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ACT I

ANNOUNCER:
Last time on the Silent Universe . . .

[Recap/Review]

ABRAMOV (V.O.)
My name is Kostya Abramov. I was born in a village outside of Shali, in Checnyna. I am a scientist. (BEAT) I’ve worked for the Russians, the Americans, the Chinese and myself. I’ve always believed in my work. (BEAT) A long time from now, there will be young men who will call me a hero, and others who will call me a murderer. Some will say I am crazy, while others will see me as a visionary. (BEAT) Nothing I am doing is for notoriety or fame, and I have no political statement to make. I am not a hotheaded idealist to wrap myself in a flag and burn it. I am only a wretched man who has lost his soul, and is trying to regain it.

[INTRO SCROLL]
SCENE ONE:

INT. THE USS VALLEY FORGE
PRODUCTION NOTE: Commander Adam Cromwell (formerly USA Officer 1) and his crew look on as suffocating bodies float across the viewscreen. Save for the humming of the ship, and the computers, there is an eerie hush in the room.
OFFICER 5:

(Shocked. Whispers) I don’t believe it, they’ve been spaced—

OFFICER 6:

(Whispers) It’s awful . . . we’ve got to do something.
EXEC. OFFICER:
(Horrified) They . . . the ship has broken loose, sir. (BEAT) Eternity is still intact . . . they’re leaving orbit. It looks like they’re getting ready to grav-shift.
OFFICER 1:

(Disbelief. Whispers) All those people out there . . .
SOUND:

A CLICK AND HISS AS THE X.O. GRABS A MIC.

EXEC. OFFICER:
[Amplified] All hands, set condition blue. Prep to commence emergency rescue operations . . .
SOUND:

A CLICK AND HISS AS CROMWELL GRABS A MIC.

CROMWELL:
[Amplified] (Annoyed) Belay that. Stand down medical crews. Engineering, I want grav-shift on standby if Eternity jumps.
EXEC. OFFICER:
(Pleading) Commander, a bunch of civvies just got spaced out there—if the bulkheads don’t hold, more of them could—
CROMWELL:
(Doesn’t care) Our orders are to pursue and detain the fugitive.
EXEC. OFFICER:
(Frustrated) But we’re obligated to render aid!
CROMWELL:
(Snaps) To allied nations and colonies, lieutenant. (With disdain) Last time I checked, Titan wasn’t on that list.
EXEC. OFFICER:
With all due respect, sir. You’ve got to be frackin’ kidding me!
CROMWELL:
Get your candy-ass back in the seat, Almeda.
SOUND:

THE EXECUTIVE STRAIGHTENS AND TAKES A SEAT.
OFFICER 2:
Reading energy blooms on ETERNITY. They’re about to shift.
SOUND:

A CLICK AND HISS AS CROMWELL GRABS A MIC.

CROMWELL:
[Amplified] Eternity, this is your final warning. Disengage your engines. We’re authorized to use whatever force—
OFFICER 2:
(Interrupts) They’re jumping . . .
SOUND:

ETERNITY’S GRAV-SHIFT REVS IN THE BACKGROUND.

CROMWELL:
Pursuit course. [Amplified] Engineering, commence shift.
SOUND:
SOUND OF ENERGY BUILDUP UNTIL . . . A SHOCK WAVE ROCKETS ACROSS THE SHIP’S BOW, ENERGY DRAINS AND THE VALLEY FORGE SPUTTERS TO A HALT.
CROMWELL:
(Confused) What the hell? (BEAT) Report!
OFFICER 2:
(Unsure what happened) The field collapsed!
OFFICER 1:
(Still fumbling for an explanation) The—the—(BEAT)— Eternity is gone, sir.
CROMWELL:
(Sarcastically) I can see that. (BEAT) How far are—
OFFICER 1:
No, I mean, they’re gone. They’re not showing up on LIDAR or TachScan.

CROMWELL:
A cloak?

OFFICER 1:
I—I don’t think so. There was a huge gravity distortion . . . and now . . . nothing.
SCENE TWO: INT. SERENDIPITY STATION. EMMELINE IN TRAINING EXERCISE.

PRODUCTION NOTE:
Emmeline Kaley is working in a flight simulator, trying to work on increasing her performance quotients.
SOUND.
PARTICLE ACCELERATORS SPINNING UP. THE SOUND OF ENGINES WHINING. EMMELINE INSIDE FLIGHT SIMULATOR.

FEDERLINE:

(Annoyed) Is she still in that thing?

NGUYEN:

(Shrugs) ‘fraid so.

FEDERLINE:

Her time-credit ended forty minutes ago.

NGUYEN:
Director Marcus said to give her as many rounds with the simulator as she wanted. You should try the VR down in MedWard, I heard Gill installed some upgrades.
FEDERLINE:
(Dismissive) Bah, VR is for mnemies. (Sigh) Anyways, this is what, her fifth time? Since when does a dirty merc get priority over us?
NGUYEN:
(Warning tone) Cool your jets, Federline. You know the first rule, here: When they bring you in, your life before means nothing. Don’t forget that.
EMMELINE:
(Victoriously) A ha! Got you now!

SOUND.
A QUICK BLAST OF GATTLING GUN FIRE.
EMMELINE:
(Surprised) Oh—frack!
SOUND.
THE SOUND OF BULLETS RICHOCHETING OFF THE HULL OF HER SHIP. AN ALARM GOES OFF.
COMPUTER:
Warning: Damage to forward cannons. Switching to aft particle weapons.

EMMELINE:
(Echoes, astonished) Aft particle . . . how am I supposed to win a dog fight if I can only fire out my arse?!?
COMPUTER:
(Blankly) Please rephrase the question.

EMMELINE:
(Annoyed) Nevermind, you!
SOUIND.
EXPLOSION.

COMPUTER:
Simulation Complete. Emmeline Kaley is lose.

EMMELINE:
(Shouting) Dammit all to bloody hell! (BEAT, exasperated) Run it again.

FEDERLINE:
(About to lose it) Are you kidding—?
NGUYEN:
(Cuts him off, trying to keep the peace) Kaley—look—I’ve got other people waiting to use that simulator. You’re burning out on this thing, this time was worse than the last.
EMMELINE:
That’s because nobody ever had to take on a mess of raiders with their front guns down!

COMPUTER:
(Blankly) Correction. Records indicate three separate occasions wherein one of our pilots had to engage in a firefight with only aft particle beam weapons.

NGUYEN:
You really should take a break . . .
SOUIND.
EMMELINE STEPS DOWN FROM THE SIMULATOR AND JUMPS ONTO THE FLOOR.
EMMELINE:
(Dismissive) Ah, I never was much of a pilot, anyhow. Just let the frackin’ computer do it . . .

SOUIND.
FEDERLINE GRABS A TOWEL AND THROWS IT AT HER.
FEDERLINE:

(Trying to hide his annoyance) Here’s your towel.

EMMELINE:
(Not sure what he’s mad about) Uh, thanks. (BEAT) You’re probably right, Nguyen, I am burning out on this. Frack the performance quotients . . . I’m gonna go hit the showers.
SCENE THREE: INT. SERENDIPITY STATION. BARRACK SHOWERS.

PRODUCTION NOTE: This is a shower scene . . . in a radio drama.

SOUND:
STEAM AND WATER WASHING OVER SKIN AND TILE. EMMELINE IS HUMMING AND WASHING HER HAIR, AS AN RSN NEWS REPORT PLAYS ON THE IN-SHOWER DISPLAY.

REPORTER 2:
[TV]–swept the election by a surprising margin, unseating incumbent Chairman Victor Mooney. News of Nicolae’s election win has sent waves of surprise all throughout the European Union, not only because he is a Third-Party candidate, but also because he is a member of Unity Now—which, until today, has never managed to secure office above the level of national parliament.

SOUND:
RSN BREAKING NEWS FANFARE.

REPORTER 2:
[TV] Returning to our top news items of the hour, we’re receiving a live upstream from one of our reporters. RSN Correspondent Tony Melbourne has the latest on that hijacked cruise liner near Titan.

MELBOURNE:
[TV] G’day, this is Tony Melbourne, RSN News, with a breaking update on our latest story. (BEAT) I’ve been granted exclusive access to the inside of the stardock where—just about forty minutes ago—reports say that the Jovial cruise ship Eternity was hijacked by terrorists.

RESCUE OFFICER:
[TV] (Angry) Hey, hey, you can’t have cameras in here!
EMMELINE:
(Whispers) Eternity . . . ?
MELBOURNE:
[TV] Jovial Cruises—LASDAQ symbol “JCL”—owner and operator of Eternity, was not immediately available for comment. (BEAT) What we do know is that the ship tore free of its docking clamps during an emergency evacuation alarm. A number of people were spaced in the process, and great damage was done to the docking station itself. Unfortunately, there is no video of the actual incident available, but RSN has managed to gain exclusive access to the station, where—even now—rescue efforts are under way.
EMMELINE:
(Mumbles) Blood-sucking reporters . . .
MELBOURNE:
[TV] (Almost gleefully) RSN is the first news network to put a human face on this horrible tragedy, which—in an ironic twist—has put the most well-to-do among us in the most desperate of situations.
SOUND:
BEEP. THE SOUNDS OF MOANS, WHIMPERS AND CRYING.
MELBOURNE:
[TV] Excuse me . . . excuse me, sir. Hi there, Tony Melbourne, RSN News.

GARET:
[TV] (Confused) What the . . . ?
MELBOURNE:
[TV] (Surprised) You’re Garet Arrowny, aren’t you? (Doesn’t wait for an answer) Ladies and gentlemen, I’m here with Garet Arrowny—

EMMELINE:
(Utter disbelief) This is some kind of joke . . .
MELBOURNE:
—playboy casino kingpin, who has also fallen victim to this terrible tragedy—but appears to be in one piece. Mr. Arrowny, it’s good to see that you survived this awful—

SOUND:
GARET PUNCHES THE GUY IN THE FACE.

MELBOURNE:
[TV] (Staggers backwards) Augh!

GARET:
[TV] (With disdain) Jackass reporters . . .
SOUND:
STATIC AND A HIGH PITCH HUM AS THE SIGNAL CUTS OUT.

REPORTER 2:
[TV] (Surprised) (Pause) Well, that’s all we seem to have—
SOUND:
EMMELINE TURNS OFF THE TV, THE SHOWER AND HURRIES OUT. BARE FEET ON WET TILE.
SCENE FOUR: INT. SERENDIPITY STATION. MARCUS’ OFFICE

SOUND:
EMMELINE IMPATIENTLY KNOCKS ON THE METAL DOOR TO MARCUS’ OFFICE. AFTER A BRIEF PAUSE, IT OPENS, AND THE SOUNDS OF SERENDIPITY CONTROL SPILL IN.
SOUND:
THE DOOR CLOSES, AND ALL IS SILENT, BUT EMMELINE’S BREATHING. SHE’S OBVIOUSLY A LITTLE WOUND UP.

MARCUS:
(Not phased by it) Emmeline. Did you need something?

EMMELINE:
I just saw a news report . . .

MARCUS:
(Understanding) Ah.

EMMELINE:
(Containing herself) A cruise ship? Titan? Why didn’t anyone tell me something went wrong?
MARCUS:
(Simply) You’re not on this mission. Therefore you didn’t n—
EMMELINE:
(Snaps) That’s not an answer!
SOUND:
A BEEP AND HIGH PITCH ELECTRICAL WHINE AS MARCUS TURNS ON THE SOUND DAMPENER.
MARCUS:
(Takes a moment and then glares. Warning in his tone) I don’t like your tone, Ms. Kaley. It would be wise to reconsider it.
EMMELINE:
(Sighs) I’m sorry, it’s just—

MARCUS:
(Cuts her off) I didn’t ask for an apology. Now, have a seat.

SOUND:
EMMELINE TAKES A SEAT ACROSS FROM HIM.

MARCUS:
(The tension in his voice eases some) I expect great things from you, Ms. Kaley. You have a lot of potential . . . but you need training, and you’ve got a real problem with authority.

EMMELINE:
(Cracks the bitterness with a wry smile) Heh.

MARCUS:
You’ve also got initiative . . . and a lot of guts. (BEAT) There’s only two people on this station either stupid or brave enough to barge in here demanding to know answers. You, and Isaac.

EMMELINE:
(Wryly) But who’s the brave and who’s the stupid one?

MARCUS:
(Smiles) If you have to ask, then you’re obviously the latter. (BEAT) Unfortunately, your initiative isn’t going to pay off this time. I can fill you in on the basic mission details, but as far as what’s going on—I can’t tell you very much more than what’s on the news. We lost contact with the team 42 minutes ago.

EMMELINE:
That long?

MARCUS:
Yes. (BEAT) This was supposed to be a reconnaissance mission, simple information gathering—no fireworks. I sent Isaac, Gill, Garet, May and Ritsu to keep tabs on a certain man of interest—a fugitive—a scientist named Kostya Abramov. He’s wanted by both the Americans and the Russians.

EMMELINE:
For what?

MARCUS:
It would take too long to explain. Suffices to say, both governments have a vested interest in this man’s intellectual capital. He’s important enough that the Yanks kidnapped him to get him to work for them.

EMMELINE:
What is he, some kind of genius?

MARCUS:
Yeah. Works with gravity-shifts—makes them faster, more efficient. (BEAT) In any event, he somehow escaped from the facility he was working at . . . and turned up on a passenger manifest for a cruise liner of all things . . .

EMMELINE:
(Smartly) Heh. Maybe he was taking a vacation . . .

MARCUS:
If only. (BEAT) From what we’ve gathered on the news feeds, the Americans seem to have caught his trail. Kostya had something big planned—nothing we expected—and when the Yanks came galloping in, things got bloody.

EMMELINE:
So this is the guy who hijacked the ship?

MARCUS:
That’s our best guess. Winnie’s been pouring over video feeds since the story broke, and we’ve identified both May and Garet among confirmed survivors. No sign of any of Abramov’s people.
EMMELINE:
What about Ritsu, Isaac and Gill?

MARCUS:
We don’t know. (BEAT) It’s . . . possible they were spaced . . . or they might still be onboard.
EMMELINE:
(Shifts uncomfortably) You take uncertainty well.

MARCUS:
(Shakes his head) No, I don’t. I’m just good at not showing it.
SOUND:
COMMUNICATION SYSTEM CHIMES.

WINNIE:
[Speaker] Director Marcus . . . you’d—you’d better come out here. I’ve got an incoming message.

SOUND:
THE TWO BOLT FOR THE DOOR.

MARCUS:
Who is it?

WINNIE:
[Speaker] it’s Gilbert, sir . . . 

SCENE FIVE: INT. SERENDIPITY CONTROL.

SOUND:
THE DOOR OPENS.

MARCUS:
(A hint of eagerness in his voice) Is it a packaged message, or do we have realtime communication?

WINNIE:
(Not sure how to phrase it) Umm . . . well . . .
EMMELINE:
(Raises eyebrow) Hum?
WINNIE:
Listen for yourself.

SOUND:
GILBERT’S VOICE ECHOES OVER THE SPEAKERS. IT’S ABOUT 5 TIMES SLOWER THAN NORMAL SPEECH.

GILL:
[Speakers] Director Marcus . . . SERENDIPITY Control, please come in. (BEAT) Can anyone hear me?

EMMELINE:
What the—? Is that someone talking?
WINNIE:
Yes, the computer confirms it’s a human—

MARCUS:
(Quickly) Speed it up.

SOUND:
WINNIE REPLAYS THE SOUND, AND GRADUALLY, GILL’S VOICE RETURNS TO NORMAL SPEED.

GILL:
[Speakers] Director Marcus . . . SERENDIPITY Control, please come in. (BEAT) Can anyone hear me?

MUSIC:
EMPHASIS. THEN SPRING INTO ACTION.
MARCUS:
Winnie, I need you to triangulate that signal.

WINNIE:
(Frustrated) I—I’m having trouble getting a confirmed lock.

MARCUS:
Why?

WINNIE:
The—the signal source is moving.

MARCUS:
You can’t compensate?

WINNIE:
It’s not that. (BEAT) (Confused) Well that’s strange . . .
EMMELINE:
What is it?

WINNIE:
It’s not just moving . . . it’s moving fast. Like—relativistic fast.
MARCUS:
Explain.

WINNIE:
LIDAR is having a hard time keeping up with it. I switched to the tachyon spectrum, but that isn’t nearly as accurate. (BEAT) The source of that signal appears to be moving at almost the speed of light.

EMMELINE:
(Disbelief) What? But nothing travels—
WINNIE:
(Interrupts her) I sympathize. But I’ve confirmed the readings three times.

MARCUS:
(Dismissive) We can debate it with the physics profs, later. Winnie, can you at least get me a return signal?

WINNIE:
It’ll have to be wide-bandwidth and the signal—

MARCUS:
Do it.

SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEPING.
WINNIE:
Channel open.

MARCUS:
Gill, this is Marcus. Do you read?

SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
WINNIE:
Sent.

MUSIC:
NERVOUS TENSION. WE’RE ALL WAITING.
SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
GILL:
[Speakers] (5xSlow) Yeah. I’ve been trying to get through for the past 10 minutes . . .
SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
EMMELINE:
Why’s it so slow?

MARCUS:
If the ship is really moving near lightspeed, then time dilation should be coming into play. (BEAT) Time would be moving more slowly onboard than out here.

SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
GILL:
[Speakers] (Normal Speed) Yeah. I’ve been trying to get through for the past 10 minutes . . . the grav-shift is creating a lot of signal interference. I’ve never seen field patterns like this before. (BEAT) Why are you guys coming through sounding like Alvin and the Chipmunks?

MARCUS:
Nevermind that, what’s your status? (BEAT) Are Isaac and Ritsu alright?
SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
WINNIE:
Sent. (Long pause) It’s starting to come in.

SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
GILL:
[Speakers] I’m not sure. I haven’t been able to make contact.
MARCUS:
Gill, there’s been an accident. (Hesitates) I need you to get onboard Eternity and find out what happened to Isaac and Ritsu.
SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
WINNIE:
Director Marcus . . . (reluctantly) we have a problem.

MARCUS:
What is it?

SOUND:
COMPUTER BEEP.
GILL:
[Speakers] (Nervously) Heh, heh, you’re joking, right?

MARCUS:
(Grinds his teeth) I wish I were. (Sigh) Gill, that’s an order. You’re the (doesn’t want to say it) You’re the only one we can rely on. (BEAT) Sorry, Winnie, what?
WINNIE:
I’ve been able to use the origin points of the messages to map the ship’s trajectory.

EMMELINE:
Where’s it headed?

WINNIE:
(Hesitant) Toward the center of the solar system.

MARCUS:
Can you be a little more specific?

WINNIE:
Um . . . the absolute center, sir. As far as I can tell, that ship is on a direct collision course with the sun.

ACT II
SCENE SIX: INT. ABRAMOV’S ROOM
ISAAC:
(Incredulous)—you’re going to crash us into the sun? (BEAT) For a guy with a death-wish, you really have a flair for the grandiose.
ABRAMOV:
(Chuckles some) Ah, but I have no intention of dying. To the contrary—I intend to make us into gods.
ISAAC:
(Sarcastically) Oh, and here I thought he was crazy. My bad.

ABRAMOV:
I’m no crazier than Erwin Schrödinger or Albert Einstein, my young friend. I am simply following the demands of physics.
RITSU:
(With disgust) They have a name for people like you: Schizophrenics.
ABRAMOV:
(Defensive) There is nothing wrong with a man who only wishes to reunite with his family.

ISAAC:
(Surprised) Is that what this is about? You want to die and be with your wife and child? Why did you need a ship for that?
ABRAMOV:
Do you believe in Fate, Ritsu?

RITSU:
(Hesitantly) No, not really.
ABRAMOV:
(Smiles, pleased) Neither do I . . . though I had an experience once, that some may have attributed to Fate. An epiphany, if you will. (BEAT) After I was separated from my wife and child, and the Yanks took me in, I lost my will to live. (Chuckles mirthlessly) Imagine. Here were the Americans, insisting that I instruct their best engineers in some of their most advanced facilities. It was like a dream . . . but all I could think was that I should have been dead—I wanted to be dead. (BEAT) You could never understand what it’s like to carry that with you. (Sighs) Rosa . . . Irina . . . grav-shifts be damned all I wanted was to be with them again. (BEAT) So—once—yes, I simply did want to die. 
PRODUCTION NOTE: 
As Abramov speaks, his voice turns into V.O. and the scene switches to illustrate what he’s describing.

ABRAMOV:
(Quickly) I debated it, and at some point, I decided to kill myself. (BEAT) Twice I stopped at the last moment, turned back and reconsidered. But the more I thought about it, the more it seemed like my only solution. So . . . I smuggled a knife and fork from the cafeteria to my room, disassembled one of the power-outlets . . . and tried to electrocute myself.
SCENE SEVEN: INT. AMERICAN INSTALLATION. ABRAMOV’S ROOM.
SOUND:
ABRAMOV’S NERVOUS BREATHING. SOUND OF WALL PANEL BEING UNSCREWED.
SOUND:
THE PANEL HITS THE FLOOR. MORE BREATHING. NERVOUS, HESITANT.
ABRAMOV:
(Breathy. Nervous. Stressed. Hesitant.) Allah-u Ekber . . . astaghfirullah . . . Allah-u Ekber . . . astaghfirullah . . .
SOUND:
ABRAMOV JAMS THE FORK INTO THE ELECTRONIC TERMINAL. THERE’S A QUICK SLIGHT BUZZ, AND THEN THE POWER GOES OUT.
SOUND:
(BASS HIT)

SCENE EIGHT: INT. ABRAMOV’S ROOM ABOARD THE ETERNITY.

ABRAMOV:
The power went out, a microsecond after the metal touched the electric grid. I only got a slight shock.
ISAAC:
So you got lucky.

RITSU:
Or Someone was looking out for you . . .
ABRAMOV:
(Prideful smile) No, nothing quite so outmoded. (BEAT) As it turns out, I died that night . . . and I survived.
ISAAC:
(Genuinely confused) . . . come again?

ABRAMOV:
Have you ever heard of Schrödinger's Cat?

ISAAC:
 (Not sure where this is going) . . . No . . .
ABRAMOV:
(BEAT) In quantum physics, the observer is important. Waves, particles, they act differently based on whether someone is watching them or not. The old Copenhagen collapse theorem deals with probabilistically—
ISAAC:
(Interrupts) Hold on, wait. You’re speaking Greek to me, here.

RITSU:
(Breaks it down for him) Parallel universes, Isaac. He explained this to me at the bar . . . I thought he was just babbling. (BEAT) The idea is that—when a person dies—they don’t “really” die, they just instantly shift into another universe where what caused them to die never happened.
ABRAMOV:
Yes. (BEAT) The problem with the theorem is that you shift into the “most likely” parallel universe . . . and most deaths can be easily avoided. Put a gun to your head, pull the trigger, and you shift into a universe where the gun jams. Trigger a bomb . . . it doesn’t go off. In my case, I shifted to a universe where the power just happened to go out at the exact right moment. (BEAT) But things start to get interesting once you setup scenarios where the probability of survival is near zero.
RITSU:
. . . like crashing into the sun . . .

ABRAMOV:
At 98% the speed of light. (BEAT) The reason we took the ETERNITY is because the modifications we made to the grav-shift require a lot of energy. The only other ships with engines this powerful are military vessels, and my comrades and I aren’t exactly prepared to take on a battalion of marines.
ISAAC:
But I still don’t see the point of all this . . . 
ABRAMOV:
Isn’t it obvious? If we setup a scenario where the probability of survival is zero . . . then we must shift into a universe where the very laws of physics are different. The only way for our souls to be maintained will be for us to go to a universe where we are gods, able to control our own fate.

RITSU:
(Realizing) And then . . . you think you’ll be able to be with your wife and daughter again.
ABRAMOV:
(Nods and whispers) Yes . . . for all eternity.

ISAAC:
(Incredulous) I can’t believe this . . . you’ve just made one of the most important breakthroughs since—since space travel was invented. A light-speed grav-shift . . .
ABRAMOV:
98% the—

ISAAC:
Whatever. And you’re using it as a glorified suicide gun for some half-baked theory about multiple universes?
ABRAMOV:
(His anger flares up) It is not “half-baked”—logic demands it!
ISAAC:
(Challenging him) Have you ever considered that your logic might be flawed? You’re gambling your life, and the life of your comrades on some abstract theory of yours? You murdered that woman, and all those civilians trying to get off the ship because you think that death doesn’t mean anything?
ABRAMOV:
(Taken aback, and then sighs) Our conversation is done, here. (BEAT) Kadryov, make sure they stay put until we reach our final destination.
KOSTYA:
(Evenly) Aye.
SCENE NINE: INT. ONE OF THE AUDITORIUMS ON THE ETERNITY
SOUND:
SOME HULL PLATES UNSCREWING. GILL IS COMICALLY HUMMING THE THEME TO “MISSION IMPOSSIBLE.”
GILL:
(As if it were a game) Oh yeah, I am totally a secret agent . . .
SOUND:
GILL CONTINUES TO HUM THE THEME. VOICES OF A CONVERSATION ECHO FROM DOWN THE HALL. GILL HEARS THEM AND DUCKS BEHIND SOME CHAIRS. UNTIL IT QUIETS.
GILL:
(Whispers) Isaac, come in. Can you hear me?
SOUND:
STATIC.
GILL:
(Still whispering) Ritsu, what about you?

SOUND:
MORE STATIC.
GILL:
Ugh, great. Gonna have to do this the hard way . . . where’d I put that bioscanner . . .
SOUND:
GILL UNZIPS HIS BACKPACK AND SHUFFLES THROUGH IT.
GILL:
(Finds it) Here we go!

SOUND:
BEEPING AND WHIRRING.
GILL:
Lifeforms . . . I just . . . love scanning for life forms. (Hums musically, a reference to DATA in Star Trek Generations) Lifeforms doop de doot doo doo . . . (PAUSES) Hmm, that’s strange . . . according to this there should be someone—
SOUND:
THE SOUND OF A GUN COCKING.
GILL:
(His heart sinks) Oh frick. Owned.
SCENE TEN: INT. ABRAMOV’S ROOM ABOARD THE ETERNITY.

SOUND:
TWO MEN THROW GILL TO THE FLOOR.
GILL:


(Crashing Down) Augh! Hey, watch the hair.
RITSU:

Gill, you’re alright!

GILL:


Ah, (embarrassed) Relatively speaking, yes . . .

ISAAC:

Good to see you, but . . . what are you doing here?
GILL:
Well, Director Marcus sent me in to figure out if you guys were okay . . . I sort of figured I might have to rescue you.
RITSU:

(Chuckling) Well, good job on that one.

ISAAC:

Now we’re all going to die in here . . .
GILL:


(Leans in and whispers) Don’t worry, I have a plan . . .
ISAAC:

What?

GILL:


Shh!!
KADRYOV:

(Warningly) Settle down in there, halfer.
RITSU:

(BEAT) What’s the plan?
GILL:
(Whispers) Well, I’ve never done anything as a field agent, so I kind of figured they might capture me. (BEAT) So I set up my PalmBerry to send out a sonic pulse if I didn’t enter the password every five minutes. Cover your ears . . . it’ll be enough to stun the guards . . . if you guys can grab their guns then we can get off this boat.
ISAAC:
Wait, what. You jury-rigged your PalmBerry with a sonic—

GILL:
(Incredulous) Heck no. I’m not a hardware geek. I bought that baby pre-installed. (Laughs and snorts) You should see what happens if you enter the wrong password three times . . .
RITSU:
Alright alright alright. So when is this thing supposed to go off?
GILL:
Ehh . . . um, I’d say around a minute or—

SOUND:
THE HIGH PITCHED WHINE OF THE SONIC PULSE.
ISAAC:
Augh!
KOSTYA:
Gack!

RITSU:
Geez!
GILL:
Okay, maybe . . . earlier.
SOUND:
SOUNDS OF RUSHING FOOTSTEPS AND A STRUGGLE.
RITSU:
Got it!
ISAAC:
(Kicking Kostya) That’s for the ‘halfer’ comments.
KOSTYA:
Ughh . . .
GILL:
Come on, you guys. The shuttle’s this way.
SCENE ELEVEN: INT. ABRAMOV’S ROOM ABOARD THE ETERNITY.

ISAAC:
Are you sure nobody saw where you came from?

GILL:
No, they caught me in the hallway. The shuttle should be fine.
RITSU:
(Quickly) Hold on! (Quietly) Shh . . .
SOUND:
TWO MEN TALKING AS THEY WALK BY.

ISAAC:

Okay, go.
GILL:


Over here!

RITSU:

This is the auditorium?

GILL:


Yeah.

ISAAC:

Where are the lights?

RITSU:

I don’t know.

GILL:


It wasn’t this dark before.
SOUND:
A CLICK AND A HUM AS A SPOTLIGHT TURNS ON. SEVERAL HIGH POWERED GUNS SPINNING UP.
GILL:


Ugh . . . owned again.
ISAAC:

. . . great . . .
ABRAMOV:
I was wondering when you were going to get here. We’d been waiting a few minutes . . .
GILL:
How did you—?
ABRAMOV:
Don’t insult my intelligence. (BEAT) Anyone who knows their way around a basic scanner could have found your ship.
GILL:
But I could have been a civilian . . .

ABRAMOV:
Hardly. We’ve already cleared out the stragglers and put them in the escape pods.

ISAAC:
Escape pods? What happened to your godhood mission? Didn’t think they would be interested?
ABRAMOV:
Each man must find his own path, Mr. Walker.
ISAAC:
(Tries to hide his surprise that Abramov knows his last name) What? Walker? No—my last name is . . .
ABRAMOV:
Come now, isn’t it a little late in the game to play with the secret identities? I’ve known who you were from the moment you ran into Kadryov at the docking port. (BEAT) Though I’ll admit I wasn’t aware of who your “wife,” Ritsu, was until then, nor your friend until he bungled into one of my patrols.
RITSU:
But how could you—?
ABRAMOV:
Unity. (LONG BEAT) I’m sure that word means nothing to you now, but it will mean the world very soon. They’re the one’s who told me about you, Isaac. And they’re the one’s who helped me realize my dream: to escape the Americans, to get this onboard this ship . . . and to ultimately reunite with my wife and child.
ISAAC:
I don’t know what you’re talking—
RUSSIAN:
Gospodeen Abramov! Eta vremya (Mr. Abramov, it is time!)

ABRAMOV:
You’d better leave, Mr. Walker. Take your friends with you.
GILL:
Eh???
ABRAMOV:
(To his men) Let them go. (BEAT) Go ahead, I won’t stop you. You’re no longer a danger to my plans . . . even if you were to shut our engines down, we’d still hit the sun at a significant fraction of lightspeed. Unless you’d like to join with us . . . you would be wise to take your leave.
GILL:
(Mumbling) Don’t have to tell me twice . . .
RITSU:

(Helping along Isaac) Come on, we need to go.
ISAAC:

(Shaken) Alright.
ABRAMOV:
They were right about you, Isaac Walker. Unity was right about you . . .
SCENE TWELVE: INT. GILL’S SHUTTLE.

SOUND:
A METAL HATCH SWINGS SHUT. PANELS BEEPING. ENGINES HUMMING UP.
GILL:
Hold on . . . I’m about to disengage the mag-clamps.

ISAAC:
Wait—are you sure that’s safe?

GILL:
Once we’re clear of the ship—without Eternity’s grav-shift field to keep us going, we should coast back down to a manageable speed.
ISAAC:
‘Should’? Are you sure?
GILL:
No, but what I am sure of is that it’s a whole hell of a lot safer than staying here.

RITSU:
(With trepidation) We don’t have much time, boys. (BEAT) Abramov said that the civvies were able to get away in escape pods, no problem.

ISAAC:
(Surprised) And you believe that crackpot?
RITSU:
Not much choice at this point.
ISAAC:
(Agreeing) Alright. Gill, do it.
SOUND:
THE CREW STRAP INTO THEIR SEATS. BUTTONS PUSHED. A DEEP RESOUNDING “THUD” AS THE SHUTTLE BREAKS AWAY, A BLAST OF ENGINES, AND THEN SILENCE.
SOUND:
A DISTANT THUNDERING EXPLOSION.
RITSU:
(Quietly) There they go. (BEAT) They hit. Isaac, did you see?
ISAAC:
(Distantly) Yeah, I saw it.
SOUND:
ALARM.
GILL:
Uh oh.
RITSU:
What is it, Gill?

GILL:
That impact . . . I’m reading a spike in gamma radiation. (BEAT) (Concerned) They triggered a solar flare.
ISAAC:
(Quickly) Is it going to hit us?
SOUND:
FURIOUS BUTTON PRESSING.
GILL:
No. (BEAT) But the—
COMPUTER:
Warning; Radiation danger. Radiological protection measures are in effect.
SOUND:
A HUGE LEAD SHIELD COVERS THE WINDOWS ON THE FRONT OF THE SHIP.
RITSU:
Quick, grab the shield blankets.
SOUND:
THE OPEN UP A COMPARTMENT, AND PASS AROUND WHAT SOUNDS LIKE GIANT TIN FOIL SHEETS.
COMPUTER:
Warning; Electromagnetic interf—f—f—f (Cuts off in static)

SOUND:
THE COMPUTERS, ENGINES, AND SHIP SHUTS DOWN.
ISAAC:

What happened?
GILL:
Magnetic field spike. (BEAT) Knocked out the ship’s electronics.
SOUND:
A SMALL FAN DISENGAGES AND WHINES DOWN.

RITSU:

There go the air recyclers . . .

ISAAC:

Gill, how much air do we have without the recyclers?
GILL:
(Sighs) I—I’m not sure. (BEAT) Three people . . . say about . . . two hours.
RITSU:
The carbon dioxide will get to us before that.
ISAAC:
Switch on the rescue beacon.
GILL:
(Hesitantly) Isaac . . . the interference from the sunspot is going to make it almost impossible to find us . . . 
ISAAC:
Then you’d better start hoping for a miracle.
SCENE THIRTEEN:
INT.  SERENDIPITY VESSEL

PRODUCTION NOTE: Gare, May and Emmeline are trying to find Isaac, Gill and Ritsu.
GARET:
Anything on the scanners?

EMMELINE:
(Sighs) No, not a bloody thing. We can’t even be sure they got out—
MAY:
(As if she’s trying to convince herself) Don’t start talking like that, Em. (BEAT) We’ll find them.
EMMELINE:
How long has it been?
GARET:
Almost three hours. (BEAT) Marcus told us to cut this off an hour ago. This area’s going to be buzzing with reporters and government investigators, soon . . .
MAY:
But we can’t turn around!

GARET:
I don’t like it, May, but we have our orders. (BEAT) Come on, we haven’t even picked up a signal.
MAY:
We haven’t found any debris, either!

EMMELINE:
An impact at that speed isn’t going to leave much debris . . .
GARET:
I’m sorry May. (BEAT) But we’ve got to look at the odds . . . what . . . a billion to one?
MAY:
We can’t just surrender. We have to fight this! My sister is down there for God’s sake!
EMMELINE:
May . . . there’s nothing we can do.
MAY:
(Bitterly) Funny . . . Garet said something similar when we were on the station. I guess that’s just our way of giving up.
SOUND:
A TENSE SILENCE. THAT WAS A LOW BLOW TO GARET. AND THEN . . . A COMPUTER BEEPING.
SCENE FOURTEEN:
INT.  GILL’S SHUTTLE
COMPUTER:
Warning. Oxygen levels are critically low.

GILL:
(Breathing heavily for air) That’s the last of it from the EVA suits. All the tanks are empty.
RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) Hey Isaac . . . have you ever wondered how things could have been . . . different?

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) How so?

RITSU:
(Breathy laugh) I—I never thought it would end here . . . like this. I should have gone with my childhood instincts.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) Like what?

RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) No, no it’s dumb.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) (Takes an interest) No, what?

RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) I—I wanted to be a chef when I was little.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) A chef?

RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) Yeah. I used to make musubi for me and my sister to take to school. My mom told me that no one made them as good as I did.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) Heh, I couldn’t imagine.
RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) We didn’t all want to be hit men from birth.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) I’d like to think we’re more than hit men.

SOUND.
A PAUSE.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) Ritsu?

RISTU:
(Breathing heavily for air) What?

COMPUTER:
Four minutes to atmospheric failure.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) I bet you would have made a great chef.

RITSU:
(Breathing heavily for air) (Laughs)
GILL:
(Breathing heavily for air) Uhh . . . you guys aren’t gonna like . . . make out or something, are you?
SOUND.
COMPUTER BEEPING.

ISAAC:
(Breathing heavily for air) What—?

GILL:
(Gasps and sits up) It’s . . . I think it’s. . .
MAY:
[Radio] Ritsu? Isaac, Gill. Come in. Guys, do you read me?
RITSU:
(Gasping, laughing) No . . . fracking . . . way.

SOUND.
GILL PRESSES A BUTTON.
GILL:
(Coughs) May, is that you?

MAY:
Oh my God. Gare, Em—they’re still breathing. (BEAT) Standby, we’re coming in for you.
SOUND.
ANOTHER MEANINGFUL PAUSE.

ISAAC:
(Long sigh, still breathless) So Ritsu, what do you think the chances are? A million to one?

RITSU:
(Relieved. Still short of breath) More like a billion to one. (LONG BEAT) Wait, you don’t think . . .

ISAAC:
(Huffs, dismissive) Nah, couldn’t be . . .
