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Dramatis Personae:

* Dr. Clive Saunders — Xenologist

* Dr. Carol Marcus — Molecular Biologist

* Dr. Michael Liebmann —Marine Biologist

* Admiral Harry Morrow — Starfleet Admiral

* Captain Walter Norman Bremer — Captain, U.S.S. Pegasus (NCC-1702)
* Grand Admiral Stephen Turner — Starfleet Fleet Admiral

Locations:

* The Castro, San Francisco, Earth, Sol system

- Starfleet Command, San Francisco, Earth, Sol system

* Planet Vulcan, orbiting 40 Eridani A

- U.S.S. Pegasus (NCC-1702) — Constitution class vessel, due for refit

+ Starbase 12 — Major Federation Starbase, Gamma 400 star system — Fries Posnikoff Sector

Dedicated to the memory of actress
Bibi Besch
who played Carol Marcus in
the Star Trek films

This story takes place in 2279, six years before the events of
Star Trek Il: The Wrath of Khan
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San Francisco, Earth — Stardate 43357.07

Dr. Clive Saunders sat back in his chair, lounging lazily as he smoked his El Primer Mundo Clase
Reserva cigar. As an educated man he was well aware of the harm the cigar was doing to his
respiratory system, but, at age 34 with a lean body, looks that many men would kill for, and his
whole life ahead of him, Saunders was a believer in availing oneself in the pleasures in life.
“Yes,” thought Saunders, “life was good.” He sat on the street outside the Hi-Tops bar in the
Castro, probably the only legit sports bar in the area, inhaling his cigar smoke and savouring the
feel of the Nicaraguan binder on his fingers. The sun was, as his parents back in England would
say, ‘splitting the stones,” on the pavement with a warmth and energy that could not help but
make you feel glad to be alive.

The crowd in the Castro on this August afternoon were lively, enjoying the summer weather and
the carnival atmosphere in town. The Cirque du Soleil was playing in the Castro tonight at the
Clinton Aerodrome, and the bars in the area were already filling up with day-trippers and locals
for the event.

A waitress deposited a glass in front of Saunders, smiled at him as he eyed her flirtatiously, and
then winked before turning to leave. Saunders took the neat Jameson Irish Whiskey and downed
it in one shot. The biting liquid and the taste of his cigar made for a unique taste sensation that
he savoured. The Castro still retained its sense of fun, free spirit, and family that had endeared it
to Saunders back in his travelling days following University. With a gesture of his hand, he
indicated to the waitress that he wanted another shot of whiskey, and took another puff on his
cigar, closing his eyes to savour the sensation once more.

A shadow crossed his line of sight through his closed eyes, and stayed there. He opened his eyes
and saw a slightly older blond woman glancing down at him. She was in her forties, blond, blue-
eyed, and quite beautiful. She wore a pale lavender dress which accentuated her figure and her
long hair framed her face, tumbling down her back. She was looking at him intensely.

“Is this seat taken?” she asked.

Saunders sat up in his chair and fumbled slightly, caught off-guard by this sudden
intrusion of his reverie. “No. Please, sit down,” he said, tidying his ashtray on the table and
stubbing out his cigar. “I'm...” he began.

“Dr. Clive Saunders, Ph.D. and eminent xenologist,” she finished for him. “I know who
you are, Dr. Saunders, that’s why I'm here.”

Saunders was flustered, but immediately more alert, his natural suspicious nature
coming to the fore. “I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage, Ms. ... 727"

“Doctor, I'm Dr. Carol Marcus,” she volunteered.

“Before I ask you to sit down, could you clarify for me that you are not and have never
been a member of, or associated with, Starfleet in any way?” said Saunders, warily.

Carol Marcus sat down, crossed her legs and sat back. “I'll have an Altarian soda water,”
she said to the waitress, who had returned with Saunders’ whiskey. The waitress looked at
Marcus directly, eyeing her up as potential competition, looked at Saunders, then shrugged.

“I'll take that as a ‘yes’ then,” mocked Saunders.

Carol Marcus sat comfortably and leaned forward in a conspiratorial manner. “You can
take it however you like, Dr. Saunders, but I believe I have an offer that you will find of great
interest.”

Saunders leaned forward too, hand on stubbly chin, and looked directly into Carol
Marcus’s bright blue eyes. “Go ahead, then. I'm all ears.”

The afternoon light began to fade into the warm glow of the evening as Saunders and Marcus
discussed her offer. She was, as she said, Dr. Carol Marcus. Saunders had recognised her name
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as soon as she had spoken it. She was a preeminent molecular biologist who recently had
undertaken a classified research post working with Starfleet Research and Starfleet Science
Division. She was in her forties, and had a son in his early twenties. Like Marcus, her son was
also studying to be a molecular biologist.

“Again, Dr. Saunders,” said Carol coolly as she sipped the coffee she had moved on to an
hour or so earlier. “I am working with, and not for, Starfleet as part of a project proposal which
will benefit all members of the Federation.”

“The dismantling of the military?” laughed Saunders, as he downed his umpteenth
whiskey. “I'm no pacifist, but it seems to me that Starfleet has lost its way with regard to the
mission of science and exploration. All you hear about these days are threats and skirmishes
with the bloody Klingons.”

Carol Marcus’s demeanour slipped for the first time since she had joined Saunders
earlier. “Look, Saunders, when you’re finished whining and moaning about how bad things are,
why not think about how good things could be if you only want them to be. My project could
literally bring life from the void of nothing. It could house and feed millions, yes, even the
Klingons, if they wanted it. It's something to aspire to.”

Saunders sat back and began to clap his hands slowly. “Excellent performance, Dr.
Marcus. I'm suitably impressed.” Before she could speak, Saunders quickly continued. “And if
you would like to send me any information you have, then [ will peruse it in detail.”

Carol sighed in relief and relaxed in her chair. “You understand, that the proposal is
classified and will need to be treated as such, and with great care.”

“Noted.” he said, smiling. “And now why don’t we celebrate by letting me take you to
dinner? There’s a fantastic little sushi bar over on Leavenworth, and I'm starving.”

Carol Marcus would normally have said no, but there was something exciting about Clive
Saunders that reminded her of another man she had known many years in the past, another
self-assured maverick. “As long as we can talk about your work at Tycho, then why not,” she
replied.

Saunders had carried out experimental field work in low-gravity situations at Tycho City, on the
lunar surface, for his doctorate.

“Hey, why not then--as long as you don’t mind hearing some of my tales from my
carousing there, as well!” he laughed. His laughter was infectious and she joined in. Saunders
caught her arm as they left. “You know something, Dr. Marcus? This could be the beginning of a
beautiful relationship.”

One Month Later
U.S.S. Pegasus (NCC -1702) — at cruising speed to planet Vulcan

Captain Walter Norman Bremer sat in his quarters, dreading the evening that lay ahead. He had
been Captain of the U.S.S. Pegasus for 14 of his 44 years, and few things bothered him more than
forced camaraderie. Eating at home with his wife Summer Cole and the kids was always a
pleasure, as was dining with his crew. Tonight, however, he had the dubious pleasure of hosting
a dinner for members of the Vulcan Science Council returning to Vulcan, as well as some of the
human members of the liaison group who would be attending a symposium at the Council HQ
on Vulcan. He hated these formal occasions.

“Oh well...” he sighed to himself as he left his quarters, in full dress uniform, and began to make
his way to the Captain’s dining hall for the dinner. As the turbolift door opened, he was met by
the visage of Dr. Michael Liebmann, a member of the Starfleet liaison team to the Vulcan Science
Council, a renowned marine biologist, and a multilingual scholar. Liebmann was in his late
forties, but was looking remarkably well preserved. Somebody who knows how to take care of
himself, thought Bremer.
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“Why, hello Captain Bremer,” said Liebmann airily. “Whenever is this old ship of yours
due for a refit? It seems almost archaic being here in a ship of this design. Why, the Enterprise
was refit almost 10 years ago now. Have you been a bad boy?”

Bremer forced a smile. “Not at all, Dr. Liebmann, but you will appreciate there is a
programme in place for refits, and that they take from 18-to-24 months for a Constitution class
vessel. We're scheduled for refit in 2281, a mere two years from now”.

Liebmann looked solemn. “A lot can happen in two years, Captain, believe me.”

“Indeed,” said Bremer, dryly, as he started to look at the deck display on the wall, which,
to his mind, was proving much more interesting than his conversation with Liebmann.

The turbolift arrived at its destination, depositing both men in the corridor leading to the dining
hall. A small crowd had assembled outside the room and were chatting to each other over pre-
dinner beverages. Bremer recognised several notable members of the Vulcan Science Council
amongst them, not drinking but talking quietly, and in a far corner, raucous laughter coming
from the brash young xenologist, Clive Saunders, who was surrounded by a number of ensigns,
both male and female, who were obviously enthralled with whatever tale he was spinning.

“Tut, tut” muttered Michael Liebmann. “My colleague really just does not know how to
behave himself in polite company. It's a wonder he was ever allowed be on the Vulcan Science
Council liaison team in the first place”.

Bremer smiled. “Infinite Diversity in Infinite Combinations, Dr. Liebmann.”

Faced with the Vulcans’ own philosophy, Liebmann merely sighed and then moved
toward the group of Vulcans. “If you will excuse me, Captain.”

Bremer nodded and made his way in the opposite direction over to where Dr. Clive Saunders
stood. The three ensigns stopped laughing at his approach, and shifted uneasily.

“As you were, ensigns.” said Bremer. The ensigns moved off and Bremer turned to
Saunders. “Well, Doctor, I see you found our Aldebaranian wine. [ hope it is to your liking.”

Saunders nodded. “Very much so, Captain, as is the crew of your fine ship.”

Bremer turned to look at the ensigns lurking nearby. “I do hope you'll respect Starfleet
protocol and leave those two ladies alone, Saunders” he said, more firmly. “Respect for the
uniform and all that.”

Saunders was quick as a flash. “Absolutely, Captain. So do I presume from your comment
that the male ensign—Gillespie, I think--is fair game?”

Bremer laughed heartily. “Nothing you do would surprise me, Saunders. It’s lucky for
you that I have a sense of humour.”

“I suppose it is, Captain.” said Saunders.

The dinner gong sounded and the Captain’s steward ushered the guests in, saying,
“Ambassadors, Captain, honoured guests. Please take your seats. Dinner is served.”

Starfleet Command, San Francisco, Earth

Admiral Harry Morrow paced in front of his office window. The view of San Francisco Bay
usually brought him something akin to relaxation, but today he was stressed. Starfleet wanted
to fast track the ‘Genesis proposal’ from Dr. Carol Marcus, but the infuriating woman was
playing hard to get. In a bid to get her to acquiesce to actually get the project rolling, Morrow
had invited her here, to his office, at Starfleet Command. She was already 20 minutes late.

The intercom chimed and his trusted aide, Celesta, spoke. “Dr. Carol Marcus is here to
see you Admiral”.
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“Send her in, Celesta” said Morrow, straightening his tunic and turning to face the door.

Carol Marcus glided into the Admirals office and made directly for Morrow, shaking his
proffered hand warmly. Morrow admired Marcus’ forthright approach and invited her to sit.
Marcus sat down on the comfortable couch, which offered a fine view of the Starfleet complex.
She crossed her legs demurely. Her one-piece suit was business-like, but did nothing to hide her
figure.

“So, Dr. Marcus.” began Morrow. “It’s good to see you again, but, before we begin, can |
offer you some refreshment? Altarian soda water is your poison, isn’t it?”

“That would be lovely, Admiral” said Marcus, removing a data padd from her small
shoulder satchel. She readjusted her position on the couch whilst Morrow asked Celesta to
bring some beverages. When Celesta left and Morrow had secured the room, the real
conversation began.

“Dr. Marcus, as titular head of the Starfleet team which will be assigned to your ‘Genesis
Project,’ [ have to say I am a little disappointed at your lack of enthusiasm to get the ball rolling,
if you will excuse the vernacular.”

Marcus laughed. “Admiral Morrow, there is no Genesis Project. There is merely a
proposal. 1 have made it very clear to Starfleet that, in order to progress this to Stage 1, I
require specific personnel, personnel whose abilities and skills are of paramount importance to
the success of this proposal. “

“I am aware of that fact, Dr. Marcus, and, to the best of my knowledge, we have acquired
the expertise of nearly everyone on your list.”

Marcus offered her data padd to Morrow, which he took. “Nearly everyone is not
everyone, Admiral.”

Morrow squinted at the screen. “Dr. Clive Saunders. Isn’t he the xenologist on the Vulcan
Science Council liaison team?”

“Indeed he is, Admiral,” replied Marcus, “and also one of the most experienced experts in
zero and low gravity xenology work, which is expertise I will need for this proposal to become
Stage 2 of a viable project.”

Morrow stood and walked to the window. “I see. You do realise that, as a member of the
Vulcan liaison team, he’s already in a vital role, and even if he were not, as a civilian, he is under
no obligation to join your mission.”

“I realise everything” said Marcus, rising and coming to stand beside the window, too.
“However, surely you can make it happen”.

Morrow turned, bemused. “I can hardly conscript the man to Starfleet!”

“No, you can’t, but I think it will take the two of us to make things happen” said Marcus,
returning to her seat.

“And how exactly do we do that?” snorted Morrow.

“You just get him off the Vulcan Science Council liaison group, and I'll take it from there”
said Marcus. She took a sip of her Altarian water when she’d finished speaking.

Morrow was incredulous. “It’s that simple?” he asked.

Carol Marcus smiled. “It’s that simple.”

U.S.S Pegasus (NCC -1702) — in orbit at planet Vulcan

Dr. Michael Liebmann was in the middle of his dessert when he was lightly touched on the
shoulder by one of the ship’s stewards.

“Excuse me, Dr. Liebmann, but there is an urgent incoming call for you on subspace,”
whispered the waiter.
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Liebmann masked his surprise well, but was irritated, to say the least. He hated being
interrupted while dining. “To coin a phrase, can you take a message?”

The steward leaned in closer. “It is an encrypted Priority One message, sir, from the
office of Admiral Morrow.”

Liebmann rose. “Then take me to your nearest secure transponder, young man.”

Liebmann excused himself, bowing to the Vulcan dignitaries alongside of whom he was sitting,
and even giving a slight nod to Clive Saunders, who was in a heated discussion with Captain
Bremer. Saunders might be a tad annoying, but Liebmann saw a lot to like in him - personable,
charming, attractive, and intelligent. ‘Perhaps Saunders was a colleague who could be
cultivated,” he thought.

Exiting the Captain’s dining room, Liebmann was escorted to the nearest empty crew quarters
with a subspace transceiver. He thanked the steward, ensured the door was secure, and sat
down. The screen sprang to life, showing a live image of Admiral Harry Morrow.

“Ah, Harry, my old friend” said Liebmann, somewhat relieved to see a familiar face. “And
to what do I owe this pleasure?” Harry Morrow looked shifty, thought Liebmann.

“Michael, my friend, I'm afraid I have a favour to ask of you, one of supreme importance.
And one for which ‘no’ is not really an answer.”

Fifteen minutes later, Michael Liebmann was practically growling at Harry Morrow.

“So let me get this straight, Harry. In order to fill a gap in a roster for Carol Marcus, you
want me to somehow engineer it to have Clive Saunders thrown off the Vulcan Science Council
liaison group?”

Morrow nodded “In a nutshell, yes.”

Liebmann was furious. “Carol Marcus is a woman whose grasp on molecular biology is
questionable. Her theories are just that, theories. Untried and untested. I always thought she
wasn’t a nice person, but her modus operandi to get Saunders on her team is despicable.”

Morrow nodded, gravely. “Be that as it may, we need her and she needs him.”

Liebmann sighed. “She is a horrible woman, and if this works, Saunders will actually
hate me.”

Morrow grinned. “Since when has being popular been high on your agenda, Michael?
You're happiest when you're able to get away to your little research outpost on Pacifica. I'm
afraid I'm depending on you to get Saunders off the liaison team. I'll talk to Captain Bremer
myself and ask him to make sure and drop Saunders off at Starbase 12. Dr. Marcus will take it
from there.”

Liebmann dripped sarcasm. “Come into my parlour, said the spider to the fly.”

Morrow looked serious. “I'll look forward to you completing your mission, Dr. Liebmann.
Morrow out.”

Michael Liebmann stood and sighed. This was an intolerable situation. Yet, in his heart, he knew
it was useless to cross Harry Morrow. Nothing could be gained and the support which Morrow
had shown him in setting up his operation on Pacifica had to have its price. “Time to pay the
piper” thought Liebmann, and made his exit.

Some hours later, Clive Saunders sat in the crew mess, savouring his whiskey. He was surprised
to be joined at his table by Dr. Liebmann.

“Well, Dr. Liebmann, to what do I owe this particular pleasure?” asked Saunders. He
knew Liebmann could be irritating and conservative, but he actually enjoyed their arguments on
the liaison team, and was secretly quite fond of him.
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“I believe you have been looking for some soil samples from the Vulcan archaeological
site at Fannlore for many years now. I've managed to acquire some and would like you to have
them. Here...” said Liebmann, as he passed, with gloved hand, a small hazmat container across
the table.

Saunders took the container in his hand. “Dr. Liebmann, you know that Fannlore is a
sacred site. You, or whoever got these samples, had no right in doing that - it’s unethical and
actually criminal!”

Liebmann got up to walk away. “Be that as it may, they are yours now.”

Saunders looked at the container and then put it in his breast pocket. “I'm afraid I'm
going to have to give this to the Captain, Dr. Liebmann.”

Liebmann nodded. “You must do what you feel is right, of course” he said, and walked
away.

“Now, what was all that about?” thought Saunders. Why had Liebmann done this? Just then, two
security guards entered the crew mess and walked over to Saunders. The tallest of them, a red-
haired Irishman, spoke softly but clearly.

“Dr. Saunders, we believe you may have restricted material on your person. Can you
follow us, please?”

Saunders was astounded. What the hell? He’'d been stung, but why would Liebmann do this?

Sometime later, Saunders sat in the brig of the U.S.S. Pegasus, cursing loudly and hitting the
energy screen across the entranceway to his cell in frustration. The ensign on duty in the brig
ignored his outbursts.

The brig door opened and Captain Bremer entered. “Saunders, I am extremely disappointed in
you.”

“It’s a set up, sir” said Saunders. “Liebmann did this.”

“Dr. Liebmann was the very one who alerted us to your activity, Saunders. We know you
got these samples from that Andorian attaché who was at the banquet. He’d been at the
Fannlore site and passed them on to you”.

Saunders started to protest but Bremer raised a hand. “Silence.” He walked to the energy
field “It was lucky for us that Dr. Liebmann noted your goings on. We managed to catch the
Andorian and he confessed to all. He’s been transferred to an Andorian vessel in orbit, and will
be punished by his own people - that’s what the Vulcans want”.

“I AM INNOCENT!” shouted Saunders. He could hardly speak he was so frustrated.

Bremer spoke clearly. “Dr. Liebmann and the Andorian have both testified against you,
and the Vulcan Science Council has removed you from the liaison team. They are leaving it to me
to punish you. [ am to drop you at Starbase 12, by order of Starfleet, and your punishment will
be to make your own way to your next destination.”

“For God’s sake,” shouted Saunders, “that’s in the Gamma 400 star system. It'll take me
forever to make my way back to Earth.”

“We’ll be reaching your destination in four standard earth days” replied Bremer,
robotically. “I suggest you get some rest.”

It seemed like an eternity later that Michael Liebmann entered the brig and, with the ensign’s
permission, approached Saunders cell. Saunders could have wasted energy attacking the energy
screen but merely looked at Liebmann

“Why?” Saunders asked, dejectedly.
Liebmann swallowed hard. He gulped, actually. “You were eclipsing me on the liaison
team, so you had to go. I want you to know, there are no hard feelings.”




Star Trek: Grissom Prose 0.1 Tabula Rasa page 9

Saunders’ eyes flew open and he sprang like a cat, flying at the energy screen. “You
bastard! I thought you were okay, I really thought you might be a decent enough bloke under
that prissy facade, but you're a total bastard!”

Liebmann watched Saunders writhe in pain as he impacted the force field again. Liebmann’s
face was expressionless. “You are right Dr. Saunders. I am a bastard”. He turned and left.

Starfleet Command, San Francisco, Earth

The office of Grand Admiral Stephen Turner was minimalist, to say the least. Although officially
there was no ‘one power’ in Starfleet, as Fleet Admiral, Turner had responsibility for all Starfleet
operations, particularly with regard to military operations. Turner had replaced Heihachiro
Nogura, who had been the Fleet Admiral at the time of the V’Ger crisis, but had since taken early
retirement.

Turner sat behind his desk and spoke to Admiral Harry Morrow, who was sitting opposite him.

“So Admiral, I believe that you have assisted Dr. Marcus in getting her team together and
that it will soon be in place” he said.

“That’s an affirmative, Grand Admiral” replied Morrow. “All is going according to plan.
Dr. Marcus will now be in a position to secure Dr. Saunders’ services.”

“Good work” Turner said, clasping his hands together. “This proposal has tremendous
potential for the future in both a terraforming and also a military capacity.”

Morrow frowned. “I don’t think Dr. Marcus feels this Genesis proposal has any potential
military benefit, Grand Admiral.”

Turner looked directly into Morrows eyes. “With all due respect, Admiral, my primary
concern is for the safety of, and maintenance of, the security of the United Federation of Planets.
[ will support this Genesis proposal to full project status for that reason only.”

Morrow began to object. “Sir, surely we should be careful with how we proceed, the
Klingons...” He was cut short by Turner.

“Ensure that this proposal is given full project status! It is to have priority, and to have
full high level security encryption. You are now in charge of this project. Funding will be
provided to your department. That will be all, Admiral Morrow.”

Morrow was about to voice his concerns, but the stony resolve set on Stephen Turner’s
face told him that it would be futile. “I understand, sir.”

Now that Morrow had acquiesced, Turner became more convivial. “Excellent, well done.
[ know the project is in good hands with you, Harry.”

He stood and moved to shake Morrow’s hand.

“Thank you, Admiral.” replied Morrow, shaking Turner’s hand and taking his leave.

Turner sat down again and activated his computer.

“Security Level Alpha - Code Turner Delta Chronos ELE.”

The computer replied, “Secure file access confirmed. State file you would like to access.”
“Financial” said Turner, and looked as the financial charts for all of his current projects
appeared on the screen.

He perused the charts for a short time and then spoke to the computer again.

“Computer, move four million credits from the Cinera Project to the Genesis Project.
Genesis Project to be under remit of Admiral Harry Morrow. Full access to credit line to be
notified to his office.”

“Confirmed” came the female voice from his computer terminal.
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Turner was pleased - between the Cinera and Genesis proposals, he had enough projects getting
underway to ensure that the Federation was in a position to defend itself when the inevitable
war came with the Klingon Empire. He was going to make sure that Starfleet was up to the job,
whatever it took.

Starbase 12 — Gamma 400 star system — Fries Posnikoff sector

“Given its proximity to both the Klingon Empire and Romulan Star Empire, Starbase 12 is one of the
most important outposts in the Federation. It is also the nearest Starbase to the Sheridan system
and the oft-disputed Sheridan’s world. It is a sizeable installation with a large crew and supports a
large population of civilians, Starfleet personnel, Federation citizens, Klingons, traders and
diplomats passing through on a daily basis. In 2267 the Federation flagship U.S.S. Enterprise
diverted from a routine mission to Starbase 12 and encountered the despot Khan Noonian Singh,
who he has not been heard of since. The U.S.S. Enterprise visits Starbase 12 often due to our superb
starship repair and maintenance facilities, and her crew made use of our excellent shore leave
opportunities in 2267, 2269, and 2270 and again in 2283.”

Clive Saunders stifled a yawn and set down the padd on which he had been reading the history
of Starbase 12. Fascinating as it was, Saunders was in no mood for reading. He sat in the
promenade area and gazed out at the stars as he sipped his black coffee. He had been dropped at
Starbase 12 one week ago, and after 6 days of heavy drinking, carousing, and hooking up with
various shady ladies, he had sobered up and settled in, eventually. The fact that he had spent all
his available credit had helped him come to a decision to sober up. Credit would be easy to
access via his parents, but he really didn’t want to think about how he was going to explain this
one to them - he supposed that he could tell them he had been detailed to Starbase 12 to look at
some soil samples from Sherman’s Planet and his credit line had been exhausted. However,
having to ask his father, Henry Saunders, Dean of Medicine at Oxford University, for credit was
embarrassing and just couldn’t bring himself do it. He was a grown man, for Christ’s sake, he
told himself. Still, if he did relent, it meant he might get out of here sooner, rather than later. He
was in a dilemma and needed somewhere to lie low and refocus his energy.

He left his unfinished coffee and made his way to a comms booth. There, he entered the details
of the call connection he wanted to make, and shortly the visage of Dr. Carol Marcus appeared
on the screen. She stood in front of a lab area, with activity in the background. She smiled when
she saw him.

“Dr. Saunders, how lovely to see you! You look a little rough, if you don’t mind me
saying. How can [ help?”

Saunders sighed. “I've had a run of bad luck and need somewhere to lie low for a while.
Someplace where I can work and think. Do you still need a xenologist?”

Marcus looked surprised. “Would you believe it, we've just received funding from
Starfleet for the proposal and are moving to project status. How opportune of you to call now.”

Saunders was irritated. “Whoop-de-doo and congrats, but do you need me or not?” he
snarled.

Carol Marcus was talking to somebody behind her. “That’s right, David - those boxes
need to go but leave the silver crates, they're redundant. Sorry, Dr. Saunders” she said. “I was
just talking to my son, David.”

Saunders smirked. “I still can’t believe you have a son, you look far too...”

“...young?” she interrupted.

“I was going to say ‘hot™ said Saunders.

Marcus beamed at him. “Why Clive, are you flirting with me?”
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Saunders felt more his old self now. “I certainly am - Carol.”

Marcus looked him full in the face. “Okay then, Clive, welcome to Project Genesis-Phase
1. We'll extend you a line of credit to get you here to Earth, which is where we are beginning
our work. Just send me your padd account details and it will be with you shortly.”

“So, I guess I'm one of the team, then?” asked Saunders.

“I guess you are” replied Marcus “I'll see you soon, Clive. Have a safe trip.”

The communication ended and Saunders sat back, relieved. Liebmann may have stabbed him in

the back, and he may have lost his position on the Vulcan liaison team, but thanks to Carol
Marcus he would have a blank slate and a new start. Tabula rasa.

-fin-




