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For Katy,
who knew that
the only words
you have to remember
are, “I love you.”
I miss you, little sister.

For Stacy,
who knows that
the best way to say
“I love you”
is with a smile.

Elementary, My Dear Spock, © Mary W. Matthews and Y.S. Pascal, 2012
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The discovery of the manuscript that follows is a story likely
to be most interesting to archivists and literary historians, and in
future we may document our procedures and methods of its un-
earthing and analysis in the appropriate peer-reviewed scholarly
journals. (A longer, chattier version of this foreword can be found
in Appendix C.)

Sherlockians and Trekkers, however, may be better satisfied
with this brief summary, and therefore more quickly able to pro-
ceed to "the game."

— The manuscript was found locked in a rusted box in a trunk
that belonged to Charlotta Watson Gillette, daughter of John
H. Watson, M.D. It was in relatively good condition, and cited
as its author "Dr. John H. Watson."

— Found buried in the middle of Dr. Watson’s manuscript was
a square yellow-gold "postage stamp." This then-mystifying
object was made of an as-yet unidentified polymer of great
strength and durability. Because it is meant to be inserted into
a slot rather than plugged into a port, we call it a “disk.”

— The editors formed the theory that if Dr. Watson’s manuscript
were accurate, and the makers of the yellow “disk” were in-
deed from an era far more technically evolved than ours is to-
day, they would make the “disk” as simple as possible to use.
Y.S. boldly tried the experiment of inserting the relatively tiny
“disk” into her own computer’s DVD/CD drive. It worked! The
“disk” is full of terabytes’ worth of data, most of it unreadable
video, but a healthy amount of audio. The exciting discovery
was that the audio track that accompanied the video could
be isolated and heard. While not wholly analogous, the audio
corresponds closely enough to MP3 to make it accessible even
to our primitive 21st-century technology. We have listened to
hundreds of hours of material, and selected the excerpts that
are pertinent to Dr. Watson’s story.

This work of fan fiction complies with fair- or acceptable-use principles established in U.S. and international copyright
law for the purposes of review, study, criticism, news reporting, research, scholarship, and parody. Pastiches are a form
of parody and fall under the purview of the fair-use provisos of copyright law.
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— The editors consented to delay publication of the "disk" data
until both Dr. Watson's manuscript and the "disk" text were
reviewed and authenticated by canonic experts in Sherlocki-
ana and Trekdom. This has been done.

We believe that publication of these materials will be a re-
markable addition to the literary universe of Sherlock Holmes and
John H. Watson, and to the literal universe of Captain James T.
Kirk and his valiant crew. (From clues in both Dr. Watson's text
and Capt. Kirk's logs, we believe this adventure took place during
the fourth year of the Enterprise's first five-year mission under
Kirk's captaincy, when he was in his late 30s. We also believe that
the Kirk, Spock, and McCoy who appear here may be “original
timeline” rather than “reboot timeline” — but we are totally open
to the idea of a movie made in the reboot timeline.)

For the benefit of our readers, we are presenting Dr. Watson's
manuscript in its entirety, interspersed with logs unencrypted
from the yellow disk. We hope that students of one or both uni-
verses will find the adventure that follows not necessarily elemen-
tary, but infinitely fascinating. Enjoy!

Mary W. Matthews and
Y. S. Pascal

* * *

If you wonder how they eat and breathe,
and other science facts. ¥
repeat to yourself, "It's just a show,

I should really ,Q“St relax”

" - Mystery Science Theater 3000
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Prefatory Remarks

Not placing my confidence in even the vaults of Cox's Bank at
Charing Cross, nor even in my literary agent, Dr. Arthur Conan
Doyle, the renowned writer and ophthalmologist, I have entrust-
ed this manuscript to my daughter, Charlotta. I have charged her
with the utmost stringency not to allow the opening of the dis-
patch box which contains it until after my death, and not to di-
vulge its contents unless the climate of opinion then prevailing
would be appropriate for its reception.

The reader may wonder at the lengths of the precautions I de-
scribe. Be assured that I consider them imperative. I am about
to describe events so extraordinary, so unbelievable in the lives
of myself and Mr. Sherlock Holmes that the credulity of even the
most indulgent of readers must be strained to the limit. I have no
wish, after so many years of faithfully reporting our adventures
and being accused over even the most prosaic of them of roman-
ticising or of focusing on the glamourous, to be thought at the last
to have gone mad or to have departed from the strict veracity to
which I have always devoted myself. I know that the average hu-
man mind will not believe what it cannot grasp. I do not propose
being stood in the pillory by public opinion and held up as a liar or
a lunatic when I am neither mad nor prevaricating.

The events which I am about to describe are all true and hap-
pened as I report them. I record them because no account of the
doings of Mr. Sherlock Holmes could be considered complete
which did not include these incredible events. It is some small
consolation to me to know that, although my peers could not be-
lieve what I write, succeeding generations will rise which shall ac-
knowledge my account as nothing more than the unadorned truth.

John Hamish Watson, M.D.
London, 18 September 1913

This work of fan fiction complies with fair- or acceptable-use principles established in U.S. and international copyright
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Chapter 1:
The Mystery Begins

“I believe, Watson,” said Sherlock Holmes as we sat on either
side of the fire in his lodgings at Baker Street, “that you should
take Mr. Chesterton up on his offer.”

“My dear fellow!” I exclaimed. “I have told you that Chesterton
asks me to participate as one of a series of lecturers to the general
public on modern medicine. Can you doubt that his true purpose
is to exploit the reflected glory which I possess as your biogra-
pher?”

“Not at all,” replied Holmes placidly.

Somewhat exasperated, I threw down the letter from my wife
which I had been reading.

“Do you not then agree that, should I accept the offer, the
general public would attend my lecture not with the intention of
learning about the pituitary or the pineal gland, but rather in the
hopes that T would impart sundry sensational details about some
one or more of your cases?”

Holmes seemed amused. “My dear Watson, although your lit-
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erary talents are certainly praiseworthy, I think perhaps you may
exaggerate the interest which the general public takes in our little
cases. Moreover, it has been several years since you have returned
to the civil practice of medicine, and although you have attained
a mild celebrity as my biographer, you must certainly aspire to a
similar fame for your own accomplishments. What better means
of doing so could there be than to appear before the public as an
authority on some facet of your profession? I know that among
your professional interests are the organic structures of the brain,
nervous lesions, and ophthalmology, as well as the newest surgi-
cal techniques. If you speak on one of these subjects, in a forum
peopled by the leading figures of your profession, you will become
associated in the public's mind as being among those leaders.”

“Almost you persuade me.”

“It is indubitable that the vulgar herd will come to your lecture
because they hope to hear something sensational. That should be
of no consequence to you; after all, of the cases in which you have
been kind enough to interest yourself, a good proportion do not
treat of crime at all, so the issue of sensationalism cannot arise.
Moreover, others will attend who are genuinely interested in mod-
ern medical practices, and it is they to whom you will address your
remarks. And finally, it is possible that your name, because it is
coupled with mine in many people's memories, will attract listen-
ers to the lecture series who might otherwise never have heard
of it.”

“All right!” said I, laughing. “I am persuaded. I shall wire Ches-
terton to accept his kind invitation; and when the lecture is fin-
ished, I will lay you Carlton House to a Charley's shelter that the
first question from the audience shall be, ‘What is Mr. Sherlock
Holmes's favourite brand of shag tobacco?’”

Holmes lay back in his chair with a weary, heavy-lidded ex-
pression, and said languidly, “Then you must answer, “The pineal
gland’.”

* ¥ ¥

Thus it was that I found myself, three weeks later, in one of the
public lecture-rooms at St. Bartholomew's hospital. Holmes, alas,
could not attend, although he had had every intention of doing so.

This work of fan fiction complies with fair- or acceptable-use principles established in U.S. and international copyright
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On the very afternoon of my lecture, however, he had come down
with the symptoms of a violent head-cold which to my practiced
eye bore every evidence of being about to descend on the lungs.

“My dear fellow, you must stay indoors tonight, and not exert
yourself in the slightest.”

Coughing deeply, Holmes protested, “But to-day is your lec-
ture!”

“That is as may be. It is a certainty that you will endanger your
health further if you were to venture out of doors. Doubtless it
would be a waste of breath for me to prescribe bed rest, but you
must stay in, stay quiet, and above all, refrain from your ... usual
... ah, absolutions.” As Holmes appeared about to demur, I added
sternly, “If you disregard my instructions, if you expose yourself
to unwholesome elements, I may find it necessary to prescribe a
course of, say, Dover's powder, ipecachuanha, paregoric, bitters
with chalybeates, powdered charcoal—”

Laughing and coughing at the same time, Holmes raised his
hands in surrender and said, “I am cowed, Doctor. I shall obey
you.”

I had prepared and rehearsed my speech, which concerned re-
cent advances in medical thought (an appropriate topic, I thought,
with the twentieth century only ten years in the future), so thor-
oughly that I discovered that a good portion of my attention was
free. As I spoke, I found myself looking out over the podium at
my audience and musing on the characteristics of its members.
Holmes had often said to me that matters of the greatest moment
might hang on a bootlace, a watch, or a thumbnail. What, I won-
dered, might Holmes make of the men who sat before me?

Of them all, I knew only Chesterton, the administrator of the
great hospital who had invited me to deliver the lecture, and young
Stamford, who had been a dresser under me during my early asso-
ciation with the hospital and who was now the house pathologist.
These two sat together at the front, near the door. But there were
a good many others in the audience to whom I might apply such
ratiocination as I could, and as I lectured I set myself to my self-
imposed task with some interest.

First, of course, were the obvious medical students, perhaps
twenty in number. These were quite young men, with their fingers
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stained by carbolic acid and smelling of iodoform, and they paid
me the compliment of attending closely to my speech.

Next, and also obvious, were the members of the public who
had attended my lecture in the hopes that my speech would figure
the doings of Mr. Sherlock Holmes in no small part. These were
sundry stout, florid, respectable members of the class which reads
Beeton's Magazine, the Strand, or the Ack-Emma as its literature
of preference. The men, on finding that the topic of the evening's
lecture was, as advertised, medicine, rather than Holmes, sat for
the most part quietly enough, some perspiring gently and breath-
ing through their mouths in their attempts to follow my remarks;
others to all appearances asleep. Their wives, however, showed
a marked inclination to whisper together, apparently indignant
at what they considered a deception. Luckily, I discovered that if
from time to time I bent a cold and austere eye in their direction,
their whispering would abate.

In the highest row of the hall, back among the shadows of the
room, was a man I was glad not to be able to see better, for rarely
had I encountered a face so hideously coarse. Most of the face was
concealed behind big, black whiskers; but the nose was both huge
and malformed, resembling nothing so much as a pig's snout,
while the eyes were so small and deep-set as to become difficult
to perceive at all. The man's dress was careless and badly sized,
with the coat being too loose in the shoulders and the shirt-sleeves
protruding too far beyond the coat cuffs, while the vest positively
strained across a massive abdomen. I puzzled over this man's oc-
cupation and reasons for attending my lecture for some minutes
before regretfully acknowledging to myself that, although Sher-
lock Holmes might instantly be able to deduce these, I was not so
skilled.

In the front row were two men about whom I felt much more
comfortable in making deductions. One, with auburn hair, had re-
moved his hat and lain it so that I could see the six-inch cylindri-
cal stethoscope concealed within. Thus I could feel confident that,
like myself, he was a medical man.

Next to the red-headed man — though apparently not with
him, as they never spoke — was another, older man, with dark
brown hair. He was dressed in a black frock coat some ten years
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out of date in style, although it appeared of recent manufacture,
by which I decided that he was of old-fashioned tastes. He was
not, I decided, a physician, like the man beside him. His hands
appeared smooth, bearing none of the roughness which frequent
contact with harsh chemicals such as carbolic acid or iodoform
would impart, and his mien was neither grave nor staid. His hands
also bore none of the callosities which would betoken any manu-
al labor — even the minor calluses which would result from toil
in an office. That he was not a peer of the realm I decided from
his expression of benevolent geniality; which, by the lines, of his
face, seemed habitual. It appeared evident to me that here was
one whose life had been cushioned so much that he had never had
to turn his hand to a day’s work or face even a moment’s danger.

Something about the appearance of this man struck me as odd,
and I found my gaze returning to him several times in some per-
plexity before I realized that he had shaved his sidewhiskers so
that they came forward on his cheeks to a sharp point. Well; but
perhaps a slip of the razor had compelled him to cut both side-
whiskers in the same way so as to match them up. Having discov-
ered in the sharply pointed sidewhiskers the reason for my per-
plexity cheered me, commending to me as it did my own powers
of observation.

No, I decided, as I turned to the last page of my speech; the
members of the audience were absurdly commonplace, and would
not merit even a moment of Sherlock Holmes’s attention.

“Descartes believed that the pineal gland, a pea-sized organ
shaped rather like a pinecone and located on the roof of the mid-
brain, was the seat of the human soul,” I read. “Others have be-
lieved that this gland was the source of clairvoyance, or second
sight, since in some respects it resembles a vestigial eye. To-day’s
medical scientist knows that the pineal gland is as worthless as is
the vermiform appendix, having no known function in the human
body. This organ is, in fact, more properly referred to as the pineal
body.

“It is easy for foolishness to masquerade as wisdom, as we
have seen. As recently as two years ago, doctors were perform-
ing ovariectomies upon women solely in the belief that such an
operation would render the women more tractable. I might sug-
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gest that the merest threat of such an operation would render
most women more docile! Other men, who merely call themselves
doctors, are still encouraging patients to quack themselves with
nostrums which are at least unsafe, and often lethal. Until only
recently, some physicians gained their skill through apprentice-
ship; they were required neither to attend a medical college nor to
acquire experience in hospital. The important work of Pasteur and
Lister was not properly attended to, and you are all well aware of
the furor which Darwin’s work has evoked. And finally, there was
great ignorance about the human anatomy and nervous system.

“Modern medical practice has advanced far beyond the days of
witcheraft, voodoo, and shamanism — days when moldy bread was
thought to cure a wide range of ills and willowbark tea with raw
rum or gin was prescribed for headaches. Now that the miracle of
anaesthesia has been achieved, there is almost nothing left to be
learned in medicine. I would predict that by the coming of the cen-
tennial, only ten short years away, man’s knowledge of medicine
will be complete, and there will be nothing left to be learnt.”

As I spoke my final sentences, I was annoyed to see that the
dark-haired man with the pointed sidewhiskers considered them
so amusing that he was having trouble maintaining his compo-
sure. That, coupled with my belief that many of my listeners were
not interested in medicine at all, but only in my relationship with
Holmes (indeed, one of the women, a massive lady in an aston-
ishing hat, was already waving a copy of the Strand at me in a
furious bid to get my attention), finished me. Without waiting for
a question-and-answer period, I gathered together my notes and
departed the lecture hall.

Close behind me came Chesterton and young Stamford, both
smiling broadly and full of exclamations of praise.

“Capital!” cried Chesterton, clapping me on the back. “Simply
capital!”

“You are as careful in your lecturing as you are in your inci-
sions,” Stamford added sincerely. “I have learnt as much from you
to-night as I used to over the operating table.”

“Why did you not stay for your applause? It was well earned, I
assure you.”

“I did not care to,” I replied. “It would prick the bubble of my
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conceit to learn that my audience had come merely to hear some-
thing of Sherlock Holmes.”

Chesterton graciously said, “Pooh! Nonsense!”

“How is Holmes?” asked Stamford. “I don’t think I have seen
him since the afternoon of your wedding.”

“We are back in digs together. My wife has been called north to
Edinburgh for a few weeks. The headmistress of her old boarding
school, a woman to whom she had become much attached, has
fallen ill, and my wife has gone to attend her sickbed.”

“I wonder you did not accompany her.”

“My practice has become more demanding at present. In any
event, one of my old preceptors, Dr. Joseph Bell, is attending
the case, and I am confident that Miss Rathbone is in the best of
hands.”

“By the way, speaking of Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” interpolated
Chesterton, “Stamford has something down in the dissecting-
rooms which I think Holmes would be interested in seeing —
something quite in his line. It is a body, its head mutilated in a
most unusual and horrible way. I believe that—"

I was not destined to learn Chesterton’s belief, for at that mo-
ment a dirty and ragged little street Arab came up to where we
were standing and said importantly, “I ’as a note for you, Dr. Wat-
son.”

“Young Wiggins, is it not?” I asked.

“Yes, sir.”

I handed him a sixpence, saying, “Thank you, Wiggins. Now
be off with you. Mr. Chesterton is concerned to keep his hospital
clean.”

“Yes, sir. Fank you, sir.” The shabby little scarecrow took to his
heels down the long corridor, with its vista of whitewashed walls
and mysterious doors, as if eager to be free of an alien, frightening
environment.

“One of Holmes’s ‘Baker Street Irregulars’,” I explained to
Chesterton and Stamford, as I opened the missive.

“Indeed,” noted Stamford drily.

The note was from Holmes, as I had thought. It said, As soon
after your lecture as you are able, meet me in Ship’s Alley, in
Whitechapel, not far from the intersection of Aldgate High Street
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and Brick Lane. Lestrade has just wired; he has a case which, he
says, we may find of interest.

This work of fan fiction complies with fair- or acceptable-use principles established in U.S. and international copyright
law for the purposes of review, study, criticism, news reporting, research, scholarship, and parody. Pastiches are a form
of parody and fall under the purview of the fair-use provisos of copyright law.



Mary W. Matthews & Y.S. Pascal, Elementary, My Dear Spock 15

Editors’ Note

When we first found the hand-written manuscript that has since been
authenticated as a previously unknown memoir by Dr. Watson, we found
an odd object with it, a yellow square about the size of a postage stamp.
Appendix C tells the exciting story of how we discovered that the yellow
square was a portable disk drive full of inaccessible (so far) video and,
amazingly, accessible audio.

The editors have listened to and transcribed hundreds of hours of
audio information: captain’s logs, both official and personal; other offi-
cers’logs; recordings of briefings; bridge and sickbay logs; and even one
personal conversation that took place when Captain Kirk apparently put
down his tricorder and forgot to pause his recording. Considering that our
best guess is that these recordings “were” made around 2270 CE, the
language, called “Standard,” is remarkably similar to English.

Most of this audio is boring. Some of it we wish we hadn’t heard;
it’s tough to listen to a hero belch or break wind (or worse), just as if he
were an ordinary mortal. It has been a lengthy and arduous process to
arrange hundreds of hours of audio into more or less chronological order,
particularly when we do not understand the algorithms of the “stardating”
system, which will apparently be introduced between 2161 and 2265.
Apparently stardates are calculated through a complicated equation that
takes into account relativistic effects, the expansion of the Universe, and
the effects of gravity upon time and space. Our best guess is that there
are approximately 1,000 stardate “units” in one year. (If you're interested
in learning more, Memory Alpha may be helpful to you.)

Below, and in the other “Logs” that will occasionally be interjected
between Dr. Watson’s chapters, we have chosen excerpts from the yel-
low square’s audio that we hope will help put Dr. Watson’s memoir into
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perspective for a 21st-century audience.

Mary W. Matthews and
Y.S. Pascal
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Starfleet Log One

Enterprise Intercom / Com Log, Stardate 6185.7

Uhura: Sorry to interrupt your workout, Captain, but | have a Confi-
dential Priority One message for you from lo.

Kirk: [distant] Time out. [louder] Who is it, Uhura?

Uhura: Admiral Sandame Ballorane, Commandant of the Sarah April
Medical Center at April Base.

Trainer: [distant] That wasn’t bad. Tomorrow we’ll crank up the grav-
ity to three gees.

Kirk: [distant] Ouch. I'll make sure | wear a helmet. [louder] Patch him
through, please, Lieutenant.

Uhura: Aye, Captain.
Ballorane: Hello, Jim?
Kirk: Hello, Sandy. Priority one and confidential? What's going on?

Ballorane: We have a ... situation.
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Enterprise Briefing Log, Stardate 6187.1

Kirk: Good morning, everyone. | was just briefed by Admiral San-
dame Ballorane, Chief of the Sarah April Medical Center on lo. First, the
good news. After this mission’s over, we’ll be close enough to Earth to
arrange some down-home R & R for us all.

[staff reaction redacted]

Kirk: You may have heard about Project Hi-Q. It's an experimental re-
search program to repair injured brains, headed by Admiral Ballorane and
T'Temar of Vulcan. According to Sandy, the project is a success. They've
managed to increase the brain function of their study volunteers by ten to
forty percent. He tried to explain what they were doing, but—

Spock: If | may, Captain? Simply put, segments of stem cell DNA
from highly intelligent donors are injected into test subjects. The injected
stem cells are then permanently integrated into the test subjects’ DNA to
enhance brain function and intelligence.

McCoy: As if we didn't learn anything from the Eugenics Wars!

Spock: As you know, doctor, the Hi-Q project has been operating
from a therapeutic perspective. Without past regenerative research, for
example, you would not today be able to cure quadriplegia.

McCoy: Rehabilitating an injured brain is one thing. But creating a
population of supergeniuses — well, maybe you would like that, Spock.

Spock: | do not advocate for this type of research, doctor, although
Admiral Ballorane and T'Temar are highly respected. However, improving
brain function on the Enterprise, | would not find unwelcome.

Kirk: Gentlemen ... We’re here because a crisis came up with one of
the volunteers in the study. Her name is Bhrounq*—

Chekov: Gesundheit, keptin!

Kirk: Levity, Mr. Chekov? No, | didn’t think so. ... Lt. Bhrounq is a
Tellarite female, one of the very few females to leave Tellar for any signifi-
cant length of time. She joined Starfleet eight years ago, sailed through
the Academy, and became a skilled pilot. In fact, they designed a run-
about specifically for her hoof-hands.
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About a year ago, Lt. Bhrounq was in an accident that left her with
apparent brain damage, and she was placed on medical leave. Admiral
Ballorane thought she could be helped by Project Hi-Q, and he was right
— preliminary assessment showed an increase in brain function of close
to 40 percent.

*Ed. note: We transliterated “Bhrounq” as best we could. The name
actually sounds more like a cross between “bronc” and a pig’s snort, said
by someone suffering from a juicy head-cold. The final “q” should be pro-
nounced like the guttural in “Bach,” “Chanukkah,” or “Q’plah.”

For more information about Tellarite physiology, including an ana-

Now, here’s why the Sarah April Medical Center has called for help
from the Enterprise. About five months ago, the Tellarite Consul from the
Alpha Quadrant paid Bhroung an, uh, extended visit.

McCoy: When is she due?

Kirk: They’re not sure. She wasn’t showing a week ago, anyway.
That's when she knocked out the security guard on the test ward, stole
her runabout, and disappeared. It took all this time for T'Temar and her
team to translate enough of the obscure Tellarite dialect that Bhrounq
wrote her personal logs in to scare them into calling us.

Scott: | dinna understand, captain. This seems like a matter for
Starfleet Criminal Investigative Services to handle, not the flagship of the
fleet.

Kirk: There’s more, Mr. Scott. ... Let me begin by saying that the Hi-Q
team were pretty well stumped by most of Bhrounq’s personal logs. After
a week of trying, they got the bare outline of their translation. It took Lt.
Uhura about an hour to figure out the details that T'Temar and her crew
missed. Thank you, lieutenant.

Uhura: When | was at the Academy, | took a course on Old Tellarite.
It really wasn’t T'Temar’s fault she couldn’t translate it, it's a very difficult
language.

Kirk: I'm still impressed. Would you please play your translations of
the relevant log excerpts?
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Lt. Uhura plays the five log excerpts. In the final excerpt, Lt. Bhrounq

full English translation of Lt. Bhrounq’s personal logs.)

Kirk: There, that last log entry. That is why Starfleet wants us to han-
dle it. Not only did Lt. Bhrounq steal every single vial of the stem cell
DNA that Project HiQ had, not only did she steal a one-of-a-kind Starfleet
runabout — the worst part is what you just heard her say in that last log
entry: She was planning on using the slingshot effect to travel in time.

A week ago, about six hours after Bhroung stole the runabout,
Starfleet Astro saw an object enter the solar system at about 85 degrees
from the ecliptic. It was traveling so fast they had only been aware of it
for a few seconds when it disappeared into the sun. Starfleet initially as-
sumed it was a meteorite that burned up. When T'Temar finally got that
last log entry half-translated, Sandy Ballorane had Starfleet go back and
look at its records again. The object had looked as if it burned up, but
when they looked more closely, they saw that it passed close to the sun,
on the other side from Earth, and never reappeared — but it did not get
close enough to burn up.

We have to assume that Bhrounq did what she wrote she was go-
ing to do: She used the slingshot effect to travel in time to 19th-century
England.

Scott: Why 19th-century England?

Kirk: We think she chose that era to hide out in so she could imper-
sonate a legendary monster, Spring-heeled Jack. If Spring-heeled Jack
was anything more than a popular delusion, he has to have been an alien
from a heavy-gravity planet — a planet like Tellar, for example.

Not counting Bhrounq, the Enterprise is the only ship, and we are
the only people, who have traveled in time via the “slingshot effect.” ...
At least, the only people who used the slingshot effect and come back
again.

Editors’ Note: See the historical documents “The Naked Time,” “To-
morrow Is Yesterday,” “Assignment: Earth,” and “Star Trek IV: The Voy-
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McCoy: So what are you saying? Starfleet wants us to risk our lives,
again, to go back in time to 19th-century Earth just to catch a thief? Why?
It's not as if anything has changed!

Kirk: Starfleet chooses its officers carefully, doctor. This kind of be-
havior is out of character for Bhroung. T'Temar is concerned that the stem
cell DNA they’'ve been injecting might have some repercussions on her
pregnancy.

Uhura: Or vice-versa, Captain! Being pregnant affects a woman’s
body chemistry. Maybe being pregnant altered the way the stem cell DNA
worked on Bhroung'’s brain, making her act, well...

McCoy: Come work for me, Nyota. Uhura’s right, Jim; medically
speaking, Bhrounq could be cuckoo for Khitomer.

But I'm with Mr. Scott. Why does Starfleet want us to go back in time
and catch her? Look around! It's not as if she did one single thing to
change history!

Spock: Your reasoning is faulty, doctor. If Bhrounq changed history,
how would we know?

McCoy: Our modern world hasn’t changed, that's how we know!

Spock: But if the past changed, history would change too. Your
memories would change. If in the 19th century Bhroung killed the English
inventor Sir Joseph Swann, today you and | would remember only the
American Thomas Alva Edison.

McCoy: Who?

Spock: Another inventor of the light bulb. Perhaps in the original
timeline, the one we were in before Bhrounq changed the past, you were
not a doctor at all, but instead you were a bricklayer, a magician, a coal
miner, an engineer, or a moon-shuttle conductor. How would you know,
today? In a world in which Bhrounq did not travel in time, you and | might
even be nothing more than characters in someone’s entertainment video
or novel.

Uhura: | think | understand, Captain. We have the original timeline,
the one we started out in. We have the timeline we’re in right this minute,
stardate 6187, approximately three hundred years after the era Bhrounq
headed for, which may or may not be the same as our original timeline.
But then there’s a third timeline, where Bhrounq goes back in time but we
don't. In that timeline, Bhrounq uses her 23rd-century technology in the
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19th century and changes history. She could use her phaser to kill Queen
Victoria. She could lose her tricorder and have someone invent the por-
table imager three hundred years too soon. She could fly that runabout
of hers into Big Ben and destroy it, and when they recovered her body,
they’d think she was just a pig. She could cause unimaginable disasters.
It would be the opposite of the Prime Directive!

Spock: The lieutenant is correct, doctor. It is possible that Bhrounq
failed in using the slingshot effect, for example by burning up or by going
a thousand years too far into the past. But we cannot afford to assume
that she failed. If Bhroung succeeded in traveling to 19th century Eng-
land, it is probable that Bhrounq did not change history only because you
and Captain Kirk prevented her from doing so.

Kirk: And you, Spock. | need both of you with me on this mission.
Spock: Captain, the presence of a Vulcan on Earth in that era—

Kirk: Bones, | need you because Bhrounq is a pregnant Tellarite and
you're a doctor. Spock, | need you to help me find Bhroung to begin with.
Lower that eyebrow. You managed several weeks on Earth in 1930, you
can manage a few days in the 1800s.

Spock: As you wish, Captain. My analysis suggests that late October
of 1890 will provide the greatest chance of success.

Kirk: Then 1890, here we come.

Captain's Log, Stardate 6203.1

Pursuant to orders from Starfleet Command, Commander Spock,
Lieutenant Commander Leonard McCoy, and | are commencing a confi-
dential, Code Yellow rescue mission. In our absence, the acting captain
of the Enterprise will be Lieutenant Commander Montgomery Scott, and
the acting first officer will be Lieutenant Nyota Uhura.

Captain's Personal Log, Stardate 6241.3

We have arrived at Zyga I, the home of the Guardian of Forever His-
torical Institute, and Spock has been going over the timeline to determine
the exact instant we need to jump to get to London in 1890. In case our
Universal Translators fail, he, Bones, and | have been taking a crash
course in nineteenth-century English, which doesn't seem too different
from Standard. I'm sitting here wearing five layers of flannel, cotton, and
wool, all exact replicas of period clothing, and it feels like a straitjacket.
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An jtchy straitjacket. No wonder the Victorians were so glum. All three of
us have replica suitcases with more replicas of 1890 trappings we'll need,
not to mention plenty of replica money.

If everything works out as planned, we should return to our own pres-
ent at the exact instant we jumped, just as we did when . . . we went to
1930. But if something goes wrong, Scotty will hightail it home, swing
around the Sun, and come get us. Chapel has planted subcutaneous
transponders in each of us, just to be on the safe side.

Captain's Personal Log, Stardate Unknown
Earth Date Tuesday, October 21, 1890 - 14:11:57

As expected, we landed in London, in a grimy alley thick with fog.
Now I'm grateful for the wool. It's cold, even for October — no more than
five to seven degrees [Ed.: 41-45° F].

Since we don't know how long our search will take us, we've rented
rooms from a Mrs. Warren in Great Orme Street. A hotel it's not. No cen-
tral heating, no electricity, no refreshers, no dryklers. It's nowhere near as
comfortable as 1930— Never mind.

McCoy: Looks like a good time for me to interrupt you, Jim. | brushed
up on Tellarite physiology before we left, so | could stock up my black
bag — and | have to tell you, having a real black bag of my very own is a
dream come true. Anyway, pregnant Tellarites need to ingest large quan-
tities of a substance that's very similar to our hormone called melatonin.
In the Tellarite equivalent of our vermiform appendix, melatonin converts
to di-hydro-sulfa-oxy—

Kirk: Okay, Bones, | get the picture. Bhroung needs a substance like
melatonin. And?

McCoy: Until she delivers, she needs to get human melatonin regu-
larly. Melatonin is secreted by the pineal gland, in our brains. She'd need
to kill someone to get it.

Kirk: Spock, put down that newspaper and help us out here.
Spock: | believe this newspaper contains information that will help
us. Look at this advertisement.

[pause]
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Chapter 2:
Murder in Whitechapel

Upon arriving in Whitechapel, I found that Ship’s Alley, dirty
and distasteful as it was in the daylight, had at least the advan-
tage then of being crowded with humanity, whereas at almost ten
o’clock at night on a week-day, it was semi-deserted, and exposed
mercilessly the degradation and poverty of the East End. Aldgate
High Street is always filled with carts lit with flaring oil-lamps and
lined with public-houses ablaze with gas and aglitter with mirrors,
and sausage and fish shops sending out broad rays of smoky light
and the odour of burning fat; and it is usually teeming with people
seeking out the bargains which can be found for five shillings or
the entertainment which goes for fourpence a seat. The back lane
in which I now found myself was one of a network of streets as
intricate and filthy as the great network of sewers which stretches
beneath them, and was in contrast dark, empty, and daunting.

The day had been a dreary one, and the evening was no better.
A dense, drizzly fog lay low upon the city. Yellow clouds drooped
over the muddy byways, and although the few lamps available
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to this forsaken backwater were lit, what light they emitted was
feeble and murky. The flare from the few lighted windows shed
an eerie, shifting radiance, so that human forms flitted through
the fog like ghosts materializing and dematerializing in a sombre
graveyard.

Even in the dank fog, however, it was not difficult to discover
Sherlock Holmes. He and Inspector Lestrade, the wiry, rat-fac