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START EPISODE 54. 

BEGIN RECORDING:

EXT. SPACE - 1430 HOURS 

Eiffel floats by himself, in a space suit. Behind him, 
rapidly disappearing from view as it barrels down its orbit, 
is the U.S.S. Hephaestus. 

In front of him, enormous, all-consuming, is Wolf 359.

Through the helmet comms we hear Eiffel HUMMING TO HIMSELF. 

EIFFEL
(low, to himself)

You should see me dance the 
polka... you should see me cover 
the ground.. 

(hums for a moment, then:)
When the band commences playing... 
my feet begin to go... 

There's a BEEP from his suit. He glances down. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Forty-five minutes of oxygen left 
on this bad boy... 

(louder, to the space 
around him)

If anything's gonna happen here, 
nowish would be a really good time. 

Monstrous, total silence is the only response he gets. 

BEAT. 

Then he HITS another BUTTON. There's a BURST OF STATIC. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Hey Hera? Can you hear me? You guys 
there? 

Once again, silence is the only answer. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
No, of course not. 

BEAT. He floats, drifting towards the star. 

Then -



EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Well, listen: I'm going pretty stir 
crazy on this here slow not-so-
pleasure cruise so... I'm gonna 
keep transmitting, okay? Just on 
the off-chance that you are 
receiving me, and I just can't hear 
your replies. 

He CLEARS HIS THROAT, looks around - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
I'm, uh, still drifting towards 
Wolf 359. This sucker's got quite 
the current. I'm caught in the 
undertow now, I guess. 

He taps another sensor on his suit. It CHIRPS. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Sensors show I'm about three clicks 
past Minkowski's red line now, 
so... not exactly much of a chance 
to go back now. We're doing this. 

(lower)
We're doing this... 

(normal voice)
You know, I... I, uh, never really 
stopped to appreciate how beautiful 
this... big blue thing really is.  
It's... it's really something. 

(BEAT, then:)
Pretty soon it's gonna blind me and 
sear all the flesh off my bones, 
isn't it, Hera? 

(BEAT)
Oh yeah. Pretty soon this is gonna 
get really gruesome and - 

We hear it in the distance, faint: BOOM. Like an EXPLOSION. 

Eiffel sees it. Stops dead mid-sentence. 

After a moment - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Uh... Hera? There seems to be 
something happening... to the star? 
On the star? If I didn't know any 
better I'd say that something is 
coming out of - yeah, no, no, 
that's definitely what's happening. 

Faint, far away: a DULL ROAR. 
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EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Umm, not really sure how to explain 
this, but it's almost like the 
star's... like, a part of it's kind 
of reaching out? 

Barely noticeable, but growing louder: an APPROACHING RUSH. 
Like the din of an oncoming wave. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Uh... it kinda looks like it's... 

Getting louder... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(growing panic)

Uh, no, scratch my last, it's 
definitely coming this way and - 

Getting LOUDER... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(full on panic)

Holy crap, that's getting really 
fast, and I think it's coming 
straight at me!

LOUDER! RIGHT ON TOP OF US! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
HERA! WHAT THE HELL IS - ?! 

KABOOM! The approaching thing HITS, and the resulting impact 
is DEFEANING. 

But - somehow, miraculously - Eiffel isn't immediately 
obliterated. Instead, he falls, and we fall with him, into - 

INT/EXT. WORMHOLE - CONTINUOUS 

EIFFEL
(voice shaking badly)

AAAAAAAHHHHHH! 

Eiffel is PLUMMETING down, going at a BREAKNECK SPEED.

Around him is something beyond his comprehension. A tunnel, 
twisting, shifting, changing, living, breathing, made 
entirely out of light. It kinda looks like he's plunging 
towards the center of the Earth, yet ahead of him awaits a 
blindingly bright blast of light. 
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Of course, we don't see any of this on the radio. We just 
hear it, and it sounds terrifying. It is the sound of vertigo 
incarnate: ever quickening free-fall as the world - possibly 
the worlds, possibly the galaxies - whizz past us. 

Communications Officer Doug Eiffel falls face-first. In his 
mind, about to die as he lived: 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
AHHHHHHHH!!!! 

... screaming for his life. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Oh God!!! 

(with great difficulty)
Hera? Do you read me? I'm gonna... 
keep transmitting for as long as I 
can... 

WHHHHUMMMM!!! Something ENORMOUS - like JUPITER-SIZED - just 
flew past him. He CLENCHES HIS TEETH. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
I'm... falling. The star did... 
something and now I'm in a... a 
tunnel! A tunnel of some sort! I 
can't see where we're going but - 

ZHOOOOM!!! ANOTHER ENORMOUS OBJECT FLEW BY. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
We're going fast! We're going so 
fast! And we're headed towards... 
something? It's... bright light... 
and I... 

Somehow, impossibly, he picks up EVEN MORE SPEED! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(shaking sooo much)

Ahhh, we're accelerating! 

Every piece of his suit VIBRATING FURIOUSLY... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
I... can't... breathe... I... 
can't... this is... too much... 

There's a LOUD RUMBLING COMING UP - 
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EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Oh God... Hera, I think I'm coming 
up on the end of the tunnel! I 
think this is - !

And then suddenly - abruptly - 

Everything stops. The wormhole SLAMS TO A HALT and we're 
suddenly in - 

EXT. SPACE - CONTINUOUS 

Eiffel floats, serenely, in the vast black of space. 

Braced for an impact that never came, Eiffel holds himself, 
eyes tightly shut. It takes him a minute to register that 
he's out of the wormhole. 

Finally, he opens one eye. Then the other. Blinks. 

Realizes he's not dead. Exhales. Makes a noise of SUPREME 
RELIEF - halfway between a laugh and cry. 

EIFFEL
Oh my God... oh my God... Okay... 
okay... Hera, I'm out. I'm out of 
that tunnel. Jesus Christ, Floo 
Powder technology has ways to go...  

He takes a moment, tries to straighten himself. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
God knows you probably can't hear 
me, but I need someone to talk to, 
so I'm just gonna keep 
transmitting. Any objections? 

(BEAT)
Good girl. Now, where the hell am 
I? 

He looks around. Tries to get his bearings. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
All right, still floating in space. 
Up ahead here there's a star... 
looks like a red dwarf, but I'm not 
sure if - 

He spots something. Turns around. Jaw drops. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(low)

Oh my God. 
(MORE)
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(after a moment)
Hera, uh... strike my last. 
There's... there's two more stars. 
There's two more right there.

And so there are. Three enormous stars, dancing in orbit 
around each other. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(surprised by how moved he 
is)

It's a... it's a triple star 
system. Triple star. 

(small chuckle)
Luke Skywalker only got two. Two's 
not as cool as three. Not nearly as 
cool as - 

And that's when we hear something... weird. A sudden BLIP, 
containing multiple voices, sounds, even music, all happening 
in the blink of an eye. Like an entire movie's soundtrack has 
been squeezed into three seconds. 

Eiffel hears it too. Or, more accurately, he feels it. 

He looks around, suddenly alarmed. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
What the... what the hell was that? 

(no answer)
Hera, I just had a... I don't know 
a flash, I guess. Like someone was 
playing all of - 

And then... AGAIN. BLIP. Slightly longer, maybe five seconds, 
containing all kinds of sounds. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Ahhh! 

He looks around. But still... he is very much alone. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Okay, if you're the one doing that, 
please cut it the hell - 

But at that moment there's ANOTHER THUNDEROUS CRASH, and we 
once again fall into - 

INT/EXT. WORMHOLE - CONTINUOUS 

Again, plummeting down the tunnel. If possible, it sounds 
EVEN MORE TEMPESTUOUS, EVEN FASTER. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
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EIFFEL
(shaking badly)

AHHH!!! Ah, God... NOT THIS AGAIN!

But yes, this again. Celestial bodies WHIZZ past him. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Hera, I'm going down another 
tunnel... this one seems even 
bigger and - 

The tunnel takes a SHARP TURN, resulting in a SUDDEN WHIP as 
Eiffel rounds a corner. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
- OW! Bumpier! 

ANOTHER TURN! WHIP! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Ow! Watch it! 

TWO TURNS! WHIP! WHIP! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Goddam - WHO'S DRIVING THIS THING?! 

But that's when he begins to hear another sound - a sort of 
GHOSTLY, WHISPERING all around him. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
What the - ? Is anyone there? 

Around him the WHISPERING grows louder... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Who's there?! What's going on with - 
? 

ANOTHER TURN! WHIP-SMACK! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
OWW! There has to be a better way 
to fly!

And now he sees it. Up ahead. Coming closer. Fast. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Holy... Hera? Hera, we're headed 
towards... something. I don't know 
how to describe that, but it's... 
Oh, that's artificial. No way 
Mother Nature made that happen. 
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Up ahead, in the distance, a LOW DRONE BEGINS TO HUM... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
It's... Jesus Christ, it must be 
huge. And it... kinda looks like - 

And mid-word, without warning, we - 

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL - BEDROOM - MORNING 

Eiffel's eyes SNAP OPEN. 

With a sudden, GASP he bolts upright. 

It takes him a moment to realize that he's bolted upright 
from a bed. From blankets and a pillow. And that he's not 
wearing his space suit anymore. 

He takes a few LONG, SHALLOW BREATHS, trying to calm down. As 
his breath steadies... 

EIFFEL
(low, to himself)

And then... he woke up. 
(BEAT, louder:)

And then he woke up. 
(BEAT: louder:)

AND THEN HE WOKE UP?!!
(HALF-BEAT)

After everything - after all the 
crap that you've put me through - 
you're really going to insult me by 
giving me, "AND THEN HE WOKE UP!?" 

His last words echo, slowing fading away to nothing. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Can you believe these guys, Hera? 

He puts his hand to his face, realizing his helmet's gone. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Oh. Helmet's gone. No transmitter. 

(BEAT)
Well... on the off-chance that you 
can somehow still hear me: let's 
take a look around, shall we? 

There's a SQUEAK from the bed as he gets to his feet. He 
takes a step, bends his knees, pressing down on the ground. 
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EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Gravity. Nice. It's the little 
touches that really make you feel 
at home. Now... where the heck am 
I...? 

He looks around, properly takes in his surroundings for the 
first time. His eyes are narrow. Something's off... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Looks like... some kind of hotel 
room? 

He steps through it, taking in everything around him. STEP... 
STEP... STEP... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(calling out)

I love what you've done with the 
place. Nice walls... paintings are 
cool. Chair? 

He PUSHES the chair. We hear is SCRAPE against FLOOR. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Looks sturdy enough. 

(looks around)
Oooh, mirror. That's real good. 
Can't have a creepy ass hotel room 
at the end of the universe without 
a mirror. 

He considers the mirror for a moment, studying his features. 
Then - 

He grabs the CHAIR and HURLS IT AT THE MIRROR. 

CRUNCH! The MIRROR SHATTERS UPON IMPACT, breaking into 
hundreds of tiny pieces. 

Eiffel watches as the mirror shards settle on the floor. He 
watches the remains of the mirror, eyes narrowed. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
One Mississippi... two 
Mississippi... three Mississippi...  

And then... we hear a soft, HIGH HUM slowly rise into the 
soundtrack. Gradually, it gets louder and louder, until - 

SCHOOP! As one, all of the mirror pieces fly back together, 
reassembling themselves into a perfect mirror. 

Eiffel watches, impassive. 
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EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Huh. Self-repairing mirror. That's 
pretty cool. That's preeetty cool. 

He spins around, taking in the rest of the room. And that's 
when it hits him: 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Oh. Heh. Heh. Okay. I get it. I get 
it now. Creepy hotel room beyond 
the stars? 2001. Space Odyssey. 
Very, very nice.

(a thought occurs)
Of... of course, you can't have 
seen this. Even if you are avid 
filmgoers, I don't it's had its 
intergalactic release yet. So...

(click)
Ohhh... that doesn't matter. 
Because I've seen it, right? That's 
how it works? Now that I'm here, 
anything in my mind's fair game for 
you? That's what those flashes were 
about?

He turns around, looking at the room in a new light. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
This isn't... your place, is it? 
You just went into my mind and 
picked the place I'd most expect to 
be having... whatever's about to 
happen. Right? 

Then - almost as if in response to that query - a TREMOR  
runs through the room. There's an OMINOUS RUMBLING, and the 
LIGHTS above Eiffel FLICKER. Eiffel looks down at the shaking 
floor, alarmed. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Whoa, whoa! What the - 

But after a moment, the SHAKING and RUMBLING SUBSIDES. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Okay... okay...

Eiffel looks around, apprehensive. Then, half to himself - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Are you gonna be chill or what?

(BEAT)
Right. 

(MORE)
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Note to self: Earthquake insurance. 
Never leave home without it. 

There's a BEAT - then he CHUCKLES, nervously. He's starting 
to wig out. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Okay, Doug. Keep it together. Keep 
it together. Maybe less talking to 
yourself. Yeah, that's be a good 
idea, maybe less - okay, stop it. 

His eyes dart around the room nervously as he tries to get 
his breath down. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(calling out)

Now would be a really good time for 
something to happen! 

Around him the silence is EERIE. Finally - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(getting fed up)

Well?! Are we gonna do this or 
what?

(BEAT)
Star children? Creepy black 
monolith things? Come on, lets get 
our probe on! 

(BEAT)
Dear Listeners? Hello?!

And then - finally - a sound behind him. A low WOOSH! as 
something materializes out of thin air. 

And then the sound of two SHOES LANDING ON THE FLOOR. 

Eiffel turns around, and finds himself staring at a MAN. 

The Man stares back. Unmoving. Unblinking. 

There's silence for a moment and then - Eiffel SCOFFS, 
softly, to himself. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Well, all right then. 

He moves a bit closer to the Man - STEP. STEP. STEP. 

The Man just stares back. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
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EIFFEL (CONT’D)
That's a... that's a nice face 
you've got there. 

Still nothing from the man. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
In fact, that's... my face you've 
got there. 

Oh yes, by the way, the Man looks identical to Doug Eiffel. 

BEAT.

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
So... what now? Do I help you? Do I 
help myself? Is that the idea here? 
Help me help me help me? 

BEAT. The Man stares back. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(suddenly apprehensive)

Or... maybe not...
(takes a step back)

Tell me this isn't where I die and 
you take my place. My dad always 
said I'd get myself killed if I 
wasn't more careful, but this would 
be too literal even for - 

MAN
WORDS. 

He speaks with Eiffel's voice, but he does so tonelessly. 
With no emotion. And with the same AMPLIFIED QUALITY of 
Lovelace's voice when the aliens spoke through her. 

EIFFEL
What? 

MAN
WORDS.

He cocks his head at Eiffel, as if considering a puzzle. 

MAN (CONT'D)
SPEAK MORE WORDS. 

EIFFEL
Umm, is there anything in 
particular you'd like me to - ?

MAN (CONT'D)
UMM, IS THERE ANYTHING IN 
PARTICULAR YOU'D LIKE ME TO - ?

Eiffel stops. The Man just spoke in perfect synch with him. 
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EIFFEL
Wait, no, hold on, why are you - 
stop that. STOP IT! Would you 
cut that out?! How are you doing 
that - 

MAN (CONT'D)
WAIT, NO, HOLD ON, WHY ARE YOU - 
STOP THAT. STOP IT. WOULD YOU 
CUT THAT OUT? HOW ARE YOU DOING 
THAT - 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
(lets see what you got)

There is a place where the 
sidewalk ends and before the... 
street... 

(BEAT, then faster)
Peter Piper picked a peck of 
pickled peppers, a peck of 
pickled peppers Peter Piper 
picked! 

(BEAT, then lightning 
fast)

All along the watchtower, 
princes kept the view, while 
wild women came and went, 
barefoot servants too! 
GODDAMMIT! 

MAN (CONT'D)
THERE IS A PLACE WHERE THE 
SIDEWALK ENDS AND BEFORE THE - 
STREET - 

(keeping up)
PETER PIPER PICKED A PECK OF 
PICKLED PEPPERS, A PECK OF 
PICKLED PEPPERS PETER PIPER 
PICKED. 

(flawless)
ALL ALONG THE WATCHTOWER, 
PRINCES KEPT THE VIEW, WHILE 
WILD WOMEN CAME AND WENT, 
BAREFOOT SERVANTS TOO. 
GODDAMMIT. 

Eiffel takes a DEEP, ANNOYED BREATH. 

EIFFEL
Damn, Bob. That's a good trick 
you got there. 

MAN (CONT'D)
Damn, Bob. That's a good trick 
you got there. 

In lieu of a better monicker, we'll call this being, "Bob." 

EIFFEL
(slower)

How are you doing that? How are you 
- Oh. Okay. I think I get it. 
Mirroring. You're learning. 

BOB
(matching Eiffel's speed)

HOW ARE YOU DOING THAT? HOW ARE YOU 
- OH. OKAY. I THINK I GET IT. 

(trailing off)
MIRRORING. YOU'RE LEARNING...

EIFFEL
Absorbing the language. You just...  

(noticing Bob trailed off)
... you just needed some live 
demos. Didn't you? 
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Eiffel looks at Bob, apprehensive of the fact that he's 
suddenly not repeating anymore. 

There's another, even SOFTER WOOSH! in the air, and then - 

BOB
FASCINATING. 

Eiffel takes another step back, alarmed at the linguistic 
development. But Bob pays him no mind: 

BOB (CONT'D) 
YOU ARE IS STILL CRIPPLED BY A 
LANGUAGE BASED ON ACCUSATIVE 
MORPHOSYNTACTIC ALIGNMENT. AND YET 
YOU'VE ACHIEVED RUDIMENTARY 
INTERSTELLAR MOMENTUM. 

(nods)
EXCEPTIONAL. 

EIFFEL
... cool. Anything else I can get 
you, Bob? 

BOB
WHAT IS THE SYMBOLOGICAL BASE SET 
OF YOUR LANGUAGE? 

EIFFEL
Uh, sorry? What? 

BOB
WHAT ARE THE INDIVIDUAL UNITS THAT 
FORM YOUR SPEECH? 

EIFFEL
What - you want the alphabet?

BOB
IN ORDER. 

Eiffel, SIGHS, ROLLS HIS EYES. But, in a tone that's 
somewhere between deep annoyance and the tune of the song: 

EIFFEL
A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, J, K, L, 
M, N, O, P, Q, R, S, T, U, V, W, X, 
Y, and Z! Got that? Anything for 
dessert? Would you like me to - ? 

BOB
DIE. 
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EIFFEL
Whoa, what?! 

He instantly takes another step back, raises his arms in 
(what he thinks is) a defensive stance. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Keep away! Stay away, bro. I'm 
warning you. I - I know karate! 
Which if you don't know what that 
is - 

BOB
WHAT IS DIE? THE CONCEPT IS UNKNOWN 
TO US. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
What? 

BOB
YOU SAID IT. THAT YOU MIGHT BE HERE 
TO DIE. WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? 

EIFFEL
Wait, you really don't know what 
that means? 

BEAT. Bob just stares back. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(low, to himself)

... oh damn it all. Different 
paradigms. I hate it when Kepler 
and Jacobi are right.

(back to Bob)
 Well... 

He pauses for a moment, looking for the right words. Bob 
stares at him, expressionless. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
... it's, you know, when something 
or someone just sort of... stops.

BOB
STOPS? STOPS WHAT? 

EIFFEL
...existing. Their body breaks 
down, stops working, and then... 
Set's over. The band breaks up. 
There are no more performances. 
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BOB
THAT IS AN INCOMPLETE UNDERSTANDING  
OF THE UNIVERSE. 

Eiffel just stares at him, aghast. He looks down, and is 
somewhat surprised to see that his HANDS ARE SHAKING. HIS 
HEART'S RACING. 

He looks back up at Bob... SWALLOWS HARD.

EIFFEL
(forced calm, barely 
together)

Bob... buddy, pal... I'm trying... 
really hard to not totally freak 
out on you, but this is... a lot, 
so I'm gonna need like... thirty-
five percent more kid glove action 
than what you're giving me now. 

(BEAT)
You don't know what death is? You 
don't die? 

(BEAT)
Explain. Please. 

BOB
ALL MATTER IS REUSED AND 
REPURPOSED. CESSATION OF EXISTENCE 
IS NOT POSSIBLE.

BEAT. That is... not the explanation Eiffel expected. 

EIFFEL
Okay. Okay, sure, sure. ... no 
energy's ever created or destroyed, 
only transformed. First law of 
thermodynamics. I remember that 
much from High School. 

BOB
THIS "HIGH SCHOOL" SOUNDS LIKE A 
WISE BEING. 

EIFFEL
Yeah, you'd be surprised. All 
right, hold up... I am speaking to 
one or more of the "Dear Listeners" 
we've been in contact with, 
correct? 

BOB
CORRECT. 
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EIFFEL
You got a name? 

BOB
I DO NOT. 

EIFFEL
Well, we'll just keep calling you 
Bob, for now. We'll pick out a date 
for the baptism later, all right? 

At that moment, ANOTHER TREMOR runs through the space. 
STRONGER. MORE OMINOUS. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Whoa! Hey! 

Eiffel stumbles backwards, alarmed. He grabs onto a nearby 
chair for support. 

Bob watches, impassive. Unbothered. 

After a moment, the RUMBLING SUBSIDES... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
What the - what the hell is that? 

BOB
CREATING THE SPACE FOR THIS 
ENCOUNTER REQUIRES A MASSIVE AMOUNT 
OF ENERGY. WE HAVE A LIMITED TIME 
BEFORE IT BECOMES UNSUITABLE FOR 
YOUR BIOLOGY. 

EIFFEL
(help?)

Unsuitable. For. My. Biology. Well, 
congratulations, Bob - I think you 
may have just found my least 
favorite sequence of words in the 
entire English language.

(a thought occurs:)
Speaking of which... your English 
has gotten better. 

BOB
YES. 

BEAT. Eiffel looks at him, expectant. Finally - 

EIFFEL
How did it get better? 
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BOB
ADDITIONAL REFERENCE POINTS. ONCE 
YOU WERE IN THE NETWORK WE WERE 
ABLE TO DIRECTLY ACCESS YOUR NEURO-
ELECTRICAL PATTERNS. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
Okay. I'm going to need a moment. 

(tick... tick... tick)
Okay. I had a moment. 

(suddenly freaking out)
ONCE I WAS IN THE WHAT?! Network? 
What network? How was I... 
networked? And you directly 
accessed my neuro-what-ness? 

BOB
WE DO NOT HAVE TIME FOR ALL THESE 
QUESTIONS. 

EIFFEL
Why don't we - ? Ughhh, okay, fine. 
Kid glove this, just for me: you 
were able to... what? Read my 
thoughts? My memories? 

BOB
A RUDIMENTARY UNDERSTANDING, BUT 
NOT INACCURATE. 

EIFFEL
I don't remember giving you 
permission to visit the attic. 
There's stuff in a man's brain 
that's really not safe for work. So 
just from that you know how to 
speak English? 

BOB
CORRECT. IT HAS ALSO LED TO SOME 
DEBATES ABOUT WHETHER YOU CAN SPEAK 
ENGLISH. 

EIFFEL
Hey! Cut that out. I get enough of 
that from Minkowski, I don't need 
to feel judged on a cosmic scale. 

(BEAT)
All right, so... what are we doing 
here? Am I just here to get you 
some fresh new memories for the 
carousel? 
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BOB
NO. YOU ARE HERE SO THAT WE CAN 
EXECUTE THE PROCESS. 

EIFFEL
(gulp?)

Aaaand what does that look like? 

BOB
I EVALUATE. YOU ARE EVALUATED. 

EIFFEL
Well, that's not creepy at all! 
Bob, baby, you gotta put it in 
terms I can understand. 

BOB
THAT MAY TAKE SOME TIME. 

Eiffel EXHALES, trying to steady his breath.  

EIFFEL 
Well, while we're waiting... Where 
are we? Where'd you park the 
Kubrick Hilton? 

BOB
WE ARE IN ORBIT IN AROUND ANOTHER 
STAR. YOU KNOW IT AS GLIESE 163. 

EIFFEL
Wait, really? That was where the 
transmissions were coming from? We 
actually got something right?  

He shakes his head, CHUCKLES. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Well, I'll be... So is this where 
you're from? Is this home?

There's a BEAT. And then the unthinkable happens: Bob 
actually CHUCKLES. TONELESSLY, but it happens. 

BOB
NO. IT IS NOT. WE COME FROM A PLACE 
VERY, VERY FAR AWAY FROM HERE. 

EIFFEL
So... this is... 
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BOB
WE CALL IT THE WATCHTOWER. IT IS 
THE BORDER. THE FARTHEST KNOWN 
POINT AWAY FROM CIVILIZED SPACE. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
Civilized...

(DEEP BREATH)
And everything beyond this is, 
what? The wild, wild west?  

But then - suddenly - ANOTHER TREMOR. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
AHHH! Goddamnit!  

It's the strongest one yet - the ROOMS SHAKES VIOLENTLY, 
LIGHTS FLICKER, VARIOUS OBJECTS CLATTER AGAINST EACH OTHER. 

After a LONG BEAT - it finally SETTLES. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(emphatic)

Bob? Should I be concerned? 

BOB
THIS SPACE IS DETERIORATING. IF WE 
HAVE NOT CONCLUDED BY THE TIME IT 
IS GONE, YOUR BODY WILL UNDERGO - 

EIFFEL
Really, don't need the details, 
thank you! All right, well... if 
we're on the clock, then, in the 
immortal words of Marvin Gaye: lets 
get it on! Process time! 

BOB
(raising a hand)

HOLD STILL. 

EIFFEL
Why - 

There's another BLIP, like the flashes we heard earlier. Tons 
of information, squeezed into a few seconds. 

But Eiffel's not having it - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Hey, cut it out with the - ? 
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Another BLIP, even LONGER, even more detai- 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
HEY! Stop that! I said - AHHHH!!! 

That scream is due to the ENORMOUS BLIP that just started. It 
FLASHES and POPS and BURSTS and ZOOMS and ZIPS as a massive 
cache is transmitted. 

And then it's over. Eiffel FALLS TO THE FLOOR, GASPING IN 
PAIN, CLUTCHING HIS HEAD. Bob looks down at him, blankly. 

After a few moments - 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
JESUS! What the hell was that?! 

BOB
ANY DISCOMFORT YOU ARE FEELING 
SHOULD PASS QUICKLY. 

EIFFEL
Holy crap, my head is on fire... 

BOB
WHERE DID MY SPECIES ORIGINATE? 

EIFFEL
Ahhh, mother - Planet! Far away, 
pretty close to the galactic core. 
Christ, give me a moment. 

Blink. Blink. It takes him a moment to realize what just 
happened. Slowly, he gets up, deeply confused. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Bob... ? How did I know that? 

BOB
SUBCONSCIOUS MENTAL TRANSFER. MOST 
EFFICIENT WAY OF DISSEMINATING 
INFORMATION. 

EIFFEL
(slowly recovering from 
the pain)

Buddy, I don't care if it can do 
the Kessel Run in less than twelve 
parsecs, don't mess with my head. I 
got enough voices knocking around 
in there! Ahhh... 

(BEAT)
So what? 

(MORE)
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You just beamed volumes one through 
five of Encyclopedia Galactica into 
my head? Is that how this works? 

BOB
SUBCONSCIOUS IMPLANTS. THE 
KNOWLEDGE WILL ASSERT ITSELF WHEN 
YOU NEED IT. 

EIFFEL
So what? We gotta wait until - 

BOB
HOW DID MY SPECIES COME TO BE HERE?

EIFFEL
(instant)

You were isolated at first. Just 
living in your own little corner of 
the universe. Holy crap that's 
freaky. 

BOB
AND THEN?

EIFFEL
Umm... 

There's SOFT WOOSH as another piece unlocks - 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
You had a... breakthrough. New 
tech. Fast travel. Really fast. 
Like, practically instantaneous, 
even between different star sys- 
whoa. Was that the bumpy-ass bullet 
train you sent me on? 

BOB
CORRECT. 

EIFFEL
And you can do that with any star? 

BOB
CAN WE?

EIFFEL
Oh, very cute... 

(DEEP BREATH, then:)
No. You can only network certain 
stars. Younger ones, or ones with 
cooler temperatures. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Wolf 359 just happens to have the 
right conditions. Huh. Okay, so... 
let me guess: red light means, 
"Stay out, danger, very hot." Blue 
light, "Come on board, this is the 
express train to Grand Central?" 

BOB
THAT IS THE BASIC CONCEPT. 

EIFFEL
So when you first turned on the 
railway system and tried to haul 
our ass into Wolf 359... you 
weren't trying to kill us. 

BOB
CORRECT. 

EIFFEL
You know, you could have made that 
a little bit clearer... 

BOB
WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?

EIFFEL
(Mr. Indignation)

You know, I have questions, too!  

He clutches his head as a sudden spike of pain hits him. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Aaah! Damn it. Umm... So, okay. You 
wander around for a while, get the 
lay of the universe. And 
eventually... you find someone. 

BOB
ANOTHER SPECIES, ONE AT A 
COMPARABLE STAGE OF SCIENTIFIC 
DEVELOPMENT. 

EIFFEL
But they... they knew a whole bunch 
of stuff you didn't. They knew how 
to rearrange matter, turn things 
into other things, snap of a 
finger. And then... Oh. Oh, y'all 
started your own damn trade 
federation?!   

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
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BOB
A TECHNOLOGICAL SYMBIOSIS BETWEEN 
MULTIPLE OTHER SPECIES, EACH WITH 
THEIR OWN UNIQUE ADVANCEMENT. 
REMOTE NEUROLOGICAL SURVEILLANCE. 
MENTAL TRANSFER OF INFORMATION. 
LIMITED TEMPORAL MANIPULATION. 

EIFFEL
(under his breath)

Don't suppose you could matter me 
up a paper bag to breathe into...

BOB
IT HAS LED TO THE JOINT DEVELOPMENT 
OF OUR SPECIES.   

BEAT. 

EIFFEL 
Um, look, Bob, I would love to keep 
going with the Hardcore History of 
the Universe, but to be polite 
about it, it's wigging me out. So 
can we talk about this process of 
yours? What happens when someone 
new moves to the neighborhood?     

BOB
WHAT DOES HAPPEN?  

EIFFEL
Well... you keep an eye on them for 
a while. Just kinda... see where 
they're at. 

BOB
EXAMINATION. EVALUATION. REMOTE IN 
THE EARLY STAGES. THEN THROUGH 
SURROGATES. 

EIFFEL
By which you mean... duplicates. 

BOB
REPLICAS OF INDIVIDUAL SPECIMENS, 
RETURN THEM TO THE LARGER 
POPULATION AND - 

EIFFEL
You send in a wolf in sheep's 
clothing is what you do.
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BOB
AN UNNECESSARILY DRAMATIC 
DESCRIPTION OF A NECESSARY - 

EIFFEL
No! Very necessary drama! In fact, 
it may need to be even more 
dramatic, since the wolf doesn't 
even know it's a wolf! Do you have 
any idea what you've put poor 
Captain Lovelace through? 

BOB
WE REARRANGED ATOMS. IT WAS A 
PURELY FUNCTIONAL - 

EIFFEL
You brought her back from the dead! 

BOB
THE DISTINCTION IS IRRELEVANT. 

BEAT 

EIFFEL 
(voice shaking)

I kinda think it can't be, Bob. 
Otherwise you're watch this whole 
foreign film without subtitles.   

BEAT. Bob just stares at him, completely unperturbed. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Can you at least understand that it  
matters to us? It matters very, 
very much? 

BOB
CONTINUE. 

EIFFEL
No! I don't like this train of 
thought! 

BOB
CONTINUE. 

Eiffel takes a DEEP BREATH, profoundly annoyed. Whether he 
likes it or not, the thoughts are still appearing in his 
head. 

EIFFEL
Goddammit... you make them radios. 
Everything your... 

(MORE)
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surrogates see, and hear... it all 
goes back to you. 

BOB
IT PROVIDES INVALUABLE ANALYTICAL 
DATA. 

EIFFEL
Hooray. Okay... you spy on people. 
If you like them, they get to go 
back and be a part of your super 
Mathletes. What happens to the ones 
you don't like? To the 
technologically backwards ones, or 
the ones that don't play well with 
others?

(BEAT, no answer)
Bob? I can't help but notice that 
I'm not getting a mental flash. You 
didn't put that in my head, which 
means you're hiding something. Open 
up or send me home: what happens to 
the ones you don't like?! 

BEAT. Finally - 

BOB
IT DEPENDS. IN AN IDEAL CASE, 
ISOLATION. 

EIFFEL
And if they can't be isolated? 

BOB
REDISTRIBUTION. 

EIFFEL
Into different groups?

BOB
INTO DIFFERENT ATOMS. 

It takes a moment for Eiffel to understand the implication. 
Something in his stomach sinks. 

EIFFEL
You... kill them? If you don't like 
them? 

BOB
THEY ARE GIVEN A NEW PURPOSE.

EIFFEL
You've killed others? 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
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BOB
REDISTRIBUTED.

EIFFEL
Semantics. You've redistributed 
others?

BOB
YES.

BOB (CONT’D)
Whole species?

BOB (CONT’D)
YES. 

There's a STUNNED BEAT as Eiffel stares at Bob. Finally - 

EIFFEL
Well that's... heh, that's just 
great. That's... great. 

BOB
I AM GLAD YOU - 

EIFFEL
That's sarcasm, Bob! 

(BEAT)
This is... This is Judgment Day, 
isn't it? That's what your 
"process" is: you deciding whether 
we're good enough to live or... 
not. 

(BEAT)
Tell me I'm wrong, Bob. 

BOB
YOUR TERMINOLOGY IS INADEQUATE, BUT 
YOU GRASP THE BASIC CONCEPT. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
Well then. I... I guess that's it. 

BOB
WHAT IS? 

EIFFEL
Just... it. Everything. 

(off Bob's blank stare)
Oh come on! You've seen what my 
species is like. It's all violent 
impulses and bad decisions! 

(MORE)
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And even when we think we're doing 
the right thing, we end up being 
careless, or hurtful, or... look, 
lets just say that we've got a lot 
of growing up to do before we get 
our symbiosis on with anyone. 

BOB
OUR INTEREST IN YOUR SPECIES IS NOT 
MORAL. IT IS TECHNOLOGICAL. 

EIFFEL
... what? What in the name of God 
could we possibly give you 
technology-wise? You can leap over 
tall galaxies, turn back time, and 
death is a momentary road bump. 
What have we figured out that you 
haven't? 

BOB
THIS. 

He SNAPS HIS FINGERS AND - 

In a corner of the room, a RECORD PLAYER COMES TO LIFE. It 
begins to play Beethoven's SONATA PATHETIQUE. Eiffel FROWNS, 
confused. 

BOB (CONT’D)
THE FIRST TIME WE ENCOUNTERED YOUR 
SPECIES. THE MISSION LEADER, 
COMMANDER ZHANG, SHE VALUED THIS 
TECHNOLOGY MORE THAN ANYTHING ELSE. 

EIFFEL
You haven't figured out sound 
recording? 

(gets it: oh shit)
You haven't figured out music? 

BOB
ORDER. DESIGN. TENSION. 
COMPOSITION. BALANCE. HARMONY. 

EIFFEL
(low, to himself)

Minkowski's been talking about 
Sondheim again... 

BOB
THESE ARE QUALITIES WHICH WE HAVE 
NOT YET ACHIEVED. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
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EIFFEL
Christ. So that's why you've been 
sending out those transmissions all 
this time. You've been looking for 
the people who would recognize 
this. 

BOB
TRYING TO FIND THE BEINGS THAT CAN 
REPLICATE THIS ADVANCEMENT. 

EIFFEL
You've been mirroring. 

He's a little surprised at how moved he is by this idea. For 
a BEAT, they just listen to the music. Then - 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
Well, Bob my man... you gotta check 
out some of the latest 
advancements. Otis Redding. 
Zeppelin. Taylor. 

(snaps his fingers)
Sir Mix-A-Lot. I think he's been 
doing some of the best scientific 
work of the last fifty years. 

Just then, another TREMOR RUNS through the space. Eiffel 
looks around as various OBJECT RATTLE. 

BOB
IT IS TIME. 

EIFFEL
Yeah? So what? Do I make an 
impassioned speech about why 
humanity is worthy of survival?

BOB
THAT WILL NOT BE NECESSARY. 

EIFFEL
No? So what happens now? 

BOB
NOW YOU GO HOME. 

EIFFEL
Wait, really? Don't mess with me, 
Bob, because we tried to do that 
and you clock-stopped our - 
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BOB
YOU WERE NOT READY. YOU DID NOT 
UNDERSTAND THE PROCESS. I AM SORRY - 
WE COULD NOT LOSE ANOTHER CHANCE TO 
ESTABLISH CONTACT. IT HAD BEEN TOO 
MANY YEARS, AND WE WERE SO CLOSE. 

EIFFEL
Again: coulda been clearer. 

BOB
GO HOME. TELL THE OTHERS WHAT YOU 
HAVE SEEN HERE. POINT THE WAY. TAKE  
OUR CONSTRUCT WITH YOU, AND WE WILL 
SEE YOUR NEXT STEPS. THIS IS JUST 
THE BEGINNING. IN TIME WE WILL 
LEARN MORE ABOUT EACH OTHER. 

EIFFEL
How's that gonna happen? 

BOB
THE WAY IT ALWAYS HAS. SLOWLY. 
GRADUALLY. 

EIFFEL
Bob... how long does this "process" 
of yours take? 

BOB
ON AVERAGE? 

He stops, considers. Then: 

BOB (CONT'D)
FOURTEEN THOUSAND YEARS. 

Eiffel looks at him, stunned. Then, he BURST INTO LAUGHTER. 
As he recovers - 

EIFFEL
Wow... damn. Well, someone's gonna 
be happy to hear that there really 
is a very big picture out there. 

BOB
ARE YOU READY? 

EIFFEL
To go home? Amen, brother. 

BOB
CLOSE YOUR EYES. 
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Eiffel does so. 

EIFFEL
All right, they're closed. Now 
what? 

BOB
FOCUS ON MY VOICE. NOW YOU ARE 
GOING TO LEAVE THIS PLACE, ONCE AND 
FOR ALL... 

Slowly, around him, the soundscape changes. 

BOB (CONT'D)
YOU ARE GOING TO RETURN TO YOUR 
PEOPLE... 

The music fades away to nothingness...

BOB (CONT'D)
AND TELL THEM THE STORY OF THE 
FIRST MAN TO SPEAK TO BEINGS BEYOND 
THE STARS. 

Every hint of the environmentals of the room around him 
disappear... 

BOB (CONT’D)
AND DO YOU KNOW HOW THAT STORY 
BEGINS? 

Eiffel frowns for a moment: what? 

And then he gets it. 

EIFFEL
(haha, very funny)

And then he woke up. 

BOB (CONT'D)
AND THEN HE WOKE UP. 

And Eiffel's EYES SNAP OPEN and he's suddenly back in - 

EXT. SPACE - 1900 HOURS 

He's back in his space suit, floating in front of Wolf 359. 
We hear his breathing through the suit's filtration system. 

He CHUCKLES SOFTLY to himself. 

EIFFEL
I'm... I'm back. All right, Bob, 
you're on. Message received. 
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And then we hear a sound: A DISTANT BLAST OF FIRE, which 
immediately subsides. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
Hah! Very nicely done... 

(low whisper)
Hello there, you big, red bastard. 
Nice to see you in the original 
colors. 

There's a CHIRP OF STATIC as the COMMS on his suit ENGAGES. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Hera? Hephaestus? Anyone copy me? 

MINKOWSKI
(over comms)

Eiffel? Is that you? 

EIFFEL
Commander! So good to hear your 
voice. Listen, can you get a lock 
on my location. I need a pick up, 
immediately. 

And off of that, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - HANGAR BAY - 20 MINUTES 
LATER 

KSSSSSHHHHHH... with a loud HISS the inner airlock door 
OPENS. Eiffel spills out of it, taking off his helmet. He's 
met by Minkowski, waiting right outside the airlock. 

EIFFEL
Commander! 

MINKOWSKI
Hello there, Officer Eiffel. 

EIFFEL
Oh, it's so good to see you. 
C'mere, give us a hug! 

He embraces her tightly, happiness radiating from him. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
Boy have I got a story for you! But 
wait a minute - 

(releases her)
(MORE)

32.



- what happened here while I was 
out there? What caused that power 
outage? Is everyone okay? 

MINKOWSKI
Everything is completely fine, 
Eiffel. 

For the first time it strikes us that her tone is a bit... 
off? She seems weirdly... serene? Not quite trance-like, but 
not too far off. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Everything is completely under 
control. 

EIFFEL
Oh. Good. 

(looking around)
Where is everyone? What happened 
with - 

HERA
Ei...ffel... 

Hera's voice is THIN and WEAK, and it GLITCHES BADLY as she 
speaks. It sounds like speaking is causing her GREAT PAIN. 

EIFFEL
Hera? You okay? 

HERA
(so much effort)

Eiffel - run. Get - out. 

EIFFEL
What? Why do I - 

HERA
Now! 

And that's when POW! MINKOWSKI JUST HIT EIFFEL IN THE BACK OF 
THE HEAD!!! 

He falls to the floor, pained, stunned, seeing stars. He 
looks up at her, confused. WHAT THE HELL?! 

She looks back down at him, still impassive. Her face, blank. 

EIFFEL
Commander - what the hell are you - 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
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MINKOWSKI
Everything is going to be all 
right. 

Behind them, a DOOR OPENS. 

EIFFEL
But - why did you - 

VOICE
Listen to the smart lady, Doug. 

Eiffel's eyes widen. Noooo...

VOICE (CONT'D)
Everything is going to be alllll 
right. After all... 

Eiffel turns his head. Looks up. Finds himself staring 
straight into a cruel, smiling face. 

MR. CUTTER
I'm here now. 

FADE OUT. 

STOP RECORDING. 

END OF EPISODE 54. 
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