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EPISODE FIVE 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – ENGINE ROOM 

 

STATIC. BEEP! Then, as if through a PA system: 

 

     HARRIS (PA) 

   Darcey, Sash. How’re we looking? 

 

Outside the PA system, we hear SASCHA and DARCEY. Tools HAMMER 

as they perform the fixes. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Smashing, Cap. I reckon a few    

   more tweaks and we’ll be golden. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Hey, Sascha, can you pass me the   

   wrench? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Sure thing, Darce. How’s that    

   restrainer holding? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Strong and steady. 

 

     HARRIS (PA) 

   Alright. Finish up, you two, then   

   Gabriel can finish plotting the   

   next hyperspace jump. Harris out. 

 

BEEP! The PA cuts out. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, you heard the lady. Let’s   

   wrap this and then we can go and   

   get snacks! 

 

Darcey laughs. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t think Captain Harris     

   mentioned snacks, Sash. 
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     SASCHA 

   Darcey, trust me. Once you get to   

   know Mika as well as I do, you’ll   

   know that the implication of snacks  

   is always there. 

 

     DARCEY 

   If I’m honest... I’m not sure that   

   Captain Harris likes me very much. 

 

     SASCHA 

   What? Why on Esho would you think   

   that? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t know. I guess I’ve been too   

   chatty or something. Maybe if I tried  

   to tone it down... 

 

     SASCHA 

   Darcey. For real. There is no one in  

   the galaxy who couldn’t like you.    

   You’re friendly, and kind, and the   

   most fun on the ship. Mika does like  

   you. She’s just stressed cause it’s  

   her first captaincy position. And   

   the whole thing with Dr. Armstrong. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (chuckling) 

   They really do hate each other, don’t  

   they? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Too right. Now come on – first one   

   to finish gets dibs on the last   

   muffin! 

 

     DARCEY 

   You’re on! 

 

They renew their efforts with the tools. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Ok – tighten that bolt there and   

   we should be good. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Which one? 
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     SASCHA 

    (distracted) 

   That one there – the red one. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t – ok. I think I’ve got   

   it. Tightening in three, two,    

   one... 

 

BANG! There is an enormous CRASH and SIRENS begin to blare. In 

the aftermath, we hear the dust settle. 

 

Rubble SHIFTS as Sascha sits up. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (weakly) 

   Wow, that was a big one, eh,    

   Darcey? 

    (beat) 

   Darcey...? Darcey? DARCEY! Help! 

   I need emergency medical assistance   

   in the engine room! 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE 

 

HARRIS is finally taking a well-earned break. She has had a 

LONG day. We can hear some ambient noise as GABRIEL plots out 

the coordinates with SAPH. 

 

     HARRIS 

   How’re we looking, Gabriel? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Uh... Human, Captain. 

 

     HARRIS 

   It’s an expression. I mean, how   

   long until the coordinates are set? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Oh, I see. I’d estimate around ten   

   more minutes. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Gabe, you are a marvel. 

 

There is the sound of a wrapper being pulled off. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

    (mouth full) 

   Fancy a bit of my muffin? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Is that the last one? 

 

     HARRIS 

   You betcha. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (wavering) 

   Well... 

 

We never do find out whether Gabriel would have eaten the 

muffin, because at the moment, we hear a deafening CRASH! 

Alarms begin to BLARE in the aftermath. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What in the name of hell was that?? 

 

     SAPH 

   Medical emergency in engine room.   

   Immediate presence of authorised   

   personnel required. Repeat,     

   medical emergency in engine room.   

   Immediate presence of authorised   

   personnel required. 

 

     HARRIS 

   The engine room... Oh God. Sascha    

   and Darcey are down there. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (terrified, trying not to   

     show it) 

   Captain, what do we do? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Ok. Ok. 

    (she takes a few deep    

     breaths) 

   Here’s what we’re going to do.    

   Gabriel, you keep plotting those    

   coordinates – we might need to make  

   a jump fast if there’s an emergency.  

   Saph, are there any obstructions to  

   the aft deck corridor? 

 

     SAPH 

   Negative, Captain. 
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     HARRIS 

   Good. Tell Dr. Armstrong to meet   

   me there – we’re going to need all   

   hands on deck. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – ENGINE ROOM 

 

Dust SETTLES. The alarms blare, but quieter, a background 

radiation. Captain Harris stumbles across a fallen piece of 

machinery. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Darcey...? Sascha? SASCHA! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Captain Harris. I came as soon   

   as you called. 

 

     HARRIS 

   It looks bad. The only blessing    

   I can see is that it didn’t breach   

   the hull. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Who was down here at the time of   

   the explosion? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha and Darcey. I – I only    

   hope we’re in time... 

 

From nearby, we hear the faint cries of: 

 

     SASCHA 

   Mika? Mee, is that you? I need help,  

   right now! 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh my god, Sascha. We’re coming! 

 

Harris and Armstrong pick their way through the debris. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You’ve got blood on you. Injuries? 

 

     SASCHA 

   What? Oh no, it’s not mine. It’s   

   Darcey’s. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

    (suddenly shaken) 

   What? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Shit. That’s a lot of blood. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I tried to wake her up, I swear,   

   I think she got cut by something,   

   she’s really cold... she’s still   

   breathing but she really looks bad.  

   I did what I could, but – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (icy-cool professionalism) 

   It’s ok, Sascha. We’ll take it from  

   here. 

 

All at once, Armstrong slips into a command role. It’s as if 

she was born for it. She is poised and calm. Armstrong knows 

what she’s about. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Captain Harris. I need you to find   

   the emergency stretcher, assemble it  

   while I do my best to stabilise   

   Officer Eldridge. Can you do that? 

 

     HARRIS 

   I... 

    (she resolves herself) 

   Yes, Doctor. Right away. 

 

We hear her banging around in the background. Meanwhile, 

Armstrong is checking over Darcey. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Sascha, can you move her hand to   

   the left, please? 

 

There’s a slight scuffle as Sascha does so. 

 

     SASCHA 

   She’s gonna be ok, right, doc? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Mm-hm. 

    (she sucks in a breath) 

   Oh, that’s nasty. 
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     SASCHA 

   That’s... a lot of blood. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Yeah. Something nicked the femoral   

   artery. I should be able to fix it,  

   but there’s a bunch of other crap   

   I’ll have to take out so it doesn’t  

   get infected. Check her pulse, will  

   you? 

    (to Harris) 

   How’s that stretcher coming, Captain? 

 

     HARRIS 

   It’s ready. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Good. Help me get Officer Eldridge   

   onto it – we need to get her to the   

   med bay. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

Harris, Armstrong, and Sascha race into the room, carrying 

Darcey on the stretcher. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Ready, one... two... three... 

 

They all GROAN with exertion as they ease Darcey onto the 

table. We hear her dead weight slide across the surface. 

Armstrong begins setting up equipment, a pulse monitor begins 

beeping. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Sascha, you’ve done enough. Go and   

   stay with Officer Grey for now, we’ll  

   call if we need you. 

 

     SASCHA 

   But I can help – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I said go, Sascha. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Doctor, his head – 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   It’ll be fine for now. One thing at  

   a time 

    (to Harris, sotto voice) 

   Please, Captain. It’ll only distress  

   him. 

 

Harris wavers, then relents. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Do what she says, First Mate. And    

   that’s an order. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yes, sir. 

 

He exits. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I’m in your hands, Doctor. What can  

   I do? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Since my medical assistant is lying   

   on that table, you’re going to have   

   to take her place. Do you have steady  

   hands? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Do I have a choice? 

 

A rare CHUCKLE from Armstrong. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Use the UV cleaner on your hands and  

   put on a pair of gloves. I’m going to  

   begin a preliminary exam. 

 

We hear the cleaner WHIRR and the SNAP of gloves. A glistening 

sound as ARMSTRONG probes the wound. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   This is not gonna be pretty. I hope  

   you’ve got a strong stomach. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Let’s get started. 

 

FADE TO: 
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INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE 

 

Sascha staggers in and takes a seat, heavily. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Sascha? What’s going on? Is everything – 

 

     SASCHA 

    (uncharacteristically    

     subdued) 

   There was, uh, an explosion. In   

   the engine room. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Your head... 

 

     SASCHA 

   Dr. Armstrong said it would be fine. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   It’s not that... you’re bleeding   

   over the consoles. 

 

Sascha moves hurriedly back. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Oh, sorry. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Where is Dr. Armstrong? Shouldn’t   

   she be patching you up? 

 

     SASCHA 

   She’s with Darcey. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Is it Captain Harris? Did something – 

 

     SASCHA 

   No, no. It’s not Mika. It’s – it’s   

   Darcey. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   What? 
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     SASCHA 

   She got some shrapnel in her leg,   

   she’s bleeding everywhere, but I   

   didn’t think – I thought it’d be    

   ok, you know? It wasn’t supposed    

   to be like this. This wasn’t    

   supposed to happen. I don’t... I   

   don’t... 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (breathing fast) 

   You hurt her? I thought you were   

   her friend, Sascha, friends don’t   

   do that. Friends don’t hurt each   

   other. I can’t believe you’d hurt   

   her, is Darcey going to die? Is she  

   going to – Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Gabe, buddy, are you ok -? 

 

Gabriel pulls away from him. 

  

     GABRIEL 

   Don’t touch me! Just shut up, go    

   away, stop TOUCHING ME! 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to – 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Get out, get out, get OUT. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Are you sure – 

 

     SAPH 

   First Mate Casana, Gabriel’s medical  

   records indicate that he is suffering  

   from acute sensory overload. I’d   

   advise that you leave the Bridge. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’m – I’m so sorry. 

 

He leaves in a rush. 
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     SAPH 

   Dimming lights to 20 percent.    

   Initiating secondary protocol Alpha   

   Mike 22946, implemented by AI    

   Specialist Officer Grey. Authorisation:  

   not required. 

 

They begin droning PI. As they do so, Gabriel’s breathing 

eases. 

 

     SAPH (CONT.) 

   3.1415926535897932384626433832795... 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (shaky, but calmer) 

   End protocol. 

 

Saph immediately ceases. 

 

     SAPH 

   Your heartrate is now in normal    

   parameters, Officer Grey. Should I   

   let First Mate Casana in? He’s waiting  

   outside. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No. No, let him wait. I don’t want   

   to speak to anyone at the moment. 

 

     SAPH 

   You are currently speaking to me,   

   Officer Grey. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You’re different. 

 

     SAPH 

   I am not a carbon-based lifeform. Is  

   this what you mean by different? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Sort of. 

    (beat) 

   I hate this. 

 

     SAPH 

   I’m sorry, Officer Grey. 

 

PAUSE. 
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     GABRIEL 

   Just... keep me updated, please.   

   I need to rest a bit. 

 

     SAPH 

   Of course, Officer Grey. I will   

   alert you. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

The BEEP of the heart monitor contrasts with the vaguely 

disgusting SQUISH noises as Armstrong pulls shrapnel out of 

Darcey’s leg. There’s a clink as she drops it into a dish. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   There goes another one, plenty more  

   where that came from. I hope this   

   doesn’t get infected – without proper  

   supplies I might be forced to amputate. 

    (to Harris) 

   Are you alright there, Captain? You’re  

   looking a little... green. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (strained) 

   I’m fine. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Not a fan of blood, huh? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Not really. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Me neither, to tell you the truth. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Wait, seriously? 

 

Further medical sounds continue as Armstrong talks. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Yep. When I was 10, some snot-nosed  

   Eshian brat broke my arm. No reason,  

   I was just there and he took his chance. 

   Anyway, there was some blood, and I  

   took one look at it and fainted. Wound  

   up in hospital. My parents – 

    (continued) 
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     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

    (coughs) 

   Er, well, anyway – long story short,  

   bodies are gross. That’s about it. 

 

     HARRIS 

   You’re a doctor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   And you pilot a spaceship. Do you   

   mean to say that space isn’t terrifying? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, I suppose. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   There you have it, then. 

 

The heart monitor begins to BEEP more urgently. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Shit. Captain, I need those hands   

   of yours over here, stat. 

 

     HARRIS 

   That... that doesn’t look so good... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   If you don’t put your hands there   

   immediately, it’s gonna look dead.   

   Hands! Now! 

 

Harris hurriedly moves into position. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Good. Now, I’m going to pull out    

   that big piece there, and you’re going  

   to put pressure on that bit there. Ok?  

   On three. One, two, three. 

 

She tugs it out, sets it in the tray with another CLINK. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Needle. 

    (under her breath) 

   Steady, Lee, steady... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Doctor, her heart rate – 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   I know, just hold still! 

    (to herself) 

   Almost there... almost there...   

   suction, please. 

 

There is a sound a little like a mini-hoover. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   That’s the worst of it. Captain,    

   do you see the fridge over there? 

 

     HARRIS 

   The one by the door? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   That’s the one. Open it and find    

   the transfusion pack labelled B    

   positive. 

 

Fridge door OPENS, plastic pack is chucked across. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Here. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Hook this up to the IV stand. God,   

   this girl’s veins are flatter than   

   pancakes... ok. This is actually   

   Darcey’s blood, so chances of rejection  

   are minimal. I don’t want to speak   

   too soon, but... 

 

Heart beat picks up. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   I think we might be out of the woods. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Wait – Darcey’s blood? How? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’ve got bloods for all of you. Didn’t  

   you ever wonder what all the mandatory  

   donations were for? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (embarrassed) 

   I never thought to ask. 

 

She and Armstrong have a quiet, relieved laugh for a moment. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I was so, so worried. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Don’t tell anyone, but... so was I.  

   That was my first ever unsupervised  

   surgery. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Seriously? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I did say not to tell anyone. 

    (beat) 

   I’ll have to keep her under observation, 

   but I think Darcey’s going to make it. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I’m glad. She’s a sweet kid. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   The sweetest. Did you know, the day  

   we met, she brought me a bundle of   

   Eshian flowers since she was going   

   to be my Medical Assistant? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Seriously? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   She did. What she didn’t know is that  

   I’m allergic to pollen. I didn’t want  

   to hurt her feelings, though, so I   

   pretended to have a cold the whole   

   week. 

 

She and Harris chuckle a little, before drying up, exhausted. 

Eventually, Harris speaks again, more pensive. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Something’s been bothering me,    

   about the explosion. I know Sascha   

   can sometimes be a bit of a clown,   

   but it’s not like him to be careless.   

   It was a routine fix - it shouldn’t   

   have been able to explode so easily. 

 

   I don’t know. Something feels really  

   fishy about this. About this whole   

   mission, frankly. And ever since that  

   letter – 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

    (she cuts herself off) 

   I don’t know. I’m just glad Darcey’s  

   ok. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m glad we can finally agree on    

   something. 

 

On that fond note, we... 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE 

 

     SAPH 

   Officer Grey, First Mate Casana is   

   requesting I open the door. 

 

     GABRIEL      

   Let him in, please, Saph. 

 

The door OPENS and Sascha steps inside. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Gabe, I wanted to apologise. For   

   earlier. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   It’s fine, Sascha. It happens. I    

   understand. 

 

     SASCHA 

   No, it’s not fine. I should have   

   recognised that you were upset,    

   and I shouldn’t have tried to    

   touch you. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You left when I asked. You apologised.  

   This is the nicest anyone’s ever been  

   about it. 

 

     SASCHA 

   The nicest anyone’s ever been about  

   what? 
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     GABRIEL 

    (reluctant, but wanting to   

     get it out in the open) 

   I was born... different. My brain is  

   wired differently to everyone else’s -  

   it’s like my code is wrong or something. 

   I hate eye-contact. I never know when  

   people are making jokes or being serious. 

   I had to cut the tags out of all my  

   uniforms because they hurt my skin.   

    

   My brother tells me that I’m a freak.  

   Because I like machines more than humans. 

   Sometimes I wish I could be a machine -  

   everything’s so much simpler in noughts  

   and ones. I hate this. I hate it.   

   Sometimes... I just wish I could be like 

   everybody else. 

 

There is a pause while everyone in the room comes to terms 

with this. 

 

     SASCHA 

   So... you’re on the spectrum? Gabriel,  

   all you had to do was tell us. It’s no  

   big deal. My cousin Maria is autistic,   

   and she does just fine. Seriously, just  

   tell us how to help you and we’ll do it. 

   Did you really think that no one on   

   this entire ship would listen? We found  

   the time to babysit Dr. Armstrong when  

   she got drunk on rubbing alcohol, you  

   think we can’t accommodate you too?  

   Don’t be ridiculous, man. We got your  

   back. 

    (as an afterthought) 

   And your brother can shove it. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I... thank you, Sascha. Thank you. 

 

     SASCHA 

   It’s the least I can do. And hey, good   

   news – Darcey’s out of surgery, she’ll   

   be on the mend in no time! 
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     SAPH 

   Attention, crew of the Starstrider,  

   this is a message from your Captain.  

   “Get the heroes of the hour some food  

   this instant. We’re in the med bay. Over 

   and out”. 

 

     SASCHA 

   That’s our cue. Mika can get real cranky 

   when she’s hungry. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   We’ll do that. Thanks, Saph. 

 

     SAPH 

   My pleasure, Officer Grey. We wouldn’t  

   want to keep our Captain waiting. 

 

 

 

RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE FIVE. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


