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Introduction

Dean Wesley Smith




A brief glance at the table of contents will tell anyone familiar with this series of anthologies that, for the second year in a row, there’s a new section of stories.

Last year, of course, we added an Enterprise section, as fans wrote a number of great stories after seeing just the first show. This year we are keeping all five show sections, and adding one more section called “Speculations.”

Now, this is not the name of a new ship, nor the name of a new Star Trek show, although either wouldn’t be a bad idea at some point in the future. Instead, this new section describes the content of the stories included, just as the different show sections do.

The idea for the new section was suggested by Paula Block after reading “Our Million-Year Mission” by Robert T. Jeschonek. John Ordover and I both agreed instantly. We needed this new section in the book, and after reading Robert’s story, you will understand why.

However, for me this “Speculations” section means more. Star Trek has always been a show, right from the start, that asked the standard science fiction questions, “What next?” and “What if this goes on?” From those two simple questions, combined with great characters, comes almost every great science fiction story, and most of the best Star Trek stories.

Those questions also bring in the sense of wonder, and push back the edges of the thought-of universe. In Robert’s story, he asked the simple question about the entire Star Trek universe. “What if this goes on?” Then he combined it with a great character story, a second “What if this goes on?” question about a character.

I didn’t believe he could pull it off, and yet he did. He let me feel a sense of wonder, and at one point I even said out loud as I read, “Oh, cool,” and being a longtime reader and editor, I don’t do that very often anymore. And he got the characters right.

So Paula Block suggested we add the new section for stories that push the edges of the Star Trek universe, as Robert’s story does. Some of the stories in this book push edges, yet fit inside a certain television series. There are other wonderful stories that are more character driven.

But for the stories that go outside the edges of one show, that exist in the Star Trek universe and are Star Trek stories, yet push boundaries of ideas, setting, and place, there is now a section in this book. Daring to go where no one has gone before is the challenge of Star Trek, both in the shows and in the writing of stories. And what better group of people to do that than Star Trek fans?

This is a book written by Star Trek fans, and as a fan, I am very, very proud to be a part of it.
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[THIRD PRIZE]

Whales Weep Not

Juanita Nolte




Chiz sat down heavily and leaned his head in his hands. His sandpaper beard matched the feeling in his eyes. He pushed the butt-filled ashtray to the corner of his desk. It smelled better than the taste in his mouth. The ringing of the phone deafened the pounding in his head. No way was he going to answer it. Forms. Hell, he hated paperwork, even more than the stakeouts. Even when they go good for him and bad for the perps. The phone persisted. The forms stared at him accusingly. Screaming phone. Forms. He grabbed the phone.

“Why won’t you go check on that nice woman? I’ve called four times now and you’ve done nothing. She’s not brought me my paper for three days and that’s not like her.” The woman’s voice screamed into Detective Chizum’s ear even though he was holding it six inches away. Next time he’d fill out the damn forms. Four times, it seemed like twenty and he told her the same thing he told her before.

“Lady, she’s a grown woman. She probably just went on a vacation or something.”

“I always take in her mail when she’s going any place. I tell you something’s not right and I want you to do something about it.”

“OK, OK. Give me her name and address.” Too tired to care, he reluctantly agreed.

“Don’t use that tone with me, young man. Her name’s Gillian Taylor and she works at that whale place.” He scribbled “Irving St.” on the back of an old envelope as the lady rattled on.

“Oh boy,” thought Chiz, “it just keeps getting better.” Instead of saying what he thought he put a tired smile in his voice, “Whale place. You mean one of those seafood restaurants in the wharf area. She a waitress?”

The woman breathed audibly, perturbed by the idiocy of the man. “The whale museum, you know where George and Gracie live.”

“Oh, yeah I’ve heard of the place. Never managed to get over there.” It wasn’t exactly on his top ten list of things to do.

“Well, are you going to do anything or not?”

“Tell you what, Mrs. Schimmerman, I’ll go take a look at her place this afternoon and check out where she works,” hoping that would placate her and get her off his back. He pulled the disgusting ashtray back into place while patting himself down for a cigarette. First he was going home long enough to grab a couple of hours of rack time.

“I should think so.” Hanging up the phone loud enough to make him wince, she voiced her opinion of the police department.

Detective Chizum was one of those guys that managed to exist between neat and sloppy. His suit was of good quality, but disheveled. Sitting in a smelly warehouse in the docks all night hadn’t helped. His light-brown hair was just long enough that he was thinking about a trim. A well-worn thirty-something kind of guy. Grandmothers called him handsome, five kids called him uncle, and women called him all the time. The kind of guy that would do what he said he would even though visiting a couple of whales wasn’t exactly how he had planned to spend his day.

“Hey Chuck, would you run this name for me,” he called, ripping a sheet from the yellow pages on his way out the door. “Just leave it on my desk.”

Chuck grunted a yes, sniffed. “Gee, Chiz, hot date last night?”

Museums, he quickly scanned the ads for George and Gracie. The Maritime Cetacean Institute over in Sausalito, the only museum exclusively devoted to whales, or so the ad stated. She probably worked in one of those gift shops selling cute little stuffed Gracies. Hey, it was a nice day and nobody had been murdered, mugged or robbed in the last few hours, so a trip across the bay might be relaxing.

Not as relaxing as his nap on the couch had been, thought Chiz as he leaned on a rail staring at an empty tank. George and Gracie had flown the coop three days ago, sent back to the oceans. A big sign announced the fact and local newspapers had heralded the story. He made a mental note to read the newspapers that had been piling up on his kitchen table all week. He’d obviously missed George and Gracie’s exit.

“Bob, nice to meet you. They told me out front that you’re the director of this place.” Chiz flashed his identification. “I’m trying to locate a woman named Gillian Taylor. I was told that she worked here.” He scrutinized Bob. Average looking guy, brown hair, casually dressed for a director.

“Dr. Taylor is the assistant director of the institute. She’s one of the foremost cetacean biologists in the country,” Bob stated matter-of-factly. “She’s also a friend of mine.” The latter added with a hint of doubt in his voice.

“A friend of yours. Good, then I suppose you’ve seen her in the last couple of days.”

“Uh, no. She hasn’t been in to work.” Bob shuffled some papers, scratched his head, folded his hands and then looked off to the side. What was he going to say? He hadn’t really expected to see her for a few days, not until she cooled off. He wasn’t exactly looking forward to the verbal thrashing he knew he would get when she did return either.

Chiz’s eyebrows arched questioningly. “She say where she was going?”

“No.”

Boy, what this guy wasn’t saying spoke volumes. Body language never lied. Since he was obviously nervous and hiding something, Chiz settled into his seat, making it apparent that he wasn’t leaving until he found out what it was. He reached for his cigarettes, slowly shaking one out of the pack. A pack of smokes was one of the best tools in a detective’s arsenal.

“Don’t suppose it had anything to do with her slapping you in the face and running off?”

Bob’s head jerked up and then he sighed, “How did you know about that?”

“Everybody knows. It’s all over the place. I heard it at the Coke machine. Must have been some argument if they’re all still gossiping about it. Lovers’ quarrel?”

“Heavens no! Nothing like that. She was just very upset about the whales being flown to Alaska. I, uh, didn’t tell her.”

Chiz didn’t believe him. His bet was still on the love angle. Usually was. Nobody would get that upset over a couple of fish. Chiz remained silent, taking his time lighting the cigarette and inhaling deeply. “So tell me, Dr. Briggs, exactly what time was this little quarrel?”

“Around seven-thirty. I haven’t seen her since. She has plenty of vacation time on the books and I figured she’d decided she needed a break to cool off. She really loved those whales. And—” He stopped abruptly.

“And?”

“Well, I haven’t told her yet that we lost them.”

“You lost ’em. The whales?”

“Yes.”

“Just how do you go about losing a couple of whales that weigh what, thirty or forty tons each?”

“Look, I can’t explain it. They were tagged with radio frequencies. The signal’s gone. Nothing. It’s been three days.”

“Anything else?” Chiz grinned to himself. This guy was in for some big-time woman trouble when the good doctor returned.

“Well, there was some trouble the day before. Some weirdo jumped into the whale tank and took a swim with Gracie. You don’t really think she’s missing, do you?” The concern in his voice seemed genuine enough.

A puff of smoke rose to the ceiling as Chiz took his time to answer. “I think you really pissed her off.” The question was whether she was mad enough to confront him again and this time he did something about it.

* * *

It was a short drive across the bay to the house on Irving Street located in the Sunset district. Time enough for his half-filled Styrofoam cup of coffee to get cold. Chiz flicked the butt of a cigarette into it and climbed out of the car. Maybe he should cut back. Wasn’t there some article or something the other day about ’em being a health hazard, lung cancer? Of course doctors were always saying stuff like that. Another scare tactic, right up there with saccharin and global warming, whatever that was.

He’d only gotten one foot on the pavement before a door opened and an old lady with pink foam curlers in her hair came stomping across the street. Not that she’d look any better with the curly frizz she would probably end up with. The purple stretch pants and yellow flip-flops added a whole new meaning to the word fashionable.

“You the detective that I talked to?”

“Yes ma’am.” No use getting her mad again. She’d already complained to the chief.

“Come on. I got a key. I’ll let you in.”

“Lady, I don’t have a warrant, nor do I have probable cause.”

“Fiddle, faddle. I own the place and if I want to let you in I will. I’m sure something’s happened to her. If it weren’t for me no one would ever notice the poor girl was missing.”

Chiz wasn’t so sure but prudently kept his mouth shut. The house was small but well kept. A faint odor of lemon still clung to the stifling air as if the door and windows hadn’t been opened recently after a thorough bout of cleaning. Except for the whale pictures on all of the walls, it screamed ordinary. The second bedroom served as an office, the bookshelves crammed with textbooks and probably every conceivable marine biology book in print. One sat prominently displayed, and glancing at the cover he discovered why. The author was Dr. Gillian Taylor. The picture on the cover showed a young blond woman with an animated face. A woman delighted in her work. Whales seemed to be her life.

Above the desk was a framed poem by D. H. Lawrence, “Whales Weep Not!”

They say the sea is cold, but the sea contains the hottest blood of all, and the wildest, the most urgent.

The woman was certainly passionate about her work. A passionate woman would have other passions as well. He just needed to discover what they were, or who they were. The insipid director didn’t seem her type.

Opening the drawers, he scanned the contents. Her checkbook was a mess but revealed a healthy balance. He jotted down the account number, intending to check at the bank later. There didn’t appear to be any recent withdrawals. The address book was pitifully void of addresses.

“What about her family? Any word from them?”

“She doesn’t have any family. Only child, you know. Her mother died a couple of years ago. Cancer if I recall.” She scratched at a curler and thought for a minute before adding, “she never talks about her dad. I figure he’s long gone. Only steady boyfriend she had quit coming around when her mom got sick. Didn’t like him much, I knew he wasn’t for her. He talked real strange. I think he’s one of those professors at Berkeley now. Some sort of behavior psychologist. Let me tell you, his behavior was . . .” and she continued to drone on.

There wasn’t much to see. Nothing seemed disturbed. No forced entry of any kind. She hadn’t bothered to pack either. Chiz didn’t think there was a woman alive who went on a three-day trip without her makeup bag. As far as Chiz could tell she hadn’t packed anything. Maybe the old broad was right. The mail on the table revealed little except that her electric and gas bills were due.

The sterile white kitchen was small but adequate. Opening the refrigerator door, the abundance of food indicated that she’d gone to the market recently. Fresh produce filled one bin. A Post-it note on the door indicated she was planning on attending a potluck dinner on Friday. The recipe was taped on the door as well. He looked. Yep, the refrigerator contained every ingredient on the recipe.

Chiz didn’t like it. His gut always told him when something bad had gone down at a scene. A sixth sense sort of thing. He was good at his job, it just gave him an edge. This time, nothing. He couldn’t deny the fact any longer that the woman was missing. With absolutely no evidence of the fact. She just wasn’t there. Nice solid police work. The chief would laugh him back onto the streets as a beat cop. His gut had never lied to him before.

Returning to the station, Chiz found Chuck’s report on his desk along with a stack of police reports. Dr. Gillian Taylor, thirty-eight, single. Decent picture but not as good as the one on the jacket cover. It had looked professionally done. Couple of parking tickets but otherwise a clean slate. DMV showed that she drove an old Chevy pickup, light blue. He hadn’t noticed it at the house. He put out an APB on the truck. It was his best bet at the moment.

Chiz pulled his chair up after hanging his jacket on it, loosened his tie, rolled up his sleeves and got into work mode. He scanned through the pile of case folders that the chief had dumped on his desk. He couldn’t spend all of his time trying to find one lousy fish doctor. A penciled note was attached to the top file, short and sweet, “You’re going to love this one.” Chiz wasn’t going to love anything without a hot cup of coffee in one hand and a cigarette in the other. After satisfying both needs, he started to read.

An unknown, critically injured man had escaped from a second floor operating room of Mercy Hospital in the Mission district while under police guard. He had been arrested for unlawful entry onto the U.S. Naval ship Enterprise. While being interrogated by the FBI, the suspect had fled. After being chased through the ship and across the hangar deck, he had fallen into an open cargo elevator, causing severe head trauma. Two men and a woman, all dressed in green hospital scrubs, aided in his escape. They had entered the operating room, locked the surgeon, the anesthesiologist and two nurses in a small room and then melted the lock using an unknown device. One of the men then used another device to arouse the comatose patient. The suspect had not been apprehended since his unorthodox escape. The suspects were considered armed and dangerous. Government Contact: Commander Rogerson, United States Navy.

Photos of the four suspects taken from the security cameras at the hospital were included in the file.

“Holy hell,” exclaimed Chiz, nearly spilling hot coffee into his lap. One of the suspects was Dr. Gillian Taylor. She’d just escalated from victim to suspect. What had she gotten herself into? What possible connection could there be between a whale biologist and some guy breaking into a naval ship? Where did the other two men come into this? Chiz didn’t know but he was sure as hell going to find out! Here he was starting to actually worry about her and she was off committing crimes in some hospital. Patty Hearst had competition.

Dialing the number given for Commander Rogerson, he identified himself and waited to be patched through to the ship. “Commander Rogerson, this is Detective Chizum. I’m working on a case that seems to be connected somehow to your intruder.” After giving a brief description of what he had just read, he asked, “I was wondering what you could tell me.”

“Well, there’s not much to tell on this end. Our FBI guys interrogated him for a couple of minutes, then he ran and fell into the open cargo elevator. He stated his name as Commander Pavel Chekov, service number 656–5827D. The guy thought he was some sort of space man, a Starfleet commander in the United Federation of Planets. He grabs his ray gun off the table and says, ‘I will have to stun you.’ Sounded like something from one of those old late night TV shows.” He does something to the gun, we’re not sure what, no trigger or anything, and of course nothing happens. Then he says ‘Must be the radiation.’ He took off. Next thing we know he’s practically dead and we have to ship him off to the hospital. Not much we could do here. His injuries were too severe. They almost lost him on the way to Mercy.

“We checked his fingerprints. They came back negative. No ID on him and we checked all the mental hospitals. We’re checking with Interpol as well. Basically we got nothing. We haven’t even figured out how he got belowdeck. We weren’t secured, in port for some routine maintenance, but that doesn’t mean some wacko off the street just drops on in and no one notices. That’s my main concern at the moment. I want to know how he got in. If I have a security breach, I intend to plug it up. And I mean now. My men won’t see the light of day until I find out how he got on board.”

Commander Rogerson was not a happy camper. Chiz couldn’t really blame him. The brass on that base probably chewed up commanders and spit ’em out before breakfast. He’d never see captain’s stripes sitting on his shoulders.

* * *

The Chevy truck turned up parked near an open field in Golden Gate Park. The contents included the usual registration papers in the glove box, a couple of Hershey bar wrappers, a museum brochure, a pizza receipt, a chewed up pencil with no eraser and a tire iron under the seat. Not exactly hard evidence. Again, no sign of violence. The tire iron hadn’t been used. It was covered with dust. It was as if she’d taken a walk in the park and hadn’t come back. Chiz fingered the pizza receipt. It was dated the day before she disappeared. A day before her whales had disappeared. The day before she had helped a prisoner escape. He didn’t know how but he knew the three things were connected. Two large mushroom and pepperoni pies with extra onion and two Michelobs. She hadn’t eaten alone. Chiz’s growling stomach convinced him it was time for a North Bay pizza.

“Hey Chiz, shift’s over. It’s Miller time.” Chuck stated as he pulled on his jacket and headed for the door.

“Yeah, and I know just the place. I’ll even buy you a beer.”

North Bay Pizza was a local pizza joint in the Sunset district not far from where the whale doctor lived. Golden Gate Park was located a few streets further west. North Bay was a popular place with good pizza and reasonable prices.

Chiz ordered a white pizza from a skinny kid with freckles. He was allergic to tomatoes and was delighted when some kindred spirit had created a white pizza. This place boasted the original.

As the kid placed the hot round discs on the table, Chiz asked, “Were you by any chance working last Monday night?”

“No, but Jason was. You want to talk to him?” He pointed him out.

Jason did in fact work on that Monday and even remembered Dr. Taylor.

“What did this guy look like?”

“Average looking, short brown hair, middle-aged, dressed in some kind of red uniform and a nerdy looking white shirt.”

“You notice anything strange about the way he talked or acted?” asked Chiz. “This the guy?” Chiz showed him the picture taken at the hospital that he’d borrowed from the file.

“Man, this is San Francisco. Everybody’s weird. Yes, that’s him. That’s her too.

“I was taking some drinks to the next table when I heard her say that she knew outer space was going to come into this sooner or later. After that the guy was in a hurry. He’d gotten some kind of call on his pager earlier. It was a really neat pager though, he could talk on it like a walkie-talkie but it was small. It was really cool. I checked it out. Nobody has one like it. I looked in every store. Every one of them told me they don’t make pagers that small with voice capability.”

“They say anything else?”

“He said something really stupid about needing a couple of whales to repopulate the species. Like we don’t have enough whales. When I took them the check, I asked ’em who was getting the bad news and she said something like, ‘I suppose they don’t have any money in the twenty-third century.’ And the guy said, ‘Well, they don’t.’ Then they left. She tipped well though.”

At least the pizza was good. Lots of mozzarella. Chiz ate while ideas swirled through his mind like a cloud of confetti. As they settled he frowned. He didn’t like where this was going. Twenty-third century. That would make it what, 2200 and something. Pagers that don’t exist. Some sort of gadget that melts locks and another one that brings some guy out of a coma in seconds. Add a ray gun to the scenario and he might as well fix a bowl of buttery popcorn to go with the sci-fi movie in his head. Chiz decided he’d better stop watching those Buck Rogers reruns at two in the morning.

“Hey Chiz, did you hear about the guy Harry brought in?”

“No. What, Harry, you get another one of those weirdoes passed out on a bus?”

“Better. Some nut over in the park says we’re being invaded by aliens and the end is near. Says she saw people walking out of a beam of light. Thinks they’re being returned to earth after being captured in the Bermuda Triangle.” Harry winked at the waitress. “I think she had a little too much LSD on her last trip.”

“Maybe they’re from the future and they’re kidnapping our scientists.” Chiz gulped down the last of his beer, then threw a twenty on the table. “I’m out of here.” He was too beat to care about aliens or anything else that went bump in the night.

Sun poured in through the window. Dragging his eyelids open, Chiz decided that a good long run would clear his head and put things in perspective. The day was crisp and cool, smog levels low. The bay sparkled in the early morning light. Seagulls circled and argued to each other over a breakfast of fish. Afterward he would stop for his coffee and paper as he always did.

Chiz, still breathing heavily from his run, dug some change out of his pocket for a newspaper. Giants were having a lousy year. “Thanks, Frank, have a good one.” As he turned to go, the headlines of a street tabloid caught his attention, ALIENS LAND IN GOLDEN GATE PARK. “Hey Frank, let me have this one too.”

“Don’t tell me you read that stuff.” Frank snorted. “Bunch of crazies write that thing.”

“Yeah probably, but I could use a good laugh.”

Unknown aliens landed in Golden Gate Park late Monday night, frightening a nearby garbage crew. “I didn’t see no ship, but something was sure there,” stated Joe. “The wind started blowing garbage all over the place. There was this strange light, and something that looked like a bridge started coming out of it. Me and Mike got out of there quick.” A bag lady collecting cans from the trash bins confirmed the story. She also added that while she hid in the bushes, people-like aliens disembarked and walked down the bridge. After they got off, it closed up and there was nothing there.

Golden Gate Park again. Harry hadn’t mentioned the location last night. Chiz didn’t believe in coincidences. The Chevy truck left beside the same park where aliens were sighted. Not that he believed in little green men but things were getting a little too weird. He finished reading the article.

Two days later a couple of joggers reported that while in Golden Gate Park, an unexplained wind blew up out of nowhere. They heard a roaring noise but didn’t see anything. Another saw a helicopter lowering a big piece of glass into the sky and it vanished, dropped into nothing.

The same day that Dr. Taylor disappeared. Coincidences were just cropping up everywhere. Chiz scanned the rest of the paper. Buried on page three was another article about how an unidentified woman at Mercy Hospital in the Mission district had grown a new kidney while waiting in the hallway for her dialysis treatment.

“Some nice doctor handed me a pill and told me to swallow it and if I had any problems to call him. I grew a new kidney.” She kept repeating as in disbelief. “I grew a new kidney, I grew a new kidney.” Her doctors are also in disbelief and cannot explain the miracle that took place. The unknown doctor could not be found and no one could identify him from the description given by the patient.

It was all connected. How was the question.

Chiz never went to hospitals. People die in hospitals. He didn’t like doctors either. He never got sick but they always wanted to poke and probe at him anyway. He’d avoided his annual physical for two years now. So far the department hadn’t caught on. He couldn’t circumvent it this time. A trip to the hospital was inevitable thanks to a couple of water-spouting whales.

“So who was the woman in the article that grew a new kidney?” The nurse was cute and Chiz didn’t care if she knew anything or not.

“I don’t know and I don’t want to know. Not that I believe any of that nonsense.”

“I thought the doctors had confirmed it.”

“Yes, well I’m more inclined to believe they messed up the files in the first place.”

Obviously her opinion of doctors wasn’t any better than his. He pulled the picture from his pocket. “Seen any of these people before? And I’ll need your telephone number for my report.”

“Yes, right.” But she was smiling as she said it. He was pretty cute. “They were the ones that locked us up in the operating room.” She continued working on the chart.

“What about the woman, do you know her? Ever seen her before?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

“Well, she looks familiar but I can’t figure out where I’ve seen her before. I don’t know, she may just remind me of someone.” She turned and nodded to a doctor coming toward the nurse’s station. “That’s Dr. Brickman. He was the surgeon.” She turned, introduced the two, and then disappeared down the hallway, but not before handing him a slip of paper. Chiz grinned. The trip wasn’t a total loss.

The conversation with the doctor was brief, curt, and unproductive. He didn’t know how they had revived him. The device the man had used was unfamiliar and as far as he knew didn’t exist in this hospital or any other one in the country. They’d run into an elevator and had never come out.

Chiz reviewed his notes. So far three unidentified men were involved. Possibly four, if the guy in the white robe that jumped in the tank was connected. As far as he could tell Dr. Taylor hadn’t known any of them before that time and then all of a sudden goes on a crime spree as if they were the best of friends. She then disappears without a trace. Just like her whales.

Golden Gate Park. Dogs chasing Frisbees, young couples holding hands, kids with ice cream dripping down their chins. He hadn’t been here in years but it was the same. Sausalito, Mercy Hospital, North Bay Pizza, the garbage men. Golden Gate Park lay right in the middle like the bull’s eye of a target. A large indentation in the grass had been preserved by the recent lack of rain. Chiz walked the perimeter. It was so large that just walking through the park you wouldn’t notice it as anything unusual. The sketch in his hand showed otherwise. He had paced it off and sketched the shape. It was large, massive and gone. A squashed garbage can lay in the grass, flattened like a penny on a railroad track. Chiz knew the lady in question was nowhere to be found.

His premise was confirmed by the latest tabloid headlines, MILITARY COVERUP, ALIEN SPACECRAFT SIGHTED IN ALASKAN WATERS. FISHERMAN ALMOST CAPTURED.

The enormous, bird-shaped ship appeared out of nowhere, almost crashing into the Russian whaling ship. After narrowly escaping, Captain Kolovsky turned as a massive wake in the ocean appeared out of nowhere. Two whales that had been targeted by the crew had vanished. “The men were so frightened that we headed back to port and hit the tavern. I figured it must be some UFO or Martians but as it turned I could see the word Bounty written in English on the side of the ship.”

The HMS Bounty, if Chiz remembered his history lessons, was an eighteenth century British sailing ship famous for the mutiny of its crew.

Chiz knew what he had believed and knew what he didn’t want to believe. Aliens, he didn’t buy that angle. A few folks in Roswell might. All the people in the pictures looked human. They spoke English. Twenty-third century the man had said. The future. Chiz had never really thought about the future much. Wasn’t it Einstein that said, “I never think of the future, it comes soon enough.” Good philosophy. All that time being relative stuff. Come to think of it he also said, “Two things are infinite: the universe and human stupidity; and I’m not sure about the universe.”

It was nice to know that there was a future. He smiled. A future with whales and human stupidity. Seemed like things wouldn’t change that much.

The case couldn’t officially be closed but that didn’t mean he was going to put any more time into it either. After placating Mrs. Schimmerman with some story he would quietly add the folder to the inactive file. He just hoped that Dr. Gillian Taylor was happy with her whales.

For him, his only reminder would be a flattened garbage can with the word Bounty he had spray painted on it. Futuristic art.








One Last Adventure

Mark Allen and Charity Zegers




The Argus-class heavy warbird had seen better days. Phaser burns scorched its outer hull in numerous locations. Great gouges peeled back metal plating in several long hull breaches, like an immense claw had ripped along its length at some point in its violent, war-torn past. Technically decommissioned over a century earlier by the Romulan Star Empire, it had only recently been saved from an ignominious end by agents of DTI—the Federation’s Department of Temporal Investigations.

Retired Fleet Admiral Korvak sneered, not bothering to hide his displeasure. He stood in the spacedock observation lounge dressed in his old uniform, his gray hair cut with military precision over his pointed ears.

“This is the ship I’m to command?” he said in patent disbelief. “This pile of scrap from a bygone era?” He turned to the two human men standing beside him. “This had better be some version of a human joke, done in poor taste.”

One of the two stepped forward slightly, his nondescript features set in a conciliatory expression. Neither man wore a uniform, nor had they volunteered information such as names. They weren’t exactly working under the sanction of their superiors.

“Admiral Korvak, rest assured that by the time you embark on your adventure, the vessel will be completely restored to full working order.”

Korvak scowled, clearly not appeased. “It’s a relic! It belongs in a museum, or perhaps a junk heap. I refuse to pay a small fortune for your services if this is to be the dubious honor awarded me.”

The human frowned slightly. His companion stepped forward, his own expression harder, more accustomed to giving orders than to taking them.

“There were rules in the contract you signed, Admiral. Rules to make sure the game is played fairly, and remains challenging for all parties involved. How fair or challenging would it be if you were able to use a warbird of your current era? You will have at your command technology equivalent to that of the quarry you’ve requested. We made no secret of that during negotiations. Check your copy of the contract, if you wish.”

Korvak didn’t bother. He remembered the terms perfectly, but had hoped to bully his way around them.

“Never mind.” he said. “Just be sure that you have that ship combat-ready by the designated time.” He thrust a large storage case toward them. “Your fee, in full, and in gold-pressed latinum as per your request.” He paused as one of the men took out a tricorder and carefully measured the contents of the container. He cleared his throat, watching. “Have you narrowed down an appropriate point in the timeline for the adversary that I’ve chosen?” There was a note of excitement to his voice.

The second DTI agent looked up with a smile.

“Why, yes, Admiral, I believe we have,” he said, his tone now that of the gracious host. “The perfect moment in history for your adventure. I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”

* * *

Captain James T. Kirk faced the viewscreen eagerly, his eyes still on the quadrant of space in which the U.S.S. Excelsior had just vanished into warp. He was opening his mouth to give orders to get underway when Commander Uhura suddenly spoke up from her station.

“Captain, I have orders from Starfleet Command. We’re to put back into spacedock immediately . . .to be decommissioned.”

A heavy silence descended over the bridge. Decommissioned. Kirk felt as though the word applied to him, and not just his ship. His hands clenched briefly. He could feel the eyes of the rest of his crew on him, waiting. Expecting. Sorrow filled him, along with the knowledge that he could not win this fight. The time of this Enterprise and this crew was done. He swallowed, preparing to give the order.

“If I were human,” said Spock suddenly into the silence, “I believe my response would be . . .go to hell.” He looked at his friend, quirked an eyebrow. “If I were human.”

The rest of the crew smiled, the tension on the bridge easing as Spock voiced the thoughts they all shared.

“Course heading, Captain?” asked Chekov hopefully.

Kirk felt a wave of gratitude for his friends, his crew, his family. He smiled, stared again at the viewscreen.

“Second star to the right,” he said, “and straight on ’til morning.”

Commander Chekov took his captain literally, and used his best guess to estimate the coordinates. Realistically, they all knew that it was only a matter of time before Starfleet tracked them down, but surely even the bureaucrats couldn’t deny the Enterprise and her crew one last flight together. One last adventure.

* * *

Admiral Korvak stood in silence, watching repair crews finishing the refit of his warbird. Once he’d paid, the mission was underway. He’d barely been able to contain himself as he’d waited, a bit less than patiently. His hands released their death hold on each other. James T. Kirk. The greatest human captain Starfleet had ever produced. Kirk was a genuine war captain, product of the conflict with the Klingons nearly two centuries ago. His hands began to shake.

Like him, Kirk had never known defeat. Engaging him in combat would prove to be the challenge of his career as a military genius and admiral of the Star Empire. He would be forever known as the Romulan who defeated the great James T. Kirk.

“She’s in complete working order with full armament?” he asked the human just entering the observation lounge.

“But of course, Admiral,” the DTI agent assured him smoothly. “You have a brand-new warbird at your disposal, albeit of the era that your prey is in. We even have coordinates ready for you to intercept Enterprise as soon as your ship is ready to depart.”

Enterprise. The name sent a jolt of exhilaration through his Romulan blood. He would also get to face Spock, a longtime thorn in the side of the Star Empire. Korvak had studied all of the texts he could find on the Vulcan. In the time he would be traveling to, Spock would be a captain, not yet an ambassador.

Korvak turned toward the view port. Pavel Chekov became president of the Federation in his later years. This would be a devastating defeat for the Federation. First and foremost to him was the exhilaration of the hunt, of facing the greatest adversary he could find across the bridge of a warship, but he could not deny the appeal of changing the course of history in one fell tactical engagement. He took a deep breath, allowing his emotions to calm. When he’d been told of this little opportunity, he’d been doubtful, but now he couldn’t believe what was about to fall under his hands, his command. It would be his final combat voyage, and a glorious end to an illustrious career.

* * *

Captain Nagiyama Sotto, Starfleet liaison to the temporal organization DTI, drummed his fingers impatiently on his command chair console. He was a man accustomed to swift action. Over the course of his forty-five years of active service, nothing he’d yet encountered irritated him more than bureaucracy, having to wait for all of the red tape to clear before committing to a course. It was why, at sixty-three years of age, he was still commanding a starship instead of riding a desk.

Yet today it was not merely the waiting game which had him on edge. Today’s mission wasn’t investigating temporal anomalies, or tracking down individuals who may have, through one means or another, violated the Temporal Prime Directive. Today, Captain Sotto and his crew were after traitors.

“We have them, sir,” came the grim voice of DTI Special Agent Jacob Hors. “Positive identification of rogue Agents Whitmore and Hanson. They stayed in the current century to conduct their business, if that’s what you want to call it. They’re using the old abandoned spacedock structure at Starbase 39-Sierra. Hasn’t been used since the late twenty-fifth century, but the repair platform seems to be in good working order.”

Sotto sat up, adrenaline immediately kicking in. “Have they actually violated any regulations yet?”

“Unauthorized retrieval of an Argus-class heavy warbird, sir, commonly used by the Romulan Fleet during the late twenty-third and early twenty-fourth centuries. Give me a second . . .yes, here it is, decommissioned in 2340 by the Romulan Star Empire.”

Sotto frowned, then shrugged. “That’s not enough, Agent Hors. That might get them a proverbial slap on the wrist, but it won’t begin to make up for the dozens of discrepancies they’ve caused in the timeline. We’ve been cleaning up after these bastards for the last year and a half. I want more, to make sure there is no escape.”

“Looks like they’re getting ready to launch another of their so-called games, sir. The warbird looks freshly repaired and outfitted with original weaponry. We’ll have to wait until they actually launch it into the past to move, or we won’t have any evidence against them except the ship. Unless we can get their ‘customer’ to testify.” He didn’t sound too optimistic, and Sotto could understand why. The Romulans conditioned their soldiers rigorously to withstand capture and questioning. He frowned, considering.

“Do we have a confirmed I.D. on the customer?”

“Coming in now, sir . . .” Jacob scrolled down the Romulan personnel file as it came up onto his screen, and softly began to curse. Sotto’s voice cut him off sharply.

“Agent Hors, a little professionalism, if you please.”

“Yes, sir. My apologies, sir.” He swallowed, hard. “In my professional opinion, sir, this is going to be nothing short of a political nightmare.” He looked up to see the captain scowling impatiently.

“The customer is none other than Romulan Fleet Admiral Korvak, retired.”

“Admiral Korvak. The Admiral Korvak?”

“Yes, sir, celebrated war hero, national treasure of the Star Empire . . .that would be the one, sir. And it gets worse. Our infiltration team has uploaded the files for the game Whitmore and Hanson have planned for the admiral. You’ll never guess who he’s chosen as his adversary.” He waited a moment, wishing he didn’t have to be the one to say it. Sotto studied all of the great war captains of history, but one in particular was widely known to be his favorite, his most admired predecessor. Jacob supposed he shouldn’t have been surprised by the Romulan admiral’s choice. “Captain James T. Kirk of Enterprise.”

For a brief moment, Sotto scrubbed a hand over his face, through his graying hair. He sighed.

“All right,” he said finally, his mouth set in a grim line. “Here’s what we’re going to do. Do we have the temporal coordinates they’re sending Korvak to?”

“Yes, sir. It’ll be almost directly after the signing of the Khitomer Accords in 2293.”

* * *

Kirk looked out the viewport at the shining planet below him. It was a spectacular view from space, this spinning world with its vibrant colors of blue oceans, green forests, and snowy white glacial caps. It was reminiscent of the Earth he and his crew had seen on their fateful voyage to the late twentieth century.

The com had remained silent since Uhura’s last communication with Starfleet headquarters giving him the time he needed to say good-bye to his past and begin his future.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” said Bones with a smile, turning to his comrades.

Spock stood up from his post, facing his longtime friend and verbal sparring partner.

“Doctor . . .”

“Don’t say it,” interrupted Bones with a quirk of lips that was almost a smile. “You’re not even enjoying the planet below you. But you just let the rest of us take in the view.” He patted Spock’s shoulder. The two stood in companionable silence for a moment, side by side.

“How about dinner in the dining room?” suggested Kirk, moving up to stand by McCoy and Spock. He had an image in his head of one last dinner aboard Enterprise, one last toast with Romulan ale for the crew.

“Captain, the dining room was destroyed,” Uhura reminded him. “Direct torpedo hit at Khitomer.”

“Of course,” he said tiredly, shoulders drooping slightly. “Well, we can eat in the—”

He stopped as the sudden sound of proximity alerts went off on the bridge.

“Captain,” said Chekov, his voice reflecting his disbelief. “Torpedo coming in at heading one hundred fifteen mark nine. Raising shields!”

“Torpedo?” shouted McCoy incredulously. He grasped at the railing before him in automatic preparation for impact. “It’s like a repetitive nightmare. We can’t go anywhere in peace.”

Kirk was already moving for his command chair, “Spock, scan for vessels . . .”

Enterprise gave a shudder and a groan as the torpedo struck. Fortunately, it hit the shields Chekov had raised, and not the already battered hull of the ship. Montgomery Scott’s voice came through Kirk’s command console seconds later.

“Captain, are we under attack?”

“Scotty, I’m going to need one of your miracles and everything you’ve got in that engine room.”

“She’s in no condition for a fight, sir.”

“Captain,” interrupted Spock, “we have a Romulan warbird aft. She must have entered the system cloaked.”

“And come out of cloak to fire,” Kirk finished grimly. “But why? This is Federation territory, not Romulan space.”

“Their weapons are powering up to fire again, Captain.”

“Chekov, take evasive action. Uhura, try to raise them, find out what the hell is going on.”

* * *

“There they are, sir,” said Agent Hors as the U.S.S. Hermes settled into position above the combat. They watched as a second torpedo grazed the shields of Enterprise. Jacob frowned. “Looks like she’s already taken some pretty heavy fire. Korvak’s ship appears undamaged.”

“Know your history, Agent Hors,” Sotto admonished lightly. “Enterprise sustained heavy damage engaging one General Chang of the Klingon Empire at Khitomer, less than a day ago. They haven’t put back into spacedock for repairs because this was to be her last voyage—the NCC-1701-A was decommissioned after the accords.”

“But sir, according to my readings, nearly half of her systems are down or severely damaged. They haven’t got full power to shields. They don’t stand a chance against an adversary like Korvak.”

Sotto was silent, thinking for a moment. Teams back in their own time had taken Agents Hanson and Whitmore the second Korvak’s warbird had warped through time. They had indisputable documentation of their actions, and footage of the events here to solidify the evidence against the two traitors. Technically, they didn’t need Korvak, and they could not, under any circumstances, allow him to destroy Enterprise.

“It would be best all around,” said Sotto finally, “if none of the parties involved ever realize our presence here. The timeline has already suffered enough damage. Maintain cloak for now, Agent Hors. If we have to, we can choose to intervene, but Captain Kirk is sure to have a trick or two left.”

“But sir, this is an impossible situation . . .”

“‘I don’t believe in the no-win scenario.’ Do you know who said that, Agent?”

Jacob swallowed further protests, swiveling his chair back to monitor the combat. “Yes, sir,” he said reluctantly. James Kirk wouldn’t give up until he’d won.

* * *

“Sir, I still can’t raise a response from that vessel. Regulations specifically state—”

“To hell with Starfleet regulations,” Kirk said dismissively, interrupting Uhura. “Chekov, fire everything we’ve got. Burn that ship to ashes. Enterprise deserves a rest, not a burial.”

* * *

Korvak watched Enterprise angling away from his ship. What was she doing? He had studied Kirk and knew he was prone to random and illogical solutions to difficult, nigh impossible situations.

“Sir, their shields are nearly failing,” his weapons officer informed him. Korvak grimaced, watching as Enterprise spit forth an angry red torpedo. How disappointing, he thought. He’d hoped the engagement would last longer than this.

“Raise shields, and return fire.”

* * *

“Another torpedo, Captain. I don’t know if our shields can take this one,” warned Chekov.

“Brace for impact.”

The Romulan torpedo exploded into the galley, destroying it.

“Direct hit to the galley.”

“Shields dropping, Captain!”

“Captain, I can’t give you any more power. She’s packing all she can.”

Kirk sat in silence, chaos bursting around him. His ship had been crippled in his fight with Chang, and now he was being attacked by a Romulan warbird in the heart of Federation space.

The voices faded away. “You should have trusted me,” he’d told Spock before leaving to escort Gorkon. They did trust him. His crew was trusting him to get them through this. He must have the courage to face it as if he were facing the Kobayashi Maru. The ingenuity of that one test had marked him throughout his career as a starship captain capable of escaping anything, even death.

“Jim, what are your orders?”

Kirk looked up at McCoy and shifted his gaze around the bridge, taking in the faces of his crew—faces he’d seen a million times.

“Turn us around.”

Silence descended upon them.

“Turn us around,” he repeated.

No one contradicted him. Turning the ship around would face them with their enemy head on, but no one argued. They carried out his order with a calm efficiency that filled him with pride.

“Scotty, give me all of the power you can. This is the final run of the Kobayashi Maru.”

“Aye, Captain. I’ll give you all that I can.”

* * *

Korvak watched as the torpedo bloomed against the shields of his ship. Gripping his chair, he rode through the minor shudder of impact.

“Admiral, shields are holding, but only at half power. Minor damage to decks nine through twelve.”

Admiral Korvak grimaced. “Fire at will, Subcommander,” he said, turning back to the viewscreen to see another torpedo about to hit.

“Incoming!”

The bridge flickered with the damage, but maintained power. Korvak nodded his head in acknowledgment of James T. Kirk’s skill as a captain. Only a few captains in the entire galaxy could give that crippled ship a fighting chance, inspiring a crew to greatness.

He frowned suddenly, noticing that the Enterprise was turning. She was going to face him head on. He was struck dumb with shock at the sheer foolishness of the decision.

“Concentrate power in our forward shields, Subcommander. Prepare all weapons to fire on my command.” Korvak sat forward in his chair. Perhaps he had misjudged Kirk, after all.

* * *

Montgomery Scott worked frantically to give his ship full power. His hands were a blur over the console, trying to align power conduits.

Many of his crew lay injured or unconscious on the floor, and debris littered the deck all around them. They’d almost suffered a warp core breach with that last hit, but two of his crewmen had nearly given their lives to seal it. This was going to be close.

Spock mentally counted down the seconds to the maneuver of their careers. This one moment would prove that his captain and friend could defeat the Kobayashi Maru without reprogramming the simulation. To survive it would be an illogical turn of events. In short, a miracle.

Kirk sat in total peace. He knew that this was going to work. In fact, he wished he’d thought of it much sooner in his career. Now the question was, could the Enterprise stay in one piece doing it?

“Scotty,” he said finally. “It’s your game.”

* * *

“Fire!”

The Romulan warbird spat forth three torpedoes and unleashed a torrent of phaser fire.

Admiral Korvak watched in shock as the Enterprise jumped to warp, not straight ahead, but angled slightly to the side. Only one of his phasers made contact, scorching the side saucer section.

* * *

“We’ve been hit!”

“Structural integrity holding, barely,” Spock countered in a calm voice.

Kirk held on to his chair, listening to the groans of the bulkheads. His shields were gone, and the inertial dampeners were shutting down because of the extreme stress placed on them. Scotty had done it again.

“Power?” he managed to ask past the rising internal air pressure; internal regulators must have gone down as well.

“Looking good, Captain. I’ll be able to fire once she’s gone past us,” Chekov answered through gritted teeth.

Enterprise had only jumped to warp for less than a second, but it was enough to evade the barrage and put her in a position that would angle past the warbird, flanking her. The internal pressure caused by the maneuver was putting a serious strain on them all, however. It was why regulations specifically warned against trying anything so risky and experimental with the warp drives.

“Fire!” Kirk croaked out, the heavy weight pressing down on him, almost pulling him into unconsciousness. He hoped Scotty would be able to get those regulators back up before the entire crew passed out.

Chekov reached for the button with a shaking arm. It took every bit of his willpower to fire the weapons of the Enterprise NCC-1701-A.

* * *

“Adjust power to our aft shields!”

Even as he gave the order, Admiral Korvak of the Romulan Star Empire knew that it wouldn’t be in time. This was the end. He’d wasted his one shot to destroy James Kirk and claim victory, and now he’d been outflanked and outmaneuvered. The Enterprise had whisked past him, rotating on her axis, so the saucer section was always facing him. The amount of inertial damage that ship had taken had to be extreme. He was impressed she’d stayed in one piece, but this was Kirk, and the Enterprise was his ship, never failing him.

He smiled. It had been a good game.

* * *

Torpedoes and phasers stretched forth to pound the warbird until her less fortified aft shields came down, exposing her vulnerable hull to Enterprise’s weapons.

Kirk and crew sat back in their chairs in silent amazement as the warbird tumbled away from them, breaking up. None of them could believe it had worked.

“Scotty, you did it. How are things down there?”

“Captain, we’re banged up pretty bad.”

“The doctor is on his way.”

McCoy nodded, heading down the ladders because power throughout the ship finally chose that moment to fail. Red emergency lighting flashed on.

“In retrospect,” offered Spock with a raised eyebrow, “I would not choose to test that maneuver again.”

* * *

Captain Sotto and his crew watched as the debris of the Romulan warbird floated through space. Sotto smiled, pleased to have had this opportunity to watch one of his personal heroes in action.

“There, you see, Agent Hors? Kirk managed without much of our aid, after all. Their sensors aren’t sensitive enough to detect the slight boost to shields we gave them, or the power drain we applied to Korvak’s shields. Damage to the timeline should be minimal. The Enterprise will still see her decommission in less than a week’s time, and sensors indicate that all life signs aboard are still strong.”

But Jacob Hors didn’t share his captain’s smile. He was simply relieved it was over. No more games engineered by greedy traitors, no more desperate gambles to right the timeline after one of these incidents. One torpedo hit wrong, and the history of the Federation would have been irrevocably changed. But he didn’t bring that up. Instead, he frowned and thought about what he’d just witnessed.

“Sir,” he said, “I could be wrong, but I don’t think any captain in the history of Starfleet has ever attempted what Kirk did here today.”

“Your point, Agent Hors?”

“Well, the timeline has been altered. Every battle logged by Enterprise gets studied at the Academy. How many would-be Kirks do you think will attempt that same move in the future?”

* * *

Looking out over his battered and bruised command crew as they gathered together on the bridge, Kirk lifted his glass of scotch. Power had been restored, so that they were no longer bathed in red emergency lights. Starfleet was sending them an escort, both, Kirk suspected, to help the Enterprise limp to spacedock, and to ensure that her captain ordered her home this time.

With the galley and the dining room effectively destroyed, there had been nowhere else aboard fitting for a last dinner. Kirk settled for one last toast, though not with Romulan ale. It had seemed in poor taste, considering the circumstances.

He looked at each of them. Uhura, Chekov, Scotty, Bones, and Spock. His best friends, through the best and worst of experiences.

“To Enterprise,” he said finally, his voice only a little gruff with emotion, “may her next incarnation bear a crew as fine as this one.”

They drank solemnly, a poignant silence descending over them. The moment was broken a moment later by Bones.

“So what do you think, Jim?”

“About what?” Kirk looked at his friend quizzically.

“What do you think they’ll call that little stunt of yours? It was one for the books, all right.”

Kirk frowned. “I’ve no idea. It hadn’t really occurred to me that it would need a name.”

Spock lifted an eyebrow.

“There is no logical explanation for the success of your venture, Captain. Mathematically speaking, the inertial field created by the quick jump to warp and immediate drop again, should have torn this ship apart. It did not. One can only conclude that logically . . .” He paused, glancing around at his crewmates as they waited expectantly for him to finish. He rested his gaze on McCoy. “That logically, there is no explanation. You have achieved the impossible, Captain, once again. There is only one name that such a miraculous thing can be given.”

Spock raised his glass. “The James T. Kirk Maneuver.”








Marking Time

Pat Detmer




It was time.

Hell, it was past time. Nine-and-a-half shifts with no captain on the bridge was officially too much for McCoy’s bruised and rattled system to bear. And irony of ironies, it had been his suggestion. “Take some time, Jim,” he’d said in the transporter room as he’d gauged the flatness in his friend’s eyes. “Take some time on this one,” he’d said.

Who knew that James T. Kirk would take him up on it? Up to now the captain had been unbeatable, unbreakable, bendable only when necessary, and prior entreaties from his chief medical officer to “take it easy” or “take some time” had always been met with predictable and comfortable disdain.

Kirk had said not one word in the transporter room, had left McCoy’s concern unacknowledged, had brushed past a hovering Spock with no comment, and had disappeared around the night-shift-lit corridor curve as McCoy and Spock, wearing identical frowns, had watched.

Thinking about it now as he stood at the door to Kirk’s quarters, McCoy was fairly certain that the last full sentence that he had heard Jim utter was “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

He cleared his throat and shifted the jeweled bottle of Saurian brandy in his hands.

Jim could refuse him entrance, of course. That was his right. The captain knew that the ship could run just fine without him for the short term. Everybody knew that. He had a com unit in his quarters. He could check on their status with the push of a button and had been doing so with some regularity the whole time, according to Spock. And they were currently sailing through placid seas, as if the universe knew that what had just happened was Enough.

But nine-and-a-half shifts . . .

McCoy had avoided looking up Starfleet regs for anything like this. Besides, he was sure that Spock had already committed whatever there was to memory, including the goddamned regulation number, so what was the point?

With the Guardian of Forever three standard days behind them, McCoy had sent a message to his absent captain: “I have some (illegal) Saurian brandy. I think it’s time to get legal by removing the evidence. I’ll be by your quarters at 1900 hours. McCoy.”

Never much of a letter writer, he’d struggled over it for nearly half an hour. He didn’t want to be too obvious. Didn’t want to hover. Wanted to temper his concern with a life-goes-on attitude, a kind of eat, drink illegal substances, and be merry joie de vivre. He’d actually grimaced as he’d hit the “send” button, and had sucked air through his teeth as he’d seen it confirmed that the system had deemed his twenty-six-word note acceptable and had sent it away to the addressee, a note that had—according to a check of his “sent” queue later—been opened and read. McCoy had longed briefly for the ability to go beyond merely knowing that it had been received. He wished for an empathetic system that would tell him how it had been received.

But James T. Kirk was not captain of a Federation starship for nothing. Psych profiles on all captains had one thing in common: a high probability for making cosmic lemonade out of lemons. McCoy knew Jim would get over this and would show up on the bridge, even of temperament and firm of resolve.

He just wanted to kick-start the process.

And he needed a little forgiveness.

If only . . .

If only he’d remembered all the lessons he’d learned in the Academy. If only he had paid better attention during the Deep Space Medicine: The Reality lecture series—a parade of old CMOs and medical technicians, incident-weary veterans telling funny, bitter stories about mistakes made, about botching surgeries while warping through spatial sinks, about bone-knitters misfiring during power surges, about removing kidneys twice in temporal anomalies, about treating Orion plasma cannon burns with alien critter shit while planetside and cut off from sickbay; relating how to counteract the effects of a Klingon Mind-Sifter (you couldn’t) and what to do if you yourself took a phaser hit. (Nothing. You go down just like the rest of them.) And in there somewhere was something about turbulence and loaded hyposprays. If he’d taken any decent notes in his student days, he would have looked them up now just to punish himself a little more effectively.

Handling Loaded Hyposprays During Turbulence:

Drop them. Don’t hesitate. Just drop them. You can pick them up off the deck later, but only if you’re conscious.

But he didn’t drop it, of course. After he’d shot Sulu with it and had allowed himself a brief moment of doctorly congratulation, he’d stood there like an idiot, holding it up in front of himself like a damned award, and then the Guardian had thrown another angry wave at them and . . .

The whisper of some passing crew members shook him from his reverie.

No sense putting it off, he thought, and he leaned into the face-plate, seeking admittance. The door slipped open. He stepped in and the door slid closed behind him.

It was dim in the captain’s quarters. The only light came from the com unit.

The place smelled of uneaten food and cold coffee, of overly ripe bedsheets, of meals that had been eaten and found the stomach inhospitable. It smelled of unwashed hair and of man sweat and despair, and McCoy nearly took a step backward under the weight of it. He had not expected Jim’s grief to be so unsubtle, and he feared his ability to deal with it effectively.

“Bones.” It was the scratch of a voice unused.

He was in one of the chairs in the seating area across from his desk, one arm thrown over the chair back, the other crooked on the chair arm, and his chin was in his hand. McCoy could barely see him, the light was so spare. McCoy would allow him that, the darkness, this last vestige of privacy in a ship of four hundred plus souls.

He gave Jim what he knew to be a pathetic excuse for a lopsided grin, and hefted the gaudy bottle up in front of him.

“Just what the doctor ordered,” he said. Yep. Drown your sorrows, Jim-boy, he thought, feeling foolish and inept. God forbid we actually talk about this. And he’d taken psych for how many years?

Jim waved him to the sideboard where he kept the glasses, and McCoy let his doctor’s eye roam as he headed there, scanning the uneaten platters of food, looking for empty liquor bottles. There were none. That, at least, was a relief, and he only realized the irony of that thought as the sweet/spicy odor of Saurian brandy wafted up to him while he poured. He recorked the bottle, put it under his arm, and went to the chair next to Jim. He sat and held the glass out toward him.

“I’ve had this for at least seven or eight years. Hauled it around with me. I was waiting for the right moment to crack it.”

“This is it, then?” Jim asked, reaching for the glass. “The ‘right moment’?” His lips formed a rueful and bitter line. “I’d hate to see the ‘wrong moment.’”

No tremors, McCoy thought as he looked at Jim’s reaching hand, and he did a quick examination of the rest of his friend over the top of his glass as he sipped: beard stubble, hair disheveled, dark smudges under the eyes.
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