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START RECORDING. 

BEGIN EPISODE 58:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - STORE ROOM B4 - 1800 HOURS

It's been about an hour since the end of our previous 
episode. 

We hear the sound of SCUFFLING and RATTLING. Eiffel, 
Lovelace, Jacobi, and Minkowski are in the back of one of the 
station's storerooms. Minkowski is going through one of the 
crates. Lovelace is keeping watch. 

After a moment - 

JACOBI
This is taking too long.

MINKOWSKI
Hold on... 

JACOBI
We've been in this storeroom too 
long, we should stay on the move. 

MINKOWSKI
Just one more minute, I know it's 
here somewhere... 

Eiffel approaches Lovelace. In a furtive whisper: 

EIFFEL
You see any movement, Captain? Any 
signs of pursuit? 

LOVELACE
Not yet... 

He turns back to Minkowski and Jacobi. 

EIFFEL
How are you doing, Commander? 

MINKOWSKI
Fine, Eiffel. 

EIFFEL
You sure? 

MINKOWSKI
A little shaky, but fine. I'm fine. 



EIFFEL
Yeah, an evil mega-genius almost 
had you space yourself. If you need 
a moment to - 

MINKOWSKI
No, Eiffel. We're going to save all 
of the traumatized breaking down 
until later. Right now? We keep it 
together, keep moving, and keep - 
AH-HA. Got it. 

She emerges from the crate, holding a METALLIC BRIEFCASE. She 
starts to adjust the dials on the lock. 

EIFFEL
Great! I'm so glad we got it. Also, 
what is it? 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel, you remember that time when 
I went a little overboard while 
hunting the Plant Monster? 

EIFFEL
A little overb- ?

MINKOWSKI
Well, part of going overboard is 
setting up a couple of equipment 
caches around the station. 

She OPENS THE CASE. Eiffel and Jacobi peer in. 

JACOBI
Wow. That's... pretty overboard. 

EIFFEL
I did always wonder what happened 
to the tactical knives kit...

MINKOWSKI
That, plus independently networked 
ear pieces, microphones, eye-
cameras, sound and motion meters... 
and the last two hand guns not in 
the small arms locker. Everything 
you'll ever need to go monster 
hunting, and more. Lovelace, catch. 

She TOSSES Lovelace one of the two guns. Lovelace SNATCHES IT 
out of the air, COCKS IT, and HOLSTERS IT. 



LOVELACE
Thanks. 

Minkowski COCKS and HOLSTERS the other gun. 

JACOBI
And now that we're packing safari 
gear, any ideas for a new plan? 

LOVELACE
I think the new plan is the old 
plan. Get on the Sol. Fly away. 
Blow up the Hephaestus.

HERA
(tremendous effort)

Won't... work. 

MINKOWSKI
Hera? Are you there? 

HERA
Just... one... mom- 

There's a CRACKLE from the speakers followed by a DIGITAL 
BLIP, the code equivalent of a door getting unstuck. 

HERA (CONT’D)
(oh, sweet relief)

AHHH! There we go, finally. 
(ahem)

Sorry about that. It took me a 
while to find you, and I only just 
figured out how to bypass that 
stupid vocal restraint program. But 
hi, I'm here, how are you doing?

EIFFEL
Oh, you know: barely alive, 
terrified, and doing our best to 
not think about the past two weeks. 

MINKOWSKI
Thank you, Eiffel. Hera, you said 
the plans not gonna work - why not? 

HERA
Command knows about Jacobi's bomb. 
Mr. Riemann is disarming it.

JACOBI
And how did they find out about 
that, Hera? 



HERA
Oh, how do you think? 

JACOBI
Mm-hmm. Minkowski, we can't talk 
about this in front of her. 

HERA
Excuse me? 

JACOBI
Clearly anything she knows is 
compromised intel.

HERA
That's not how this... Look: if 
Pryce gives me a direct command? 
Sure, not much I can do there. But 
right now they're all looking for 
you, not paying attention to - 

JACOBI
Yeah, and how long is that gonna 
last? Not to be indelicate but I 
don't know how we can - AHHH! OW! 

That exclamation was caused by Minkowski GRABBING HIS EAR. 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
AHHH! That's my - my ear! Let go!

Minkowski SLOWLY, maintaining her VICE-LIKE GRIP, PULLS HIS 
EAR DOWN, bringing Jacobi's face down to her eye-level. 

MINKOWSKI
(low, deadly)

Shut. The Hell. Up. That woman? For 
the last two weeks, she was the 
only person who even tried to 
resist what Pryce and Cutter were 
doing to us. So you are going to 
show her some goddammed respect, am 
I clear?

JACOBI
Yes, yes, yes, fine! OW! 

Minkowski RELEASES HIM. He STAGGERS backwards.

MINKOWSKI
You've been nothing but poison 
since you got on my station, 
Jacobi. You want to be part of the 
team? Straighten up and fly right. 



She turns away from him: lecture over. 

EIFFEL
(low)

Jesus, Commander. 

MINKOWSKI
I'm done, Eiffel. We're getting the 
hell out of here. Today. 

JACOBI
(still pained)

And how does Georgina S. Patton 
propose we do that?   

MINKOWSKI
While they're looking for us on the 
Hephaestus, we get on the Sol, get 
Hera transferred, and blast off. 

EIFFEL
And row back to Spain like there's 
no mañana?  

HERA
Umm... two slight complications, 
sir. The security system on the Sol 
is now active. And on high alert.  

JACOBI
Uhh, it shouldn't be. While we were 
damaging your equipment, I also 
disconnected the Sol's visual and 
infrared sensors.

HERA
Yes, but someone forgot about the 
audio sensors. Anything above the 
ship's normal background noise 
levels will set off an alarm and 
shut down the premises. Also, your 
keycard access has been revoked. 
You can't get past the airlock in 
the hangar bay, and that's the only 
way into the Sol. 

EIFFEL
Well, it's a good thing we've got a 
demolitions exp- 

JACOBI
No, Eiffel. Anything powerful 
enough to bust through the airlock 
would damage the ship. 

(MORE)



So unless you feel like putting on 
a space suit and carving up a hole 
on the side of the ship, that's 
probably it for this plan.

BEAT. 

MINKOWSKI
Actually... 

JACOBI
Oh, God... 

HERA
That... could work. None of the 
Sol's exterior airlocks seem 
particularly reinforced. 

LOVELACE
Minkowski, you got a space suit in 
that bug out bag? 

MINKOWSKI
No.

(pulls them out)
I've got two. 

LOVELACE
(wheels turning)

Okay, so... what? Two people put on 
suits, go out there, bust into the 
ship, turn off the security 
systems, and transfer Hera over? 

MINKOWSKI
While wearing these earpieces and 
eye cams. The other two stay over 
here, walk us through anything we 
run into.

HERA
Umm, but don't forget the - 

MINKOWSKI
Yes, thank you Hera. And we do it 
without setting off any of the 
sound sensors. 

EIFFEL
So we have to be completely silent 
until the system's off, or the 
proverbial jig is up? 

JACOBI (CONT'D)



LOVELACE
What, you don't like it? 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
Actually, it's not awful. As long 
as I don't have to be one of the 
two morons that go out there...

With a quick WHIP! we - 

CUT TO:

EXT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS - 1900 HOURS

EIFFEL
Why the hell am I one of the two 
morons that's out here? 

TWUMP. THWUMP. THWUMP. We hear the steady beat of MAGNETIC 
BOOTS walking along the outside of the hull. Eiffel and 
Minkowski, each wearing a space suit. 

MINKOWSKI
Because, Eiffel, if there's some 
breaking and entering to do, I want 
my mischief specialist with me. 

(lower, more to herself)
And if the support team is found 
out, I want the people who can take 
care of themselves on it.

There's a CRACKLE OF STATIC as their SUIT COMMS ENGAGE. 

LOVELACE
(over the comms)

Minkowski, you reading us? 

(Back in a corner of the storage room, Lovelace and Jacobi 
lean over a small, portable console that's been jury-rigged 
with their various bits of equipment.) 

MINKOWSKI
We're here, Captain. Line's secure? 

JACOBI
(also over comms)

Took a little bit of doing, but we 
should be able to talk freely. 

EIFFEL
How's the signal? Getting us okay? 



HERA
Loud and clear Eiffel. 

Slowly, a RUMBLING starts to fade in... 

LOVELACE
Video's coming through nicely too. 
We even found a sneaky way to hook 
it up to Hera's short-term memory. 

EIFFEL
Nice.

Gradually getting louder... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Wait a minute... Hera, this is the 
first time you're only getting 
visuals from one place, isn't it? 
How's it feel? 

HERA
It's really weird I don't like it. 

LOVELACE
Simmer down, you two. You're about 
to get to the Sol. 

Finally we hear it clearly: the enormous RUMBLING OF THE 
ROTATING STRUCTURE that is the U.S.S. Sol. (NOTE: yes, yes, I 
know, there shouldn't be any sound in space, artistic radio 
license, okay?) 

Eiffel takes the thing in. GULPS.

EIFFEL
Right. I, uh, kinda forgot this was 
a... spinning target. 

JACOBI
Rotational axis. It's how they do 
the artificial gravity thing. 

EIFFEL
Well, that's great. Is there like a 
catwalk somewhere? 

MINKOWSKI
Yes, but we'd need to go all the 
way around to the docking port. 
We'd use up too much air.

EIFFEL
Okay, so... 



BEAT. Minkowski looks at him. The light bulb goes off. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Nnnnnoooo-ho-ho-ho. I'm not jumping 
from one spacecraft to another! 

MINKOWSKI
You just deactivate your mag boots, 
drift close enough to the Sol's 
hull, and turn them back on. 

EIFFEL
Yeah, with my track record with 
these mag boots? Pass. 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel... 

EIFFEL
Hard pass. What's Plan B? 

Minkowski SIGHS. Points at something in the distant. 

MINKOWSKI
Okay, fine. Look, you see that 
antenna thing, on the Sol? It's 
coming this way. 

EIFFEL
Uhhh... yeah, yeah, I see it. 

MINKOWSKI
How long before it's in front of 
you? 

EIFFEL
Umm, I don't know. Like... fifteen 
seconds? 

MINKOWSKI
Okay. 

BEAT. 

EIFFEL
... and? What do I do? 

MINKOWSKI
Oh, you don't do anything. I'm the 
one that does the shoving. 



EIFFEL
Oh, okay. 

(huh?)
Wait, what? 

Minkowski reaches over and SHOVES EIFFEL FORWARD, forcefully. 
Hard enough that he detaches from the station. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
AAAHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh

Eiffel's scream continues as he drifts, getting fainter and 
fainter, until... CLONK! We hear the faint sound of him 
COLLIDING against the antenna. 

LOVELACE
Tell me he's on structure. 

MINKOWSKI
He's fine. 

Minkowski takes a BREATH, and PUSHES HERSELF OFF the 
Hephaestus, pressing a SWITCH as she does so. Her MAG BOOTS 
POWER DOWN. 

... for a moment she just floats... 

... and then, she reaches the hull of the Sol, using a hand 
to steady herself. She clicks the SWITCH AGAIN, and we hear 
her MAG BOOTS POWER UP. THWUMP! and THWUMP! as her feet 
attach to the hull. 

If this were the Space-Walking Olympics, Minkowski would now 
receive perfect 10's from the judges. It was pretty goddamned 
awesome. 

We are now in - 

EXT. U.S.S. SOL - CONTINUOUS

Minkowski straightens herself up, TURNS THE COMMS BACK ON - 

MINKOWSKI
Okay, I'm on the Sol. Lets go, 
Eiffel. 

EIFFEL
(still catching his 
breath)

You know, I don't know if I love or 
hate this new you, but... owwww! 



MINKOWSKI
Come on. 

EIFFEL
Did you not hear my, "Owww?" 

MINKOWSKI
Quit complaining, it was the 
fastest way to get to an open 
airlock. 

EIFFEL
Yeah, and where exactly is that? 

Minkowski KICKS A METAL PANEL at her feet. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
Oh. Okay, fine, that's pretty good.  
So... I'm guessing what? Outer 
hatch, leads to a service corridor, 
then the actual airlock?

HERA
Top of the class. 

EIFFEL
How we gonna get it open?  

She RAISES A DEVICE. It looks futuristic for a moment, until 
she turns it on, producing an UNMISTAKABLE WHIRRRR... 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
A screwdriver? You're going to 
unbolt the outer hatch?  

MINKOWSKI
That's the idea. 

Minkowski arranges herself, then starts to remove one of the 
bolts on the HATCH. WHHHHIIIIRRRRRR... 

EIFFEL
Uh, how long is this gonna take? 

CUT TO:

EXT. U.S.S. SOL - TWO HOURS LATER

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. It's an ALARM. It sounds, well, alarming. 

EIFFEL
Commander...



MINKOWSKI
Yes, Eiffel. 

WHHHHIRRRRRRRR... They're still outside the Sol. Minkowski 
has unbolted several dozen pieces from the exterior hatch, 
but the main thing itself is still very much in place. 

As she starts working on another bolt - BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

EIFFEL
Commander... 

MINKOWSKI
What makes you think I can't hear 
it? I know! 

EIFFEL
That's the third warning. I'm not 
one hundred percent on how these 
oxygen meters work, but if they're 
anything like my old Corolla - 

LOVELACE
Eiffel, talking uses air. Stop 
doing it. 

WHHHHHHIIIRRRRRRRRRR and then - CLANK! 

MINKOWSKI
Okay, there. Try it. 

They quickly grab two corners of the hatch and PULL UPWARDS. 
The METAL GROANS, SHIFTS... but HOLDS. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Dammit... 

She immediately sets off to work again. WHHHHIRRRRRR... 

Right on cue: BEEEEEP. BEEEEEP. BEEEEEP. More insistent. 

EIFFEL
Commander, I... do we want to 
consider doubling back to the 
Hephaestus airlock? Because - 

HERA
Uhh - I'm pretty sure you're past 
that point. By... a bit. 

MINKOWKSI
We're almost there, just hold on... 



BEEEEEEEEP. BEEEEEEEEP. Eiffel EXHALES, his stomach writhing 
with anxiety. 

WHHHHHHHHHHHHIIIRRRRRR and then... CLANK! 

MINKOWSKI
Okay, try it. Quickly, quickly... 
one, two, and - 

They both LIFT - METAL GROANS... 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
(straining)

Hold on. Just... keep... 

The METAL GROOOOOAAAAAANS and......KKKKRRRRRUUUUNG! The hatch 
gives!

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Yes! Finally. 

EIFFEL
Way to go, Com - 

LOVELACE
Celebrate when you're not almost 
out of air. Airlock. Now. 

EIFFEL
Right. 

They hop into the opening, into - 

INT. U.S.S. SOL - SERVICE CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

A mechanical space, featuring several doors and walkways. 
Eiffel looks around. 

EIFFEL
Okay, airlock, airlock, who's got 
the air - ? 

MINKOWSKI
(re: a hatch)

Here, this one. 

Minkowski PULLS OPEN the airlock's OUTER DOOR. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
In, in, quickly. 

He goes. She goes. The DOOR SNAPS SHUT. 



INT. U.S.S. SOL - AIRLOCK - CONTINUOUS

Minkowski and Eiffel dive at the airlock controls. As they 
do: BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP. 

EIFFEL
Yes, Space Suit, we know, we know: 
we're almost out of air! 

Minkowski PRESSES BUTTONS. The AIRLOCK POWERING UP. 

MINKOWSKI
Outer door? Sealed? 

EIFFEL
Sealed. 

MINKOWSKI
Number two airlock environmentals? 

EIFFEL
Yes, yes. 

MINKOWSKI
Number two air- ?

EIFFEL
Would you just do the thing!? 

MINKOWSKI
Okay, okay. Here we... 

She PRESSES A BUTTON. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

And then, finally, with a HISS OF AIR, the airlock 
PRESSURIZES. The INNER DOOR OPENS. 

Instantly, Eiffel and Minkowski take off their helmets. 
Feeling a wave of massive relief, they INHALE and - 

LOVELACE
HEY! STOP THAT! 

- instantly freeze. The look at each other: what? 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
(emphatic, clear)

Remember... sound monitors. 
(MORE)



Until you turn off the security 
system, you need to be quiet. No 
speaking, no loud breathing, 
nothing above background levels, 
understood? 

BEAT. Finally, Eiffel and Minkowski, exhale - but quietly, 
through their noses.

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
Good. Get moving, we'll walk you 
through this. 

Okay, some orientation before we proceed. 

Until further notice, Eiffel and Minkowski are in QUIET 
MODE™. They won't be speaking, they won't be making noise. We 
will however, hear their breathing, their physical 
interactions with the space, and some GROANING/EMOTING under 
their breath. 

We will also hear Lovelace, Jacobi, and Hera through the 
comms, via the ear pieces Eiffel and Minkowski have on them. 
Conscious of the situation, however, all of them will speak 
in furtive whispers, even when exclaiming or emotional. 

Periodically - about every forty seconds or so - we will hear 
a PULSE-like sound go through the space of the Sol. 

We rejoin the action as Eiffel and Minkowski gingerly step 
out of the airlock, into - 

INT. U.S.S. SOL - UTILITY NODE - CONTINUOUS

It's a dark space - all the lights are out, so the only 
illumination is whatever is spilling over from the machinery 
in the airlock. 

As they move into the room, Eiffel points at his ear, making 
a QUESTIONING GROANING SOUND. General impression is: yeah? 

HERA
No, it should be fine, Eiffel. Our 
voices are going directly to your 
ear pieces, so the effect on the 
Sol's environment is negligible. 

JACOBI
Unlike your voice, so easy on the 
emphatic groaning, all right? 

Eiffel GROANS. Tighter, lower: you wanna give this a try?!

LOVELACE (CONT'D)



JACOBI (CONT’D)
Quiet. 

LOVELACE
Quiet. 

We hear one of the PULSES that goes through the air 
periodically. Eiffel holds up his hands: what was that? 

HERA
Environmental pulse scanner. It's 
normal, just means the security 
system is paying attention.  

On the other side of the room, Minkowski SNAPS HER FINGERS: 
look here. She gestures towards something.

LOVELACE
What, the light switch? 

HERA
No, bad idea. That'll show up on 
the systems for sure. 

JACOBI
It looks like you're in a utility 
node or something. There should be 
flashlights. Check out those 
cabinets to your left. 

Minkowski nods, and turns towards the cabinets. Grabs the 
handle, starts to slide it open - 

- and IT MAKES A LOUD GROANING SOUND as it opens - 

- instantly she freezes. She and Eiffel SHARPLY DRAW BREATH. 

BEAT. 

They both EXHALE, softly. Well, this is gonna be tricky. 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Open it... slowly. 

Minkowski takes another breath, steadies herself. Then, 
slowly - delicately - opens the cabinet. 

For a moment, we hear the SOFTEST sound of RUMMAGING. Then a 
PAUSE. 

Then another CABINET DOOR SLOWLY SLIDES OPEN... more 
tentative RUMAGING... and finally - 

CLICK-CLICK! A flashlight is turned on. 

Minkowski turns to Eiffel, gives him a nod. He shoots her two 
thumbs up. 



She produces another flashlight, and HANDS IT TO HIM. CLICK-
CLICK! as he turns his on.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Excellent. Okay, you're gonna want 
to head to one of control consoles. 

HERA
Nearest one is a service node. 
You'll want to go through the door 
on your left Eiffel, and - no, your 
other left - wait, no, watch out 
for - lamp! 

But too little, too late: Eiffel, turning in the dark, KNOCKS 
AGAINST a LAMP placed on a nearby table, which teeters on the 
edge, and starts to fall! 

There's a FLURRY OF MOVEMENT. Eiffel SQUEAKS, alarmed. 
Through the comms, Jacobi and Lovelace both GASP quietly, 
tensing. And the lamp falls... until - 

BEAT. 

HERA (CONT’D)
(wow)

Very... good... catch... Commander. 

And so it was. The lamp is now in the hands of Lieutenant 
Commander Renée Minkowski, who took a rather epic dive to 
catch the lamp. She looks up at Eiffel. He mouths, "Sorry!" 

Minkowski places the lamp back on the table. They both 
EXHALE.

HERA (CONT’D)
As... I was saying. Door on your 
left. Please and thank you. 

They - carefully - make their way through the node, finally 
getting to the DOOR, SLOWLY OPENING IT, and stepping into - 

INT. U.S.S. SOL - PASSAGEWAY - CONTINUOUS

A long passageway, littered by doors. We hear Eiffel and 
Minkowski's slow, gentle footsteps as they move through it.

They get to a door. Eiffel pauses, points at it, and makes a 
QUESTIONING SOUND: yes? 

HERA
No, the next one. Keep going. 



Eiffel and Minkowski take a DEEP BREATH - this is starting to 
wear on them - but keep moving. 

A moment later, they're in front of the right door. 

JACOBI
That should be the one, according 
to the plans. Head on in. 

We hear Eiffel reach up and TURN THE HANDLE, PULL THE DOOR - 

- and the door does not budge. Eiffel and Minkowski stare at 
it for a moment, then he tries again. Nothing. 

Minkowski makes a noise, somewhere between a GROAN and a 
THROAT CLEARING: ahem? 

HERA
Umm... plans don't say anything 
about that door locking so...

LOVELACE
It's probably just stuck. Just... 
put your back into it. But quietly. 

Eiffel makes a quietly exasperated noise: Good God... But 
after a moment he rearranges himself to get a better angle 
for door-pulling. 

He yanks it once. Nothing. He tries again, beginning to GROAN 
WITH EFFORT.  

JACOBI
Quiet, please. 

Eiffel stops what he's doing and holds up a rude gesture.

JACOBI (CONT'D)
Yes, yes. Less flipping me the 
bird, more getting the door open. 

Eiffel gets back at it, pulling... the door gives a bit... he 
pulls again... and... 

Suddenly, unexpectedly, the DOOR GIVES COMPLETELY. It SLIDES 
ALL THE WAY OPEN, SLAMMING TO A HALT. It's LOUD. It ECHOES. 

Eiffel and Minkowski FREEZE: shit...

HERA
Oh no... 

The effect is immediate. (If score is playing it cuts out, 
immediately.) The environment changes. 



The steady PULSE goes away, replaced by the ACTIVE THRUM OF A 
SCAN. A STEADY, URGENT BEEP rings through the air. 

HERA (CONT’D)
Okay. Whatever you do, just... stay 
completely silent. And still. 

THRRRRUM... THRRRRRUM... 

LOVELACE
Hera? What the hell is happening? 

HERA
The security system heard that. So 
it's active, it's trying to confirm 
there's an intruder before it... 
goes ballistic. 

THRRRRRRUUUMMM... BEEP-BEEP-BEEP-BEEP... Eiffel and Minkowski 
are sweating... 

LOVELACE
It can do that? 

HERA
If Doctor Pryce had a hand in 
designing it? Sure. It's probably 
at least... partially intelligent. 

Finally - after what feels like a SMALL ETERNITY - the 
security system goes back to sleep. The BEEPING and SCANNING 
NOISES go away. 

Another moment... and we get the FAMILIAR, REGULAR PULSE.

HERA (CONT’D)
Okay. Okay, that's good. It's back 
to passive surveillance.

Lovelace, Jacobi, and Hera all SIGH in relief. Eiffel and 
Minkowski don't, however - they're too tense. 

JACOBI
That was too close. 

LOVELACE
Agreed, let's get this over and 
done with. Eiffel, Minkowski, you 
see that computer terminal up 
ahead? That should let you turn off 
the security system. 

The pair clambers through the doorway and into - 



INT. U.S.S. SOL - SERVICE NODE - CONTINUOUS 

Carefully, Eiffel and Minkowski shuffle up to the terminal. 

Once there, they TYPE SOME COMMANDS INTO THE COMPUTER. The 
SCREEN LIGHTS UP, and DIGITAL TEXT STREAMS INTO IT. 

For a few seconds, the two of them TYPE and the SCREEN 
RESPONDS. It seems like progress, until -

BEAT. 

Then, as one, Eiffel and Minkowski both take a DEEPLY 
FRUSTRATED BREATH. 

LOVELACE
What? What's the problem? 

Softly, just enough to guide their attention, Minkowski TAPS 
on the screen, leaning in to give them a better view. 

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
What's it... "Security System 
Administrator identity confirmation 
required to proceed. Must get - 

(ah, shit)
- biometric or retinal 
identification to advance." 
Mother... Well, that's not good. 

Eiffel, lips tightly pressed together, goes, "HMM," as if to 
say: no shit, Sherlock...

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
Shh, quiet, Eiffel. I'm thinking. 

(SIGHS)
Hera, any chance of bypassing that? 

HERA
... maybe. But not remotely, and I 
don't think I could walk them 
through it. 

LOVELACE
So what? Don't tell me I need to go 
get Riemann's blood or something. 

JACOBI
Oi, shut up for a second. 
Minkowski, go back to the screen. 
"Biometric or retinal ID..." 

He stops for a moment, thoughts turning in his head. Then he 
EXHALES, hating the idea he's just had. 



JACOBI (CONT'D)
I think I know how to get past 
that. 

LOVELACE
Oh? 

Eiffel and Minkowski make their own, low curious noises. 

JACOBI
Hera, is there a way for them to 
get to Pryce's lab without tripping 
any alarms or boobytraps? 

HERA
... yeah? I think so? Why? 

JACOBI
Well... one of my favorite 
discoveries while we were in puppet 
mode is that Pryce has to actually 
do maintenance on her cybernetic 
eyes. Which she does in her lab... 
where she keeps a couple of spares. 

Eiffel makes a PROFOUNDLY DISPLEASED sound. Halfway between a 
GROAN AND A WHIMPER. Minkowski is silent, but not any more 
thrilled about where this is going. 

LOVELACE
Oh, I see. So the two of them could 
go to her lab, see if they can find 
one of the spares. 

HERA
That should pass a retinal.

LOVELACE
All right, it's a plan then. Get 
cracking, you two. 

But instead of "getting cracking" Eiffel and Minkowski just 
stand in place, still contemplating the insanity and 
gruesomeness of the task in front of them. 

After a BEAT - 

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
What? Why aren't you two...

(BEAT)
Oh, I'm sorry, do you have a better 
plan? 

Both Eiffel and Minkowski GROAN in protest. 



LOVELACE (CONT’D)
All right, fine, lets be 
democratic. Everyone in favor of 
going to the lab, say, "Aye." 

LOVELACE, JACOBI, AND HERA
Aye.

LOVELACE
Now everyone opposed, say, "Nay." 

Through their tightly clenched teeth and firmly closed lips, 
Eiffel and Minkowski still manage to make sounds that sort of 
sound like, "Nay." 

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
Sorry guys, motion carries. The 
"ayes" have it. 

Eiffel and Minkowski both GRUMBLE IN PROTEST. 

JACOBI
I think you mean the eyes have it? 

Eiffel and Minkowski both GRUMBLE IN PROTEST, LOUDER. 

... so loudly, in fact, that the SECURITY SYSTEM ARMS AGAIN. 
We hear BEEPING and the more active THRUM of a scan. Eiffel 
and Minkowski stop breathing. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

BEAT. 

And then, it again subsides, returning to the regular PULSES 
of the passive system. As everyone resumes breathing -

LOVELACE
All right, enough. Get to the lab, 
find an eye, and - for the love of 
God - keep it the hell down.

As Eiffel and Minkowski exchange worried looks, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. SOL - PRYCE'S LABORATROY - 30 MINUTES LATER 

The DOORS into the lab OPEN WITH A HISS. As they do, two 
flashlights peer into the space, searching. 



Carefully, gradually, Eiffel and Minkowski step in.

HERA
All right, that's it, that's the 
lab. 

JACOBI
Welcome to the creepiest place in 
the star system. 

LOVELACE
Jacobi, where are these things? 
Where does she keep the spares? 

JACOBI
Work station in the back. Keep 
moving, I'll let you know when I 
see it. 

Under their breaths, Eiffel and Minkowski each have their own 
version of a GROAN OF MUFFLED ANXIETY. It's clear the 
prospect of moving into this lab doesn't much appeal to 
either of them. 

But, after a moment, we hear their footsteps resume - first 
Minkowski, then Eiffel. 

For a LONG, LONG, LONG BEAT we just hear them move in 
silence, using their flashlights to look around the lab. 

We hear steps - hers measured, sure-footed, his skittish, 
jumpy. 

We hear their breaths as they move through the space... 
forced and slow, palpably tense. They're punctuated by small, 
suppressed GASPS here and there.

And we hear THE LAB itself, which is full of sounds. Terrible 
sounds. Mechanical apparatus TURN, and BUZZ, and SPARK at 
irregular intervals. But there's other noises, distinctly non-
mechanical ones. Things BUBBLE, and OOZE, and SQUIRM, and 
SWISH and other terrible things. 

Dr. Frankenstein would be at home in this space. Sid, the 
neighbor kid from Toy Story, would also find it terribly 
welcoming. And while Eiffel and Minkowski get to experience 
it, inch by excruciating inch, we only get it through flashes 
of sound, neither commented on nor explained. 

We only get to imagine whatever they're looking at. 

Until finally - after what feels like a lifetime -  



JACOBI (CONT’D)
There. 

Eiffel and Minkowski JUMP a tiny bit at the sudden sound. 

JACOBI (CONT'D)
It's that station in the back. 

Eiffel and Minkowski SHUFFLE up to it.

LOVELACE
Try that drawer, Minkowski. 

Minkowski SLIDES A DRAWER OPEN. Peers into it. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
Hmm... looks like that's just 
tools. Try the other one. 

Eiffel SLIDES OPEN the next drawer. And almost faints. The 
familiar, CAMERA-LENS-like nose of SYNTHETIC EYES FOCUSING 
immediately greets him. 

HERA
That's.... that's a lot of eyes. 

So it is. About a dozen synthetic eyes are staring up at 
Eiffel and Minkowski, each alarmingly autonomous and active, 
even removed from its owner's head. 

Now, Eiffel and Minkowski have both seen their fair share of 
that the kids call, "Some Fucked Up Shit," during their time 
on this station, but even for the two of them this is almost 
too much. They both blanche. Eiffel GRIPS THE DRAWER ever 
more tightly. It's all he can do to contain the tiny, scared, 
"MEEP" noise that escapes his mouth. 

JACOBI
That's really, really gross. Why 
are they still... moving? They're 
not attached to anything, why are - 

LOVELACE
Not the time. Eiffel, Minkowski, 
grab one, come on. 

BEAT. Eiffel and Minkowski stare at each other. In the drawer 
the eyes look up at them, occasionally making tiny, focusing 
noises. 

LOVELACE (CONT'D)
... is there a problem? Let's go! 

BEAT. Eiffel and Minkowski continue staring at each other. 



LOVEALCE
Oh for God's... Yes, I know it's 
gross, but would one of you just 
man up and pick up an eye already?! 

Eiffel and Minkowski both point at the other person, 
gesturing at the drawer with their heads. 

LOVELACE
Are you kidding me?!

HERA
Officer Eiffel, Commander - rock, 
paper, scissors, whoever loses 
picks up the eye, okay? 

They don't need to be told twice. They fly into it: ROCK, 
PAPER, SCISSORS, GO! At the same time: 

- Eiffel holds up ROCK. 

- Minkowski holds up PAPER. 

Eiffel lets out a LOW, NEARLY APOPLECTIC EXHALE. His eyebrows 
twitch.

LOVELACE
(single breath)

Oh, sorry Eiffel, what bad luck, 
what a shame, now pick up the 
friggin eye!

(off his gestures at the 
camera)

No - no two out three! Just do it 
already! 

Minkowski, thrilled to be on flashlight duty, steps out of 
the way as Eiffel positions himself in front of the drawer. 

He takes a DEEP BREATH... steadies himself... HOLDS UP HIS 
HAND... ANOTHER DEEP BREATH... STEADY... STEADY... 

The eyes look up at him, unblinking. Kinda curious. 

... STEADY... ANOTHER BREATH... he bites his lip... CLOSES 
HIS EYES... DEEP BREATH... STEADY... STEADY... STE-  

LOVELACE (CONT’D)
(hissed)

Just pick up the stupid thing 
already! 

He picks up the eye. 



Those words do not do justice to the sonic experience of that 
moment. It is both mechanical and organic. It WHIRRS. It 
HUMS. It SQUISHES. It is a horrible moment for Eiffel. 

Actually, it's a horrible moment for everyone. Including the 
audience. Especially the audience. 

JACOBI
... there. See? That wasn't so bad, 
was it? 

Eiffel makes an APPALLED SOUND, barely contained: who the 
hell are you to tell me how bad this is?! 

LOVELACE
Yes, yes, yes, you're a true 
American hero. Minkowski, get him 
back to the service node. Quickly, 
please, before he passes out. 

And off of that, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. SOL - SERVICE NODE - CONTINUOUS

A DOOR SLIDES OPEN as Eiffel and Minkowski enter the space. 

LOVELACE
Okay, you're back in the service 
node, almost there. You're doing 
great, Eiffel. 

By way of response, Eiffel kind of WHIMPERS INWARDLY. 

HERA
Commander, could you please pull up 
the security system? 

Minkowski goes to the computer, TYPES. THE SCREEN LIGHTS UP. 

JACOBI
Okay, that ought to do it. All 
right, Eiffel, just go up to the 
terminal and hold up the eye to - 

Eiffel YELPS, alarmed, and FLINCHES, instantly biting his 
lips to keep himself from making more noise. A split second 
later we hear a SMALL, WET IMPACT. 

It takes a BEAT for everyone involved to realize what just 
happened.  



LOVELACE
(150% done with this 
operation)

Eiffel... tell me... that you... 
did not... just drop the eye. 

Minkowski looks at Eiffel, eyes wide open, nostrils flaring. 

JACOBI
Ummm, I don't think he can do that, 
Captain. For a couple of reasons. 

LOVELACE
Would one of you please get that 
thing back? Where did it even go? 

As Eiffel and Minkowski get down on all four, shinning their 
flashlights to and fro... 

HERA
I, uh, I think it... rolled under 
the console. 

Eiffel and Minkowski both GRO- 

LOVELACE
Shut up! Enough with the groaning. 
Focus. 

They both place themselves around the foot of the console, 
trying to get a good angle. Some slight EXERTION NOISES as 
Eiffel tries to make his arm reach far enough. 

HERA
Come on... just a bit farther... 

Stretch... 

Streeeeeetch... 

Eiffel CLENCHES HIS TEETH furiously... sooo close... 

STREEEEEEEEEETCH... his fingertips are reaching soooo far... 

And then... 

SQUISH! 

JACOBI
There you go! You got it. 



RIEMANN
(mock concern)

Oh, thank God, I was worried for a 
moment. 

Everyone freezes. It actually takes a moment for us to 
register that Riemann's voice came through the COMMS - 

RIEMANN (CONT'D)
Also?

- which means that he's actually standing right behind 
Lovelace and Jacobi! As they turn around - 

RIEMANN (CONT'D)
Hi. 

The Hephaestus side of the comms ERUPTS INTO ACTION as Eiffel 
and Minkowski scramble. We hear a flurry of action, there's a 
PUNCH and a GROAN and a GUN IS COCKED and - 

- and then the COMMS LINE CUTS OFF! Minkowski's hand flies 
towards the comms receiver. 

MINKOWSKI
Captain?! Captain, are you - ? 

EIFFEL
Wait, Commander don't - ! 

The security system THRUMS LOUDLY, zeroing in on them. Eiffel 
and Minkowski look around them, grimacing. Shit? 

And indeed - a moment later everything around them BREAKS 
INTO LOUD ALARMS! LIGHTS COME ON AROUND THEM! 

MINKOWSKI
Damn it all to hell! Captain? Hera? 

(no answer)
Crap, we're on our own. Eiffel, 
lets get out of - No, no! 

The last bit there is in response to HEAVY BLAST DOORS 
DESCENDING OVER EVERY PASSAGEWAY OUT OF THE ROOM. 

EIFFEL
Oh for God's - are we trapped here? 

MINKOWSKI
Yeah, there goes the stealth 
portion of the mission. 

(COCKS HER GUN)
Eiffel, get ready for combat. 



EIFFEL
With what, harsh language? 

MINKOWSKI
With whatever you can find that 
might make a good - 

(off him pointing at it)
- no, not the stupid eye! Look for 
something better. 

EIFFEL
(looking around)

Uh, uh, uh, uh - oooh, here we go! 
Here's a nice, blunt object. 

(picks up a heavy thing)
Hardcover edition of, "Pryce and 
Carter's Deep Space -" Goddammit! 

MINKOWSKI
It'll do. Brace yourself. 

EIFFEL
Or not! We need to get out of here. 

MINKOWSKI
And how do you propose we get 
through those blast doors? 

Eiffel SIGHS, thinking. Then he walks up to the nearest blast 
doors. KNOCKS on it once. 

EIFFEL
Hera? Can you hear me? 

MINKOWSKI
Of course she can't! We lost the 
comms, and that was - 

EIFFEL
Hang on a second, Commander. 

(to Hera)
I know what you're thinking: "I 
can't do this. I can barely even 
hear them, there's no way I can 
override the blast doors." But yes, 
you can. You are that good. There's 
nothing you can't do. 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel... 

EIFFEL
Hang on, give her a moment... 



And then... CLICK! Unbelievably - MIRACULOUSLY - the DOOR 
STARTS TO OPEN. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
See? What'd I tell you, Hera? 
You're un-friggin'-stoppab-

And that's when the DOOR FINISHES opening, revealing - 

A GUN IS COCKED. Eiffel stops, dead in his tracks. 

KEPLER
Evening.

Eiffel stares at the gun, his expression falling as he 
realizes what actually just happened. 

EIFFEL
Oh. How you doing, Colonel? 

KEPLER
Come quietly, Eiffel. Their 
patience isn't gonna last forever. 

Eiffel looks at Kepler, steely, determined, finger on the 
trigger... 

And then he hears a CLICK behind him. 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel... get out of the way. 

And Eiffel nods, throws himself on the ground, revealing - 

Minkowski. Gun pointed at Kepler. Ferocious. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT’D)
Out of the way, Kepler. 

KEPLER
You really going to do it? You got 
another one in you? 

MINKOWSKI
I don't know, but I'm having quite 
the day, so we may find out! 

KEPLER
No, I don't think so. 

MINKOWSKI
Why not? 



And, is if they'd been waiting for that CUE, all the LIGHTS 
GO OUT! Eiffel and Minkowski look around them, alarmed. 

KEPLER
Because last I checked, you can't 
shoot in the dark. 

MINKOWSKI
Yeah, well, neither can you! 

PRYCE
Maybe -

ANOTHER DOOR SLIDES OPEN. We hear SYNTHETIC EYES FOCUSING. 

PRYCE (CONT'D)
- but not all of us are so limited. 

If this were HBO, this is where Eiffel and Minkowski would 
both swear profusely. As it is, they just TENSE, coming 
closer together. 

MINKOWSKI
Oh you gotta be... 

PRYCE
Some of us can see perfectly well 
in the dark. 

Through the dark, they can hear Pryce approaching. STEP... 
STEP... STEP... 

EIFFEL
(tight whisper)

Commander? Orders? I've still got 
the flashlight, I could - 

PRYCE
Colonel Kepler, if they turn on any 
source of light, shoot them dead 
where they stand. 

KEPLER
Understood. 

MINKOWSKI
Oh, so what? It's either get shot 
by him or let you kill us? 

PRYCE
Oh, don't be silly. I don't kill 
people, Lieutenant. It's so 
wasteful. 



A DEVICE WHIRRS in her hands. It's the same machine she used 
to install the restraining bolt in Episode 55. 

PRYCE (CONT'D)
You work for me now, and I value 
all my workers very highly. I don't 
know how you managed to break out 
of your restraining bolts, but I am 
very much looking forward to 
solving that puzzle. 

Eiffel and Minkowski take another step backwards - and find 
themselves against a wall! No way out! 

Minkowski EXHALES, more growl than breath... 

Pryce takes another STEP forward... and another one... 

Minkowski's grip on her gun tightens... 

PRYCE (CONT’D)
There, there, Lieutenant... You're 
going to come quietly now. 

And then - Eiffel LAUGHS. Softly, quietly, huskily, but there 
it is. Pryce's gaze flickers to him. 

EIFFEL
No... we're not. You know why? 
Because as someone once told me: 
"Pryce and Carter 754: In an 
emergency, take stock of the tools 
at your disposal, then take stock 
again. Repurpose, reuse, recycle." 
And right now? You know what I got?  

He produces something from his pocket. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)
I got this lighter from when Cutter 
was using me as his personal cabana 
boy. And - 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel... what are you...? 

EIFFEL
- and I've got myself this big, fat 
copy of the Deep Space Survival 
Manual, and you know what I'm gonna 
do with it? 

Kepler realizes what is about to happen - 



KEPLER
Wait, Eiffel, don't - !

Eiffel STRIKES THE LIGHTER. And LIGHTS THE BOOK ON FIRE, 
revealing Pryce just a few feet away from him! 

EIFFEL
I am going to repurpose it... and 
reuse it... and recycle it into a 
GIANT FIREBALL OF DEATH! 

And he swings the flaming book forward, HITTING PRYCE ON THE 
SIDE OF THE HEAD. 

PRYCE
UHHH! 

Pryce falls, clutching the side of her head. We may or may 
not hear the sound of an electrical system POWERING DOWN. 

EIFFEL
That's right! Doug Eiffel's Deep 
Space Survival Guide, B-

KEPLER
Put it out! 

EIFFEL
Yeah, we'll be with you in just a - 

KEPLER
PUT IT OUT! NOW! 

But too late. An ALARM RINGS THROUGH THE ROOM. A second 
later, the BLAST DOORS DESCEND AGAIN, SEALING THE ROOM. 

EIFFEL
Uhh... 

KEPLER
Oh, you idiot... 

MINKOWSKI
Kepler, what is happening? 

KEPLER
The Sol. It has different systems 
than the Hephaestus or the Urania. 

(heavy breath)
Including a very strict fire code. 

MINKOWSKI
Strict? How strict? 



A KLAXON BLARES THREE TIMES, like a submarine about to dive. 

KEPLER
I'd hold onto something. 

And with one final BLARE OF THE KLAXON - the ROOM suddenly 
STARTS SHAKING VIOLENTLY. Eiffel, Minkowski, and Kepler all 
GROAN, reacting to the unexpected change in G-Forces. 

As the room around them continues RUMBLING and SHAKING, and 
ALARMS BLARE LOUDER AND LOUDER -

MINKOWSKI
K-Kepler! What the hell is 
happening? 

KEPLER
Can't you tell, Minkowski? This 
node's been detached from the Sol! 
We're off structure! We just got 
ejected into space! 

And as Eiffel and Minkowski eyes widen in horror, we - 

FADE OUT. 

STOP RECORDING. 

END EPISODE 58.


