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Dedication:

	For my wife, August van Stralen, who shares both my love of writing and my love of Star Trek, to the small group of weirdos who make up my found family, and to everyone who hasn’t yet found theirs. 

	 


Ethan Peck’s Muscles

	 

	Ethan Peck flexes his muscles on the screen and Candice sighs. He’s so dreamy, so tall, so gorgeous, she says next to me. It’s not the actor she loves, it’s Spock, the character he plays—that’s what I tell myself when Candice says, “Isn’t he perfect?” And he is, he’s perfect, so perfectly male and Candice’s hands rub circles on the thighs of her jeans as Ethan speaks his deep-voiced logic, tightly controlled emotion simmering under the surface and Candice leans toward the TV, eyes wide, and Ethan’s such a man, such a deep-voiced man and I slide deeper into my oversized button-front shirt trying to hide the side-boob flab that has escaped my binder. 

	She falls in love with him over and over when he comes on the screen and I’m right here, I want to say, but instead, I watch the show and listen to Candice’s sighs and when it’s over, she rubs her fingers over my sparse new beard and says, “I love you, Danny.” 

	And she does. Even through my tortured doubts, I know she truly does. 

	 


Teddy and His Lunch Ladies

	 

	Teddy was quiet, well-behaved. He’d come to the lunch counter in an oversized Star Trek shirt that might have belonged to an older brother or one that, maybe, he found in a donation box at church. And he’d ask for a biscuit, maybe, or a slice of bread. But we gave him free lunches, without telling anyone, and we asked about his day and when Marge noticed the holes in his shoes, we went to the thrift store and found the best of the used shoes we could find. 

	You can’t be expected to notice everything, but we noticed the way the kid stood with his hands in his pockets, the circles under his eyes that got deeper and darker, the yellow and purple bruises that came and faded and came and faded. The way the Star Trek shirt got older and dirtier and how, when Teddy sat at a table by himself, he’d curl into it and almost disappear as he ate his free lunch.

	One day, Ayala found a beat-up Spock figure in the street on her way to work and she brought it to school, and we furtively washed it in the kitchen between lunch shifts. When Teddy came to the cafeteria, we tucked little Spock onto his tray and he looked up at us, tears in his eyes and we knew he meant it when he said, “Thank you.” 

	It might have been Mina who said, “I wish we could adopt him,” and we shushed her and clucked our tongues while we watched him eating his lunch with one hand, holding his Spock figure in the other, and staring at it with wonder, as we stared with wonder at him.

	We served him shepherd’s pie and offered extra napkins because we knew how messy he was and, in a way, we thought of him as our own son, this child of the lunch ladies, and we talked offhand about buying him a new Star Trek shirt someday, and we told ourselves we were doing our best for him and it wasn’t until he stopped coming to school that we realized we hadn’t done nearly enough.

	 


Red Shirts Sometimes Survive

	 

	Danny wears command red with three pips, though inevitably someone will say, “Better be careful beaming down to the planet in that red shirt, little lady—har har.” Like we haven’t heard that dozens of times, like the red shirt thing wasn’t old before The Next Generation even premiered, like Danny hasn’t been misgendered a thousand times in a thousand different places. Danny, with his new belly meat squashed out from the ill-fitting binder we bought second-hand on Marketplace, wants to look like season-two Commander Riker even though Danny’s T-induced beard is sparse and splotchy and, if I’m being honest, he looks more like Wesley Crusher than Commander Riker. 

	At the convention, we push into the line of people waiting for autographs, ignoring the red shirt jokes, and wait under the sign that says no pictures.

	“What if he hates me,” Danny says. 

	“He won’t.”

	“What if he does?” 

	The crush of bodies is suffocating and when the crowd around us swells tighter, I fight the urge to drop Danny’s hand and run for the door. But Danny needs me, and I practice deep breathing as we inch and inch and inch forward and when we’re finally at the table, Danny puts a picture on the table in front of Jonathan Frakes and his voice cracks when he says, “I know we’re not allowed pictures.” His voice is shaking, and I want to drag him out of there, make him safe, but Danny takes a deep breath. “But you took this picture with me when I was someone else.” 

	Danny squeezes my hand so tightly; I’m losing blood in my fingers, and his lower lip trembles the way it does when he’s either close to a panic attack or so near to tears that the slightest quiver could set off a deluge.

	Jonathan looks at the picture. It says, “To S_____ with love.” He looks back up, smiles, and says, “I guess we should take a new one.” And when he says to Danny, at the end, that “It’s okay to cry,” Danny does just that—a deluge, all over his red shirt.

	 


Two Men Kissing

	 

	This is a family company. These words echo in my head while I watch Discovery with my family and when Stamets and Dr. Hugh kiss, I see only Jamie Buckman’s gang screaming out the car windows and my first girlfriend asking what she’d done wrong and my father’s belt on the back of my legs. My mother throwing my backpack out the front door, Come back when you’re normal, and the stone-hard backs of men on the other side of bar nights and This is a family company tossed across my boss’ desk with my last paycheque and my husband’s hurt face when I yanked my hand from his as my parents finally opened their door—the well-meaning smiles from other parents at our son’s daycare, Aren’t they a cute couple, someone whispers, and the teacher asking, which one of you is the father? And my mother holding her first grandson, He’s going to turn out just like you. The kids at softball laughing because our child has two goddamn dads and how we’re all sitting on the couch watching two men kiss on Star Trek and my son turns around smiling and says, just like my dads. My husband’s hand is warm in mine as he leans in and in this moment, for this moment, we’re only ourselves, two men kissing. 

	 


Wesley Crusher Faces His Fear

	 

	Turn off the fucking TV, my mom yells from her bedroom, even though it's Star Trek, even though it's a Wesley episode and I haven't seen this one yet. 

	But Mom’s been working night shifts, and she doesn't like loud noises when she's trying to sleep so my sisters and I take our bowls of cereal and sneak down to the basement to watch the rest of the show on the little black and white television down there. 

	The basement is creepy, and it smells like mold, and you get fleas all over your ankles when you walk down there because of the stray dog we brought home who needs to go to the vet, but we asked our mom to take us and Susie got spanked. So we’ve stopped asking. 

	The dog curls up on a dirty blanket next to the scratchy yellow and brown couch we pulled from the neighbour’s garbage and dragged down here while Mom was at work one night. The TV screen flickers and the static hums louder than the show, and we’re so cold, we’re shivering, but I don’t care because Wesley’s on screen and he’s taking the Starfleet Academy exam. 

	In the simulation, which Wesley doesn’t know isn’t real, the room is depressurizing, and a man is pinned under debris. Another is panicking. Wesley has to decide who to save.

	And he hesitates because he doesn’t know what to do, and I’m holding my breath because I know how it feels to realize that no matter what choice you make, it’s going to hurt.

	Wesley saves one man and lets the other one die.

	As he stands, stunned, in the corridor, an admiral comes to tell him it was all a fake. A chance to see how he’d react in a situation much the same as the one that killed his father, when Captain Picard had to choose to save one and leave the other. The other was Wesley’s father. 

	Wesley realizes he had to face his fear, his greatest fear, the fear of making the wrong choice and leaving someone to die. And the camera closes in on his face and my sisters, and I sit, stunned, forgetting for a moment we’re sitting in a cold basement with flea-bitten legs, and bowls of cereal in our laps.  

	Because I know exactly how he feels. 

	He’s afraid of letting someone down. 

	And I’m afraid of letting everyone down. 

	Wesley lost his dad on a mission. And I’ve lost my mom to my fear of her—fear of her anger, her hitting, her drunkenness, her everything. 

	Wesley’s dad is never coming back because he’s dead. And for a moment, I wish my mom was dead, too. 

	I slap my hand over my mouth like the thought might come out, like my sisters might gasp in horror, like God himself might strike me down with lightning. 

	But none of that happens. I don’t speak, none of my sisters react, and Wesley goes on to learn he didn’t make it into the academy this time. Not because of something he did wrong, but simply because someone else performed a little bit better. 

	As the episode ends, my sisters and I sit, transfixed, scratching flea bites on our legs, and wishing we could somehow slink into the TV, run away with Wesley and go away with him where no kids, at least, no kids like us, have gone before. 

	 


Teddy Checks In

	 

	We watch him shift from foot to foot at the entry desk, beat-up backpack hanging off one shoulder. He’s wearing a threadbare Star Trek t-shirt and he’s clutching a Spock action figure so hard his knuckles are white. Someone, maybe Mildred, says, “He’s too soft for this place,” and we don’t answer because we know it can strip a kid of softness, being here. 
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