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START RECORDING

BEGIN EPISODE 35:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - ASTRONOMY DECK - 2000 HOURS 

Minkowski is SOFTLY MUTTERING to herself as she works on a 
computer terminal. She YAWNS. We hear her DRINK some coffee 
through a straw. After a few moments of her typing... 

MINKOWSKI
Aaand... done. 

She lets out a tired, "phew," as she begins to shut down the 
terminal. A moment later, the DOOR behind her OPENS. 

EIFFEL
(entering)

Ah! There you are, Commander. I 
need - 

MINKOWSKI
Nope. 

EIFFEL
Nope? 

MINKOWSKI
Nope. Whatever it is, don't care. 

(beat)
Wait a minute: are we blowing up? 

EIFFEL
Uh... not that I know.

MINKOWSKI
Great. In that case? I don't care. 

She turns and goes out. We follow into - 

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Eiffel trails after Minkowski. 

EIFFEL
Uh, Commander - 

MINKOWSKI
Look, Eiffel, I just spent all day 
reconfiguring the star data we have 
on the Doradus system. It took 
eleven hours, but it's done. 

(MORE)



So, unless you've got something 
that might actually kill us, me and 
my coffee cup are gonna go lie 
down. 

EIFFEL
Umm, did you not see the new work 
assignments? 

Minkowski stops dead in her track. Excuse me?

MINKOWSKI
What new work assignment? 

EIFFEL
(nervous chuckle)

Oh, uh... Colonel Kepler kinda... 
moved a whole bunch of stuff. Like 
that shift you just did, it kinda 
got moved to... uh, now. That's - 

CRUNCH. Minkowski's hand just became a fist. There was a 
coffee cup in the way. Now there isn't.

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
- whoa! I mean, uh, I... I never 
liked that cup anyway. 

MINKOWSKI
(gritted teeth)

And why am I just hearing about 
this? 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
You know, certain questions, they, 
uh... well they only lead to pain. 

Minkowski spins around, and goes through a door. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
Whoa, hey! Wait up, Commander! 

As Eiffel goes after her, we - 

CUT: 

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - BRIDGE - 15 MINUTES LATER 

Kepler at the bridge. A DOOR OPENS, and Minkowski storms in, 
followed meekly by Eiffel. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
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KEPLER
Ah, Minkowski, there you - 

MINKOWSKI
Colonel, I've got a complaint. 

KEPLER
Oh? Well it's a good thing I'm the 
head of the Complaints Department! 
Oh wait, no. I'm actually the head 
of the I Don't Give a Rat's Ass, 
Shut Up And Do Your Job Department. 

MINKOWSKI
I never got the job reassignments. 

KEPLER
(as if searching for 
something)

Oh... oh... Nope, my position 
regarding your shutting up and 
doing your job still stands. What 
do you want, a written apology? 

MINKOWSKI
I want to be kept in the loop. 

KEPLER
Well, that's very nice for you.  

MINKOWSKI
Data sets? Test results? Weather 
reports? Why doesn't any of that go 
through me anymore? 

KEPLER
And what do you want me to - 

(catches up to what she 
said)

Weather? Weather reports? 
(beat)

Look out a damn window, Lieutenant! 

MINKOWSKI
You know what I - 

KEPLER
Today's forecast is... space. With 
a chance of... some more space in 
the afternoon! 

BEAT. 
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MINKOWSKI
You done? 

KEPLER
Yes, and so are you. This nonsense 
is over. It's a classified deep 
space mission, Minkowski! Of course 
things are need-to-know! You don't 
hear anyone else - 

Another DOOR OPENS. In come Lovelace, Maxwell, and - 

JACOBI
Colonel Kepler! We've got a 
complaint. 

LOVELACE
Umm... I found your people, 
Colonel. 

KEPLER
(sotto)

Oh, outstanding timing as usual, 
Jacobi. Well done. 

MAXWELL
What do mean we don't have access 
to the radiographic reading from 
the deep space signals? 

KEPLER
I find that statement to be 
extraordinarily self-explanatory, 
Doctor Maxwell. 

MAXWELL
Very funny. 

JACOBI
Look, you want us to build this 
probe launcher? See if we can put 
more receivers in orbit? 

KEPLER
Hence the orders I gave you to - 

MAXWELL
What the hell do you expect us to 
do if we can't see what we're 
trying to hit? Are we supposed to 
just build you a probe that can 
pick up all conceivable signals? 
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KEPLER
Yes. 

MAXWELL
(low)

Are you kidding? 

KEPLER
No. 

MAXWELL
(louder)

Are you kidding? 

KEPLER
No. 

MAXWELL
(loud)

Are you kidding?! 

KEPLER
No. 

JACOBI
How the hell do you expect us to do 
that?! 

KEPLER
Well. 

JACOBI
Colonel! 

MAXWELL
Colonel! 

KEPLER
Quiet. 

The word isn't loud - it's more growl than shout - but the 
effect is instant: everyone shuts the hell up. 

BEAT. 

KEPLER (CONT’D)
Don't forget where you are. I don't 
know what whiners' solstice we're 
in the middle of, but it's 
officially over. You will get 
whatever information I find it 
within my extraordinarily generous 
heart to share with you. 

(MORE)
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And the only thing you will say to 
that  before you go quietly 
accomplish your tasks will be, 
"Yes, sir, thank you, sir." 
Anything other than that will 
result in a death so graphic that 
descriptions of it will be outlawed 
in all but the most Third World of 
countries. Are we clear? 

(beat)
I asked a question! Are we CLEAR? 

JACOBI
Yes, sir. 

MAXWELL
Yes, sir. 

KEPLER
Good. Now... if we could please get 
to the actual task at hand? If 
there's no other objections? 

(beat: there aren't)
Fantastic. For tonight's 
performance: we are going to be 
synching all of the astromechanical  
data from the Hephaestus archives 
to my personal server on the 
Urania. Doesn't that sound like 
fun? 

Various half-hearted MOANS and GROANS from the floor. 

KEPLER (CONT'D)
I said doesn't that sound like 
fun?! 

Slightly more hearted MOANS and GROANS from the floor. 

KEPLER (CONT'D)
That's better. Eiffel? 

EIFFEL
(knee-jerk)

I didn't do it! I mean, yes sir? 

KEPLER
You're with me. 

EIFFEL
(Is that a good thing?)

I am? 

KEPLER (CONT’D)
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KEPLER
You're the only one who hasn't 
wasted my time with pointless 
whining tonight, so you're going to 
help me on the data collection end.  

(to the others)
The rest of you are going to stay 
here and make sure the data gets 
processed and archived correctly. 
Shouldn't be too bad just about...

(consults clipboard)
... oh, about eight hours' worth. 
But, hey, given the amount of fun 
y'all are gonna have doing it, I 
think the time's gonna just fly by. 

(beat)
Stand by for the first files. 

A DOOR OPENS and CLOSES as Kepler exits, taking Eiffel in his 
wake. As soon as he's out of the room various noises of 
EXASPERATION and EXHAUSTION are heard. After that - 

LOVELACE
Umm... I don't think that I did any 
complaining either... 

Off of that, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - BRIDGE - 2 HOURS LATER

Later. Minkowski, Lovelace, Jacobi, and Maxwell, each huddled 
at a different console. These are four unhappy, sullen souls 
right now. After a couple moments of disgruntled TYPING... 

JACOBI
(how flat can you get)

Anybody got the AWKS010 tech 
readout? 

After a moment of PAPER RUSTLING -

MINKOWSKI
(I see your flat, and I 
raise you flat)

Yeah, hold on. 

She grabs a piece of paper and hands it to Jacobi. 

JACOBI
Thanks. 
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BEAT. 

LOVELACE
Hera, are we almost done with this? 

HERA
Uh... no. At your current input 
rate, you still have 
approximately... six hours of work 
ahead of you. 

BEAT. 

LOVELACE
How about now? 

We hear assorted GROANS. Minkowski YAWNS. 

HERA
You know, the more you focus on 
your work, the sooner you'll get to 
your down time. 

MINKOWSKI
Not likely. I'm sure the Colonel 
has some other tedious piece of 
minutiae waiting in the wings.

HERA
(definitely)

Yeah. Probably. 

MINKOWSKI
Are you enjoying this, Hera? 

HERA
(the very soul of 
innocence)

Who, me? I would never - 

But something weird happens on that "never." Hera glitches 
badly. And not in the way she normally does - rather than 
repeating, her voice goes WAY UP and then WAY DOWN before 
CUTTING OUT in a BURST OF DISTORTION. 

MINKOWSKI
(oh no...)

Hera? 

BEAT. And then, with another BURST OF DISTORTION: 
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HERA 
- never never never never do 
anything like thAAAH, what the hell 
was that? 

JACOBI
Maxwell? 

MAXWELL
(already at a computer)

Yeah, I'm on it. 
(type, type, typedy-type)

Yeeech... looks like you're getting 
a bit of electroneural bleed from 
the server files. Sorry about that. 

JACOBI
Why is it doing that? 

MAXWELL
Umm, maybe because these drivers 
are old as hell? It's like asking a 
1970's fax machine to play a 
Youtube video - the fact that we're 
interfacing with Kepler's server at 
all is a minor miracle. 

HERA
Am I going to be - ?

MAXWELL
You should be okay. It might feel 
weird for a couple of minutes, but 
after that your system should huh 
that's interesting. 

(type, type)
Looks like we might have something 
coming through. 

LOVELACE
Coming through? 

MAXWELL
Yeah... a new file's getting added 
to Hera's directory. 

There's a DING! - one we've never heard before - from the 
console. Maxwell PRESSES A KEY, and we get the sound of TEXT 
FILLING UP THE SCREEN. 

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
Let's see... 

(reading off screen)
(MORE)
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"Memorandum on Emergency Contingent 
Scenario, Designation Theta. The 
following is a list of 
astronomical, technological, and 
informational parameters that 
should be used to ascertain the 
possibility of contact with..." 
What the hell? 

By now everyone's gathered around Maxwell's console. 

JACOBI
Hang on, move over.

(beat)
It's from Hilbert's personnel 
briefing file. From the start of 
the mission. 

LOVELACE
That's on Kepler's server? Why 
would that be on there? 

MAXWELL
(shrug)

Everything's on there. Kepler has 
Black Archive clearance. If it's in 
any way related to this mission, 
it'll be there. 

That's when there's another DING! From the console. 
Everyone's eyes dart nervously from person to person. 

BEAT. 

Finally, Jacobi CLEARS HIS THROAT. 

JACOBI
Hold on, hold on. Looking at these 
files - at any of these files - 
would be an enormous breach of 
protocol, not to mention a huge 
violation of Colonel Kepler's 
trust. 

MINKOWSKI
(mutter)

Right...

LOVELACE
(mutter)

Yeah, I guess...

There's a few other reluctant murmurs of assent. 

BEAT. 

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
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JACOBI
So that's why we need to be real 
quiet about this, all right? 

MINKOWSKI
(enthusiastic)

Right, I think that's a good 
idea. 

LOVELACE
(enthusiastic)

Oh, absolutely. We'll be super 
discreet. 

There's a few other enthusiastic murmurs of agreement.

JACOBI
Cool. Maxwell? 

Maxwell HITS THE KEY. We hear the SCREEN FILLING WITH TEXT 
again. 

MAXWELL
All right, let's see...

(reading)
"Hephaestus Commander Personnel 
Report, Day 291. Office Eiffel 
continues to find new and creative 
ways to endanger our lives and test 
the limits of my sanity. The only 
thing more aggressively prevalent 
than his ineptitude might be his 
body odor."

MINKOWSKI
Whoa! Why is that on there?! Those 
reports are supposed to be - 

JACOBI
Classified? Yeah, Lieutenant, this 
is where classified things end up. 

LOVELACE
(reading over Maxwell's 
shoulder)

"He regularly exhibits an absolute 
lack of discernible skills, not to 
mention command over the English 
language or basic motor control." 
Wow, did this really need to be 
this harsh?  

MINKOWSKI
(don't you dare judge me)

I don't have to answer that.

Fortunately for Minkowski, at that moment the console DINGS! 
Maxwell HITS the KEY, and a moment later we get a new text. 
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JACOBI
What is this? 

LOVELACE
Looks like... some kind of readout 
on the Hephaestus thermal system. 

HERA
(sooo casual)

Yeah, it's pretty boring. So why 
don't we just - 

MAXWELL
Wait - Hera, why were you siphoning 
power out of the heating system? 

MINKOWSKI
What? 

HERA
(frustrated whispers)

Maxwell...

LOVELACE
Hera? Is that why...?

HERA
Okay, fine, yes, for a while I 
was... slightly diverting some of 
the thermal system's power to the 
digital maintenance array. You'll 
be grateful in six years when the 
O.R. interface is still running!

DING! New file's incoming... 

LOVELACE
Oh, you hear that, Minkowski? We 
nearly got frostbite that one time, 
but at least the digital chess is 
working fine!

JACOBI
*AHEM*

(once he has everyone's 
attention:)

"Captain Lovelace has made a full 
recovery, but her growing 
dependence on painkillers is 
getting more alarming by the day." 

MINKOWSKI
The hell? 
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MAXWELL
Medical journal of Dr. Elias 
Selberg. 

MINKOWSKI
You were getting high? 

LOVELACE
(slow, through gritted 
teeth)

I got a broken an arm trying to 
save one of my crew members. It was 
a very difficult time. 

DING! New file starts showing up on the screen. 

MAXWELL
(mildly horrified)

You were in command... 

LOVELACE
YOU WEREN'T THERE! 

But that train of thought is interrupted by Jacobi CHORTLING. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
What? 

JACOBI
"Dear Renée, thank you for your 
interest in the Tisch Graduate 
Musical Theater Writing Program..."

MINKOWSKI
Oh, come on! 

JACOBI
(pressing on)

"We are sorry to say, we will not 
be able to offer you a spot in this 
year's blah blah blah." Oh this is 
too good. You wanted to write 
showtunes? 

MINKOWSKI
Number one? Shut up. Number two, 
why are my personal records on 
there?! 

HERA
I'm starting to think that 
everything is on there... 
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MINKOWSKI
How is it in any way relevant?!

DING! New file starts coming in, although only Maxwell's 
paying attention to it. 

JACOBI
Oh, I think it's very relevant. I 
mean, if you're sending someone to 
pilot ships in deep space, you want 
to make sure that they can, you 
know... paint with all the colors 
of the wind. 

Jacobi CRACKS UP - and, although to a lesser degree, so does 
Lovelace. Minkowski looks at her: really? 

LOVELACE
Sorry, Minkowski. It's... it's a 
little funny. 

MINKOWKSI
No, it isn't! 

MAXWELL
No, but this is hilarious. 

(clears her throat)
"Daniel Jacobi is, once again, 
receiving our unconditional 
recommendation for active service. 
From a psychiatric standpoint, he 
remains in outstanding health -" 

JACOBI
Yeah! See, that's what - 

MAXWELL
"- except, of course, for his 
inexplicable, nearly pathological 
fear of ducks." 

There is a BEAT of stunned silence. 

HERA
You're afraid of ducks? 

JACOBI
(voice cracking)

No I'm n- 
(clears throat, then, 
tightly:)

No, I'm... of course, I'm not. 

BEAT. 
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LOVELACE
Quack. 

JACOBI
Stop that. 

LOVELACE
(louder)

Quack! 

JACOBI
I said stop it! 

Everyone not named "Daniel Jacobi" BURST INTO LAUGHTER.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
It's not funny! 

MINKOWSKI
Yeah, umm, not to go against you, 
Jacobi, but... 

MAXWELL
It's the funniest thing I've ever 
heard. 

PING! 

JACOBI
Oh look! New file's coming through. 
Oooh, some court documents for 
Alana Maxwell! Looks like we've got 
a -

(beat)
You have a restraining order on 
your family?

LOVELACE
What?! 

MINKOWSKI
What?!

Maxwell lets out an ANNOYED SIGH. 

JACOBI
I assume there's some kind of 
story? 

MAXWELL
I don't like them? 

MINKOWSKI
They're your family...

15.



MAXWELL
Have we not moved past the petty 
things? Like judgment? 

DING! New file starts to come through... 

HERA
Oh come on. Leave her alone. Plenty 
of people have very difficult 
relationships with their family, 
and it's not like - 

JACOBI
Uh... Hera? I'm getting a memory 
file here, something involving 
Minkowski's quarters and - 

HERA
(super outraged)

They're your family, Doctor 
Maxwell! How could you?! 

MINKOWSKI
Hold it. What was that about my 
quarters? 

BEAT. Hera takes her equivalent of a deep breath. 

HERA
Officer Eiffel once... persuaded me 
to participate in a bet about... 
um...

(very fast)
... how long it would take you to 
find a certain item he'd hidden in 
your quarters. 

MINKOWSKI
What. Item? 

HERA
A, uh... a randomized buzzer. 

MINKOWSKI
That was the two of you?! I 
couldn't sleep for a week! 

MAXWELL
Umm... 

JACOBI
Oh, go write a song about how hard 
your life is.
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MINKOWSKI
Bite me. 

MAXWELL
Guys... 

LOVELACE
(off of a new file)

Jacobi once lost $13,000 on an 
Internet scam! In case anyone 
cares!

JACOBI
It seemed legit at the time! 

LOVELACE 
Oh yeah? What did you think you 
were buying? Duck repellant? 

JACOBI
Shut up, pill popper! 

LOVELACE 
QUACK! 

MAXWELL
HEY! 

JACOBI
WHAT?!

LOVELACE
WHAT?!

There's a BEAT as everyone hyperventilates for a moment, 
realizing how crazy things got there for a moment. 

MAXWELL
Okay, let's all just... take a deep 
breath here. 

(beat)
Look... I don't know what we 
thought we would find in these 
files, but all we're getting out of 
this is really angry. 

MINKOWSKI
(quickly sobering)

She's... she's right. All we're 
getting is information that nobody 
needs to know, and a couple of 
steps closer to murdering each 
other. So let's just... stop, all 
right? 

BEAT. 
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JACOBI
All right, fine. 

LOVELACE
Sure. 

HERA
Probably for the best. 

MINKOWSKI
Great. Thank you. And thank you, 
Doctor Maxwell. 

MAXWELL
Sure. Sure. 

MINKOWSKI
Now, come on. We've still got a lot 
of work to do. 

They return to their respective stations. For a LONG BEAT 
they all work silently. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

Finally - Minkowski CLEARS her throat. Everyone's attention 
shifts to her. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Does anyone have the readout for 
WYL115? 

PAPERS RUSTLE. After a moment - 

LOVELACE
Yeah, I got it. I'll - 

DING! goes the console. Everyone's eyes dart back and 
forth... Everyone gonna be cool? 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
(guess everyone is going 
to be cool)

I'll get that for you. 

Lovelace grabs the page, and hands it over to Minkowski. 
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MINKOWSKI
Thank you, Captain. 

LOVELACE
You're welcome. Is there anything 
else that - 

Hera CHORTLES. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera? 

HERA
(sooo guilty)

... yes? 

LOVELACE
What are you laughing at? 

BEAT. 

HERA
Nothing.

(beat)
Just, uh... remembering something 
funny that Eiffel once said. 

MINKOWSKI 
And what was that? 

HERA
It was... uh... it was...

(fuck it)
Do you have any idea how hard it is 
for me not to read a file? It's 
right there! 

MINKOWSKI
Dammit, Hera...

HERA
In my defense, you're going to find 
this one really funny. 

MINKOWSKI
You know, just because you read it 
doesn't mean that the rest of us 
are going to - 

LOVELACE
(already pulling up the 
file)

Yeah, it absolutely does.
(clears throat)

(MORE)
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"Peer review, written by one... 
Alana Maxwell!" Let's see... "Mr. 
Jacobi is nothing less than a 
consummate professional. His 
technical expertise and tireless 
dedication make him an ideal work 
partner in every way... and a 
credit to the SI-5." 

Everyone takes that in. Jacobi is silently moved.  

MINKOWSKI
Wow. High praise.  

HERA
Yeah. Keep reading. 

LOVELACE
"However... I must request that I 
am under no circumstances ever 
forced to share living quarters 
with Mr. Jacobi again. His off-
hours practices result in an 
environment that can only be 
described as a hostile assault on 
the senses." 

Everyone turns towards Maxwell. 

JACOBI
Excuse me?

MAXWELL
I'm sorry.

JACOBI
A hostile assault on the senses?!

MAXWELL
You snore! 

JACOBI
You can get earplugs! 

MAXWELL
And you... other things. 

JACOBI
Maxwell, I am only going to ask 
this once.

(breath)
Is this... about the cheeses? 

(no answer)

LOVELACE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Goddammit, you said you didn't mind 
the cheeses! 

MAXWWELL
How could anyone not mind the 
cheeses?! 

DING! New file pops up. 

MINKOWSKI
There were cheeses?

JACOBI
(at Minkowski)

Stay out of it, Broadway Baby!
(at Maxwell)

Maxwell, I can't even look at you 
right now... 

MAXWELL
Daniel...

LOVELACE
(looking at the file)

Whoa... 

MINKOWSKI
What? 

LOVELACE
You once put an airborne sedative 
in the air vents that go to Eiffel 
and Hilbert's quarters? 

MINKOWSKI
(fuck yes)

Oh, you bet I did. 

BEAT. 

JACOBI
Uh... Minkowski? Maybe you didn't 
hear what she just - 

MINKOWSKI
No, I heard her. Look, I know 
that's something that I'd be 
ashamed of in a past life, but I am 
so not. That was the best. Week. 
Ever. 

HERA
It was a pretty great week... 

JACOBI (CONT'D)
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DING! Jacobi leans into the console. 

JACOBI
Let's see... we've got an expense 
report... looks like two years ago 
Colonel Kepler spent $8,000 to go 
skiing. 

MAXWELL
Skiing?! 

BEAT. Maxwell CLEARS HER THROAT. 

MAXWELL (CONT'D)
Oookay. It's... possible I might be 
losing perspective on what's 
scandalous and what isn't. 

DING! 

MAXWELL (CONT'D)
Oh, but look! It's... some kind of 
operational bug report on - 

HERA
Whoa! Uh, we don't need to see 
that. In fact - 

THE MONITOR SHUTS DOWN. 

HERA (CONT'D)
We just lost power. 

BEAT. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera... what's on that file?

HERA
(too fast)

Nothing. There is nothing on that 
file, and I have a right to some 
privacy, and also we just lost 
power to that screen, so let's all 
just drop it. Okay? How about that 
work? Maybe we should get back to - 

But Maxwell's starting typing - 

MAXWELL
O.S. override BX-32... 

HERA
Oh, that's not fair! 
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MAXWELL
And...

The SCREEN TURNS BACK ON. 

MAXWELL (CONT'D)
Let's see... internal operational 
bug report on...

HERA
Okay, so... this is going to 
sound... kinda bad on paper, but - 

MAXWELL
Holy crap. 

LOVELACE
What? 

HERA
- the important thing is - 

MAXWELL
You were trying to override your 
Bentham Directory?! 

MINKOWSKI
What does the - 

HERA
- the important thing is not to 
blow this out of - 

MAXWELL
It's the part of her programming 
that stops her from consciously 
harming her crew members. 

LOVELACE
What?! 

HERA
- proportion. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera, what the hell? 

HERA
I didn't do anything! 

MINKOWSKI
You tried to kill us! 
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HERA
No, no, no - see, this is what I 
was talking about! I didn't try to 
kill you! I... tried to see if I 
could... kill you. 

(beat)
For science! 

MINKOWSKI
Hera! 

HERA
Which, by the way, still puts my 
kill count - attempted or otherwise 
- far below a lot of the people in 
this room. 

JACOBI
Boo-hoo, I killed a plant, at least 
I didn't drug my fellow crew 
members just because I - 

LOVELACE
Oh get off your high horse. I bet 
if we wait long enough we'll get a 
file about your blowing up a 
hospital or something! 

JACOBI
Maxwell, I told you that in the 
strictest of confidences! 

MAXWELL
I didn't tell them, you cheese-
mongering idiot! 

JACOBI
(runaway train of 
aggression)

Yeah, I just realized that a second 
ago and now I'm embarrassed and I'm  
sorry that I yelled at you, you 
insensitive android! 

MINKOWSKI
(and...snap!)

OKAY, ENOUGH! 
(beat)

Enough. We've heard enough. Each of 
us, in our own ways, are in equally 
deep holes here. 

(MORE)

24.



So we have two choices: we can keep 
yelling at each other and marveling 
at how really, impressively awful 
we all are. Or, we can let this 
drop, and never speak of it, ever 
again. All those for option one? 

BEAT. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
And all those for option two? 

MURMURS OF ASSENT from everyone in the room. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
Great. So let's file whatever the 
hell this was away... and get back 
to filing. Okay? 

There's a BEAT where everyone goes back to their corners, 
shuffling papers, beginning to get back to work. 

Then, a DING! Oh, no. It's another one. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

Lovelace COUGHS. Papers SHUFFLE. Maxwell TYPES SOME STUFF. 

But finally - 

JACOBI
Uh, I hate to say it? But I need to 
look at that screen in order to 
process the readout for DWN100.

MINKOWSKI
(I said drop it)

No, you don't. 

HERA
He kind of does. We need to at 
least get rid of whatever it is. 

MINKOWSKI
Ugghhh... okay, fine. Just do it 
quick. 

JACOBI
Okay. Quick. Got it. 

CLICK, CLICK. He accesses the screen. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
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BEAT. This is not going quick. Then - 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Holy...

There's a multitude of ANGRY GROANS from the floor. 

MINKOWSKI
Jacobi!  

HERA
Seriously, Mr. Jacobi, if I'm not 
reading it, then you need to -

JACOBI
No, this is... 

MINKOWSKI 
(snap)

What? What is it now? What else is 
on there? Hilbert's tax returns? My 
third grade report card? What?

BEAT. 

JACOBI
You may want to take a look at this 
one, Lieutenant. 

Minkowski looks at him, puzzled. But after a moment, she 
approaches the terminal. 

BEAT. 

MINKOWSKI
(low)

What? 

LOVELACE
Minkowski? 

MAXWELL
What is it? 

MINKOWSKI
It's a.. It's... 

Everyone looks to the Commander, waiting to see what it is. 
But at that moment the DOOR OPENS, and in comes - 

EIFFEL
Yo! Something wrong with y'all's 
comms? 
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Everyone freezes. Minkowski discretely taps a key to close 
the file. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
We've been trying to call you for 
the last twenty minutes. Kepler 
says there's some kind of problem 
with the uplink data server thing. 
He wants us to reset the connection 
and then start again from the last 
processed file. 

BEAT. He looks around, takes in everyone's lack of springing 
into action, as well as their very weird faces. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Uhh, you guys okay? You kinda have 
a... Luke at the end of Empire 
sorta look going on. 

BEAT. Finally - 

MINKOWSKI
We're - 

(swallows)
We're okay, Eiffel. We're fine. 
Just tired. 

EIFFEL
Cool. 

(pointing)
So, server? Work? 

Minkowski looks around the room. Everyone is still reeling 
from the abortive emotion of what started to happen. 

MINKOWSKI
Sure. Sure...  

And as Eiffel begins TYPING and everyone gets back to work - 

CUT TO: 

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS BRIDGE - 0500 HOURS 

Later. Everyone has - finally - finished processing all the 
files. We hear various sounds of PAPERS RUSTLING and TYPING, 
as well as a couple of SIGHS and YAWNS. 

JACOBI
(stretching)

All right, well... nine hours 
later, we are finally done. 

(MORE)
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What a blast, let's do that again 
sometime never. 

MINKOWSKI
(so done)

Yeah. Good night. 

She OPENS A DOOR, exiting into - 

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

She's almost through the hallway when - 

EIFFEL
Commander?

Minkowski GROANS with exhaustion. But after a moment she 
turns around. 

MINKOWSKI
What is it, Eiffel? 

EIFFEL
I, uh... I wanted to apologize. 

MINKOWSKI 
I - what? For what?  

EIFFEL
Look, I was thinking of what you 
were saying earlier, about not 
being in the loop anymore. Part of 
that's thanks to the Dick Dastardly 
Administration, but... yeah, part 
of that's on me. I'm the 
communications officer on this 
station, I should be making sure 
that everyone's properly 
communicated to. So I'm gonna try 
my best to make sure that you 
actually get everything you need to 
know. Cool? 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel's that... Sure. Thank you.

There's a HEAVY BEAT between them. Eiffel starts to go and - 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Eiffel? I... Never mind. 

JACOBI (CONT'D)

28.



EIFFEL
Commander? Something else on your 
mind?

MINKOWSKI
(exhale)

I... No, it's... it's nothing. 
Forget about it. 

EIFFEL
Sure. 

(nods)
All right, get outta here. You just 
pulled two back-to-back shifts. Get 
some rack time. 

MINKOWSKI
Right.

(beat)
Good night, Eiffel. 

EIFFEL
Good night, Commander. 

And Eiffel goes back into the Comms Room. Minkowski SIGHS 
wearily. She's just about to be on her way when - 

JACOBI 
(emerging from around a 
corner)

"Gee, Commander, anything else on 
your mind? Anything at all? 
Saaaay... anything you recently 
read in a classified file?"

(beat)
You couldn't do it, huh? Couldn't 
tell him you knew?

MINKOWSKI
I don't know anything, Jacobi, and 
neither do - 

JACOBI
"The court finds the defendant, 
Douglas Fernand Eiffel, guilty on 
one count of kidnapping and three 
counts of child endangerment. He is 
hereby sentenced to twenty-six 
years in -"

MINKOWSKI
Shut up. We have no idea what this 
is about. 
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JACOBI
Don't we? Because I think it's 
about how you've been working with 
a convicted criminal for over two 
years.

(beat)
You didn't know?

MINKOWSKI
Of course not. 

JACOBI
Mmm. Child kidnapping. I wasn't 
expecting that. No wonder that - 

MINKOWSKI
Jacobi, stop it. 

JACOBI
- no wonder that he was sent up 
here to be Hilbert's lab rat. 

Minkowski's demeanor darkens.

MINKOWSKI
Look... You want to come after 
Hera, Lovelace, or me? Fair enough. 
We were there, we can hold our own. 
But what the two of us read about 
Eiffel? That's - that's nobody's 
business.

JACOBI
Of course it's not. 

Minkowski just looks at him for a moment. 

MINKOWSKI 
Then... Then why the hell do you 
care?! 

JACOBI
I don't. Long as he gets his job 
done, I don't care at all. Like you 
said: everyone's got some skeletons 
in the closet.

(beat)
But what about you, Lieutenant? Are 
you going to care?

Without waiting for an answer, he starts rounding a corner - 

JACOBI (CONT'D)
Good night! 
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And as Minkowski is left alone with her thoughts, we -

FADE OUT. 

END OF RECORDING. 

END OF EPISODE 35.
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