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ACT ONE


Scene 1: A Press Conference on the planet of Blerontin


A podium with a microphone is surrounded by various anxious Blerontinian reporters. The Head Reporter is facing away from the scene (toward the audience) and speaking into his own microphone.

Head Reporter: Good morning to you, ladies, gentlemen, and things! Today is a very special day as it marks the Pre-Launch Press Conference held by the Great Mr. Leovinus concerning the unveiling of his newest and greatest achievement, the wonderful Starship Titanic.
To this day, because of security robots and thousands of square vorgas of pink silk sheeting, nobody but the construction teams have glimpsed so much as a nut or bolt of the ship, but its fame has already swept the entire Galaxy from spiral arm to spiral arm. It is, after all, the brainchild of Mr. Leovinus, to whose architectural genius we owe the great North-South Bridge that now links our two polar caps, to whose musical inspiration we owe the Blerontin National Anthem, “Our Canapés Triumph Daily,” and to whose unsurpassable mastry of ballistics and biomass energetics, we now owe our third sun which shines above us with its own famous on/off switch!

The lights dim and a spot shines on the podium. The reporters grow more excited with the anticipation. A man steps up to the podium, glancing at the entryway behind him.

Man: Ladies, Gentlemen, and things, please welcome The Greatest Genius the Galaxy Has Ever Known, Mr. Leovinus!


The crowd of reporters begin cheering wildly as, Leovinus, an old man with a long white beard and a pair of eyebrows that look quite obviously fake, enters. With an air of complacency and arrogance, he steps up to the podium.

The Head Reporter turns and walks closer to the Great Man.

Head Reporter: Mr. Leovinus, sir? What does it feel like to be not only the greatest architect the galaxy has ever known, but also the greatest sculptor, mathematical genius, as well as a world-class garnisher and canapés arranger?


Leovinus, still acting very aloof, simles at the Head Reporter while a female cub reporter, wearing a revealing dress calls out.

Cub Reporter: I loved your Pandax Building with the interchangeable rooms and total reassembly potential!


Leovinus fixes his gaze upon her and smiles warmly.

Leovinus: Thank you.


The two regard each other for a moment, when the Head Reporter clears his throat.
Head Reporter: Mr. Leovinus, what exactly was the scientific experiment you were working on when you had your recent accident and is it true that your eyebrows still have not grown back?

Leovinus, stirs uneasily for a moment as the crowd murmurs loudly in embarrassment and surprise. He turns around, checks his eyebrows, returns, and fixes his gaze on a shabbily-dressed journalist in the back row who is trying to ask a question, but is being overridden by the rest of the reporters. Leovinus, gestures for quiet, which the audience does at once. Then, resuming his arrogant air, signals for The Journalist to ask his question again.

The Journalist: (In a very cold voice) I said, how do you answer the allegations that corners have been cut on the construction of the Starship and that there have been financial improprieties involving your manager, Antar Brobostigon and your accountant, Droot Scraliontis?


Leovinus draws himself into a dignified posture, with his hands trembling behind him.
Leovinus: (Arrogantly) Such insinuations are beneath contempt! Mr. Brobostigon is a man of unblemished reputation and has the highest regard for correct procedure. Droot Scraliontis has been my accountant for the last thirty years and has been unimpeachable throughout that time.


The reporters murmur their assent. The Journalist, unconvinced, presses on.

The Journalist: But isn’t it true that the standard of workmanship has dropped since the construction was transferred from the planet Yassacca to the workshops here on Blerontin?


Leovinus, clenching and unclenching his hands behind his back, refuses to panic.

Leovinus: Absolute poop! I am personally checking the standards of craftsmanship on every facet of the ship and I can guarantee that the standards have – if anything – gone up since the transferal to Blerontin.


The Journalist refuses to back down and continues his interrogation.

The Journalist: What do you say about the collapse of the Yassaccan economy, Mr. Leovinus? 


Leovinus shows a brief moment of exasperation, but quickly tries to hide it.

The Journalist: Do you feel personally responsible at all for the present sufferings of the Yassaccan people?

Leovinus: (With the air of a great charismatic dictator) I am an artist, Mr. Journalist. Of course I deeply regret the destruction of an entire culture that their economic mismanagement has brought upon themselves, and I hereby offer my heartfelt condolences to the people of Yassacca. I am deeply concerned that it should have been the construction of my vision that should have been the catalyst for their monetary downfall. But I am an artist. My responsibility is to my art and I would be betraying the sacred trust of my genius were I to compromise my vision for the sake of fiscal expediency.


Throughout all of this, the Cub Reporter is becoming quite obviously turned on.

Cub Reporter: Oooooohhhh…


Leovinus, now just barely able to keep his panic under control, nods to the crowd.
Leovinus: Thank you.


The Great Man turns and exits, the crowd gapes. There is silence for a moment, then the reporters except for The Journalist file out. The Journalist waits alone, Leovinus re-enters, looks The Journalist up and down.
Leovinus: (Muttering darkly) Oh, it’s you.

The Journalist: Are you afraid something’s going to go wrong with the launch?

Leovinus: (Coldly) Of course not!

The Journalist: But come on! You must be a bit worried. Everyone knows that the workmanship here on Blerontin hasn’t been a patch on the Yassaccans. In fact, you know and I know that Blerontin craftsmanship is nowhere near good enough to finish a ship of this sophistication.


The Great Man is now quite noticeably upset.

Leovinus: Just because the Blerontin government chooses to employ the Amalgamanted Unmarried Teenage Mothers’ Construction Units, there is no reason to think that the work is in any way slipshod. I have every confidence in their work.

The Journalist: (Sneering) I don’t believe you.


Leovinus can’t believe the cheek of this under-achieving Journalist and decides to teach him a thing or two.

Leovinus: Very well! I’ll show you!


Leovinus and The Journalist, exit.


Scene Two: Starship Titanic Embarkation Lobby

This room would be an unutterably beautiful place to be… if it were finished! The decorative marble-like floor and plush appointments around the passenger hatch and the reception desk are finished. The rest is girders, exposed wires, and Styrofoam coffee cups lying around (it looks like a construction site). There is a large square hatch in the far wall labeled “Waste Disposal Unit.” Across the room from the desk is a hole in the floor surrounded by sawhorse barricades and danger signs. A marble pillar stands in each of the far corners of the room. A round coffee table with a small sharp-edged lamp sits in the middle of the room, surrounded by chairs. A freestanding signs point in different directions toward the following: “First Class”, “Second Class”, “Super Galactic Class,” and “Crew and Personnel Only”

Behind the reception desk and stooped over (meaning not activated) is the Deskbot: a robot, dressed to look like a freestanding ornamental lamp.

In the middle of the room and facing the entrance hatch is the Doorbot: a tall robot dressed in a tuxedo, wearing a pair of big headphones and white linen gloves.

Leovinus and the Journalist enter. Leovinus, seeing the lack of finished workmanship, freezes. A look of horror and disbelief is on his face.

The Doorbot activates, strides over to the two Blerontinians and smiles.

Doorbot: Welcome to the Starship Titanic. Allow me to show you and your lovely wife the facilities available to second class passengers.


The Doorbot turns sharply on its heel, walks straight into the desk, rebounds, walks backward and falls into the arms of The Journalist. The Journalist lays the robot down as it extends its hand and points at the ceiling.
Doorbot: Here you may see the Grand Axial Canal, Second Class. From here you may enjoy a drink in the Second Class Brasserie where they serve fresh moonswill every hour of the day. You also have the option of taking the lifts up to the Promenade Deck where you can the stars in the resolution of a powerful telescope without stirring an unnecessary muscle.


The Doorbot’s arm drops and it switches off. Leovinus, now going through all the stages of a mid-life crisis at once, takes two steps past the collapsed Doorbot, surveys the wreckage and sinks to his knees. The Journalist is talking to a recorder on the end of his thumb and maneuvering around the room, examining the scene closely.

Leovinus: (Pleading) It can’t be true. Even Brobostigon… Even Scraliontis couldn’t lie so… I mean, only this morning they told me it was all… (He falters, weeping.)


A workman in dirty overalls and a cap wanders in, checking some loose wires. He sees the Journalist and hides behind the nearest pillar.  Not seeing him, The Journalist turns, regards the old man, and smirks.

The Journalist: (Sarcastically) I don’t know, but I think the Yassaccans would have probably done a little better job than this. 


The Doorbot re-activates, sits up, regards the inventor and smiles genially.
Doorbot: Good morning, sir! Would you like your nasal hair cut?


The robot collapses once again. Leovinus now goes from depression to outright blinding rage. He jumps to his feet and screams at the inert robot.

Leovinus: BASTARDS!!!


He turns and shakes his fist at the unfinished works.

Leovinus: BASTARDS!!!


He looks up and sees the workman trying to hide further behind the pillar. Leovinus bounds across the room, grabs the workman by his suspenders and brings him out into the open.
Leovinus: WHAT THE DEVIL DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING!?


The workman anxiously looks around, sees a loose piece of wiring, and pretends to adjust it, attempting to remain as calm as possible.
Workman: Oh, just… just making good.

Leovinus: (Aghast) Making GOOD!? (Gestures at the room) You call this GOOD!? We launch the ship tomorrow and there’s months more work to do here!!


The workman shrugs.
Workman: Uh, yeah, it’s… been a bit… slow.


He starts trying to back away from Leovinus. Leovinus advances on him.
Leovinus: What were you doing just now?

Workman: (Feigning innocence) Who, me?

Leovinus: Yes! I saw you doing something!

Workman: Me? No no, I wouldn’t do nothin’. I only came to collect my parrot.


Leovinus reels. The Journalist speaks into his thumb recorder.
Leovinus: (Shocked) Parrot? Parrot!!! What parrot!? 

Workman: It’s… er… just a parrot… you know… couple o’ wings… that sort… you know?

Leovinus: What’s a parrot doing on board my beautiful ship!?


Leovinus turns away from him and walks toward the opposite end of the room trembling.

Leovinus: (Raving) A parrot!? On my Starship!? What the hell’s been going on!!? (He starts weeping) What’s happened? What shall we do!?


Leovinus EXITS toward Second Class. The Journalist walks up to the workman, his recorder ready.
The Journalist: All right, what are you really up to?

Workman: I have a pet parrot. I always take it with me when I’m working. I know Mr. Leovinus wouldn’t allow a bird on board so I’ve been keeping it hidden. But when I came back to get it just now, I’ve found that some bastard opened the cage door and it’s escaped.


The Journalist, thinking this has got to be the biggest load of nonsense, looks at the ceiling, then returns his attention to the workman.

The Journalist: Look, I’m a journalist. I know when there’s something fishy going on and I know you’re hiding something. I’ll cut a deal with you.


The workman turns on him.
Workman: I’m really very upset! I loved that parrot!

The Journalist: You tell me everything you know about the Starship and I’ll not tell anyone else about the parrot.


The workman, resigned, shrugs. The Journalist activates his thumb recorder.
The Journalist: Why’s the work got so far behind? They’ve been cutting corners, haven’t they? Leovinus seemed to be in the dark about it. And all those stories about financial problems, they’re true, aren’t they? What’s going to happen tomorrow? This ship isn’t in a fit state to take off, is it?


The workman sighs.

Workman: (resigned) Yes. Everything you say is true.


The Deskbot activates, regards the two men and smiles.
Deskbot: (Like a travel salesman) If you’re enjoying your stay on board, why not celebrate with an evening in the Champion Canapé Lounge, featuring canapés from the All-Blerontin Finals for six centuries?


The Deskbot switches off. The Journalist turns back to the workman.
The Journalist: So?

Workman: So? If you see my parrot, give it this.


The workman hands the Journalist a metal bracelet and EXITS through the main hatch. The Journalist looks at the bracelet.
The Journalist: (Confused) The Yassaccan Embassy Building?


The Journalist ponders a moment, then EXITS toward Second Class. A moment later, Brobostigon, a middle-aged man wearing a nice suit, enters from the Crew area carrying a small silver computer component. He glances around as he tiptoes toward the disposal unit. Leovinus enters from First Class and sees the manager. His expression becomes very grim.
Leovinus: Brobostigon!!! What in the name of darkness are you playing at!?


The old man charges Brobostigon. Brobostigon drops the piece of equipment and pushes Leovinus away. Leovinus falls to the floor, picks up the silver component, and gapes.
Leovinus: This is a piece of the ship’s computer! YOU’RE DESTROYING IT!!!


Leovinus tries to get up but Brobostigon gives him another shove and the inventor falls back and away.
Brobostigon: (Hatefully) You’re blind, Leovinus! You sit up there in your ivory tower thinking you’re too high-minded and pure to deal with grubby matters like business and finance! Well, this whole thing’s gone way out of control thanks to you!


Leovinus is almost crying by now.
Leovinus: What do you mean!? What are you talking about!?

Brobostigon: This whole project is a financial catastrophe! Didn’t you realize that!? We’re on the brink of a major fiscal meltdown!

Leovinus: So, what are you trying to do?


A sudden, horrifying thought strikes him and Leovinus finally realizes just what Brobostigon has planned. The manager, meanwhile, has backed up in front of the disposal unit hatch.
Leovinus: The insurance!!! You’re going to scuttle my priceless ship and claim the insurance!!!

Brobostigon: Grow up! This is the real world…


Leovinus is back on his feet while Brobostigon is speaking. He slams into the manager. Brobostigon is knocked backward and into the disposal unit hatch. The hatch opens and Brobostigon screams as he’s sucked in. There’s a sickening crunching noise, the hatch closes, and a soft bell chimes once.

Scraliontis, a man dressed in a suit and with thick glasses, rushes in, Leovinus sees him blocks his path.

Leovinus: Scraliontis! Stop whatever it is you’re doing!!

Scraliontis: You’re too late, Leovinus! This ship’s going nowhere and it’s going there tomorrow at Noon, fast!


Leovinus rushes him, grabs him and pushes him against the coffee table. He then reaches to Scraliontis’s throat and tries to choke him.

Scraliontis: Brobostigon! Help!

Leovinus: Brobostigon’s garbage!

Scraliontis: He may be garbage, but he’s got a gun!

Leovinus: HE’S DEAD!!!

Leovinus tightens his grip.

Scraliontis: Aaaargh! You’re choking me!!


Leovinus, not really wanting to kill anyone deliberately, falters slightly…Scraliontis reaches back for the table lamp.

Leovinus:  (Angry, but faltering) I know! That’s what I’m trying to do!


Scraliontis knees Leovinus in the stomach. He doubles over as the accountant takes the table lamp and crashes it against the inventor’s head. Leovinus falls to his knees and the accountant smacks Leovinus with the lamp several more times until the old man falls unconscious. Scraliontis stares down at his foe in abject terror.
Scraliontis: (Panicking) God! I’ve killed the Great Man!!


Scraliontis looks around, then drags Leovinus behind one of the pillars. He turns and heads toward the exit, still carrying the table lamp. He reaches the hole in the floor when The Journalist enters from Second Class.
The Journalist: Droot Scraliontis!


Scraliontis turns and hides the bloody lamp behind his back.

Scraliontis: (Sneering) I know who I am.


The Journalist smiles and activates his recorder.
The Journalist: Just the man I was looking for.


Scraliontis screams, looks around as though expecting the police to arrive and panics again.

Scraliontis: He’s not dead! I swear it!


The Journalist is completely taken by surprise, he walks up to stand between Scraliontis and the main hatch.
The Journalist: (Interrogating) Who!? Who isn’t dead!?


Scraliontis recovers himself enough to realize he’d just made a big blunder. He tries to push past The Journalist.

Scraliontis: Get out of my way!


The Journalist grabs the accountant by his jacket.

The Journalist: Not so fast!


Scraliontis screams and tries desperately to flee, but The Journalist pins his arms to his sides and presses him against one of the sawhorses at the edge of the hole in the floor.
The Journalist: Tell me what’s going on! What’s the scam!

Scraliontis: Scam? You’ll never find out!

The Journalist: Oh yes, I will!

Scraliontis: Alright, I’ll tell you everything.


The Journalist is about to say “oh no you won’t,” but stops himself quickly.
The Journalist: Oh n… uh! That’s very decent of you!

Scraliontis: We’re going to blow it up! How’s that for a story!?


The Journalist, horrified, let’s go of Scraliontis.
The Journalist: You mean… You mean there’s a bomb on board the Starship!?


The Journalist looks away as Scraliontis brandishes the lamp like a spear, its sharp point aimed at the reporter.

Scraliontis: (Evilly) But you’ll never find it, because you’re not going to be alive.


The Journalist turns back as Scraliontis stabs and is hit in the stomach. The Journalist cries out and falls back. Scraliontis steps over him, the end of the lamp has been snapped off and what’s left is dripping with blood.


Suddenly, in from the First Class section swoops a giant parrot. The bird is screeching loudly and begins attacking Scraliontis, beating him with his wings and biting with its big beak. Scraliontis staggers back against the sawhorse, trying to defend himself.
Scraliontis: Get it off! Get it off! Get it off!!!


The sawhorse snaps and the accountant falls backward into the hole, screaming.

Scraliontis: Bloody parrots!!!


There is a terrible crash. The Journalist gets back to his feet and, clutching his bleeding hip, staggers toward the hole and looks down.

Parrot: Bloody accountants!


The Journalist looks at the parrot and nods.

CURTAIN – End of Act I.

ACT II

Scene 3: Earth, a driveway in front of an old building at night.
Note: This scene is to be done in front of the lowered curtain.


The building is actually not visible, it’s “offstage” A large, well-lit, but very old-looking decorative sign reads, “Oxfordshire Vicarage of the Anglican Order.” A smaller sign, attached to it reads, “Planning Permission for Commercial Development.” Above, the stars shine brightly.


Dan, a well-dressed gentleman in business clothes is standing hand in hand with Lucy, who is wearing a pinstriped power suit jacket and skirt. Nettie, a shapely blonde woman wearing high heels, a miniskirt, a midriff-baring Gap t-shirt, and a knitted waistcoat, is facing them. Dan is in the middle of talking to Nettie and Lucy is standing silently by, sizing Nettie up with a slight air of superiority.
Dan: (Gesturing with his free hand) So, what we’re going to do, Nettie, is we’re going to put the bathroom here, and the door over there.


Lucy looks at him, confused.
Nettie: (Anxiously) It’s terrific, but…

Lucy: (Interrupts Nettie as though she didn’t even exist and gestures in the opposite direction as Dan.) Dan, I thought the door was going to be over here and the bathroom over there.

Dan sighs.

Dan: That’s what I meant, Lucy.

Nettie: (Anxiously) It’s terrific, but I have to tell you something…


As Nettie is speaking, Nigel, wearing a very expensive suit, ENTERS, strutting like a peacock. 
Nigel: (Interrupts Nettie as though she didn’t even exist.) You can smell the centuries of vinous pleasure oozing from the very brickwork.


Lucy looks at him, annoyed at his stupid comment.
Lucy: Nigel, the place is only a hundred and fifty years old!


Nigel looks back in the direction of the rectory and, finding something interesting to see, EXITS again.

Dan: (To Nettie) It was built as a rectory.

Nettie: Mmmm, terrific. But look, Dan…

Dan: (Interrupting Nettie and overflowing with enthusiasm.) You’re not kidding! We’re going to have a restaurant on the right as you come in – not your nouvelle cuisine, but state-of-the-art Californian, and over on the left, we’ll have a bar!


Lucy glares at Dan, but she doesn’t say anything. Dan realizes his mistake and lightly smacks his forehead.

Dan: Oh, that’s right, the restaurant’s going to go on the left! (He calms down and speaks to Nettie again, who listens attentively and politely.) We’d started off with it on the right, but then changed it to the left… Then we changed it back to the right again.

Lucy: (Finally addressing Nettie directly) But the kitchen would be better on the other side, so we changed it back to the left again.


(Nettie looks around anxiously, sees Nigel approaching)

Nettie: (Anxiously) Terrific, but look…


(Nettie cuts herself off as Nigel ENTERS. He moves to Nettie and puts his arm around her.)
Nigel: Like what you see?

Dan: Mmmm…

Nigel: I mean the house.


(Dan scowls at his former business partner. He slides his arm up around Lucy.)

Dan: It’s just what Lucy and I have always dreamed of, isn’t it, Buttercup?


(Not wanting to speak her mind and also slightly embarrassed by being called Buttercup in public, Lucy shifts uncomfortably. Dan doesn’t even notice and continues.)

Dan: We’re going to call it the Watergate Hotel.

Nettie: Wouldn’t that put off Republicans who still want to bug each other?


(Nigel chuckles condescendingly and pats Nettie’s bottom.)
Nigel: Go and bring the car up, there’s a good girl.


(Nettie EXITS. Lucy is aghast that Nettie would let Nigel treat her like that. She controls her temper and turns to Dan.)
Lucy: When are you going to sign the final release forms for the travel company, Dan?


(Nettie ENTERS, carrying a Minolta camera with no flash. She places the camera on top of the big sign, points it in the direction of the rectory and begins taking long-exposure pictures. Nobody else seems to notice.)

Dan: (Nervously) Oh… um… I’m not sure… I don’t think Nigel’s got them.


(Lucy is just about to explode in fury, but Nigel interrupts her.)
Nigel: The forms should be waiting for us back at the hotel.


(Lucy manages to bite down on her temper, but just barely. Nigel gives her a smirk.)
Nigel: (Very condescendingly) Don’t worry, Lucy. After this week you won’t have to worry about seeing me ever again. (Like an announcer) The Top Ten Travel Company has been officially sold!


(Dan smiles and nods)
Dan: Yes, and for quite a nice amount of money. I have to give you credit on that one, Nigel. But then, I guess you always were the brains of our business.


(Nettie glances at the group, she is desperately longing to tell Dan the truth, but decides to keep quiet for now. She returns her attention to the camera. Nigel sees her and looks exasperated, not able to believe his girlfriend could be stupid enough to use a camera at night.)
Nigel: What on Earth do you think you’re doing, Bozo?


(Nigel strides over to her, smiling sadistically at the prospect of ridiculing Nettie.)
Nettie: (Holding perfectly still) Shhhh! I’m taking a photo of the house. Don’t jog the camera.

Nigel: (Joyfully) I don’t know whether you’ve noticed this, Einstein, but it’s night.

Nettie: Right! I’m taking a photo called Dan and Lucy’s Hotel Beneath The Stars. Maybe you’ll frame it and hang it in the entrance hall?

Nigel: You can’t take pictures at night unless you have a flash, dumbbell.


(Nigel leans against the sign. Nettie looks up at him, furious.)
Nettie: Hey! You’ve jogged it!

Nigel: Let’s go, brainbox, I’ll drive.


(Nettie picks the camera up, looks at Dan and shrugs.)
Nettie: I guess that was long enough.

Dan: Terrific.


(A ghostly roaring sound, like the ocean waves, becomes audible. A bright light comes on high overhead on the side of the stage opposite the rectory. They all look up at it and watch as it starts to slide toward the rectory.)

Dan: Jesus! Look at that!

Lucy: It’s a falling star!

Nettie: Make a wish!

Nigel: Holy moly! Will you look at that!?


(Everything goes completely black… even the sign lights go out. The roaring sound intensifies and then the light reappears, very bright, on the rectory side of the stage… It’s the Starship, descending to Earth.)

Dan: What the…!

Lucy: Oh my God! It looks like a giant knife!!!

Dan: It does look like a knife!!!

Nigel: It’s going to crash into the rectory!

Dan: LOOK OUT!!!

(Nigel throws himself behind the sign.  Dan and Lucy hit the deck. Nettie stands, looking as if hypnotized. The roaring noise dies down and is followed by a thundering crash. Pieces of the rectory go flying all over the place.)
Nettie: (Mesmerized) Terrific!


(There is silence, punctuated by the occasional thud of falling brickwork. The rectory sign lights back up again. Dan and Lucy get up and regard the spectacle, their mouths agape with surprise and terror.)

Dan: It… it…

Nettie: It’s a spaceship!

Lucy: It has to be at least a mile high!

Dan: It just cut the house right in half!


(Nettie points upward and toward the ship/rectory.)
Nettie: Look! Something’s coming down from it!


(The young blonde, still carrying her camera, slowly walks toward the rectory. Dan snaps awake and watches Nettie in terror.)

Dan: Nettie! Don’t! Come back! Don’t go near it!


(Lucy recovers herself and grabs Nettie’s arm.)
Lucy: (Trying to pull Nettie back, but not successfully.) Nettie! We… we… we don’t know what it is!

Nettie: (Still staring at the ship as if in a dream.) It’s wonderful!


(Lucy stops pulling at Nettie and all three of them stand and look up at the lovely vessel. Dan sees something. (a pinpoint of light descending to Earth along the ship.))
Lucy: Hey, there’s something else coming down now!


(All three follow the light. A brighter light now appears at ground level.)
Dan: (Nervously) There’s something coming!


(Dan quivers nervously. Nettie takes a step forward, wanting to see who or what it is, Lucy resumes pulling on Nettie’s arm. The Doorbot ENTERS, smiling genially at the three standing humans. Lucy gives a scream.)
Doorbot: (Politely) Good evening to you, unknown life forms. The proprietors of Starlight Travel, Inc. would like to apologize for any inconvenience you may have suffered due to the inadvertent emergency parking of their vehicle.


(Lucy screams loudly again. Dan puts his arm around her and tries to comfort her.)
Dan: It’s all right, Lucy.


(Lucy screams again.)

Nettie: Shhh! It’s talking to us!

Doorbot: (Nods) Quite. By way of an apology, may we offer you a free cruise on board our Starship?

Dan: Uh, perhaps another day…


(Lucy screams again.)
Nettie: (Gleefully) Yes! I’d love to!!

Doorbot: (Beckoning) Come with me, Madam.


(The robot turns back toward the ruined rectory. Nettie, grinning broadly, regards her companions.)
Nettie: Well, c’mon! What a hoot!


(Nettie follows the Doorbot. Dan, not wanting Nettie to get hurt, follows. Lucy, not wanting to be left alone, follows Dan. The Doorbot stops in his tracks, turns back and regards them.)
Doorbot: I must apologize right now for having to bring you in via the service elevator. Please, do not be alarmed. I can assure you that the Starship Titanic is the most luxurious, most technologically advanced Starship ever built.


(Dan has a sudden epiphany)

Dan: Hey! How come you speak English?


(The Doorbot give a polite metallic cough.)

Doorbot: I beg your pardon, sir, but I am not speaking… how do you say? ‘Eeengleesh?’ All robotic functions aboard the Starship are equipped with infra-violet translation sensors that scan passengers’ brains for language patterns. These patterns are then re-arranged inside your heads so you can understand and speak intelligibly while on the ship. You are actually speaking and hearing Blerontinian. (He turns toward the audience.) Pretty convenient for writers of science fiction, eh?


(Dan looks a little confused, but says nothing. The robot gives a bow, gestures toward the rectory and the three Earthlings EXIT. The Doorbot turns and follows.)
Doorbot: (Still speaking to them) I apologize once again for having to bring you in through the service elevator. Normal boarding of the ship is done at Embarkation Level…


(The Doorbot EXITS. The ghostly roaring noise sounds again and the light rises into the sky again as the ship takes off. Nigel peeks out from behind the sign.)

Nigel: (Very nervously) Uh… Dan? Lucy? Nettie?


(Nigel stands up and walks to center stage. He looks in the direction of the rectory, then turns and faces the other way. He closes his eyes.)
Nigel: (Trying to reassure himself) It didn’t happen. It didn’t happen.


(Leovinus, now with only one eyebrow, which is coming lose from his forehead, slowly walks up behind Nigel. Nigel, not hearing him, takes a few deep breaths and relaxes. Leovinus taps Nigel on the shoulder. Nigel screams loudly and spins around. Horrified, he looks at Leovinus as the old man finally breaks down and starts bawling, holding Nigel for support. Nigel, of course, has no idea what to do.)
Nigel: Uh… sir? Sir?


(Leovinus continues weeping very loudly, letting in a few completely nonsensical words now and then. Nigel gets the idea that Leovinus has to be an escaped lunatic or something.)
Nigel: Uh… Right… Well, why don’t you come with me?


(Still supporting Leovinus, Nigel heads away from the rectory. He takes out his cell phone, dials a number, and puts the phone to his ear.)

Nigel: (Into the phone) Hello? Is this the Oxford Police Station? Ah! Hello, Sergeant Stroud. Yes, I have someone here that I think you should meet…


(Nigel and Leovinus EXIT.)

 End of Scene 3

Note: The remaining scenes in this Act are to be done on a stage that is split down the center. There is an obvious line of demarcation between the sets. When doing a combined scene, (both sets working at once) capitalized italic print before each sequence will denote where action is happening.

The Curtain goes up to show the right side of the Embarkation Lobby and the darkened Starship Engine Room.

Scene 4: Starship Titanic Embarkation Lobby (Stage Right)


The room is a good deal tidier than before. The hole in the floor has been covered over and the sawhorses and danger signs have been removed. The Styrofoam cups are gone, and the loose wiring has been tucked conveniently away except for a few loose ends seen behind the pillars. The main hatch is closed and a red “no access” sign shines above it.


Nettie is standing in front of the desk and having a heated discussion with the Deskbot. A long black controller, looking like a TV remote, is in her hand. The Deskbot is looking casually around the room as though it were looking for something to do other than listen to this Super Galactic Class passenger. A large book, about as big as a phone book, is sitting on the desk.


The Doorbot is switched off and standing near the entrance to the Super Galactic Class doorway.

Nettie: (Speaking as though addressing a child) I think I’ve just about had enough of this nonsense. If you tell me one more time about how your maintenance robots spent their time cleaning everything up… You’ve told me that at least three times in the last five minutes!

First of all, you need to fix that service elevator of yours. It moves just a little too fast and I’m sure some people probably don’t like blacking out on a simple elevator ride.

Second, I don’t know too many people who, after having a blackout, appreciate being stripped naked and put in some strange room that they’ve never seen before. Even if the walls are painted pink. At least you were nice enough to tuck me into bed, though.

Oh, and I need to tell you that that Bellbot you assigned me is even more hormonal than Captain Kirk! Anyway, that Bellbot person said I have to come up here and talk to you to find out where my friends are.

So, here I am, and I want to see what rooms my friends are staying in. That shouldn’t be too hard to handle.

Deskbot: (Arrogantly) Oh, yes, madam? And I distinctly remember telling you that you need to fill out our Standard Passenger Information Request Form.

Nettie: (Indicates the thick book on the desk) Is that what that thing is?

Deskbot: No, that’s the travel magazine. If you put on your translator glasses I’m sure even you will be able to read it.


(Nettie puts on a pair of thick glasses (a la Garth from Wayne’s World) as the deskbot reaches down and brings up a monstrous stack of paper at least three phone books thick. She drops it onto the desk.)

Deskbot: This is our Standard Passenger Information Request Form. All pages must be filled out before I can process your request.


(Nettie gapes at the paperwork as Dan and Lucy ENTER, also carrying similar remote controls. The Doorbot activates and regards the two newcomers with an air of disdain.)
Doorbot: This is the Starboard Embarkation Lobby. As Super Galactic Class passengers, you are allowed to pass through this lobby, but you may not use the seating accommodations or the bathroom. Super Galactic Traveler facilities are available on your own decks.

Dan: Look, we’re not traveling. We just want to know how to get out of this thing.


(Nettie, hearing Dan’s voice, turns and  sees Dan and Lucy. She smiles and waves.)

Nettie: Hey! There you are! (She turns to the Deskbot and becomes very nasty) Listen, Bulbbrain, you can fill out your own request forms in… in triplicate… and shove ‘em up your lampshade!


(Nettie joins Lucy and Dan.)

Doorbot: (Confused) Get off this thing?

Dan: Yeah, we want to get out – like the quickest way.


(Nettie is surprised at Dan’s wish to leave the ship.)

Nettie: Oh! Don’t you just want to look around a bit?


(Dan is surprised by Nettie’s desire to stay.)
Dan: Look around a bit? Aren’t you scared?

Nettie: Well, a bit… but it’s so exciting! (She looks at the Doorbot and smiles) And these things seem harmless enough.


(Nettie gives the Doorbot a chuck under the chin. The Doorbot sniffs and pretends to flick a piece of fluff off his sleeve.)
Lucy: (Still not too sure) It’s amazing, isn’t it?

Nettie: Sensational!

Dan: (Attempting to reassert control) But we’ve gotta be sensible. We ought to find the exit, so we know where we are and then, maybe, we could explore a bit if you really want.

Doorbot: (Condescendingly) I’m afraid you can’t.

Lucy: (Defensively) Can’t what?

Doorbot: I’m afraid you can’t leave the ship. Now, if you wouldn’t mind hurrying through to your own decks.

Dan: Wait a minute! What do you mean “we can’t leave the ship?”

Nettie: (Faintly thrilled) Are we prisoners?

Doorbot: No, Madam or thing, of course you are not prisoners. It is simply a physical impossibility for you to leave the ship at this moment in time because the Starship is in flight. (Nettie and the others look at each other. The Doorbot points out the SG doorway) I suggest you all go down to the Super Galactic Traveler Class Restaurant where you will encounter plain home cooking with a great doorway.


(Nettie starts breathing quickly and starts stretching and attempting to release stress by doing some aerobic movements. Dan and Lucy decide to release stress in a more destructive manner… by shouting at Nettie.)
Dan: You see what you’ve done! Oh my God! We’re in space! It’s all your fault!

Lucy: I knew it! I knew we shouldn’t have followed that dumb peroxide airhead!

Doorbot: Please refrain from shouting on the Embarkation Level. There may be First or Second Class passengers about. You may shout as much as you want on the Super Galactic Traveler Class decks. (He points toward the SGT exit again.)
Nettie: (Holding up her hands.) Hey, hey, guys! Calm down!

Dan: Why should we calm down!? You’ve just destroyed our future home! You’ve forced us onto an alien spacecraft and now we’re not even on Earth anymore! God knows how we’ll ever get back!


(Lucy is looking around and breathing quickly as though panic stricken.)

Nettie: (Sternly) Please! I didn’t destroy your future home!

Dan: (Realizing he went a little too far) No, no, I know. I’m sorry. I just got carried away. I don’t know why I said that. (He takes a breath and starts acting rationally again.) And if we really are in the situation this robot tells us we’re in, we’d better keep our heads and decide how to get out of it.


(Lucy screams.)
Doorbot: Please scream on the Super Galactic Traveler Class decks only!

Dan: What can we do!?
Nettie: (Firmly) I suggest we find the Captain, there has to be one, explain our situation, and ask him to take us home.


(Dan still seems to think that Nettie’s not so bright)
Dan: (Sarcastically) Oh, fine! Yes! Fine! Find the Captain! Why didn’t I think of that!? Brilliant idea! (He suddenly realizes that might be the thing to do.) Actually that is a pretty good idea!


(Lucy screams again. The Doorbot is nervously looking around as though trying to make sure other passengers aren’t being disturbed.)
Dan: (To Lucy) SHUT UP!


(Lucy has never been shouted at by Dan before. She’s so surprised that she shuts up. Nettie turns to the Doorbot.)

Nettie: Where can we find the Captain?

Doorbot: (Very condescendingly) The Captain, madam or thing, is to be found on the Captain’s Bridge.

Nettie: And how do we find that?

Doorbot: You don’t. The Captain’s Bridge is only accessible from the First Class area.

Nettie: But surely we can go through just to get to the Bridge.

Doorbot: I’m afraid not. All traveling area restrictions are strictly observed on this vessel.

Dan: (Angrily) Oh, come off it! This is an emergency!


(Nettie put on her translator glasses and reads the signs, she points to the First Class sign.)

Nettie: Over there!


(Dan walks toward the First Class entrance way.)
Doorbot: Sir will find the door force-shielded.


(Dan walks into the doorway, there is an electronic crackle and the travel agent stumbles backward, feeling as if zapped with current.)
Dan: Wow, that thing’s got a kick!

Doorbot: If you do not return to your own quarters, I shall be forced to call the ship’s security officers. They have vicious rabbits.


Nettie is thinking very hard about the situation as Dan returns to the group.

Nettie: There must be another way of doing this.


Lucy stops panicking and Dan, finally calm, knows exactly what has to be done.
Dan: Okay! Let me handle this, after all travel is – or was – my business. What we have here is the commonest problem known to travelers the world over: How do we get a free upgrade?


The Doorbot stops gesturing and pretends to be disinterested. Dan takes this as a sign.
Dan: Ha! If you don’t tell us how to get a free upgrade immediately, I’ll report you to the Travel Association!

Doorbot: (Radiating contempt) I cannot help you there, sir. You will have to inquire with the Deskbot.


(Dan immediately heads over to the reception desk.)
Nettie: Huh! That thing’s about as helpful as a strapless ball gown under G force!

Dan: (To the Deskbot) Look, we have been mis-assigned our accommodations. (Points at Nettie) This, as I expect you recognize, is Gloria Stanley, the actress.

(Nettie immediately catches on and strikes a sultry pose for the Deskbot.) 

Dan: I’m her manager and (points to Lucy) this young lady is her lawyer. We should have been given First Class tickets, but our travel agent screwed up the booking. Can you reassign us immediately?


(The Deskbot sizes Dan up, Dan shifts uncomfortably, but keeps his composure.)

Deskbot: And which travel agency would that be?

Dan: Top Ten Travel.


(The Deskbot blinks several times, her head turns quickly left and right as though it were reading something quickly. A ping noise sounds.)
Deskbot: I have no record of such an agency in the Galaxy.

Dan: (Incensed) I can assure you that it does exist!

Lucy: (To herself) Well, it did up until this morning. (She straightens up and approaches the Deskbot.) Look, we must get an upgrade to First!

Deskbot: Oh yes, madam? And to whose account should this upgrade be charged?

Lucy: My law firm: Mayem, Bader, and Lizt.

Deskbot: We have no record of such a company.

Lucy: (Indignantly) You didn’t even check your database!


(Again, the Deskbot blinks several times, her head turns left and right as if reading, and another ping noise sounds.)
Deskbot: I can only upgrade you if you pay the difference in advance.

Dan: How much is that?

Deskbot: Seventy million pistres or two pnedes. Currency is not accepted and you may only pay with a Galactic Gold Credit Card.

Dan: Look, I don’t think you appreciate who Gloria Stanley is…

Deskbot: I don’t give a stuff who Gloria Stanley is! I can only upgrade you is you pay in advance with a Galactic Gold Card.

Nettie: (Resigned) Oh, let it go.

Lucy: (Conciliatory) Look, there must be some way you cold organize an upgrade for us. We’re valuable customers.


(The Deskbot now reads something hidden behind the desk.)
Deskbot: Super Galactic Traveler Class… Complimentary! You’re on free tickets?!

Dan: Exactly! We’re valued customers! Celebrities!


(The Deskbot shakes her shade.)
Deskbot: I’m sorry, there’s absolutely nothing I can do. You simply cannot upgrade to First Class from Super Galactic Traveler Class, let alone on a complimentary ticket. Perhaps if you were Second Class I could do something.


(Nettie edges up to the desk.)

Nettie: Look, we don’t care what class we travel…

Dan: I do!

Lucy: So do I!


(Nettie ignores them)
Nettie: All we want to do is talk to the Captain. Can you put us through to him?

Deskbot: It is against company policy to allow Super Galactic Class Travelers - especially complimentary ones – access to any of the senior officers.


(Nettie becomes exasperated.)
Nettie: (To Lucy and Dan) God! I can’t stand this! There must be some way of getting through to the Captain.


(Dan, now simply desiring a free upgrade, turns back to the Deskbot.)

Dan: How can we get re-assigned to Second Class? That surely can’t be too much to ask?


(The Deskbot looks at the ceiling.)
Lucy: That’s a pretty shade you’re wearing.

Deskbot: It’s just the company colors.

Lucy: But it suits you.


(Dan rolls his eyes and tries to regain control.)
Dan: Look…

Deskbot: (Interrupting Dan) Have you received your copies of the Travel Magazine?


(Dan and Lucy look at each other, surprised. They shake their heads.)

Dan: Uh, no.


(The Deskbot heaves two more copies of the telephone book-sized Travel Mag onto the desk.)
Deskbot: You will find upgrade vouchers in here. Now please, I have better things to do.


(The three grab their Travel Mags and shuffle over to the coffee table and start paging through them furiously.)
Dan: Vouchers! Isn’t that the travel industry all over? Why do they never tell you these things in the first place?


(Nettie pages through the book very quickly. She finds her voucher, tears it out, and walks back over to the desk. She presents the voucher to the Deskbot. The Deskbot grabs Nettie’s Personal Electronic Thingy, sticks it into something behind the desk. There is some kind of loud machine noise, followed by a ping sound. The Deskbot removes another controller, this one bright and silvery, and hands it to Nettie.)
Nettie: The Engine Room is aft, I suppose?

Deskbot: (Nods) At the end of the Grand Axial Canal, Second Class through which you are entitled to pass. Here is another voucher entitling you to a free glass of moonswill at the bar. (Hands another ticket to Nettie.)
Nettie: Thanks. (Turns to Lucy and Dan who are still looking through their magazines.) You guys get your upgrades. I have an idea.


(Nettie EXITS through Second Class. Dan looks after her, then looks at Lucy.)
Dan: What’s Nettie’s plan?

Lucy: (Still paging through her magazine.) She said something about the Engine Room. (Sarcastically) What’s she gonna do, Tell the engineer to back up?

Dan: (Return to paging through his book.) Well, maybe she knows about engines.

Lucy: (Still sarcastic) Nettie!? Oh, sure! (She sees something in the book!) Found it! Oh, wait… no, that’s not it…

Dan: Well, you know, for one of Nigel’s bimbos that Nettie’s pretty bright.

Lucy: (Sarcastic again) Oh, I didn’t realize you were interested in her mind.

Dan: (Surprised at the implied accusation) What’s that supposed to mean? She’s a nice girl!

Lucy: You ought to know. You’ve been ogling her ever since we all had dinner together. My, God that feels like a lifetime ago!

Dan: I wasn’t ogling her!

Lucy: Anyway, if Nettie’s so bright, why does she let Nigel treat her like a… a… a Barbie doll!?

Dan: Does she?

Lucy: That sort of woman makes me sick! Why doesn’t she stand up for herself?

Dan: Well, she still may be quite bright.

Lucy: (Coldly) There is absolutely no correlation between size of brain and size of breasts.


(Dan has found his voucher. He tears the page out of the book.)

Dan: HA!


(He heads up to the desk. As he goes, Lucy finds her voucher and rips it out. She joins Dan at the desk. The Deskbot switches back on, takes the vouchers and their PETs and furnishes them with copies of the equipment given to Nettie. Lucy shivers a little.)
Lucy: Do you think it’s getting colder?


(Dan pockets his new PET and his moonswill ticket and looks at Lucy.)

Dan: Anyway, I was not ogling Nettie.

END OF SCENE 4

Scene 5: Engine Room (Stage Left)

There are computer consoles and various signs around the place. In the middle of the room is a glowing piece of equipment. A long cable stretches from it and toward backstage. The backstage is VERY dark. (As close to pitch black as possible) A ladder stands against one wall and a sign next to it points upward, reading “Control Room”


The MegaScuttler, a big silvery egg-shaped bomb with two buttons on it and carrying a cell phone, is standing silently next to the wall across from the ladder. There is a faint sound coming from the total blackness that is  very reminiscent of the seashore sound the ship made when it first landed.


(Nettie ENTERS, looks around, and walks up to the bomb. She puts on her translator glasses and reads the buttons.)

Nettie: Hmmm… “Bomb Monitor” and…  “Press to arm!?” (She turns fearful) This is a bomb!?


(Nettie, her hand trembling slightly, presses the “bomb monitor” button.)
Bomb: (In a proud announcer’s voice) Thank you for inquiring about the status of the MegaScuttler Company’s 8D-96 Full Force MegaScuttler – A Bomb To Be Proud Of – which has been installed aboard this Starship for your convenience. It is my pleasure to inform you that the MegaScuttler is currently not activated. Thank you for showing an interest in bombs.


(The bomb falls silent again. Nettie gives a sigh of relief)
Nettie: Bit of a relief there. Now, where’s the intercom in here?


(Nettie steps toward the doorway. She stops and looks in.)
Nettie: What is that? (Edges closer) It’s so dark in there. It’s like… like looking into a black hole or something… (She then turns and reads the control room sign) Maybe there’s a light switch up there.


(Nettie strides toward the ladder, passing in front of the center of the darkness, and suddenly feels herself being drawn into it. She tries fighting it, but can’t correct her steps. She finds herself heading further backstage. Eventually, she tries running back to the forestage, but the effect is like fighting an invisible ocean wave.)
Nettie: (Absolutely horrified) OH MY GOD!!! What’s happening to me!!!

(She furiously tries to fight the iron grip of the gravity well, but to no avail. She screams as the black hole sucks her in, the sound of her scream fades away into the distance.) - END OF SCENE 5

Scene 6: The Embarkation Lobby (Stage Right)


Dan and Lucy are standing before the reception desk, arguing with the Deskbot. They’ve been spending time trying to get upgraded to First Class for some time. Lucy is hugging herself, feeling the cold that seems to be descending upon the room. The Doorbot is standing nearby.
Deskbot: You have no credit card. You’re not members of the Sixty Million Miles Club. You’re not even registered frequent travelers! This whole conversation is pointless. You’ll find the Second Class facilities aboard this Starship to be more than adequate for your requirements.

Lucy: Dan, we’re wasting our breath. In fact, is it my imagination or is it getting harder to breathe?


(Dan sniffs the air.)
Dan: (Worried) You’re right! It’s getting cold in here too! Jesus!

Doorbot: The air and heating are at normal levels.

Lucy: That’s bullshit! It’s getting colder and more difficult to breathe!

Doorbot: I can assure you that the air supply and temperature are set to maximum for Super Galactic Traveler Class comfort.

Dan: (Shocked) Are you trying to tell us there are different levels of air supply for the different classes of traveler!?

Doorbot: Not normally, sir, no. But should the ship be traveling without First or Second Class passengers, naturally the air and heating will, naturally, be lowered to the comfort requirements of Super Galactic Traveler Class passengers.

Lucy: (Horrified) Jesus! You guys are the most cynical bunch I’ve ever come across!

Dan: (Angry and panicking) I’m going straight to the Travel Association when I get home! There isn’t enough air to breathe!

Doorbot: There is ample air and heat for the Super Galactic Traveler Class decks, sir, but unfortunately it is getting dispersed over the whole ship.


(Lucy is now beating on the desk in a panic.)

Deskbot: I’m sorry, madam, but it is against company policy to supply First and Second Class air and heat only if there are First or Second Class passengers on board.

Lucy: But we’re Second Class passengers!

Deskbot: I have no record of any Second Class passengers on board.

Lucy: You just gave us an upgrade! We had vouchers!

Deskbot: Oh, I’m afraid vouchers aren’t processed until the end of the month. Thank you for your inquiry.


(The Deskbot switches off. Dan takes a labored breath and is trying to become decisive.)
Dan: All right… all right… Go and get Nettie while I try to sort this mess out.

Lucy: But if I go and get Nettie, that won’t be sticking together.

Dan: All right, I’ll go and get her.

Lucy: That’s the same thing! Anyway, why are you so worried about Nettie?

Dan: I’m not! I just think we all ought to keep together in case one of us needs help.

Lucy: (Agitated) Like what sort of help do we give if we’re all running out of air and freezing to death!?

Dan: (Desperate) All right, don’t go and look for Nettie, but what are we going to do!?


(Lucy, preferring Dan looking forlorn to being decisive, smiles.)

Lucy: I’ll see if I can find us a supply of oxygen. You stay here and try to get us up to First Class.

Dan: (Whining) But that’s still not sticking together.

Lucy: I never said we should stick together. That was your idea, remember?


(Lucy gives Dan a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.)

Lucy: Cheer up, Second Class Traveler. I’m sure we’re going to be all right. I’ll go and get us some oxygen.


(Lucy EXITS toward Second Class, Dan watches her, looking more forlorn than ever.) - END OF SCENE 6

Scene 7: Medical Center (Stage Left)


The room looks very obviously like a high-tech hospital. In the center of the room is a large examination bed/gurney with tie straps on it. Against one wall is a cabinet labeled “Oxygen Cylinders”

On the floor, in front of the surgical bed, The Journalist is crouching over the dead body of Scraliontis and going through the accountant’s pockets with his left hand. The Journalist’s shirt has a large bloodstain on the left side and The Journalist has his right hand on the wound. He is obviously in pain but is more concerned with searching the dead man than with helping himself.

Lucy: (Offstage. Cheerfully) I knew it! I knew this place had a medical center! God, it’s so great not to be a busty bimbo…


Lucy ENTERS, feeling very pleased with herself and sees The Journalist. The Journalist looks up at her, a grim look on his face. Lucy stands frozen for a moment, this is her first time seeing an alien. Lucy screams and tries to run but The Journalist pounces on her like a cat and puts her into a sleeper hold.

The Journalist: (Strained) Don’t struggle! I can break your neck!


Lucy tries to fight, then falls into a faint. The Journalist looks at the medical bed, then drags her over to it. He lays her down on the cot and straps her down so she can’t move. The Journalist then resumes rifling through the dead man’s pockets.


Moments later, Lucy regains consciousness and realizes she’s tied down and unable to free herself. She looks at The Journalist and watches him, thinking he’s some kind of serial killer. The Journalist looks up at her again and Lucy goes into a panic. Finally, she screams again.
The Journalist: Shut up!


(She shuts up for a moment, her face frozen in abject terror.)

Lucy: (To herself) Oh my God! The murderer’s speaking to me! It’s just like those movies when the heroine suddenly finds herself attracted to the psycho killer-rapist! (She suddenly stops herself) What am I thinking about!?

(Lucy screams again. The Journalist gets up, looks into Lucy’s eyes for a moment, and then puts his hand over her mouth.)

The Journalist: Listen! There’s a bomb on board this ship! It’s going to explode and take us with it unless I can find it quick! So just shut up with the screaming! I can’t think and it makes me crazy!


(The Journalist lets her go and turns back toward Scraliontis. Lucy screams again. The Journalist wheels around.)

The Journalist: Didn’t you hear what I said!? There is a bomb! I have to find the bomb!


(Lucy stops screaming and eventually manages to calm down.)

Lucy: (Still hyperventilating, but slowly coming back to calm) Well… A bomb? Well… that’s definitely not good news.

The Journalist: (Still searching the body.) Suffering supernovae! I’ve never seen so many pockets!

Lucy: (Trying to see what The Journalist is doing.) Why are you doing that?

The Journalist: I’m looking to see if he’s got anything that shows where the bomb is.

Lucy: Why should he have?

The Journalist: Stop asking questions!

Lucy: I just asked why?

The Journalist: Because he planted the bomb.

Lucy: Oh. Thank you. (She looks at the ceiling, completely confused with herself) Why am I being polite to someone who’s just about to kill me? Maybe even rape me first! Or maybe he isn’t. (She looks back at The Journalist.) Is that why you killed him?

The Journalist: I didn’t kill him!


(Lucy gasps in surprise.)

Lucy: Oh! (Pause. Lucy now tries to talk intelligently with the man,) Hey, you’re an alien, aren’t you?


(The Journalist can’t believe she just said that. He looks at her.)
The Journalist: No. You’re the alien. This is a Blerontinian starship.

Lucy: Ah, point taken.


(The Journalist finds what he’s looking for.)

The Journalist: Aha!


(He takes a paper from Scraliontis’s suit coat, reads it, then struggles to his feet and heads for the door. Lucy goes from being nervous to being indignant very quickly.)

Lucy: Hey! Hey! You can’t leave me here!

The Journalist: I can’t waste time, it might go off any second!

Lucy: (Screaming desperately) DON’T LEAVE ME TIED UP IN HERE WITH A DEAD BODY!!!

(The Journalist looks at her and sighs.)

The Journalist: Pangalin!


(He limps over and unstraps Lucy. She sits up and The Journalist groans with the pain of his wound. He finds it difficult to straighten up again.)

Lucy: (Concerned) Oh! You’re hurt!


(The Journalist stumbles back and falls to the floor, clutching his blood-stained side. Lucy gets off the bed and goes to him. She leans close to the injured man and he tries to push her away.)
The Journalist: Leave me alone!

Lucy: Let me look at it. (She pulls up his shirt and looks at the injury. She recoils slightly.) Oh, it’s nasty! What happened?

The Journalist: (Points at the body) That bastard, Scraliontis, stabbed me with a table lamp.

Lucy: (Stifling a giggle) How can you stab someone with a…?

The Journalist: (Interrupting, annoyed) It had a sharp end!


(Lucy pulls a piece of glass out from the Journalist’s side. The man gives a yell, but feels much better a moment later.)

The Journalist: Thanks, I didn’t see it.

(He pulls something out of his pocket and sticks it onto the wound. Lucy helps him adjust it so that it stays. The Journalist takes a few deep breaths.) 

The Journalist: Let’s get going.


(With Lucy’s help, The Journalist regains his feet, and they EXIT.) - END OF SCENE – 7.

Scene 8: The Engine Room (Stage Left)

The room is arranged exactly as before.

(Lucy and The Journalist ENTER.)

Lucy: So, what’s your name?

The Journalist: The Journalist.

Lucy: (surprised) That’s not a name, that’s a job description!

The Journalist: It’s an ancient law on our planet. News reporters aren’t allowed to have individual names.

Lucy: I can’t call you “The Journalist”

The Journalist: (Shrugs) Then just call me “The.” (Looks at the bomb) Now, let’s see here.

 The Journalist studies the bomb for a moment as Lucy puts on her translator glasses. To the woman’s horror, The Journalist presses the “arm” button. The bomb suddenly comes active, beginning to walk around the room and waving its arms.)
Bomb: (Like an announcer) You have just activated the 8D-96 Full Force MegaScuttler – A Bomb To Be Proud Of – created especially for you by the MegaScuttler company of the planet Dormillion. 

(At this point The Journalist starts literally beating himself up in anger… think Chris Farley here…)
Bomb: This will be a fairly big explosion, so please stand well back… about twenty-two thousand miles. Countdown to detonation commencing: 1,000… 999… 998… 997… (The bomb continues counting)

(Lucy can’t believe what she just saw.)
Lucy: Why the hell did you press the button that said “Press to Arm!?”


(The Journalist stops hitting himself and turns to Lucy)
The Journalist: (Exasperated) I didn’t know it was a Dormillion bomb!

Lucy: Well, what’s the difference!? A bomb’s a bomb!

The Journalist: I can’t explain right now.

Lucy: (Demanding) I need to know!

The Journalist: No you don’t!


(Lucy, beside herself, grabs the Journalist’s shoulders and start shaking him.)

Lucy: Look, you stupid jerk, you’ve just dome something really idiotic and I have a right to know why!!

(The Journalist calms down.)

The Journalist: All right! It’s just that the Dormillion for “Press to arm” is very similar to the Blerontinian for “Please press dog.” (Shrugs) It was just a simple mis-translation… I was wondering what the dog had to do with it…

Lucy: Great! So now we really are up shit creek without a bucket! (She starts panicking) What are we going to do!!?

The Journalist: We’re going to keep calm.

Lucy: (Sarcastically) Good thinking, “The!” You clearly have a mind the size of Arnold Schwarzenegger’s Humeral Ligament! We’re running out of oxygen, the temperature’s rapidly becoming suitable for an Arctic winter on Pluto, you’ve just activated an otherwise-harmless bomb, and now you have the nerve to tell me to stay calm!


(Lucy, replaying all of this in her head, starts hyperventilating… a scream is fast approaching.)
The Journalist: (Looks at her questioningly) Who’s Arnold Schwarzenegger?


(Lucy screams. The Journalist suddenly screams at Lucy. Lucy stops screaming out of surprise. She looks at The Journalist.)
The Journalist: I’m sorry. I just can’t think when you do that.

Lucy: (Feeling very stupid) I’m sorry too.


(Lucy looks away, ashamed. The Journalist smiles, walks over to her and gives her a light kiss on the cheek. She turns toward him, surprised but unable to move or speak. The Journalist checks the bomb’s counting against his watch.)
The Journalist: Now, the clock is counting once every innim. That gives us about sixteen edoes before it gets to zero.


(Lucy tries to whisper “How long’s an Innim?” But can’t seem to get to speak. She continues to stare at The Journalist as if hypnotized. The Journalist turns back toward Lucy.)
The Journalist: What we must do is find the lifeboats! Come on!


(Lucy and The Journalist, EXIT.)

· END OF SCENE 8
Scene 9: The Embarkation Lobby (Stage Right)

Note: The Engine Room should stay lit at this point


(Dan, now quite visibly struggling with his breathing (panting and gasping), is on his knees in front of the desk He’s speaking to the Deskbot, but his words are sounding as though he’s delirious. The Deskbot pretends to be studying the ceiling and is tapping her fingers on the desk.)
Dan: If you want me to go the press and blow this whole thing up, I’m quite happy to do so…


(Dan stops to try to catch his breath as Lucy and The Journalist ENTER. Dan sees The Journalist and, becomes indignant, despite being short of breath. They collapse on the floor next to Dan, panting)

Dan: Who’s this?

The Journalist: (Gasping) Bomb!

Dan: You’re a bomb?

Lucy: No! The, this is Dan. Dan, this is The.

The Journalist: There’s a bomb on board. It’s about to go off! We’ve got to get to the lifeboats!

Lucy: They’re in First Class, naturally!

Dan: (Angrily struggling to his feet and grabbing hold of the desk.) Now, that is outrageous! If I tell the Travel Association that, they’ll blacklist your whole fleet forever! Do you hear me!? I’ll close this whole damn company down!


(Abandoning all pretense to courtesy, The Journalist staggers to his feet, reaches over the desk and grabs the Deskbot. He starts shaking her.)
The Journalist: Listen, you Dumbbot! (Starts strangling the robot) This is a matter of life and death! There’s a bomb about to go off in… (Checks his watch) in ten edoes! Pangalin!

Dan: How long’s that?


(The sound of crackling electricity emanates from the Deskbot. All the lights go out in both sets.)
Everyone: HEY!!
IN THE ENGINE ROOM:


(There is a very loud thud as Nettie falls out of the pitch blackness at the far end of the chamber.)


(The lights come back on in both sets.)

(Nettie struggles to her feet, but looking as though she’d been spinning around for years, staggers around the room, looks at the bomb (which is now walking around the room), and then EXITS, still stumbling. After circling the room once more, The Bomb EXITS.)
The Engine Room is now darkened (for a scene change)

IN THE EMBARKATION LOBBY:

(The Journalist is still strangling the Deskbot.)
Deskbot: (Choking) I’m sorry. There’s nothing I can do unless you have a Galactic Gold Credit Card.

The Journalist: Pangalin!

Deskbot: Please mind your language.

Lucy: Don’t you have a credit card, The?

The Journalist: Not a Galactic Gold!

Dan: (Indignant) Who is this?

The Journalist: You’ve got to earn over seven pnedes a week to get one of those beauties!

Lucy: (Choking) It’s getting really hard to breathe!


(Dan tries to go to her, but finds his hand is frozen to the desk)

Dan: (Choking) My hand! It’s frozen! You call that Supergalactic Class comfort!?

Deskbot: (Choking) Take your hands off me! You’ll short me again!

The Journalist: (Choking) Get us into First Class NOW or I’ll smash your lampshade!


(Nettie, crawling on the floor, ENTERS, staggers to her feet and, still feeling extremely dizzy for many reasons, staggers toward the desk, stumbling a good deal. Nobody notices her.)

Deskbot: Help! Security!

The Journalist: May you rot in Pangalin!


(Nettie arrives at the desk, drops her PET onto the desk.)
Nettie: (Deliriously) Upgrade… all of us!


(Nettie collapses on the floor unconscious. The Journalist stops strangling the Deskbot, who picks up Nettie’s PET. Her expression brightens immediately as she examines it.)
Deskbot: Six Hundred Million light years of Space Miles!!! Absolutely, madam! Allow me to welcome you to the First Class facilities of the Starship Titanic! You will find them without equal anywhere in the Galaxy! Please go through and have a pleasant trip!


(From behind the desk, The Deskbot produces four PETs made in a fine wood finish and places them on the desk. There is a loud hiss of air returning to the ship and the lights brighten slightly.)

The lights on stage left come up, revealing the Lifeboat Bay


(Dan pulls his hand off the desk, goes to Nettie, and tries to wake her up. Nettie remains unconscious.)
Dan: Nettie! Nettie! What happened to you!?


(The Journalist looks at his watch and panics.)
The Journalist: Less than eight edoes to go!


(The Journalist EXITS, sprinting into the First Class section. Lucy follows.)
Lucy: C’mon, Dan!


(Lucy EXITS)

Dan: (Calling after Lucy) What about Nettie!? We can’t just leave her here!


(Dan cradles Nettie in his arms)
Dan: (Quietly, to Nettie) I can’t leave you, Nettie.

IN THE LIFEBOAT BAY.


The Lifeboat Bay is brightly-lit and contains a tall cradle-like stand (large enough for two people to lay down behind). Clearly, something belongs in the cradle, but it’s not there. In the background is the starlit vista of deep space.

(The Journalist arrives, sees the empty cradle, and becomes very forlorn.)
The Journalist: (Shouting sarcastically at the ceiling) Well, what’s the point of providing lifeboats if there aren’t going to be any passengers? Right, Scraliontis!?


(He staggers behind the cradle and falls to his knees, resigned to die.)

(Lucy ENTERS and sees the empty cradle. She starts hyperventilating again… partly because of fear, but also because she’s just fallen in lust with the Journalist.)

The Journalist: The bastards! (Forlornly) We’re done for! We’ll be blown to little bits of drifting cosmos in exactly six edoes, forty-five innims!


(Lucy has just made the most life-altering decision of her life)

Lucy: Oh God! I LOVE YOU!!

(She throws herself at The Journalist and starts kissing him desperately.)
The Journalist: Ouch! Mind my wound!

Lucy: I’m sorry, I’m sorry! But we’ve only got six edoes left, whatever they are! I’ve never felt like this for anyone… The moment I set eyes on you… Oh, God! No one’s ever going to know! Nothing matters anymore! But hurry, do something!


(The Journalist starts kissing Lucy back. He pulls her down behind the lifeboat cradle.)

IN THE EMBARKATION LOBBY…

(Dan is still cradling Nettie. Her eyelids flutter open.)
Nettie: (In a croaking voice) Oh, my God! There’s only five minutes before the bomb goes off!

Dan: Five minutes? This is usually where, in a cheap novel, the couple confronted with imminent oblivion suddenly makes passionate love!


(Nettie is becoming weak again. She can barely move.)

Nettie: It’s coming up here! You’ve got to talk to it!

Dan: What?

Nettie: I can’t explain! Just believe me! It’s coming up here! Speak to the bomb!

IN THE LIFEBOAT BAY…


(Lucy and The Journalist quickly hang their clothes over the edge of the launch cradle. The Journalist (hidden from view) has mounted Lucy and they proceed to have sex (though not visibly)
The Journalist: We’ve only got three edoes left! This is incredible! We don’t do it like this on Blerontin!

Lucy: Why not!?

The Journalist: It’s illegal! We’re only allowed Snork Style… Y’know, upside down and from above.

Lucy: Oh shut up! I had to tell you! I had to! I love you! I’ve always loved you! That’s what’s been missing! Ah! Ah!

The Journalist: Quick!

Lucy: Yes! Yes!

At this point, both scenes are happening at once…

(The Bomb ENTERS from Second Class, counting down (starting at about 60) and walking slowly around the coffee table. Dan lets go of the unconscious Nettie, stands up and follows the Bomb.)
Bomb: (Counting…)
Lucy: Life is so short!

Bomb: (Still counting…)

Dan: (Not quite sure how to address a bomb) Er… Hello?

Bomb:  The bomb counts two more numbers, then adds in a friendly “Hello!” and continues counting.


(Lucy and The Journalist are approaching the point of climax.)
Lucy: How much time!?

The Journalist: Thirty innims!

Lucy: Is that all!?

Dan: (Addressing the Bomb) Uh, any chance of you not exploding?

Bomb: Same as before, but it says a friendly “No!” and continues counting. (It should be at about 10 by now.)
The Journalist: Yes! Yes!

Lucy: (Orgasmic) I love yooooou!

The Journalist: Oooooohhhh!

Dan: Uh, look. Are you really sure you want to do this, isn’t it a bit… self-destructive?


(The bomb stops in its tracks, turns, and faces Dan.)
Bomb: (Irritated) Look, I’m just a simple counting and exploding device and I’m not equipped for philosophical discourse. Please do not speak to me when I’m counting. Damn, now you’ve made me lose my place, you see? (Takes a deep breath) Recommencing countdown! 1,000, 999, 998…


(The Bomb EXITS toward First Class, continuing to count down.)

(The Journalist, with a wide grin on his face, peeks his head out from behind the lifeboat cradle and looks around. Lucy soon joins him and looks around in bewilderment.)
Lucy: What happened?

The Journalist: I don’t know… I don’t know.


(Lucy looks at The Journalist who looks back at her. Lucy looks away, embarrassed that she didn’t get blown up. She quickly grabs her clothes and hurriedly puts them back on. The Journalist slowly puts his back on, all while eyeing Lucy curiously.)
The Journalist: You do things very differently on your world!

Lucy: (Defensively) Oh?

The Journalist: Yes. On Blerontin, we have all these absurd rituals we have to go through before having sex. There’s a thing called “dating” where a young couple goes out for evenings together without necessarily “going the whole way” as we say. Then there’s this thing called “the engagement” where rings are exchanged. Finally, there’s an elaborate ceremony called a “wedding” with a cake and “bridesmaids” and the “best man’s speech” – not to mention the “honeymoon!” You wouldn’t believe the rigmarole we have to go through in order to make love to each other. I like your Earth way of doing things much better!


(Lucy is now even more embarrassed and can’t even look at The Journalist.)

Lucy: Uh, the bomb might still go off any second!

The Journalist: The bomb? Oh, Pangalin! I’d forgotten!


(Lucy looks off stage and sees the Bomb approaching.)
Lucy: Oh my God!


(The Bomb ENTERS and starts walking around the room, its countdown starting at 864.)

The Bomb: …864…863…

Lucy: (wondering) Why’s it only got down to 863?

The Journalist: (Looking only at Lucy and falling in love) You’re beautiful!


(The Journalist grabs Lucy from behind and starts nuzzling her neck.)

The Journalist: Ohh! Lucy! I can’t stop thinking about you!


(Lucy tries disengages herself from the alien)
Lucy: Please, The! We haven’t got time for that now…

The Journalist: You started it. Once we’re roused, us Blerontinian males tend to be very single-minded.

Lucy: I’ve met your type before.

IN THE EMBARKATION LOBBY…

(Dan is pacing around the room.)
Dan: Well, I’d better go and see if Lucy’s still around.


(Dan EXITS to First Class.)
IN THE LIFEBOAT BAY…

(The Journalist is still fondling Lucy and kissing her neck. Lucy is trying to push herself away, though only half-heartedly.)
The Journalist: Oh, just put your hands on my thing again!

Lucy: Stop it!

Bomb: (Stops in its tracks and turns to face them.) What? Oh damn! I thought you were talking to me! Recommencing countdown! 1,000, 999, 998… (etc.)
Lucy: It lost count!

The Journalist: (Ignoring the bomb completely and taking Lucy’s hand and pulling it to his crotch.) You have the most wonderful skin! Please put your hand here… Let’s do it again!


(Dan ENTERS and sees Lucy and The Journalist entangled together.)
Lucy: Dan! (She pushes herself out of The Journalist’s embrace.) Thank God you didn’t get blown up!

Dan: Am I interrupting something?

Bomb: (Irritated) Yes! Now I have to start all over again! 1,000, 999, 998… (etc.)
Lucy: We’ve just figured out how to confuse the bomb!

Dan: Talk to it, yeah! Nettie found that out.


(Lucy scoffs)

Lucy: (Sarcastically) Oh, of course she would have!

The Journalist: Earth sexuality seems to be very different from Blerontinian.

Dan: (Barely holding his temper and sizing the other man up, fist clenched.) Is it really?


(The Journalist walks back over to Lucy and puts his arms around her waist while talking to Dan.)

The Journalist: Yes. On Blerontin, males get what we call “jealous.” If one male finds another male fondling his girlfriend he can even become extremely violent.


(Lucy disengages herself from the alien and runs over to Dan.)
Lucy: We’ve got to get off this ship. I suggest The here stays and talks to the bomb while you and I find the Captain.

The Journalist: (Pleading) But you don’t understand…

Dan: (Interrupting) I understand only too well. We’ve got to make the Captain take us back to Earth now.

(Dan turns and EXITS)
Lucy: (Smiles briefly at The Journalist) Look, it was great making love with you. But we have to get back to the real world. Our real world!


(Lucy turns and EXITS)
The Journalist: (Calling after them) But you don’t understand! There isn’t any Captain on board! You’re going to need me!


(The Bomb regards the Journalist)
Bomb: Pardon?

The Journalist: I wasn’t talking to you!

Bomb: Oh damn! Recommencing countdown. 1,000, 999, 998…


(The Journalist EXITS as the bomb keeps wandering around the room and counting down.)
CURTAIN – END OF SCENE 9

- END OF ACT II

ACT III

There is no split stage in this act.

Scene 10: Captain’s Bridge

The Room has a long window, facing backstage, that looks out into deep space. Underneath the window is a series of consoles that look like video games… Except for the console directly in the center. On it is a radar screen and a set of flight controls. Some chairs are scattered around and there’s a bar on the right side, facing outward at an angle.

(Dan and Lucy ENTER and look around, expecting to see people. The bridge, unfortunately is vacant.)
Dan: (Exasperated) Jesus! What do we do now?


(Lucy walks over to the consoles and studies them through her translator glasses.)
Lucy: (Reading) Tetris, Pac-Snork, G-Bert, Starship Titanic, Pole Position, Centipede? (Turns indignant) They’re all video games! There aren’t any controls at all!


(Dan decides it’s time to talk about something else. He turns to Lucy.)
Dan: So?

Lucy: (Shrugs) So… I suppose we’d better find out how to fly this baby and point her Earthwards.

Dan: (Interrogating) So, what was going on between you and that… that thing!?
Lucy: (Defensive) He’s not a “thing” he’s a perfectly ordinary alien and there was nothing “going on.”

Dan: He was kissing your neck.

Lucy: No, he wasn’t! What matters is us, you and me!

Dan: You and me and whatever life form you can get off with!

Lucy: Jesus, Dan! You are so unpleasant.

Dan: I’m merely stating the facts.

Lucy: Well, if you really want to know the facts, I never made love to Jurgen Zenzendorf.


(Dan’s taken aback and incensed by the deliberate subject change.)
Dan: I wasn’t talking about Jurgen Zenzendorf! I never even suspected you of going to bed with Jurgen Zenzendorf! I mean Jurgen Zenzendorf was an asshole!


(Lucy becomes angry at the insult.)
Lucy: He was not! That’s so typical of you to denigrate my friends because you’re so unbelievably, maniacally jealous!


(Dan backs down.)

Dan: Okay! Okay! I accept what you said about Jurgen! He was a nice guy. I liked him. I liked his moth collection. I liked his mother. Jurgen was great.
Lucy: Or Jimmy Clarke.


(Dan has forgotten what he started talking about and now has decided to get fully into this debate.)

Dan: Ah! Now I know you’re lying.

Lucy: (Shocked) How can you say that!?

Dan: Jimmy Clarke told me himself you’d been to bed together.

Lucy: (Angry) He’s a lying bastard!

Dan: (Exasperated) Anyway, that was before I knew you! I don’t want to talk about any of this!

Lucy: Then why’d you start it!?


(They calm back down. Lucy embraces Dan.)
Lucy: Oh, Dan! Why are you so far away?

Dan: I’m here, Lucy.

Lucy: But I never seem to get through to you. I love you.

Dan: And I love you.


(They kiss. A moment later they part, Dan still seems distant and Lucy is almost imploring.)
Lucy: Oh, Dan! Let’s get married.

Dan: Oh, sure. We’re on an alien spaceship – God knows how many light years from Earth and you want to organize a wedding.

Lucy: You know what I mean.

Dan: It’s no good rushing into these things.

Lucy: Dan, we’ve been together for thirteen years! We can’t ever rush anything now!

Dan: Let’s get the hotel up and running and then we can talk about it.

Lucy: You do like the rectory?

Dan: Of course I do. I’m crazy about it.

Lucy: Except that it doesn’t exist anymore.

Dan: We’ll get it rebuilt – Nigel got a great deal selling off Top Ten Travel. We’re rich! We’ll rebuild it – better than it was – and make it the best little hotel in the goddamned world.

Lucy: If we ever get back.

Dan: (Nods) If we ever get back.


(They release each other and look around more. Dan steps up to the radar display and looks into it. The console starts beeping, registering a contact on the radar.)
Dan: Lucy.

Lucy: (Immediately becomes defensive) Oh! Don’t start again! He wasn’t doing anything!

Dan: I wasn’t talking about that.

Lucy: Good!


(Lucy starts looking out the big window.)

Dan: You know this game here that seems to be based on the ship itself?

Lucy: Uh-huh?

Dan: Well, it’s sort of changing.

Lucy: I know this is stupid, but do you suppose that computer game isn’t a computer game?


(Dan looks out the window.)

Dan: You mean, it might be an actual display showing those things that are coming towards us: Those clumsy-looking little space ships? (Checks them against the radar) They seem to be matching up with what this screen is showing.

Lucy: (In terror) Oh my God! We’re being attacked!


(The Journalist ENTERS at a run.)

The Journalist: The ship’s on automatic! But the central intelligence core is missing some of its parts. We can’t control the ship unless we can locate all the missing bits of the system and get them back into place!

Lucy: (Pointing at the radar screen) Too late!


(The Journalist looks at the screen, then out the window, then back at the screen.)
The Journalist: Holy Pangalin!


(A sound like a loudspeaker coming on is heard. A commanding voice rings around the bridge.)
Bolfass: (On P.A.) You are surrounded. Give up at once or we open fire!


(Dan grabs The Journalist and pushes him up against the control panel)
Dan: Quick! How do we give up at once?

The Journalist: I don’t have the slightest idea.

Bolfass: (On P.A.) If you refuse to give up, we shall open fire in thirty innims.

Lucy: (Shouting at the ceiling) WE GIVE UP!

Dan: (Screaming at The Journalist) DO SOMETHNG!

The Journalist: I told you! The ship’s missing essential bits! I don’t know what to do!


(The Journalist starts flipping controls, but nothing changes.)
Bolfass: (On P.A.) Since you refuse to cooperate, you give us no choice but to open fire.


(Lucy rushes toward the window and starts waving her arms as though she’s trying to get the fleet’s attention.)

Lucy: WE’LL COOPERATE! JUST GIVE US A CHANCE!


(Lights and explosions flash outside the window. An almighty din breaks out and the three bridge occupants hit the deck and cover their heads. A moment later, the attack stops. Silence returns to the bridge.)
Bolfass: (On P.A., trying to sound reasonable and yet intimidating) Look, we don’t want to damage the starship, but if you refuse to cooperate, you leave us with no choice! Do you surrender?

Dan, Lucy, and The Journalist: Yes! Yes! We surrender!!

Bolfass: (On P.A.) Very well! You leave us with no choice! We shall hold you responsible for any damage done to the Starship!


(Another attack slams into the great starship. Explosions and lights flicker outside and the noise is deafening. The attack ends a few moments later. Suddenly, the sound of a thousand hammers and other assorted pieces of building equipment is heard. The Journalist, finding this odd, gets up and looks out the window. His expression is grim, but he manages a smirk.)

The Journalist: Yassaccans!

Dan: You said it! Yassaccans, all right! Whatever that means…


(The Journalist looks at Dan oddly for a moment, then shakes his head.)
The Journalist: No, no. Come here and look.


(Dan and Lucy slowly get up and look out the window. They are quite surprised by what they see.)

Dan: What the blazes? What are they doing?

The Journalist: They’re repairing the damage. Yassaccans are like that: they hate damaging hardware.

Lucy: (Adjusting her bra) What about software?


(The sound of construction stops.)

The Journalist: We’ll need guns.


(The Journalist heads toward the door, but then slowly backs away from the door with his hands raised. Following him into the room is a squad of seven Yassaccan Space Marines: Short, stout men dressed in rugged uniforms that look like a combination between military combat fatigues and workmen’s overalls. All of them are sporting Corporal’s stripes on their arms. With them is Rodden: an officer wearing something akin to a Navy officer’s jacket (gold stripes, a few award ribbons, etc.) The Marines all train their weapons on Dan, Lucy, and The Journalist.

One corporal, Gulholiwol, steps out of place and starts admiring the room’s décor.)

Gulholiwol: Well, Mr. Rodden? You’ve got to admit that finish we put onto the ceiling was quite nice.

Rodden: Yes, Corporal Gulholliwol. You’re quite right. (He starts looking around and feeling nostalgic.) Never was there another such construction in the history of our people.

(A few moments later, Captain Bolfass, an older man wearing a more ornate version of Rodden’s outfit (more gold stripes on his cuffs, a chest loaded with ribbons, etc.) and also wearing a pair of leather gloves, ENTERS. He looks around sees the main window lacking curtains and becomes very angry.)
Bolfass: What happened to the curtains!? Someone’s taken them down!


(A pair of Yassaccans EXIT, then ENTER carrying a set of silk curtains which they begin to install on either end of the long window.)

(A terrible surge of pure rage runs through the Captain. He takes out his pistol, aims it at Lucy, Dan, and The Journalist, and pulls the trigger. It flashes brightly, makes a violent and loud blasting sound (like a futuristic shotgun). Dan hits the deck. Lucy screams, clutches at The Journalist, and falls into a faint. The Journalist stands there, his eyes fixed levelly on Bolfass. Bolfass, now suddenly feeling calm and satisfied, blows imaginary smoke from the end of his gun and re-holsters it.)
The Journalist: (Looks at Dan.) You can get up. It’s just a Simulated Destruction gun.

Dan: What?


(Dan stands up. Lucy wakes up and sits up as Bolfass approaches them.)
Lucy: (Surprised and relieved) Oh! Thank God we’re still alive!

Bolfass: (Ignoring Lucy , addressing the group) You are under arrest! Where are the others?

The Journalist: There aren’t any others.

Bolfass: Come on! I wasn’t born in a Blerontinian State Nursery! Who’s running this ship?


(Bolfass reaches for his pistol once more, his fury about to boil over again.)

(Before he can take his weapon out again and use it, Nettie ENTERS, now in full command of her faculties. Every Yassaccan stops whatever they were doing and stares in wonder as the lovely blonde strides confidently across the room. Bolfass has just fallen very much in love… Lucy, seeing how the Yassaccans have responded, scoffs in irritation.)
Dan: Nettie!

Bolfass: (As though in a dream) Who do you say?

Nettie: (Brightly) Hi, everybody! Supposing we all introduce ourselves. I’m Nettie.

Bolfass: (Springing to attention as though he was on the parade ground.) Captain Bolfass at your service! And these are my Corporals (starts pointing to individual Marines) Onecrocodil, Cossimiwip, Disney-newt, Roofcleetop, Buckumpster, Inchbewigglet, Buke-Hammadorf, and Golholiwol.

Gulholiwol: (Smiling, quite taken with Nettie as well) Hi, Nettie!

Bolfass: (Pointing at Rodden) And this is Rodden, my navigational engineer.


(Rodden nods and smirks, thinking Nettie to be just another dumb blonde, but says nothing. The Journalist steps forward with a note of urgency.)
The Journalist: Look, I hate to interrupt, but there’s a bomb on board this ship which is about to go off in…


(The Journalist takes out his cell phone and makes a call. At that moment, the Bomb is making his way out into the audience asile and counting down.)

Bomb: Twenty… Nineteen… Eighteen… (Etc.)

The Journalist: Toothless Rabbits! It’s nearly there!


(Bolfass walks over and snatches the phone from The Journalist.)
Bolfass: Silence, Blerontinian purveyor of shoddy goods!

Lucy: (Very defensively, still upset with everyone’s reaction to Nettie) He’s not a purveyor of shoddy goods!

The Journalist: Give me that!! (Tries to grab the phone but two Marines grab him and restrain him. Bolfass hands the phone to Golholiwol, who turns it off. The Bomb stops counting.)

Bolfass: (Gestures at the Dan and The Journalist and then points to an out of the way corner.) Lock them up over there.

Lucy: No, the bomb!

Bolfass: (Pointing at Lucy) Take her to the cells.

(The Journalist and Dan are handcuffed together and hustled off to one corner. A Marine stands guard over them. Lucy is forcefully escorted out of the room.)

(Nettie approaches Bolfass.)
Nettie: (In a cool voice) Captain Bolfass, there is no time to explain. Please give me the phone.

Bolfass: (Genially) I’m afraid I cannot allow you to use it, Nettie, for security reasons.

Nettie: Such as?

Bolfass: You might call for reinforcements.

Nettie: Captain Bolfass, you have my word that there is on one else on this ship, as far as I know. You also have my word that there is a bomb about to blow us all to cosmic dust, unless you give me that phone.


(Bolfass hesitates for less than a second, then nods to Golholiwol. Gulholiwol immediately hands the phone to Nettie. Nettie switches on the phone.)
Bomb: Two…

Nettie: (Sweetly) Oh bomb? This is Nettie, remember me?

Bomb: Uh… o-one?

Nettie: How many fours make eight?

Bomb: Er… er… zee…

Nettie: (Cutting the bomb off…) No! How many fours make eight?
Bomb: (Very confused) Er… er… two?

Nettie: And how many twos in six?

Bomb: (More confidently) Three.

Nettie: And how many times does three go into twelve?

Bomb: (Proudly )Four! (hesitates a moment, then continues) Five… six… seven… (Etc.)

The bomb EXITS the auditorium as it continues counting up. Nettie pockets the cell phone.)

Nettie: (Relieved) Phew! That’ll buy a bit of time!

Bolfass: (Interrogating) Why have you put this bomb onto our ship?

Nettie: (Surprised) Your ship?

Bolfass: (Defensively) Why do you sound so surprised? Do you think we’re not smart enough to have built such a wonderful thing?

Nettie: Oh no! I didn’t mean anything like that! It’s just that you attacked the ship. It didn’t seem like you owned it.

Bolfass: (Still defensive) Of course we own it, legally and morally! This ship is our rightful recompense for all the misery and hardship that we have suffered at the hands of the Blerontinians!

Nettie: (Confused) Look, I don’t want to appear stupid…

Bolfass: (Reassuring) Oh, you could never look that, Nettie.

Nettie: (Charmed, in spite of things) Thank you. But I don’t know the background history to all this.

Bolfass: (Giving her a deep bow) And I would be delighted to tell you the whole story, dear lady. (He straightens up) But first it is my unpleasant task to ask you once again: Why have you placed a bomb on this ship?

Nettie: We haven’t! (Nettie gives a delightful chuckle and Bolfass reaches for his heart.) We’re on this ship by accident. You see…


(Nettie starts gesturing as though she is explaining things to Bolfass. Gulholiwol sees something off stage and EXITS. Meanwhile, the action moves to the three prisoners.)
The Journalist: (Shaking his head in admiration) Lucy is such a good lay! You’re a lucky man.

Dan: (Anger mounting inside) Look, I hate to disabuse you, but on Earth our attitude to these sorts of things is not the same as you Blerontinians…

The Journalist: (In complete agreement) You’re telling me! When Lucy first suggested we have sex I could hardly believe my ears!

Dan: (Taken aback) She did what!?

The Journalist: (Shrugs) Well, we thought the bomb was going to explode any second and she just kind of…

Dan: (Wanting to make sure he understood) She suggested you make love?

The Journalist: (Nods) That’s when I first realized how different sexual attitudes must be on your planet.


(Dan simply can’t believe what he’s just heard. Meanwhile, Nettie has finished her explanation. All the other Yassaccans have been watching her as though in a trance.)

Nettie: (Shrugs) And, that’s it, really.

Bolfass:  (Shakes himself, then smiles) I understand perfectly, dear lady. Now, without wishing to sound disrespectful, yours is not a planet with which I am familiar… though, of course, it most be the most delightful world, to be the home of someone as lovely and charming as yourself. (Gives Nettie another bow)
Nettie: (Lowering her eyes) I’m sure you are more than capable of guiding us home.

Bolfass: Ah, my dear lady! It is not I who will guide us, but the ship itself. The exact location of the planet Earth will have been recorded in the Starship’s central intelligence core. Although none of us have any idea where it is, all I have to do is tell the computer and it will relocate your world and take us there.


(Bolfass presses a button and nothing happens.)
Bolfass: (Upset) Barthfarthinghasts! Something’s wrong! I’m getting no response!


(Gulholiwol ENTERS at a run.)
Gulholiwol: Captain Bolfass, the central intelligence core! Someone’s removed the vital functions!

Bolfass: (Becomes angry again) This is the work of the Blerontinian vandal.


(Bolfass approaches Dan and The Journalist.)

Bolfass: (Interrogating The Journalist) What have you done to the Titanic’s brain?

The Journalist: (Defiantly) I can only give you my name, rank, and number.

Bolfass: This isn’t the Great Escape! Tell me what you know, or I shall let Inchbewigglet do his worst!

The Journalist: (Looking away) My lips are sealed!

Bolfass: (Removing one of his gloves.) Very well, you leave me no choice! (Smacks the Journalist with his leather glove.)
The Journalist: (Cringing) All right! I’ll tell you anything you want! Anything!

Bolfass: (Surprised and suspicious) Don’t you want to be tortured a little more?

The Journalist: No, I’d rather tell you now.

Bolfass: (Returning to Interrogation Mode) Very well! We know you sabotaged the Titanic’s brain to prevent us from returning to Yassacca. Tell us what you’ve done with the parts!

The Journalist: (To himself, feeling genuinely surprised) Scraliontis didn’t tell me about that part of the plot!

Bolfass: What plot? (Musing to himself) It’s a shame we aren’t fighting this war on the same side… Of course, we’re not really fighting a war. (Recovers himself) Explain yourself!

The Journalist: Scraliontis and Brobostigon. They’d decided a long time ago that the whole project would never make any money. So, in order to keep from going bankrupt, they planned to leave the ship only half-built. They must’ve cut construction costs to the bone, restricting building to maintain a certain level of appearance. Then, on the launch day, they were going to scuttle her and then claim the insurance.


(At first, Bolfass is truly horrified. Then, he becomes more and more vengeful as The Journalist relates the plot. His hand reaches for his gun. Nettie, not wanting to see any more gunplay, puts her hand gently on Bolfass’s.)
Nettie: (Soothingly) It’s not his fault.


(Bolfass returns to rational thought and drops his hand away from his pistol.)
The Journalist: Anyway, they were on the ship right before the launch. The wouldn’t have wanted to attract attention by going in and out of it, so I imagine whatever they took out of the computer they’ll have hidden somewhere on board.

Rodden: Sounds feasible. (He turns to the control console and begins making adjustments.)

Bolfass: (Announcing to his crew.) Very well! We will search this ship from prow to keel. Those parts must be found or we’ll never get Nettie back to her home planet. Indeed, we will find it hard enough to limp back to Yassacca as it is.

Rodden: (Turns back to the Captain) I think we can make it, Captain. We are in the Starius Zone E-D of the Praxima-Betril Section of the Inner Galaxy. I can get us home by dead reckoning and I have control now of enough functions to be able to steer. Still, it will be a long trip.

CURTAIN – End of Scene 10

Scene 11: Ship’s Corridors

This can be done in front of the curtain.


Various Yassaccans are shuffling to and fro, looking around for the parts of the starship’s brain.


A few moments later, Rodden ENTERS, looking like a man in charge. A Yassaccan, carrying a bright, hand-sized piece of computer equipment ENTERS and races across the stage to Rodden.
Yassaccan: (Excited) Mister Rodden! I found a part, sir! (Hands the part to Rodden.)
Rodden: Well done, Corporal. Carry on!

Yassaccan: (Gives a salute which Rodden returns) Aye, aye, sir! (Yassaccan EXITS.)


(The above actions repeat five more times (variations are encouraged). Eventually Rodden has his hands full and is trying to keep the parts from falling on the ground.)
Rodden: (To himself, trying to balance the parts) Oh dear…(Calling out) Corporal Gulholiwol!


(Gulholiwol ENTERS, approaches Rodden and salutes him.)
Gulholiwol: Reporting as ordered, sir. (Rodden nods and hands the corporal all the parts. Gulholiwol is having trouble balancing them properly.)

Rodden: Take these parts to Corporal Inchbewigglet so he can re-install them.

Gulholiwol: Right away, sir! (Tries to salute, but Rodden stops him.)
Rodden: (Smiling) We’ll take the salute as read this time, Corporal.

Gulholiwol: (Nods) Yes, sir.


(As Gulholiwol EXITS, Captain Bolfass ENTERS. Rodden gives the captain a sharp salute. Bolfass gives a nod.)
Bolfass: What’s the situation?

Rodden: Sir, our men have located six of the seven missing parts. Corporal Inchbewigglet should be installing them right now.

Bolfass: (Gives a nod) Very good. Go down to the cells and release the Earth woman. I’ve decided that they’re not under arrest after all.

Rodden: (Shocked) Even that Blerontinian Journalist!?

Bolfass: Yes, lieutenant, even the Journalist. See that my orders are carried out.

Rodden: (Cowed) Aye, aye, sir. (Gives a salute, then EXITS)

(Nettie ENTERS. Bolfass smiles warmly.)
Bolfass: Ah, dear lady. I trust you are having a comfortable journey.

Nettie: Oh yes, quite!

Bolfass: Well, I believe we should be on approach to Yassacca. I would be honored if you would accompany me to the Captain’s Bridge so I might introduce you to the wonders of my world.

Nettie: (Charmed) I would love to, Captain. (She takes his arm. Bolfass is in a dreamlike state as they EXIT.)
Scene 12: The Captain’s Bridge

The room is unchanged, but the top half of a large blue and green planet can now be seen through the main window.

(Rodden is working the control panel. Bolfass and Nettie are standing off to one side and looking out of the window. Nettie still has Bolfass’s arm and is standing very close to him. The good captain is still in his dreamlike state as he points out the features of his world to his guest. Nettie is looking on in wonder.)

(Dan and The Journalist are also looking out the window, but standing well apart from each other.)

(Lucy ENTERS, escorted by Corporal Gulholiwol. She looks out the window and is amazed by the sight of a new world. Dan and The Journalist walk over to Lucy.)

Dan: (Urgently) Lucy! Can we go and talk somewhere private?

Bolfass: (Pointing out an ocean to Nettie)… There, dear lady, is the Ocean of Summer Plastering.

Lucy: Not now! Look! Isn’t that the most amazing sight you’ve ever seen?

Bolfass: (Points out something else) That is the land known as Fine Pottery.

The Journalist: (Dreamily, to Lucy) It reminds me of your breasts.


(Dan turns toward the Journalist with a murderous look on his face. Instead, of performing a murder, though, he grabs Lucy’s arm and takes her off to an isolated corner of the bridge.)
Bolfass: Oh, and over there, dear lady, if you were to turn your eyes, you’ll see my own country: Carpenters’ Islands.

Dan: (To Lucy, furious but whining) You threw yourself at him! He said you did!

Bolfass: (Feeling pride in his homeland) It is a fine place, peopled by noble craftsmen and technicians of the highest caliber.

Lucy: (Trying to be reasonable) Dan, it was just a weak moment…

Bolfass: (His voice begins to crack) Or… at least… it was before…

Dan: (Really furious and really whiny) Why have you never had any weak moments with me!? In thirteen years I’ve always been the one who’d have to start…

Lucy: (Defensively) Just what the hell are you talking about, Dan? We have a great sex life, don’t we?

Nettie: (Concerned for Bolfass) Before what, Captain Bolfass?

Dan: (Fumbling) Well… yes, Lucy… It’s just…

Bolfass: (Saddened) Ah, Nettie, I don’t want to burden you with the problems of our world.

Nettie: (Like a loving mother, begins gently stroking Bolfass’ hand.) I should like to know. (Bolfass is about to faint out of sheer pleasure.) 

Lucy: (Furious at Dan) You are so Goddamn jealous! You think I’m screwing every man who finds me attractive!

Dan: (Feeling himself losing this battle) I never said that!


(Before anyone else can act further, an alert siren sounds throughout the ship. Everyone stops what they are doing and run toward Bolfass and Rodden. The radar is giving a loud and regular ping.)
Bolfass: (Urgently) Rodden! What’s that.

Rodden: (Working the controls) Working on it… Blerontinian registry plates, but not regular military.

Gulholiwol: Mercenaries! They mean trouble!

Bolfass: Quick, every man to arms! Turn off simulated destruction feature! We shall shoot real ammunition!


(The Yassaccan Marines unholster their weapons, flip a switch on them and hurriedly EXIT as the loudspeaker comes to life.)

Voice: (On P.A.) This is the official space fleet of the Magna-Corps Insurance Agency of Blerontin. We are acting under license and according to Blerontinian Law on behalf of the law adjusters appointed to liquidate the remaining assets of the Star-Struct Construction Company, Starship Titanic Holdings, Ltd. And Starlight Travel, Inc., as per the insurance para-six, subsection three. On behalf of the above-named insurance company, we hereby repossess this starship as lawful property of the said insurance company. Please leave quietly and in an orderly fashion. 

Bolfass: (Furious) Snork Piddlers! Put me on with him, Rodden!

Rodden: (Hits a button) You’re on, Captain.

Bolfass: (Picks up a microphone. His voice sounds on the P.A.) We built this ship! We lavished our care and craftsmanship on it without stint and without grudge! We bought the finest materials and ran into debt trying to meet the wonderfully high specifications ordered by Mr. Leovinus! We were never paid a penny! Then, when the construction was taken from us, we, and our families were faced with poverty and hunger! This ship is ours by every moral right in the Galaxy! What’s more, we claim it by right of salvage! We found it and we have brought it back to its rightful place! Go suck yourselves!

Rodden: (Watching the radar) Looks like they’re still moving in, Captain. Yep, boarding craft are about to lock on.


(A series of loud clangs are heard.)

Bolfass: They’re not going to take this ship without a fight! (Gestures to the others) We should get some weapons!

(Bolfass, Rodden, Dan, and Nettie EXIT. The Journalist runs up behind Lucy, takes her hand and leads her away from everyone before she can leave. As soon as they are standing behind the bar and everyone is gone, The Journalist starts kissing Lucy and trying to undo her suit jacket.)
Lucy: What on Earth are you doing, The!?


(The Journalist continues what he’s doing…)
Lucy: The! Stop it!

The Journalist: (Pleading) No! No! No! Once we Blerontinian males have been aroused by a female, it takes us many years, sometimes a lifetime, to get dearoused vis-à-vis that particular female!

Lucy: (Confused) What are you saying, The?

The Journalist: Marry me, Lucy!

Lucy: (Overwhelmed by his proposal) Oh, yes! Yes, The! (She starts kissing the Journalist back.)

Parrot: (Offstage) Squawk!


(The Journalist, still kissing Lucy feverishly, has finally opened the woman’s jacket and is now trying to pull Lucy down behind the bar.)
The Journalist: We can get engaged and have a white wedding and a wedding cake and Dan can give the best man’s speech and we’ll have a honeymoon!

Parrot: (Offstage) Squawk!


(Lucy is now starting to undo the Journalist’s clothes. She starts to get down behind the bar with the Journalist.)

Lucy: Darling, The! (Realizes that this can’t be right, she pulls herself up) What am I doing? What am I saying? I’m getting married to Dan! We’re going to run a hotel! (Suddenly looks around, hearing something) What was that squawk?

The Journalist: (Looks over the bar and points.) It was that!


(The Parrot ENTERS, swoops around and then sits on top of the bar. Lucy ducks down to avoid the flapping wings and ends up in The Journalist’s arms (behind the bar))
Parrot: Squawk! Bloody Genius!

The Journalist: Oh, Lucy!

Lucy: (To The Journalist) You’re crazy!


(The couple are now very obviously engaged in lovemaking… various moanings can be heard from behind the bar. The Parrot is watching with interest. Bolfass, and Rodden ENTER. The Journalist and Lucy stop making noise.)
Bolfass: (Surprised and overjoyed) Never before have Blerontinians retreated from Yassaccan gunfire! They usually fight to our last man! What could possibly make them retreat?

Rodden: (Shrugs) I don’t know, Captain. They usually manage to stand up to us shooting over their heads, even when we’re using live rounds.


(Panting and exhausted, Dan, Nettie, Gulholiwol, and another Yassaccan ENTER. Gulholiwol looks at the two humans in awe and horror. He walks up to Captain Bolfass and points at Dan and Nettie.)
Gulholiwol: (Alarmed) They shot straight at the enemy! That’s why the mercenaries ran off!

Bolfass: (Shocked) What!?


(Nettie is about to turn and speak to the Captain when another sudden, even more horrifying realization hits.)
Nettie: Oh my God! The bomb!!


(She pulls out the cell phone and dials. The Bomb has appeared at the back of the auditorium and is marching forward counting down.)
Bomb: Three… Two… One…

Nettie: (Genially) Hi, Bomb! It’s Nettie!

Bomb: (Happily) Hi Nettie… (The bomb stops dead in his tracks, the phone still to his ear. He’s mortified that he’s lost count again.)
Nettie: Are you all right, Bomb? (A long pause.) Bomb? Are you there, bomb?


(Dan takes the phone from Nettie.)
Dan: Bomb!

Nettie: (Thowing her hands up in irritation) Of course, let the man do it!

Dan: (Ignoring Nettie) Bomb? Are you there? Speak to me!

Bomb: (Softly and sulking) I was speaking to Nettie.

Dan: (Surprised) Oh. (Hands the phone back to Nettie) Sorry…

Nettie: This is Nettie. (A long pause) Bomb? (Another long pause, Nettie becomes anxious.) Bomb! Speak to me!

Bomb: (Quietly) I’m a Mega-Scuttler.

Nettie: Is that your name?

Bomb: Yes. I’m a bomb.

Nettie: I know you are.

Bomb: I like hearing your voice, Nettie.

Nettie: I like hearing yours, Bomb.

Bomb: (In a quivering voice) You’re not… just saying that?

Nettie: No, I’m not. For an electronic voice you have a very soft one. It’s nice.


(The bomb starts quietly weeping.)

Nettie: Won’t you start counting down for me again?

Bomb: (Trying to recover himself) If you’d really like me to…

Nettie: Yes.

Bomb: Very well, I’ll count – just for you, Nettie. But this is the last time… the very last time. (The bomb clears its throat) One thousand… 999… 998… 


(The Bomb EXITS as Nettie shuts the phone off. For a moment, she stands there trembling, suddenly realizing just how terrified she’d been at that point. Dan puts his hand on her shoulder to steady her. Soon, she calms down and Bolfass steps into the circle.)
Bolfass: (Clears his throat) Now, let’s start this again. Is it true you actually aimed at the Blerontinians?
Nettie: (Shrugs) Isn’t that what you’re meant to do?

Bolfass: (Horrified) No it is not! We have a strict moral code! My dear lady, I’m sure your didn’t actually mean to aim at them?

Dan: (Irritated) Well, of course she did! It was the only way to stop them. Anyway, what are we going to do about the bomb?

Gulholiwol: (Excited) They ran off like zippo as soon as the realized Nettie was firing at them.

Bolfass: (Gravely) I shall have to put you both under arrest.

Nettie: (In a charming voice) Captain Bolfass, we are ignorant of your ways on Yassacca and can only defend ourselves as Earth people. On our planet, I’m afraid, people aim to maim and kill each other. I don’t like it, but that’s what weapons are for. We didn’t mean to infringe your code of honor. We just wanted to save you and the Starship from the Loss Adjusters.

Bolfass: (Thinks for a moment, then decides) Very well. We shall have to apologize to the Blerontin government.

Nettie: (Disbelieving) But… but they were trying to kill you!
Bolfass: That’s because they have no moral code that prevents them. I shall write the letter of apology as soon as I have a spare moment.

Dan: If we don’t do something about the bomb, none of us will be anything but spare moments.

Bolfass: (Nods) Yes. I shall have the bomb defused at once. Corporal Gulholiwol, you’re our bomb disposal expert.

Gulholiwol: (Salutes the Captain) Yes, sir! Right away.

Nettie: I’ll go with you, Corporal.

Dan: (Surprised) Why?

Nettie: (Shrugs) I… I feel I owe it to it. Anyway, if it goes off it won’t matter where on the ship any of us are.

(Nettie and Gulholiwol approach the door, but they stop as the bomb ENTERS, still counting down.)
Bomb: 833, 832, 831… (etc…)

(Gulholiwol takes some tools out of his kit. He turns something on the back of the bomb and it stops walking, but still continues counting.)
Nettie: (To the bomb.) Hi, Bomb! How are you feeling, Bomb?

Gulholiwol: (Puts up a silencing hand to Nettie.) Please don’t talk to it while I’m diffusing it. It could be dangerous.

Dan: Have you got enough time?

Gulholiwol: (Shrugs, and starts unscrewing a plate from the back of the device) Depends. If it keeps counting at this speed, I should be okay, but sometimes on the last countdown they can speed up. This is an 8D-96 Full Force Mega-Scuttler. If it were an 8G or even a 9A we’d be fine. They put a servo-control mechanism in to stop that problem. But with the 8D… well, you never know. (Removes the panel and nods in satisfaction) Ah, this seems to be in order.

Dan: (Peering over the Corporal’s shoulder.) Does that button there say “defuse the bomb?”

Gulholiwol: (Nods) Yes. Fortunately on the 8D they still included this automatic defuser – just to make it simple for us bomb-disposal experts.


(Gulholowol presses the button. The bomb’s arms drop to its sides.)

Bomb: (Like a TV announcer) Congratulations! You have successfully defused the 8D-96 Full Force Mega-Scuttler. The Mega-Scuttler, however, is linked into the intelligence cybersystem of this starship and, unfortunately, that system is currently incomplete. The bomb has therefore gone into default mode. Detonation will occur in six Dormillion days… mark!

Dan: Shit!

Nettie: Shit!

Gulholiwol: (Looks at them, then nods) Shit!

Bolfass: How do we get it out of default mode?

Gulholiwol: Our only hope is to find the missing central core of the ship’s intelligence. If we can replace that, I can probably defuse the bomb. Otherwise it’ll go off in six Dormillion days.

Nettie: How long is a Dormillion day?

Gulholiwol: Thirty-six Dormillion hours.


(Nettie begins to think)

Dan: And how long’s a Dormillion hour?

Gulholiwol: Seventy-eight Dormillion minutes. It’s about… well… (shrugs) It’s impossible to explain, there’s no common point of reference.

Nettie: (Emerging from her reverie) Got it!


(Everyone else looks at her, stunned.)
Nettie: Six Dormillion days is roughly about ten Earth days.

Dan: How’d you manage to figure that out?

Nettie: (Shrugs) I don’t know. Ask the script writer.

Dan: God, Nettie! You’re so clever! Why didn’t I think of that?

Bolfass: The problem is, we’ve searched the ship thoroughly and we still can’t find the missing computer core. (Looks around and sees the Parrot.) A parrot! A parrot will know the answer!


(Bolfass and Dan stride over toward the Parrot who is still standing behind the bar and watching Lucy and the Journalist. Dan looks behind the bar and has a conniption fit.)
Dan: LUCY!!

Bolfass: (Interested in the Parrot) Parrot! Where is the missing intelligence core for the Titanic’s brain?

Nettie: (Confused, looks at Gulholiwol) What’s he talking to a parrot for?

Gulholiwol: On Yassacca, parrots are the messengers of truth. We have a saying, “From the mouths of babes and parrots.”

Bolfass: I asked you a question, Parrot!

Parrot: Squawk! Bloody genius!

Bolfass: (Furious) Answer my question!

Parrot: Squawk!! (The Parrot flies to the other end of the room and EXITS.)
Bolfass: (Frustrated) Damn it! It’s bad luck if a parrot won’t answer your question!


(Lucy, half-naked, stands up trying hastily to put her suit coat back on. She looks at Dan very nervously. The Journalist staggers to his feet, buttoning his own clothes.)
Lucy: Dan… I… I can explain everything…

Dan: (Beside himself, feeling betrayed) No you can’t! You can’t explain anything!


(Dan, trying very hard to keep from bursting into tears, turns and EXITS at a run.)
Lucy: (Shrugs, resigned) He’s right. He’s absolutely right.

Nettie: Perhaps you have your answer, Captain.

Bolfass: Ah, Nettie. It is good of you to trouble yourself with these matters, but I’m afraid the parrot has not given any reply. I am doomed.

Nettie: Didn’t you say that this Starship was built by some genius?


(The Journalist suddenly remembers…)

The Journalist: Leovinus! He was here on the ship when we crashed on Earth!

Nettie: Well, maybe he has the missing part?


(The Journalist has another sudden epiphany)
The Journalist: Of course! He was brandishing this glowing silver strip in his hand…

Bolfass: (realizing) The central intelligence core!

The Journalist: That’s why it isn’t on the ship!

Bolfass: (Thinking) So…

Nettie: So, in order to get the missing central intelligence core, we need to find this Leovinus character. Leovinus is on the Earth, but we can’t get there because we don’t know where it is and the only way to find out where it is is to get hold of the missing central intelligence core and fit into the Titanic’s brain. (She shrugs) Gentlemen, we’re screwed.

CURTAIN – End of Scene 12

END OF ACT III
ACT IV
Scene 13: Garden at Gulholiwol’s home on Yassaca

This is a well-tended garden with a non-functional fountain in its center. Benches are arranged around it. Another set of benches is off to the front edge of stage right. At stage left is a small table upon which are piled a bunch of coats, hats, purses, and the like.


(A crowd of somewhat depressed Yassaccans including Bolfass and Rodden is clustered around the fountain eating and drinking. They’re all trying to seem like they’re having fun, but it’s not very convincing.)

(Dan, brooding over Lucy, is seated on the lonely bench at stage right facing toward the fountain and slowly eating a piece of snork crackling and sipping a glass of wine.)

(Nettie, now dressed Yassaccan style (wearing a simple shift with an embroidered symbol at one corner), and a depressed Gulholiwol ENTER. Bolfass sees Nettie and simply gazes at her longingly.)

Nettie: (To Gulholiwol) Well, Corporal, this is quite a wonderful celebration you have here! How is it that you ended up being the host for an event like this?

Gulholiwol: (Shrugs) On Yassacca, every family has the opportunity to host an important national celebration and, well, it just happened to be my turn.

Nettie: I see.

Gulholiwol: (Gives a dejected sigh) In the old days, instead of seven snorks, we would’ve roasted seventy snorks! I would have been able to provide so much fish, we could’ve filled the Ocean of Summer Plastering! And all the wine would’ve flowed out of that fountain over there. (Points at the fountain) Ah, these are thin times indeed for Yassacca.


(Bolfass approaches Nettie and Gulholiwol.)
Bolfass: Ah, Nettie. It is a delight to see you again.

Nettie: Why, thank you, Captain Bolfass!

Bolfass: It would seem that your translator is working perfectly as well.

Nettie: (Nettie taps at a small plastic disc behind her ear) Well, so far so good. I know some people on Earth who’d love to know just how you managed to make them.

Bolfass: (Chuckles) Would you allow me to introduce you to some of our important ministers?

Nettie: Certainly, Captain!


(Gestures toward the crowd by the fountain)
Bolfass: Right this way, dear lady.

Gulholiwol: (Points at Nettie’s purse) If you’d like, I can take your bag and put it with the others if you’re not needing it.

Nettie: Oh, certainly. (Hands her purse to Gulholiwol. The Corporal takes it, gives Nettie a bow, and EXITS)

(Nettie follows Bolfass to the other Yassaccans and starts greeting them.)


(Lucy, still in her power suit, ENTERS, sees Dan sitting by himself and walks over to him.)
Dan: (Sees Lucy) Go away!

Lucy: (Sits by Dan and tries to put her arm around him, but Dan pulls away) Oh, Dan! Let’s get married!

Dan: (Disbelieving) Married, Hah! After what I saw that alien doing to you?

Lucy: Don’t be… (Stops herself, realizing Dan has every right to be upset. She tries a different tactic) Dan, we love each other, don’t we?

Dan: I don’t know, do we?

Lucy: Of course we do! We’re going to set up the hotel and run it together and have children!

Dan: No we aren’t. We can’t get back to Earth and even if we could, the hotel’s a pile of rubble!

Lucy: But we’ve got the money from Top Ten Travel!


(Nettie sees Lucy and Dan together and walks toward them.)

Dan: But that doesn’t mean we love each other!

Lucy: But we do! We’ve been together all this time!

Dan: Here comes Nettie.


(Nettie arrives in front of Dan and Lucy.)
Nettie: May I join the funeral?


(Dan nods and Nettie sits on Dan’s other side.)
Nettie: So, I suppose this is going to be home from now on.

Lucy: You look as if you’ve made yourself pretty much at home already.

Nettie: (Laughs) I thought I might as well start getting into the role.

Dan: That is so sensible.


(Lucy scoffs in irritation)
Nettie: Look, I don’t want to break you two up, but I’ve got something I have to tell you… something I think you ought to know.


(Nettie is trying to put her thoughts together and has a little trouble. Finally, she knows where to start.)

Nettie: It’s about the rectory… your hotel.

Dan: (Sighs sadly) It’s sad to think we’ll never be able to run it after all, Nettie.

Nettie: You were never going to be able to run it.

Lucy: (Defensively) What do you mean?

Nettie: (Faltering) I don’t know whether I should tell you this now… maybe it’s pointless… But, on the other hand, maybe it’ll make you feel better…

Lucy: (Stands and crosses her arms expectantly) What?

Nettie: Well… Nigel is a jerk, we all know that.

Dan: (Surprised and indignant) He was my best friend!

Nettie: (Dismissively) Yes, sure, but he was a jerk.

Lucy: You certainly let him treat you like a jerk!

Nettie: (Shrugs) That’s my problem, I ‘m crazy. But that doesn’t mean I’m stupid. And although Nigel never discussed any of his business with me, I know he didn’t sell Top Ten Travel for anything like the amount he told you. That’s why you could never get the documentation off him. He actually sold it for peanuts. You’d never have been able to pay off the rectory, let alone set up the hotel.


(There is a pause, then Lucy gives an ironic chuckle)
Lucy: Heh, that doesn’t surprised me one bit.

Dan: (Still indignant) Well it sure surprises me! How do you know this, Nettie?

Nettie: (Sighs) Oh, he was so sloppy. He used to leave documents just lying around. I guess he never bothered to talk to me enough to find out that I was bright enough to see what he was up to. I kept trying to tell you, but we never met except with Nigel in tow. It was awful, I could see you heading for disaster.


(Lucy has begun pacing in agitation.)
Lucy: That bastard! If we ever get back to Earth, I’m going to tear his balls off!

Dan: (Becoming even gloomier) Well, that’s one threat he doesn’t have to worry about.


(A sudden thought strikes Nettie. She places her hand on Dan’s arm. Dan looks into her eyes and becomes hypnotized… he’s falling in love.)
Nettie: Wait a minute! I’ve got it! I’ve got the answer! I knew I would!


(Nettie jumps up and rushes over to the table and starts looking through the pile of clothes on it.)
Dan: (Looks at Lucy) I’m sorry about the hotel. I know how much it meant to you.

Lucy: (Surprised) I was more worried for you. I knew you’d staked everything on it. That’s why I went along with it, I never liked that old rectory much. I just couldn’t bear for you to be disappointed.


(Dan looks at her for a moment, then stands up and angrily throws his wine glass off stage where it shatters against a tree. Lucy jumps in surprise.)
Dan: Well, I guess we’ve been fooling ourselves and each other for a long time! I was only so keen because I thought you were!

Lucy: (Shrugs) Maybe that says it all, Dan. Maybe that says it all.


(Lucy, remembering her encounters with the Journalist, fingers a loose button on her jacket as she EXITS. Dan stands there looking after her. While Nettie is searching through the coats on the table, the Yassaccan Prime Minister, a man dressed in exotic finery, approaches her.)
Prime Minister: Ah, Nettie! It is wonderful to see you again!

Nettie: Mister Prime Minister! It’s not been too long since we’ve met, I think.

Prime Minister: Ah, but those minutes were like an eternity to me. Dear lady, will you marry me?

Nettie: (Gives a chuckle) Oh, I’m afraid I can’t.

Prime Minister: (Sighs) No matter. (Produces a small bottle of perfume) Still, allow me to present you with a small token.

Nettie: (Regards the bottle) What is it?

Prime Minister: (Sprays her.) It’s Yassaccan Scent. Very expensive, very sought-after, certainly made for someone as lovely as you. (He hands her the bottle then reaches over, squeezes her buttock, and grins.)
Prime Minister: (Conspiratorial) Only wear it for us Yassaccans.

(Nettie scoffs at the man’s groping as he EXITS. Nettie shrugs and continues looking for her purse. Dan sees Nettie and approaches her.)
Dan: What are you looking for?

Nettie: My handbag. I’ve got to find it! God, you don’t think anyone’s stolen it, do you?

Dan: I don’t think they have much crime here on Yassacca.

Nettie: There’s been all this organized crime since their economy went down the chute.

Dan: But organized crime isn’t going to bother to steal your handbag, Nettie.

Nettie: (Turns and looks Dan in the eye.) I’ve got to find it!

(There is a pause and Dan suddenly has trouble standing up. He falls to his knees as he takes in her intoxicating new perfume.)
Dan: Great grief! That scent you’re wearing!

Nettie: The prime groper of Yassacca just gave it to me… in more ways than one!


(Nettie turns back to look for her purse while Dan, under the spell of the perfume, he’s falling quite madly in love with Nettie and can barely control himself. He feels as though the perfume is trying to strangle the truth out of him.)
Dan: God! Nettie…!

Nettie: (Not really paying attention) What?

Dan: Nettie… I… I think… I…. I’m crazy about you!


(Dan is on his feet in a flash. He puts his arms around Nettie’s waist and starts kissing the back of her neck. Nettie, very surprised, spins around and pushes Dan away.)
Nettie: Stop that! (Dan backs away as Nettie continues) You’re getting married to Lucy! You’re going to start a hotel! You’re going to have kids and all that sort of thing!

Dan: (Pleading) Everything’s changed! We can’t go back to Earth. It’s all different here!


(Dan tries to embrace Nettie again but she backs away.)
Nettie: (Scolding) Now hold on, Romeo! I’m not an emotional doormat for your convenience! Besides, you’re going back to Earth… We’re all going back to Earth – I hope – just as soon as I find my handbag!

Dan: (Believing her… worshipping her, in fact!) What have you got in your handbag? A Concorde ticket home? A pocket rocket?

Nettie: Let’s just find it, shall we?


(They both start searching through the pile of clothes. At this moment Corporal Gulholiwol ENTERS, sees Dan and Nettie looking for something, and holds up Nettie’s purse.)
Gulholiwol: I’m sorry, were you looking for this?


(Nettie grabs the purse, opens it, and starts looking through it desperately.)
Dan: Nettie’s got something in it that will help us get back to Earth.

Gulholiwol: (Holds up a small package of photos) Would it be these?


(Nettie looks up at Gulholiwol in shock, snatches the photos, looks through them, and becomes very angry.)
Nettie: What the blazes do you mean by taking things out of my handbag!?


(Gulholiwol is now in shock, not knowing he did anything wrong.)
Gulholiwol: Oh dear! Have I done something contrary to your Earth customs? On Yassacca it is traditional for the host to go through is guests’ handbags and do little mending jobs on the contents…

Nettie: Well, it’s not an Earth custom! (She starts to recover) But… thanks for developing the film for me. That’s exactly what I was looking for.

Gulholiwol: (Fully recovered and cheerful again) It was my pleasure. Most of the photos seem to have come out okay. I also re-electroplated your nail scissors, restored several  missing teeth to your comb, and re-silvered your little mirror.

Nettie: (Now very gracious) Why, thank you so much, Corporal! (She thumbs through the pictures, then comes to the pictures of the rectory and shows them to Dan.) Here, look, Dan! It’s the rectory! Those long exposures I took: They came out!

(Nettie races back to the fountain where Rodden and the other Yassaccan officers are standing.)
Dan: (Unenthusiastically) Oh, good. It’ll be nice to have a souvenir.

Nettie: Rodden! Officer Rodden! I’ve got it! You can get us back to Earth! (She hands Rodden the pictures.) Well, look at them! What do you see?

Rodden: (Reluctantly looks at the pictures) It’s a house… on Earth, I assume… A former rectory, by the look of it… with planning permission for commercial use.

Nettie: That’s amazing! How do you know all that?

Rodden: (Looks up at her smugly and taps next to his eyes) Translator contact lenses. I just read the estate agent’s board.

Nettie: Oh, right… anyway, it’s the place Dan and Lucy were going to buy before your starship smashed into it.

Rodden: So? How do you suppose these will help you? (Studies the pictures with greater interest.)
Nettie: I took them at night! Look at the sky! You can see the stars!

Rodden: (Regarding the photo and smiling broadly) My dear young woman, you must forgive me for underestimating your…

Nettie: (Cutting him off) Easy-over on the flattery. I don’t mind what you thought. The main thing is can you get any coordinates on those star patterns that will show where Earth is? Are there enough stars in the shot?

Rodden: Theoretically, it should be a simple question of three-dimensional geometry. There’s only one place in the Galaxy in which the stars appear in that exact configuration. Since the Starship’s computer is ninety-five percent functional, we should be able to scan in your photograph and then tell the ship to set course for the place where the stars match those in the picture.


(Bolfass approaches the group.)

Dan: (Sees Bolfass) Then, Captain, maybe we should get going! The starship’s still programmed to explode in… what?

Nettie: (Checks her watch) About eight Earth days.

Bolfass: Then that settles it! (Calls out) All hands, return to the Starship! Prepare her for immediate takeoff!


(All the Yassaccans EXIT.)
Nettie: Dan, you go with Bolfass. I’ll find Lucy.

Dan: Right.


(Dan EXITS as Lucy ENTERS, now dressed in a Yassaccan shift. Nettie sees her and rushes over.)
Nettie: Lucy, they’ve got the coordinates for the Earth! We’re going home, but we’ve got to hurry! (Studies Lucy for a moment) By the way, you look great in that!

Lucy: (Not looking at Nettie) Thanks, but… I’m going to stay here.

Nettie: (Shocked) What on Earth are you talking about? We can go home!
Lucy: I don’t know where my home is anymore… L.A.? London? Oxfordshire? I used to think it was anywhere Dan was, but now…

Nettie: What’s the matter between you and Dan?

Lucy: (Turns and looks at Nettie) Neither of us wanted the rectory.

Nettie: (Shocked again) What!?
Lucy: (Shrugs) It’s as simple as that. We must have been fooling each other for years about all sorts of things… You know, I was originally in love with Nigel.

Nettie: Till you realized what a jerk he was?

Lucy: No, it was more like… how can I describe it? Nigel was English, different, exciting. He made me feel all goose-pimples inside. It was unsettling. Whereas Dan I could understand. Dan was familiar territory where I knew where I was.

Nettie: But Dan’s gorgeous! He’s so exciting! So different from the rest of them… from creeps like Nigel! (Lucy gives Nettie a surprised look and Nettie backtracks immediately) I’m sorry. I shouldn’t talk about Dan like that. I didn’t mean anything… anyway, we’ve got to hurry!

Lucy: Hurry away, run off… I’ve always done that, Nettie. I’ve wrapped my emotions up in a nice smart pin-striped suit and then walked away from them. Well, I’m not doing it any longer.

Nettie: (Pleading) But Dan needs you, Lucy! You’re a great team!

Lucy: That’s what we kept telling each other. We told each other over and over again until we believed it. But all I know is that I’m a different woman from the woman I’ve been pretending to be.

The Journalist: (From off stage) Lucy!


(The Journalist runs on stage and stops before the two women.)
The Journalist: The Starship’s about to take off for Earth! We’ve only got a few minutes to make it!

Lucy: We?

The Journalist: Of course! You didn’t think I’d let you go back on your own… Not now you’ve said you’ll marry me!


(Lucy throws herself into the Journalist’s arms and kisses him)
Lucy: But, The, I’ll stay with you here if you want me to!

The Journalist: (Shakes his head) Uh-uh! I’ve got to see this thing through to the end!


(All three turn and EXIT.)
(CURTAIN – END OF SCENE 13)

Scene 14: Oxfordshire Police Station

This Scene can be done in front of the curtain

Leovinus, in handcuffs, is being ushered forward across the stage by two uniformed constables. At the other end of the stage is a police sergeant (Sergeant Stroud) holding a clipboard. Leovinus, still with only one eyebrow dangling precariously, is shouting all kinds of babble (his own language.)
Constable Hackett: I think he just might be, Sarge…

Stroud: What? Gay… because of his eyebrows?

Hackett: No, no, Sarge… Lebonese! Listen to him!

Leovinus: (In English) For God’s sake, I demand to see a lawyer!!!

(The constables, not understanding a word, shake their heads in pity.)
Stroud: Constable Hackett, do we know of anyone who speaks Lebonese?

Hackett: Well… It’s kind of Arabic… innit?

Stroud: Yes, must be plenty of them at the University. Constable, lock him up and then get me in touch with the University Foreign Language Office.

Hackett: Right away, Sarge. (To Leovinus) All right, gramps, let’s get move on like a good gentleman.


(Leovinus struggles, but is marched toward and past Stroud.)
Stroud: (Makes a mark on his clipboard.) I hereby charge you with being an illegal immigrant.

Hackett: (Smiling) Oh, that’ll score us a few points with the home office, won’t it, Sarge?

Stroud: (Nods, grinning) Indubitably, Constable Hackett. (To Leovinus) I have to warn you, sir, that anything you say may be used against you and that you will be held in a place of custody until such time as Her Majesty’s Government is able to repatriate you to your own country.

Hackett: (Muttering to himself) Assuming we can find out where that is.

(The group EXITS)
(END OF SCENE 14)
Scene 15 (Split Set: Nigel’s Apartment and Oxfordshire Jail)

(ACTION AT THE JAIL)

(Leovinus is sitting on a bench in a small jail cell with bars on the door. His expression is grim and sulking. Sergeant Stroud is sitting at a desk nearby, filling out papers.)

(ACTION AT NIGEL’S APARTMENT)


(Nigel and a young woman (Nancy) are sitting on a couch, engaged in passionate kissing. A loud crash is heard from offstage. The two lovers part and Nigel calls out, looking in the direction of the crash.)

Nigel: Who’s that!?

Leovinus: (Sulking) What’s become of me?

Nettie: (Offstage) It’s me! I didn’t think you’d even be awake this early, it’s only 8:30!


(Nettie ENTERS and Nigel is beside himself with shock.)
Nigel: Shit! Nettie! I thought you’d been abducted by aliens!

Leovinus: (Sulking) What have I been doing with my life?

Nettie: (Down to business) This is important, Nigel.

Nigel: (Thinks he’s in big trouble) I can explain all this… (Points at Nancy) This is Nancy, she’s only 19 and her mother died recently and I’ve been looking after…

Nettie: (Cuts Nigel off) Think back, Nigel. After the spaceship took off, did you see anyone?

Leovinus: (Sulking) I told that Journalist I’m an artist… like that makes me more special than anyone else in the world…

Nigel: What, you mean like going to a psychiatrist?

Nettie: No! No! It figures you’d only be thinking of yourself!

Leovinus: (Contracting himself into a fetal ball) All I ever did was think about myself!

Nettie: Did you see an old man with a white beard hanging around the wreckage?

Leovinus: What about that lovely Cub Reporter? Am I really so superior to her?

Nancy: (Meekly) I think I’d better go…

Nigel: (To Nancy) No, no, hang on!

Leovinus: (Starting to weep) No… No… She’s really superior to me!

Nigel: (Looks back at Nettie) Did I see what?

Leovinus: What have I ever done for anyone else? Have I loved anyone? Have I even owned a pet snorkling?

Nettie: (Throws her hands up in exasperation, stalks around the room) God! Here is a whole world, a whole civilization so much more advanced than anything we’ve ever seen, all depending on me getting a sensible answer out of some creep that I’d once been in love with! What a hope in Hell! I might as well try to teach Turkish to the cat!

Leovinus: And my ship! My beautiful starship! I only cared about my starship… I let an entire world fall into poverty! It’s all my fault! (Takes the missing piece of the ship’s computer and throws it into the toilet. He then starts sobbing uncontrollably and rocking on his bench.)

Nigel: (Remembers) Wait! An old man with a white beard? Yes, I ran into him on the way to my car. I took him to the Oxford Police Station.

Leovinus: The first Blerontinian who walks into this room shall be more worthy of freedom and happiness than I. (Relapses into his crying fit.)


(Nettie is still walking around, feeling hopeless… then Nigel’s answer registers. She perks up instantly, gives Nigel a big kiss on the lips. She turns to leave, pauses, then runs over and gives Nancy a big kiss as well. Then she turns and races offstage.)

Nettie: The! The! The!


(Nettie EXITS.)
Nancy: (Nervously) I think I’d better go…


(A pause. Leovinus is still crying on his bench in the cell when Nettie, and The Journalist ENTER the jail.)
Stroud: Can I help you two?

The Journalist: (Looks in the jail) It’s him! (To Stroud.) We’ve been looking for our… father… That’s him there. Can you let us in to speak to him?

Stroud: (Throws his clipboard down in a huff) So, he’s not an illegal immigrant after all, then?

Nettie: No, no. He’s just a little confused. We’ve been caring for him and he ran off. I guess we forgot to keep the door to our flat closed.

Stroud: (Picks up his keys) Well, in the future, I expect you’ll be more careful. We were about to send him off to Chad or maybe even Zimbabwe! Couldn’t understand a word he says.

The Journalist: Yes, he’s like that. Speaks goboldygook most of the time.

Stroud: I see. (Unlocks the cell. Speaks to Leovinus) Visitors for you, Chang.

(Stroud returns to his desk as The Journalist enters the cell. Nettie sprays herself with the Yassaccan Scent again and then enters the cell. At the sight of the Journalist, Leovinus falls to his knees and spreads his hands.)
Leovinus: My dear friend! You are more worthy of freedom and happiness than I!


(The Journalist and Nettie stop, look at each other in confusion, then regard the old man.)
Nettie: There’s not a moment to lose! We’ve only got two hours left!

The Journalist: (To Leovinus) Have you got it?

Leovinus: (Staring at Nettie) I don’t know… I am no longer sure what I have got and what I have not. When I look back on my life, I almost feel I have thrown it all away and I have been left with nothing. Dear lady, will you marry me?


(Nettie looks at The Journalist in some confusion.)
The Journalist: (Dismissively) Right, it’s poor manners not to propose to a woman in the Yassaccan shift. (To Leovinus) Have you got the central intelligence core? The Titanic’s brain!

Leovinus: (Still staring at Nettie) Ah! Alas! I threw it away! I have no use for it now!

Nettie: (Desperate) YOU CAN’T HAVE THROWN IT AWAY!
The Journalist: THINK! Where did you throw it?

Leovinus: (Still staring at Nettie and feeling the effects of her perfume) What does it matter? My dear lady! My life! How I have longed to meet someone as beautiful and intelligent as you!


(Nervously, Nettie sprays herself with more perfume. The Journalist is now beginning to feel the intoxicating effects. He grabs Leovinus by the lapels of his coat and pulls him up.)
The Journalist: WHERE IS THE TITANIC’S BRAIN!?
Leovinus: (Defiant and drunk): Ha! Mr. Journalisto! See one oh de crank? Pon flee up and trick?

The Journalist: (Persistent, but getting drunk) Salk tense, man! S’vital we know where youze threw th’central telligence core-hic! Oh no! (To Nettie) Youze have thu Yass’in Scen’! Youze gotter grout o’ here – hic!
Nettie: (Indignant) Not on your life! You think you can handle this just because you’re a man?

The Journalist: (Completely intoxicated) No, no, I’m not a man… I’m a Blerontinian! (The Journalist and Leovinus start giggling and holding onto each other for support. Nettie tries to pull them apart.)

Nettie: Stop it!

(Nettie starts shaking them. This only wafts up more perfume and the two men laugh even harder, oblivious to Nettie. The Journalist starts singing and then collapses on the bench. Leovinus sits himself down on the floor, his head spinning. Nettie, furious, storms out of the cell, and starts talking to Sergeant Stroud. A few moments later, The Journalist regains his senses. Leovinus is still dazed, but slowly coming out of it. The Journalist gets up and shakes the old man.)

The Journalist: THINK! Even if you’ve never done anything decent in the whole of your wretched life, do it now! Remember where you threw the missing bit of the Titanic’s brain?

Leovinus: The central intelligence core… the Titanic’s cerebral artery… Where did I throw it?

The Journalist: Yes, dammit, man! Where did you throw it?

Leovinus: Oh, I know, into that toilet.


(The Journalist pounces on the bowl, puts his hand in and pulls out the piece of the ship’s brain.)
The Journalist: Whew! Lucky you didn’t have time to use the toilet!


(Nettie returns, sees The Journalist holding the piece of circuitry, runs in and kisses him! Then Lucy and Dan ENTER and a massive celebration mixed in with a free-for-all of kissing ensues. Nettie kisses Dan, then Leovinus, then the Journalist. Then, Lucy and The Journalist start kissing quite passionately and then ignore everyone else. Dan, seeing Nettie moving away from him, slowly disengages himself from the party looking glum. A few moments later all the Yassaccans ENTER and join in the festivities, cheering and holding the missing piece of circuitry aloft like a trophy. A few moments later, Nettie finally sees Dan and joins him away from the party. They look at each other. Then, not getting his hopes up, Dan looks away, but Nettie smiles.)
Nettie: (Looking flirtatious) Dan? Will you kiss me again?


(Dan takes Nettie in his arms and they kiss.)

(A moment later, the party stops. Sergeant Stroud stands in front of the kissing couple.)
Stroud: And that, really is the end of the story.


(Stroud ENTERS in a hurry and steps up to Stroud.)

Hackett: (Desperately) But we can’t just leave it at that, Sarge! Can we?


(Dan and Nettie part. Dan, smiles at the policemen.)
Dan: No, we really shouldn’t.


(Stroud and Hackett EXIT)

Nettie: I think we should first settle the issue of the bomb.


(The Bomb ENTERS, still waving its arms around. Gulholiwol walks behind it and presses a button.)
Bomb: (Proudly) Congratulations! You have successfully defused the Mega-Scuttler Corporation’s 8D-96 Full Force Mega-Scuttler! The Mega-Scuttler warhead has been deactivated and will not detonate any more. (Relieved, speaks to the audience.) Whew! I never really wanted to explode anyway. (Gives a little bow, then EXITS)
Rodden: (Steps out to Center Stage) The Yassaccans gave Dan., Lucy, Nettie, and The Journalist shares in the Starship as a reward for their part in saving it.

Bolfass: We also offered to let Lucy and Dan run it as a hotel.

Dan: But I’m one who’d rather stay on Earth, thank you very much.

Nettie: So, Lucy and The Journalist became the proprietors of the Starship Titanic Hotel, Inc.

Golholiwol: (Excited) The most hugely successful luxury hotel operation in the entire Galaxy!

Bolfass: (Nodding) Yes, indeed. It put the Yassaccan economy back on its feet within the first year of operation and we were able to return to our prosperous way of life and craftsmanship.

Golholiwol: (Still excited) Oh! You should tell them about the statue, sir!

Bolfass: (Smiles at the Corporal) Actually, Sergeant Golholiwol, why don’t you tell them about the statue?

Golholiwol: Oh boy! (Turns to the audience) Ahem! Well, you see, to commemorate the Starship, we decided to build a full-scale statue – in superb detail, inside and out – in the main square of our capital city!

The Journalist: And, Lucy and I did get married. (Puts his arm around Lucy who reciprocates) We had a Blerontinian White Wedding.

Dan: And I did give the best man’s speech. And they also had a wedding on Earth.

Lucy: The family took it well… the idea that I was marrying an alien, and I try to come home and visit as often as I can.

The Journalist: And my story about the Starship became the Scoop of the Century.

Lucy: He got so much money from it that he actually managed to get a Galactic Gold Credit card!

Nettie: More importantly, he was able to retire from the news industry.

The Journalist: (To Lucy, tenderly) Which means, love, that I can tell you my real name now!

Lucy: Well, let’s hear it, then!

The Journalist: (Hesitates for a moment…) It’s… T… T… Tiddelpuss.

Lucy: (Smiles at him) Well, I’ll just call you Tiddels then. But you never did tell me what Lucy means in your language.


(The Journalist bursts into a fit of laughter.)
The Journalist: (Laughing) And I never will! (Lucy scoffs a moment, then returns to her blissful state.)
Dan: Old Leovinus over here… (Slaps the old man’s shoulder) managed to get over his passion for Nettie.

Leovinus: Part of that had to do with that very potent perfume of hers. (Places his hand on his heart, remembering.) But I had other things to attend to. Nettie, being so wonderfully bright, got a degree in higher mathematics and became my assistant… and I feel so lucky to have someone as brilliant as her on my staff!

Nettie: You can see that Mr. Leovinus has managed to become a bit humbler these days. 

Leovinus: Other people are still more worthy of freedom and happiness than I… Though I was very grateful that my eyebrows did eventually grow back.

Lucy: As for the good Captain Bolfass… (Shrugs) Well, he didn’t manage to get over his passion for Nettie.

Bolfass: (In a romantic reverie) Ah, but the thought of her always kept me going through the dark watches of space and added a golden glow of tragic devotion to my declining years, despite the fact that we Yassaccans know being in love to be a terrible mental illness. My wife did sympathize, bringing me many herbal remedies to try and cure the problem. Alas, none of them seemed to work.

Golholiwol: Actually, it wasn’t just Captain Bolfass who felt this way about Nettie.


(All the Yassaccans group in a semicircle around the blonde woman, gazing adoringly at her…even Rodden.)

Rodden: In fact, a good many Yassaccans seemed to suffer from the same affliction as our good Captain.

 
(Bolfass steps up beside Nettie, takes her hand, and looks into her eyes.)
Bolfass: You see, we Yassaccans can recognize a hugely intelligent, kind, wise, caring, serene, and warm being when we meet one for real.


(Bolfass kisses her hand, then strides toward offstage. The other Yassaccans form a line and follow Bolfass, kissing Nettie’s hand as the pass by her and EXIT.)

(Nettie recovers from being charmed by the Yassaccans as Dan steps up and puts his arm around her. She turns to the audience.)
Nettie: And Dan simply couldn’t believe it when I proposed to him.

Dan: Sometimes, I still have trouble believing it! But not only did we become lovers, but also best friends. Dear Nettie made so much money working with Mr. Leovinus that she and I were able to get the old rectory rebuilt!

Nettie: We turned it into a relaxed family hotel specializing in Central Galactic cuisine. In the entrance hall, Yassaccan parents would point out a little photograph I took.

Dan: The photograph that saved their world!

Nettie: (Nodding) Yes. We framed it and put it in the entrance hall.

Leovinus: (Announcing) Dan and Nettie’s Hotel Beneath the Stars!


(Leovinus EXITS. Dan and Nettie kiss as the Parrot ENTERS screeching like a maniac)
Parrot: Squawk! Squawk! Remember the Parrot! Remember the Parrot! What about the Parrot!!? What about the Parrot!!?


(Dan and Nettie part and nod to each other. Dan walks up to the Parrot and gently strokes its feathers.)
Dan: Yes, the Parrot. We can’t forget about the Parrot.

The Journalist: Actually, the Parrot probably came out best of all… in Parrot terms, at least!

Lucy: Believe it or not, the Parrot was acting as an undercover agent for the Yassaccans all along!

Nettie: It had been smuggled on board the Starship just before the construction was moved from Yassacca to Blerontin.

Dan: And she performed heroically, risking life and feather to get reports of the scandalously shoddy construction of the Starship back to Yassacca.

The Journalist: In fact, the Parrot had been the source of all the rumors I’d been chasing after!

Lucy: And when she returned home, she was given a special medal of honor, for the first parrot ever to be decorated in the line of duty. She also got a special golden perch and a lifetime supply of millet seed and pistachio.

Nettie: She mated shortly afterward and became the proud mother of four baby birds whom it named…

Dan: (Steps forward) Dan…

Nettie: (Steps forward) Nettie…

Lucy: (Steps forward) Lucy…

The Journalist: (Steps forward) and The…

All except the Parrot: The End!

(CURTAIN – END OF SCENE 15)

END OF PLAY

