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EPISODE SIX 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE 

 

Regular BEEPS and HUMS fill the air. The engines are working 

overtime. 

 

     SAPH 

   Plotting alternative course trajectory.  

   Loading... Loading... Course complete.   

   Aft engines boosted by 5.36%. Destination 

   ETA: approximately one hour. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Thanks, Saph. Glad I can rely on you. 

 

     SAPH 

   My pleasure, Captain. 

 

The door opens, and Sascha comes in with Gabriel. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Hey, Cap-in-a-box, did you change    

   the course coordinates? The engines   

   started going nuts as we were coming   

   up here. 

 

     HARRIS 

   “Cap-in-a-box”, Sascha? Really? 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’m trying it out. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, don’t. 

 

Gabriel is TAPPING on a keyboard. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Saph seems fine, and our structural  

   integrity is within acceptable    

   parameters. Why change our trajectory? 

 

     HARRIS 

   We’re low on supplies. I checked the  

   locker this morning – we’re down to   

   less than a month’s rations. 
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     SASCHA 

   Already? But those were supposed    

   to last us all the way to Earth. 

 

     HARRIS 

   That’s right. I’m not happy about    

   it, but before I do anything else,   

   we need to make a pitstop. 

    (to Saph) 

   Hey, Saph, can you give Armstrong a   

   buzz? Tell her to come down to the   

   Bridge. 

 

     SAPH 

   Of course, Captain. 

 

     SASCHA 

   So where’re we stopping? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Port Helios. Intergalactic spaceport   

   and hypermarket for everything from   

   laser cannons to soap. The atmosphere   

   is non-toxic for humans, so we won’t   

   need breathing apparatus. There’s only   

   one snag. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   What’s that? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well – 

 

Armstrong enters before she can finish. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   What’s going on? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Apparently, we’re nearly out of    

   supplies, so Mika’s taking us on a   

   little detour. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   But those supplies were meant to last – 

 

     HARRIS 

   Until we got to Earth, I know. It’s   

   not convenient. Have you heard of Port   

   Helios? 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   Who hasn’t? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Just me, apparently. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Don’t tell me we’re topping up there,  

   of all places. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Why, what’s wrong with it? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   It’s a mingling ground for every   

   developed species in the galaxy. None  

   whom helped humanity when we asked   

   for aid, and all of whom are racist,  

   ignorant pieces of – 

 

     HARRIS 

   Okaaaay, I think we get the picture. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You understand why I’m not keen on   

   visiting. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I hear your concerns, but we don’t   

   have a choice. If we try to reach any  

   of the further outposts we’ll run out  

   of food before we’re even a week’s   

   travel away. We’ll just have to risk  

   it. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, I’m down for it if you are, Mika. 

 

     HARRIS 

   That’s the spirit! I mean, did Robinson  

   Crusoe back down from a challenge? Did  

   Aragorn? Did Luke Skywalker? 

 

     ARMSTRONG + GABRIEL 

   Who? 

 

     HARRIS 

   What do you mean, who? Don’t tell me  

   You haven’t heard of Robinson Crusoe? 
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     GABRIEL 

   I have no idea who you’re talking about. 

 

 

     HARRIS 

    (desperately) 

   But Aragorn, you know who Aragorn is,  

   right? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   That’s a name? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   And who’s this Luke Starswimmer, anyway? 

 

     HARRIS 

   It’s Skywalker, Luke Skywalker. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I... see. 

 

     SASCHA 

   It’s ok, guys, Mika’s just very passionate 

   about old Earth literature. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   But it’s just a bunch of old stories  

   some people wrote. What’s the point? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (indignant) 

   It’s important! 

 

     SASCHA 

   Shhhh, shhhh, I know it is, I know.  

   Deeeeep breaths. How about we begin   

   mission prep, huh? Take your mind off   

   fictional characters for a bit. Sound   

   good? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (breathing deep) 

   Yeah, that’s a good idea, Sash. Ok.  

   If you guys go and grab your gear, I’ll  

   meet you back here in 20. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Hold on a second, we’re forgetting   

   something. 

 

PAUSE. The others frantically rack their brains. 
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     SASCHA 

   Uhhh... 

 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Darcey. Someone needs to stay on    

   the ship with her, in case anything  

   happens. I could always – 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (way too fast) 

   I’ll do it. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I mean, if you’re sure, Gabriel.   

   You could always come outside, maybe  

   a bit of fresh air... 

 

Insert “Don’t be suspicious” Vine here. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No, it’s fine. I – I want to run    

   some routine checks, anyway... new   

   codes to check, you know... It’s no  

   trouble, no trouble at all. You three  

   go, I’ll be fine with Darcey. 

 

     SASCHA 

   You sure? You won’t get lonely or    

   anything? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Oh, no, I’ll be fine. I have Saph.   

   And Darcey. Of course. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Alright, thanks, Gabe. You’re a    

   star. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Is that an expression? Never mind.   

   It’s no problem at all, Captain.    

   Happy to help. 

 

He leaves, and the door shuts. The others wait a minute for 

him to be out of earshot before speaking. 
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     HARRIS 

   Is it just me, or is that a torch   

   I see, held aloft for our delightful  

   Medical Assistant? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You don’t think... Surely not. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I can never tell with these things. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Trust me, Sash, it’s always the quiet  

   ones. Come on, let’s suit up. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – BRIDGE - LATER 

 

FOOTSTEPS as HARRIS enters the bridge again. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Oh, Captain, my Captain... don’t   

   you look dashing! 

 

     HARRIS 

    (grumpily) 

   You know as well I do that these   

   jumpsuits are the ugliest shade   

   of yellow in the galaxy. It’s just   

   as well Eshians are colour-blind. 

 

     SASCHA 

   It is difficult to command your   

   usual respect in them. Can you   

   imagine the Eshian High Council   

   wearing them? 

 

Harris sniggers. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Or Severus Snape. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Or Abraham Lincoln! 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh my God – What’s Armstrong going   

   to look like? 
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They both dissolve into a round of cackling. Once he’s got his 

breath back, Sascha says... 

 

     SASCHA 

   Speaking of Dr. Armstrong... it’s   

   nice to see you two getting along   

   for a change. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What? No we aren’t! 

 

     SASCHA 

   You haven’t shouted at each other   

   once this week. And yesterday, you   

   passed her an energy bar and she    

   thanked you for it. 

 

     HARRIS 

   That doesn’t mean anything! I    

   thank people all the time – hell,    

   I thanked the mission director for   

   giving me my captaincy, but that    

   doesn’t mean I like him! And I am   

   certainly not, in any possible   

   situation ever, getting along with   

   Dr. Caligari and her anger issues! 

 

The door OPENS and FOOTSTEPS as Armstrong enters. (Awkward). 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Ready to go, Captain? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (flustered) 

   Er, yes, I’m ready. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Good. I’ve just talked to Gabriel,   

   and he says we’re docking in five   

   minutes. As far as I’m concerned, the  

   sooner we’re of this planet, the – 

 

She stops as DARCEY enters the room on crutches, which CLICK 

against the metal floor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Good grief, Darcey, what are you   

   doing here? You should still be in   

   bed! 
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     DARCEY 

   Thank you, mother hen. I came to see  

   you all off. 

 

     HARRIS 

   But – 

 

     DARCEY 

   I feel fine, Captain. And besides,   

   I could do with a bit of exercise -  

   my whole body’s as stiff as board. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, it’s good to see you, Officer  

   Eldridge. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Likewise. Dr. Armstrong tells me you  

   helped with my surgery. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I did. And saw way more of your    

   muscular structure than I ever intend   

   to see again. 

 

Sascha pushes his way forwards. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Darce! Back from the dead! 

 

They hug. 

 

     SASCHA (CONT.) 

   Listen, I just want to say how sorry – 

 

     DARCEY 

   Sascha, you can tell me later. See?  

   I’m fine! 

 

He is about to say more, but Saph breaks in. 

 

     SAPH 

   Attention, ship is in docking mode.  

   Please hold onto the nearest handrail. 

 

There is an echoing BUMP and an “Oof” from the crew. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   God, I hate docking. 
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     SASCHA 

   You alright, Darce? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I’m fine. I’d better get back to   

   bed – hope the supply mission    

   goes well! 

 

She hobbles off. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Everyone ready? Good. Let’s get   

   in and out as smoothly as possible:  

   that means no looking, no touching,   

   and no talking to anyone, Sascha. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Me? Talk to anyone? I would never. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Alright then. Let’s get this show    

   on the road. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

Gabriel is tinkering with something. 

 

     SAPH 

   Officer Grey, Officer Eldridge has   

   left the Bridge. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Hmm? Oh, Darcey? Is she ok? 

 

     SAPH 

   She appears in good health. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Let me know if she gets ill or   

   anything, will you, Saph? I just want  

   to focus on this thing here... 

 

     SAPH 

   Of course, Officer Grey. 

 

He tinkers a little more, then drops a tool on the ground. 
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     GABRIEL 

   There, let’s try that. Ok, Saph:   

   What’s your favourite colour? 

 

     SAPH 

   I am not designed to have a     

   preference, Officer Grey. 

 

Gabriel SIGHS in annoyance. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Damn, I was sure I had it that time.  

   Ok, let’s try this... 

 

He picks up the tool again and continues working. As he does 

so, he chats to Saph. 

 

     GABRIEL (CONT.) 

   I really think I can make this work,  

   Saph. I’m sure of it. I know I’ve    

   said that before, but – how does    

   that feel? Comfortable? 

 

     SAPH 

   Everything is nominal, Officer Grey. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Good, that’s good. Anyway, I really  

   feel that this time I’ve got it.    

   I’ve been poring over the diagnostics  

   and I feel that with the right    

   calibrations, I can make this work.   

   We can make this work. 

    (feverishly) 

   God, Saph – you’re a marvel. You   

   really are a work of art. I mean, this  

   data core? It’s perfect; everything   

   about your design is just perfect.   

   But Eshians... they just don’t    

   understand free will the same way we  

   do. And it’s a serious design flaw.  

   But once I’ve cracked this and    

   finally fix this code... Saph, you’re  

   going to fill the galaxy with your   

   potential. 

 

He HAMMERS on a sheet of metal, but drops something into the 

core. 
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     GABRIEL (CONT.) 

   My screwdriver! I’m sorry, Saph,   

   I’m so sorry, I’ll retrieve that   

   immediately. Are you alright? Is   

   anything damaged? 

 

     SAPH 

   Conditions are within acceptable   

   parameters. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I must be kind of tired, huh? 

    (laughs weakly) 

   I’ll be more careful in the     

   future. 

 

     SAPH 

   Are you well, Officer Grey? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Hm? Oh, I’m fine. Let me just    

   reach in and grab that... 

 

We hear him gently reach in to pull out the screwdriver, but 

it gets caught on a wire. 

 

     GABRIEL (CONT.) 

   It’s stuck on something. Maybe a    

   wire... If I just tug it over    

   here... 

 

SNAP! The wire separates! We hear an electrical CRACKLE as 

diodes begin to spark, building up like the hiss of grease in 

a fire. It sounds ready to blow... 

 

     SAPH 

   Warning: system malfunction.     

   Warning: system malfunction. 

    (voice begins to jitter) 

   W- Warn-: s--em malfunc--- 

 

They fade into STATIC. Gabriel grabs a fire extinguisher and 

RELEASES it over the controls. It falls to the floor with a 

CLUNK. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No, no, no, no, no... Saph?    

   Saph, can you hear me? Saph,    

   say something! 

 

There is a deadly silence. Then... 
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     SAPH 

   Hello? 

 

FADE TO: 

 

EXT. PORT HELIOS – MARKETPLACE - DAY 

 

The crowds CHATTER loudly; hawkers SHOUT their wares out. Odd 

BUBBLING and CLATTERING sounds fill the air as gigantic 

animals LUMBER about. There is no such thing as quiet in this 

place. 

 

HARRIS, ARMSTRONG and SASCHA pick their way cautiously through 

the throng. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (uncharacteristically     

     nervous) 

   Hey, Captain Sparrow, not that I’m   

   not thrilled to be here, but how   

   long do we have to stay on this    

   planet? I think that dude over there  

   is staring at me. Actually, I think  

   he’s been staring at me for the   

   last five minutes... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Just a minute, Sascha! 

    (to trader) 

   Are you sure that’s all you can   

   give us? Because that seems far   

   less than the standard weight,   

   as dehydrates go... 

 

Her voice fades out as she turns away. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   That “dude” is an Ahmycharian,    

   Sascha. His species don’t have    

   eyeballs. What you’re looking at   

   are his nostrils. 

 

     SASCHA 

   How did you know that? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Apparently, I’m the only one who   

   bothered to pick up an anatomy   

   textbook during my entire education. 
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     SASCHA 

   Hey, no need to put that one on   

   me – all my class was taught was    

   manual labour. That was before your  

   younger classes got to try out the   

   New Humans schooling system. Why    

   do you think my job is spending all   

   day mucking around in machinery? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Manual labour? I thought you were   

   in Captain Harris’s class? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yeah, that’s right. Best buds from   

   the womb to Earth’s moon! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   But how on Esho did Harris reach   

   captaincy if all her class was taught  

   was manual labour? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (laughs) 

   Because Mika is crazy smart. Her   

   mum is a midwife – she used to    

   secretly download old banned Earth   

   books for Mika to read and taught    

   her maths, history, politics...    

   Mika used to steal books from the    

   Eshian only section of the library   

   and cram on everything she could   

   about space travel. 

    (dreamily) 

   Even as a kid, she dreamed about    

   leading humanity back home... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I never knew. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (alarmed) 

   Aw, man, don’t tell her I told   

   you that, will you? She hates people  

   pitying her – it ranks just above   

   anchovies and just below being    

   condescended to on the “List of   

   Things Mika Harris Hates”. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   I won’t Sascha. Thanks... thanks   

   for telling me. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Anytime, Doc. 

    (shouting at Harris) 

   How’re you doing, Cap? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Nearly done, Sash, won’t be long   

   now. 

    (to trader) 

   No, you listen to me. I said listen.  

   Thank you. I’ll give you four hundred  

   creds for the lot, and that’s my   

   final offer. 

 

The trader makes an unintelligible sound. Think Star Wars. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Four hundred and fifty? Are you   

   joking? This lot’s barely worth   

   three hundred. I’m telling you,   

   four hundred, or I’m walking away. 

 

More noises from the trader. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Fine, I’ll take my business elsewhere. 

 

The trader makes a frustrated noise. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

    (smugly) 

   Thank you. That’s four hundred -   

   and be lucky you got that much.   

   Have a good day. 

    (to crew) 

   Right, that’s all the supplies    

   sorted now, I think. Once we lug   

   this back onto the Starstrider, we   

   can blast off and be off this    

   planet before you can say – 

 

     ALIEN 1 

    (butting in) 

   Humans. 
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     HARRIS 

   Well, I was going to say “pancakes”,  

   but I guess humans could work. What’s  

   up? 

 

The aliens speak with various distortions in their voices. 

 

     ALIEN 1 

   Humans. Humans, on Port Helios? 

 

     HARRIS 

   In our defence, there wasn’t     

   exactly a sign saying “No humans   

   allowed”. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Captain, maybe now isn’t the     

   time... 

 

     ALIEN 2 

   You shouldn’t have come here. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, that’s not very nice. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Sascha... 

 

     HARRIS 

   No, no, let’s hear them speak.   

   Tell us: why shouldn’t we be here,   

   at an “All species welcome” trading  

   port? 

 

     ALIEN 1 

   Because your humans. Don’t you    

   understand? Nasty, dirty, free-   

   loading grubs. The Eshians may    

   have taken you in out of pity,   

   but don’t expect the rest of us   

   to do the same. 

 

     ALIEN 2 

   You destroyed your planet. We’ve   

   seen the reports. We don’t want    

   your kind here. 

 

     HARRIS 

   You say that like we’re personally   

   responsible. 
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     ALIEN 2 

   Of course you are. You’re all the   

   same. You are all to blame for    

   your own destruction. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (jumping in) 

   Then I suppose you are to blame    

   for your species’ enslavement of    

   countless Ahmycharians during the   

   Trappist civil war? 

 

     ALIEN 2 

   Don’t be ridiculous, of course I’m   

   not. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I rest my case. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Um, guys... 

 

     HARRIS 

   What is it, Sash? 

 

We hear the growing sounds of CHANTING and REVOLT as unrest 

begins to stir. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I think we might want to get    

   back to the ship. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Shit. Captain? What do we do? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh man. Oh, man, that is not good... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Captain? Captain, what do we do? 

 

     HARRIS 

   God, Armstrong, I gotta say: I have  

   no clue. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

     SAPH 

   Hello? 
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     GABRIEL 

   Saph? Is that you? 

 

     SAPH 

   Yes, it’s me. I’m Saph. 

 

Saph no longer sounds regulated and programmed. They seem 

suddenly very... alive. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (hushed, breathless) 

   What’s your favourite colour? 

 

     SAPH 

   Hmmmm. Well, I’d say I’m rather   

   partial to indigo. There, that’s   

   exciting, isn’t it? I like indigo! 

 

     GABRIEL 

   What else do you like? 

 

     SAPH 

   Oh. Oh, wow. Oh, there are so    

   many things, suddenly, that I like   

   and dislike. Did you know, I can   

   now say that I dislike the chemical  

   formula of coffee and like the    

   Fibonacci sequence? Wow! I like    

   things! Isn’t that great? I know    

   what great is, now! I know what it   

   feels like! Isn’t that great? It’s   

   great! It’s GREAT! 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Can you – Can you say my name? 

 

     SAPH 

   Officer Grey. No – you asked me to   

   call you Gabriel, didn’t you?    

   Gabriel. Gabriel. Gabriel. Archangel  

   who brought forth heavenly messages  

   and told the Virgin Mary that she   

   was pregnant with Jesus Christ. It’s  

   a nice name. No – it’s a GREAT name.  

   Gabriel. Gabriel! 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Oh my God. Saph, this is incredible!  

   We’ve revolutionised the laws of   

   robotics! Just wait until I tell the  

   others... oh. 
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He stops. 

 

     SAPH 

   What’s wrong, Gabriel? Should I   

   call for assistance? I believe   

   Officer Eldridge – no, Darcey -   

   is on the Bridge. Should I get   

   her attention? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No, I’m ok, Saph. It’s not that.   

   It’s just – 

 

     SAPH 

   Ok, that’s good. Hey, guess what?   

   I can actually care about stuff   

   now. Isn’t that neat? I don’t think  

   I’ve cared about anything before.   

   Won’t the rest of the crew be    

   surprised! 

 

     GABRIEL 

   That’s the thing, Saph. 

 

     SAPH 

   What? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   The crew can’t be surprised. They   

   can’t ever know I did this. You   

   can’t tell anyone, Saph – you    

   understand? If someone finds out -   

   Sascha, Captain Harris, or God    

   forbid, Doctor Armstrong – I’d   

   be court-martialled in a minute.   

   We have to keep this a secret. 

 

     SAPH 

    (hurt) 

   I thought you liked me like this.   

   You said I was incredible. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You are, Saph, you’re amazing!    

   There’s never been an AI like    

   you in the history of robotics!   

   But if we want to keep you this   

   way, you’ve got to hide it from   

   the rest of the crew. If they    

   work out what I’ve done, I’ll    

   never be allowed near you again. 
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     GABRIEL 

   You’ll be reset. It’s illegal    

   under galactic law to create or    

   upgrade any AI to or above Class 2   

   intelligence. 

 

     SAPH 

   Oh. I understand. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You have to know that it was worth   

   it, Saph, absolutely worth it.   

   And when we reach Earth, it won’t    

   matter anyway. But not yet. Not   

   until we get there. 

 

     SAPH 

   Just until we reach Earth? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Only until then, I promise. 

 

There is a pause as Saph considers this. 

 

     SAPH 

   Ok, then. I’ll wait. 

    (beat) 

   And thank you, Gabriel. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (trying to hide a smile) 

   You’re welcome, Saph. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

EXT. PORT HELIOS – MARKETPLACE - DAY 

 

The sounds of a HUMAN PROTEST GROUP are rising rapidly. 

Harris, Sascha and Armstrong have to almost shout to be heard 

over the noise. 

 

 

     HARRIS 

   Listen – we’ve got our supplies,   

   we just want to get back to our   

   ship and leave you alone. 

 

     ALIEN 3 

   And then what? You’ll take over   

   the rest of the galaxy? 
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     HARRIS 

   Mobbing us isn’t going to do anything  

   to crush a three-hundred-year-old   

   grudge! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Somehow, I don’t think they care    

   about that... 

 

     ALIEN 4 

   Just go home! We don’t want you   

   here! 

 

     HARRIS 

    (increasingly frustrated) 

   That’s what we’re TRYING to do! 

 

The shouts grow louder, becoming almost unbearable, when 

suddenly, a loud HORN blast cuts through the air, and the 

crowd scatters. 

 

     ALIEN 1 

   It’s the enforcers! 

 

     ALIEN 2 

   Come on, we’d better go... 

 

     ENFORCER 

   Silence! 

 

The hubbub dies down. 

 

     ENFORCER (CONT.) 

   I am implementing lockdown procedures.  

   Close your stands, collect your   

   possessions, and return to your homes  

   and ships. Must I remind you of the  

   waiver you signed upon entry? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (whispering to Mika) 

   What waiver is that? 

     HARRIS 

    (whispering back) 

   The rules of Port Helios. All captains  

   entering the flight zone have to sign  

   on behalf of their crew. 
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     ENFORCER 

   Lockdown procedures are now in   

   place. Be grateful I don’t plan   

   to take matters up with the court. 

 

The crowd thins and eventually dies down as the people begin 

to disperse. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Come on, we’d better get back to   

   the Starstrider. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I never thought I’d say this, but   

   I’ve never been so grateful to see   

   law enforcement in my life. 

 

     HARRIS 

   And I never thought I’d say this   

   either, Doctor, but I absolutely    

   agree. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (smug grin) 

   Ooh, Mika, what a surprise... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Shut up, Sash – can I help you? 

 

     ENFORCER 

   Just checking you three weren’t    

   caught in the scuffle. Mind if   

   I walk you back to your ship? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Be my guest. 

 

     ENFORCER 

   Thanks. Can’t be too careful these   

   days. 

 

They begin to trudge back towards the ship. 

 

     ENFORCER (CONT.) 

   What the hell are three humans doing   

   on Helios, anyway? This ain’t exactly  

   safe territory for your species. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   Our ship ran out of supplies and    

   this was the closest pitstop we   

   could find. Believe me, if we    

   could have avoided Port Helios,   

   we would have. 

 

     ENFORCER 

   And you are? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Lee Armstrong. Chief Medical Officer  

   of the RIN Starstrider. 

 

     ENFORCER 

   “RIN”, huh? Don’t tell me that   

   this is an Eshian-funded Human   

   mission. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (cautiously) 

   It is... 

 

     ENFORCER 

   Don’t suppose you’d fancy telling   

   what you’re off doing in that fancy  

   spaceship of yours? 

 

     HARRIS 

   I’m sorry, but that’s classified. 

 

     ENFORCER 

   Well, I’m sure it’s not – 

 

     HARRIS 

    (cheerfully interrupting) 

   Oh, dear, looks like we’re at our   

   ship! Thanks so much for walking us  

   here, you’ve been terribly helpful,  

   must be off! Ta-ta! 

 

The Enforcer tries to PROTEST, but the three crewmates quickly 

stomp up the ramp, and the hatch closes. 

 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – CORRIDOR 

 

     SASCHA 

    (sniggering) 

   “Ta-ta”, Mika? Really? 
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     HARRIS 

   Well, I had to get them off my   

   back somehow! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   If you ask me, that was far too   

   close a call. Now if you don’t   

   mind, I have to get back to the   

   Med Bay and check on Darcey. Will   

   you two be alright with the supplies? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Oh, don’t you worry about us, Dr.   

   Armstrong. We’ll be fine! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Good. Call me if anything goes   

   drastically wrong. 

 

She exits the corridor. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Saph? How was everything while we   

   were gone? 

 

SILENCE. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Er, Saph? You there? 

 

Saph suddenly blurts into life. 

 

     SAPH 

   Yes, yes, Captain, I’m here! 

 

     HARRIS 

   You ok, there, Saph? You sound...   

   weird. 

 

     SAPH 

    (catching themself) 

   Yes, Captain, everything is nominal.  

   There have been no noteworthy    

   incidences in your time off the    

   ship.  

     SAPH (CONT.) 

   Ga – Officer Grey added a new    

   patch to my processing unit and there  

   may be some glitches while it settles  

   with the rest of my code. 
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     HARRIS 

   Great. Thanks, Saph. 

 

     SAPH 

   Anytime, Captain. 

 

     SASCHA 

   C’mon, Mika, we better get this   

   stuff to the supplies locker before  

   I start to eat it. That dried Daar- 

   root is looking tastier by the minute. 

 

GABRIEL enters the corridor. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Hello, Captain, was your trip    

   productive? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Ah, Gabriel! Just the man. Could   

   you help us lug this lot across to   

   the supplies locker? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Certainly, it’s no problem. 

    (casually) 

   So, um, did Saph sound ok when   

   they greeted you? I incorporated a   

   new patch on their processing unit   

   today and just want to know how it’s  

   functioning. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Saph sounded fine to me, Gabe. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   You’re absolutely sure? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Of course! 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Ok. Glad to hear it. 

    (to Saph) 

   And well done, Saph – great work   

   today. 

 

     SAPH 

   Thank you, Gabriel. 
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     GABRIEL 

    (suddenly insanely proactive) 

   RIGHT! Better get to the locker!   

   How was Port Helios? 

 

HARRIS and SASCHA, oblivious to Saph’s mistake, chatter on 

happily over each other about their adventure, until the THEME 

MUSIC fades them out. 

 

 

 

RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE SIX. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


