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Waiting for Voyager

         A tragicomedy in less than 1000 words

Kyle Roderick
Deep in space.  A ship.
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	There’s still no response.

(moves across the bridge, and sits at the helm) I was beginning to wonder the same thing.  I believe myself to be logical, but always come to the same answer.  All my life I’ve been taught emotions must be suppressed.  Yet I resume my struggle for clarity, and you bring it back up.

Did I?

One may not speak it.

Where, Mr. Vulcan, did you spend the night?

In the brig.

(excitingly) The brig! Where?

(glares) Please become familiar with ships schematics Mr. Nelix.

And we weren’t boarded?

Boarded? Certainly we were boarded.

And they took nothing?

Nothing?  I don’t know.

Come to think of it… after traveling 40,000 light years… little known… how would you be… (boasting.) You’d be nothing more than plasma dust stuck in the pattern buffers.

Nothing? I don’t know.

It’s too much for one Telaxian. (Pause. Gleefully.)  But look at it this way, what’s a starship without a nacelle to get it across the galaxy.

Please assist in decontamination of these bio-neural gel packs.

Ah, those were the days.  Spending hours on the Class M planet near the Klingon System.  Now it’s too late.  They wouldn’t even let us rematerialize. (Tuvok overloads the gel pack and sparks fly.) What are you doing?

Realigning the bio-neural gel packs so we may be on our way, Mr. Nelix.

Always fixing what can never be fixed.

(irritated) Are you going to help?

Are you suffering?

(angrily) What do you think I am doing?

Creating suffering on your own, from your own past.  Your past, Mr. Vulcan, should not be compared with my own.

Are you suffering?

(angrily) What do you think I am doing?

But you want the truth.

I see no truth in us.

You’re right.

Indescribably.

(Pause.)

Sometimes I can still hear them scream.  (adjusts com. badge, moves it side to side.)  A war that destroyed my whole family, only to leave me alone, and to come back to nothing. (moves com. badge again, takes it off, moves it around in his hand, puts it back on the opposite side.)  It hit me, it… (peers out at stars.) …devastated me. (takes com. badge off again, holds it up to his ear, rattles it around in his hand, stares at the back, then the front, and puts it back in its original place.)  Can you tell?

No.

(disgustingly) You’re all the same.

Try it again.

I have.

What of it?

All the same.

(Pause.)

Where did you come from?

The brig.

What were you doing?

Waiting.

Waiting?

Waiting.

What were you waiting for?

Voyager, were we not?

Why… (angrily) I do not seem to recall.

Ships database confirms that a distress signal sent prior to my encounter with you to this day was intended for Voyager.

We met with them… (Pause.)… on star date 40126.3

They saved us?

Saved.

Good.

(Pause.)

Do you know Savvik?

What?

He saved us. My people. (walks to the helm, sits for a few seconds, then stands back up.) Can I tell you the story?

NO!  NO!  Do not speak!

The point is –

He’s bound to come.

Who?

Voyager.  He will save us. (lights flash, Nelix jumps in outrage, runs towards audience) I can see it coming!

(hastily) Identify yourself!

(monotone) We are the Borg.  Resistance is futile.  Your technology will be assimilated into our own.

You have technology?

(timidly) Might we… our… replicator rations… depleted… and I –

Resistance is futile.

(excitingly) Are you Voyager?

(smiling) Have you come to save us?

We are the Borg.

Voyager?

… Morg… Bork… Korg… (struggles)

(faint voice cries out over the com. and a shape moves across the view screen, the only viewable object being a com. badge, Tuvok hesitates)

… Can I… what is going on over there?

Species 804, humanoid.  Resistance to Borg assimilation technology requires termination of unit.

Well… let him speak!

(hive reacts, Borg call for transport of species 804 to the view screen.  804 walks slowly towards the view screen, head down, seeming to be speaking in a low, undecipherable tone.)

Speak!

Yes, speak!

(Pause. 804 does not move.)

Resistance is fruitless!

(Borg attempt assimilation once again, but 804 begins to speak.)

…I … when I… (struggling)

Go on!

(Through 804’s talking, Borg try to assimilate 804 but constantly disengage, while Tuvok tries to beam 804 aboard each time he is attacked.)

I I, when my home world, attacked, fine through what I saw a dust cloud when the world we lived in was a waste land of dust created by I saw what it was it was it was Savivivvik a war it ended all thought and I waited a transwarp conduit only to be to be not to be held at gates to help when a needed threat would destroy all meant to everyone but to everyone what meant nothing as though I I I if I taking the polyprotic isomers of folded and distorted space in conjunction with the ferferfederation through folded and distorted space to find a war that would end the wasteland of dust.

(Tuvok beams the com. badge on, but 804 stays, and the transmission ends after 804 is taken away.)

(Nelix puts on 804’s com badge, walks around, sits down, gets up, turns towards Tuvok.) Well?

No.

(angrily) You’re all the same.

Shall I send another distress call?

Make it so.

(Tuvok walks to the front of the bridge, sits at the helm, but does not move.)





The aim of this script was to incorporate the themes that were seen throughout the first part of Waiting For Godot.  Although I did not set my own story in the same time period or setting, I believe that the stark nature of the space setting I have created are able to express the loneliness of the play.  I also aimed to create an atmosphere where Tuvok set himself above Nelix, being the more logical one in the situations, but I also tried to show that he can be flawed in his reasoning and his idea that he is higher than others. 

