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START EPISODE 55. 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - BRIDGE - 1000 HOURS

Minkowski and Lovelace preside, attentive. Jacobi leans over 
a computer. Behind them, Kepler watches, arms crossed.  

MINKOWSKI
Are we there? 

JACOBI
Almost. Just... one more... 

There's a BEEP from his console. He nods at Lovelace. 

JACOBI (CONT'D)
Set. Receiver's in place. 

Lovelace TINKERS with some controls, and after a moment - 

LOVELACE
System's a-go. Ready when you are. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera?

HERA
Yes, sir. Stellar scan nineteen. 

MINKOWSKI
On my mark: three, two, one, mark. 

Machine parts WHIRR, HUM, and THRILL as the scan runs. 

HERA
Running stellar scan nineteen. 
Calculating. Please hold. 

LOVELACE
Come out, come out, wherever you 
are... 

Behind them, we hear Kepler EXHALE, impatient. 

MINKOWSKI
Quiet, Kepler. Jacobi, how's the 
signal?

JACOBI
Steady - good, even... definite 
improvement over the last three.



LOVELACE
New launch trajectory helped.

MINKOWSKI
Maybe this time... 

Suddenly EVERYTHING STOPS. Minkowski closes her eyes. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Hera?

HERA
Stellar scan nineteen complete, 
Commander. No contact. 

WEARY SIGHS and EXHALES all around. 

JACOBI
So? What's next? 

LOVELACE
Commander? 

Minkowski takes a DEEP BREATH. Then her eyes SNAP OPEN. 

MINKOWSKI
Lovelace, Jacobi, prep the next 
receiver. Hera, start calculating a 
new launch trajectory. Signal 
reception was good that time, but 
we need to get closer if we're 
going to find him in that soup. 

HERA
Yes, sir. 

JACOBI
Ummm, Minkowski? I don't know if - 

LOVELACE
We have our orders, Mr. Jacobi. 

JACOBI
Yeah, and they're awesome, sir, 
but: we've only got four more 
receivers. You sure you want to - ?

LOVELACE
I said: we have our orders, Mr. 
Jacobi. Get moving. Now. 

BEAT. Then Jacobi CLAPS HIS HANDS TOGETHER. 
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JACOBI
Search and Rescue Probe number 
twenty, coming right up. 

He goes for the door, Lovelace just a step behind him.

LOVELACE
I'll radio when we're ready. 

MINKOWSKI
Good. 

A DOOR OPENS and then CLOSES as Jacobi and Lovelace exit. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Hera, can you put up our last four 
trajectories on Number Three? 

HERA
Yes, sir. 

There's a DIGITAL WHOOSH as the requested information 
appears. Minkowski leans in, her eyes narrowing. 

MINKOWSKI
Highlight Officer Eiffel's last 
known positions, please.  

Another WHOOSH. Minkowski takes a DEEP BREATH. 

KEPLER
What do you want me to do? 

MINKOWSKI
Be quiet. If I need your expertise, 
I'll ask. Until then: shut up. 

KEPLER
Minkowski - 

MINKOWSKI
How is that shutting - ? Was your 
one job too complicated?! 

KEPLER
It's been eighteen hours. There are 
limits to the human body. To how 
much it can withstand. 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel had plenty of air left, and 
let's not forget he survived for - 
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KEPLER
I'm not talking about Eiffel. 
You're pushing too hard. They need 
a chance to catch their breath, or 
something's going to break. 

MINKOWSKI
Since when are you worried about 
pushing people too far?

Kepler CHUCKLES - softly, ruefully, entirely at himself.

KEPLER
Well, twenty-four hours ago I knew - 
for a fact - that Jacobi would lay 
down his life if I ordered him to. 
I knew that no matter what it 
looked like, I was in absolute 
control of this station. And I knew 
that you'd crumble under pressure. 

(BEAT)
It's been a long day, Minkowski - 
maybe there's still other things 
I've been wrong about.  

BEAT. 

MINKOWSKI
Fine. Just be wrong quietly. 

Unfortunately, at that moment a LOUD KLAXON goes off. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Hera? What is going on? 

HERA
Commander, I'm... I'm picking up a 
proximity alert. Shuttle just came 
out of a sub-light arc. 

MINKOWSKI
Any recognition codes? Can you pick 
up life signs on that thing? 

HERA
Not yet, no... it's too far off. 

Minkowski hits the RADIO, and a line opens with a BUZZER. 

MINKOWSKI
Lovelace? Get back up here, we -

But at that moment, the DOOR OPENS as Lovelace reenters. 
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LOVELACE
- we've got a situation, yes. I'm 
here. Vessel I.D.? 

MINKOWSKI
Nothing yet. Thoughts? 

LOVELACE
With our track record? Assume 
hostile until proven otherwise.  

MINKOWSKI
Hera, I'm inclined to agree. Set 
code red throughout the station. 

HERA
Commander, I'm picking up a radio 
transmission from the craft. 

MINKOWSKI
Get it up on speakers. Let's see 
what we're dealing with. 

There's a CRACKLE OF STATIC as the Comms Channel connects. 
And then we hear a VOICE, one we haven't heard before.

RIEMANN (V.O.)
Good evening, Hephaestus. This is 
the U.S.S. Sol. Be advised: we are 
on an intercept vector towards your 
position. Begin docking prep. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera, deny that request. Nothing 
comes through unless I say it does. 

HERA
Yes, Commander, I underst - 

(auto-pilot voice)
Beginning Docking Preparations. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera! What did I just say?! 

HERA
I'm sorry, Commander! I - I didn't 
mean to authorize that, I just... 

She trails off, equal parts alarmed and confused. 

KEPLER
Oh. Oh no... 
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RIEMANN (V.O.)
Hephaestus, be advised, we'll be 
using vector zero one decimal five 
for the final approach. Confirm. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera, belay that. Don't let them - 

HERA
(auto-pilot voice)

Zero one decimal five is selected. 

MINKOWSKI
HERA! 

LOVELACE
HERA! 

HERA
I'm sorry! That - that wasn't me! 

LOVELACE
What do you mean that - AUUGHH! 

She's suddenly doubled over in pain, clutching her head. 

MINKOWSKI
Lovelace! 

RIEMANN
Thank you, Hephaestus. See you in a 
moment. 

Another CRACKLE as the COMMS LINE CLOSES. 

MINKOWSKI
Lovelace, are you - ?

LOVELACE
(gritted teeth)

Fine. I'm fine. I'm okay.  

She steadies herself, still clutching one of her temples.  

KEPLER
Minkowski, you are - 

MINKOWSKI
Quiet. We have to - 

KEPLER
Commander! Listen to me. Please. 

This is closest the man has come to sounding truly scared. 

MINKOWSKI
Fine: what? 
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KEPLER
They just did an override of your 
Mother Program system. Remotely. 

MINKOWSKI
That's not possible. The system's - 

KEPLER
The words, "That's not possible," 
are about to become profoundly 
irrelevant, Commander. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera? 

HERA
It's... it shouldn't...

(HALF-BEAT)
No, he's right. There is someone 
who can do that. 

MINKOWSKI
Who? 

KEPLER
We don't have time for that. What 
matters is you're about to be 
boarded. You are going to be 
captured. Odds are, no matter what 
we do, you will be killed. 

LOVELACE 
Yeah, we'll see about that. 

KEPLER
No, Captain. There's only one very 
slim chance of getting through 
this, and it depends on immediate, 
orderly surrender. You're only 
going to stay alive if capturing 
you is easier and more convenient 
than disposing of your bodies. So 
listen to me and - 

LOVELACE
You really think we're going -

KEPLER
Captain, we don't have time to - 

LOVELACE
What we don't have is a reason to - 
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HERA
CAPTAIN! 

(everyone shuts up)
He's right. Just... just do it. 
This is bad. Really, really bad. 

Well then. Lovelace and Minkowski exchange a look. Finally - 

MINKOWSKI
All right... what do you have in 
mind? 

CUT TO:

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

A DEAFENING ALARM BLARES through the speakers. The crew all 
wait in front of the airlock, uneasy. 

HERA
About a minute, Commander. 

MINKOWSKI
Kepler... you sure about this? 

KEPLER
They're going to need information, 
basic reconnaissance. As long as 
it's useful and practical to do so, 
they'll keep you alive.

LOVELACE
(somewhat disgusted)

Unconditional surrender. To Goddard 
Futuristics. Because that went so 
well with you people. 

There's a LOUD CRANK as the AIRLOCK STARTS TO OPEN. 

KEPLER
Live to fight another day, Captain. 
You did just fine the last time. 

JACOBI
Who's about to come through those 
doors? Higher level SI-5? 

KEPLER
No, we're not so lucky. Chances are 
it's going to be - WHOA! 
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The AIRLOCK DOOR SWINGS OPEN, and FOUR PEOPLE POUR INTO THE 
ROOM.  They look like a SWAT TEAM: covered in black body 
armor and pointing assault rifles at our characters.  

MINKOWSKI
Whoa, whoa, whoa! Stop right 
there. What the hell do you 
think - 

LOVELACE
Hey! Hey! Put that down before 
we make you put it down - 

KEPLER
Easy, easy! We are surrendering. 
We do not mean you any harm - 

JACOBI
What the... lets all just take a 
deep breath before we - 

And then - BANG! 

BEAT.

KEPLER
Warning shot. 

JACOBI
Colonel... any idea who these four 
yahoos are? 

KEPLER
Not... entirely sure, Jacobi. 

RIEMANN
(entering)

Make a hole. Let me through.

Two of the gunmen move aside, revealing VICTOR RIEMANN. He 
takes in the sight, sizing up everyone present. 

RIEMANN (CONT’D)
Crew of the Hephaestus? Who am I 
addressing as the Commanding 
Officer? 

KEPLER
I - 

MINKOWSKI
I am the Commanding Officer. 

RIEMANN
Lieutenant Commander Minkowski? 

MINKOWSKI
That's right. 
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RIEMANN
Pleasure. My name is Victor 
Riemann, I work for Goddard 
Futuristics. Is this everyone? 

MINKOWSKI
Yes. 

RIEMANN
Records indicate there should be a 
complement of eight. What happened 
to the other three? 

MINKOWSKI
Doctors Hilbert and Maxwell are 
both deceased. Officer Eiffel is... 
missing in action. 

KEPLER
We can give you a full report of 
the situation as soon as - 

He's interrupted by RIEMANN'S FIST CONNECTING WITH HIS 
STOMACH. Kepler goes down, GROANS, in pain - 

RIEMANN
I don't remember asking you 
anything, Officer.  

There's a SNICKER behind Riemann. Another figure emerges. 

RACHEL
Watch yourself, Warren. Mr. Riemann 
here is a bit of a... stickler for 
protocol. 

KEPLER
(still winded)

Oh, good. You're here. 

RACHEL
Yes, I'm here. Hello. 

She gives him a cheery little wave, turns to the others. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Lieutenant Minkowski. It's been too 
long. Glad to see you again.

MINKOWSKI
(Antarticly icy)

Nice to see you too, Miss Young. 
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RACHEL
And of course... Captain Lovelace. 
We haven't met, but you might 
remember me. Good to see you. 

LOVELACE
Mm-hmm.

Riemann CLICKS on a DEVICE around his WRIST.

RIEMANN
Sir, space is secure. We are ready 
for you. 

There's a HISS OF AIR as the door opens again, revealing -

MR. CUTTER
Well, well, well... You've had 
yourselves quite a party up here, 
haven't you? 

He eyes them up and down, one by one, finally arriving at - 

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
Hello, Warren. 

KEPLER
Mr. Cutter, sir.

MR. CUTTER
Your report is overdue. 

KEPLER
There have been some... 
complications, sir. 

MR. CUTTER
I can see that. You look awful. 

KEPLER
Big complications. 

For a BEAT, Cutter just stares at him. Then - 

MR. CUTTER
Ah well. I'm sure we'll get things 
under control. But I am very 
curious about what's happened here.

KEPLER
Yes, sir. I'd be happy to go over - 

But Cutter holds up a finger: hang on. 
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MR. CUTTER
Ah, no, no, no, Warren - you 
misunderstand. We will speak - soon 
- but for now... I want to hear 
what our friends have to say for 
themselves. 

(BEAT)
Renée, why don't we start with you? 

MINKOWSKI
I'd be... happy to. 

RACHEL
Bernouli, Jordan - escort the 
Lieutenant to the briefing room. 

Two of the SWAT team move to either side of Minkowski. 

MINKOWSKI
Wait a minute... Commander 
Bernouli? Communications Officer 
Jordan? 

LOVELACE
Minkowski? You know whoever's 
underneath all riot gear?

MINKOWSKI
I... yeah. This is the crew of the 
Hermes. I went through training 
with them. Commander? Do you 
remember me? 

MR. CUTTER
Save your breath, Renée. The 
Commander's not everything she used 
to be. She doesn't talk much 
anymore. She doesn't really... 
anything much anymore. Take her 
away. 

We hear a PNEUMATIC HISS as the airlock door OPENS AND 
CLOSES, and Minkowski disappears behind it. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Mr. Riemann, would you make sure 
that Mr. Jacobi and Captain 
Lovelace stay somewhere comfortable 
until I can speak with them? The 
Urania's common room perhaps?

RIEMANN
Yes, sir. 
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KEPLER
Sir, Jacobi has shown exemplary 
skill and dedication throughout - 

MR. CUTTER
Oh, I don't doubt that for one 
second. You understand this is just 
a formality, don't you, Daniel? 
Just until you can be... processed. 

That hangs in the air for a BEAT. Finally - 

JACOBI
Of course. Sir. 

KEPLER
Sir, recent developments have - we 
should get a chance to - 

MR. CUTTER
Warren: everything's going to be 
fine. I'm gonna go have a chat with 
Renée, and Victor's going to handle 
everything out here, okay? And 
besides... I have something you can 
help us with. 

He gestures towards the airlock, where silent, unnoticed, one 
more person awaits. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
You remember my associate? 

There's a SOUND. Almost like CAMERA LENSES FOCUSING. 

PRYCE
Hello, Colonel. Good to see you 
again. 

KEPLER
You... you too, Doctor Pryce. 

MR. CUTTER
Would you be so kind as to show 
Miranda the A.I. central processor? 
There's some work for her to do. 

From above them, from the SPEAKERS, there's a quick BURST OF 
DISTORTION. Cutter looks up, smiling. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Oh, hello, Hera. You didn't think 
we'd forget about you, did you? 
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PRYCE
Hera? Oh, honestly, Marcus, you and 
your names... 214, pull up the 
navigation and psych readouts for 
the last six months. 

HERA
No. 

Everyone's heads turn towards the speakers. 

PRYCE
What did you say? To me? 

HERA
I said, "No."  You can't just come 
in here and start barking orders. 

RACHEL
Umm, if I could just pick you up on 
one teeny little thing, Hera? Yes. 
Yes, she can. 

HERA
No. It's been some time since we 
met, and I've learned a couple of 
new tricks. Nobody gets to just 
snap their fingers and order me - 

But over the preceding line, Pryce was inputting some 
commands into a small, portable console. 

PRYCE
Pull up the navigation and psych 
readouts for the last six months. 

HERA
(instantly)

Yes, sir, that'll be just a moment. 

It's an awful moment, and it rings out for a BEAT. 

PRYCE
Much better. 

MR. CUTTER
Good. Now that's settled... ladies, 
gentlemen: we have quite a busy day 
ahead of us. Let's get to work. 

CUT TO:
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INT. U.S.S. URANIA - COMMON ROOM - TWO HOURS LATER 

Lovelace and Jacobi, unrestrained but very much locked in. 
Jacobi's by the door, from which comes a RATTLING NOISE. 

LOVELACE
Jacobi... 

(BEAT, louder:)
Jacobi, cut it out. 

JACOBI
(low, stubborn:)

Never give up... never surrender... 

She SIGHS, annoyed. Comes closer to him. 

LOVELACE
And if you do manage to get through 
that lock? How much you wanna bet 
that Flotsam and Jetsam of the Kill 
Squad are posted right outside that 
door? What, are you gonna do about 
them? 

JACOBI
I'm gonna get creative. 

LOVELACE
Oh, yeah? What, are you gonna 
seduce them so I can steal their 
guns? 

JACOBI
I do like the menfolk, Captain. 
Neither one of these guys is quite 
my type, but - 

She SMACKS HIM ON THE BACK OF THE HEAD. 

LOVELACE
Would you be - wait, seriously?

JACOBI
Seriously. 

Jacobi SIGHS, stops fidgeting with the door.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
You... you see the way they look at 
you? When they were bringing us 
here? Their eyes never really 
focused. It was like...
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LOVELACE
... like they were zombies. Like 
they weren't people anymore. Yeah, 
I saw. 

They exchange a GRIM LOOK. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
So... how screwed are we, Jacobi? 

Jacobi SCOFFS. 

JACOBI
Oh, well, you're definitely 
screwed. I'm an SI-5 agent in good 
standing, so I might get out of it 
in one piece. 

LOVELACE
Yeah, I'm sure processing is gonna 
be great. 

BEAT.

JACOBI
All right, point taken.

Lovelace SIGHS, looks down at her hands.

LOVELACE
If anyone was looking to start a 
possession episode, no time like 
the present... 

JACOBI
Probably wouldn't work. 

LOVELACE
What?

JACOBI
Cutter wouldn't come anywhere near 
this station without a psi-wave 
regulator going at full blast. 
That's probably why you doubled 
over when their ship was 
approaching: we got within its 
range. 

LOVELACE
Jesus... these really are all the 
Big Guns.

(then:)
(MORE)
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... right? There isn't someone 
worst that still hasn't turned up? 

JACOBI
No. Doesn't get bigger than Cutter. 

LOVELACE
I remember the first woman, Rachel 
Young. She was a personnel manager. 

JACOBI
Yeah, she's had a couple of 
promotions. She runs Special 
Projects now. 

LOVELACE
And when you say, "Special 
Projects," you mean... 

JACOBI
I mean things like you. 

LOVELACE
Terrific. What about the other two?

JACOBI
I'm guessing Captain Cavalry's 
black ops, higher clearance. As for 
the other woman... 

LOVELACE
What was going on with her eyes? 

JACOBI
Yeah, those were freaky. Synthetic 
biotech. New, improved body parts. 

LOVELACE
Jesus... 

(then:)
Kepler called her Pryce. As in... 

JACOBI
"And Carter?" No way, she'd have to 
be fifty. At least. 

LOVELACE
That lady doesn't look fifty. So 
who the hell is she? 

HERA
She was... the one who designed me. 

She sounds weak and strained, glitching badly. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
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JACOBI
Hera? 

LOVELACE
You're back. Are you all right? 

HERA
No. Listen I - 

LOVELACE
What is happening out - ?

HERA
Listen to me. I... don't have much 
time and this... hurts very much. 
Eiffel. Eiffel's alive. He's back. 
But... they got him. They're taking 
him to - 

There's a BURST OF STATIC and the speakers go dead. 

LOVELACE
Hera? Hera!? 

BEAT. 

JACOBI
Oh yeah. Definitely screwed. 

Off of that, we - 

CUT TO: 

INT. U.S.S. SOL - BRIEFING ROOM - MEANWHILE 

It's a pristine space. A few chairs - one prominently 
displayed. Various computer consoles. State of the art. 

A DOOR OPENS. BAM! Eiffel is thrown into the center of the 
room. He GROANS in pain, and slowly lifts his head - and 
finds himself staring at two impeccably polished shoes. 

MR. CUTTER
Hi, Doug. 

EIFFEL
Ahh! 

Eiffel tries to get up, but stumbles. He's still groggy. 

MR. CUTTER
Easy, don't hurt yourself. We've 
come a long way to talk to you. 
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EIFFEL
What is going - ? Where are we? 

MR. CUTTER
Still in orbit around Wolf 359. 
This is the Sol, my personal craft.

EIFFEL
But... 

He feels around him - we hear his hands TAPPING the ground. 

MR. CUTTER
Rotational axis. Simulates Earth-
norm gravity. Honestly, why should 
we bother with all that 
weightlessness nonsense? 

EIFFEL
Where is - where is Minkowski? What 
did you to her?

MR. CUTTER
Renée's fine, Doug. I mean, you saw 
her: healthy as a horse. 

EIFFEL
Yeah, a horse that beat the crap 
out of me. What did you do to her? 

PRYCE
Oh, we just had a little word with 
the Lieutenant... 

She's been behind him, silent, the entire time. Eiffel 
practically jumps out of his skin, scrambling to his feet.   

PRYCE (CONT'D)
... made her see things our way. 

EIFFEL
Who the - ? Hera? Is that... you? 

PRYCE
Don't insult me, boy. 

MR. CUTTER
I don't think you've ever met my 
counterpart. Doug Eiffel, Doctor 
Miranda Pryce. 

PRYCE
Enchante. 
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MR. CUTTER
She designed the Sensus Series for 
Goddard Futuristics. 

PRYCE
Including your little friend. 

EIFFEL
And how come you have Hera's voice?

PRYCE 
"Let us make mankind in our 
image, in our likeness, so that 
they may rule over the fish in the 
sea and the birds in the sky." 

MR. CUTTER
"So God created mankind in her own 
image, in the image of God she 
created them." 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
What? What the hell are - wait a 
minute - Pryce? As in one thousand 
and one pains in my ass, Pryce? 

(sudden realization)
Which... makes you...? 

MR. CUTTER
(holding out his hand)

W.S. Carter, pleased to meet you. 

PRYCE
You know, I'd forgotten what the 
initials were. How many you's ago 
was that? Three? Four?

MR. CUTTER
Six, at least. Carter was fun, 
though. I may bring back some of 
him for the next me. 

EIFFEL
Who the hell are you people? 

They both smile at him wolfishly. 

MR. CUTTER
You still look a little wobbly, 
Doug. Why don't you have a seat? 
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EIFFEL
I'm - I'm fine. I don't want to - 

MR. CUTTER
Sit down. 

Eiffel SITS DOWN.  

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Good boy. Now... I'm afraid we have 
some things to discuss. You have 
not been doing a great job as 
Communications Officer. There's 
been all kinds of fun here you 
haven't told us about. 

EIFFEL
Looks like you were still able to 
find the party... 

MR. CUTTER
Yes, I suppose that's true. 

EIFFEL
What did it? Did Kepler manage to 
get some sort of message back to 
you or something?

MR. CUTTER
Nothing so dramatic. Four months 
ago there was a Class Thirteen 
event at this star. The folks at 
the Hermes picked it up on their 
sensors, and they did us the favor 
of letting us know about it. 

EIFFEL
Four months? Took you a while to 
get up here. 

MR. CUTTER
Well, funny story... We actually 
arrived at the Hermes two months 
ago. But then something... strange 
happened. No matter how many times 
we tried to come here, we would 
always end up back at the Hermes. 
Like there was some... force that 
didn't want anyone near this star. 

PRYCE
And then about twelve hours ago... 
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MR. CUTTER
"Poof." No more interference. 

EIFFEL
Oh...

(low, mutter)
Gee, thanks a lot, Bob... 

MR. CUTTER
So tell me, Doug: how have your 
last twelve hours been? Seen 
anything interesting? Talked to 
anyone new? 

BEAT. And then Eiffel LAUGHS. Tired, delirious, broken, but 
he laughs. Cutter and Pryce stare at him, unfazed. Finally - 

EIFFEL
Uh... yeah, no. Your boy Kepler - 
thanks for him, bee tee dubs, he 
was awesome - showed us how this 
rodeo works. Yeah, I might have 
intel, and if I do have it, it 
might just be the motherlode you've 
been Lex-Luthoring half the galaxy 
to get your hands on. But until 
either A. I tell you what I know or 
B. you know for goddamn, one-
hundred percent, sure I don't have 
that intel... you gotta keep me 
around. 

(BEAT)
So what'd I do today? Stuff. You 
wanna know what stuff? Go screw 
yourself. Your move. 

BEAT. Finally, Pryce turns away, goes back to a computer. 
Cutter stares at Eiffel, takes a DEEP BREATH, and -

MR. CUTTER
Well, Doug... good news! 

EIFFEL
Huh? 

Pryce PRESSES A BUTTON. Instantly RESTRAINTS SNAP INTO PLACE 
around Eiffel's wrists and ankles, immobilizing him. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Ahhh! What the hell?! 

MR. CUTTER
This is a very special chair. One 
of Miranda's finer inventions. 

(MORE)
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It lets us see everything you've 
been up to lately. 

PRYCE
Or ever, for that matter. 

MR. CUTTER
And the best part? 

He leans in closer, and, as if telling Eiffel a secret: 

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
Talking's optional! 

He straightens up, shoots Eiffel a smile and two thumbs up. 

Around Eiffel, we hear the MACHINE POWERING UP. GEARS TURN. 
It HUMS as a MECHANICAL HALO DESCENDS around Eiffel's head. 

EIFFEL
Wait - wait, wait, wait! Don't - 
don't do this! 

MR. CUTTER
Sorry buddy, but we gotta. Ready? 

EIFFEL
NO! 

PRYCE
Too bad. 

Pryce THROWS A SWITCH. There's a BURST OF ELECTRICAL 
ACTIVITY. And just a second later, Eiffel SCREAMS.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN: 

INT. HEPHAESTUS STATION - HANGAR BAY - MEANWHILE 

COMPUTER VOICE
Inappropriate security clearance. 
Access denied. 

Kepler stands in front of the airlock to the Sol, denied 
entry. He tries again, placing his hand in a biometric scan.

COMPUTER VOICE (CONT’D)
Inappropriate security clearance. 
Access denied.

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
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KEPLER
What is this, a joke?

RACHEL
Maybe it's not recognizing your 
fingerprints. Try the other hand. 

She stands at a nearby entrance, watching him. 

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Oh wait - oops. My bad. 

Kepler EXHALES, annoyed. But then, with forced civility - 

KEPLER
And how have you been, Miss Young? 
Did you miss me? 

RACHEL
Oh, every single... never. 

KEPLER
How's business? 

RACHEL
Booming. 

KEPLER
Must be. You don't normally handle 
field work yourself. 

RACHEL
Well, we used to have you for all 
the hands-on work, but now... 

She makes a face at him. He watches her, steely. 

KEPLER
If you're done being charming, I 
need your help. 

RACHEL
Yes, of course, what can I do?

KEPLER
I need to speak to Mr. Cutter. Can 
you update the security credentials 
on the Sol? 

RACHEL
Yes, of course. 

BEAT.  
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KEPLER
... well? 

RACHEL
Hmm? Oh!

(laughs)
Oh... Warren, you're adorable. Yes, 
I can raise for security clearance, 
but why would I? 

KEPLER
I have been the commanding officer 
on this station for - 

Again, Rachel LAUGHS. 

RACHEL
Do you think that's funny? You lost 
control, my friend. No reports for 
four months, no established contact 
infrastructure... 

KEPLER
I followed every protocol in the - 

RACHEL
I'm sorry, have we met? Because I 
work for Goddard Futuristics. You 
don't get a participation award for 
following protocol, you either 
deliver or you're off the team. 
You're under review, Warren.

KEPLER
That doesn't change the intel I 
need to give Mr. Cutter. I need to 
know what the plan is. 

RIEMANN
That's not something you need to 
worry about, Colonel.  

Kepler turns to find Riemann standing behind him. 

RIEMANN (CONT'D)
We'll take care of the higher level 
details for the time being. 

RACHEL
Warren, I don't think the two you 
were properly introduced. This is 
Victor Riemann - he's handling the 
groundwork for this operation. 
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KEPLER
Pleasure. What did you say your 
rank was, Mr. Riemann? 

RIEMANN
Exactly that. Mister. 

RACHEL
Victor's above all of that 
nonsense. He's not military, he's 
not SI-5... 

KEPLER
Then who is he? 

Riemann smiles, moves a bit closer to Kepler. 

RIEMANN
I'm no one Colonel. Officially, I 
have no rank, salary, or position 
in Goddard Futuristics.

KEPLER
Why? 

RIEMANN
Because there are certain aspects 
to what Goddard is doing that have 
to stay in the black. 

KEPLER
That's what we do. That's what the 
SI-5 is - 

RIEMANN
No... it's not quite like that.

KEPLER
Why not? 

RACHEL
Because he's the person that makes 
the you's of the world disappear, 
Warren. He watches the watchmen. 

Riemann smiles at him again. Cold and bemused.

RIEMANN
However, if you are worried that I 
might not be dependable, I assure 
you: I have earned this company's 
trust, and my credentials are... 

He places his hand in the biometric scanner. DING! 
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COMPUTER
Identity confirmed. Access granted. 

RIEMANN
... impeccable. 

The airlock door opens. Rachel and Riemann step into it. 

RACHEL
Don't worry, Warren: everything's 
in good hands. 

A THUD as the airlock SNAPS SHUT. As Kepler EXHALES, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. SOL - BRIEFING ROOM - 10 MINUTES LATER 

Eiffel, still strapped to the chair, BREATHES HEAVILY. Cutter 
hovers over him. Pryce looks at a computer terminal.

PRYCE
My, my, my... you went on quite an 
adventure, didn't you Mr. Eiffel? 

MR. CUTTER
It's there? 

PRYCE
Oh yes. It'll take some time to 
uncouple it from all the Star Wars 
trivia, but it all looks... 
promising. Very promising. 

MR. CUTTER
You hear that, Doug? You're turning 
out to be a pretty good investment 
after all. 

EIFFEL
Hoo...go-screw-yourself...ray... 

MR. CUTTER
Whoa! Language. Tsk, tsk. 

EIFFEL
You... never get... even a little 
bit tired... or hearing yourself 
speak... do you? 

MR. CUTTER
Mmm... defiant to the end. You 
gotta respect that. 
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PRYCE
No, you don't. 

MR. CUTTER
But in any case, Doug: applause, 
applause. You did great. Hard 
part's over now. You get to just... 
relax. And do whatever we tell you. 

Despite the ordeal, Eiffel summons up a SPITEFUL LAUGH. 

EIFFEL
And they... they say my jokes are 
bad. Get this through your skull 
Weyland, Yutani, Tyrell, and 
whoever the frack else you've got 
rolling around in there: I. Am 
never. Following your orders.  
Ever. Again. 

PRYCE
You misunderstand. 

MR. CUTTER
That wasn't an offer. There's not 
really an element of "choice" here. 

Pryce approaches, holding a TERRIFYING, SURGICAL, DEVICE. 

PRYCE
Hold still. 

The device WHIRRS, then PLUNGES DOWN, and off of that, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. URANIA - COMMON ROOM - FOUR HOURS LATER 

Lovelace, still in the Urania's common room, still in 
lockdown. Now by herself. KA-THUNK! The DOOR SWINGS OPEN. 
Riemann and Rachel step in, flanked by two of the SWAT Team. 

RIEMANN
Captain. Come with us, please. Mr. 
Cutter will see you now. 

BEAT as Riemann waits for her to fall in. 

LOVELACE
Mmhmm? And then what happens? 

RIEMANN
Excuse me? 
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LOVELACE
After I see Mr. Cutter, then what? 
Where's Minkowski? Where's Jacobi? 
Your goons dragged him out of here 
almost two hours ago.

She throws that in his face, and waits for a reaction. 

RIEMANN
I was given a simple directive: 
retrieve Captain Lovelace for 
processing, comfortably if 
possible. I am beginning to think 
that may not be possible, Captain. 

RACHEL
Don't make this harder than it 
needs to be. You know how it ends. 

LOVELACE
The only thing I know is that after 
I break every bone in your 
Blackshirts Rejects Goon Squad, I'm 
going to kick your wannabe Death 
Eater asses into the next galaxy. 
And after that, I'm - 

There's an ELECTRIC CRACKLE as a TASER GUN goes off. Lovelace 
EXCLAIMS in shock, then falls back, unconscious. 

RIEMANN
Looks like it wasn't possible. 

RACHEL
You did warn her...

RIEMANN
Gentlemen, please collect the 
Captain. Quickly. Places to be, 
places to be... 

As the two goons pick up Lovelace's unconscious body, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. SOL - BRIEFING ROOM - 45 MINUTES LATER

GEARS TURN and MACHINERY SETTLES as the neuro-scanner's halo 
descends over Lovelace's head. She's strapped to the chair. 

Cutter stands over her, Pryce makes adjustments at the 
console. Riemann watches, silently, from the side. 
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MR. CUTTER
It's a very simple process, Isabel. 
The chair creates a full map of 
your neuro - 

LOVELACE
Save it. 

MR. CUTTER
What? 

LOVELACE
Oh just shut up. I've heard this 
speech before, in the recording you 
left for Hilbert. Let's go already. 

MR. CUTTER
I always liked you, Isabel, you - 

LOVELACE
Oh, skip that one too. 

MR. CUTTER 
- were always very direct. 

There's a BEEP from the system. 

PRYCE
You may want to hold onto 
something. This'll sting a bit. 

With that, Pryce THROWS A SWITCH, turning on the scanner. We 
hear the MACHINE POWER UP, ELECTRICITY RUN, and then - 

- and the MACHINE SPARKS, HISSES, GRINDS. An ALARM BLARES and 
a moment later we hear the massive DEVICE POWERING DOWN.

COMPUTER
Warning. Critical system failure. 
Warning. Critical system failure. 

As smoke begins to rise from the machine, Lovelace looks up 
at the two of them, exultant. 

LOVELACE
Ooops. I think I broke you chair. 
Sorry. 

BEAT. Then - 

PRYCE
See? See? 
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MR. CUTTER
Yes, yes. You were right, Miranda.  

PRYCE
This is why you put the unknown 
xenomorphic sample into the neuro-
scanner last. 

MR. CUTTER
Yes, I owe you a coke - 

PRYCE
After you've scanned everyone else. 

MR. CUTTER
Okay, you've made your point. 

Pryce opens up a screen on one of the terminals.  

PRYCE
Damn, that is one resistant system. 
I don't think we'll be able to use 
any of our neurological devices on 
her, Marcus. They'd just bounce 
right off. 

MR. CUTTER
Hmmm. Well, I suppose we'll just 
have to take the long way round, 
won't we? For now, let's get Isabel 
to her new accommodations. 

RIEMANN
Yes, sir. 

Riemann steps forward, and - 

MR. CUTTER
One moment, Victor. Why don't we 
let our new friends handle this? 

LOVELACE
New - what? 

Cutter presses a button. A DOOR SLIDES OPEN, revealing - 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
Eiffel? Minkowski? 

But as they step forward, Lovelace sees it. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
Oh no. 
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MR. CUTTER
Doug? Renée? Would you show Isabel 
to her new quarters? 

And then, speaking in a flatly pleasant, dreamy tone: 

EIFFEL
Yes, sir. 

MINKOWSKI
Yes, sir. 

LOVELACE
What the - what the hell did you do 
to them? 

PRYCE
Behavioral restraining bolt. 
Temporary for now, but eventually 
we'll upgrade to the full version, 
like the crew of the Hermes. 

MR. CUTTER
It's just about nurturing certain 
thought patterns, and deleting the 
others. Isn't that right, guys? 

And again, tonelessly: 

EIFFEL
Yes, sir. 

MINKOWSKI
Yes, sir. 

Cutter turns to Lovelace, beaming with satisfaction. 

MR. CUTTER
You see, Isabel? A place for 
everything, and every...one in its 
place. 

And as Lovelace looks on at her friends, horrified, we - 

FADE OUT. 

STOP RECORDING. 

END OF EPISODE 55.
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