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MUSIC:
Intro space adventure music.

NARRATOR:
(Echo) STAAAAARRR TRAAACKINNNNNNNG
MUSIC:
Fades.

NARRATOR:
(Hushed voice)   On the bridge of the U.S.S. Booby Prize, Captain Jack P. 
Quirk stares transfixed into the starfield.

SFX:

Bridge sounds.

QUIRK:
I feel like I could take on the Universe today.  How about 

you, Mister Spod?

SPOD:

Oh, I’m fine, Captain.  Apart from the usual pains associated with wearing 

tight synthetic pants with a crotch pressure of twenty pounds per square inch.

QUIRK: 
Yes I know, but they are standard issue, Spod.

SPOD:

Captain?

QUIRK:
Yes, Mister Spod?

 SPOD:
I’ve just picked up a communication from Captain Jed Leotard of the 
U.S.S. Jockstrap inviting us to join him at the Inaugural Space Fleet Celebrations at Star Command.  Captain Nylon Constriction of the Fainted Willy also extends his welcome.
QUIRK:
Well, I suppose we’d better head out there then.  What day will it be when 
we get there, Spod?

SPOD:

(Pause)   What … day, Captain?

QUIRK:
Mister Zulu, what day is it today?

SPOD:

Uh, Captain.

QUIRK:
Zulu?  Where is he?

SPOD:

Captain!  We don’t go by days anymore.

QUIRK:
Don’t we?

SPOD:

No.  It’s all in space-time now.

QUIRK:
So it isn’t Wednesday today?

SPOD:

No, Captain.

QUIRK:
Oh.

SNOTTY:
Captain?

QUIRK:
Aye, Aye … Aye, Snotty?

SPOD:

Uh, Captain, we say “Aye” to you.

QUIRK:
I will say “Aye” if I want to, Mister Spod!  I am Captain, after all … And, 
yes, Snotty?  What did you want to say?

SNOTTY:
Aye, well, there are three aliens who want to be beamed aboard the ship.

QUIRK:
Well, we can’t just go around beaming aliens on the ship every time they 

wanna be beamed up, Mister Snott.

SNOTTY:
Uh, but Captain, they’re a …

QUIRK:
Uh Uh!  We must be firm on this point.  We can’t just go careening 
through the galaxy and beaming up every single alien who wants to be beamed aboard.  Can you imagine how overcrowded the Booby Prize would become?  If we did that every single time an alien said they wanted to come on board the ship?

SNOTTY:
Uh, but, Captain.  They’re members of the Intergalactic Council.
QUIRK:
Well why didn’t you say so?

SNOTTY:
Uh, uh, I just did, Jim … Jim … Jimmy, Jimmy.  I mean Jack.

QUIRK:
Well … well, very well.  Beam them up, then … in one piece, Mister 
Snott.

SNOTTY:
Aye, Cap’n.
SFX:

Transporter SFX, followed by a horrendous pig-like squealing and 
tortured quivering grunting sounds.  

QUIRK:
What the Frigg is that???
SNOTTY:
Well, you said beam them up in one piece, Jimmy!

QUIRK:
Not one … ugh! … all of them together, all three squished into a weird … 
Put them back to what they were!

SNOTTY:
I’m afraid I canna do that, Jimmy.  I’ve already scrambled up their genetic 
codes.  There’s no way I can possibly unscramble them.

QUIRK:
Well GET RID OF IT, then!

SFX:

Transporter SFX.

QUIRK:
(Sobbing/laughing)  Oh my God!  How are we ever gonna explain this to 
the Intergalactic Council?

SFX:

Telephone.

SPOD:

Ah, the space phone.  I wonder who that could be?

QUIRK:
Where’s Miss Uhuaryu?

SPOD:

She hasn’t been on the switchboard for a year now, Captain.  She’s got the 
command of her own ship now.

QUIRK:
Oh!  Then whose lovely legs have I been seeing half obscured by the 
swivel chair?

SPOD:

I occasionally man the switchboard, Captain.

QUIRK:
Oh, I don’t quite … know how to feel about this.

SPOD:

You’ll get used to it.

QUIRK:
What?

SPOD:

Nothing.

SFX:

Telephone receiver clicking off hook.  
SPOD:

He-llo, U.S.S. Booby-Prize!  (Pause)  I’m sorry?  (Pause)  You must have 
the wrong number.  Please dial again.  You have not been charged for this call.

SFX:

Telephone receiver clicking into hook.  

QUIRK:
Uh, who was that?

SPOD:

The Intergalactic Council.  They say that they have just received a very 
playdoughy, slimy, gloopy mess at the other end of the line.
QUIRK:
I see.  Mister Snott?  You are going to have to pay dearly for this.

SNOTTY:
Ah, well, Cap’n.  Ya see I’m the ship’s engineer.  And a ship needs an 
engineer more than …

QUIRK:
Oh, frigg off with your fake frigging Snottish accent!

SNOTTY:
(Pause, then continues in his true American accent)   Sorry, I … I can’t 
help it, it’s just … I feel so embarrassed you know, being from Snotland and not having the accent.

QUIRK:
Oh, get out of my sight!

SNOTTY:
Sorry.  Bye!

SFX:

Doors hush open and closed.
ZULU:

Uh, Captain?

QUIRK:
Yes, Mister Zulu? … Hang on!  I thought we ejected you last week for 
insubordination!

ZULU:

Oh, that wasn’t me, Captain.

QUIRK:
It wasn’t?

ZULU:

No, that was my triplet brother Fulu.

QUIRK:
Fulu?  I didn’t know we had a Fulu on board.

ZULU:

I know, Captain.  He’s been running around masquerading as me for 
weeks.
QUIRK:
You say ‘triplets’?

ZULU:

Well, he’s my half-triplet, actually, the son of my second unclet-in-law.  
The wife of my great-great-grand brother.

QUIRK:
Your what???

ZULU:

Well, Captain, since all this genetic engineering and test tube baby stuff 
started, it’s possible to have your brother’s mother-in-law’s children implanted into the egg of your sister’s ovary.  So defining familial titles is getting very complicated.

QUIRK:
I see …

ZULU:

It’s now medically possible to give birth to your own mother.  Which 
makes me my own grandfather.

QUIRK:
My goodness.  How confusing that must be.

ZULU:

Especially when you’re trying to work out who breastfeeds whom.

QUIRK:
Quite … Quite … Well, Mister Spod?  Where do you think we should go 
for this adventure?  I don’t particularly want to hang around Space Command to see what the Intergalactic Council decides to do to us.

SPOD:

Well, Jack.  I would suggest the Vega Colony.

QUIRK:
The Vega Colony on Theta Six?

SPOD:

Exactly?

QUIRK:
Why?

SPOD:

Because there are lots of Space Virgins there

QUIRK:
R-r-row!  R-r-row!  Sounds ju-u-ust perfect, Mister Spod.  Plot a course, 
Mister Zulu.

ZULU:

Aye, Captain.

SFX:  

“Dashboard” controls.

ZULU:

Uh-oh.

QUIRK:
‘Uh-oh’?  What’s ‘Uh-oh’?

ZULU:

An electromagnetic storm up ahead, Sir.  Twelve point three on the Zenoid 
scale.

QUIRK:
Is that bad?

ZULU:

That’s like having an elephant falling on you from a thirty storey building, 
doing the splits.  In other words, it reaaally gives you the shhh …

QUIRK:
I get the picture, Mister Zulu.  Mister Snott?  Put shields up, maximum 
power!

SNOTTY:
I’m afraid I canna do that, Jimmy.

QUIRK:
What the frigg is the problem this time?

SNOTTY:
The main power coupling has come loose.

QUIRK:
You were hanging on it playing monkeys again, weren’t you?  

SNOTTY:
Rolands started it, Sir!

QUIRK:
Oh, Mister Snott!  What am I going to do with you?  Can you fix it?

SNOTTY:
Without a Veldani spanner, it would take 38 hours at the least.  There’s no 
way the solar converter will draw any power from the chrontium crystals.  The only way we’re pulling through this is if someone goes in there and holds it together with their bare hands.

QUIRK:
Well?  Is that an option?

SNOTTY:
Well, if the lad disnay mind bein’ exposed to a thousand degree 
cosmic rays that’ll be shooting through the engine core when we go through that storm, then there’s nay problem.

QUIRK:
Mister Spod?

MUSIC:
Segue.

SFX:

Bridge sounds.

QUIRK:
I can see you on the monitor, Spod.  It looks awfully hot in there.

GROANS:
Would you like another iced tea, Jack?

SFX:

Clinking ice in glass.

QUIRK:
Yes, thank you, Groans.

SPOD:

(Voice filter)   Never fear, Captain.  The Wulcan tolerance to pain is 

incredible.
QUIRK:
Spod, your nose is on fire!!

SPOD:

I am aware of this, Captain.  But my mind is trained.  It’s all a matter of 
blocking out the pain … Interesting … My hands are melting.  It appears that I have misjudged the heat.

QUIRK:
Spod, get the HELL out of there!

SPOD:

No, Captain.  I cannot do that.  Logic dictates that the needs of the many 
outweigh the needs of the few.  And I’m getting fewer every moment.

RANDY:
Yeoman Randy reporting for duty, Sir.  Your chilled space cream.

SFX:

Clinking spoon in glass bowl.

QUIRK:
Thank you, leave it there, Yeoman.  Spod, listen to me!

SPOD:

It is only logical.

QUIRK:
Spod, for pity’s sake!  We’re almost through the storm!  Get out of there 
now while you’re still alive!

SPOD:

Almost through?

QUIRK:
Yes!  We’ll make it from here on!  Now come on!

SPOD:

Perhaps you are right.  Ah, it appears now that the hatch cover has been 
locked from the outside.
QUIRK:
Oh my God!  I’ll get someone down there right away!

SPOD:

I would appreciate it, Captain.  My bottom is burning.  Fascinating.

SFX:

Burning and crackling.

SPOD:

Ow!  Ow!  It friggin’ HURRRRRRTS!  Get me the frigg OUT OF 
HEERRRRRRRRE!!!!!

MUSIC:
Segue.

SFX:

Medical instruments board.

QUIRK:
How’s he doing, Doctor?

GROANS:
Not bad, considering that he looked like a toasted cheese sandwich when 
they brought him in here.  I’ve run a cellular reconstitution beam over him.  Wulcan recuperative powers are quite astounding so he should be fully recovered in about …

SPOD:

Hi.

QUIRK:
Spod!

SPOD:

Are we completely through the storm?

QUIRK:
Yes, thanks to you.

SPOD:

Good.

QUIRK:
Who shut the engine door and why?  That’s the only thing I can’t work 
out.

SFX:

Doors hush open and closed.

QUIRK:
Ah, Snotty.

SNOTTY:
Hello, Cap’n.  You should come down to the engine room.  I’ve just 
finished painting the engine core room door a beautiful magenta.  I wanted to see what you think of i…

SPOD:

YAHHHHHHH!!!

SNOTTY:
Choke!  Gasp!

QUIRK:
SPOD!  SPOD!  You’ll strangle him to death!

MUSIC:
 Dramatic, then fades, along with voices.

SFX:

Transporter.

NARRATOR:
The landing party beam down on the planet to find a desert landscape.

QUIRK:
Who was that?

SPOD:

I dunno.  I just ignore him.

SFX:

Either sound of wind/dust storm, or else kettle drum half-filled with water 
and banged with a drumstick, or African crickets.

QUIRK:
Where are these Space Virgins you were telling us about, Spod?

SPOD:

Well they were here last year.

SFX:

Second beam-down noise.

GROANS:
Hydro-scalpel please, nurse … Hydro-scalpel please!  … Hey?  What am I 
doing here?

QUIRK:
I guess Snotty must have decided to include you in the landing party, 
Doctor Groans.

SPOD:

Snotty doesn’t decide to do anything.

GROANS:
I was just in the middle of a breast enlargement operation.

QUIRK:
Oh really?  On whom?
GROANS:
My wife.

QUIRK:
Oh, when did she decide this?

GROANS:
She doesn’t know about it yet.

QUIRK:
Where are we, anyway?

GROANS:
Snotty’s beamed us to the wrong planet again.  See?  There are the 
remains of a city in the distance.

SPOD:

Captain, is it possible that we’ve landed on Theta Five, not Theta Six?  
That looks like the City of the Salem 12 Terraformers.

QUIRK:
It’s possible.  Snotty always did have trouble telling fives and sixes apart.

MAN:

(Coming from the distance)   BIIGA…BIIIGA  BIG  BEEEG 
MONSTER!

QUIRK:
Get ahold of yourself, Man!

MAN:

BIIIG MONSTER!  BIIIG!

QUIRK:
Calm DOWN!

MAN:

BIG!  HU-U-U-UGE!

SFX:

Laser blast, body dropping to ground.

QUIRK:
(Pause, one beat)   Well, you didn’t have to shoot him, Spod.

SPOD:

Sorry, just trying to help.

SFX:

Monkey screeching in distance.

QUIRK:
Good Lord!  Look, on top of that low cliff!  What on Earth is it?

SPOD:

It appears to be a baboon-headed tentacle-armed monster.

QUIRK:
Watch it, Groans!  It’s leaping straight at you!

GROANS:
BLAARGHH!!!

SFX:

Along with the monkey screeching, there’s puffing gas, and crystallization 
crackly noise.

QUIRK:
Good God!  It’s freezing him with its breath!

SFX:

Laser blast.  Body-drop.

QUIRK:
Good shot, Spod!  But look – Groans is completely frozen!

SPOD:

I can see that!  I’ve got eyes, you know!

NARRATOR:
Suddenly a door opens in the side of the cliff.

DOC:

I am Doctor Hatchplot and this is my android servant Loyt.  Come with 
me to my lab.

MUSIC:
Transition.

SFX:

Bubbling test tubes, and computer SFX.

QUIRK:
Can you unfreeze our friend?

DOC:

I’ll get to work on him.

QUIRK:
What was that thing?

DOC:

A genetically engineered Octo-Monkey.

SPOD:

What makes you so sure it was genetically engineered?

DOC:

Because I am a genetic engineer.  You see these six-foot incubation tanks 
with animals in them behind me?

QUIRK:
Oh yes, I hadn’t noticed them before.

DOC:

I wanted to use this technology for good purposes – genetically 
engineering elephants with dishwasher stomachs, giant snails for cleaning city windows, and a whole assortment of animal transport services.  Unfortunately my colleague, Doctor Strangecraft, didn’t see things the same way.

QUIRK:
Didn’t he?

DOC:

He and his insane Greenie revolutionaries started a Genetic War by 
creating terrible monsters, such as carnivorous giraffes, blood-sucking canaries, tabby constricters …

SPOD:

Tabby constricters?

DOC:

Yes.  A tabby cat crossed with a boa constricter.  A particularly deadly 
creature.  We apprehended one that had found its way into the Colony old people’s home.  One minute it’s lying on your lap purring, the next minute it’s got its body wrapped around your neck.  Don’t think the poor creature even knew what it was doing.

SPOD:

Sounds just horrendous!

DOC:

Yes, Strangecraft was evil, all right, so I made him into that quasi-human 
organic toaster over there.

SPOD:

Fascinating.
DOC:

Or is that one of the revolutionaries?  I can’t remember.

QUIRK:
What are those things on the walls?

DOC:

Those?  Oh, noses.  They collect all the dust floating in the air and then 
sneeze it into those buckets at the end of the week.

QUIRK:
Oh…how…nice.

VEYLA:
Hello, Father.

DOC:

Ah, this is my lovely daughter Veyla.  Say hello to the gentlemen, Veyla.

VEYLA:
Why, they’re men!

DOC:

Yes, Veyla hasn’t seen any young men for quite some time.  Most of them 
were killed in the Genetic War.  

QUIRK:
Really?
VEYLA:
But this one is so strange.

SPOD:

Thank you.

VEYLA:
You’re a Wulcan, aren’t you?  I’ve heard Wulcans are extremely 
intelligent.  I find intelligence very sexy in a man.

SPOD:

Me too.

VEYLA:
Is it true what they say about Wulcan men?

SPOD:

I’ve been told we have long memories.

DOC:

Aha ha!  Now don’t be naughty, Veyla.  Our visitors have had a long 
journey and they shall be wanting some rest and relaxation.  So, come – a tour of our city!

QUIRK:
(Under his breath, to SPOD)   Pleasant girl.  Coming Spod?

SPOD:

Yes.  But first I think I’ll drink this tall thin glass of lemonade that’s 
sitting on the edge of this counter for no particular reason.

SFX:

Effervescent fizzing.  Drinking sound.

MUSIC:
Transition.

SFX:

Walking on plastic floor.

DOC:

This is our creature observatory – through those windows on either side of 
this hallway we’re walking through.

SPOD:

(Whispering to QUIRK)  What does he think we are, stupid or something?
SFX:

Birds and animals.  Tropical.

DOC:

Our subterranean city is under constant threat from the escaped creatures 

that Strangecraft created, who have gone out of control.  Our electro phasnomic power generators are the only things that keep an electrical field up to prevent them from coming in through our network of subterranean corridors leading from the sewer system.

QUIRK:
That was quite a mouthful.

DOC:

Thank you.  And now to your quarters.  I shall call you for dinner.

QUIRK:
Thank you.

SFX:

Door hushes shut. 

SPOD:

Captain, did you notice how Doctor Hatchplot’s name-tag had been liquid-
papered out and had “Hatchplot” written on it in crayon?

QUIRK:
No I didn’t, Mister Spod.

SPOD:

Curious.

QUIRK:
He is an eccentric man.

SPOD:

Yes, but …

SFX:

Knock  knock  knock.

QUIRK:
I wonder who that could be?

SFX:

Door hushes open.

QUIRK:
Veyla!

SPOD:

Hiiii!

VEYLA:
Shhh.

SFX:

Door hushes shut.

VEYLA:
My father doesn’t know I’m here.

SPOD:

Groovy.

VEYLA:
You’ve probably guessed by now that he is Doctor Strangecraft.  He plans 
to leave here and trap you in this city and escape before any reinforcements can come for you.  We must leave here, now!

QUIRK:
What about Groans?

VEYLA:
Very well, we’ll have to save him on our way through to my private 
shuttle hangar.

SPOD:

I love it when you talk dirty.

MUSIC:
Transition, then segue to …

SFX:

Electronic background noises.

DOC:

You know what to do, Loyt, my android friend.

LOYT:

I will die for you, Master.

DOC:

Besides that.

LOYT:

Turn off the electro generators and let all the monsters in.

DOC:

Exactly.  But wait until my daughter and I are on my personal cruiser.

LOYT:

Kill Doctor Hatchplot.

DOC:

No!  Forget that!  Forget that!  I told you to erase that!

LOYT:

Erase.

DOC:

Yes.  Now wait until we’re on the cruiser before turning off the 
generators.

LOYT:

Yes, Doctor Hatchplot.

DOC:

No!  I’m Doctor Strangecraft.

LOYT:

Yes, Doctor Strangecraft.

DOC:

Moron.

MUSIC:
Transition and segue.

SFX:

Lab SFX.

GROANS:
I thought you’d never get here.

QUIRK:
Groans!  You’re all right!  How did you get free?

GROANS:
This toaster here saved my life by turning himself on and thawing me out.

SFX:

Splodgy noise.

QUIRK:
Yuck!  Glad I wasn’t here to see it.

SFX:

Communicator noise.

QUIRK:
Snotty, do you read?

SFX:

Static.

VEYLA:
It’s no use.  The shielding of this city is too thick for your communicator 
to penetrate.

QUIRK:
Then we’ve got no choice but to get to your shuttle so you can take us 
back to the U.S.S. Booby-Prize.

GROANS:
Wait, Jack.  Shouldn’t we take the toaster with us?  I think he should be 
given a recommendation for a medal of honour.

SFX:

Eager splodgy noises.

QUIRK:
(Pause)
  Why?  He’s only a toaster.

MUSIC:
Transition.  Segue.

SFX:

Generator SFX.  Beeping communicator.

DOC:

Veyla, do you read?  Come to the main hangar immediately.  

LOYT:

Turn off electro generators.

DOC:

No, you idiot!  Later! … Veyla, do you read?  This is your father, Doctor 
Hatchpl … I mean Strangecraft.

LOYT:

Turn off …

SFX:

Electronic winding down sound.

DOC:

WHAT ARE YOU DOING?

LOYT:

… electro generators.

DOC:

No!  No!  No!
LOYT:

Kill…Doctor…Hatchplot!

DOC:

I told you to erase that!

LOYT:

Kill…Doctor…Hatchplot!

MUSIC:
Lumbering, menacing.

DOC:

I’m Doctor Strangecraft!

LOYT:

Kill…Doctor…Strange…plot!

DOC:

AHHHHHHHHH!

SFX:

Apple being bitten into and Styrofoam crunch noise.

SFX:

Alarm noise, first immediate, then echoing down corridor.

VEYLA:
Oh my Stars!  The generator’s been turned off!  Quick!  We have to get 
down the subterranean tunnels before the monsters infiltrate the city!

SFX:

Footsteps running, then echo footsteps.

VEYLA:
TOO LATE!

SFX:

Monster/animal sounds approaching down corridor.

QUIRK:
We’ll hold them off!  Set your guns to terminate!

SFX:

Laser blasts from two guns.

MUSIC:
Adventurous.

VEYLA:
We’ve got to break through!

NARRATOR:
An impenetrable wall of monsters blocks the path of the freedom fighters.

QUIRK:
Who is that??

SPOD:

Boy, I could really use another glass of that lemonade.

VEYLA:
Lemonade?

SPOD:

Yes, back at the lab.

VEYLA:
Oh no!  You drank the bleem!

SPOD:

Bleem?

VEYLA:
Yes, a formula which allows one’s genetic makeup to become plastic for a 
period of five minutes so you can assume the form of anything you can imagine.

SPOD:

Good.  Maybe I can use it to save us.  WONDER BLEEM POWERS – 
ACTIVATE!  

SFX:

Bending and stretching SFX (rubbing a balloon?).
SPOD:

FORM of an ICE PICK!  HA-YAH!

SFX:

*SHTICK!*  Animal squeal.

SPOD:

SHAPE of a SPACE MALLET!  Take THAT!

SFX:

*POUND!*  Animal howl.

SPOD:

MORPH of an industrial DRILL!

SFX:

*BRZZZZZZZZZZZ!*  Animal yelp.

SPOD:

Ahh, the JOYS of killing!  It’s GREAT to be an American!

QUIRK:
Wait, Spod, the monsters are settling down.  Do you hear that?

SFX:

Splodgy sound echoing up corridor.

SPOD:

Look – behind us.  It’s Mister Toaster again.

GROANS:
What’s he doing?  Why have the monsters calmed down?

SPOD:

I think … he’s talking to them, Doctor Malloy.

SFX:

Splodgy noises, then sounds of general monster exodus.

QUIRK:
They’re responding!  They’re turning away!

SPOD:

Remarkable.

GROANS:
That’s the second time he’s saved my life!

QUIRK:
We have to get to the Booby-Prize.

VEYLA:
Hurry – to the shuttle.  I’ll fly you up.

SPOD:

Promises … promises …

MUSIC:
Transition, segue.

SFX:

Hangar SFX.  Squeaky closing ramp door.


VEYLA:
Wait, it’s the toaster.

SFX:

Splodgy noises.

VEYLA:
I think he wants to come with us.

QUIRK:
Does he really? … (Calling out to it)  AH, FRIGG OFF, YOU 
DISGUSTING MUTANT!

SFX:

Laser blast.  Balloon deflation noise.  Closing ramp door.

GROANS:
Jack, what is it with you and that toaster?

QUIRK:
(Whispering)   When I was a child I got my laser-pistol caught in a toaster.  

I’ve been traumatized by them ever since.  (To all)  Right, crew!  I think we’ve delivered a good dose of conservative American justice in this sector of the Universe.  Let’s go home!

MUSIC:
Transition and segue.

SFX:

Bridge sounds.

SNOTTY:
Ah, Cap’n.  It’s good to see you safely at home again.

QUIRK:
Thank you, Snotty.  What’s that you’re doing?

SNOTTY:
Ah – it’s my algebra homework, Cap’n.  I’m still trying to pass space 
school.

QUIRK:
I see … But why have you got little bunny rabbits and kitty cats drawn all 
over it?

SNOTTY:
Well, I was gettin’ bored, to tell you the truth, Sir.

TULU:

Captain?

QUIRK:
Yes, Zulu?

TULU:

No, I’m Tulu, Sir.  Zulu’s other triplet brother.

QUIRK:
Yes?

TULU:

The Intergalactic Council has called up to congratulate us on the 
transporter accident the other day when we fused those three aliens together.  Apparently they’ve opened up a night-club comedy routine on Vexus-12.
QUIRK:
Really?  Isn’t that nice?
TULU:

They volunteered to beam aboard our ship and give us a free personal 
performance.

QUIRK:
(Sound of distaste)   Err … well, no … you can tell them that won’t be 
necessary, Mister Tulu.

TULU:

Aye, Captain.  Oh, Captain?

QUIRK:
Yes?

TULU:

Veyla asks you to join her on Deck 12 in the dining hall for a surprise.

MUSIC:
Transition and segue.

SFX:

Clinking glasses, murmuring chatter.

MUSIC:
Muzak in the vein of theme to A Summer Place.

VEYLA:
Ah, Captain, Spod – so glad you could join us.  You thought we’d 

forgotten, didn’t you?

QUIRK:
Forgotten what?

VEYLA:
Come now, Captain, don’t be coy.  Your birthday!

QUIRK:
My goodness, I’ve lost track of the days.  But how can it be my birthday 
when there are no days in space?

SPOD:

It’s your birthday on Earth, Captain.

QUIRK:
Oh.

SNOTTY:
We’ve got a lovely cake for you with strawberry icing and lots of candles, 
Sir.

SPOD:

How Many candles are there, Snotty?

SNOTTY:
Wha…?

SPOD:

(with fake innocence) Nothing...

VEYLA:
So now, if you’ll all raise your glasses …

QUIRK:
(Whispering desperately to Spod)   Oh my God, Spod!  They’re going to 
sing Happy Birthday!

SPOD:

Not Happy Birthday!!!

QUIRK:
That’s right.  And we don’t have the rights to that song!

VEYLA:
Haaaapp…

QUIRK:
Quick, Spod, drown them out!

QUIRK and SPOD:
(In unison, singing a bizarre, completely discordant, ad lib version 
of a birthday song they’re making up on the spot)   Haaappy birthday, oh my chum!  Happy happy birthday, don’t be glum!  You’re one year older, but you’ve got a shiny bum!

This is received with absolute dead silence, crickets chirping.

QUIRK:
(Whispering painfully)   Do you think we got away 
with it, Spod?

SPOD:

I think so.

QUIRK:
(Whisper)   I’m personally putting in a request for the Happy Birthday 
song myself when the rights run out in 3328.  This is the last time I’m ever going through this ridiculous farce again.  The Happy Birthday people own half of Space Fleet, you know.  

SPOD:

I hate the Happy Birthday people!

SFX:

Bridge sounds fade up.

NARRATOR:
Back on the bridge.

QUIRK:
Where’s Groans?

SPOD:

In the space toilet, living up to his name.

QUIRK:
Still?

SPOD:

He’s got a terrible case of logan’s run.

QUIRK:
Ah, too many loganberries, huh?

SPOD:

His wife sprinkled them on his Space Crispies to get him back for trying to 
perform the breast enlargement operation on her.

QUIRK:
Serves him right, the pig.  Now then, Mister Zulu.  Head the helm for 
home.  Accelerate to Warp 12.

ZULU:

Aye, Captain.

GROANS:
(Muffled voice from behind door)   WAIT!  Let me get outta here first!  
The toilet automatically switches to zero gravity during warp travel.  HELP!  HE-E-E-E-E-ELP!

SFX:

General light-hearted laughter on the bridge as Groans screams in terror 
in the background, and ship begins to accelerate.

MUSIC:
End credits music.

NARRATOR/ANNOUNCER:  Announces credits. 

PAGE  
1
Star Trackers
Russ Dawson

