

[image: cover]




THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF


KATHRYN JANEWAY


THE HISTORY OF THE CAPTAIN WHO WENT FURTHER THAN ANY HAD BEFORE




[image: Image]




THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF


KATHRYN JANEWAY


THE HISTORY OF THE CAPTAIN WHO WENT FURTHER THAN ANY HAD BEFORE


BY
KATHRYN M. JANEWAY


EDITED BY UNA MCCORMACK


TITAN BOOKS



Leave Us a Review

We hope you enjoy this book – if you did we would really appreciate it if you can write a short review. Your ratings really make a difference for the authors, helping the books you love reach more people.

You can rate this book, or leave a short review here:

Amazon.com,


Amazon.co.uk,


Goodreads,


Barnes & Noble,


Waterstones,

or your preferred retailer.



 


The Autobiography of Kathryn Janeway
Hardback Edition ISBN: 9781789094794
E-Book Edition ISBN: 9781789094800


Published by Titan Books
A division of Titan Publishing Group Ltd.
144 Southwark Street, London SE1 0UP.


First edition: October 2020
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


TM ® & © 2020 by CBS Studios Inc. © 2020 Paramount Pictures Corporation. STAR TREK and related marks and logos are trademarks of CBS Studios Inc. All Rights Reserved.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission from the publisher.


Illustrations: Russell Walks
Editor: Cat Camacho
Interior design: Rosanna Brockley/MannMade Designs


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.


 




Did you enjoy this book? We love to hear from our readers. Please e-mail us at: readerfeedback@titanemail.com or write to Reader Feedback at the above address.


To receive advance information, news, competitions, and exclusive offers online, please sign up for the Titan newsletter on our website: www.titanbooks.com.







For Daniel, for years of fun conversation, and the best ideas




[image: Image]


INTRODUCTION


BY COMMANDER NAOMI WILDMAN


WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL, I WANTED TO BE THE CAPTAIN OF A STARSHIP. I know lots of kids have the same ambition, but I wasn’t planning to be the captain of any starship. Oh no, I had a very specific ship in mind. I was going to be captain of the U.S.S. Voyager.


The thing about this ambition of mine is that it wasn’t so outlandish. Because I was born in the Delta Quadrant, and I spent most of my childhood on board Voyager, and as far as I was concerned, our captain was the best person in the entire Galaxy. I wanted to be her when I grew up. And in the meantime, I’d settle for being her assistant.


Most people my age grew up following the story of Voyager—lost in the Delta Quadrant, seventy thousand light-years away from home, trying to get back to family and friends. For me, this was everyday life. You may have thrilled to hear the news that Voyager had been found, or two-way communication had been established, or, most excitingly of all, that after only seven years, a Borg transwarp conduit had brought our ship home.


This might have been an amazing adventure for you, but for me it was— well, it was home. My mom, Sam Wildman, was serving as an ensign when Voyager was whisked away—and then found out she was pregnant. My birth story is one amongst many strange tales of those years, but it meant that growing up I knew no other life. Home was a little ship, a long way from where it had started, full of Starfleet and Maquis and all sorts of other interesting people, which most of the time sailed quietly through space—and some of the time came under attack from Vidiians or Hirogen or Kazon. My childhood friends were a Talaxian, an Ocampan, and two decommissioned Borg drones learning to be individuals. I learned logic games from a thoughtful Vulcan, and how to fix anything in front of me from a half-human, half-Klingon. I played the Captain Proton holodrama before most people had ever heard of it. And I learned courage, and wisdom, and grace under fire from the very best captain of all—Kathryn M. Janeway.


Admiral Janeway, as she is now known, has been an inspiration to so many throughout the years. Who else could have held that crew together? Who else, through intelligence and sheer force of personality, could have made a group of Starfleet officers and Maquis fighters pull together and set course for home? Who else could have battled the Borg Queen, fought off the Hirogen—or played with such aplomb the part of holographic Arachnia, Queen of the Spider People, nemesis of Captain Proton? Who else would have taken time out of most days to check on her youngest crew member, Naomi, who loved her and admired her so much? Who else would have made that little girl her assistant?


When I was that little girl, I wanted to grow up to be Kathryn Janeway. But the truth is, nobody could replace her—and Kathryn’s great skill is to persuade people to be the very best they could be. So many of us owe her so much. Thank you, Admiral, for bringing us home—but thank you, most of all, for the faith you showed us, and the way you brought out the best in us. There can only ever be one captain of Voyager—Kathryn Janeway.


Naomi Wildman
Executive Officer, Deep Space K-7
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CHAPTER ONE


NO PLACE LIKE HOME—2336–2347


WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL, MY MOTHER MADE POP-UP BOOKS. Do you recall the kind I mean? You turn a page and a whole scene springs up before your eyes. Even now, at this late stage of my life, I think these creations are miraculous. I guess it’s something to do with the craft, the careful construction and—yes— the engineering that’s involved. My mother’s creations were sheer marvels.


My little sister and I each had our favorite. For Phoebe, three years my junior, it was Alice in Wonderland: an appropriate choice for a creative and artistic little girl, who seemed to inhabit a world of wonders. I loved that book as well: there was a little tunnel that my mother had constructed from card and clear paper, into which you had to peer to see Alice and the White Rabbit tumbling down. There was the house that sprang up with Alice’s huge arms and legs sticking out that never failed to make us laugh. Most beautiful of all, however, was the grand display of playing cards flying up into the air when we—joining in with Alice—would say, “You’re nothing but a pack of cards!”


Yes, I loved Wonderland, but my real passion was for The Wonderful Wizard of Oz. The story of Dorothy Gale, caught up in a tornado and torn away from her family to a strange land where she had to live by her brains, her heart, and her courage, making new friends, and finding her way home, appealed to me profoundly for some reason. My first glimpse of adventure. Safe at home, among my loving family, I dreamed of flying away to Oz. Mom’s version of the book was cunningly designed, from the cyclone that swept open on the first page, to the little pair of green glasses tucked into an envelope that you opened to explore the Emerald City, to the very last page where—most thrillingly, to my mind my mother’s most elaborate creation was to be found: a cardboard balloon that lay flat between the pages, until lifted on a string between two straws and pressed out, to leave the tiny basket dangling below. I sat with that book for many hours as a small child, enchanted not only by the story, but by working out how my mother had put all the elements together. Mom used to say that Daddy was the one who gave me the flying bug, the desire to take wing and soar off into space. But a huge part was played by her most wonderful, wizardly, cardboard balloon, travelling all the way from Oz.


Looking back on my childhood, I see now that these books were the place where all our family’s interests came together. My mother, born Gretchen Williams, was an artist. She was always experimenting with new forms, but illustration was her true talent. You most likely know her as the author of over two dozen books and holodramas for children. Two or three generations of children have taken her stories to heart. Phoebe followed in her footsteps by having an artistic bent: I have a holopicture of them standing next to each other, Mom with a brush in her hand and a dollop of paint on her nose; Phoebe, beside her, exactly the same. I was no artist: my houses leaned sideways; my cute furry creatures looked savage; my human beings something from a horror holo. I can, however, hand draw very clear schematics.


I was the scientist, the engineer, the practical one, the one who worked in numbers. I was the one who stared at the stars and mapped them, who wanted machines, who wanted to fly. In this, I followed my father Edward—Ted to friends, Teddy to my mother—who was an enthusiastic amateur pilot and astronomer. He was also a Starfleet flag officer, and this fact—which shaped our childhood through the sadness of his inevitable absences, and, at least as importantly, through the joy and intensity of his presence—was surely the defining feature of my life. More than anything, I wanted my brave, cheerful, wonderful father to be proud of me. More than anything, I wanted him to see me become the captain of a starship, exactly like him. It’s one of the great regrets of my life that this didn’t come to pass. Daddy saw me enter the Academy, but he didn’t see me captain a ship, let alone bring one safely home from the furthest journey a ship has ever made. But I get ahead of myself. Let’s go back to the beginning, back to a small country farm, in the Midwest, in the northern part of the continent of America, on Earth.


* * *


Our family home was a small farm outside Bloomington, Indiana. My mother’s family had been settled in the region for several generations—Midwesterners through and through. We knew the Williams family story (pioneers, settlers— the traditional covered wagons), and both my maternal grandparents and my mother herself made sure we knew the full history of this land that we lived on and not the partial account that had once been taught, in the old days of nation-states and manifest destiny. One of the peoples who lived here before my ancestors arrived were the Potawatomi, Native Americans of the Great Plains, forced out in the nineteenth century. They call themselves the Neshnabé, the original people. My mother made sure that both Phoebe and I understand that the land that we called home had been the home of many people before us and will be the home of many after us. We learned stories from other people too. A particular favorite of mine was a Cherokee story about the Water Spider; one of my mother’s friends wrote and illustrated a book about it that I loved. The Water Spider goes on a long journey to find fire to help the other animals survive. The other animals boast that they will find it and laugh at her when she promises them that she will. But she weaves a boat from her own webs and sails across the water, carrying back with her a hot coal, and she is celebrated for her courage and her honor. I often thought of the Water Spider, on my journey home.


My maternal grandparents, Hector and Ellen Williams, lived on their own farm on land adjacent to ours, and Phoebe and I were often there. One of my earliest memories is of an old oak tree that stood on my grandparents’ farm. I learned to climb on that old tree, and Grandpa built a swing for me on its boughs. It was a favorite playmate. One very hot summer afternoon, when the grown-ups were sitting sweltering in the shade, my demands for a playmate were rebuffed; after a tantrum, I took my grievances off to the swing, which I punished for a good hour or so. It’s testament to Grandpa’s skill as a carpenter that I didn’t bring the whole thing down on my own head. When I got tired of that, I climbed up the tree, and sulked for a while. Eventually, still cross but now tired and hot, I repented, and went back indoors, where Grandma cheered everyone’s spirits with slushes. An hour later, the inevitable storm started, and I watched from the window as the rains hammered down. The thunder started, then the light show, and I counted between lightning and rumble to see how close the storm was coming. And then—I can still see this in my mind’s eye—a strike of lightning hit the oak tree, splitting it right down the middle.


The scream I let out brought the whole household running. Grandpa was there first, but he couldn’t get any sense out of me. When I pointed out to the tree, however, he understood. He put his big arm around my shoulder and pulled me into a hug.


“Scary, huh, Katy? One minute a tree’s there, tall and strong, and the next it’s gone.”


Yes, he understood. Lightning strikes so suddenly, so unexpectedly. An old tree that had been supporting you that afternoon could be gone by evening. Looking back now I see that this was my first sense that misfortune can hit even in the safest of places, that we cannot prepare ourselves for every eventuality that life throws at us. I can see too that it was my first brush with mortality, the realization that even old, strong things might suddenly be felled in their prime.


That night the house rattled in the storm, but the next morning was sunny and bright. Grandpa and I went out together and had a good look at our poor old stricken tree. I shed a tear or two, until Grandpa distracted me by saying we were here to find a present for my mother. And we did find a present, a good big piece of burned wood, and brought it back home for her, like proud hunters: a fine piece of charcoal for Mommy to draw me pictures with.


* * *


My father’s family, the Janeways, whose roots ultimately went back to the west of Ireland, were considerably more peripatetic than the Williams clan, but Portage Creek, Indiana was their base from at least the early years of the twentieth century. My paternal grandparents came back to Bloomington when my paternal grandmother, Caitlin Janeway, took up a professorship at the university: she was an aeronautics engineer, a materials scientist specializing in alloys for use in deep space, one of a long tradition of women in our family to devote themselves to exploring the stars, a tradition which it has been my honor to continue. My paternal grandfather, Cody Janeway, was Starfleet, reaching the rank of commander and serving as chief science officer on various vessels. Family legend has it that he once turned down the chance to serve with a certain Captain Kirk, but I have not been able to find any evidence to prove this, and Grandpa, the old rogue, would never tell the story past a nod and a wink. I’d love to find out the truth of things: family legends do have a tendency to exaggerate! Granddad took up a teaching post at the university when my grandmother took up her chair, and both seemed content to have put down roots at last, allowing their teenage children to attend the same school for several years in succession. Since they lived in the big city of Bloomington, Phoebe and I called our paternal grandparents Granny-in-town and Granddad-in-town, the Grands-in-town for short. They weren’t daily presences in the same way as my mother’s parents, Grandpa and Grandma, but they were still significant influences in our lives.


My mother and father, despite growing up so close to each other, did not meet at high school, nor were they even introduced to each other by mutual friends (and there were several, or so it turned out). No, they met in Geneva, of all places. How did that happen, when my mother did not willingly go further than Bloomington, and even then complained about having to leave her art and the farm behind? Well, shortly before graduating high school, my mother became deeply concerned with humanitarian issues: I think she had seen footage of the refugee crisis on Koltaari. Somehow, a teacher at school persuaded her to attend a youth conference being held at the old United Nations buildings in Geneva, where young people from across the Federation were gathering to learn more about how the Federation and Starfleet could assist in bringing aid to the refugees. My mother was not sure: the event lasted a whole month. But her passion won out over her domesticity, and she duly went along. Even my mother, a true home bird, had to admit that this trip—the longest she ever spent away from home—had been worth it. She brought home a young man, a Starfleet cadet, starry-eyed with love for this quiet and talented girl. They married the year they both turned twenty-two, when my father graduated from Starfleet Academy.


Knowing that my father’s career meant that he would by necessity be away for long periods of time, but not wanting to delay starting their family, my mother and father decided that they would make their home close to my mother’s parents. Mom was well supported when we were small, and able to carry on with her own work as an artist and illustrator. Grandpa and Grandma were therefore very strong presences in our lives; their wedding gift to my parents was the land next to their own farm, and there my parents built their family home, and established their own small farm. I know that many people are anxious to get away from their families as quickly as possible on reaching maturity, but this was not the case with my mother. She simply did not have the wanderlust of her husband and elder child. She was happy in the land where she had been born; she had everything she needed there. One of many ways in which we never quite understood each other—but I guess that this is the definition of true love, isn’t it? It doesn’t try to change; it accepts the other for what she is. Still, children are sensitive creatures. I knew that this gap in her understanding of me existed, and when I thought about that, it made me sad.


Don’t let me leave you with the wrong impression! Most of all you should imagine a very happy, very loved little girl, who lived—in many ways—an idyllic childhood. The great grief of my early childhood—and Phoebe will forgive me for saying this, I know—was the arrival of The Baby. I was three years old, and had, until then, been the absolute center of attention for all the adults in my immediate vicinity. With Grandpa I dug in the garden and ate Welsh rarebit. With Grandma I baked cookies and other treats. As for Mommy and Daddy, they had surely been put on Earth to do my bidding. And then… Well, I knew something wasn’t right when Mommy started to have naps all the time, just when I was giving up on them, and wasn’t as eager to get down on the floor and play with me as usual. Then she started to get bigger and bigger… People said things like, “Are you looking forward to The Baby, Katy?” and “You’ll have a playmate when The Baby arrives, won’t you, Katy?” and “Do you want a brother or a sister, Katy?”


Well, I am here to tell you that I was not sold on the idea of The Baby: not one little bit. I was a bright kid, and I think I guessed what the score would be. Everyone would be fussing around the new arrival; nobody would want to play any longer with Katy. And when the darned thing arrived… Well, this was no playmate, was it? A tiny red screeching thing—Jeez! What a con! A noisy, troublesome, demanding con!


“Here you are, Kathryn,” Mommy said, holding the creature in her arms. “Meet your baby sister. Little Phoebe.”


I eyed the new scrap of life suspiciously. “Mommy,” I said, “can we swap it for a puppy?”


I have never been allowed to forget this. But I did get the puppy: Jess, a border collie of such perfection that even now I get a tear in my eye thinking about her. She came to me at ten weeks old, a warm little bundle of energy and love, and Grandpa helped me train her. We were devoted to each other. Jess trotted everywhere with me, and she snuck into my room at nights, despite stern warnings from Grandpa that spoiling her would ruin her as a working dog. (It never did.) In the holopictures that we have of that time, we are always together, and I loved her with all my heart. But in some ways, I knew that Jess was a consolation prize, and that with Phoebe’s arrival, I had lost some little part of Mommy. My beautiful and elusive mother, always the first object of my devotion, was now shared. I was not wholly the center of her life any longer, and never could be again.


* * *


This was my early childhood. We were a very happy, close-knit family, in which two little girls basked in the love of their various devoted adults and were encouraged to follow their own paths. Phoebe soon showed the artistic bent that rivaled even my mother’s, permanently smudged with paints and modeling clays. My mother, around the time of Phoebe’s arrival, started to grow roses, firstly for pleasure, but increasingly she became very competitive. This was most unlike my mother, although, as in all her endeavors, she excelled. There is a rose named after each one of her daughters. I recall one morning, not long after The Baby landed, when I was outside helping her, proud in my little blue overalls and my tiny spade and glad to be spending time with Mommy, when a man walked past the gate and stopped to watch me work. Mom came over to say hello, and he nodded at me and said, “Nice to see a boy helping his mom.”


A boy?! This was intolerable. This was not to be permitted. By all accounts I gave that man the fiercest of stares— skewered him, as my mother tells it—and delivered the memorable putdown, “Katy not boy! Katy girl!”


“I’ve never seen a man move so fast,” Mom said. “She more or less ran him out of town.” I loved it when she told this story. I basked in the glow that came to her eye. Mommy was proud of me, and that was everything.


Let me describe my mother as she was in these years. A free spirit—but quiet, solitary. Still waters ran very deep in my mother; it was as if some kind of spirit of the natural world had been temporarily caught in a mortal body. By the sea, she would surely have been a selkie; here on the plains she was a genie of the river, perhaps, or of the lakes, some kind of spirit drawn to live among us ordinary mortals. She was outdoors as much as she could be—in the garden, or else working on the long porch at the back of the house. She had a shed which she used as a studio in bad weather, but rain did not daunt her and, in fact, often she would go out to meet it, walking around the farm and coming home drenched, her eyes shining. She was sweet-natured, funny, often absent in that way that very creative people can be, and endlessly creative with her two small children. Need it be said that I adored her?


People often ask me what it was like, having a writer of children’s books as a mother. Truth be told, both Phoebe and I took it largely for granted. She had so many stories she wanted to share! Phoebe leaned toward fantasy: Wonderland, of course; later, she loved Meg Murry’s journeys through the universe by means of the tesseract, Binti’s career at Oomza Uni, Awinita Foster’s slipstream adventures along the shining way. I tended toward more realistic stories: the Melendy children making a new home in the countryside, exploring the land and the people around them; Omakayas and her family of the Birchbark House, growing up near Lake Superior; Cassie Logan’s struggles under Jim Crow; the stories of Mildred Jones and her friends, rebuilding the post-atomic world in the 2080s. Even my beloved Dorothy Gale was in many ways a practical child, focused on returning to her home at least as much as on the marvels she encountered.


There was one case I recall when Mommy did share her stories with us, and that was when she was invited to write for the well-known children’s holoprogram, The Adventures of Flotter. I think it was a new direction for her—she hadn’t written for holos before, although many followed afterward— but she was naturally drawn to a river creature. She was keen, too, to try out her ideas. Well, I loved them! Mommy had a flair for story, and an eye for detail. What a wonderful world that was: a truly magical space, a first encounter, for most children, of the possibilities of the holosuite: part play, part drama, all imagination. At first, this was something that only Mommy and I did: Phoebe was deemed still a little young even for the gentle perils of the Forest of Forever. Mommy and I wandered through the Forest with Flotter and Trevis, and built parts of the world together. It wasn’t long before Phoebe wanted to take part though, and I have to confess I wasn’t happy about that. But I swear, Phoebe, that flood was an accident.


Many people have told me how much they loved Flotter as a child (I think the only person I have encountered who didn’t was a former CMO of the Enterprise, who called it ‘that damn tree nonsense’), and many of them recall specific adventures that my mother wrote, such as the encounter with the fireflies, and the pebble house by the river. It was a delight to see the young captain’s assistant on Voyager, the inimitable Naomi Wildman, take to the stories so much; yet another generation enchanted by them. So when people ask what it was like having a children’s writer as a mother—well, here you are! But some part of my mother—a crucial part—remained forever elusive, out of reach. As a child, you try to bridge that gap; perhaps the definition of adulthood is accepting that some of the gap between you and your parents might well be forever unbridgeable.


Aged seven, and always eager to win her approval, I leapt at my mother’s suggestion that I take ballet classes. Let me be the first to say that ballet did not play to my strengths. I was a strong and energetic child, and had a certain amount of athleticism, but not the kind that makes a prima ballerina. What I lacked in natural skill, however, I made up for in enthusiasm and hard work. My “Dying Swan” has become a family legend. I grasped at the time that it wasn’t entirely for the right reasons, and I realized that if I were ever to become a star of the stage, it would be for comedy rather than tragedy. I kept up my dancing lessons for many years—less ballet and more ballroom and character dances—and I even picked up a bronze medal once for my Charleston, but let’s just say that if ever I needed a new career, this wouldn’t be the skillset I’d draw on. Phoebe refused point blank to learn ballet, and for this I am eternally grateful, since I’m pretty sure she would have been superb, outclassing me artistically once again.


Both Phoebe and I spent a lot of time out in the garden, not least because my mother—who felt such a strong connection to this place—encouraged us in this. I have to confess that I didn’t appreciate this much as a kid: I’d rather have been building a model airplane, but Mom wanted it, so Mom got it. One summer, when I was nine and Phoebe six, Mom decided that we were old enough to look after our own little plots of land. She told us that if we cultivated them, we could choose where to visit next time Dad was back home. This was a big deal for us, to be given such a responsibility in Mom’s beloved garden. I dutifully turned the earth and planted vegetables, many hours of solid back-breaking labor. Phoebe—clever girl—threw seeds in the air and told Mom she was growing a meadow. Given the hours she spent there, lying on her stomach staring at the flowers that bloomed, and the insects and wildlife that came to her wild garden, and the careful drawings that she made of them, Mom had to admit that she had kept her side of the bargain. We made biryani from the vegetables I’d grown and Grandma’s special recipe, and we made postcards from the pictures that Phoebe had drawn. I earned my trip to the Smithsonian Air and Space Museum, and Phoebe her trip to the Van Gogh Museum. Boy, though, did I envy Phoebe her smarts!


Daddy, on his arrival home, was not the outraged ally that I had expected. When I told him the story, brimming over with indignation at Phoebe’s cheating, he laughed out loud. “Work smarter, Katy, not harder!” he said. Not bad advice, and advice I took to heart—I am aware that sometimes I can be a little rigid in my thinking (not allowing deviations from Starfleet uniform regulations when you’re seventy years’ flight away from the nearest Starfleet base, for example), and I do try my best not to get overly set in my ways. I must say, however—since it is possible that some Starfleet cadets may well be reading this memoir—that hard work never did me any harm and those rules kept us together during some tough times.


I still have one of the postcards that Phoebe made. It shows Dodecatheon meadia, a type of primrose, native to our part of America, known more commonly as the shooting star. It’s beautiful work for a six-year-old: she has captured the nodding petals with a sharp eye and painted them a delicate shade of lavender. Granny-in-town showed her how to imbue the card with the scent of the flower it depicted; this being Granny-in-town’s work, it sure lasted. Phoebe and I joked about it, but the day came when I was grateful for Granny-in-town’s skill.


Because that card went everywhere with me. It went to Starfleet Academy, and then onto the Al-Batani, and the Billings. And naturally it came with me on Voyager, and therefore all the way to the Delta Quadrant, and back again. I had it tucked away in my desk for safekeeping, but I brought it out very often, when I was alone and feeling bereft, and I would just catch the very last of the scent (it had mostly gone by the third or fourth year of our journey). Often, I would flip it over to read the message my sister had written. Just before I left for the Academy, she dug the card out, and wrote: “To my big sister Katy, may she always shoot for the stars.” Those words kept me going through many a long dark night among unfamiliar stars, looking for the one that would lead me home to my beloved family: to Phoebe, to the grandparents in the country, and the grandparents in town, and, most of all, to Mom.


* * *


Given that this account is about my early years, it’s perhaps natural that I have written a great deal about my mother, but now let me tell you about my father. He was, after all, the great hero of my early life. Edward Janeway was Starfleet to the core: a first-rate cadet who became an officer of distinction, and who earned rapid promotion until, shortly before I went to high school, he became a vice admiral. As a child, like many who enter Starfleet, he had looked to the stars: he was an enthusiastic amateur astronomer, and he loved to fly. He began as a test pilot in his early Starfleet career, although, after Phoebe’s arrival, listened to my mother’s concerns about his safety, and agreed to move toward command posts. This, naturally, took him away a great deal, often to Starfleet Command, which wasn’t so bad, as we could follow him there during school holidays for a week or so. But more often than not he was away from Earth entirely. Children accept what they are given, and both Phoebe and I accepted that Daddy would be away for long periods of time. Still, we didn’t have to like it. Since Daddy was incapable of doing anything wrong, we needed to have someone else to blame —and blame fell squarely on the shoulders of the Cardassians.


Cardassians were the great ogres of our childhood, as I suspect they were for many of our generation, and given that the ongoing border skirmishes of the ’40s and ’50s eventually led to full-scale conflict, one perhaps can be sympathetic to that opinion. Much has changed since the Dominion War, of course, but to my sister and me the Cardassians—these aggressive, seemingly monstrous aliens—were also the entire reason that Daddy was so often away from home. It took me a long time to recognize the root of my hostility toward the Cardassians, and even longer to shake this off and reach a better understanding of them.


A little context is surely helpful here. First contact between the Federation and the Cardassians was many years in the past, but from the start of the twenty-fourth century, the Cardassian Union had become markedly more aggressive in its imperial ambitions, most notably its expansion into Bajor during the 2310s. We know now that conditions on Cardassia Prime were becoming increasingly difficult: intensive industrial farming on an already dry world was leading rapidly to soil exhaustion. The Cardassians were on the hunt for the resources of other worlds; this expansion led, ultimately, to the formal annexation of Bajor in 2328 (eight years before my birth). For my father, moving up the ranks, Cardassian ambitions and incursions into Federation space were his chief source of concern, as they would continue to be the concern of his daughter years later, at the start of her career. Starfleet Command, at the time, was chiefly trying to prevent the outbreak of full-scale war, while at the same time protecting our border worlds, and supporting the Bajorans without violating our principles of nonintervention. At this age, before high school, these issues meant little to me, but they created the condition of my father’s continuing absences, shaping my early years and providing the backdrop for my own eventual decision to enter Starfleet.


When Daddy was at home, Mommy was happy, and when Mommy was happy, we could all be happy. Like everything else that he did, Daddy approached fatherhood with dedication, bringing his fullest attention to the task. He might not have been there all the time, but when he was, he was there completely. I see now how he must have been awake until the early hours of the morning to get through reports and messages before turning his complete attention to his girls. And when he was with us—oh, the fun we had! He combined the authority of a father with the mischief of an uncle, the curiosity of a child, and the instinct for guidance of a born teacher. Do I sound as if I idolized him? Well, of course I did. He was my wonderful Daddy, Starfleet captain and all-around hero. More and more, I wanted to be the apple of his eye.


Whenever he was home, he would devise some new project or excursion for the whole family. He would take us all camping—making sure we knew how to live in the wild, be self-sufficient, show us how to forage and find fresh water. He encouraged Phoebe in her interest in the natural world and helped me to understand what to look for, too, and why I should care about the environment around me. He saw that my eyes turned upward, and on inkblot nights beneath the heavens, he taught me the names of constellations. My first voyages into the stars, with him. Phoebe learned them too: he realized that that mythological names captured her imagination. We learned the name of Mars in different languages, some still living, some long lost. Mars, Huoxing, Nergal, Wahram… This, I realized, was a kind of different world that I could get behind: not made-up fantasy worlds, but real planets that I might visit one day. And indeed Daddy took us to Mars, when Phoebe got to high school.


Here’s a typical project of Daddy’s, from when I was about eight years old. He decided that what our farm lacked was a telescope. Well, of course! He was Starfleet, after all, he said. He always had to be keeping an eye on things, even when he was on leave. So we made one. The whole Janeway-Williams clan got together and built the darned thing. And not some small instrument, but the kind of telescope that would have been the envy of an Edwardian gentleman. Granny-in-town was brought on board, of course, this being something of a specialty for her, and I think she was pivotal in replicating the parts we needed. Granddad-in-town came in handy too, bringing along a couple of graduate students to help renovate the old pig shed that was to be the telescope’s new home. Grandpa made them work for their supper: sawing and hammering, fetching and carrying. I hope they got extra credit for this, those kids; what a flagrant abuse of power!


We girls oversaw the process from start to finish: the tooling of the parts, the grinding of the lenses, the construction of the outhouse, the assembly of the device itself. Good lord, it was magical—no, better than that. It was science. There was no mystique to this, no trick. This was something that could be built, crafted, made—and yet once it was assembled, it could show the beauty and majesty, the awe-inducing grandeur, of the stars. Out on the porch, Mom lay out long sheets of black paper, and together she and Phoebe and I created star charts. At last we were done, and we went out late one night—well past our bedtimes—and Daddy showed us the stars. I spent many nights in there, learning the names of the constellations, much later than perhaps my parents realized, sneaking past their room to my own bed, head full of the wonder of space.


On my ninth birthday, Dad took me over to the local flying club, and took me up in a little plane. The thrill of this. At last I was in flight! We were up for about twenty minutes, and Dad flew us over the land that I knew so well. I saw my home, all these places that I knew intimately and up close—our farm, Grandpa and Grandma’s farm, our school, the road to the city—but from up above, like a map, but real. This little trip changed my perspective on the world entirely. Earth was never going to be enough for me now.


* * *


As we grew older, my father continued this new tradition of taking me and Phoebe on separate excursions. Good tactic for anyone in a parenting or mentorship role, I think; give someone your undivided attention. Phoebe, in general, asked for cultural visits: ticking off one by one all the major galleries on Earth, Luna, or Mars. Me being me, I skipped culture and ran for the hills. I wanted to be outdoors. I wanted to hike and climb and ski and whitewater raft and in general feel myself moving or—best of all—in flight. I nearly got him to agree to bungee jumping (he didn’t take much persuading, if I’m being honest) until Mom got wind of my plans and absolutely, categorically forbade it, on the grounds that I should at least reach double digits before risking my life (I guess she had a point).


I still haven’t tried bungee jumping. I should go and book a trip to Queenstown now, leap from a bridge and feel the air rushing past, and shout, “This one’s for you, Dad!” as I head toward the water. One benefit of getting older is that you no longer care how eccentric you look. I have embraced this in recent years, and I intend to avail myself of this freedom indefinitely.


Such freedoms were not available to me in my tenth year, however, and after my father and I were thwarted in our plans to throw ourselves off a bridge, he suggested we go to the Grand Canyon instead—the biggest ditch on Earth, as Dad called it. While my first impressions were of a big, dusty hole in the ground, this fortnight proved to be one of the defining periods of my life. We transported to Flagstaff, Arizona, and then took a small flyer out to the north rim. We hiked a few miles every day and camped at night. When we were done cooking and washing up, Dad and I would lie on our backs and look up at the stars. Sometimes he would tell me stories of worlds that he had seen; sometimes we just lay there peacefully, quietly enjoying each other’s company. I thought of what it had been like, flying high above my home, and wondered what other worlds might look like from a great height.


“I’d like to go there one day,” I said.


“Where, Kitten?” he said. I think I hated and loved that nickname at the same time.


“Up there.”


He looked up at the heavens. “What? Luna? Mars?”


“Dad!”


“Oh,” he said. “I see. Starfleet.”


“What’s it like?” I said. “Not the stories. I mean really.”


I watched a smile pass over his face. He seemed… transported is the only word for it. “Kitten,” he said. “It’s like nothing else. It’s wonderful.”


I looked back up at the stars. I have never felt so happy in my life. I thought about leaving home, going to the Academy. I imagined myself on the bridge of a starship, people calling me “Captain,” being the one in charge. But then a cold feeling washed over me. “Do you think Mom will mind?”


“Why would Mom mind?”


“It’s a long way from home… You know how she is. There’s no place like home…”


I watched him from the corner of my eye, and I could see that he understood. “You know,” he said, “all that Mom and I want is for you to discover your own way. Find what it is you were born to do. It might take you to places that you or I or Mom can’t even begin to imagine, but that’s the deal you sign up for when you become parents. You want to keep your kids safe, close by— but in the end you have to set them sailing off, wherever they want to go. You just have to show them how to keep their ship afloat.” He smiled at me. “Wherever you choose to go, Kathryn—we’ll support you.”


Do I need to say how much I loved him? Do I need to say how much I loved them all: my clever, curious, excellent family; my beautiful, sensitive mother; my gifted, creative sister; my brave and brilliant father? When I think back to this time, I picture them like this: Phoebe lying on her stomach among the flowers, her sharp eye catching everything about the world around her; Dad gazing wide-eyed at the stars, longing for adventure, longing to see whatever was out there; and Mom, lying on the bed beside me, reading from my favorite book, and whispering to me softly: “There’s no place like home… There’s no place like home…”




[image: Image]


CHAPTER TWO


REACH FOR THE SKY—2348–2353


IN MY EARLIEST YEARS, I ATTENDED A SMALL COUNTRY SCHOOL very close to the house, with a dozen other children of varying ages from the local area. Phoebe and I were able to walk there, and, later, we cycled along the country lanes. At the end of the school day, Phoebe and I would take our time coming home, stopping to walk our bicycles along back lanes, while Phoebe collected samples, or I explored a new patch of land. The school itself was down a long lane: a white wooden building in its own grounds, with a flower garden and a vegetable plot and a huge wooden treehouse and climbing frame, and even its own stage. There were three little classrooms where we split off into age groups after assembly, before gathering at the end of the day to say goodbye. Although I loved the place and the teachers, who interwove play and learning so cleverly and intimately that it was never a struggle to get me to my studies, by the age of ten I was chafing against the boundaries of this small safe world, and I was more than ready to move out.


High school was the biggest change of my life so far. The morning cycle was still there, but instead of turning with Phoebe down the long lane to the schoolhouse, I carried on along the road to the local transporter. There, in a bustle of noise and laughter and the usual teenage squabbling, the local kids gathered to head into Bloomington. The school I was attending was a small charter school, covering grades seven through twelve, but it was a huge step for me. I remember that first morning piercingly: standing by myself, clutching my bag and books, staring at the gang of kids gathered, and wondering what the school itself must be like, if this was just a few of its students… Then I heard a friendly voice call my name.
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