”CART TREK: TOO MUCH IS AS BAD AS NOTHING AT ALL”
by Laszlo R.
Star Trek is copyright of Paramount Pictures, however this script is considered copyright of the writer.

FADE IN:

EXT.  SPACE
Opening sequence. CREDITS as we see the sub-space at warp speed dimly.

CREDITS continue as we fade to...

The sub-space becoming visible now. The USS Bombast slowly flies in. Passes by from the right, dorsal view. Majestic ship. Not as her crew. Looks like a mix of a Galaxy and Sovereign-class ship. Meanwhile, the Captain speaking...

INT.  READY ROOM

PICKLE paces up and down nervously. He's a bald and a little bit gaunt man. In one of the walls there's a built-in aquarium covering almost the whole surface.

PICKLE

Ship's log: Captain Pickle. Lunch-time 47985.3. Since noon I've been spending my time waiting in a nerve-racking agony. I'm trying to find answers to questions affecting mankind: where's my mother's antique tea-set? Where's my chief cook loitering? However, in the first place, I'm attempting to remember how old I was when my crown of head had rejected the last hair?

RING.

PICKLE (CONT’D)

Come!

First officer SLICKER enters. Bushy beard, pot-belly and stooping way of walking.

SLICKER

(disgusted at Pickle’s alien fish)

Captain, we’ve reached the Neutral Zone.

PICKLE

Thank you, Number Two. Do you mind my calling you Number Two? In the long run, I'm the guv aboard this shabby space-boat.

SLICKER

Not a bit, sir.
(hesitating)
Can I talk turkey, sir?

PICKLE

Make it so.

SLICKER

Perhaps I'm inferior to you, but at least, I lick around the cadet chicks every day. Are you interested in any kind of activities worthy of a human being, apart from reading books published 300 years ago and polishing your tea-set? The last time I met such a fossil was on Neran 3 in the Plenar Mountains.

PICKLE

What do you mean by that? Have you hidden my tea-service, Number Two?

Silence. Slicker doesn't respond. He pretends not to hear what the Captain says. He cleans his uniform.

PICKLE (CONT'D)

I'll make it easy for you, Second-Best. You tell me where those blasted little cups are or I'm hereby taking you into custody in accordance with the Prime Directive which strictly prohibits us from interfering in other cultures.

SLICKER

What are you rattling about? We belong to the same culture.

PICKLE

Wrong, Number Two. I'm a Pickle, a superlative being. I know I preach the contrary to the others, but even that space-rat Q has recognized the otherness in me. Of course, I'm not talking about my sexuality. Please, forgive me if I raised your deviant imagination in my careless way of expressing myself.

CHIRP.

GRUFF (ON COMM)

Captain, those double-dealing bloodhounds have arrived. They're hailing us.

PICKLE

Those are not bloodhounds, but Romulan.

GRUFF

All the same. They’re barking, like it or not.

PICKLE

I'm on my way.

INT.  BRIDGE

Captain Pickle and Commander Slicker leave the ready room. Pickle stands in front of the screen, Slicker in front of his chair. On bridge there are Counselor ALLOY in tawdry clothes, Lieutenant-Commander PLATE made up of plates, Ensign WEIRDY the teen-age pansy, Lieutenant GRUFF always with a Bath'let on his back and some „I-pretend-to-do-something-reasonable" extras.

PICKLE (CONT’D)

On screen.

Gruff pushes some buttons and RUMBA, the Romulan Commander, appears on screen.

RUMBA (ON VIEWSCREEN)

Jolan Tru, Captain. We haven't met for a long time. If you ask me, not a quarter as long as. In your honour, I've come in my newly developed ship. Her name is Eaglet.

PICKLE

How do you do, Yolanda? Your ship carries a nice name. Let's get it over with the habitual intelligent exchange of views. What's your business here in the Neutral Zone?

RUMBA

I'd told you a thousand times that I'm not Yolanda. That name is only similar to our Romulan greeting form, Baldie.

(less nerved)

Answering to your question: and what's your business here in the Neutral Zone?

PICKLE

Neutral or not, I'm warning you. Any sort of aggressive reaction, whether it's the faintest verbal, written or tactical manifestation, could unleash a new long-drawn war between us. Is this what you want?

RUMBA

Shucks! Aggression? On our part? I won't stand for your sentences abounding in insinuation. We did nothing but what any other honest and orderly party would have done to keep up peace. We’ve crisped some Federation space-stations with our brand-new trackless distruptors. Any problem with that?

PICKLE

Not at all. Our sensors aren't reading any particle remains traceable to Romulan weapons. It's a happy thing that a civilized life style free from war is in our mind's eye. Maybe there's a power mightier than us playing a part in this...tiresome situation.

INT.  ROMULAN BRIDGE

An officer looks confused at the Romulan Commander and starts whispering.

Romulan officER

We clicked. They're really as stupid as we read about them in the reports of the Star Empire.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

Meanwhile Counselor Alloy gives Gruff a „we’re done” signal to interrupt contact with the Romulan. Gruff gets it.

ALLOY

Captain, I'm feeling something strange.

PICKLE

Hunger? If that's your problem, I haven't had my today's lunch-dose, either. By the way, where the hell is that damn chief cook mucking about?

Hearing this, Plate jumps up and starts jawing.

PLATE

Mucking? May I ask where the word „muck" derive from? And though I've been programmed with all information covering the history of mankind, may I ask some more completely insignificant questions from the point of view of our mission?

PICKLE

Not now, Plate.

Plate sits back on his chair with a disturbed look. The Captain turns to Alloy and whispers.

PICKLE (CONT'D)

Should he be Noonian Soong's oeuvre? He doesn't even know what the words mean. Ah, at least his name suits his outlandish appearance.

ALLOY

Captain, let's not tempt the dead.

PICKLE

You're right, Counselor. Proceed.

ALLOY

Well, when Commander Rumba was talking about destroying our stations, he told the truth, but I was smelling a rat.

SLICKER

So you're saying that Rumba doesn't know, either, what's going on in the area of our outposts?

After hesitating a few seconds, not knowing what to say, she answers...

ALLOY

Yes, sir. The idea is this.

SLICKER

Anyway, I personally have no palate for these stinking buggers' loitering around our territory.

PICKLE

Gruff, contact.

Rumba gets back to the screen.

PICKLE (CONT'D)

Well then, Commander. I think we discussed everything we had to discuss. Please, leave the Neutral Zone at once.

RUMBA

Agreed, but only if you move off, too, so we can go on weaving a plot against the Federation with a race recently discovered in the Bunkum Sector.

PICKLE

I'll make it so. Ensign KOSHER, bring us about. Set a course for Federation space, Earth, warp two.

WEIRDY

Course laid in.

PICKLE

Propel, Mr. KOSHER.

EXT.  SPACE

The Bombast turns around while the Romulan ship gets cloaked and turns around too. Meanwhile a reddish light penetrates the ventral side of the Bombast. She goes to warp.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

Pickle gets up from his chair.

PICKLE

Number Two, you have the bridge. Of course, only for the time I'm having a lunch. I haven't had a bite since morning.

SLICKER

But, sir. Do you believe Rumba? I suggest sounding red alert and raising shields, for, we forgot about it in the Neutral Zone. We're still close to the frontier line. Those intriging beasts may stab us in the back.

PLATE

Correction, sir. Intriguing, not intriging.

SLICKER

Two minutes ago, you didn't know the word „muck" and now you’ve changed into a linguist? Mind your job, Lieutenant Commander.

GRUFF

Captain, I'm sharing the Commander's opinion. We must fight.

PICKLE

No. We did what Starfleet had ordered us to. We made a thorough investigation about the issue. And thanks for God, we could made it diplomatically. If their sensors pick on us being at battle-station, that could be qualified as provocation. They could fire at us. Several systems could suffer damage, such as the replicators. Imagine, Number Two. I won't be able to replicate my five o'clock tea. No, gentlemen. That's the most evident and hazardous solution. We'll leave it at that.

SLICKER

Aye, sir.

Pickle enters ready room.

INT.  READY ROOM

Pickle takes his seat and taps on his commbadge.

PICKLE

Pickle to Ten Forward.

INT.  TEN FORWARD

Huge room. Kind of a terraced area. Three big windows showing space at warp.

Guinan

Guinan here.

Guinan is wearing a tiny hat. She’s about to bring some glasses to the guests, but Pickle’s call stops her from doing so.

INT.  READY ROOM

PICKLE

Where's my chief cook loitering, Guinan? I've been waiting for him for twenty minutes.

INT.  TEN FORWARD

Guinan

You don't have a chief cook, Jean-Luke. Only the Voyager has a freckle-brained one. Use your replicator. Tea is not the only thing it can produce. 

While looking at some guests, officers with a face expressing what an idiot Pickle is.

PICKLE (ON COMM)

Sure?

Guinan

(annoyed)

Have I ever lied to you? Go and try it.
INT.  READY ROOM

PICKLE

Thank you, Guinan. You always give me good advice.

(rather talking to himself)

Although, I'm not hungry now... Still, would you cook your famous consommé and bring it up to me?

Guinan (ON COMM)

Not today. I’m having my hat fullof work. By the way, the experience of six thousand years lets me say things like that. Guinan out.

Pickle goes to the replicator and asks for a cup of tea.

PICKLE

Tea. Earl Gray. On the instant.

He takes the cup with a content face, sits on his sofa, turns to the aquarium and keeps on drinking. A fish gives birth to a baby fish right behind him. Then it swims to him. Pickle raps at the windowpane.

PICKLE (CONT'D)

My little fellow passenger, welcome to the 24th century!

EXT.  space
The Bombast travelling at warp.
INT. SLICKER WALKS IN CORRIDOR

He runs across Plate.

PLATE

Commander, I am headed for the engine room. Blindy and I are going to make an attempt to improve the warp drive performance. I would welcome if you took part in this extremely fascinating attempt.

SLICKER

Pooh-pooh. I'll visit Alloy to suck up to her. You know a couple of years ago we should've had a date in a desolate starbase, but even then I've been lusting more after the thought of the commanding position. Catching on it? Rather a warm chair than a mind-reading, feeling-absorbing cunt-zoid. At that time I skedaddled with our ship stationing there and I jilted her. For five years, I haven't sent her one sub-space message. I was so disgusted.

PLATE

Catching on it? On what? My zombie eyes are not registering anything you could catch on.

SLICKER

Then try to latch on to it! To the engine room!

PLATE

Aye, sir.

Plate leaves. Slicker takes some steps and gets to Alloy's door. Rings the bell.

INT.  ALLOY'S QUARTER

ALLOY

Walk inside!

The door opens. Slicker enters. He's in the quarter already.

SLICKER

May I come in? I've come to...

ALLOY

...to inform me about our next mission. I've felt it.

SLICKER

No. I've come to suck back up to your graces. I mean that relationship thing. You didn't felt that? I entered with a bony dong. Are you alright?

ALLOY

Your charm is still its former self. Every time you talk to me, every time you touch me, every time you leave me, I'm zonked out. This is why I couldn't perceive your real purpose.

They get closer. They hug each other.

ALLOY (CONT'D)

I remember our last night. Do you still make a deep impression on women?

SLICKER

Yes. But this time, I'd like to make a massive impression. So strong that you'll need to synthetize another cervical orifice. So tight that nothing can separate us again.

ALLOY

Willy!

SLICKER

Joy!

They would begin to snog, but Alloy suddenly draws back and squalls out.

ALLOY

Pain! Big pain! Painful pain!

SLICKER

Gosh! Have you caught some pussy disease?
ALLOY

It’s not me.

(calmed down)

I've felt it just for a moment. Someone aboard the ship...I've felt it before.

(after hesitating a bit)

It's Weirdy! Quick to his quarter!
INT.  CORRIDOR – TURBOLIFT

They take short quick steps in the corridor to a turbolift.

SLICKER

I wonder what that all-brain yobbo buggered up again. He saves the ship more then one time, but he's too wacky to understand the most elementary things. Last time he wanted to rub off with an anti-matter container. It's got to sting.
ALLOY

He's a child in his experimenting stage. At the very least, there was no shortage of work for his mother. It took three days for Weirdy to recover and for the main hangar to be aired.

They enter Weirdy's quarter.

INT.  WEIRDY'S QUARTER - HALF-LIGHT

ALLOY

What's wrong, Weirdy?

WEIRDY

Counselor Alloy, Commander Slicker. How did you know...?

ALLOY

I had a bad feeling. You must be suffering great pains.

SLICKER

What happened?

So far, we could only see Weirdy from one side. Now he turns to us a bit. We can see him grasping a tricorder, but he holds the gadget between his legs.

SLICKER (CONT'D)

What the hell were you thinking, Ensign? What did you want with that medical tricorder you couldn't have on you, anyway?

WEIRDY

This morning I awoke to a strong ejaculation. Not knowing what to do, I decided to go doing my job. I got dressed, left my quarter, got into the turbolift and there were two officers. They were talking about how large theirs is and how great success they have with them if you see what I mean.

ALLOY

You thought you didn't fill the bill made out by your mates.

WEIRDY

Something like. So after finishing my job in the engine room...

SLICKER

Engine room? What were you doing there?

WEIRDY

I upgraded the warp drive. Now we can do some light-years in case anti-matter isn't at our disposal for a reason.

SLICKER

And we all know how attracted you feel to anti-matter.

(guffawing)

Sorry, Ensign. No matter! Plate will have a little time to go through the etymological dictionary. Proceed.

WEIRDY

So my work done, I went to sickbay and stole a tricorder without mom's permission. I wanted to measure how big mine is.

SLICKER

And how big is it, Ensign?

WEIRDY

I don't know. It looks like the tricorder should be open wider so that it doesn't whip back. Don't worry. I’m feeling better now. The swelling has already dwindled.

On hearing this, they smile, but Weirdy becomes sad.

WEIRDY (CONT'D)

Counselor, why can I easily upgrade the ship's weaponry, shields, computer systems, solve the undiscovered mysteries of the universe, but can't manage such a light task?

ALLOY

That's what we call puberty. There's no reason for ruminating over it. Haven't yet your mother talked about it? It would be better if she told you about certain things, and not some old lecher in the arboretum. After all, this topic's her field.

WEIRDY

Unfortunately, she doesn't talk about things like that. She's always sermoning that I should get 

in touch with children of my age. But why is she saying such an ignominy?

SLICKER

It's your problem. Alloy and I have yet to hold a rigid debate on a delicate affair.

The two officers leave.

INT.  ENGINE ROOM – WARP CORE

Camera pans the engine room and closes up to the warp core. Plate and BLINDY struggle with the dilithium crystal. Blindy wears a visor-like device whose middle part is basically a pair of glasses making his eyes look bigger.

PLATE

We have achieved remarkable results. We have only reached the initial stage of reconfigurating the dilithium matrix, yet, according to the computer simulations, there is a measurable output increase in warp core. As if by magic.

BLINDY

Plate, these adjustments don't result in such improvement. Somebody has manipulated the matrix configuration.

PLATE

Do you think? Who could have done it? Aboard the ship, there is absolutely no experts on warp theory but you and me.

BLINDY

I bet Weirdy Kosher has his hand-mark in it. Though, he wasn't given permission to enter the engine room today. He must have had „core breach" again if you see where I'm going.

PLATE

No, I do not. „Core breach"?

BLINDY

Seminal emission.

PLATE

Ah, I see. It is a process running its course when male individuals get into adolescence. It is about a material ejected by genitals in an irrregularly repeating cycle.

BLINDY

You touched the spot, Plate. Although, he's at an advantage compared to me. I was born blind, at least the docs believed that. Until my 14th birthday I didn't even know what my „hosepipe" looked like. Then scientists came back to the idea of the glasses, a tool sunk into oblivion for hundreds of years. I put them on and I turned out to be just cross-eyed. Dude! Since that time, I've had such great rubbing-offs in the shower. True enough that I haven’t been able to exchange a few clear words with women up to the present.

PLATE

Hmm. Albiet, I am fully functional in this respect, my much more advanced positronic brain cannot even imagine what sort of feelings the human could have in this situation.

BLINDY

You should run on Starfleet softwares, not on that damn Windows Z 4000. How could a firm 

survive in World War Three while producing such shoddy computers?

PLATE

Nothing could be simpler as the saying goes. World War Three broke out because of Windows's errors. At that time, for an incomprehensible reason, also military commands installed that software in all systems. As a consequence of continuous satellite and weapon failures, some missiles came into action targeting different countries. The leaders of those countries believed it an intentional attack and declared war on one another. We all know what happened after that.

BLINDY

Enough storyteller. I don't need you right now. If you feel like, go relax or get oiled.

PLATE

I do not need oiling, shit-kicker. My faultless operation is provided by galvanic cells.

BLINDY

Shit-kicker?!

PLATE

Exactly. I realized that people often uses offending addresses while talking to their fellows, so strengthening the bonds between themselves. Was not this remark apposite?

BLINDY

Not really. Don't do that to Weirdy. The little wattle's gonna burst out crying.

PLATE

If you do not need me, indeed, I will dip into the ship's library. I will consult the origin of the word „shit-kicker".

BLINDY

Good. Have a nice time. But carefully. Don't let effort blow your processors.

PLATE

I see. Intensive learning processes strain the human brain to a great degree which could be compared to a blow of a certain kind. Extremely funny. Ha-ha-ha-ha.
Blindy smiles. Plate leaves. We see Blindy continue working on the pool-table. Behind him there's a Starfleet-like officer (BEING from now), busy tapping on a console. He looks nervous. The display shows that he tries to get access to a file, but the computer denies it.

being

Computer. Permission to get access to the classified database on alien races.

Computer

Access Denied. Please Enter Authorization Code.

being

Download all data about races the Bombast has made first contact with, however, they don't belong to the Federation members and are classified.

Computer

I Told You. Not Without Your Authorization Code.

being

Open classified files on alien races.

Computer

Are You That Stupid Or Just Playing It? Give Me That Crappy Authorization Code.

The Being puts an upset face on it as if he didn't know that he needs a code to get access to such data. He looks around if he's being watched. He puts his hand on the console, bringing some energy into it. This appears in a reddish yellowish form. The computer gets overloaded, creating a minor explosion which throws the Being back. He suddenly begins to jerk. The energy light above-mentioned covers his entire body and fluctuates. Blindy rushes up to him and calls medical department.

BLINDY

Engine room to sickbay. Medical emergency. Get a move on... (not knowing what to do) you'd better 

beam him directly onto sickbay.

The creature gets beamed out of engine room. Blindy reports to the bridge over intercom.

INT.  BRIDGE

Pickle drinks a cup of tea. Gruff plays delighted a game on his console. He doesn't manage to put the three X diagonally. The display says: HARD CHEESE! YOU'RE OUT OF HONOUR. Gruff's irritated.

BLINDY (on comm)

Blindy to bridge. Intruder on ship.

GRUFF

On my way. Security team to engine room.

BLINDY

The Being is on sickbay already. One of the consoles blew up and threw him back. Probably he wanted to worm his way into our database. It'll be a good while before finding out what it was looking for.

PICKLE

Acknowledged. Mr. Gruff, Number Two, to the sickbay.

EXT.  SATURN

The Bombast slows to impulse, passing by Saturn.

INT.  bombast, SICKBAY

The Being suffers agonies on the main bio-bed. Dr. KOSHER and Lieutenant YOKOHAMA treat him. Pickle and the others come in. The Captain tells his „voice-over line” while we see the doctors bustling about.

PICKLE

Ship's log: Captain Pickle. Dinner-time 47991.8. Our watchful chief-engineer reported an intruder on ship. Mr. Gruff, I and a group of rabble called security team made for sickbay as soon as I slurped my tea to the last drop.

Dr. KOSHER

Six milligram triaxid. Quickly.

YOKOHAMA

Yes.

Injects it into the being.

Dr. KOSHER

Life-signs not changing. Direct cerebral stimulation.

YOKOHAMA

(bringing a device to the being's head)

Beginning at 0.3.

Dr. KOSHER

Go...No change. Once again at 0.9.
The being jerks terribly and the lights appears on it again. Its real form shows periodically. The crew is astonished, backing away. It has wine-reddish skin, yellow eyes and a black organ reminiscent of a diamond in the middle of its forehead.

Dr. KOSHER (CONT'D)

What the hell? Its life-functions are out of scale. Give it a tranquilizer.

YOKOHAMA

I certainly won't get nearer.

Dr. KOSHER

(threating her with a laser-scalpel)

I'm your superior. You don't want me to demote you to in-patient, do you?
Yokohama yields. But before giving it the tranquilizer, she mumbles something.

YOKOHAMA

Boss diddling you, so you yap.

The being calms down after a few twitches.

Dr. KOSHER

(taking a tricorder)

Strange. The usual organs and a complex DNA sequence can be found in it, just as in us. But the tricorder can't interpret this kind of energy.

Dr. Kosher looks up from the tricorder with a troubled face.

INT.  WEIRDY'S QUARTER

RING.

WEIRDY

Come!

Plate stands at the door.

PLATE

Greetings! May I come in?

WEIRDY

Please. What brings you here? You've never come in our quarter.

PLATE

I have a good reason for it. I have been watching you for quite a time and I noticed that you were constantly anxious. I wonder if this could be connected with adolescence or the lack of sexual intercourse.

WEIRDY

Well, to tell the truth, yes. I'm 17 and I haven't yet been able to make it with a girl. They leave me standing because I'm still wet behind the willy or because I'm always quoting from Zefram Cochrane's warp theory by way of foreplay. So it's quite tough to come through „the ordeal".

PLATE

I am only an android, still, I feel empathy with you. Nor I have been able to come through
(gesitucaling wildly)

„the ordeal". So the idea occurred to me that maybe we both could throw ourselves into this enthralling rite.

WEIRDY

Seriously? Don't you think it's a little odd?

PLATE

I also have been meditating on it for a long time. Precisely for 3.1 seconds. We live in the 24th century. In this sphere, there is intolerance, pummeling one another, venereal diseases no more. In addition, I got acquainted with humiliating assertions such as „Go down on your knees and bark to your goddess, you shameless beast!". Would you be ready to submit yourself to me?

WEIRDY

Plate, you just cracked a joke.

Plate grins pridefully. He finally managed to force a joke from himself.

WEIRDY (CONT'D)

Yes, I would.

They both smile with satisfaction. Plate gets closer to Weirdy. Picks him up. The boy folds his legs around Plate’s waist. In this position, they go to the bedroom and stand before the bed. We see them from the back. They lump down on the bed quite mechanically. Weridy gives a painful groan as Plate overweights a bit.

INT.  SICKBAY

The doctors put the being to sleep. Pickle and the others look at the patient.

PICKLE

How could it break into my ship?

SLICKER

Neutral Zone, I guess. Remember? We didn't activate the shields!

PICKLE

Shall we be harping on the same string, Bushy Stunt?

GRUFF

The Commander has a point. The first thing I as the tactician have to do is to take the responsability of the safety of the crew.

PICKLE

Mmm. I see what you're hinting at. Mutiny. This is not a Klingon chaffinch of pray where you can simply withdraw the Captain from circulation, face to face like a man. Coward. You're a Starfleet officer. Act like that.

GRUFF

Kuchmarag! If I didn't sympathize with you for your losing hair too soon, I would rip off your head where you stand, fill it with lead and put it out on the phaser-range as target.

PICKLE

(turning to SLICKER, not dealing with GRUFF)

And you, Second Fiddle, keep your temper under control. It's not my fault that the Counselor refused the proposal for your services in kind.

SLICKER

(with defiance).

Yes, sir. But put yourself in my place. The duty of the first officer is to take care of any unusual occurrence on ship.

PICKLE

Of course, Number Two...We all flew into a rage. Let's sink our differences and go to the bridge in peace. Number Two, dispatch a message to Starfleet Command about what happened. Doctor, keep me informed. Gruff, I truly think that you have the most pitted forehead of all.

GRUFF

Thank you, sir.
They set off but stop short. Dr. Kosher examines the being. At the same time, energy starts streaming out of the creature. It points at Pickle who walks up to it. The alien talks in a staccato voice, meanwhile it loses its human form. It lies on bed as it really is.

BEING

You must hu-hu-hurry. There is no time.

PICKLE

I don't understand. You’re wheezing. Why did you intrude into my ship?

BEING

We wanted to get some i-hi-hinformation about how much you know about the Ro-ho-homulan. Some of us are taken captive by them. We don't know what they're uuuup to.
GRUFF

It transgressed even my artful safety regulations behind my back. It deserves to be involved in the Klingon death ritual.

Said that, Gruff takes the being's eyes to open them and cry out. The Doctor wants to warn him, but it's too late. The being's energy permeates Gruff whose arm is already taken by the Doctor, so there's enough of it for her, too. Now Pickle tries to separate them, then Slicker does the same. Everyone has their share of the energy, which is pretty painful. Camera shows public howling on sickbay from above until the being dies. Energy streaming comes to an end. All of them fall to the ground, then struggle to their feet.

PICKLE

Pickle to bridge, ask for priority to dock in Starbase.

The Doctor stays, the others leave sickbay.

INT.  WEIRDY'S QUARTER

Dr. KOSHER (ON COMM)

Dr. Kosher to Mr. Kosher. Come to sickbay at once. We must talk.

Weirdy is putting on his clothes. Apparently, he had a good time with Plate.

WEIRDY

 (annoyed)
I'm on my way.
Dr. KOSHER

I wouldn't like to say it again or I'll pump 60 mg. metorapan in you.

WEIRDY

I'm allergic to it.

INT.  SICKBAY

Dr. KOSHER

(gloatingly)
I know. Kosher out.

Some officers take away the being.

YOKOHAMA

Would you hurt your own son?

Dr. KOSHER

If that's the only way for that pest to take the hint.

INT.  WEIRDY'S QUARTER

WEIRDY

Sorry, I've got to go. I enjoyed these thirty minutes, anyway.

Plate gets up in bed. His nude bust is showing out of the blanket. His right hand hangs next to the bed. For now, we don't know what he holds in it.

PLATE

It was truly a unique experience. If there is occasion, we could do it again.

WEIRDY

With pleasure.

(leaving the room)
Don't forget about the post-act business.
Weirdy finally leaves the room. Plate lifts up his right arm. He holds a condom with its contents. Takes a tissue from the bedside table and wraps it up in it. Ties a small knot in it while marveling and grinning.

chirp.

PICKLE (ON comM)

Mr. Plate, come to bridge on the spot.

Plate, still grinning, throws the small package into the dustbin on the opposite side of the room. Looks down at Spot, his cat.
plate

I’m sorry, Spot. You heard him. I cannot violate the Captain’s order.
INT.  SICKBAY

Weirdy enters.

Dr. KOSHER

Weirdy!

WEIRDY

I know, mom. I came as soon as I screwed...er...I could.

The Doctor gently grabs his shoulder and takes him in her office.

Dr. KOSHER

Son, you're 17 and I'm not sure we'll live through the night due to the Romulan menace.

She takes a palm-sized device out of her pocket and gives it to him.

WEIRDY

Holographic data recorder?

Dr. KOSHER

Your father wanted me to give it to you when you've turned 18. Maybe you'll find answers to all questions on it. Before he died, he’d recorded some personal things.

WEIRDY

Thank you, mom. I'd like if we watched it together. I'm aware that it'll be more grievous for you, but I'm afraid of being alone on that dark holodeck.

They nod and leave sickbay.

INT.  holodeck
They enter the holodeck. Weridy lifts down a lid and inserts the data recorder. All of a sudden, a brothel shows up, full of Bolians. His DAD in the foreground.

weirdy’s Dad

Weirdy. If you're watching this recording, then you're already 18, a grown man, a real womanizer, and you don't follow my path of life for toffee, making a point of Starfleet. Son, I must tell you a secret. It doesn't affect me emotionally, but, please, don't tell your mom about it. I'm not dead as she believes. It was a put-up job so that I could break with you more easily. During a mission, I met a beautiful Bolian woman. We fell in love. We decided to skip off. You were a baby and your mother wasn't keeping an eye on anyone but her bacterium culture instead of sucking me only once. I hope you understand. Don't be mad with me.

Recording over. We see the naked holo-walls. Dr. Kosher catches at the holo-image to screw his neck. Weirdy holds her back.

Dr. KOSHER

I'll kill you! I'll kill you, you whoremonger!

WEIRDY

Mom! Too late! Dad had made a decision.

Dr. KOSHER

Shut up, Weirdy! If I ever chance upon that Bolian bitch, I'll beat her head black and blue!

WEIRDY

Mom! It doesn't make any sense. You know that, too.

Dr. KOSHER

Yes...as a matter of fact, the Bolian come into the world with blue head...I'm so sorry.

WEIRDY

Never mind! Your reaction is totally understandable. Let's shit on dad and go on living our pitiful life.

Dr. Kosher nods. Group hug.

Chirp.

SLICKER (ON comM)

Koshers to the bridge. On the double.

Weirdy and the Doc leave the holodeck.

EXT.  earth, starbase
The Bombast from the front-view, passing by Earth. Now from the rear-view. In the distance, there's the Starfleet emblem-shaped Starbase. We get closer. The Starbase is more outlined now. Gigantic compared to the Bombast. In the middle there's a big door opening. The ship enters.

INT.  STARBASE

Lights, smaller ships. We turn to the Control Center where two OFFICERS push buttons.

INT.  CONTROL CENTER WINDOW

Through the window the Bombast getting closer to dock.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

SLICKER

Mr. Kosher, hang out laser-anchor.

WEIRDY

Aye, sir.

We hear a noise. The ship comes to a standstill. Anchor dropped.

PICKLE

Drop anchor, Number Two. Not hang out.

SLICKER

The tea-pot calls the kettle black. I don't care a hang.
Pickle stands up, talks to the bridge crew.

PICKLE

I have an appointment with Admiral Brain-Wave. It won't take an hour. Nobody leaves or boards the ship. In an hour, be so kind as to go to observation lounge with a view to briefing. Number Two, you have the bridge. You should regret that only at standstill.

SLICKER

Understood.

Pickle leaves the bridge, the others do their jobs.

INT.  TRANSPORTER ROOM

Pickle enters. Talks to the boss.

PICKLE

Transporter Boss, beam me to Starfleet Reception.

Transporter Boss

Sir, I've just been told that the Admiral's working at he Academy at the moment.

PICKLE

What?

Transporter Boss

Is anything wrong with that, sir?

PICKLE

There are almost just children studying there. I don't feel like going through those repulsive beasts. You'd better beam me directly in the Admiral’s office.

Transporter Boss

Co-ordinates laid in.

PICKLE

Electrify.

Pickle vanishes in the pink transporter beam.

EXT.  STARFLEET ACADEMY – SAN FRANCICSO

Short panorama.

INT.  ADMIRAL'S OFFICE

Pickle appears on a double platform while the Admiral stands up from her desk watching. He steps from the platform.

PICKLE

Admiral.

BRAIN-WAVE

What a limited address, Jean-Luke? Call me Jenny.

PICKLE

It's a long time since we met, Jenny.

BRAIN-WAVE

The last time we ran across was at the interplanetary tea-coffee exhibition.

PICKLE

I remember. Right after you'd managed to tug the Voyager back home within seven years. Remember? Because you considered the Okapis' life more important than your own crew's.

BRAIN-WAVE

Oh, yes. Gone are those days.

They laugh in gay abandon as if they were talking about nothing.

BRAIN-WAVE (CONT'D)

Let's not beat about the Borg Queen. We've already known a part of what you reported. However, in compliance with the new information delivered by you, the entire Federation seems to be in danger. A little bird told us that the Romulan had left their territory with hundreds of ships and they'll soon break through the Neutral Zone. But it'd better if I started it from the beginning. A couple of months ago, the USS Clogs discovered a planet in the Bunkum Sector. After two month reconnoitering, Starfleet's great brains realized that the life-forms populating the planet, the Energetics, almost consist only of energy which can manipulate computer systems, biological organisms, everything. As in this way, they're capable of travelling at warp from one point of the Galaxy to the other, we offered a position to them in the Federation. But there were several abstentions, saying that they're in touch with another great organization which also had asked their admission. And so, negotiations were suspended.

PICKLE

If our territory gets overrun with Romulan, I don't think we'll have a chance whatever. They have new distruptors. Maybe we'll have to re-draw the Federation map soon.

BRAIN-WAVE

I know what you mean. It also took weeks for me to memorize where places are.

PICKLE

I'm worried about something else. What is abducting some energetics good for?

BRAIN-WAVE

Not sure. This much is certain that from now on we're at war. Hold them up. Just this once, your ship is not the only one in the quadrant. Exactly 132 ships are at our disposal. That's it. You've got to love it. You command the fleet.

PICKLE

Acknowledged.

(going to platform)
Have we known about them for month?

BRAIN-WAVE

You know bureaucrats. They have a cup of coffee and piss it out in two years.

PICKLE

They've retained it for a long time, haven't they? Now we're up to our neck in urine.

BRAIN-WAVE

Good luck.

They shake hands. He calls the Bombast.

PICKLE

Pickle to Bombast. Bang those displays.

He beams up. Brain-Wave looks at the dematerializing Pickle confidently.

INT.  TRANSPORTER - CORRIDOR

Pickle leaves the transporter room, taps on his commbadge and gives orders to Weirdy, almost running along the corridor.

PICKLE

Ensign Kosher, we leave. When in space, course to Neutral Zone, maximum warp.

INT.  BRIDGE

WEIRDY

Aye, sir. Initiating unparking.

Camera stays on Weirdy. He pushes buttons.

INT.  STARBASE CONTROL CENTER

There's a door opening. The Voyager DOCTOR and SEVEN enter. The Doctor has a holo-cam in his hands, clicking about. Seven is bored by that.

SEVEN

When would you like to abandon this unproductive activity?

Doctor

Common, Seven. We crept back to the Alpha Quadrant. Find pleasure in life. Start discovering this fabulous world surrounding us. I know that you can.

SEVEN

Photography is no more than optically producing the image of an object by using energy projected onto a light-sensitive surface while on the kvadrillium illuminated through the camera lens there are fotonic compounds embeded in a light-sensitive layer undergoing a dissolving process invisible to the naked eye, which is called latent image. What is so amusing about that?

Doctor

How dare you criticize something you know beans about? And I was just forgetting that you're half Borg. How could you have a smattering of an epoch-making medical hologram's range of interests?

The Bombast starts going astern. One of the Control Center Officers stands up and leaves the room. The Docotr keeps clicking about happily. Seven huffily puts her Borg feelers in the his holo-emitter. His holo-image fluctuates and disappears. The holo-emitter and the camera lump down on the floor. The other officer jumps up and whips out his phaser to render her harmless. She starts explaining calmly.

SEVEN

He wasn't responding to diplomacy.

The Officer smiles, eyeballing her. He replaces the phaser. Seven eyeballs him too. From the knees upwards her clothes open between her legs, revealing a vagina-shaped Borg gap. They get closer to each other. Seven conducts the Borg probes in the Officer, too. His face gets borgified (a kind of SM foreplay).

Officer

Adopt to me.

They wildly start snogging, meanwhile the Bombast turning around.

INT.  OBS LOUNGE

The executive officers sit about. Through the windows, we see the base, but mainly the Control Center. As the ship turning away, we can see from the obs lounge that the Control Center Officer presses Seven to the Center's window and we all can imagine what they do.

BLINDY

I hope the Captain will bring good news. We don't have a dog's chance against those energy doodads.

Pickle enters. Sits down.

PICKLE

The conversation with the Admiral wasn't too promising...

EXT.
STARBASE – EARTH

The Bombast leaves Starbase. Rushes from Earth. Many ships following it. All ships go to warp one after another. They're in sub-space.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

Camera pans bridge. All hands are busy with pushing buttons. Camera stays on Weirdy. Chirp. He pushes more buttons which give more chirps, then calls the Captain.

INT.  OBS LOUNGE

WEIRDY (on comm)

Bridge to Captain. I'm reading massive space anomalies.

PICKLE

Where?

WEIRDY

Up and down the space. About 2 million km from here.

ALLOY

Bastards! Dirty little bastards!
PICKLE

Full stop.

The crew quickly makes for bridge.

ext.  space

The Bombast slows to impulse and stops.

INT.  BRIDGE

Dr. Kosher goes to sickbay. Blindy to engine room. Everyone else to their posts. Pickle stands before the screen.

PICKLE

Mr. Plate, report.

PLATE

Indeed, I am reading turbulence, however, I see no indication for Romulan ships. It could be them or not.

SLICKER

Shields up. Let's flash those red blinkers.

PICKLE

Gruff, open a channel on all frequencies.

GRUFF

Channel open.

PICKLE

Romulan ships. This is Captain Pickle of the Starship Bombast. We know you're playing peek-a-boo. Come out. I'll count up to three.

At this moment, a Romulan ship deactivates its cloaking right in front of the Bombast.

RUMBA (on viewscreen)

As you wish, Captain. We don't want wriggling that badly, either.

Rumba waves to an officer. On the Bombast screen there are space again and one Romulan ship.

EXT.  SPACE, FLEET OF FEDERATION SHIPS

Suddenly hundreds of Romulan ships show themselves.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

Number Two stands next to Captain.

SLICKER

Sacred cow!

PLATE

Sir, our sensors are reading exactly 356 Romulan war-chaffinches.

Rumba comes back to screen.

RUMBA

We've scanned the sector. 356 Romulan ships are much more than 132 Federation ones, aren't they. You're going to get a mild beating. If not even this urges you to brood it over, then your fate is hanging by a hair's breadth.

(looking at Pickle’s head)

Sorry for this play on words.

Pickle wants to speak, but Rumba goes on.

RUMBA (CONT'D)

Obviously, you've heard of the Energetics, otherwise you wouldn't be here right now. Yet, let me tell you the reason why you're going to turn up your toes in nanoseconds. We succeeded in isolating and pouring their energy in our ships' energy systems. Needless to dwell on what that means for the Federation. Death. Bloody and bitter death. So here's my suggestion: surrender and tomorrow is another day. Although, in concentration camps, hungry and thirsty, but we would still leave a touch of breath in you.

Gruff gnashes his teeth more and more. Takes the Bath'let from his back. Dashes against the screen and throws the Klingon weapon while howling.

GRUFF

Magpiiiieee!

The holo-image of the screen fluctuates. The holo-emitter feedback energy permeates the Bath'let. Gruff twitches with this electric shock like an idiot. Plate removes the Bath'let from the emitter. Electric shock is over. Gruff calms down. The holo-image comes back with Rumba on screen.

PICKLE

Here's my tactician's reaction. Poor chap, a bit bereft of hope, but getting down to brass tacks. Let's begin the senseless massacre. Pickle out.

Gruff gets up. Turns to the Captain.

GRUFF

I apologize for my outburst. If you don't mind, I'll take my post.

PICKLE

Granted.

(holding him back)

Mr. Gruff...cheer up!

(to the crew)

Dispatch a message to the fleet. Launch attack. Shoot everything reminiscent of a chaffinch.
EXT.  SPACE - BATTLEFIELD

The ships attacks one another. The Romulan get into bird formation. Ships firing like maniac.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

PICKLE

Slalom, Mr. Kosher.

The big battle. Right in the beginning, there is hardly an intact ship. Debris and wrecks everywhere in space.

INT.  ENGINE ROOM

Smaller explosions, nothing dangerous for now.

BLINDY

(to an officer)

I'll pack off to the bridge. I don't feel like being here when the explosions keep you all throwing about the engine room. Route all functions to bridge. 

Officer nods, BLINDY leaves.

INT.  SICKBAY

The medical staff tries to keep patients alive amid shakings and fluctuating power-supply.

EXT.  BATTLEFIELD – CLOSE TO BOMBAST

A Romulan war-chaffinch fires with distruptors at the Bombast.

INT.  SICKBAY

The panels give off sparks. There is less power than before.
Dr. KOSHER

Kosher to bridge...I'll go to the bridge. Communication is crapping around.

YOKOHAMA

But, Doctor! The patients!

Dr. KOSHER

Don't waste time saving them. Most of them are suffering from Ankarian cancer. Hopeless case, anyway.
Kosher leaves and at the same time, there's a much bigger shaking on sickbay. Half the ceiling comes off, covering Yokohama and the others.

EXT.  SPACE

Two Defiant-like ships fire at the wing parts of a Romulan ship continuously. Explosions spread on the wings backwards. Violent creaking. Both wings slowly come off. Meanwhile the two Defiants are headed for the Romulan ship, unable to avoid it. The chaffinch makes an impression of a bird moving its wings downwards. The wings collide with the Defiants between them. Explosions spread from the bottom to the top of the Romulan ship. It blows up.

INT.  BRIDGE

Dr. Kosher and Blindy get together to the bridge from different lifts. Everyone being tossed here and there.

PLATE

Sir, we may have a chance. If they are really able to control this immense amount of energy, they need an extremely high-powered collector so that the energy stream remains uninterrupted.

SLICKER

Collector?

PLATE

Yes, sir. Enormous receptacle. Supposing my premise is valid -and why should not be - the collector has to be 435932 km away from the Romulan fleet.

PICKLE

Sensorize.

PLATE

There it is. Situated 435932 km from the Romulan fleet. I suggest sending a shuttle in the collector and blow it up. According to my calculations, the explosive force of the shuttle will disconnect the Romulan ships from the energy.

Pickle looks at Blindy if it's realizable.

BLINDY

Confirmed, sir. And we could increase our structural integrity field by hooking up the shield generators to the laundry department.

PICKLE

Agreed. Send a shuttle. Unmanned, but I'm not insisting on it. Mr. Gruff, you will initiate the kaboom.

GRUFF

(showing his teeth)

Aye.
INT.  MAIN SHUTTLEBAY – FRONT view
Huge room full of shuttles, shuttlepods and work-bees. In the middle of the bay there's a shuttle waiting. The bay door opens upwards, the shuttle engines get engaged.

CONTINUED. – REAR view
The shuttle flies out. Front-view. It takes a sharp bend to the left, passing by the secondary hull of the Bombast.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

PICKLE

Now we can make use of Admiral Brain-Wave's future self saving the Voyager. Mr. Plate, flip up Batmobile armour.

Plate pushing buttons.

EXT.  SPACE

The armour of the shuttle gets raised. It easily gets its way across the battlefield and arrives to the collector. Flies in.

INT.  COLLECTOR

The shuttle stops.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

PLATE

Sir, the shuttle ran home.

PICKLE

Deactivate armour. Mr. Gruff, stand by.

INT.  COLLECTOR

The shuttle armour disappears.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

PICKLE

Mr. Gruff, put an end to this duck walk.

GRUFF

With pleasure.

INT.  COLLECTOR

Shuttle explodes. Shuttle and collector energy get mixed.

EXT.  SPACE
The energy forces open the collector from inside. Huge explosion. It is destroyed. Debris flying around. The energy discharged creates an enormous shock wave. Shock wave spreading. The Bombast rising vertically to avoid it.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE
RUMBA (ON VIEWSCREEN)
This is a very stupid idea! You're all up with it!
PICKLE

Bon Voyage, Yolanda!

RUMBA

I'm not Yo...

The Romulan ship blows up in the wave. The Bombast almost escapes, but the shock wave reaches the ship's ventral part. This makes the ship's stern tilt a bit upwards, giving it a considerable thrust.

INT.  ENGINE ROOM

The usual explosion scenes in such a situation. Officers fall down to floor from the highest level.

INT.  CORRIDOR

Corridor implodes with officers in it.

EXT.  BATTLEFIELD, BOMBAST

The Bombast passes by camera from the front-view. The huge battlefield full of Federation and Romulan ships falling prey to the shock wave. Infernal explosions everywhere. Shock wave slowly ceases flowing. There are only wrecks and some Federation starships which remained barely intact.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

PLATE

There is a planet 300.000 km from us. Neran 3 with one moon. On the planet, primitive life, on the moon, no atmosphere.

ALLOY

Jiii! Let's not go to the moon!

SLICKER

(meaning planet) Set a course.
PLATE

It is set. Reaching atmosphere in one minute.

The ship keeps shaking more and more. The damages caused by the wave result in more damages, tearing apart the stardrive section from the saucer section with an explosion. The starboard impulse drive gets damaged. Pieces coming off from it. It vents some gas thing. The Bombast approaching atmosphere a bit more with port.

INT.  BOMBAST BRIDGE

Smaller explosions. One officer standing at MSD. MSD explodes, followed by sparkling. The officer bangs onto the floor with a big crying. The consoles produce feedback discharges. The same thing happens to Plate's console, but he has no time to pull away his hands. The energy goes through his body. Weirdy sees it. Tries to help by touching him. Now he's getting a shock, too.
PLATE

Aah, what a shitty feeling!
Palte hits Weirdy back to the lift door. Weirdy becomes unconscious. Some hardware parts and parts of his uniform get torn away from Plate. Energy ceases. Plate looks like a gutted android now. Looks at the screen with wide eyes and runs in a turbolift while Pickle shouting after him.

PICKLE

Mr. Plate, come back and keep pushing those flashing buttons!

Plate gets off the bridge. The Captain talks to Counselor Alloy nervously.

PicklE (CONT’D)

Counselor, to the helm.

ALLOY

(crying)

Why? All this crap is not my fault!

Pickle quickly turns to Number Two.

PICKLE

Number Two, move your arse to the helm.

SLICKER

I'm the first officer, no joy-stick!

EXT.  NERAN 3 atmosphere/landscape
The Bombast flies in the atmosphere. It comes into sight from a large cloud swirl.

INT.  IMPULSE ENGINE ROOM

Plate enters. Because of the feedback he suffered some minutes ago, we see his hardware parts and his ragged uniform. There is no uniform between his legs. His android penis is showing. He goes to a panel. There isn't now that much shaking as the ship is smoothly headed for a sea.

PLATE

Computer. Increase the output of the port impulse drive by 10%.

Computer

To accomplish that, energy from the life-support systems has to be reduced. Are you so stupid to take that risk?

PLATE

Suppose I am.

Computer

(chirp)

Impulse drive output increased.

EXT.  BOMBAST IMPULSE DRIVE

The impulse drive gets more energy.

EXT.  BOMBAST FLYING TOWARDS SEA

The Bombast from the side, getting to the sea, but not crashing. It glides over the water, playing ducks and drakes.

INT.  BRIDGE

The crew falling up and down, shouting like on a roller coaster.

EXT.  COAST

We're on the coast near water. Between the sea and the coast there is a block of rocks. An alien child (ABORIGINES) runs up to the rocks, he stops. There is a whale-like creature in the water separated by the rocks. The child puts one hand in the air and says in his language „Nan, Chunpa, nan!"(subtitled in English as Go, Willy, go!). The Bombast comes from behind. The whale jumps so high that it's on the same level with the ship. The ship goes through it, flying over the coast (as a result of ducks and drakes) and lands on a strongly rocky mountain. The child runs into a cave in that mountain.

The ship sweeps across it at a high speed while the contact of the hull and the rocks generates a scrunching sound.

INT.  BRIDGE

SLICKER

(looking at screen)

All hands change your pants!

The impulse engines and so the edges of the ship are torn away by two rocks much bigger than the ship. The rocks go into pieces. While the engines come off, we see Plate flying out from behind and all he can hang on is a cable-like thing.

EXT.  BOMBAST SLIDING

The ship from the front, breaking up the territory. Passes by the camera from the right. Plate being dragged by the ship. More parts coming off from him.

INT.  BRIDGE

Weirdy recovering consciousness.

EXT.  still on MOUNTAIN

The Bombast from the distance as it slowly stops on the verge of the mountain. The ship is longer than the height of the mountain. It seesaws on the verge, then starts falling with a great crash. Meanwhile the cable Plate hangs on goes up in the air and he flies in the air, too. He hits the mountain on the opposite side.

PLATE

Good-bye, Weirdy.

He smashes into the mountain, going into pieces.

EXT.  CRASHING

Meanwhile the alien child comes out of the cave running to the mountain on the opposite site, the ship crashes into earth. Its aft is on the top of the mountain, its front in earth. Windows break.

INT.  BRIDGE

The screen and the surrounding area get torn away. The crew tries to hold itself not to fall down. Weirdy is next to the screen. He can keep himself for a while, but in the end falls down, dashing against the hull a couple of times. Camera shows him from the distance falling into earth, churning up a minor dust-cloud.

EXT.  CRASHED BOMBAST

The ship from the port, camera turning to the mountain Plate smashed into. We can make out small cave-like structures from which ABORIGINES peep scared with spears in their hands.

INT.  BRIDGE

Everyone hangs on (due to the ship's position) almost at right angles. The force-field gets engaged between the damaged parts. Slicker can't hold himself, falling on the helm console. Almost lying on it.

CUT TO: PICKLE'S HEAD

PICKLE

Number Two, if once fate plumped you down there, you could see how many survivors we have. I suspect nobody is injured.

Slicker pushing buttons. The display says: Internal Sensors. Life-Signs: 0.

SLICKER

We managed to put all hands on the spot. We're left alone.

PICKLE

Merde.

GRUFF

(to himself)

We made the Romulan brutes sit up!

Gruff is in the forepart of the bridge. Struggles to his feet, actually reaching up to the tactical. Pushing buttons.

GRUFF (CONT'D)

Sir, we have some juice in this ship vestige to get out of here.

SLICKER

Flash us out!

Gruff pushing buttons. The officers get dematerialized from the bridge...

EXT.  PLANET, NEAR SHIP

...and rematerialized out to the rocky area. As they were almost standing, they fall down on earth with a thud. Slicker falls on his ass.

BLINDY

(looking around)

Where's Plate?

Gruff steps on something while standing up. He founds Plate's remains.

GRUFF

He wanted to be a smarty. There you are. He's had it.

Suddenly, there's a hole being dug under Gruff's feet. He doesn't know where to jump. One of Plate's half intact arm shows up. Gruff takes it up. The hand lifts up the middle finger. The Klingon cries „Kuchmarag!" and throws the arm to the mountain. Nothing is left of it.

Pickle turns to Dr. Kosher.

PICKLE

I feel really bad about your brat. That energy-shot cooked his goose.

Dr. KOSHER

(smiling with torture)

On reflection, it's alright. Probably he'd have become a whoremonger just like his father.

Pickle nods, their face breaks into a smile. Meanwhile Slicker steps on his tuba. It fell out in the crash. He lifts it up and embraces it. All of a sudden, someone talks to them on intercom.

Extra (ON COMM)

Hullo there. Is anyone pricking up their ears?

PICKLE

Hullo there. Yes, we're pricking up to you.

Extra

Our sensors are picking up only your life-signs. If you agree, we'll beam you up and sweep home. By the way, we won the battle. The whole Romulan fleet is done for. Though, three-quarter of our people perished, too.

GRUFF

We made the Romulan brutes sit up!

SLICKER

I regret it a bit. I'd have made first contact with Romulan chicks wholeheartedly.

PICKLE

Maybe one day, in the distant future. True enough that by that time all left of me will be a pile of earthworm biggies, and you'll be too old for the game. Let's not forget about initiating the self-destruct sequence. What would people think of us if we left Federation technology on an alien planet?

(tapping at commbadge)
Computer. Initiate self-destruct sequence. Authorization: Pickle, Easy Come Easy Go Alpha Tango 1075.

SLICKER

Computer, first officer agrees. Authorization: Slicker, Hanky-Panky Teta Beta 2234.

INT.  BRIDGE

Ruined bridge. Camera gets closer to the tactical console which says: Self-Destruct In 15 Minutes.

EXT.  AROUND SHIP

PICKLE

Transporter Boss, six to gleam up.

They disappear with the beam effect.

EXT.  SPACE, NERAN 3

An Oberth-like ship clearing off from the planet at impulse.

INT.  REC ROOM

The crew have a mug of beer in its hands. They celebrate reluctantly.

BLINDY

Will this blunder ever be a lesson for the Romulan?

PICKLE

They stand a fair chance of, however, the Romulan grasp...
(thinking and getting angry)

They just don't understand how things work, what we represent. The Federation guidelines aren't only a pile of paper pellets. We cannot be satisfied with simply replicating Earl Gray, hot. Let's put lemon in it, boldly flavour it, mix it with foreign tea species. This is what the Federation symbolizes. We must dare strive for being more than we're truly destined for.

(sighing)
Even if this behaviour makes another's nerves dance on razor-edge.

All react to this encouraging speech with a smile. They clink. They drink. Slicker grabs his tuba and starts playing some jazz stuff. The others keep smiling and moving a little bit back and forth to the music.

EXT.  SPACE, OBERTH-LIKE SHIP

The tiny ship goes to warp. Camera stays where it is then turns back to the planet, quickly going through atmosphere, clouds, and finally showing Weirdy's back. He is buried facing earth. He struggles to his feet. Has a crying-fit. Shouts.

WEIRDY

Mooooom! Where are youuuuuuuuuu?!

Meanwhile a group of ABORIGINES approaching him from behind. They mumble something, flailing with spears.

AboriginAL

Hapalapa.

Weirdy turns round.

WEIRDY

(sulkily)

I come from the Federation starship Bombast. Where's my mother?
The Aborigines smack their lips. It's gonna be a big dinner.

WEIRDY (CONT'D)

(at a loss)

Did you eat her up?

One of them looks at the ship. He asks in his language „Is this yours?" (subtitled)

AboriginAL

Kunga bunga?

Weirdy nods. The Aborigines cry out, the LEADER runs up to the boy, turns him back, bumping him against a rock. Weirdy is kind of in a kneeling creeping position.

WEIRDY

I'm sure we'll find a solution to it. I serve in the Federation. We don't lie.
Camera close to Weirdy's head. The Leader raises his spear and throws into his bottom. Weirdy puts on a queer face, shouting.

WEIRDY (CONT'D)

Yoohohohoooo!

EXT.  Bombast, Landscape

The whole location from above. We hear Weirdy shout. All of a sudden, the ship blows up. Nothing is left around it. Shock wave pulverizing everything. One of the pieces coming off from the ship flies towards camera with the label Bombast on it until it covers the screen.
FADE OUT.

