Space, the funny frontier... these are the misadventures of the Starship Denterprise. Its five year mission: to conquer strange new worlds, to exploit new life and new civilizations, to blindly go where no one in their right mind has gone before!


-STAR WRECK-

Episode 1: Maiden Voyage 
Copyright 1996 (©1996) by Charles Seggelin, All rights reserved

The scene opens aboard the Jellyjello-7, a federation shuttlecraft, in the confined ship are the Chief Engineer of the U.S.S. Denterprise, Montgomery R. Snot and her new Captain, James T. Jerk. Jerk is in formal dress uniform, and Snotty is wearing a kilt and a plaid t-shirt. In the main window of the shuttle we can see the reflection of a pink starship hanging in spacedock. Through a side window the earth is visible. Snotty is droning on about the Denterprise and looks like he'd rather be somewhere else. 
SNOT: 

...standard Constipation Class Starship, constructed on stardate 2167.1250 at the Marinaris Shipyards as part of a two-for-one deal from Economy John's Starship Construction Contractors, hence the commission number. 

Jerk leans forward and squints at the Starship as its reflection grows larger in the window. 
JERK: 

NCC-0241? Who's her sister ship? 

SNOT: 

That would have been the U.S.S. Crow NCC-0102. 

JERK: 

The Crow? Isn't that the ship that suffered an antimatter containment breach on its maiden voyage and was lost? 

SNOT: 

Yeah, Scarfleet has been pursuing an injunction against Economy John's ever since the Crow went up like a ball of dragon's dung. Some kind of birth defect, apparently. 

JERK: 

Let's hope it doesn't run in the family. 

SNOT: 

Aye sir, not while I'm on duty. 

JERK: 

[nods]
Uh, Mr. Snot-- 

SNOT: 

Snotty, sir. 

JERK: 

Snotty, uh, about the color-- 

SNOT: 

Yeah, as far as I know she's the only pink ship in the fleet. 

JERK: 

How-- why is it-- why pink? 

SNOT: 

Well the Marinarus Shipyards are located in Valles Marinarus on Mars, sir, the whole hull has been impregnated with pink Martian dust. 

JERK: 

Aren't Starships constructed in orbit? 

SNOT: 

[looks uncomfortable]
Uhm, typically yes sir. I wouldna worry about it, I expect it will all wear off over time. 

JERK: 

I dunno... actually I kinda like it. 

Snot looks at Jerk as though he's grown a second head. 
JERK: 

I mean its so unique... only one of its kind. 

SNOT: 

Well except for the Crow. 

JERK: 

I thought the Crow was black. 

SNOT: 

No sir, well perhaps AFTER the core breach, yes sir. 

JERK: 

Well there you are then, one of a kind. 

SNOT: 

[shakes head]
Whatever you say sir. 

[he yawns]
Cut to exterior shot of the ship, the shuttle has entered spacedock and is passing over the Denterprise's saucer and between the nacelles. Cut to interior of shuttle. 
JERK: 

Say, is it me or are these nacelles not quite even? 

SNOT: 

Uh, naw its just the uh, angle of the um lighting. My, look at that dangerous solar flare! Radiation shutters up! 

He clicks a button and the side windows are covered by metal plating which slides up over them. 
SNOT: 

Snot to Denterprise, Jellyjello-7 requesting clearance to come aboard. 

TUMORA: 

Roger, you are cleared for landing bay 1 Jellyjello-7, welcome home. 

SNOT: 

Thanks lass, 

[yawning and looking sleepy]
Snot out. 

Exterior shot, the shuttle has passed over the ship and is coming about to line up with the opening bay doors. Cut to inside shuttle, view from behind Jerk and Snotty. Jerk is gazing at his ship and Snotty seems oddly slumped. Inside, a line of officers stands at attention, obviously there to welcome the new captain. 
BAY-OP: 

Landing Bay Op to Jellyjello-7, please slow to 1 meter per second and prepare for tractor beam. 

The shuttle's course and speed do not change. The reception party in the landing bay begin looking nervously at each other. 
BAY-OP: 

Chief Engineer Snot, please slow your approach. 

[pause]
Bay-Op to Snot, do you read? 

[pause]
Bay-Op to Snot, you MUST slow your approach immediately to avoid collision! 

JERK: 

[suddenly realizing something's amiss.]
What? Snotty what're you-- 

SNOT: 

ZZzzzzzzzz. 

Snot has apparently fallen asleep at the controls and as the Shuttle sails into the landing bay Jerk desperately tries to wake him. The bay op has left the channel open and we can hear several voices coming in through the shuttle's communicator as the reception party breaks up and begins running in all directions. 
BAY-OP: 

What the hell is he doing? 

SPAZ: 

He appears to be attempting a kamikaze run! 

BAY-OP: 

Ready the barricades on 1! 

OTHER1: 

Sir the barricades on 1 are not yet functional. 

OTHER2: 

Jesus he'll kill us all! 

BAY-OP: 

What do we do sir? 

SPAZ: 

Um, close the bay doors? 

JERK: 

WAKE UP! WAKE UP! 

BAY-OP: 

Bay doors closing! 

JERK: 

[Looks up at closing doors.]
Aiyeee! 

SNOT: 

Huh? Wah? BLIMEY! 

The shuttle smashes through the doors and slides over the deactivated barricade lines, skidding sideways and bouncing off another shuttle before tipping over on its side. Jerk and Snot bounce around inside the tin can interior during this mayhem, as huge airbags burst into life at the front of the shuttle. Panels open and circuits short with sparks going every which way. When the ship finally comes to rest Jerk finds himself inexplicably covered in bits of popcorn, and a silky white brassiere is lying across his left leg. Snotty appears from behind the pile of chairs in which Jerk is lying. 
SNOT: 

Captain! Are you okay? 

JERK: 

Oh, you're awake? 

Exterior shot, the Vulcan science officer Spaz, and the CMO Lenny Lavoy are clambering up the side of the shuttle. With some difficulty they manage to lift the heavy door and look inside, Spaz shines a flashlight into the opening. Top view, past Spaz and Lavoy's head we see Jim straddling Snot and strangling him. 
SNOT: 

guh... gurgle... get off... crazy git! urgh! 

Spaz clears his throat and Jim looks up, jumping off Snotty, who starts coughing and hacking. 
SNOT: 

Ye crazy bastard... hack hack hack! 

SPAZ: 

Uhm, welcome aboard Captain. 

[He salutes suddenly, dropping the flashlight in the process.]
JERK: 

*THUMP* Owch! 

Moments later Spaz and Lavoy are helping Jim down from the shuttle. Jim is holding a white cloth against his forehead where the flashlight hit him and is speaking angrily to Spaz who is nodding his head. In the background Snotty struggles, forgotten, to get out of the shuttle. He keeps jumping up into the opening, flailing wildly for a handhold and falling back inside. 
JERK: 

I don't care what your staffing problems are Mr. Spaz, I will not tolerate this sort of nonsense on my ship! The very idea that you would put a narcolexic-- 

LAVOY: 

Narcoleptic. 

JERK: 

[glances at Lavoy and back at Spaz]
narcoseptic man in the pilot's seat-- 

LAVOY: 

Narcoleptic sir, he's a narcoleptic. He falls asleep without warning. 

JERK: 

[stares at Lavoy, he is clearly not in a good mood.]
How about fuckhead? Do we agree on fuckhead? 

LAVOY: 

[glances at Snotty who has managed to clamber out and is standing atop the wreck]
Oh yeah, he's a fuckhead-- 

JERK: 

[ignores Lavoy]
I want that fuckhead's pilot license revoked, I want this doctor's lip buttoned, I want this mess cleaned up, and most of all, I want this flippin' barricade FIXED! 

He stomps on the barricade which immediately erupts upward from the floor, sending him high into the air. He crashes into Snotty and the two of them fall back into the shuttle. 
LAVOY: 

Ask and ye shall receive. 

SPAZ: 

[looks tiredly at Lavoy]
Come on Stones, lets go fish him out of there again. 

LAVOY: 

Okay Spaz... 

[sarcastically]
don't forget your flashlight. 

Spaz hits him as they walk back to the wreck. 
Later in sickbay, Jim is lying on a bed and speaking into a tricorder held by a dark-skinned, chesty, beauty wearing a tight fitting red uniform complete with miniskirt. On the bed next to him is another patient in traction and completely covered in bandages. 
JERK: 

Captain's Log, stardate 2169.3655, the CMO informs me that my multiple concussions are minor, but that he wishes to keep me under observation for awhile. The restraining field is a bit awkward though. I'm probably the only Captain in the history of Scarfleet to assume his first command from a hospital bed. The time has come for me to issue my first order as Captain of the Denterprise, but I wish it were a better one. 

[He nods at the woman and she shuts off the tricorder.]
Damage report, uh Lieutenant...? 

TUMORA: 

Tumora, sir, Donita Tumora, Communications Officer. 

[she takes out a datapad and begins scrolling through it.]
The clamshell doors on shuttle bay 1 along with all their fittings and moldings have been completely demolished and will have to be replaced, the deck plates in bays 1 and 2 are gouged severely, there is some minor damage to the overhead lighting, bay-1 tractor emitter has been destroyed, both mid-bay shuttle diagnostic computers sheared off at the base 

[Jerk groans]
, the Jellyjello-7 is damaged beyond all repair, and the Kavorkian-6 sustained serious hull damage on its port side. That can be fixed with spare hull plates we have stored in cargo hold 5. 

JERK: 

Great, just great. 'Hello Scarfleet? I just assumed command of the Denterprise, could you guys send over a new shuttle and refit my entire landing bay?' They're gonna love that! *sigh* Anything else? 

TUMORA: 

[smiles]
One Captain, slightly dented. 

[Jerk chuckles and suddenly the bandaged patient begins shouting.]
SNOT: 

WHAT AM I? CHOPPED LIVER?!? 

TUMORA: 

Just about, Snotty. Geeze, look at you you're a mess! 

SNOT: 

[twitches in Jerk's general direction]
This asshole shot me! The brute! 

JERK: 

You're lucky I didn't kill you, you goddamn limey fruit! 

SNOT: 

Hey, I'm all man! 

JERK: 

Well why do you run around in that silly... skirt? 

SNOT: 

Its called a 'kilt' ye ignorant bastard! 

JERK: 

It should be 'kilt' that's for sure, and so should you! 

SNOT: 

You couldn't just transport over like a normal person could ye? NO! You had to be shuttled in! 

JERK: 

Its tradition to shuttle a new Captain to his ... wait a minute, are you blaming ME for this mess? 

SNOT: 

You're damn right I am, arrogant shit! 

At this point the Head Nurse, a blonde bombshell, comes running in and injects Snotty with a hypospray. He passes out immediately. 
JERK: 

Why you little... 

[to Nurse]
Could you remove this restraining field please? 

NIPPLE: 

Um, I'm sure the doctor put that on you for your own protection sir, or perhaps for Mr. Snot's. 

SPAZ: 

Bridge to Tumora, we could use your help up here Lieutenant. 

TUMORA: 

On my way! 

[to Jerk]
Captain, if there's nothing else... 

JERK: 

No, that will be all, thank you. Dismissed. 

[she leaves]
Damn I'm parched. 

NIPPLE: 

I'll get you something to drink, sir. 

Cut to Lavoy's office. He is talking on a viewscreen with Commander Spaz, who is on the bridge. In the background behind Spaz we see that the bridge is a flurry of activity. People are running every which way with streamers, decorations, trash barrels and so forth. The helmsmen are holding paint brushes and arguing in front of a hand lettered sign which reads "WELCOME CAPTIN JREK!". 
SPAZ: 

Well we'll have Tumora's help now, but we still need another hour. 

LAVOY: 

I can't keep him here forever Spaz, you know he's quite anxious to get to the bridge seeing as how this is his first command and all? Sooner or later he's going to realize there's nothing wrong with him! 

SPAZ: 

Just stall him as long as you can, we're making good progress. 

[A loud crash rings out from off screen. Spaz looks to the left.]
Will you two be CAREFUL with that? It cost me 60 bucks! 

LAVOY: 

I'll do what I can, Spaz. By the way, I think what you're doing for him is real nice, throwing a special party for him, and all. 

SPAZ: 

[sheepishly]
Actually we didn't have enough time to clean up after last night's toga party. I'm hoping that if we redecorate a little bit he won't notice. 

LAVOY: 

Oh. Well that's... something. Lavoy out. 

He switches off the viewscreen and enters sickbay. Nurse Nipple is bending over Jim holding a cup of water for him to sip from. Jim is using the opportunity to stare down her blouse and the water is running all down his shirt. 
LAVOY: 

Oh, NICE Nipple! 

Startled, Jerk turns beet red and starts choking on the water. Nipple stands and looks at the Doctor. 
NIPPLE: 

What? 

LAVOY: 

You're spilling it all over him! 

She blanches and looks back at Jim. She grabs some tissues and begins blotting up the water as best she can, giving Jim another peek down her blouse. 
NIPPLE: 

Oh I'm sorry! I'll get that. This won't stain, don't worry! 

LAVOY: 

[Sees where Jim is looking.]
I see you've acquainted yourself with our head nurse, Miss Nipple. 

JERK: 

Your NAME is Nipple? 

NIPPLE: 

I know, I know, its ridiculous. 

JERK: 

No, I like your nipple, ubb!, your name. Uh, I mean, I just never met a Nipple before. Ah, someone with that name, that is. What nationality is it? 

LAVOY: 

Californian. 

NIPPLE: 

[Glares at doctor]
Its Italian... 

[to Jerk]
it was originally "Naples" but some emigration workers had a field day with one of my ancestors. Call me Cherie, all my friends call me that. 

LAVOY: 

'Cept me! 

[Nipple starts shaking her head at Jim.]
JERK: 

What do you call her? 

[Nipple puts her head in her hand.]
LAVOY: 

Rubber. 

JERK: 

Rubber Nipple? 

[rolls eyes]
Jesus. 

[to nurse]
I'm sorry I asked, Cherie. 

NIPPLE: 

Don't worry about it. He would have found a way to work it in sooner or later. 

JERK: 

Doctor, if you please, the restraining field? 

LAVOY: 

Oh, sure thing sir. 

[He hits a button behind the bed and Jim begins to sit up.]
JERK: 

[groans]
Owch, my neck is killing me. So how am I doing, doctor? 

LAVOY: 

Call me Stones, Captain. 

[looks about]
Where is that medical tricorder? 

NIPPLE: 

[Picks it up.]
Right here, Stones. 

[She scans Jim.]
Everything looks normal to me, I'd say you're fine. 

[Lavoy slaps himself in the forehead.]
LAVOY: 

Uh, now hold on-- 

JERK: 

You mean I can go? Terrific! 

[starts walking out]
LAVOY: 

[grabs a hypospray and runs after Jim.]
Wait, aren't you feeling dizzy? 

He jabs Jim in the back with the spray and then drops it in surprise while shaking his hand. Apparently he was holding it backwards. Slowly he turns his palm over and stares at it. 
JERK: 

[turns around]
No, I'm as right as rain. 

[he takes Lavoy's outstretched hand and shakes it]
Look, I'm sorry I was so short with your earlier. I was upset, that's all. Kinda got off on the wrong foot. Pleased to meet you Stones. 

He lets go of Stones and turns toward Cherie, meanwhile Stones, hand still outstretched, slowly falls over backward onto the floor. 
JERK: 

Are you free later? I was hoping someone could show me the arboretum. 

NIPPLE: 

[smiles at him]
Sure, Captain, I'd like that! 

[they leave, but we can still hear their voices in the corridor.]
JERK: 

Jim, Cherie, call me Jim. 

NIPPLE: 

See you at 19 hundred, Jim. 

SPAZ: 

Spaz to Lavoy, we're ready for you on the bridge. 

LAVOY: 

[still on floor]
Ohhhhh wow... woooooow... I can smell sounds! I can taste colors! Lavoy here, I just kissed Lucy in the sky! 

SPAZ: 

What? 

Later on the bridge, Jim arrives to find the room completely dark. 
JERK: 

What the heck? 

ALL: 

SURPRISE! 

The lights come on revealing Spaz, Tumora, Lulu, and Chokeoff standing around a keg under the WELCOME CAPTIN JREK! sign. The bridge looks like its been partied in for hours and smells faintly of beer and martian dust. The decorations do a poor job of concealing the mess. 
SPAZ: 

[Salutes.]
Welcome aboard Captain, First Officer Spaz at your service. You've already met our Communications Officer, Lt. Tumora-- 

TUMORA: 

Charmed I'm sure. 

SPAZ: 

And these are your helmsmen, Ensign Lazwunza Lulu, navigator, and Ensign Nahvel Chokeoff, weapons operator. 

LULU: 

[respectfully]
Captain. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Dosvidanya. 

JERK: 

Captain James T. Jerk. Pleased to meet you all. 

CHOKEOFF: 

[whispers to Lulu]
Vhat does the T stand for? 

LULU: 

[whispers back]
Rumor has it that he's never told a soul. 

SPAZ: 

Ale, Captain Jerk? 

JERK: 

Jim, Spaz. Sure I'd like one. 

He gets a drink and walks over to the conn. There is a toga lying across it. 
JERK: 

Why is there a bed sheet on the conn? 

SPAZ: 

Ummmm. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Ve vere going to unweil it for you Keptin. 

SPAZ: 

Umm, yeah! 

[he whips it off the chair, causing the conn to spin around and around and revealing a half eaten pair of edible panties and a used condom stuck to the seat.]
Oh-oh. 

JERK: 

[Looks at Tumora.]
Could we get someone to clean that up? 

LULU: 

We'll take care of that Captain. 

[Takes out a coin.]
Winner gets to eat the undies, loser has to eat the rubber. Call it in the air, Nahvel. 

[he flips it.]
CHOKEOFF: 

Heads! 

JERK: 

Can I speak to you for a moment Spaz? 

SPAZ: 

Um, sure Jim. 

[he follows Jim over to the side, stumbling over some beer cans.]
CHOKEOFF: 

Damn! Vhy do I alvays hev to eat the undies? 

LULU: 

[chewing on condom]
Munch, munch, munch. Its got ruffles! 

JERK: 

[glances in horror at Chokeoff and Lulu]
Good grief! 

[to Spaz]
Now Mr. Spaz, its clear that there was some kind of party in here recently. I like fun as much as the next guy, but we can't be having parties on the bridge-- 

LULU: 

I didn't know they made mint flavored spermicide. 

JERK: 

Or people eating used condoms. YECHH! 

TUMORA: 

Sir the U.S.S. Squirt is approaching spacedock, they're hailing us. The Admiral wants to come aboard for inspection. 

JERK: 

Judas priest! You three get this mess cleaned up. Spaz, get down to the shuttle bay and do what you can to get it in order. Patch that through to my ready room, Lt. 

He leaves. 
SPAZ: 

Way to go guys. Nice. Very nice. I'll be in the shuttle bay. 

LULU: 

Ah, eat me. Why are you Vulcans so screwed up? 

SPAZ: 

This from a man that just ate a used latex condom. Oy vay. 

[he leaves.]
LULU: 

Burp! 

Meanwhile in Jim's ready room, Admiral Tutite is on the viewer. 
TUTITE: 

It wouldn't be a formal inspection, Captain Jerk, its really just an excuse for me to get away from it all. 

JERK: 

And normally I would think it a wonderful idea, sir, you know how welcome you are on any vessel, but I've just arrived here myself, we had a mishap due to a construction flaw in the docking bay, the Chief Engineer was injured, I just got out of sickbay myself, the duty shifts haven't been worked out, and the construction crews apparently left a mess in the bridge when they were finishing up the Denterprise. 

TUTITE: 

[looks quietly at Jim for awhile]
You still haven't learned how to lie to an Admiral, Jim. 

JERK: 

Not buying it, huh? 

TUTITE: 

Half the sector knows about the shuttle crash, Captain, news travels quickly in spacedock. The buttkissing was a nice touch, though. 

JERK: 

[glumly]
Thanks. 

TUTITE: 

It just so happens I have a spare shuttle and the necessary equipment to refit a landing bay on the Squirt. Prepare to receive me at 13 hundred and I'll have some work crews beamed over to get it fixed in time for your maiden voyage at oh 8 hundred tomorrow. 

JERK: 

[brightening visibly]
Hey, thanks! That's terrific, sir! 

TUTITE: 

Tutite out. 

JERK: 

Computer, time. 

COMPUTER: 

Error, please state request in the form of a question. 

JERK: 

Computer, what is the time? 

COMPUTER: 

Is absolutely correct , that puts you at $2300. The only category left open to you is Bearded Ladies for $400, and your answer is... A DAILY DOUBLE! This mustachioed femme was made famous by her expedition to the Antarctic in 2035. 

JERK: 

Computer, end game. 

COMPUTER: 

Unable to comply. 

JERK: 

WHY? 

COMPUTER: 

No I'm sorry, the correct response was "Who was Shaggy Anne Liebowitz?" 

Cut to bridge, Jim comes storming out of the ready room. The bridge looks much better, as Tumora, Chokeoff, and Lulu push trash into the garbage chutes. 
JERK: 

Tumora, Tutite's gonna be here at 13 hundred, what time is it now? 

TUMORA: 

10 hundred. We've got 3 hours. 

JERK: 

Good, good. Get Spaz up here as soon as you can, Tutite's engineers will take care of the shuttle bay. Our computer seems to be stuck in a game of Jeopardy and I can't get it to quit. Also, get the personnel officer to have some quarters prepared for the admiral. I have some bags coming in a half hour or so, those should be sent to my quarters. Tell them to be careful with the bird cage. 

He starts helping with the cleanup as Tumora goes to her station. Spaz arrives on the bridge shortly after and goes to work on the computer. After an hour or so of work, the bridge is basically clean, Jim is rolling the keg up to a red shirt at the turbolift. 
JERK: 

Have this taken to the refrigeration compartment in cargo hold 8, Mr. Redshirt. 

REDSHIRT: 

Aye sir. 

SPAZ: 

Computers back on line sir. 

JERK: 

Computer, time. 

The Jeopardy theme music comes blasting over the loudspeakers at incredible volume for about 4 seconds. 
JERK: 

Not quite there yet Spaz. Spaz? 

Spaz is cowering under his chair covering his sensitive ears. He looks at Jim sheepishly as he clambers up. 
SPAZ: 

Guess I forgot to clear the audio buffers. I'll have it fixed in no time. 

LULU: 

[holding stomach]
Ufff... I don't feel so good. 

CHOKEOFF: 

[gets up and sits on his instrument panel]
Me neither, I'm bushed. 

The panel snaps in half sending Chokeoff crashing to the deck amid a shower of sparks. Lulu belches loudly and then starts laughing and pointing at Chokeoff. 
JERK: 

SWEET JESUS! 

SPAZ: 

[Looks over at the helmsmen.]
Oh, for Pete's sake, Chokeoff, what is your problem? 

LULU: 

Aside from excessive weight? 

CHOKEOFF: 

[Getting up.]
Fuck you, streak. 

LULU: 

Maybe you should lay off the borscht for awhile, comrade. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Look who's talking! Maybe you vouldn't be so chunky if you veren't riding around in a rickshaw all day. 

LULU: 

Hey, my country's full of tradition! 

CHOKEOFF: 

Your country's full of losers and old fags!!! 

Lulu makes a flying leap at Chokeoff and knocks him to the ground. They start rolling around and punching each other. 
LULU: 

Limp-wristed commie queen! 

CHOKEOFF: 

Filthy chinese chicken pecker! 

LULU: 

Pinko! 

CHOKEOFF: 

Chink! 

JERK: 

HEY HEY HEY!!! Knock it off before I dip your nuts in honey and call in the bees! 

They stop and look at Jerk. Lulu is looking ill, and Chokeoff is red-faced and puffing. 
JERK: 

[shouting]
Now pick that piece of shit up and take it down to supply for a replacement! Then you two rejects get your asses back up here and install it before Tutite comes! And IF you retards manage to pull that off in two hours I might consider not killing you! Get out of my sight! You're on report! I will not stand for this kind of behavior, or my name isn't James T. Jerk! 

Chokeoff and Lulu pick up the broken panel and head to the turbolift. 
CHOKEOFF: 

[whispering]
Hey Lou. 

LULU: 

[angry whisper]
What? 

CHOKEOFF: 

[whispering]
I figured out vhat the 'T' stands for. 

LULU: 

[normal whisper]
Oh yeah, what? 

CHOKEOFF: 

[whisper]
"The". 

They start strangling back laughter as the turbolift doors close. 
SPAZ: 

[looking strangely at Jim]
Dip their nuts in honey and call in the bees? 

JERK: 

Its a common expression in Iowa. 

SPAZ: 

I'm not surprised. 

JERK: 

[raising voice]
Spaz, what am I gonna do? The admiral's gonna be here in a couple hours and I've got the Marx Brothers at the helm! 

SPAZ: 

It'll work out for the best, Jim. 

JERK: 

[raising voice further]
Are you kidding? 

SPAZ: 

Now there's no need to shout. 

JERK: 

[shouting]
I'm not shouting! 

[pause]
All right so I am shouting! So what! 

SPAZ: 

Jim, everything will be okay, you have to have faith. 

JERK: 

[shouting]
Faith?!? Oh Christ! Maybe God knows what I should do with those two, but he sure hasn't given me a sign! 

The "WELCOME CAPTIN JREK!" sign plummets from where it was hanging and slams Jim on the head. He falls over, out cold. 
SPAZ: 

*sigh* Bridge to Lavoy. 

LAVOY: 

This is real time! This is real space! I am everything! I am everywhere! 

SPAZ: 

Damn junkie. Bridge to Nipple. 

NIPPLE: 

Nipple here. 

SPAZ: 

Would you bring a medkit to the bridge? Captain Jerk has sustained a blow to the head. 

NIPPLE: 

On my way. 

SPAZ: 

Bridge out. 

[looks at sign]
Sayyy, aren't there two L's in "welcome"? 

Later at the door to Jerk's quarters, he is teetering down the hall uncertainly and holding an ice bag on his head. As soon as he opens the door he shudders suddenly and we can see his breath forming clouds in the interior of his dark quarters. Jim drops the ice bag and starts hugging his arms to himself. 
JERK: 

What the hell? 

He turns on the lights and looks around. His bags are not present, aside from spartan furnishings, the only thing the room is the keg from the bridge sitting in front of the wall ventilator. 
JERK: 

Jerk to Tumora. 

TUMORA: 

Tumora here, go ahead Captain. 

JERK: 

Tumora, what happened to my bags? 

TUMORA: 

I passed that order on to Mr. Redshirt, hang on a sec. 

[pause]
Mr. Redshirt says he brought the bags to cargo hold 8 and the keg to your quarters, like you asked. 

JERK: 

[shakes head]
That moron! He was supposed to bring the keg to the hold and my bags to my quarters! 

TUMORA: 

You want him to come down and straighten it out? He's helping Lulu and Chokeoff reinstall the new tactical console. 

JERK: 

I'll go get my bags myself then. But I can't take this keg down to the hold, I'll herniate myself! Send him down for it when he finishes there. 

TUMORA: 

Aye, sir. 

JERK: 

And get an environmental ops technician down to my quarters and have them raise the temperature? Its colder than a penguin's crotch in here! 

TUMORA: 

Yes, Redshirt lowered the temperature to keep the ale cold, is your thermostat broken? 

JERK: 

[realizes he doesn't know where the thermostat is]
Um, yeah, its broken. 

Cut to bridge. 
TUMORA: 

Okay I'll have it fixed right away. Tumora out. 

[She looks at Spaz.]
Colder than a penguin's crotch? 

SPAZ: 

Its a very common expression in Iowa. 

TUMORA: 

I'll bet. 

[to communicator]
Tumora to EV-OPS. 

Cut to Jerk's quarters, he is looking around. 
JERK: 

If I was a thermostat, where would I be? 

[looks under his pillow, then at the ceiling, then at the ventilator behind the keg]
Ah-HA! Gotcha. 

He goes over to the wall thermostat and ups the temperature. Then starts rubbing his hands in front of the ventilator. 
JERK: 

Thank heavens something works on this ship. I can't believe Redshirt brought the keg here and put my bags in the refrigeration compartment in cargo hold 8. Sheesh. I hope he was careful with the bird cage. 

[gets a fearful look]
Oh Jesus, my bird's in the refrigerator!!! 

[he runs out]
A few moments later in Cargo Hold 8, Jerk is flinging open the door on the refrigeration compartment. He spots the bird cage immediately and lifts the cover, revealing a miserable looking and shivering mynah bird. 
JERK: 

Igot! Igot! Are you okay? Speak to me! 

IGOT: 

Brrr! Frozen chicken! Frozen chicken! Brrr! 

JERK: 

Its gonna be okay, baby, hang on. 

He puts the cage on a pushcart along with his bags and runs off. Meanwhile in Jim's quarters... a serviceman is sitting on the keg in gray overalls has opened up the thermostat and is looking at it while speaking into a communicator. 
PETEY: 

I'm telling you Belinda, there's nothing wrong with this thing. 

BELINDA: 

[from comm]
Yeah we're getting a green reading from that unit here, Petey, close it back up and chalk it up to another dumb Captain. 

PETEY: 

[starts closing the panel up]
You know it doesn't feel that cold in here to me, Bell. 

BELINDA: 

If the Captain's cold, its cold. Crank the temperature and get back here, we've got a problem with the humidifier in the guest suite. 

PETEY: 

[cranks the dial into the red]
Okay Bel, I'm on my way. 

[he leaves]
Meanwhile in sickbay, Jerk comes running in pushing the cart. Lavoy is leaning against a bed and puking on to the floor. 
LAVOY: 

HWAAARRRRGSHLISH! 

JERK: 

[skidding to a halt]
Hey, are you okay? 

LAVOY: 

[looks pale and red-eyed]
Sure. Never better. What can I do for you Jim? 

JERK: 

Uh, its not me, its my pet mynah bird, Igot. 

[He holds up the cage.]
LAVOY: 

Igot Mynah? Hey he's cute! 

[notices Igot shivering]
What's the matter with him? 

IGOT: 

Frozen chicken! Frozen chicken! 

JERK: 

That moron Redshirt stuck him in a refrigeration compartment. Can you do anything for him? 

LAVOY: 

Redshirt? That dickhead. Sorry, we haven't perfected brain transplantation yet. 

IGOT: 

Redshirt's a dickhead! 

JERK: 

No, can you do anything for Igot? 

LAVOY: 

Are you cold Igot? I've got just the thing for you. 

[to Jim]
Don't worry Jim, he'll be fine. I'm on it. 

JERK: 

Thanks Stones, I owe ya. 

[to Igot]
Daddy will see you later, Iggy. 

IGOT: 

Iggy loves Daddy! Iggy loves Daddy! 

Jerk grins at Lavoy and then pushes his baggage out of the room. Lavoy runs into a back room and comes back with an armful of bottles and a thimble. 
LAVOY: 

How about some "Wild Turkey", Iggy? 

IGOT: 

Wild Turkey! Wild Turkey! 

Lavoy pours a drink into the thimble and puts it in Igot's cage. The mynah hops down and begins drinking from it. 
LAVOY: 

Attaboy, have a swiggy, Iggy. That'll warm you right up. 

[he pulls out a bottle labeled "Old Redeye" and looks at it]
That's right, have a drink with Uncle Lenny. 

[he starts socking it back]
Meanwhile at the door to Jerk's quarters, Jim is pushing the cart up to the door. It opens and waves of hot air begin pouring out. Jerk jumps back, eyes squinting and mouth hanging open. 
JERK: 

Sweet Jesus its hot in there! 

He hurriedly pushes the cart in and runs over to the thermostat, it reads 46 degrees Celsius. Jim hurriedly turns it down to 21 degrees. 
JERK: 

Jerk to Tumora! 

TUMORA: 

[sounding tired of hearing from Jim]
Yes Captain? 

JERK: 

Who the hell heated my compartment to 46 degrees? Its hot enough to melt a miner's nuggets in here! 

Suddenly the keg by the ventilator makes a loud "BLOOP! BUBBLOOP!" sound and Jerk's eyes go wide as he stares at it. Cut to bridge, Tumora is looking at Spaz. 
TUMORA: 

Let me guess, common expression in Iowa, right? 

Spaz nods and suddenly there is a loud explosion. The smell of hot ale comes out of ventilators all over the ship. Cut to sickbay, Lavoy and Igot are drinking when the explosion knocks Lavoy to the floor and tips Igot's cage. Igot escapes and flies out of sickbay. Cut back to Jim's quarters. He is soaked from head to foot in ale and the shattered remains of the keg are littered around him. 
JERK: 

Could you please send Mr. Redshirt down here, Tumora? 

TUMORA: 

Aye sir. 

An hour later, in sickbay, the bed next to Snotty is occupied by Mr. Redshirt. He's having bandages applied around his head and neck by one of Nurse Nipple's staff. Lavoy is speaking nervously with the orderlies who brought Redshirt in. 
REDSHIRT: 

I can't believe he shot me! It was an honest mistake. 

LUCE: 

Yeah, if you're honestly stupid. 

LAVOY: 

Say you guys didn't see a small -hic- black bird flying around out there did you? 

ORDERLY1: 

Ummm, no. Is it important? 

Lavoy looks at his two patients. 
LAVOY: 

Um, yeah, pretty -hic- important I'd say. 

ORDERLY2: 

Well, I'm free right up until Tutite gets here, I could go looking for it. 

LAVOY: 

Gee would you? It would be real nice if you could do that for me out of the goodness of your heart. 

ORDERLY2: 

No... but I'll do it for a free hit off your stash. 

LAVOY: 

[grimacing]
Deal. 

[to the nurse]
Hey Lisa? 

LUCE: 

Yeah? 

LAVOY: 

Get this man a line of -burp- blow. 

LUCE: 

Cool! 

LAVOY: 

And -hic- nothing for yourself, understand me? 

LUCE: 

[sourly]
I don't know why I put up with you. 

[she wanders out back]
LAVOY: 

You never had it so -hic- good! 

Later in transporter room 6, Jerk, Spaz, Lavoy and Tumora are present in a receiving line for the admiral. Everyone is in dress uniform. Lavoy is looking tipsy and nervous, Tumora is looking fine, Spaz is manning the controls and looking bored, and Jim looks impatient. 
JERK: 

Computer, time. 

COMPUTER: 

keeps on slippin' slippin' slippin' into the future! 

JERK: 

Spaz! I thought you fixed this thing! 

SPAZ: 

I thought I had too. Computer, time! 

COMPUTER: 

in a bottle, the first thing that I'd like to do-- 

JERK: 

Spaz, if you don't get this thing under control right now you get the bed next to Redshirt. 

SPAZ: 

Uh Computer, come on now, you can't be-- 

COMPUTER: 

with the one you love, honey, love the one you're with! Love the one you're with! Doo doo, doo doo, doo doo doo-doo! 

[...]
Spaz opens up a nearby wall panel and punches the circuitry inside, sparks go everywhere. 
COMPUTER: 

[half-speed]
Daisy, daisy, give me your answer do-- 

Jerk shoots the panel and the computer goes silent. 
JERK: 

Spaz, this computer is working by oh 7 hundred tomorrow, is that understood? 

SPAZ: 

Yessir. 

JERK: 

Tumora, what time-- 

TUMORA: 

Ten more minutes Captain. 

JERK: 

*sigh* So Stones, how's Iggy doing? 

LAVOY: 

[jumps in surprise]
Oh fine, fine, great, no problem, everything checks out, just terrific, nothings wrong. 

JERK: 

[pause]
Something's wrong isn't there. 

LAVOY: 

No, no! 

[relaxing]
No Jim, nothing, he's just great, I was talking to him just a minute ago. He's calling me "Uncle Lenny" isn't that cute? 

JERK: 

Yeah, he's a real cutie. 

[he turns around and finds Spaz and Tumora looking at him strangely]
My pet bird, he's sick. 

TUMORA: 

A mynah bird? 

JERK: 

Yeah, how'd you know? 

Stones starts waving his hands and signaling Tumora not to say anything more. 
TUMORA: 

Well I just saw-- 

COMM: 

U.S.S. Squirt calling U.S.S. Denterprise. 

SPAZ: 

Denterprise here. 

COMM: 

Prepare to receive the admiral, energize when ready. 

Everyone snaps to attention. 
JERK: 

Okay everyone, look sharp, I want this to go flawlessly. 

[to Spaz]
Energize. 

After a few seconds the familiar sound of a transporter in operation fills the room, a shimmering light appears on the transporter tiles. The admiral appears in the image for a moment and then a wisp of smoke comes out of the transporter control panel. The admiral flickers out again and the transporter whine increases in pitch and volume. 
SPAZ: 

God damn thing. 

He hits the panel and a few sparks shoot out. The transporter whine becomes a grating screech and the admiral flickers in again, upside down. Smoke is pouring out of the panel and Spaz is choking. 
SPAZ: 

*cough* I got him, I got him 

[the admiral flickers out]
I don't got him. 

[he flickers back in again, right side up.]
I got him! I got him! 

The admiral solidifies at last and the piercing shriek dies away. The panel continues smoldering, sparking and popping. 
JERK: 

[stepping up to the platform]
Welcome aboard sir. We're glad to have you. 

TUTITE: 

Thank you. 

[he steps off the platform and points over his shoulder at it]
Was I-- was I just upside down? 

JERK: 

Uh, no! No not at all sir, that was just, ummm... 

SPAZ: 

An inverse photo-optic transporter effect *cough*. 

JERK: 

What he said. 

The transporter panel bursts in to flames and a klaxon starts wailing. Lavoy slaps himself on the forehead. 
Spaz grabs a fire extinguisher and puts the panel out, then flips the switch for the alarm but the switch breaks off so he pounds the loudspeaker with the extinguisher until it dies. Tutite looks at the smoking panel covered in anticombustant, the scorched hole in the wall where Jim shot the computer, the smashed in speaker, and then back at Jim. 
TUTITE: 

I was upside down, wasn't I. 

JERK: 

*sigh* Yes sir. 

TUTITE: 

Uh-huh. Aren't you going to introduce me to your staff? 

JERK: 

[sarcastically]
This technological genius is my first officer Mr. Spaz, ship's science officer. 

Spaz is all covered in soot and anticombustant from the waist up, and waving smoke out of his face. 
SPAZ: 

Its an honor and a pleasure, sir. 

[he salutes, dropping the extinguisher on his foot]
YEEEOOOW! 

[he starts hopping around on one foot madly]
JERK: 

[muttering]
Putz. 

[to admiral]
This is our CMO, Doctor Lenny Lavoy. 

LAVOY: 

[shakes his hand]
Let me -hic- know if you need anything sir, anything at all. 

[he winks at admiral and sniffs loudly, then nods suggestively]
TUTITE: 

Uh, danker schoen, I think. 

JERK: 

And this is Lt. Tumora, ship's communications officer. 

TUMORA: 

Donita, Admiral, charmed I'm sure. 

TUTITE: 

The pleasure is all mine, Donita, call me Desmond. 

Everyone stares at the Admiral. 
TUTITE: 

What? 

JERK: 

Uh, nothing sir. Shall we? 

He opens the door revealing a fire crew outside with a hose, they let it rip for a second before realizing there's no fire. Jim is knocked over and soaked. Lavoy slaps himself on the forehead in disbelief. 
JERK: 

YEULP! *crash* 

FIREMAN: 

Uh, sorry sir... we're reading a fire at this station. 

[Jerk, prone, points at the smoldering panel.]
Thank you sir. 

He takes an axe from the man behind him and begins chopping up the panel while the other man douses it with the hose. Jerk gets painfully to his feet. 
JERK: 

Shall we? 

TUTITE: 

Is it safe? 

JERK: 

Sure it is. 

[he sticks his head outside and checks]
Yeah, its safe, come on. 

Cut to outside, Jerk comes sloshing out followed by Tutite with Tumora on his arm, Lavoy staggers out, tripping over the hose, and Spaz is last, wiping uselessly at the crud on him. He turns back to the doorway and calls through it, while pointing to his shirt. 
SPAZ: 

Hey, do you guys think you could-- 

A jet of water emerges from the door, blasting Spaz against the wall and blowing the crud off of him. He collapses, clean but unconscious. Lavoy hustles the Admiral and Donita along. 
LAVOY: 

Okay, show's over. 

[he belches]
*braaaack* 

TUTITE: 

[pokes his thumb over his shoulder]
Is he going to be all right? 

TUMORA: 

Lavoy? Yeah he just drinks a bit. 

TUTITE: 

No, Mr. Spaz. 

TUMORA: 

Oh him? 

[she smiles]
No, he's not much of a drinker. 

TUTITE: 

Uh... 

[thinks the better of it]
forget it. 

Just as they enter the turbolift, Igot Mynah comes fluttering in, lands on Jim's left shoulder, and teeters for a moment. 
JERK: 

[is unaware of the bird]
Bridge. 

The lift starts moving in one direction, stops with a shudder, and then starts going the other way. Jim laughs nervously. 
IGOT: 

Iggy loves Daddy! -hic- 

Jerk is startled, then notices Tutite staring at the bird. 
JERK: 

Sir, may I introduce Igot Mynah, my pet mynah bird. 

IGOT: 

Pleased tameetcha! Pleased tameetcha! 

TUTITE: 

You let him wander the ship? 

JERK: 

[looks darkly at Lavoy]
Not typically, I left him in someone's care. He must have escaped. 

TUMORA: 

[to Igot]
Hi pretty! 

[to Admiral]
Isn't he cute? 

TUTITE: 

[nods]
Yes, he's a very handsome creature. 

JERK: 

[kisses bird on the head]
He's Daddy's widdle pwecious, isn't he? 

IGOT: 

WHOA BABY! 

[it farts and takes a huge wet dump on Jim's shoulder]
Now that's what I call a Captain's Log! 

Jim turns beet red, this is apparently an expression he's used in the bird's presence. Lavoy, Tumora, and the Admiral all slap their own foreheads in unison. Then Tutite gets a whiff and covers his nose and mouth. 
TUTITE: 

Mein gott! 

JERK: 

[approaches him]
Sir I- 

TUTITE: 

[backing away]
Don't touch me man! 

IGOT: 

Captain's Log! Captain's Log! 

JERK: 

Sorry. 

TUTITE: 

[eyes watering]
Gott in himmel! What do you feed that thing? 

Cut to bridge, Chokeoff is picking his nose and Lulu is hunched over his panel hugging his stomach. 
LULU: 

Uhhhhh... I don't think I should've eaten that condom. 

CHOKEOFF: 

You know you aren't supposed to eat food that's been sitting out. 

The turbolift doors open and Jerk and the others all stagger out, dizzy and coughing. 
JERK: 

*cough* Crank the ventilators, would you Chokeoff? 

CHOKEOFF: 

Uh, sir, are you sure you vant me to-- 

JERK: 

Snap to it ensign! 

CHOKEOFF: 

Yes sir! 

[he flips a switch and the room is filled with the smell of hot ale.]
Spaz arrives as they all catch their breath and get their bearings. Jerk turns to the Admiral apologetically as Lulu and Chokeoff walk over to meet him. 
JERK: 

Sir I-- 

TUTITE: 

[laughing]
Forget it Jim. You've given me enough good story material to keep the boys at my Friday night poker game in stitches for hours. 

JERK: 

Uh thanks. 

[he indicates Chokeoff]
This is our weapons operator, Mr. Chokeoff. 

He sees that Chokeoff is picking his nose so he slaps him on the back of the head, which gives Chokeoff a nosebleed. Nahvel offers his bloodied, snotty hand to the Admiral. 
CHOKEOFF: 

Dosvidanya. 

TUTITE: 

Um, 

[laughing]
forgive me if I don't shake hands. 

LAVOY: 

Jesus. 

[he goes to help Chokeoff.]
JERK: 

And this is our navigator, Mr. Lulu. 

Lulu shakes the admiral's hand and then his stomach makes a loud "BLOOP! BUBBLOOP!" sound and he pukes explosively all over the admiral's chest, spitting up the chewed up Trojan. The admiral freezes and stares at his chest aghast. Everyone is paralyzed except for Jim's bird. 
IGOT: 

Ha ha! Ha ha! Ha ha! URK! 

[It throws up on Jim's shoulder.]
TUMORA: 

[snaps out of it -- all business]
Come on Admiral, we'll get that off of you. 

[She hustles him into Jim's ready room.]
JERK: 

[shoves Lulu]
Where did you learn how to greet a dignitary? The George Bush School of Diplomacy? 

LULU: 

You're the one who wanted me to get rid of the condom! 

[shoves him back]
JERK: 

You didn't have to eat it, you dumb ass! 

[shoves him hard, Lulu trips against his panel, falls over backwards, and is knocked out]
LULU: 

YEOYULP! *THUD* Uhhhhh... 

LAVOY: 

[Goes to help Lulu]
Jim, I just want to call your attention to the fact that we have a limited supply of crew members? Do you think you could go the rest of the day without incapacitating anyone else? 

JERK: 

[to Spaz]
Now what? 

SPAZ: 

Eat crow. Its all you can do, go in there and apologize to him. Maybe he won't demote you. 

JERK: 

Maybe, at least I wouldn't have to pack. 

He goes over to the ready room door. The door opens and we can hear Tumora groaning. Jim freezes. 
TUMORA: 

Oh Desmond! Oh yeah, Desmond! Give it to me baby! 

Jim backs away from the door and it closes. He turns to look at Spaz while indicating over his shoulder with his thumb. 
JERK: 

How long have they been in there? 

SPAZ: 

Less than a minute. 

JERK: 

From puking to porking in less than a minute. That's a first for me. 

SPAZ: 

Not for Tumora it isn't. 

JERK: 

Mmmh? 

SPAZ: 

Forget it. I take it he's already accepted Tumora's apology. 

JERK: 

And then some. What time is it Spaz? 

SPAZ: 

Almost 17 hundred, why? 

JERK: 

Could you see that the Admiral gets settled in? 

SPAZ: 

Sure, aren't we going to do a formal dinner? 

JERK: 

I think that after the day's events he'd much rather just retire before something else bad happens to him, and besides, I have a date with Cherie at 19:00. 

[he gets up to leave]
Take the conn. 

SPAZ: 

Nurse Nipple? She's a babe! Where are you two going? 

[he moves to Jim's seat]
JERK: 

[walking out]
The arboretum. 

[enters turbolift]
SPAZ: 

Why on God's green earth would you want to take her there? 

JERK: 

[as doors close]
You Vulcans don't know anything about romance, do you? 

SPAZ: 

[to himself]
I thought we did. 

[he looks at Chokeoff]
Lulu's still maintaining the arboretum, right? 

[Chokeoff nods. Spaz to himself.]
That's what I thought. 

Later at the door to the arboretum... Nurse Nipple is there looking fabulous in a blue floral-print summer dress. The corridor forms a T-junction here and she is looking down the central leg of the T toward the camera and smiling. Jim enters the picture from behind the camera and he is trotting a bit. He has apparently showered and changed. 
JERK: 

Hi! Sorry I'm late, its been a helluva day. 

NIPPLE: 

That's okay Jim, I just got here myself. I've only been to the arboretum here once before and that was a while ago, I got a little lost. 

JERK: 

Shall we? 

She takes his arm and he starts to enter when he notices that the sign next to the door has been vandalized. Someone has added a "c" between the "e" and the "t" rendering it ARBORECTUM. Cherie notices it too and laughs. 
JERK: 

Damn vandals. Sorry about that, Cherie. 

NIPPLE: 

Oh its okay. 

JERK: 

[Starts leading her in]
You know I'm surprised you've only been here once, Ship's arboretums tend to be beautiful, romantic places. 

The doors open revealing a gardener's nightmare, the place is all overgrown with weeds, briars, and poison ivy, and all of the trees, shrubs, and flowers are dead or dying. 
NIPPLE: 

[nodding]
Very picturesque. 

JERK: 

[looking about in amazement]
Yeah, horror picturesque. 

[Cherie laughs]
Meanwhile on deck three, Spaz and the Admiral are at the door to guest suite 6. The admiral has apparently replicated a new uniform for himself. 
SPAZ: 

I'll have the ship's cook send up something for dinner, Sir. The Captain felt you might want to skip a formal meal tonight. He'll join you for breakfast. 

TUTITE: 

How perceptive of him. 

SPAZ: 

On his behalf and for all of us, I'd like to apologize for today's events, Sir. 

TUTITE: 

Forget it Mr. Spaz, its water under the bridge. 

He takes a step towards the door and it opens. Immediately he is bathed in cool fog and about an inch of water comes running out of the door and over his shoes. Simultaneously Petey comes out of suite 7 talking to his communicator. 
PETEY: 

I'm telling you Belinda, the humidifier in 7 is running fine, I -- 

[he notices Spaz, the Admiral, and the open door to suite 6]
Wait a minute, I think I just found the problem. 

SPAZ: 

[clearing throat]
Why don't we put you in suite 7, Sir. The view is much nicer in there. 

TUTITE: 

Good idea. 

The admiral and Spaz enter suite 7. The windows are all blocked by a huge girder which forms the wall of spacedock. 
TUTITE: 

Very picturesque. 

Cut to arboretum, Jerk is walking with Nipple, they are holding hands. With his free hand Jim is gesticulating wildly and Cherie is laughing. 
JERK: 

-- and then he throws up all over Tutite! 

NIPPLE: 

[covering mouth and laughing]
Oh gross! Are you kidding? 

JERK: 

I wish I was. 

[shakes his head]
You know all through my years of service I've always wanted to be a Captain and nothing more. I've fixated on that for such a long time and now its finally happened and its nothing like what I expected... I never thought it would be this hard. 

NIPPLE: 

Its supposed to be hard, Jim. Being a Captain is a tough role that takes a very special kind of man. 

[she suddenly comes up close to him and kisses him.]
JERK: 

Special, huh? 

[he grins]
NIPPLE: 

VERY special. 

They start kissing and lean against a tree, with a dull crack, the rotten tree falls over and they fall over with it out of the camera's view. 
JERK: 

[muttering]
I don't believe this. 

[Cherie giggles.]
Mmmm. Mmmmm. Whoops! 

NIPPLE: 

That's okay Captain, its supposed to be hard. 

Cut to bridge, Spaz is talking to Tumora. Lulu is conscious again and Lavoy is looking into his eyes. 
LAVOY: 

Do I look blurry to you? Are you seeing double? 

LULU: 

No. 

SPAZ: 

Thanks a lot Donita, you really saved the day. 

TUMORA: 

I figured it called for drastic measures. 

SPAZ: 

[pulls her close]
I hope there's some left for me. 

TUMORA: 

There's always some for you baby. 

SPAZ: 

[gets up to leave]
Stones, take the conn. 

[to Tumora]
Hey if you're coming with me, what about Tutite? 

TUMORA: 

I fixed him up with Lisa Luce for the evening. 

LAVOY: 

[indignantly]
And what the hell am I supposed to do tonight? 

SPAZ: 

I'm sure you'll think of something. 

[he leaves]
LULU: 

I'm free for the evening, Lenny. 

[Chokeoff gives him an angry look]
LAVOY: 

Aw get the hell away from me you flippin' fairy! 

Cut to arboretum, Jerk and Nipple are lying in a bed of soft moss next to the tree they knocked over. Jim has his hands behind his head and Cherie is staring into his eyes. Their clothes lie in a disheveled heap next to them. 
JERK: 

... so after the Verutan mission, Captain Wrapt recommended to Scarfleet I be given my own vessel. Actually I think he just wanted me out of his hair. 

[Cherie laughs.]
We never saw eye-to-eye on how to run a starship. Any other questions? 

NIPPLE: 

Yes, what does the 'T' stand for? 

[Jerk groans and tries to roll over]
Come on! It can't be that bad! For Pete's sake, I have a surname that doubles as a synonym for pudenda! 

JERK: 

*sigh* Promise you won't laugh? 

[she nods]
Its "Tuber". 

[she laughs]
Aw come on! You said you wouldn't laugh! 

NIPPLE: 

I'm sorry 

[she laughs]
its just surprising. 

JERK: 

My parents are farmers, and for some bizarre reason they named all their children after plants. My brother's middle name is Leek, and my sister's is Groundwort. 

NIPPLE: 

Tuber, huh? I like it. 

JERK: 

That makes one of us. You know I've never told that to anyone before. 

NIPPLE: 

[kisses him]
It will be our secret. 

JERK: 

Anything else? 

NIPPLE: 

Yes... is that a wood tick crawling up your arm? 

Cut to hallway outside arboretum, we hear Jerk through the closed door. 
JERK: 

AIYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE! 

Cut to a fancy breakfast being served in one of the ship's reception areas. All of the senior officers are present, including Snotty, who has graduated to a sling on his left arm. 
JERK: 

[voice-over]
Captains Log, stardate 2169.3667, after a quick stop in sickbay this morning for a lyme disease shot, I joined Spaz and the other officers in reception hall 3 for the Admiral's breakfast. So far nothing untoward has happened. The admiral has conferred our orders to me, which are to set sail at oh 8 hundred hours for Jupiter Station, and to wait there for further orders. Typical maiden voyage stuff. 

NIPPLE: 

Eggs, Jim? 

JERK: 

Yes please! 

[she hands him a platter of scrambled eggs and he scoops some off onto his plate. to admiral]
Our chef Malukka has prepared quite a breakfast feast for us today, Sir. 

TUTITE: 

Yes he has, and I'm starving. 

[helping himself to some eggs]
It looks delicious. 

[he takes a bite of the eggs and his right eyelid begins twitching]
crunch crunch crunch Ulp! 

[he swallows and puts his fork down]
But uh, I'm trying to cut down on my cholesterol. 

JERK: 

Jerk to Malukka. 

MALUKKA: 

Son of bitch! Shit! What you want bastard?! 

JERK: 

Could you send up some honeydew melon, toast, and a fruit cup for the admiral? 

MALUKKA: 

Ya, shitbitch, ya. 

JERK: 

Thanks Lucky, Jerk out. There you go sir. 

[starts crunching his eggs contentedly]
Would you care for some oatmeal? 

[he points to the pot.]
TUTITE: 

Sure! 

[He picks up the ladle and the pot comes up off the table with it. He looks in the pot and blanches, quickly putting it back down. His stomach growls.]
*sigh* 

Everyone is eating the terrible meal with gusto, apparently they are used to poor fare from Malukka. The admiral stares at Jim as he chews on a small black rectangle about the same size as a floppy disk. Jim notices him staring. 
JERK: 

Did you want some of my toast? 

TUTITE: 

Oh is that what it is? 

SPAZ: 

[looks at Jim and grabs the "toast"]
My diskette! I've been looking for this all week! Damn! Lucky toasted it! 

JERK: 

[picks up an identically sized, shaped, and colored object from a platter]
Care for some bacon? Oh probably not, huh? The cholesterol... 

TUTITE: 

Yeah. 

[he looks miserable]
SNOT: 

Anybody for pancakes? 

ALL: 

YES! Mm-hmm. Pass 'em over. Please! 

Snotty comes around the table dropping a pancake on each plate. Each cake lands with a loud CLONK! When the admiral gets his he realizes its a section of a tree-trunk. 
TUTITE: 

Um. 

[to Snot, who's already moving on]
Um, excuse me! Excuse me! There must be some mistake, you just gave me a piece of wood. 

SNOT: 

And? 

TUTITE: 

I was expecting a pancake. 

SNOT: 

AYE, AND? 

JERK: 

Pardon me, Admiral, but this is the way Malukka prepares pancakes. They're a much better source of fiber this way. 

He takes out a buzz saw and starts cutting his pancake, the Admiral looks at Snotty in amazement. 
SNOT: 

Would you like some maple sap with that? 

Without waiting for an answer, Snotty sprinkles the 'pancake' with a substance resembling powdered amber, then moves on. The Admiral looks at the glittering breakfast on his plate and around the table in despair. Just then the door opens, and a waiter enters with a pushcart. He is wearing a necklace made out of rat-heads. 
TUTITE: 

Uh, is that for me? 

WAITER: 

[has a French accent]
Admeerrhal Tooteet? 

TUTITE: 

Yes. 

The waiter nods and brings over a plate of burnt toast, a moldy sectioned honeydew melon, and a mushy old fruit cup. 
WAITER: 

Bon appetit! 

[he leaves]
The admiral puts his head in his hands and tries not to think of the tasty steak and eggs being served on his own vessel. 
SPAZ: 

Coffee Jim? 

JERK: 

Yeah, phaser me off a chunk. 

Later on the bridge, everyone is at their posts, and all of the senior officers are present except for Stones. The Admiral stands at the rear of the bridge. 
JERK: 

Computer, time. 

COMPUTER: 

Oh 7 hundred and 59 hours. 

JERK: 

Spaz! You did it! 

SPAZ: 

Hmm? What? 

JERK: 

You fixed the computer! 

SPAZ: 

Huh? Oh yeah! Yeah I... uh... fixed the computer. Yeah. 

CHOKEOFF: 

That's funny, my chronometer says its quarter past eight. 

JERK: 

Oh for the love of 

[to Spaz]
Remind me to kill you later. 

SPAZ: 

Yes sir. 

[he writes it down and then throws the pencil at Chokeoff.]
CHOKEOFF: 

Ow! 

JERK: 

If you please Mr. Lulu? 

LULU: 

What? 

JERK: 

*sigh* Take us out, nice and slow. 

LULU: 

Aye sir, warp factor six. 

JERK: 

ONE QUARTER IMPULSE! 

LULU: 

Yes sir, one quarter impulse. 

SNOT: 

Captain I'd like to remind you of regulation 616.7B which dictates that ships are to use thrusters only, while in spacedock. 

JERK: 

Ah fuck you, limey. Didn't I tell you to nix that silly skirt? 

SNOT: 

[turns back to his station]
Stupid haggis. 

JERK: 

Proceed Mr. Lulu. 

LULU: 

Aye sir. 

[he crosses himself and punches some buttons then places his fingers against some pressure pads on his console]
Ahead, one quarter impulse. 

A dull shudder runs through the length of the ship and the whole vessel groans like a rickety old bridge. The admiral's eyes go wide as the opening of the dock starts drifting around on the viewscreen. 
JERK: 

Steady as she goes, Ensign. 

LULU: 

[fighting with the controls]
This is as steady as she goes. 

SNOT: 

Its those damn nacelles, I kept telling Scarfleet they needed to be aligned. 

JERK: 

You told me it was just the angle of the light! 

The spacedock door drifts completely out of view and a small ship in Spacedock drifts into view. The insignia on the side indicate that it is NCC-1443B, the U.S.S. Squirt. Jerk and Snotty are too busy arguing to notice. The admiral pales visibly. 
SNOT: 

When? 

JERK: 

Yesterday! 

SNOT: 

I dinna recall that. Are you sure 'twas me? 

JERK: 

Uhmm. Yes, I'm pretty sure it was you... 

TUTITE: 

Gentlemen, if I may interrupt for a moment. 

JERK: 

[curtly]
not now. 

[to Snot]
It was you. We were on the shuttle together! 

SNOT: 

Shuttle? 

TUTITE: 

Uh Jim? 

The Squirt swims out of view and the main doors swim past, much closer, the ship is now angled toward the port wall of spacedock. 
TUTITE: 

[sweating]
Jim! 

SNOT: 

I dinna remember this. This was yesterday? 

JERK: 

What is your malfunction, man? 

SPAZ: 

He did receive several blows to the head Jim, he might not remember. 

JERK: 

You stay out of this. 

TUTITE: 

Jim!! 

JERK: 

You too! 

The admiral looks helplessly towards the screen. No one else is paying attention as Lulu leans from left to right as he tries to bring the ship back into alignment. The spacedock opening occupies the lower right hand quarter of the screen... collision is imminent. 
TUTITE: 

[screaming]
Omigod, we're gonna die! 

Everyone looks up from what they are doing. Chokeoff, who was picking at his fingernails disinterestedly, looks up and rolls his eyes. 
JERK: 

Sweet Jesus, Lulu, what in the name of Neptune's balls are you doing? 

Chokeoff reaches over and flips some switches on Lulu's console and the ship executes a barrel roll to port slipping down and through the spacedock door with only a faint scraping noise as its belly rubs against the starboard side of the opening. It steadies out and flies much straighter and cleaner. 
CHOKEOFF: 

Next time, try actiwating your guidance computer before you attempt to steer 36 thousand metric tons of metal, hmm? 

LULU: 

Guidance computer? 

JERK: 

Well, all's well that end's well. Who's ready for warp speed? Admiral? 

The admiral is cowering on the floor in a fetal ball, he looks up at Jim. 
TUTITE: 

Is this heaven? 

JERK: 

[laughing]
No its Iowa. 

Tutite gets up shakily. There is a huge wet stain on the crotch of his pants. 
TUTITE: 

Uh well, thanks Jim, its been fun. 

JERK: 

Don't-- don't you wanna go to Jupiter Station? 

TUTITE: 

No I have a pressing matter to take care of on my own ship. 

[he takes out a communicator]
Tutite to Squirt, Tutite to Squirt. 

Everyone on the bridge starts laughing. 
COMM: 

Squirt here, go ahead Admiral. 

TUTITE: 

One to beam up. 

He shimmers for a few seconds and is gone. 
JERK: 

Oh well, his loss. Lay in a course for Jupiter Station, Mr. Lulu, warp factor one. I'll be in my quarters, let me know when we get there. 

The engines make a horrible grinding noise as the ship jerkily enters warp, and then it comes to a dead stop a few seconds later. Everyone on the bridge goes flying. 
LULU: 

We're there Captain! 

JERK: 

[Sarcastically]
Terrific. 

SPAZ: 

Didn't you know that Earth to Jupiter is only a few seconds journey at warp one Jim? 

JERK: 

Uh, yeah. Of course! 

SPAZ: 

Uh huh. Say, what's that? 

He points at the main viewer, Jupiter Station is in the foreground and the massive bulk of Jupiter fills up the background. A small boxy ship comes zooming in from the left with a jolly roger painted on the side. 
JERK: 

Uh... a medical waste freighter? 

CHOKEOFF: 

Or a toxic vaste freighter? 

SNOT: 

You morons... obviously its just a regular freighter that's been quarantined! 

The pirate ship begins firing phasers and torpedoes at the station. 
JERK&SPAZ: 

PIRATES! 

JERK: 

Heat 'em up, Chokeoff. Shields up! 

CHOKEOFF: 

Aye Keptin, phaser banks charged, tubes loaded, and shields up. 

JERK: 

Tumora, take us to red alert and hail that vessel! 

TUMORA: 

Aye sir. 

[the klaxon begins wailing]
Denterprise to pirate vessel, please respond. USS Denterprise calling pirate vessel off our port bow, respond. 

[to Jim]
They're not responding. 

JERK: 

Are they receiving us? 

TUMORA: 

[checks her panel]
Yes sir, they are ignoring the transmission. 

JERK: 

Open a channel. 

[she does so]
This is Captain Jerk of the federation starship Denterprise to pirate vessel, avast your attack and stand down your weapons. Prepare to be boarded. If you do not comply you will be fired upon. 

TUMORA: 

No response, sir. 

The pirate ship fires a new volley of phaser blasts at the wounded station. 
JERK: 

Get their attention, Mr. Chokeoff. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Aye sir! 

[he stands up and starts waving at the screen]
Hey guys! Ower here! 

JERK: 

[puts his head in his hand and speaks with deliberation]
Shoot them, you idiot. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Aye sir. 

[he presses a button]
Torpedo avay! 

The torpedo misses the enemy ship by miles, but smashes squarely into Jupiter Station. 
CHOKEOFF: 

avaaay off course... um. Okay hang on a sec. 

[he tries some other buttons]
Firing phasers. 

The Denterprise spews 10 or 20 short phaser blasts, 5 or 6 hit the station, but none hit the pirates. 
CHOKEOFF: 

Now that should hev vorked... 

[he starts checking his panel]
vhat's going on here? 

SPAZ: 

Sir the pirates have stopped attacking the station. 

JERK: 

Why bother if we're going to do it for them? 

TUMORA: 

Sir, Jupiter Station is hailing us, they're offering their surrender. 

JERK: 

[rolls eyes]
Oh Christ. Pass along our apologies Lt., and inform them that we're trying to help. 

TUMORA: 

Aye sir. 

JERK: 

Anytime you're ready Mr. Chokeoff... take your time... never mind that I could have shaved my balls with a toothbrush by now! 

LULU: 

For Pete's sake Nahvel, 

[leans over and flips some switches on Chokeoff's panel]
why don't you acquire a weapons lock? 

[muttering]
Dumb Cossack. 

CHOKEOFF: 

Phasers locked on target Keptin! 

JERK: 

Its about time!!! 

They sit there for a few moments. 
JERK: 

Well SHOOT THEM! What the hell are you waiting for, Christmas? 

CHOKEOFF: 

Oh! Aye sir. Firing phasers. 

Three phaser bursts from the Denterprise land squarely on the rear of the pirate ship, spinning it around. 
JERK: 

[Jumps up and starts dancing around.]
In your FACE, baby! Woo! We're number one! 

SPAZ: 

Uh, Jim, the battle isn't over yet. 

JERK: 

Oh. 

[sits down]
On the main viewer, a hatch opens in the roof of the pirate ship, and an object resembling a giant squirting daisy rises out on a pylon. 
TUMORA: 

Incoming message from the pirate ship, sir. It says "Sniff this!" 

JERK: 

YIKES! Evasive maneuvers Mr. Lulu! 

LULU: 

Aye, sir! 

[he ducks]
Exterior shot, a dazzling, high-energy particle beam erupts from the daisy and impacts with the Denterprise, puncturing the shields and burning a hole into the saucer section. Cut to bridge. 
JERK: 

SWEET JESUS! Chokeoff, return fire! Aim for the daisy! Lulu, evasive maneuvers, and this time move the ship! 

TUMORA: 

Hull breach on decks 14 and 15, sir! 

Exterior shot, a few phaser blasts from the Denterprise shear the daisy off the pirate vessel, which spins and takes off, passing the station and heading for Jupiter's western limb. Cut to bridge. 
JERK: 

Engage in pursuit Mr. Lulu. Mr. Chokeoff, maintain fire. Tumora , hail them and order them to shutdown their engines. 

TUMORA: 

Denterprise to pirate vessel, shutdown your engines, I repeat... 

CHOKEOFF: 

Pirate ship is out of range Keptin. 

LULU: 

[as he narrowly misses the Jovian satellite Ganymede]
They appear to be using an illegally modified impulse drive sir, we will be unable to overtake them on our impulse drives alone. Shall I go to warp? 

[a large asteroid rolls into view and bounces off the Denterprise's shields.]
Oops! 

JERK: 

Um, no I think that would be a bad idea. 

SPAZ: 

Snotty! Use tractor beam B! 

SNOT: 

Spaz, that thing is still experimental at best... I don't think... 

SPAZ: 

Do it, now! 

SNOT: 

Aye sir. 

Exterior shot, a lacy green beam streaks out from underneath the saucer section and grabs on to the pirate vessel, stopping it in its tracks. Cut to bridge. 
LULU: 

We've got them sir! I'll close in on them. 

JERK: 

Proceed ensign. 

[to Spaz and Snot]
What did you just do? A tractor beam only has a range of a few kilometers! 

SPAZ: 

Typically that's true, but Snotty and I have been working on a new experimental version of the tractor emitter which has a range of several thousand kilometers and is hundreds of times more powerful. 

JERK: 

How ridiculously convenient! How does it work? 

SNOT: 

We installed a deux ex machina in the tractor emitter coupled with a focused coincidence field generator. 

LULU: 

Uh oh. 

They all turn and look at the screen, the natural orbit of Jupiter's moon Callisto is carrying it into the beam. 
JERK: 

Sweet Jesus! 

The moon passes into the beam and all the lights go dim on the bridge. There is a deep groaning noise within the bowels of the ship as Callisto slowly slows in its orbit and begins moving toward the Denterprise. 
JERK: 

Holy Mother Misselhorn! Spaz, disengage the beam! Disengage the beam! 

SPAZ: 

[fiddles with his console]
Uh... Snotty? 

SNOT: 

[punching buttons like a madman]
We've got some kinda feedback loop in the tractor emitter. Give me a minute. 

SPAZ: 

We don't have a minute... impact in 28.3 seconds. 

TUMORA: 

We're being hailed by Jupiter Station, Captain, they'd like us to leave the moon where nature put it. 

JERK: 

Tell those dumb fuckers to piss off, I'm a little busy right now. Reverse engines, Mr. Lulu. 

LULU: 

Aye sir. 

[the engines cough to life and then, with a shudder, go completely silent.]
Uh oh... sir, the tractor beam is drawing too much power. 

TUMORA: 

USS Denterprise to Jupiter Station, piss off you dumb fuckers. 

SNOT: 

There's no way I'm going to be able to shut this beam down in twenty seconds, we need some lateral shear to assist me. 

JERK: 

[eyes widen]
Lateral shear huh? Hmm... 

SPAZ: 

Jim are you thinking what I'm thinking? 

JERK: 

Curve ball? 

Spaz nods and Jim jumps up, pushes Lulu out of his seat, and sits at the navigational console. 
LULU: 

Ooof! 

SPAZ: 

Thrusters should be sufficient Jim. 

JERK: 

[nods]
Uh-huh. Fore port thruster at 10% and climbing at 5% per second. 

SPAZ: 

Lateral shear increasing. Time to impact 14 seconds. 

Exterior shot, the Denterprise begins spinning in place, quickly picking up speed, the moon is jerked in a wide circle around the ship and the distance between the ship and the moon begins to increase. Cut to bridge, the whole room is shaking violently, or at least the camera and the crew are. 
SPAZ: 

We are at maximum torque, Captain, any more and we will shear the emitter off the ship! 

JERK: 

Thruster at 88% and holding. Snotty, do you have enough lateral shear to terminate the beam? 

SNOT: 

Aye sir. 

JERK: 

Hold for my signal then. 

[he watches as the stars and Jupiter whiz past on the screen from starboard to port]
Steady. 

A loud buckling sound is heard. 
SPAZ: 

The emitter is going, Jim! 

The pirate ship swings into view. 
JERK: 

Now Mr. Snot! 

SNOT: 

Terminating beam, sir! 

[He flips a switch and the lights on the bridge come back up.]
JERK: 

Tumora, outgoing message to the pirate vessel, "Sniff this!" 

Exterior shot, the massive, milky-white moon is whizzing away from the Denterprise toward the pirate ship. Cut to bridge. 
JERK: 

Cue ball in the corner pocket... 

[he watches as Callisto dwarfs the pirate ship, and smashes it to bits on its path away from Jupiter.]
scratch one pirate. 

[the moon recedes into the distance]
Jerk gets up and goes over to Spaz and Lulu takes his seat again. 
JERK: 

Give me a tractor big enough and I will yank the world baby. 

He holds his hand out and Spaz slaps him five. 
SPAZ: 

Its Miller time... uh, but you'll have to settle for Splitz because that's all we've got on board. 

JERK: 

Oh... boar piss... terrific. 

[Spaz laughs]
Lazwunza, calculate the new orbit of Callisto please and plot us a course back to Jupiter Station. 

LULU: 

Yes Captain. 

[to Chokeoff]
I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it. 

CHOKEOFF: 

I saw it and I still don't believe it. 

JERK: 

Donita, contact Scarfleet, give them our current status and position. Warn them about the rogue moon, its a menace to navigation, and provide them with its projected trajectory when Lulu gives it to you. 

TUMORA: 

Aye, aye Captain. 

JERK: 

Snotty you have the conn. Have some repair crews assess the damage to the saucer and the tractor beam and commence repairs at once. Oh, and lets take the experimental tractor off-line, okay? 

SNOT: 

Aye sir. 

JERK: 

[to Spaz]
Lets go get that Splitz. 

Brief exterior shot of Denterprise returning to Jupiter Station. Cut to shot of Jerk walking the pink-carpeted corridors of the Denterprise. He is nodding and smiling at crew members he passes as he strides along. 
JERK: 

[voice-over]
Captain's Log: stardate 2169.3671. We have returned to Jupiter Station and are undergoing repairs. The commander of the pirate ship "Daintybuns", Captain Purplebeard, aka Sheldon V. Prouty of Sourhog-6 was found drifting in a life pod by a federation patrol. He is being held for possession of an illegal Stromulan squirting daisy, among other crimes. Though firing on a federation base and theft of a small planet are also serious offenses, given the extenuating circumstances Scarfleet has decided not to press charges against the crew of the Denterprise. We have been commended for our ingenuity and instructed to remain at Jupiter Station for nacelle realignment before proceeding on our next assignment, a five year mission to explore an uninteresting region of space. I'm sure that once we work the kinks out, the crew of the Denterprise will really shine, and we'll be the best ship in the fleet. 

During the voice-over Jerk has arrived at the door to his quarters and is staring at it apprehensively. 
JERK: 

[talking to himself]
Please, lets have no disasters this time? No Arctic cold, no Saharan heat, no exploding kegs? Let me just enter my quarters like a normal person, and have a nice peaceful night. 

He steps in and the doors open. It is pitch black within. 
JERK: 

Great. No lights. 

The lights come on, revealing the entire bridge crew, along with Lenny and Nurses Nipple and Luce. Spaz and Lavoy are dressed as mariachis and playing trumpets while Tumora shakes maracas. Chokeoff is dressed in a stretchy red-sequined dress and wearing a blond wig, which he whirls about as he dances with Lulu. Hanging on the wall behind them all is a dented sign which reads WELLCOME CAPTIN JREK! 
ALL: 

SURPRISE! 

Jerk laughs and enters the room, shaking his head in amazement. Cut to exterior shot of Denterprise leaving Jupiter Station, mariachi music fading into the distance. 
Closing theme, roll credits. 
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