CROSSING THE STREAMS

(October 25, 1985)

E.D. Harrelson

Dr. John Spunkmire – scientist, 30 something

Dr. June Fitzpatrick – scientist, 30 something

Security Dude/Pirate/Dr. Crump 

** Note: It’s 5:30 and I’m just starting editing.  There will be typos.  I apologize for this, but my brain stopped working about 3:00AM.   But don’t worry, I believe in you( **

In the dark we hear John yelling “AHHHHHHHHHH”, the kind of “AHHHHHHH” one might utter if flying through the time vortex.  Lights fade up.  John is spinning around twirling an umbrella.  That’s right. I said umbrella.  Work with me here.  It’s a time machine, ok.  Shut up.  Anyway, John stops twirling.  Lights full.  We are in a lab room.  Once out of the time vortex, John stops and looks around frantically.  The body of SECURITY DUDE lies on the floor face down with a gun in his lifeless hand.  We hear a pterodactyl caw loudly.  John ducks as the pterodactyl flies overhead, swooping to catch him.  JOHN falls to the ground to grab the gun and aims trying to shoot the pterodactyl flying overhead.  June enters stirring a coffee cup

JUNE

And that’s why we have coffee creamer.

JOHN shoots, accidentally killing JUNE instead of the pterodactyl.

JOHN

Goddammit!

JOHN retrieves the time-traveling machine (that’s right, the umbrella).  He continues to duck from the cawing pterodactyl.  He opens it up and starts twirling it while spinning in a circle.  Naturally, he screams while flying through the time vortex.  As time goes backwards we see time “reverse”, June gets up and walks out of the room backwards.  SECURITY DUDE reversing shooting in the air at an unknown horror.  JOHN stops.

SECURITY DUDE

(firing up in the air)  Take this, you mutha scratcher! (fires in air)  You fudged with the wrong man this time, you flying sack of prehistoric turds!  (He sees John).  Who the heck are you?

Before JOHN can answer the unseen pterodactyl swoops down to JOHN and SECURITY DUDE.  JOHN dodges away, hiding behind the lab desk while SECURITY DUDE is forced off stage by the attack of Jurassic monstrosity.  We hear him getting the eaten out Fuck yea!  

JOHN

(Checking his watch, chanting.)  There’s no place like home.  There’s no place like home.

SECURITY DUDE falls down in a bloody slump on stage, clutching the gun like in the opening scene.  

JOHN

(Checking his watch again)  5…4…3…2…

JUNE enters

JUNE

And that is why we have coffee creamer.

JOHN

June, look out!

JUNE

(John grabs her out of harms way of a diving pterodactyl)  What the fuck—

JOHN

Oh, thank god, June.  (He weeps in relief.  It’s a pretty ugly blubber cry)

JUNE

What the fuck was that?

JOHN

I finally saved you.  I’ve tried so many times.

JUNE

WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?

JOHN

(still weeping) I’ve tried to save so many people, June.  I could never get to them in time.  The Vikings massacred the IT department.  And John Wilkes Booth shot the vice-president of acquisitions in the back of the head.  And the pirates, June, all the pirates…they’re everywhere.  Everything is fucked to hell, and it’s my fault!

JUNE

Was that a pterodactyl?

JOHN

Uh-huh.

JUNE

Why is there a pterodactyl in the lab?  John, what did you do?

JOHN

I messed up.

JUNE

I’m not sure where dinosaurs rate on the scale of epic fuckups, but I’m sure it ranks pretty high.

JOHN

And I’m sorry, but I accidentally shot you in the head.

JUNE

What?  When?  I was down at Quackybucks just ten minutes ago.

JOHN

Five minutes ago, or rather… I don’t know.  It’s been weeks.  Months maybe.  A few minutes.  I’ve broken it, June.

JUNE

What?

JOHN

Time.  

JUNE

Wait—you don’t mean?

JOHN

Yea.

JUNE

How?  We were weeks from testing it.

JOHN

Remember at last week’s meeting?  How I talked about trying to up the gigawatz quotient in the radiation chamber and adding an oscillating component?

JUNE

Yes, and Dr. Crump told you that the trajectory of the neutron stream was too unstable to add a positive electron steam.






JOHN

Yes, well, I crossed the streams.






JUNE

And a pterodactyl came flying out?






JOHN

No.  Not the first time.






JUNE

OK, start from the beginning.  You made the adjustments and then what?






JOHN

Well, I thought I’d set a simple test.  Go back a few weeks, you know.  Just a quick trip.






JUNE

What were your coordinates?






JOHN

September 3, 2011 23:56 hours.






JUNE

Why that time?






JOHN

My DVR cut off the end of Warehouse 13.  






JUNE

I know it’s not HR appropriate to call my coworker a colossal fuckwad, but I’m going to risk it.






JOHN

Hey, I’m sorry.  By my calculations nothing should have—(there is a sound off stage).  






JUNE

Should have what, John—






JOHN

Ssssh. (he hears the noise getting closer) Quick!






JUNE

What?

There are sounds of Yars and Hars of a rabid pirate from off stage.  JOHN grabs June and hides under the lab table.  PIRATE wanders on stage, yaring and haring and making various piratey noises, looking around and exiting.






JUNE

Was that a pirate?






JOHN

Yes.  They discovered the vending machines on the 5th floor and are strung out on moonpies.  Apparently pirates and sugar don’t mix well.






JUNE

 Duly noted.  






JOHN

Listen.  It should have worked perfectly, but I stopped the carbon-manipulator by a nanosecond too soon.  Met myself leaving as I was coming and…and…






JUNE

And…






JOHN

Boom!






JUNE

Boom, pirates?






JOHN

I mean, boom.  Shit started flying everywhere.  And suddenly hoards of long-dead people just appeared out of nowhere. Socrates galloping down the corridor on top of billy goat.  A horde of Vikings being chased by Joe McCarthy and a coked-up Gandhi in a Model T Ford.






JUNE

Shit.






JOHN

And I tried to fix it.  I thought I knew how.  But then, then…the pirates...  They just kept coming and coming like time is just…spoojing uncontrollably.






JUNE

Why pirates, I wonder






JOHN

June?






JUNE

Granted you’ve managed to fuck the space-time continuum beyond repair, but the corollary of pirates to quantum fluxes would make a fascinating research study.






JOHN

You think they’ll take away my grant for this?

JOHN and JUNE are taken surprised by PIRATE.  He swoops in with another Yar/Thar She Blows…you get the gist.  In case you haven’t noticed, this play is very silly.  PIRATE chases them around the room.  Fight sequence.  They dodge and parry.  PIRATE dude attacks JOHN.  JUNE grabs a baseball from the floor and starts pulling sweet ninja moves on his ass.  Not bad for a scientist.  She beats the pirate senseless, pushing him off stage in a rage of pure estrogen.






JUNE

(As she beats the rabid Pirate to death)  Tired of these muthafuckin’ pirates in my muthafucking quantum physics lab.

The pirate dies with a death rattle of yars and hars.






JOHN

I think I’m in love with you

JUNE slaps him upside his head.






JUNE

Think, think.  There’s got to be a solution to all of this.  






JOHN

It’s too late for that.   Time will continue to deteriorate.  All of history’s great leaders will be sucked up and spit out again until civilization collapses and nothing is left but cockroaches and pirates. 






JUNE

(Thinking) What we need is The Doctor.






JOHN

(Gasps, enamored) You believe too?  






JUNE

Dr. Crump, you asshole.  






JOHN

Oh, yeah. Ha ha.  I was just joking






JUNE

Goddamn, your geek reek is unbelievable.  






JOHN

But we’ll never get to him in time.  We’re surrounded 





JUNE

Well, we can’t stay here and become pirate booty.

There is a sudden thud and crash as if something is breaking through a wall or window.  Wevs.






JUNE

What was that? 

JOHN runs to the window down stage.  






JOHN

The pterodactyl.  It’s escaped.  (watching)  It’s heading for the town square.






JUNE

But, but today was the Annual Adorable Orphans and Puppies Festival.

JOHN

(collapsing in a heap)  Oh, the humanity.  What have I done?  What have I done?






JUNE

John, get a hold of yourself.






JOHN

Why, God, why?  I just wanted to see the end of Warehouse 13!






JUNE

(Pulling John up by the shoulders).  John, I’m not doing this to bring you to your senses, I’m doing this because it makes me feel better.  (She slaps him across the face several times).






JOHN

Thanks, June.  I needed that.






JUNE

Now come on.  We’ve got to get to Dr. Crump’s office.  

JUNE grabs her baseball bat and picks up another implement from the floor.  Let’s say she picks up the brace/crutch we have in the prop pile this year.  That sounds good.  It probably belongs to another scientist who got eaten by the pterodactyl. 






JOHN

But we’ll never make it in time.




JUNE

Anything is possible with an awesome action soundtrack in the background.  Now let’s go kick some pirate ass.

I realize at this point that I keep putting in cues to what is suppose to be a tech light production.  I leave it up to you folks how you want to achieve this, but right now let’s pretend that an awesome action soundtrack starts playing.  I’m picturing “You’re the Best” from The Karate Kid.  Bribe the actors back stage with cookies and they’ll probably sing it for you.  We see JOHN and JUNE do an awesome slow-mo action sequence as they fight the way to Dr. Crump’s office.  We see them waste PIRATE DUDE over and over again, because pirates all look the same.  They make their way to Dr. Crump’s office.  DR. CRUMP is asleep at his desk.  He startles awake when JOHN and JUNE enter.






DR. CRUMP

(Startling awake)  Fools, I will destroy you all!  (Noticing JOHN and JUNE)  Dr. Fitzpatrick, Dr. Spunkmire?  What are you two doing here?






JUNE

There’s been an incident at the lab, Dr. Crump.






DR. CRUMP

An incident?  I hope it doesn’t involve that gorilla again.






JUNE


No, not a gorilla.






DR. CRUMP

Thank goodness.  That damn simian defecates everywhere.






JOHN

Dr. Crump…I…it’s about the T3-90.2 Prototype.






DR. CRUMP

Yes?






JOHN

Well, sir, I was making some minor adjustments last week---er, last night to be precise, and well—

There is a sudden raucous from outside.  The pirates are almost upon them.






DR. CRUMP

Good Lord, are those pirates?





JOHN

Yes, sir.






DR. CRUMP

Dammit, man, didn’t I tell you not to cross the streams?






JOHN

I’m sorry sir.






DR. CRUMP

Fritzamjibbers and Gigawatz!  You didn’t accidentally become your own grandfather, did you?






JOHN

No, it’s mostly pirates.






DR. CRUMP

Damn pirates are the vermin of the space-time vortex. 






JUNE

Actually, when we have the time, I wanted to propose a research project about the corollary between time paradox and pirates.  






JOHN

There is also a rather vicious pterodactyl heading towards a buffet of orphans and adorable baby animals.






DR. CRUMP

Great Schroedinger’s Cat!  Why didn’t you come to me sooner?






JOHN

Technically speaking, this really all happened about ten minutes ago.






DR. CRUMP

Then we don’t have a moment to lose. 






JOHN

What are we going to do sir?






DR. CRUMP

Why it’s simple, Johnny, we’re going to reverse the polarity of the neutron flow.






JOHN

We can really do that?

DR. CRUMP

No, you stupid cock.  What kind of quantum physicist are you?

DR. CRUMP walks over to the corner of his office, where supposedly this entire time has been three chairs covered in a cloth.  DR. CRUMP whisks the cloth off dramatically revealing three chairs set up in a triangle pattern.






DR. CRUMP

Gentlemen…ladies, I give you T30-9.1 prototype Time Flux Manipulator.

JUNE and JOHN make “oooh’ and “ahhh” sounds.






JUNE

It’s so beautiful.






JOHN

How does it work?






DR. CRUMP

About the same as the T90, only it has leather seats.

Noises come from off stage.  The pirates are closing in.






DR. CRUMP

Quickly now!  

They “climb” into the time machine.  DR. CRUMP opens the umbrella and begins to twirl like JOHN did in the opening scene.  JUNE and JOHN make the standard “OMG, We’re soaring the time vortex” screams, but DR. CRUMP maintains composure.






DR. CRUMP

Whoops, sorry about.  (He flips an imaginary switch).  Gravitational stabilizer.  Lost about three-dozen chimps before we discovered that one.  






JUNE

Sir, where are we going?






DR. CRUMP

October 25, 1985. You know what is significant about that date, Doctors?






JOHN

Yes.  That’s the date Marty McFly, as played by Michael J Fox, had to travel back to in the DeLorean DMC-12 in Back to the Future, what is perhaps the greatest movie ever made concerning time travel to come out of the 80s.

DR. CRUMP and JUNE turn to look disapprovingly at JOHN.  






JUNE

May I, sir? 






DR. CRUMP

Be my guest.

JUNE slaps JOHN on the back of the head hard enough that he hits his forehead on the chair in front of him.






DR CRUMP

Thank you, June.  Although Dr. Spunkmire is correct about Back to the Future being a great movie.  Love that Christopher Lloyd.  But no, Dr. Spunkmire, October 25, 1985 has a much greater significance.  On that date, I finally convinced my wife of 50 years to pleasure me orally, but also on that date, then President Ronald Reagan spent approximately 40 minutes in the presidential lavatory on the east side of the Oval Office where he would eventually fall asleep while reading an Archie comic.  Due to a glitch in communication, Secret Service personnel will leave him unguarded for approximately 2 minutes within a 40-yard range of said lavatory.






JUNE

I’m horrified and yet strangely curious as to where this all leads to.






DR. CRUMP

It’s a fixed point in time.   The problem with time travel is the chaos factor.  Little elements constantly changing can rip open time, but that moment never fluctuates, making it a perfect reset button for the space-time continuum.






JUNE

Time has a reset button?






DR. CRUMP

A quantum control-alt-delete as it were.  (He pulls an imaginary lever and stops twirling the umbrella).  Here we are.






JOHN

Oh my god, we’re actually in the White House.






DR. CRUMP

Quiet, you fool.  We don’t have time for your shenanigans now.  Our window of opportunity is very small.






JUNE

What do we do?






DR. CRUMP

One of you must open that lavatory door and give a good ol’ right hook to Ronnie’s jaw.






JOHN

We have to punch President Reagan while he’s sitting on the toilet?  Why do we have to punch him?






DR. CRUMP

Dammit, man, don’t ask questions.  This is science!  Now one of you hurry.  Hop to it.

John looks at June, who gives him the stink eye. 






JOHN

I guess it should be me, considering.  All right, here it goes. 

JOHN walks to one of the panels and put his hand to the door.  He hesitates and takes a deep breath before jerking the door open.






JOHN

Sorry, President Reagan!  (John throws a mighty swing into the open door.  We hear an “umph” of Reagan being punched in the face and slumping to the floor).  I did it!  I did it!  Felt kind of good, actually.  Hey, what’s that noise?

There is the sound off stage of Secret Service agents rushing to the Gipper’s aid.  






DR. CRUMP

Whoops, time to go.  (DR CRUMP starts up the time machine).






JOHN

No, wait, don’t leave me here. (John is dragged off stage as JUNE and DR. CRUMP leave.  JOHN’s voice becomes fainter)  You guys suuuuuucck.






JUNE

Was it ok to leave him back there?






DR. CRUMP

Oh, he’ll be fine.  Get to experience Pepsi Clear all over again.  How awesome is that?  (He lands the time machine).  Now, let’s see if those pesky pirates are gone now.

JUNE looks out the office door cautiously.  






JUNE

Holy shit, it worked.  There’s Dr. Patel, and Dr. Anderson…with both his arms back on.  Not a pirate in sight.  Punching Ronald Reagan in the face actually fixed the time-space continuum!  






DR. CRUMP

Works every time, Dr. Fitzpatrick. Works every time.






JUNE

Amazing.  Absolutely fascinating.






DR. CRUMP

I like your moxie, kid.  I think your good for this team, and I would definitely like to hear your theories on the corollary of pirates to quantum flux anomalies.






JUNE

(Looking up) Um, Dr. Crump?






DR. CRUMP

Yes?






JUNE

What about the pterodactyl?

DR. CRUMP looks up as we hear the pterodactyl give a mighty “CAW”.  JUNE and DR CRUMP scream as the great flying beast swoops in.  Lights out.

