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EPISODE SEVEN 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – CAPTAIN’S QUARTERS 

 

CLICK! A button is pressed. Through tinny speakers, we hear 

HALLIE HARRIS’S message being played. 

 

     HALLIE 

   Something is going on, and I am   

   certain it has something to do   

   with Mission Swallow. Mika, be    

   careful. Don’t trust anyone on   

   your ship. Not even your closest   

   friend. I’m afraid that any one    

   of them could be a spy. 

 

CLICK! The recording rewinds. 

 

     HALLIE 

   Don’t trust anyone on your ship.    

   Not even your closest friend. 

 

CLICK! Rewind... 

 

     HALLIE 

   Not even your closest friend. 

 

CLUNK. The recording stops. 

 

CAPTAIN HARRIS begins her audio log. She sounds different: her 

voice is rough and tired, and twitchy enough to snap. 

 

     HARRIS 

   This is the mission log of Captain   

   Mika Harris, aboard the RIN     

   Starstrider. It is day 100 of    

   Mission Swallow. 

 

   External reports are nominal; we    

   are on course as planned. All life-  

   support systems are functional. 

 

She pauses. Taps her fingers on the desk. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Saph, mute microphones within this   

   room, please. 
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     SAPH 

    (sounding reluctant) 

   But Captain... 

 

     HARRIS 

   That’s an order, Saph. Do it. 

 

BEEP! 

 

     SAPH 

    (electronic) 

   Microphones muted within Captain’s   

   Quarters. Please make the appropriate  

   gesture when you are ready to return  

   power. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Hello? Saph? 

 

There is no response. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Ok, I think I’m good. 

 

   So you wanna know the truth?  

   Something’s wrong. I mean, really,   

   really wrong. I went down to the    

   supply locker today to take a    

   stores check, and more than half    

   of the fresh produce we picked up    

   on Helios are gone. I can’t find    

   any record of them being used, no    

   one signed them out or anything...   

   they’re just gone. Just like that.   

   Into thin air. 

 

   The fuel’s low, too. We had enough   

   fuel in the tank to last for six    

   round trips to Earth, but after the   

   storage locker discovery today, I   

   went down to engineering to check the  

   fuel levels and – you guessed it -   

   nearly six-hundred litres of fuel   

   has gone missing. Where, I don’t    

   know. Where the hell would you hide  

   six-hundred litres of hyperspace   

   fuel on a ship as small as the    

   Starstrider? 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I’m telling you, something fishy’s   

   going on. To top it all off, Saph’s  

   been glitching all over the place,   

   Gabriel’s acting cagey, Sascha’s in  

   a mood, even Darcey is acting quiet,  

   and honestly, the only person who    

   isn’t acting weird at the moment is  

   Armstrong - who I actually caught   

   smiling the other day – which, in my  

   opinion, is weird enough in itself. 

 

BEAT. Harris SIGHS. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I keep replaying the message mum    

   sent to me, the one hidden in the    

   attachment of “Invictus”. 

 

CLICK! The recording plays again... 

 

     HALLIE 

   Don’t trust anyone on your ship.    

   Not even your closest friend. 

 

CLUNK. The recording stops. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Every single one of them has been   

   acting weird lately. Like – take   

   Gabriel. He’s constantly down in the  

   AI core, messing with data circuits -  

   when I ask him what he’s doing down  

   there, he mumbles something about   

   Saph’s memory banks needing rerouting  

   and disappears again. 

 

   And Saph – Saph is driving me up the   

   wall. They won’t comply with any    

   request I make unless I give them an  

   explicit command, I keep catching    

   them calling crewmembers by their    

   first names, and the other day I think  

   I caught them laughing at a joke   

   Armstrong made. 

 

   That’s right. Armstrong (AKA Dr.    

   Faustus), bane of the Eshian healthcare  

   service’s annual Bedside-Manner Awards,  

   actually told a joke.  
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   What’s she got to be so happy about?   

   Is she planning something? 

 

   Darcey’s acting quiet, although she  

   is still limping around on those   

   giant crutches, so I guess I can    

   forgive her for that. Armstrong’s    

   keeping her off work... although   

   whether it’s because Darcey’s still   

   not well enough or because Armstrong  

   wants her out of the way, I don’t   

   know. 

 

   Even Sascha – I mean, I’ve known   

   Sascha my whole life. We were    

   practically exchanging fist bumps in   

   the womb. But lately... something’s  

   off. He refused to tell me what he got  

   in his mail, which he never does. I  

   usually have to put with hearing about  

   exactly what all fourteen of his    

   cousins are doing for hours until I  

   can make an excuse and get away.    

   He’s not talking to me, either:    

   recently, he’s been spending all his  

   time with Darcey. And I’m not gonna  

   lie, seeing your best bud hanging    

   around with someone else... kind of   

   stings. 

 

   Mum thinks there’s a spy on board.   

   It could be any one of them. It could  

   be all of them. Maybe they’re all   

   working together, maybe they all   

   have their own agendas... What if I’m  

   the only person on this ship here for   

   the actual mission? God – what if my  

   own best friend has been spying on   

   me this whole time? 

 

PAUSE. The console quietly BEEPS and HUMS. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Ugh. I need to take a shower. 

 

She waves at Saph’s camera. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   You can unmute the mics now, Saph. 
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     SAPH 

   Mics unmuted. May I ask – 

 

     HARRIS 

   No. 

 

     SAPH 

   Of course, Captain. Sorry I    

   ever asked. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

Armstrong is TYPING. Machines BEEP in the background as she 

works. She hums quietly to herself (NOTE: It’s the SpongeBob 

SquarePants theme). 

 

A door CREAKS open, and Darcey enters, tapping on her 

crutches. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Knock, Knock. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Darcey! Sorry, I didn’t here you   

   come in – I’m filling in all these   

   onboard patient forms. Come on   

   in, take a seat. 

 

Darcey limps forward and takes a seat. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Thanks. You seem in a good mood -   

   what brought that on? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh, well... 

 

     DARCEY 

    (teasing) 

   Well? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, I suppose it’s just that the   

   mission seems to finally be fitting  

   into place. We’ve got our supplies,  

   we’re headed towards Earth... what   

   isn’t there to be happy about? 
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She goes back to typing up her documents. Darcey waits for a 

bit before speaking again. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You know, typing up the onboard   

   patient forms is supposed to be   

   my job. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Nonsense, you’re still recovering. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t type with my legs. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You shouldn’t overexert yourself.   

   You’ve still got a lot of healing   

   to go; if you get an infection – 

 

     DARCEY 

   Dr. Armstrong. Lee. All I’ll be    

   doing is sitting here and typing   

   up forms. Isn’t sitting down what   

   you wanted me to do? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, yes, but – 

 

     DARCEY 

   Seriously, I’ll be fine. Why don’t   

   you let me finish those and you can  

   take a break? 

 

Armstrong hesitates, before sliding the keyboard over. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Alright, there you go. Now you sit   

   there, and if I think for a second   

   that you’ve moved even a foot away   

   from that chair, you’re getting bed  

   rest for another week. 

 

Darcey laughs. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Ok, mother. Not an inch. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Good. Now, can I get you anything? 
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     DARCEY 

   Actually, I could really use some   

   food. I haven’t eaten anything since  

   breakfast. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Right, I’ll head down to stores.   

   And remember – 

 

     DARCEY 

   Don’t move. I got it. 

 

Armstrong turns and leave the room. 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

Gabriel is fiddling about with some wires in a service hatch. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Alright, Saph, I just need to    

   change this node here and I think   

   the glitches will stop. Sound ok? 

 

     SAPH 

   Sounds ok. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Good. Tell me if anything feels   

   wrong. 

 

He goes back to tinkering with the electronics. After a 

pause... 

 

     SAPH 

   Gabriel? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Hm? 

 

     SAPH 

   I think Captain Harris is suspicious. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   What? Why do you say that? 
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     SAPH 

   She muted all the mics in her quarters  

   while she recorded her log today. I  

   ran what footage I could through my  

   lip-reading software, and picked up  

   some key phrases – specifically, that  

   you have been acting “cagey”. And   

   earlier, she asked me for all my    

   recent footage for the supplies    

   locker. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I haven’t been acting cagey. 

    (pause) 

   Have I? 

 

     SAPH 

   I am not human, but from my databanks  

   on human behaviour I can conclude   

   that you do not usually follow   

   typical human behavioural patterns. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Well, you aren’t a typical AI, either. 

 

     SAPH 

   Which you told me to keep a secret. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Only until we get to Earth, Saph,   

   I promise. 

 

     SAPH 

   Earth seems an awfully long way away. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Only 265 days to go. Maybe you could  

   make a countdown. 

 

     SAPH 

   Maybe... 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Saph, I – ouch! 

 

A sharp electronic ZAP hits him, and he drops his tools with a 

CLATTER. 

 

     SAPH 

   Are you ok, Gabriel? 
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     GABRIEL 

   Yes, I’m ok, Saph. I’d better get   

   to the Med Bay to get this fixed. 

 

     SAPH 

   And then you’ll fix the node? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Yes, then I’ll fix it. I’ll be   

   right back, Saph. 

 

He walks to the door, then pauses. 

 

     GABRIEL (CONT.) 

   I wonder if Dr. Armstrong would   

   let me borrow her needle-nose    

   pliers? 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – STORAGE LOCKER 

 

We hear a CLICK! as a recorder starts. Harris is speaking into 

it in a low whisper, like she’s trying to avoid getting 

caught. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Testing, testing... Ok, it’s     

   working. That shower gave me time   

   to think, and I came up with a    

   plan. I’m currently wedged in one   

   of the top shelves of the storage   

   locker, hidden behind a pack of    

   dehydrated Eshian Bloodroot, which   

   actually tastes a lot better than   

   it sounds. Hopefully, I can catch   

   whoever is stealing our supplies   

   in the act. 

 

   I’ve got a pretty good view of the   

   whole room, hidden up here. My feet  

   are propped up on a box of pressurised  

   cans, and my head is resting on a   

   bag of protein powder, which makes   

   a surprisingly good pillow. 

 

   I’m rambling. I know. I’m trying to  

   keep my mind off the fact that any   

   minute now, I could catch whoever   

   might be stealing our supplies. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   What if it’s someone I like? What   

   if it’s someone I don’t like?  

 

   I know captains are supposed to    

   be impartial and aren’t supposed    

   to have favourites, but I’d be    

   lying if I said that I liked Gabriel   

   just as much as Sascha. 

 

   God. Sascha. What am I supposed to   

   do if it’s Sascha? Am I really   

   supposed to look my best friend in   

   the eye and accuse him of being a   

   traitor? Jesus. Maybe this whole   

   thing was a bad idea. Maybe I’d just  

   be better off not knowing. As Thomas  

   Gray said, ignorance is bliss – 

 

The door CREAKS open, and Harris’s voice drops to a hiss. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Shit – someone’s here. 

 

We hear FOOTSTEPS as the suspect walks around, the RUSTLE of 

food packets, boxes being SHIFTED around on shelves. 

 

BANG! Harris jumps down from the shelf! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Holy fuck! 

 

     HARRIS 

   Armstrong! You’re the thief? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m the what? Mother of Earth,    

   Harris, you nearly gave me a fucking  

   coronary, jumping down like that – 

 

     HARRIS 

   It’s you – you’re the one who’s   

   been stealing all our supplies! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Don’t be ridiculous, captain, I   

   literally just came in here to – 
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     HARRIS 

   Steal our food, that’s what! Don’t   

   try to deny it, Armstrong, I’ve   

   caught you in the act. Damn it -   

   I knew there was a reason you had   

   for being so cheerful... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Captain Harris, I think you might   

   be unwell. Perhaps if you came with  

   me back to the Med Bay and we could  

   check you over... 

 

     HARRIS 

    (a few sandwiches short    

     of a full picnic) 

   What, so you can kill me, is that   

   it? Goddamn it, I can finally see   

   it! It’s been going on under my   

   nose the entire time! You’re the   

   spy! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (snorts) 

   Spy? Seriously? Whatever you’ve    

   taken, Harris, let me know – it    

   sounds like the good stuff. 

 

     HARRIS 

   You want to take over the ship.   

   You’re a traitor to the mission. I   

   knew there was a reason I didn’t   

   like you – and now we all know why,  

   don’t we! 

 

Armstrong tries to keep her temper, fails, but gets a gold 

star for effort. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (through gritted teeth) 

   Captain, I have a perfectly reasonable  

   explanation for this. If you would   

   just listen – 

 

     HARRIS 

   Psychopath! 

 

BEAT. (oh dear). 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   You know, Harris, I’ve really tried  

   to fit in with the crew after the   

   incident at the start of the mission.  

   I really thought, after we saved   

   Darcey’s life, that we’d finally be  

   able to put our differences aside and  

   be at the very least amicable, if   

   not friends. But this is the last.   

   Fucking. STRAW. 

    (deep breath in, here) 

   I am a qualified, competent member   

   of crew personnel, and I will    

   abso-fucking-lutely be treated as such!  

   The very fact that you would insult me  

   with this traitor bullshit is beyond  

   forgiveness. You are in way over your  

   head, and for that matter, maybe you  

   shouldn’t have been made captain at  

   all! 

 

Harris and Armstrong, breathing hard, are the audio equivalent 

of two stags butting antlers. 

 

The door CREAKS open again. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Um, sorry... is this a bad time? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh God... You’re in on it. You’re   

   all in on it. She was right, she was  

   right not to trust any of you...   

   I should – should never have – 

 

     SASCHA 

   Woah, easy, Mika. Shhh. Let’s get   

   you sitting down, huh? 

 

Harris SLIDES down to the floor. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (to Armstrong) 

   What happened? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I came in here to grab some food   

   for Darcey and she jumped down from  

   the shelf and just flipped. Started  

   calling me a traitor and a thief and  

   I – well, I lost my temper. Badly. 
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     SASCHA 

   Wait, a thief? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (dully) 

   The supplies are going missing    

   again. Quicker than last time.    

   I came in here to try and catch   

   whoever was stealing them. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   And you thought that was me? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Why didn’t you check Saph’s     

   recent footage? 

 

     HARRIS 

   I tried. They said it had been    

   wiped clean. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Stupid goddamn robot. You’re    

   wasting your time. 

 

     SASCHA 

   But wait – how could anyone delete   

   it? Isn’t, like, super encrypted   

   with multiple layers of security   

   and stuff? Who would be able to get  

   through all of that and manage to – 

 

He trails off as the thought hits him. 

 

     SASCHA + HARRIS 

   Gabriel. 

 

Harris whirls around and starts heading for the door. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Harris, where are you – 

 

     HARRIS 

   I’m going to find our AI Specialist! 

 

FADE TO: 
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INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

Darcey is TYPING; machines WHIRR around her. The door softly 

OPENS. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Darcey? Sorry to bother you – is   

   Dr. Armstrong here? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Gabriel, hi! Sorry, Dr. Armstrong’s  

   not here at the moment. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I can come back later... 

 

     DARCEY 

   Is there anything I could do     

   instead? 

 

Gabriel comes a little closer. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I burnt my hand on a piece of    

   exposed wiring. I was wondering if   

   perhaps you’d – 

 

     DARCEY 

   Of course! I am the medical assistant,  

   after all. Come over here, we can use  

   the automatic disinfector. 

 

She leads him (hobblingly) over to the disinfector. She 

switches it on, and it begins to HUM loudly. 

 

     DARCEY (CONT.) 

   So how did you hurt your hand? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I was... fixing the wiring in the    

   AI core. My fingers must have slipped   

   – I don’t have any tools small enough   

   for the job. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You know, Sascha’s the general   

   engineer for the ship if you’ve got  

   anything that needs fixing. He’s   

   great at repairs. 
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     GABRIEL 

   But isn’t he the one who, uh... 

 

     DARCEY 

   Nearly exploded my leg, you mean?   

   No, I don’t blame him for that one.  

   It wasn’t his fault, anyway, and    

   besides, that’s the only mistake   

   I’ve ever seen on his watch. Sascha’s  

   a good person. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Oh. Sorry. 

 

     DARCEY 

   It’s fine, Gabriel. Now hold still,  

   I need to spread the gel on the burn. 

 

Gabriel HISSES in pain as she applies it. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I can’t ask Sascha to fix this,   

   anyway. This is a... specialist   

   job. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Well, you are our resident specialist! 

    (she finishes her work) 

   There, all done. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Thank you, Darcey. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You know, we have a set of needle-   

   nose pliers in one of these drawers;  

   I’m sure Lee wouldn’t notice if you  

   borrowed them... 

 

Gabriel is about to reply when the door BANGs open and Harris 

bursts into the room. 

 

     DARCEY (CONT.) 

   Captain Harris?? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Where the HELL is Gabriel? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Captain? I don’t understand, what   

   is going – 
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     HARRIS 

   The footage from the storage    

   locker. You deleted it, didn’t   

   you? You’re the only one with the   

   skills and knowledge to do it. You   

   stole the supplies, then hacked   

   into your own system and covered   

   your tracks. I’m right, aren’t I?   

   You’re the spy. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Spy? There’s a spy on board the   

   Starstrider? 

 

FOOTSTEPS as Sascha and Armstrong catch up. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Mika, I really think you need    

   to lie down, take a break,    

   maybe... I think you’ve been     

   overworking yourself... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha, I’m fine. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (drily) 

   Judging by the way you screamed   

   “traitor” at me earlier, I’d be   

   inclined to disagree. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Would someone please explain what’s  

   going on?  

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Certainly. Darcey, our captain has   

   officially been diagnosed as insane.  

   We’re all doomed. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh, for God’s sake – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Harris, I want you to look me in   

   the eye and tell me that you are   

   one-hundred percent in your right   

   mind. 
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     HARRIS 

   I – 

    (pauses, reassesses) 

   I am one-hundred percent mostly   

   in my right mind! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I rest my case. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Let’s maybe take a step or ten   

   back and think for a moment, before  

   we all start saying things that we   

   regret, again... 

 

     HARRIS 

   There is a spy aboard this ship,   

   and I swear that I won’t rest until  

   I find out who the hell it is! 

 

Chaos descends. Everyone begins to argue over each other. 

Eventually – 

 

     DARCEY 

   SHUT UP! 

 

Everyone shuts up. 

 

     DARCEY (CONT.) 

   Thank you. Now that you’re all   

   listening, I think we’d better sort  

   this all out. 

 

   First things first. Gabriel, did you  

   delete the footage from Saph’s    

   memory banks? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   No! I mean, in theory I could do it,  

   but I wouldn’t, I swear. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Bullshi- 

 

     DARCEY 

   Captain, please. Why do you think   

   that there could be a spy aboard the  

   Starstrider? 
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     HARRIS 

   Because of my – 

    (pause) 

   Because the supplies are going   

   missing. Faster than they should   

   be. 

 

     DARCEY 

   So it’s possible that there is   

   no spy? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (grudgingly) 

   It’s possible, I suppose. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Captain, I don’t want to sound   

   rude, but you sound like you    

   really need some rest. When was   

   the last time you slept? 

 

     HARRIS 

    (under her breath) 

   17...23...27... Uh, a – a while   

   ago. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Sascha, would you mind helping   

   Captain Harris to her quarters?   

   I think she’ll be right as rain   

   after some sleep. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Good call, Darce. Come on, Mee,   

   let’s get you away from anyone   

   else you can accuse of being a   

   traitor... 

 

His voice fades out as he and Harris leave the room. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Darcey Eldridge, I think somebody   

   should ask the question: why the    

   hell didn’t you become a politician? 

 

     DARCEY 

    (laughs) 

   Oh, I don’t really like messing   

   around with politics. I prefer    

   just helping people. 

 



20. 
 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, whatever you did there, it   

   was incredible. I don’t know why   

   you’ve never done it before. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I guess I’ve just had a lot of    

   practice. My sister and I – 

 

She freezes. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Sister? I didn’t know you had a   

   sister. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Uh, yes. We don’t talk much. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Argument? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Something like that. 

 

Darcey clearly isn’t telling the whole truth, but Armstrong 

doesn’t know what else to say. Eventually, Gabriel pipes up. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’m, um, I’d better go. Thanks   

   for helping, Darcey... I’ll see   

   you later. 

 

He beats a hasty retreat. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (sighs) 

   I’d say I need a drink, but since   

   I know you’ve got the rubbing    

   alcohol under lock and key, I think  

   I’ll content myself with hunching   

   over pensively with a cup of water.  

   Care to join me? 

 

     DARCEY 

   With pleasure. 

 

Armstrong takes a seat. 

 

     DARCEY 

   She’s a good person, you know.   

   Captain Harris, I mean. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   Hmph. 

 

     DARCEY 

   She is. She’s just tired and     

   paranoid and terrified that she’ll   

   somehow mess up the mission. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Whatever you say, Darce. I’m    

   just not in the mood right now. 

 

     DARCEY 

   But if not now, when will you ever   

   be? 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – CAPTAIN’S QUARTERS 

 

STATIC. The noise tunes itself like a radio. Then: 

 

     HARRIS 

    (in a whisper) 

   I’ve slept for about fourteen    

   hours straight, and I’m beginning   

   to feel a little more human, ha-ha. 

   Mental breakdown is no longer    

   imminent. I’m currently hiding    

   inside my sleeping bag so that Saph   

   doesn’t hear this. I’m sweltering    

   under here, but it’s a small price   

   to pay for some privacy. 

 

   I guess Armstrong had a point,   

   much as it pains me to say it. I   

   was acting like a lunatic. There’s   

   nothing particularly subtle about   

   screaming “You’re a spy!” at    

   someone when you’re trying to out   

   them as a traitor. 

 

   I’m not going to stop my search,   

   though. When he was helping me   

   back to my quarters earlier, Sascha  

   told me that angry accusations   

   were a one-way ticket through an    

   airlock, and I suppose he was    

   right about that. I’m just going   

   to have to be sneakier. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I bet any one of them could be the   

   culprit, and you can be damned   

   sure that I’m going to find them   

   and – 

 

   Airlock. One-way ticket through an   

   airlock. 

 

   Oh my god. Whoever took the fuel and  

   the food – they’re not stashing them,  

   they threw them out an airlock! This  

   is it! This is how I catch them! 

 

   Watch out, Mx. Spy, whoever you are.  

   I’m coming for you. 

 

 

 

RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE SEVEN. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


