All was silent on the bridge. It had been for almost a full day now. Ensign Checkov checked the clock on his dashboard for what seemed the millionth time, and began drumming his fingers on the helm. The scanner asked him if he would like a scan, and he complied, pressing a small green button just below the “FIRE” button. It gave a small ding when his fingers pressed against it. 


Next to him, Sulu was furiously typing his report that was due by the end of the day on proper evasive maneuvers. In the last mission on Starbase 46, he’d almost gotten all of them killed, and the Captain was not punishing him lightly. Each letter he typed gave a small click.


Suddenly, a yeoman walked by, carrying the Crew’s lunch, and dropped it all over at the captain’s feet. Kirk sighed and bent to pick it up, but his shirt tore, and he sat back up, embarrassed. Sulu was distracted for a moment and didn’t notice an oncoming asteroid coming at them. It hit the left starburn side, and the whole crew tumbled to out of their chairs. The yeoman who had just finished picking up the dropped dishes, dropped them again, and they shattered a second time. 


McCoy stepped out of the bridge, shaking a bottle of pills that Kirk had forgotten to take. Kirk reached out to take the bottles from McCoy, when his shirt ripped again, this time under his arms. Sulu had no time to be distracted any longer; he turned back around and continued typing his report. 


Spock, who had not noticed any of this chaos, turned around in his chair, and it squeaked a long drawn out eeeeees. Uhura who was right behind him, jumped several times in fright. She threw her hailing device across the room, hitting the poor yeoman now carrying several broken plates, and made her drop them again. 


Scotty, who had to ask the Captain about the ceremony that was going to take place on Taro 6, stepped out of the turbo lift carrying his bagpipes. One of the flying plates hit the bagpipes and it played a long low note.


Captain Kirk spun around in his chair, yet tearing another part of his shirt. He heard the noises going all around him, and he couldn’t help but begin tapping his foot. He smacked his hand down on the intercom button, which gave a metallic ring. 


Sulu, who had now begun to feel it as well, began typing in succession, each letter he stroke matched the off beat the members of the crew were randomly making. He looked at the Captain, a huge grin on his face. Checkov grinned next to him, his still tapping fingers began flat out drumming on the comm. He looked behind him to Scotty, who was now wearing the bagpipes and blew another note just when it fitted in. 


The yeoman, who by now had given up picking up the plates, was promptly tossing them down to the floor, in sync with Spock who continued to squeak his chair back and forth. The captain took of his shirt, and swiftly began ripping it on his beat. The whole crew swung on the bridge, and Uhura just couldn’t resist any longer. 


“Shoobe-do, da da da, dobe da da do da! 

Shoobe-do da be da- “


“Do do da da do be da!” Sulu added in. 


“Shoobe-do,” Kirk sang.


“Dab a dat,” McCoy belted.


“Do be do,” Uhura came back with.


“Do be da de de da.” Spock chimed in his low base voice. 


“Dooooo shawpt, de do!” The whole crew sang together. 

They still had the swinging beat to the song, and Scotty was getting down with those bag-pipes. 

Uhura now walked down to the turbo lift, all six men following her into the small space.


“Shoobe-do, da da da, dobe da da do da!”


Kirk sang, “Shoobe-do,”


Chekov danced,“ da be dat,”


Sulu chimed in, “do be do”


Scotty took a break from the bag-pipes and sang, “do be da de de da! Da da da da…”


“Shoobe-do, da de da, dobe da, da da, da da da da!” The crew entered the deck, and the walked down the isle, causing people to stick their heads out of their cabin doors. They went to all decks, and crew members from every department joined them in their song. 


“Shoo, bop, sheedo! Woah!” They sang. 

Checkov suddenly reached for Uhura’s hairclip, and began drumming on the poles, making a high-pitched, yet rhythm-filled interlude. Sulu helped out and added the fold up swords he had in his pockets, and began drumming them on all different surfaces, going down in pitch each time. Scotty kept blowing, as Sulu and Checkov had their duet. It went on for a few more seconds before it turned into an all out competition.  Checkov played seven hard hits on the poles on the off beats. Sulu followed with seven double beats on the floor. Checkov played boom boom boom boom, Sulu played boom boom boom boom, then the broke out into playing across each other. Everybody cheered as Uhura burst out into song again. 


“Oooooooh! Shoobe-do, da be da, do be do, shad a da da da!” 

Now the whole group joined in, a key change higher, as Scotty got his solo in.


“Shoobe-do, da be da, do do da da do be da!”


“Wap ba dunnda da da da!” McCoy yelled.

The choras of “do bap, she do” continued all the way across the ship, getting faster and faster each repetition. Scotty played a final chord on the bag-pipes as the song ended, and people all over the Enterprise cheered. 


Kirk made his way over to the comm, smiling from ear to ear, and made an announcement. 


“Return to your quarters everyone. You never know when a Klingon might come along and ruin our day.” And everyone compiled. 

Yes. This was an average day on the Enterprise. 

