Star Trek: Enterprise

“Zero Hour” Redux

EXT. SPACE

The AQUATIC ship exits the subspace conduit, and the ENTERPRISE flies out from its belly.  The aquatics turn around and immediately re-enter the conduit, and disappear.  The Enterprise continues on.

INT. BRIDGE

Everyone turns at the sound of the door hissing open – HOSHI steps onto the bridge.

T’POL

Shouldn’t you be in your quarters?

HOSHI (strained smile)

With all respect to Doctor Phlox, I wouldn’t miss this for anything.

T’Pol merely nods.  Hoshi goes to her station.

MAYWEATHER

We’re within visual range.

TUCKER

Can we see it?

T’Pol looks over at Hoshi, and nods again.  Hoshi manipulates the controls and…

SFX- ANGLE ON VIEWER: EARTH

Hoshi magnifies the image, and it gets bigger.  The crew remains silent for a moment.  We see each of them in turn: REED, looking proud.  TUCKER, looking relieved, and a bit awed.  Hoshi, looking plain exhausted, but smiling.  Mayweather, nodding slightly and smiling.  T’Pol, visibly holding back an emotional reaction.

TUCKER (quietly)

Prettiest thing I ever saw.

HOSHI

Hear, hear.

TUCKER

Sure wish the cap’n was here.  He’d—He’d love this.

Hoshi lets out a sob.  Everyone turns to look.

HOSHI

I--  I’m sorry.  I--  I just can’t!

She begins to cry.

TUCKER

Can’t what?

T’POL (softly)

Perhaps you should return to your quarters.

HOSHI

I can’t celebrate this without him!  I’m sorry.  I just can’t.

Hoshi gets up and goes to the turbolift.  T’Pol turns around, and sees that any sense of good cheer in the crew is gone.

ANGLE ON: An ensign at the back looks down at her feet.

ANGLE ON: Reed takes in a deep breath, and begins working quickly on something at his console.

ANGLE ON: T’Pol, taking this all in.  She turns to sit back down – but stares at the chair for a moment, and thinks otherwise.

T’POL

Mr. Tucker, please take the communications position.  Hail Starfleet Command for… for parking orders.

TUCKER

…Ok.

Tucker moves to Hoshi’s console, and works the controls.

MAYWEATHER (distant)

Receiving coordinates.

TUCKER

I’ve got Admiral Forrest.  He wants to speak to us.

T’POL

On-screen.

ANGLE ON: Viewer – Admiral FORREST appears.

The Admiral looks tired.

T’POL

Admiral.

FORREST

Welcome back, Enterprise.  I wanted to welcome you back, and congratulate you on a job well-done. 

(Smiles)

And to invite you all to the party tonight…

His awkward smile disappears slowly as no one responds.

T’POL

Thank you, Admiral.

FORREST

No one’s sorrier than I am to lose Jonathan Archer.  He was a good man… and a good friend.

T’POL

Admiral, I do not wish to offend you, but I do not believe that of the people here, you are the most sorry.

FORREST

No, I, uh, I imagine, perhaps not.  Welcome back, Enterprise.

ANGLE ON: Viewer – Forrest disappears.

ANGLE ON: T’Pol, exchanging glances with Tucker.

EXT. SPACE – EARTH ORBIT

The battered Enterprise slowly enters the NX DRYDOCK facility.  Nearby, we get a glimpse of the nearly complete NX-02 COLUMBIA.

INT. AIRLOCK

The Enterprise crew, with duffels slung over their shoulders, line up at the airlock to disembark.  The door opens, and the drydock crew on the other side begins to clap and cheer.  The Enterprise senior crew manages strained smiles as they pass.  Other crewmembers are a bit more genuinely cheerful, and shake hands and hug as they exit.

INT. TUCKER’S APARTMENT – DAY

The door opens, and a weary Tucker enters and drops his bag on the floor.  His MOTHER and FATHER are there, and rush forward to hug him.

TUCKER

Hey! What are you guys doin’ here?

MOTHER

We thought we’d save you the trip.

FATHER

Besides, it’s been a while since I’ve seen San Francisco.  

(A beat)

And my son.

TUCKER

Dad…

FATHER

Don’t blame me for bein’ all sentimental in my old age.

TUCKER (chuckles)

OK.

MOTHER

Do you want something to eat?  I was cooking…

TUCKER

Mmm, I can smell it.  Nothin’ like good home-cookin’.

MOTHER

Nope.

TUCKER

But, uh, I think I’ll get in a shower, first, if you don’t mind.

MOTHER

Of course not.  You need to relax.

TUCKER

Thanks, Mom.

Mother goes back to the kitchen area.

FATHER (awkward)

Son…

TUCKER (nods knowingly)

Yeah, Dad.  Everything’s…

FATHER

We heard about John.

TUCKER

Yeah.  We’re all still… dealing…

FATHER

He was a good boy.

TUCKER

That he was, Dad.  I’m gonna go get that shower… now…

FATHER (softly)

OK.  We’ll be here.

Tucker goes into the next room.

EXT. VULCAN EMBASSY – DAY

A shuttle touches down on the landing pad.  T’Pol steps out into the sunlight.  She looks up at it, squinting, and then marches into the Embassy.

INT. SOVAL’S OFFICE

Ambassador SOVAL rises from his desk to greet T’Pol with the Vulcan hand salute.

SOVAL

Greetings, T’Pol.

T’POL

Ambassador.

SOVAL

Congratulations on a successful mission.

T’POL

Thank you.  

A beat.

SOVAL

You’re wondering why you’re here.

T’POL (uncomfortable)

Yes.

SOVAL

The Vulcan High Command would like to offer you your rank back.

T’POL

Why?

SOVAL

They think that, perhaps, we were in error not to offer our assistance to the humans in this matter.  After reading your report about the true nature of the Xindi threat—

T’POL (bitter)

No, thank you.

SOVAL (surprised)

Excuse me?

T’POL

I do not want my rank back.  

SOVAL

But… why?

T’POL

I gave it up for a reason.  The Vulcan High Command was being too reactionary.  There was no compassion in their decision.

SOVAL

Compassion is a—

T’POL (quickly)

An emotion, yes.  But a logical one.  What would have happened to Vulcan if Earth were destroyed?  If the Xindi had hunted down every last human colony?  Who would they have turned their weapon on next?

SOVAL (taken aback)

What happened to you out there?

T’POL (loud)

I grew up!  I saw the basis behind the rhetoric!  This galaxy is dangerous.  Not just for young species, but for us as well.  We’ve become arrogant, complacent in our belief in our own superiority.  And it’s stupid, Soval.  It’s… It’s illogical.

(A beat)

I don’t want my rank back.  It’s not my place.  I know my place.

SOVAL

With the humans?  

T’POL

With the humans.

SOVAL

And what will they do with you, now that Jonathan Archer is dead?  Do you think they’ll let you stay on their ship?

T’POL

There are no rules against aliens joining Starfleet.

SOVAL

Perhaps not, but—

T’POL (harsh)

But what?  I believe I resigned my commission a year ago, and that you no longer have the authority to issue me orders.

A beat.

SOVAL (quiet)

So be it.

(A beat)

Live long, and prosper, T’Pol.

T’POL (distant)

Peace and long life, Soval.

T’Pol exits quickly.  Soval sits back down at his desk.  He watches the door for a moment, and then goes into deep thought.

INT. VULCAN EMBASSY CORRIDOR

T’Pol marches quickly away from Soval’s office, and as she does, a smile grows on her face.

EXT. STARFLEET COMMAND – NIGHT

The sounds of a party emanate from within.  A large banner reads, “WELCOME BACK ENTERPRISE” outside.  People mill about with drinks.

INT. STARFLEET COMMAND RECEPTION HALL

A band plays in the corner, Starfleet officers mill about, mingling with various dignitaries and civilians.  A few Vulcans keep their distance from a group of Andorians in one corner.

Ambassador Soval approaches Admiral Forrest.

SOVAL

Admiral.

FORREST

Ambassador.

SOVAL (gesturing)

The attendance is a little lighter than I had anticipated.

FORREST

Yes… I don’t think they’re coming…

INT. 602 CLUB – NIGHT

The entire senior staff of the Enterprise is seated around on table in the bar.  Everyone has a beer except for T’Pol.

MAYWEATHER

Y’know, there’s a drink on Giedi Four that tastes exactly like this.

REED

Really?

MAYWEATHER (smiling)

Yeah, except…

TUCKER

Except what?

MAYWEATHER (smiling)

Except… It’s blue.

REED

Blue?

MAYWEATHER

Yeah.

REED

Disgusting.

He takes a long gulp.

SHRAN

And what’s wrong with blue, Mr. Reed?

Everyone looks up to see the Andorian commander, Shran, standing over them with his own beer in hand.

SHRAN (cont’d)

May I join you?

TUCKER

What are you doing here?

SHRAN

I’ve come to lament the death of my favorite pink-skin.  Haven’t you?

TUCKER

Uh… well, yeah.  But what makes you think you’re welcome?

T’POL

Trip…

TUCKER

…Have a seat.

Shran sits, and tries the beer.

MAYWEATHER

Well?

SHRAN (nods)

Warrior’s drink…

TUCKER

It’s called beer.

SHRAN

You humans are full of surprises, aren’t you?

T’POL

As I’ve learned myself.

A beat.

TUCKER (standing)

I’d like to make a toast.

(Everyone holds up their glasses)

To Jonathan Archer.  The best captain, the best friend, a guy could have.  Or girl.

(Tucker tips his glass to Hoshi.  She smiles.)

We all went through a lot this year.  We were racing against the clock the entire time, even when it seemed like we were just spinning our wheels, running ourselves ragged, but the Captain… He just kept on spinning until it caught.  To Captain Archer.

REED (standing)

Captain Archer has saved my life… more times than I’m manly enough to admit.  

(Chuckles from around the table)

To Captain Archer.

HOSHI (standing)

He encouraged me, pushed me farther than I thought I could go.  I’m a stronger person today than I could have been without him.

(Sobs)

To Captain Archer.

MAYWEATHER (standing)

I don’t really know what to say.  I’m not much good with toasts…

TUCKER

It doesn’t matter.  We don’t care how corny it is.

MAYWEATHER

No one else… made me feel as… proud to set a course, “straight and steady” like he used to say.  To Captain Archer.

PHLOX (standing)

We disagreed on many occasions, but he always had all of our best interests at heart.  He wasn’t a doctor, but he was full of compassion.  To Captain Archer.

T’POL (standing)

As a lot of you may have noticed, I have been going through some… changes… this year.  I think you’ve been afraid to confront me about it.  I wish you had.  Perhaps, then, this might not have been so hard.  Captain Archer, he did not notice.  He didn’t notice because he was focused on the mission, more so than any of us.  This year, he forgot about us… just a little.  He lost sight of some of the things we thought were important.  We all did… just a little.

ANGLE ON: Shran, raising his eyebrow.

T’POL (cont’d)

It took his death to make me realize this.  We are not the same people we were this time last year, in the philosophical sense.  We’ve grown apart.  We’ve fought, and we’ve bickered, and we’ve made mistakes with each other.

ANGLE ON: Tucker, looking down at his feet.

T’POL (cont’d)

Captain Archer always had something to teach others about humanity.  And…

(She chokes up for a moment.)

And perhaps this was his last lesson.  That we shouldn’t ever let this happen again.  To Captain Archer.

ALL

To Captain Archer.

TUCKER

Wherever you are, I hope it’s in peace.

FADE TO:

INT. WHITE ROOM

Captain Archer is lying, bruised and cut, on a nondescript bunk in a room with four, completely white walls.  He sits up, slowly, in pain.

ARCHER

What…?

He stands, and feels along the wall.  It’s smooth.  After a moment, a door opens behind him.  He turns to face it, and…

CLOSE ON: Archer’s shocked look.

VOICE

Hello, John.

ARCHER

You!

FADE OUT

END OF ACT

