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Subsolar Whispers 
An Uhura Adventure 

 

 
“You know, I’m not sure I like the new 

uniform design.” 
Uhura smiled, looking over her shoulder 

at the young man on her left. “What’s not to 
like, Lieutenant?” 

Thomas didn’t turn to look at her, 
keeping his hands and his eyes on the boards 
in front of him, but Uhura saw his head 
shaking. “I think it’s the colours, mostly, 
ma’am. I miss the red, gold, and blue. They 
were all over the recruiting office and I got 
used to them at the Academy. But a year after 
I graduate, poof, gone.” He sighed. “I guess it 
just seems like we’re all the same now. Tan 
and grey, well, grey-blue. Not that exciting.” 

With a shrug, she turned back to her 
own boards, one ear still monitoring 
communications traffic. And there was a lot of 
traffic. Even if the new space dock wasn’t quite 
half complete, there was a lot of activity to 
keep track of. Ships and construction crews, 
plus normal traffic in, around, and between 
the various stations, civilian and military, with 
the regular interplanetary and interstellar 
traffic added in. It wasn’t exactly alert status 
on the Enterprise, but it could certainly keep 
you busy, and everyone in the Admiral’s 
communications group took a turn at the 
boards. “Well, not that I don’t miss the 
miniskirt for its freedom of movement—” no 
sarcasm there—“but I do feel like the new 
uniforms look a little more professional. That 



said, yes, Lieutenant, I miss the colors too.” 
She didn’t mention that there was a little white 
in the mix too, at least for medical staff. It 
wasn’t the same. 

Behind her, a door swished open, and 
reflection from the polished upper surface of 
her primary board showed her enough detail 
that she turned around and stood to attention 
immediately. Two other communications 
officers, and four techs, caught the motion 
either by sight or by sound and immediately 
followed suit. “Admiral on deck.” 

Barely five foot two, the greying, 
wrinkled little man somehow commanded 
respect just by being in the room. Uhura didn’t 
need to see the admiral’s braids to be swept up 
in the self-confidence and command presence 
of a man who been wearing a Starfleet uniform 
of some colour longer than she’d been alive. 
The fact that he ran the whole show was 
almost secondary. 

The admiral shook his head. “As you 
were, please. I’m certain you have more 
important things to be doing.” His expression 
didn’t change, but she didn’t think she 
imagined his eyes twinkling as they found hers 
before she managed to sit. “Kon’nichi-wa, 
Uhura–san. O’genki desu ka?” 

Hands at her sides, she bowed, hoping it 
was something close to Japanese normal. 
“Genki desu, okage samade. Kon’nichi-wa, 
Nogura-sama.” 

Nogura’s bow did not go past his neck, 
but she read the formality there without 
difficulty. “Thank you. My office, Commander. 
1300 hrs.” 

Uhura felt her chest tighten a little, like 



she’d just been summoned to the 
headmaster’s office for no apparent reason. 
Which, she supposed, she had. “Yes, sir.” 

The Admiral nodded and his eyes swept 
the room. “The rest of you, I thought I said as 
you were.” He spun on his heel and stepped 
back into the corridor. Uhura heard four 
footsteps before the door swished closed. 

Thomas swallowed loudly, and stared at 
Uhura. “Um, not to step over a line here, 
Commander, but how many languages do you 
speak anyway?” 

She smiled, heart still beating a little 
faster than it needed to be as she slipped back 
into her chair. “Not as many as you seem to 
think, Lieutenant, and never enough. But 
sometimes you don’t need that much to get by. 
Wakarimashita? Do you understand?” 

Thomas shook his head. “Not really, 
commander, but I think I’m learning. Slowly.” 

“Well, in that case, Lieutenant, you have 
the con. I have a meeting to prepare for, and I 
don’t have any idea what it’s about.” But she’d 
certainly do her best to be prepared to answer 
whatever the Admiral felt like asking her. 

 
# 
 

At 1255 hours, Uhura stood just far 
enough outside of the admiral’s outer office to 
avoid triggering the motion sensor that would 
open the door. She’d taken the time to put on 
a freshly spun uniform, and make sure the fit 
was both perfect and appropriate for the 
circumstance. A brief temptation to select a 
dress uniform passed her by, because one 
never knew what the admiral wanted, not that 



she’d spent a great deal of time in his 
presence, but as one of the three chief 
communications officers who took care of his 
non-intelligence communications group, she 
saw him frequently, and attended a meeting 
with him at least weekly. Still, Uhura hadn’t 
had a solo session with her boss since the day 
she had reported to his office when assuming 
her new job. 

With a deep breath to steady her heart, 
and her nerves, she stepped forward and 
allowed the door to open. 

The admiral’s outer office was home to 
three secretaries and his official aid, 
Commander Sochek. The secretaries ignored 
Uhura as she stepped in, and the commander, 
Vulcan to the core, did not look up until she 
stood in front of his desk. 

And Sochek didn’t really look up when 
she did stop in front of him, at least not more 
than a flickering glance. He continued staring 
at his board, fingers resting lightly on the 
controls. On a small screen, text scrolled by at 
a tremendous rate, too fast for her to catch a 
glimpse of even what the subject might be, at 
least not upside down. She cleared her throat. 

The Vulcan did not look up. “I am aware 
of your presence, Lieutenant Commander.” 

Knowing the gesture was wasted, Uhura 
leaned forward just a little bit. For some 
reason, she found the full-blooded Vulcan 
more fun to gently flirt with than she ever had 
Mr. Spock, and wished she had more 
opportunity to pursue the hobby. “The Admiral 
is expecting me.” 

Sochek still didn’t look up. The text 
continued its rapid flow. “That is true, but 



your appointment is for 1300 hours. My 
chronometer indicates the standard time to be 
1257 hours. You are several minutes early.” 

Uhura smiled wider, resisting the urge 
to shake her head. She didn’t believe Vulcans 
were emotionless, whatever face they tried to 
show the rest of the galaxy, and whatever they 
attempted to tell themselves. But Sochek 
needed to be reminded that Vulcans didn’t 
make up the whole galaxy and not everyone 
enjoyed the same sense of precision. She 
lowered her voice. “Of course I’m early, 
commander. How else would I get the chance 
to see you?” 

His eyes did move then, and, in the 
same moment, two fingers tapped the controls 
to stop the flow of text. He could not fail to 
read the smile on her face, though he could, 
and almost certainly did, fail to recognize the 
expression that went with it. “I do not 
understand the question, commander.” 

“Oh, I think you do, commander. A 
smart boy like you should be able to put 
things together.” Behind him and to the left, 
the door suddenly slid open, and a thin blond 
man she thought she should recognize, 
especially since he wore Commodore’s braids, 
stalked out. She straightened just as he cast a 
glance at her. He practically snarled when he 
spoke. “If you’re Commander Uhura, you 
should go straight in. He told me he’s ready for 
you.” 

Uhura almost felt that the retreating 
footsteps through the deck as the commodore 
exited the outer office. She looked back down 
at Sochek and found his eyes still on her face, 
just the hint of a crease between his upswept 



eyebrows. She smiled again. “If that’s okay 
with you, commander.” 

The Vulcans expression did not change, 
but he nodded. “As it is not my place to 
countermand the Admiral’s wishes, and as my 
chronometer now reads 1259 hours, I believe 
the human phrasing would be, close enough.” 

“Why, thank you, commander.” 
“You are welcome, commander.” She 

thought there might be hope for him yet she 
walked to the door into the admiral’s office 
proper. 

“Punctual as ever, commander.” Nogura 
barely looked up as the door slid shut behind 
her. 

Uhura came to attention for a moment, 
relaxing when he waved the posture off. She 
smiled. “I do try, Admiral, but I think, when 
you are given an hour’s warning for a meeting 
with the Commander of Starfleet, you do 
whatever it takes to be on time for it.” 

The Admiral nodded. “Your logic seems 
sound, and it would be nice if that logic ran 
consistently through the brass. And beyond. 
But I’m also fairly certain that you would say 
something similar to any senior officer.” 

She laughed. “You’re probably right 
about that, sir. Although, I’ve left a captain or 
two waiting once or twice in my day. Usually 
through no fault of my own.” 

“I’m sure they got over it, in time.” 
“Usually faster than I did, sir.” 
With a grunt, Nogura gestured to the 

middle chair of the three in front of his desk. 
“Have a seat, commander. I have some 
questions for you.” 

She took it, not quite perching, but 



slipping far enough into it to at least enjoy the 
softness of the padding while remaining 
almost at attention. It wouldn’t do to get too 
comfortable. Questions from the Commander 
of Starfleet were likely to be either tiring or 
difficult, if not both, but his first question 
threw her off that trail, and the words came 
almost before she found a stable seat. 

“You’ve been here, what, six weeks now, 
commander?” 

She expected the Admiral probably knew 
to the nearest number of hours how long she’d 
been part of his communications team, as the 
lead officer on alpha shift, but he was 
obviously trying to keep things light to begin 
with. 

“I would have said closer to seven, sir, 
but yes.” 

“And I understand that you have 
officially expressed interest in rejoining 
Enterprise when her mission begins again after 
the refit, under Captain Decker.” 

“Yes, sir. I’d like that very much.” And it 
was actually why she’d taken the short-term 
assignment covering another officer’s parental 
leave when the posting came up. Between that 
and all of the unused shore leave she’d started 
using, she expected to step back onto the 
Enterprise just about when all the new 
systems started to come online, get it on the 
ground floor and be as familiar with new 
boards and she was with the old ones before 
she left on a new mission. 

“Even knowing that there’s still more 
than a year before she’ll leave again. If not 
longer.” 

The ‘longer’ part of that comment was a 



bit off the original timeline everyone had been 
given, and she wondered what it meant, 
exactly. “Yes, sir.” 

The Admiral looked down, touching a 
couple of pads on his desktop. “So, the 
likelihood that you’d be interested in assuming 
the Senior Communications Officer’s position 
on Starbase 27 about six weeks from now is 
slim.” He didn’t look up as he made the 
statement. 

The words were flat, almost bland, but 
she was still sure that Nogura meant the offer 
to be tempting. And Uhura had to admit it 
was, at least on one level. Department head on 
a major Starbase, which would come with a lot 
more responsibility and daily activity than the 
equivalent position aboard the Enterprise. And 
Starbase 27 was within spitting distance of the 
Romulan border. Which meant that some of 
those responsibilities would certainly include 
some intelligence work on intercepted 
transmissions. It was tempting. But it was also 
little stationary, and she didn’t think she 
would enjoy being in one spot for much longer 
than she’d be at Starbase One. Still, she didn’t 
think it was a good idea to refuse too quickly. 
“I wasn’t aware the position was available, 
Admiral. That’s something that’s usually 
circulated fairly widely to reach the largest 
possible pool of applicants.” 

“It’s not general knowledge yet, but 
Commander Graves is retiring at the end of 
the quarter. Going into business for himself. 
I’m not above putting the right person in the 
right job even if it means bypassing the normal 
procedure. Once you get to your rank, 
commander, that happens a lot more than you 



think. Assignments are made instead of 
competitions being held.” 

And that meant that he thought she was 
the right person that job. Very flattering and 
so very suspicious. “Am I the first person 
you’ve offered to?” 

One corner of his mouth twitched, 
falling back into place almost immediately. 
“Would it matter if you weren’t, commander? 
You decided you didn’t want the job before I 
finished making the offer. While I think you 
would do a stellar job in the post, it doesn’t fit 
your personality profile. At least not for long. 
And that’s important too.” 

“So I’m confused then, sir. Did you ask 
me here to offer me a job you knew I wouldn’t 
take?” She shook her head again. “That seems 
like a terrible waste your time, if I may say so, 
sir.” 

“No, commander. Or, rather yes, but not 
exactly. I asked you to come to my office today 
to offer you two jobs, one of which I didn’t 
think you’d take. I could have been wrong, but 
either way you had to know what your options 
were. What if I were to send you to Starbase 
27 and still promise that you’d be back in time 
for the Enterprise to launch?” 

“That makes it a lot more tempting, sir, 
but I think I’d like to hear what the other 
option might be.” 

With a broad smile, the Admiral leaned 
back in his chair. “Yes, I rather thought you 
might.” 

 
# 
 

The transporter beam’s tingle on her 



skin lasted a second or so longer than the 
buzzing in her ears. When it faded, she looked 
around at the small crowd gathered in the 
cramped transporter room. She automatically 
categorized ranks for those who wore the 
Starfleet uniform, and picked the Andorian 
woman with senior Lieutenant’s braids to 
address first. “Lieutenant Commander Uhura 
reporting for duty. Permission to come 
aboard?” 

The blue-skinned woman nodded, and 
stepped forward, offering a hand as Uhura 
stepped down off of the platform. “Granted, 
commander. And welcome. Welcome indeed. 
I’m Lieutenant Shan, First Officer of the Bohr.” 
The grip was cool, but firm, and Uhura tried to 
decide what it felt like to have a First Officer, a 
position she’d never occupied herself. 

The rest of the transporter room held 
humans, and of the three other Starfleet 
uniforms, two of those stood in front of the 
transporter station. But Shan introduced the 
three civilians first. “Commander, may I 
introduce Doctors Abbott, Costello, and Carlin. 
It was difficult for Starfleet to convince the 
Xenolinguistics Institute to spare them, but 
each of the three is considered a top 
researcher in their field.” 

Uhura shook hands and exchanged 
greetings with each of the three doctors. They 
all seemed just a bit uncomfortable, and she 
noted the word researcher in Shan’s 
introduction, wondering if any of them had 
done any real off-world work in their careers. 
She wouldn’t hold the lack of field work 
against them, especially considering that since 
her Academy days all of her linguistic work 



had been fieldwork, and none it in a true 
research or development situation, which was 
why the Admiral had offered her the position, 
at least according to the Admiral. She 
suspected Nogura always had multiple reasons 
for his decisions. 

“Your chief science officer, Lieutenant 
Hamilton, and the quiet human behind the 
transporter console trying deftly not to be 
noticed is Chief Winston. I will tentatively 
speak for all of us when I say welcome aboard, 
Commander Uhura. We are very glad to have 
you on this mission. Although this is a science 
ship, a potential first contact, if this qualifies, 
is a little different than the usual stellar and 
biological surveys the Bohr gets up to.” 

“I’m happy to be here, Lieutenant, 
though it’s fair to say I haven’t done all that 
many first contacts myself, you know. More 
facilitating as communications officer most of 
the time.” If this qualifies. She’d read a lot in 
the past twenty-four hours but didn’t think 
this did or could. However, Starfleet, in the 
person of Admiral Nogura, was willing to let 
her figure out if that needed to change. 

Shan smiled again. “Probably exactly 
what’s needed, commander, considering the 
nature of our mission. While I know our new 
colleagues are eager to get to know you and 
start working on the limited data we have, I’ve 
convinced them that such things can wait 
until alpha shift tomorrow, and I thought 
perhaps a group dinner might be a nice way to 
begin working relationships. A little getting to 
know each other, perhaps, since we’re all 
likely to be stuck with each other for next six 
months or so.” 



“Sounds wonderful, Lieutenant. I’ll leave 
the details to you?” 

With a nod that was nearly a bow, Shan 
tried a smile. “Of course, ma’am. In the 
meantime, with your permission, we’re ready 
to break orbit.” 

With her permission. Uhura tried not to 
let it startle her to realize again that she was 
in command of the Bohr. She hesitated just 
long enough for Shan to raise an eyebrow. 
“Unless you’d like to give the order yourself, 
skipper.” 

Skipper. Uhura forced a smile. There 
might be only one first for anything, but the 
more important first was relationship building. 
“Convey the bridge my compliments, 
Lieutenant. If the course is set, let’s not waste 
any travel time.” 

Taking one step to reach the 
communicator on the transporter console, 
Shan pressed the switch in. “XO to bridge.” 

The response came back immediately. 
“Bridge, Tanaka here.” 

“The skipper’s compliments, Ensign 
Tanaka. Break orbit and execute the course 
for P39572–A, Warp Factor Five.” 

“Plotted, laid in, and executing. Warp 
Factor Five as soon as we clear the space dock 
safety zone.” 

“Thank you, Ensign. Shan out.” She 
pressed the switch in the other direction. “May 
I show you to your quarters, ma’am?” 

Uhura smiled. “I’d like that, Lieutenant.” 
“If you’ll come with me then, 

Commander.” 
Most of the party stepped out into the 

corridor, the xenolinguists from the Institute 



barely half a step behind the Starfleet 
personnel, and obviously collectively holding 
their breath waiting for some signal to begin 
asking Uhura question after question and 
willing to follow her to her cabin if necessary. 
She had a hard time not laughing about that 
but focused on her conversation with the XO 
for the moment. It wasn’t really intended to 
leave them hanging, but the working 
relationship with Shan was critical, and she 
was going to have dinner with them, after all. 

“The captain’s quarters on board are 
probably a bit of a step down for you, 
commander, being posted to Starbase One. 
The Bohr is a comfortable ship, but it is stuffed 
to the rebreathers with scientific equipment 
and has a lot less space left over for organics 
than we might like.” 

She smiled, allowing herself a small 
laugh. “I have a nice apartment in San 
Francisco, commander, but I also spent five 
years in junior officer’s quarters on the 
Enterprise. I think I’ll manage.” 

Shan nodded. “Well, I think you’ll 
probably have more cubic than you had on 
your last tour, but it might not feel that way.” 

“I’ll adapt, Lieutenant. I’ll adapt.” 
 
# 
 

“I’m sure that the commander to as 
already had enough shoptalk for the evening. 
Let’s not overwhelm her in the first 24 hours, 
all right?” 

Doctor Carlin seemed to be most 
outgoing of the three xenolinguists assigned to 
the project. Uhura wondered if that was his 



natural personality, or if it was merely a by-
product of having been attached to the 
universal translator project for more than 
twenty years, and how many people that must 
force him to deal with, of all species, on a 
regular basis. She wondered what that job was 
really like. Aside from educational and 
professional qualifications, Uhura suspected 
you had to be a generalist and a specialist at 
the same time. 

Uhura smiled. “It’s quite all right, 
Doctor. It doesn’t bother me to pick your 
brains a little bit too.” 

“No doubt, Commander, and I have read 
some of your reports from your time aboard 
the Enterprise, though I doubt more than a 
fraction have been declassified and made 
available to the Institute. I think there’s quite 
a lot of insight and interest to be divined from 
the only serious linguist involved in most 
situations.” 

She felt her face warming “I’m not sure 
that’s the case, Doctor Carlin. The 
communications officer’s duties–” 

Carlin shook his head. “Commander 
Uhura, please don’t ask me to believe that you 
are a simple communications officer, merely 
pressing buttons and answering hails as 
required. ‘Hailing frequencies open, Captain.’ I 
don’t think so. Serving five years on the vessel 
with the most alien contacts on record of any 
starship in the fleet in three times the 
timeframe, you have been exposed to more 
culture and language, directly, than the rest of 
us collectively in this room.” 

Uhura decided she would take the 
compliment and smiled as gracefully she could 



manage. “Thank you, Doctor Carlin, on several 
levels.” 

He raised an eyebrow, a mannerism she 
felt seemed almost Vulcan. The words that 
followed matched, though the quirky smile 
behind with them did not. “I had not intended 
to flatter you, commander, it was merely a 
statement of fact. If one cannot take credit for 
one’s own strength and skills, especially those 
developed with hard work and perseverance, 
then there is little point in having any.” 

Lieutenant Hamilton cleared his throat. 
“That, Doctor, is an even bigger statement, 
though I don’t think you realize it.” 

“I’m not sure I follow.” 
“No, you don’t, not even a little bit if I 

read you correctly. Think of it this way: not 
everyone has the ability to treat other people 
as he sees they should be. It’s a skill itself, 
innate or otherwise, and one that’s not 
necessarily normal, depending on where you 
are in the galaxy, or even on earth.” 

Carlin appeared to give this some 
thought. “I suppose not.” He shrugged. “But 
then, I’ve never claimed to understand people 
very well.” 

Uhura laughed. “A strange sentiment 
from the linguist.” 

“You think so, commander? Intelligent 
people, sentient people, of whatever size or 
shape or species, are the most complicated 
things in the universe, at least that we’ve 
encountered so far. Language has structure, 
rules, and goals. Even if you can’t always 
understand and realize that they’re there. Yes, 
sometimes rules have exceptions, and 
sometimes there are exceptions to the 



exceptions to the exceptions to the exceptions. 
But there’s always a reason, always a purpose. 
It may not have been intended, but it’s there 
and it’s how each language developed.” He 
smiled, and Uhura wondered where this was 
going. “And to me, one of the few true crimes, 
is one you can only commit against yourself, 
and that is failing to develop your abilities to 
make something around you better than it 
was. Everyone in this room clearly has decided 
to do so. Though I expect that sometimes we 
all found it more difficult than at others.” 

Doctor Costello, after a short gap, chose 
that moment to join the conversation again, 
though up to now she’d seemed to have no 
interest in anything that didn’t involve 
language. “I’m sorry, commander, but to roll 
things back a little, earlier you make it sound 
as if you believe the universe is filled with 
hatred, bigotry, and stupidity. I do not think 
that’s fair or charitable. The vast majority of 
people, whatever ocean our remote ancestors 
crawled out of, could care less about 
differences. I think that should be apparent 
from the crew of your starship.” 

Lieutenant Shan smiled, coming to 
Uhura’s defense. “I think the Commander said 
something more to the effect that inborn 
expectations and prejudices are hard to 
overcome sometimes.” 

“Politer words, but the meaning behind 
them is clear.” 

Shan shook her head, antenna leaning 
back a little. “I would argue against that, 
Doctor. The crew, which is over 80% human, 
in fact, isn’t proof. There are starships, of a 
variety of classes, crewed entirely by single 



species, Andorians, humans, Vulcans. Tell me, 
you’re from Earth originally, yes?” 

Costello nodded. “Yes. I grew up in 
Northern Ontario. Um, several thousand 
kilometers from the Academy in San 
Francisco.” 

Lieutenant Hamilton nodded. “There are 
hundreds of colony worlds. I’m from Deneva 
myself, which, while having an alien presence, 
is predominantly human.” 

Smiling, Shan pressed her point. “A 
hundred years and more after the formation of 
the Federation, is there still an Earth First 
movement on humanity’s home world?” 

Uhura knew very well about the Earth 
Firsters, and the hatred they were able to spew 
in all innocence, or not, while they smiled. “I 
think you’re probably going to make the point 
that similar movements exist on both Vulcan 
and Andor.” 

“The thought had occurred, skipper. 
And then there the Klingons, and the 
Romulans, and, if you want to get picky, the 
Tholians and Kzinti and a dozen other species 
who believe it’s their destiny rule the universe, 
more or less.” 

Uhura shook her head and “Tolerance is 
an attitude we grow into, Lieutenant, not 
something that happens overnight.” 

“I think you just made my point very 
well, Commander, and to you it may seem 
natural, something you were raised to, but not 
everyone was. And sometimes things change 
slowly. Sometimes very slowly.” 

Abbot frowned, the expression bringing 
a whole new generation of wrinkles to his face. 
“I’m not sure how or why we’re even having 



this discussion. A hundred years ago, Earth 
First or not, we wouldn’t have been trying to 
figure out how to listen in on creatures who 
live inside a brown dwarf star.” 

Carlin cleared his throat. “You’re right of 
course, Doctor. We would have been sending 
trained teams, armed with whatever they 
needed to survive, down to the incredibly hot 
ground, cold as it might be by stellar 
standards, and trying to walk or float or swim 
or whatever among whatever natives we found 
to show them that it was a great big universe, 
while having fun playing with them. Now, 
we’re just going to try to listen in, figure out 
what they’re saying, and see how soon they 
might be interested in knowing that there’s a 
larger community around. A bit of a difference, 
you say?” 

Uhura shook her head. “I’d like to think 
you are wrong, Doctor.” She sighed. “I’d like to 
think that, but I have seen a lot in my time in 
Starfleet, and any arrogance or stupidity I’ve 
found has not been confined to humans, or 
any other species. But we learn and grow, 
always. Not everyone, but most of us, 
eventually. Things get better.” 

Doctor Abbot raised his glass. “That 
seems like an excellent opportunity for a toast. 
To the way forward.” 

The rest small gathering followed the 
gesture, and a chorus repeated the words. 
“The way forward.” 

Uhura hadn’t felt like much of a 
conversationalist during the dinner, though 
the type of situation was something she had 
certainly missed since joining the Admiral’s 
communications group. She missed the 



tightknit community aboard starship, and 
while she enjoyed the extra braid on her 
sleeve, and the hard work and experience it 
represented, it was quite a different thing to be 
one of the senior officers in a very small group 
than a junior-ish officer in a large one. 

And she missed conversations like this 
one, about ideas, rather than procedures. 

It was good to be back on board a 
starship, even if wasn’t the Enterprise. 

 
# 
 

“Standard orbit, skipper.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Tanaka.” 
P39572–A wasn’t much to look at, not 

that there was much to see in any case with 
the lack of a parent star to throw light on it, 
but Uhura didn’t think most brown dwarfs 
were. In infrared, it managed to look 
impressive, at least on the false-colour images 
she’d seen, but in the normal visible spectrum, 
since it didn’t give off much of its own light, 
there wasn’t much in terms of surface 
features. A slightly oblate, dark ball. But even 
as she had that thought, the young Andorian 
at the science console made some 
modifications, and the viewscreen adjusted to 
an impressive false-colour filter. Now Uhura 
could see swirling masses and bands of colour, 
most of them still brown or something close to 
it, but still much more attractive than a 
moment before. It reminded her a bit of several 
larger gas giants she’d seen during her career, 
just with less colour. 

The helmsman looked back over his 
shoulder. “Thank you, ma’am. It’s not often 



you get to say that about orbiting a star.” 
The Andorian science officer 

straightened, turning her attention to address 
the bridge, her gaze falling on Tanaka 
specifically. “Not technically a star, Mr. 
Tanaka. A brown dwarf has no long-term 
fusion of its own.” 

“Don’t be so literal, Marilev. Any way I 
look at it, it’s the biggest thing I’ve ever been in 
orbit around.” 

Marilev nodded. “Yes, I’ll certainly grant 
you that.” 

Smiling, Uhura glanced over to the 
communication station. “Are we receiving any 
transmissions at this distance, Ensign 
Collins?” 

“We are, skipper, but they are fairly 
weak at this point. Scattered, broken 
fragments mostly. There’s a fair bit of 
interference from the planet itself. I think it 
would help if we got a little closer.” 

Uhura’s fingers itched, but she worked 
hard to look steady. There was nothing more 
she wanted at the moment than to be sitting at 
the communication station and listening to 
those alien transmissions firsthand, hearing 
something that almost no one had ever heard 
before, and knowing that they were the 
product of some not-quite discovered alien 
species, something so different that they didn’t 
even know what to expect. 

Lieutenant Shan grinned, a major 
change of expression for an Andorian when 
the typical smile barely made Mona Lisa grade. 
“For things to get much better, we’d have to 
dip down into the stellar atmosphere, and 
don’t think we’re quite prepared to do that yet, 



Ensign.” 
“It’s not as if the shields couldn’t handle 

a quick dip, ma’am.” Tanaka’s serious 
expression didn’t hide the eagerness in the 
young man’s voice in any way. “As long as we 
don’t get deeper than a dozen kilometres or so 
to start with. I’d need to study the pressure 
distribution more.” 

“You do that anyway, ensign. In the 
meantime, I think we’ll start with a probe 
that’s actually designed for the job.” Uhura 
looked over at the science station. “Ensign 
Marilev?” 

“Probe number one is fully prepared and 
operational, commander. I have verified the 
operational parameters myself with Lieutenant 
Hamilton. He’ll be monitoring directly from the 
probe bay.” 

“Excellent. Assuming it’s in the tube and 
set to go, Ensign Tanaka, you may launch it 
when ready.” 

“Aye, aye, skipper. Probe number one 
locked and loaded. Launching in three, two, 
one, now.” 

Uhura always imagined she could feel a 
ripple through the deck on the Enterprise 
when a photon torpedo or a probe left the 
ship. She’d been told more than once she 
imagined the feeling, that it was just 
adrenaline talking. A cruiser’s design wouldn’t, 
under normal operating, well-maintained 
circumstances, let such a minor vibration 
travel through the ship’s superstructure so it 
could be felt anywhere beyond the weapons 
bay. A tiny little science vessel might be a 
different matter. Judging from the civilian 
reactions, two exchanged looks and a small 



jump, she wasn’t the only one who felt it. 
A brief light trail streaked away from the 

ship, the probe leaving with far less initial 
velocity than a photon torpedo. The trail bent 
away from the Bohr, almost following the 
curve of the brown dwarf, and for a moment it 
seemed as if the probe might just be going into 
a much lower orbit than the ship launching it. 
Instead, it slipped into the upper stellar 
atmosphere, and slowly faded from view. 

“Descending, descending, five seconds to 
pre-programmed optimal depth. Thrusters. 
Three, two, one, stability.” Marilev looked up 
from the viewer. “Signal from the probe is 
strong, commander. Diagnostics and 
operations fall well within normal operational 
parameters. Signal relay has begun.” 

“And the signals are clearing up?” 
“Very much so, commander. The signals 

we are receiving are definitely far less 
fragmentary, far more coherent, although I 
mean that in the manner of reception, not 
comprehensibility.” 

“I understand, ensign, and that’s more 
or less why we brought our team of experts.” 
Uhura, trying to keep her cheeks from getting 
too warm. She’d meant the xenolinguistics 
group but recognized that Admiral Nogura had 
handpicked her for the mission and likely 
considered her to be in that group of experts. 
While she’d always considered herself good at 
her job, the word expert wasn’t one she ever 
applied to herself. Uhura was far more of a 
generalist, absorbing whatever she caught her 
interest from whatever field she happened to 
be interested in at the moment. Usually, that 
had something to do with communications or 



language, but not always. But, expert or 
generalist, it was time for Uhura to begin 
earning her keep on this mission as more than 
just someone who told the ship where to go. 

She just had to figure out where to 
begin. 

 
# 
 

“I’m reading a sudden increase in the 
frequency and intensity of transmissions 
around the probe, commander.” 

Unable to help herself, Uhura took a few 
steps to stand next to the science station and 
observe some of the readouts. Conscious of 
her presence, Marilev touched several switches 
without looking up from the viewer, putting a 
pattern of crisscrossing signals on one small 
screen. It was difficult to see where one began 
and another ended, but Uhura quickly began 
to see a pattern in the transmissions, a 
definite message being passed between 
individuals, or at least individual locations. 
However quickly each individual transmission 
faded, she saw the same wave form appear 
nearby, represented over and over again in the 
display. 

Until everything stopped. 
Her heart jumped in the silence and 

then began to beat a bit faster. “Ensign, what 
just happened? Is the probe still 
transmitting?” 

“Yes. But it is receiving no data to 
transmit. Curious.” Marilev flipped several 
more switches. “No, we have not observed a 
similar instance of silence since we arrived. 
The initial survey team reported nothing 



analogous, either.” 
Of course, the initial survey team had 

been the crew of a merchant vessel hoping to 
siphon a little deuterium without impacting 
their schedule or having to pay anyone else, 
but they’d been good at recording the 
transmissions they picked up while they’d 
been in a low orbit. And if they’d taken a few 
months to bother passing the data to Starfleet 
it was only because they couldn’t find a way to 
make any other profit from it. She tried not to 
hold it against them, but it was hard. 

“Speculation?” 
Lieutenant Shan approached the science 

station to join the conversation more closely. 
Marilev shook her head. “I don’t have enough 
data, commander.” The young science officer 
frowned and Uhura thought she recognized 
other emotions at play in the expression. 
“Have you ever walked into a room and had 
the experience of all conversations coming to 
an abrupt halt simultaneously?” 

Uhura had, and she’d observed it on a 
number of other occasions. That kind of 
occurrence was usually for a good reason. She 
moved past the emotion as Shan intervened. 
“Are you suggesting that the beings living in 
the brown dwarf are aware of our presence?” 

Marilev shook her head. “I find that 
unlikely, though it is possible that they could 
be aware of the probe. While we certainly did 
not sink it to the depth that the transmissions 
are originating from, if the creatures are 
sentient, it’s conceivable that they could be 
aware of their environment beyond their 
immediate senses and we have no idea what 
might be in use for technology in their society. 



Still, the probe has been in place for hours. 
Why react now?” 

“Why indeed.” Uhura glance looked at 
Lieutenant Shan, finding the woman’s gaze 
locked on the main viewscreen. An alarm 
sounded beside her. Marilev looked down, 
pressing her face quickly to the viewer. Uhura 
fought the urge to step closer. “What do you 
see, Ensign?” 

“For want of better terminology, I believe 
I am witnessing the effect of significant sub-
stellar seismological activity. There may be 
some gravitational fluctuations. I recommend 
increasing the height of our orbit by an 
additional ten thousand kilometres above the 
surface.” 

“Make it so, Mr. Tanaka.” She didn’t 
turn to give the order, instead waiting for 
information that wasn’t forthcoming from the 
science centre. 

“Altering orbit, plus ten thousand 
perigee, aye.” 

A sudden flurry of activity at the 
communications station drew her gaze. 
Collins’ fingers danced across the boards, 
clearly trying to clean up transmissions of 
some kind. Suddenly, the earpiece squealed 
and he jerked it free as he turned to face the 
senior officers, opening his mouth to speak to 
even as his eyes locked on the main view 
screen. She followed the gaze to see a large, 
dark hole taking shape in the false color 
image. 

“Something, Ensign Collins?” 
The young man swallowed, unable to 

take his eyes from the screen. “Yes, ma’am. 
The alien transmissions jumped back, and at a 



furious pace, overlapping each other so much 
that they almost became static. If I had to put 
on or feeling to it, I would use the word panic. 
And on a large scale.” 

“Panic, Ensign?” Shan frowned. “For just 
a sudden increase in volume of 
transmissions?” 

He nodded. “Absolutely, ma’am. To 
extend the Ensign Marilev’s analogy, the crowd 
in the room has just realized that the person 
whose joined them is a fully armed Gorn 
warrior. Holding a fusion grenade. That’s 
already primed.” 

Lieutenant Shan opened her mouth to 
say something else, but Marilev commanded 
everyone’s attention once again. “The quake is 
subsiding, commander, although there 
continue to be vibrations and ripples in the 
brown dwarf’s atmosphere and pre-stellar 
material.” 

Watching the view screen, Uhura saw 
the dark hole, which probably wasn’t anything 
of the kind, had already started fade, slowly 
lightening to rejoin what she had already come 
to consider the normal swirl of yellows, 
browns, and tans. Collins put the earpiece 
back in, however, and began to manipulate the 
controls on his boards again. Clearly the 
transmissions from the natives weren’t fading 
nearly so quickly. If it were her, she’d be trying 
to isolate just one voice, the strongest, the 
strongest in a group of thousands. Succeeding 
in that, she’d want to reduce that signal into a 
false audio she could listen to. Watching the 
Ensign, he clearly had the same idea, but it 
would only be a beginning. Whatever being 
created the transmissions, and the strange 



environment it had evolved in, would not 
understand itself the same way she did, and 
would certainly not have the same way of 
looking at the universe. 

She looked forward to the report and 
recording but standing over the young man’s 
shoulder wouldn’t speed things along. Instead, 
she turned back to the science officer. “Do you 
have an explanation, Ensign Marilev?” 

The young Andorian woman remained 
hunched over the viewer. One hand 
manipulated a variety of switches while the 
other adjusted several dials. Noises emitted by 
the station changed constantly. “Not 
immediately, commander. I am not aware of 
any major studies having been done of the 
magnetic field fluctuations of brown dwarfs, so 
I cannot understand if my readings of this 
occurrence are normal or not. I would like to 
suggest that there is an instability somewhere 
in the core of the protostar, but I do not yet 
have sufficient data to justify that is so.” 

“Understood.” She looked at her XO. 
“Lieutenant Shan, I think that it’s just become 
more imperative that we begin to understand 
their language. The nature of our mission here 
may have just changed significantly.” If her 
crew could figure something out that the 
Prime Directive would let them do. 

 
# 
 

Doctor Costello smacked the table. “I 
find it difficult to be concerned about some 
Starfleet regulation when an entire civilization 
could be at risk, commander.” 

Uhura took a deep breath and let it out 



slowly. “The Prime Directive is not some 
Starfleet regulation, Doctor. It is the highest, 
most fundamental law we have for exploration, 
a fundamental, guiding principle of the 
Federation.” She knew that wasn’t a sufficient 
explanation, and, being honest with herself, 
she didn’t much care. She wasn’t planning or 
intending to debate the merits or uses of the 
Prime Directive. “It’s something we all have to 
deal with and live with.” 

“Not me. I’m not subject to your Prime 
Directive.” 

She shook her head. “That’s where 
you’re wrong, doctor. We are all subject to the 
Prime Directive. Whether you like it or not, 
whether you agree with it or not, it’s a 
Federation law, not part of the Starfleet code of 
conduct.” 

Lieutenant Shan cleared her throat, and 
Uhura nodded permission to speak. 
“Commander Uhura is correct. We are all 
subject to the Prime Directive. That doesn’t 
mean it ties our hands, Doctor. If we can 
understand what’s wrong, if we can figure out 
how to help, we will do so. But we will do so in 
a way that does not interfere with this society’s 
natural cultural development. They have the 
right to exist without our interference in their 
cultures.” 

“They have the right to continued 
existence!” 

“I’m not even going to try to debate the 
stupidity of that statement, Doctor.” Uhura 
fought to keep the words level, but was fairly 
certain the anger came through, immediately 
wishing she’d picked a different abstract noun. 
“At the moment, you’re letting your emotions 



colour your vision.” 
Her face turning red, Costello stood up 

from her chair, trembling. “And you, 
Commander, are letting your precious 
regulations stop you from thinking in all.” 

Uhura bit down on her tongue before 
responding, her eyes flicking around the table. 
The Bohr was a small science ship, so didn’t 
have much in terms of senior officers. But 
then, she never expected to be in command of 
any ship. That, in and of itself, had never be 
on her list of career paths. She wanted to see 
new places, new things, and hear new 
languages no one had ever heard before. Five 
years on the Enterprise had certainly given her 
that, and while she was eager to get back to 
her old ship, Admiral Nogura had given her a 
different job while the Enterprise had its 
rebuild, and he obviously felt she could handle 
it. And she’d accepted it, therefore, she had to 
handle it. She’d accepted the command and 
had to find a way to make it work. 

Ensigns Marilev and Lieutenants 
Hamilton and Thomas all looked extremely 
uncomfortable. Doctor Abbott seemed to share 
his partner’s dislike of their current situation, 
and Doctor Carlin might as well have been 
asleep. She couldn’t read anything into his 
expression or posture because it seemed as if 
he was just trying to absorb everything from 
both of them, just sitting there watching. She 
brought her own gaze back to Costello. “Sit 
down please, Doctor. Yelling at me isn’t going 
to do any good, because I’m not going to yell 
back. This discussion needs to remain 
rational.” 

The older woman sank back into her 



seat, and while the color didn’t leave her face, 
she managed to rein in the scowl just a little. 
“Agreed, but I want to remain on the record 
that I completely disagree with your 
application of the Prime Directive in our 
situation.” 

Uhura still felt like Costello was out of 
line, still felt like the linguist was overstepping 
authority she didn’t have, still felt her heart 
beating fast, but tried to keep any suggestion 
of it out of her tone. “You have that right, 
Doctor, but answer me one question. What 
would you have us do?” 

Costello opened her mouth, closed it 
again, and then repeated the process. 

Uhura nodded. “A probe the natives 
might not even be able to detect is one thing, 
but we can’t even understand their language 
at this point. And considering some of the 
things I’ve seen the universal translator 
analyze and work on, I’m very disappointed 
with that. But that’s why we’re here. That’s 
why you’re here. Until and unless we can learn 
to understand the native language, and until 
you come up with some better plan than 
taking the Bohr down into the stellar 
atmosphere and scaring the hell out of the 
native population, I think this meeting is over. 
We’ve made no progress, we have no 
understanding of what’s going on, and we 
don’t even know what the problem is. So, given 
all that, I have to ask if you’re here to help 
figure things out or just complain about 
them?” 

Costello ground her teeth, but she 
wasn’t so far gone emotionally that she didn’t 
see the point, didn’t understand the argument. 



“You’re right, of course, commander, and I 
apologize. I think we still have a tremendous 
amount of work to do.” 

“That I can easily agree with, Doctor.” 
 
# 
 

“That was well done.” 
Uhura turned around, hopefully wiping 

away any expression that might show she was 
still fuming. At one point in the conversation, 
very close to the end of it, it had been all she 
could do to not threaten to throw Costello in 
the brig. Not the greatest threat since the Bohr 
didn’t actually have a brig. How many science 
vessels did? With a crew of barely 50, the 
Hawking-class ship didn’t have apace for 
anything non-science-related. She could 
probably have confined her to quarters but 
didn’t have the security staff to post a guard. 
“Thank you, I think.” 

Doctor Carlin leaned on one shoulder 
against the wall just outside the meeting room. 
Unlike the aggressively neutral expression he’d 
worn during the meeting, she’d be forced to 
call his current look a smirk. Arms crossed in 
front of his chest, he’d crossed his ankles to 
support any weight not covered by the 
bulkhead. “Costello is a pompous git and 
Abbott isn’t any better. Just quieter.” 

She sighed and resisted the urge to roll 
her eyes. “They seemed so nice when I first 
came aboard.” 

“That was then. Now you’re not solving 
all of their problems instantly. And you never 
properly catered to their whims.” He dug 
several fingers into the greying beard, 



scratching at the skin beneath. “They’re not 
really all that keen on leaving their offices and 
the next batch of articles they’d been about to 
publish. This has stopped being a vacation 
and started being work. Worse, it’s work that 
they don’t know how to do.” 

Wondering when it had ever been a 
vacation, Uhura shook her head. “It’s not my 
job to solve their problems. It’s their job to 
help me solve the big one we’ve all got. 
Costello’s problem is that she doesn’t really 
want to do that.” She took a couple of steps 
back towards the meeting room, not getting 
too close to Carlin but not wanting to have to 
shout down the corridor. “And where exactly 
do you stand on this, Doctor? What do you 
think?” He clearly had the most level head of 
the three civilian linguists, but she also didn’t 
expect he would take the same view of the 
Prime Directive she did, lacking Starfleet 
training and dedication to the idea. His next 
words threw her a bit. 

“I don’t much care for Starfleet’s 
stringent application of the Prime Directive, or 
the Federation Council’s for that matter. I 
think the concept of non-interference with the 
cultures natural development was designed to 
keep the predators away. Ignoring other senior 
Federation species, there are too many 
instances in Earth’s history of a more 
technologically developed people pulling one 
over on a less technologically developed one. 
Or forcing them into agreements they knew 
weren’t right, because they felt they had no 
choice due to the power imbalance.” 

“I agree with that, Doctor, but don’t 
think you’re going far enough. The Prime 



Directive serves multiple purposes, including 
protecting less-developed cultures from our 
unthinking altruism. Just because we have it 
better, doesn’t mean we know best.” 

“Perhaps not, commander, but the Prime 
Directive is a fairly recent thing. In point of 
fact, it’s less than 15 years old, stated as a law 
or a regulation. We interfered plenty before we 
had it.” 

“We absolutely did, and with very mixed 
results. You can’t tell me every pre-warp 
culture we interfered with, or even interacted 
with, was better as a result.” 

Carlin shook his head. “No, I can’t. But 
for those instances where we went in with 
good intentions, to help, and with our primary 
objective being to understand what the 
problem was, I think we did far more good 
than harm, and we saved more than one 
culture from decimation or even extinction.” 

“And that’s what I’m hoping for here, 
Doctor. We find the problem, and hopefully, we 
find a solution. Only we do it without 
disturbing their natural order, without going 
down there and providing an equivalent of the 
Code of Hammurabi or the Precepts of 
Andina.” 

All trace of the smirk disappeared from 
his face and Carlin pushed up from the wall. 
His back straightened as his scowl deepened. 
“That’s not what I was suggesting at all, 
commander.” 

“I know, Doctor, but I want to be clear. 
The Prime Directive is inviolable.” 

“Well, I don’t know that I’d go that far.” 
The smirk came back, and he slipped his 
hands into his pockets. “I don’t know what the 



problem is, or the solution, but I do think that 
you’re on the right track and leaning in the 
right direction. Just don’t let your faith in the 
correctness of the rule blind you to all of the 
available options, when we have any.” He 
nodded to her, almost bowed, really, and 
turned to walk the opposite direction down the 
corridor. 

“I won’t, Doctor.” But she would 
persevere in holding to the standard. And yet, 
in the back of her mind, she had a small set of 
doubts. There were times her career when 
she’d seen the Prime Directive bent quite 
severely, and it had seemed like the right thing 
at the time. Once or twice, it had even saved 
her life. 

 
# 
 

Over the next several days, Uhura really 
began to have an appreciation of the 
frustrations of command. Even when a crisis, 
and she felt this certainly qualified even if it 
lacked a way to express urgency, was going 
on, there was a tremendous amount of waiting 
and inactivity, and that was beginning to drive 
her crazy. 

If it had been the Enterprise orbiting the 
brown dwarf, which really needed a name 
rather than just a catalog number, the 
Captain would be sitting in the centre chair 
waiting. Led by Commander Spock, the 
science department would be working out 
everything from a mathematical model of the 
magnetic quakes to the biology of the sentient 
natives they still hadn’t seen an image of yet. 
Scotty and crew would be cobbling together 



something that would show them the interior 
of the brown dwarf and maybe even counteract 
the quakes, if that were possible. And she’d be 
desperately trying to work out something 
resembling a translation matrix for the 
language the natives were so obviously using. 

She could still be doing that, but it 
wasn’t her job right now and it would interfere 
with the command that was her job. Not that 
she wasn’t keeping completely abreast of what 
the trio of xenolinguists and her science teams 
were doing, because that let her appear calm 
and collected to the small bridge crew, but no 
other avenues of work had suggested 
themselves to her and she didn’t see a way to 
get ahead faster than they already were. 
Maybe she wasn’t the only one too dependent 
on the universal translator. 

She sat through two more of the quakes 
and was able to have orbital adjustments 
made in time to see the huge dark spots 
appear on the almost-star’s surface both 
times. The first was smaller and seemed like 
almost a pinprick compared to the original 
quake they’d witnessed. The second could 
have sucked in entire planets if it had truly 
been a hole. 

“Commander, the data increasingly 
supports the quakes as a natural 
phenomenon, and likely an ongoing one on 
time scales far longer than civilizations.” 
Marilev straightened from the science viewer. 
“According to the literature I have access to, 
such seismological activity has been noted in 
brown dwarf bodies before, but has never been 
studied extensively on its own. What has been 
documented mirrors activity predicted in 



standard astro-seismological models, on a 
smaller scale, with allowances made for less 
active fusion.” 

“The inhabitants might not appreciate 
that.” Uhura thought Marilev was starting to 
sound more and more like a Vulcan than an 
Andorian, and wondered if it was a hazard of 
the position. Still, what she’d said seemed to 
be good news. “I think you’re saying you 
should be able to build a model that fits this 
situation.” 

“Eventually. This particular body seems 
to have several qualities that don’t fit standard 
classification, the most obvious of which being 
the existence of life in its outer boundaries. It’s 
entirely possible, indeed likely, that a native 
biosphere, if the term can be used, introduces 
a large collection of new variables into the field 
equations.” 

“Meaning that the natives have always 
lived with this problem?” 

“It seems likely. I would be unsurprised 
if research indicated it to be a driving force in 
local evolution. The rest of the biosphere 
would be very interesting to look at. It’s a pity 
the probe isn’t able to give us much in the 
visual ranges due to the nature of the 
environment.” 

She tried to picture what that would do 
to a species development, having the constant 
threat of a natural disaster hanging over the 
head of your entire culture, not knowing when 
it would come or how bad it would be. Uhura 
broadened her consideration to any less 
developed, less sophisticated population, 
especially those societies which might be pre-
technological as she understood it. Without 



what she would consider modern science, any 
natural disaster would be difficult to model, 
much less predict, and it might seem like the 
universe was out to get her. 

Were the natives of this strange 
environment really any different in that 
respect than any other culture? Would their 
science eventually learn to predict and 
project? She thought about the cluster of 
panicked transmissions before each event that 
they had observed. Even if they hadn’t learned 
to predict the quakes, there were probably 
warning signs, maybe signs that were 
detectable before the probe’s instruments 
could register anything. 

But if it were truly the case that this 
stellar seismological activity was normal and 
natural, at least for this particular brown 
dwarf, then that changed the nature of their 
mission completely. And it certainly 
constricted her hands a lot more over what 
they could do about it. “Thank you, Ensign. 
Keep up the good work. And let me know when 
the science department has a working model.” 
Of course, the science department was about 
half the crew of the Bohr so hopefully that 
wouldn’t take long. She stood up from the 
command chair and cleared her throat. 
“Lieutenant Shan, you have the bridge.” 

Uhura, had a great deal think about. 
 
# 
 

“Just what the hell are you saying, 
commander?” 

Uhura sighed. She had to admit, at least 
to herself, that she was getting truly sick and 



tired of Doctor Costello. “Doctor, I’m going to 
need you to sit down.” 

“Sit down? How can I sit down? You told 
me we were going to help these people! Now 
you’re telling me the Prime Directive, just 
because this is a natural phenomenon, says 
that we have to leave them alone completely. I 
said it before, I don’t recognize–” 

“Sit down, Doctor. I’ve had enough.” 
“You’ve had enough! I’m going to–” 
“You’re going to sit your ass down in 

that chair, Costello, and listen to what the 
commander has to say.” Costello spun to face 
Carlin. “I would have thought you, of all 
people, would understand.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by ‘of all 
people’—” 

Carlin rolled his eyes. “You knew this 
was a Starfleet mission when you accept the 
job, Doctor Costello, which means you were 
aware of coming under Starfleet authority. And 
I know you’re well aware of the concept of the 
Prime Directive.” 

“The Prime Directive doesn’t apply–” 
“You don’t get to decide when the Prime 

Directive applies. Sit down.” 
Uhura nodded to Carlin and put her 

eyes back on Costello. “It’s good advice, 
Doctor, in spite of my having offered it before. 
And you should take it.” She didn’t offer any 
threats, or potential consequences, though she 
was very tempted to have Costello confined 
quarters for a little while, not for the first time. 
Not that that would help her situation, or the 
mission, or any potential aid they might 
render. 

Costello slowly sank into her seat. “I 



intend to file a formal protest.” 
“You have that right.” She tried to soften 

her face, her voice, calm the pounding of her 
heart. “Tell me, Doctor, do you disagree with 
the concept of the Prime Directive in general?” 

“Of course not. If we went around and 
played god with every pre-warp society that we 
came across, we’d be no better than the 
Klingons.” 

“Thank you for that, at least.” 
“But this situation is different. The 

entire planetary society is at stake. They–” 
“If you have read Ensign Marilev’s 

report, this seismological activity is not only a 
normal and natural part of the physical 
structure and evolution of a brown dwarf, it is 
likely a significant driving force behind 
evolution on the world, and yes I’m going to 
say world, so much so that I’m going to 
recommend that Starfleet investigate the 
possibility that this type of life has arisen 
elsewhere. But that’s beside the point. 
Whether we like it or not, the Federation does 
not have the ability to… make adjustments to 
the physical structure of a stellar body.” 

“But we could–” 
“We could speak to the original mission 

profile and figure out the local language. Our 
primary problem, as Doctor Carlin has more 
than one suggested, has been the lack of 
common reference points we share with this 
type of life. We can’t have any real idea what 
living in their environment is like, and they 
can’t have any idea what it’s like to live and 
breathe in atmosphere on a regular planetary 
surface, but there must be some similarities 
somewhere. And if we can find those, if you 



can find those, we can at least learn 
something about them. Maybe then we can 
figure out if there’s any way to work inside the 
Prime Directive to help.” But don’t hold your 
breath. 

She looked around the room, none of the 
three xenolinguists looked happy, and while 
Costello had felt the need to express that 
unhappiness to anyone who would listen, her 
emotional expression no seemed confined to 
internal thoughts. Carlin had more of an 
understanding of reality, but he still didn’t like 
it. For that matter, neither did Uhura, but she 
couldn’t see any other way at the moment and 
couldn’t come up with any ideas to change 
that.. 

 
# 
 

Captain’s log, Stardate 6692.7 
USS Niels Bohr, Lieutenant Commander 

Uhura recording. 
It’s been very difficult for me to admit 

that there’s nothing we can do to 
help this new-found species. The 
decision has certainly cost me the 
goodwill of most of the civilian 
linguistics team. I imagine that 
there is even a little resentment on 
the part of a few members of the 
crew, but our training has 
certainly drilled into us the 
paramount importance of the 
Prime Directive. 

Still, I can’t help but think that Captain 
Kirk would find a way. 

 



Official reporting notwithstanding, 
Uhura was very upset with herself. Yes, they 
were going to complete the mission as 
outlined, and yes, they would crack the native 
language. Since they hadn’t been given any 
specific timeline or deadline to do so, she was 
free to claim that any progress was good 
progress. But, based on the flurry of linguistic 
activity every time a quake was about to 
happen, the people, and she couldn’t call them 
anything but people at this point even if she 
still didn’t know what they looked like, knew 
just how precarious their lives were, their lives 
and their civilization. She couldn’t imagine 
living with that fear all the time, and that fear 
had to have been present longer than their 
species had existed in its current form. 

The bridge, in her experience, often 
mirrored the captain’s mood in some way. Her 
bridge was silent. The general instrumentation 
background noise wasn’t enough to cover the 
sound of the turbo lift coming to a stop before 
the doors sliced open. Curious, she turned her 
seat just far enough to see the three 
xenolinguists step out onto the bridge. Only 
one of them, Doctor Carlin, smiled. Costello’s 
almost permanent scowl seemed take her 
entire face over, and Abbot, ever the silent 
companion, might just as well have been 
frozen for all of the expression on his face. “I’m 
going to guess you have at least some good 
news.” 

“Not the best news, commander, but 
pretty close. I think, with practice, we’ll be able 
to tell some of what they’re saying.” He held up 
a clipboard and jiggled it several times. “It’s 
something I wonder if we should’ve seen weeks 



ago, but at least we see it now. Actually, 
Doctor Costello saw it first.” 

“Then I’ll say congratulations, Doctor 
Costello. Found what, exactly?” Uhura spent 
every minute she wasn’t on the bridge or 
involved in administrative work to run the 
ship, reviewing the enormous amounts of data 
the linguistics team was generating, or trying 
to find patterns that made sense in the 
language itself. Every time she felt like she was 
close to something, the patterns would fall 
apart. Her latest, one that the civilians had 
sometimes shared, was trying to convince the 
computer to adjust the patterns into sounds, 
as if they were projected through the brown 
dwarf’s almost stellar medium. It was a dead 
end, of course, and she knew that before 
starting. The signals were electromagnetic, not 
soundwaves. But she thought that perhaps 
hearing it might be similar enough to the way 
the natives received that she might come up 
with some kind of insight into the language. 
She hadn’t so far, though it did make for some 
interesting listening. 

Costello made some small effort to 
smooth her expression, not that it made much 
difference. “We’ve been thinking about this all 
wrong. The natives are not using a spoken 
language like we do. It’s certainly 
representational, but it’s also closer to 
mathematics than language. The structure is 
much more equation than grammar, if that 
makes sense.” 

“It absolutely does, but there’s no reason 
we should have thought to look that way.” 

The linguist shook her head. “If we’d 
paid more attention to your science team’s 



study of the natives’ natural environment, we 
might have thought that way sooner. It’s very 
difficult for those of us who walk on planetary 
surfaces to have some idea, or any idea, really, 
of what it might be like to live in a high 
temperature, fluidic environment. While there 
might be stable gravity, there’s less up and 
down as we understand it, and no fixed 
surface, only a direction of generally 
increasing density and direction of generally 
increasing ambient temperature, which may or 
may not be completely the same direction, 
according to the science team.” 

Carlin picked up the narrative. “The 
world around you consists of high temperature 
gas, some ionized, and some not. We think of a 
brown dwarf as a failed star, and therefore 
don’t consider it very energetic. But if you turn 
that idea on its head, and don’t think of a 
failed star but as a super planet, all alone in 
the night, one that generates its own energy, if 
not by sustained fusion reaction, then by 
gravity, friction, and tidal forces from a slightly 
mobile, and quite strong, magnetic field, it’s 
natural that should sentience evolve here, the 
language that it grows up with will struggle to 
make sense of that environment. Because that 
environment is less varied than what we 
evolved in, what we experience, the language 
will of necessity be less variable as well but 
will still focus on trying to understand that 
environment.” 

Uhura smiled, feeling better now that 
she had something to wrap her head around. 
“I’d better say congratulations. That’s not 
something I would have thought of, but then, 
that’s probably why I’m running the starship 



and leaving the hard work to the linguistic 
team.” 

His smile faded, and Carlin offered a 
soft-spoken objection in more words at once 
than she’d heard him say during the entire 
mission so far. “Do not sell yourself short, 
commander. I think you were given command 
of the Bohr for this mission for more than one 
reason. I do not know whether running a 
starship this size is a challenge for you or not, 
but a bigger job has been to understand the 
linguistics team assigned to the mission, and 
to keep us focused. You are a communications 
specialist by nature and by trade. If none of 
your avenues have provided more leads than 
ours until now, they have certainly given us 
other ways to look at things. You deserve 
credit for getting us this far.” 

Costello nodded. “Yes commander, even 
I have to agree with that.” Her expression 
partly twisted into a smile, but it didn’t last 
long. “And it was your Ensign Marilev’s work 
that sent us down this path, albeit 
unwittingly.” 

At her station, Marilev straighted. She 
turned to face the rest of the bridge, antenna 
straining while she appeared to force herself 
hold still and merely cock her head to one 
side. “I don’t understand.” 

This time, when Costello smiled, it 
actually looked like a smile. “Several days ago, 
I heard you remark to another member of the 
science group that one of the signals looked 
remarkably like a graph of the fluidic density 
around the circumference of the smallest ‘hole’ 
we’ve observed. And I wondered, what if that’s 
exactly what it was?” She shrugged. “The rest 



is history. More or less. So, thank you.” 
The young Andorian straightened 

further. “I am happy to have assisted.” 
“So how long until we can really 

understand what they’re saying?” The idea 
made Uhura’s heart beat faster. New voices. 
New words. A new way to see the universe. 

Carlin shrugged. “A few days, probably, 
at least for the basics. It’s still not exactly the 
same kind of language as we understand 
things, very mathematics heavy, probably very 
science heavy as well, relating to their 
environment.” 

Which made perfect sense. Uhura 
nodded. “Ensign Marilev, would you have any 
objections to working with the xenolinguistics 
team on speeding that up?” 

Her antennae almost quivering, Marilev 
snapped to attention. “I am entirely at their 
disposal to assist in whatever way I can, 
Commander, but I must qualify my acceptance 
by reminding you that my fields of specialty 
are far from linguistics.” 

“That’s okay, Ensign. Not what I had in 
mind anyway. You’re more familiar with things 
like stellar seismology, 
magnetohydrodynamics, and fluidics. I think 
you might find more similarities in the 
language with a set of scientific eyes.” 

“In that case, commander, I would be 
honoured.” 

 
# 
 

Captain’s log, stardate, 6693.0. 
Lieutenant Commander Uhura 
reporting. 



With the native language broken down 
at a high level, the Bohr’s mission 
at the strange and lonely world of 
P39572–A is nearly at an end. We 
have a basic understanding now 
of the mathematical, I hesitate to 
say grammatical, structure of the 
language. Future expeditions will 
be able to listen more easily and 
learn far more detail about the 
culture of these beings we have 
not seen. There is so much more 
to learn about this world. We 
haven’t even begun to scratch the 
surface. Or maybe stir the surface 
would be a better metaphor. 

The sensors on the probes we have 
allowed to penetrate the upper 
atmosphere are not configured to 
get us even a false color visual of 
what the environment might truly 
be like. We have no idea of the 
physical structure of the beings 
below us, or of how they perceive 
their environment beyond the 
tantalizing hints offered in their 
language. And while we have an 
excellent science team on board, 
it’s not even remotely the full 
complement needed to begin 
studying a new species. So, we’re 
leaving a series of twelve 
monitoring satellites in orbit 
around the brown dwarf. It would 
be nice to stay longer, to learn 
more, but I’m sure the Bohr has 
other missions ahead of him. For 



my part, by the time we return to 
Starbase One, it should be nearly 
time to step back aboard 
Enterprise and begin the initial 
systems shakedowns, even if she 
won’t fly for a few months yet. 

 
“Satellite number 11 in position, 

Commander.” 
Uhura smiled, she’d learned a lot during 

the Bohr’s mission to P39572–A but felt like a 
lot more of it was about herself than she’d 
expected. Command of a starship might not be 
her first choice of destiny, but it was a job she 
felt that she could handle now, at least on a 
certain scale. She wasn’t very much interested 
in being the one who decided how a standoff 
against the Romulans might go, but a science 
vessel was a nice toe in the Command door 
and something she could see herself wanting 
again in the future. “Thank you, Ensign. Time 
until the final satellite reaches its programmed 
orbit?” 

“Less than one minute, ma’am.” Marilev 
didn’t rise from the viewer to respond. 

Always so serious, and she wondered 
what other similarities there might be between 
and Andorians and certain Vulcans of her 
acquaintance. Although she’d seen Marilev 
smile on more than one occasion, the young 
science officer seemed to keep a rigid grip on 
her emotions and reactions while on duty, 
almost as much as the Vulcans she’s served 
with. Of course, Uhura knew plenty of humans 
who did the same, though few as successfully. 
“Thank you again, Ensign. Mr. Tanaka, you 
have a course for home?” 



“Starbase One, course plotted and laid 
in, skipper. We’re ready to go as soon as you 
give the word.” 

Uhura stared at the screen. The false 
color mottling of the brown dwarf’s surface 
ripples and waves were beautiful, even with 
the poor colour variety and lack of range. She 
kept wondering what it might be like to 
descend into that atmosphere. Not of a star 
exactly, but it still wasn’t the safest 
environment to step into, and she could dream 
of a chance to speak with the natives directly. 
They might never be a warp-capable society. It 
would take a tremendous amount of time and 
effort for Starfleet cultural experts to decide 
exactly where the society lay on Richter’s 
Cultural Scale. And Uhura might never hear 
about the decision. 

“Satellite 12 is in position. Final 
diagnostic… all systems at nominal. Data 
collection has begun.” Data that would have to 
be stripped by a convenient research vessel 
every six months or so or the satellites would 
be in danger of filling their available memory. 

“Thank you, Mr. Marilev. Mr. Tanaka, 
execute course for Starbase One, warp factor–” 

An alarm suddenly demanded attention, 
one that sounded almost like the standard red 
alert klaxon but pitched higher and at about 
half the volume. “Skipper, the shuttle bay is 
undergoing emergency decompression and I 
read Shuttlecraft Three powering up, 
prelaunch. Attempting to override.” 

Uhura had a very good idea who was on 
the shuttle and came up with plenty of 
emotional reasons why that made sense even 
if none of those explained how they’d managed 



it. Still, official confirmation would be 
important later. “Ensign Marilev, please tell me 
who is stealing one of our shuttlecraft.” 

Marilev bent over the science viewer, 
antenna twitching. “Scanning. All crew 
accounted for, also all civilian scientists, save 
one.” She straightened, turning back to face 
Uhura as she did so. “Doctor Costello is on 
board Shuttlecraft Three.” 

“Somehow I’m not surprised. 
Communications, open a channel to the 
shuttlecraft please.” Uhura’s own fingers 
twitched as she watched Collins’ fingers move 
across the board she could still call home. 
“You have a channel open, ma’am. Unless the 
doctor is a lot more familiar with our systems 
than I believe possible, there will be no 
override on her end.” 

She was familiar enough to attempt to 
hijack a Starfleet shuttle, but Uhura didn’t 
point that out. “Even better, Ensign, thank 
you.” She cleared her throat. “Doctor Costello, 
please stand down. I don’t know what you 
think you’re doing–” 

“You don’t know what I’m doing! Ha! I’m 
doing something that your supposed 
conscience won’t allow, Commander. I’m going 
to tell them.” 

Uhura’s conscience had allowed her too 
much leeway with certain things on this 
mission, but she’d thought that was long over. 
“Tell them what, Doctor? And please power 
down the shuttle. You’re not going anywhere.” 

“I’ll fly straight through the shuttle bay 
door before it finishes opening, if I have to.” 

“And I’ll have you in a tractor beam 
before you’re a kilometer from the ship, 



Doctor. Stand down.” 
“No! They have to know. They haven’t 

learned that their model is wrong. Marilev said 
so herself!” 

“I must object, Commander. I said no 
such thing.” 

Uhura smiled. “No, you didn’t, Ensign. 
I’m well aware of that. I think the word you 
used was incomplete.” 

Her science officer’s antennae relaxed. 
“Thank you, ma’am.” 

Costello practically shrieked. “Wrong. 
Incomplete. What does it matter?” 

Uhura shook her head, fighting several 
uncomplimentary urges. “It doesn’t, Doctor. 
wrong or incomplete, they will figure it out on 
their own eventually. We have to give them 
that opportunity.” 

“At the cost of how many lives?” 
“Depressurization complete, skipper.” 

Mr. Tanaka shook his head. “And the overrides 
are no good, ma’am. They’ve been shut off the 
source, and not in a good way. I don’t think 
we’re going to be able to close the shuttle bay 
doors without Doctor Costello’s help. And–” 
Several lights began flashing on Tanaka’s 
board. He hit several pads and examined the 
readouts. “I have half a dozen pressure loss 
warnings in nearby parts of the ship. Plus, a 
malfunction in the hanger deck safety system.” 

Marilev bent back over the science 
station. “I concur, skipper. Commander, that 
is. This will take some time to rectify. Doctor 
Costello’s programming methods were clumsy. 
Brute force with no regards to consequences.” 

“I heard that.” 
The Andorian’s mouth pressed into a 



thin line, but Uhura answered, fighting to keep 
her voice level. “You were meant to, Doctor. 
That’s why I’ve left the channel open. Shut 
down and close the hangar door. There’s no 
need for this.” 

“I don’t think so, commander. There is 
absolutely a need for this.” She paused, and 
Uhura pictured the scorn-filled expression on 
her face. “You know, there’s an old Vulcan 
saying. The needs of the–” 

“Don’t quote Vulcan philosophy at me, 
Doctor. You’re endangering everyone on the 
ship.” 

“Whether you want Vulcan philosophy 
or not, commander, it applies. And since you 
won’t make the decision, someone has to.” 

“You don’t get to decide for everyone else 
on ship, Doctor.” 

“You won’t, so someone has to.” 
And why did she keep feeling the need to 

ask yourself what Captain Kirk would do? He 
was a role model, yes, but this was her 
command, not his. The Bohr wasn’t the 
Enterprise, it was a science vessel, pure and 
simple, and she was sitting in the center seat. 
She, Lieutenant Commander Nyota Uhura, not 
James Tiberius Kirk. 

Uhura’s back straightened, and she felt 
calm settle over her. “Doctor, you need to 
stand down. I am well aware that the native 
model is wrong, and so are you, and so is 
everyone who’s been paying attention to the 
science and translations. But the Prime 
Directive isn’t just there for their protection, 
but for ours too. We aren’t supposed to play 
god. It’s not up to us what shape any society 
might take.” 



“Just a few characters, one tiny signal. 
We could save millions of–” 

Uhura sighed. She hated what she was 
about to do, but she didn’t see much choice. 
“Thank you for forcing the issue and putting 
your beliefs above those of the rest of us and 
our careers, Doctor, but you’re too late.” 

A pause. “What do you mean?” 
“What do you think I mean? Aside from 

the satellites, we’ve left three probes in the 
atmosphere. Don’t you think those probes 
have other capabilities than simply listening 
and sending back environmental data?” 

Another false. Another cause. “But the 
Prime Directive–” 

“The Prime Directive is not an excuse for 
inaction. It’s a very strong guideline for non-
interference. There is almost always a way to 
work within it, or, in this case, around it” 
Uhura kept her eyes on the view screen, fixed 
on the shuttle as it turned towards the doors 
that were more than open enough for it to get 
through. It hadn’t launched yet, but it could. 
She kept staring didn’t acknowledge the lasers 
pouring into the side of her head from Doctor 
Carlin’s eyes. “Stand down now, Doctor. You 
don’t need to risk all our lives for something 
that’s already been taken care of.” Looking 
over at Ensign Collins, she pointed at the 
flashing alert and made a slicing motion with 
one hand. They didn’t need that right now. 

“You’re not just telling me what I want to 
hear?” 

She resisted the urge to smile. You could 
hear a smile in someone’s voice and other 
people were watching her. “Doctor, I would 
cheerfully tell you anything to guarantee the 



safety of the ship’s crew, but no, I’m not just 
telling you what you want to hear. Stand 
down, please.” 

Another, longer, pause. “I’m shutting 
down the overrides and closing the shuttle bay 
door. You win, commander.” 

Do I? She wondered at the compromise 
she’d just made with herself. “Thank you, 
Doctor. I hope you’ll understand if Security 
meets you in the corridor once the hangar bay 
is re-pressurized.” 

“I do understand, commander. I just 
wish I’d understood little sooner, but I do 
understand why you didn’t want tell anyone. 
The fewer people who know something, the 
fewer people can screw it up.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” She nodded to 
Collins who closed the channel. 

The young man began flicking switches 
on his board. “The overrides have all 
disappeared, skipper. Pressure alarms 
spooling down and the safety systems are 
returning to normal operations. Shuttle bay 
doors are closing. You did it.” 

“I did?” She shook her head. “I did what 
I had to do, Ensign, and it involved breaking 
my word to myself and being tremendously 
misleading. Keep monitoring and please make 
sure that my comment about Security meeting 
Doctor Costello turns out to be the literal 
truth, at least.” Probably, her whole security 
department, all three officers, would turn up 
for the duty. 

“Aye, aye, skipper.” 
Lieutenant Shan, quiet through the 

entire confrontation, approached the center 
seat. “You were bluffing then, ma’am.” The 



words were quiet, meant for Uhura’s ears 
alone, but she made sure her response would 
carry, and doubted no one else had heard the 
first officer speak anyway. 

She looked up at the Andorian with a 
smile she in no way felt, wondering if this was 
what command was really like, doing whatever 
it took to keep your crew safe and damn the 
consequences to your own soul. “That’s a 
polite way of putting it, Lieutenant. I meant 
what I said. I would have told Costello 
anything to get her to shut the programming 
down. While I’m sure Mr. Stark’s engineers 
would have had no real difficulty in fixing our 
pressure issues, I couldn’t guarantee that, and 
I didn’t want to have to prove it. This was 
better for everyone, I think.” Except maybe 
Costello. 

Tanaka looked back over his shoulder. 
“Remind me never to play poker with you, 
ma’am.” 

Her smiled broadened a little, felt more 
genuine. “I never gamble, Ensign.” 

“That’s too bad, skipper, because you 
bluff very, very well.” 

 
# 
 

It was a nice touch to newer ships that 
the captain had an actual office, however 
small, to get some quiet and take care of 
administrative work rather than just a desk 
shoehorned into the captain’s cabin. Uhura 
had no idea where to start on the report about 
Doctor Costello’s actions, or how any such 
report on her part of things was going to be 
received by Starfleet, and in particular, 



Admiral Nogura, but it was nice to be able to 
work on things in private instead of having to 
write the reports in her cabin or seating in the 
centre seat. 

Somebody rang the door chime, and she 
waved a hand in front of the monitor to shut it 
down. “Enter.” The door slid open to reveal, 
unsurprisingly, Doctor Carlin. Uhura forced a 
smile. “Welcome, Doctor. How is your 
colleague holding up under confinement?” 

He stepped far enough into the small 
room for the door to slide shut behind him. 
“Well enough, for now. She may be increasing 
the wear rate on the carpet in her quarters, 
but allowing her library access helps quite a 
bit, I think. Thank you.” 

Uhura shrugged. “She’s not a criminal, 
just a hothead. One simple, if colossal, 
mistake shouldn’t ruin you completely.” And 
she’d just finished typing something very close 
to that in her report. 

“Even when that mistake endangers the 
lives of dozens of other people and threatens to 
break the Prime Directive?” 

“Lieutenant Stark assures me that they 
could have handled the issue technically, and 
we were probably not in danger of anything 
more than being a bit lightheaded, and only on 
that deck. The hangar deck would have taken 
a bit longer, but as far as the Prime Directive, 
her heart is in the right place.” 

Carlin nodded. “Unfortunately, her brain 
was in the same place.” He swallowed, a deep 
breath, and then hesitated a little while longer 
before speaking. “You were bluffing, weren’t 
you?” 

She raised an eyebrow. “Bluffing?” 



“About the probes being able to more 
than just listen?” 

“No, that’s certainly true. They have 
plenty of capability.” 

“But you implied that you have 
programmed them to… that there is 
information that could be made available by 
the probes.” 

Leaning back in her chair, she 
swallowed once before responding. “Yes, I did, 
Doctor, but here’s a question for you: do I look 
like a programmer to you?” When he didn’t 
respond right away, she smiled. “To answer, 
no. I don’t have the technical background, not 
in that direction, at least. I’m a very competent 
communications officer, I think, a fair judge 
people, and I’m really, really good with 
languages. I can tear down any 
communications system, civilian or military, in 
the Federation and put it back together better 
than it was before, and I’d do a fair job with 
Romulan or Klingon versions. But 
reprogramming a standard Starfleet probe to 
do something that bypasses the standard 
command set and not leave any traces of the 
work?” She shook her head. “No, that’s not in 
my skill set.” She raised her eyebrows. 
“Although, having worked extensively 
programming the universal translator systems, 
it might possibly be inside yours.” 

Carlin went very still. His eyes never left 
hers, and he barely breathed. After a long 
moment, he allowed himself a nod. “Yes, I 
suppose it might be, commander.” 

“It’s a good thing you believe more firmly 
in the Prime Directive than your colleague 
does.” 



“Yes, commander, I suppose it is.” 
Carlin’s weight shifted from one leg to the 
other and back. “Well, I don’t want to take any 
more of your time.” 

“That was all then, Doctor Carlin?” 
He nodded several times “Yes 

commander. That was all. Thank you.” 
When the door slid shut behind him, 

Uhura let out a long sigh. “You’re welcome, 
Doctor.” And thank you for making my report 
even more complicated. And it wasn’t like she 
could use the whole trip back to write it. She 
doubted Admiral Nogura would be willing to 
wait that long. 
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