
Blair sat in his quarters, wondering what to do. His guitar and his piano could not be tuned any more perfectly than they were already. With out thinking he began to change. And as so often, when he is off duty, he and his clothing were centuries amiss. He changed quickly and took out from a chest a skateboard. He opened his doors and skated out and made his way to the Station.

He entered the station, and a guard halted him, “Sir, you can’t ride that in here… go to a holosuites on deck 81.”


“Deck 81 you say? Thanks, I’ll go right there.” Blair responded, kicked up his board and carried it. He walked for a while and waited for the guard to stop watching him. When the guard diverted his attention, Blair got back on the board. He skated around the promenade. He looked about at the Station’s stores and bars. Not watching where he was going, he collided with a rather large Klingon, even by Klingon standards.


“Sorry mate, didn’t see you there.”


The Klingon raised him up by his shirt and held Blair close to his face, “You’re lucky this isn’t a Klingon station. I would kill you where you stand!”


“Well then I guess I am lucky that this isn’t a Klingon station. Now, would you mind letting me loose?”


“Watch you mouth, do you have any idea who you’re…”


“Look mate, I’m sure you’re important. But quite honestly I couldn’t give a rats ass who you are.”


The Klingon raised him higher, “I don’t much like your tone.”


“I don’t much like your breath.”


The Klingon growled, sonorously, drawing the attention of a security officer. The Klingon took on of his hands and held Blair up by his neck and began to choke him. One of the security guards tapped on the Klingon’s shoulder.


The guard sternly asked, “Is there a problem Kraj?”


Kraj released Blair and let him fall to a good meter to the ground, “No problems here.”


The guard looked at him sternly, “Really? Will he say the same?”


Blair, crouched on his knees coughing looked up, “No problems,” Blair stood up and looked the officer in the eye, “Kraj and I were rehearsing a Klingon interpretation of Othello, I must say it’s a lot better than the English version. There’s more action in it. It reminds me of a Keanu Reeves movie, you know: a complete lack of plot, cliché upon cliché, but some kick ass fight scenes which make the movie.”


“Right. That seems a bit unlikely. Though, I doubt you would press charges. Have a nice day, and Kraj if we have to speak to you again you and your crew will be removed from this Station until repairs are complete.”


Blair picked up his board and while the guard was talking to Kraj he walked away. He walked towards a bar he saw before he collided with Kraj named Tartessos. He made his way in to the bar. He took a seat at a table and looked over the menu, which was conveniently on a little window on the table. From which he ordered a two-litre bottle of Barqs’ root beer and proceded to drink it. He sat there rather relaxed listening to the music coming over the speakers. It was soothing music, sounded like a cross between Wilhelm Wagner and Lina Vaughn. 

He sat there in a state of near hypnosis listening to the music and drinking his soda. He stood up and when he did, he felt a hand on his soldier. Still rather shaken by the incident with Kraj, he grabbed the hand, spun around and followed through by throwing the assailer onto the table. He went to strike the person while on the table, but held back when he realized he knew him. 

“Aaron, what the hell are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be at the Academy?” Blair said to him, helping him up.

“What was that for?” He responded and got up with Blair said, “No way to treat your brother, no way. I was here to see you, and no I shouldn’t be at the Academy. I’m on a training mission on this station.”

“Ah… Right… sorry about that, I didn’t know it was you and I’ve been a bit on edge lately.”

“No worries mate.” Aaron, up by now, he brushed himself off.

“So… what do you want? Ever since you were twelve, you were recruited by SFI you never just ‘talk’ to people anymore. Always trying to get something from the person your talking with.”

“You know me too well Al…”

“Call me Al again and I’ll be hit.”

“Right… I have to ask you about this girl.”

“You’re asking me a question about love?” Blair broke out into an uncontrollable laughter. “Me? Yes, good choice cause I have such good luck with woman.”

Aaron just stared at him, blankly, un-amused from his brother’s rebuttal. His face flushed red, not in anger but in bashfulness. Blair stopped laughing and looked at his brother, and just then he felt another hand on his shoulder. Rather than doing what he did before, he turned around to see he it was. He saw a young woman standing behind him, with brown hair down to her shoulders with eyes that appeared to pier into one’s soul. 

“Hello Blair.”

Aldous stood up and looked her in the eyes, then suddenly realized who it was, “ Oh hey, I haven’t seen you for about two years. How are you Kaitlyn?”

“I’ve been well. So… Some friends and I are getting together later to play cricket…”

“I don’t remember you ever playing cricket.”

“I picked it up. My teem needs a bowler, wanna do it?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Great! Be at the Arboretum at 20:30.”

“I’ll be there.”


She walked off and joined her group of friends and they talked. Aldous sat back down and looked to his brother. He looked at his brother’s complexion and smiled. “So, Aaron, you like Steadman’s little sister…Awwww how cute.”


“Oh sod off!” Aaron yelled, then calmed down a bit and asked, “How’d you know?”


“Man, you would probably the worse SFI field agent in the Universe if you crack under so little pressure.”


“I can’t wait until Music Theory: the only SFA class I take that I have her in. Ever since our professor on this station mentioned your name on the first day she wont stop talking about yours and her brothers band.”


“Right… I see where this is going… I’ll ring Greg get him on the holo and get permission from your prof to play. Who is he?”


“Haydn.”


“He’s a cool chap.”


“Glad you think so, I think he’s divvy.”


“Right, anyways, I’ll talk to him. When’s your class?”


“09:30”


“I thought I told you: no classes before 11:00? I guess I’ll see you then.”


Time went by, Blair played the game as he had promised, and spoke with Haydn to get permission. In both he was quite successful. The time was 08:00, and Blair was in the holocommunications to work in the amphitheater. If one could get the holocomm to work, it would work perfectly. Luckily, the one thing he knew about engineering was communication systems. In just a few short minutes he had it running.


“Computer, reset audio and holo-buffer and open communications to Starbase 254. And request communications with Gregor Steadman.”


The computer acknowledged and began processing, all there was to do is hope that 254 runs on standard time and Steadman was up. The computer resolved a connection between the two holocomms and shortly after Steadman was there, more or less in person. 


“All right?” Steadman said.


“Yeah mate, you?”


“Could be better, but can’t complain.”


“Right, have your bass and sax? Actually forget the sax. Have your bass?”


“As always, you your guitar?”


“As always.”


“So what’s on the plot tonight?”


“What we always play: NoFX, Die Aerzte, AFI, NFG, perhaps some Rancid and Rammstein. How about NoFX?”


“I can arbeit with that.”


“Coo. Your sister speaks French right?”


“Why, Champs-Élysées?”


“Unless if you want Vincent…”


“Champs is fine, but your accent sucks.”


“No worse than your German one.”


“Zing. So why exactly am I here-ish?”


“My brother’s trying to chat-up your sister.”


“Aaron? That bloody psychopath and my sister? It’s a bifecta from hell.”


“Yeah mate, tell me about it. One of them is paranoid, and the other is a nineteen year old girl. If your sister still likes our music like she used to…”


“She does, trust me she does.”


“Well then we’ll have no problem. We just need to tell them that Aaron set this up.”


“Right, will do. By the way, when does it begin?”


Blair looks at his chronometer and spoke, “Oh, in about an hour.”


“I could have slept for another 45 minutes, why the bloody hell did you wake me up now?”


Blair and Steadman talked, catching up on things and the class trickled in. And that trickle soon became a deluge. Aaron took his seat near the top of the theatre and Kaitlyn hers. Professor Haydn walked in and took a spot at the podium. He turned on the microphone and spoke into it, “Yesterday I had a rather unusual request from one of my former students. He asked for permission for him and his friend to play some music for you. I usually don’t say yes to requests like that, but in his case I made an exception: I present to you Aldous Blair and Gregor Steadman.”


Blair walked over to the podium and took the microphone, “Thanks Haydn. The reason I am here is because my brother, Aaron, the short blonde fellow in the back, asked me to play. You see: he likes this girl, but he was born with out the part of the brain that allows him to talk to them… not much unlike me. Anyways, he asked us to sing her a love song.” Blair takes a pause, and snaps his fingers and the lights go out and except for a spotlight shining down on Kaitlyn. “ Kat, cette est pour vous d'Aaron.”


Greg and Aldous played their instruments and sung in synchronization with each other:

Je m'baladais sur l'avenue, le coeur ouvert a l'inconnu.
J'a vais envie de dire bonjour a n'importe qui
N'importe qui et ce fut toi, je t'ai dit n'importe quoi,
Il suffisait de te parler, pour t'apprivoiser.

Aux Champs-Élysées, aux Champs-Élysées
Au soleil, sous la pluie, a midi ou a minuit,
Il y a tout ce que vous voulez aux Champs-Élysées

Tu m'as dit "J'ai rendez-vous dans un sous-sol avec des fous,
Qui vivent la guitare a la main, du soir au matin".
Alors je t'ai accompagnée, on a chant? on a dans?

Et l'on n'a même pas pens?-- a s'embrasser

Aux Champs-Élysées, aux Champs-Élysées
Au soleil, sous la pluie, a midi ou a minuit,
Il y a tout ce que vous voulez aux Champs-Élysées

The song went beautifully, nearly bringing Kaitlyn to tears. Before the reverb of the final not was finished, Blair snapped his fingers and the holocomm was cut and he was transported out. The echo lasted in the amphitheater for moments after.

