







































































































































































MISSING IN ACTION

By
Patty Wright

The sun poked and prodded into the mist filled darkened alley until it found him.
Gently, it inhaled the cool morning mist. The warmth sank upon him and he stirred
slightly. He had lain there all night through the tormented storm and was curled in a ball
to protect himself from the cold wind and rain. Slowly, he began to uncurl and emerge
from the tightly woven cocoon. Each movement was done slowly, tenderly, with the
curiosity of exploring a new sensation.

He blinked his eyes open painfully, the sunlight prying at them until they
remained open, comfortable with the sun's warm light. Slowly and cautiously, he
climbed to his feet and stood there motionless. His mind was empty, suctioned as with a
vacuum. It lay motionless within him, waiting for a direction, a guide. There were no
thoughts, no feelings, no curiosity, and his eyes began to dart around the alley with the
naivté of a newborn child.

He had on no shirt, and the remnants of his pants barely hung past his knees.
The drenched cloth clung to his skin like a sinewy spider's web. He began to walk at a
slow, easy pace. The rough cobblestones tore at the exposed, tender flesh on the soles
of his feet.

Moving out of the alley, he began to walk down the town’s streets. He walked to
no particular destination and without a thought of having a destination. His walking had
no purpose, save that of being something to do rather than sitting in the alley.

Kirk turned from speaking to the Lieutenant and froze as his eyes fell on the
empty navigator’s chair. The sight of it sliced through his gut with a cold, sharp steel
blade. The navigator had only left his post temporarily, but it served Kirk as a blaring
reminder of the missing crewmember. He turned back to Uhura. “Lieutenant?”

“Search Party Four has just beamed up,” she responded. “They report negative,
sir.”



There was a tinge of sadness in her voice, but Kirk refused to acknowledge it
because it had a haunting hopelessness in it.

“I'll be in sickbay. Scotty, you have the conn.”

Nurse Chapel’s eyelids lowered and she turned away as Kirk leaned forward
intently yet again.

Sulu had been badly injured: he was weak and tired from the experience and
constant interrogations since. Even so, he was the only lead they had; surely the
Helmsman understood that.

His face was swollen, pale and blotchy—remnants of lacerations and bruises
were not entirely erased by McCoy’s handiwork. He shook his head intently again in
response to the Captain.

"No, sir."

"Just once more, Sulu—it’s important. When the landing party beamed down, you
separated."

"Per standard procedure," Sulu reminded him. "l was teamed with Chekov."
"And when the storm hit?"

"It was getting bad: Chekov said it was a hurricane."

"It was," Spock confirmed.

Sulu nodded. "Chekov contacted Riley; and Riley ordered the entire party to
beam up."

“Why didn’t the two of you beam up together?” Kirk demanded, a little too
harshly, he realized.

“| called for our beam-up and he left... for some reason. | couldn't really hear him.
| think he went to help someone. He said he’d follow...” Sulu stopped abruptly. It was
the same conversation he'd had over and over with the Captain.

"Jim," McCoy warned.

But Kirk persisted. "Just tell me, when was the last time you saw him?”



“Just as the transporter was beginning to take effect, | saw him across the street.
He pulled his communicator out, and then..." He paused, swallowing hard. "l saw the
building collapsing on him."

McCoy latched onto Kirk’s arm and pulled him into the office.

Spock let the door slide quietly closed behind him before locking the three of
them in.

“Why do you insist on continuing this??” McCoy demanded.

“One of my crewmen is missing.”

"One of your crewmen is dead!” McCoy spat back at him. “Why don’t you admit
it? The rest of the crew has. Chekov is dead and you're endangering everyone else’s

lives by prolonging this ridiculous search!”

Kirk turned and met Spock’s even gaze. “And you, Spock? Do you agree with
that verdict?”

Spock hesitated a long moment before responding quietly. “All evidence does
seem to support that conclusion with overwhelming agreement. The statements of the
landing party members, the artifacts discovered by the search parties....”

“So you think he’s dead, too.”

“Jim,” McCoy drew out, “we found his communicator, most of his bloodied
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tunic...
“But not his body!” Kirk spat out,

“Is that what you're looking for?” McCoy demanded angrily. “His body? For what
reason: why?”

“No,” Kirk said evenly. “I'm looking for Lieutenant Chekov, one of my crewmen.
And I'll continue to look until we find something conclusive." They did not understand—
could not understand what was ingrained in only a captain's soul.

“The only conclusive thing left to locate is his body,” the Doctor intoned.

“Captain,” Spock began, “the ion storm which caused the planetary weather
disturbances is drawing alarmingly close.”



“How much longer is our safety factor?”
“Two point five eight hours."

Kirk nodded. “One more search party: they'll return in two hours and we'll leave
with or without Lieutenant Chekov.”

Turning, he indicated the viewscreen on the wall, still displaying a map of the city
in question. There was red spot to indicate the last place Chekov had been seen and
numerous blue spots showing where his various belongings had been found.

"Advice on where this search party should concentrate their efforts, Spock?" he
questioned.

Spock nodded and drew his finger over an area.

It was the most logical area, of course: slightly overlapping where the other
search parties had concentrated their efforts, yet still in the general area of where the
Lieutenant had been seen last.

Kirk nodded, gave the orders to implement the final search, but then remained
staring at the map. The area Spock had indicated was the most logical. But he was
wrong. They’d never find Chekov there. Kirk knew it decisively.

The Captain’s eyes drew instinctively away from the densely populated area
where Chekov had been lost to another. The terrain of the northwest area captured his
eyes and held them with an intrinsic bond he could not explain. It was a primordial
connection so vital he could feel it roaring in his blood, thundering in his ears and
drowning out the world around him.

“You have the conn,” he said. "I'm beaming down.”

Spock raised an eyebrow, but Kirk was gone before he could object.



He moved at a steady, monotonous pace, not slowed by the open cuts on the
soles of his feet. Eyes drawing over the shops’ windows as he passed them, the items
in them had no meaning to him. This was not so much confusing but brought to him a
type of primal fear. Hardly present enough to be acknowledged, the emotion still left a
feeling of emptiness somewhere within.

He found himself stopped in front of a store window, not knowing why. These
items looked no different to him than others he'd seen elsewhere: indeed, he seemed to
have no capacity to differentiate. Yet, there he stood, staring.

"Father!" a voice exclaimed.

Startled, he jerked his head toward the shop's doorway, where the sharp cry
originated. He stared blankly at the young girl clutching the doorframe. A tall, broad man
appeared behind her.

"Get your mother," the man barked out, stepping out of the doorway as the child
disappeared. He gently took hold of the young man. "Come in the shop: let's see to you
before you go any farther."

He looked down at the man's hand on his arm curiously. He found himself
moving, was led easily. He drew his eyes upward to the items hanging from the ceiling
and let them move across the endless bins of items around him as the man propelled
him forward. He had neither any actual interest nor curiosity, but somehow this place
gave him the first real emotion he could remember. This place was warm, comfortable,
and familiar: home. He sat down with no protest.

The sound of footsteps drifted past his senses and he turned his eyes to the
woman wringing a cloth in a basin of water.

"Is he going to be alright, Father?"
“He’s injured, watch his head.”

The voices drifted around him, but he had no interest in them. He watched as the
woman drew the cloth over him. It slowly peeled off the protective layer of dirt that had
grown upon him and the tender, white skin was exposed.

Suddenly, searing pain sliced through his skull and drove itself into the base of
his spine. He shrieked, but the man's arms gripped him to prevent him from jerking up in
reflex. Several more times the pain came, finally dying away as a flood of warm water
ran over his head. He whimpered.



"I'm sorry," the woman said softly as her fingers gently arranged his hair. "l had

fo.

He found himself lifted then, standing. Clothing made of a light material draped
over his body and it brought cool comfort as it swirled about him like a cocoon. His feet
were surrounded gently by soft protective shoes. They felt right: seemed to belong next
to his skin. His senses stirred, inhaled the feel of the cloth, and then swept it past his
brain with the same instinctive and instantaneous response the shop itself had brought.

He found himself outside the shop’s door again.
“Maybe | should bring him, Father.”

The plaintive voice had emerged from within the shop. He stood motionless
before the door as the man disappeared back within it. Again, he stood before the shop,
drawing his eyes over its windows. There was no purpose in standing there, no thought
of purpose in doing anything.

"He'll find his way, they always do," the man's voice drifted out to him.
"But how?"

"Instinct," her father replied. "Men like him have an intrinsic bond to the sea, to
the stars and to each other. The ones that belong: it's born in them.

“Instinct,” the man repeated. "He came here: you saw how far he walked. He'll
find his way.”

The Captain stood motionless, staring out over the water. The sweet, pungent air
swept over him in waves until it engulfed his senses and drowned them with its
overwhelming will. The sea was restless: churning and leaping and rolling in impatience
and fighting the contamination that the storm had thrown into it. It shouted to him;
ridiculed him in jest; laughed at him; and finally spoke to him in silent whispers that
vibrated through him. He stood for a long while listening to it, staring at the broken
masts and shattered souls strewn about the harbor. A single tear rolled down his face



as a lone, tattered sail rose desperately in a vain attempt to capture the wind and regain
its glory. It fought hopelessly against the tangled rigging and shattered masts about it:
an albatross caught within a self-made cage.

He turned, at last listening to the sea’s reprimands, and began to walk off the
wooden wharf. He moved through the grass and onto the cobblestone hill at a
methodical pace. He wanted to run: wanted to find his missing crewman within
moments, but he moved slowly and evenly. The Captain’s hopes were high: resting on
something within him he couldn’t define, but determined that he was right.

His time was nearing its end. He'd stood watching an ancient mistress far too
long, but he had only one place to go—one place he was instinctively called upon to
look.

The Captain’s steps echoed through the home with a sharp sounding click,
bringing relief from the tedious burden of silence. The men straightened in anxious
awaiting, listening intently to the footsteps. They’'d heard them a thousand times over in
waking dreams and nightmares; heard them in toil and danger; and now, heard them in
mirrored hope because there was no mistaking the footsteps of a captain.

The Captain moved into the room with a hush as the haunted, hopeful eyes
turned in pleading. His eyes moved slowly round, resting softly on each man. With an
effort, they moved onto the next with terror, his feet riveted to the ground. He did not
want, could not bear failure. The image of the last held his attention, everything that was
within him seizing with impotent, dismal rage. He forced his feet to move and dragged
himself slowly out of the home, clouding his memory of the men he left behind, each
single face an ache in a captain's soul somewhere. That ache was a consuming place in
his own soul, an emptiness that longed for completion; and a dull throb of disbelief,
because he had been wrong. He could not have been wrong.

He hesitated outside and stared at the incongruity of his Starfleet boots on the
rough cobblestones. It pained a commander enough to lose a crewman. To lose an
officer that was a member of the ship's core command team was unacceptable. To lose
one of the people the universe had a connection with was intolerable.

The Captain's eyes drew upward then and he stared silently at the building next
door. A sort of peace washed over him, as if the sea wind had reached out and
absorbed the entire ache that consumed him. He turned and began walking with his
eyes fixed on the sedate building. His light, methodical steps echoed an unconscious
expectation that his being didn’t dare to acknowledge—simply couldn't.



He stopped before the back door and stared at it. Yes, he had passed the front
door and walked directly around the side of the building without knowing that there was
a door here: but he didn’t want to go in. Despite the open door, the repulsion that
overpowered him held him frozen there. If the slight stirring of hope he felt were
destroyed here, there would not be another chance, it would be the ultimate death.

Carefully, he stepped down the short flight of stone steps and ducked through the
threshold into the basement room. He stopped there and scanned its white washed
walls, worn wooden floor and expanse of open space. The overwhelming smell of a just-
washed wooden ship's hold engulfed him and he steadied himself noticeably.

An inconsequential podium rested at the front of the room and, between the
supportive beams of the building, two rows of six simple wooden benches. He inched
down the aisle between the ingenious benches. A piece of wood had been attached to
them to provide backrests, but the same piece of wood could be pivoted forward to form
a surface for writing or such.

The wood on the first bench had been swung forward in this manner and a
solitary figure sat there, hunched over, his head lying on his folded arms. The Captain
moved toward him slowly, his eyes riveted to examining every detail of the figure. He
paused behind him and stood for a long moment. Finally, he tentatively reached out and
rested his hand lightly on the man's shoulder.

The figure turned, raising his wide brown eyes to the man poised behind him.
The face he saw was not familiar and brought no memories to him. Yet, he knew. His
soul itself knew and the word spilled out in a nearly silent whisper.

“Captain.”

Just one crewman had been missing, but each crewman was more than a
captain could afford to have missing. Kirk smiled slowly and helped him to his feet.

“I knew you’d come,” Chekov murmured. “I knew you'd find me."

The Captain gathered him in his arms. "So did |."



INTERVIEW WITH CARLOS PEDRAZR, WRITER & CO-EXECUTIVE PRODUCER OF

rikgl VUSRbES

Carlos, what is First Voyages?

Well, we always get to see what
life is like on the Enterprise for all
the senior officers. We are always
on the Bridge, in the Briefing
Room—we get to see the big
missions on the important
planets. First Voyages is about
what life is like on the rest of the
Enterprise from the point of view
of new characters who have just
graduated from the Academy.
It shows what it’s like to be a
“grunt” on a starship. It focuses
on the wonder of exploration
and starting out for the first time.
One of the things that intrigued
me about the premise of First Voyages is that there is a natural draw for
fans to want to be one of those 430 crewmembers onboard the Enterprise.
We get to peek at the lives of some of those crewmembers we normally
don't get to see. | often refer to some of the set locations that you will see
on First Voyages as being in the “basement” of the Enterprise. You will get to
see some areas of the Enterprise that you've seen before, but you will see
them from the perspective of the working stiffs on a starship.

Where did the idea for First Voyages come from?

The nugget of the idea came from James Cawley. When hefirst approached
me, he wanted to do a story on the young JamesT. Kirkand what motivated
him to join Starfleet Academy as opposed to doing something else in life. |
actually wrote a treatment about that for a New Voyages vignette, which at
some pointlwould still love to do, butas we talked more about being young
and contemplating being an explorer, the story took on its own life. James
and | are both fans of the Star Trek: The Next Generation episode “Lower
Decks,” which chronicles the life of a group of junior officers as they face a
critical mission and review by the senior crew. For those familiar with this
episode, First Voyages is a series of stories similar to “Lower Decks,” but set
on the original series’ Enterprise. Once we decided the direction we wanted
to go, and with James being intrigued with developing the character of
Captain Kirk's nephew, Peter Kirk (Bobby Rice), we developed the idea
of making Peter the center of these stories. He was the first character we
developed, and as you learn from “Blood and Fire,” the additional dramatic
angle of the character is that he is gay. With those two basic ideas, | sort of
took it from there. | wanted there to be a sense of estrangement between K
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the uncle and nephew. Then | started thinking about what type of characters | wanted
to surround Peter with—how do we introduce them, and how do we fit them in with
the continuity of New Voyages and all that comes along with that? | wanted to make
sure there was a nice mix of characters and personalities—people from different
planets with their own quirks and motivations and stuff. | took those characters and
developed a script and submitted it to James. He green-lighted the project with what
will be the pilot episode, “Pomp and Circumstance.” The episode will actually be a
New Voyages episode and will be spun off into its own series—a device which many
television shows have used over the years.

Timeline-wise, does the spin-off episode, “Pomp and Circumstance,” take place before or
after “Blood and Fire?”

“Pomp and Circumstance” takes place before “Blood and Fire,” but the First Voyages
series takes place after.

You've told us a bit about Peter Kirk, can you tell us about some of the other characters
and who might be playing them?

Sure—my next favorite character is a female named Lara Tannin. She looks human,
but she is actually from Alpha Centauri, which is the first human colony. | decided
to make this whole backstory for her that was about how Alpha Centaurians don’t
consider themselves “human” any more in terms of their being from Earth. They see
themselves as their own planet with its own culture, so they refer to themselves as
“humanoid” the way other Federation species might. But because they were one
of the founding members of the Federation, they see themselves at least on equal
standing as people from Earth.

As a result, they resent being referred to as “humans” just as a Canadian might resent
being mistaken for an American. She is a kick-ass woman—she is tough—she admires
Klingons and their“warrior spirit,’and she speaks Klingon. She also refuses to wear the
mini-skirt. [Laughs] That actually becomes a plot point in “Pomp and Circumstance,’
because she doesn't find the TOS miniskirt reflects the type of work she plans to be
doing as a Starfleet officer. Lara is yet to be cast. She and Peter are best friends in the
story—they are a part of this group of friends from the Academy. As a matter of fact,
“Pomp and Circumstance” opens with their last day at the Academy. Lara and Peter
are very good friends, but they are also fierce competitors.

We are also introduced to Alex Freeman in this episode. He has graduated ahead of
Peter Kirk, so he has already been assigned to the Enterprise as a Medical Technician.
We get to know Alex better and understand more about his and Peter’s relationship
in“Pomp and Circumstance! There is also another female character, played by Debbie
Huth, named Laisa Attux. The main characters in the story are all members of the
elite Red Squad at Starfleet Academy, but her character is not a part of that group.
She is an Ensign and she joins the crew of the Enterprise at the same time as the other
characters. They are all on the bottom of the totem pole and even though some of
them were considered elite before, they all essentially “swab the deck” together now.

There is also Bren Marden, Peter’s best friend at the Academy, played by Joel Bellucci.
He is a bit older than the other cadets. He started the Academy at a later age than the
others. He basically spent most of his early life helping run his family farm. He acts as
Peter’s conscience and is always looking out for him.

We also have a Vulcan character named Xon. This is the same character that never
fully came to life from Star Trek: Phase Il. We borrow the same back-story as found




in the writer’s guide for Phase Il. [In 1977, Paramount drew up plans to launch a
new Star Trek series that would cover a second five-year mission, with the premiere
expected in spring of 1978. However, with the success of Star Wars, Paramount chose
to turn the pilot into a full feature, Star Trek: The Motion Picture.] Ed. Unlike the other
characters, Xon will be graduating from the Academy as a Lieutenant, because he
is also a graduate of the Vulcan Science Academy and is given credit for the higher
rank. He is a full Vulcan and Peter’s roommate. Being fully Vulcan, he doesn’t have the
angst that our half-human/half-Vulcan, Mr. Spock, does, but he has the same social
obstacles to navigate as most Vulcans do when dealing with humans.

Who are the current production crewmembers working on this project?

Well, the Director is Ben Alpi, who joined the New Voyages production crew during
“World Enough and Time,"and was also the Second Unit Director on “Blood and Fire.”
The Director of Photography on “Blood and Fire,” Dave Berry, will also return for First
Voyages.Dave and |met when both of us worked on Star Trek: Hidden Frontier, so | asked
him to join the First Voyages project. He also worked on “World Enough and Time" as
an Assistant Director of Photography. | am the writer and Co-Executive Producer with
James [Cawleyl. | also believe | will be acting as script supervisor. Joel Bellucci, who
did Visual Effects for “To Serve All My Days,”"World Enough and Time,”and “Blood and
Fire,” will also be doing the visual effects for “Pomp and Circumstance.”

Joel designed the TOS-era Klingon “Bird of Prey” used in“To Serve All My Days."There
is actually a great story about that. He had originally designed the bird of prey for
“Pomp and Circumstance,”when he had to step in at the last minute to help complete
the visual effects shots for “To Serve All My Days.” He needed a Klingon ship and
the BOP was completely modeled and textured, so it was used for “To Serve All my
Days,” and so will be making a return in “Pomp and Circumstance.” This is a beautiful
model with a great deal of detail. The surface texture has pockmarks and rust-like
surfaces scarring the outer hull of the ship. The BOP for “Pomp and Circumstance”
was supposed to be somewhat of a rust bucket, and Joel put a lot of time into getting
that feel for the ship. These are the confirmed production crewmembers right now,
but we just recently put out a call for other interested persons, so hopefully that list
will expand shortly.

This is a question with an almost obvious answer, but will there be character crossovers
from New Voyages?

This is actually an interesting aspect of the show that | am really looking forward to
exploring. We have had the chance to see Sulu, Chekov, Uhura, and others on the
bridgeandinsupportingcommandroles, butllookforward totaking these supporting
characters and seeing them from a whole new perspective, that of the junior officers
and enlisted people onboard the ship. It would be great to see how they view these
senior characters as they act more like mentors, teachers, and supervisors. We will
actually get to see one of these characters leading the first “mundane” mission to
which our Ensigns find themselves assigned. You will get to see a different side to
Scotty—and of course Captain Kirk is there—to help launch that mission.”You will be
meeting many new crewmembers, and seeing the ones we love, from a whole new
perspective. We have whole episodes planned where Uhura and Nurse Chapel are
major characters. We do have about eight episodes charted out already that delve
more deeply into subjects that the original series only touched upon. We will get to
know the Romulans better than you did in the original series.




What phase of production is the project in now?

We hope to begin filming later this year. Like | said earlier, we are still working to fill the
crew positions and there are a few minor cast positions that need to be filled. Although
the script has been done for about a year and a half, | am actually working this weekend
on some minor final rewrites.

What is the projected release date?

As soon as possible, but there are just some realities we will have to deal with. We will
be doing principal photography on the sets in New York, then we will be filming in Los
Angeles on the same grounds as Star Trek has used for the Starfleet Academy in the
past. As far as an actual release date, well that is harder to predict. As you know, “Blood
and Fire"is in post-production now and even when we get the principal photography in
the can,“Pomp and Circumstance”lines up behind “Blood and Fire” for post-production
work such as visual effects, so it depends on when post-production is complete on
“Blood and Fire” before we can set any kind of release.

Is there anything we haven't asked or anything you would like to tell the fans we haven't
already talked about?

| really want First Voyages to touch upon that part of a Star Trek fan’s love of the Trek
universe —what it’s like outside of Captain Kirk’s Bridge and Briefing Room; their
passion to see what the rest of the Star Trek universe looks like. | want fans to see other
parts of the ship, explore other aspects of the Federation. To learn more about their
allies and their enemies, through the eyes of someone encountering them for the first
time. First Voyages is about exploration—exploration of all types. We will look at what
motivates these young people to join Starfleet and along the way we will explore some
contemporary issues in that way that Trek has always explored issues in their best stories.
I hope fans will connect with these perspectives. We can all dream of being Captain Kirk,
but we are more likely to be the Ensign. Remember, there are 430 members of the crew,

but just one Captain. STV
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