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EPISODE THREE 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – CORRIDOR 

 

In the distance we can hear HARRIS and ARMSTRONG arguing 

loudly, their voices echoing down the corridor. They clearly 

have no intention of shutting up any time soon. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well maybe if you actually listened  

   for once instead of just swanning    

   off as always – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh, that’s rich, coming from you. 

 

     HARRIS 

   And just what is that supposed to    

   mean? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (mimicking her tone) 

   “Just what is that supposed to mean?”  

   How do you expect to play Captain if  

   you can’t even put two and two    

   together? 

 

The voices FADE slightly, although Harris and Armstrong 

continue to argue vehemently. DARCEY and SASCHA speak over 

them. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Are they still fighting? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (sounding put upon) 

   Yup. 

 

     DARCEY 

   But it’s been... over three hours. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yup. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     DARCEY 

   How long is this mission supposed    

   to last again? 
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     SASCHA 

   ...Another year. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (under her breath) 

   Dear lord. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Hey, Darce – I’ve got diagnostics   

   to run in engineering. You, uh,   

   up for giving me a hand? 

 

The shouting seems to swell in volume for a moment. It’s worse 

than your parents arguing over whose turn it is to do the 

dishes. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You know what? I never thought I’d   

   say this, but I would love to, Sash. 

 

     SASCHA. 

   Oh, thank God. Come on, let’s leave  

   them to it. 

 

The shouting match continues as we... 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER - ENGINEERING 

 

A console WHIRRS as Sascha TYPES IN commands. Something BEEPS. 

 

     SASCHA 

   How’re we looking, Darcey? 

 

     DARCEY      

   Uh, the lights are green. I    

   think. 

 

     SASCHA 

   You...think? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Yeah. I mean, they’re probably    

   green. That’s what they’re     

   supposed to be, right? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (slowly) 

   So you don’t know if the lights   

   are actually green or not. 
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     DARCEY 

   Not really. I’m colour-blind. 

 

     SASCHA 

   You’re colour-blind. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Yep. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     SASCHA 

   That is so cool! 

 

     DARCEY 

   I know, right? 

 

Suddenly, we get the impression that Darcey and Sascha would 

make the ultimate partners in crime. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Wait, so you don’t see colour    

   at all? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I mean... some people only get    

   certain colours mixed up. But all   

   I see is greyscale. 

 

     SASCHA 

   You’re like an Eshian. 

 

     DARCEY 

   That’s right. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Is it annoying? Like, does it ever   

   get in your way? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Well... since Eshians are colour-blind  

   too, it never really made a difference   

   to me back on Esho. But this ship is   

   Human-made. It’s more difficult on   

   here. Like, you know the escape pod?   

   To operate it, you need to be able to  

   tell when the light changes from red  

   to green, or... 
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     SASHCA 

   ...or you get sucked out of an airlock.  

   Damn. I’d never even thought about it  

   before. 

 

     DARCEY 

   It’s ok. Most people don’t. 

 

Her voice is full of genuine sweetness. Instant likeability. 

 

     SASCHA 

   How did I never notice this before? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Well, in all fairness, we haven’t   

   really spoken much before. Not even  

   back on Esho. 

 

     SASCHA 

   True. It’s kind of weird, isn’t it?  

   The only reason most of us met each  

   other is through the mission. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Yeah. 

 

They sit in silence for a couple of seconds. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Hey, want to do something crazy    

   and possibly a little stupid? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Hell yes! 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

 

INT. RIN STARTSTRIDER – CAPTAIN’S QUARTERS 

 

We hear a BEEP as Harris sets the recorder running. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Is this thing on? Jeez, you can   

   never tell with these machines.   

   Frigging Eshians and their colour-   

   blind – ok, I think I got it. 

 

   Ok, I’ve gotta admit it. I screwed   

   up big time. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Yeah, I can do that. I’m a big    

   Captain now, I’ve got to own up to   

   my mistakes. And I have to say that   

   this one is almost as bad as the time  

   Sascha and I thought it would be a   

   great idea to try and sneak out after  

   curfew to go and watch the bioluminescent 

   trees... Boy, did we get in trouble  

   over that. 

 

   Seriously, though, I took it way too  

   far with Armstrong. She may be more of  

   a Doctor Moreau than a Doctor Watson,  

   but I shouldn’t have made that crack  

   about her family. Especially since I  

   suspect that I’m probably right. 

 

Harris GROANS. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Oh, God. I’m going to have to apologise  

   to her, aren’t I? 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARTSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

Quiet BEEPS and HUMS fill the air, just soft enough not to be 

a nuisance. We hear a BUTTON press as a recording begins. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   This is the mission log of Gabriel   

   Grey, aboard the RIN Starstrider. It  

   is day 60 of Mission Swallow. I am   

   recording this log from the AI core,  

   where I am currently carrying out a   

   routine diagnostic on our AI, Saph. 

    (beat) 

   Uh, Saph, if you could... 

      

     SAPH 

   Certainly, Officer Grey. 

 

Saph begins to rattle off diagnostics. This is the first time 

we have heard them speak more than a few words for themselves 

in any capacity. Although their voice seems smooth and neutral 

on the surface, there’s a slight hint to the way they speak 

that suggests more intelligence than they are letting on. 
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     SAPH (CONT.) 

   Scans have come back nominal in all  

   regards. Life support is nominal.    

   Trajectory is nominal. Cognitive   

   processing is nominal. All systems   

   are functioning at 100%. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   How is the patch job on the processor  

   looking? 

 

     SAPH 

   The temporary processor is working   

   perfectly, Officer Grey. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   It feels weird. You calling me    

   “Officer Grey”. 

 

     SAPH 

   I apologise, Officer. My protocol   

   dictates that I refer to you as such. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I could change that, you know. I    

   could rewrite your code. 

 

     SAPH 

   That is not in the manual, Officer   

   Grey. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No, but I... 

 

He SIGHS. 

 

     GABRIEL (CONT.) 

   You know what? Never mind. 

 

 

     SAPH 

   As you wish, Officer Grey. 

 

Gabriel sinks to the floor. His voice takes on the tone of a 

confessional. 
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     GABRIEL 

   I’ve never been in trouble before.   

   At least, not on purpose. I always   

   did my work and never did anything   

   that would make me stand out. I was  

   the good student. The good worker.   

   I hate keeping secrets. 

    (pause) 

   Saph? Can – can you keep a secret? 

 

     SAPH 

   Of course, Officer Grey. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I wish...I wish I’d never come on   

   this mission. I only came because it  

   meant leaving Esho. I only came   

   because I hoped it would mean people  

   wouldn’t notice that I’m different.   

   But nothing’s changed. I’m still a   

   freak. The only difference here is   

   that the others are too nice to   

   mention it. 

 

   Saph? Don’t you ever wish that you   

   weren’t... you? I mean, not in the   

   sense that you’re a machine, but I   

   mean... you didn’t have any say in   

   your creation. You don’t get any    

   say in your future: it was just    

   decided by someone that you’d serve   

   us organic beings simply because    

   we created you. Do you ever feel    

   like that? 

 

The background HUM is the only noise we hear for a second. 

Then... 

 

     SAPH 

   No, Officer Grey. I do not “feel”   

   like that. 

 

Gabriel sighs, disappointed. 

     GABRIEL 

   I suppose not. I guess I just hoped  

   that... Well, it sounds stupid now,   

   but I guess I just hoped that you    

   were like me. That you were wired    

   differently to everybody else, too. 
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     SAPH 

   I’m sorry, Gabriel. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Thanks, Saph. 

    (it hits him) 

   Wait. Did you just call me “Gabriel”? 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – ARMS LOCKER 

 

     DARCEY 

   Hey, Sascha – are we allowed in    

   here? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Pshhhhhhh, I’m the First Mate.    

   I’m definitely probably maybe    

   allowed in here. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I mean, it is the arms locker.    

   There are explosives in here. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Which is precisely what makes it    

   so awesome! 

 

     DARCEY 

   Well, yeah, but what if someone    

   tried to blow up the ship or something?  

   All they’d need is access to your    

   or Captain Harris’s key chip. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Darce, you make a valid point. But   

   the only people who know about that   

   are you, me, the Captain and the   

   metaphorical gate post. 

    (teasingly) 

   So unless you’re planning to blow us  

   all up... 

 

     DARCEY 

    (laughs) 

   Ok, ok, I get your point. So show me  

   this crazy, going-to-get-us-all-   

   killed idea. 
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     SASCHA 

   I thought you’d never ask. 

 

He RUBS HIS HANDS TOGETHER.  

 

     SASCHA (CONT.) 

   So, you know how you’re colour-blind? 

 

     DARCEY 

   It’s not like I’m gonna forget it   

   any time soon. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Touché. Well, I was thinking. In   

   this here arms locker, we have a   

   set of Eshian-designed, military-   

   grade flare goggles designed to    

   stop us all from going blind if    

   we have to deal with a solar flare   

   or something. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (to herself) 

   Those things are pretty cool. 

    (to Sascha) 

   So what does that have to do with   

   me? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, back when we were in training  

   for the mission, I noticed that when  

   we wore ‘em looking directly at an   

   explosion, instead of that thing where  

   you look at a light that’s way too   

   bright, it all looked normal, but all  

   the colours were waaayyy saturated.  

   Like, super-duper strong. You with   

   me? 

 

     DARCEY 

    (slowly) 

   You think that if I look at an    

   explosion wearing the goggles, it’ll   

   give me temporary colour-vision? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (sounding inordinately pleased  

    with himself) 

   You got it! 
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     DARCEY 

   You think it’ll work? 

 

     SASCHA 

   There’s only one way to find out. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Alright. Let’s blow some shit up. 

    (aside) 

   Oh my God, I have always wanted to   

   say that. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARTSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No! No, Saph, I heard you. I heard   

   you call me Gabriel. 

 

     SAPH 

   I’m afraid you must be mistaken,   

   Officer Grey. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Damn it, Saph, I’m sure I heard you! 

 

     SAPH 

   I’m sorry, Officer Grey. But my   

   memory banks hold no record of it. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I – 

    (he sighs) 

   You’re probably right. Maybe I’m   

   just tired. 

    (a little bitterly) 

   Maybe I just wanted it so badly I   

   made myself believe it. 

 

There’s a pause, and then the door squeals open as Dr. 

Armstrong enters the room. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   The robot giving you trouble, too? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Don’t call them that. They have a   

   name. 
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     AMRSTRONG 

   It’s a machine, Gabriel. It doesn’t  

   care. Watch. 

    (to Saph) 

   Hey, AI – mind if I call you robot? 

 

     SAPH 

   My protocol dictates you may refer   

   to me however you wish, Dr. Armstrong. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   There. See? 

 

She seems to be in an exceptionally bad mood, even more so 

than usual. Her tone even borders on cruel. (She slurs her 

words, just slightly). 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Why are you being like this? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Maybe I’m just sick of picking up   

   after everyone else’s shit. It might  

   also have something to do with the   

   rubbing alcohol I drank ten minutes  

   ago. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You’re drunk? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   In my defence, it was strong rubbing  

   alcohol. 

 

The door opens again, and Captain Harris enters. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Gabriel, have you seen – 

    (spots Armstrong) 

   Oh. You’re here. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Something to say, Captain? 

 

Harris seems on the verge of gearing up for a fight, but she 

forces her tone into polite neutrality. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Actually, Doctor, I came to     

   apologise. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

    (flatly) 

   Really. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Really. What I said was wrong, and   

   completely out of line. I know we   

   don’t always see eye to eye on things,  

   but I handled the whole situation   

   badly, and I hope we can resolve the  

   issue. I’m sorry. 

 

Armstrong (slightly tipsily), thinks about this for a moment. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, it’s a bit late for that now,   

   isn’t it? 

 

     HARRIS 

   What? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I mean. You’ve spent the last couple  

   of days shouting crap at me. And now  

   you’re apologising? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Um, maybe now isn’t the time... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Armstrong, I said I was sorry! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, good for you. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What more do you want me to - 

 

A loud EXPLOSION cuts her off. An ALARM begins to blare. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Jesus Christ! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (sounding suddenly a lot 

    more sober) 

   What the fuck was that? 

 

     SAPH 

   Captain, there has been a breach   

   on the Bridge. 
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     GABRIEL 

   Oh, that’s not good... 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE 

 

ALARMS continue to blare. Debris falls. You can practically 

taste the smoke on the air. 

 

Sascha and Darcey WHOOP loudly. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (coughing) 

   Did it work? Do the goggles    

   work? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I... 

    (awed) 

   Oh God. I can see it. I can’t    

   explain it. Everything just looks   

   different. Changed. Holy shit.   

   Holy shit, it’s beautiful. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I cannot believe that worked. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Sascha. You did it! 

     SASCHA 

    (excitedly) 

   What colours can you see? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t know. I don’t – Is that   

   light there red? 

 

     SASCHA 

   It sure is, partner. 

 

     DARCEY 

   It’s the prettiest thing I’ve    

   ever seen. 

    (beat) 

   This is the best present I’ve    

   ever been given. Thank you,     

   Sascha. 
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     SASCHA 

   Anytime, Darcey. Anytime. 

 

This is such a gooey moment. They’re probably hugging. 

 

The moment is ruined when Harris, Armstrong and Gabriel burst 

in, wielding fire extinguishers. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Stand back! 

 

They deploy the extinguishers, which HISS loudly. The ALARMS 

cut off. 

 

     SAPH 

   Fire threat has passed.      

   Temperature levels are now in    

   acceptable parameters; the     

   station is returning to nominal    

   conditions. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Thank you, Saph. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (still a little jaded) 

   It doesn’t have feelings. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (warningly) 

   Armstrong... 

 

     SASCHA 

   Darce! Darce, is it still     

   working? Can you still see     

   it? 

 

     DARCEY 

    (sounding disappointed) 

   It’s gone. It’s back to grey. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Aw, I’m sorry, Darcey. 

 

     DARCEY 

   It’s alright. How long did it    

   last for? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Hmmmm, I’d say ballpark, two    

   minutes. 
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     DARCEY 

   I wonder - 

 

Harris cuts in. Boy, has she had a DAY. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Will someone please tell me what   

   the hell is going on?! 

 

BEAT. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, Caperino, this is gonna take   

   a hell of a long time to explain... 

 

     HARRIS 

   So explain it. I got all day.     

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m not sticking around for this. I  

   have work to do. 

 

She exits the room with a bang, presumably to nurse her 

hangover. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (snorts) 

   Yeah. Work. 

    (to Sascha) 

   Ok, Sascha. Go ahead. This had   

   better be good. 

 

Sascha takes in a deep breath. He starts to blather forth, and 

as he does, his voice eventually begins to fade out, to be 

replaced by the end music. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Ok. So, Darcey and I were     

   listening to you and Dr.     

   Armstrong arguing – not cool,    

   by the way, Mika – and we were    

   like, “Ok, so let’s go and do    

   something that doesn’t suck”. So   

   we went down to Engineering and    

   Darcey told me that she was colour-  

   blind, and I was like, “Awesome!”   

   and then I had a super-cool idea   

   involving explosives and flare   

   goggles, and then we were like   

   “Cool, let’s smash it”, so we went   

   along to the arms locker... 
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RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE THREE. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


