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The doors slid open with the usual whoosh as Navigation Officer, Will Saver, arrived on the bridge to start his shift. Will greeted his Captain and his crew mates on the bridge as he made his way around the bridge to his station. He stopped in front of an oversized box blocking his path. In order to pass by, he squeezed between the walkway railing and console strapped to a lift. The new console everyone was expecting long ago had finally arrived to replace the faulty one. He thought to himself, What is the hold up? and looked for the expected team of techs to install the console. He didn’t see them. What did Will expect? Captain Lentesco ran a really loose ship. Expectations were set pretty low. Already annoyed, he stopped dead in his tracks when he reached his bridge position. Seated next to his chair was someone...no, something he did not expect. 

“Oh, hell no,” Will spun around and headed straight for the Captain.

The Captain saw Will heading toward him and calling to him and tried to leave. 

He relinquished and stopped. “Yes, Will?”

“Excuse me, Sir, but there is a space monkey on the bridge. Please tell me what is going on?”

“Follow me,” said the Captain as Will walked back to the space monkey, “Officer Saver, I would like you to meet JimJim. JimJim will be...,” he stopped and thought about his choice of words and continued with some doubt, “manning the helm for us?” 

JimJim extended his fuzzy hand and Will took it begrudgingly. JimJim slapped either side of his head, made a raspberry and returned to his duties. 

Captain Lentesco tried to make his escape but Will chased him before he got too far, “Excuse me again Captain but hmm...Why?”

“I acquired him from a gutshot straight.”

“What?” 

Captain Lentesco pulled Will aside and whispered, “I won him in a poker game.”

“WEEkkk Wooo Hee!” shrieked JimJim.

“No, no, JimJim. I am not saying I own you,” the Captain explained, then returned his attention to Will and continued in a lower whisper, “Man, that monkey has a set of ears or what,” The Captain cleared his throat, “I don’t own him. It’s like borrowing. Look, it could have been far worse for you than working with one space monkey, had I lost,” The Captain pointed to Will’s chest, pulled his hand back with his thumb extended and made a whistling sound as his thumb pointed away. Will got a sudden sinking feeling, “JimJim is one of the finest officers in the rim. On the rim? You know what I mean. Having him here will benefit us all.”

“Wait a second, what do you mean Captain? You have been betting crew members against a space monkey crew?”

“Not all the time. Just when I run out of cash and I know I can win, usually,” said Captain Lentesco.

JimJim grumbled to himself.

The Captain continued, “Listen, if I had lost the game you would have been a temporary crew member aboard the Simpertine. So, all’s well that ends well, right?”

The Captain slapped Will on the shoulder and walked away. Will called to him as he followed, “You can’t do this to your crew, Captain!”

“I didn’t do anything, Will. See, you’re still here,” They both turned in unison to see JimJim staring at them both.

Captain Lentesco and Will smiled at JimJim. JimJim turned back around.

Will asked, “And Captain, when did you learn to speak space monkey?” 

“Oh, this is great, you got to see this, Will,” goofy as a kid on Christmas, the captain pulled what looked like a hearing aid from his ear, “This thing here was given to me by JimJim’s Captain. Great monkey, terrible poker player. Just horrible.” 

JimJim scoffed and shrieked. Captain Lentesco put the device in his ear. 

“Okay, okay, we mean no offense, JimJim. We apologize. Will, apologize.”

Captain Lentesco punched Will’s arm and pointed to JimJim, urging him to apologize, “Sorry?”

JimJim squeaked and grunted and went back to work. Captain Lentesco strained to not laugh and be respectful, “JimJim says his Captain’s a premier poker player and I just got lucky. He says, on his planet, no one holds out for an inside straight,” Captain Lentesco turned to leave, “I gotta go. Janice, you have the bridge.” The door swooshed open then closed as the Captain exited. From behind the door, all could hear a muffled outburst of laughter. JimJim sighed and rolled his eyes.

Second Officer James Janice, JJ for short, took his position. 

“Oook hehehe,” JimJim sounded off as Will took his seat.

“I don’t know what you’re saying JimJim,” Will looked back to JJ inquisitively. JimJim reached out to Will’s console. Will pushed JimJim’s hands out of the way, “No, JimJim, keep your hands to yourself,” speaking to JimJim like a child, “No, JimJim, No. Bad Monkey. Bad.” 

Back and forth, Will and JimJim batted  each other’s hands away. JimJim became irritated and started jumping up and down on his chair at his station, screaming that way only space chimps can. JimJim bounced from his work station to Will’s and chattered in space monkey lingo. Will was pushed back into his seat, trying to distance himself, not knowing what JimJim was about to do. JimJim was having a total melt down, screaming and jumping up and down, slapping his own head. 

Will looked at JJ and pointed at JimJim. “I knew having a space monkey on board was a bad idea! Look at him! He’s freaking out!”

“EEEKK HOOOT HHHOO GAAAK,” JimJim screamed at JJ.

“Oh, yes of course. HHHOO GAAAK ! I’ll tell him. Mook-Mook,” JJ said to JimJim and the simian calmed down, “Will, give him the coordinates. And...um...don’t call him a bad monkey. That’s racist.”

“What?”

“The coordinates. He wants the coordinates to the next patrol point.”

“Wha...Wha...What? How was I to know that? I don’t speak monkey like you!”

JJ was confused, “Speak monkey? I don’t speak monk... Oh wait, just a little, I do...no not really. If you would use your translator. You will find that it is much easier to communicate with JimJim.”

“I don’t have a translator.”

“Oh, really? That’s odd. You should have one. Everyone in close quarters with JimJim should have one, Officers, co-workers, bunk mates. That sort of thing. Did you know they translate thought not real words? I could say anything really and he’d still understand. I’m probably not even close to speaking monkey but it makes JimJim happy. Doesn’t it JimJim,” in a sing song tone. JimJim smiled a big monkey grin and nodded not with just his head but his whole body.

JimJim reached over to Will’s controls. Will was just about to slap his hand when he heard JJ clear his throat. He withdrew his hand and JimJim went to work on Will’s instrument panel. 

“I really don’t like space monkeys,” Will said to himself.

Rounding the end of their patrol leg, the Radarman spoke up, “We have a runner class star ship on intercept course. It was masking its signal.”

“Raise them on the Comms and alert the Captain,” commanded JJ.

Communications officer answered, “They are blocking us.”

“Well, that’s odd, isn’t it?” JJ was cut short when the bridge exploded with flashes of arched electricity, fire and smoke. The smoke rolled over the bridge; another explosion rocked the patrol ship with such force it tossed the crew about again.

“Who are these guys?” Was the common thought on the bridge.

Explosions sent sparks across the bridge like lightning confetti. The sudden change in pitch jarred the abandoned console on the lift as it hovered back and away from its previous position. The radiating vibrations from multiple blasts chased through Will’s body as he lay flat on the bridge floor next to JimJim. The pitch of the ship’s nose dipped downward. Explosions could be heard from outside the bridge doors in the distance. The crew started to slide to the front of the bridge as the ship’s pitch dropped. Control of the ship was lost as it teetered dead in space. The metallic console started to move forward, JimJim lying in its path. 

Will was still woozy but he saw the console beginning to slide down the walkway of the bridge, “JimJim Move!”

JimJim was still in space monkey dream land and didn’t react to the moving console. 

Will sprung to his feet, scooped up JimJim and jumped away from the oncoming collision. Will’s reaction saved JimJim but it didn’t completely save Will. 

Will’s right foot was locked between JimJim’s station and the runaway console box.

Will screamed loud and high like a school girl chased down and caught by a playground bully and quickly evolved into a sailor on liberty as he tossed out every curse word from every language he knew. Oddly enough, no Space Simian language. Will’s outburst didn’t stop the pulsing firestorm of pain in his leg but it did make him feel better inside. Will’s maniacal outcries must have cleared the fog in the heads of the crew because they started to rise to their feet. Looking to each other and assessing quickly who needs help and who didn’t.

”JimJim, help me,” pleaded Will. 

JimJim’s eyes ping pong from Will’s flattened ankle and back to Will’s flapping gums.

“JimJim, damn it! Help me,” JimJim cocked his head to the side, caressed Will’s face and cooed at Will. 

Will swatted his hands away, “Listen to me you damn hairy ape. I’m stuck because I saved your ass. Now do me a favor and help me.”

JimJim then jumped on his station and tried to push off the console that was biting down on Will’s ankle, “Yes, JimJim! Yes, that’s it. Move the console. Move it JimJim. I love you, JimJim.” 

Will didn’t really love JimJIm but Will couldn’t help himself. He got caught up in the moment. 

But then, something flashed on a console that caught his eye and JimJim stopped pushing and bounced away, jumping from debris to debris and swinging from spot to spot, as a space monkey does
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