
Trip the Swearer

Damn:  
•    How can you be so damn sure what our sensors can do?  (To T'Pol in BB)
•    We've been on the move for two weeks and we haven't seen a damn thing. (FoF)
•    Damn, dinner and a show!  (Silent Enemy)
•    You don' give a damn about this crew! All you care about is your precious gold! (Acquisition)
Hell:
•    What the hell's that supposed to mean?  (BB:  In response to T'Pol's statement that Archer orders to return were based upon the knowledge Trip is stubborn)
•    Ahlen:  Your favorite food is…catfish.  
      Trip:  How the hell did you know that?  (Acquisition)
•    What the hell are you talking about? (to Phlox in Unexpected when Phlox told him the 'rash' was really a nipple and started talking about the blastocyst)
•    That's comforting, but how the hell did I get knocked up? (Unexpected)
•    Sounds to me like you already made up your mind.  Why the hell did you ask me here?  (BTI – asking why she asked him his advice about getting married)
•    What the hell's that supposed…?  I'm getting real sick of being cut off.  (SofP)
•    What the hell's going on over there?  (FS, when module breaks away from Fortunate)
•    What the hell's that supposed to mean? (CF:  In response to T'Pol's statement about open minds versus believing something because you want it to be true)
•    I can sure as hell try.  (CF:  in response to Archer asking him to find Selik using Daniels' sensors)
•    That's a hell of a dry spell  (FH – about Vulcan mating rituals)
•    It's hotter than hell out there. 41 degrees!  (DC)
•    With all due respect sir, this is a level of quantum engineering beyond anything I ever learned.  How the hell do you know this? (Shockwave)
Son of a bitch:
•    Son of a bitch (BB upon hearing the mission will continue)
•    They'll probably give the son of a bitch some gaudy medal and then cart him off to wherever they send bitter old Vulcans to retire. (Shockwave)

Broken Bow*

Archer:  Make sure they match the color to the nacelle housings.
Trip:  Planning to sit on the hull and pose for some postcards?
Archer:  Maybe.
Archer: God, she's beautiful.
Trip:  And fast.  Warp 4.5 next Thursday.
Archer:  Neptune and back in 6 minutes.  Let's take a look at the lateral sensor array.
Trip:  Just a sec.
Archer:  Slow down.  There.  Those are the ports that buckled during the last test.  They need to be reinforced.
(Trip writes down the info and the craft bumps the bottom of Enterprise)
Archer:  Great, you scratched the paint.
Trip:  Sorry.

Trip:  Keep your shirt on, Lieutenant. (to Reed)

Trip:  I took a shower this morning.  How 'bout you, Cap'n?  (during first meeting with T'Pol, in response to her reaction to the smell in the office)

Trip:  Trip.  I'm called Trip.
T'Pol:  I'll try to remember that.

Trip:  I've only been to one inhabited planet besides earth.  Nothing there but dust-dwelling ticks.  (To Mayweather)

Trip:  No kidding, I lived a few blocks from there where I first joined Starfleet.  Great parties at the Vulcan compound.  (Dinner with Archer and T'Pol)

Trip:  Can't wait to see you tackle the spare ribs.  (To T'Pol, who doesn't eat with her fingers)

Trip:  Grandma taught me never to judge a species by their eating habits.

Trip:  I wouldn't call that small potatoes (to T'Pol about wiping out war, etc.)

Trip:  Well, we used to have cannibals on earth.  Who knows how far we'll revert?  Lucky this isn't a long mission.  

Trip:  How can you be so damn sure what our sensors can do?  (To T'Pol)

Trip:  Then again, loyalty's an emotion, in't it? (To T'Pol about loyalty to Archer)

Trip:  You forgot to warn us about drinking the water.
T'Pol:  Dr. Phlox isn't concerned with the food and water, but he does caution against intimate contact.

Trip:  Could've fooled me.  (To T'Pol about the alien woman weaning her son)

Trip:  Proving just how consistent you Vulcans can be.  (To T'Pol in decon)

Trip:  How difficult can it be?  Up, down, forward, reverse.  I'll figure it out.  (about flying the alien vessel)

Trip:  You tell em, big guy. (to Klaang)

Trip:  I don't particularly like the way you smell either!  (to Klaang)

Trip:  What the hell's that supposed to mean?  (T'Pol telling Trip he is stubborn and that is why Archer told him to return later)

Trip:  I can't believe this.  (To T'Pol in argument about returning for Archer)

T'Pol:  Mr. Tucker.  Status?
Trip:  The auto-sequencer's online but the annular confinement's still off by two microns.
T'Pol:  That should suffice.
Trip:  Easy for you to say.

Trip:  Son of a bitch (BB upon hearing the mission will continue)

Archer:  Let's hope that's the last time somebody takes a shot at us.
Trip:  Let's hope.

Fight or Flight*

Trip:  We've been out here for two weeks and the only first contact we've made is with a dyyyyyyyin worm.

Trip:  Starting to get antsy.
Phlox:  Antsy?
Trip:  Restless.  We've been on the move for two weeks and we haven't seen a damn thing.

Trip:  It's good to see you're enjoyin' yourself.  (Trip to Phlox who has commented upon the crew and their foibles and potential mating plans.)

Archer:  Is there a problem, Commander?
Trip:  I want to go with you.
Archer:  I'm bringing a translator and a security officer, why would I need an engineer?
Trip:  What makes you think you can open the hatch, or turn the lights on for that matter?
Archer:  We've got beacons, Trip.
Trip:  That ship could have a lot of decks.  You might need someone to help you figure out the turbo lifts.  OK, I've got a better reason why you need an engineer.  'Cause your engineer signed onto this mission of exploration so he could do a little exploring.  He didn't sign on so he could sit in Engineering while you three get to break into that ship.
Archer:  We're not breaking in.  We're just going to see if everything's OK.  
Trip:  You're chomping at the bit to find out what's in there.  Why sould I be any different?  
Archer:  We just got out here, Trip. There's going to be plenty of time to go exploring.  Right now I need you on Enterprise down with your engine.  This ship's a little young to be without her Chief Engineer.
Trip:  (nods head reluctantly)

(at dinner)
Trip:  What kind of pasta is this?  It's great.
Archer:  Chef told me.  I don't remember.
Trip:  (to T'Pol)  Too spicy for ya?
It's fine.
Trip:  Malcolm's anxious to run another weapons test, especially after what happened.  (no response from anyone) Tea?
T'Pol:  No thank you
Trip:  Cap'n.
Archer:  Sure, thanks.
Trip:  I heard they were humanoid.  Is that right?
Archer:  Humanoid.
Trip:  Did they look anything like us?
Archer:  They were in uniform.
Trip:  But you didn't recognize the species?
Archer:  They were crewmen, murdered on their own ship.  Fifteen dead crewmen.
(Trip nods head)
T'Pol:  I detected a stellar nursery along our present course.
Trip:  I saw one once through the big lens outside Anchorage.
T'Pol:  A closer view might alleviate some of the crews' tension.
Archer:  What's the matter?  The tension bothering you?
T'Pol:  Not in the least.
Archer:  Must be great not to let things bother you.  No remorse. No guilt.  What if they were Vulcans, think you would have reacted the same way?
T'Pol:  They weren't Vulcans.
Archer:  I said "what if" they were Vulcans, would you have just left them there, hanging like slaughtered animals?  Don't you think maybe you would have taken them down? Tried to figure out who they were?  Made some effort to contact their families?
T'Pol:  We don't know where they came from.  It would be very difficult to locate their families.
Archer:  We didn't even try.  (to Trip)  What about you?  What if they were humans?  Would you just stick your tail between your legs and run, leave them there to rot?  Am I the only one who's having a problem with this?
Trip:  You said it yourself, sir, whoever killed those people are probably coming back.  
Archer:  So we should avoid confrontation at any cost, is that what you're saying?  (to T'Pol)  Is that what you Vulcans do, bury your heads in the sand and just fly on by?
T'Pol:  "We Vulcans" would have never gone aboard that ship in the first place.
Archer:  (laughs bitterly)  Ah, you have an answer for everything, don't you.
T'Pol:  We have a code of behavior and we try to obey it.
Archer:  You may not believe this, but humans have a code of behavior, too.  It took a few thousand years, but I think we're starting to get it right.  I can't believe I almost ignored it.

(on the alien ship)
Hoshi:  Maybe it's a log. What do you think?
Trip:  Beats me. Could be a laundry list...or instructions on how to conquer the universe.

Trip:  Let's hope the next time we make first contact, it isn't with a room full of corpses.

Trip:  I can't get enough of this, an alien spaceship, sending off a message to who knows where.
Hoshi:  The quicker we get this done, the quicker we can get back to the ship.
Trip:  It's your second away mission in two days.
Hoshi:  Yeah, great.
Trip:  I wish I had an ear for languages.  The cap'n's gonna to need a translator with him a lot more than an engineer.

Strange New World*

Trip:  Where no dog has gone before.

Trip:  Let me guess…no ghost stories on Vulcan?

Trip:  Where did you put the phase pistols?
Mayweather:  You're going to shoot a bug?
Trip:  I'm just going to stun it.

Trip:  You've never seen me irrational.  (to T'Pol)

Trip:  Sit down.  You heard me. (to T'Pol)

Trip:  Sounds like your getting a little volatile yourself, Sub-Commander.  I thought you had your emotions all locked up?  Having a little problem, are you?  (to T'Pol)

Trip:  I have no idea what you just said but it didn't sound very nice.  (to T'Pol)

Trip:  Say one more word of that gibberish and I'm going to split you in two.  (to T'Pol)

Trip:  You didn't shoot me last night, did you?
T'Pol:  I'm afraid I did.

Trip:  A pretty good performance.  Look, I know I kind of shot my mouth off last night…
T'Pol:  You were under the influence of the pollen.  We all were.
Trip:  “Challenge your preconceptions or they'll challenge you.”  
T'Pol:  Commander?
Trip:  That's something Mr. Velik used to say.  Tenth grade biology class.  He was a Vulcan scientist who came to teach us about life on other worlds.  I'd never seen a Vulcan before, not up close.  Scared the hell out of me.  
T'Pol:  Perhaps it's not too late to follow his advice.  

Unexpected*

Archer:  Any luck?
Trip:  We know it's got something to do with the plasma exhaust.  The flows been restricted for reason and it's screwing up half the systems on the ship.  Tell Billy to purge the aft manifold
Archer:  Do you think it might be a good idea to drop out of warp?
Trip:  Give me a minute, sir, I think we can figure it out.  (Things begin to explode.  Archer grabs a fire extinguisher and uses it.)  Tucker to bridge, might be a good idea to drop out of warp.

Trip:  Looks like we got ourselves a hitchhiker.

Trip:  That still leaves three hours.  Can you recommend a good book?
T'Pol:  I'll be briefing you on their propulsion systems.
Trip:  (to Archer)  Sure you don't want me comin' back at night?
Archer:  Three hours of decompression in each direction – makes more sense to stay until the job's done.
Phlox:  I sent them your dietary requirements.
T'Pol:  They claim to have the ability to synthesize protein and carbohydrates, but there's no telling what it may taste like.  Try to be…diplomatic.
Trip:  Three days on an alien ship!
Archer:  Remember to mind your manners.  (Trip smiles)

Mayweather:  It's too bad the ship-to-ship sensors are down.  It would have been nice to get a look at them.
Trip:  I'll just think of it as a blind date.

(In the decompression chamber)
Trip:  Hello?  (vapors flood the chamber)  Hello?  
Alien woman's voice:  Try to maintain your normal rate of respiration.
Trip:  This stuff's burning my lungs.

(Still in decompression chamber)
T'Pol:  Commander Tucker's calling again, sir.  He's rather anxious.
Archer:  Put him through.  
Trip:  How long's it been, sir?
Archer:  About five minutes longer than the last time you asked.  How's the breathing?
Trip:  A lot easier, but I prefer air I can't see.
Archer:  They told us the air would clear up during the last half hour of decompression.
Trip:  I feel like I've been in here for a week.
Archer:  You only have 45 minutes to go, Trip.  Be patient.

Trip:  Whoa, whoa!  That's too fast!  I'm not a computer!  (Responding to the speed the color lights test was going.)

(Trip sees everything in slow motion)
Ah'Len:  We've prepared a meal for you.
Trip:  Not right now, thank you.

Archer:  I told Trena'l you would try to get at least one hour of shuteye.  He says that should do the trick.
Trip:  I just want out sir, I'm not kiddin'.  I can't take much more of this.
Archer:  Trena'l says they've dealt with this before.  Just one hour.  If you're not feeling better, we'll bring you back.
Trip:  It's not going to work, cap'n.
Archer:  Take a nap, Trip, that's an order.

(Ah'Len is feeding Trip water cubes – electrical-like flashes appear when she touches his lips)
Trip:  It's kinda nice.  Does that happen when you people touch each other?
Ah'Len:  Something similar.  Have you had enough?
Trip:  A man needs a lot of fluids when he's under the weather.
Ah'Len:  If you're feeling well enough we really should get back to the repairs.
Trip:  (indicating the bowl)  Could we take some of those with us?

Trip:  You're not going to believe this, they've got grass growing on the floor.  Real grass.  It's even green.  Is Vulcan grass green?

(The holodeck)
Trip:  We're still in the same room, and this isn't a boat.
Ah'len:  It's a boat, it's just resequenced…
Trip:  …resequenced photons.  
Ah'len:  Exactly.
Trip:  If we had one of these on Enterprise I'd never ask for shore leave.
Ah'len:  You don't have andermal plating.  How do you detect others peoples…moods?
Trip:  We don't.  Well, actually we do, but we do it through observing behavior, getting to know someone.
Ah'len:  The follicles on your face if I'm not mistaken they've grown.  Do they have a purpose?
Trip:  Not that I know of.  Normally we shave them off with something called a razor but I haven't had the chance since I've been here.
Ah'len:  Do you mind?  
Trip:  Go ahead.  (she touches his face)
Ah'len:  Does that hurt?
Trip:  Not in the least  (a pan of granules appears)  More water?
Ah'len:  No, this is a game we play.  Watch.  (puts her hand in the granules)  Go ahead.
Trip:  Are there any rules to this game?
Ah'len:  It take four hands to work.  (both put hands in the pan of granules)  Your favorite food is…catfish.
Trip:  How the hell did you know that?
Ah'len:  What's mine?
Trip:  Your what?  Favorite food?
Ah'len:  Yes, concentrate, what's my favorite food.
Trip:  Dutara root.  How'd I know that.
Ah'len:  I wasn't certain the granules would work with your species.  Captain Archer saved your life once about four years ago.
Trip:  This is one hell of a game.  You find me attractive.
Ah'len:  You like having people find you attractive, don't you?
Trip:  Sometimes.

(In Sick Bay)
Phlox:  Tell me did your visit to the Xyrillian ship involve any…uh…romance?
Trip:  What?  (can't capture the way Trip said this word, but he said a lot with it via tone and intonation)
Phlox:  Were you intimate with anyone?
Trip:  Doc, I was over there to repair a warp reactor.  What are you talking about?
Phlox:  Seems you did a little more than repair work.
Trip:   Meaning?
Phlox:  This is a nipple.
Trip:  I beg your pardon?
Phlox:  Ah, ah, the blastocyst is located between the sixth and seventh intercostals.
Trip:  What the hell are you talking about?
Phlox:  I'm not quite sure congratulations are in order, Commander, but your pregnant.

(Still in Sick Bay)
Phlox:  Here, do you see that cell cluster?  That is the embryo.  I assume you'll be happy to know it's not technically your child.
Trip:  What do you mean?
Phlox:  When reproducing, the Xyrillians only utilize the genetic material of the mother.  The males simply serves as hosts.
Trip:  That's comforting, but how the hell did I get knocked up?
Phlox:  We don't have any data on their mating procedures, but I wouldn't think it would be that difficult for you to recollect a … sexual encounter.
T'Pol:  Three days, you were only there for three days and you couldn't restrain yourself.
Trip:  I'm telling you, Cap'n, I was a complete gentleman the entire time.
T'Pol:  I imagine that's a question of how you define gentleman. 
Trip:  The only female I had any contact with was Ah'len, their engineer.  Other than repairing the reactor, all she and I did together was go into this holographic chamber they've got.  She showed me some home movies, simulations of their planet…but, I didn't lay a hand on her.  There's gotta be some way to get this thing out of me without hurtin' it.  Can't you create a surrogate chamber or something?
Phlox:  The embryo has integrated with your pericardium.  I wouldn't be comfortable extracting it without more information on the gestation process.
T'Pol:  This engineer wanted you to see her planet?
Trip:  So?
T'Pol:  Perhaps the next step would have been to meet her holographic parents.  If I'm not mistaken, on some planets that's a precursor to marriage.
Trip:  We took a ride in a row boat!  I swear, Cap'n, nothin' happened.
Phlox:  There had to have been a somewhat … lengthy physical contact to transfer this much genetic material.
Archer:  Trip?
Trip:  I've been in Starfleet for 12 years.  Do you think I'd jeopardize my career by messin' around with an alien engineer on a three day mission?  I considered myself a diplomat from the minute I set foot in that vessel.  …Well…there was that…box of pebbles.
Archer:  Pebbles?
Trip:  Yeah, she had it on the boat.  But it was no big deal.  We just stuck our hands into the granules for a few minutes.  It's a game they play, let you read each other's minds.  But they weren't real they were holographic just like everything else in the room!
Archer:  Doctor?
Phlox:  Without a sample of these telegraphic granules it would be impossible to make a determination but they could have served as the transferal medium.
T'Pol:  One of the first things a diplomat learns is not to stick his fingers where they don't belong.
Trip:  Cap'n?  (hands on hips)

(In engineering)
Trip:  Dillard!
Dillard:  Sir?
Trip:  Look at this lift.
Dillard:  Sir?
Trip:  It's an accident waiting to happen.  This safety bar is a meter off the floor.  What use would it be to a small person?
Dillard:  A small person?
Trip:  A short alien?  A.. a child?  This thing's a death trap!  Look at this handrail!   Put your hands here while this is going up or down it will take your fingers right off!
Dillard:  Why would someone put their hands there, sir?
Trip:  Oh…  Never mind.

(In the Captain's dining room)
Trip:  Sorry I'm late.
Archer:  No problem.  How are you feeling?
Trip:  I thought we all promised to keep this under wraps.
Archer:  I haven't said a thing.  Doctor?
Phlox:  Not a word
Trip:  I knew it.  She probably let it slip the minute she left sick bay.
Phlox:  But Subcommander T'Pol promised to keep your pregnancy a secret.
Trip:  Where I from Vulcans aren't known for keepin' promises.
Archer:  What makes you think she's told anyone?
Trip:  All you have to do is see the way they whisper, talk behind my back.  You know what happened this morning?  Ensign Hart pulled out my chair for me.  I'm telling you it was T'Pol and you can be sure it was intentional.  What's that?  
Archer:  Chicken tetrazzini.  (Notices bandage on Trip's wrist)  Did you cut yourself?
Trip:  I wish.  I don't want to ruin your appetites but take a look at this.  Just how many of these am I going to grow?  And while we're on the subject, are they going to go away afterward?
Phlox:  One would think.  Then, again, I have no experience with this species.
Trip:  Great.
Archer:  You know, it's been over a week, Trip.  We have to start considering the possibility that we're not going to find the Xyrillians.
Trip:  What's that supposed to mean?  Are you saying I'm going deliver this …baby?
Phlox:  I believe he's saying a good deal more than that.  Once the child is born it may well rely on you in some way to care for it.
Trip:  I'm the Chief Engineer.  I spent years earning that position.  I never had any intention of becoming a working mother.
Archer:  You know, the doctor was saying the gestation period will only last another five weeks, six at the most.
Trip:  Ugh.
Phlox:  You should expect to begin experiencing some unusual symptoms, hormonal changes mostly…mood swings, heightened emotions.
Archer:  I suggest you stick with the civilian clothes.  Seems to help hide the…bulge.
Trip:  How much bigger is this thing going to get?  I'm already the laughing stock of the ship?  I'd love some more of this.
Archer:  I'd like you to start seeing the doctor every 8 hours.  As your delivery date gets closer, he should be able to start figuring out what your post-natal responsibilities might be.
Trip:  “Post-natal responsibilities?”
Phlox:  You could very well be putting those nipples to work before you know it.
Archer:  There's a bright side to all this.
Trip:  Yeah, what's that?
Archer:  As far as we know this is the first interspecies pregnancy involving a…human?
Trip:  (sighs)
…
T'Pol:  Bridge to Archer.
Archer:  Go ahead.
T'Pol:  We may have found the Xyrillian ship, sir.
Trip:  (raises eyes to heaven)  THANK YOU!
Archer:  On our way.
(Trip grabs more food and follows Archer out.)

(On the Xyrillian ship)
Ah'len:  The reactor worked fine for six days but then went off line again.  How did you find us?
Trip:  It wasn't easy but we were very…um…motivated.  
Ah'len:  I don't understand.
(Trip shows her his side.)
Ah'len:  I had no idea this could happen with another species.  If I had known…
Trip:  No need to apologize.  But I would be real appreciative if you could get this out of me…assuming it is safe.
Ah'len:  It's still early enough to transfer the embryo to another host.  Hmm, she looks very healthy.
Trip:  It's a girl, huh?

(In the captain's dining room)
Trip:  The only thing worse than spending three hours in the decompression chamber with a bunch of Klingons is doin' it twice in one day.  I smelled things in there I hope I never smell again.
…
Archer:  Your appetite seems to be back to normal
Trip:  Just eatin' for one again.
T'Pol:  I've run a check through the Starfleet database.  You might be pleased to know that this is the first recorded incident of a human male becoming pregnant.
Trip:  Just how I always wanted to get into the history books. 

Terra Nova (may have a copy to do in a few weeks)

The Andorian Incident*

Trip:  Maybe it's just me, but it seems like these Vulcan star charts take all the fun out of it.  We're supposed to be explorers aren't we?
Archer:  That's the general idea.
Trip:  Where' the exploration in going places people have already been?

Trip:  Are you say' those Vulcan star charts aren't all that accurate?
Archer:  (Shrug)
Trip:  Good luck getting'  'em to admit it.

T'Pol:  P'Jem is a place of quiet contemplation, Captain.  I'm not sure we'd be welcome.
Trip:  It's because Vulcans think we smell bad, i'n't it?

(At P'Jem)
Trip:  You say this is a place to purge emotions?  Looks like someone had to purge pretty bad—he bashed the door in.

T'Pol: It's probably nothing.  This is the main atrium.  There should be more than one member of the order present.  And the icon in that shrine is perched at an odd angle.
Trip:  Oddly perched, huh?  We'd better call Starfleet command.
T'Pol:  That's not all, Captain.  The Vulcan elder seems…agitated.
Trip:  You call that agitated?

T'Pol:  I've heard it could take days to explore this site.
Trip:  It'd take at least that long to clean the place up.

(After Vulcan Monk presents the stone of Shakar)
Archer:  Does that mean I get good luck or something?
Trip: ah.. You're thinkin' of the Blarney Stone, Cap'n, or when ya pat the Buddha's belly.

Andorian:  Stop looking at me!
Trip:  Okay! Okay!  Don't get your antennas in a twist!
 [I checked twice.  He says *antennas*  not antennae.]

(After Andorian slams Archer in the stomach)
Trip:  Hey! He's tellin' the truth.  We came for a visit.  That's all.

Trip:  Now *these* guys are agitated.

Trip:  What do they want with a 3000 year old temple?

Trip:  So whataya gonna do?  Sit here and let 'em ransack the place?

Young Monk:  (superciliously) You've endangered us all.
Trip:  No good deed goes unpunished.

Trip:  You'd think they could find whatever they're looking for with those antennas a theirs.

Archer:  The longer we're out of contact, the more likely Malcolm will put together a landing party—warning or no warning.
Trip:  Know' him, a heavily armed landing party.

Trip:  I never met a busted radio I couldn't fix.

Trip: For people without emotions you sure have a flair for the dramatic.

Trip:  (to the mummified Vulcan monks in the catacombs)  Fellas.

Trip:  I saw an old stairwell down there, maybe a meter wide.  It was right about here.
T'Pol:  That would be almost directly beneath the atrium.
Trip:  There were these dim lights comin' from the top.  It looked something like this (places three stones to illustrate a “face”).

Andorian:  (to T'Pol)  Most Vulcans smell of dust, but you're different.
Trip:  Sum 'n sure smells.

Breaking the Ice*

Trip:  You want to join me?  I could use the company. 
T'Pol:  I'm very tired.
Trip:  Tell me about it.  I put out about a hundred fires in engineering this afternoon and missed dinner then somebody told me that chef made a pecan pie and suddenly my life brightened.  It's been my favorite since I was a kid.  Care for a bite?
T'Pol:  No thank you.
Trip:  It's delicious.
T'Pol:  It's mostly sugar.
Trip:  What, Vulcans don't have a sweet tooth?  It may not be good for the body but it sure is good for the soul.  Mmm, I feel better already.  (Watches T'Pol read her PADD). Must be a real page turner.  (She doesn't respond but looks slightly distracted.)  You alright?
T'Pol:  I'm fine Commander.  Good night.  (leaves)
Trip:  Sweet dreams.

Trip:  A poop question, sir?

Trip:  They're going to think I'm the sanitation engineer.
Archer:  You're doing fine.
Trip:  So the waste gets broken into little molecules and they get transformed into any number of things we can use on the ship:  cargo containers, insulation, …boots.  You name it.
Archer:  Very enlightening, Commander.

Archer:  Why the hell was it encrypted?
Trip:  That's what I want to know!  Maybe Vulcans encrypt all their personal letters.  All they had to do was send it through regular channels, mark it personal and we'd have left it alone, but no they had to encrypt it, force me to start snooping.  I feel like I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar.
Archer:  Let it go, Trip.  I mean, come on, it was an honest mistake.
Trip:  I can't let it go.  I got to tell her.
Archer:  How's that going to help?  
Trip:  It's the right thing to do.  At least I'll be able to look her in the eye without feeling guilty. 
Archer:  You're a good man.  You might want to take a phase-pistol with you.
Trip:  I might need one.

Trip:  Got a minute?  In private.
T'Pol:  Excuse us, crewman.
Trip:  Did you ever…Did you ever do anything totally by mistake that you weren't very proud of?
T'Pol:  No.
Trip:  Did you ever…come cross something that…that you thought was one thing so you reacted in a certain way but then it turned out to be something completely different…
T'Pol:  Your point, Commander.
Trip:  I found out about your message from the Vulcan ship.
T'Pol:  It was a personal matter.
Trip:  Why wasn't it sent through normal Starfleet channels?
T'Pol:  That takes time.  The letter was important.
Trip:  So they sent it in code?  Do you have any idea how suspicious that looked?
T'Pol:  You read my letter?
Trip:  Believe me I don't feel very good about it.
T'Pol:  I have more letters in my quarters.  Would you like to read those as well?
Trip:  I'm trying to apologize here.  
Archer:  Archer to T'Pol.
T'Pol:  Yes, Captain. 
Archer:  Please report to my ready room.
T'Pol:  Has anyone else read the letter?
Trip:  No.
T'Pol:  I'd appreciate it if you wouldn't mention it.
Trip:  I won't, I promise.

The dinner from hell
Trip:  I'd love to get a look inside those nacelles.
Vanik:  Our warp systems are classified.

Archer:  Something wrong with your pok tar?
Vanik:  No.
Archer:  If it's not to your liking, I'm sure our chef can prepare you something else
Vanik:  I've already eaten.
Trip:  Hope you saved room for dessert.

Trip:  So, Captain, tell us about yourself.
Vanik:  Excuse me?
T'Pol:  On Earth, it's customary to exchange personal information with someone you've just met.
Archer:  We have this peculiar habit of actually talking during meals.
Vanik:  I've noticed.  What would you like to know?
Trip:  I don't know.  Where were you born?  How long have you been captain?  Any…hobbies?

T'Pol's quarters
T'Pol:  Come in.
Trip:  Decide to tell me what Vanik said?
T'Pol:  Please, sit down.
Trip:  I've never seen your quarters before.  Cozy.  You know you're not supposed to have an open flame on the ship.
T'Pol:  I was given permission from the Captain.  They're for meditation.
Trip:  So, what can I do for you?
T'Pol:  Dr. Phlox believes that it might help if I was to discuss my problem with someone I felt comfortable confiding in.
Trip:  You want to talk to me?  Well, I, um...I'm not sure I'm going to be much help, I mean I've only been in three relationships and they all went bust.  Are you sure you wouldn't rather talk to Hoshi or Ensign Kimball?  She's married.
T'Pol:  Your were far from my first choice, but speaking with someone else mean more people knowing about my situation.
Trip:  I'll do anything I can.  What's your problem?
T'Pol:  You read the letter.
Trip:  Yes.
T'Pol:  Then you know that unless I leave Enterprise immediately, my wedding plans will be cancelled.
Trip:  Have you talked to…
T'Pol:  Koss
Trip:  Have you talked with Koss about all this?
T'Pol:  We haven't spoken in many years.  Marriages on Vulcan are arranged during childhood.  I've only met Koss four times.
Trip:  How can you be in love with a guy you've only met four times?
T'Pol:  It's assumed that we'd eventually develop an affection for each other.
Trip:  So his parents send you an ultimatum.  He doesn't have a say?
T'Pol:  His parents planned the union.  It's their decision.
Trip:  Boy.  Where I come from arranged marriages went out with slavery.
T'Pol:  Are you going to give me advice or criticize my people's tradition?
Trip:  I'm still a little fuzzy on why they threatened to call it off in the first place.
T'Pol:  The ceremony was supposed to take place next week.  When I decided to remain on Enterprise I requested a postponement.  Koss' parents were insulted that I would put off our plans to serve on a human vessel.
Trip:  Well, Vanik can take you home.  Why don't you go marry Koss then come back?
T'Pol:  It's customary for a husband and wife to reside together for at least one Vulcan year.
Trip:  Maybe he can come to Enterprise.
T'Pol:  He's an architect.  It would be illogical for him to live aboard a starship.
Trip:  This whole thing sounds illogical.
T'Pol:  Your advice, Commander.
Trip:  What do you want to do?
T'Pol:  That is irrelevant.
Trip:  No, it's not, it's very relevant.  Do you want to go back and marry this guy spend a year with him, ten years, a hundred years, or do you want to stay on Enterprise?
T'Pol:  I have an obligation.
Trip:  You've got an obligation to yourself.  You've spent the last year around humans.  If there's one thing you should've learned its that we're free to make our own decisions.  There's a lot to be said for personal choice.
T'Pol:  If you'd spent the last year on Vulcan you would have learned that our commitment to tradition outweighs personal choice.
Trip:  I respect your customs but this marriage was arranged when you were a kid.  A lot's since then.  People change.
T'Pol:  Vulcan's don't.
Trip:  Really?
T'Pol:  My obligation is to my culture, my heritage.  It has to take precedence.
Trip:  Sounds to me like you already made up your mind.  Why the hell did you ask me here?
T'Pol:  It was a mistake.  I apologize.
Trip:  Did it ever occur to you that you might've postponed the wedding because subconsciously you wanted to get out of it?
T'Pol:  That would imply that my subconscious mind controls my decisions.  It doesn't.
Trip:  Well it happens to humans all the time.  Maybe you're picking up some of our bad habits.

Trip:  That tractor beam of yours is quite something.  Any chance we could take a at the specifications?
Vanik:  That information is classified.
Trip:  I thought it might be.

Trip:  You don't have much time.  I assume you're all packed.
T'Pol:  Captain?  With your permission I'd like to transmit a message to the To'Mir to send to Vulcan.
Archer:  Go right ahead.
T'Pol:  Thank you.  (exchanges look with Trip and leaves)
Archer:  What was that all about?
Trip:  It's personal.

Civilization*

Archer:  78 light years to get here and our first act is breaking and entering.
Trip:  Maybe you don't have to mention this part in your log?

Trip:  This would be a lot easier if you'd stop rocking the boat.  (To T'Pol when he was trying to get the transporter ready)

Fortunate Son*

Trip:  What the hell's going on over there?  (when module breaks away from Fortunate)

Trip:  They're getting a little trigger happy, sir, stand by.


Cold Front*

Alien:  Voo-Sinteel.  It's a spirit traditionally consumed as the plume reaches its full brilliance.  You'll find it enhances the experience.
Trip:  Hmm, I'm sure it does.

Trip:  I see you already know a thing or two about star ship engines.
Alien:  I'm a warp field theorist.
Trip:  Oh!  Well.  I guess that covers the basics.

T'Pol:  There's a difference between keeping an open mind and believing something because you want it to be true.
Trip:  What the hell's that supposed to mean?

Archer:  Do you think you can find him (Selik) using Daniels' sensors? 
Trip:  I can sure as hell try.

Silent Enemy*

Archer:  Where were you at dinner?
Trip:  I ate in my quarters.  Now that we've got the amplifier working, I wanted to answer a few letters.
Archer:  You missed T'Pol's latest bout with chopsticks.
Trip:  Damn, dinner and a show.

Archer:  I thought you were going to upgrade this.
Trip:  That is the upgrade….If you want I can change the color.

Archer:  What's the word from home?
Trip:  Ah, the usual.  Engineering updates.  Oh! And Duvall got promoted.  They're givin' him the Shenandoah.
Archer:  Duvall got his own command?  Thank god we're a hundred light years away.
Trip:…and….I got a letter from Natalie.
Archer:  The Natalie.  From Pensacola?
Trip:  Natalie from Pensacola.  (changing subject)  Looks like we've got a charge imbalance in this manifold.
Archer:  Trip?
Trip:  They say long distance relationships never work.  This is about as long distance as you can get.
Archer:  You okay?
Trip: Uh, yeah.  I just… I just wish I'd had a chance to say goodbye face-to-face.

Archer:  Let me ask you something.  Do you spend much time with Malcolm?
Trip:  I was in the armory yesterday for a few hours swapping out some power relays.
Archer:  Did you talk about anything interesting?
Trip:  (shrugs) Power relays.

Archer:  If I asked your parents what you like to eat, would they be able to tell me?
Trip:  Are you kiddin'?!  My mama'd give you the recipe for pan-fried catfish and wouldn't let ya go until ya promised not to screw it up.

Trip: (off set) That support frame's bent.  We'll need to reinforce it.
(Enter Archer)
Archer:  How bad is it?
Trip:  That last shot-a been half a meter higher—we'd be looking at stars.  (pause) There were 13 people work' in this section, Cap'n, including yours truly.  If that bulkhead had blown….

(Regarding installing the Phase Cannons)
Trip:  I know we can do it.  Most of the stuff we need is already on the ship.
Archer:   The armory team at Jupiter Station is trained for this kind of work.  If we're going to do this: let's do it right.
Trip:  My engineers are just as good as they are.
Reed:  With your permission, we could at least begin the work.  Get a few things started for Jupiter Station.
Trip: It'll cut down the time we have to sped in space dock.

(In the armory)
Reed:  This, ladies and gentlemen, is a phase modulated energy weapon.  It's rated for a maximum fire output of 500 gigagules.  Enterprise was designed to carry three of them.  We have one, and it's only a prototype.
Trip:  Our job is to get it up and runnin,' and build two more from scratch.  The Cap'n is takin' us back because he thinks this work oughta be done by the boys back in space dock.
Reed:   Far be in from me to question the Captain's judgment, but Commander Tucker and I believe we can do this ourselves.
Trip:  That means double shifts.  By the time we reach Jupiter Station, I don't want their engineers to have anythin' to do but give us a wash and a wax.  Any questions?
Crewman:  Are we expecting another attack, Sir?
Trip:  We all signed up for this trip because we wanted to do somethin' no one had ever done before, not because we thought it'd be easy or safe.  But we're not here to take foolish risks.  The Cap'n and the rest of the crew are depending on us to keep Enterprise ready for anything.  
Reed:  Once we get these phase cannons online, we'll have a lot more firepower to do just that.
Trip:  So, whataya standin' around for?

Trip:  (off screen)  Tucker to Archer
Archer:  Go ahead
Trip:  We've got the plasma leak under control, but our port nacelle took a lot of damage.  
Archer:  How long before we can go to warp?
Trip:  …uh…coupla days.
Archer:  What about impulse power?
Trip:  That's the good news.  It should be back online in a few minutes.

Trip (to Reed):  Targeting scanners will be online in an hour.
Reed:  We should be aligning them by now—not installing them!

Trip:  You were a little hard on Eddie.  Everyone's bustin' their tails to get this job done.

Trip:  What were you trying to do?
Reed:  Bypass the EPS grid.
Trip:  Why?
Reed:  We could draw power for the cannons directly from the impulse engines.
Trip:  Are you tryin' to make this blow up in your face?
Reed;   The relays were rated to handle that much power.
Trip:  What if there's a surge?
Reed:  Ahhh!, I've thought of that.  These inverters were designed to cut in at the first sign of an overload.
Trip:  (Shaking head) nu'uh, we gotta do this by the book or we'll end up blowing a bigger hole in ourselves than the bad guys.
Reed:  I've run a dozen simulations.  (pause)  It's an acceptable risk.
Trip:  When it comes to modifying ship's systems, why don't you let the Chief Engineer decide what's an acceptable risk.
Reed:  Sir.  If we do this by the book, those aliens are likely to be back before we're done.
Trip:  I want to get this job done as quickly as you do, Lieutenant, but not if it means takin' shortcuts that could get our people killed.
Reed:  Yes.  Sir.

(In Engineering)

Archer:  Don't you ever rest?
Trip:  Ya know I can't sleep without the warp engines on line.  I don't feel those vibrations, sum'n just don't feel right.
Archer:  Well, I hope you get them fixed soon, because you look like hell.
Trip: Well, with all due respect, Cap'n, you shouldn't be talkin'
Archer:  How's it coming?
Trip: (sighing) They'll be online by the end of the day tomorrow.  Guaranteed.  
(Pause.  Looks at Archer)  Could ya check the dilithium alignment for me?
Archer:  sure.  Point Oh Six microns. At least we'll be flying home under our own power.
Trip:  Let me know if it drops below Point Oh Three.
Archer:  I tried to get a message to the Vulcan High Command, but it didn't go through.  If it had, we'd be expecting a Surok class ship tomorrow, oh-so-politely offering to help us.
Trip:  The Vulcans would have loved that, town' the pride a' Starfleet back to base.
Archer:  Maybe we should thank our visitors for blowing up the subspace amplifiers.  (beeping sound)  It's holding at Point Oh Five.
Trip:  Keep an eye on it.
Archer:  You looking forward to seeing Earth?
Trip:  Sure.  I just didn't think I'd be seein' it so soon.
Archer:  This time we won't be leaving before we're ready.
Trip: Are your ears a little pointier than usual?
Archer:  I never said we didn't belong out here.  I just wish we'd launched with all our systems online, especially weapons.
Trip:  If we hadn't launched when we did, they'd have sent Klang back to Kronos in a box.
Archer:  I keep reminding myself of that.  But I rushed us out of space dock because I had something t prove.  And I risked the lives of 81 humans, a Vulcan, and a Denobulan to do it.
Trip:  Don't forget Porthos.
Archer:  Thanks
Trip:  In the old days, astronauts road rockets with millions of liters of hydrogen burnin' under their seats.  Do you think they said, 'Gee, I'd love t go to the moon today, but it seems a little risky'?  I think if you asked any one on board if they thought this mission was worth the risk, you'd get the same answer from everyone of 'em.

(Armory)
Trip:  Have ya still got those guns of yours hooked on to the impulse engines?
Reed:  I'm just disconnecting them now.
Trip:  Hang on a minute.  You're sure this'll work?
Reed:  Yes, Commander, I am.
Trip:  Then based on the recommendation of the armory officer, the Chief Engineer finds the level of risk acceptable.

Archer I'd rather knock out two decks than surrender this ship.
Reed:  But sir…
Trip:  Hold on a minute.  I think there's a way to handle the recoil.  
Reed:  How?
Trip:  All that excess energy's go to go somewhere.  Why not put it to good use.  If we repolarize the gravity plating to absorb the recoil, then we can shunt the energy to structural integrity.
Archer:  Sounds good to me.

(Bridge)
Archer:  Bridge to the Armory.  Everything Okay down there?
Trip:  (off screen) We blew out the plasma relays on B deck, but it's nothin' we can't take care of.  What about our friends?


(Armory. Archer, Trip and Reed with glasses of beer.)
Trip:  To our mysterious friends.  I wish I coulda seen the looks on their faces.
Reed:  Hear.  Hear.
Archer:  Don't get used to drinking on duty, but you did your jobs damned well yesterday.  I'd say that deserves a little celebration.
Reed:   Cheers.
Trip:  If ya really want to thank us, how about lettin' us sleep in tomorrow?


Dear Doctor*

Trip:  Got somethin' in my eye.

Sleeping Dogs*

(On bridge)
Trip:  We're picking up something.
(Klingon language over comm.)
Archer:  Sounds like Klingon.
Trip:  I'll try to tie in the U. T. (does it)

(In sick bay)
Klingon woman:  Release me!  Coward!  Let me die on my feet!
Phlox:  T'Pol was right.  There's a neurotoxin in her blood stream.  Untreated it could kill her within a day or two.
Archer:  Can you do anything?
Phlox:  I'm working on it.
Trip:  T'Pol said the Klingons were unconscious.  Why is this one so lively?
Phlox:  She's showing the effects of hypothermia.  My guess is she took refuge in a low temperature environment aboard her ship the cold delayed the effects of the toxin.
Klingon woman:  I demand to speak to your captain!
Trip:  You know I read that if they sense the leader is weak they'll try to kill him, take command.  (Power arm signal)

Archer:  Remind me to stop trying to help people.
(Trip is amused) 

Archer:  I think I made a tactical error dealing with the Klingon woman.  I asked her for help. She could see that as a sign of weakness.
Trip:  You been boning up on your Klingon psychology?

Trip:  Maybe it's time to start thinking like a Klingon.  (to Archer)

Archer:  Kaplah!
Trip:  I beg your pardon?
Archer:  Success!

Trip:  That may explain why our guest is so irritable. (about Klingon woman)

Trip:  Going to go put your homework to use?  (Archer going to talk with the Klingon woman)
Archer:  Something like that.

Archer:  This is Klingon Raptor Somrov hailing Enterprise.  Request permission to disembark four passengers.
Trip:  Well I don't see why not.

Trip:  I kept your seat warm for ya! (to Archer returning from the rescue
Flight)

Mayweather:  It's the Raptor, sir, they're hailing us.
Trip:  Calling to say thanks?
Archer:  I doubt it.  Put her through.

Shadow of P'Jem*

Trip:  Ah, you had me going there for a minute.
Archer:  You're just too easy a target.
Trip:  You're taking me, right?

Trip:  What the hell's that supposed…?  I'm getting real sick of being cut off.

Trip:  You're awfully trigger-happy for someone who's repressed his emotions. (Trip to Sopek)

Trip:  I guess not everyone gets to live in Emerald City.  (Trip to Reed as they walk through a slum like area looking for Archer)

Trip:  What the hell are you doing here?
Shran:  Looking out for you pink skins.

Trip:  I'm no fan of the Vulcans but they are no warmongers.

Trip:  Vulcans crashed our rescue party.  (To Archer about the weapons exchange they are hearing)


Shuttlepod 1*

Trip:  I'll have you know that Superman was laced with metaphor, subtext layered on subtext.

Malcolm:  I don't suppose you have a sextant handy.
Trip:  I left it with my slide rule.

Trip:  I just need to get some sleep, Malcolm, is that so hard to understand?

Trip:  If  I don't waste some oxygen sleeping I'm going to start getting real cranky and you don't want to spend you last nine days cooped up with me when I'm cranky.  So turn that thing off and get some rest.

Trip:  And you came close to criticizing my choice of cuisine.

Trip:  How much closer to oblivion are we?

Trip:  I'm confident there will be a Charles Tucker the Fourth one day.

Trip:  Charming.  But you're forgetting one thing, Malcolm.
Malcolm:  What's that?
Trip:  If I remember my biology honor's course correctly, your hair and nails keep growing for quite a while after your dead.  I'm pretty sure that includes your beard.
Malcolm:  Thanks.

Trip:  You're a regular grim reaper, Malcolm, anyone ever tell you that?

Malcolm:  I don't drink on duty.
Trip:  Are you serious?  We're dead men, remember?

Trip:  The bourbon will provide the heat, the candle's just for mood.

Trip:  We'll probably be dead five or six minutes earlier than we would have been.

Trip:  All of a sudden five or six more minutes sounds kinda nice.

Reed: The radio! Or is it just the galaxy, giggling at us again?
Trip:  It can giggle all it wants, but the galaxy isn't getting any of our bourbon.

Reed:  What do you think of T'Pol, hmm?  Do you think she's pretty?
Trip:  T'Pol?  Are you serious?
Reed:  Well, she is a woman you know.  I think she's pretty.
Trip:  You've had too much to drink.
Reed:  Don't tell me you've never noticed her, you know, in that way.
Trip:  Nah, she's a Vulcan.
Reed:  I think she's pretty.
Trip:  Oh, God.
Reed:  You ever noticed her bum?
Trip:  What?
Reed:  Her bum.  She's got an awfully nice bum.
Trip:  To Subcommander T'Pol.  (toast)
Reed:  Awfully nice.

Trip:  I can't blow up our engine, we'd be adrift,  dead in space.

Trip:  I am engineer, I won't blow up own only engine.

Trip:  That's probably the last bet I'll ever make…and I won.

Trip:  Stop trying to be a hero, it doesn't suit you.

Trip:  Friends don't shoot each other!

Fusion*

Kov:  There are a lot of women on your ship.
Trip:  Nearly a third of the crew.
Kov:  Is it true you mate year round with any of them you choose?
Trip:  You haven't been around humans too much, have you.
Kov:  You're the first we've met.  But I've heard a lot of stories.  Your people indulge their passions.  Do you really eat six meals a day?
Trip:  More like three.  
Kov:  And what about sleep.  I understand you spend more than half the day in bed.
Trip:  Eight hours.  We sleep for eight hours.  In my case about six.  When we're through here maybe we can get a bite to eat.  I might be able to clear up some of your, um … misconceptions.
Kov:  I'd like that Commander.
Trip:  Eh, call me Trip.

Trip:  Where'd you hear that?
Kov:  A Vulcan anthropologist told him he'd seen the ritual during an earth expedition.
Trip:  They're not trying to kill the quarterback, they're just trying to keep him from throwing the ball or running with it.  It's only a game…not a fight to the death.
Kov:  I see.
Trip:  You must think we're a bunch of barbarians.
Kov:  Your species does have a reputation but I've always suspected the stories were exaggerated.
Trip:  Well, I hope you'll tell all your friends.  Set the record straight.
Kov:  Gladly.
Trip:  There's …uh… something I've always wondered about Vulcans.  Maybe you can clear it up for me.
Kov:  Please.
Trip:  It's kind of personal.
Kov:  Go ahead.
Trip:  Well, I've learned about your marriage customs, how your parents arrange the whole thing when you're young, stuff like that.  But …what about …?  You know.
Kov:  Ah, you mean sex!
Trip:  It's not a topic I've heard Vulcans discuss.
Kov:  Well we do have it if that's what you're asking.
(Reed joins them and introductions are exchanged)
Kov:  We were just discussing Vulcan mating rituals.  Most of my people are extremely uncomfortable talking about such things…so many inhibitions.  Vulcan males are driven to mate once every seven years.
Trip:  Seven years?!
Reed:  Frightening.
Kov:  Over the past few years we've been developing methods for accelerating the mating cycle.
Trip:  You up for seconds?
Kov:  I've had enough thank you.  Back to work?

Trip:  Do Vulcans dance?  You know…?  (does a little dance)
Kov:  No, only when it's part of some tedious ceremony.
Trip: Hmm, I remember the first dance I ever went to.  Bayshore Elementary, Panama City, Florida.  A girl I had a crush on, Melissa Lyles was going to be there.  So I spent weeks practicing the two step with my brother…I wanted to make sure I was ready.  She was wearing a red dress that night.  Prettiest girl there.  All I wanted to do was ask her to dance with me.  But I never worked up the courage to go over and talk to her.  I caught her looking at me a couple of times, but… I ended up just standing in the corner with my buddies.
Kov:  Interesting.  But what does that have to do with our thruster problem?
Trip:  It's been more than 20 years and I'm still kicking myself for not asking that girl to dance.  You probably don't know this, but regret is one of the strongest emotions and one of the saddest.  I have a feeling you haven't had a brush with it yet but it sounds to me like you're pretty close.  It's something you might want to avoid.

Rogue Planet*

(Trip trying to take pictures of Archer, but not getting a whole lot of cooperation)
Trip:  Ah, there's a reflection from that status display.  Could you kill the monitors in the situation room?  C'mon T'Pol, the artist in Oakland needs a good picture to paint from.
Archer:  Do Vulcan captains have their portraits hanging at the High Command?
T'Pol:  Vulcans are revered for their accomplishments, not for the way they look.
Trip:  Except for the really important ones, who get mummified. 

Trip (taking picture of Archer):  Cap'n Archer in command.
Archer:  Give it a rest, Trip.

Trip:  Maybe they want to be left alone.  A single ship on a dark planet?  Maybe they're on their honeymoon.

Trip:  If the bugs glow in the dark, at least you can tell when they've crawled into your sleeping bag.
Hoshi:  One more reason I'm happy to spend the night in my own bunk.  Anyway, it's the things you can't see I'd be worried about.
Reed:  Like those bore worms.
Trip:  Bore worms?
Hoshi: Apparently they crawl into your ear to lay their eggs.  Have a nice night.  (Pats Trip on the knee and leaves)  
(Reed laughs )

(Trip has his handy camera as he goes with T'Pol and Archer to explore caves)
Trip:  So, she was wearing a nightgown?  You think she's real.
Archer:  I wasn't hallucinating.
Trip:  Cap'n, it dunn't make any sense.
Archer:  I know. Trip have you ever known me to do anything foolish, I mean really foolish?
Trip:  I remember a poker game at Jupiter station once.  Other than that…
Archer:  Last night I walked into an alien jungle, alone, chasing a woman who couldn't possibly have been there.
Trip:  That might qualify.
Archer:  It was like I was being drawn to her.  Like I didn't have any control over what I was doing.  I can't explain it.
Trip:  She must have been some woman.

(In Sick Bay)
Phlox:  Commander, could you tell me what attacked him?
Trip:  They call it a drayjin.  It's like a big nasty pig.  Kinda tastes like one, too.  

(Back on the planet drinking around the campfire)
Trip:  You lost the drayjin but at least you've got some scars to show for it.

(Discussion about the game being hunted)
Alien hunter:  Wraiths.
Trip:  You mean ghosts?

(Back on the ship)
Trip:  What right do they have to come to this planet and shoot the locals?  (To T'Pol, who says the Enterprise crew has no right to take the weapons from the hunters.)

(In the mess hall)
Trip:  Evenin' cap'n.  Get you anything?
Archer:  No thanks.
Trip:  Milk, cold.
Archer:  Do you know any poetry?
Trip:  You mean besides “There was a young lady from Ipswitch?”

(Archer explains about the poem)
Archer:  It's her.
Trip:  (with a head rolling movement) Cap'n.

(conversation continues…)
Trip:  Why do you think this shape...shifter reached into your mind and picked an image you'd almost forgot?
Archer:  I don't know.
Trip:  Maybe that poem's been on your mind mor'n you realize.

Acquisition*

T'Pol:  Commander….
Trip:  Your going to be fine.  (Looks at T'Pol, then at himself)  Just because a guy's in his underwear you think the worst.

Trip:  Wait.  I'll show you the vault
Archer:  Trip…
Trip:  Leave the women here and I'll let you have the gold.
Archer:  Not another word, Commander, that's an order.
Trip:  I'm not lettin' em take my wife!
Ferengi:  What?  She's not the one with the pointy ears, is she?
Trip:  No, her name's Hoshi.  And you're going to keep your filthy hands off her.  Do we have a deal?
Archer:  You take them anywhere near that vault and I'll throw you in the brink for insubordination.
Trip: You don' give a damn about this crew! All you care about is 
your precious gold! 
Archer:  I'm warning you Trip.
Trip:  You're a greedy son of a bitch!"
 Archer: "What's your wife worth, 5 bars of gold, maybe 6?  Let them take Hoshi, and I'll give you 10.
 Trip: What?
 Archer: Alright, 15.

(Trip, taking the Ferengi around the ship)
Ferengi:  How much further?
Trip:  Keep your shirt on.  It's close.  

(After trapping the Ferengi…)
Trip:  Sorry, fellas, bank must be closed today.


Oasis*

Trip:  I thought Cajun food was hot.

Trip:  I bet you'd look good in Triaxian silk!
Archer:  What we really need are engineering supplies.

Trip:  What are you saying, the ship was haunted?

T'Pol:  No power signatures.  It appears to be deserted.
Trip:  What, are your systems calibrated for ghosts?

(Trip and T'Pol in Engineering on the alien ship – eerie music!)
Trip:  What is it?
T'Pol:  I heard something.
Trip:  Rats maybe?
T'Pol:  No.
Trip:  Well, then you probably imagined it.
T'Pol:  Vulcans don't imagine things.
Trip:  It's nothing to be ashamed of.  A spooky ship.  A missing crew.  Things goin' bump in the night.  It'd give anyone the creeps.
T'Pol:  “The creeps?”
Trip:  Yeah, Willies, Heebee Jeebies.  What, don't you get frightened every once in a while?
T'Pol:  No.
Trip:  Not by anything?
T'Pol:  No.
Trip:  Too bad, nothin' like a good scare.

(still in Engineering)
Trip:  It's dillithium all right.  Huh.
T'Pol:  Something wrong?
Trip:  No, the crystals are in perfect shape.  Wouldn't be that hard to get this ship flying again.
(sees reflection)
Trip:  What is it?
T'Pol:  There's someone here.
Trip:  You said there weren't any biosigns
T'Pol:  There aren't.
Trip:  If you're trying to scare me, I appreciate the effort…. Tucker to Cap'n Archer
Archer:  Go ahead.
Trip:  We aren't alone down here.

(In Engineering.)
Trip:  Oh, you startled me.  That's twice in one day.  You ever say anything?  Unless you're unable to say anything in which case I apologize.
Liana:  Don't touch that!  The power's been been provided to out living area through that area.  Very dangerous.
Trip:  Glad you finally decided to speak up.  Thanks.
Liana:  Your welcome.
Trip:  You, ah,  know a lot about your ship's system?
Liana:  My father's the engineer.  He's taught me how things work.
Trip:  Well stick around then.  Your can warn me about whatever else I need to keep my hands off of.

(In Engineering with T'Pol)
T'Pol:  These relays are cross-circuited.
Trip:  Liana and her father rerouted power where they needed it.  See here?  They shunted helm control to airponics.
T'Pol:  Efficient.  But I'll need to reconnect the Bridge systems.
Trip:  I'll ask Liana to give you a hand
T'Pol:  That's not necessary.
Trip:  I't'll go faster.
T'Pol:  I can take care of it.
Trip:  She knows the ship's systems inside and out.  She kept me from getting' fried on a live plasma feed.
T'Pol:  Perhaps she could help you, then.
Trip:  What's that supposed to mean?
T'Pol:  By the way you keep talking about her you obviously appreciate her … technical expertise.
Trip:  She's very competent.
T'Pol:  So was the female engineer on the Xyrillian ship.
Trip:  You're never goin' to let that go, are you?
T'Pol:  I'm simply noting that the last time you found someone this competent you wound up carrying her child.
Trip:  (WTF look)
Liana:  Am I interrupting?
T'Pol:  Not at all.  Commander Tucker and I were just discussing his previous…repair experience.  

(Trip eating food Liana brought)
Trip:  Why do I feel like it's feeding time at the zoo?
Liana:  Oh, I didn't mean to be rude.
Trip:  Hmm, please, I wish more women would pay that much attention to me.
Liana:  Do you know a lot of women?
Trip:  Well…nearly a nearly a third of the crew is female.
Liana:  What about on…what did you call your planet?
Trip:  Earth. I've got lady friends back there but nobody special if that's what you mean.  Not any more.

Liana:  How many people are on Enterprise?
Trip:  83.
Liana:  All humans?
Trip:  Mostly.  You met T'Pol.  She's Vulcan.  And Dr. Phlox is from a planet called Denobula.
Liana:  Can I meet him?
Trip:  Are you kiddin'?  I'd never hear the end of it if I didn't introduce you.  And there's Porthos, Cap'n Archer's dog.
Liana:  Dog?
Trip:  Oh, I guess you don't have a word for that.  He's a mammal, four legs, big ears, kinda cute.
Liana:  What does he do?
Trip:  Not much.  He's the cap'n's pet.
Liana:  Of course, his pet.  I've never seen a dog before.  Can we see it?
Trip:  Well, I hope you'll have some time left for me.
Liana:  I don't know, it sounds like I'm going to be very busy.

Liana:  Which planet was your favorite?
Trip:  If I had to chose right now, I'd have to say this one.

Archer:  I hear you've been spending a lot of time with Liana.
Trip:  Did T'Pol say something?  Sir, I swear I've been nothing but a perfect gentleman.
Archer:  I'm sure you have, Trip.  This doesn't have anything to do with that.
Trip:  Oh.

(In the Mess Hall)
Trip:  Vanilla, huh?
Liana:  There are different kinds?
Trip:  Ooh, hundreds.  I like Rocky Road.
Liana:  That sounds terrible.  Why did they'd call it that?
Trip:  Ooh, I never thought about it.  I guess because it's got nuts in it.  It's also got marshmallows but I don't think that's got anything to do with the name.
Liana:  Marshmellows?
Trip:  They're little…uh, they're made of sugar mostly.  You know, I'm not sure what they are.  Anyway, did you enjoy the tour?
Liana:  Very much.  I think Sick Bay was my favorite.  Dr. Phlox let me feed his bat.
Trip:  Ooh.
Liana:  He also asked me to lunch.  Had I known you were going to be gone so long…
Trip:  I'm sorry, um, something important came up.
Liana:  What's wrong?
Trip:  Liana, how long have you been on this planet?
Liana:  Captain Kuulan told you.
Trip:  I want you to tell me.
Liana:  Why?
Trip:  Because our scans show your ship crashed 22 years ago.
Liana:  Your scans must be wrong.
Trip:  That's what I told Cap'n Archer.  I said there wasn't any reason for you to lie to us, Is there?  We found one of your escape pods.  
Liana:  I think I should go now.  
Trip:  Liana…  
Liana:  Take me back.  
Trip:  There was a body in it.  He'd been dead for a long time  It was Shilat.  Can you explain that to me?  
Liana:  I can't.  
Trip:  Tell me what's going on.
Liana:  I'm sorry, but I can't.  Please, take me home.

Shilat:  Get to work.
Trip:  Where's T'Pol?
Ezral:  Don't worry about her.
Trip:  I'm going to need her help.
Ezral:  You can do it on your own.
Trip:  I'm not doin' a thing until I see her.
Ezral:  Do as I say or you'll never see her.
Trip:  What is so important about this thing?  You'd really kill us to keep it running?
Ezral:  You wouldn't understand.
Trip:  I don't care what your big secret is.  It doesn't matter if you've been here three years or 30.  But you've got to think about Liana.  We can help you take her home.
Ezral:  Just fix those relays.
Trip:  You've got a lot to learn about making friends.
Ezral:  I've made all the friends I need.  

Trip:  That's a pretty neat trick.  Here you are watching me with a gun in your hand while at the same time your corpse is up on Enterprise.  What do you do for an encore?

Trip:  What if she gets hurt?  What do you do then?  Program a…holographic doctor?
Ezral:  We've survived here successfully.
Trip:  Maybe you have.  Ask Liana how she feels.  Ask her if just surviving is enough.

Trip:  How's it going.
Liana:  Good.  We're about to start realigning the antimatter injectors.
Trip:  That was fast.
Liana:  What's that?
Trip:  It's a protein resequencer.  I figured you must be tired of eating the same food all the time.  I programmed it for makin' ice cream.  Only five flavors.  But they're good ones.
Liana:  Rocky Road?
Trip:  You didn't think I'd send you off without Rocky Road?
Liana:  Thank you.
Trip:  Are you sure you don't want us to stay for a while?  Lend a hand?
Liana:  You've got a lot more places to go.
Trip:  So do you.  (kiss and forehead touch!)
Trip:  Maybe I'll see you out there.
Liana:  I'd like that.

Detained*

A Vulcan lawyer?  He'd be better off getting' the electric chair.

Vox Sola*

Trip:  Well this is one for the books.  Briefest first contact.

Trip:  Stanford versus Texas.
Archer:  The finals?
Trip:  Fresh out of  subspace mailbag.  You've been threatening to teach me the finer points of the game.  Unless you're too busy with your brown dwarfs.

Trip:  And I thought it was just a bunch of guys screwing around in a pool! 

Trip:  Half the action goes on under the water.

Trip:  Now keep watching while Texas trounces your sorry California butts.

Fallen Hero*

Trip:  Excuse me?
T'Pol:  I asked if you…
Archer:  We heard you.  What makes you think we're suffering from a lack of sexual activity?
T'Pol:  Starfleet forbids officers from fraternizing with subordinates.  Unless you've been violating regulations…
Trip:  Those regulations don't apply to you.  Have…..you been …suffering?
T'Pol:  On Vulcan we mate only once every seven years.
Trip:  That's a hell of a dry spell.
Archer:  Why are you suddenly so curious about this.
T'Pol:  It's my understanding that your mating ritual is effective at easing tension.  
Trip:  That hasn't always been my experience.  
Archer:  And you think that we need our tensions eased.
T'Pol:  Efficiency is down three percent.
Archer:  Hmm.  We've all gone about ten month without a break.   I think it's normal for people to get a little sloppy.
T'Pol:  Perhaps it's time the crew takes shore leave.
Trip:  Well, I like the sound of that.
T'Pol:  I took the liberty of  locating a suitable planet approximately 9 days from our current location.  It's called Risa.  
Trip:  What's your idea of suitable?
T'Pol:  It's tropical with an abundance of pristine beaches.  You'll find more information in the Vulcan database.
Archer:  Is it, uh, populated?
T'Pol:  Yes, by a humanoid culture receptive to… easing tensions.

T'Pol:  If you're wearing that to impress the women on Risa you may as well stay on board.
Trip:  Rule number one, you gotta be seen to be noticed, and I plan on getting' noticed.

Trip:  Cap'n, you need this as much as I do.
Archer:  Nobody needs this as much as you do.

V'Lar:  That was before we even made contact with earth.
Trip:  That was over 90 years ago.  How long have you been a diplomat?  
V'Lar:  Commander Tucker!  I understood on your world it is considered bad manners to ask a lady her age.
Trip:  Well …I wasn't… um …I uh didn't mean to imply that you were…ah…
V'Lar:  Forgive me Commander.  My attempt at humor.
Trip:  Oh (whew!).  
V'Lar:  Suffice it to say that with T'Pol and myself here, you are almost certainly dining with the two oldest people on this ship.
(Trip exchanges a look with T'Pol….)

Trip:  You really enjoy this, don't you?
Reed:  Replacing power couplings?  Hardly!
Trip:  No, I mean having people shoot at us.
Reed:  If you must know I much prefer the shooting back part.
Trip:  I thought this mission was about peaceful exploration.
Reed:  I need something to do on this ship, Commander.
Trip:  Fair enough.  I'm just hope we don't keep you quite so busy.  I read those Nuvian masseuses have 12 fingers.  On each hand.
Reed:  Then I say that Starfleet needs to make its presence known on Risa.
Trip:  Mmm-hmm.

Archer:  Archer to Engineering
Trip:  Please tell me your ready to slow down.
Archer:  Sorry, Trip, but we need a little more speed.
Trip:  I don't know how much more I can give you.
Archer:  It's called a warp 5 engine.
Trip:  On paper.
Archer:  We don't have any choice, Trip.
Trip:  Aye, sir.

Trip:  Tucker to the Bridge.
Archer:  Go ahead.
Trip:  The port injectors just blew.  We have to slow down, Cap'n.

Desert Crossing*

A4T'S FAVE  SCENE ;-):
Trip: If it's all the same to you, Cap'n, I'll sit this one out.
Archer: It's not like you to pass up an away mission.
Trip: Well, I'm up to my ears in work. The impulse manifolds need to be purged, the gravity plating on C deck still isn't aligned—
Archer: Trip…
Trip: Desert, sir? The heat, the dry air; you know how it sucks the life outta me. 
Archer: What about the two weeks we spent in Australia? We had a great time.
Trip: Survival training in the Outback? Drinking recycled sweat and eating snake meat? That's your idea of a great time?
Archer: <laughs> It's not going to be like that. I get the feeling Zobral' s a man who likes to indulge his guests. He's promised to roll out the red carpet for us. It'll be more fun than purging impulse manifolds… 
Trip: <dubious look>
Archer: Aah, suit yourself. I'll see if Malcom' s interested—but I was hoping you'd enjoy spending some time with your captain. 
Trip: Promise I won't have to eat any snake meat?
Archer: <persuasive look>
Trip: <ducks head, then nods reluctantly>
Archer: <grins>

Trip: It's hotter than hell out there. 41 degrees!
Archer: It's a dry heat.

Zobral: Ah, this is the man who repaired my ship!
Trip: Just a couple of clogged injectors.

Archer: When Trip and I did our survival training <laughs; Trip laughs too> in the desert, we never ate this well.
Trip: I must have lost about three kilos during that last week. The heat always takes away my appetite.
Archer: It doesn't seem to be bothering you now… <laughs>
Trip: I guess I'm getting acclimated. <grins>

Zobral: Ah! You're going to enjoy this.
Archer: What is it?
Zobral: Blood soup.
<dubious looks fly between A and T>
Zobral: I don't usually eat this well, but I promised your captain an exceptional meal.
Trip: What are these, uh, little chunks?
Zobral: The essence of the male, chopped, and seasoned. <chuckles>

Zobral: Ah! The geskana match is about to begin. I'm hoping you will honor us by participating.
Trip: Now? I just ate half a terrocat (sp?)! 

Trip: So, does the 'great warrior' have any ideas about how we're getting outta here? <pause>You're not thinking about helping these people? 
Archer: I was thinking about those Suliban prisoners. If we hadn't helped them escape, we wouldn't be in this situation.
Trip: Hmm. T'Pol' s ears must be burning.
Trip: Want your chief engineer's advice? Walk away. They lured us down here under false pretenses, and now they're asking us to help them fight a war? That's a lot different than breaking a few innocent people outta prison.
Archer: There's just one problem: Zobral. I get the feeling he' s not gonna take 'No' for an answer. 

Trip: I dunno about you, but I'd rather take my chances out in that desert.
Archer: I thought you hated the desert…
Trip: Not tonight!

Trip: Two men out in the open—you'd think they would have spotted us by now. 
<yells to the sky> We're down HERE!!
Archer: I think you're going to have to yell a little louder than that.

Trip: <toasts with canteen> To cherry flavored snow-cones; what I wouldn't give for one riiiight about now.

Trip: <surveys ruined desert cabin> Home, sweet home.

Trip: I hope you're not planning to hog that all for yourself
Archer: Water's off the menu.
Trip: Now this is my idea of a great time.

Trip: What'd you do, rub two sticks together?
Archer: I found a new use for the 'stun' setting.

Archer: It may not taste too good, but I think I've boiled away anything that can hurt us.
Trip: No thanks. Not thirsty.
Archer: Let's not get into that argument again.
Trip: <spits out water> Worse than blood soup.
Archer: You need water.
Trip: What I need is sleep.
Archer: You've got a fever, Trip. Your heart's racing. You have all the symptoms of heatstroke. If you fall asleep, you could lapse into a coma.
Trip: Coma. That sounds nice.

Archer: Commander?
Trip: <weakly>Aye Cap'n.
Archer: The warp reactor. Break it down for me. 
Trip: What?
Archer: What are the eight major components.
Trip: You gotta be kidding me.
Archer: Name them. That's an order.
Trip: Well, there's the drumsticks, thighs, wings… We got anything to eat around here?
Archer: Not at the moment. But when we get back to Enterprise, I'll have Chef make you a dinner you'll never forget. What would you like? Anything. 
Trip: NOT snake meat.
Archer: No, Chef doesn't do snake very well. Tell me what you want. 
Trip: Prime rib.
Archer: Okay. What else?
Trip: Mashed potatoes with mushroom gravy. The kind he makes Wednesday nights.
Archer: No problem. What kind of vegetables. <pokes Trip> Vegetables..!
Trip: Broccoli.
Archer: Dessert?
Trip: Pecan pie.

Archer: Geography. You know how to play?
Trip: <delirious> Geography?
Archer: You know. You say 'Amazon River', which ends in an R, and then I say 'Rhode Island'.
Trip: We're going to Rhode Island?
Archer: No…no. It's a game. You're supposed to tell me someplace that starts with D.
Trip: Oh…uh…D. Uh…Draylax.
Archer: X…X…
Trip: There's always—
Archer: No no, don't tell me, I know an X. <thinks>  Xanadu.
Trip: That's not a real place.
Archer: That doesn't matter.
Trip: Of course it matters.
Archer: You just used an alien planet, Draylax.
<there's an explosion outside>
Trip: Alright…whatever you say. Xanadu' s fine!

Two Days and Two Nights*

Trip:  I'll bring you a souvenir.  (To T'Pol as he leaves for Risa)

Trip:  Malcolm and I plan to broaden our cultural horizons.  (To Hoshi on the shuttlepod en route to Risa)

Trip:  Well how we choose to relax is our own business.  (To Hoshi on the shuttlepod en route to Risa)

Reed:  That place up the street looked pretty lively.
Trip:  The Vulcan database says no one leaves this club unhappy.
Reed:  How would Vulcans know?  They only mate once every seven years.
Trip:  That's what they say.
Reed:  Do you know something I don't.
Trip:  Come on, seven years?  I doubt even T'Pol could hold out that long
Reed:  She's very disciplined.
Trip:  Malcolm.  Bearing 180.
Reed:  What?
Trip:  BEHIND YOU!

Trip:  Hope this isn't a mating ritual!  (when alien frisked Trip in the cellar)

Reed:  The Vulcan database didn't mention anything about crime.
Trip:  Well, they said it was very rare.
Reed:  What?
Trip:  Well, it has some warnings but I didn't think it'd be a problem.
Reed:  Wonderful.
Trip:  You think this is my fault!
Reed:  You were willing to follow two strange aliens into a basement.
Trip:  Gorgeous aliens.  Don't forget they were gorgeous!
Reed:  They were male.
Trip:  Not at first!

Shockwave*

Trip:  Enterprise coming back to earth with its tail tucked between its legs.  It will be Soval's crowning achievement.  They'll probably give the son of a bitch some gaudy medal and then cart him off to wherever they send bitter old Vulcans to retire.

Trip:  With all due respect sir, this is a level of quantum engineering beyond anything I ever learned.  How the hell do you know this?

Trip:  I feel like a chef who's just made a meal with ingredients he's never tasted.

Trip:  What are you guys doing to my engines?

