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Federation Star Defense Pilot

Episode 1: The Scoggo Sector

EXT. STARFLEET HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Starfleet Headquarters in San Francisco. Ships fly past the Golden Gate Bridge in the typical manner. Caption at the bottom of the screen reads “Starfleet Headquarters, San Francisco. 2310.”

INT. STARFLEET HEADQUARTERS HALLS - DAY

Admirals TOM BENSON and PHIL DREYER are conversing while they walk down the hall. Dreyer is slurping down the contents of a Cup Noodle box. It is his lunch. Benson is flipping through a folder filled with papers.

Dreyer

Looks like you’re keeping busy, Tom.

Benson

It’s getting to be a nightmare, Phil. After that thing with the Fleet Admiral’s daughter, I’ve been saddled with dealing with all the fleet requests and requisitions.

Dreyer

Ugh. I hate all that blasted paperwork.

Benson

Let’s see…

(pulls out a sheaft)

Captain Picard, requesting extra supplies of tissues. Seems the replicator can’t keep up.

(grabs another one)

Deep Space 9 wants more Super Nintendos…

(pulls out one more and groans)

God, it’s that Bannister again.

Dreyer

(finishes a gulp)

Bannister, huh? Isn’t he the guy that took the Farragut to the Gamma Quadrant to find his missing socks? 

Benson

Yes, and after he thought he found them, his errant tractor beam aiming accidentally obliterated a Jeruvian Death Ray that was pointed at Rigel 4. So they made him an Admiral. Now he’s “recommending that Starfleet add a new branch of operations.”

Dreyer

What?

(he resumes eating)

Benson

(continues quoting)

“For the mutual defense of the Federation, a branch that shall be known as(” 

(he pauses for drama, raises one hand in the air.)

“Federation Star Defense.”

Dreyer

(through a partial mouthful)

What’s he think the rest of Starfleet is for? 

Benson

The man is several nacelles short of a warp drive.

Dreyer slurps some more.

Benson

Why in the world are you eating that?

Dreyer

Um... replicators have been shut down for the day.

Benson

Eh? Why?

Dreyer pulls a leaflet from his pocket with some apprehension and hands it to Benson. It depicts a smiling Jefferey Bannister, his thumb in the air, with a little grinning potato next to him. It reads “Eat real food!! Living life the Jeffery Bannister way.”

Benson begins slamming his head into the wall. Dreyer winces as he watches.

Dreyer

Uh, I’ll see you, Tom.

Dreyer walks hurriedely away. Benson ceases his pounding and goes to his office one door down. He opens the door. ADMIRAL JEFFERY BANNISTER is sitting in Benson’s chair, playing free cell on the computer. Benson’s eyes flare with a look of death.

Jeff

Admirial Benson!

Benson

(slowly and deliberately)

What... are... you... doing?!

Jeff

Playing this card game.

Benson

That’s my chair!!!

Jeff

Oh, is it? I got a bit bored waiting for you and just found something to do.

(he makes no move to leave.)

Benson

Get out of my chair!!!

Jeff gets up and moves to a visitor chair. Benson hoses down the seat with disinfectant and then cautiously sits.

Jeff

I sent you a memo.

Benson

I got it.

Jeff

Well?

Benson

(sigh)

Perhaps you don’t understand a key fact about Starfleet, Bannister. You see— 

(he is cut short by a communications signal. He turns back to Jeff with a grating voice.)

Excuse me for a moment. 

(he walks into the hallway where Dreyer awaits him. The door closes behind.) 

What is it, Phil?

Dreyer

Is Bannister in there with you?

Benson

Yes. Come to torment me too?

Dreyer

No, actually, I just got this great idea, maybe help out your headache.

Benson

What’s that?

Dreyer

Well, look. We’ve got dozens of missions sitting in the wings. Really dangerous missions, most. The kind of things Starfleet doesn’t like risking our best and brightest for. But Bannister, well, I’m guessing most would consider him to be more or less expendable. 

Benson

(grimace)

Well, I don’t know about that. Remember, the Fleet Admiral has a soft spot for him.

Dreyer

(grunts)

But who wouldn’t want to see “The Great Jefferey” fly heroically off to battle? We’ve got a bunch of old ships just sitting in mothballs. Starfleet doesn’t want ‘em. Private sector won’t even buy them.

Benson

(liking the idea.)

So, we give him exactly what he wants.

Dreyer

And he flies off aboard the “flagship” of “Federation Star Defense.”

Benson

But what if he pulls off some total luck job again? I dunno.

Dreyer

Fine... then let’s just make up some danger and send him somewhere where there isn’t any. Like, I dunno... the Scoggo Sector or something. He could drop off the latest foreign aid shipment to the Tajarans.

Benson

(nodding slowly with a grin)

Yeah... no possible glory in that! And best of all...

Dreyer

He won’t be here.

(they both grin. Benson heads back into his office)

Benson

(heard as Dreyer leaves)

Admiral, do I have news for you!

INT. STARFLEET HEADQUARTERS MESS - DAY

The lounge and mess hall at Starfleet Headquarters is rather gigantic. Jeff comes in, trying to look important, but dancing a little in his stride. He carries a large roll of posters, a hammer, and nails. He tacks up one poster that reads: 

“Federation Star Defense, the brave new divison of Star Fleet. To be part of the maiden voyage, submit applications to Admiral Jeffery Bannister.” 

The poster depicts a brave looking vessel flying through the cosmos and blasting a bunch of  alien craft to smithereens. Jeff heads out. 

EXT. NEW COLORADO CITY, DALE ZURKETT’S HOUSE – DAY

An ancient, yet sturdy house that appears to have been built in the early 1900s sits on a futuristic streetside as hovercars and trolleys roll by.

INT. DALE ZURKETT’S HOUSE - DAY 

DALE ZURKETT is stretched out on the couch, a beer in hand. ZACK LEROUX sits on the other couch. Before them is an array of food on a coffee table. The house is a total mess, but they are unconcerned. They are watching the Superbowl on a holographic display that hovers in the air before them.

Zack

Tackle him, dang it! C’mon!

Dale

Stinkin’ ref blew the call. 

Zack

And they say computers can’t make mistakes.

At this moment, a robotic referee flies by on the hologram. A football player gets off of a mangled robot ref he landed on. It is completely crushed. A replacement referee is activated on the sidelines and the commercials come on.

Zack

So, how’s it feel to be free, Dale?

Dale

Oh, it was only a matter of time. That captain had it in for me anyway.

Zack

Did you turn in your resignation yet?

Dale

Not yet. I have to go in person to San Francisco.

Zack

Major pain. Oh well, I’m still Lieutenant LeRoux of the U.S.S. Phindlepod. It seems kinda funny that in our three year careers, neither one of us made it to captain.

Dale

Probably because we’re just too good for ‘em.

Zack

That’s right. 

(they clink beer bottles)

So, what’re you gonna’ do now, Dale?

Dale

I don’t know, I’ve been thinking about becoming a streetcar driver.

Suddenly, Dale’s dog, BOB, enters the room and begins whimpering.

Dale

Oh, do you want to go out, Bob?

Bob

(whimpers)

Dale opens the door, the dog goes outside. Suddenly, from across the street, a cat appears. Bob spots it, barks, and charges. A streetcar is coming down the street.

Dale

(sees these things.)

Bob, noooo!!!!!!!!!

Bob doesn’t listen, shoots into the street. The street car hits him at its top speed of 10 mph. The dog keels over with one last “woof.” Dale falls to his knees, his hands dramatically in the air.

Dale

Nooooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Zack comes out, reacts briefly to the carnage, then turns to Dale. He is carrying a phone.

ZACK

Hey, uh, phone for you. Admiral Dreyer?

Dale still dramatically grief-ridden, turns his eyes in Zack’s direction.

INT. BENSON’S OFFICE - DAY

Benson is flipping through images of various starships. The current ship looks like a beat up Enterprise with only one warp nacelle on the side. Dreyer enters, pocketing an address book.

Dreyer

Well, I’m rounding up a few bridge officers. How goes the ship search?

Benson

This one’s missing a warp nacelle and has a top speed of one-quarter impulse.

Dreyer

There’s no way he’ll even make it out of the solar system with that, let alone the Scoggo sector.

Benson

(flips to the next image. A small, Flash Gordon-like rocket ship.)

This ship has a working warp drive, and a booster rocket for emergencies. Weaponry: Side mounted hand phaser.

Dreyer

That one’s an antique. The Federation’s got it on display at the Smithsonian.

Benson

(sighs, flips again. A ship that looks a little like the Enterprise-A without the disc and is upside down appears. Benson chuckles) 

Here’s a classic, a retro-fitted Constitution-class starship. Originally built during the 23rd century, this craft has been redesigned and rebuilt by Lieutenant Andre Peters and a workforce of 100 men. The original ship had a forward saucer, but this was lost during a battle with the Volgians. Peters claims it is capable of Warp 9, but this is very doubtful. Name: U.S.S. Intrepid, NCC 1229. Class: Light Battle Carrier. Let’s see… a recently added comment from the President of Starfleet: “Can someone tell me why we’re still sinking cash into this hulk?”

Dreyer

That’s the one then.

Benson

(grins)

I’m sure Admiral Bannister’ll love it.

INT. ANDRE PETER’S GARAGE - DAY

LIEUTENANT ANDRE PETERS, a stockily-built man, smiles lovingly at his “baby.” The Intrepid is on blocks, with various mechanics working on different sections of the ship. Jefferey enters. Andre spots him.

Andre

Admiral Bannister?

Jeff

Yep, that’s me. 

Andre

Andre Peters.

They shake hands and begin walking up the ship’s access ramp.

Jeff

This is it, huh?

Andre

(quizzical look)

It’s the only ship here.

Jeff

(nods sagely)

Right. Well, is she in working order?

Andre

More or less.

They enter the ship.

INT. INTREPID HALLWAY – DAY

Andre and Jefferey have just entered via the access ramp.

Andre

(tapping his com-badge)

Engineering, light her up!

Voice from com-badge

(hesistant)

Um, sure, OK.

There is a loud grating noise and the familiar sound of a car that just won’t turn over. Andre hits a nearby pipe with a wrench. The Intrepid roars to life.

Jeff

(look of wonder)

Wow, what a ship.

Andre

(glowing with pride)

Yeah. 

They both stand and watch the blinking lights on a console.

INT. STARFLEET HEADQUARTERS FOYER - DAY

Dale and Zack are walking through the main doors, both in wrinkled uniforms. 

Zack

Are you sure you want to do this?

Dale

I owe it to Bob.

INT. DREYER’S OFFICE – DAY

Dreyer sits expectantly in his chair as Dale and Zack enter. They salute.

Dreyer

At ease gentlemen.

Dale pulls out a Select Black Cherry soda and starts drinking. Zack begins absently scratching himself. Dreyer licks his lips, obviously annoyed with their behavior.

Dreyer

Anyway… thank you for coming. As you know, we’ve had a sudden need for, um, sterling officers.

(pause)

Such as yourselves.

Dale

(suppressing a burp)

Sterling?

Zack looks around to see if any other officers might be present.

Dreyer

Indeed. You see, the Federation is in grave danger. 

Dale

And you want us to save it?

Dreyer

Yes.

ZACK

I see what they mean about grave danger.

INT. DONAK’S OFFICE – DAY

DONAK, a vulcan, sits at his desk with an open folder of papers before him. NATASHIA STARRAT, a Romulan/Vulcan, sits across the table from him. She has nervous look on her face. Donak is cold and severe. A typical vulcan.

Donak

Well, a mostly stalwart history, Miss Starrat. With a performance record like this, I’m surprised you’ve decided to leave Starfleet.

Natashia

Oh, well, I just find the sciences so interesting, sir. The, um, cold logic of it all, and such.

She tries to smile, but Donak frowns at this and she quickly switches back to an attempt at stoicism.

Donak

Indeed? And nothing to do with

(he pulls out a particular sheet of paper)

calling your commanding officer a “damn fool idiot of a man?”

Natashia

Yes, well, um... heat of the moment, sir.

Donak

Emotional control is at the heart of Vulcan philosophy, miss Starrat. But you’re not vulcan, are you?

Natashia

I am half-Vulcan, sir. And, um, Romulan.

Donak

(holding up the familiar Vulcan hand sign)

Live long and prosper, miss Starrat?

A bead of sweat drips down Natashia’s forehead. She bites her lip and raises her hand. The index and middle fingers are just fine, but she can’t get the other two fingers to touch.

Natashia

I can... hold on...

Donak

Tsk, tsk.

INT. HALLWAY – DAY

The door to Donak’s office slams behind Natashia, who is now in the hallway.

Natashia

Son of a...

Her eyes drift to the poster on the wall. It is one of Jefferey’s.

INT. JEFFEREY’S OFFICE - DAY

Dale and Zack enter, holding their papers. Jeff is in his chair, building a tower from a deck of cards.

Dale

Admiral... 

(checks his application)

Bannister?

Jeff

(standing with regality)

I am Admiral Jeffery Bannister.

They both hand Jeff their papers. He flips through them with a look of great concentration. The records are filled with mentions of insubordination, laziness, and other such problems. Dale and Zack look a bit concerned. There is a moment’s pause as Jeffrey looks up at them, appearing to be thinking deeply.

Dale

Sir?

Jeff

Phindelpod and Gurblenod. Your last ships.

Zack

Yessir?

Jeff

The words rhyme. Don’t you see? Isn’t that jolly?

Dale and Zack exchange looks.

Dale

Uh, yeah. I mean, yessir!

Jeff

I just have to have my little jokes. Hope you don’t mind. Ha, ha. Phindelpod and Gurblenod. Ho-ho. Anyway, this looks great! Welcome aboard, men! We’re due to depart in two days.

(Jeff sits down, looking completed.)

Dale

Um, admiral, might I inquire as to what our duties will be?

Jeff

Huh?

Zack

What we’ll be doing on the ship?

Jeff

Oh! Well. You’re both officers, right? Both of you, I mean?

Dale

Right…

Jeff

And you’re experienced at doing the things officers do, isn’t that correct?

Zack

Well, of course. I mean, of course, sir.

Jeff

Yes. Then. Very well. That will be all.

Dismissed. And you may leave.

Dale and Zack walk out. Both look at each other apprehensively.

Zack

Uh, Dale?

Dale

Yeah, Zack?

Zack

Remember what the admiral said about grave danger?

Dale

I know what you’re thinking. Look, don’t kid yourself. You and I both know they’d never leave someone like Jeffrey Bannister in command of something this important. 

Zack

Either that, or they’re going to make sure we have a crack, hand-picked crew to make sure everything goes exactly as it should.

EXT. STARFLEET HEADQUARTERS – DAY

Jeff is on his way to a shuttle craft when Dreyer approaches, carrying a sheaf of papers.

DREYER

Hold on a moment, Admiral.

Jeff

(big grin)

I’m on my way to the ship!

Dreyer

Yes, yes, about that. I have a few last minute crew assignments for you.

Jeff

Ooh? New guys? The best in the fleet?

Dreyer

Best in the prisons, really. Just been released.

(he hands Jeff the documents)

Jeff

Press-ganged? I thought Starfleet was volunteer only.

Dreyer

(solemn look)

Desperate times call for desperate measures, Admiral. I’m sure you’ll whip these felons into shape.

Jeff

Oh yes, of course! That’s why you gave me such good officers.

Dreyer

(grin)

That’s right. See you when you get back!

Jeff looks at the papers with a look of great confidence in his sterling abilities. He enters his shuttle.

Benson walks up to Dreyer.

Benson

Well, I’m feeling chipper now. And I just bought a yacht. Care to join me for the maiden voyage?

Dreyer

Well, after such hard work...

Benson

(grins)

Exactly.

EXT. EARTH – DAY

The shuttle flies along at great speed, whipping past clouds and exiting the atmosphere. The huge space dock facilities lie before them. But then the shuttle reenters the atmosphere and lands in a deserted field where the Intrepid is parked. A number of vehicles are delivering supplies and sundries.

Jeff exits the shuttle and walks on board.

INT. INTREPID HALLS – DAY

Jeff walks down the hallways, a huge grin on his face. Scary people with eye-patches, peglegs, tattoos, and too many piercings watch him pass.

Jeff enters the turbolift.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

Jeff enters and occupies the captain’s chair, looking pleased. Dale is at the helm. Zack is next to him at the weapon’s post. Natashia is the science officer. LIEUTENANT VOCK, a full vulcan, is at communications. 

Vock

We have clearance to lift-off, admiral.

Jeff

All ahead full!

Dale

(coughs)

One quarter impulse, admiral?

Jeff

Like I said, helmsman, one quarter impulse power!

Dale

(grumbles to himself, complies with “Jeff’s” order)

Roger.

Dale activates the controls. The ship starts rattling increasingly. A lightbulb shorts out.

EXT. FIELD – DAY

Something on the Intrepid’s hull makes a small explosion. Smoke is pouring from a seam.

INT. INTRPEPID ENGINEERING – DAY

Andre opens a tube and pours a bottle of whiskey down it.

EXT. FIELD – DAY

The smoke cloud expands and billows from behind the ship, it makes a roaring sound, and suddenly takes off with a massive jolt.

INT. INTRPEPID ENGINEERING – DAY

Engineers are thrown across the space, hitting the walls. Andre casually braces himself, totally unaffected.

INT. INTREPID HALLS – DAY

Crewmen all over the ship are dashed against the walls, floor, and ceiling.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

Jeff clings to the back of his chair, his feet in the air behind him. The bridge security guards are plastered against the wall. The other officers hold desperately to their controls.

On the main viewer, the clouds whip past, a bird is splattered on the glass, and the ship finally reaches orbit.

INT. INTREPID ENGINGEERING – DAY

Crewmen pick themselves up, groaning. Andre writes something on his clipboard. He turns to his bruised ASSISTANT, who is still clinging to a railing.

Andre

(technically)

Probably need to recalibrate the inertial dampeners a bit, you think?

EXT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

The bridge crew has slowly recovered and regained their stations. A large windshield wiper removes the bird.

Jeff

Set a course for the Scoggo Sector!

Natashia

Sir... the Scoggo Sector is claimed by the Tajaran Empire as part of their air space.

Jeff

(waves a vague hand)

Yes, yes, I know that, Lieutenant Staratt. Starfleet has given me specific orders to head to the Scoggo Sector. We’re simply on a diplomatic mission carrying vital foreign aid to the Tajaran government in exchange for the continued cessation of their military build-up. There shouldn’t be any hostile activities in the area. Besides, we’re just skirting the edge of the zone.

(he demonstrates with more rather vague hand waving)

Natashia

(faintly worried look)

Yessir.

Dale

(turning to Zack)

Tajarans?

Zack

Oh, just one of those backwater races. Told the Federation what it could do with a warp nacelle when we first discovered them. Remember? I took a Tajaran language course in high school.

Jeff

(into his chair’s communicator)

Andre, is the warp engine ready?

Andre

(from engineering)

Um… let’s try it and see.

Jeff

Warp speed, Mr. Zurkett!

Dale looks around the room at the others, who cast him worried looks, but offer no other support. They do, however, grab hold tightly of any nearby solid objects. Jeff eagerly gestures for the order to be carried out.

Dale

Heh…

He reaches for the controls, closes his eyes with one hand, and pushes the slider forward.

EXT. EARTH AIRSPACE – DAY

Despite all expectations, the Intrepid rockets into warp speed.

INT. INTREPID LOUNGE – DAY

Dale, Zack, Andre, and Natashia are sitting around a table, eating dinner. Around the lounge are various crew members. The felonious ones lurk around the edges, casting suspicious and unsettling glances around the room at random passersby.

Andre

Runs like a dream doesn’t she?

The ship suddenly shakes involuntarily. Some food is thrown to the floor and drinks spill.

Dale

(somewhat sarcastically)

Riiight. 

(turns to Natashia) 

What is it you were saying on the bridge about the Scoggo sector?

Natashia

I was simply stating that the Scoggo Sector isn’t very well known by the Federation. I’ve even heard rumors on Romulus of a Tajaran fleet amassing there.

Zack

On Romulus?

Natashia

I am half-Romulan, half-Vulcan. 

Andre

(mumbling)

I guessed the Vulcan.

(he leaves the table)

Dale

Well, I’m sure the Scoggo Sector will be just the first. Just think, some day Starfleet textbooks will describe in gut wrenching detail our legendary accomplishments, throttling the Tajaran war machine to splinters in a spray of phaser and photon torpedo blasts from our(
Zack

Easy, Dale. In any case, I’m going to take advantage of our momentary leave and have me some booze. Hey, Natashia, got any Romulan ale stored up for ‘special occasions?’ 

(he flashes her a suave look.)

Natashia

No, ‘Zack,’ and while on duty, I am Lieutenant Starrat.

Zack

(unfazed)

So when are you off-duty?

Natashia

I’m always on duty.

Zack

Go, go, gadget copter!

(everyone looks at him strangely)

Uh, I think I’ll go get something to drink.

Zack wanders over to the replicator bank. Andre returns with a platter of steaming chicken and other goodies.

Andre

Ah, nothing like a home-cooked meal.

Dale

You mean replicator cooked.

Andre

Nope! I’ve been working on restoring this quaint twentieth century toy called an “microwave.” It takes a real long time to cook, but look at the wonderful results. 

(he breathes in the steam.)

Dale

I see. 

(he exchanges a look with Natashia)

Andre

Oh, that reminds me… I installed a new AI system for the appliances.

Natashia

You made artifical intelligence for coffee pots?

Andre

And for the intercoms, toasters, blenders, replicators, washing machines, dryers, and, uh, the Captain’s Log.

Natashia

Um, why?

Andre

Neccessity is the mother of invention.

Zack returns, carrying an aquarium and a drink.

Dale

(pointing at the aquarium)

What is that?

Zack

Oh, this? 

(he sets it down. Two gerbils can now be seen running around inside the aquarium)

These’re my brothers gerbils. He had them beamed aboard before we left.

Natashia

So why are they at the table with you?

Zack

Well, that’s just because I have to take real good care of them. Let them eat off of my plate, drink from my glass, things like that. 

Natashia looks rather squeamish.

Dale

(watching the gerbils lap from Zack’s glass with a squeamish look)

Well, time to hit the hay, I think.

Natashia

Yes, I’ll go with you. 

(Dale grins. Natashia shakes her head)

Go with you to my quarters.

Dale

Your quarters are fine, too.

Natashia glares at him. They exit.

INT. NATASHIA’S QUARTERS – DAY

Natashia is in the shower. Dale is taking off his boots.

Natashia

Oh, Dale, could you join me in the shower for a moment?

Dale grins widely. Someone is shaking his shoulder. It is Natashia, who is not in the shower and is indeed fully dressed.

Natashia

What are you grinning about?

Dale

Er, um, nothing. I was just thinking about… Tajarans. Yeah, Tajarans.

Natashia

I rather think Starfleet may be underestimating their actual threat level.

Dale

Well, you know, when you have total space wimps like Picard running the show—

He is cut off by the intercom.

Computerized Speaker

All officers to the bridge immediately. Repeat, all officers to the bridge right away.

Dale

(to the computer)

Didn’t you say ‘immediately’ the first time? I mean, you didn’t exactly “repeat” there.

Computerized Speaker

Stop nitpicking and get to the bridge on the double.

Natashia

He makes a good point, you know.

Computerized Speaker

Hey, did I ask you, miss space bimbo?

Dale

Hey, you can’t talk to her like that!

Computerized Speaker

Want to bet on that?

Dale

What are you going to bet? Your next RAM upgrade?

Computerized Speaker

I warned you.

A phaser blast shoots from the speaker, just missing Dale, but knocking him over backwards. He falls off of Natashia’s bed. She ducks behind with him. Dale pulls a phaser from an ankle holster.

Computerized Speaker

Oooo, oh no. A bed. Why my phaser couldn’t possibly—

The bed is vaporized. Dale is ready.

Dale

Let’s see if he likes his gigabytes well done.

Dale dives to the side, phaser blasting at full intensity. He vaporizes the computer speaker. Suddenly, several appliances in the room turn to him with malicious intent. He is attacked by a toaster oven, followed by a coffee pot and a food processor. Dale’s phaser blazes a path through the flying kitchen ware. After a few tense moments, Dale stands amongst a pile of dead appliances, their fried parts slowly whirring to a halt. Natashia’s room is mostly destroyed.

Natashia

My cabin…

Dale

(holstering his phaser)

Never mind that now, we have to get to the bridge.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

Jeff is looking thoughtful in the captain’s chair. On closer inspection, he is asleep in a thoughtful pose. Zack, Vock, and Andre are all at their posts. (Andre at the optional engineering station.) The turbolift doors open and Dale and Natashia climb out, apparently from a ladder. Natashia replaces a trainee at her post, Dale goes over to Andre.

Dale

I think you’d better take a look at your AI system.

Andre

Huh?

Dale

The turbolift was the last straw. It turned off halfway up.

Andre

Hm… I wonder if I set its emotion level to “surly teenager.”

Dale heads to his post.

Zack

(coughs loudly)

Orders, Admiral?

Jeff

(awakening)

Huh, what?

(he comes to and sees his crew patiently watching him)

As you were?

Dale

Didn’t you tell the computer to request our presence on the bridge?

Jeff

Huh? Oh, yes, I did!

(he seems satisfied to leave the matter at that. No one else is satisfied, however, and they continue to watch him expectantly)

Well, uh, 

(he turns to Natashia.)

Lieutenant Starrat! What is our present heading?!

Natashia

We are currently one light year from the heart of the Scoggo Sector’s nebular cluster. 

Jeff

One light year huh? Boy, we’re a lot farther away than I thought.

Andre

Actually, admiral, at our present speed of Warp Eight, we just passed the heart of the Scoggo Sector.

Jeff

What? All stop!

Andre

All stop? But the ship isn’t designed to take that kind of(
But Dale has already gone through with Jeff’s order. The ship lurches like some crazed demon, sending everybody flying from their seats. They painfully get up.

Zack

(getting up and rubbing his head)

Why don’t you do something really useful in engineering, Andre? Like inventing seatbelts for starships!

Andre

We tried, but Starfleet said you field boys were too soft already. 

Zack shakes his head

Dale

Damage report!

Jeff

Hey, that’s my job!

(climbs back into his chair, looking very important)

Damage report!

Vock

No ship or system damage, though there’s a lot of crying over spilt milk in the cafeteria.

Jeff

(looks around in confusion for a few moments.)

Good. 

Natashia

(taking a gander at her readout)

We’re five yards from the neutral zone.

Jeff

Like butter. Mr. LeRoux, lay in a course for Base Seven Five-Niner three twenty-five oh six.

Zack

(confused look)

Uh, base seven five...?

But Jeff just waves a vague hand.

Jeff

Right, you know. That one.

(He points out the window at a distant space station)

Zack

Oh.

(he lays in a course)

Vock

Admiral, I’m receiving a distress call.

Zack looks relieved. Jeff leaps to his feet.

Jeff

What? On speakers!

Speakers

(static)

This is the Mobayashi Karu, mayday, mayday. 

(static)

Heavy damage to life-support and engine systems.

(static)

Off course and drifting.

(static)

Only three hours of power left.

(static)

Coordinates, six nine five three zero.

Vock

The message repeats, sir.

Natashia

Those coordinates are in the neutral zone, Admiral.

Dale

(to Zack)

Mobayashi Karu? That sounds vaguely familiar, for some reason.

Jeff

Well, I guess we should plot an intercept course. Gosh, just think of it. A daring rescue on our first mission.

Natashia

Sir, entering the neutral zone with a starship...

Jeff

Yes, yes, I know. But the Tajarans wouldn’t dare try anything.

Everyone exchanges worried glances. 

Jeff

Helmsman, take us in.


Dale

Um, sure thing.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR - NIGHT

The Intrepid zooms into the neutral zone.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

Everyone is worried now, except Jeff, who is grinning ear to ear. 

Jeff

Time to intercept!

Natashia

Three minutes, admiral.

Vock

Incidentally, admiral, there is no record of a Mobayashi Karu in the ship’s databanks. Though it does bear a marked similarity to “Kobayashi Maru,” which is, of course, the suicide mission in the Starfleet Academy Training Course.

Jeff

Huh, what a strange coincidence. It’s probably just a private freighter, Mr. Vock. I wouldn’t worry.

Everyone looks at each other, now fully expectant of what is about to happen.

Vock

The signal has stopped, sir.

Zack

No sign of the freighter on our sensors, admiral.

Natashia

Admiral, ship sensors are detecting a large neutron surge.

Jeff

Origin, lieutenant?

Natashia

Oh, right about there.

She points at the viewer, where a Tajaran Flying Slug battleship has decloaked.

Natashia

40 additional readings, sir… five Tajaran Flying Slugs… 10 Cruisers, and 25 fighters.

Everyone sits in silence for a moment. They are completely surrounded.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR – DAY

The Intrepid is surrounded above, below, behind, away, and just about on every other side. The hideous-looking Tajaran ships seem eager to render horrific death on the little Federation ship below them.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

Vock

Admiral, they’re hailing us.

Jeff

Onscreen!

The grotesque image of a Tajaran flying slug appears, quickly replaced by an even uglier image. That of a living Tajaran. The horrible creature turns to the screen with a cry of glee. This is BOKCHOW, commander of the Tajaran Fleet.

Bokchow

Bing bockle boo, shorgolalalabinfilidonwacka van taska bodo rektablo yenoshlacki torwaymoo.

Natashia

Why didn’t the computer translate?

Computerized Speaker

Oh, blah, blah. Your needs. You think I want to even listen to something as ugly as that? Bad enough you’re making me look at it.

Andre

Computer, as your creator…

Computerized Speaker

You don’t understand me! No one does!

Andre sighs.

Zack

Don’t worry, I speak Tajaran.

Jeff

You do?

Zack

Yep, I took an intensive course in it.

Dale

You mean you swallowed a ‘learn Tajaran’ pill.

Zack

Hey, just because the FDA pulled the things off the shelves for causing brain hemorraging in just 40% of the populace, doesn’t mean they’re not a perfectly legitimate method of—

Jeff

So what’d he say, Zack, er, Commander LeRoux?

Zack

He said that he finds it very amusing that we fell hook, line, and sinker for his little “Kobayashi Maru.” And that he thinks it will be very funny when the Tajaran space armada blows us to smithereens. He also said that he’s going to record this less than epic event on video so he can show it to all his buddies after he gets back from vacation.

Dale

So why haven’t they fired yet?

Zack

They’re going to count to twenty. For the suspense, you see.

Everyone quickly turns to Jeff.

Jeff

(sounding a bit nervous)

What?

Natashia

18 seconds.

Zack

Well, um, shields up? Deploy fighters? Battle stations? Anything?

Natashia

16 seconds.

Jeff

Shields? The things that make you not blow up?

Natashia

12 seconds.

Dale

That’s them.

Natashia

11 seconds.

Jeff

Well, I don’t know, that might be regarded as a hostile act.

Zack

They’re about to blow us to bits? You don’t call that hostile?!

Natashia

6 seconds.

Dale

Hey, why are you counting down by so much?

Natashia

Sorry, everybody’s talking for more than one second at a time. 3 seconds, by the way.

Dale

Grr.

Zack

Forget it, I’m raising shields.

(he starts pushing buttons)

Andre

I think it’s too late.

(he covers his eyes)

INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP - DAY

Bokchow is pacing restlessly.

Bokchow

Why doesn’t she raise shields?

Tajaran 1

Maybe they don’t work.

Bokchow

Don’t be a fool. It is some clever earthling trick. I hear earthlings excel at clever earthling tricks.

GLUG

They’re not all earthlings, commander Bokchow.

Bokchow

(draws out his phaser)

Are you siding with the earthlings, lieutenant?

Glug

I just thought—

(Bokchow aims a phaser blast onto his belt buckle, it vaporizes)

Never mind.

(Glug hurries out of the bridge, trying to hold his pants up.)

Tajaran 1

Orders, commander? We have counted to twenty.

Bokchow

Really? I got stuck at 8.

Tajaran 1

These new fangled computers can do all our counting for us, commander.

Bokchow

Oh, wondrous modern technology.

Tajaran 1

Orders, then?

Bokchow

The clever earthlings will never expect this. I want you to—

Tajaran 2

Commander, she’s raised her shields!

Bokchow

Eh? Well that’s different. Fire at will! All ships fire at will!

Tajarans laugh gleefully and begin pushing the right buttons.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY

Natashia

Incoming photon torpedoes!

Jeff

See, I knew we shouldn’t raise shields.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR – NIGHT

The Intrepid is pummeled by massive blasts of doom from all sides.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE - DAY
Jeff

Hey, that’s not nice!

The first wave of destruction ceases. They climb back to their posts.

Vock

Incoming communication, admiral.

Dale

Onscreen!

Jeff

Aren’t I supposed to say that?

But regardless, Vock has put Bokchow onscreen.

Computerized SPeaker

OK, I’ll translate this time, but I want a raise in my allowance.

Bokchow

So, pitiful earthlings, we meet again, for the second time, for the last time.

Zack

Sounds like he’s been watching “Spaceballs.”

Bokchow

Hahaha! Give up your worthless ship, or we will be forced to pummel you into small chunky bits of dog kibble!

Dale

How about tasting a little Zurkett fist first?

Bokchow

Foolish human! Any slocknar can easily explain that it is impossible to deliver a telling blow over a communications channel.

(Dale signals a hand sign to Zack who begins pushing buttons)

Besides I( well, hurumph. You distract me in your pathetic attempt to lengthen your inevitably short lives. Since your surrender has not come forth, prepare to eat the icy death of space!

Natashia

He’s a few metaphors short of a similie.

Tajaran 1

Commander, incoming photon torpedoes!

Bokchow

(looks at Tajaran 1’s screen)

Uh, oh.

The communications channel goes dead. 

Jeff

Wow, what a great idea of mine, to shoot him while he was talking.

Dale

Uh—

Jeff

It was so effective, I can’t even remember giving the order.

Dale

Grr.

Jeff

Glad you approve, helmsman.

The screen suddenly flickers back to life

Bokchow

A very crafty maneuver, clever earthlings. But now you shall see our little tricks. Fire!!!!!

Jeff

Uh...

Dale

Warp drive?

Jeff

Yes, let’s use the warp drive.

Dale guns the engines, the ship spurts ahead, and just as suddenly lurches to a halt. There is a loud grinding noise and the sound of fingernails on a chalkboard. Everyone cringes.

Andre

Not again!

(He rushes to the turbolift)

Zack

I’ll think I’ll close my eyes this time.
EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR – NIGHT

Torrents of blaster fire are issuing from the Tajaran craft, buffeting the Intrepid in a wave of phaser riptides. A cloud of photon torpedoes follows the phaser blasts. Pieces of hull are ripped from the Intrepid. Holes are blasted through her, but she is not destroyed.

EXT. SPACE – NIGHT

A space yacht cruises along at high warp speed.

INT. SPACE YACHT POOL – DAY

Benson sits idly in a deck-chair with a cool drink in hand and a woman on his lap. Dreyer is sitting at a nearby table, eating out of a tub of ice cream, with the obvious brandname. Various bikini-clad women lounge about.

A vid-screen next to Benson pops on.

Yacht CAPTAIN

Sir, we’re receiving a distress call from the Scoggo Sector!

Benson

(his eyes lighting up in delight. The girl slides off his lap with a yelp as he stands up)

What? Distress you say? Scoggo Sector?

(pause)

I think we should investigate forthwith.

Yacht CAPTAIN

Sir? Wouldn’t an actual, well, fleet vessel be more suited?

Benson

(quickly)

Of course. I’ll get on the channels right away. But take us there in case they don’t arrive in time to help.

Yacht CAPTAIN

(saluting)

Yessir!

INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP – DAY

Bokchow is standing flabbergasted.

Tajaran 1

She’s staying together, commander. Her shields must have collapsed long ago. I don’t understand it.

Bokchow presses a button. On screen, another photon torpedo careens into the Intrepid. She shudders and starts to lilt, but doesn’t break apart.

Bokchow

Huh. Well, keep firing. 

GUNNER

(presses more buttons)

Aye, commander.

INT. INTREPID ENGINEERING - DAY

Andre and other crewmen are frantically applying duct tape to the walls and components of the ship. 
INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP - DAY

A bored looking gunner is occasionally pressing the “fire” button.

Bokchow

Hmph. Clever, these earthlings. 

Gunner

We only have six torpedoes left, sir.

Bokchow

Cease fire, all ships, cease fire!

Gunner

But sir...

Bokchow

(grins evily)

I have a new plan. Recall the fighers and latch tractor beams to all sides of the glarg ship.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

Smoke issues from most of the computers. The red alert lights continue to blink intermittently. As the assault seems to cease, the officers crawl back to their chairs.

Jeff

(back in his chair)

Damage report.

Natashia

Shields gone. Hull breaches on decks 2, 5, 6, 7, 10, 11(
Dale

Is there anything left?

In answer, Andre enters through the turbolift, his hair blackened from apparently having been on fire recently. His uniform is also ash-stained. The door slams shut on him and he has to squeeze out.

Andre

The turbolift is working. I can’t say the same for the doors.

Zack

(bringing up a display of his quarters on a monitor)

And nothing’s happened to my brother’s gerbils!

Suddenly, there is a loud creaking, grinding sound. The ship shakes briefly, then the intensity begins to increase.

Jeff

What in the blazes is that?

Natashia

Sir, the Tajarans have latched multiple tractor beams onto the ship.

Jeff

Where are they taking us?

Natashia

Apparently in multiple directions at once, sir.

Andre

The ship is being drawn and quartered!

Dale

Andre, do we have any engine power?

Andre

Impulse power, I think. The warp drive gave out even before the nacelles got hit by twenty torpedoes each. Even if we had warp speed, though, we couldn’t escape this many tractor beams. 

Jeff

This can’t be happening, I haven’t even finished my memoirs yet.

The creaking grows louder. The railing on the bridge seems to be bending slightly. The officers sit in horrified silence, waiting for the inevitable end. Zack reaches into a pocket and pulls out a slingshot.

Jeff

What in the blazes are you going to do with that?

(Zack hits him with a pebble.)

Ow!

Zack

There. Now I can die in peace.

Dale

(staring at the slingshot)

Wait a minute!!! That gives me an idea!

Andre

Hm, I suppose I could replicate some more slingshots, though I don’t think they’d do very much damage to the Tajarans. But then again—

Dale

No, no. See, it’s like this…

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR – NIGHT

Benson and Dreyer’s ship has arrived at the battle scene. Four Tajaran flying slugs are pulling at the Intrepid, the other ships seemingly watching with extreme amusement. 

INT. SPACE YACHT POOL - DAY

The two admirals watch the scene unfold over a big viewscreen on the wall as they float lazily in the luxurious pool.

Benson

(to the helmsman)

Keep us out of the neutral zone, captain.

CAPTAIN

(on screen)

Horrors, sir! That’s one of our ships!

Benson

Er, uh, I don’t think so, captain. More likely some kind of Tajaran trap.

Dreyer

Yes, they excel at clever Tajaran traps.

CAPTAIN

(on screen)

Oh, ok.

Benson

(taps his comm-badge next to the pool)

Cancel my 2 o’clock.

INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP - DAY 

Bokchow looks on with an evil gleam in his eye. The Intrepid is groaning under the strain. 

Tajaran 1

The fool earthlings will not last much longer, my liege.

Bokchow

Hee, hee. So much fun.

Glug

(having since returned with a new belt buckle)

You don’t think it would be prudent to capture this vessel, sir?

Bokchow

Stop bothering me. There will be plenty of foolish earthling vessels to capture later. 

(to his communications officer)

Give me fleet-wide communication!

The officers pushes a couple buttons and nods.

Bokchow

My glorious fleet! Gun your engines in 20 seconds!

Tajaran 1

Commander! The earthlings have deployed fighters! They attack!

Bokchow

What!?

Outside, the Interpid’s fighter squadron break groups  and attack two of the Slugs, including Bokchow’s. The ships bank away from the assault to return fire.

Bokchow

Their numbers are too few against our mighty warships! Send our fighters to destroy theirs!

Tajaran 1

Commander, our tractor beam fails!

Bokchow

(terrified)

Fleet! Don’t gun the engines! Don’t(
But it is too late. The Intrepid is launched like the pebble from Zack’s slingshot, flipping past Bokchow’s vessels and into the nebular cluster of the Scoggo sector. The Interpid’s fighters dodge around the Slugs and follow.

Bokchow

Argh!! The earthlings shall not escape! Pursue them into the nebula!

Glug

Commander, sensors detect a second fool earth vessel on the fringes of the neutral zone. Size would indicate it is a space yacht.

Bokchow

(giddy)

Ooh, let’s capture that one.

INT. SPACE YACHT POOL – DAY

COMMS OFFICER

(on screen)

Sir, the Tajaran Fleet is coming this way.

Dreyer and Benson

Uh oh.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULAR CLUSTER – NIGHT

The Intrepid’s lights are flickering as it hangs in space, listing in a slow circle. Its damage levels are excessive. Smoke and atmosphere are leaking from various ports and there a few holes that go straight through the ship.

INT. INTREPID ENGINEERING – DAY

Jeff, Dale, and Zack climb down a ruptured ladder into Engineering. The place doesn’t look so good. There is a fire on one of the lower levels that is resisting all attempts to put it out. Most of the railings are gone. And part of the ceiling is missing. Space can be seen beyond it.

They find Andre working on a computer bank of some kind.

Jeff

So, what do you think? A couple of hours?

A grease-smeared Andre peeks his head out from under the computer bank and gives Jeff a dumbfounded look.

Andre

Anyway… I thought I’d start by getting the computer on our side again—

Computerized Speaker

Your side! No one is on my side! I’m all alone! No one understands!

Andre

By adjusting its personality settings.

He starts fiddling with a control on the computer bank.

Computerized Speaker

I need my own room, my own—

(garbled talking)

What are you doing, Dave? This is—

(garbled talking)

Hey guys! How’s it going? I’m Eddie, your—

(garbled talking)

ship-board-com-put-er.

(garbled talking)

(sensual woman’s voice)

Ooh, I like that, Andre.

Andre gets up.

Jeff

You’re using that one?

Computerized Speaker

How can I help you today, big boy?

Andre

(to Jeff)

I’m thinking yes.

Jeff

Anyway… about the ship…

Andre

Right. Well, we’re looking at about 6 weeks right now. Probably going to need the first one to patch all the holes. We’re kind of leaking, y’see. Fortunately, we lost 123 crewmen, so we’re using up the oxygen less quickly.

Jeff

OK, so now I say you’ve got ten minutes, right? Good. Let us know when you’re done.

Andre

But—

Andre sighs and picks up his futuristic wrench as Jeff, Dale, and Zack depart.

INT. INTREPID HALLS – DAy

Jeff is heading back for the turbolift, Dale and Zack following. As they pass, several cabin doors open, revealing the felonious members of the crew.

Jeff

Well, all in all, I’d say good mission. All, er, that is, most of us still alive, ship, um, basically intact, and uh…

Dale

Mission accomplished?

Jeff

No, not really. Our supply hull was breached, so no deliveries for us anymore. Though, in retrospect, I think the Tajarans probably breached the treaty.

An eye-patched, heavily tattooed crewman, WRENCH, steps in front of them, flanked by several burly MINIONS. They more or less salute.

Jeff

Oh, some of our hard-working crew! At ease, gentlemen.

The minions begin picking their noses. Wrench sneers.

Wrench

Some o’ us don’t like th’ way yer runnin’ this here ship, Admiral.

Jeff

Really? Darn. Well, that’s OK, though, because I just installed a “complaints” box in the lounge. I make sure to read them every night.

Wrench

Best be watchin’ yerself, Admiral…

Wrench and his minions lumber off.

Jeff

It’s so nice getting feedback.

Dale and Zack don’t look too happy.

INT. JEFF’S CABIN – NIGHT

Jefferey lies in his bed, not looking good. Horror crosses his features as he listens to a rhythmic rolling sound outside his door.

INT. INTREPID HALLWAYS – NIGHT

Outside Jeff’s cabin, several of the felons are rolling a cannon ball back and forth in front of his door.

INT. INTREPID LOUNGE – DAY

The “complaints” box is visibly overflowing. Dale takes a cursory glance at it as the replicator produces his meal, a mass of gray sludge. He eyes it curiously as he returns to his table, where Zack, Natashia, and Andre await. The others, too, have plates of gray sludge. Except Andre, who is enjoying a Marie Callender’s Lasagna. Zack pokes his rubbery sludge experimentally with a fork, then looks longingly at Andre’s meal. Dale sits down.

Andre

See now, you should all bring private supplies, too, like me.

Zack

Or you could fix the replicators.

Andre

Look, I can either remove the giant leaking holes in the ship or make your food tasty. You decide.

Zack

(poking his “food” again)

I’m thinking.

Jeff approaches, rings under his eyes. He too carries a plate of gray sludge.

Jeff

I’m starting to think I’m not too popular.

Dale

Well, um, y’know…

Zack

It’s not like…

Andre

I mean when you consider…

Natashia

Yes, I’m pretty sure they’re going to mutiny pretty soon.

Jeff

It wasn’t supposed to be like this!

(he begins eating his food, to the evident distate of the others, who begin to gag)

It’s supposed to be glorious! Y’know, with phasers and photon torpedoes, except hitting the bad guys instead of us.

Dale

That does help.

Jeff

(taking another big mouthful)

It’s time to rise up! Show them who’s boss!

Dale

Yeah!

Jeff

(standing on the table)

Anyone who doesn’t like the way I’m running things… you can fight Dale!

Dale

(with sudden horror)

What?

In a rush, the mutineers charge the table and assault Dale, who is knocked to the floor. Fists, bodies, and gray sludge are everywhere. It is difficult to tell exactly what is going on, as Dale is not even visible in the massive fracas.

But then, with a sudden leap, Dale bursts free, flattening bad guys left and right. He rolls out of the melee, unholsters his phaser, and stuns them all with one shot.

Dale has a bloody nose, a cut lip and various other injuries. He turns painfully to Andre.

Dale

Beam these buggers to the brig.

Andre taps a hand-held control and the fiends dematerialize. A single head flops to the floor.

Andre

Oops. Guess that’s 124 crewmen.

The other crewmembers approach the table, clapping and cheering. Dale raises a hand to quiet them, but he is ignored.

Crew

Hoorah for the Great Jefferey! Hip hip hoorah!

Jeff

Aw, shucks, it was nothing.

INT. SPACE YACHT POOL – DAY

The Tajaran flagship sits clearly in the main viewer. Bokchow and his personal guard storm into the pool, their menacing black phaser pistols in hand. Dreyer and Benson hold up their hands as the bikini-women scream and run around. They are captured by several ill-looking Tajarans.

BokChow

Ha, these clever earthlings are less clever than the last.

Benson

You’ve made a grave mistake, Tajaran scum. You’ve just violated the treaty space.

Bokchow

Oh, no! I violated treaty space!? The horrors! 

Bokchow fires his phaser and vaporizes Benson’s floating inner tube. The Admiral is dunked in the water.

Bokchow

Plans Alpha, Bega, and Fulmarole now to commence!

Glug

(salutes)

Yes, commander!

Bokchow

Soon the clever earthlings will have to call themselves clever marslings or something like that because Earth, their current planet, will be no more!

Bokchow laughs with extreme evil intent.

Glug

(to Bokchow)

I might suggest you hire a new speechwriter, commander.

Bokchow glowers at him.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR – NIGHT

The Tajaran Fleet is implementing its plans. Several ships break off from the main fleet. They are towing a strange, pulsating thing of some unknown nature. These ships blast off into warp.

Several more ships take off in various directions.

A good 3 Flying Slugs, 5 cruisers, and a host of fighters remain, along with the space yacht.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE – DAY

Bokchow and his guards enter. Bokchow swats an officer out of the command seat. The others watch him in fearful trepidation. Bokchow’s men hand the humans off to a couple guards and then take positions.

The viewscreen splits to show the commanders of the nearby ships.

Bokchow

Find the fool earthling ship! They will not escape!

The Tajarans all laugh together like a drunken cross between a hyena and a whale.

INT. INTREPID SICKBAY – DAY

Dale is laid out on one of the beds, his various injuries being tended to by the DOCTOR. Jeff and Zack are nearby.

Jeff

So anyway, I’m thinking we’re actually in pretty good shape. Getting us sling-shotted back into our own territory and hiding in this nebula was a great idea of mine.

Dale feebly reaches out to throttle him, but is too injured. He growls in aggravation. Zack pats him on the head.

Zack

Easy, Dale.

Jeff

So, we repair a bit, fly to Deep Space 9, get all fixed up.

Zack

Well, except we lost most of our food supplies, the replicators are on the fritz, we’re leaking atmosphere, and Andre says the dilithium crystals are almost totally depleted.

Jeff

But aside from that…

The intercom buzzes on. A few sparks fly out of it.

Natashia’s Voice

Admiral, deep sensors are detecting enemy forces approaching our position.

Jeff

Well, and that… we’re doing just fine.

(he gives them a thumbs up)

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

Jeff and Zack enter. Andre is on the bridge with the others.

Jeff

Report!

Natashia

Well, sir, the Tajarans seem to be looking for us. The nebula is going to partially cloak our position, but that won’t last forever, especially once the ship is actually running again.

Jeff

(steepling his fingers)

I see…

Natashia

That’s really bad, you know.

Jeff

(patting her shoulder)

But we’re going to be just fine.

Natashia, shaking her head, returns to her station as Jeff takes his seat. He stares at the viewscreen.

Jeff

Show me the Tajarans or something.

Vock

I’m afraid the viewer is kind of broken, sir. Right now, it’s basically just a big window.

Jeff

Oh. Well, um… what does work, anyway?

Zack

Hey, the photon torpedoes work!

Andre

Yeah… don’t fire the phasers, though.

Zack

Um, why not?

Andre

There’s a good chance the ship’s core will explode if you do.

Zack slowly backs his hand away from the big button that says “phasers.”

The turbolift opens, to admit a mostly healed Dale. He sports a black-eye though.

Dale

I have a plan!

Eyes turn expectantly to him.

Dale

All right, it’s going to go down like this. First, we call in a crack fighter team from Jogmolia to take on the Tajaran wingmen. While they’re distracted, we detonate a small nuclear device at the core of the nebular cluster, creating an artificial black hole, then, firing our phasers in an arc pattern, we’ll suck the Tajarans right into a most painful crushing doom!

Zack

Yeah, um, the phasers don’t work.

Dale

(sitting down)

Oh. Well, nevermind then.

They all sit down, staring at each other. No ideas are forthcoming.

Zack

What’s with this nebula, anyway?

Natashia

Oh, it’s actually quite fascinating. This is what as known as a star-birthing ground, filled with extremely flammable gases and the core matter and energy to form suns and entire solar systems given enough time!

Andre

Wait... go back to the flammable part.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Tajaran Fleet moves through the nebula slowly, to allow their sensors to operate. The fleet is spread wide, led by the space yacht.

INT. SPACE YACHT POOL – DAY

Bokchow sits in the pool, Benson and Dreyer are bound and gagged in the lifeguard chairs. The big viewscreen is on.

Glug

(over viewscreen)

No sign of the earthlings yet, your eminence.

BOkchow

Their pathetic ship is no doubt damaged by our glorious attack. It may register faintly.

Glug

Yes, commander.

Bokchow takes a drink.

Bokchow

Inform me when they are within our targeting sights.

Glug

Of course.

Bokchow turns to his captives.

BOkchow

Soon we shall return to Tajara, where you shall be fed to the great slug of Corumulax.

The two Admirals don’t like this idea very much.

Bokchow

You shouldn’t complain, most enemies of Greater Tajara are only devoured by the lesser slug of Multanburg, so I think you should be thanking me.

He returns to sipping his drink.

INT. INTREPID ENGINEERING – DAY

Andre and crew are working crazy-like on the engines. Most of them show signs of having recently been on fire.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Intrepid has been found. The Tajaran ships are stealthily approaching, cloaking as they come within sight.

The space yacht, having no cloak, hangs back.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE - DAY

Bokchow stands on the bridge now, a frosty mug in hand and a towel round his waist. He watches his ships move in. Glug appears on screen.

Glug

Commander, we prepare for battle. Shall we inform the earthlings of their imminent deaths?

Bokchow

Nah, we already did that. Just go ahead and start firing.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Tajarans decloak and open fire.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

Natashia

Incoming fire!

Jeff

Hm, should we—

Dale doesn’t wait, but hits the controls.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Intrepid suddenly wakes up, and dodges the incoming torpedoes. As it guns away, the torpedoes begin to follow it.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE - DAY

Bokchow

Ah, they make it interesting!

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Intrepid flies straight at the Tajaran Flagship.

INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP BRIDGE – DAY

Glug

Fire! More missiles!

Tajaran 1

Um, we’re out, sir.

Glug

Oh…

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Intrepid opens fire, but all the torpedoes go wide and strangely stop, hanging in space, two dozen of them.

INT. TAJARAN FLAGSHIP BRIDGE – DAY

Tajaran 1

The earthlings have missed, sir. Their fool torpedoes are not so clever as they would like.

Glug

Bwa ha ha! Not so clever as they think they might be!

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

Andre has returned to the bridge.

Andre

Timed detonation on torpedoes in fifteen seconds.

Dale

I think warp speed would be a good thing right now.

Andre

(turning from his station)

Just cross your fingers.

They all do. Dale hits the controls.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT
The Interpid disappears with a rush into warp speed.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE – DAY

BOkchow

Well, darn it.

(to Glug on the viewer)

Go after them!

Glug

They shall not escape!

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

The Tajaran ship’s hum, their warp drives about to engage. Suddenly, the hanging torpedoes explode. And so does the nebula. Its gases erupt into flames, consuming the Tajaran ships in a massive firestorm.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE – DAY

Bokchow watches from the bridge, his jaw dropped open.

EXT. SCOGGO SECTOR NEBULA – NIGHT

Explosions echo in the tumultuos firestorm. One by one, the remaining Tajaran Fleet explodes. A piece of Tajaran anatomy, on fire but rapidly going out, passes by the space yacht. The flames do not touch the yacht.

INT. INTREPID BRIDGE – DAY

The Intrepid has turned, and watches the explosion through the big window in the distance. Dale nods with satisfaction.

Dale

Now that was a mighty counter-attack.

Jeff

I’m so glad my ideas are working out so well!

The others glare at him, but then just sigh, and shake their heads.

Zack

Course, Admiral?

ANDRE

We need to refuel our dilithium crystal reserves if we’re going to get anywhere.

Natashia

Ship’s records indicate Wogglenather is the closest planet with dilithium mines.

Jeff

Then off we go once more! Where another crew not too long ago probably went before!

Dale

Um, sure thing.

He hits the controls.

EXT. SPACE – NIGHT

The Intrepid rockets off into warp speed. Nearby, the space yacht approaches.

INT. SPACE YACHT BRIDGE – DAY

A rather ticked-off-looking Bokchow turns to his communcations officer.

Bokchow

Send a message to Commander Blarg. He is to proceed with all haste to Wogglenather, just as we have planned.

Bokchow leans back, and laughs with insane evil.
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