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START EPISODE 59.

BEGIN RECORDING:

INT. SERVICE NODE - 0200 HOURS

Pretty much immediately after we left off at the end of the 
previous 

VIOLENT TURBULENCE, KLAXONS, fill the air. 

Meanwhile, Eiffel, Minkowski, Kepler, and Pryce all struggle 
to steady themselves, trying to get a good footing. 

EIFFEL
(freaking out)

What... the hell... do you mean, 
"EJECTED?!" 

KEPLER
I think that word pretty much sums 
up the situation, Eiffel. This 
node's been ejected from the Sol. 
We're adrift. 

PRYCE
Oh, how fun. 

EIFFEL
What? How can you possibly - UGH! 

That was caused by the room being VIOLENTLY ROCKED. 

PRYCE
Come on kids, scream if you want to 
go faster! 

She smiles, at no one in particular.

EIFFEL
No, but, w-w-w-why the hell would 
the ship - ? 

KEPLER
Oh, I don't know, maybe some moron 
was about to set the service node 
on fire! 

EIFFEL
But - but - but - just a small 
fire! And look, it's out now! Can 
we go back? 



MINKOWSKI
That's... not... how it works! AGH! 

That last is reacting to the room - really, at this point the 
pod - taking a SHARP TURN as more gravitational forces start 
to act upon it. Kepler and Eiffel also react to it, GROANING 
as they struggle against the turbulence. 

KEPLER
Congratulations Eiffel... I think 
this time you've finally killed us! 

EIFFEL
How is this my fault?!  

MINKOWSKI
Hey! Enough!

KEPLER
(guttural growl)

You started the fire. You got us 
jettisoned. 

EIFFEL
Well how was I supposed to know?! 

KEPLER
It's a fire. On a spaceship. You 
shouldn't need any further 
explanation! 

EIFFEL
HAH! Spoken like a man that doesn't 
know the first thing about 
commanding Douglas F. Eiffel!

COMPUTER VOICE
Now leaving, Hephaestus-Sol 
airspace. 

Another SHARP TURN. Everyone GROANS. 

EIFFEL
(on a roll)

And you know what? No! Your ship, 
your crappy fire code, your fault! 

MINKOWSKI
Hey! 

EIFFEL 
Normally, I'm the regional 
champion, but right now? Between 
us? 

(MORE)
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Guess what: you and Cyborga De Vil 
over there win the "Life Ruiner of 
the Year" competition! 

KEPLER
Why you - 

BANG! 

Warning shot, straight between Eiffel and Kepler. 

MINKOWSKI
I said ENOUGH. If I could have a 
moment of quiet please? 

She can. Eiffel and Kepler both shut up. The ship continues 
to RATTLE LOUDLY over the KLAXON.

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
Fantastic. Now, in case you haven't 
noticed, this is an emergency. And 
I would love to start the process 
of getting us out of it, but I 
can't do jack while I'm still 
locked out of the control terminal.

(gesturing at Pryce)
So: Doctor? If you wouldn't don't 
mind? 

PRYCE
Yes, Lieutenant. Very sensible. 
Kepler. Help me. 

Kepler shuffles over to Pryce. As he approaches, she leans on 
him for support - 

MINKOWSKI
No funny business, you two. 

PRYCE
Oh, relax Lieutenant. I'm just a 
poor little old lady, need some 
help to make it across the rickety, 
bumpy space pod. But by all means, 
do keep pointing that useless gun 
at me, if it helps you relax. 

Kepler helps Pryce towards the console. The POD SHAKES AGAIN, 
more VIOLENTLY. Everyone GROANS, holding onto whatever 
they're using for support. 

KEPLER
(arriving at the console)

There we go. 

EIFFEL  (CONT'D)
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Pryce puts her hands on the console, feeling it - 

PRYCE
Where is the handprint reader? 

KEPLER
Here. 

He guides her hand to the reader. It THRUMS for a moment, 
scanning, then - DING! 

COMPUTER VOICE
Identity Confirmed. System access 
granted. 

PRYCE
There you go, have fun. 

In an instant, Minkowski's at the commands, TYPING FURIOUSLY. 

MINKOWSKI
All right, lets see. 

PRYCE
(over her shoulder, mock 
hurt)

Nobody says, "thank you," 
anymore... kids these days. 

MINKOWSKI
Shut up. Kepler, tell me this thing 
has some sort of propulsion. 

KEPLER
Here, access this system... 

Kepler HOLSTERS his own gun, joins into the TYPING, working 
next to Minkowski. 

KEPLER (CONT'D)
Stabilizer arrays 1 through 17...

MINKOWSKI
Engaging.

Minkowski SWITCHES and PRESSES levers and buttons on the 
dash.

BWAMP - whatever rudimentary ENGINE this pod has KICKS INTO 
LIFE. 

Slowly, the SHAKING begins to EASE UP, the KLAXONS begin to 
FADE, and the ENGINE DULLS to a LOW HUM.
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EIFFEL
Whatever you're doing, it sounds 
like it's working. 

Finally, it seems like the the pod settles into a steady, 
even path. The RUMBLING SUBSIDES to a low, distant HUM. 

MINKOWSKI
All right... Sit rep? 

KEPLER
Yeah, one moment. 

For a LONG BEAT everyone is silent. Minkowski and Kepler 
continue to pour over the computer. Eiffel stands right 
behind them, anxiously listening for the next thing that's 
about to happen. And behind him, Pryce stands, waiting. 

A LONG BEAT CRAWLS BY, before finally - 

EIFFEL
Sooo... hip-hip-hooray? We're all 
gonna be okay?

MINKOWSKI
Shut up. 

KEPLER 
Shut up. 

EIFFEL
Okay, okay, sorry... 

They continue typing for another moment.

KEPLER
I don't like that resistance 
rating. 

MINKOWSKI
I know. We're going too fast. 

From behind them, as if asking for the daily special:

PRYCE
What's the drag coefficient?

TYPING.

KEPLER
Oh dot seventy-nine. 

PRYCE
(scrunching her nose)

Mmm. Stellar radiation pressure?
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MINKOWKSI
Forty-two oh five meters per second 
squared.

PRYCE
Oh, that's kind of exciting. Fuel 
reserves?

KEPLER
Six percent of capacity. 

PRYCE
In other words, enough to pivot, 
but not to set a course. We're 
going wherever gravity takes us. 

MINKOWSKI
Not quite. We might be able to - 

There's a CHIRP from the console as a new value pops up. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
... oh. Never mind. It's exactly 
what you said. 

PRYCE
Top tip, Lieutenant: I cut to the 
chase. If it ever seems like I'm 
wrong, it's just that you don't 
have all the data. 

But Minkowski's noticed something odd. 

MINKOWSKI
Um.... Pryce?

PRYCE
That's Doctor, Lieutenant. Or 
ma'am, if you want to streamline. 

MINKOWSKI
Pryce: you're as close to the 
console as I am. You're right next 
to me. 

PRYCE
I know. As if I could forget, the 
smell alone... 

MINKOWSKI
Then why are you asking us to read 
the values for you? 
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PRYCE
(plain and simple)

Because I'm blind, Lieutenant.

EIFFEL
You're what? 

PRYCE
Blind, Eiffel. The word is in your 
limited vocabulary, isn't it? You 
live your entire life in a 
metaphorical state of it, so it 
should rind a - 

MINKOWSKI
How are you blind? 

Pryce points forwards, at... well, nothing really. 

PRYCE
He did it. Actually I don't know 
where I'm pointing, so... 

She points in a couple of different directions. 

PRYCE (CONT'D)
Wherever it is that Eiffel actually 
is. His little... what did you call 
it? It was quite colorful...

(snaps her fingers)
Ahh, yes. His, "Giant Fireball of 
Death." He got me on the head, 
knocked out my optics system. 

(BEAT)
Don't get too concerned - I can 
reset the system as soon as we get 
back to the Hephaestus. 

MINKOWSKI
But until then, you're...? 

PRYCE
As a bat, Lieutenant, yes. Why do 
you think I'm letting you drive? 

(a small laugh)
Honestly, blinded by my own 
survival manual. That one's new. 
We'll need to put something about 
that into the next edition. Kepler, 
remind me? 

KEPLER
Yes, ma'am. 
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MINKOWSKI
... great. Well, if we could please  
come back to our dire situation? 

EIFFEL
Tell me we're not drifting into 
deep space? 

MINKOWSKI
We are heading away from the 
Hephaestus. And picking up speed. 

EIFFEL
I'll go get the cryo-freezer... 

KEPLER
Relax, Eiffel. We're not headed 
towards deep space.

EIFFEL
W-we're not?

PRYCE
(bored)

No, we don't have the mass or the 
momentum to get to escape velocity. 
We're in a orbit into the star.

Eiffel BURSTS into RELIEVED LAUGHTER.

EIFFEL
Ohhh! Phew! Well, then, .... Well 
this should be easy! 

(off their reactions)
Is it not gonna be easy? Why are 
you all still so serious? 

PRYCE
If I could finish? It's almost 
certainly a rapidly decaying orbit. 
We're headed for the Red Line. 

EIFFEL
And we can't just... turn around? 

KEPLER
With what fuel, exactly?

(looking at the screen)
We burnt up most of our 
maneuverability stabilizing. We got 
one - maybe two - course 
corrections left. 
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MINKOWSKI
But nothing powerful enough to 
break orbit. We're stuck. 

EIFFEL
So... we're about to crash and burn 
into Wolf 359? Emphasis on the 
burn? 

MINKOWSKI
Unless we end up in an alien portal 
like you did last time.

EIFFEL
What part of "Blue: Waters Fine," 
"Red: Fiery Death Ball" wasn't 
clear?

Pryce CLEARS HER THROAT loudly.

PRYCE
As charming as this is... could we 
skip to the part where someone 
picks up the comms and call Marcus? 

EIFFEL
Whooooa, hold on, hold on... you 
mean "Mr. C.E.Oh I'm Sorry, Were 
You Not Okay Dying In Space?!" You 
want us to call him? Hahahahaha 
what a funny yeah no. 

KEPLER
Eiffel - 

EIFFEL
Look, I'm thrilled that you guys 
are good friends with the Big Bad 
Wolf, but I'm still at, "Not By the 
Hairs of My Chinny-Chin-Chin." Come 
up with a better plan. 

But Minkowski places a hand on his shoulder. 

MINKOWSKI
Eiffel... 

There's a LONG BEAT. 

Finally - 

EIFFEL
Ugh.... fine. One second, let me 
open a channel.

9.



Eiffel FIDDLES with the DIALS and TYPES OUT a command on the 
console aaaand.... STATIC.

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Uh... 

He tries again, making adjustments to the comms. But sure 
enough, as soon as he clicks them on properly: STATIC. 

BEAT. Everyone stares at him. 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Umm... 

(old-timey announcer 
voice)

The number you're trying to reach 
isn't accepting calls at this time. 
Please hang up and... and hope that 
your comms system wasn't broken by 
the turbulence? 

Kepler and Minkowski GROAN. At the same time: 

PRYCE
Oh good... 

And off that, we -

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - BRIDGE - MEANWHILE

CUTTER and RACHEL, gathered around the central command 
console. At the moment, all of them listening to the COMMS, 
which are just spewing forth STATIC. 

HERA
The problem isn't the comms, 
they're fine. It's interference. 
Between the star's radiation and 
their angle of orbit, we won't be 
able to contact them until they're 
closer to the station again. 

MR. CUTTER
And how long will that take, Hera? 
Now that we've reconnected your 
visual system, lets put it to good 
use. 
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HERA
Calculating.... At their last 
recorded speed, and assuming they 
were able to stabilize? It'll be 
two hours and eighteen minutes to 
complete an orbit, which means 
they'll be within range in 
approximately one hundred and 
thirteen minutes.

RACHEL
And how long will they stay in 
comms range? 

HERA
... a few minutes? Maybe? 

RACHEL
Oh great. Well, I if we miss them, 
there's always the next go-around. 

MR. CUTTER
Yes, and no. 

HERA
They're not staying in a stable 
orbit. They're going to complete... 
hopefully three more orbits.

MR. CUTTER
Rachel? 

RACHEL
Yes, sir? 

MR. CUTTER
When we get back to Earth, find out 
whoever designed these pods' flight 
system. 

RACHEL
Yes, sir. 

MR. CUTTER
And have them skinned. Slowly. 

RACHEL
Very good, sir. 

MR. CUTTER
Hera, what about intercepting them 
on the Hephaestus?
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HERA
To do so would most likely take us 
out of orbit as well. There's a 
ninety percent chance of failure.

MR. CUTTER
Hmmm... Thank you, Hera. That will 
be all for now.

LONG BEAT as Cutter strokes his chin pensively. He's never 
seemed so subdued and collected. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Rachel, get me Victor and our two 
guests. We need to discuss our 
options.  

There's a WHIP! and we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - BRIDGE - 5 MINUTES LATER

Lovelace and Jacobi, both hand-cuffed, are SHOVED into the 
bridge, landing with a GRUNT. Behind them, Riemann and Rachel 
watch. In front of them - 

MR. CUTTER
Good evening, Isabel. Daniel. We're 
all going to work together to clean 
up this little mess. 

Lovelace LAUGHS mirthlessly. 

LOVELACE
Still hilarious. 

MR. CUTTER
The only thing that's hilarious, 
Captain, is how little time we have 
before our people are all 
incinerated by the star. 

Lovelace and Jacobi exchange a look.

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
My associate is currently stuck on 
this wayward pod, and I'm afraid I 
won't be able to do much without 
her. So I'm going to need your 
assistance. 

12.



Lovelace holds up her hands. Her handcuffs CLANK as she 
strains against them.

LOVELACE
Not gonna be much help while 
wearing these. 

MR. CUTTER
Victor. 

RIEMANN
Yes, sir.

CUFFS CLINK as they're removed. Lovelace rubs her wrists.

JACOBI
(mock wince, sucking air 
through teeth)

Actually, I'd prefer to keep mine 
on. It's become part of my 
signature look - 

RIEMANN
Oh, Heaven forfend we destroy your 
look. Here let me help you with 
that. 

CLICK, CLICK, CLICK - Riemann tightens the cuffs on his 
wrists.

JACOBI
OW-OW-OW-too tight, too ti - ! 
OKAY, OKAY, TAKE THEM OFF! 

CLINK - Riemann takes of Jacobi's cuffs.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
(rubbing his wrist)

Ah... okay, that one I kind of 
deserved. 

MR. CUTTER
Better? Good. Now, pretty please, 
with sugar on top, can we get down 
to business? 

Again, Lovelace and Jacobi exchange a look. It's unsettling 
to see Cutter so soberly serious. 

LOVELACE
Okay, fine. What do you want me to 
do? 

Cutter SCOFFS: you're cute. 
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MR. CUTTER
For the time being, Isabel? Be 
patient, and get ready. No...

(turning to Jacobi)
... what I actually need... is 
someone with lots and lots of 
experience launching ballistics 
into the air space around this 
station. 

As Jacobi blinks, realizing where this is going, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. SERVICE NODE - 110 MINUTES LATER

Eiffel, Minkowski, Kepler, and Pryce. Minkowski still tinkers 
with the controls, everyone else waits in their respective 
corners. 

EIFFEL
Ninety-four bottles of beer on the 
wall, ninety-four bottles of beer - 

MINKOWSKI
(my patience is running 
out with you)

Eiffel... 

EIFFEL
(undeterred)

Take one down, pass it around, 
ninety-three bottles of - 

MINKOWSKI
EIFFEL! 

EIFFEL
No! The singing will continue until 
someone has an idea for how to get 
out of this. We all agreed! 

KEPLER
Literally nobody agreed to that 
asinine - 

EIFFEL
(top of his lungs)

NINETY-THREE BOTTLES OF BEER ON THE 
WALL, NINETY-THREE BOTTLES OF - 
whoa! 
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That, "Whoa!" is motivated by an OBJECT COLLIDING against the 
wall next to his head and SHATTERING. 

PRYCE
Did I hit him? Somebody please tell 
me that I hit him. 

EIFFEL
Lady, what's your problem? 

PRYCE
Oh lots of things. I'm stranded in 
space, I can't see, you're not 
contributing anything to my 
survival, I'm getting hungry...

(HALF-BEAT)
Hmm, maybe those last two can 
cancel each other out... 

EIFFEL
Oh, ha-ha, very funny... right?

(off her cold smile)
... eeep? 

Fortunately, at that moment, there's the familiar BUZZER of 
the Comms System! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
What the - ? 

MINKOWSKI
Is that a hail? 

PRYCE
(try to keep up)

Of course it is. 

EIFFEL
I... I guess maybe it was just 
interference? And as soon as -

PRYCE
Oh, of course it was. You're only 
now working that out? 

BUZZER. BUZZER. 

EIFFEL
You knew we'd get through 
eventually? Why didn't you say 
anything? 
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PRYCE
Oh, I don't know, maybe because I 
don't like you? Now somebody pick 
up, already. 

KEPLER
Yes, sir. 

Kepler makes a move towards the Comms - 

- but suddenly Minkowski is there, COCKING HER GUN. 

MINKOWSKI
Wait a minute. Not so fast. 

KEPLER
Oh, what now? 

MINKOWSKI 
Kepler: your gun. Give it to me.

BUZZER, BUZZER - the Comms continue ringing, impatiently.

KEPLER
Really not the time, Lieutenant. We 
may not have long before we lose 
the signal again. 

MINKOWSKI
Oh, really? You don't say. Gun, 
please. 

EIFFEL
Uh, Commander... ? 

MINKOWSKI
(never taking her eyes off 
Kepler)

I know what I'm doing, Eiffel. 
(to Kepler)

You think I'm stupid? We call for 
help, Cutter and his cronies pick 
us up, then what happens? How does 
that end well for me and Eiffel? 
Thanks, but no thanks, I'll take 
some insurance right here and right 
now. 

KEPLER
This is not the - you might be 
killing us right now, Minkowski. 
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MINKOWSKI
Actually, Colonel, I think you'll 
find that you're killing us. So, 
for the last time: Gun. Now. 

BEAT. Kepler stares at her. Unmoving. Until - 

PRYCE
Well look who's finally thinking 
like a grown-up. Kepler, give her 
your gun.

KEPLER
Ma'am, I have this under -

PRYCE
Stand down, Colonel. That's an 
order. 

BEAT. Kepler GROWLS quietly as he hands over his gun.

MINKOWSKI
Good. Okay, Eiffel, patch us 
through.

EIFFEL
(holy crap)

Y-yes, sir. 

He TYPES a command into the console and flicks a SWITCH. The 
comms WHINES to life.

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
Hello? Hephaestus? You out there? 

MR. CUTTER
(over comms)

Hello, Eiffel. Is Miranda there? 

PRYCE
Hi Marcus. How's everyone? Do they 
miss me lots?

CUTTER
Everything's under control on this 
end. Listen: we're about to lose 
radio contact in just a moment. 
We'll have another window in about 
two hours, and then just one more 
after that.
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PRYCE
Well, isn't that fun? Do tell me 
there's a plan, Marcus, or do I 
have to do everything around here? 

Off of that, we -

CUT TO:

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

Lovelace, Jacobi, Riemann, and Cutter, all gathered around 
some equipment. Jacobi is showing off a piece of equipment to 
them. 

JACOBI
TRK-10 Torpedos. Compatible with 
our probe launcher. Magnetic 
grapple lock. Reinforced cable 
tether attaches here. 

LOVELACE
(incredulity)

... that's the plan? Shoot them 
with torpedoes?

JACOBI
It's just one big grappling hook, 
Captain. 

LOVELACE
That's supposed to make me feel 
better? 

RIEMANN
Wait a moment. This equipment was 
originally meant for construction 
work. Right? You're sure it'll 
handle this maneuver? 

JACOBI
Yeah, it'll be fine. 

Cutter eyes the equipment and Jacobi. After a moment - 

MR. CUTTER
Daniel... I imagine at some point 
during your time with Warren you 
gathered some sense of what happens 
when people fail me, correct?
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JACOBI
Yes, sir. 

BEAT. And then... Cutter turns away from Jacobi, satisfied.  

MR. CUTTER
Good. That is all. Victor, suit up. 
I want you ready within the hour. 

RIEMANN
Yes, sir. 

JACOBI
Uh... wait, wait - what?

MR. CUTTER
Is there a problem, Daniel? 

JACOBI
Uh, yeah. See, there's this little 
key element to the plan. It's 
called, "Having a shooter that 
knows what the hell he's doing." 
You might have heard of it? 

RIEMANN
You think I can't make the shot?

JACOBI
Maybe. I don't know. What I do know 
is that you've never shot this kind 
of torpedo with this kind of 
launcher on this space station. No 
one has... except me. 

(to Cutter)
And you can't afford to take a 
chance on this.

BEAT.

RIEMANN
Sir?

BEAT. Finally - 

MR. CUTTER
Very well. Suit up, Daniel. You 
too, Isabel, he'll need a targeting 
spotter, and I believe you two have 
worked together in the past. 

LOVELACE
Yeah. I know the launcher. 
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MR. CUTTER
Good. I expect you to make the 
shot, Mr. Jacobi. 

(as he goes)
For your sake. 

Gulp? Off of that ominous note, we - 

CUT TO:

INT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - AIRLOCK - THIRTY MINUTES 
LATER

Jacobi and Lovelace SUIT UP.

LOVELACE
I hope you know what you're doing, 
Jacobi. 

JACOBI
I always know what I'm doing. 

HERA
Even when shooting torpedos from an 
unstable launcher onto a fast-
moving target? 

JACOBI
Especially when... that. 

He's unusually quiet, as if his mind is occupied by something 
else. A BEAT as Lovelace studies him. 

LOVELACE
Jacobi? 

JACOBI
Mm-hmm. 

HERA
Are you okay to do this? 

JACOBI
Mm-hmm. 

LOVELACE
You can actually make the shot? 

JACOBI
Mm-hmm. 
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HERA
And are you going to be the 
prettiest pumpkin princess at the 
ball? 

JACOBI
Mm-hmm. 

They stare at him. BEAT. 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
... one of those was not like the 
others, wasn't it? 

LOVELACE
Jacobi... look at me. Look at me 
with my serious eyes and my serious 
voice, and tell me the truth. Can 
you make this shot? 

Jacobi takes a DEEP BREATH. 

JACOBI
It's not so much a question of, 
"can." It's more a matter of... 
"will." 

LOVELACE
Excuse me? What the hell are you 
- 

HERA
Wait, what? No, you can't even 
be thinking - 

JACOBI
Hear me out. 

Lovelace bites her tongue - she's not gonna like this.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
You were there with me, you heard 
Cutter. Without Pryce, they're not 
in business anymore, and that's a 
good thing as far as I'm concerned. 
Maybe good enough that it's worth - 

LOVELACE
You can't just make that decision 
for them! 

JACOBI
Well, how the hell else are we 
going to stop this? Because I don't 
think we're gonna get another shot 
like this one. 
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HERA
But... He'll kill you. If you miss 
the shot. 

JACOBI
(shrug)

Maybe. But like you said... it's a 
tough shot, from an unstable 
launcher, to a fast-moving target. 
Who knows if anyone could make it.

LOVELACE
You're... you're really considering 
this, you're really thinking of 
letting Eiffel and Minkowski die. 

BEAT. 

JACOBI
Yeah. I'm really considering it. 

LOVELACE
Jacobi, you can't - 

But at that moment, the DOOR OPENS - 

RIEMANN
Jacobi, the pod's about fifteen 
minutes away from completing 
another orbit. We need you two in 
range. Now. 

An UNEASY BEAT. Err... 

LOVELACE
Riemann, could we just have two 
more minutes to finish - 

RIEMANN
No, it's time. Let's go. 

Lovelace looks at Jacobi, who gestures towards the door. 

JACOBI
Come on, Captain. Let's go. 

And off of that, we - 

CUT TO: 

INT. SERVICE NODE - TEN MINUTES LATER 

Eiffel, Minkowski, Kepler, and Pryce, still on the pod.
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There's a BEEP from the console, and Minkowski HITS a KEY. 

MINKOWSKI
About two minutes out from the end 
of cycle number two, everyone. 

KEPLER
Right. 

She approaches Eiffel, speaks to him in a lower voice. 

MINKOWSKI
You holding up okay, Eiffel? 

EIFFEL
Yeah, fine, Commander. 

(BEAT)
I really hate this plan. 

MINKOWSKI
Yeah, I know. 

EIFFEL
They're going to shoot us. With 
torpedos. I'm not missing some 
nuance here, am I? It's us, getting 
shot, by torpedos. 

PRYCE
Oh, you're being so dramatic. TRK-
10's barely count as torpedos. 
They're glorified construction 
tools. There's no payload. 

EIFFEL
No, but there are thrusters. Which, 
if I understood the explanation 
correctly, are there to help the 
torpedo breach the hull of the pod. 
Yes? 

PRYCE 
Math checks out. It should be fine. 
As long as the line holds. 

EIFFEL
You know, if you were going for 
reassuring there, you really missed 
the mark by - 

BUZZER! Kepler CLICKS on the Comms. 

KEPLER
Come in, Hephaestus. 
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JACOBI
(over the comms)

Hey pod, how you guys holding up? 

MINKOWSKI
Peachy, Jacobi. 

JACOBI
Well, just hold on for a second 
longer, we're gonna get you home.

PRYCE
Anything you need on our side? 

JACOBI
Nope! Just sit tight, hold on to 
something, and wish me luck. 

LOVELACE 
(also over comms)

Not that he needs it, as she's 
emphatically assured us... 

EIFFEL
Hey, Captain. You got roped into 
helping out? 

LOVELACE
Just with the targeting system. 
Buck Rogers here will take all the 
shots. 

JACOBI
Which speaking of, you're only in 
range long enough for me to take a 
couple shots, so we need to make 
them count. You guys got your 
seatbelts fastened? 

PRYCE
Just fire already.

OVER THE COMMS: we hear Lovelace making some final 
adjustments to the launcher. 

LOVELACE
Come left seven. Up nine and one... 
Locked.

JACOBI
Okay, ready and... 

OVER THE COMMS: we hear the BANG of the first shot.
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JACOBI (CONT'D)
All right, first shot is away! 

OVER THE COMMS: there's a WHIRR of a metal wire unspooling. 

JACOBI (CONT'D)
Looking good... looking good... 
aaand... 

BEAT... Eiffel takes a DEEP BREATH... aaand... 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Crap. Shot one is a miss, pod. 
Going for two.

MINKOWSKI
Come on....

LOVELACE
All right, let's... Jacobi, come 
right one plus one, down seven 
minus one, and... Locked.

OVER THE COMMS: A second BANG through the radio

JACOBI
Okay, shot two is away! 

OVER THE COMMS: the WHIRR of the metal cable sailing behind 
the torpedo.

JACOBI (CONT'D)
That looks good... looks real 
good... and... 

BEAT.

A SCRAPING SOUND on the hull of the pod

EIFFEL
Holy - ! He got us!

(HALF-BEAT)
Did he get us??

JACOBI
Negative, Eiffel. TRK scratched the 
surface, but didn't take. Going for  
number three.

KEPLER
Steady, Jacobi.

JACOBI
Yeah, yeah, yeah. 
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LOVELACE
Right 1, down 1 minus 1. ... 
Locked!

BEAT - and - 

JACOBI
Negative, Captain. Pod's too far. 
No way we can make that. 

Everyone in the pod EXHALES, not thrilled to hear that. 

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Sorry folks, but ballistics is more 
art than science sometimes. Don't 
worry, though, we'll get you on the 
next -

But his voice is consumed by STATIC as they go out of radio 
range.

LONG BEAT.

MINKOWSKI
Alright. Start the clock. T-Minus a 
hundred and fifteen minutes.

Off of that, we - 

CUT TO:

EXT. U.S.S. HEPHAESTUS STATION - MEANWHILE

Jacobi and Lovelace reload the torpedo tubes.

LOVELACE
Jacobi?

JACOBI
What?

LOVELACE
Do you want to talk about what just 
happened?

JACOBI
Not particularly.

BEAT.

LOVELACE
I need to know. 
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JACOBI
Don't ask. 

LOVELACE
Why not? 

But at that moment - the RADIO CHIRPS - 

MR. CUTTER
(over comms)

Daniel, Isabal?

JACOBI
Yeah, copy

MR. CUTTER
What was that? What just happened? 

JACOBI
Nothing. This is a bit of a 
process. We won't miss on the next 
go around.

MR. CUTTER
You'd better not. Do we understand 
each other? 

BEAT. 

JACOBI
Yep. Understood. 

RIEMANN
Complete your preparations, and be 
ready for their next fly by. You 
have a hundred and ten minutes. 
Hephaestus out.

RADIO CHIRP as the line goes dead.

BEAT.

Then Jacobi RESUMES LOADING the next torpedo in it's tube.

LOVELACE
Are you sure you -

JACOBI
Yeah, I'm sure. Help me get the 
tethers on.

Off that trust inspiring note, we -

CUT TO:
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INT. SERVICE NODE - 110 MINUTES LATER

A tense silence has fallen over the pod's occupants as they 
await their final approach on the Hephaestus. There's a LONG 
BEAT punctuated by BEEPS from the equipment.

EIFFEL
Is it me or is it getting hotter?

PRYCE
Environmental controls are starting 
to fail. Some of the systems must 
be starting to short out as we 
approach the star. 

Eiffel GULPS. Tries to calm himself with some DEEP BREATHS.

BEEP, BEEP, BEEP from the console. 

KEPLER
Ready, everyone - about a minute 
out. Eiffel, open a comms channel. 

There's a BURST OF STATIC as the comms line opens. 

MR. CUTTER
(over the comms)

Hello, hello! Everyone still alive?

PRYCE
Very funny, Marcus. 

MR. CUTTER
Please standby for contact, and 
we'll see you shortly. 

PRYCE
Just get it right this time, 
Marcus.

MR. CUTTER 
Now connecting you to the on-site 
team... 

There's another BURST OF STATIC - 

LOVELACE
(over the comms)

Pod, how you holding up? 

MINKOWSKI
Ready to go home, Captain. You and 
Jacobi gonna make that happen? 
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LOVELACE
(pointed)

Oh, I don't know - are we, Jacobi? 

JACOBI
(over comms)

Come on, serious now. Targeting 
data. 

OVER THE COMMS: Lovelace makes adjustments on the launcher. 

LOVELACE
Alright... Jacobi: right one, up 
four minus one. 

JACOBI
How's that?

LOVELACE
Locked!

OVER THE COMMS: BANG. 

JACOBI
Okay, shot number three is away... 

OVER THE COMMS: we hear the CABLE WHIZ over the open comms.

JACOBI (CONT’D)
Looks good... come on....

BEAT. Then - 

LOVELACE
Negative, near miss over the port 
side.

MR. CUTTER
Is there a problem, Mr. Jacobi? 

JACOBI
Nope, all part of the process! 
Ready for number four, Lovelace?

LOVELACE
Right seven plus one, down four 
minus one. Aaand ... locked!

OVER THE COMMS: BANG. And another torpedo is away.  

JACOBI
Shot number four is... oh, hello. 

(BEAT)
Come on... good... good... 
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OVER HE COMMS: the cable WHIZZES AWAY... 

BEAT.

EIFFEL
... did it miss or - 

SLAM. It's a HIT as the torpedo ROCKS the craft on impact!

Everyone GROANS as the CRAFT SWAYS violently. The pod CREAKS 
and SHAKES and RUMBLES - 

And then another NOISE STARTS UP - AN AWFUL, HORRIBLE, 
SCREECHING NOISE of METAL BREAKING! 

EIFFEL (CONT’D)
(voice shaking)

AAAHHH WHAT THE HELL IS HAPPENING?! 

KEPLER
It's the cable, it's not gonna hold 
in the hull! Jacobi, you need to 
land another line now, before we 
move out of range!

BEAT. Everything SHAKES and RUMBLES about them. 

LOVELACE
Jacobi....

BEAT. Finally - 

JACOBI
Ah, goddammit.

(all business)
Targeting. Now.

LOVELACE
Come left one minus -

JACOBI
Got it, locked. 

OVER THE COMMS: BANG.

LOVELACE
Woah!

We hear JACOBI's TENSE BREATHING. 

There's a LONG BEAT - THE HORRIBLE METALLIC BREAKING 
CONTINUES, RISING, RISING, and - 

SLAM! 
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JACOBI
Gotcha. 

The pod VIBRATES, SHAKING BADLY, RATTLING and - and finally 
settling into a steady, stable HUM. 

For a BEAT everyone is silent. Then - 

LOVELACE
Pod? You guys okay in there?

KEPLER
R-roger, Hephaestus. All systems 
are... more or less in the green. 
Looks like we're okay.

Lovelaces SIGHS in relief.

LOVELACE
Great, we're gonna start reeling 
you in.

(BEAT)
Good job, Jacobi. Thank you.

JACOBI
Yeah, don't mention it. 

OVER THE COMMS: CLAP, CLAP, CLAP. 

MR. CUTTER
Well done, Daniel. Knew you'd come 
through in the end. Miranda, I'll 
see you soon.

PRYCE
Yes, Marcus. We have some business 
to catch up on. 

The RADIO CHIRPS as the comms close.

MINKOWSKI
I wouldn't be so sure, Doctor 
Pryce.

She COCKS HER GUN. 

MINKOWSKI (CONT'D)
I think before anyone gets back to 
business there's a couple of things 
we need to discuss. 

And off that cheery note we -

FADE OUT.
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