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BBS TREK TNG is a Behavior Based Safety film written in parody and produced by EventHorizonMedia.net. EventHorizonMedia.net worked closely with an ad hoc committee at SRS active in the creation of specific safety related videos for the purpose of promoting Behavior Based Safety at SRNL. Information concerning EventHorizonMedia.net may be obtained by contacting Paul Gray. 

Star Trek, related terminology and icons are the intellectual property of          ® Paramount Studios. No illegal use of their property, real or intellectual, has or will be done in this production. Similarities are intentional for the purpose of parody. Musical score, sound effects, still pictures, animations and video clips will be created in house or acquired legitimately to suit our needs. 

BBS TREK TNG is an EventHorizonMedia production. Commercialization, sale or any other us of this product that results in the generation of revenue is prohibited. 

Participants in this project do so voluntarily. No additional compensation is offered nor implied from SRS, SRNL, EventHorizonMedia.net, the D.O.E. or assumed agents. All participation in the project is done without coercion from the aforementioned organizations, their management or employees. 

Ownership in the project is neither implied nor granted to the viewers, producers, promoters, support, cast or other participants. The finished product is the property of EventHorizonMedia.net. EventHorizonMedia.net claims free use of the product for the purpose of promoting Behavioral Based Safety.

EventHorizonMedia.net, writers, editors, promoters, supporters and other participants are creatively expressing their interpretation of BBS to the best of their ability. EventHorizonMedia.net does not hold the management responsible for the content of this project.

The sole purpose of this project is to support and encourage Behavior Based Safety at work, home and play.
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Screen Writer: The individual that formally takes the final story and re-writes it in script form scene by scene for the purpose of defining detail for actors, producers and the director. The screen play accounts for timeline, continuity in the smallest detail and verbally establishes the setting of each scene considering all points before and after.

Producer: The overall manager of the project

Director: Formally gives scene direction, maintains creative control of the project, ensures continual flow of mood and motivation. Coagulates and incorporates ideas from others into the final production. Is the project leader.

Camera Operator: Any individual formally operating the camera during at least one full scene.

Promoter: An individual enlisted and actively engaged in the formal advertisement, public presentation or a support drive relative to the project. 

Wardrobe: Any individual formally enlisted to take part in the purchase, creation or alteration of wardrobe planned, used or needed by the production cast. 

Grip: Helpers, runners, gophers formally used in the production project. 

Key Grip: Formal supervisor for the grip crew

Lighting Technician: Technical individuals formally and actively responsible for the lighting effects on scene shooting.

Administrative Supervisor: Formally assigned and actively taking part in administrative oversight for the project. 

Sound Supervisor: Formally in charge of sound on set. Handles microphones and background or ambient sounds to suit the situation. Creates or aids in the creation of special sound effects needed. Coaches actors in voice inflexion, attitude and projection.

Editor: Person or persons involved in trimming, matching and blending of scenes, visual manipulation of raw video material to affect the finished product. Produces formally assists in the video editing, special effects, audio/video overlays etc. that result in the finished product to be shown to the desired audience.

Individual Scene Requirements

Various CGI animations of space

Various CGI animations of the ship warping through space

Various CGI elements of the ship passing the Kutaera nebula

Various CGI animations of the ship entering orbit

Various CGI animations of the ship in orbit

Various CGI animations of two ships in orbit

Various CGI animations of two ships in orbit with one firing at the other

Various CGI animations of the ship leaving orbit
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STORY IDEA
The following words are displayed on the screen as the narration is heard

“A safe workplace is a right, a privilege and more than a condition of employment. Safety is a condition of the quality of our very lives.”

Narration is done by the  captain as our theme plays in the background and the BBS Enterprise is seen flying through the expanse of BBS space.

“Safety,”

“A condition of employment?”

“These are the voyages of the BBS ship Enterprise.”

“Our mission,”

“To share BBS with everyone we meet,”

“To seek out new observees and new observations,”

“To boldly take BBS  where it has never gone before”

---------------music-------------------

The cast names appear on screen as the Enterprise is seen racing past in familiar ST fashion and our own special BBS theme music plays n the background. Interestingly enough, the BBS Enterprise is actually a house which symbolizes taking safety home with us each day. This also promotes shooting the production off site which is more convenient and less costly for the site. The crew, while utilizing similar names to the satirically referenced science fiction series, are depicted as a type of Local Safety Improvement Team. The captain is the chairman. The names are listed here as they appear on the real show for identity purposes only. They will be changed in the final version.

---------------music-------------------

 NATURAL BORN OBSERVERS

The Enterprise is seen from the vacuum of space as it passes by. The camera rotates around the vehicle as it continues on its path, destination unknown at this point. Stars and nearby planets are elongated lines of light as the Enterprise travels faster than the speed of light itself. The crew members sit at consoles, busily going about the business of flying through space. Captain Picard’s voice is heard as he records the adventures usual log entry marking the beginning of this mission. 

Picard: “Captain’s log, BBS date 61324.9”

 “The Enterprise is in route to the Enora Cluster, a series of systems located beyond the Kutaera Nebula. Repeated efforts to establish contact with the chancellor of Enora Prime have failed. It is our intent to establish first contact with the Enorans and to develop a Behavioral Based Safety program for them as a gesture of our galactic good will.”

The Enterprise approaches the planet Enora Prime

Picard: “Standard orbit Mr. Data.”

Data: “Aye sir”

Commander Data moves his hands across the navigation control panel with surgical precision and maneuvers the ship into orbit around the planet below. 

Picard: “Mr. Worf, open a ship wide channel. 

Worf: “Channel open sir”

Picard: “All hands, this is captain Picard. We have arrived at our destination and are establishing orbit around Enora prime. Terminate all non essential operations and prepare for ship wide shut down and diagnostic. We’ve traveled long and hard. Congratulations on a job well done.”

The captain hesitates, almost terminates the communication, then makes one further comment.

Picard: “If it’s of interest to anyone, ship to shore leave begins in twelve hours. You’ve earned it. Picard out. “

Cheers erupt throughout the ship.

Worf: “Captain.”  

Picard turns his attention to the tactical station.

Worf” “Sick bay is reporting numerous bumps and bruises. Perhaps you should take this opportunity to mention Behavioral Based Safety prior to releasing the crew for shore leave.”

Picard: “Good idea Mr. Worf. Recommendation noted. I’ll make an all hands address in ten forward prior to our beam down.. In the mean time…. Let’s get to work. Number one, you have the bridge. I’ll be in my ready room.”

Picard leaves his station and proceeds to his ready room which is located forward and to the left, adjacent to the bridge.

Riker: “Aye sir. Computer….”

Computer: “Chirp”

Riker:  “Begin ship wide shutdown and full system diagnostic in ten minutes. Notify engineering when diagnostics are complete, one minute interval, audible count down. Mark.”

Computer: “Instruction acknowledged, ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in nine minutes fifty six seconds. All command functions will be offline for exactly three hours, twenty one minutes.”

Riker: “Confirmed. Riker to La-Forge”

Lieutenant Commander Geordie La-Forge is busily going about various functions in engineering. His visor fits neatly over his eyes as he examines a dilythiem reaction chamber near the washing machine. He acknowledges the first officers hail.

Geordie: “Go ahead commander.”

Riker: “Geordie, do you have time for me to conduct a BBS observation?”

Geordie: “I certainly do commander. Come on down and observe away. Better bring a flashlight. It’s gonna get pretty dark in here in about nine and a half minutes.”

Riker: “On my way; Mr. Worf, man the bridge. I’ll be right back.”

Worf: “Aye sir”

Riker ambles off screen in his usual John Wayne style and steps into the turbo lift

Riker: “Deck two”

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in nine minutes.”

The sounds of the turbo lift’s servos are heard as the elevator begins to move. A moment later the door opens and Riker steps out into the passageway leading to engineering. Three steps later the ship is rocked by a series of external explosions. Riker is nearly knocked off his feet. He touches his comm. badge and says…

Riker: “Riker to bridge, REPORT.”

Worf responds via the comm.-link

Worf: “Commander, there is a Klingon vessel de-cloaking off our starboard bow. They are firing interrupters. Brace for impact!”

Another volley of explosion sends the commander reeling side to side. 

Riker: “Red Alert! Maximum power to forward shields, all hands man your battle stations. I’m on my way Worf.”

He pushes off the bulkhead as another volley impacts. He turns around and takes the ladder back to the bridge. 

Captain Picard races toward the bridge and is knocked off his feet by another series of photon weapons as they impact with the hull of his ship. He bangs his head on the doorframe and lays motionless. 

The bridge is shaken yet again by another blast from the attacking ship. Riker steps out of the ladder way and shouts through the smoke filled confusion,

Riker: “Report!”

Worf: “Shields at sixty two percent and holding, section twelve reports damage to structural force fields and a one crewman has been injured. Our weapons are armed and ready commander.”

Riker: “Very well Mr. Worf. Captain to the bridge! Bring us about Mr. Data, twenty degrees to port. Prepare to return fire on my command.”

The captain begins to stir on the floor of his ready room. He rubs his forehead. A bump is already visible from his conversation with the door frame. He struggles to stand. 

Data: “Aye sir, twenty degrees to port.”

Worf: “Commander, we are being hailed.”

Riker: “On screen.”

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in eight minutes.”

The view screen, black to this point, begins to illuminate. The face of the attacking ships commander is now clearly seen. It is their old friend Cheesey the Feringie, A dealer in artifacts of antiquity, acquisition and information, none of which have any real value. 

Riker: “CHEESEY? What do you mean firing on us like this? Are you crazy? I should blow you right our of orbit you sorry excuse for a tribble smuggler.”

Cheesey: “Sticks and stones commander. I imagined a bit warmer welcome from you. I was simply trying to get your attention, besides, surprises like this keep you on your toes. Did I interrupt any BBS observations?”

The captain pushes his ready room door open and stumbles out onto the bridge. He is rubbing a banged forehead upon which an angry knot is becoming obvious. The greeting he has for their old friend is not exactly cordial. 

Picard: “What do you want Cheesey? We haven’t time for your nonsense. Tactical, target his engine nacelles and fire at will.”

Worf begins the action then hesitates to see if the captain is serious with his deadly command.

Cheesey: “Wait! Greetings to you too captain Picard. I was just playing with you.”

Picard: “I believe the last time we saw each other was on Jakar III and if I’m not mistaken I somehow received another uninvited knot on my head. State your business before I allow Mr. Worf to carry out my orders. We have work to do.”

Riker eyeballs the bump on the captains head and snickers in the famed Commander Riker way and then turns away. The captain ignores his insubordinate taunt. 

Cheesey: “Awwww. I’m touched captain. You remembered. And after all this time. We really should see more of each other, don’t you think? Perhaps business partners.”

Picard: “What I think is that every time we see you, people end up getting hurt and more often than not, one of them is me. With your foolish pranks and practical jokes, you’re a walking….. flying BBS nightmare, and how did you come by that Klingon ship? You most likely swindle it from an unsuspecting fleet commander. He won’t be happy when he catches up with you and mark my words, he will catch up with you.”

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in seven minutes.”

Cheesey: “Now captain, if you didn’t like me so much I’d be offended. I won this ship fair and square on a daboo table at DS10. The previous owner was very gracious in handing over the controls. Granted I did find out that it was stolen a week earlier but none of that is my concern. Winners chinners, losers bruisers, that’s what I always say captain…. which brings me to the reason I’m here.”

Riker and Picard lean forward in frightful anticipation of the forthcoming revelation and say in unison, 

Riker & Picard: “We’re all ears.”

Anyone familiar with Feringies knows they have HUGE ears. 

Cheesey snaps his attention toward the monitor as if to protest the pun, his huge ears even more apparent to the viewer now than before. He shakes his head interpreting the joke they made on him as an indication of friendship and turns his back to the screen momentarily to regain his composure. He takes two paces away then faces the screen once again to continue his oration.

Cheesey: “The good citizens below on Enora prime have engaged me as Behavior Based Safety officer of the entire planet. They obviously recognize leadership potential when they see it.”

Riker & Picard: in unison again, “They’ve WHAT?”

Cheesey’s countenance stutters a bit. He clears his throat and continues. 

Cheesey: “Of course you can understand my concern. I was taken totally by surprise. I mean, I didn’t expect it at all, but alas, I had to accept since they so desperately needed someone to help them with their safety program. At the same time I feel a bit inadequate since my only dealing with BBS is the observation you performed on me when I was incarcerated a year ago on the Klingon homeworld.”

Picard: “Judging from your mode of transportation, you’re about to have that experience again.”

Riker: “So you’ve come to ask us to bail you out again, is that it?”

Cheesey: “That is a somewhat vulgar way of addressing the facts of the matter commander but I must say pretty much to the point. Can you help me?”

Picard: “Out of the question Cheesey. Once again you’ve managed to dig yourself into a hole.”

Cheesey flinches at the rejection, his countenance reflecting his indignation. 

Picard:  “Well this time you’ll have to dig yourself out. We will have nothing to do with deceiving these innocent people, especially where their safety is concerned. It just so happens, we have traveled long and hard to bring the inhabitants of Enora prime a legitimate Behavioral Based Safety program. We’re not about to take part in your charade or allow you to cause confusion in the process. And be advised, if you fire on us again”, (raises his eyebrows and tilts his head towards the viewer) “you will be looking for a ride back home. Good day!”

Picard motions and Worf terminates the transmission. The screen goes black.

Riker addresses Picard

Riker: “What do you think he’s gonna do?”

Picard: “I don’t know what he’s going to do, but we need to establish contact with the Enoran chancellor and discuss our mission immediately before Cheesey has time to do any more harm.”

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in four minutes.”

Riker: “Considering the circumstances, I don’t think we should proceed with this ship wide shutdown, at least not with Cheesey in the neighborhood.”

Picard: “I agree number one. Computer, (chirp) Pause countdown. (chirp) State the ramifications on the planned diagnostic is we revert to warm shutdown status rather than cold?”

Computer: chirp, “Some system diagnostics are not possible during warm shutdown conditions due to random plasma flow.”

Picard: “Which systems will be adversely affected by this change?”

Computer: chirp “Affected systems are, the warp drive, impulse engines, the ships computer, navigation, the replicators, holodeck, ten forward, starboard and aft shields, stellar cartography, port and forward shields, visual and audible communications, all engineering functions, manual and automatic maneuvering thrusters….”

Picard interrupts….

Picard: “Computer! (chirp) which systems CAN be diagnosed during a warm shutdown?”

Computer: (chirp) “The ships restroom facilities.”

Picard is again frustrated and shows it with a sigh

Picard: “Proceed with the countdown.”

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in four minutes.”

Picard: “Come with me number one. I have an idea”

Picard and Riker as seen entering sick bay

Picard: “Activate EMH.”

The Emergency Medical Holographic doctor appears before them.

EMH: “Please state the nature of your medical emergency.”

Picard: “Doctor, I need your help.”

EMH: “Well of course you do, I’m a doctor. What is the nature of your medical concern?”

The EMH doctor eyeballs the bump on his bald head.

Picard: “No no, I need your assistance in other areas. Do you have your autonomous emitter handy?”

EMH raises an eyebrow

EMH: “Wrong series captain. That bump on your head may be more serious than you think. Let me take a look.”

Picard: “BLAST! Computer, terminate EMH program.”

The emergency medical hologram vanishes as quickly as he appeared. Picard turns to his first officer and enacts plan B. 

Picard: “Number one, take an away team to the surface. Contact the chancellor and explain the circumstances. I will stay here with the crew. Once the diagnostic maintenance is complete I’ll beam down the crew a few at a time for shore leave. That way the ship won’t be unprotected from Cheesey’s antics but the crew will still get their much needed R&R. Keep me posted on your progress.”

Riker: “Aye sir, and if Cheesey shows up? How would you like me to handle that?”

Picard: “I have plans for our money hungry friend. If things go according to my plan, you won’t have to worry about that happening for at least three and a half hours.”

Riker: “Good luck captain.”

Riker ambles off to do what he has been told. The captain returns to the bridge and takes measures to set his plans into action.

Picard: “Mr Worf, hail the Klingon ship. I have a proposition for mister Cheesey.”

Worf hails the ship and receives an immediate response. 

Worf: “Captain, commander Cheesey is responding.”

Picard: “On screen”

The screen illuminates once again with a larger than life display of the now self proclaimed “commander Cheesey”. He sits in the Klingon commander’s chair with the posture of a warrior, arms crossed, staunch expression, his huge ears the most obvious element of his otherwise small stature. His arrogance is somewhat over stated and certainly misplaced. Commander Worf growls with displeasure at the sight of this unworthy imposter occupying a Klingon commanders position. 

Cheesey: “Captain Picard. Have you reconsidered my request? I knew you would come around once you had time to think about it. We have history captain.”

Picard: “Yes we do Cheesey and considering the circumstances, well, you’ve outwitted me once again. I thought about our conversation and realized you will do more harm than good if I allow you to take your place as BBS potentate without being properly trained.”

Cheesey: “Training? No, I think you misunderstood captain. I simply wanted you to…..”

Picard: “I have everything setup on the holodeck. Why don’t you beam over right now? This won’t take long at all and afterwards you will be in excellent position to take your place as planetary BBS officer. I can only imagine the wealth you will accumulate when you fill those shoes.”

Cheesey: “Yes indeed…… But I…..”

Picard: “Come on man, don’t be shy. Your communication skills are without equal throughout the quadrant. Why I dare say you could sell anything to anyone. I’ll meet you on our holodeck in exactly three minutes. Don’t be late or the deal’s off, Picard out.”

Cheesey: “But captain, all I need you to do is………”

The screen goes black. Cheesey’s continued attempt at objecting is cut off as the transmission is terminated. 

Computer: “Chirp. Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in three minutes.”

Picard: “Mr. Worf. Monitor all transmissions from the surface. Let me know if commander Riker tries to contact me. I’ll be on the holodeck with our guest. 

Worf: “Captain. The entire ship will lose power in less than three minutes. You will be trapped during the diagnostic procedures.”

The captain steps into the turbo lift and responds sarcastically. The audience realizes this was his plan all along.

Picard: “Oh really?”

The elevator doors close ending this scene.

On the planet

Riker respectfully nods towards the Enoran chancellor and begins to explain the purpose of his visit.

Riker: “Chancellor Artimus, I am honored you agreed to meet with me on such short notice.”

Chancellor Artimus: “The honor is mine Commander Riker. We were sorry to hear that Mr. Cheesey of the BBS federation will not be able to perform the duties he had so eagerly outlined for us here on Enora. We are always eager to learn new ways of conducting ourselves safely.”

Riker: “Yes, I’m sure he regrets it as well. Allow me to outline our initial BBS plan for your people.”

The chancellor nods in acceptance

On the ship

The next scene shows captain Picard standing inside the barren, non programmed holodeck of the Enterprise, its square blocked walls reminiscent of engineers graph paper. He addresses the computer from this location.

Picard: “Computer,”

Computer: “chirp”

Picard: “I would like to program a barn, interior setting, nothing fancy, second floor. Make it early twenty first century American construction, approximately seven by eleven meters in diameter, exposed wooden structural members, no insulation, windows and doors only. 

Computer: chirp “Warning! All personnel within the holodeck will be stranded for the next three hours, twenty one minutes. All command functions will be disabled during this period. Recommend you abort program while ship wide diag…..”

Picard: “Computer.”

Computer: “Chirp”

Picard: “Just do it!”

The computer complies with the captains instruction and the building he described materializes around him just as he imagined it. 

Computer: “Program complete. Warning! Ship wide shutdown and diagnostic will commence in one minute.”

As if on queue, the door to the holodeck opens with the traditional rumble as Cheesey the Ferengie enters the newly, although artificially created structure. He eyeballs the captain then looks around the room with disappointment dripping off his face. 

Picard: “Cheesey, you’re just in the nick of time. I was just about to ask the computer to create a BBS partner for your practice sessions. Now which do you prefer? Klingon, Borg, perhaps a Vulcan.”

Cheesey: “Jean-Luc, I really don’t understand why you can’t just…..”

CLICK!

The room goes completely black and totally silent. The previous holographically created sounds of birds, wind and rustling trees are gone. Now all that exists is total darkness and total silence. 

Cheesey: “WHAT THE….? What’s happening? Are we under attack? The Klingon commander has found me and the ship I stole… I mean… the ship I won from him. He’s come to steal it back from me.”

Picard: “Oh blast. I know what this is. It’s the diagnostic. We had a scheduled shut down and diagnostic planned and I totally forgot about it. Computer, how long until the diagnostic function is complete?”

silence is the only reply

Picard: “Oh that’s right, all command functions are offline during this diagnostic. I guess we’ll just have to be patient and wait until it’s over. It can’t take any longer than….. say….. four hours at the most.”

Cheesey: “FOUR HOURS? We’re just going to stand here in the dark for four hours?”

Picard: “Well, we could sit on the floor.”

Cheesey: “Picard, you did this on purpose didn’t you.”

The planet below is bright and sunny. There is a green grassy meadow with wild flowers and a pond near by. Mountains can be seen in the distance just beyond the rolling grassy hills. Ducks and swans swim lazily in the pond enjoying the afternoon sun. Commander Riker illustrates an elementary BBS concept. 

He tosses a sponge ball to Chancellor Artimus. The Chancellor is unfamiliar with the rules of catch so the ball bounces off his chest and falls to the ground. The chancellor tilts his head and gives Riker an inquisitive look. 

Chancellor Artimus: “What was the purpose of that exercise?”

Riker smiles

Riker: “In many cultures chancellor, there is a game called “catch” where one person throws a ball and the other person catches it. It’s a form of entertainment. On some planets it is very popular indeed and on others it never really caught on but the point is, if I throw you the ball, according to the rules of the game, you are supposed to catch it.”

Chancellor Artimus: “I see, could we try it once more?”

Riker: “Yes, of course we can.”

Riker picks up the ball and tosses it once more to the chancellor and again it bounces off his body and falls to the ground. The chancellor stands straight faced, looking Riker right in the eye, never looking at the ball and never flinching.

Riker: “Perhaps this is a bad example.”

Cheancellor Artimus: “No, no. Please proceed. I am enjoying it.”

Riker: “Well sir, I think you’re missing the point. You see if you were to catch the ball when I throw it to you it would symbolize a type of conversation, me being the speaker and you the listener. Here let’s do this. Data, come over here.”

Commander Data leaves the conversation in which he is engaged and attends to Rikers instructions. 

Riker: “Catch Data”

Riker throws the ball and Commander Data catches it effortlessly. 

Riker: “There, you see? Communication skill can be compared to playing ball. If I throw the ball and you catch it, we’re playing ball. If I speak to you but you’re not listening or you don’t “catch” what I’m saying, we’re not really communicating, get it?”

Chancellor Artimus: “I understand perfectly. If you toss your words to me and I do not catch them, we are not playing communication ball.”

Riker and Data look at each other. Riker smiles with frustration

Data: “I think he understands commander.”

Riker: “Let me put it another way.”

Meanwhile, back on the Enterprise, the room is still pitch black. All that can be seen are blinking eyes as a conversation ensues between Picard and Cheesey.

Picard: “It really doesn’t matter. You see, the fact is that Behavioral Based Safety works by focusing our minds on safe behaviors rather than on just getting the job done. For instance, if I haphazardly climb a ladder in engineering and slip and injure myself, wherein lays the fault? Is it the fault of the ladder or was it the haphazard behavior that caused the injury?”

Cheesey: “Well captain, ladders aren’t exactly the safest methods for accessing upper and lower levels. Stairs or turbolifts should be installed since they are much safer.”

Picard: “I agree, engineering controls are a viable resolution to unsafe conditions, however, we’re not talking about conditions here we’re talking about behavior. All the engineering control in the world won’t eliminate accidents when the foolhardy go out looking for trouble.”

Cheesey: “I think I understand, exactly how will I generate revenue from this philosophy?”

Back on the planet.

Two Enorans, Petoi and Tamroch are staging a practice observation as Riker and a group of Enoran understudies observe from the sidelines. 

Petoi: “Hello, my name is Petoi. May I perform a Behavioral Based Safety observation on you while you complete your function?”

Tamroch: “Hello Petoi, I am Tamroch. I am not familiar with Behavoral Based Safety but I have no objection to your observation of my task, especially if it concerns my safety or the safety of those around me. Please, tell me more about this concept. How does it work?”

Petoi: “Statistically speaking Tamroch, a vast majority of injuries can be prevented by altering our behavior to eliminate risks. By eliminating risks we prevent injuries and by proxy, fatalities as well, a very pleasing side effect to Behavioral Based Safety. The act of observation is designed to enlighten us as to our own at-risk behaviors and help keep safety on our minds as we go about our daily tasks.”

Back on the ship

Cheesey: “Now let me get this straight Picard, was he installing a plasma injector or removing one? I can’t remember.”

Picard: “It was a plasma coil and he was constructing it from an induction conduit taken from the impulse engines.”

Cheesey: “Ah.”

Picard: “You’re missing the point Cheesey. The purpose of the exercise is to test your listening skills and you’re obviously not listening.”
Cheesey: “Wait, you can construct a plasma coil from an induction conduit? How does that work exactly? This is great stuff Picard, go on.”

On the planet

Commander Riker watches the two Enorans as they complete the practice observation. This “Train the Trainer” session proceeded very well and Riker compliments them on their success by clapping his hands. The rest of the group joins in with a hardy round of applause.

Riker: “Very good ladies. You are natural born BBSers. Your concern for others is purely obvious. You have a natural ability to listen. It’s almost as if you’re pulling the information out of someone with your attentiveness. You freely take advice and your communication skills are magnificent. I’ve never seen anyone anymore suited for the BBS process like the Enorans. I think you’re going to have a great program here.”

Petoi: “Thank you commander. We deeply appreciate your training which has in turn enabled us to train other community members as well. It is a much more efficient means of achieving our safety goals than we had previously planned. I do hope Mr. Cheesey is not too disappointed in our decision to govern our own program.”

Riker: “I think he’ll understand and you are very welcome Petoi. You know, we have a saying where I come from, give a man a fish and you feed him for a day. Teach a man to fish and you feed him for a life time.”

Petoi smiles, then comments…

Petoi: “What is a fish?”

Riker smiles

Riker: “Never mind. It’s…. not important.”

On the Enterprise
Power has been restored and the ships diagnostic maintenance is complete. Cheesey is standing on the transporter and captain Picard is ready to beam him back to his ship.

Cheesey: “You swindled me out of one of the finest marketing opportunities in the galaxy Picard. I’m not going to forget this you know.”

Picard: “I saved you from enormous embarrassment Cheesey. It wouldn’t have taken the Enorans long to figure out you hadn’t a clue on how to instruct them in developing a BBS program. And I’m not sure what legislative procedures they have in force to deal with extortion. You may have been detained for a very long time.”

Cheesey: “It’s just as well I suppose. It would have taken far too much of my time and blatantly violated the eight second rule of acquisition.”

Picard: “What rule is that Cheesey?”

Cheesey: “Never establish permanent alliances with temporary associates.”

Worf is heard over the comm. System. 

Worf: “Worf to captain Picard.”

Picard: “Go ahead Worf.”

Worf: “Long range sensors have detected another Klingon vessel approaching. ETA, three minutes. They are hailing commander Cheesey.”

Cheesey: “Uh….. energize captain. I really don’t want to hold you up any longer, and I have so much to do, and so little time.”

The captain smirks and activates the transport which places Cheesey on the bridge of his own vessel which in turn warps out of orbit as quickly as he rematerializes.

Picard: “Commander Worf, inform the crew to meet me in ten forward for debriefing. Let’s make sure everyone is thinking safety before we head down to the planet for a much deserved R&R.”

Worf: “Aye captain”

Our theme music begins to play in the background. Visual pleasantries from the planet surface are scanned by the camera. Enorans and members of the Enterprise are seen standing about talking and interfacing in several ways. The captain, commander Riker, La-Forge, Data and Worf stand nearby and observe the goings on. A crew member approaches an Enoran and asks if she can conduct a BBS observation. The Enoran gentleman accepts and they walk off discussing the details of their observation. 

Picard: “Well number one, mission accomplished wouldn’t you say?”

Riker: “I would indeed captain. The Enorans are naturals for the BBS process. Wouldn’t you say so Mr. Worf?”

Worf: “I am indeed impressed by their behaviors commander.”

Data: “The BBS philosophy is indeed an adequate process to initiate safer behaviors through constant reminder and awareness initiatives. Even the Enorans will benefit from that.”

Batrinna approaches La-Forge and issues a request

Tamroch: “Hello, my name is Tamroch. Would you like to perform an observation on me?”

La-Forge: “I certainly would. What task will you be doing for this observation?”

Batrinna begins to explain what she has in mind and she and Geordie walk away together.

The duty officer hails captain Picard unexpectedly.

Lieutenant Randolph: “Randolph to captain Picard.”

Picard: “Go ahead Matthew.”

Lieutenant Randolph: “There is a Ferengie in an escape pod demanding our assistance captain. Should I break orbit and pick him up?”

Picard and his staff exchange a look of humorous annoyance

Picard: “I’ll handle this myself Lieutenant. One to beam up.”

Picard dematerializes as he’s transported up to the ship and the other officers begin to disburse into the area. The screen fades to black as the credits roll to the music. 

THE END 

