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EPISODE TWELVE 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MESS 

 

As the dulcet tones of HARRIS and ARMSTRONG arguing fade in, 

we are filled with a charming sense of season 1 nostalgia. 

 

     HARRIS 

   ... I don’t see why we can’t    

   just skip that and play it     

   right away! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Harris, you may be the Captain   

   of the ship. But I’ll be damned   

   if I let that get in the way of   

   my duties as chief medical officer! 

 

     HARRIS 

   Surely just one day – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   - I have specific orders to carry   

   out these tests, and I will not   

   cancel them, come hell or high   

   water – 

 

     HARRIS 

   - Armstrong, I swear, you are    

   the most stubborn, irritating,   

   pain-in-the-ass person I have    

   ever had the misfortune to meet – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   - no, I am putting my foot down,   

   Harris; I am doing these tests   

   whether you like it or not - 

 

     HARRIS 

   - why is it that as soon I say   

   something’s a good idea, you    

   shut it down? You and Sascha are   

   the ones who brought this to me,   

   of course we’re going to play it – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   - this is protocol, not some petty,  

   personal vendetta... although at   

   this rate I’ll make it personal - 
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     HARRIS 

   - oh come on, Armstrong, can’t    

   you just agree with me for once   

   in your entire life – 

 

SAPH clears their throat. Harris and Armstrong shut up. 

 

     SAPH 

   As deeply amusing as this is to   

   watch, I should point out that   

   you have both been arguing for    

   the past fifteen minutes, and    

   have yet to come to a conclusion.    

   Would you prefer me to generate   

   a randomised solution to put an   

   end to this discussion? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Saph does make a valid point,    

   Captain. Surely there is a more   

   productive way of coming to an   

   agreement. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Saph, Gabriel – I’d say just    

   let ‘em loose. They need to     

   work off some steam. Think    

   of it as... group therapy. 

 

Harris SIGHS. 

 

     HARRIS 

   No, Saph and Gabriel are right.   

   We’re both adults. Surely we     

   can have a calm and rational     

   discussion. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (in an undertone) 

   I’d pay good money to see that. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   What I’m trying to say, Harris,    

   is that I cannot delay these     

   tests. My mandate specifies that   

   I perform the bi-annual check-up   

   on this date exactly – if command   

   doesn’t receive the results on   

   time, they’re going to have my   

   head.  
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     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Surely whatever the hell it is    

   that we found on Darcey’s data    

   drive can wait just one day. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (wavering) 

   Well... 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I agree with Dr. Armstrong,    

   Captain. I’m sure one more    

   day can’t hurt. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Do you actually agree, Gabriel,   

   or do you just want us to stop   

   fighting? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I think we both know the answer   

   to that question. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh, this is ridiculous! Just a   

   few hours and we could have all   

   the answers we need, and still    

   have time to complete Armstrong’s   

   lousy experiments! 

 

      ARMSTRONG 

   Harris, don’t make me put my     

   foot down... 

 

BEAT. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Ok, you know what? Fine. We’ll   

   put it to a vote. All those in   

   favour of putting off listening   

   to the data drive and completing   

   Armstrong’s check-up instead? 

 

PAUSE. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Sorry, Mika. Think the Doc’s     

   got you outnumbered. 

 

Harris GROANS. 
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     HARRIS 

   Fine, fine. You win, Armstrong.   

   Bi-annual check-up it is. Who    

   gets the honour of being     

   experimented on first? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (acerbic) 

   That would be you, Captain.    

   Please meet me in the med bay    

   in five minutes. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (under her breath) 

   Shit. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

We hear the usual BEEPS and HUMS of the med bay.  

 

We hear Armstrong moving around, putting objects down, 

pressing buttons. Keeping busy. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Ah, Captain, there you are. Good.    

   Take a seat on the examination   

   table, please. 

 

Harris does so. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   This is just a simple medical    

   check-up – you would’ve had    

   something similar pre-launch.    

   The basics: blood-pressure, heart   

   rate, skeletal soundness... it   

   shouldn’t take too long. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, let’s get it over with,    

   then. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I should have mentioned that it   

   will go a lot quicker if my patient  

   doesn’t argue with me, Captain   

   Harris. 
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     HARRIS 

    (after a moment’s      

     pause, through 

     gritted teeth) 

   Of course, Doctor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Roll up your sleeve, please. I   

   need to check your blood pressure. 

 

We hear the sound of VELCRO as she attaches the machine, the 

WHIRR as it starts up. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Look, Harris, I know you think   

   I’m being an authoritative dick. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (slightly guiltily) 

   I didn’t say that. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   No, but you were thinking it. And   

   I know you were thinking it because  

   I was thinking the exact same thing  

   about you. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Excuse me? 

 

There’s a BEEP and the machine stops WHIRRING. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Hmm. 100 over 70. Perfect reading. 

 

VELCRO as she detaches the machine. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Armstrong. You have exactly five   

   seconds to tell me exactly what   

   you meant by that, or – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (amused) 

   Or what? You’ll talk me to death? 

   Raise your arms for me, please. 

 

RUSTLING as Harris does so. 
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     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Here’s the thing, Harris. I was   

   so busy arguing with you since   

   day one of the mission that I    

   never actually took the time to   

   really think things through. It   

   was only after we got trapped in   

   an airlock together and Darcey   

   tried to blow us all up that I   

   realised... we’re not that     

   different. You and me. 

    

   Flex your right hand, if you    

   could. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What do you mean? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   If you could just clench your    

   fingers... 

 

     HARRIS 

   I don’t mean about the exercise.   

   How are we not that different? 

 

Armstrong starts FIDDLING with equipment. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I mean... we’re both used to being   

   in charge. We’re both opinionated,   

   both absolute pains in the asses   

   when we dig our heels in, and    

   frankly, we’re usually the smartest  

   people in the room. We’re stubborn   

   and don’t like being told what to   

   do. And neither of us wants each   

   other’s pity. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I... guess you’re right. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I know I am. I’m going to check   

   your heartbeat now, sorry if the   

   stethoscope’s cold. 

 

BEAT. 
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     HARRIS 

   You know, in retrospect, putting    

   us two hotheads in a cramped tin   

   can probably wasn’t the best idea. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (laughs) 

   You can say that again. 

 

     HARRIS 

   You know, in retrospect... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Don’t you dare. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Ok, ok, I won’t. 

 

Armstrong puts the stethoscope down on the table with a CLINK. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, you’re in the clear. Perfect   

   blood-pressure, good eyesight,   

   sound breathing. You need to look   

   after your right shoulder, though -  

   you’re showing signs of potential   

   repetitive strain injury. And your   

   heartbeat’s a little fast, but that’s  

   to be expected. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (voice perhaps a little 

    higher than usual) 

   Expected? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, the stress of Darcey and...   

   you know. It’s bound to make you   

   a little anxious. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Right. Stress. Of course. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, that’s your exam done. Unless  

   there’s anything else you’d like to  

   talk to me about... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Uh, no. Thanks, Doctor. 
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She WALKS towards the door, but stops. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Actually... there is something   

   I’d like to talk about. Just    

   for a minute. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Something I should be concerned   

   about? 

 

     HARRIS 

   No, no, it’s just... what you    

   were saying, before. About us    

   spending all that time fighting.   

   We never got to properly talk    

   before we got trapped in that    

   airlock, and after that there    

   was that whole business with    

   Gabriel and then patching up    

   the hull, and pretty much every   

   conversation we’ve had has been:   

   “Are we going to die today?” and   

   “Which crew member is going to   

   form a mutiny today?” And we’ve   

   never had a chance to really     

   talk. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Harris, where is this going? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, I – I know I’ve been a    

   - what did you call it? – an    

   authoritative dick recently.     

   More so than usual. But... do    

   you think we’d be able to move   

   past that and be... friends? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Friends. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Yes. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You want to be... friends. 
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     HARRIS 

   Look, if you want to stay     

   ensconced in your lonely     

   laboratory like Dr. Frankenstein,   

   I won’t stop you. But if you    

   want to come out occasionally    

   and join me and Sascha in the    

   mess and break out of this    

   weird self-punishment kick    

   that you’re both on... I’d     

   like that. 

 

PAUSE. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   ... I think I’d like that, too. 

 

     HARRIS 

   So. Friends? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Friends. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY - LATER 

 

The door OPENS. 

 

     SASCHA 

   What’s up, doc? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m just finishing up here, Sascha.  

   Come in and take a seat. 

 

He SITS. We hear Armstrong TYPING, and then she finishes 

whatever she was doing. 

 

     SASCHA 

   So, uh, how do we go about this?   

   Is there a huge, super-awesome   

   machine that I can get into and   

   BAM, I’m a radioactive mutant? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m not going to pretend that I   

   understood any of that. 
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     SASCHA 

   And I don’t expect you to. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I feel like you and Captain    

   Harris speak your own language   

   sometimes. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Ah, don’t worry yourself about   

   it. Our parents said the same    

   thing. Soooo... what does this   

   involve? If it’s needles then I   

   can take it... but I really hope   

   that it isn’t needles. Is it    

   needles? If it is needles then    

   I’d kind of like to know in     

   advance so I’ve got time to,     

   y’know, emotionally prepare... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Sascha, I’m not running a     

   physical check-up on you today. 

 

     SASCHA 

   What? Why? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, for starters, I already    

   have most of your data from when   

   you came in with your busted hand   

   earlier. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Oh. So, are we done? Or is there,   

   like, an actual exam? Should I    

   have revised? 

 

Armstrong takes a moment to settle herself. This is not going 

to be an easy thing to say. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’d like you to consider talking   

   to someone. 

 

     SASCHA 

   About? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   About your mental health. 
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     SASCHA 

    (defensive) 

   What about my mental health? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I know you’ve been going through   

   a rough patch lately – I think   

   we all have – but you especially.   

   I think it would do you good to   

   talk with a professional about   

   what you’re experienc- 

 

She is cut off before she can finish. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I don’t need help. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You can cut the crap with me,    

   Sascha. Harris might let you    

   BS her, but you can’t pull it    

   with me. 

 

     SASCHA 

   There’s nothing wrong with me! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I didn’t say that. 

 

Sascha is silent. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Sascha, when I was fifteen I went    

   to a human therapist to talk about   

   my... anger issues. I hated her. I   

   didn’t want anything to do with the   

   place. But what she said... helped.   

   Even between the shouting and – and  

   the smashing – 

 

     SASCHA 

   You smashed up her stuff? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Not the point. What I’m trying   

   to say is, talking to someone    

   can help. Even if you don’t want   

   to. Even if you feel like nothing   

   can make it right. It helps just   

   to try. 
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     SASCHA 

   Are you sure? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m sure. And you wouldn’t say   

   say that there was something    

   wrong with me, would you? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Pfft. I wouldn’t dare. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (hint of a hint of     

     a smile) 

   Hmmm. Well, I can’t offer you    

   any face-to-face conversations    

   - we don’t have the equipment to   

   offer that kind of communication,   

   and waiting for the bi-monthly   

   transfer is way too slow. I can,   

   however, offer you text-based    

   sessions with someone of your    

   choosing. I can even hook you    

   up with my own counsellor, if    

   you like. She’s not so bad after   

   all. 

 

SILENCE. BEEPS and WHIRRS – ever-present on the Starstrider – 

fill the space. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’d... like to think about it,   

   doc. Give me a little while to    

   get my head around it. It’s a    

   lot to take in. Ok? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Of course. Take all the time you   

   need. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’d better go. Work to not do,   

   people to see. See you later, doc.   

   And thanks. 

 

 

FADE TO: 
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INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – DARCEY’S QUARTERS 

 

A KNOCK at the door. 

     DARCEY 

    (dull, bored) 

   I don’t see the point of     

   knocking, Dr. Armstrong.     

   You’re the one with the      

   key. 

 

The door OPENS. Armstrong enters. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   How did you know it was me? 

 

     DARCEY 

   You’re the only one who knocks. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh. I see. 

 

She SITS on the chair. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (sarcasm dripping from 

     every pore) 

   Oh, have a seat, why don’t you. 

 

Armstrong is tense, uptight. She doesn’t want to be here, 

except she does, except she doesn’t. Ugh. Emotions. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Look, Darcey, I’m not going to   

   beat around the bush. I found    

   your files. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (sharper, more alert) 

   What? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I found them by accident while   

   looking for Sascha’s medical    

   records. It’s not important. What’s  

   important is the fact that Captain   

   Harris wants to trawl through them   

   to discover who sent you and why. 

 

     DARCEY 

   But why – 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   I told Harris that the bi-annual   

   physical was today so that I could   

   put off listening to the files. I   

   lied. It’s tomorrow. I’m here to   

   ask for your permission. 

 

Darcey is officially flabbergasted. 

 

     DARCEY 

   But – I mean – what? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Your permission for us to listen   

   to the files. You have exactly   

   one minute to decide. If you tell   

   us no, I can find a way to... 

   accidentally corrupt them. I     

   won’t ask any questions. I will   

   not listen to them at all. One   

   word, and those files are deleted.   

   So. What’s it going to be? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I don’t understand. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   What is there to understand?    

   Forty seconds. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Why are you doing this? After    

   everything? 

 

Armstrong sighs. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Look, when I was a kid, I had    

   no privacy. My parents had to    

   know everything I did. The only   

   person I thought I could trust    

   with my most private information...  

   wasn’t reliable. That’s how I    

   got outed. 

 

   So I’m not letting something    

   like that happen to someone else.   

   If there’s information in there   

   you want to keep private, I’m    

   making sure it stays that way. 
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     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Besides. We were friends, once.   

   At least, I thought we were. 

 

A moment ticks by. Darcey says nothing. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Time’s up. What’s it going to    

   be? 

 

Darcey’s voice, when she speaks, is slightly muffled, as 

though she’s got her head in her arms. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You can keep them. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   What? 

 

     DARCEY 

   The files. You can listen to    

   them. You deserve to know. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (after a pause) 

   ... Thanks. 

 

She starts to leave.  

 

     DARCEY 

    (quietly) 

   I’m sorry, Lee. 

 

Armstrong leaves, and shuts the door behind her. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

Armstrong is tidying with a CLATTER. She slowly grinds to a 

halt. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Saph, do you know where Gabriel   

   is? He should have been here over   

   ten minutes ago. 

 

     SAPH 

   I am not certain he wishes to    

   see you. 



17. 
 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (sighs) 

   This is a mandatory medical    

   exam. He can’t avoid it forever. 

 

     SAPH 

   Careful, doctor. That sounded    

   suspiciously threatening. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (frustratedly) 

   I’m not – 

    (wilful attempt to      

     calm down) 

   I promise that my intentions are   

   not in any way malevolent. I just   

   want to check that Gabriel is    

   healthy. 

 

     SAPH 

   Healthy. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Yes. 

 

     SAPH 

   As in, cleaning his diodes, making   

   sure his gears are in working    

   order? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Something like that, yes. 

    (BEAT) 

   Look, I know you and I aren’t on   

   the best of terms, but my whole   

   job is to heal, not harm. I have   

   no intention of hurting him. This   

   is a check-up. That’s all. 

 

     SAPH 

   Forgive me, but in the past you   

   have made a series of threats to   

   his person that I cannot take    

   lightly. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Well, you’ve made plenty of threats  

   towards me in the past. 

 

     SAPH 

   Oh, that’s different. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   Why? 

 

     SAPH 

   Because I don’t like you. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (increasingly 

     irritated) 

   The feeling’s mutual. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   I promise not to harm him.    

   And if I do, you can take    

   any action you deem necessary    

   to cease my actions. Within    

   reason. 

 

     SAPH 

    (evil grin) 

   Of course. Within reason. 

 

They think it over. 

 

     SAPH (CONT.) 

   Very well. I will assist you    

   in finding Gabriel, on one    

   condition. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (warily) 

   And what’s that? 

 

     SAPH 

   That you don’t tell him that it   

   was me who helped you find him. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Deal. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – AI CORE 

 

We hear Armstrong’s boots on the metal floor as she searches 

for Gabriel. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   Gabriel? Are you down here? 

 

No response. Armstrong ventures in further. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Officer Grey? 

 

There’s a noise, like someone accidentally kicking a 

screwdriver across the floor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

    (muttering to herself) 

   There you are... 

    (louder) 

   It’s all right, Gabriel. I know   

   you’re here. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   How did you find me? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I... have my methods. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (resignedly) 

   Saph told you, didn’t they. 

    (pause) 

   Dr. Armstrong, I don’t want -    

   the medical tests, I don’t     

   think I can... I just don’t    

   want to. Please. Just leave    

   me down here. I’ll be fine. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You know those medical tests    

   are mandatory. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (voice rising slightly    

     with panic) 

   Well, maybe I don’t care. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   They’re supposed to keep you    

   healthy. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I don’t care – I don’t want -    

   I don’t need – 
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     SAPH 

   Gabriel? Are you ok? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I don’t want you to touch me! 

 

BEAT. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Do you mind if I sit down here? 

 

No response. She SITS on the floor anyway. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   I know I haven’t been the most...   

   welcoming to you as a crew-member,   

   Gabriel. Part of that it because   

   I was – well, I was scared of    

   what you or Saph could do. I’m    

   not proud of it. It’s not an    

   excuse, but it is an explanation. 

   I’ve given you no reason to     

   trust me. 

 

   But I understand that you have   

   requirements regarding medical   

   care. And, as your chief medical   

   officer, I hope you can trust    

   that I will carry those requirements   

   out to the letter. 

 

   You had a physical before we    

   boarded the Starstrider for the   

   first time. How did you get    

   through that? 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (muted, withdrawn) 

   I knew the doctor. He told me    

   the procedures and warned me    

   each time he had to touch me. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Would it help if I tried that? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I think so. Maybe. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   All right. Are you ok to move    

   to the med-bay? 
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     GABRIEL 

   ... Yes. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Good. Let’s go. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

The usual background noises fill the air. VELCRO as Armstrong 

readies the blood-pressure cuff. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   This is the blood-pressure cuff.   

   It needs to wrap tightly around   

   your upper arm, so it can be    

   properly inflated. Would you    

   rather put it on yourself? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Yes. How tight does it need to   

   be? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Enough to be slightly uncomfortable.  

   No one ever said that medicine   

   was fun. 

    (after Gabriel has      

     placed the cuff) 

   I’m going to start the machine   

   now. You may feel some slight    

   pressure. 

 

A WHIRR as the machine takes the reading – no longer than five 

seconds (it’s the future, I can take some liberties). 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Hm. It’s a little high, but within   

   acceptable parameters. 

 

VELCRO as the cuff is removed. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (a little anxious) 

   What happens next? 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   If you could just raise your    

   arms for me – it’s to check    

   for muscle strain. I’m using    

   a wireless scanner. 

 

BEEP! The scanner hums as she activates it. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   You doing ok there? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Yes. How much more do we have    

   to do? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Luckily, we only have to do the   

   basics. Bloodwork isn’t required   

   for this set of tests. In fact,   

   I will say that for a mission of   

   this status it’s highly unusual   

   that they don’t want a more in-   

   depth report... 

    (the scanner halts) 

   Ok, you can put your arms down   

   now. Only one last thing and    

   you’re done. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   What’s the final thing? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I need to listen to your breathing   

   and heartbeat. It should only    

   take a minute – here’s the     

   stethoscope. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’m not sure... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   We can wait until you’re     

   comfortable. 

 

SILENCE from Gabriel. 

 

     SAPH 

   Gabriel, what do you do when    

   you think my systems need a     

   tune-up? 
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     GABRIEL 

    (taken-aback) 

   I... run a diagnostics check. 

 

     SAPH 

   Do you think I like diagnostics? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’d never thought about it. 

 

     SAPH 

   But they’re necessary, aren’t they? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Of course. It’s vital to check   

   your systems aren’t impaired. 

 

     SAPH 

   Well, this is your diagnostics   

   check. This is how I know that   

   your systems aren’t impaired.    

   I need to know that your circuits   

   are functioning and your diodes   

   are clean. Do you understand? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Yes. I do. 

 

     SAPH 

   Then will you let Dr. Armstrong   

   finish your diagnostics? 

 

PAUSE. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   Yes, I will. 

    (to Armstrong) 

   You can go ahead, doctor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   All right. I’m just placing the   

   stethoscope on your chest now -   

   it might be a little cold. Breathe   

   in for me. 

 

Gabriel BREATHES IN. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   And breathe out. 

 

He BREATHES OUT. 



24. 
 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Good. Let me listen to your     

   heart rate. 

 

A brief moment of silence as she does so, and then she pulls 

away, placing the stethoscope on the table. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Right, you’re mostly in good     

   health – I know this is a bit    

   hypocritical, but try to reduce    

   your stress-levels. Consider     

   this a completely clean      

   diagnostics report. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’m done? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You’re done. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (tentatively) 

   Thank you, Dr. Armstrong. For    

   everything you’ve done. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (trying to be cool     

     but also slightly     

     sappy) 

   Yeah, well, duty calls, you know. 

 

     SAPH 

   Dr. Armstrong, Captain Harris    

   wants to know if you’re – 

    (coughs delicately) 

   finally ready to listen to the   

   recordings now. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Yes, we are. Tell her we’re on   

   our way. Please. 

 

     SAPH 

   Certainly, doctor. 

    (then with slightly     

     less smugness) 

   And thank you. 

 

 

FADE TO: 



25. 
 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MESS 

 

     SASCHA 

   So are we sure we’re sure    

   about this? 

 

EVERYONE GROANS. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha, much as I commend your   

   dedication to caution, if we    

   don’t start listening to these   

   records soon I will – how     

   should I phrase this – go     

   absolutely fucking bananas. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Well, it’s just that we don’t    

   exactly have Darcey’s permission   

   to listen to these, do we? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Frankly, I don’t much care    

   what Darcey Eldridge would and   

   wouldn’t want right now, Sascha. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   And I’m going to stop you two    

   right there. Don’t worry about   

   the permission. I’ve got it     

   covered. 

 

     HARRIS 

   But how – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Just trust me, Harris. Friends,   

   remember? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Of course. I trust you. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   And Sascha, don’t worry about    

   Darcey. You can ask her yourself   

   if you don’t believe me. 

 

     SASCHA 

   No – no, it’s ok, Lee. I believe   

   you. 

 



26. 
 

     HARRIS 

   So, are we finally ready to    

   listen to these damn things? 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’m ready. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yeah. So am I. 

 

     SAPH 

   Well, this is exciting. I’m    

   feeling rather glad now that    

   I didn’t throw you two out of    

   that airlock. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Is now really the time? 

 

     SAPH 

   It’s always the time. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Armstrong? You ready? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh, for the love of god, stop    

   with the dramatics. It’s taking   

   all I have not to destroy every   

   last piece of equipment we have   

   onboard. Let’s just play the     

   damn recording before I lose    

   the rest of my marbles. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Fair enough. Alright, recording   

   one. Let’s see what Darcey    

   Eldridge has to say for herself. 

 

 

 

 

RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE TWELVE. 

 

 

 

 


