBARI: I can’t!  He’s off my board!

ROL: Sir, I think they jumped to warp!

BRAHMS: They can’t possibly have engine power back.

ROL: I’m setting a pursuit course.

UNDERWOOD: Agreed.

ROL: This will take us inside the Gevinon heliopause.

BRAHMS: We have no choice.

UNDERWOOD: Do it.

(The Excelsior leaps to warp in hot pursuit.)

BRAHMS: Signal the Renegade to follow us in.

YUBARI: Already am.

(The Excelsior begins a slow deceleration, trembling as it does so.)

ROL: Passing through the heliopause now!

YUBARI: Whiteout conditions have cleared.  Intrasystem commlines are available.

UNDERWOOD: Target status!

YUBARI: The Renegade has already reacquired.  They are closing fast. (Pause) They’re good.

BRAHMS: They’re mine.  They’re the best.

ROL: Target’s leaving in a big hurry.  Look at him, he’s heading for that... it looks like a space station?

YUBARI: That’s no space station; it’s a small moon.

UNDERWOOD: Cut him off.  Drive him into the surface.  Use warp power if you have to.

ROL: Inside a star system?

UNDERWOOD: Just don’t hit a gravity well and nothing bad will happen.

(The Excelsior lunges forward at relativistic speeds.)

YUBARI: I thought we only had ten seconds.

ROL: They’re trying to escape on impulse engines at point-nine light speed.

BRAHMS: Time dilation?

ROL: Precisely.  But it won’t last long.  We have about seven seconds.

YUBARI: They’re changing course.  Veering toward the planet!

ROL: Four.

UNDERWOOD: Straight into the Renegade’s crosshairs.

YUBARI: Renegade weapons charged!

ROL: Two. One.

YUBARI: Renegade firing!

(Sensor alert at Rol’s station.)

ROL: They’ve sent out a distress call.

UNDERWOOD: What?

BRAHMS: We didn’t make it.

ROL: They’ve... they’ve successfully alerted the garrison on Gevinon.

YUBARI: Picking up new contacts!

ROL: So Eden sank to grief.

UNDERWOOD: Identify, Yubari.

YUBARI: Mostly the same engine signature as this one.  They must be part of the garrison.  Various configurations and weights.

UNDERWOOD: How many?

YUBARI: About... two hundred, sir.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Retreat.

BRAHMS: Is that wise?

UNDERWOOD: Someone has to warn the Federation.

YUBARI: We can’t.  Those dreadnoughts can outrun us.

UNDERWOOD: Then, Mister Rol, I need a place to hide.  I think someone mentioned a gas cloud?

BRAHMS: The gas cloud would hide us, for days if we needed.  But we’d be surrounded, with no sensors or shields.  And it’s on the far side of that armada.

UNDERWOOD: I don’t see we have a choice.  Miz Yubari, deploy fighters.  They’re to launch countermeasures and screen incoming torpedoes.  They are not to break formation for any reason.

(Rol stands.)

UNDERWOOD: Mister Rol, man your station.

ROL: I’m in command of that squadron.

UNDERWOOD: You’re also the only pilot on the bridge, and there’s two hundred ships between us and that gas cloud. Your orders are to run – as fast as you can.

ROL: Yes, sir.

SCENE 307-21

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

(Smoke, an alien aquatic alert klaxon on the other side of the bulkhead.)

LORHROK: (coughing heavily) Is everyone alright?

SIMON: (coughing) Yeah, boss.

NEEVA: (coughing) Same.  And, I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, but being alive isn’t good news right now.

THE MAJOR: We were definitely hit by a photon torpedo.  The Excelsior must have fired on us.  But why didn’t they finish the job?

LORHROK: Neeva, get on comms.  Find out what happened.

SCENE 307-22

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Helm, keep us on the outside of that formation.  We’d rather have one shield fail facing two hundred ships than every shield fail facing thirty apiece.

ROL: I’ll do my best, sir.

UNDERWOOD: And keep those weapons tight, Leftenant.  Line them up before you fire.

YUBARI: There’s too many of them!

UNDERWOOD: All the more reason to make sure our shots count.  How’s the Renegade?

BRAHMS: About the same.  She’s faster but not as well-shielded.

UNDERWOOD: Can she cloak?

BRAHMS: And leave you without an escort?  Operations wouldn’t dream of it.  Besides, they’d be torn apart when the shields dropped.

(Sensor alert for Rol.)

ROL: Isaac, find out what that alert is.  I’m flying.

(Brahms steps over to a nearby console.)

BRAHMS: More contacts.  They were hiding behind the fifth planet, waiting for the main force to hem us in.

UNDERWOOD: Wow many?

BRAHMS: Ninety-four.

UNDERWOOD: Dammit.  (Pause)  They have us.  (Pause)  Rol, can we jump to warp, get out of here before the two fleets close the fist on us?

ROL: No, sir.  We’re in the planet’s gravity well.  Without precalculation, we’d blow a hole in space-time.

YUBARI: We have about eighty seconds.  Once they have us surrounded, we won’t last long.

UNDERWOOD: No-win situations are for other starships.  There is a way out of this... But I can’t see it.  Mister Brahms?

BRAHMS: You’re right.  There is a way out... but I’d prefer to keep it as a last resort.

UNDERWOOD: We need a last resort.

BRAHMS: I’ll make that decision.

UNDERWOOD: We’re out of ideas.

BRAHMS: But not out of time.  Please, j[ust try to find another option.]

(Sensor alert at Yubari’s console.)

YUBARI: Sir, the Renegade is changing course.

BRAHMS: No!

UNDERWOOD: Why?

YUBARI: She’s coming about to two-one-two mark ten... engaging the second group of bandits, sir.

BRAHMS: Hail them!  Quickly!

(Another sensor alert for Yubari.)

YUBARI: They’ve intercepted... and are now in combat with all ninety-four ships.

BRAHMS: Hail them.  Please.

YUBARI: I can’t.  Their comms just went offline.

UNDERWOOD: Helm, adjust course to support – [the Renegade’s attack.]

BRAHMS: No.  (Pause) Don’t you see?  They’re buying you time.

UNDERWOOD: Against ninety-four ships?

ROL: They’ll hold for as long as it takes.  They’re Isaac Brahms’s troops.

BRAHMS: Don’t let them go to waste.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: Helm, maintain course for the gas cloud.  Best speed.

SCENE 307-23

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE

(Under heavy fire, fires on the bridge, on the verge of destruction.)

OPERATIONS: Helm, alter to course three-one-two.  Target fast vessels, all classes and configurations.

(A console explodes.  A man screams as he catches fire.)

OPERATIONS: First aid, extinguish that man.

(The man is extinguished)

OPERATIONS: Tactical.

(Pause.)

OPERATIONS: Tactical!

(Tactical is typing away quickly at his console.)

OPERATIONS: Combat report, Tactical!  Where are your firing solutions!

TACTICAL: Not now, Operations!  I remembered!

COMPUTER: Warning: weapons offline.

OPERATIONS: What are you talking about, Tactical?

TACTICAL: The ion storm!  I know where I’ve seen it before!  It’s the Cartier study, Operations!  The bioelectric profiles from the Cartier study!

OPERATIONS: Noted, but dismissed!  We’re in combat!

TACTICAL: And we’re going to be dead in a few seconds!  It’s now or never!

COMPUTER: Warning: antimatter containment compromised.

(Pause.)

OPERATIONS: Proceed!

TACTICAL: Do we have communications?

OPERATIONS: Negative!

TACTICAL: Then we have to tell the General some other way!

(Tactical loads some more data, as some alerts hit his console.)

COMPUTER: Warning: core breach in progress.

(A new klaxon goes off.)

OPERATIONS: All hands, abandon ship!  Repeat: [all hands abandon ship!]

TACTICAL: Operations! Call up lot... (checking his console) pee-enn-four-two-eight!

OPERATIONS: What?

TACTICAL: Get it from storage and prepare for immediate transport!

OPERATIONS: Noted!

(He taps a couple keys on his console.)

OPERATIONS: Abandon ship!  Abandon ship!

COMPUTER: Warning: Core breach imminent.

(Operations has finished hitting keys.)

OPERATIONS: Tactical: proceed!

TACTICAL: Aye, sir.  And, Jim! (Pause) It’s been an honor.

OPERATIONS: Old friend... duly noted!

(An explosion begins.)

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(Sensor alert at Yubari’s console.)

YUBARI: Sirs. The Renegade has been destroyed.

BRAHMS: My friends. (Pause) That will do. That will do.

UNDERWOOD: Any survivors?  Escape pods?

YUBARI: Only two pods were launched – both consumed by the shockwave.

UNDERWOOD: What about transporter signals?

BRAHMS: They never lost their shields.  And even if the bluegills beamed anyone out, it would only be to infest them.  My crew is dead, Commander.

YUBARI: Actually, sir, I am receiving a transporter signal.

UNDERWOOD: At this range?

YUBARI: Non-biological.  Just a few cubic centimeters.  But it is from the Renegade.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Commander, if my crew [spent their last moments sending us this, then it’s imperative that we find out what it is.]

UNDERWOOD: Materialize it, Leftenant.  But have transporter room inspect it carefully in the pattern buffer first.

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

(She sends the appropriate commands.)

ROL: Sir, we’re entering the gas cloud.  It’s interfering with sensors and shields, as expected.

UNDERWOOD: Good.  Any sign of pursuit?

ROL: No, sir.  All three hundred ships seem perfectly happy to surround the cloud and wait for us to come out.

BRAHMS: They don’t want to damage healthy hosts if they can help it.

UNDERWOOD: Even better.  Switch to silent running mode, Mister Rol, then set a random heading deeper into the cloud.  That’ll buy us some time, at least.

(Red alert switches off and most of the bridge systems power down.)

YUBARI: Sir, Transporter Room has cleared the object for transport – but it’s been damaged.  The Renegade must have beamed it out at the very last moment.

UNDERWOOD: Understood.

YUBARI: Materializing now.

(A transporter beam materializes a small object onto the bridge.)

YUBARI: What in the world is that?

ROL: I think I’ve seen it before.

(Underwood steps forward and stoops to pick it up. It is beeping quietly.)

BRAHMS: You have.  It’s one of the artifacts we catalogued on Pnakos.

UNDERWOOD: This isn’t just some artifact.

BRAHMS: I’m surprised you recognize it.

UNDERWOOD: Heh. Recognize it? I’ve had dreams about this technology.  This is the biggest scientific find in... how long did you say you’ve had this?

BRAHMS: Eighteen years.

UNDERWOOD: To think.  I spent months on the California at the edges of known space chasing a hint that one of these existed... and there was a working unit already gathering dust in some Intelligence bin on Earth.

ROL: Commander, what are you talking about?  You never knew about Pnakos until yesterday.

UNDERWOOD: Don’t you get it, Leftenant?  I don’t know how it got to Pnakos, but this ansible was built by the Scions of the Stars.

BRAHMS: That’s not the important thing.  Look: see that flashing light on the bottom?  The power running through it?  It’s never done that before.

YUBARI: What does it mean?

UNDERWOOD: It means there’s an active signal nearby.

YUBARI: Directed at us?

BRAHMS: I doubt it.  We’re probably just close enough to the other two transmitters that we’re picking up some of the backwash.  The ansible’s too damaged for us to be certain; the message is unrecoverable.

UNDERWOOD: But I think the message your crew sent is unmistakable:

BRAHMS: The Scions are here.

SCENE 307-24

LOCATION: GEVINON CRUISER – DRY ROOM

(Turbulence strikes the ship for a moment.)

LORHROK: What was that?

SIMON: We’ve hit atmo, sir.  We’re descending to the surface of Gevinon Prime.

LORHROK: Do we know what happened to the Excelsior?

NEEVA: Our comm system is nearly offline, sir.  I can’t pick it out of the traffic.  I know they were ambushed.  Hundreds of ships.  The garrison has been alerted.

SIMON: Hundreds of ships against just one...

LORHROK: I’m not giving up on them without proof, Major.  Keep trying, Neeva.  Major, what do we know about this planet?

THE MAJOR: Not much.  It’s a garrison world, and we know that includes mostly troops who aren’t aquatic lifeforms.  We believe there’s a series of linked underwater habitat bubbles where the “landwalkers” like us maintain the military outpost with close ties to the surrounding aquatic environment.

SIMON: So this ship is going under water?

THE MAJOR: That’s one reason they’re so small – so they can handle both space travel and water pressure inside a gravity field.

SIMON: What’s our mission, then?

LORHROK: I don’t know, Simon.  It seems like we’ve already lost.

THE MAJOR: Sir, we’re not going to surrender.

LORHROK: Never.

NEEVA: I’ve got something!  ...alien starship...

SIMON: That must be the Excelsior.

NEEVA: Federation starship.

LORHROK: The Excelsior is the only one within a month of here.  The next closest must be the Renegade, and we left them to the pirates two weeks ago.  What are they saying?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: I need to verify this.

LORHROK: What is it, Commander?

NEEVA: The Federation ship... has been destroyed.

LORHROK: Maker.

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

LORHROK: I’m not going to let us die out here, Simon. (Pause) That’s a promise.  (Pause) Get ready for landfall.  Put on your best bluegill faces.  We’re going to have to blend in.

SCENE 307-25

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CREW QUARTERS

(Brahms is playing Dreilide Thrace Sonata No. 1at a piano in his quarters.)

(The door opens without any warning.  Dovan walks in.)

DOVAN: Brahms.

(Brahms stops playing and tries to compose himself.)

BRAHMS: (snuffle snuffle) Mr. Dovan.  (snuffle)

DOVAN: I’m sorry, have you been...?

BRAHMS: (sniffle)  Just... (sniffle) not used to the humidity on this ship.

DOVAN: I’ll have engineering look into it. (Pause) I didn’t know you played.

BRAHMS: I used to.  Every day.  But that was... twenty years ago now. (reflective Pause) We went into battle and you weren’t at your post.

DOVAN: No, I wasn’t.

BRAHMS: Then, in case you haven’t heard, allow me the privilege of getting you up to date: the Renegade’s been lost with all hands.  The whole Gevinon system knows we’re here, knows we know about the Sword.  As soon as the ion storm passes and its safe to travel again, the whole bluegill fleet will know about it.  The Federation is a few weeks from total annihilation, and we’re trapped in a gas cloud surrounded by three hundred ships. (Pause) Where the hell were you, Dovan?

DOVAN: I finally know why we’re here.  And I know what we have to do. (Pause) It was the scans, Brahms.

BRAHMS: What?

DOVAN: That’s why we’re Captain Cortez sent us out here.  She saw it all in the scans.

BRAHMS: What scans?

DOVAN: The high-resolution maps Yubari made five weeks ago.

BRAHMS: I’ve seen those scans.  I only had a few moments to spare while we tried to stop you from destroying the galaxy, but even from that, I’m certain: there was no sign that the bluegills or the Borg had traced the Anbar incident back to the Federation.  The scans were clean.

DOVAN: You’re half-right.  There was something else – a detail only Captain Cortez could have noticed, after a long night of study.  Something so terrible she couldn’t risk a log entry about it – not even a note to herself in the margins.  But I’m certain this is it.

(He drops a padd on the piano.)

DOVAN: It’s those space stations.

(Brahms picks it up and starts clicking through.)

BRAHMS: What about them?

DOVAN: Look closely.  Look how they’re constructed.  Look who built them.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: That’s impossible.

DOVAN: Should be.  Isn’t.

BRAHMS: Then the Sword [was already falling?]

DOVAN: Was already falling. (Pause) That’s why she sent us out here.  That’s her mission for me – for us: we have to stop it.

BRAHMS: How?  We’re surrounded by three hundred ships.  Every bluegill on Gevinon knows we’re here by now, and there are no ‘civilians’ stationed on a bluegill garrison world.  We’d have to kill every single living organism in this star system!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Go on.

BRAHMS: (sarcastic) Well, once we were finished sterilizing the planet, we’d have to destroy every one of the three hundred ships out there – alone.  Oh, and we’d have to wipe all their computer records of any hint we were ever here, and make it look like somebody else did it.  And we’d have to get all that finished before this ion storm clears up and they’re able to get a message through to their main fleet.

DOVAN: Granted. (Pause) Now, how are we going to do that?


3.10 What Happened on Gevinon Prime


RECAP

NARRATOR: Previously on Star Trek: Excelsior...

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR TURBOLIFT (FROM 307-02)

UNDERWOOD: The Excelsior must intercept and destroy two enemy battlecruisers before they return to base.  Should we fail, the Federation will be caught up in a galactic war it cannot possibly survive.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CREW QUARTERS (FROM 307-25)

BRAHMS: The scans were clean.

DOVAN: You’re half-right.  There was something else... (snip) those space stations.

BRAHMS: Then the Sword--

DOVAN: --was already falling.

LOCATION: SICKBAY (FROM 100-13)

WESTLAKE: I’m sick.

SHARP: He has a neurological condition called Elarin's Syndrome. Once it takes hold, it can cause a breakdown in the chemical chains which store memory.

CORTEZ: No wonder his father wanted to keep him away from Starfleet.

SHARP: Some sufferers have suffered complete memory breakdown.  Their lives were, for all intents and purposes, over.

CORTEZ: So why would he run away?

SHARP: You heard him: he wanted adventure.

LOCATION: RENEGADE BRIDGE (FROM 307-23)

OPERATIONS: Abandon ship!  Abandon ship!

COMPUTER: Warning: Core breach imminent.

(The Renegade explodes.)

LOCATION: USS EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (FROM 307-23)

(Sensor alert at Yubari’s console.)

YUBARI: Sirs. The Renegade has been destroyed.

(snip)

UNDERWOOD: This isn’t just some artifact.

BRAHMS: I’m surprised you recognize it.

UNDERWOOD: I don’t know how it got to Pnakos, but this ansible was built by the Scions of the Stars.

BRAHMS: The Scions are here.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE (FROM 307-20)

ROL: They’ve sent out a distress call.

UNDERWOOD: What?

BRAHMS: We didn’t make it.

ROL: They’ve... they’ve successfully alerted the garrison on Gevinon.

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

LORHROK: Major, what do we know about this planet?

MAJOR: We believe there’s a series of linked underwater habitat bubbles where the “landwalkers” like us maintain the military outpost.

(The ship rumbles)

LORHROK: What was that?

SIMON: We’ve hit atmo, sir.  We’re descending to the surface of Gevinon Prime.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CREW QUARTERS (FROM 307-25)

BRAHMS: ...the Renegade’s been lost with all hands.  The whole Gevinon system knows we’re here, knows we know about the Sword.  As soon as the ion storm passes and its safe to travel again, the whole bluegill fleet will know about it.  The Federation is a few weeks from total annihilation, and we’re trapped in a gas cloud surrounded by three hundred ships. (Pause) Where the hell were you, Dovan?

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

NEEVA: I’ve got something! ...alien starship...

SIMON: That must be the Excelsior.

NEEVA: The Federation ship... has been destroyed.

LORHROK: Maker.

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

LORHROK: I’m not going to let us die out here, Simon. (Pause) That’s a promise.  (Pause)  Get ready for landfall.  Put on your best bluegill faces.  We’re going to have to blend in.

SCENE 308-01

LOCATION: DAYTIME IN PARIS

(The Anthem of the Federation plays as the flag is raised.)

NARRATOR: Ten hours later.  Le Palais de la Concorde.  Paris.  Earth.

LOCATION: PALAIS DE LA CONCORDE – PRESIDENT’S OFFICE

(The Federation Anthem continues to play, but is now muffled by the glass windows.  An informal briefing by some of the cabinet is in session.)

MINISTER OF RESOURCES: Yes, Minister: the industry is projecting a net yield three points lower than the Geological Survey.

THE PRESIDENT: Really?  I had such high hopes for mineral development in the Fortassic sector.

ADMIRAL JARRO: Nice of Sha Na’Maqqa to let us know.  In that case, Madam [President, I’ll have to withdraw my recommendation.]

(The comm interrupts the Admiral)

BYNAR 1: Madam

BYNAR 2: President.  We apologize

BYNAR 1: for the interruption.

BYNAR 2: Codename Clytemnestra

BYNAR 1: on a secure channel

BYNAR 2: for you.

THE PRESIDENT: Ah. Good.  I’ve been expecting her.  Ministers, Delegates, Representatives, as this is a matter of the utmost sensitivity, I must ask you to clear the room.  We’ll resume in five minutes.  Thank you.

(The delegates and their aides stand, collect their things, and exit.)

ADMIRAL JARRO & THE MINISTER OF RESOURCES

(ad lib: Polite, largely muttered salutations acknowledging their dismissal.

AIDE: (in background) Chris!  Do you think we can touch base later about the Tholian piracy issue in Sector Nine-Nine-Seven?  I’ve been meaning to set up a meeting between your boss and mine.

THE PRESIDENT: Oh, Admiral Jarro: you may stay.

(The President now presses the comm button on her desk.)

THE PRESIDENT: Please put Clytemnestra through to my office.  Thank you.

(Admiral Parker shimmers into existence out of a holo-emitter.)

PARKER: Madam President. Admiral Jarro.

ADMIRAL JARRO: Athos.  I’m glad you’re well.

THE PRESIDENT: Admiral Parker?  I was expecting General Hanas.

PARKER: General Hanas was to contact you... if we had good news.

(Pause.)

THE PRESIDENT: What are you saying?

PARKER: Mister Rol’s deadline expired this morning at oh-two-hundred Union time.  We gave him an extra ten hours to contact us.  Nothing, Madam President.  We must assume the worst.

(Silence.)

THE PRESIDENT: I see.

ADMIRAL JARRO: Excuse me?  Assume the worst about what? (Pause.) Madam President?

THE PRESIDENT: I understand.

PARKER: Is there anything else I can do, ma’am?

THE PRESIDENT: You’ve done enough, haven’t you, Admiral?  Stand by for new orders.

(Pause.)

THE PRESIDENT: Good-bye.

(She closes the comm channel.)

ADMIRAL JARRO: Madam President, what’s [going on?]

THE PRESIDENT: Fleet Admiral Jarro, by the power vested in me as President of the United Federation of Planets, I hereby declare a state of galactic emergency.  As of this moment, the Federation is at Defense Condition One. Please carry out [the appropriate procedures.]

ADMIRAL JARRO: DEFCON One?  I believe you’re mistaken, Madam President.  DEFCON One is a state of war.

THE PRESIDENT: You’re correct.  I misspoke.

(Pause.)

THE PRESIDENT: The Federation is now at DEFCON Zero.

ADMIRAL JARRO: What?  That’s the retreat code, Madam President. That’s for when we lose a war. That’s when Starfleet’s been destroyed and the Borg have assimilated Paris.

THE PRESIDENT: Good.  You heard me correctly.  DEFCON Zero, Admiral.

ADMIRAL JARRO: Madam President, what the hell is going on?

THE PRESIDENT: That information is on a need-to-know basis, Admiral.

ADMIRAL JARRO: I am commander-in-chief of the armed forces, and you just ordered me to close the borders, enact martial law, and begin evacuating the core worlds!  I need to know!

THE PRESIDENT: No, Admiral.  You do not.  You are to rendezvous with the evacuation fleet and make for the Galactic Barrier, maximum warp.

ADMIRAL JARRO: And what then?

THE PRESIDENT: Get out of this galaxy, Admiral.  You and anyone else who’s left by the time you get there. Now, if you will excuse me...

(She stands up.)

ADMIRAL JARRO: Where are you going?

THE PRESIDENT: The War Room.  I have to supervise the evacuation of two hundred prosperous worlds.

(She walks halfway across the room, then stops, looks out the window.)

THE PRESIDENT: Paris is beautiful this time of day. (Pause) Remember that horizon, Admiral.  You may never see its like again.

(Pause.)

THE PRESIDENT: Godspeed, Excelsior.

SCENE 308-02

LOCATION: GEVINON HABITAT BUBBLE – MEADOW

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, on bluegill-occupied Gevinon...

NEEVA: You take me to the nicest places.

LORHROK: What? It's a lovely garden in a habitat bubble under the sea.

NEEVA: Right. With half the damn place searching for us. So much for 'blending in.'

LORHROK: Just keep your head down, and it’s a great spot for a picnic. (Pause) Do you hear that?

(Simon comes crawling up on his belly, through the underbrush. Neeva and Lorhrok jerk pointing weapons in at him.)

SIMON: It's me! It's me!

(Lorhrok and Neeva sigh in relief)

LORHROK: (simultaneous) Did you -- ?

LORHROK: (sighs in relief) Okay.  Go ahead.

SIMON: The transporter pad is about fifty meters that way, through those trees.

LORHROK: If it’s like the others we’ve used, it should activate automatically as soon as we’re on it.

NEEVA: And give us all a terrific bout of nausea.

LORHROK: I know.  This will have to be the last one.  We’ve been running for so long... we need to rest.  Major.

(The Major comes crawling up.)

THE MAJOR: Sir.

LORHROK: Pad is fifty that way.  Can we make it?

THE MAJOR: The nearest search party is closing fast, sir.  It’s all open ground between here and the pad.  Sorry, sir: they’re going to have a clear shot at us.

NEEVA: Any other options?

THE MAJOR: No, sir.

LORHROK: We’ll just have to risk it.  Simon?  Get ready to run.

SIMON: Yeah, boss.

(Everyone adjusts from laying down in the grass to a “runner’s block” starting position.)

LORHROK: On four, everyone.  One.  Two.  Three.  FOUR!

GUARD 1: There they are!

GUARD 2: Blast ‘em!

(The guards fire, but miss.)

(The four Starfleet members run through the vegetation, with the guards in hot pursuit.)

LORHROK: Major!  Covering fire!

THE MAJOR: Sir, covering fire!

(The Major stops, spins, drops to one knee, and fires three shots with his handheld phaser.  Two enemy soldiers in pursuit are hit; one yells and falls.)

SIMON: Almost there, boss!

(More disruptor fire from the baddies.)

LORHROK: Is everyone ready!  No disorientation this time! We move!

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes, sir!

(Disruptor fire strikes a tree, which bursts into flames and begins to creak unhappily...)

NEEVA: Sir, the tree!

LORHROK: I see it!

(The tree crashes to the ground.)

SIMON: Ten meters!

LORHROK: Everybody, readyyyyyyy!

SIMON: Annnnnnd NOW!

(They hit a teleport pad.  There is a quick alien transport effect. A disrupter is cut off as the team dematerializes.)

LOCATION: GEVINON HABITAT BUBBLE – BOG

(The team re-materializes)

NEEVA: Ahhhhh.

LORHROK: Come on.  We need to – Is everyone alright?

(The Major catches his breath.)

(Simon, groaning in pain falls over on the plastic teleport pad, clutching his head.)

(Lorhrok runs to his side.)

LORHROK: Simon!  What’s wrong?  Neeva, you have a field medic certificate?

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(She cracks out her tricorder and takes a quick medical scan of the boy.)

LORHROK: Simon, you’re clutching your head.  Is that where it hurts?

SIMON: ...uh, um – Yeah.  Just... just the teleportation sickness, like the other times.  I’m fine, boss.  I’m fine.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Okay.  We need to keep moving.  The family on this side will already know we’re here; they’ll have more after us in a matter of minutes.

NEEVA: Just like the last five jumps.

(Lorhrok steps off the plastic platform and his boots hit the mucky dirt of the swampland.)

SIMON: Hold on a minute, sir.

LORHROK: Simon?

SIMON: Did you see the way this teleport is powered?

NEEVA: The rest of us didn’t fall down right on top of it.

SIMON: I think that’s a small dilithium crystal housing right there.

(Simon stands up, bends over, and grabs a big metal latch, which he pushes.  The metal maintenance hatch next to the transporter slides open.)

LORHROK: Simon, we don’t have time to study the inner mechanics of bluegill teleport platforms.  Those troops are barely a minute behind us.  This... this swamp we’ve discovered might finally give us a place to hide and rest.  We’ve been running without a break for almost ten hours; we can’t waste this chance.

SIMON: Boss, I can do this. (short pause) There it is.  Uhnn!

(He pulls a cable out of its socket.  Some sparks fly.  Part of the pad deactivates.)

LORHROK: We tried that the first time, remember?  It didn’t keep them from ‘porting in.  Just kept us from ‘porting out again.

SIMON: Yeah, but we didn’t try this.

(He reconnects the cable to another socket.  Power returns.  Simon swings the hatch shut again.)

SIMON: There.  Everybody back on the teleport!

NEEVA: What?

SIMON: Follow my lead!

(Simon jumps back on the teleport and he’s gone.)

LORHROK: SIMON!

THE MAJOR: GET DOWN!

(Disruptor fire! They all dive down just in time.)

NEEVA: They’ve found us.

(Lorhrok fires his phaser back in the general direction of the baddies, but the shot is wide.)

LORHROK: I’m pinned down!  I can’t get to the teleport!

NEEVA: Same here!

THE MAJOR: I’ll cover you, sirs!

(The Major lets loose a few shots, one of which takes out a bluegill trooper.)

THE MAJOR: Go!  I’m thirty seconds behind you!

LORHROK: I’ll hold you to that, Major.  Neeva, go!

NEEVA: Yes, sir!

(Lorhrok and the Major fire covering shots.  Neeva gets up and reaches the teleport pad in one or two bounds, and she’s gone too.)

LORHROK: Thirty seconds, Major.

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes, sir!

LORHROK: Spast.

(He runs for it and, as with the teleport to the bog, we follow him through the inside of the transporter effect to...)

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – ANCIENT TUNNELS

(We hear distant heel clicks and voices echoing in the background.)

LORHROK: Ow!  Ow! (he pants painfully)

SIMON: Alecz!

LORHROK: The transporter sickness just gets worse every time. (Pause) Wait.  Where’s the teleport platform?  Simon?

SIMON: There isn’t one.  I used the dilithium bleedoff to supercharge the targeting sensors.

LORHROK: ...meaning?

SIMON: The pad can’t lock on, anywhere.  It’ll try one set of coordinates for thirty seconds or so, then try another random set of coordinates – and none of it will be logged.  We beamed out at random.

LORHROK: Are you saying we’re untraceable?

SIMON: Yeah, we are!  After ten hours, I thought we’d earned a rest.

LORHROK: Where’s Neeva?

SIMON: She didn’t follow you through?

LORHROK: No, she came through before –

(From out the door and a little ways down the corridor, we hear Neeva scream.)

LORHROK: NEEVA!  Come on!

(They dash through the tunnel into a wider and higher main passage.)

LORHROK: Neeva!

NEEVA: Sir!

(Lorhrok runs up to her.)

LORHROK: Come on.  We’re off their sensors, but we still don’t know where we are.  We need to get out of the main passage.

NEEVA: I... I can’t, sir.

LORHROK: What?  That’s an order, Commander.  Stop leaning against the wall and double time it.

NEEVA: Sir, I’m not leaning.  My arm... it’s...

LORHROK: Oh, Maker.  It’s fused!  Fused with the stone wall of the tunnel! (short pause)  Commander, are you in pain?

NEEVA: Just a little.

LORHROK: I’ll get you out of there.

(He pulls his phaser and starts cutting into the rock around her arm.)

NEEVA: I don’t suppose I need to add, “Be careful?”

LORHROK: I’m going to cut this as close to your skin as possible.  The beam may burn.

NEEVA: Just get me out of this wall, sir.

(He finishes with the phaser.  She jerks her arm away from the wall.)

NEEVA: Thank you, Lieutenant.

LORHROK: You need bandages.

NEEVA: I’ll be fine. Where’s the Major?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Simon?

SIMON: Alecz... it’s been over a minute.  The random coordinates will have changed.  (Pause) He’s gone, boss.MAIN CREDITS
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SCENE 308-03

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – ANCIENT TUNNELS

LORHROK: Were there any safety protocols active at all?

SIMON: I didn’t have... time.

LORHROK: So you ran onto a teleport platform without checking the risks, without waiting for orders, without relaying critical information to your team...

SIMON: I’m sorry, boss.

LORHROK: And Neeva ended up beamed into a wall!  What if the beam had picked coordinates a meter to the left?  She’d have materialized inside the wall!  And that is not a very tenable position for a woman who wants to continue being alive, is it?

SIMON: I’m sorry, boss.  I didn’t think [this would happen.]

LORHROK: That’s right you didn’t think!  And you may have just cost the Major his life.

SIMON: (on the verge of tears) Sir...

LORHROK: Commander Neeva, I need a word with you, in private.

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(They walk off to the far side of the room.)

SIMON: (in background) (Chokes back tears)

NEEVA: Sir, I have to add to that.  Simon acted rashly, but it may not have been his fault.

LORHROK: Explain.

NEEVA: As an Orion woman, my body produces a powerful natural pheromone which can... affect me and those around me.  I usually take a suppressant every twenty hours...

LORHROK: ...but it’s been a lot longer than twenty hours since we left the Excelsior. (pause) What symptoms should we expect?

NEEVA: Rashness, adrenaline, competitiveness, rage, and... physical excitement, sir.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: ...I see.  When?

NEEVA: We’re already feeling the effects.  You included, sir.  It’s not just the chase that’s pumping you full of adrenaline.

LORHROK: Spast. (Pause)  It might be easier to resist if we’d had any real sleep in the past two days. (Pause) There’s one other thing. Simon’s medical scan. I know the transporter sickness is a natural consequence of using the bluegill teleports without insects in our heads, but Simon seems more affected than the rest of us.  Why?

NEEVA: That’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.  The medical tricorder has to be broken.

LORHROK: Why’s that?

NEEVA: When I scanned Simon, it came up blinking a diagnosis in bright red.  But it’s impossible.  He can’t be suffering from Elarin’s Syndrome.

LORHROK: Oh no. How?  He’s been doing so well.  How can he have a relapse now?

NEEVA: A relapse?  Sir, you don’t relapse with Elarin’s Syndrome.  You can’t, because it never goes into remission.

LORHROK: Simon’s did.

NEEVA: You’re saying that boy – Simon Westlake – has had a degenerative brain disease, from birth, that has left him with degraded intelligence, hobbled mobility, and permanent imprisonment in calming, peaceful settings?  The boy who just rewired an alien transporter you couldn’t make heads or tails of, in thirty seconds, under enemy fire? (Pause) I had a friend, on KoH’t.  His older cousin had Elarin’s and, brother, that boy couldn’t spell his name by the time he was Simon’s age.

LORHROK: Like I said, Simon is in remission.

NEEVA: You put a teenager with Elarin’s Syndrome on an Away Team?

LORHROK: He’s nineteen.  And you didn’t object when you thought he was healthy.

NEEVA: He could have died!  He might still die!

LORHROK: Yeah, and if we’d left him on the Excelsior he’d be dead already!  Just like everybody else!

(Silence.)

LORHROK: Believe what you want.  What could have triggered the relapse?  The teleports?  Your pheromones?

NEEVA: You mean, other than the fact that Elarin’s sufferers can’t be put under pressure, because that exponentially accelerates the disease’s growth? (Pause) We did just dike an alien parasite out of his brain stem.  That was after it burrowed into the back of his head and punched a breathing hole in his neck.  Infestation might not have been entirely safe for Simon’s brain chemistry.

LORHROK: I want you to look into it further.

(He begins to walk away.)

LORHROK: Confirm the diagnosis.

NEEVA: And where are you going?

LORHROK: We haven’t eaten since breakfast three days ago.  We need food!

(He continues to walk away.)

NEEVA: We can’t stay here forever.  These tunnels are artificially lit.

(Lorhrok turns the corner into the tunnel beyond, and Neeva has to call after him.)

NEEVA: They’ll find us eventually!

(The echos of Lorhrok’s footsteps fade.)

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Mister Westlake, a word.

(Neeva starts walking.)

NEEVA: Simon?

(She stops.)

(Simon answers from a far corner of the room.)

SIMON: Over here.

(Neeva hustles over to him.)

NEEVA: What are you doing curled up in a corner? Simon?

(Simon bursts into tears.)

SIMON: (through tears) I killed him.  I killed the Major.

NEEVAL: Oh, blimey.

SIMON: (still through choking tears) The Excelsior’s gone, all our friends are dead, we’re counting on each other to stay alive, and then your arm, and I... (his words trails off into tears)

NEEVA: Hey...  Hey. (Pause) You made a mistake, Westlake.  And, yeah, it was a stupid one.  But we don’t know what happened to the Major.  What we do know is that we all would have been pinned down back there, with no way of escaping, if you hadn’t figured out the teleporter when you did.  That was brilliant.

SIMON: (angrily, though still tearful-eyed) No!  It was stupid!  Safety is always Lieutenant Lorhrok’s top priority.  It was my fault!

NEEVA: Yes, it was.

SIMON: I just... I feel so foggy.  My brain just isn’t... quite...

NEEVA: You’re tired, Simon.  It’s been a long day.  I’d offer you a sedative, but our medkit went up with the Anbar.  So I’ll make it an order instead: take that shirt off, use it for a pillow, and get some shuteye.

SIMON: ...Yes, Neeva.  I’m sorry.

(Neeva pulls out her medical tricorder and carefully runs it over Simon.)

NEEVA: Don’t mention it.  Starfleet could use a few more men who cry.

SIMON: Commander? (Pause)  Don’t tell Alecz.

NEEVA: Sleep, Simon.

SCENE 308 – 04

LOCATION: U.S.S. EXCELSIOR – MAIN ENGINEERING

DOVAN: I’m only in the mood for good news, Yubari.

YUBARI: It’s not a matter of your mood, sir. It’s a matter of my talent.  ...Fortunately for you, I am enormously talented.

(Some computer beeps on the pool table, then a series of quick blips as targets appear on a 3D electronic globe representing Gevinon Prime.)

YUBARI: Here are my firing solutions.  We’ve calibrated it to achieve one hundred percent effect with a forty-seven percent safety margin.  If you can stay alive long enough to deliver the complement, you will accomplish the objective.

DOVAN: Excellent work, Lieutenant.  All we need is a complement to deliver.  Adow?  Where’s Adow?

ROL: She’ll be by in a moment, sir.  My pilots and I have been working with her on the torpedoes.  It’s been a gruelling eight hours, but they’re assembled, and we’ve imprinted half of them with the magnetic resonance signature you asked for.

BRAHMS: Will you have the rest done on schedule?

ROL: Ahead of schedule, Isaac.  By several hours.

(Adow enters.)

ADOW: Good.  Then you can help me install these damn holographic emitters on the hull.  My people alone can’t do that many EVAs between now and zero hour.

ROL: Captain?

DOVAN: Agreed.  Those emitters are nearly as important as the resonance signatures.

ROL: I’d like to give my pilots some rest before zero hour, sir.  They’ve been working hard, and you’re asking a lot of them.

DOVAN: No more of them than anyone else on this ship.  Request denied.  I’m sorry.

ROL: We’ll make it work, sir.

DOVAN: Good.  Lieutenant [Yubari, let’s talk about the weather.]

ADOW: One more thing.  The power draw on the holo-emitters is bigger’n we thought.  It’s gonna drain shield power when we turn ‘em on.

DOVAN: Not acceptable.  We need full shields come zero hour.

ADOW: You’re asking these emitters to project the image of a ship three times our length and ten thousand times our volume.  It’s going to draw extra power. You want it from shields or life support?

DOVAN:

Life support.  Do it.

ADOW: Uh-uh-understood!

(Underwood comes in through a side door.)

UNDERWOOD: I’m sorry.  Sorry.

DOVAN: Underwood.  You’re late.

UNDERWOOD: Sorry, Dovan, I was [asleep in my quarters.]

DOVAN: Sleeping.  Yes, I know. (tense pause) Not your fault.  I turned off your alarm clock.  You’d just come off a thirty-hour shift, and you’re going to be up for the next forty-eight, too; you needed a break.  I’ll brief you in a moment. Anything else, people?

ROL: Me, captain.  I think everyone will want to hear this.

DOVAN: You have the floor, Mister Rol.

ROL: (exhales) When I was ordered to retrieve General Brahms – and the Excelsior – I was given a deadline. If we failed to report back in three weeks, Starfleet would assume I had failed and that the bluegills were now aware of our existence.

DOVAN: And when does that deadline expire?

ROL: Eleven hours ago.  (Pause) If procedure was followed – and I’m sure it was – then Admiral Parker has contacted the President of the Federation.  She has declared a state of emergency and... and begun evacuating the core worlds.

(Stunned silence.)

DOVAN: What?

(Pause.)

ADOW: The core worlds?  What about the colonies?  I have family on Coloscren.

ROL: I don’t know all the details.

UNDERWOOD: Where in the stars will they send all those refugees?

YUBARI: Have they mobilized the reserve fleet?

DOVAN: (interrupting) Folks – he said he doesn’t know.  And, frankly, we don’t need to be thinking about it.  Keep your eyes on the mission, keep the rest of the bluegills from finding out we were ever here, and everything will be back to normal by the time we get home. (Pause) Good work today. Keep it up. Adow, Yubari, Rol: you’re dismissed.  Brahms, Underwood: with me.

ROL: Sir.

YUBARI: Sir.

(Adow is already walking away.)

ADOW: (in background) Harkless, either get a cup of coffee or toss yourself out an airlock! Stay awake, people!  Keep working!

UNDERWOOD: It’s good to see you out of your quarters, Dovan.  You had us worried there.

DOVAN: Thanks for minding the store, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: I failed, Dovan.  The bluegills made it back to their outlying base, and now we’re facing hundreds of ships instead of two.

DOVAN: I’m in no position to gloat. Let’s move on. Brahms, fill him in.

BRAHMS: Commander, at oh-six-seventeen hours this morning, Captain Dovan, with my support, formally authorized implementation of Starfleet General Order Twenty-Four in this star system.

UNDERWOOD: General Order Twenty-Four... that one isn’t... Wait. Twenty-four?  The extermination of all life on an entire planet?  That’s still on the books?

DOVAN: Captain Kirk used it once or twice to bluff his way out of a couple sticky wickets a century ago, and Command wanted to preserve the option.

UNDERWOOD: Well... yes.  But you’re not supposed to actually use it.  Glassing an entire planet... it’s practically xenocide.

BRAHMS: It’s war, Commander.  That planet is a military base, we are a military vessel, end of line.

UNDERWOOD: Well...

DOVAN: Underwood, if you choose to recuse yourself from this mission on moral grounds, I won’t stop you.

UNDERWOOD: No... (sigh) No. I’m with you, Dovan.

DOVAN: Good.  Three officers have already taken me up on that offer, and I can’t afford to lose someone with your experience.

UNDERWOOD: Something else.  On my way down here, I stopped by Astrometrics.

DOVAN: If you took the fastest route from your quarters to Engineering, Astrometrics is in the opposite direction.

UNDERWOOD: I was looking for evidence of the Scions of the Stars, since we recovered that damaged Ansible from the Renegade.  I may have found them.

(Everyone stops walking.)

BRAHMS: Impossible.  We can’t trace the signal the ansible’s picking up.  We know there must be another ansible somewhere in this system, but...

UNDERWOOD: True, a direct trace is impossible.  But the ion storm out there is still getting stronger.  Too strong even for the Scions, maybe.

DOVAN: You found something in the storm?

UNDERWOOD: You know how, when it’s dark outside and pouring rain, when the lightning flashes, you can sometimes just barely make out the outline of a person -- only it’s so faint you can’t tell if it’s a person or you’re just too knackered to see straight?

DOVAN: Finally, a science metaphor I can understand.  Is it definitely the Scions?

BRAHMS: Sounds more like a sensor ghost.

UNDERWOOD: It could be.  Still, my sensor ghost is right out at the edge of the system.  I’d like to investigate further, if I have the chance.

BRAHMS: There’s too much to do.  We can’t [spare you.]

DOVAN: Actually, there may an opportunity for you to do exactly that, Commander.  I’ll fill you in later.  Speaking of which, while you were in Astrometrics, did you happen to see a weather report?

UNDERWOOD: The ion storm is stronger and larger than anything I’ve ever seen. It should peak in fifteen hours.

DOVAN: Zero hour.

BRAHMS: As planned.

UNDERWOOD: Targeting sensors are getting to be a problem even within the heliopause.  If a ship were to leave the safe harbor of a star system, it’d be destroyed in a matter of hours – I don’t care if you’re a one-man fighter or a Borg Tactical Cube.  Frankly, I’m having trouble accepting this is a natural phenomenon, dark matter or no.

BRAHMS: I don’t think it is natural. My chief of operations on the Renegade seemed to think that this ion storm was somehow being generated by the Scions of the Stars.

UNDERWOOD: Why?

BRAHMS: I don’t know.  Operations was dead before I had the chance to debrief him.

DOVAN: Could be the Scions are looking out for us.

UNDERWOOD: Doubtful.

DOVAN: Well, that brings you up to speed, Underwood.

BRAHMS: I’ll meet you in sickbay, Dovan.

(Brahms walks away.)

UNDERWOOD: Dovan, I just wanted to say... I’m glad you’re out of your quarters and back in command. You’re doing a hell of a job here.

DOVAN: Thank you, Underwood, but no.  All I’ve done is remind the crew that the Excelsior can’t lose as long as they fight for her.  They believe that, because they are the best crew in the fleet.

UNDERWOOD: No.  They are the best crew in the fleet, but they believe they’re going to succeed because you do.  And that’s amazing... (Pause) because you know it isn’t true.  You know every single person on this ship is going to be dead by tomorrow morning.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Jehosephat.  It’s that obvious?

UNDERWOOD: Only to me.

DOVAN: The plan might work.

UNDERWOOD: Yes, it might.  A thousand-to-one against, but it might.  But this crew, these people...

(Tense pause.)

DOVAN: ...aren’t going to be alive to find out.  I know.

UNDERWOOD: And you’re not letting them see one inch of that.  They believe.  That’s one hell of a thing. (Pause) I misjudged you, Dovan.  You’re a bad captain, by any standard... but I’m starting to think this ship has a taste for bad captains. (pause) Now, what about the possibility of investigating the Scion shadow I saw?

DOVAN: Later.  I need to get to sickbay, and this part of the plan may take a little while.  Here’s a padd with the rest of the details on our attack.  See that the preparations continue on schedule.  Anyone who doesn’t know what we’re up against, tell them.

UNDERWOOD: Even the Sword of Damocles?

DOVAN: Especially the Sword of Damocles. They deserve to know what they’re dying for.

UNDERWOOD: Will do.  And those scans of Yubari’s I keep hearing about?

(Dovan is already walking away.)

DOVAN: Later!  Dismissed.

(Underwood exits.)

SCENE 308-05

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – ANCIENT TUNNELS

(Simon bolts upright from a nightmare gasps.)

SIMON: The square root of twenty-two hundred and nine!

NEEVA: Wha--?

SIMON: (interrupting) Quick!  The square root of twenty-two hundred and nine! (Pause) No!  No!  Don’t tell me!  Don’t.  Say, anything.  The square root of twenty-two hundred and nine is... (long pause) forty-seven.

NEEVA: Simon?  Are you awake?

(Simeon takes a couple of slow, shuddering, post-panic breaths)

NEEVA: Simon.

(She’s pulled out the medical tricorder and is about to turn it on.)

SIMON: I’m... fine, Neeva.  I mean, Commander.  Ma’am.  Just a bad dream. (Pause) I’m hungry.  Is Alecz back?

NEEVA: Not yet.  How’s your head?

SIMON: Fine! It’s fine...

(Very faintly in the background, we hear some indistinct chatter and some footsteps approaching. Neeva and Simon do not notice.)2

NEEVA: I’m just going to run a scan –

SIMON: I’m o-[kay]!

NEEVA: Sh!

(The Bluegill guards get louder as they approach.)

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: It’s fine, Visser.  Nobody’s coming down here again until low tide harvest.  You have the book?

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: You’re sure?  And we can trust the others?

They turn the corner and walk into this room, still quite absorbed in their own conversation.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Of course I’m sure.  You have the [book]– Scion’s eyeteeth!

(Bluegill 2 has her military-grade assault rifle unholstered, charged, and trained on them.)

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: You two!  Hands in the air if you want your hosts intact!

NEEVA: Whoa! Whoa! My hands are up! My hands are up!  Simon, you too.

SIMON: Yes, ma’am.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: He called her “ma’am.”

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: What in Arcadia are you doing here?  Which family are you with?

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: Shaz, I think they’re Internal Affairs.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Is that true?  Are you from Internal Affairs?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Yes, sir.  We were sent to test your family’s security perimeter, and, I must say, it’s looking mighty secure.  Well done.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Sure.  Just coincidence you were in here to crash our ceremony.  What, your invisi-fields fail?  Your dukes too busy putting you in those silly uniforms to train you on battery use?

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: Easy, Shaz.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: I know.  Just mad.  How’d they find out?

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: It doesn’t matter.  They knew enough to send investigators.

NEEVA: Hold on.  Are you two engaged in criminal activity of some kind?

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Nice try. But they don’t have evidence to arrest, or they wouldn’t have sent spies.  We kill them, consecrate a new meeting place, plug the leak.

NEEVA: Look, whatever you’re up to, I’m sure we can work something out.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: I’ll bet it was Vork.  Had to be.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Doesn’t matter.

NEEVA: A few, uh... A little money greases a lot of palms in my family.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: Shut up.  So, I shoot them?

(He charges his gun.)

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: No, wait.  The sacrifice.  We can save the woman for the sacrifice.  It will please the Scions.

NEEVA: Scions?  Did you say Scions?

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Don’t answer that.  She just wants to get us on record as worshippers.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: I’m not an idiot, Shaz.  What about the boy?

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: (sniffs) His blood... it smells wrong. (Pause) Execute him.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: You sure?

(A Phaser charges.)

LORHROK: (from the hallway) Get the hell away from Simon.

BLUEGILL 2 - VISSER: What the --?

LORHROK: No sudden movements.  I’m armed.

BLUEGILL 1 - SHAZ: Visser, now!

(Lorhrok fires at the armed one (Bluegill 2), who drops to the floor, stunned.)

NEEVA: Yaagh!

(She delivers two swift punches and Bluegill 1 groans and falls to the ground, unconscious.)

LORHROK: They’re down?

NEEVA: They’re down.

(Lorhrok de-charges and holsters his gun.)

LORHROK: What happened?  How’d they get to you?  Didn’t you post a guard?

NEEVA: I did have guard duty, sir, but then Simon... Never mind, sir.  It was my fault.

LORHROK: See that it doesn’t happen again.  We can’t afford that kind of sloppiness.

NEEVA: Well, alright then.  Sir.

SIMON: We have to get out of here.

LORHROK: Simon’s right.  I found a place.  Food and shelter.

NEEVA: I’m sold.  What about these two?

SIMON: They won’t wake up for a while.

NEEVA: True, they’re unconscious, but they said they had friends coming.  If they’re discovered before we get away...

LORHROK: And the big hairy one said he could smell Simon’s blood.  They could track us.  Do you recognize the species?

NEEVA: No.  The other one might be a Malon, but most of the species on this planet are new to me.  Even those big whales we keep seeing outside the habitat bubbles.

LORHROK: Those “whales” were once the free people that ruled this planet.  Remember that.

SIMON: Do you think we can remove these bluegills?  The hosts could make good allies.

NEEVA: It’s too late.  According to the Major’s briefing, the parasite completely obliterates the personality of the host within a few weeks of infestation.  These hosts have probably been infested since birth.

SIMON: That’s... horrible. (Pause) We have to get out of here.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Simon, I want you to wait outside in the vestibule.  I’ll be along in a moment.

SIMON: The... vesti... what?

NEEVA: The vestibule. (pause) Outside.

SIMON: Oh. Right, boss.

(Simon exits.)

LORHROK: His diagnosis?

NEEVA: Right the first time.  It’s Elarin’s Syndrome.  Back with a vengeance.

LORHROK: My fault.  One more lost teammate to my name. (Pause) How long does he have?

NEEVA: It’s already started.  He’s beginning to notice himself forgetting things he used to know – “vestibule”, for example, the square of forty-seven – but I don’t think he’s put the pieces together yet.

LORHROK: Commander, I’d like to ask you to wait outside, too.

(Pause.)

NEEVA

Couldn’t we just take them prisoner?

LORHROK: Prisoner?  Sure.  Guard duty went so well before we had two physically enhanced enemy soldiers to keep an eye on.

NEEVA: I was asking a question, as your mission X.O.

LORHROK: And I answered it.

NEEVA: Why are you being so hard on us, sir?  I couldn’t care less, but Simon?

LORHROK: Because I want you both coming back from this alive.  Dismissed.

NEEVA: Yes, sir.

(Neeva exits. Lorhrok begins to step forward.)

LORHROK: Okay, you two.  A friend of mine has a saying.  “A just society must go to any lengths to defend itself.”

LOCATION: NARRATOR’S SILENCE

NARRATOR: The sound of their necks shattering would stay with Aleczahnder Lorhrok until the end of his days.

SCENE 308 – 06

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – CONFERENCE ROOM

(Footsteps approach, click-clacking on the lacquer floor.  They stop just behind the major.)

COX: You can stop pretending to be unconscious, Major.  You can fool my medic, but you can’t fool me.

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR: Alright.  Now, if [I might ask a few questions...]

COX: DON’T... turn around.  We broke you out of Parallax Hospital.  Every security officer in the city knows your face, and this building has lots of security.  Just keep staring out the window, don’t make eye contact with the hovercars, and anyone’ll think we’re just having a pleasant conversation with a view.

THE MAJOR: Okay. (Pause) This city.  The bluegills built it?

COX: Yes, they did.  Why?

THE MAJOR: Well... it’s magnificent.  Here we are, so far underwater the pressure would crack a whale wide open, surrounded by the uttermost black... so they’ve lit it up from beneath, from the sidewalks and the bases of their apartments and the roofs of their skyscrapers...

COX: Locals call it the City of the Deep, but its official name is neb tirid ta’mil net makit’tem gamos’e: “Behold: the metal city, shimmering in blue and white.”  This habitat bubble is more than a kilometer wide and a kilometer high.

THE MAJOR: I had no idea they were capable of such...

COX: Beauty? (Pause) Long ago, before the Zeero called themselves the Zeero, they left a very beautiful place, called Triassa, that had been their home.  (Pause) But... now they’re a race of psychopathic parasites, and it’s best not to forget that.  Which brings us to you, Major.

THE MAJOR: Don’t I know you from somewhere?  Your voice...

COX: I don’t know where the rest of your team is, but you stepped on a faulty teleporter.  You materialized in a commuter garden... two stories above the ground.  The fall left you with a broken leg, a concussion, two fractured ribs, and, if we hadn’t intervened, a round of torture at the hands of the bugger authorities.

THE MAJOR: “Buggers...” I know who you are!

COX: Sure: I’m Skipper Sam Cox of the S.S. Anbar, and your captain, Rachel Cortez, is the dumbest Vulcan I’ve ever met, and that’s saying something, because she is the only Vulcan I’ve ever met!  (just roll with it)  What in God’s name are you people doing back here?  Me and my crew didn’t plunge ourselves back into the jaws of hell just so Rach and her Excelsior crew could come back here and set the Sword of Damocles swinging all over again!

THE MAJOR: Skipper... Captain Cortez is dead, ma’am.

(Pause.  Cox takes a couple steps forward.)

COX: Oh. (Pause) She was the only family I had left. (Pause) How did it happen?

THE MAJOR: Ambushed, on a diplomatic mission.  She ordered her first officer – Captain Dovan – to return to the Anbar with her dying breath.  We never found out why, ma’am.

COX: I guess... she wouldn’t have been fool enough to try a rescue mission.  Not with so much at stake.  Would she?  (pause and exhale) But that doesn’t make your being here any less of a complication.  If not a rescue, why?

THE MAJOR: I’m sorry, ma’am.

COX: The children – did they get back to Earth alright?

THE MAJOR: Well, it’s been a right hell integrating them into regular society, given that everything they’ve ever known has been classified so high even the classification is classified.

COX: (sucks in her breath)

THE MAJOR: But they’re home, they’re safe, and they’re living with the other Anbar survivors in a rural part of New Zealand.

COX: That’s on Earth?

THE MAJOR: Yes, ma’am.

COX: You don’t know how much that means to me.  Three months living here in the City, trying to help my crew blend in, and hoping this Beetlejuice stuff holds out... it counted. (Pause, exhales again) Unfortunately, Major, your three friends have dropped off the radar.  This is the Comm Tower, the hub of all military and civilian communications on Gevinon.  My crew has gained access to almost all of it – and we’re not hearing anything.  We have less than twelve hours to find them.

THE MAJOR: Why?  What happens in twelve hours, ma’am?

COX: We haven’t been lazing about for the last three months, Major.  We rescued an ansible from the Anbar and kept it from falling into enemy hands.  We contacted some old friends of ours, and they’ve been moving into position for weeks now.  They’ve stirred up the ion storm of the century, raging through the whole nebula.  It’s taken days to build up, and, in eleven hours, thirteen minutes, that ion storm will hit its peak. (Pause) We’re busting out of here, Major.  We’re going to convince the buggers they’re being attacked by the Borg, use the cover of the storm to our advantage, and then we’re gonna hitch a ride with the Scions of the Stars while the buggers’ve got their pants down. (Pause) You coming?

SCENE 308-07

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – JUNGLE HABITAT – NIGHT

(Lorhrok’s team suddenly materializes on the teleport platform.)

LORHROK: This is the place.

NEEVA: Can’t see a thing.

LORHROK: Here.  I took a few torches off the bluegills back there, along with Simon’s new uniform.

(Lorhrok detaches an alien flashlight from a velcro belt, twists it to bring on the power.)

NEEVA: Wow.  I’m not sure I’ve ever seen vegetation this thick above ground.  What’re the bluegills doing growing it in a big plastic bubble in the darkest part of the ocean?

LORHROK: Hydroponics, I imagine.  What I can’t figure it out is where the energy comes from.  There’s no sunlight down here.

(Neeva leans to the side and blows into a leaf.  It makes an odd little sound, because it rotates 360 degrees, and clicks as it goes, like a tiny rotor.)

LORHROK

Neeva?  Why are you blowing on a leaf?

NEEVA: It’s the tides, sir.

LORHROK: Sorry?

NEEVA: The soil beneath us isn’t just hard-packed.  When I came through the teleport, I kicked it, and realized it’s actually fixed to the ground, like a dirt turf.  And did you notice?  The soil is actually quite damp, all the way through.  It was wet, recently – and it wasn’t some farming sprinkler that did it.

SIMON: And the leaf?

NEEVA: Well, just look at it.  It’s brown.  They’re all brown.  No photosynthesis.  And look at that shape – it’s all wrong if they’re trying to capture light... but the way it spins when I blow on it, all three hundred sixty degrees, is almost like a rotor. (Pause) I think the tide still comes in, even all the way down here.  The floor beneath this soil layer is probably a fine mesh, to allow the sea water to pass through.  The sea rises past these leaves, and the microcurrents make the leaves spin.  The leaves process that mechanical energy into complex sugars, which nourish the plant.  Then the tide goes down, creating more microcurrents, and the harvesters come through to pick up the day’s crop yield. (short Pause) Basically, most plants run on solar power.  These are running on hydro power.

SIMON: You figured out all that from kicking some dirt and blowing on a leaf?

NEEVA: I’m an operations officer.

LORHROK: It’s her job.

NEEVA: Yes, sir, it is.

SIMON: Well, it was brilliant.

NEEVA: Thank you, Simon.

SIMON: I didn’t even understand half of what you said!

(Pause.)

NEEVA: Oh.

LORHROK: Simon, why don’t you take the lead here?  You did a great job of it when we were on the run.  Here’s the tricorder.  You have a light?

SIMON: Right here, boss.

(Simon pulls one of the “flashlights” off his own belt and turns it on.  He starts walking ahead into the vegetation.)

LORHROK: We need to talk.

NEEVA: Yep.  About you, sir.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Sorry, what?

NEEVA: With all due respect, sir, I’m finding your attitude... challenging.

LORHROK: What’s that supposed to mean?

NEEVA: I just mean – it makes no difference to me, I’m an officer, command me however you like – but I think, in the interest of Simon, we should both try to smile a little more.

LORHROK: Smile?  Neeva... we’re trapped behind enemy lines on a planet controlled by a race as dangerous as the Borg.  One of our team has gone missing, likely captured.  The Federation is a few weeks away from all-out invasion, thanks to the Sword of Damocles.  One of our team is a young man –

NEEVA: -- a child --

LORHROK: Yes, alright, a child, thank you, who is suffering from a grave mental disease that is going to break down his intelligence to nothing in a matter of days.  And our shipmates, Neeva, our friends, are all dead.  Dovan, Rol, the Excelsior, even Adow – gone. (Pause) If I started smiling now, he’d think I was insane.

NEEVA: You’ve got to do something, before he starts thinking we’re about to die.

LORHROK: And you know, it’s not making it any easier for me to smile, this thing you’re doing to me.

(She stops walking.  He stops immediately after.)

NEEVA: Excuse me, sir?

LORHROK: I’m sorry.  That came out wrong.

NEEVA: Yeah, it did.  I’m being affected by my pheromones every bit as much as you.

LORHROK: Okay; you have no idea what you’re talking about.

NEEVA: You think so?  You think so, sir?

LORHROK: And, another thing!  Stop calling me “sir”!  Don’t you get it?  There are only three of us left!  Our ranks don’t matter anymore!

NEEVA: What?  No!  I refuse, sir!  Our rank always matters.  It’s who we are!

LORHROK: (humorless laugh) The Major’s rank didn’t mean anything, in the end.  All the pips on the Excelsior didn’t do them any good.

NEEVA: It’s not the pips.  It’s the people who have them and what they stand for.  If you can’t see that, you’re an idiot who doesn’t deserve them.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: Take them off.

NEEVA: What?

LORHROK: Take.

(Lorhrok clenches a pip on Neeva’s collar and tears.)

NEEVA: Hey!

LORHROK: Them. (He tears off another pip.) Off!

(The last pip comes off with a big tear.)

(Lorhrok grunts as he hurls all three pips into the dark woods, clinking and bouncing off a tree trunk, setting several leaves a-spinning.)

LORHROK: There! Can we get on with surviving now?

(Stony Silence.)

NEEVA: Am I to understand that there is no effective difference of rank between us at this time, Alecz?

LORHROK: Why are we still wasting time on this?  Yes! Fine! I just abolished rank!

NEEVA: Good.

(She punches him, square in the jaw.)

LORHROK: Ah!

(He falls backward into the dirt.)

LORHROK: What the hell?

(He stands, quickly.)

LORHROK: Alright, you want to do this hard way?  I’m game.  That’s the last punch you land on me today.

SIMON: Stop it!  Stop it!  I have a disease that’s stealing my intelligence minute by minute and I’m still acting older than the two of you put together! (Pause) Don’t look at me that way!  Of course I knew my Syndrome was back!  You think someone can’t tell when he’s getting dumber by the hour?  I was just waiting for you to talk to me about it – but you’re too busy fighting over a bunch of rank pips!  Act your bloody age, do you – under[stand me?] uhnh! (coughing fit)

LORHROK: Simon, are you – [alright]?

(Simon coughs horribly for a while, then he takes a long gasp for air, freezes, and collapses to the ground, limp.)

LORHROK: Simon!

(The others both run to him.)

NEEVA: Simon!

LORHROK: Fever!  He’s burning up!

NEEVA: Put some of the dirt on his forehead!  It’s still cold!

LORHROK: Where’s the tricorder?

NEEVA: I’ve got it!

(She grabs it up off the floor and starts scanning.  Pause.)

LORHROK: Is there anything we can do?

NEEVA: It’s alright.  It’s just a spell.  They happen in Stage Two Elarin patients.  He’s going to wake up groggy and very... well, stupid... but he’ll mostly recover after a few minutes.  Just don’t be fooled: he’ll seem like he’s getting better, but, whatever the Wasting did to Simon’s brain to fix it, the infestation did just the opposite.  There will be more spells like this – and more frequently.

(She closes the tricorder.)

NEEVA: Tricorder says to keep him cool and elevate the head.

LORHROK: I’ll put his head on my lap. (Pause. He repositions.) There. (sigh) Look, he was completely right.  I don’t know what came over me.  The pheromones are no excuse for taking your pips like that.

NEEVA: Let’s keep this conversation as short as possible.  How are we going to get Simon home safe?

(Pause.)

LORHROK: I don’t know.  We need intel.  Not just launch codes and star charts – information that helps us get back to the Federation – but something for Starfleet.  Something about the bluegills – something that might give us an edge when they launch the invasion.

NEEVA: And maybe find the Major.  Where are you thinking?

LORHROK: I’m not sure.  Remember the Comm Tower in the City?  Somebody mentioned it when we were trying to sneak out of the spaceport where we landed.

NEEVA: True, but they also mentioned it was heavily guarded.  We’d never make it.

LORHROK: No, I suppose not.  (Pause) On the other hand...

(Pause.)

NEEVA: You obviously have an idea.

LORHROK: The spaceport computer must have a lot of information about their fleet and its capabilities.

NEEVA: Ha.  Good luck getting in there.  Don’t you remember?  That’s how they caught us the first time.  We were on the run for half a day.  We’d be recognized the moment we got into the computer room.

LORHROK: True... but that’s not the only computer bank at that spaceport.

NEEVA: I don’t follow.

LORHROK: It’s a hybrid spaceport, remember?  Half of it is inside the habitat bubble, which is where we disembarked...

NEEVA: And half of it was in the ocean, where the aquatics disembarked... and where they have the major shipyards. (Pause) Uh-oh.

LORHROK: Neeva, I think the three of us are going on a cakewalk.

SCENE 308-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY

(Gathered around a biobed, with the infested Ermez in it.)

DOVAN: Can we wake him up now?

SHARP: Yes, I think he’s stable.  But I’m taking it slow.

DOVAN: Do we have to?

SHARP: My patient may not like what I’m about to do to her.  But I’m not going to endanger her.

DOVAN: What about Ensign Ermez?

SHARP: Phillipe was infested for months.  There’s nothing left of him in there.  There’s only one patient on that biobed.

DOVAN: (sigh) Ethics. Alright. I’ll be in the operating ward, with Brahms.

(Dovan walks away.)

SHARP: Tell Isaac to be careful with that cell culture – it’s a strain of The Wasting!

DOVAN: Yes, ma’am.

Sharp presses a hypospray to Ermez’s neck.  It hisses, and, after a moment, Ermez begins to come around.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: (stirring noises, a waking-up moan) Where...?

SHARP: Alive.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: No. (He breathes heavily.)

SHARP: Are you in pain?

(Ermez stops his heavy breathe and lets his head fall back against the biobed pillow. Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: You did this to me?

SHARP: Yes.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Why?

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: That’s what Cressida said.  Is it contempt?  Or regret?

SHARP: What about pity?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Just contempt with more perfume.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Who’s Cressida?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I hated her more than anyone in the universe, until today.

SHARP: Oh, good!  I have a rival.

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I was wounded.  She didn’t know who I was, didn’t even know I was intelligent, just that I was hurt.  She... I couldn’t tell where she took me, but I could hear her singing, the whole time.  I only knew when she fell asleep because it was finally quiet.

(Pause.)

SHARP:

And then?

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: It was amazing, what I was able to do with that body.  Run, sleep, wash my face.  I stared at the dust suspended in sunlight for hours.  She was my first – did I say that?  Everything she took for granted was mine... and I did not waste that gift, Old Mole.  Not for one minute. (long pause) But I could never sing, really sing, the way she did.

(Long pause.)

PSUEO-ERMEZ: Isn’t this where you usually say something cloying and self-righteous, Doctor?

SHARP: I don’t feel very righteous.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Regret? ... Or contempt?

(Pause.)

SHARP: (exhales) I need your help.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Really?

SHARP: I’ve been asked to perform a surgery on you.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Go on.

SHARP: We’re going to transplant both you and your queen parasite from Ensign Ermez’s abdomen into Isaac Brahms.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Not that I’m objecting to being given a new, healthy host, but don’t you have a rule against cruel and unusual punishment?

SHARP: I’m not finished.  General Brahms was long ago dosed with a compound called Beetlejuice.  It’s a neural suppressant that will prevent you from taking control of his body.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: So I’ll be... what?  Just awake in General Brahms’s body?  Paralyzed, powerless, and mute? (He scoffs) So it’s a punishment for me, then.  A taste of my own medicine.

SHARP: It’s only for the duration of the mission.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Which is?

SHARP: They haven’t told me.  But, when they’re back, I’ll remove you from Brahms.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: And put me back in Ermez?

(Pause.)

SHARP: I think it’s time we let Phillipe rest in peace.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Thought not.  And what is it you need from me, “Doctor”?

SHARP: Your consent.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Excuse me?

SHARP: I can’t perform a medically unnecessary and potentially dangerous surgery on you without your consent.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: So all I have to do is say no, and I get to keep this body?

SHARP: If you say no, I’ll refuse to perform the surgery.  Captain Dovan will ask Doctor Maiek to do it instead.  He’ll agree, but he lacks my expertise.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Ah.  So I’m supposed to agree because otherwise I’ll die.

(Sharp leans in close, very close, and speaks in a low voice.)

SHARP: What, like you don’t want to die?  Come on.  Lie to them, not to me.  I know you.

(Pause.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: What was that name you called me?  When I first woke up?

SHARP: “Pseudo.”  I got sick of calling you “Old Mole.”  (Pause) What’s your real name?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: (another scoff) Ha! (Pause) Pseudo will do fine, Old Mole.  It means “fake”, doesn’t it?

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I consent.

(Pause.)

SHARP: Okay.  Mike, get Aidela in here and prep this man for surgery!

NURSE HENNESSY: Yes, Melissa!

(Sharp is already walking to the surgical area in the back of sickbay.)

SHARP: Isaac Brahms?

BRAHMS: Doctor.

SHARP: I’m going to put you under now.

BRAHMS: By all means.

(Sharp programs something into a hypospray and injects Brahms with a sedative.)

SHARP: Alcar, I’m going to have to ask you to clear the room.  This is going to be a long and challenging surgery.  If you want to observe [you can do it from the waiting lounge].

DOVAN: No thank you, Melissa.  Bolian stomachs are weak enough as it is.  Thanks for doing this.

SHARP: I have the patient’s consent.  No thanking is required.

DOVAN: Then, good luck.

SHARP: Out, Alcar.

(Dovan exits.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR

(Underwood, right outside the door, instantly falls in step beside Dovan down the hallway.)

UNDERWOOD: You look troubled, Dovan.

DOVAN: Are you just lurking out here for me?

UNDERWOOD: Preparations are going well, but I need the captain’s clearance for a few of the details.

DOVAN: Let me see.

(Underwood hands him a padd.  Dovan starts to click through as they walk.)

DOVAN: I’m keeping secrets from my doctor and I don’t like it. Speaking of which.

(He stops clicking through the padd, and pulls something out of a pocket of his captainly vest-jacket.)

DOVAN: This petri dish contains an active culture of the telepathic disease known as The Wasting.  I need it transferred to the top-security locker in the secondary armory in Marine Country.

UNDERWOOD: Isn’t that armory closed down?  Something about serious hull damage sustained while undocking from a Valandrian space station?

DOVAN: Exactly.  Just get it there.  And don’t drop it!

UNDERWOOD: I assume there’s some reason there’s no biocontainment protection on it.

DOVAN: Couldn’t steal it otherwise.  How are the holoprojections?

UNDERWOOD: (with a bit of a sigh) Visually impressive, but, frankly, Dovan, there’s nothing Chief Adow can do to make a hologram stand up to even a cursory sensor examination for more than a few minutes.

DOVAN: You’re holding our solution to that in your hands.

UNDERWOOD: I don’t understand, but you’re not going to tell me –

DOVAN: No.

UNDERWOOD: -- so let’s move on.  Yubari’s scans.  You said there was something special about them.  Something only Captain Cortez would notice, after a long night of study.

DOVAN: Yes.  So I did.  (exhales)  Alright, in here.

(He ducks into a turbolift.)

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT

DOVAN: Marine Country.

(The turbolift acknowledges and whooshes them away.)

(Dovan keys some commands into his padd.)

DOVAN: These space stations, from the scans.  Remember them?

UNDERWOOD: Why, yes.  Unidentified.  Still under construction, in fact.  We avoided them on our way to meet the Anbar, but, other than their surprising size, Yubari’s readings made them look quite dull.

DOVAN: So they do!  The architecture is totally unfamiliar, so, we assumed, we’ll be making another first contact at some point in the future. (Pause) And then Captain Cortez did this.

(He presses a key.)

DOVAN: Subspace displacement topograph.

UNDERWOOD: So we can identify their warp signature.  Why would we want to do that with a race we don’t know anyway?

DOVAN: Because, at every station, there are two distinct sets of warp signatures.  Two different races, working together to build a shared border.

UNDERWOOD: Give me that.

(He clicks a few more buttons.)

UNDERWOOD: These stations... are being built by the Borg... and the bluegills.

DOVAN: Correct.

UNDERWOOD: Which means... they’re working together.  Some kind of... armistice.

DOVAN: I believe that, if we had scans of their entire territory, we would see cooperative space stations like this along the entire Borg-Bluegill border.  The only thing that has prevented the conquest of the galaxy for the last nineteen years has been the secret war between the Borg and the Bluegills... and they are on the verge of declaring peace.

UNDERWOOD: How?  Why?

DOVAN: I don’t know.  Brahms was even more stunned than I was; he never imagined this was possible. (Pause) At least now we know: Captain Cortez didn’t send us out here because she was high on painkillers.  She didn’t send us out here to recover a weapon, or to bring down Isaac Brahms.  She didn’t send us to the Anbar so we could rescue it. (Pause) She sent us out here in order to restart the greatest and most destructive war in recorded history. (Pause) That battle plan you’re holding: I’m not sure if it’s my plan... or it’s been Captain Cortez’s plan all along.

UNDERWOOD: My God. (Pause) She’d have to be a genius.

DOVAN: Or just a very good judge of character, Commander.

(The turbolift comes to a halt.)

DOVAN: Dismissed, Underwood.  I’ll see you at Zero Hour.

(Underwood exits.)


3.11 The Graceful End


RECAP

BRAHMS: Stardate Six-Zero-Zero-Six-Four?  Yes, I remember it well. (pause) When you’re in my line of work, you know every day when you wake up that you might never go to sleep again.  But you don’t really think about it.  You don’t... expect it. (pause) It was a Tuesday – my favorite day of the week.  When Tryla – my sister – was in the Academy, Tuesday was when we met for lunch between classes.  A different city every day – Bangkok, Calgary, Tycho – but she always found someplace with a view. (pause) After Tryla died, I fought to preserve the Federation she had loved.  For nineteen years, I maintained an impossible stalemate.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CONFERENCE ROOM (FROM 306-20)

BRAHMS: The bluegills challenged the Borg, and the two sides were evenly matched.  Their war has dragged on into a stalemate bloodier than a thousand Dominion Wars. But the day that war ends...

UNDERWOOD: Winner takes galaxy.

YUBARI: And nothing can stop them.

BRAHMS: And, after nineteen years... I failed.

LOCATION: TURBOLIFT (FROM 308-08)

DOVAN: The only thing that has prevented the conquest of the galaxy for the last nineteen years has been the secret war between the Borg and the Bluegills... and they are on the verge of declaring peace.

BRAHMS: The Federation was in full retreat.

LOCATION: PALAIS DE LA CONCORDE – PRESIDENT’S OFFICE (FROM 308-01)

ADMIRAL JARRO: Madam President, what the hell is going on?

THE PRESIDENT: That information is on a need-to-know basis, Admiral.

ADMIRAL JARRO: I am commander-in-chief of the armed forces, and you just ordered me to close the borders, enact martial law, and begin evacuating the core worlds!  I need to know!

BRAHMS: Trapped within a gas cloud, surrounded by enemy ships, we had one last – desperate – chance, to save the galaxy.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CREW QUARTERS (FROM 307-25)

BRAHMS: We’d have to kill every single living organism in this star system! (snip) ...And make it look like somebody else did it.

DOVAN: Go on.

BRAHMS: It wasn’t easy.

LOCATION: U.S.S. EXCELSIOR – MAIN ENGINEERING (from 308-04)

ADOW: One more thing.  The power draw on the holo-emitters is bigger’n we thought.  It’s gonna drain shield power when we turn ‘em on.

DOVAN: Not acceptable.  We need full shields come zero hour.

BRAHMS: Sacrifices were made.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR (from 308-08)

DOVAN: This petri dish contains an active culture of the telepathic disease known as The Wasting.  I need it transferred to the top-security locker in (snip) Marine Country.

BRAHMS: I made myself into a telepathic weapon, with no idea of the psychic adventure I was to undertake.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SICKBAY (from 308-08)

SHARP: We’re going to transplant both you and your queen parasite from Ensign Ermez’s abdomen into Isaac Brahms.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Not that I’m objecting to being given a new, healthy host, but don’t you have a rule against cruel and unusual punishment?

SHARP: I’m not finished.  General Brahms was long ago dosed with (snip) a neural suppressant that will prevent you from taking control of his body.

BRAHMS: But, finally, our preparations were finished.

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR CORRIDOR (from 308-04)

UNDERWOOD: I was looking for evidence of the Scions of the Stars. (snip) I may have found them (snip) right out at the edge of the system.

BRAHMS: Little did we know – we were not alone aboard the Excelsior.  One Away Team had survived, and reached the surface of Gevinon, the world we planned to destroy.

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – JUNGLE HABITAT – NIGHT (from 308-07)

LORHROK: I don’t know.  We need intel.  Not just launch codes and star charts – information that helps us get back to the Federation – but something for Starfleet.

(snip)

NEEVA: Where are you thinking?

LORHROK: It’s a hybrid spaceport, remember?

(snip)

NEEVA: Half of it was in the ocean. (snip) Uh-oh.

BRAHMS: And the Major had discovered an even more shocking survivor.

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – CONFERENCE ROOM (from 308-06)

COX: I’m Skipper Sam Cox of the S.S. Anbar.

(snip)

THE MAJOR: What happens in twelve hours, ma’am?

COX: We’re busting out of here, Major.  We’re going to convince the buggers they’re being attacked, use the cover of the storm to our advantage, and then we’re gonna hitch a ride with the Scions of the Stars while the buggers’ve got their pants down. (pause) You coming?

BRAHMS: Oh, but Simon.  Simon Westlake.  I never met the boy while he was with the Excelsior, but, after everything he’d been through...

LOCATION: GEVINON PRIME – ANCIENT TUNNELS (from 308-05)

NEEVA: When I scanned Simon, it came up blinking a diagnosis in bright red.  But it’s impossible.  He can’t be suffering from Elarin’s Syndrome.

LORHROK: Oh, no.

LOCATION: SICKBAY (FROM 100-13)

WESTLAKE: I’m sick.

SHARP: Once it takes hold, it can cause a breakdown in the chemical chains which store memory. (snip) Sufferers’ (snip) lives were, for all intents and purposes, over.

BRAHMS: Stars!  How I wish he could have shared my fate instead. (pause) But he got that shuttle off the ground, and that has made all the difference in the galaxy. (pause) It was twelve minutes until Zero Hour – oh-three-forty-eight hours.  The date was January the twenty-fifth, Twenty-Three Eighty-Three. (pause; slowly) That was the day I died.

SCENE 309–01

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BATTLE BRIDGE

NARRATOR: Inside the gas cloud, aboard the Starship Excelsior.

(A turbolift door opens. Dovan, Underwood, and Yubari are in it.)

DOVAN: Computer? Activate the battle bridge.

(The computer boops its acknowledgement, and, with a flourish, the battle bridge powers up.)

(Dovan and Underwood head for the captain’s chair.)

YUBARI: Well, the rumors were true.  We actually have one.

DOVAN: Underwood, run a diagnostic.  Make sure it all works.  I’m not sure this room has ever been used.

UNDERWOOD: I’m certain it hasn’t.  The Battle Bridge only has one function, after all.

DOVAN: True enough. Dovan to Adow. (pause) Adow, come in.

SCENE 309–02

LOCATION: TORPEDO CONTROL

DOVAN: Adow? (pause) Adow?

(Adow is with another engineer, trying to lock a hellfire torpedo into a torpedo elevator.)

COMPUTER: Warning: torpedo loading in progress. Exercise extreme caution.

ADOW: Gently... gently... Balance margin?

RANDOM CREWMEMBER #309-1: Plus-three, Chief.  Well within safety.

ADOW: Crewman, we are loading the last legal hellfire torpedo in the galaxy.  These things are so unstable even the Dominion agreed to ban them.  Three have ever been fired, and nearly half a billion people died.  I want balance minus-one or better.

DOVAN: Adow, where are you?

ADOW: Son of a Borg!  Harkless: take over!

(She steps away from the antigrav, her feet stomping over metal grating until she’s a little way away.)

HARKLESS: (at some distance) Right away, chief!

(Harkless drops whatever he’s doing and runs over to resume the anti-graving.)

(Adow has hit her combadge)

ADOW: Look, Bridge, we’re on target.  Now, I’m a little busy down here with the weapons of mass destruction.  And I still have to fix the resolution on your holo-projectors.  They were never meant to be mounted on the external hull, and the power requirements for the image you want me to project are off the scale.

DOVAN: That holographic projection up is your top priority, Chief.  You’re authorized to take power from any system to maintain it.  If it goes down, our ploy fails and the Federation is toast.  What about the metreon torpedo?

ADOW: Shuttlecraft Mackenzie just got back.  Your torpedo’s deployed and ready to blow.  Look, I know the bluegills want to kill us n’all, but don’t you think exploding an explosive gas in the middle of an explosive gas cloud is making their job just a little too easy for ‘em?

DOVAN: Tell you what, Adow: if you keep my ship in one piece today, I’ll get you an officer’s commission.

ADOW: Aw, hell.

DOVAN: What?  You like promotions.

ADOW: Yeah, exactly. You wouldn’t have offered me one if you thought there was a shadow of a chance you’d have to pay up.

DOVAN: Prove me wrong.  Dovan out.

SCENE 309–03

LOCATION: BATTLE BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: You know, Dovan, if there’s one person who’d survive this battle out of spite...

DOVAN: It’s Adow.  I know: I’m counting on it. (pause) You’d better get to your station.  Did Yubari go?

UNDERWOOD: As soon as she’d loaded the firing solutions at tactical.  You’re certain their sensors won’t see through the metreon explosion?

DOVAN: Are you sure you have the right coordinates to rendezvous with the Scions of the Stars? (pause) Thought so.  Send in the relief crew on your way out.

(Underwood begins to walk toward the door.)

DOVAN: And, Underwood – remember.  Wherever you go...

UNDERWOOD: There you are. (pause) Godspeed, Dovan.

DOVAN: You too, Underwood.

SCENE 309-04

LOCATION: MARINE COUNTRY – FORMATION AREA

NARRATOR: Marine Country, Deck Twenty-Five.

(Yubari is pacing back and forth, the marines silent in formation on either side of her.)

YUBARI: The Excelsior’s marines have been hurt more, and in more ways, than any unit I’ve served with since the War.  Valandria.  The Wasting.  The Battle of the Brig.  You’ve lost two commanders and too many brothers-in-arms. (pause) Now you’re being sent into a major bluegill fortress on Gevinon Prime.  According to our telemetry, this is their central communications hub.  The captain won’t admit it, but we all know what this is.  Mister Novacek: what is this?

ZELENEY NOVACEK: Ma’am, this a suicide mission, ma’am!

YUBARI: Correct, soldier.  Leading you into your last battle is Asuka Yubari, a woman expelled from the Corps years ago for misconduct under fire.  And your final assignment is to protect Isaac Brahms – the very man who was thrown out of the Corps for the crimes he committed against you and your brothers. (pause) This isn’t a mission.  This is an insult – an insult to this unit, an insult to your comrades, and an insult to the marine corps.  This is one suicide mission none of you should have to volunteer for. Am I right? (silence) Except for one thing: you’re marines.  The thin green line between the United Federation of Planets and the hordes of Borg and bluegills ready to consume it.  Your C.O. is not asking for volunteers, because you are marines! You will go where you are ordered, you will fight where you are ordered... and, today, you will die where you are ordered! (pause, quietly) And I’ve never been so proud to fight alongside any men as I am to fight with you today. (pause, loud again) Marines! Do you accept this mission?

MARINES: OOrah!

SCENE 309-05

LOCATION: MARINE COUNTRY - SECONDARY ARMORY

NARRATOR: Secondary marine armory, Deck Twenty-Five.

(General Brahms taps the control pad on a secured weapons drawer.  After a few commands, the computer sends a lockout / access denied noise.)

COMPUTER: Warning: biocontaminant detected.  Exercise extreme caution when opening this storage unit.

BRAHMS: Acknowledged, computer.  Open locker.

(The computer boops affirmatively and a Starfleet drawer presents itself.)

BRAHMS: Now, where did I put that hypospray?

(The armory door opens.)

ROL: Isaac?

(Rol immediately starts walking toward Brahms.)

BRAHMS: Alex.  I’ll meet you in Transporter Room One with the rest of the assault team.

ROL: What are you doing?

BRAHMS: We’ll talk in the Transporter Room.

ROL: We’ll talk here. (pause) What’s that hypospray you’re holding?

BRAHMS: Empty.

(Brahms attaches the base of the hypospray to an electronic port on the petri dish.)

BRAHMS: Computer, load one milligram of the sample into the hypospray I have just attached.

(The computer beeps.  The hypospray whirs.)

COMPUTER: Hypospray loaded.

BRAHMS: Now sterilize the rest of the sample.

ROL: What are you doing, Isaac?

BRAHMS: In a minute.

COMPUTER: Place sample in the biohazard chute to the left.

(Brahms steps over, opens the chute – it’s like a mail slot – and sets the petri dish down inside.  He presses a keypad.  The slot closes, the computer boops, a latch is heard sliding into place and we hear a very quick disintegration take place.  The latch unlatches, the computer boops.)

COMPUTER: Sterilization complete.

BRAHMS: We’re ready.  Let’s go.

ROL: Let’s not. What is that?

BRAHMS: Our mission.

ROL: I’ve never liked missions that rely on petri dishes.

BRAHMS: What about the mass vaccination on Utoff Six?

ROL: Is that a vaccine you’re holding?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: No.  It’s a single dose of the virus your shipmates discovered on Valandria.

ROL: We didn’t “discover” the Wasting; it killed ten percent of the crew in less than two days. (pause) I hear you’ve also been surgically implanted with the parasite who murdered and took over Ensign Ermez.  Anything you want to tell me, Isaac?

BRAHMS: The only way we can save the Federation from the Sword of Damocles is to kill every bluegill in this star system and make it look like somebody else did it.

ROL: Yes.  We have a plan for that.  It doesn’t involve a telepathic virus.

BRAHMS: The plan we’ve presented to the crew is an elaborate fusion of cunning misdirection and brazen attack – but it can’t hope to kill all of them! That’s my job – I deliver this “Wasting” virus into the bluegill telepathic network.  With the parasite in my body forming a psychic link, I infect their kings and queens.  Every bluegill in this star system is linked to them, so every bluegill in this star system catches the virus, and every bluegill in this star system dies.  Quickly. (pause) Everything else – all Dovan’s bombast and spectacle – is window-dressing.  A distraction.  A way to make them think that somebody else did it.

ROL: Biological warfare is against the law.

BRAHMS: So are hellfire torpedoes, but you just spent ten hours configuring them for delivery. You need to remind yourself why they’re illegal: because of collateral damage.  But Gevinon is a garrison world; there are no civilians.

ROL: You hope!

BRAHMS: I know!

ROL: I’m sure.  Another completely ethical plan from the man who killed everyone on New Victoria!

BRAHMS: (shouting) This was Dovan’s idea, Alex!  Not mine!

(pause)

BRAHMS: Yes, I did the surgery; I’m the one with the telepathic queen parasite inside me now; and, soon, I’m going to carry this disease, through her, to every parasite in half a dozen light-years.  But if you have a problem with that, then take it to your captain. (pause) When it came down to it, Alex, he knew what had to be done.

(Pause.)

ROL: Everything you touch!  Everything you touch, Isaac! It all goes rotten.

BRAHMS: I’m sorry it’s come to this, Alex.  If it helps –

ROL: Shut up, Isaac. It “came to this” a month ago – when you tried to murder your best friend on Christmas Day. (pause) Let’s just get this done, Brahms.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: (takes a deep breath) Agreed.

(Brahms pockets the hypospray.  Rol exits.)

SCENE 309-06

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – UPPER CORRIDOR

NARRATOR: Gevinon Prime, the Comm Tower.

(Cox and the Major are walking side-by-side, footwear click-clacking on the lacquer floor.)

THE MAJOR: I’m very impressed with the operation you’re running here, Captain Cox.

COX: Skipper’ll be fine, Major.

THE MAJOR: Sorry, yes.  But you didn’t just infiltrate the blugills, Skipper; you cleared out an entire floor of their planetary communications hub without anyone noticing.

COX: Did I mention we report directly to the most important kings in the system?

THE MAJOR: You did not, Skipper.

COX: They host the three oldest queens on Gevinon, run the three largest families, jointly administer the Gevinon starfleet in King Kuranes’ name... and they’ve been trying to kill each other for as far back as anyone can remember. (pause)  We encourage that.

THE MAJOR: You must maintain almost a marine level of discipline here, ma’am.

COX: Skipper.

THE MAJOR: Yes, sorry.  Skipper.  What’s your secret?

(They reach a door and stop walking.)

COX: Let me show you.  The crew’s assembled in the conference room.  We’re making final preparations before the Scions’ extraction mission.

THE MAJOR: I’d be delighted, Skipper.

COX: This way.

(Cox opens the door)

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – CONFERENCE ROOM

(Everyone is talking, drinking, eating, laughing.)2

SCHMITTY: ...not like that time you fought off those wolverines on Delos.

BRADY WINTERS: Oh, come on, Schmitty. It was just a little legerdemain.

SCHMITTY: Not that big a deal, she says!  Brady, you’re the best doctor in the cluster, but damn if I don’t miss Tom Skolund’s storytelling.

BRADY WINTERS: I’m not a real doctor, Schmitty.

SCHMITTY: Sure, and I’m not a real Teamster.

BRADY WINTERS: Well, you’re not!

(Schmitty and Winters laugh)

THE MAJOR: This is your idea of discipline, Skipper?

COX: Discipline was your word, Major, not mine. (she claps her hands together) People.

(The conversation only quiets a little.)

COX: People! (claps again) I’d like your attention.

(They actually do quiet down this time.)

COX: Don’t worry, I won’t keep you from the party.  I gave my last speech the day we lost the Anbar.  I just wanted an update.  You all doing alright?

ANBAR CREW #1: Ready to get outta here, Skipper!

COX: Right you are, Palliven.  Schmitty, how we doin’?

SCHMITTY: Lemme check.

(He gets up from his table, pushing the chair back across the floor, and pivots to face a computer console in the corner of the room.)

THE MAJOR: You have access to their military network?

COX: Not as much as it looks.  If it swims, crawls, or walks, we know about it.  But if it flies, the only person who can get through fleet security is Schmitty – and even he has limits.

(Something appears on the screen.)

SCHMITTY: Yep, still on schedule, Skipper.  ‘bout five minutes from the Big Go.

COX: And we’re ready with our piece of the action?

(Some background conversation resumes, very quietly, here.)

SCHMITTY: Checked and triple-checked.  Two minutes after the ion storm peaks, with the Scions on their way to rescue us, we’ll spoof the Gevinon global communications grid into thinking the Borg have broken the cease fire in the Calumex system.  But, Skipper, do you really think these buggers’ll send reinforcements?

COX: They’ll have to.

SCHMITTY: They can’t possibly reach Calumex in this ion storm.  Any reinforcements they send would be destroyed within a light-year!

COX: And all three of the kings upstairs would be executed by High Command if they failed to answer a call for help.  You know how the buggers think.  They’ll send those ships, even if it costs them troops and hardware.  With a little luck, that’ll give the Scions enough of an opening to sneak in here and ‘port us all out.

THE MAJOR: Uh, Skipper, what about...?

COX: Brady, what about the Major’s friends?  Lorhrok, Simon, and... the green one? Any sign?

BRADY WINTER: Sorry, Skip. Security doesn’t have a clue where they are, so we don’t either. You’ll both be the first to know if they turn up.

THE MAJOR: Skipper, we can’t leave without them.

COX: In a few minutes, Major, I’m not going to have a choice.  (pause) And neither will you.

THE MAJOR: Skipper—

COX: This isn’t up for discussion, Major.  Schmitty, what’s the read on their fleet?

SCHMITTY: Still gathered around that gas cloud, Skipper.

COX: Know why yet?

SCHMITTY: Nope.  Whatever the navy’s saying, it’s going straight to the Kings, not coming through us.

COX: Put ‘er up on the big screen.

(Schmitty presses some buttons.)

SCHMITTY: Righ’ch’ya are, Skip.

BRADY WINTERS: They’ve had three hundred ships ready to pounce on that gas cloud since yesterday.  What could possibly deserve that much attention?

SCENE 309-07

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

NARRATOR: U.S.S. Excelsior, main bridge.

(Underwood emerges from the turbolift and proceeds toward his chair.)

WARRICK: Captain on the bridge!

UNDERWOOD: At ease, Mister Warrick.  Your tactical report.

(Underwood takes the center seat.  Warrick taps some buttons.)

WARRICK: Phasers charged, torpedoes loaded.

UNDERWOOD: All quantum torpedoes, correct?  No hellfires.

WARRICK: That’s correct, sir.  Fighter squadron reports ready to launch.

UNDERWOOD: Splendid.  Mister Sylveste, you should be receiving coordinates at your station now.

SYLVESTE: Yes, sir.  May I ask what they are?

UNDERWOOD: They describe a parabolic course through Gevinon Prime’s orbit at full impulse.  That course passes directly over what we believe to be the planet’s central communications hub. We will be within transporter range just long enough to beam down a single marine assault team – and then run away, with God-knows-how-many battleships at our heels.

WARRICK: Hopefully they’ll keep most of them in reserve.  We can handle three or four, but more than that...

UNDERWOOD: Oh, no, Mister Warrick. We want as many of them on our tail as possible.  Mister Sylveste, make it happen.

SYLVESTE: Yes, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Bridge to Dovan.

SCENE 309-08

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BATTLE BRIDGE

DOVAN: I’m here, Underwood.

UNDERWOOD: We’re ready.  I’ll leave the inspiring speech to you.

DOVAN: Good man. Dovan out. Tactical, put hellfires on standby, and double-check their magnetic resonance footprint.

HARKLESS: Yes, sir. (he presses some buttons) They’re configured to your exact specifications, sir.  Ready to fire.

DOVAN: Good.  Thank you. (pause) And, Crewman: is your name Harkless?

HARKLESS: Why, yes, sir.

DOVAN: Any relation to Ensign Timura Harkless?

HARKLESS: My older brother, sir.  Lieutenant now.  Actually, sir, he’s the reason I requested a posting under your command.

DOVAN: The Battle of Betazed.

HARKLESS: You saved his life, sir.

(Doctor Maiek Saline amd Chief Adow enter the battle bridge from the corridor.)

DOVAN: And lost five hundred others.  Timmers was lucky.

HARKLESS: That’s not how my mother saw it, sir.

MAIEK: Excuse me, sir.

DOVAN: Yes?

MAIEK: Doctor Maiek Saline, reporting for duty.  Sickbay wants a skilled medic in every key area of the ship.

DOVAN: Good idea.  You can take a seat over there.  Adow, what are you doing up here?

ADOW: I wanted to look you in the eye, Captain.  I wanted to look you in the eye and make sure you have some idea what you’re dealing with.  You’ve got a metreon warhead sitting eighteen hundred kilometers to stern, surrounded by antimatter pods, in the heart of a gas cloud.  When that thing explodes, you’re going to have a shockwave two hundred kilometers wide in less than five seconds.  It will consume more energy in that time than every atomic weapon ever fired on any planet in known space – and then it will keep growing.

DOVAN: I hope so.  The energy from that shockwave has to white out ever sensor array in the system.

ADOW: And what about the energy it’s going to slam into the aft of our starship?

DOVAN: You met Ensign Valeri?  He’s an excellent helmsman.  He has my full confidence.

ADOW: How inspiring.  Good luck, Dovan.  I’ll do my best down there.

(Adow turns and exits.)

DOVAN: Helm, time to Zero Hour?

VALERI: Ion storm activity will peak in just over one minute, sir.

DOVAN: You have everything you need?

VALERI: Holo-emitters are green.  We’ll be ready to fire up the projection on your order.  As for these warp speed computations, sir – (chuckling) I’ve never seen anything like them.

DOVAN: Can you implement them?  We will be going to warp inside a gravity well – one mistake, and we’re gonna be black hole [food.]

VALERI: Oh, I can do it, sir.  The mathematicians did all the hard work for me.

DOVAN: Okay.  (pause) Okay.  We’re ready.  Time to Zero Hour?

VALERI: Forty seconds.

DOVAN: Activate countdown.

COMPUTER: Thirty-five seconds.

DOVAN: Adow, get ready to detonate the metreon torpedo.

ADOW: Engineering here.  That’s still crazy. (pause) And we’re still ready.

COMPUTER: (in background) Twenty-five seconds

DOVAN: Underwood?

UNDERWOOD: Receiving you loud and clear.

DOVAN: I’m going to wait until the shockwave is right on top of us.  You won’t have much margin for error.

UNDERWOOD: Then we won’t err, Dovan.

DOVAN: Good plan.

UNDERWOOD: Underwood out.

DOVAN: Mister Harkless.  Let’s see if my inspiring speech lives up to Commander Underwood’s standards. Gimme shipwide.

HARKLESS: Aye, sir.

(Harkless presses buttons.  The ship’s intercom wails.)

DOVAN: All hands, this is the captain.

COMPUTER: Two.  One.

DOVAN: Hit it.

LOCATION: SPACE

(A massive, all-encompassing explosion!)

SCENE 309-09

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BATTLE BRIDGE

HARKLESS: Shockwave now approaching at a quarter million kph!

(The shockwave is faintly beginning to roar behind them.)

DOVAN: Time to impact.

HARKLESS: Thirty seconds on my mark.

(That roar gets louder.)

HARKLESS: Mark!

DOVAN: Underwood!  Now!

UNDERWOOD: Yes, sir!

SCENE 309-10

LOCATION: BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Computer, commence autoseparation sequence.  All hands, brace for emergency saucer separation!

(Red alert klaxons sound.)

WARRICK: All turbolift traffic rerouting.

SYLVESTE: Demagnetizing hull interlocks.

WARRICK: Switching the saucer to internal power.

(A shipwide powerup sound as the fusion power system takes over for the warp core.)

SYLVESTE: Decoupling from the stardrive section.  Retracting magnetic latches.

(We hear great big booms and clanks and humming operating deep in the bowels of the ship as the saucer section decouples from the stardrive.)

UNDERWOOD: Velocity to one-half meter per second.

WARRICK: Decks Eleven through Sixteen report successful detachment.

(That roar from the approaching shockwave rises again.)

SYLVESTE: Commander, the saucer section is powered and free for independent navigation.  Separation complete.

UNDERWOOD: One ship against three hundred: advantage, bluegills.  Two ships against three hundred: advantage, Excelsior.

(Warning sirens on Warrick’s console as the roar gets big again.)

WARRICK: Shockwave approaching, sir!

UNDERWOOD: Shields up!  Adjust pitch negative... (he checks his console) six degrees and accelerate to one-quarter impulse.

SYLVESTE: Aye, sir.  Shockwave still gaining!

UNDERWOOD: All part of the plan, Ensign.  Put our backs to that shockwave and ride it straight out of the gas cloud, right past the bluegill dragnet!

SYLVESTE: Yes, sir!

(Warrick's console sounds an alert.)

WARRICK: Impact imminent!

(Underwood whacks a button on his console.  The ship’s intercom wails.)

UNDERWOOD: Now hear this: brace for impact!

(Impact!  The ship is slammed hard from behind and accelerates. Everyone grunts as they fall out of their chairs:)

UNDERWOOD: Report.

SYLVESTE: We’re clear of the gas cloud, sir, and we’re beyond weapons range of the enemy ships.  (coughs)

WARRICK: Minimal damage to the Excelsior, but the interdiction fleet waiting for us wasn’t ready for an explosion of that size.  They took the brunt of it.  At least ten ships destroyed; several dozen adrift.

UNDERWOOD: That still leaves at least two hundred surrounding the gas cloud – and every single one of them will be after us once their sensors are back online.  Time to Gevinon Prime?

SYLVESTE: With our inertia from the shockwave?  Eleven minutes at full impulse.

UNDERWOOD: Very good.  And remember, gentlemen: that was just phase one.  We’ve hardly gotten started.

SCENE 309-99

THEME SONG!

NARRATOR: The Sword of Damocles Part 9: The Graceful End.

SCENE 309-11

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT DOME

NARRATOR: Gevinon Prime, Spaceport Habitat Bubble.

(Lorhrok, Neeva, and Simon are anxiously weaving their way through the crowds in the giant bubble.)

SPACEPORT ANNOUNCER: (in background) Due to ion storm activity, all extrasolar flights are temporarily grounded.  Please see your regimental muster officer for information about rescheduling your flight.

Meanwhile, however, our scene continues with Neeva and Lorhrok and Simon, all of whom are walking along through the center of the crowds.

NEEVA: This is crazy.  We’re too exposed.  If just one guard remembers us...

LORHROK: Just keep quiet and keep walking.  I think I see the airlock we want.  Simon, stop staring at the security people.

WESTLAKE: Sorry, boss.

SPACEPORT ANNOUNCER: (in background) The white zone is for immediate loading and unloading of passengers only. There is no stopping in the red zone.

(They stop walking.)

NEEVA: Here it is.  Can you get it open?

LORHROK: Easy.

(He presses a few keys, and the big alien spacedock door rolls open.)

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – AIRLOCK

LORHROK: Quickly – everybody in.

(They hustle in while the door is still opening, then immediately start to close it.)

WESTLAKE: Did anyone see us?

NEEVA: If they did, they didn’t seem to think anything of us.  I’m a little unnerved by how easy it’s been for three wanted fugitives to sneak right through the middle of central spaceport.  Why weren’t there any guards on this airlock?

LORHROK: Same reason there were guards on all the others, I think: this airlock is shared; all the rest are owned by one of the families.  Bluegill security seems to be a lot more about protecting the families from each other than catching people like us.

NEEVA: So they neglect anything that doesn’t give them an advantage.

(She presses an alien button, causing a door to slide back.)

NEEVA: Sure hope that doesn’t apply to these diving suits.  Get dressed, everybody.

(They begin to do so.)

LORHROK: Good point, Neeva.  Simon, figure out how these things work while I scan for leaks.

WESTLAKE: I... I can’t, boss.  Not anymore.

LORHROK: Oh... right.  I’m sorry.  I forgot your Elarin’s Syndrome for a moment.  I’ll do it.  Are you still feeling okay?

(He pulls out his tricorder and does a quick, fairly quiet scan of the suits.)

WESTLAKE: It’s... fine.  I just, um – Neeva, can you help me put this thing on?

NEEVA: Of course.

(Neeva helps Simon.)

LORHROK: Alright. We’re going to be under six hundred atmospheres of pressure – enough to kill us in about a milisecond – but these suits work just like Starfleet deep-dive suits: the frames are articulated by high-quality flexible ceramics reinforced by forcefields, with propulsion and full freedom-of-movement provided by haptic-based EM fields.

WESTLAKE: What?

NEEVA: It’ll feel like we’re just going for a swim.

LORHROK: Still, I don’t want to linger.  These power cells just look a little old to me.  Even if they don’t fail outright, we could end up with narcosis, decompression sickness... Simon, are you listening?

WESTLAKE: What? (pause) Sorry, sorry.  It’s gettin’ hard to... follow along.  What’s “narcosis”, again?

LORHROK: Are you alright to make this trip, Simon?  I can have Neeva wait with you here.

WESTLAKE: I thought it was safer if we all stayed together.

LORHROK: Only if you... [aren’t going to make any mistakes out there] It’s hard to say, Simon.  But aren’t you scared to go out there?

WESTLAKE: Yeah.  (pause.) Which means I’m ready.

(Pause.)

LORHROK: I never should have taught you that.  Alright, let’s go.  Neeva, you ready?

NEEVA: Aye, sir.

LORHROK: Helmets on.

(They all put on their helmets, starting the air flow.)

LORHROK: Check your indicator lights to verify you’re sealed and pressurized with no leaks.  Like this, Simon.  Now, I want you all to remember: we are going out there in order to find an unsecured computer terminal that can show us a way off this planet.

NEEVA: And some intel to give Starfleet a fighting chance when the war comes.

LORHROK: Yes, absolutely.  But no heroics.  No sabotage.  Our mission is too important.  We swim out there, we swim back, and we run like all the pirate fleets of Ronec Vex are right behind us.  Neeva, will you do the honors?

NEEVA: Let’s go for a swim.

(She taps the exterior door control.  A deep, low warning noise (like a horn or klaxon) sounds within the airlock, and it begins to fill with water.)

(When the pressure is equalized, the exterior door opens.)

LORHROK: Everyone alright?

WESTLAKE: I can’t see anything out there.  Even with the lights on the suit...

NEEVA: We’re so deep underwater it’s just... black.

LOHRORK: The final frontier. (pause) Let’s go.

(He leads off. The others follow.)

SCENE 309-12

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – CONFERENCE ROOM

COX: Where are they?

WINTERS: They’ll be here, Skipper.  Whatever happened out there, the Scions’ll [be here.]

SCHMITTY" Skipper!

COX: Schmitty.  What’ve you got?

(Schmitty is pressing buttons.)

SCHMITTY: I got sensors, Skip.  (pause) Well, I got some sensors.  Whatever happened in that nebula, that metreon burst played merry hell with our eyes in the sky.

COX: Let’s see what we can get. Switch to viewscreen mode.

(Schimitty does so.)

COX: What the blazes happened to the bluegill fleet?

THE MAJOR: Skipper, if they were struck amidships without warning by a full metreon shockwave, they’re lucky it wasn’t worse.

WINTERS: Do we know what caused the shockwave?

SCHMITTY: Hard to tell.

THE MAJOR: Mister Allison, may I?  I have some experience with explosions.

SCHMITTY: Yeah, I’ll bet you do. Go ahead.

(Schmitty steps aside, The Major steps up, and presses some controls.)

THE MAJOR: It looks like there was a matter/antimatter detonation in the heart of the gas cloud.  Almost like...

COX: Almost like what, Major?

THE MAJOR: Exactly like a warp core breach, Skipper.  If I were to guess, I’d say there was a starship in there that was trying to collect some of the gasses.  It struck a pocket of metreons, lost containment, and set off a chain reaction.

WINTERS: So the buggers’ve had their whole fleet lurking outside the gas cloud for days because of one ship hiding inside?  Could it have been the Scions?

COX: Impossible.  The Zeero could never detect them. Besides: the Scions don’t use warp engines.

SCHMITTY: Then who?

THE MAJOR: I’m beginning to get an idea.

(An alarm on the console.)

COX: Proximity alert!  Schmitty!

(Schmitty instantly takes back control.)

SCHMITTY: There’s a large mass on a direct course for this planet.  It’s already practically inside the defense perimeter; we didn’t see it because of the interference.

COX: Scions?

SCHMITTY: Not sure. Switching viewscreen.

(The viewscreen changes views.)

SCHMITTY: Oh, my.

WINTERS: It looks like a frisbee.

SCHMITTY: But what is it?

THE MAJOR: It’s the Excelsior.

COX: How?

THE MAJOR: They separated the saucer section. (pause) Skipper, my crew is still alive.

SCENE 309-13

LOCATION: U.S.S. EXCELSIOR – BRIDGE

UNDERWOOD: Time?

WARRICK: Oh-four-oh-nine, sir.

SYLVESTE: Two minutes to transporter range.

UNDERWOOD: Good.  A little ahead of sched[ule].

(A blast lightly rocks the ship.)

WARRICK: Shields holding!

UNDERWOOD: I take it from our welcome that the fog of war is clearing up?  How many ships?

WARRICK: The entire planetary reserve is on an intercept course.  But none of them are in range yet.

UNDERWOOD: Then what [just hit us?]

(The ship rocks from a light blast impact.)

WARRICK: There are two or three mass-acceleration cannons firing from Gevinon itself.

(Another weapon hits the ship.)

UNDERWOOD: Damn.  Dovan wasn’t counting on that.  (pause and a thoughtful exhale) Well, then we’ll just have to do our bit that much better – buy him some breathing space.  Underwood to Transporter Room One.

LOCATION: TRANSPORTER ROOM

(Yubari taps her commbadge.)

YUBARI: Yubari here!

UNDERWOOD: We are ninety seconds from range.  Prepare to deploy!

YUBARI: Already am, Underwood! Yubari out.

(She taps an intercom panel.)

YUBARI: Yubari to all ground teams: if any of you aren’t on your transporter pads - get there.

(Yubari closes the comm channel and bounds up onto the transporter pad.)

YUBARI: Rol, General – you ready?

(Pause.)

ROL: “General”?

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: (after exhaling) We’ve been ready for nineteen years.

YUBARI: Alright, then. Let’s kill some parasites.  Like you always say, General: we do the good work.

(Pause.)

ROL: What?

BRAHMS: Asuka – no.  I was wrong.  This is the worst work there is.  Remember that.  I want you to be the one thing I didn’t poison.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Aye, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Ground teams, begin transport!

YUBARI: Energize.

(They all dissolve in transporter beams.)

SCENE 309-14

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR BRIDGE

(The ship is still being hit by large fire, but is now being peppered by smaller craft as well.)

WARRICK: Sir, transporter rooms report assault teams deployed to coordinates.  Gevinon planetary fleet is entering weapons range.

SYLVESTE: Recommend we get the hell out of here, sir!

UNDERWOOD: Hang on!

(He hits the comm button on the arm of the captain’s chair.)

UNDERWOOD: Scramble code six.  Fat Man to the Angry Lady, Fat Man to the Angry Lady.  Reply on scrambler frequency.

YUBARI: (through static) Reading you.  Deployment successful; your intel was good.

UNDERWOOD: Superb.  Mr. Sylveste, resume course, all ahead.

YUBARI: (through static) Fat Man -- when this is over, you need to have a word with the captain about picking better code names.

UNDERWOOD: Agreed.  But we’ll do it together, Leftenant.  Good luck.

YUBARI: (MORE static) We’ll give [‘em hell.  Out.]

(The channel closes with a computer boop.)

WARRICK: We’re leaving the defense perimeter.  Contact lost.

UNDERWOOD: Set course for the rendezvous point.  How many vessels in pursuit?

SYLVESTE: All of them, sir.

UNDERWOOD: The entire planetary flotilla?

SYLVESTE: No, sir.  All of them.  Every spaceworthy ship from the gas cloud is now on intercept course as well.  Total bandit count now is two hundred forty-four -- and they are closing.

UNDERWOOD: Perfect.

SCENE 309-15

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – CONFERENCE ROOM

COX: Where the hell are the Scions?

BRADY WINTERS: At a guess, Skip, I’d say they don’t wanna come roaring into the middle of a space battle.

SCHMITTY: Skipper!  They’re going after the Excelsior.

THE MAJOR: What?

COX: How many?

SCHMITTY: All of them.  The interdiction fleet, the central defense command.

THE MAJOR: How many?

SCHMITTY: Two hundred forty-four.  Some of ‘em are twice the size of your ship, Major.

THE MAJOR: Skipper, you have to help them.

SCHMITTY: What do you expect her to do?  We run a communications array, not a weapons platform.

THE MAJOR: Skipper.

(Pause.)

COX: Send the signal.

SCHMITTY: What? You know we can’t do that, and you know why we can’t.  The Borg diversion is our ace-in-the-hole.  It’s how the Scions get in close enough to rescue us!

COX: Scions are late, Schmitty, and we owe that ship.  Get it going.

SCHMITTY: We owe them?  They owe us!

COX: Schmitty...

(Pause.)

SCHMITTY: Right away, ma’am.

(He starts doing some technical wizardry.)

BRADY WINTERS: Well, this makes three times I’ve sacrificed my life since we left Paradise.  Startin’ to wish God would stop toying with us and get it finished.

COX: Don’t say that, Brady.  Don’t ever say that.  And Major – now you owe me.

THE MAJOR: Yes, Skipper, I do.

SCHMITTY: It’s done.  I’ve sent our fake message to the kings – “the Borg have struck Calumex.  Send reinforcements.  Top priority.”  Even added distortions to make it look like it came through the ion storm.  It’s up to the kings now.

COX: They’ll respond.  I just hope they send away enough ships to give the Excelsior a fighting chance.

(The air is split by an alarm.)

GEVINON COMPUTER: Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!

SCHMITTY: Somebody’s downstairs. They’re trying to take control of the comm array!  Security responding!

COX: Where’d they come from?

SCHMITTY: Transporter from orbit.

THE MAJOR: A landing party. (pause) Skipper, I don’t know where the Scions are, but I’ll bet I can get you a ride out of here.

COX: You think? (pause) Brady, grab the Anbar dedication plaque.  Schmitty, take every logic bomb we’ve put in the bugger security systems and blow ‘em up.  And Major? Lead the way.

SCENE 309-16

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

(Brahms is working at a circuit bypass junction, switching between tools to rewire the circuitry and an LCARS-style alien control panel.)

ROL: Phew!  Anybody bring a water bottle?

BRAHMS: I can try to increase the fan speed from this circuit junction, but it would be too noisy for anyone to hear Lieutenant Yubari’s orders.

YUBARI: Then forget it.  We have more important things to worry about than the heat.  General, keep trying to get that comm array working for us.  Clark, Baxter, Meyers – those condenser units look a lot less explosive than the servers Novacek’s squad is using for cover.  Get them moved.

(The three marines hop to it.)

ROL: What about me?

YUBARI: See that door? Find out if the room behind it holds three people.

ROL: What?

YUBARI: Just do it.

(Rol walks away.)

BRAHMS: Damn it!

(Yubari steps closer to Brahms.)

YUBARI: General?

BRAHMS: Our hosts know we’re here.

YUBARI: Then I’ll get our housewarming present ready.

(She taps her combadge.)

YUBARI: Ground teams, prepare to open fire.

(She taps her combadge again.)

YUBARI: General, I’ll keep you covered.  Get me that comm system.

(Some distance away, an elevator door opens and building security forces leap out of it and scatter.)

MARINE SMAGATA: (some distance away) Contact!

(The two sides open fire almost simultaneously. Somebody in the battle screams in pain and dies.)

SCENE 309-17

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER

(Our three heroes, Lorhrok, Neeva, and Simon, are swimming through the black.)

LORHROK: This is incredible.  Look at these drydocks.  Look at these starships!

WESTLAKE: I guess, when you’re as big as somebody from Gevinon, you have to build big, too.

LORHROK: But it’s incredible.  The scale of that dreadnought!  We’re lucky we didn’t see one of them in orbit!

NEEVA: You have no idea, sir.  The pressure at this depth would – should – crumple a whale like an aluminum can.  It should be physically impossible for anything that big to live down here, much less build starships!  And what I can’t understand is why the bluegills would want to.  It has to be easier to build in space!

WESTLAKE: Do you think the, uh, the whales helped build the underwater cities, too?

LORHROK: Natives, Simon, not “whales.”  We have to remember that every one of these leviathans was once a sapient member of an entire Gevinon civilization – before the bluegills came and enslaved them.

WESTLAKE: I know, boss, I just... I couldn’t remember the word “native.”  I’m losing a lot of words now.

LORHROK: Oh.  Oh, Maker.  I’m sorry, Simon.

WESTLAKE: It’s fine. Can we just go find whatever we’re looking for?

NEEVA: My suit’s picking up an energy matrix at one o’clock.  Looks like a computer core.

LORHROK: Let’s hope the natives keep on paying no attention to three little tiny people like us.  Lead the way, Neeva.

SCENE 309-18

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

NOVACEK: (somewhat distant) Cobbum!  Cobbum!  On your flank!  On your -- !

(A somewhat distant series of bluegill shots ring out.)

(Cobbum dies loudly and painfully.)

NOVACEK:  (somewhat distant) No!

(Brahms puts in one or two more commands on the alien control pad and it boops out a very happy computer success sound to him.)

BRAHMS: Done.  We have control of their communications array.  There should be just enough power to punch through the gas cloud and contact Dovan.

YUBARI: I’ll make sure we wipe the log after.  No loose ends.

BRAHMS: I see I trained you well.

(Yubari squeezes the trigger of her phaser rifle.  A male yelps and disintegrates.)

YUBARI: Very well.

BRAHMS: Shall I proceed to Phase Two?

YUBARI: Are you sure you want to go through with it?

BRAHMS: A bit late for me to have second thoughts, Asuka.  Would you please do the injection?  I can’t reach the back of my neck very well.

YUBARI: You should work out more.

BRAHMS: I’ll be sure to do that right after the suicide mission.

(He unclips something from his belt and hands it to Yubari.)

BRAHMS: Here’s the hypospray.  Captain Dovan wants you to inject the virus as close to my parasite’s gill as possible.  He says it will make it easier for the doctor to cure me when this is over.

YUBARI: When this is over.

BRAHMS: I know.  Do it anyway.

YUBARI: Yes, sir.  (pause) And, General – thank you.  For everything.

BRAHMS: You deserved better than me, Yubari Asuka. (pronouncing her name correctly - “YOO-bar-ee AH-skuh”)

YUBARI: You overestimate me.  Sir.

(She depresses the trigger on the hypospray.  It hisses.)

YUBARI: It’s done.  You’re now infected with The Wasting.  Are you feeling alright?

(Brahms falls forward into the big metal box he’s been working at, but catches himself with his arms.)

BRAHMS: (strained) Oh, my. (pause) Yes, I’m all right.

(Rol is just coming back from his search.)

ROL: Brahms?  Brahms?  (pause) So it’s begun.  The genocide.

BRAHMS: I’m not sure genocide is a big enough word, Alex.  We’re exterminating an entire infested planet, with its native species.  How about “xenocide”?

ROL: I checked out the door, ma’am.  It’s a broom closet.

YUBARI: Would it fit three people?

ROL: Not comfortably. (pause) Yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Good.  Then take the General and get in there. We’re committing xenocide from a broom closet.

ROL: What?

YUBARI: Sorry, Brahms is committing xenocide from the broom closet, and you’re going to make sure he doesn’t get killed.  General!

BRAHMS: I’m alright.  I’m al... uhhhhnnnn...

(Brahms topples to the ground with a heavy thud.)

YUBARI: General!  General, what’s the word?

BRAHMS: Con... tact.

(He loses consciousness.)

YUBARI: It’s working.  He’s made telepathic contact with the local kings.  Now it’s war.  Rol, drag him to the closet. Rubio!  Protect Rol; Double time! Good luck, Lieutenant.

ROL: No.

YUBARI: What are you still doing here, Rol?

ROL: I object!  I didn’t come down here to help Isaac Brahms commit his last atrocity!

YUBARI: Yes you did, Rol.  If you had any real objection, your conscience never would have let you beam down with us.  You’re not mad about our mission; you’re mad at General Brahms.

ROL: That’s not [remotely true, Lieutenant.]

YUBARI: If you value your life, Rol, get out of my sight before I tell you what I really think. (pause) GO!

(Rol complies.)

SCENE 309-19

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SAUCER - MAIN BRIDGE

(The Excelsior is under heavy fire.)

WARRICK: Captain! Aft shields buckling!

UNDERWOOD: Give them more power!

WARRICK: There isn’t any more power, sir!

(An alert at his console.)

WARRICK: Torpedo deck reports they’ve reloaded!

UNDERWOOD: Aft launchers: fire at will!

(Another heavy volley in response.)

UNDERWOOD: I’m open to suggestions, gentlemen!

(Pause.)

SYLVESTE: Mitch!  I’m not seeing a lot of point-defense on those carriers.  What’d’you think?

(Warrick checks his instruments.)

WARRICK: I think you’ve got a point.  Go!

SYLVESTE: Captain, we sortie the fighters.  They can keep the worst firepower off our backs for a couple of minutes.

UNDERWOOD: A few fighters against a fleet of that size?

WARRICK: (pressing some buttons) I estimate only fifteen percent casualties.

UNDERWOOD: Acceptable.  Bridge to fighter squadron.

VESANT: Vesant here, sir.

UNDERWOOD: Prepare to launch.  Same as the last one; coordinate with Mister Warrick on the bridge.

VESANT: Aye, sir.  Vesant out.

(The battle subsequently gets less noisy as the fighters launch and get to work.)

UNDERWOOD: How close are we to the rendezvous coordinates?

SYLVESTE: Sir, there’s nothing at the rendezvous coordinates! Just empty space! We’re still going to have a fleet on top of us when we get there!

UNDERWOOD: Let me worry about that, Mister.  How far?

SYLVESTE: A few more minutes.  I can’t do better than that and still get us there in one piece.  But I’ll get there.

(Sensor alert.)

WARRICK: Sir, fifty-six ships are breaking off pursuit.

UNDERWOOD: What?  Are they headed for the planet?

WARRICK: No, sir.  Edge of the system. Course suggests they’re en route to... the Calumex system.

SYLVESTE: Through that ion storm?  They’ll never make it.

UNDERWOOD: Which leaves just one hundred eighty-nine ships on our tail.  Steady on course, gentlemen.  We may yet prevail.

SCENE 309-20

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STARDRIVE - BATTLE BRIDGE

(The crew are working quietly on the silent Battle Bridge.)

DOVAN: Can’t see a thing through this gas cloud.  People are dying out there. Come on. (pause) Time, Mister Valeri.

VALERI: Approximately, sir, it is [oh-four-twenty-one hours.]

DOVAN: “Approximately”, Ensign?

VALERI: Yes, sir.  Chronometers lost synchronization when the shockwave hit.  We could verify current time against pulsar emissions, but tracking signals outside the gas cloud would require active scans.

DOVAN: Active scans, eh? Forget I mentioned it.  Keep us hidden, for now.  They think the stardrive section has been destroyed, and they need to keep thinking that. (a long pause.) Harkless.  Something I meant to ask you earlier.

HARKLESS: Sir?

DOVAN: When we fire the hellfire torpedoes, what color are they going to be?

HARKLESS: Green, sir.  As ordered.

DOVAN: Okay.  Good work.

Dovan starts to turn away, but Harkless, after a moment’s hesitation, asks:

HARKLESS

Sir, if I may?

DOVAN: Speak freely, Crewman.  It’ll pass the time.

HARKLESS: Yes, sir.  We spent nearly a day reconfiguring the hellfires to meet your specifications.  The color was easy, but the magnetic resonance signature you asked for – that took time.  Time we could have spent increasing the yield, or improving their countermeasures.

DOVAN: You think it was time wasted.

HARKLESS: I just don’t understand, sir.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Valeri, run a quick internal scan of the torpedo elevator. Maintain silent running: no emissions, no alerts.

(Valeri runs the scan.)

VALERI: No emissions, no alerts.  Aye, sir.

(Suddenly, a quiet – but scary – siren at Harkless’s console.)

HARKLESS: Sir!  Computer is ordering me to engage emergency protocols pursuant to... to a Borg incursion on the torpedo deck?

DOVAN: Ignore it.

HARKLESS: But -- the Borg?!

DOVAN: Crewman, you know Captain Elizabeth Shelby of the, um... Ah, I can never remember the name of her ship, but she’s out at D.S.-Twelve.

HARKLESS: Well, yeah.  In the Briar Patch.  Aboard the --

DOVAN: Right.  About fifteen years ago, right before the Battle of Wolf Three Fifty-Nine, Shelby discovered a sort of “Borg footprint” – a magnetic resonance signature their weapons always leave behind.  That resonance frequency has been programmed into all Starfleet computers ever since, so we can always identify a site after the Borg destroy it.

HARKLESS: Makes sense.

DOVAN: Brahms and I are assuming that the bluegills discovered the same footprint, decades ago. So I had that frequency programmed into our hellfire torpedoes.

HARKLESS: So, when the Bluegill High Command comes to investigate why this planet has gone silent...

DOVAN: All they’ll find is a pile of rubble covered in Borg footprints.

(Pause.)

HARKLESS: But, sir – surely at least fragments of their visual logs will survive.  If they see the Excelsior firing those torpedoes, it won’t matter how many Borg fingerprints we’ve left behind.

DOVAN: (punching the palm of his hand) Aw, shoot!  That’s a great point, Harkless.  I knew we’d forgot something.  I guess we’re really in trouble.

(Alert at Valeri’s station.)

VALERI: Sir!  Receiving a coded message on scrambler frequency.

DOVAN: They’ve taken the comm relay.  Good for them.  On screen!

VALERI: Interference from the gas cloud, sir – we didn’t get that much.

DOVAN: On speakers!

VALERI: Just text, sir.

DOVAN: On... Well, just read it, Ensign.

VALERI: Two words: “Manufactured... Triumph.” (pause) Does that mean anything to you, sir?

DOVAN: Oh, so many things, Ensign.  A subtle taunt at my least favorite captain.3A succinct summary of our situation.  But, mostly... Dovan to Engineering.  Adow, ready for Phase Two?

ADOW: I’m not dignifying that with a response.

DOVAN: Engineering reports ready.

(He hits his intercom and continues.)

DOVAN: All hands, this is the captain.  Terminate silent running mode.  Power the holo-emitters. Run program Futility-One. (Pause.) And lords help us all.

HARKLESS: Sir!  Perimeter alert!  Sensors detecting a Borg Cube inside the gas cloud!

DOVAN: Yes.  Position?

HARKLESS: Uh... right on top of us, sir.

DOVAN: Good.

HARKLESS: Good?

DOVAN: While you were on torpedo duty, Crewman Harkless, Chief Adow was installing hologram projectors on our hull.  That Borg Cube is us.  All ahead full, Mister Valeri!  Get us out of the gas cloud before they figure out what’s happening.

VALERI: All ahead full, sir.

HARKLESS: But it’s just a hologram.  It won’t take them long to figure it out!

DOVAN: I am well aware of that, Crewman, and Mister Brahms is executing a plan to reduce their cognitive powers.  Besides, it’s like you said – we only need to be good enough to fool their visual sensors.

VALERI: Clear of the gas cloud, sir.  Still a lot of interference from the explosion, but I’m getting a little on scans.

DOVAN: Report.

VALERI: The saucer section is under heavy fire.  Now being pursued by... hundreds of ships.  Sir, they’re venting atmosphere in three places.

DOVAN: Then let’s give the parasites a bigger target.  Helm, are your computations prepared?

VALERI: Yes, sir.

DOVAN: Verify them one more time.  I don’t want a microsingularity opening up the moment we hit the planet’s gravity field.

(The computer boops success.)

VALERI: Verified.  Course to Gevinon Prime laid in.

DOVAN: Set warp factor seven. Engage.

LOCATION: SPACE

(The Excelsior leaps to warp.)SCENE 309-21

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SAUCER SECTION – BRIDGE

(Under very heavy attack now, the bridge is on fire.)

SYLVESTE: Inertial dampers are fluctuating!  Captain Underwood! I can’t maintain maneuvering speed!

UNDERWOOD: Time to the rendezvous!

WARRICK: Sixty seconds!

VESANT: Summit base, we’ve dropped the corvette’s shields! They’re all yours!

UNDERWOOD: Vesant, get your fighters out of there!  Helm, give us a shot!

(The ship veers sickeningly to one side. The entire saucer groans with the stress.)

UNDERWOOD: Tactical!  (pause) Tactical!

WARRICK: Target locked!

UNDERWOOD: FIRE!

(Two torpedoes blast out the aft tubes and strike home A Corvette is destroyed.)

WARRICK: Target destroyed!

UNDERWOOD: Resume course!  Damage control, is artificial gravity broken, or is my stomach getting weaker?

BERTRAND: Gravity plates are at – at (moan) (groan) (she retches.)

UNDERWOOD: Ensign, are you alright?  You may be relieved.

BERTRAND: No – I’m... I’m fine, sir.

WARRICK: Sir, destroyer on our port elevation! (pause) Torpedo inbound!

UNDERWOOD: Reinforce port shields!

WARRICK: We have no port shields, sir!

UNDERWOOD: All hands, BRACE FOR IMPACT!

(The torpedo hits the ship HARD, resulting in a huge explosion, blowing out most of the bridge stations and throwing everyone out of their seats.)

(Bertrand and Sylveste scream.)

(Power fails; even the main red alert klaxons die, and are replaced only by feeble alert computer buzzes at a couple of consoles around the bridge.  A separate faint sensor alert beeps insistently at Warrick’s tactical console.)

UNDERWOOD: (deep breath) All stations, report.

(SYLVESTE and WARRICK are taking some deep breaths, too, plus moaning and groaning at various aches and pains, as they, too, lurch to their feet.  Warrick fails, and sits heavily back down with a groan.)

SYLVESTE: Lieutenant Sylveste, sir.  All limbs present and accounted for. (he checks his console) Helm not responsive, sir.  We’re adrift.

UNDERWOOD: Distance from the rendezvous?

SYLVESTE: Unknown.  But it can’t be more than a few thousand kilometers.

UNDERWOOD: Mister Warrick.  (pause) Mister Warrick!

WARRICK: Here, sir.  Aohhh...  Both my legs are broken.  And, sir, Ensign Bertrand is right next to me.

UNDERWOOD: Bertrand, report.

WARRICK: She’s dead, captain.

Underwood rises out of his chair, his boots crunching on broken glass.

UNDERWOOD: What? Revive her.

Underwood starts walking toward that spot on the bridge, so he can see.

WARRICK: Sir, that’s... not going to happen.

UNDERWOOD: Why n – Oh... God. (pause) All my years in Starfleet, I never lost someone under my command.  I knew today would be different, but... I’m sorry, Ensign Marion Bertrand.

(Pause.)

WARRICK: Sir.

UNDERWOOD: Right.  Yes. Okay. The first question, obviously, is why they haven’t finished us off yet.

SYLVESTE: Maybe they retreated?  Maybe the stardrive launched its part of the plan, and they had to break off?

UNDERWOOD: Perhaps.  Perhaps. (pause) On the other hand, we’re receiving a tactical alert. (He presses a button.) Gentlemen, I’m afraid the news is bad.  That torpedo was no torpedo. (pause) It was a bugbomb. (pause) Prepare to repel boarders.

SCENE 309-22

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

(The shooting is at a pretty even tempo now.)

YUBARI: They’re trying to turn our flank.  Novacek, get down the line and hold them off at the generator.

NOVACEK: Ma’am, there are five of them, ma’am.

YUBARI: One Starfleet marine is worth a dozen of those goons.  And you’ll be in cover.

NOVACEK: Can [I take Carter with me?]

YUBARI: No.  Go.

NOVACEK: Ma’am.

(He goes and then gets cut down by a single, distinctive-sounding, shot – from above! He groans and keels over.)

YUBARI: Novacek!  (pause) They’re turning us.  We don’t have enough [people to stop them.]

(A barrage of Original Series-style type-II phasers breaks out across the line!)

YUBARI: What the hell?

THE MAJOR: This is Major Ryan Willis of the Starship Excelsior to whoever’s in charge here.  I have reinforcements.

YUBARI: What? (She hits her combadge.) Major?!  (pause) You had better have a damn good explanation for this.

THE MAJOR: Lieutenant Yubari, it’s good to hear your voice.  I’m coming to your location.

(Yubari jogs back toward the ragged front line, scanning for The Major.)

YUBARI: Keep your eyes on the battlefield, Earnest!

EARNEST: Ma’am, those are old-style phasers.  A century out of date.

YUBARI: Your ears, too, Earnest!

THE MAJOR: Ma’am!

EARNEST: It’s him!  It’s our Major!

YUBARI: Major!  On your right!

(The Major sees the threat and fires his sidearm.).

THE MAJOR: Got him, ma’am.

(Yubari trains her weapon on the Major and his companion.)

YUBARI: Hold it right there, Major.  You mentioned reinforcements.  Who’s – Oh my God.

COX: Hi. I’m Skipper Sam Cox, widow of the S.S. Anbar, and I would love it if you’d lower that weapon, Miss.

YUBARI: Samantha Cox?  But you’re... [ “...somebody who looks exactly like Captain Cortez”]

But you’re dead.  You’re both supposed to be dead.  So I’m not lowering this phaser until I’m satisfied that you are who you say you are.  Turn around.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, I’m not sure that’s a good idea!  We both –

YUBARI: Turn around!

COX: If you’re looking for buggers, Miss, you’re going to be disappointed.  We both have one.

YUBARI: What are you saying?

THE MAJOR: Beetlejuice, ma’am!  We were both infested, but we were both immunized!  Our bodies are our own!

YUBARI: I’m sure they are.  Major, where did we go for dinner on our first date?

THE MAJOR: Nowhere.  We’ve never been on a date, and we’ve never eaten dinner together.

YUBARI: Not yet, Major.  You – Cox: what makes your face look exactly like Captain Cortez’s?

COX: The eyes.  She tried to be a Vulcan, but her eyes gave away the game.

(Yubari lowers and decharges her rifle.)

YUBARI: Good enough.  Welcome back to the land of the living, comrades.

COX: That’s it?

YUBARI: I might be more skeptical if I didn’t have General Brahms in the closet back there with a parasite in his head and a vial of Beetlejuice keeping him sane.

THE MAJOR: General Brahms?  Here?

YUBARI: Our mission is to defend him to the last man.

THE MAJOR: Sir, yes, sir!

SCENE 309-23

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – CLOSET

BRAHMS: Alex... Uhnnn! (pause)  Rol!

RUBIO: Sir, Mister Brahms is asking for you.

ROL: I know that, Lieutenant.  Are his vital signs stable?

RUBIO: Uh, yes sir.  Yes they are.

ROL: Is he in pain?

RUBIO: Looks like it, sir.  Shall I administer a painkiller?

ROL: No!  By no means!

RUBIO: Sir?

ROL: He needs his mind completely clear for this. We have no idea what he’s up against.

BRAHMS: Rol!  Help... me!

(Rol steps closer.)

ROL: I don’t believe I can do that, Isaac.

BRAHMS: (mumbling) they’re winning

(Rol steps even closer.)

ROL: Pardon?  I didn’t hear you.

BRAHMS: They’re winning.

ROL: You are trying to murder them.

BRAHMS: My queen’s telepathic field... not strong enough.  Not on my own.  (whispered) Not on my own.

ROL: You’ll land on your feet.  You always do.  Now is there something I can do for you?

BRAHMS: Yes. I wanted you to get close enough for me to grab you.

(He grabs Rol.)

(The moment Brahms grabs Alex, a roaring in the background begins to warm up.)

ROL: Isaac!

BRAHMS: You never see it coming, Alex.  Never really grew up, did you?

ROL: Isaac, what are you --?

(The roaring climaxes, and the environment we were just in is gone.)SCENE 309-24

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – CASTLE

(Cold wind blows through these drafty old halls.)

ROL: What the...? (Pause.) Where am I?

(Silence, except for the wind.)

ROL: It’s like some kind of a... castle.  Except – so many passageways from here.  No signs, no decoration...

(Someone steps up behind Rol.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: More like a labyrinth, really.

ROL: Ermez.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: The parasite who killed Ermez, actually.  Call me Pseudo.

ROL: You’re the parasite.  The one in Isaac’s head.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: At last report, yes.  I’ve been trapped in these corridors since the transplant.  I am not a big fan of the décor.  And it’s freezing in here.

ROL: Sparse, cold, and utterly without introspection.  Sounds like Isaac Brahms’s brain, all right.  How did I get here?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: He must have pulled you in.  Maybe your family has a little telepathic blood.  Or maybe that genetic control goes deeper than you thought.  What are you going to do now that you are here?

ROL: Hm. (pause) I suppose we’d better start walking.

(And so he starts walking.  Pseudo hastens to keep up.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Won’t you just get lost?

ROL: No.  Whatever we do, we’re going to end up right where Isaac wants us to go.  It’s one of his talents: his mind always twists to reach the conclusion he wants.

(They walk on.)

SCENE 309-25

LOCATION: SPACE

(A Borg Cube drops out of warp just over the Gevinon homeworld.)

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STARDRIVE – BATTLE BRIDGE

VALERI: Warp burst complete.

HARKLESS: Borg Cube projection stable.

DOVAN: Well done.  Ensign, target all inhabited surfaces.  Compute for total extermination with minimum time interval and ammunition expenditure.  I believe you’ll find Lieutenant Yubari left you some very well-made firing solutions to that end.

VALERI: Yes, sir.  Firing sequence ready.  Estimated time to planetary sterilization: twenty-five minutes. (pause) Should... should I open fire, sir?

(Pause.  Dovan rises and steps forward.)

DOVAN: No.  No, I guess you shouldn’t.  Stand aside, Ensign.

(Valeri gets out of the way. Dovan does not waste any time on ceremony.  He presses a single red button, and a hellfire torpedo launches.)

DOVAN: Torpedo away.  Resume your station, Ensign.

(Dovan walks back toward his chair.)

MAIEK: Captain.  Are you alright?

DOVAN: Doctor Saline.  I almost forgot you were there. (pause) Strangely enough, I’m fine, Doctor.  Killing a planet isn’t the soul-destroying horror it’s cracked up to be.

(As an alert goes off on his console.)

VALERI: Impact.

DOVAN: I... I can’t see that area of the planet anymore.  Is that steam?  (pause) Full report, Valeri.

VALERI: Hellfire torpedo attained terminal velocity of seven thousand meters per second.  Detonation depth was five hundred meters.  Eight quintillion cubic meters of water were vaporized.  Sixty-seven habitat bubbles destroyed instantly; one hundred and seven now experiencing terminal flooding.  An area half the size of France no longer exists.  Compression shockwaves are spreading through the oceans.  They will be felt everywhere on the planet.  Computer estimates initial casualties at... seventy-seven million.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Do we have another hellfire torpedo loaded?

VALERI: Armed and about to fire, sir.  Shall I hold?

DOVAN: Negative.  Let’s do it again.

(Another torpedo fires.)

SCENE 309-26

LOCATION: THE GEVINON DRYDOCKS – UNDERWATER

(We hear slowed-down whalesong. Lorhrok is tapping at what seem to be buttons.)

NEEVA: Uh, I don’t mean to rush you, but I don’t think those natives are happy to see us.

WESTLAKE: How can you tell?  Their song is... beautiful.

NEEVA: I agree, but for all we know, it’s a bluegill call to arms.  They’re circling around us, and I doubt it’s because they want to use this computer console.

LORHROK: I know, I know.  I just – every time I press a button, something different happens!  It’s like the buttons are completely meaningless!

NEEVA: Get out of the way.  I’ll try.

LORHROK: Why don’t you – (sigh) No, good idea.  Go ahead.  I’ll be over with Simon.

(She takes his position.  He walks across the metal undersea platform to Simon.)

LORHROK: Do you see something out there, Simon?

WESTLAKE: Oh.  No, boss.  Just thinking.  All the things I’m going to miss, when my disease catches up with me.

LORHROK: None of that.  You’re not going to miss anything.  That’s an order.

WESTLAKE: It’s alright, boss.  I know what’s happening to me.  You don’t have to worry about my morale.

LORHROK: It’s not your morale I’m worried about, Simon.  It’s mine.

WESTLAKE: You’re a good friend, Alecz.  I think I’m going to miss that most.

LORHROK: You’ll always have friends, Simon.

WESTLAKE: You know, I stowed away on starships for a whole year before you guys caught me.  I wasn’t good at much, but I was a great hider.

LORHROK: A year?  I had no idea.  It must have been lonely.

WESTLAKE: Maybe.  To me, it wasn’t that different from home.

LORHROK: But you had your family.

WESTLAKE: I had doctors, Alecz.  It’s not the same thing. (pause) I thought running away to see the universe alone was the best idea I’d ever had.  I had no idea how much better it could be until you took me under your wing.

LORHROK: You’re a brilliant young engineer, Simon.  It was easy.

WESTLAKE: Don’t kid yourself. I wasn’t a brilliant anything when I came aboard.  You just acted like I was.  And... for as long as I’m still capable of gratitude, you have mine.

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

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

NEEVA: Duj tlvoqtaqH. I’ve got it!  Hey!

LORHROK: Neeva?

(He steps back over to the console. Simon follows.)

LORHROK: Brilliant, Neeva.  I’m starting the data download. (he presses some buttons) You know, we might make a good team after all.

NEEVA: Thanks.  But [you have to remember you’re not thinking straight about me right now.]

LORHROK: I know, I know.  It’s just the pheremones talking.  But [honestly, this is brilliant.]

WESTLAKE: Boss, what is that out there?  It’s coming at us really fast.

LORHROK: It looks like a... shockwave!  Everybody, get behind the console, now!

(The whalesong goes quiet as the torpedo shockwave from last scene approaches, with its underwater roar.  We hear the metal gratings tremble and loosen like they’re about to come apart, but they don’t, and they pass on.)

WESTLAKE: It’s gone.

LORHROK: There’ll be more.  This planet is being bombarded.  Neeva, you’ve downloaded everything we need?

NEEVA: Aye, sir!  And then some.

LORHROK: Back to the airlocks!  Full speed ahead!

SCENE 309-27

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STARDRIVE – BATTLE BRIDGE

(Just as another Borg-style torpedo is fired, the battle bridge is hit.)

HARKLESS: Ground-based mass cannons.  Shields holding.

DOVAN: Is it just me, or did most of those shots miss us?

HARKLESS: They’re not actually targeting us, sir.  They’re firing on the Borg Cube hologram we’re projecting.  We’re a very small target in the center, so they’re only hitting us on lucky shots.

VALERI: Sir, the second hellfire has detonated.  New projections are coming available at science station.

DOVAN: Doctor Saline?

MAIEK: Similar results.  At this rate, all life on the planet will be exterminated in twenty-one minutes.

DOVAN: You look troubled, Doctor.

MAIEK: It is... efficient.

DOVAN: So no problem?

MAIEK: Sir, I defected because of Romulan efficiency.

VALERI: Captain, sensors have finished recalibrating!  I have a fix on the saucer section!

DOVAN: Report!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Report!

VALERI: Dead in space.  Full decompression of the starboard outer ring.  They have life support, but not much else.  And... Sections 16 and 17 are... they no longer exist, sir.

DOVAN: How much longer can they hold off the bluegill fleet?

VALERI: They don’t have to, sir.  All one hundred seventy-seven remaining bandits just set course for us.

DOVAN: ETA?

VALERI: They’re traveling at sublight speed.

DOVAN: Of course they are.  Can’t risk going to warp so close to the planet – not without precalculation.

MAIEK: But once they get here, they’ll be firing so much ordnance at us it won’t matter how often they miss.  We’d be torn apart by just the lucky shots.

VALERI: The fastest ships will arrive very soon.  The bulk of their fleet will be in position in twenty minutes.

DOVAN : Twenty minutes. (pause) So this is going to be pretty close.

SCENE 309-28

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – TUNDRA

(A heavy wooden door opens.  Pseudo and Rol step out of the castle and into a windy arctic plain.  Their boots crunch into a thin layer of snow.)

ROL: Where are we now?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: If I’d known it was going to be even colder, I’d have stayed in the castle.

ROL: Stop whining, Pseudo.  Some kind of... tundra.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen soil so barren.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Maybe we’ve entered Brahms’s conscience. (pause) I’ve never been to Earth, but is it normal for tundra to be on fire?

ROL: Not really possible.  Not with this much snow on the ground.  Too cold.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Well, did you notice the ring of fire on the horizon?

ROL: Not... until you pointed it out. (pause) Your people are killing him. (pause) Come on.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Where are we going?

ROL: The center of the web.  Isaac Brahms wouldn’t be anywhere else.

(They start hurrying through the snow and wind.)

SCENE 309-29

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SAUCER – BRIDGE

(Metallic thunks, muffled behind a door. The turbolift door begins to grind open.  Sylveste, poised next to it, charges his phaser.)

SYLVESTE: They’re coming through the turbolift door!

UNDERWOOD: Steady on.  Relax your trigger finger, Ensign.  Fire only on my order.  Mister Warrick.

WARRICK: Sir?

UNDERWOOD: Cover the other entrances, as well as you can.  This could be a distraction, and we don’t want the buggers getting the drop on us.

WARRICK: And you, sir?

UNDERWOOD: Well, I thought I might just say, “Hello.”

(The turbolift door suddenly hits a groove and slides the rest of the way open, smoothly.)

SHARP: Don’t shoot!  Don’t shoot!

SYLVESTE: Doctor Sharp.  Only you.  Welcome.

UNDERWOOD: Ensign, don’t you dare lower that weapon.  Hands up, Doctor.  Your assistant, too.

SHARP: Her name is Aurora.  You think we’re bluegills?

UNDERWOOD: The thought had crossed my mind.

SHARP: Want to ask me a few trivia questions to prove my loyalty?

UNDERWOOD: Not sure that’ll work for us, Doctor.  We’ve never really spoken with one another.

SHARP: True. Otherwise you’d know to call me Melissa like everyone else.

UNDERWOOD: You’re on a first-name basis with the senior staff?

SHARP: Well I see it’s true what they say about you.

(Sylveste uncharges his phaser and lowers it.)

UNDERWOOD: Ensign, keep that phaser up!

SYLVESTE: It’s her, sir.  Trust me.  That is Doctor Sharp.

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: I see. In that case, Doctor.  Welcome to the bridge.

SHARP: What’s left of it.  Aurora, check for wounded.

RUSTWICK: Yes, ma’am.

WARRICK: Actually, um, miss?  I could really use a bone regenerator.  Or, better yet, enough painkillers to knock out a Lurian.

(She walks over to him.)

RUSTWICK: I’ve got just the thing.

UNDERWOOD: Have you had any contact with engineering?

SHARP: Underwood...  We were on our way back to sickbay from the Deck Three triage when that last torpedo hit.  When we came to, the corridor behind us was on fire, and the corridor in front of us was filled with intruder alarms and phaser fire.  Diggs Dawson comes around the bend in the corridor shooting his gun into the air and shouts, “Run.  For God’s sakes, run.  We’ll hold them off as long as we can – you have to warn the bridge – they’re coming.”

UNDERWOOD: They’re coming. (pause) We need to get external communications back online.  That’s the top priority.

SHARP: Communications?  Underwood, who do you need to call at a time like this?

UNDERWOOD: We’re barely two thousand kilometers from the rendezvous.

SHARP: And you think...

UNDERWOOD: I have to.  With the buggers on board?

SHARP: With no security systems, no power, nothing to keep them from swarming over every inch of the ship –

UNDERWOOD: The rendezvous may be our only chance.

SHARP: Then communications it is.

UNDERWOOD: You and the others cover the doors.  I’ll see what I can do from here.  Warrick, once she has your legs fixed up, come over here with me.

(Underwood pulls a heavy metal grating off a wall and starts using an engineering tool.)

UNDERWOOD: How long do you say we have, Doctor?

SHARP: At the rate those things move?  A few minutes.

RUSTWICK: What rendezvous?

WARRICK: I don’t know.  He won’t tell us.  There’s nobody out there but the bluegills.

UNDERWOOD: You haven’t needed to know, Mister Warrick.  We think the Scions of the Stars have a hidden starship at those coordinates.

WARRICK: The Scions are a legend.

SYLVESTE: They’re no legend.

RUSTWICK: You think they’ll help?

UNDERWOOD: I don’t intend to give them a choice.

SCENE 309-30

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – TUNDRA

(The windswept tundra continues to howl, but now we hear the crackling fires all around us as well.  Rol and Pseudo trudge through it.)

ROL: Isaac!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: There’s no one here!

ROL: Isaac!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: We should turn back!  The fire is coming!

ROL: No!  He’s close!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: WHERE?!  There’s nothing here!

ROL: Feel free to turn back, then!  I’m staying here until I find -- !

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

(Suddenly, it's tranquil, with the sounds of chirping birds in the background.)

ROL: ...him?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Well, this is a bit tawdry.

ROL: What are you talking about?  These gardens are beautiful.  Look at those flowers.  Look at the trim on those hedges.  This is a part of his mind Brahms keeps very well-tended... and I can see why.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: There’s no accounting for taste.  I found your friend.

ROL: We’re not friends anymore.  What do you mean, found him?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Right there.  Curled up on the ground next to the eight-foot flower at the end of the path.

ROL: He’s hurt.  Isaac!

(Rol runs off to Brahms.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Not friends.  Sure.

(Ermez jogs after.  Rol arrives at Brahms’s side)

ROL: Brahms.  Are you alright?

BRAHMS: (weakly) The kings.  I reached into their minds.  I told them to be sick.  But they fought back.  The Wasting rebounded on me, and they’re destroying what’s left of my mind. (pause) Mister Rol, those swords...

ROL: These rusty green swords next to you?

BRAHMS: Yes.  They are The Wasting.  Take them, Alex.  Finish what I started.

ROL: Not a chance, Isaac Brahms.

BRAHMS: What...  They’re coming... they’ll... destroy...

ROL: I’m not going to help you commit another atrocity.  Those days are over.  Tell me how I can help you.

BRAHMS: Take... the swords.

ROL: Isaac...

BRAHMS: Then at least protect the garden.  If you care for me at all, protect my garden.  It is the very best of me.

ROL: That I can do.

BRAHMS: Swear it.

ROL: I’m a Starfleet officer, Brahms: I already have.  Rest now.  We may need you later.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Rol, I think you’d better see this.

(Rol gets up.)

ROL: Yes? What is it, Pseudo?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Look.  There, at the far end of the path.

BRAHMS: The fire... has arrived.

ROL: Three old men in robes, standing side by side. (pause) Are they wearing crowns?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: It’s them.  The High Kings of Gevinon Prime: Balthazar, Caspar, and Melchior, arrayed for battle.  They’ve come here, to the center of Brahms’s mind, to finish him off.

ROL: Let’s end this.

(Rol starts walking down the path.)

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: What are you doing?

ROL: Talking to them.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Do you want to get us all killed?

ROL: Not my first choice.  You coming?

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Sure.  Go ahead.  I’ll be right behind you.

(Rol complies.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You don’t mind if I borrow these swords, General?

BRAHMS: I can’t stop you.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: How true.

(Psuedo grabs both swords off the ground and follows Rol.)

ROL: Hail, Lords of Gevinon!

KINGS’ CHORUS: Identify yourself, trespasser!

ROL: I am Alex Bevoney Rol, of the Federation Starfleet. I invite you to parley.

KINGS’ CHORUS: (cold laughter)  And what reason have we to parley, Alex Bevoney Rol?

ROL: Your kingdom is dying.  My comrade is dying.  My race, and yours, hang in the balance. (pause) We can end this.  Right now.  Today.  No more killing.

BRAHMS: Alex... No!

KINGS’ CHORUS: You propose a trade.

ROL: Your world for his life.

KINGS’ CHORUS: And what of the Sword of Damocles?  Your friend’s mind has revealed its details to us.

ROL: We’ll find a solution.  A compromise, negotiated aboard my ship.  Your superiors, and mine, need never know what happened here.  The Sword can fall another day.

BRAHMS: You cannot... trust them!

ROL: And he’s not my friend.

(Pause.  We hear whispers in the wind.)

KINGS’ CHORUS: Your ship may bargain for safe passage.  But this man will not be allowed to live.

ROL: No.  The dying stops now.  Forever.

KINGS’ CHORUS: Then we are at an impasse, Alex Bevoney Rol.

(There is a puff of air.)

ROL: What?  They vanished.  Where did they go?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: They’re getting ready to make the final assault on Brahms’s mind.  At a guess? I’d say that each king will attack one at a time.  Each one will manifest himself as one of Brahms’s deepest fears.

ROL: You’ve been involved in telepathic warfare before?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You’d be surprised how much time the high kings spend on it.  It’s usually among themselves.

(Someone appears in an audible puff of air.)

BEZU: Lieutenant Colonel Rol!  Long time no see!

ROL: Bezu?

BEZU: That’s Prince Bezu, Colonel.  The entire Reman starfleet is under my control, so I think I’ve earned the title.  You should never have come here.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: And there’s our first now.

SCENE 309-31

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

(Fighting continues.)

YUBARI: Major, this is brutal.  We need to get the civilians out of here!

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, they are civilians – but they have a great deal of combat experience.  Skipper Cox and her men are prepared to hold the line until our exit strategy is activated, ma’am.

YUBARI: Major... now might be a good time to tell you that there is no exit strategy.

THE MAJOR: Ma’am?

YUBARI: It’s a suicide mission, Major!  Our mission is to buy General Brahms as much time as possible before we are overwhelmed!  Those civilians need to be evacuated!

(Pause.)

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, there’s a shuttle launching pad on the roof of this building.

YUBARI: Then take them and get out of here, Major!

THE MAJOR: No, ma’am!

YUBARI: Major!  That is a direct order!  The day you outrank me is the day you get to decide who lives and who dies!

THE MAJOR: Ma’am, these are my marines.  We trained together, fought together, and died together.  I’ve never asked for anything from a superior officer, ma’am – but I am certain this is where my duty lies. (pause) The buggers won’t get to General Brahms as long as I’m here, with my soldiers, on the barricades.  That’s a promise.

(Pause.)

YUBARI: Alright, Major.  You have a death wish, you can have it.  I order you and your men to hold this position. Skipper!

COX: Yes, ma’am.

YUBARI: Get the rest of your people.  We’re moving out.

SCENE 309-32

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – AIRLOCK

(Everything is dripping in here; the airlock has just closed up and returned to surface pressure. Neeva is running her tricorder.  Lorhrok takes off his helmet with a heavy click and a hiss of stale air.)

LORHROK: Oh.  Feels good to be out of that helmet.

NEEVA: You got that right.

WESTLAKE: All that water...

LORHROK: Do you have the data downloaded from the suit?

(Neeva closes her tricorder.)

NEEVA: Just finished.  This tricorder has everything we need to put a stolen shuttle in orbit, and enough stolen intel to fill the Library of Gesseret.  Our ride is going to be the... ninth shuttle from the left.

LORHROK: Simon, take a look out onto the concourse, see if the coast is clear.

WESTLAKE: Right, boss.

(Pause)

WESTLAKE: One, two, three... (again, a little slower) One, two, three... Four...

LORHROK: Simon?

WESTLAKE: Oh, for pity’s sake!  You know what I’m going to miss the most after friendships, Alecz?  Counting!  I’m going to miss counting to five! (pause) Here.  Take a look.  My brain is mush; I’m useless.

NEEVA: You’re not useless.

WESTLAKE: Look, Neeva –

LORHROK: Simon, what do you want her to say?

(Pause.)

WESTLAKE: You’re right.  Sorry, boss.  Sorry, Neeva.

LORHROK: This is not going to be easy.  Whoever’s bombarding the planet isn’t letting up.  The shield bubble looks like it might collapse.  They’re panicked.  Some are already running for the shuttles.

NEEVA: Then we’ll just have to run faster than they do.

LORHROK: On four?

NEEVA: As always.

LORHROK: Simon?

WESTLAKE: What? Oh.  One.

LORHROK: Two.

NEEVA: Three.

LORHROK: FOUR!

(Neeva touches the door panel and the airlock begins opening.)

SCENE 309-33

LOCATION: GEVINON – COMM TOWER – UPPER CORRIDOR

(Yubari and the ten or so surviving Anbari are running down the corridor.)

YUBARI: This way!  The stairs!

BRADY: Skipper, shouldn’t we [take the rafters?]

COX: You’re right. Lieutenant!  Shortcut!

YUBARI: Which way?

BRADY: This door!

(She opens a door.)

YUBARI: Outside?

COX: It’s the fastest way up.  Come on!

(They go through the door.)

LOCATION: GEVINON BUBBLE – THE CITY OF THE DEEP

YUBARI: What in hell?  I’ve heard of emergency stairs, but this – there must be two dozen intersecting stairways wrapped around the outside of this building!  Ridiculous!

BRADY: Do you hate the style of every planet you visit, or just the beautiful ones?  Come on.  I know the rafters like the back of my hand.

COX: Really?

BRADY: Not much call for a medic in these parts.  Took a lotta walks.  We need to take these stairs up to –

(A sniper shot rings out.  Brady gasps and tumbles to the metal grating.)

COX: Brady!

YUBARI: Sniper!  Everybody back inside!  Cox, I’ve got her legs.

COX: Right.

(They get back inside.)

SCHMITTY: Why shoot us? We work here, for Christ’s sake!

YUBARI: He must have seen my uniform and drew the right conclusions.

COX: Brady, your medkit.  Where is it?

BRADY: Um… down the hall.  Break room.

COX: Anders!

SCHMITTY: No, I got it.

(He runs pell-mell down the corridor.)

COX: We’re going to stop the bleeding.  Can you walk?

BRADY: Skipper...

COX: You’re right.  Dumb question.  We’ll carry you.

BRADY: Skip...  This looks pretty bad.  I don’t think I’m going to make it.

COX: Oh, what do you know?  You’re not even a real doctor, Brady.

BRADY: Ha.  Thirty-eight years I’ve waited, and now you finally admit it.  Skipper, my left lung is –

COX: Is going to be just fine, if you’ll shut up and let us do our job, alright?

BRADY: Right you are, Skip.

YUBARI: You still need to get to that shuttle.  Find another way up – from the inside.

COX: If that sniper is still there when we reach the roof, he’ll mow us down.

YUBARI: That’s why I’m going back out there.

COX: Alone?  I don’t think so, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: My job is to keep you civilians safe.  I’ve already failed your medic.  If you try to follow me back into the line of fire, I swear I’ll stun you myself.

(Pause.)

COX: You are a little bit big for your britches, Lieutenant.

YUBARI: I’m holding the gun.

COX: If I were a little younger, Lieutenant... Good luck out there.

YUBARI: Meet me on the roof.  Don’t be late.  This whole planet is coming down.

(Yubari exits back out the door onto the external stairwell.)

SCENE 309-34

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STARDRIVE – BATTLE BRIDGE

(Another hellfire torpedo launches toward the planet.)

VALERI: Torpedo away.

DOVAN: How close are we?

VALERI: Fifty percent of our hellfire complement has launched.

MAIEK: Fifty percent of the planet is dead or dying.  Ten minutes to program completion.  Right on schedule.

HARKLESS: Railgun fire.  Looks like another lucky shot.  Brace for impact!

(Another volley from the railguns on the planet strikes the Excelsior.  An unmanned console sparks into flames.)

DOVAN: The war of attrition continues.  Harkless, put out that fire.  Time to fleet intercept?

(Harkless presses some buttons and the fire is quickly doused.)

VALERI: Enemy fleet will be in firing range in nine minutes.

MAIEK: Then we’re still dead a minute too soon.  Do you have a plan, sir?

DOVAN: Of course I have a plan, Doctor Saline.

MAIEK: Which is?

DOVAN: To come up with a new plan in the next eight minutes.

SCENE 309-35

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

(We hear swords clang and lock together, then come apart.)

ROLL: Bezu, just stop.  We had this fight fifteen years ago.  You died.  There’s a better way.

BEZU: Oh, I know.  I remember, Rol.  Dying was the worst thing that ever happened to me.  And you are going to suffer so much more this time.

ROL: I don’t think you have an accurate sense of your own swordsmanship, Bezu.

BEZU: When I’m done with you, I’ll have my technicians rewire your brain until you no longer know how to go to the bathroom without my say-so.  And then I’ll make you into one of my assassins, and use you to wipe out everyone you’ve ever loved.  Then, when you’re not useful anymore, I’ll cut the strings and leave you in an alley on Farius Prime to die in your own excrement.

ROL: God, you’re dull.  And you always were dull, Bezu, even when you were on our side.  You’re really one of Isaac Brahms’s deepest fears?

BEZU: Oh!  He never told you!  He never told you the rest of my story?  Oh, that’s rich.  Oh, and I thought you were friends.

ROL: We’re not.

BEZU: Then let’s think about this.  Swords down.

(The swordplay stops.)

ROL: Alright.

BEZU: See this sapling next to me?

(He grabs it, shakes it a little.)

ROL: Yes.  It’s small, but just smell it.  Smell all that life inside.  I think it has a lot of potential.

BEZU: It’s Isaac Brahms’s only memory of romantic love.

ROL: He was in love?

BEZU: Once.  She didn’t love him back.  This memory is all that’s left.  Know what I’m gonna do to it?  HEE - YAH!

(He swings his sword savagely into the thin trunk. Brahms screams.)

ROL: Stop it.

BEZU: Why defend him, Colonel?  He’s not your friend.  He doesn’t know how to have friends.  He already tried to murder you.  All you have to do today is just let him die.  Then maybe we can settle our old score.

ROL: You’re just a projection of a bad memory, Bezu.  And wherever you are, King Balthazar, I said no more killing!

BEZU: (sigh) And you accuse me of being dull?  Defend yourself!

(Their swords clash again.)

ROL: Oh, Bezu?  There’s something you should know.

BEZU: Yes, Alex Bevoney Rol?

ROL: I’ve been going easy on you.

(Bezu’s sword flies away from Rol's disarming blow.  Then Rol stabs forward into Bezu’s guts.)

BEZU: (death gasp) What... what’s that... it burns.  It – it burns...

(He vanishes in a puff.)

(Pause.)

ROL: Alright, Psuedo.  You can come out from behind that tree.  He’s gone, for the moment.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Not just gone. You killed him.

ROL: Killed him?  All I did was give him something to think about between the ribs.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: (sigh)  These aren’t swords you’re using, Rol.  They represent the disease Brahms is carrying to infect them.  You just gave King Balthazar the Wasting.

ROL: And what will that do?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: No idea.

SCENE 309-36

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

EARNEST: Major, we’re being overwhelmed.  The left flank is caving, and we don’t have any reinforcements.

THE MAJOR: Then tell left flank to fix bayonets and fight man-to-man.  The entire Alpha Quadrant is depending on us to keep Isaac Brahms alive until he [completes his mission.]

(Down the hallway, people start screaming.)

EARNEST: What in the Great Bird’s wings...?

THE MAJOR: Wait.  Keep your head down, Earnest. (pause) It’s working.

EARNEST: Sir?

THE MAJOR: Look.  Some of them just fell over dead.  Some of them look confused, and they can’t aim their weapon.  And some of them apparently just went insane and started attacking their own men. (pause) Brahms is doing his job.  But it’s only affecting about a quarter of them so far, and it’s probably affecting different groups at different rates.  We still have work to do, Corporal.

SCENE 309-37

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

ROL: So, is that it?  Are we done?

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: That optimism will get you killed someday, Rol.  We’re not done.

(There’s a faint rumble underfoot.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: You hear that?

(It gets steadily louder.)

ROL: The ground is shaking. What nightmare are you having now, Isaac Brahms? (pause) Oh, this one.  I forgot about this one!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: What is it?

ROL: You’ll want to stand back.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: I’m going back behind that tree.

ROL: It won’t help.  In a few seconds, an invincible worm ten meters tall is going to explode out of the ground and eat everything it sees.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Invincible is a strong word.

ROL: It’s three thousand kilometers long, has over a hundred heads, and eats entire planets.  When Brahms and I fought one of these on Codis Nu Six, the first thing we tried was blowing up the planet.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: That didn’t work?

ROL: If it had, I wouldn’t have called it “invincible”, would I?

(Suddenly the ground bursts.  Rubble and pebbles fly everywhere.  Trees fall.  The beast emits a world-shaking roar.)

BRAHMS: Aaaagh!  Nooo!

ROL: RUN!

(Ermez and Rol break the neatly-trimmed hedges, breathing heavily.  The creature roars after them.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: We’re in the hedges now. I don’t think it can see us.

ROL: It can still smell us, Psuedo.

(The creature roars again, then chomps down on a big pile of vegetation.  Brahms screams again.)

ROL: It’s killing him.  Worse: it’s consuming everything good left in his soul.  We have to do something.  Now.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: How did you pause this thing the first time?

ROL: We lured it into a black hole.  It couldn’t escape the gravity.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I thought you said you were fighting inside a star system.

ROL: Well, we were.  When we started.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: When did you decide to leave and go find a black hole?

ROL: Well, a black hole is a collapsed star, right?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Right.

ROL: And we were in a star system.  Work it out.

(A much louder roar.)

ROL: I think it’s almost found us... BREAK!

(They’re running again, in opposite directions!)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: How do we pause it this time?

ROL: I think we’re in trouble, Pseudo!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: It must be vulnerable to SOMETHING!

ROL: We tried everything!  Phasers, photon torpedoes, small asteroids... Every time we hurt it, all it did was stop for a few minutes and heal itself!

(They run back behind another hedge, meeting up again, panting.)

(Pause.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Wait!  Heal itself?  You hurt it?

ROL: Yes, but there was no weapon in the quadrant that could kill this monster.  Thank the stars there was only one.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Hurting is all I need, Rol.

(He draws his sword and charges straight at the monster!)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Hey, you!  Yeah, you!  King Caspar!  I know you’re in there!  Come and get me!

ROL: Wha..?  Pseudo!  Pseudo, NO!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

(The sword plunges into the flesh of the monster.  It roars a terrible, final roar... and vanishes.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Always hated your family anyway.  Gang of inbred halfwits.

(Rol comes jogging up.)

ROL: It’s gone.  How did you do kill it?

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: It was never really there, Rol.  Just a mental projection.  I didn’t need to kill the projection – just dent it long enough to infect the puppeteer, King Caspar, with the Wasting.  It’s elementary.

ROL: Whatever you did, good job.  That’s two down.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: How’s Brahms’s garden?

ROL: Look around you!  There’s not much left.  We have to neutralize number three fast – very fast – or there won’t be anything left of Isaac Brahms when we’re done.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: I’m starting to think your friend has a chance.

ROL: I was ordered to keep him alive.  That doesn’t make him my friend.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Hang on.  I hear someone on the path.

ROL: Number three.

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: No doubt this will be Brahms’s biggest fear of all.  Do you know what it is?

ROL: I can’t see.  But we’ve never faced anything scarier than that monster.  I don’t know –

TRYLA SCOTT: (at some distance) Isaac?  Isaac, I’ve been looking for you.

ROL: Oh, no.

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: What?  Just some human woman.

ROL: Of course.  It’s Tryla Scott.  Isaac’s sister.

SCENE 309-38

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR SAUCER SECTION – MAIN BRIDGE

(Warrick and Underwood are working frantically to repair some equipment underneath the tactical console.)

UNDERWOOD: Ensign Warrick, this isn’t going anywhere.

WARRICK: Maybe if we just route around the delay...

(As his tool passes over a spot on the equipment, we hear sparks.)

UNDERWOOD: Dammit!

WARRICK: Sir, I am so sorry.

UNDERWOOD: No, Ensign, it’s just as well.  That board was already ruined.  We just weren’t ready to admit it.

WARRICK: We can try the backups.

UNDERWOOD: Yes. Where?

WARRICK: Science station.

(They both stand up.)

SHARP: Do you have enough time to start all over?

UNDERWOOD: We don’t have another choice, Doctor.  Crack it open, Mister...

*We hear skittering in the ceiling bulkheads, and the faint echoes of the screaming noises of the bugger swarm.)

SHARP: They’re here.

UNDERWOOD: Warrick, get that panel off now.

(Warrick pulls a metal access panel off the bottom of the console.)

WARRICK: Oh, boy.  This is almost as bad.

SHARP: Jon!  Aurora!  Start welding the ventilators shut!

RUSTWICK: I don’t have a phaser!

SHARP: Grab one. The captain keeps an extra under his chair.

SYLVESTE: Just start shooting, Doc?

SHARP: I want this bridge hermetically sealed before the bluegills find a way in here.

SYLVESTE: Good thinking.

(Sylveste opens fire.  A few moments later, so does Rustwick.)

UNDERWOOD: So all we have to do is fix the inversion control unit?

WARRICK: Yes.  Except look: two of the command chips are burnt out.  Recalibrating without them will take ten minutes.  And then we can work on the unit.

UNDERWOOD: Get started.

WARRICK: Sir?

UNDERWOOD: I’m going to try getting the intercom back online.  Even if we’re taken, our shipmates might still have a fighting chance – if I can tell them where the Scions are hiding.

(Another swarm-like shrieking from the bulkheads, this time from starboard.)

SHARP: Whatever you do, Joshua, do it fast.

SCENE 309-40

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – EXTERNAL CATWALKS

(It's windy with the distant sound of the bombardment in the background.)

SNIPER: Alright, little girl.  You have eluded my sniper rifle.  The game... is yours.  Now where are you?  You may come out.

(Silence.)

SNIPER: I know you’re close.  I’ve been a marksman for three lifetimes, in five bodies.  Don’t think I’m not ready for you, little girl.

(Silence.)

SNIPER: The Borg bombardment is getting worse.  I see the force-bubble beginning to flicker.  If you and I don’t settle this soon, we will both end up smashed to a million pieces when the ocean floods the dome.  How about we discuss this like civilized people?  I can be quite reasonable.

(Silence.)

SNIPER: We could escape together.  I’m fond of this host, but it totters toward the grave.  I’d make sure that we got to know one another for the first few weeks, before we begin the cohabitation.

(Silence.)

SNIPER: How does that sound, my young -- [friend]?

YUBARI: Annnnd GOT you!

(The sniper falls to grating ground as Yubari tackles him.  His gun clatters across the grate in front of them both.)

SNIPER: Get – off me!

YUBARI: And let you get your sniper rifle back?  Maybe after I break your neck.

SNIPER: I will give you one chance to release me.  Then my offer is canceled.

YUBARI: Your “offer”?  You mean a few weeks of rape in a shuttlecraft before you enslave and kill me?  I like my chances from here, grinding your face into the grating.

SNIPER: So be it, little girl.

(We hear a liquid sound like a Changeling and the Sniper escapes Yubari’s grip. Then he’s on his feet, and draws a knife.)

YUBARI: Shapeshifter!

SNIPER: Just a little.  Just enough for me to get my knife.  (pause)  A shame to ruin such an aesthetically pleasing host.  I’ve never been a female, can you believe it?

(He swipes forward with his knife. Yubari avoids it with a grunt.)

SNIPER: There’s no point lunging away, little girl.  I have the knife.  I have the experience.  You’re backed almost to the edge of the building.  And I know your type.  You really do need our brains; you alien military officers are all so predictable in close combat.

YUBARI: Ha.  That’s one thing I’ve never been called.  Predict this. YAAHHHHH!

(She’s on top of him in an instant, swinging her fists, but he jumps back.)

SNIPER: Oh, you’re quick on your feet alright, but I’m still quicker.  Now let’s see how fast you are... without that arm!

(He plunges a knife into her shoulder!)

(Yubari cries out in pain. We hear sparks.)

SNIPER: What? That arm is cybernetic!

YUBARI: Yeah, and so’s this one!

(Boom!  Her fist connects with bone-cracking force! The Sniper whimpers.)

YUBARI: Your nose is looking a little crooked.  Let me help.

(She punches him again! The Sniper gasps in pain.)

YUBARI: Didn’t see that coming, did you?  One more.

(One more hit, to the skull, and the sniper groans and loses consciousness.)

YUBARI: Alright, that’s him knocked out.

(Yubari's arm continues to short.)

YUBARI: I need to get to the shut… to the shuttle… Oh God, oh God. Dammit. That blade… still in my shoulder.  My arm’s overloading.  Nervous system shorting out.  Oh God.  C’mon Asuka. Come... Oh God dammit to Hell.

(she topples over onto the grating. Shocks are getting longer and more powerful – as are the convulsions.)

YUBARI: Stay with me, Yubari.  Stay with me.  Can’t go into shock.  (wincing and groaning) Hnng... AHHHHHHHH!

(The yell reverberates for a long time into the empty layers of scaffolding and the skyline around it.)

SCENE 309-39

LOCATION: COMM CENTER – ROOFTOP

(Cox and her surviving crew bust through a cheap door onto the rooftop.)

COX: Go go go!  Keep your heads low!  Shuttle at two o’clock!

SCHMITTY: There’s no sniper!

COX: And no Yubari.

SCHMITTY: The bubble’s taking a lot of damage!  The City of the Deep will be meeting Davy Jones’ locker in a few minutes!

COX: We’ll wait as long as we can.  Now get on that shuttle and start preflight! (pause) Brady, stay with us.

BRADY WINTERS: You bet, Skipper.

SCENE 309-41

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – CONCOURSE

(Lorhrok, Neeva, and Simon are running through the middle of the panicked, crowded concourse.  Everyone else is running, too – the metal frame of the bubble groans under the strain of a weakened structure, the force-bubble flickers uncertainly, and people are screaming and yelling.)

LORHROK: Keep going!  We’re almost there!

Suddenly their footsteps turn from running to splashing.

NEEVA: Sir!  We’ve got to get to higher ground!

WESTLAKE: Why?

NEEVA: There’s water on the ground.

LORHROK: Which means this bubble is leaking.  We don’t have long.  Whoever is bombarding the surface isn’t taking any prisoners, I guess.

NEEVA: We’re not gonna make it to our shuttle.

LORHROK: We have to try.

NEEVA: No.  Let’s take this one.  Coming up on our left.

LORHROK: We can’t.  Look: that group is already prepping it for launch.

NEEVA: We have the launch codes; we can figure out the heavies.  I’m going.

(She peels off and runs up some stairs to another launch platform.)

LORHROK: Neeva!  Commander, I order you [to proceed to the original target!]

NEEVA: No you don’t!  You abolished rank this morning, Alecz!

(Pause.  Lorhrok stops.)

LORHROK: Bugger hell. (pause) C’mon, Simon.  Change of plans.

(He runs after her.)

SCENE 309-42

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: (with a contemptuous chuckle) The thing Brahms fears more than anything in the universe... is his sister?

ROL: It could hardly be anyone else. Captain Scott!

(Rol steps out into the path.)

TRYLA SCOTT: I’m not here for you. I want to talk to my brother.

ROL: He’s busy right now.

TRYLA SCOTT: That’s exactly what I wanted to talk to him about.  Lieutenant...

ROL: Rol, ma’am.

TRYLA SCOTT: Oh, of course – the accomplice!  Get out of my way.  That’s an order.

ROL: Respectfully, sir, I don’t take orders from bad dreams.

TRYLA SCOTT: Do you see that hedge there?  The one you were hiding behind?

ROL: Yes.

TRYLA SCOTT: It represents the last piece of my brother’s cleverness.  I think it’s outlived its usefulness, don’t you?

ROL: No.

TRYLA SCOTT: His victims disagree.

(She fires her phaser into the hedge, which erupts in flames. As that happens, Brahms cries out in pain.)

TRYLA SCOTT: And there.  The fir tree.  Isaac’s patriotism.  Surely we’ve had enough of that.

(She fires again.  The tree now starts on fire. Brahms screams again, then sobs before falling silent.)

ROL: You’re killing him.

TRYLA SCOTT: I’m cleansing him.  Consider it a service to the Federation.  (pause) His arrogance.

(She fires again. Something else starts on fire. Brahms screams.)

ROL: His confidence!  His honor!  You can’t erase Isaac’s flaws without destroying his virtues!

TRYLA SCOTT: Virtues? You can’t destroy what isn’t there.  There.  His cruelty.

ROL: That’s a lie!

(She fires again.  Something else starts on fire.)

ROL: There isn’t a cruel bone in Isaac’s body!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: This is charming, Rol, but I think there’s a faster way to deal with this woman.

(He draws his sword.)

ROL: Psuedo, no!

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Good-bye, Good King Melchi[or.]

BRAHMS: Don’t you dare!

PSUEDO-ERMEZ: Aaah!

(Brahms tackles Pseudo to the ground!  Brahms punches Pseudo a couple of times.)

PSEUDO-ERMEZ: Uhhhnnn... (he falls unconscious)

BRAHMS: Not one finger on my sister, Alex.  Do you hear me?  Not one finger.

ROL: Then we’re all dead, Isaac.  Starting with you.

BRAHMS: So be it.

SCENE 309-44

LOCATION: U.S.S. EXCELSIOR – STARDRIVE SECTION - BATTLE BRIDGE

(The ship is rocked by weapons fire!  It’s bad!)

MAIEK: Captain Dovan, let me help you!

DOVAN: No!  Give it to someone who needs it!  I’ll be fine!

RANDOM CREWMAN #309-1: (in background) Lock it down!

MAIEK: Captain, you have shrapnel embedded a centimeter into your forehead.  If it weren’t for that thick Bolian skull you’d be dead.

DOVAN: But I’m not!  And we’re still under enemy fire!

RANDOM CREWMAN #309-2: (in background) We can’t!  The interlock’s fused!

MAIEK: I am removing that shrapnel or you are going to sickbay!

RANDOM CREWMAN #309-3: (in background) Get out of that section!

DOVAN: Damn you, Doctor!  Do it!  Go!

(Maiek begins to run a dermal regenerator.)

DOVAN: Valeri!  Status of the enemy fleet!

RANDOM CREWMAN #309-2: (in background.) Reducing graviton flow to the navigational deflector!

VALERI: They’re forming a net around us, Captain!  A few more minutes, and we won’t even be able to break orbit without blasting through their line!

DOVAN: Is this all of them?

VALERI: No, sir!  Not even half!

DOVAN: Lords of Kobol.  Harkless!  How’s my planet?

ADOW: (in background) Belay that order, Chief!  We need those gravitons for the targeting sensors!

HARKLESS: Reading seventy-four percent sterilization, sir!  The program still needs a few minutes!  And, sir, our firing pattern is beginning to converge on the away team!  We need to extract them!

RANDOM CREWMAN #309-2: (in background) But sir!  We’ll lose the--!

DOVAN: Maintain all systems, Crewman!  Continue firing! Come on, Brahms.  Where are you?

ADOW (in background) DO IT, Mister!

HARKLESS: Sir!  We’ve got an energy buildup on hellfire thirty-eight warhead!

DOVAN: Shut it down!

HARKLESS: Can’t, sir!  Disarm system offline!

DOVAN: Then fire it!

HARKLESS: Aye, sir!

(We hear it jettison.)

DOVAN: Valeri – two-one-four mark four, full thrusters!  Get us away from that torpedo!

(The ship groans as it struggles with the turn.)

DOVAN: Watch those gyros!

VALERI: Gyros offline, sir!  Inertial dampers barely compensating!

DOVAN: I can feel that, thank you!

(The ship is rocked by a modest shockwave.)

HARKLESS: Torpedo detonated, sir!  No damage, but we’re exposing dorsal to heavy fire!

(A high-pitched whining noise begins, slowly increasing in volume.)

DOVAN: Thank you, Mister Harkless.  Prepare to reroute— (Pause.) Crewman!  Get away from that console!

(Harkless frantically continues typing at his console, which is where the whining is coming from.  The whining keeps getting louder.)

HARKLESS: I can’t, sir!

DOVAN: Crewman, get away from there!

HARKLESS: If I don’t recalibrate the targeting sensors right now, we’re going to lose two minutes reacquiring the target –!

(The console explodes like a cannonball going off in the middle of the bridge.  Harkless screams as he is swallowed in flame.  Sharpnel flies everywhere.)

DOVAN: DOWN!

(The shrapnel mostly strikes chairs.)

(Shell-shocked silence, though there is fire in the background.)

DOVAN: Helm!  We’re five degrees off!  Keep this ship pointed at the planet or call relief!  Science, make sure we don’t lose that target lock!  And where the hell is fire suppression?

VALERI: Fire suppression is down!

DOVAN: Typical!

DOVAN: Doctor, is there any chance...?

(The doctor starts treating a wounded ensign.)

MAIEK: No.  If the fireball hadn’t vaporized him, the shrapnel would have.  Harkless is gone.

DOVAN: Then help me with the fire extinguishers. (pause) Doctor!

MAIEK: Sir, Ensign Reeq here has two punctures in his left lung and third-degree burns down the entire—

DOVAN: Fine, Doctor.  You!  Back there!  Yeah, the Efrosian!  I don’t know your name, but today’s your day to save the ship!  Fire extinguishers!  That locker!  Yes!

(The ensign at the back of the bridge opens up a storage locker and pulls out two fire extinguishers.)

(A torpedo fires.)

VALERI: Hellfire thirty-nine is away!

(Dovan grabs one of the fire extinguishers, and both officers start spraying chemical flame retardants.)

(An intercom beep.)

ADOW: Bridge, we’re losing too many holo-emitters!  The projection is starting to fluctuate!

DOVAN: Chief, if we lose that projection, those bluegills will see we’re not a Borg Cube, they’ll starting hitting us with every single shot, we’ll die, and then they’ll destroy the Federation.  Do you understand that?

ADOW: Sir, I’m as patriotic as anyone.  But I don’t do miracles!

DOVAN: Divert power from hull integrity if you have to!

ADOW: What do you think I’ve been doing down here, Dovan?  We’re already venting atmosphere in a dozen places because I turned off the forcefields!

VALERI: Sir!  Eighteen more ships just entered [firing range!]

(He’s interrupted by the massive weapons barrage that strikes the Excelsior.)

(A new klaxon starts going off.)

DOVAN: Uhhn!  What’s that alarm?  It’s a new one!

(Maiek is reading off his medical tricorder.)

MAIEK: Environmental toxicity, sir!  Plasma coolant in the atmosphere is at six p.p.m. and rising!

DOVAN: Can we use oxygen masks?

VALERI: Won’t make a difference, sir.  The port E.P.S. tap is malfunctioning.  It’ll overload in less than a minute!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Understood!  Bridge to Engineering!  We’ve got an E.P.S. tap on overload!  We’re evacuating!  Repeat: we are evacuating the battle bridge!

(Pause.)

DOVAN: Well?  Everybody out!  Mister Helpful, help Maiek with Reeq.  Valeri, set the autopilot.  Everyone: we reconvene in auxiliary control, five decks down, don’t take the turbolifts, and good luck.

(The guy in the back of the bridge and Maiek begin to drag an unconscious Rik out the door.)

(Dovan steps to the front of the battle bridge, where Valeri is applying the autopilot.  The deep thrum coming from the EPS overload in progress becomes audible and begins to speed up rather quickly.)

DOVAN: Valeri, how’s it coming?

VALERI: As it stands, sir, we might survive to deliver all our hellfires.  If Harkless hadn’t stayed at his post...

DOVAN: He gave us a chance.  Let’s use it.

VALERI: Sir, if we do finish off the planet – how do we get past those ships in one piece?

DOVAN: Right now let’s focus on getting down to auxiliary control.  Come on.

(He leads the way toward the rear egress.)

(A torpedo hits hard, slamming into the hull about a deck away.  Dovan falls.)

DOVAN: Ooof!

(A part of the bulkhead, flaming, falls from the ceiling on top of Valeri during the impact.)

VALERI: Ahhhg!

(The EPS overload thrum continues to accelerate.)

DOVAN: Valeri!  I’ll get you out of there!

(Dovan reaches down and, grunting, starts lifting the bulkhead, with immense creaks and groans.)

(The thrum continues to accelerate.)

DOVAN: (straining) Come on, Valeri!  Your lower body’s free of the bulkhead!  Just wriggle out!

(No response.)

(Dovan grunts as he drops the bulkhead to one side.)

DOVAN: Come on, Valeri.  Wake up.  There’s no time.  The E.P.S. is... (pause) No pulse.  No breath. (he chokes a bit) I’m sorry, Valeri.  I’m sorry, Harkless.

(He stands up and walks out.  The door closes behind him.)

(We hear a thunderclap behind that door.  Dovan breaks into a run. Dovan hits a Jefferies Tube control and dives in.)

(Taking deep breaths, he taps his combadge.)

DOVAN: Engineering, Dovan.  The battle bridge is gone.  I’m in a Jefferies Tube.  Deck twenty is vacuum.  Seal it off.  Dovan out. (he breathes heavily for a moment) What have I done?

SCENE 309-43

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – COMM ARRAY LEVEL

(The firefight has become very intense now.  The friendly Federation rifles are now clearly outnumbered by bluegill fire.  And it is punctuated by a strange noise: crossed blades at short range, and the occasional sound of not just a man screaming out in death, but his flesh rending along with.)

THE MAJOR: One, two, parry, THRUST!

(His blade strikes against his opponent’s pipe on each word, until the last, when it plunges into flesh.  We hear his opponent burble as he dies, and the Major withdraws his blade.)

(Corporal Earnest grunts, as her own melee is not going as well.)

THE MAJOR: I’ve got you, Corporal!

(The Major takes care of her enemy in the same way.  The bluegill is stabbed through the guts and dies with a groan.)

EARNEST: Thanks, Major.

THE MAJOR: Shannon, you’re injured.

EARNEST: Who isn’t, sir?

THE MAJOR: Fall back.

EARNEST: Where to, sir?  We’re already up against the wall.

THE MAJOR: Damn.  What’s taking Brahms?  They’re pouring in troops, with no signs of slowing down.

EARNEST: And they have us surrounded. (pause) Starting to look like a last stand, sir.

THE MAJOR: I think it always was, Corporal.  Take your phaser.  I’ll cover you.  Right to the end.

EARNEST: Aye, sir.  To the end.

SCENE 309-45

LOCATION: U.S.S. EXCELSIOR – SAUCER SECTION – MAIN BRIDGE

(The buggers are still looking for a way onto the bridge.  Warrick and Underwood are working steadily at their respective stations.  Rustwick is firing a phaser to seal what she thinks is the last opening.  She finishes.)

RUSTWICK: Doctor Sharp? That’s it. All access to the main bridge is sealed.

SHARP: Great. With the ventilation cut off, we should have about three hours of air up here.

UNDERWOOD: Doctor...

SHARP: Not that we’ll still be trapped here in three hours.

UNDERWOOD: Absolutely not.  Stay sharp.  Warrick, any progress?

WARRICK: (sigh) Honestly, sir... not really.  What about you?

UNDERWOOD: I’m trying to figure out how to replace a transtator with my communicator and a paper clip.

SYLVESTE: Is that even possible?

UNDERWOOD: The laws of physics are made to be broken, Ensign.

SHARP: So you think the Scions are really just sitting out there, watching us die?

UNDERWOOD: I studied the Scions of the Stars for ten years, Doctor.  One thing I learned about them: [they’re slow thinkers.]

RUSTWICK: Underwood!  Look out!

UNDERWOOD: (gasp) A bluegill!

(The instant Underwood begins to step back, it gives Rustwick a clear shot.  She fires, vaporizing the bluegill.)

RUSTWICK: Got him.

SHARP: How did that get past us?  Everything’s sealed off!

UNDERWOOD: I wonder... I have this access panel open so I can work on the communications system.  If that one was able to get into the bridge circuitry, it could have climbed out before I ever saw it.  Which means...

UNDERWOOD: Warrick!  Get your access panel -- [closed]!

WARRICK: AAAGHGHG!

SHARP: Open fire!

(Rustwick and Sylveste let loose with a barrage of phaser fire around Warrick, trying not to hit him.  It hardly slows them down.  Warrick begins choking as a bluegill infests him.)

WARRICK: (horrified choking sounds)

SHARP: They’ve got Mitch!

UNDERWOOD: Ensign Rustwick, shoot Ensign Warrick.  That’s an order. (pause) Ensign Rustwick, now!  Before he attacks!

RUSTWICK: Yes, sir!

(Horrified, she fires a sustained beam into Warrick’s guts while Sylveste continues firing at the other bluegills. Warrick grunts and dies.)

SYLVESTE: Sir, there’s way too many of them!

SHARP: There’s no way out!  We sealed all the exits!

RUSTWICK: Sir, what do we do?

(Pause.)

UNDERWOOD: SCIONS!  (pause)  SCIONS OF THE STARS, HEAR ME!

(Pause.)

SYLVESTE: What the...?

SHARP: Let him be.  Focus on the bugs!

UNDERWOOD: By the terms of the Po’Genai Proclamation, I demand an audience!  I know you can hear me!

RUSTWICK: They’re getting close, Doctor!

SHARP: Buy as much time as you can.

UNDERWOOD: Scions, my name is Joshua Underwood and I.  Will!  BE! HEARD!

(With a flash, Underwood’s voice disintegrates into reverberation as he vanishes.)

LOCATION: NOWHERE

(Underwood reappears, suspended in emptiness.)

ZAREM / TRIASSA: Then speak.  An audience is granted.

(Stunned pause.)

UNDERWOOD: My Lord Scion.  I most humbly thank you for hearing my plea, O Ancient and Exalted One. I am –

ZAREM / TRIASSA: You are Joshua Underwood. (pause) Vainly was it hoped that your name would never be heard in these halls.

UNDERWOOD: You know my name?

ZAREM / TRIASSA: The day of your arrival has been long lamented.

UNDERWOOD: I don’t understand, my Lord.

ZAREM / TRIASSA: It does not matter now.  By your coming here, our fate is beyond all power of remedy.  Lead, Joshua Underwood.  Lead the Scions to their doom.

SCENE 309-46

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE

(Neeva and Lorhrok are trying to get the engines started, but they can’t. People are pounding on the skin of the shuttle.)

WESTLAKE: Are they going to stop?  They’re so angry.

LORHROK: We stole their shuttle.  Without it, they’re going to drown in a few minutes. (pause) I’d be mad.

NEEVA: Sir, I can’t get these engines started.

LORHROK: I know.  There’s some kind of manual system clamping our energy output.  I’m trying to find the override.

WESTLAKE: Can’t they find another shuttle?

NEEVA: It seems like a lot of the Zeero have gone crazy.  They’re not thinking any more.  Just pounding.  Pounding.  It’s like... like they’ve been infected with something.

LORHROK: Remind me to do a bioscan once we’re in orbit.  Status of the bubble?

NEEVA: It’s going critical, sir.  I don’t think it’ll survive another shockwave.

(An alert at Lorhrok’s console.)

LORHROK: Oh, spast.

WESTLAKE: What is it?

LORHROK: I found the override.

NEEVA: Where is it?

LORHROK: It’s a big red button on the launch control console.

NEEVA: I don’t see a launch control console.

LORHROK: That’s because it’s at the edge of the landing pad.

NEEVA: Outside?

LORHROK: On the other side of a mob of angry, insane, bluegills who want to steal our shuttle and kill us.  Yes.

NEEVA: What do we do?

LORHROK: Well, one of us has to go hit the button.  (pause)  Neeva, I’m counting on you to cover me with the disruptors.  There should be two in that [locker.]

WESTLAKE: I’ll go.

NEEVA: Absolutely not.

WESTLAKE: I can’t help you here; I can’t aim a phaser.  But, even with my disease... I can still hit a big red button.  With both of you covering me, my odds are twice as good.

LORHROK: Simon, there’s absolutely no way we’re letting you out of this shuttle.

WESTLAKE: Well, there’s one other reason.

NEEVA: What’s that?

WESTLAKE: I’m sitting right next to the door control.

(He hits it and jumps to his feet.  The shuttlecraft doors open.  Simon runs out.)

LORHROK: WESTLAKE!

BLUEGILL 309-1: He’s trying to open the docking clamp!

BLUEGILL 309-2: GET HIM!

(The mob roars its assent.)

LORHROK: Neeva, the disruptors!

(Neeva’s already opening the supply locker, and quickly unlatches a disruptor, which she hands to Lorhrok, before taking one for herself.  They both charge their weapons and open fire!)

NEEVA: He loves you, you know.

LORHROK: Too much.

SCENE 309-48

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

(Everything in flames.)

(Brahms is crying out in pain.)

TRYLA SCOTT: It’s all right, Isaac.  It’s all right.  Your crimes are burning away.  The murders.  The betrayals.  Everything you did to tarnish my memory.

BRAHMS: (through tears) Please...

ROL: Isaac.

BRAHMS: Not now, Rol.

ROL: It’s now or never.

TRYLA SCOTT: He doesn’t want to talk to you.  Can’t you see that?

BRAHMS: No, it’s... Isn’t this what you... wanted for me, Colonel?  A reckoning for my sins?

ROL: Not like this.

TRYLA SCOTT: Oh, don’t insult my brother.  He’s known you long enough to recognize a lie.

ROL: That wasn’t a lie.

BRAHMS: Was it the truth?

(Pause.)

TRYLA SCOTT: You see what he thinks of you, Isaac?  Such contempt!

ROL: All right, fine! Yes, Isaac, I wanted you to suffer.  I wanted your conscience to rear up behind you in the middle of the night and choke you, slowly.  I wanted it to hurt as much as it did when you hit my kill switch.  Okay?

BRAHMS: Yes.  That’s exactly what I deserve.  Do you know what it’s like to wake up and know that every day?

ROL: Yes.

BRAHMS: Then you should be thanking her for this.

TRYLA SCOTT: You could have been so much more, Isaac.

BRAHMS: I know...

TRYLA SCOTT: So much more...

ROL: Issac...

(Rol drops to his knees, hitting the grass.)

ROL: Isaac.  I’m sorry.  She’s not real.

BRAHMS: You’re wrong.

TRYLA SCOTT: I am everything Isaac thinks about me. That’s thirty-six years of experience and nineteen years of yearning memory. I’m more real than flesh and blood. Isn’t that right, Isaac?

BRAHMS: Rol, just get out of here.

TRYLA SCOTT: You see?  Isaac’s always known this day was coming.  One day, I would find out what he’s done in my name.  And he knew that would be the end of him.

ROL: I can’t, Isaac.  I’m under orders.  So are you.

TRYLA SCOTT: Orders.  Isaac, do you remember the last thing I said the High Commissioner on Zakharov after the Four-Minute War?

BRAHMS: Of course.  “Orders are the best refuge of the worst monsters.” (pause) Monsters like Isaac Brahms.

ROL: Isaac, she may be fifty-five years of memories – but whose memories? (pause) Would the woman who lit the lamps of peace in so many dark worlds – who loved you so much – would she rip your mind apart just to make the point that you did bad?

BRAHMS: She should.

ROL: That’s not what I asked.  Would she? (pause) This isn’t her, Isaac.  It’s you.

(Rol lifts the sword from where it fell on the ground.)

ROL: Only you can end this, General.  Take your sword.

TRYLA SCOTT: Isaac, we’re so close.

BRAHMS: I can’t, Alex.

ROL: Lives depend on it.

BRAHMS: How many this time?  A billion?  A trillion?

ROL: Mine, for one.

(Brahms takes up the sword from Alex, rises to his feet, and draws it against Tryla’s throat.)

TRYLA SCOTT: I died once, Isaac.  It destroyed you.  Can you kill me again?

BRAHMS: I’m sorry. I’ve failed you so many times, Tryla.

ROL: So don’t fail her again.

TRYLA SCOTT: I am Gevinon’s last king. If you touch me with that sword, millions will die. It will be the end of all life on this planet. Do you know how many innocents will die?  But if you can kill your own sister, I suppose it should be easy to kill one more world. (slowly) One last genocide, Isaac.

(Pause.)

ROL: Gevinon is a garrison world.  There are no civilians.

BRAHMS: You hope!

ROL: No: We hope.

(Pause.)

BRAHMS: Alex... if you were holding the sword... would you do it?

(Pause.)

ROL: I don’t know.

BRAHMS: Finally.  A little honesty.

(He slices with the sword.)

TRYLA SCOTT: Scions.  So it ends. (pause) You’ll see your sister soon, Isaac.  Pray she is as merciful as I.

(She cries out in pain as she vanishes.)

(Pause.  Brahms grunts and collapses to his knees.)

ROL: Isaac!

BRAHMS: It worked.  They’re dying.  They’re all dying.

SCENE 309-47

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR AUXILIARY CONTROL

(The ship continues to get heavily pounded by the enemy fleet.)

(Dovan wrenches the doors partially open with his bare hands.)

DOVAN: Auxiliary control!  Who else made it?

MAIEK: Just us, sir!  Doctor Maiek and Transporter Chief Lorth!

LORTH: Captain on the bridge!

DOVAN: Such as it is, yes.  Help me with this door!

(Lorth and Dovan get the door all the way open, and Dovan boards the bridge.  The door then swooshes shut behind them.)

DOVAN: Oh, now it works, yeah.

MAIEK: Is anyone else with you, sir?

DOVAN: Not anymore, no. Chief, report.

LORTH: Sterilization program ninety-seven percent complete.  Virtually the entire planet is dead or dying.  Final torpedoes launching now.

(The last hellfire launches.)

MAIEK: Captain, the away team is still down there.  They could already be drowning.

DOVAN: I know.  Brahms is out of time.  Either he infected the queens or he didn’t.  Lorth, drop shields for transport.

LORTH: What shields?

DOVAN: Good point.  Beam up the away team!

MAIEK: And then what?  We’re still surrounded by hostile ships.

LORTH: Sir, most of our transporter rooms are offline.  I’ll have to beam up the survivors in groups of two.

MAIEK: We don’t have enough time.  The flooding –

DOVAN: Wounded first, Mister Lorth.  Beam them directly to triage ward.  Except Brahms – I want him in the last group.

MAIEK: Sir, my sensors show Brahms with almost no lifesigns.  He needs immediate attention.

DOVAN: Mister Lorth, our people first.  Then Isaac Brahms.  That’s an order.

LORTH: Aye, sir.  Energize!

SCENE 309-49

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE

SCHMITTY: Skipper – the bubble.

(There’s a distant rolling thunder, then a distant crash.)

BRADY WINTERS: It’s... collapsing.

COX: There’s no more time.  We have to go.  Schmitty, launch the shuttle.

(Schmitty starts hitting controls.)

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper...

COX: Brady, we gave Yubari all the time we could.

(The shuttle’s engines start thrumming at a higher frequency.)

SCHMITTY: We have... liftoff!

(The shuttle accelerates off the landing pad into the air.)

SCENE 309-50

LOCATION: COMM TOWER – EXTERNAL CATWALKS

(Yubari is laying on the catwalk, panting with her arm still shorting.)

YUBARI: I can’t...  The bubble...

(We hear the shuttle zoom off the landing pad a couple stories above and accelerate into the distance.)

YUBARI: They’ve lifted off.  The city is drowning.  So this is... how... [how I die] (pause) She was right.  It was a beautiful city.

SCENE 309-51

LOCATION: BRAHMS’S MIND – THE GARDEN

ROL: Isaac... the garden.  I’m sorry.  They’ve destroyed it; I failed you.

BRAHMS: No, Alex.  Look, right below you.  In that little patch of unscorched earth.

(Rol repositions on the grass.)

ROL: One sapling?  That’s all I saved?  An inch of beauty out of all this garden?

BRAHMS: It is enough. (pause)  Now get out of here.  It’s all coming down.  I don’t want you trapped in here with me.

(Rol stands.)

ROL: You deserved better, Isaac.

(Brahms laughs. Joyfully)

BRAHMS: Oh, Alex, you silly boy.  Don’t you understand what I am?

ROL: Isaac Brahms.  I have always been, and I will always be –

(The last couple of words are distorted, as, suddenly, Rol is picked up in a transporter beam.)

SCENE 309-52

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – STARDRIVE – TRIAGE WARD

(Sickbay is crowded.)

(The rescued away team – Rol and a marine - materializes here.)

ROL: No.  NO!

NURSE HENNESSY: Welcome home, gentlemen.  My name is Nurse [Hennessy.  Please lie down so we can classify your injuries for triage.]

ROL: Where’s Isaac?  Tell me you got Isaac!

SCENE 309-53

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR STARDRIVE – AUX. CONTROL

LORTH: Captain, I can’t locate Lieutenant Yubari’s lifesigns.

DOVAN: Keep beaming.  Doctor Maiek, try to find her.

MAIEK: Aye, sir.

LORTH: I have the fourth group locked on.

DOVAN: Energize!

LORTH: The rest are being overwhelmed!

DOVAN: Beam them out!

MAIEK: Sir, the planet!

DOVAN: What? Oh, no.  The last hellfire.

(Pause as the last hellfire hits.)

DOVAN: Chief.

LORTH: Sir, I’ve lost their lifesigns.

DOVAN: CHIEF!

LORTH: Captain, they’re gone.  The last torpedo just wiped out that bubble and the rest of the Assault Team is gone.

(Pause.)

DOVAN: How many?

LORTH: Three marines.  Isaac Brahms...  and Asuka Yubari.

MAIEK: Sir, more enemy ships inbound!

DOVAN: Right!  I’m taking the conn!

(He steps forward and slides into the helm console, immediately entering commands.)

DOVAN: Time we got out of here.  Bringing us about to oh! One! One! Mark, nine!  Tactical evaluation, Mr. Lorth!

LORTH: Sir, I’m not qualified [to give tactical advice.]

DOVAN: You see anyone who is qualified, Chief?  Improvise!

LORTH: Umm... awright!

(He starts pressing buttons.)

LORTH: They seem... erratic.  Like all their weapons officers suddenly got drunk.  Bad aim is the only reason we’re still alive, captain.

DOVAN: Then Isaac Brahms did his job.  They’re dying.  Just not quickly enough.  And your assessment now?

LORTH: Now you’re flying what’s left of us right down their throats.  Sir.

DOVAN: The only way out is through.

LORTH: I don’t like our odds!

DOVAN: That’s the difference between you and me, Lorth: the captain doesn’t have the luxury of realism.  Ahead one-quarter impulse!

(The ship is hit by more fire. Another console sparks.)

(The intercom boop goes off.)

ADOW: Well, now you’ve done it, Dovan.  That last hit sprang an atomic intermix leak!  I can’t shut it down without more power!  We have two minutes to a warp core breach!

DOVAN: Engineering, acknowledged!

ADOW: Dovan, give me the power from the holo-emitters or we’ll lose the Excelsior!

DOVAN: Negative, Adow!  Maintain the hologram!

ADOW: Captain!  The Federation is destroyed if we are, Borg disguise or not!

DOVAN: Dovan out!  Doctor, target the lead ship and lock in the automatic firing circuits!

MAIEK: I can’t, sir!  We just lost weapons!

(Another massive volley strikes the ship.)

SCENE 309-54

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – LANDING PAD

(Simon is running across the pad. A mob is chasing him.)

(He makes it to the button and presses it. It makes a nice beep, and then we hear something big demagnetize. Simon hits his combadge.)

WESTLAKE: Westlake to Lorhrok!

LOCATION: GEVINON – SPACEPORT BUBBLE – BLUEGILL SHUTTLE

WESTLAKE: Docking clamps released!

(Lorhrok hits his combadge.  He continues firing into the crowd.)

LORHROK: Great, Simon!  Get back here!  We’re clearing a path through the mob for you!

NEEVA: Alecz, is just me, or is the mob starting to act... really strange?

LORHROK: You mean the ones that are just lying down like they’re going to sleep?

NEEVA: I mean the ones that are punching each other.  Or themselves.

LORHROK: They really are infected with something.

NEEVA: Maybe they’re dying.

(Suddenly, a thunderclap.  Then a sound like a distant waterfall, bigger and deeper than any waterfall ever, and coming closer.  Then the distant, rolling sound of a thousand screams a second.)

NEEVA: That was the habitat bubble cracking open. It’s flooding!  We’re dead if we stay here!

LORHROK: Get this shuttle ready to fly the instant Simon’s aboard!

NEEVA: What about Simon’s covering fire?

LORHROK: You leave that to me!  They’re keeling over fast enough anyway! No one touches the boy!  Nobody!

(He punctuates this with some more weapons fire.  Neeva runs up to the cockpit and starts hitting controls.)

NEEVA: The tidal wave is coming in fast!

LORHROK: Simon’s coming faster!  He’s through the worst of the crowd!

(The roar of the mob approaches.  Simon’s fast footsteps are just ahead of them.  The rumble of the entire spaceport collapsing under the flood is also starting to approach.)

WESTLAKE: (calling out from distance) Boss!

LORHROK: Simon! Great job! We have to go! Hurry!

WESTLAKE: Almost there! Aghghg!

(One of the bluegills tackles him to the ground!)

LORHROK: NOOO!  LET HIM GO!

BLUEGILL 309-1: (insane cry of pure animal hunger)

WESTLAKE: OWWWW!  He’s biting me!

LORHROK: What the spast?!  They’re completely insane!

(That rumble from the tidal wave is getting much louder.)

NEEVA: Sir, we only have a few seconds!

WESTLAKE: Help!

LORHROK: Simon’s been tackled!

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

LORHROK: I don’t have a clear shot!

WESTLAKE: Alecz, HELP!

(The rumble getting very scary.)

NEEVA: Take the shot, Alecz!

LORHROK: Great Prophet guide me.

(Lorhrok charges his weapon and aims.)

(Lorhrok fires.)

(He misses.  He hits Simon square in the chest.)

(Simon screams and dies.)

LORHROK: NO!  SIMONNNNNNN!

NEEVA: We’re outta here!  Shields up!

(She launches the shuttle, closing the back portal.  We hear the rush of water – of the tidal wave – just behind the shuttle as it climbs for altitude.)

LORHROK: (anger) SIMON! (pause; bargaining) SIMON! (pause; utter despair, tears)  Simon...  I missed.  I missed.  Oh, Maker, I just killed Simon Westlake.  (He breaks down and starts weeping.)

(Then the back door finishes sliding shut, just as the shuttle is slapped by the wave.)

SCENE 309-55

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – AUX. CONTROL

(Relatively little weapons fire for the moment.).

ADOW: Dovan, we have crystal collapse!  I can’t hold it!  I’m sounding abandon ship!

DOVAN: No you’re not, Miss Adow!  We are getting this ship out of here in one piece!  Dovan out!

LORTH: Approaching the perimeter of the bluegill envelopment!  Taking heavy fire!

MAIEK: Captain, we have no weapons, no shields.  We are bearing down on an enemy formation and we have a warp core breach in progress. A Romulan commander would have ordered the self-destruct by now.

DOVAN: Then a Romulan commander would have condemned his galaxy to the Sword of Damocles.  Gevinon was just destroyed by a Borg Cube.  Their forensic team won’t believe that if they find our warp nacelles floating in orbit.

MAIEK: Do you sincerely expect to break through that formation?

DOVAN: Accelerating to ramming speed.

(He inputs some commands and the ship lurches to higher speed.)

MAIEK: Captain!  Do you believe it?

(The ship is suddenly rocked by much more intense weapons fire.)

LORTH: We’ve re-entered primary firing range!

MAIEK: Hull breach, this deck! The corridor is decompressing!

LORTH: We’ve lost attitude control!  The Excelsior is adrift!

ADOW: Bridge!  Core breach is imminent!

DOVAN: All hands, this is the captain! --

UNDERWOOD: Excelsior, this is the Scion vessel Triassa One!  Can we be of assistance?

DOVAN: Underwood!  We need to take the holo-emitters offline!  NOW!

TRIASSA: The illusion is now maintained by my will.  You have latitude.

UNDERWOOD: The Scion is saying you’re safe as houses.  Go!  We’ll cover you!

(Dovan slams the intercom.)

DOVAN: Adow!  Transfer power from the hologrid!  Stop that breach!

ADOW: I’ll try!

(The channel with engineering closes.)

LORTH: Sir, there’s... something... approaching off our port bow.  It’s drawing the enemy’s fire!

DOVAN: A ship?

LORTH: Not exactly.  More like a... I don’t know, sir.  I’m not a tactical officer.

TRIASSA: This one is called Triassa by the Servants.

UNDERWOOD: Lord Triassa is a Scion of the Stars.  He’s agreed to help us escape.

DOVAN: Good work, Underwood.  I was starting to think you couldn’t convince a fish to swim.

UNDERWOOD: You know, I am the Excelsior’s diplomatic officer.

DOVAN: Ten seconds longer and there wouldn’t have been an Excelsior.

LORTH: Triassa has opened fire.  The bluegill ships are being torn apart.  Their crews are infected with the Wasting; they can hardly fight back.

DOVAN: Lord Triassa, we are grateful for your aid.  Underwood, where’s the saucer?

UNDERWOOD: Safe.  We were boarded, but the Scions fired a stun beam that knocked out everyone aboard, including the buggers.  They’re dying now of a telepathic virus.  I presume that means Brahms’s mission was a success?

DOVAN: We think so.

LORTH: Sir, I have one torpedo tube back online.

DOVAN: Status of the planet, Doctor.

MAIEK: Totally dead, sir.  Every bubble has collapsed.  Every ocean is boiling.  No life signs whatsoever.

DOVAN: Good. Then find us a target, Mister Lorth.

TRIASSA: Excelsior, the crew of your ship has done enough damage for many yahrens.  We shall attend to the remainder.  You will now be withdrawn.

MAIEK: Sir, we are moving out of the envelopment.  Not under our own power.

DOVAN: They always said the Scions were impressive.  Underwood, are you coming?

UNDERWOOD: Not just yet, Dovan.  However, Triassa detected a few friends of ours as the City of the Deep collapsed.  I think it’s time we rematerialized them.

(Suddenly, alien transporter beams.  Yubari and the Anbar survivors all appear on the bridge.)

DOVAN: Yubari!

MAIEK: Yubari.

(They run to her side!  Maiek has a tricorder out immediately, and stabilizes her with a quickly-applied hypospray.)

YUBARI: What the... hell?  The Excelsior?  Am... I... dead?

DOVAN: You’d probably look better if you were, Lieutenant.  Good work down there.

YUBARI: Dovan. (pause) I guess I must be alive – no one in Heaven would be that tactless.

DOVAN: Welcome home, Yubari.

MAIEK: Lorth!  I need to get this woman to triage!

LORTH: Locked on!

MAIEK: Energize!

(They beam out.)

(Skipper Cox taps Dovan on the shoulder.)

COX: Excuse me.

DOVAN: Jehosephat!  What – where did – Captain Cortez?

COX: Cortez was my cousin. My name’s Samantha Cox. My crew and I were hoping we could hitch a ride on your starship, seeing as you rescued us and all.

DOVAN: Captain Cox.  You’re not dead, either?

COX: Damn straight. But we have wounded.

DOVAN: Lorth, get them to sickbay.

COX: I’ll stay. You’re gonna be alright, Brady.

BRADY WINTERS: Skipper... take the plaque.

(She hands Cox the Anbar dedication plaque.)

COX: See you in a few minutes.  Glad you’re still with us.

(Brady and the other survivors are beamed away.)

DOVAN: Whatever happened on that planet, I’m looking forward to reading your report.

COX: You and my union both.

DOVAN: At this rate, we’ll rendezvous with the saucer section in two minutes twenty.

COX: The Scions will get you out of the star system, patch essential systems.  After that, I reckon you’re on your own.

DOVAN: May I see that, Captain?

(She hands him the metal plaque.)

COX: Call me Sam.  It’s the dedication plaque of my ship.  The S.S. Anbar.  I understand this is all that’s left of her now.

DOVAN: I’m sorry.

COX: Not your fault.

(Dovan picks up the plaque again.)

DOVAN: If we must weep, let it not be for the fallen, but for ourselves.  For our kinsmen met their fates in our service, and found rest in their Gods.  We live on in the hope of gaining what they now posess, for they have attained the Graceful End. (pause) Good words.

COX: Yes.  Good words.

(Silence.)

SCENE 309-57

LOCATION: GEVINON SHUTTLE

Neeva and Lorhrok have reached space.  The interior of their shuttle is not that bad – certainly not compared to the Excelsior – but there are still a few periodic sparks, indicating the damage they took escaping the surface.

NEEVA: Sir?  We’ve achieved standard orbit.  No pursuit. Actually, no lifesigns.  Sir? (pause) Alecz.

LORHROK: I shot Simon...

NEEVA: I’m picking up a battle on the far side of the planet.  Viewscreen on.

(The viewscreen comes on.)

LORHROK: ...What is that... blob?

NEEVA: I don’t know.  But whatever it is, it’s wiping out the parasite fleet.  I’m also picking up a Borg Cube near the edge of the system.

LORHROK: Do you think he knew what happened?  In that second? When he died?

(Pause.)

NEEVA: We can make warp two out of the system.  There’s an ion storm, but it’s fading fast. (pause) Goodbye, Simon.

(She hits the control.)

LOCATION: SPACE

(The shuttle jumps to warp.)

SCENE 309-58

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR ENGINEERING

DOVAN: Chief Adow?

ADOW: (angrily) What’s this?

DOVAN: Open it.

(She opens the little box.)

ADOW: A pip.

DOVAN: You kept the ship together.  Here’s my end of the bargain... Ensign Adow.

(Pause.)

(Then Adow snaps the box shut.)

ADOW: You can take your frakking pip and go to frakking hell, Dovan!  (she throws the box) You killed Harkless. (pause) Now get out of my engineering bay!

SCENE 309-60

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – ROL’S QUARTERS

(Yubari is weeping quietly as she listens.)

BRAHMS: ...other details of the estate should be left to my bridge officers, Tactical and Operations.  Please have my remains buried at Arlington, next to my sister, Captain Tryla Scott. (pause) Finally, I wish to thank my friends for the kindness and the loyalty they have shown me.  You have always been my saving grace. (pause) This concludes my last will and testament.  Signed Isaac Tiberius Brahms.

(Yubari releases a loud sob.)

ROL: Shhhh... It’s okay, Asuka.  It’s okay.

(Yubari weeps.)

SCENE 309-61

LOCATION: NOWHERE

TRIASSA / ZAREM: All Zeero vessels have been destroyed.  All survivors died by the hand of our Wasting.  The ion storm is passed.  All is finished.

UNDERWOOD: You see, my lord?  You survived.  You triumphed.  You saved everyone.

TRIASSA / ZAREM: Except the Zero.

UNDERWOOD: Yes, except the bluegills.  (pause) But you spoke of doom.  I’m pleased that we avoided it.  Perhaps this opens a new era of friendship between our peoples.

TRIASSA / ZAREM: Avoided it! (pause) Do you mock us, Joshua Underwood?  Do you dare?  We were once called Demons of Air and Darkness!  Are we believed incapable of wrath in this our dotage?

UNDERWOOD: My lord, I... no, I do not mock you.  I... apologize for my offense?

TRIASSA / ZAREM: Is it possible that it is not obvious to all what you have set in motion today?  What suffering will come of it?  Do you lack pity for the Ferengi... or merely understanding? (pause) But it is seen that we were mistaken.  It is I who apologize to you, Joshua Underwood.  The cruel fate inflicted by you is without malice.

UNDERWOOD: I thank you, Wise One.  But [what do you mean?  The Ferengi?]

TRIASSA / ZAREM: We are reproached by your lingering here, while you are needed aboard Starship Excelsior.  It is time for your departure.

UNDERWOOD: My Lord – I’ve searched for your people for so long. Now we’ve finally come face-to-face, and there is so much left to learn.  Might I not stay here for a time, as a representative and ambassador for my people?

TRIASSA / ZAREM: An ambassador of your people has already been secured this day, Joshua Underwood.  Farewell.

UNDERWOOD: What?

TRIASSA / ZAREM: One boon we do grant you: prophecy.  When the time comes, Joshua Underwood, you must let Alex die.

UNDERWOOD: What?

(Underwood is beamed away in a Scion transport.)

SCENE 309-62

LOCATION: EXCELSIOR – SAUCER SECTION – MAIN BRIDGE

(Underwood materializes in the middle of the deck.)

DOVAN: Underwood.  Welcome back.

UNDERWOOD: Permission to come aboard, sir.

DOVAN: Granted.  I wasn’t sure we’d see you again.  Thought you might want to stay with the Scions.

UNDERWOOD: Perhaps next time. Status of the ship?

DOVAN: We’ve reintegrated the saucer, which was a small miracle by Mister Sylveste and me.  Our Borg Cube hologram is staying up on minimal power until we’re out of sensor range.  We don’t want any stray surviving bluegill computers recording that the Borg Cube was really us.  The Wasting has killed every bluegill in the system.  That Scion – Triassa – has destroyed their starfleet.  And we made it look like somebody else did it.  All that’s left is to find out whether it worked.

UNDERWOOD: The bluegills will either cancel the armistice, attack the Borg, and hold off the invasion of the galaxy for another day...

DOVAN: ...or they won’t, and we’ll never make it back to starbase.  Either way, it’s out of our hands now.  Time to care for our wounded.  Mourn the dead.  Major, good to have you back on your feet.  Thanks for filling in on the bridge.

THE MAJOR: Sir, not a problem, sir.

DOVAN: Lay in a course for starbase nine-one-one.  Best speed.

THE MAJOR: Aye, sir.

UNDERWOOD: So we did it.

DOVAN: Looks that way.  Took on an entire fleet. Saved the galaxy.

UNDERWOOD: And survived.  (pause) Proud?

DOVAN: Of this ship, of course.  Of myself? (pause) Why shouldn’t I be?

THE MAJOR: Course laid in, sir.

DOVAN: Hit it.

(The Excelsior jumps to warp.)

END CREDITSEPILOGUE

LOCATION: SPACE

NARRATOR: Several days later.

(A Federation probe is flying past, beeping its signal home.)

NARRATOR: No Starfleet probe had ever penetrated as far into Borg Space as D.S.P. Two-Two-Oh-Nine.  There was nothing special about Two-Two-Oh-Nine: it was automatic, warp-capable, and very lucky.  It rarely sent transmissions back to Starfleet Command, and, when it did, it took six months to get there.  Two-Two-Oh-Nine had not seen anything of interest.  Borg Space is vast and mostly empty. (Pause) But today, Starfleet’s probe was closing in on the first important find of its existence.  A month before, it had picked up a distress call, on a Federation frequency, from a ship identified, by registry, as the S.S. Anbar.  The call had stopped, abruptly, about a week ago, but two-two-oh-nine’s algorithms insisted it investigate the dark matter nebula, despite the risk of communications interference. (Pause) This is what it found.

PROBE (STARFLEET COMPUTER VOICE): Origin of distress call located.  Wreckage detected.  Consistent with class-three neutronic fuel carrier.

(The probe beeps as it processes.)

PROBE: Conclusion: S.S. Anbar has been destroyed.  Resuming course.

(The probe beeps. We hear ships drop out of warp.)

PROBE: Unknown engine signatures detected.  Number: at least one million.  Warning: Borg engine signatures detected.  Number: unknown.

(We hear a Borg tractor beam and few Borg torpedoes.)

(The probe has alarms go off.)

PROBE: Warning: multiple inbound projectiles.  (The probe is hit) Warning: power failure.  Warning: hull fragmentation.  Performing immediate data dump.  Warning: Starfleet comm-link offline.  Switching to radio communications:

VOICE OF THE BORG: We are the Borg.  Lower your defenses and abandon your hosts.  We will add your technological distinctiveness to your own.  Your life-form and culture have been deemed superfluous.  Resistance is futile.

KING KURANES: This is King Kuranes of the flag Celephaïs.  All Zeero vessels... open fire!

NARRATOR: At that moment, DSP Two-Two-Oh-Nine ceased operating.

