VALERIE
....but look me straight in the eyes, Ruff, and seriously tell me that you've never been at least curious about it. Think about it. Let me take you on the train for a second.
RUTHERFORD

God. Valerie...
VALERIE

As you know, 2012 is a year of distinction in the Mayan calendar. blah blah blah Mayan calendar.
RUTHERFORD

Look, Valerie, I'd love to get into an intellectual discussion with you right now, I really would. But I have to do my job.

VALERIE

Pssh! Like you have a job. 

RUTHERFORD

I'm insulted! Time for you to go.
VALERIE

Fine! ...Namas te!

DOOR CLOSES. 
RUTHERFORD

(muffled) That is stupid.
DOOR OPENS.
RUTHERFORD

Did I offend you, or did you forget something, or...?

VALERIE
Look, why can't you just be more respectful?
RUTHERFORD

I do not respect idiotic slang. Now if you don't mind, I have to peace out, and get my work on. 
VALERIE

Ugh!
DOOR SHUTS. FOOTSTEPS. MORE FOOTSTEPS, RUNNING
VALERIE

Captain! I sense urgency!

TEMPLE


Yeah, there's some weird stuff going on in the engine room. Miguel spilled some coffee on the thing. 
VALERIE

Dammit, that's not weird, that happens every day. 

TEMPLE
Yeah, well, it's weird this time. I keep hiding them, but he's got that latin craftiness.
VALERIE

Whatever. You always just put them in the garbage can without actually taking the garbage out.
TEMPLE

Woman, you're about to cross a line! The point is, we fried the panel again. Go check it out or something, I dunno. Or not. I'm getting paper towels.
FOOTSTEPS.
VALERIE


(under breath) These people...

FOOTSTEPS. RUTHERFORD SINGS TO HIMSELF. DOOR OPENS. 
VALERIE

...okay, I need all the backups running at capacity. Disengage the fusion drive and revert to full kinetic. That will buy us some time so I can... dear god! Dr. Blackstone! Hand me the oversize wrench by your left foot!

RUTHERFORD


Okay! Hup!

LOUD METALLIC CLANG.

VALERIE

No! Don't throw it! Why would you throw that?

RUTHERFORD

I don't know!
VALERIE

Never mind! (grunts) ...okay, now, I've just got to make a few adjustments to the H2 valves... (grunts more. Clangs)

TEMPLE

What's the matter?
VALERIE

It's not moving! 

TEMPLE

It's your delicate female hands. They're just too weak! Rutherford, help her!You just work the buttons, dear. 

VALERIE

Got it!
RUTHERFORD

Allright... (grunts) 


SOUND OF STEAM ESCAPING
VALERIE
No, you had it right the first time! You're turning it the wrong way now!

RUTHERFORD

Confound it!

VALERIE

Give me that!  Look, the engine failure sent us slightly off course. Why don't you go take corrective measures?
RUTHERFORD
Okay...
DOOR CLOSES. HURRIED FOOTSTEPS. PANTING. DOOR OPENS. COMPUTER TURN ON NOISE.
RUTHERFORD

(out of breath) Computer!

JAMDAT

Human!

RUTHERFORD

There was an engine failure a few minutes ago, and we were thrown off course. Now, I've brought my graphing calculator, and...

JAMDAT

Oh, a graphing calculator, that's perfect you know, I guess you can play a game of Tetris or something while I.... hupp..... ergh... (bing!) done. 
PRINTER NOISES.

JAMDAT

Beep beep boop! I'm JAMDAT. Thank you, Professor, for providing me with a temporary purpose, even though as a fully conscious machine I am completely secure in my position in the universe. 

RUTHERFORD

Yeah, yeah...

JAMDAT
Will you be needing my psychological services today, Rutherford?

RUTHERFORD

No thanks, Jamdat, I think I just need some time alone.
JAMDAT

Understood. Good-bye! 

COMPUTER TURN-OFF NOISE.
RUTHERFORD

(to himself) 
MIGUEL

Professor! I need your help bad!

RUTHERFORD

Ah, Miguel. What seems to be the problem?

MIGUEL

What seems- My beans they have been hid!

RUTHERFORD

Did you check the garbage can?

MIGUEL

Did I che- si, I did check. Can you ask the computer?
RUTHERFORD

Gah! My only job is not to just ask Jamdat! Miguel, I will find your beans myself. You have charged me with this task, and I will complete it.
MIGUEL

You will- professor I'm so glad! 
RUTHERFORD

Now.... how does a college graduate such as myself approach this problem?

MIGUEL

It was just the other day I was complaining to Captain Temple that I am how you say... the butt of the ship for jokes. They are always stealing my beans and hiding them in the garbage. I get so angry... I don't know what I do. I spill coffee on the panel, I spill coffee on myself... Captain Temple doesn't listen to me. He's always with his martinis and his fishing magazines. Every time I go talk to him he only wants to talk to me about the beaches of my motherland Colombia. He doesn't understand that those beautiful beaches are now underneath a pile of American trash.
RUTHERFORD

That's it! 

MIGUEL
Yes?

RUTHERFORD

Trash. They like to put your beans in the garbage, right? Today is garbage day. All the garbage is down in the dump quadrant.
MIGUEL
Man...

RUTHERFORD

So all we have to do is go down there, and your beans will be returned!

MIGUEL

My beans will- oh... I don't like this idea. As the sanitator of the ship, I know: the dump quadrant is no place for us. I have only been there two times in my life. Both visits have ended in danger.
------------------------------------
"I think you just misunderstood. We shouldn’t get carried away here. Let’s look at this like rational adults. It was just a casual display of appreciation. Guys do it all the time. Sort of like a pat on the head. But not that condescending. More like a hearty handshake. Hmm. Short pause. Okay, in retrospect, it may have been poor planning on my part to expect a favorable reaction to the action of my hand, an action which, mind you, was only a reflex caused by your ass breaking my personal space barrier… Actually, did you know that some women like being called “bitch?” It’s like their name. It’s not degrading. These are women who live in Africa. (hastily) But, they aren’t necessarily black. And not just Africans, but of many cultures. Pause. Alright, so I asked you to have relations with me. I was joking. I kid. But really though, would you? See there, kidding again. You never really answered me though. Anyway, is a lawsuit really necessary? "

"The math is what makes me feel sexy. My math teacher was my biggest academic inspiration. He was the one who started me on the path to math. He was so encouraging... always taking me aside and telling me, "Rutherford, math isn't something to be ashamed of. Math is sexy." Those words of encouragement ring true even today. I remember, he used to use the metaphor of physical intimate love between two people for his love of mathematics. He really helped me realize that math isn't something to be ashamed of. "Rutherford," he used to say, "I can't tell you how much it excites me to see you furiously scribbling away at those math problems. Approach the problem like you would approach a love partner... calmly, confidently. You know just the right theorems to use at just the right time.""
Great carnal sewage! The lonely temporal machines. They made paste out of the darkness! The darkness was a trap for their lies! I felt like the walls were closing in on me but it was only the walls of my mind! My mind... like a portal to the dimension of no escaping. Please do not fear me. I only come to exact revenge on my pursuers. It's a grand tapestry of pursuit. The irony is sinking in and I am revelling in it. Can't you come through to the other side? The dish is delicious. The dish is fornicating with my tongue! I thought I saw you on TV the other day, baby, but it was only my reflection in the mirror. Hey, if you think that's sexy... I've got an article of clothing for you to take a peek under. My necklace is made of glowing cheese! The glowing cheese is only a portal for the directional energy of the space gymnastics! The engine is doing space gymnastics, like a sexy space gymnast. Dancing from emergent form to emergent form. It's beautifully inevitable. Your logic is female logic, which is flawed. Please halt. You're about to enter the sanctuary. The sanctuary is covered with beautiful stained glass. She makes me feel so stupid every time I open my mouth, I ought to just show her that I'm not stupid. I'll show her that by doing tons of sexy equations. The math is what makes me feel sexy. My math teacher was my biggest academic inspiration. He was the one who started me on the path to math. He was so encouraging... always taking me aside and telling me, "Rutherford, math isn't something to be ashamed of. Math is sexy." Those words of encouragement ring true even today. I remember, he used to use the metaphor of physical intimate love between two people for his love of mathematics. He really helped me realize that math isn't something to be ashamed of. "Rutherford," he used to say, "I can't tell you how much it excites me to see you furiously scribbling away at those math problems. Approach the problem like you would approach a love partner... calmly, confidently. You know just the right theorems to use at just the right time." He was a giant among men, one of God's own examples. I'll never forget those cool nights of quantizing and theorizing and calculating. Our own experience on this ship is like that of an anchor, because it doesn't budge. The anchor is just a metaphor, son. It's not real. No, it is real. The quantum anchor is a device to keep us from getting tangled up in the quantum foam. 

