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TEASER

FADE IN:
INT. BRUCE'S QUARTERS

The room is dark. A CHIME rings out. Once, twice, again.
We find BRUCE ANDRADE sitting in a chair, his back to the
door. He is in civilian clothing, reading something on a
PADD. The chime rings a fourth time.

INT. ENTERPRISE -- CORRIDOR

Just outside of Bruce's quarters, we find SALEA. She presses
the chime again, but there is no response. She is upset.

SALEA
Bruce? Please talk to me. | know
you're in there.
(silence)
I'm so sorry. | owe you an
explanation, but | can't give it to
you if you won't talk to me.

INT. BRUCE'S QUARTERS

Bruce seems unmoved, as if he can't even hear her. On the
PADD, we find a series of images that are vaguely familiar.
The long-dead civilizations of the apocalypse world, the
Symposium, the shadow realm's cloud entity.

SALEA (O.S))
So | take it we're not spending
leave together?

Bruce sighs and puts down the PADD. He doesn't move, but
stares absently out the window.

INT. ENTERPRISE -- CORRIDOR

Salea's tentacles linger on the door. She appears on the
verge of tears.

SALEA
All right. I'm sorry, Commander.
I'm just... I'm sorry.

She hurries off.
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INT. BRUCE'S QUARTERS

Bruce puts the PADD down. He rises and moves to the door.
It slides open, but Salea is gone. Sadly, Bruce turns around.
The doors close.

Suddenly his fists clench. He SLAMS his hand down on a table.
The table SHAKES from the impact. At the same moment, his
replicator terminal SPARKS and goes dead. Immediately after,
the lights in his quarters dim, flicker out, then come back on.
Bruce stares numbly at his hand.

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- BRIDGE

CLOSE UP on opening turbolift doors, revealing LIEUTENANT

JUNIOR GRADE B'LIN TEVIS. As he strolls onto the bridge, he

almost immediately runs into LIEUTENANT JUNIOR GRADE CELESTE
KELLY.

CELESTE
(smiling)
Hey you're early. If you'll wait a
few minutes, I'll be done with my
shift and then we can leave.

Celeste walks to her station, with a distracted B'Lin
following.

B'LIN
No hurry.

Arriving at her station, she glances back and folds her arms.

CELESTE
You're not nervous are you?

B'LIN

(quickly)
Of course not, why would | be?

Seeing that he is indeed nervous, she takes him by the
shoulders.

CELESTE
You'll be fine, trust me.

B'LIN
(still distracted)
If you say so.

Celeste eyes him curiously as her console begins beeping.
She turns to investigate.

CELESTE
Incoming message from the Vanguard...
(turns to B'Lin)
For you.
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B'Lin's eyes widen at the announcement, all distraction gone.
After a moment, he beckons over to one of the bridge consoles.

B'LIN
I'll... uh... take it over there.

B'Lin walks over to the console, sits down and positions his

body so the transmission can't be seen by Celeste, while she
continues to eye him curiously. As she does, the turbolift

doors open and DOCTOR KAOL walks in with a PADD in his hand.
Seeing Celeste staring at B'Lin, he walks up to her.

KAOL
Something unusual over at science
station two, Lieutenant?

CELESTE
It's Tevis, he's been acting odd.
At first | thought it might be our
leave time coming up, but then |
realized that he has been acting
this way before leave was announced.

KAOL
(beat)
What leave time?

Celeste turns to face Kaol, surprised.

CELESTE
The 24-hour-leave the Captain
authorized, starting today... in a
few hours.

KAOL
How come | wasn't notified?

CELESTE
Maybe if you bothered to check your
mail every once in a while, Doctor.

Kaol raises his PADD and types in a few commands. As he
does, the turbolift doors open again, this time revealing
LIEUTENANT COMMANDER RIKLIS. He walks up to Kaol and Celeste.

KAOL
(reading his PADD)
Subject title: 24-hour-leave.

RIKILIS
What 24-hour-leave?

Kaol lowers his PADD and turns to Rikilis.
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KAOL
The 24-hour-leave beginning at
fifteen-hundred today. Don't you
ever check your mail, Commander?

RIKILIS
| don't have time for small talk,
Doctor.

KAOL
You asked.

RIKILIS
(quickly)
Where's the Captain? If he wants
this ship ready to go on schedule,
I'm going to have to talk him about
some things.

SITO (0S)
Talk to me about what things,
Commander?

Rikilis, Kaol and Celeste all turn to see FLEET CAPTAIN KYLE
SITO, having just entered the bridge from the opposite side.

Celeste gets back to work at her station, while Kaol

disappears to one of the science stations. Rikilis walks up

to Sito.

RIKILIS
| take it this 24-hour-leave is
going to leave me without an
engineering staff?

SITO
You'll have a skeleton crew.

RIKILIS
| can't get the refit done in time
with just a skeleton crew, sir.

SITO
The drydock personnel have the
situation well in hand, Commander.

RIKILIS
(scoffs)
The drydock personnel. They don't
know an EPS conduit from a transwarp
colil.



FRONTIERS: “Wagon Train”
ACT ONE-6

SITO
Commander Rikilis, this crew needs a
rest, no matter how brief. | have
every confidence in the ability of
the station personnel. The best
thing for you to do is to take some
time off.

Rikilis shakes his head and storms off to a turbolift.

RIKILIS
(mumbling)
Not during a refit.

The turbolift doors open, revealing LIEUTENANT COMMANDER
SALEA. Stepping out, she is almost run down by Rikilis. As

the doors close and Rikilis disappears, she turns to the

Captain.

SALEA
Let me guess, our chief engineer has
the skeleton crew blues?

Sito eyes her, causing her to change the subject.

SALEA
| was just coming up to see if there
was anything else you needed before
| took my leave, Captain.

SITO
No, you're free to go Commander.
Enjoy yourself.

Sito makes for his ready room.

SALEA
Aye, sir.

(quickly)
Any plans for your leave time, sir?

Sito stops at his ready room doors and turns to Salea.

SITO
Unfortunately Commander, one of the
drawbacks of being a commanding
officer is that you never have leave
time.

Sito disappears into his ready room.
SALEA

Well, starship command is definitely
out of the question for me.
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Salea turns back and sees LIEUTENANT PERIDONIS'ALYA busy
manning her station.

SALEA
What about you Peridonis, you got
plans for your leave time?

PERIDONIS
(without looking up)
Yes.

Salea, realizing that's the only answer she's going to get,
makes for the turbolift and catches Kaol's gaze. They
quickly look away from each other. Recovering, Salea steps
into the lift.

SALEA
Well, I'll see you all tomorrow.

PERIDONIS
(looking up)
Enjoy your leave, Third.

SALEA
(smiling)
Thanks, Peri.

The turbolift doors close and Peridonis turns her attention
back to her station. There is a brief moment of peace on
the bridge, before an chime is heard.

CELESTE
Incoming transmission from the
Vanguard, Lieutenant. They certainly
seem to enjoy talking to us today.

PERIDONIS
On screen.

The main viewer snaps from its standby image to an image of
CAPTAIN MARISSA LIGHTHART.

PERIDONIS
Captain Lighthart.

LIGHTHART

(grinning)
Always good to see your smiling face,
Peridonis.

PERIDONIS
How may we be of assistance? Would
you like me to summon the First?
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LIGHTHART
No don't bother, the "First" has got
enough to worry about these days.

Yet again, the turbolift doors open and AMBASSADOR KOTH
strides on to the bridge, catching Lighthart's attention.

LIGHTHART
Ah, Ambassador Koth. Just the person
| was hoping to speak to.

KOTH
(surprised)
Of course Captain, what can | do for
you?

LIGHTHART
The Archangel asked us to relay a
message to you.

KOTH
They couldn't have sent it themselves?

LIGHTHART
Some kind of minor problem, their
communications systems are out.
Fortunately, one of their officers
was aboard to let us know. They
wanted you to know that they're
sending someone over to meet with you.

KOTH
About what?

LIGHTHART
He didn't have an answer about that.

KOTH
Well, did they at least say WHO was
coming over?

CUT TO:
INT. SHUTTLE -- COCKPIT

Two Starfleet officers pilot this small shuttle: a young man

with distinct Native American markings; WALKING WOLF bears
the rank of an Ensign. His companion is a slightly older
Lieutenant J.G., a Xindi-Primate named DENEK DRAIL.

WOLF
Shuttle Tolian is away; don't give
out our parking space, Archangel, we
won't be gone long.
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COM VOICE
Roger that.

Wolf adjusts their heading, then glances sidelong at his
Xindi companion.

WOLF
What do you know of our passenger?

DRAIL
Only that she was extremely
displeased at this inconvenience.

WOLF
It isn't like we knew the cloak was
going to overload and take out half
our systems.

DRAIL
Nor could we predict that the cloak's
malfunction would impair the use of
other vessels' transporters. But
from what | understand, these are
merely excuses for our crew's
incompetence.

Wolf scoffs at the thought.

WOLF
Excuses? Who does she think she is?

FEMALE VOICE (OS)
She thinks she's a special envoy on
her way to an important negotiation.
And she's correct.

The two turn and find a strikingly attractive young woman
standing behind them, her arms folded over her chest. We
recognize her immediately: TAIJA.

WOLF
| meant no disrespect, Madame Envoy.

TAIJA
I've traveled enough with my father
to understand the day to day
difficulties of keeping a ship
running. What you need to understand
is that this is my first assignment
working for the Federation and |
want it to go well.

(MORE)
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TAIJA (CONT'D)
I'm sure that's something you can
both relate to. How would it have
looked if you were both late for
your first day on active duty because
of a technical malfunction?

The two men share a brief look.

DRAIL
We apologize.

TAIJA
Not necessary. Just get me to where
I'm going as quickly as possible.

WOLF
Of course, Madame Envoy.

Another sidelong glance, and the two men focus on their
duties. Taija seems satisfied.

CUT TO:
EXT. ENTERPRISE

The small shuttle seems even smaller in light of the massive
starship.

CUT TO:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- CORRIDOR

Ambassador Koth strides down the hallway in full ambassadorial
garb. He walks with intense purpose.

TAIJA (O.S))
Ambassador! Ambassador Koth!

The aging Klingon halts and turns as Taija rushes up to him,
carrying a briefcase. He smiles.

KOTH
Miss Taija. This is an unexpected
pleasure.

TAIJA
Envoy.

KOTH
Pardon?
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TAIJA
(indicates her pins)
Envoy Taija.

Koth smiles.

KOTH
Then you decided to follow in your
father's footsteps after all.

TAIJA
I've been assigned to assist you in
your negotiations.

Koth raises an eyebrow, slightly amused and slightly concerned.

KOTH
| wasn't aware of this.
(beat)
These aren't so much negotiations as
formalities anyway.

Taija opens the briefcase, pulls out several PADDs.

TAIJA
I'm aware of the circumstances. The
Iridites have agreed to supply 20,000
metric tons of tricredillium - a
critical component of the materials
used in the construction of the hubs.
The Federation can produce it of
course, but the Iridites have refined
its processing to a fine art. They
can produce 60 tons of pure
tricredillium in the same amount of
time as it would take us to produce
just one full of impurities.

KOTH
(impressed)
You've certainly done your research.

TAIJA

I've read every document pertaining
to the Iridites - first contact, all
past negotiation transcripts, even
some literature.

(beat)
Which is why | think we have a
problem.

KOTH
What sort of problem?
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TAIJA
| think they're going to demand more
from us.

Koth's amusement has faded into mild concern.

KOTH
Why do you say that?

TAIJA

(thrusts PADDs into

his hand)
My father always taught me how to
look for a pattern of behavior. I'm
surprised you missed it, really.
Look at their last fifteen
negotiations. Each time they came
to the table, they shifted their
demands halfway through. And every
single time, the opposing party
conceded. Of those fifteen
negotiations, eight of them were
with the Federation. They know how
to get what they want from us, and
it almost always ends up exceeding
the value of what we get in return.

Koth glances over the PADDs.

KOTH
| see.

TAIJA
It's a good thing they sent me out
here or we could have ended up
handing them over a lot more than we
wanted.
(beat)
So, when do we start?

Koth looks at Taija with growing concern.
CUT TO:
INT. VANGUARD -- LIGHTHART'S READY ROOM
Sitting behind her desk is Lighthart. Sitting across from
her is her first officer, COMMANDER JACKSON MITCHELL.
Separating the two is a stack of PADDs.

Lighthart reads over one of them.
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LIGHTHART
Beta shift is short on personnel,
we'll need to make a few transfers.

MITCHELL
Gamma shift can handle losing a few
officers.

LIGHTHART
Inform the department heads.

MITCHELL
Will do.

Lighthart looks up from her PADD

MITCHELL
| mean... yes, Captain.

LIGHTHART
Have you heard from our new chief
engineer?

MITCHELL
Yes, he's on personal leave.

Lighthart drops the PADD.

LIGHTHART
Personal leave?

MITCHELL
Yeah.

LIGHTHART
And you're just now informing me of
this?

MITCHELL
| didn't think it was important.
He'll be back in plenty of time to...

LIGHTHART
Commander, when something happens
aboard this ship | want to know
about it.

MITCHELL
Well technically it wasn't on the...
(Lighthart glares)
Ship.

LIGHTHART
Anything else you'd like to tell me?
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Mitchell ponders this for a moment, then snaps his fingers.

MITCHELL
Doctor Phenn took a leave of absence
from Starfleet. They're sending a
replacement tomorrow.

LIGHTHART
Wonderful. No engineer, no doctor. |
don't suppose you're planning on
resigning your commission before we
launch?

MITCHELL
Wasn't on my to-do list, so no.

Lighthart ignores him, continuing to look over the PADDs.

MITCHELL (CONT'D)
What about dinner?

Lighthart barely glances up at him.

LIGHTHART
Dinner?

MITCHELL
Yeah, you know - the consumption of
food, generally takes place about now.

LIGHTHART

Commander, we launch in two days. As
of right now we've got barely half
of the critical systems up and
running, not to mention the fact
that half my senior staff has
vanished without a trace.

(beat)
| don't have time for dinner.

MITCHELL
Sure you do. Come on, look at us -
sitting here, talking. That's nothing
we can't do over a plate of food.
You can even bring the PADDs with you.

LIGHTHART
| have a meeting aboard the Osiria
in two hours.

MITCHELL
After?
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Lighthart scowls at him and he smiles sheepishly. She drops
the PADD with a sigh as we:

CUT TO:
EXT. WUDANG MOUNTAIN ROADWAY -- MORNING

A pair of thick, rugged boots fill the frame. PAN UP to

find Peridonis, outfitted for a rugged hike and carrying a
large pack of supplies on her back. She pauses, glances at
a map on her PADD, and presses forward.

Suddenly, she hesitates, turns. The path behind her is empty.
She takes a few more steps, then stops again.

PERIDONIS
Third.

The bushes beside the trail rustle and Salea emerges. She
is similarly outfitted, though lacking in supplies.

SALEA
How'd you know | was there?
(off Peridonis' look)
Right, sorry. Jem'Hadar.

PERIDONIS
Are you also here to visit the
ancient monasteries in the Wudang
Mountains?

SALEA

Fascinating as it sounds, no. |
think I've had more than enough
visits to ancient temples for awhile.

(beat)
Honestly, with what's going on with
Bruce... | just needed to get away
for awhile.

PERIDONIS
Did the Second cancel your leave
together?

SALEA
(distressed)
Yeah.

PERIDONIS
Then you are in need of friendship.

SALEA
| guess so, yeah.
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PERIDONIS
You may accompany me on my trip, if
you wish.
SALEA

Are you sure?

PERIDONIS
| would not have asked otherwise.

Salea smiles.
CUT TO:
EXT. ZHANGIFENG PEAK -- LATER

The friends continue on their path amidst the rich Chinese
countryside.

SALEA
| honestly don't know what bothers
me more - that | kissed Kaol or that
| really liked kissing Kaol. Not
that Bruce is a bad kisser by any
stretch. He's probably the most
technically proficient kisser I've
ever met. Which makes sense with
him being a demi-god and all. And
when you count all of the people |
kissed, that's really saying
something about Bruce.

Peridonis checks her map, then looks around. They have come
to a stop in front of a massive stone wall. To their left

and right, stone stairways ascend to an ancient temple.

Several banners with elaborate Chinese script hang down from
the walls of this obviously sacred place.

Salea notices that they've stopped and stops talking for a
moment.

SALEA
Wow. What is that?

PERIDONIS
The Purple Cloud Temple.

Off Salea's look...
FADE OUT.
END OF ACT ONE




FRONTIERS: “Wagon Train”
17

ACT TWO

FADE IN:
EXT. DESERT PLAINS

The violent sands of a massive desert whip all around us.
Yet through the violent storm, we see a vague silhouette.
At first it is indistinct, but upon drawing closer, we find

it is a person. Tall, slim, fit.

He draws closer and we find his face covered by a mask. The
man slows, then removes the portion of the mask covering his
eyes. We find strikingly familiar and highly intense gray

eyes. The bottom portion of the mask is removed, and it is
indeed revealed to be Sito - clean-shaven and missing the
distinct tattoo on his forehead.

SITO (V.0))
| always thought the trials would be
the defining experience of my life.

Sito closes his eyes and breathes deeply. He reaches out
with his right hand and arranges his fingers just so. A

soft glow seems to emanate from them. He moves his fingers,
and the light moves with them. A door materializes before him.

SITO (V.0)
| believed that if | could overcome
the difficulties laid out before me,
| could achieve anything.

Sito enters the door that has opened.
INT. THE ORACLES -- FIRST TRIAL

Sito makes his way into a dark room. There is a single light
in the center. It shines down onto a map.

SITO (V.0))
Already there was a tremendous weight
upon me. | had failed in the
recitation of the Song of the Hiwanee
Oracle. That alone is grounds for
dismissal from the Trials. However,
the Overseers saw fit to allow me to
continue.

Sito kneels down next to the map. He presses his fingers
against it in a specific pattern.
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A third of the map lights up. To Sito's left, myriad lights
come up. A terrible racket is brought forth as a virtually
ridiculous number of gauntlet-esque traps activate.

SITO (V.0))
| knew that the only reason for
their mercy was my father. Yet|
had no choice but to take advantage
of their generosity. | could not
afford to make a single mistake.

Sito looks to the gauntlet with determination. Two enormous
blades swing back and forth in front of him. He examines
the mechanism. He ponders it... ponders it... ponders it...
then reaches to the upper left corner and pulls on a cross-
piece of the structure. The blades speed up.

He frowns, looks to the next corner, and does the same. The
blades stop completely. Sito proceeds.

SITO (V.0))
The Trials are a test of different
aspects of being, designed to hone
critical thinking and placing value
on preparedness above all else.

CLOSE SHOT on Sito as he regards the door to the next trial.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. TURBOLIFT

CLOSE SHOT on Sito - now slightly older, with the tattoo and
beard.

Sito gazes ahead, detached and emotionless. The deep reds
and grays in the turbolift, embedded with intricate designs
that are clearly Spiran, carries him silently to his

destination.

SITO (V.0))
Yet no Trial could have prepared me
adequately for the scathing
humiliation | was about to endure.

The doors slide open, and Sito finds himself face to face
with CALE SYDRIN. Sito stares at him in silence for a moment.

SYDRIN
| greet you as a brother, Bake'el
Dao. May the order that exists in
our brotherhood be a light to those
who seek to walk the path of harmony.
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The two men touch their foreheads.

BOTH
Preparedness, order, trust and
harmony, forever and for all.

As they finish the ritual, Sydrin beckons Sito to follow.

SYDRIN
Please, accompany me.

INT. OSIRIA -- CORRIDOR

The interior of the large Spiran vessel is a contradiction:
efficiency and ancient mysticism seamlessly blended together.
It is more like being inside an ancient castle than a

starship, if it weren't for the recessed lighting and

automatic doors. Despite the elegance and beauty, every
inch of every bulkhead serves a specific purpose.

Sydrin comes to a stop outside a set of double-doors. He
raises his hand to his forehead, and the doors slide open.

INT. OSIRIA -- GALLEY

The massive galley and lounge area is full of people:
Starfleet officers, Romulan Star Navy officers, Klingon
warriors and more. Sito presses his hand to his forehead as
he crosses the threshold.

SYDRIN
| would have been happy to meet you
in the transporter room.

SITO
| did not wish to remove you from
the proceedings.

SYDRIN
It would have been no trouble.
(beat)
It is remarkable, isn't it?

SITO
(nods)
Never has there been such a gathering
of so many - and with such clarity
of purpose.

FLEET ADMIRAL JIM FARRELS makes his way over to Sito.
FARRELS

Captain, we've been expecting you.
Join us at our table.
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INT. OSIRIA -- GALLEY -- CONTINUOUS

Farrels leads Sydrin and Sito over to a rather long table
populated with a number of officers from various powers and
species. All of them stop their chatter at the approach of
Sito.

FARRELS
Captain Sito, I'd like to introduce
the Command Council. These are your
fellow captains from the combined
fleet. Each will represent a
critical aspect of the mission--

SITO
(nods)
I'm aware of how the mission is
structured, Admiral.

FARRELS
(irked)
Very well, then. You already know
Captain Lighthart, of the Vanguard.

Lighthart nods to Sito, and he returns it.

FARRELS
Aside from the Vanguard and
Enterprise, we'll have three other
Federation vessels. The Valiant,
commanded by Captain Kishwa Rombo
and home, | might add, to a
contingent of the very best FSA
agents.

The large Congan rises and bows respectfully to Sito.

ROMBO
It has been too long, Captain Sito.

FARRELS
The Liberty, commanded by Jeremiah
Samuels.

SAMUELS nods at Sito.

SAMUELS
| look forward to working with you
and your crew again, Captain Sito.

FARRELS
And finally, the Archangel, captained
by Angelina Sath.
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A striking young woman with lush, full lips, and an extremely
faint Bajoran nose smiles at Sito.

SATH
I'm pleased to meet you, Captain.

SITO
Sath; that's a Bajoran name.

SATH
(nods)
It is. My mother was Bajoran.

FARRELS
| won't presume to speak for our
non-Starfleet friends.
(nods to a large
Klingon)
If you would, Captain.

The Klingon rises.

KORVOL
| am Korvol, son of DuteKg. |
command the Martok - a storied vessel
worthy of her name.

Sito nods respectfully. To KORVOL's right, a pair of
Romulans stand. First, there is TOVAN.

TOVAN
| am Tovan, Sub-Commander of the
Scout Ship Voral.

His companion, MALDOR, speaks next.

MALDOR
| am Maldor, Commander of the Warbird
Vreenak.

The final member of the council, a Jem'Hadar male, rises.

TEVA'LAS
| am Teva'lLas, First of the Warship
Alpha-Seven.

Korvol lets out a hearty laugh.
KORVOL
As fitting a name for a Jem'Hadar
vessel as | have ever heard!

Some of the others share a chuckle. The joke is lost on
TEVA'LAS.
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FARRELS
And of course, you know Cale Sydrin.
He'll be heading up the task force.

The last bit seems almost like a jab at Sito, but the large
Spiran takes it in stride.

FARRELS
If you will excuse us, gentlemen,
Mister Sydrin and | have some details
to go over.

The two men take their leave as Sito slides into a chair
next to Lighthart. Before sitting, he regards them all.

SITO
| greet you all with fellowship and
openness. As those long ago who
joined together in harmony to find
order and balance, | join you now to
find the same. May our unity bring
strength and resolve to bring about
our purpose.

(beat)

Preparedness, order, trust, and
harmony - forever and for all.

SAMUELS
Very poetic.

SATH
(grins)
You certainly have a finer grasp of
the beauty of your culture. Moreso
than a certain other Spiran who sits
on this council.

SITO
(bows to her)
Thank you.

Lighthart leans over to him.

LIGHTHART
Did you hear that? "He'll be heading
up the task force". Nice of him to
rub it in.

SITO
It is unimportant.
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LIGHTHART
The hell itis. If I were you, |
would have knocked Farrels into next
week.

SITO
You are not me.

Again, Korvol deigns to speak.

KORVOL
So itis true, then. You were the
one who was to lead this grand and
glorious mission.

SITO
(uncomfortable)
At one time, yes.

TOVAN
| had not heard that. What happened?

SITO
| was removed from command.

Korvol laughs.

KORVOL
Clearly. But why?

SITO
(irritated)
It is of no consequence.

KORVOL
That is where we disagree. This
mission is beyond the scope of
anything that has ever been done
before. We, all of us, will be
together for a very long time. |
need to know that | can trust my
brothers-at-arms.

SATH
We aren't going off to war, Korvol.
We're going to explore.

KORVOL
That's what Starfleet said when they
launched their first ships. But war
still found them.
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SATH
| was under the impression that the
Empire was changing. War-mongering
is supposed to be a thing of the past.

KORVOL
Not all of us agree with the path
our new Chancellor would lead us down.

SATH
Maybe that's why he's sending you so
far out of the galaxy; so he doesn't
have to hear your mouth.

Korvol snarls at first, then smiles.

KORVOL
A pity for you, then, half breed.
You will be hearing it all too often.

LIGHTHART
(cutting in)
Well - | can see we're all off to a
great start.

There is a silent murmur of agreement - the first of the
evening.

CUT TO:
EXT. EARTH ORBIT -- DRYDOCK -- ENTERPRISE

The Enterprise sits in drydock, undergoing repairs and
upgrades for the upcoming mission.

CUT TO:
INT. THE ENTERPRISE -- SICKBAY

The lights are dimmed. The computer panels are blank as well.
A sudden FLASH catches our attention as Kaol stumbles into
view, shining a flashlight onto a nearby panel.

The sickbay doors are suddenly pried open by Rikilis, who
enters with a repair kit. He doesn't look to be in the best
of moods, as usual.

KAOL
Ah, Commander. It's about time.

RIKILIS
| was busy. In case you haven't
noticed, we're preparing for a rather
important mission.
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KAOL
And in case you haven't noticed, |
have no power in my sickbay.

RIKILIS
We're running a diagnostic on the
power grid for this deck. Your power
will be restored within the hour.

Kaol stares at him blankly.

KAOL
That's not good enough.

RIKILIS
It will have to be.

Rikilis turns and is about to exit when:

KAOL
What if there's a medical emergency?

He stops, turns.

RIKILIS
We only have a skeleton crew on
board, the drydock's medical
facilities are more than capable of
handling any emergencies.

KAOL
Commander, surely there's something
you can do. | was hoping to use this
downtime to update the medical
database.

RIKILIS

That will take less than an hour.

(off Kaol's look)
Fine! Let the rest of the ship fall
apart, at least we'll have somewhere
to dump the bodies when the outer
hull flies apart the first time we
jump to transwarp!

Kaol smiles, pleased with himself.

KAOL
Thank you.

Rikilis scowls in his native language. He makes his way to
the panel from before, removing it and examining the relays
inside.
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RIKILIS
I'm re-routing power from life
support in ten forward. We shouldn't
be needing that anytime...

Suddenly, SPARKS fly from the console. Rikilis flies backward
several feet, hitting the wall.

The power slowly returns throughout sickbay as Kaol rushes
to Rikilis' side.

KAOL
Are you alright, Commmander?

Rikilis sits up, in obvious pain. He glares at Kaol.

RIKILIS
Do | look alright, Doctor?

Kaol begins scanning him with a tricorder.
KAOL

You've sustained severe burns. Looks
like you cracked your sternum.

RIKILIS
| have to get back to work.
KAOL
You're in no condition to do anything.
RIKILIS
You have your power back. Fix me.
KAOL
| intend to, but it'll take several
hours.
RIKILIS
| don't have several hours! | need

to get back to engineering.

KAOL
Commander, you're not going anywhere.

Off Rikilis' annoyed expression.
CUT TO:
EXT. LAKESIDE -- KELLY HOME -- LAKESIDE
A pristine scene greets us. A modest home sits atop a hill,

overlooking a small lake. The grass is a perfect green, the
water an ideal shade of blue.
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The sun shines brightly overhead as a two figures approach.
As they move closer we recognize them as Celeste and B'Lin.

Stopping to catch his breath, B'Lin looks up at the house on
the hill.

B'LIN
When you said your parents lived off
to themselves, | didn't think you
meant away from...
(looks around)
The rest of civilization.

Celeste grins.

CELESTE
We used to come out here every summer
when | was young. When my parents
retired from Starfleet, they decided
to make it permanent. My mom always
loved the lake.

B'Lin looks over toward the lake, back at the house, and
once again to the lake.

CELESTE
What are you doing?

B'LIN
(distant)
Calculations.

CELESTE
(baffled)
Calculations?

B'LIN
(still calculating)
Distance, trajectory, velocity.

He finally stops and looks back at Celeste with a frown.

B'LIN
I'd only make it about half way.

CELESTE
Half way?

B'LIN
When your dad tosses my ass out of
the house. | was hoping for a water
landing, but...
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Celeste laughs and places a comforting hand on his shoulder.

B'LIN
(nervous smile)
Just... half way.

CELESTE
You're nervous.

B'LIN
You think?

CELESTE
Don't be. This isn't a review board,
you'll do fine.

B'LIN
(not quite convinced)
Famous last words.

Celeste leans in close and kisses him, slightly calming him.

CELESTE
Come on, we're going to be late.

She starts walking, but after a few feet, B'Lin stops.

CELESTE
What's wrong? | told you, you'll do
fine!

B'LIN
It's not that.

CELESTE
Then what?

B'Lin looks at her, preparing himself.

B'LIN
Celeste.
(beat)
Remember earlier today, that message
l...

VOICE (0.S))
| thought | heard voices out here.

B'Lin stops. He turns and finds JOHN KELLY approaching from
the house.

Celeste smiles wide, grabs B'Lin and pulls him along as she
hurries to the house. She hugs her father before turning her
attention to B'Lin.
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JOHN
(smiling)
This must be the one I've heard so
much about.

John extends his hand, B'Lin shakes it.

JOHN
John Kelly. B'Lin isn't it?

B'LIN
It is. Tevis is fine, though.

He glances over at Celeste, who grins at him. John beckons
for them to follow.

JOHN
Come on inside. Your mother and |
have been slaving in the kitchen all
day.

Celeste and B'Lin begin to follow after.

CELESTE
You and mom? Cooking?

JOHN
Hasperat, in honor of our guest.

The look on B'Lin's face turns sour after hearing him.

B'LIN
(quietly, to Celeste)
| hate Bajoran food.

CUT TO:
INT. KELLY HOME -- DINING ROOM

The interior of the home is unique by 25th century standards.
It resembles a present-day home, rather than the futuristic
Starfleet design scheme we're used to. Sitting around a
table, filled with various forms of food, are B'Lin, Celeste,
John, and CARA KELLY.

Cara places a small plate of Hasperat in front of B'Lin.
CARA
| hope it's okay. I've never tried
to cook Bajoran before.

B'Lin smiles politely.
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B'LIN
I'm sure it's fine.

He continues to half-smile as Cara dishes out food for
everyone else.

JOHN
So Tevis, Celeste tells us you're an
engineer.

B'Lin nods, still deciding what to do with his food.

B'LIN
That's right.

JOHN
You know | was an engineer myself.

John takes a drink, while B'Lin looks up, realizing that
he's found his way in. Celeste catches his look of
realization and smiles to herself.

B'LIN
Really?

JOHN
(putting his glass
down)
Yup. Started out as a reactor
operator aboard the Salvador.

B'LIN
Salvador? She's Defiant class,
isn't she?

JOHN
That's right. Spent all my time in
Starfleet working on them.

B'LIN
Your whole career on those small
ships?

JOHN
Funny thing is that | wasn't really
looking forward to serving aboard
the Salvador, but she grew on me.
If you would have told me that | was
going to spend all my time in
Starfleet working on those little
demons, | would have told you that
you're crazy. | guess that's how it
always goes, huh? I'm sure you've
got a similar story.
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B'LIN
(smiles)

You could say that. If you would
have told me | would've gone from
being a simple transwarp systems
monitor to a chief engineer in two
years, | would've laughed in your
face.

B'Lin isn't finished talking when he realizes that he's let
it slip. His smile quickly fades. Celeste looks at him
curiously, while John and Cara look pleasantly surprised.

JOHN
Chief Engineer?
(to Celeste)
Celeste, you never told me he was
the Chief Engineer of the Enterprise.

CELESTE
(curious)
He's not.

Celeste glares over at B'Lin, waiting for a response.

B'LIN
(slowly)
I've been transferred...

CELESTE
Where?

B'LIN
The Vanguard. I'm to report there
as Chief Engineer after our leave
time.

Celeste's temper begins to rise.

CELESTE
How long have you known?

B'LIN
A few weeks now.

CELESTE
(angry) _
And you didn't think to tell me
until now?

Celeste quickly gets up from her chair.

B'LIN
Celeste--
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CELESTE
I'm sorry, will you all excuse me?

B'Lin rises quickly, napkin in hand.

B'LIN
Celeste, please...
Before anyone can say anything else, Celeste is out the door
and gone. Dejected, B'Lin looks down at John and Cara, who

eye him apologetically. B'Lin sighs and throws down his
napkin, as we...

FADE OUT.
END OF ACT TWO




FRONTIERS: “Wagon Train”
33

ACT THREE

FADE IN:
INT. VANGUARD -- CAPTAIN'S MESS

The ornate, but simple room is occupied by Lighthart and

Mitchell, sitting at a table filled with food. Mitchell
attacks his food, almost as if he is famished, while

Lighthart works on her PADD, ignoring the food. As Mitchell

takes on a piece of prime rib, Lighthart looks up at her
first officer for a split second. Gently shaking her head

with both irritation and amusement, she returns her attention

to the PADD. After finishing his piece of prime rib,
Mitchell raises his napkin and wipes his mouth, quickly
returning the napkin to his lap.

MITCHELL
So like | was saying, we were face
to face with this laser whipping
Ferengi, demanding his latinum back
for his two Saturnius harem girls,
when suddenly Lieutenant Flogharan
appears out of nowhere and whispers
a few words in the ears of the
Ferengi. Not three seconds later,
he lowers the whip and slowly walks
the other way. I'm telling you, in
all my years in the service, I've
never seen anyone handle people and
situations like Flogharan.

Lighthart sighs as Mitchell finishes his story and takes a
sip of his drink.

LIGHTHART
Very well, I'll make sure we acquire
him... sounds like he'll be of help.

Lighthart types in a few commands and frowns.

LIGHTHART
Well if we can get Flogharan, we'll
finally have our attached JAG officer.
(beat)
But I'm still concerned about our
new Intelligence Officer.
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MITCHELL

(with glass in hand)
Dekendi? You won't find a better
intelligence specialist out there.
| met her on Deep Space 8, she was
their Assistant Strategics Officer
at the time. While | was there,
they had a brief incident with a
Tholian spice trader that had drifted
in unannounced. Well, there we
were...

LIGHTHART
(raises her hand)
Another story won't be necessary,
Commander.

Mitchell pauses and lowers his glass.

MITCHELL
(beat)
You're not very good at this, are
you Captain?

Lighthart quickly stops typing on her PADD and glares at her
first officer.

MITCHELL (CONT'D)
Socializing...
(beat)
With all due respect, Captain.

Lighthart continues to glare.

MITCHELL

(quickly)
My apologies, Sir. | was out of line.

Lighthart continues her stare for another second before
returning to her PADD.

MITCHELL (CONT'D)
| was just hoping we get to know
each other a little better, Captain.
We have a long mission ahead of us.

LIGHTHART
(looking up)
Which is exactly why I'm trying to
make sure we're ready, Commander.

Hoping she has gotten her point across, she returns to the
PADD. Mitchell stirs for a moment.
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MITCHELL
| just thought if we knew each other
better, we would make a better team.

LIGHTHART
(typing)
Frankly Commander, we're not a team.
I'm the Captain and | have the final
word.

MITCHELL
True, but...

Lighthart looks back up, once again glaring at her first
officer. Mitchell, realizing he's pushing it, evades her
gaze and returns to his prime rib. Lighthart returns to her
PADD.

LIGHTHART
Tell me Commander, were you ever
married?

Reacting to her sudden comment, he sets his knife and fork
down and gazes at Lighthart with a curious, yet sullen look.

MITCHELL
Why do you ask?

LIGHTHART
(typing)
You have a tendency to force
relationships, yet you always have
to have the last word. Qualities
found in ex-husbands.

Mitchell looks at his Captain for a moment, then gazes down
at his half-eaten food. In the meantime, Lighthart grabs
her glass and takes a drink, quickly returning to her work.

LIGHTHART
Well?

MITCHELL
| was married once, yes.

LIGHTHART
(smiling)
| knew it.

MITCHELL
(beat)
She died twelve years ago.
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Lighthart's smile disappears, while her fingers stop moving
across her PADD. Sighing, she puts the PADD down and finally
regards her colleague across the table.

LIGHTHART
I'm sorry.

MITCHELL

(quickly)
It's okay, you didn't know. And
you're right, what you said about me.
Bad habits die hard, | guess.

(beat)
Well, | better get going. | need to
look over tomorrow's itinerary if
we're going to stay on schedule.

Mitchell drops his napkin on the table and rises.

MITCHELL (CONT'D)
If you'll excuse me, Captain.

LIGHTHART
Commander Mitchell... Jackson...

Lighthart looks at her standing officer, not sure what to
say or do.

LIGHTHART (CONT'D)
(beat)
Very well.

MITCHELL
Thank you, Captain.

Mitchell turns and promptly exits through the doors.
Lighthart watches him leave until the doors close. Leaning
back in her chair, Lighthart runs her fingers through her
hair and sighs.

LIGHTHART
Computer, access biographical
information on Commander Jackson
Mitchell and display on viewscreen.

COMPUTER
Acknowledged.

Marissa turns her chair around and gazes at the viewscreen
behind her, complete with Mitchell's record. As she reads,
she sighs again.
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LIGHTHART
(softly)
Oh, Marissa.

CUT TO:
EXT. PURPLE CLOUD TEMPLE COURTYARD -- DAY

At the mouth of a staircase, leading up to a hall, Salea
stands next to a statue of a gold bird. Seemingly waiting
around, she gives it a glance. After a moment, she taps the
head.

SALEA
Hello bird.

PERIDONIS (OS)
Third?

Salea turns around to find Peridonis standing behind her,
eyeing her curiously.

SALEA
(smiling)
Sorry. Just waiting for you.

PERIDONIS
You could have come with me.

SALEA
(shrugs)
Like I said, I've had enough of
ancient temples. Besides, it's good
to be under the sun.
(beat)
See anything interesting?

Peridonis begins walking to another set of stairs leading
down. Salea follows.

PERIDONIS
| did get to see the Green Dragon
Crescent Blade.

SALEA
The what?

PERIDONIS
It is a legendary blade wielded by
the Taoist deity and warlord Guan Yu
in the Romance of the Three Kingdoms
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SALEA
| didn't know you read.
(beat)
What is it, some kind of Chinese
romance novel?

PERIDONIS
If you consider long, bloody chaotic
struggles to be romantic.

SALEA
Might as well be, it's why | tried
to avoid long term commitments.
They can cause trouble down the road.
| didn't even know | still had
feelings for Kaol until we kissed.
Everything was perfect with Bruce
and | thought | really had something
there. But like | said...trouble
down the road. Take my advice Peri,
try and stay away from the long term
commitments.

Peridonis doesn't say anything as the two of them keep
walking. Salea glances over for a second, before resuming.

SALEA
I'm sorry, you must think romance is
awful listening to me. Not that it
isn't sometimes, but most people
seem to make it work just fine.
Maybe it's just me. Sometimes |
wish | was you, nothing to worry
about, no problems. No Kaol. No
Bruce.

Peridonis continues to remain silent. Salea glances over
again, trying to get some kind of feedback.

SALEA
Well, does your Romance of the Three
Kingdoms have any advice for me?

They continue walking for a moment before Peridonis suddenly
stops, her mind deep in thought. Salea tries to gauge her
reaction, but before she can say anything, Peridonis resumes
walking.

PERIDONIS
Wives and children are as clothing,
but brothers are as limbs.
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SALEA
(confused)
What?

PERIDONIS
It means that a marriage can be
easily sewn back together, but a
damaged friendship can never be
repaired.

SALEA
(beat)
But I'm not married.

PERIDONIS
In your case, relationship would be
substituted.

SALEA
| still don't get it. Wives and
children are as clothing, but
brothers are...

PERIDONIS
(distantly)
...as limbs.

Salea looks over at Peridonis and can see that something is

on her mind.

SALEA
Peri, are you okay?

Peridonis stops again and looks at Salea.

PERIDONIS
Forgive me Third, I'm not always
accustomed to dealing with my
emotions.

SALEA
What's the matter?

PERIDONIS
| recently learned that Siadonis'Gar
is assigned to the Jem'Hadar warship
assigned to the convoy.

SALEA
Siadonis? Your brother?

PERIDONIS
Yes.
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SALEA
What's the problem?

On the face of Peridonis, there is a very brief look of
vulnerability, something that surprises Salea.

PERIDONIS
| would rather not discuss it.

Peridonis continues on, with Salea looking on first in
confusion, then in guilt.

CUT TO:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- BRIEFING LOUNGE

On one side of the table, Koth and Taija sit gazing at the
three Iridites, sitting on the other side. Koth looks
comfortable and sure as usual, while Taija looks on, trying
to hide her suspicions. The Iridites themselves are
characterized with elongated foreheads, long pointed ears,
sharp teeth and pale white skin.

KOTH
On behalf of the United Federation
of Planets, let me thank you for
agreeing to meet with us on such
short notice.

The IRIDITE AMBASSADOR, garbed in an elegant purple robe,
leans forward.

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
No thanks is required Ambassador
Koth, the Iridite people are always
happy and eager to do business with
our Federation friends.

TAIJA
(smiling)
Eager?

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
Our experience in dealing with the
Federation has always been easy,
pleasant and profitable. But then
again, deal with the Tholians long
enough and anyone will sound like a
better option.

The other two Iridites laugh, while Koth chuckles to himself.



FRONTIERS: “Wagon Train”
ACT THREE-41

TAIJA
(still smiling)
Indeed.

Koth eyes his assistant with some concern, but quickly
returns his attention back to the Iridites.

KOTH
May | offer you anything else before
we begin? Some more Saurian Brandy?

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
(jokingly)
Ambassador Koth, if | didn't know
any better, I'd say you were trying
to get us drunk and take advantage
of us.

KOTH
(also jokingly)
On the contrary, while most Klingons
would be able to drink anyone else
under the table, | would pass out
after one glass of blood wine.

The Iridites laugh again, while Taija continues to eye them
with suspicion, all the while smiling. As the laughter dies
down, the Iridite Ambassador leans forward again.

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
Very well, then. The Iridite Trading
Commission has looked over the
Federation proposal and we are happy
to tell you that we will have 10,000
metric tons of tricredellium
available for delivery upon payment.

TAIJA
10,000? We specifically asked for
20,000.

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
Of which we are aware. Unfortunately,
we are experiencing a slight shortage
of tricredellium at the moment. We
fear that giving you 20,000 metric
tons at this time will severely
limit our current stock.
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TAIJA

| see.

(hoping to catch

them)
And how much more latinum would
compensate for your loss of another
10,000 metric tons? We're already
paying you 400,000 bars.

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
(slightly irritated)
| beg your pardon?

KOTH
(to Taija)
Perhaps Miss Taija, we should--

TAIJA
(interrupting)
If I may, Ambassador.

Koth looks as if he is about to say something, but Taija
continues talking.

TAIJA(CONT'D)
I'm afraid that we are not authorized
to pay more than 450,000 bars of
gold pressed latinum for the
tricredellium. If that is not
satisfactory, then I'm afraid we'll
have to look elsewhere.

Once again, Koth looks like he is about to say something,
but is beaten by the Iridite Ambassador.

IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
Envoy Taija, are you suggesting that
the Iridite people are trying to
steal from the Federation?

TAIJA

(quickly)
| wouldn't call it stealing,
Ambassador. But our past history
suggests that you enjoy... haggling.
Unfortunately, we're under something
of a crunch here, so we don't have
time for haggling.

The Iridite Ambassador quickly stands, along with his two
aides in a rush of anger.
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IRDITIE AMBASSADOR
Well then, I'm afraid that we are
also under "something of a crunch”
and will be unable to deliver ANY
tricredellium.

The little grin on Taija's face turns to a look of panic as
she realizes that her intended strategy did not work. She
also stands, hoping to stop them.

TAIJA
(nervous)
Mr. Ambassador, I'm sure that we can
come to a new agreement...

The Iridite Ambassador turns around and storms out the door
with his two aides. The crushed Taija watches the doors
swoosh close. Turning around to Koth, she sees that he is
somewhat slumped in his chair.

KOTH
(half-joking)
It could have gone worse.
Taija sighs and sits back in her chair.
FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN:
INT. KELLY HOME -- JOHN'S WORKSHOP

In the middle of an old-fashioned looking workshop, is a
small, but beautiful sailboat that's almost finished. Next

to it is John on his knees, giving the craft a paint job.

As he paints, B'Lin slowly walks in and sees John working.
He stands for a moment deciding whether to come in or leave
him be.

JOHN
(still painting)
If you're coming in, then come in...
but don't stand in the doorway,
you're making me nervous.

B'Lin quickly steps in. John stands up and walks over to a
nearby sink. He begins washing his hands and B'Lin looks
the boat over.

B'LIN
It's a nice boat.

JOHN
Thanks.

B'LIN
Didn't | see three others down by
the lake, though?

John finishes and joins B'Lin.

JOHN
Yup. This one here is number four.

B'LIN
(beat)
Do you mind if | ask...

JOHN
(interrupting)
Why? Ha, you sound like Cara.
You'll find that you have a lot of
free time when you retire and if you
don't do something to occupy yourself,
you'll go crazy.
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B'LIN
I'll keep that in mind.

John smiles and begins circling the boat, while B'Lin just
stands there looking as if he wants to say something.
Getting around to the other side, John stops and sighs.

JOHN
Are you going to talk to me about
what you came here to talk to me
about or are we going to talk about
my boat for a little longer, because
| can go on if you like.

B'Lin suddenly begins laughing, something that surprises

John somewhat. B'Lin sits on a nearby stool, while John
climbs aboard his boat and makes his way to the side by B'Lin,
eventually sitting down and hanging his feet over the edge.
B'Lin's laughter begins to subside.

B'LIN
You know, someone said almost the
exact same thing to me once.

JOHN
Some people don't like small talk,
when there's something real to be
talked about.

B'LIN
| can go on for hours on how the
transwarp drive works or how a field
stabilizer coil operates. But |
can't simply sit down with someone
and talk.

JOHN
That's obvious enough. Do you know
what your real problem is?

B'LIN
I'm shy?

JOHN
You think too much.

B'LIN
(beat)
| think too much?
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JOHN
| used to work with them all the
time. The guys whose brains would
run at a million kilometers a second,
thinking about every possible take
on a problem or whatever. You think
too much.

B'LIN
(beat)
You really think I think too much?

JOHN
| know, Tevis. | saw the look on
your face when we first met, you
were scared to death. You thought |
would throw you into the lake or
something.

B'LIN
The thought had crossed my mind.

JOHN
And then you didn't tell Celeste you
were leaving because you were worried
SHE would throw you into the lake.
People like you spend too much time
thinking and worrying that they
don't actually spend much time DOING.
You know what you have to do, just
go talk to her. Don't think about
what she's going to say, because in
the end it's not going to help.

B'LIN
(thinking)
| was honestly expecting this
conversation to take a lot longer.

JOHN
(smiling)
| don't beat around the bush.

B'LIN
Thanks.

JOHN
Anytime.

B'Lin stands up and begins heading for the door.

JOHN
Hey Tevis.
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B'Lin turns around.

JOHN
In all the years Cara and | have
lived here, Celeste has never brought
anyone home. She must think you're
something special. Thought you'd
like to know.

B'LIN
(smiling)
| thought you said it was best not
to think about things?

JOHN
There's a difference between thinking
and knowing the truth.
(beat)
Now get of here, I've got a boat to
finish.

John jumps down and picks up his paintbrush again, dipping
it into the paint can. B'Lin stands for a moment in the
doorway, looking at John before disappearing.

CUT TO:
INT. THE ORACLES -- SECOND TRIAL

In a dark room, a large door opens and a young Sito steps
through. As the door closes behind him, Sito regards the
light in the center, shining down on another map. He
approaches it.

SITO (V.0))
With the first trial behind me, |
found my confidence returning. After
failing in the song recitation, |
had strong doubts that | could pass
one, let alone three trials. But
with the door closing behind on the
gauntlet | had managed to navigate,
| realized that victory was possible.

Kneeling to the map, it is clear that is identical to the
map encountered in the first trial, however the third Sito
lit previously still glows. Pressing his fingers in a
similar pattern as the first time, the second third lights
up. The entire chamber lights up, to reveal its massive
size and intricate beauty. Directly in front of him is a
large door, with a half-sphere carved into the center. It
takes Sito a moment to approach it.



FRONTIERS: “Wagon Train”
ACT FOUR-48

SITO (V.0))
Of course, | soon realized that
trials never get easier; they only
ever get harder.

Sito analyzes the door trying to find a way to open it.
Suddenly, something snaps behind him. He turns around to
find a glowing orb hovering above the map; the key to the
door. Sito walks back to the map and reaches out to touch
the orb. Just before he grabs it, it disappears with a snap,
instantly materializing directly behind him. Confused, he
grabs the orb and begins for the door again. After five
seconds, the orb disappears from his hand and reappears in
his approximate location on the other side of the chamber...
a mirror image.

SITO (V.0))
It dawned on me that the middle of
the road is often times the most
interesting part of the whole journey.
You find yourself wishing for the
simpler times of before, and
wondering what new challenges lay
ahead.

He begins walking toward the orb, but after another five
seconds the orb disappears and reappears behind him in the
same mirror image fashion. Sito begins walking around the
vast chamber, testing the orb. Every five seconds, the orb
disappears and reappears on the opposite side of the chamber
from where he is, making it impossible to grab the orb and

use it in the door.

SITO (V.0))
| trained my mind to forget both the
past and future, focusing directly
on the task at hand.

After observing his situation for a moment, Sito walks to

the door leading back to the first trial and presses himself
against, watching the other side of the room. The orb
disappears from its spot and reappears on the opposite side
of the room, right in the keyhole. The far door opens and
Sito smiles.

SITO (V.0))
Understanding your existence and
surroundings is essential to finding
true order and harmony with yourself
and the universe.
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CLOSE SHOT on Sito as he stops in front of the door leading
to the final chamber.

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE SHOT on an older Sito walking down the hallways of the
Osiria.

INT. OSIRIA -- CORRIDOR
Sito appears from a corner and stops in front of a door.

SITO (V.0))
However understanding order and
harmony and finding them are two
very different things.

Sito presses a small button next to the door and a low chime
sounds.

SYDRIN (V.0.)
Who is it?

SITO
Sito.

Sito waits for another moment before the doors open, allowing
Sito to enter.

INT. OSIRIA -- SYDRIN'S QUARTERS

Stepping inside, Sito is briefly taken aback by warm ambiance
and dazzling, but simple, beauty of the room. Sydrin stands
in the middle of the room, waiting for him.

SYDRIN
| greet you as a brother, Bake'el
Dao. May the order that exists in
our brotherhood be a light to those
who seek to walk the path of harmony.

The two men touch their foreheads.

BOTH
Preparedness, order, trust and
harmony, forever and for all.

As they finish, Sydrin beckons him toward a sitting area,
with comfortable chairs on opposite sides of a small table.
On the table, sits a Spiran tea pot with two small cups.

SYDRIN
Please be seated.
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Sito takes a seat, while Sydrin goes for the tea.

SYDRIN
Tea? It's Noro Din.

SITO
(surprised)
Noro Din is extremely hard to come
by, even on Spirus.

Syrdin smiles as he pours the tea.

SYDRIN
| have a friend who grows Noro Din,
he sends me some every year.

Sydrin hands Sito a cup.

SITO
Thank you.

Sydrin takes his own cup and sits down.

SYDRIN
| apologize for cutting into your
time, | realize your schedule is
quite full. But | was hoping to
make a request of you.

SITO
(curious)
Request?

SYDRIN
Yes. Unfortunately, my staff has
been so busy preparing the Osiria
for the mission that some of our
non-essential systems haven't been
attended to yet, namely our kitchen
and food facilities. Admiral Farrels
was hoping to hold a social event
today before the mission's beginning,
but I'm afraid we won't be ready in
time.

Sito sits up in his chair; he knows where this is going and
he isn't too happy.

SITO
| see.
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SYDRIN
If it isn't too much trouble, I'd
like to request the services of the
Enterprise for hosting the social.
That is of course, if your facilities
are available for use.

SITO
Avalilability isn't a problem.
However, all non-essential personnel
have been granted 24-hour-leave. |
would have to recall some of them
and | don't wish to interrupt their
time away from duty.

SYDRIN
| see.
(beat)
Perhaps Commander Maldor would be
willing to host, although I believe
Admiral Farrels doesn't enjoy Romulan
cuisine.

Sito sighs at the mentioning of the Admiral's name and sets

down his cup.

SITO
Well, I have no wish to cause the
Admiral any discomfort. I'll begin
arrangements to host the social on
the Enterprise.

SYDRIN
(smiling)
Thank you, Captain. I'm sure Admiral
Farrels will thank you as well.

Sito rises from his chair.
SITO

If there's nothing else, Dal Bek
Sydrin.

Sydrin sets down his cup and rises, meeting Sito face to face.

SYDRIN
There was one more thing.
(beat)
| understand the difficulties you
may be going through, losing command
of the task force and having to take
orders from me.

Sito's ridges begin to redden, but he keeps calm.
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SYDRIN
It is my hope that we can avoid any
unpleasant conflicts between
ourselves and find the order and
trust needed to accomplish our task.

SITO
That is my hope as well, Dal Bek.

SYDRIN
Good. Thank you for your help and
cooperation, Captain. You are
invaluable to this mission.

This is last comment reddens Sito's ridges even more, but he
still remains calm and cool.

SITO
Thank you, Dal Bek. If you'll excuse
me.

SYDRIN
Of course.

Sito leaves the sitting area promptly and quickly disappears
out the set of double doors, leaving a content Sydrin to
return to his seat and tea.

INT. OSIRIA -- CORRIDOR

Sito storms down the hallway, visibly upset from his
humiliating meeting with Sydrin. Rounding a corner, he
almost runs into an equally upset Lighthart. She jumps back
from the colossal Spiran.

LIGHTHART
Captain!
(taking in a breath)
Oh, you nearly sent me through the
roof. Or down on the ground, I'm
not sure which.

SITO
Forgive me, Captain Lighthart. My
mind was elsewhere.

Lighthart eyes the Spiran as he tries to regain his control.

LIGHTHART
Sydrin?
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SITO
Apparently, the Enterprise now has
the honor of hosting a social before
the mission.

LIGHTHART
That's what he wanted to talk to you
about? He made you take the time to
come see him so he could throw his
stupid social on you? Ooh, I'm
lucky I'm not you... I'd have killed
him.

SITO
Don't forget Captain, he's our
commander for this mission. He
deserves our respect, despite
personal opinions.

LIGHTHART
He's fortunate you're more patient
than | am.

By now, Sito has calmed down and begins to regard Lighthart
with curiosity.

SITO
What are you doing back aboard,
Captain? We don't have a meeting
for another hour.

LIGHTHART
(sighs)
Dinner with Commander Mitchell didn't
go very well.

SITO
Mitchell, your first officer?

LIGHTHART
(scoffs)
After tonight, probably not for much
longer.

SITO
(smiling)
Dealing with your command crew can
be challenging sometimes.

LIGHTHART
Tell me about it.
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SITO
Just remember one thing. They're
not just your command crew, they're
people.

Lighthart straightens up.

LIGHTHART
Me? Treating people like people?
Easier said than done.

SITO
I'm sure you'll do fine with him.
(beat)
Now if you'll excuse me, | have some
business to attend to.

Sito heads down the corridor and enters a turbolift.

LIGHTHART
Where're you off to?

SITO
Off to plan a menu.

The doors close.
CUT TO:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- SICKBAY

Kaol is sitting in his office, working at his computer.

Music and a woman's voice fill the office as he works,
sounding like a more passionate and alien Enya. Getting up
to check something, he steps out of his office and stands
face to face with Rikilis, dressed in a loose medical robe.
Kaol stops at the sight, his surprise quickly giving way to
annoyance almost matching that of Rikilis.

RIKILIS
Must you play that insufferable
music all day?

KAOL
Must you get out of your bed every
five minutes?

RIKILIS
Doctor, | feel fine...

Rikilis takes a step forward and almost collapses to the
floor. Kaol quickly catches the falling man and helps him
stand.
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KAOL
You have an odd definition of fine,
Commander.

Kaol helps the large Tellarite back to his bed. Although
Rikilis clearly doesn't want to be there, he gives way to
his physical condition and allows the doctor to take him
back to his bed.

RIKILIS
| must get back to engineering Doctor,
| have work to do.

KAOL
I'll have you out of here as fast as
| possibly can, believe me. But
until then...

Kaol almost pushes Rikilis back on the bed. Rikilis lets
out a small grunt as he makes contact with the plush surface.

KAOL (CONT'D)
(firm)
Do not leave this bed.

As Rikilis relaxes a bit in the bed, Kaol takes some readings
from the scanner adjacent to the bed.

RIKILIS
It's a wonder anyone recovers under
your care. Leave it to a Romulan
doctor to keep his patients as
miserable as possible.

KAOL

(grinning)
It ensures motivation on their part.

RIKILIS
Hilarious, Doctor. | wasn't joking.

KAOL
(looking at Rikilis)
Neither was |.

Rikilis scoffs, while Kaol goes to check another monitor.

RIKILIS
Unbearable. | should have gone on
leave with everyone else.

KAOL
(half-listening)
Oh? And why didn't you?
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RIKILIS
Perhaps if you looked up from your
medical consoles every once in awhile,
you'd see that Tellarites aren't
very popular these days.

Kaol looks up from his monitor, almost rolling his eyes.
Rikilis shakes his head.

RIKILIS
Aren't you doctors supposed to have
some kind of bedside manner?

KAOL
Our patients usually warrant a
bedside manner.

RIKILIS
Ha! Romulan fortitude and patience
at its finest.

KAOL

Even Romulans get tired, Commander.

RIKILIS
Then why did YOU stay aboard, Doctor?

Done with his checking, Kaol returns his to Rikilis's bed.
Although calm, a small amount of anger lingers behind the
Doctor's face.

KAOL
This may come as something of a
shock to you, but you're not the
only one on this ship who's trapped
here. Believe me when | say that |
understand what you're feeling, |
really do. But don't expect me to
gush with sympathy for someone who
wishes to make everyone feel as
miserable as they do.

Kaol quickly leaves the Tellarite's bed, having said his
peace. Rikilis watches him leave, both surprised and curious.
Before Kaol disappears into his office, Rikilis sits up.

RIKILIS
Doctor?

Kaol slowly stops and turns around.

KAOL
Yes?
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Rikilis looks at him for a moment and ponders before speaking.

RIKILIS
I'll make a deal with you, Doctor.
If you turn that noise off, I'll sit
in this bed until I'm discharged.

Kaol, surprised, thinks for a moment and smiles.

KAOL
You have a deal.

Kaol disappears into his office, while Rikilis looks on.
RIKILIS
(calling into the
office)
But don't expect me to be quiet!

KAOL (0.S.)
Don't expect me to listen!

Rikilis grins at Kaol's comeback and slowly relaxes.
FADE OUT.
END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

FADE IN:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- TAIJA'S QUARTERS

In a darkened room, Taija sits in front of a window, watching
a swarm of activity as the fleet makes it's final preparations
for launch. The door chime is heard, but Taija ignores it.
After another second, it is heard again and Taija gives a
slight turn of the head.

TAIJA
Come in.

The doors open and Koth steps in, looking for Taija in the
darkness.

KOTH
Taija?

TAIJA
Come to see if | was still around,
Ambassador?

Koth steps further into the room and the doors close.

KOTH
The Iridites have agreed to a second
meeting.

TAIJA
No thanks to me.
(beat)
| didn't do all my homework did 1?

KOTH
(beat)
No. There actually is a shortage of
tricredellium on their homeworld, it
was not a negotiation tactic.

Taija buries her head into her hands.

TAIJA
Great.
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KOTH
You could have been easily right, it
seems that they have used a similar
tactic in the past. In this instance
though, they were telling the truth.
However, in case they try to use
this incident to take advantage of
us, | would like you there with me
to handle it.

Taija stands up, but continues facing the window.

TAIJA
(scoffs)
You don't want me back in there.

KOTH
Why wouldn't I? You simply made one
mistake.

Taija finally turns around to face Koth.

TAIJA

(angry)
You know better than anyone, there
are no simple mistakes in diplomacy.
One wrong word, one wrong look and
it could all fall apart. | proved
that today. | have no business
walking back into that room.

KOTH
If that's true, then you should
should know better than anyone that
nothing in diplomacy is more
important than fixing a mistake.

TAIJA
(growing angrier)
This isn't the first time this has
happened to me. Ever since the
incident with the Borg, | haven't
been on top of my game.

KOTH
That's to be expected.

TAIJA
What do you mean?

KOTH
You lost your father.
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Taija pauses for a moment, not sure how to react. She turns
back to the window and rests against the windowsill.

TAIJA
Whether or not | lost my father does
not excuse me from doing my duties.

Koth regards her statement and begins looking around her
guarters. On atable is a picture of her and her father.
He picks it up.

KOTH
Your father was a very important man.

TAIJA
(quickly)
Why are we still talking about my
father? This has nothing to do with
him.

KOTH
What do you think your father would
have done if he were handling the
negotiations?

TAIJA
(laughs)
He certainly would have done better
than | did. He would have walked
away with the 20,000 metric tons,
maybe even for a lesser price.

Koth sets the picture down.

KOTH
Are you so sure?

Taija turns around again, fumed.

TAIJA
What is the point of this? My father
is dead and it was me who had to
negotiate.

KOTH
(beat)
Hundreds of years ago on Earth, when
religions were scattered across the
globe, people were taught to aspire
to become like unto their gods.
Unfortunately, it had the tendency
to turn some of them into fiery zealots...
almost to the point where they forgot
(MORE)
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KOTH (CONT'D)
they were still mortal and flawed
humans. It destroyed many of them.
The trick was not to lose yourself
in the struggle to become one with
God. In your case, one with your
father.

TAIJA
(beat)
You think I'm trying too hard to be
like my father?

KOTH
(smiling)
| don't know. You're the listener.
Perhaps you should listen to your
heart and see what it has to say.

Koth turns and steps out the doors. Taija turns back to the
window and contemplates her future.

CUT TO:
INT. VANGUARD -- BRIDGE

Amidst the low lighting of the stately command center, two
figures work at the tactical station. One is instantly
recognizable as Mitchell, while the other is a young female.
This is tactical officer LIEUTENANT NERENE KAHN, a Trill.
Kahn looks fine, but Mitchell looks a little tired and worn.

As they talk, the bridge doors swoosh open and Captain
Lighthart enters. Mitchell and Kahn both notice her and
give attention as she approaches.

LIGHTHART
Progress?

MITCHELL
We think we've managed to work out
most of the bugs.

KAHN
The problem was that the two systems
speak a different language. Once |
put together a translation matrix,
we shouldn't have anymore problems.

LIGHTHART
How long will that take?

KAHN
Not more than an hour.
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LIGHTHART
Sounds good, get on it.

KAHN
Aye, Sir.

LIGHTHART
(to Mitchell)
Commander, may | have a quick word
with you?

MITCHELL
Sure.

Lighthart pulls Mitchell aside, while Kahn begins working at
her console again.

LIGHTHART
| wanted to apologize for dinner, my
behavior was...
(beat)
...atrocious. You were right when
you said socializing was something |
wasn't good at.

MITCHELL
Captain, it really is no problem.

LIGHTHART
No, but it is. And | want you to
know, it won't be like that with me
ever again. | promise.

MITCHELL
Thank you, Captain.

LIGHTHART
You're welcome. Now, you look tired
and | want you to get some rest,
understood?

MITCHELL
(smiling)
| could use some rest, | haven't
seen my quarters in a while.

LIGHTHART
And it may be a while longer.

MITCHELL
(confused)
| don't understand.
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LIGHTHART
I'm granting you a temporary leave.
Give you a chance to see your son
before we head out.

Mitchell stands there, dumbfounded.

MITCHELL
(beat)
Captain, I... thank you, but | can't
leave now. Like you said, we're a
bit shorthanded at the moment.

LIGHTHART
What are you talking about?

Mitchell is taken aback and gestures around the bridge.

MITCHELL
Last time | checked, Kahn was the
only one manning the bridge.

LIGHTHART
Commander Mitchell, | say we're
doing fine and your presence is not
required unless | say otherwise. Do
| have to order you off my ship?

MITCHELL
No, Sir. Thank you, Sir.

And with that, Mitchell takes off and disappears into the
turbolift. As the doors close, Lighthart smiles to herself
and makes toward Kahn.

LIGHTHART
You have the bridge, Lieutenant.
I'll be in my ready room for a while
if anyone needs me.

KAHN
Aye, Sir.

And with that, Lighthart leaves Kahn and walks into her ready
room.

INT. VANGUARD -- LIGHTHART'S READY ROOM

The doors swoosh open and Lighthart steps in, quickly takes
a seat behind her desk, and activates her console.

LIGHTHART
Computer, bring up the crew transfer
files.
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COMPUTER (VO)
Accessing.

LIGHTHART

(quickly)
Belay that.

The computer makes an affirmative beep. Lighthart thinks
for a moment.

LIGHTHART
Computer, access Lighthart personal
database. Bring up file Grand Canyon
three.

COMPUTER (VO)
Accessing.

A picture comes on her screen, a picture of an eight-year-
old Lighthart and her father, standing by the ledge of the
Grand Canyon. She sits there for a moment, just gazing into
the picture.

CUT TO:
EXT. WUDANG MOUNTAINS -- CAMPSITE -- EARLY MORNING

The sun is rising over the mountains, casting its morning
light on a small campsite. Sitting over a small, smoking
fire pit is Peridonis. Nearby, Salea rests on a sleeping
bag. Deep in thought, Peridonis gazes at the smoke rising
from the pit. She doesn't notice Salea getting up, until
she's standing next to her. Peridonis looks up.

SALEA
Mind if | join you?

PERIDONIS
Please, Third.

Peridonis beckons for her to sit, and she does.

SALEA
| couldn't really sleep, my body is
still on Enterprise time. Unless
it's that... what was that you made
for us last night?

PERIDONIS
Pak'rotz.

Salea rubs her stomach.
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SALEA
Well whatever it was, remind me to
think of my stomach next time you
make some.

PERIDONIS
| will.

Salea looks at her friend, hoping her humor would have
softened the mood a bit. Seeing that it hasn't, she sits in
silence for a moment.

SALEA
Peri.
(beat)
| just wanted to apologize for my
behavior yesterday. | must have
been a bit obnoxious.

PERIDONIS
No apology is necessary, Third. You
were concerned over your recent
problems with Second and Doctor Kaol.

SALEA
It's not just that. | spent so much
time talking about myself, | didn't
stop to think that there was
something on your mind. | said that
| wished | was you because you had
no problems. I'm sorry if | seemed
insensitive.

PERIDONIS
There is nothing to concern yourself
with, Third.

SALEA
What about your brother?

PERIDONIS
It is nothing of consequence.

SALEA
| disagree, you've seemed distracted
ever since yesterday. Do you mind
if | ask what's wrong?

Peridonis looks at her Tikaran friend, wondering if it's
something she wants to talk about.
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PERIDONIS
(beat)
Jem'Hadar have very little sense of
what you call family. As such, we
don't get as attached or involved as
most other humanoid races do.

SALEA
Yes?

PERIDONIS

But after spending time aboard the
Enterprise, I've slowly come to find
those feelings within me. | wish to
be closer to him, yet | feel that he
will not want to strengthen our bond.
And after losing Atadonis'Gar, | do
not wish to lose another brother...
whether it be in friendship or death
on our upcoming mission.

(beat)
I'm aware that such feelings are
commonplace in other societies and |
did not wish to trouble you with
anything trivial.

SALEA
Trivial? Let me tell you something,
Peri. It doesn't matter what others
think about your problems, the only
thing that's important is how it
matters to you. And believe me,
while these feelings may be
commonplace in our cultures and have
been for thousands of years, we
still don't know what to make of
them either. It's completely natural.

PERIDONIS
(beat)
What would you suggest | do?

SALEA
(smiling)
Just talk to him. Doesn't have to
be anything big, just start small.

PERIDONIS
And if he doesn't wish to pursue a
closer relationship?
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SALEA

(shrugging)
| don't know, Peri. These sort of
things you have to play as you go.

(beat)
But no matter what happens, | want
you to know that you'll always have
a sister.

A very small smile cracks in Peridonis' face.

PERIDONIS
Thank you.
(beat)
The next time you choose to join me
unannounced on another leave, |
shall welcome your company.

SALEA
(smiling)
| would like that... just don't
expect me to eat anymore of your
Pak'rotz.

Off Peridonis' face we...
FADE OUT.
END OF ACT FIVE
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ACT SIX

EXT. LAKESIDE -- SHORE -- EVENING

On the shore is Celeste, siting with her feet in the cold,
still water. Looking at the reflections of the moon and
stars on the water, she sits in silence.

B'LIN (O.S.)
Apparently your mother isn't the
only one who likes the lake.

Celeste jumps a little at the voice and looks up to see B'Lin
standing over her. She looks at him for a moment before
turning back to the water. B'Lin sits down next to her.

B'LIN
Your father has a keen interest in
boating and it seems you enjoy an
evening on the shore.

Celeste continues to look out at the water, making B'Lin
curious as to what she's thinking.

B'LIN

| shouldn't have kept you in the
dark, Celeste. It was moronic and
I'm sorry.

(beat)
It's pathetic, is what it really is.
| get abducted and you risk
everything to come after me. | get
promoted and | can't even get up the
nerve to tell you.

B'Lin looks over at her, trying to gauge her reaction. She
continues to look out.

B'LIN (CONT'D)
(beat)
| think too much. | mean, that's my
problem, | think too much.
(MORE)
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B'LIN (CONT'D)

About the important stuff, that is.

(beat)
| was worried that with all the time
we had been apart and with my leaving
for the Vanguard, you would have
second thoughts about us and | didn't
want that happen.

(beat)
But you know what, we're going to
make this work. And I'm going to
start by telling you everything from
now on. No secrets or anything. If
you want me to talk non-stop about
nothing, I'll do it.

(beat)
Celeste?

Suddenly, Celeste snuggles up to him and rests her head in
his chest. Amazed at his success, B'Lin holds her tight and
smiles.

B'LIN
It was so simple. All | had to do
was talk more and | would've gotten
this.

Celeste smiles and continues to look at the water. They
share a quiet moment together.

B'LIN
(beat)
If | talk some more will we do more
than cuddle?

Celeste laughs.
CUT TO:
INT. ENTERPRISE -- SICKBAY

Rikilis is in bed, furiously typing away at a PADD. Kaol
walks in from his office and sees him typing. He doesn't
look happy at the sight.

KAOL
(sighs)
Don't tell me you managed to bypass
my security lockouts again. 1 told
you that you needed rest, not work.
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RIKILIS
Believe it or not Doctor, I'm not
working. Whatever you did, you kept
me from accessing engineering this
time.

KAOL
(confused)
Then what are you doing?

Rikilis grunts and turns his PADD over to Kaol. On the

screen is a puzzle game somewhat resembling Tetris, complete
with a goofy video-game theme. Before Kaol has a chance to
examine it further, Rikilis pulls it back.

RIKILIS
You see what you've relegated me to,
Doctor?

KAOL
Well, then | have no choice but to
release you.

Rikilis scoffs.

KAOL
I'm serious, Commander. You're fine
to report back to work, though |
would like you to take it easy.

Rikilis looks up, still disbelieving.

KAOL
(smiling)
Do | have to kick you out?

Not waiting for Kaol to change his mind, Rikilis rips the
covers off, throws the PADD into Kaol's hands, and heads for
the door... still in his robe. Kaol is a bit taken aback by

his sudden reaction.

KAOL
| said take it easy.

RIKILIS
Don't have time.

He makes it to the doors and they swoosh open.

KAOL
Commander, a moment?

Rikilis stops and turns.
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RIKILIS
Doctor, I'm not even stopping to
change into my uniform. It should
be apparent that | don't have time
for anything.

KAOL
(quickly)
| know I just wanted to say... I'm
sorry for my outburst earlier. |
sometimes forget that I'm not the
only one who has no where to go.

RIKILIS
(beat)
Is that all?

KAOL
(sighs)
That's all.

Rikilis turns to leave, but stops again.

RIKILIS
Doctor?

KAOL
(curious)
Yes?

RIKILIS
(beat)
Thank you.

Kaol smiles and makes to say something, but Rikilis quickly
disappears down the corridor and the doors shut, leaving
Kaol alone. He shakes his head and laughs.

KAOL
You're welcome.

He begins cleaning up Rikilis' bed, when he spots the PADD
and picks it up. Making sure no one is watching, he gives
in to his intrigue and resumes the game.

CUT TO:
INT. THE ORACLES -- THIRD TRIAL

Unlike the last two rooms, this one is already lit as young
Sito stands in an open doorway, confused. This chamber is
much smaller than the last one, with the map in the middle
the only thing occupying the space... there isn't even
another door leading out.
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SITO (V.0))
| was near my journey's end or so |
had hoped. But as | stood in the
final chamber, | began to think that
the previous trials were nothing
more than a prelude to this final one.

Like before, Sito touches the map in a particular pattern

and the final third of the map lights up. As it does, the

door behind him closes, the map descends into the floor, and
lights go dark, with only a small light from above providing
illumination. In the low light, Sito looks around waiting

for something else to happen. It doesn't.

SITO (V.0))
It didn't take long to realize that
| had been confronted with the
impossible. There was no order to
be in nothingness, nor harmony or
preparedness. Everything | had been
taught and had come to believe was
now completely useless to me.

Sito begins walking around, trying out the walls to find
something to help him.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. THE ORACLES -- THIRD TRIAL -- LATER

An unknown amount of time has passed. Judging from young
Sito's appearance, it would seem that he has been there quite
some time. He sits in the middle cross-legged, contemplating
his situation.

SITO (V.0))

As the hours went by, | strove harder
and harder to find within myself the
solution that evaded me. Others had
passed, | knew there had to be a way.
No matter how impossible the task
seemed, there was a possible answer.

(beat)
Yet, | couldn't find one.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. THE ORACLES -- THIRD TRIAL -- LATER
More time has passed. Sito is no longer sitting on the floor,
but is now pacing the room. He shows signs of mental and

emotional fatigue. However long he has been in there, it's
beginning to wane on him.
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SITO (V.0))

| slowly found myself losing the
focus | had trained myself for, my
thoughts began to wander, | was
falling into chaos. Realizing | was
reaching my own limits, | considered
something | thought never would:
failure. At any moment | could call
out and admit that | could not
proceed any further, immediately
ending the challenge. This
possibility began to look increasingly
inevitable. My own order, harmony
and preparedness weren't enough.

(beat)
That's when my mind stumbled upon an
incredible idea.

A look of realization crosses Sito's face and he stops pacing.
Looking around one last time, he has a moment of deep thought
before acting.

SITO
(calling out)
| am unable to proceed any further
under my own power and being.
However, | do not admit failure and
will not turn back. Instead, | ask
for assistance in progressing forward.

Sito stands in the darkness, waiting for a response. After
another moment, the lights return. Sito squints and brings
his hands to his eyes at the sudden change in luminescence.
As his eyes readjust, a portion of the wall opens up leading
to another chamber.

SITO (V.0))
In that one moment, the concepts of
order, harmony and preparedness were
forever changed. | had only ever
believed that any problem or
situation could be solved by one who
had the totality of them all.

A weary, but joyful Sito slowly approaches the last door.
Before he disappears through, he turns and looks back on the
room he had just spent an eternity in. Taking in his whole
experience, he turns around and faces the end of his journey.
CLOSE SHOT on Sito as he looks out onto the rest of his life.

CUT TO:
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CLOSE SHOT on Sito back in the present, sitting on a chair
with the windows of ten-forward behind him.

INT. ENTERPRISE -- TEN-FORWARD

With a drink in his hand, Sito seems deep in thought and
introspection, almost unaware of where he is.

SITO
But despite all my preparation and
training, | had to rely on someone
else to achieve my final goal.

SATH (0OS)
(shocked)
They just opened the door for you?

Sito snaps out of his trance and looks at the person across
from him. At a small table at the edge of the room, Sito

and Sath are alone in the middle of the mission social. Many
familiar faces from the Enterprise crew and the other ships
are present.

SITO
Excuse me?

SATH
The door. They just opened for you
and that was it?

SITO
(smiling)
Yes. Itwas later revealed to me
that at any point | could have asked
for the solution to any of the three
trials.

SATH
(thinking)
Fascinating. | wonder if | would
have made it out.

SITO
I'm afraid now that I've told you
about the trials, it would be
impossible for you to take them
yourselves.

SATH
(sarcastic)
Well | wish you would have mentioned
that earlier.
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Sath notices that Sito is staring at something across the
room and turns to see what is. At the other end of the room
is Cale Sydrin, talking with Admiral Farrels and several
others. Sath turns back to Sito.

SATH
You know, Cale Sydrin may be a bit
much to handle... but he's not an
impossible situation.

SITO
It's not Sydrin.

SATH
(incredulous)
Really?

Sito looks at Sath's face and loosens up a bit.

SITO
(beat)
Perhaps a little.

SATH
Uh huh.

SITO
| worry about the mission.

SATH
God, who isn't worried about the
mission?

SITO
| fear | face another impossible
task, but this time the fate of
entire planets may be decided on its
outcome. And now that I reflect
back, I wonder if | truly did learn
something that day. Throughout all
my travels, there is still a part of
me that believes my own order can
solve any problem.

SATH
And you're worried that you might
not be able to rely on others.

SITO
If you can't rely on yourself then
who can you rely on?

SATH
Well, there's me.
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Sito looks at her questioningly.

SATH

We just barely met and yet you've
just told me something extremely
personal. Looks to me like you can
rely on others just fine.

(beat)
We're all in this together... me,
you, your crew, my crew, hell even
Cale Sydrin. We've all got your
back... and I'm sure you've got ours.

Sito thinks about her words, but doesn't have much time.

SATH
Now we better break this up. A bunch
of drunk Klingons are on their way
over.

Sito looks up to see Korvol and some of his officers approach
their table. He sits up.

SITO
Colonel Korvol, how can we help you?

KORVOL

(psy)
My friends, this is no time to be on
your feet! Tomorrow we begin our
glorious mission! It is a night of
celebration and song! Come and we
shall honor comrades who have fallen
and those who have yet to fall.

Korvol slaps Sito hard, making his ridges redden a little.

SATH
Something tells me we can't refuse.

Sath and Sito stand, waiting for Korvol's lead.

SITO
After you, Colonel.

Before Sito is done speaking, two of Korvol's officers grab
Sath and Sito and drag them over to where the Klingons are
sitting. As they do, the camera pans over to the bar where
Lighthart sits alone, playing with her drink. She stares at
the full glass, deciding whether or not to have a drink.

MALE VOICE (OS)
It's not going to drink itself, you
know?
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Lighthart looks up to see her former lover and Enterprise
bartender, SAM.

LIGHTHART
What?

SAM
Trying to decide whether or not to
get sauced before the big mission?

LIGHTHART
Something like that.

She looks back at her drink, while Sam eyes her with
curiosity. As he does, Mitchell walks up from behind
Lighthart.

MITCHELL
Excuse me, Captain.

Lighthart turns around to look at her first officer.

LIGHTHART
Yes, what is it Commander?

MITCHELL
| don't mean to disturb you Captain,
but the senior staff and | were
wondering if you would like join us.

He beckons over to table where Kahn and several other
officers sit, talking. Lighthart thinks about it for a
second and then smiles. She stands up and takes her drink.

LIGHTHART
Thank you, Commander. I'd love to.

Mitchell begins to escort her to the table, but she quickly
turns back to catch Sam before he goes to help someone else.

LIGHTHART
Sam?

SAM
Yes?

LIGHTHART
Listen, | just wanted to say...
(beat)
I'm sorry if I've ever hurt you. |
didn't mean to.

Sam is taken aback by this sudden show of kindness and sorrow
on her part. After a moment's thought, he replies.
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SAM
Thanks.

Lighthart smiles and follows Mitchell to the table. As she
does, the camera pans over to another table where Salea,
Peridonis, Kaol, Rikilis, B'Lin, and Celeste all sit.
However, they all sit in silence, looking at their Captain
with the singing Klingons.

RIKILIS
(beat)
Look at him over there, enjoying
himself. I'll bet he's a shower
singer.

The table breaks out into laughter, except for Peridonis.

PERIDONIS
The First? A shower singer?

KAOL
You know, someone who likes to sing
privately in the shower?

PERIDONIS
Why would singing in the shower be
inappropriate.

KAOL
Nothing.
(beat)
Why, do you?
Uncomfortable, Peridonis shifts in her chair.

PERIDONIS
| do not sing. Ever.

The table breaks out into laughter again and slowly dies down.

KOTH (OS)
Something | missed?

Everyone turns back to see Koth and Taija standing above
them. Everyone is surprised to see them, especially Taija.

SALEA
Koth, Taija! Take a seat.

Koth and Taija take their respective chairs and sit down.
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SALEA
(to Taija)
We didn't know you were staying for
the social, but we're glad to have
you.

TAIJA
It's a pleasure to see you all again,
especially under more pleasant
circumstances.

KOTH
I'd like you all to know, that we'll
be receiving 20,000 metric tons of
tricredellium two hours before launch
tomorrow, thanks to the efforts of
Miss Taija here.

CELESTE
Really? Congratulations.

TAIJA
Don't give me all the credit, most
of it was Ambassador Koth's doing.

KOTH
She's being modest.

B'LIN
How did you get them to agree to
20,000 metric tons? | thought they
were in the middle of a shortage.

TAIJA
(smiling)
An ambassador never negotiates and
tells.

B'LIN
(beat)
| see.

The table breaks into laughter again.

KAOL
Well, we could certainly use your
talents on the mission.

KOTH
Which is precisely why she is staying
with us.

The table looks at each other in surprise.
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RIKILIS
You mean...?

KOTH
Due to her performance in the Iridite
negotiations, the Federation has
assigned her to the convoy as an
official representative.

SALEA
(to Taija)
Well, it seems that double
congratulations are in order.

The table joins Salea in her congratulations.

TAIJA
Thank you, though I'll settle for a
simple break after those negotiations.

KOTH
(to the table)
Speaking of which, how all was your
leave time?

Everyone looks at each other in silence and after a moment,
they all speak at the same time.

SALEA
Wonderful.

PERIDONIS
Enlightening.

KAOL
Quiet.

RIKILIS
Long.

B'LIN
Nice.

CELESTE
Fun.

Koth and Taija look at each other in curiosity and then back
at the crew. Off their faces...

CUT TO:
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EXT. EARTH ORBIT -- DRYDOCK -- ENTERPRISE

The Enterprise sits in dock, as final preparations are made
before launch.

INT. ENTERPRISE -- TRANSPORTER ROOM

B'Lin is standing in the transporter room with his belongings,
a full two pips now on his collar. The female TRANSPORTER
CHIEF waits for anxious B'Lin to give the order. After a

few seconds, B'Lin walks over to the transporter console.

B'LIN
All right, Chief. One to beam over
to the Vanguard.

TRANSPORTER CHIEF
Aye Sir.

As B'Lin moves over to the pad, the doors suddenly swoosh
open and Celeste comes jogging in, much to his joy.

CELESTE

Sorry | was late, Rikilis needed
some help with aligning the power
grid.

(beat)
By the way, he wanted me to say that
he'll manage just fine in engineering
without you.

B'LIN
(smiling)
Funny way of saying goodbye.

Celeste turns to the Transporter Chief.

CELESTE
I'll handle this, Chief.

TRANSPORTER CHIEF
Yes Sir.

The transporter chief puts the transporter on hold and walks
out the doors. Celeste turns back to B'Lin. They both
aren't sure what to say.

B'LIN
I'll still be close by.

CELESTE
Sure.
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B'LIN
We'll still be able to see each other.

The two look at each other and suddenly find themselves in
an embrace.

CELESTE
It won't be the same.

B'LIN
No, it won't.

CELESTE
But we'll make it work, like you
said. We'll be fine.
(beat)
| love you.

B'Lin holds her tighter.

B'LIN
| love you, too.

The two share a long, meaningful kiss. Breaking apart,
Celeste wipes away a tear.

CELESTE
Call me later.

B'LIN
| will.

They hug one more time before Celeste walks over behind the
transporter console. B'Lin steps up on to the pad with all
of his belongings.

B'LIN
Permission to disembark?

CELESTE
(beat)
Granted.

B'LIN
(beat)
Energize.

Celeste hesitates before activating the transport sequence.
She finally does and B'Lin disappears in a vanish of the
transporter beam, leaving her all alone.
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INT. BRUCE'S QUARTERS

Bruce is alone in his quarters. He stares hard at a PADD.
It begins to shake, though Bruce is not touching it.

SHADOW WOMAN (O.S.)
You are walking a dangerous path.

The PADD flies across the room as Bruce turns. He finds the
SHADOW WOMAN standing behind him.

BRUCE
Can't you ever knock first?

SHADOW WOMAN
Don't let the pain of your human
half cloud the judgment of your true
self.

BRUCE
What are you talking about?

SHADOW WOMAN
You wish to learn more. Understand
more about who you are.

BRUCE
What's wrong with that? | can't
seem to trust anyone else | get to
know.

SHADOW WOMAN
We were concerned this would happen.

BRUCE
You knew Salea would...?

The Shadow Woman shakes her head.

SHADOW WOMAN
The details of mortal affairs are of
little interest to us. What we have
felt is a bond between you.

BRUCE
You mean between "Bruce" and "Salea"?

SHADOW WOMAN

No. Between your true self and

Salea.

(beat)

You are free to do as you will,

within the guidelines you have been given.

If you wish to understand more about
(MORE)
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SHADOW WOMAN (CONT'D)
your true self, | will not prevent
you. But you must be cautious.
There is more to what is inside you
than you understand, and if you do
not exercise restraint and humility,
it will overcome you.

BRUCE
(absently)
So what if it does?

SHADOW WOMAN
The experiment must not be corrupted.
(softer, almost
human)
Please, exercise caution. | do not
wish to see harm come to you.

She vanishes, leaving Bruce deeply disturbed by her words.
INT. ENTERPRISE -- REAR VIEWPORT

The rear viewport is a small room, with a medium sized window
looking back out behind the ship. Standing next to the

window, Celeste looks out the beautiful image of the Earth.
Lost in thought, the tranquillity is disrupted by the doors
opening. Celeste whirls around to find Captain Sito in the
doorway.

CELESTE
(surprised)
Captain.

SITO
(also surprised)
Lieutenant. I'm sorry, | didn't
know anyone was in here. I'll leave
you alone.

CELESTE
No please, Sir. I'm almost done.

Sito regards her comment and walks in, stopping at the window
next to her.

SITO
| didn't know anyone came here.

CELESTE
It's sort of a tradition of mine.
Before we leave a place, | look to
look back on where we were.
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SITO
| used to have a similar tradition,
though | haven't practiced it in
years.

CELESTE
(curious)
What made you change your mind
tonight, Sir?

SITO
(genuine)
| don't know.

The two stare out the window in silence for a moment.

CELESTE
Sir, can | ask you something?

SITO
Please do, Lieutenant.

CELESTE
(beat)
There's been a lot of chatter about
the mission. Wondering if it'll
even get off the ground, wondering
if we'll come back. Do you think
we'll back, Sir?

SITO

(beat)
It may be sometime, but we'll be back.

Celeste smiles and looks at Sito for a moment before turning
back to the window. The Captain and junior officer continue
to look out together as we...

FADE OUT.
END OF ACT SIX

THE END
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