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Pronunciation Key: 

Faraday – Fair-A-Day 

Thoracostomy - thor-uh-kos-tuh-mee 
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Thalassemia – thal-uh-see-mee-uh 
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ACT I 

SCENE ONE: INT. GORDON MARCUS’ OFFICE, SERENDIPITY STATION. 

PRODUCTION NOTE: DIRECTOR MARCUS is alone in his office, and things 

are quiet—more so than usual. MARCUS’ voice is tense and low; he is 

worried because ISAAC WALKER has yet to return from his last mission. 

 

MARCUS: (Quietly) Still no sign of the tracking signal? 

 

STILLER: [Over Radio] (Dejected) No . . . Not even a peep, and there’s no sign 

of his shuttle at any of the expected coordinates. 

 

MARCUS: (Gravely) Isaac should’ve returned by now. (BEAT) Tell your men to 

keep searching. 

 

STILLER: [Over Radio] Of course, sir. (BEAT) Stiller out. 

 

SOUND. MARCUS STANDS AND WALKS OUT. DOOR CYCLE RIGHT/LEFT. 

 

 

SCENE TWO: INT. COMMAND AND CONTROL, SERENDIPITY STATION. 

 

SOUND: THE USUAL SOUNDS OF THE COMMAND STATION FLOOD IN, BUT 

EVERYONE SEEMS MORE RELAXED THAN USUAL. 

 

MARCUS: (Grunts to himself, underlining his disapproval) 

 

SOUND. THE FINAL BEATS OF THE “NUMA NUMA” SONG ON GILL’S 

STATION, RIGHT. HUSHED LAUGHTER FROM MAY AND GILL. 

 

GILL: (Snorts, laughing) Dude, did you see his eyebrows? (Snorts) That 

was pro. (BEAT, recognizes something on his computer) Oh, wait . . . 

 

MAY: (Chiding him somewhat) Gill, shouldn’t you be working on—? 



 

GILL: (Paying her no mind) Huh . . . I wonder what this is—A.Y.B.A.B.T.U.? 

(BEAT, haltingly) Why does that sound familiar? 

 

SOUND. “ALL YOUR BASE” VIDEO BEGINS TO PLAY. (CONTINUE UNDER) 

 

GILL: DUDE! It’s All Your Base!! Sweet! (BEAT) YouTube Classic For The 

Win! (Starts humming along to the song) 

 

MAY: (Doesn’t get it) Wait—all your—what? 

 

GILL: (Immediately launches into an enthusiastic explanation) It’s only the 

most famous awesome interweb video in all of famous awesome 

interweb video history! 

 

MARCUS: (Clears his throat, annoyed that Gill isn’t working) Mr. Frye . . . what 

seems to be all the commotion? (BEAT) Am I missing something? 

 

SOUND. GILL IS SO STARTLED THAT HE FALLS OUT OF HIS CHAIR. 

 

GILL: Eh?!—Ack! 

 

MAY: (Quietly, and with a smirk) Told you so . . . 

 

GILL: (Pulls himself up) Oye . . . self-ownage . . . that’s the worst kind. 

 

MARCUS: (Maintains his composure) May, could you excuse us, for a 

moment? 

 

GILL: (Worried, to himself) Uh oh . . . 

 

MAY: (Nods professionally) Yes, sir. 

 

SOUND. MAY WALKS AWAY. 



 

GILL: (Preemptively defending himself) Sir, I know. I’m sorry that I 

screwed up—yet again— 

 

MARCUS: (Cuts him off) I wanted to congratulate you, Mr. Frye. 

 

GILL: (Doesn’t hear him at first)—it’s just that my A.D.D. kicks in and I 

need to—(LONG BEAT)—wait, what? 

 

SOUND. SUDDENLY THE ROOM SEEMS A BIT QUIETER. NOW PEOPLE ARE 

WATCHING. MARCUS HAS NEVER DONE THIS BEFORE. 

 

MARCUS: (Clears his throat) For your work (BEAT) aboard the Eternity. Your 

strategy was a little . . . unorthodox . . . but you came through in a 

pinch. (This part comes haltingly). I’m . . . proud . . . of you, Gill. 

 

SOUND. ANOTHER PAUSE. 

 

GILL: (Flabbergasted) Well, I, uh . . . sir. (BEAT) Thank you, sir. (Laughs 

nervously) Anytime. 

 

MARCUS: (With a smile) Let’s hope not— 

 

SOUND. A SUDDEN ALARM KLAXON CUTS HIM OFF. 

 

COMPUTER: Warning. Unauthorized data access attempt: Terminal 6. 

 

GILL: (Confused) What, now? 

 

MARCUS: That’s Winnie’s station. (BEAT) (To the room) Where is she? 

 

MAY: (Calls back) Uhh . . . she left for her lunch break a half-hour ago. 

 

SOUND. ANOTHER KLAXON. 



 

COMPUTER: Warning. Unauthorized data access attempt: Terminal 6. 

 

SOUND. HIGH SPEED TYPING. WINDOWS POPPING AND CLICKING. 

 

GILL: (Annoyed) Yeah, calm down, I heard you the first time . . . 

 

SOUND. MARCUS STEPS UP THE STAIRS TO HER TERMINAL. BEEPING. 

 

COMPUTER: This terminal is locked. 

 

MARCUS: Override, authorization Marcus. Confirm biometric scan. 

 

SOUND. SOME FUTURISTIC-SOUNDING SCANNER. 

 

COMPUTER: Biometric identification confirmed. Marcus, Gordon. Director level 

access granted. 

 

SOUND. COMPUTER UNLOCKS. HUNDREDS OF WINDOWS SCROLLING. 

 

MARCUS: (Surprised) What the—(BEAT). (Serious) Gill, take a look at this. 

 

GILL: (Focusing) Yeah . . . I know. It’s a worm . . . just ran two port scans 

on our core firewall. Tripped the IPSAC scanners on the— 

 

MARCUS: (Cuts him off) English! 

 

GILL: Sorry. (BEAT) I can’t tell what it’s doing exactly . . . it looks like it’s 

trying to crack Access Level 3. 

 

MAY: (Surprised) Level 3? (BEAT) That’s— 

 

BEN: (Calls out, concerned) Hey Gill . . . my console! 

 



GILL: Damn. It’s decoding the servers! (BEAT) (To himself) I’ve never seen 

anything move this fast! 

 

MARCUS: SHUT IT DOWN, NOW! 

 

GILL: (Desperate) I’m trying. Come on, I’m a hacker here, not NEO. 

 

SOUND. MARCUS SPRINTS OVER TO THE COMM AND CALLS DOWN TO 

THE SERVER ROOM. 

 

MARCUS: Marcus to Data Processing. We have a security breach. Cut the hard 

lines— 

 

SOUND. A LOUD SCREAM OF STATIC, WHAT SOUNDS LIKE A MODEM 

WHEN YOU’VE PICKED UP THE PHONE, BLASTS IN MARCUS’ EAR. 

 

MARCUS: (Surprised and in pain) Ack! 

 

SOUND: GILL’S TYPING STARTS TO SOUND MORE LIKE POUNDING. 

COMPUTER BEEPS AGAIN. 

 

GILL: (To himself, becoming more agitated. To the computer) Encoded . . . 

what do you mean encoded?! 

 

ANALYST 2: (Calls out) I’m locked out! 

 

ANALYST 3: (Calls out) Me, too! 

 

COMPUTER: Access Denied . . . access denied. Access Denied. 

 

SOUND: The “Access Denied” comment from the computer sweeps across 

all the control stations. Then everything reboots. 

 

MAY: (Concern, awe) Uhh . . . Gill? 



 

GILL: That was me. (BEAT) Core reboot. I’m taking down all outside 

datalinks, too . . .  

 

MARCUS: (Hurriedly) Was Level 3 compromised? 

 

GILL: No—(Double checks) No. (BEAT, seems surprised) I don’t think 

that’s what it was trying to do. 

 

MARCUS: What? Explain. 

 

GILL: I—I think . . . it’s a crypto-worm . . . 

 

MAY: A crypto-what? 

 

GILL: It wasn’t trying to break our encryption at all . . . it just re-encoded 

our access keys with another layer of its own encryption. 

 

BEN: (Disbelief) So, we’re locked out of our own systems? 

 

GILL: Yes . . . but the data is still secure. (BEAT) They can’t get into our 

core servers without knowing the original key codes. (BEAT, tries to 

reassure Marcus) Don’t worry, it would take a thousand quantum 

computers pumping more zettaFLIPS than I’ve— 

 

BEN: (Interrupts) But without the computer, that means our cloak is down 

. . . proximity sensors are dead . . . and our weapons systems are 

frozen. 

 

SOUND: HUSHED WHISPERS FROM THE COMMAND CREW. CONTINUE. 

 

MARCUS: (Gravely)  . . . leaving us deaf, blind . . . (almost growling) . . . and 

toothless against whoever the hell did this. 

 



PRODUCTION NOTE: The following BACKGROUND lines are for “HUSHED 

WHISPERS FROM THE COMMAND CREW. CONTINUE.” These are spoken 

as Marcus is making his final statement (above). 

 

MAY: [Background] (Whisper) Oh no . . . who could do something like 

this? This is supposed to be impossible. 

 

ANALYST 2: [Background] (Whisper) I know . . . this is the worst . . . we just 

overhauled our security protocols. How could someone get in so 

easily? 

 

ANALYST 3: [Background] (Whisper) No idea. But the cloak, too? What if 

someone sees us? We’d be sitting ducks. 

 

ANALYST 2: [Background] (Whisper) Dead ducks is more like it. 

 

[INTRO SCROLL] 

 

 

SCENE THREE: INT. COMMAND AND CONTROL, SERENDIPITY STATION. 

 

MARCUS: (Barking orders) Alright, listen up, people. As of right now, we are 

offline. Until we purge our systems of this bug and ascertain its 

intent, source and mode of entry into our network, all external 

DATCOM operations will remain suspended. 

 

BEN: (Calls out) Yes, sir. 

 

ANALYST 2: (Calls out) Got it. 

 

GILL: (Distracted) Aye . . . 

 

MARCUS: (Still speaking loudly to the group, so everyone can hear) Until 

proven otherwise, we will assume this attack was targeted 



specifically for SERENDIPITY. (BEAT) This is serious. (BEAT) We 

could be looking at the prelude to an armed assault on the station. 

We have to be ready for anything. 

 

SOUND: A LOUD “THUD” AS GARET RUNS INTO THE METAL DOOR 

OUTSIDE THE COMMAND STATION. 

 

GARET: (Muffled) Ow! What the hell—? 

 

MARCUS: (Surprised and confused) Garet—? 

 

GARET: (Muffled) Hello? Anyone in there? (BEAT) Helloooo? 

 

GILL: (Absently) Looks like the door sensors are down, too . . . 

 

SOUND. GARET POUNDING ON THE DOOR. 

 

MAY: Where’s the manual override? 

 

GILL: Already on it. 

 

SOUND. MORE POUNDING. THE SOUND OF DECOMPRESSING AIR, AND 

THE DOOR UNLATCHES. 

 

GARET: Helloooooooo—oh, there we go. 

 

MAY: (Evenly) Garet. 

 

MARCUS: (Mild surprise) Mr. Arrowny . . . when did you get back? 

 

GARET: A few minutes ago. Radio went all screwy just as the Highwind was 

landing. (BEAT) What’s going on? 

 

SOUND. FOOTSTEPS OF EMMELINE AND RITSU IN THE HALL. 



 

EMMELINE: Frack, the systems are down, up here, too. 

 

RITSU: Director Marcus—we’ve got a massive computer lockup on— 

 

MARCUS: (Coolly) We know. 

 

EMMELINE: (Confused) What’s going— 

 

MARCUS: Our network’s been compromised . . . Gill will fill you in on the 

details, later. (BEAT) (To the room) I want marines stationed at every 

docking port, bulkhead, cargo umbilical and airlock. Even post men 

in the scramble tubes. (BEAT) Crew members will travel in two-

person teams and report in to their section leaders at fifteen-minute 

intervals. No one travels alone. (BEAT) Gill? 

 

GILL: Yes? 

 

MARCUS: Do we have use of the station intercom, at least? 

 

GILL: (Dejected) No, those protocols are encrypted, too. 

 

BEN: (Calls out) Sir, I know we have a cache of handheld radios in Service 

Operations. 

 

MARCUS: How many are we talking, Ben? 

 

BEN: (Unsure) I don’t know . . . twenty-five, maybe thirty. 

 

MARCUS: Good. Have them distributed to deck leaders and command staff. 

(BEAT) Do they have signal-scramblers?  

 

BEN:  I don’t think so . . . 

 



MARCUS: (Sighs) We’ll have to use Charlie-Bravo-Six, then. 

 

MAY: (Doesn’t think that will work) Sir, I don’t think we’ve done training on 

Charlie-Bravo-Six since we upgraded the— 

 

MARCUS: (Snaps) Tell them to break out the manuals, then. (BEAT) I need a 

mode of secure communication! 

 

BEN: (Compliant) Yes, sir. 

 

SOUND. THE ANALYST HURRIES OFF. 

 

MARCUS: Garet and Ritsu . . . I know it’s not your department, but given the 

circumstances, I need people I can trust. 

 

RITSU: (Ready to help) What is it? 

 

MARCUS: (Evenly) I want you two to go down to the mess hall, and take Winnie 

into custody. 

 

GARET: (Shocked) Huh? 

 

RITSU: (Confused) Uh, sir? 

 

MARCUS: Whatever this thing was, it showed up first on her console. 

 

GILL: (Defensive) But that doesn’t mean— 

 

MARCUS: (Doesn’t want to hear it) I don’t like it either . . . but until someone 

here can give me straight answers, I’m not taking any chances. 

(BEAT) Now, can you two do it, or do I need to ask someone else? 

 

RITSU: (Shaken) No . . . no, we got it, sir. (BEAT) We’ll bring her in. 

 



 

SCENE FOUR: HALLWAY, SERENDIPITY STATION. 

 

SOUND. BOOTS CLICKING IN SYNC AS A PAIR OF MARINES ESCORT 

WINNIE TO THE BRIG. 

 

WINNIE: (Insisting) Seriously—I don’t know what you’re talking about! 

 

MARINE 1: (Shoves her) Get over there. 

 

GARET: (Angrily, to the guards) Hey, easy on her, you guys. 

 

WINNIE: (Confused, frightened) Garet, what’s this all about? 

 

RITSU: (Before he can answer) I’m sorry, Winnie. We’re not allowed to tell 

you anything. 

 

WINNIE: (Insistent) But I didn’t do anything wrong! 

 

GARET: (Tries to reassure her) Don’t sweat this, Winnie. (BEAT) We’ll get it 

all sorted out, soon. 

 

FEDERLINE: (Coldly directing them through the hall) To the left. 

 

WINNIE: (Calms some) Garet . . . I don’t understand. 

 

GARET: Neither do I. (BEAT) But don’t worry, I’m gonna get you out of this. 

(More quietly, personally) Then you and I can go on that dinner-date. 

 

RITSU: (Her nostrils flare some and she sighs through them, but says 

nothing). 

 

PRODUCTION NOTE: RITSU KOBAYASHI and GARET ARROWNY have 

history, though the details of it have not been spoken of. This much is 



clear: there’s unresolved business between them, and the fact that GARET 

is sweet on WINNIE does not sit will with RITSU. 

 

WINNIE: (Warming up some) That—that sounds nice . . . 

 

FEDERLINE: (Coldly) This is it. 

 

GARET: (Working some charm in) Yeah. It’ll all be settled in no time. Then, 

it’s all candlelight dinners and champagne, okay? Just leave it up to 

me. 

 

SOUND. THE DOOR TO THE ROOM IS MANUALLY DRAGGED OPEN. THE 

METAL GRINDS WITH A JARRING NOISE. THEY SHOVE HER IN. 

 

WINNIE: (Cries out as they push her inside) 

 

GARET: (Snapping) Hey, I said to take it EASY on her! 

 

FEDERLINE: (Cocky) What, you want in, too? 

 

GARET: (Narrows his eyes) Look, I’m sure that even with your clearly limited 

grasp of the English language, the word EASY— 

 

FEDERLINE: (Cuts him off, challenging) Just give me a reason, pretty-boy . . . 

 

MARINE 1: (Getting concerned) Hey, hey. Relax, Federline. 

 

RITSU: (Gets between them) Yeah, boys. Let’s not get too testy, here . . . 

 

SOUND. FEDERLINE DRAGS THE DOOR SHUT. 

 

FEDERLINE: (Dismissive) Whatever. Just clear the way, butch. 

 

RITSU: (Flabbergasted) EXCUSE ME? 



 

MARINE 1: HEY! Drop it, Federline. (BEAT) These are command officers. 

 

FEDERLINE: Oh, I know. Just like that new red-headed bitch. (BEAT) Hoggin’ up 

the sims . . . you guys think you own the whole damn station. 

 

GARET: (Glowering) You are getting dangerously close, kid . . . 

 

SOUND. THEY LOCK THE DOOR. 

 

MARINE 1: (Sighs) We gotta get back to our posts. 

 

FEDERLINE: Yeah, yeah sounds good. (Dripping with sarcasm) Excuse me, “sir.” 

 

RITSU: Is it just me, or do you not remember the security goons being that 

annoying? 

 

WINNIE: (Quietly) Garet. (BEAT) Promise me you’ll get me out of here, okay? I 

didn’t do anything . . . 

 

GARET: (Smiles) I believe you, Winnie. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of this. 

(BEAT) And I will get you out of here. 

 

SOUND. THEY WALK OUTSIDE. 

 

RITSU: (BEAT) It’s been fifteen minutes. We should check in. You got the 

walkie-talkie? 

 

GARET: The walkie—what? 

 

RITSU: Portable radio. (BEAT) Nickname for it, heard it from Gill. 

 

GARET: Huh. (BEAT) Well yeah, here it is. 

 



SOUND. SHE TURNS IT ON. A BRIEF BLAST OF STATIC. 

 

RITSU: Charlie-Six-Bravo—err—I mean . . . Charlie-Bravo-Six. (BEAT) This is 

GunGirl16, we’ve just put the canary in the cave, over. 

 

SOUND. ANOTHER BLAST OF STATIC. 

 

RITSU: (Mumbles) “Canary in the cave,” sounds so stupid. I hate having to 

speak in code . . . 

 

SOUND. STATIC. 

 

MARCUS: [Over Radio] Gungirl16, confirm Charlie-Bravo-Six. This is Booker-T-

7. Understood you are— 

 

SOUND. STATIC. 

 

MARINE 3: (Over Radio) FragMaster32 to anyone who can hear me. (BEAT) We 

have unauthorized boarding on Down Below—er—I mean, the 

Arboretum. (BEAT, unsure) Is that right? The arbor—aw screw it—

we have unidentified contact on Down Below C. Request backup 

immediately! 

 

RITSU: (Realizes) That’s right below us. 

 

GARET: Quick, there’s a service ladder this way! 

 

SOUND. RUNNING DOWN THE HALL. 

 

 

SCENE FIVE: HALLWAY, SERENDIPITY STATION. 

 

SOUND. DOORS OPENING MANUALLY, AND DOZENS OF BOOTS CLICKING 

AS SOLDIERS AND MARINES PILE INTO THE DOCKING AREA. 



 

MARINE 4: (Yelling) MOVE! MOVE! MOVE! 

 

MARINE 5: (Barking orders) Snipers, take position! 

 

FEDERLINE: Yes, sir! 

 

GARET: (Shouts) Ritsu! Over here, where there’s cover! 

 

MAY: (Quietly) Hey, guys . . . 

 

GARET: (Surprised) May? (BEAT) When did you get here? 

 

MAY: I was a deck below with some of the marines. We heard the call. 

(BEAT) You’ll want to keep clear of the landing pads. I’ve tagged 

them with explosives. (Takes a breath) If it’s a hostile, I’ll have to 

blow it. 

 

RITSU: (Catching her breath)  . . . You think we’re being boarded? 

 

MAY: (Unsettled) Sure looks that way . . . 

 

SOUND. METAL GRINDING AGAINST METAL. LOUD. A SHIP IS DOCKING. 

 

MARINE 4: (Yelling) They’re docking. Steady, people . . . 

 

GARET: (Tense whisper) Get down! Get down! 

 

SOUND. THE MARINES TIGHTEN UP AND AIM THEIR GUNS. A FEW PISTOLS 

COCK. THE SHIP TOUCHES DOWN WITH A BOOM. THEN SILENCE. 

 

ACT II 

SCENE SIX: INT. SERENDIPITY DOCKING BAY. 



 

SOUND. THE MARINES TIGHTEN UP AND AIM THEIR GUNS. A FEW PISTOLS 

COCK. THE SHIP TOUCHES DOWN WITH A BOOM. THEN SILENCE. 

THE DOOR TO THE SHIP OPENS, AND THE DOCK LOWERS. 

SOLITARY FOOTSTEPS MAKE THEIR WAY OUT OF THE SHIP. 

 

GARET: (Whispering, unsure) That looks like one of our shuttles . . . 

 

RITSU: (Quietly) I think it’s— 

 

SOUND. A FLURRY OF SHOUTS AND MOTION. FEET MOVE QUICKLY, GUNS 

POINT AND COCK. MARINES MOVE IN AND CORNER THE PERSON. 

 

MARINE 5: (Shouts) FREEZE. Hands behind your head, kneel. DO IT NOW. 

 

ISAAC: (Tries to make a joke of it) Whoa, whoa, easy there guys! 

 

MAY: (Sighs a huff of relief) Oh, it’s just Isaac . . . 

 

GARET: (Relaxes some) That’s a relief. 

 

ISAAC: (Nonplussed) What’s this? You here to arrest me? (To himself, 

quietly and fearfully) Oh God . . . they know what I did . . . 

 

RITSU: (Calls out) Hey, Isaac! 

 

ISAAC: (Surprised) Ritsu—? 

 

SOUND. SHE JUMPS OUT FROM BEHIND THE BARRICADE. COMMOTION 

AND CONFUSION. A SOLITARY GUNSHOT RINGS OUT, ECHOING. 

 

ISAAC: (Toppling backwards from being shot) Ungh! 

 

MAY: (Shouts out in surprise) ISAAC! 



 

GARET: (Shouts) HOLD YOUR FIRE! 

 

MARINE 4: (Shouts) CEASE FIRE! CEASE FIRE! 

 

SOUND. MORE SHUFFLING FEET AND MARINES MOVE ABOUT. 

 

MARINE 5: (Yells) FEDERLINE, stand down! 

 

ISAAC: (Coughing, choking) 

 

GARET: (Shock) Oh, frack! 

 

RITSU: (Shouts) ISAAC! Oh my God, he’s been shot. 

 

SOUND. SCRAMBLING FOOTSTEPS. 

 

MARINE 5: Federline, what the hell were you doing? 

 

MAY: (Yelling) MEDIC! We need a medic! 

 

SOUND. THE DOORS TO THE DOCKING AREA ARE PUSHED OPEN. 

 

MARCUS: What’s going on? 

 

ISAAC: (Choking) 

 

GARET: It’s Isaac! Someone shot him. 

 

MARCUS: (Disbelieving) Isaac—? 

 

MARINE 4: Keep pressure on his chest! 

 

MARCUS: (Urgently) What happened?! 



 

MARINE 5: It’s my fault, sir. (BEAT) I put one of the new recruits on sniper duty . 

. . Federline . . . he must have gotten ahead of himself. 

 

GARET: (Disturbed) Oh God, the blood, it’s everywhere . . . 

 

ISAAC: (Barely lucid mumbling, and coughs) [Ad-lib this] 

 

MAY: (Worried) Shh . . . don’t try to talk . . . 

 

SOUND. HEARTBEAT SOUND. GETTING LOUDER. CONTINE UNDER. 

 

MARCUS: Isaac—Isaac, hold on. (BEAT) A med team is coming. 

 

RITSU: (Worried) No, no no—don’t look at the blood. (BEAT) Look at me, 

look at me, Isaac. It’s not that bad. 

 

ISAAC: [incoherent mumbling, doesn’t understand] 

 

SOUND. THE HEARTBEAT GETS LOUDER, AND THE VOICES MORE 

MUFFLED. 

 

GARET: (Quickly, shouting) The Medics! Here they are, here they are! 

 

MARCUS: (Concerned, more so than usual) How serious is it? 

 

RITSU: Just look at me Isaac. Focus on me. It’s all going to be— 

 

SOUND. ONLY HEARTBEATS, NOW. 

 

 

SCENE SEVEN: INT. SERENDIPITY DOCKING BAY. 

 

GILL: (Perplexed) This . . . doesn’t make any sense. At all. 



 

BEN: What’s it doing, now? 

 

GILL: I’m routing through diagnostic mode to access the servers . . . I had 

to link through the life-support system because that’s about the only 

node that isn’t totally FUBAR’d by this thing. The worm—or 

whatever it is—is still there. But it’s—it’s like its learning, starting to 

anticipate my moves. 

 

BEN: So, what? You’re saying this thing is intelligent? 

 

GILL: (Laughs nervously, scoffs) PUH-LEASE, Ben. (BEAT) Self-aware 

computer systems are impossible, that’s just Star Trek stuff. No 

matter how complex a computer program is, it’s just cascading sets 

of instructions triggered by different kinds of input. 

 

BEN: (Sarcastic) Whoa wait . . . did the sci fi geek just acknowledge that 

something in Star Trek is scientifically inaccurate? 

 

GILL: Quiet, you! (BEAT) Anyway . . . it’s creepy. If I hadn’t checked the 

external transceivers six times already, I would swear there was 

someone controlling this thing by remote. 

 

BEN: Don’t be so quick to dismiss, técnico . . . you said yourself . . . this 

bug is smarter than you. 

 

GILL: (Annoyed) I did not say it was smarter . . . I said it was learning. 

Adaptive AI isn’t anything new (LONG BEAT) but I’ve never seen 

something like this . . . it’s almost . . . clever. 

 

BEN: Hmm. “Clever” seems like a pretty humanizing word to me. 

 

SOUND. THE DOORS ARE PUSHED OPEN. 

 



MARCUS: (A hint of something tense in his voice) What’s our status? 

 

BEN: Gill was here saying that the crypto-worm is acting more like a 

person than a computer program. 

 

MARCUS: (Doesn’t care) Fascinating. (BEAT) Do we have an ETA on when 

we’ll have control of our systems back? 

 

GILL: Unfortunately, no. 

 

MARCUS: (Snaps) Damn it, Gill. I need you to spend less time philosophizing 

about how this thing works and more time figuring out how to kill it! 

 

GILL: (Flustered) Yes, sir. I— 

 

MARCUS: (Angry) No, I’m not done. (BEAT) Don’t think it escaped my notice, 

Mr. Frye, that this worm compromised our system on your watch. If 

you weren’t too busy screwing around on the PeerNet to do your 

job, you might have caught this thing before it got its claws into us. 

 

ANALYST 2: (Gasps quietly) 

 

GILL: I—um . . . (Laughs once, because he doesn’t know how to respond) . 

. . you’re right, sir. (Crestfallen) This is—this is totally my fault. 

 

MARCUS: (Has his pound of flesh) You’re damned right it is. 

 

SOUND. MARCUS STORMS OUT OF THE COMMAND AREA, AND INTO HIS 

OFFICE, SLAMMING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 

 

 

SCENE EIGHT: INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE 

 



MARCUS: (To himself) Ugh . . . get a handle on it, Gordon (A long, forlorn sigh). 

You can’t— 

 

SOUND. KNOCKING ON THE METAL DOOR. 

 

MARCUS: (Snifts and clears his throat, regaining composure) Come in. 

 

SOUND. STILLER MAKES HIS WAY IN AND CLOSES THE DOOR. 

 

STILLER: You wanted to see me, in person, sir? 

 

MARCUS: Yes. (BEAT) The radios aren’t secure, and I need your update to stay 

in confidence. 

 

STILLER: (Nodding) I understand. 

 

MARCUS: Was Isaac’s system infected with the worm, or virus, or whatever it 

is? 

 

STILLER: No, he’s clean. Data transceivers were all burned out. (BEAT) But 

DATCOM has the ship inside of a Faraday Cage, just to be safe. [See 

Pronunciation Key] 

 

MARCUS: So, then . . . I take it you’ve finished analyzing Isaac’s flight logs? 

 

STILLER: I have, such as they are. 

 

MARCUS: (Expectantly) And? 

 

STILLER: Technically, it checks out. 

 

MARCUS: “Technically” ? 

 



STILLER: Whatever disabled the tracking device and his transceiver array, 

also damaged the flight data recorder. The only record we have 

remaining is the sensor log. (BEAT) It indicates that there was some 

kind of engine trouble en route, and by the time Isaac was able to fix 

it, Michelle Glassell was already dead. 

 

MARCUS: So there’s no way he could have been involved with the incident? 

 

STILLER: (Doubtful) I wouldn’t go that far. With the flight data recorder and 

tracking device both out of commission, we can’t confirm or 

contradict the sensor logs. 

 

MARCUS: But Isaac’s access level wouldn’t allow him to modify the sensor 

logs. 

 

STILLER: True . . . but as you said before . . . 

 

MARCUS: (Nodding) Isaac’s a smart one. 

 

STILLER: Yes. (BEAT) And the fact that the recorder and tracker both went out 

with ample time for him to change course and intercept the 

transport— 

 

MARCUS: (Doesn’t want to believe it) It’s still not conclusive. (BEAT) And I 

won’t prosecute one of my men without proof. Especially one in a 

hospital bed. 

 

STILLER: (With hesitation) Yes, understood, sir. (BEAT) How is he, by the 

way? 

 

MARCUS: (Sighs) Last I heard, stable. (BEAT) He lost a lot of blood, though. 

 

STILLER: I’m glad to hear he’ll make it through. 

 



MARCUS: Had that bullet hit two more inches to the right, it would be a 

different story. (BEAT) Alright Stiller, keep me posted if you discover 

anything else. 

 

STILLER: I will, sir. 

 

SOUND. STILLER LETS HIMSELF OUT. 

 

GARET: (Poking his head through the open door) Ah, Director Marcus? 

 

MARCUS: (Surprised) Oh, Mr. Arrowny. How can I help you? 

 

SOUND. GARET CLOSES THE DOOR. 

 

GARET: Sir, with all the craziness going on, I realized we hadn’t had the 

opportunity to properly debrief about the mission with the Chinese. 

 

MARCUS: (Not now) Garet, I appreciate your forwardness, but the intel briefing 

can wait until after we have our computer system up and running— 

 

GARET: Actually, sir. I don’t think it can wait. 

 

MARCUS: (BEAT). Alright, take a seat. 

 

SOUND. GARET SITS. 

 

MARCUS: What did you find that was so urgent? Confirmation that the Chinese 

are mobilizing more troops near Thailand? 

 

GARET: Well—that, too—but . . . 

 

MARCUS: But what? 

 



GARET: You, sir. (BEAT) I ran into an unexpected guest at the gala—Richard 

Chen. 

 

MARCUS: (Leans back in his chair, folds his hands) Really? 

 

GARET: Yes. (BEAT) He described to me a very . . . interesting . . . 

transmission his signals intelligence people captured, around the 

time we rescued Emmeline from the fueling depot. 

 

MARCUS: (Leans forward) “Interesting” in what way? 

 

GARET: (Hesitant) It was your voice, sir. You, using the word “Serendipity.” 

 

MARCUS: (A Long Pause) (Gravely) You should have told me this earlier. 

 

GARET: I know, sir. It’s just— 

 

MARCUS: (Doesn’t want to hear it) Spare me, Garet. Just tell me what else he 

said. 

 

GARET: That he’s been trying to convince his government to look into the 

sound clip, analyze it more. (BEAT) But they’re not interested, they’d 

rather sweep the whole thing under the carpet. 

 

MARCUS: (Evenly) Saving face. Sounds like the Chinese. 

 

GARET: Chen’s convinced there was a conspiracy behind Emmeline’s 

disappearance, but all his other conjecture is hearsay and rumor. 

And its mostly crap at that. 

 

MARCUS: Or doubletalk to confuse you. (BEAT) I find it amazing that of all the 

military commanders in China, Richard Chen finds you and tells you 

about this supposed voice clip. You may be getting played, Garet. 

 



GARET: (Emphatically) With all due respect, sir, I know how to read people. If 

this guy knew anything, there would be signs, and he gave none. 

 

MARCUS: (Sighs) Don’t get me wrong, Garet. I respect your experience, and I 

also know when to trust my gut.  (BEAT) But are you willing to bet 

the safety of this station on mere intuition? (BEAT) For all we know, 

this hack was China-based, they could be using you to get to us. 

 

GARET: (Quiet anger) Then maybe you should put me in lockup, too . . . 

since we’re jailing people on suspicions, now. 

 

MARCUS: (Evenly) I beg your pardon? 

 

GARET: (His voice growing cold) You heard me, sir. 

 

MARCUS: (Hostility rising in his throat) Thank you for brining this information 

to my attention, Garet. (BEAT) You are dismissed. 

 

SOUND. A LONG, TENSE PAUSE. IT’S BROKEN BY A SUDDEN, NERVOUS 

KNOCKING ON THE METAL DOOR. 

 

MARCUS: (Irate) What? 

 

SOUND. THE METAL DOOR GRINDS OPEN. 

 

NURSE 1: (Gravely, urgently) It—it’s Isaac, sir! There’s something wrong! 

 

 

SCENE NINE-A: INT. SERENDIPITY MEDICAL BAY. 

PRODUCTION NOTE: This whole scene needs to be done with a sense of 

tense urgency, as this is an emergency surgery and Isaac could die. 

 

SOUND. VARIOUS MEDICAL ALARMS. 100+ BPM HEARTBEAT. 

 



KAIN: (Shouting, angry) GET HIM OUT OF HERE. GET HIM OUT OF MY 

SIGHT, DAMMIT! 

 

CLARKE: (Shocked, apologetic, pleading) I’m sorry, I’m sorry—doctor! 

 

DOCTOR 2: (Yelling) Step away from the table, Jonas! (BEAT) BACK UP. 

 

KAIN: (Shouting) WHERE IS THAT TUBE THORACOSTOMY? [See 

Pronunciation Key] 

 

DOCTOR 2: (Calls back) I’m workin’ on it! 

 

KAIN: (No patience) WORK FASTER. 

 

NURSE 2: Blood pressure dropping. 80 over 50! (BEAT) Dr. Kain—! 

 

SOUND. DOOR CYCLE, LEFT. 

 

KAIN: If we don’t drain the pleural cavity we’re going to— 

 

SOUND. ANOTHER MEDICAL ALARM GOES OFF. 

 

DOCTOR 2: Damn the computer . . . we need that bioscanner, or we’re shooting 

in the dark, here! 

 

KAIN: (Annoyed) There’s no use bitching about equipment that’s not 

working. (BEAT) Just get that fracking drainage tube into him. 

 

SOUND. A LASER SCALPEL, AND THEN THE SOUND OF SPLIT FLESH. 

 

SOUND. BLOOD AND LIQUID FILTERING THROUGH A TUBE. 

 

KAIN: There, there. (BEAT) EASY. (BEAT, to himself) Kid sliced him up like 

a damned cadaver . . . 



 

 

SCENE NINE-B: INT. SERENDIPITY MEDICAL BAY. WAITING ROOM. 

 

SOUND. THE DOOR OPENS. 

 

MARCUS: (Quietly, to someone near him) Ritsu . . . (BEAT) how is he? 

 

RITSU: (Fearful and uncertain) I don’t know. He’s still in the middle of it. 

 

DOCTOR 2: [Over Radio] The perforations in the pulmonary artery are closing. 

 

MARCUS: (Concern) How long has he been in there? 

 

RITSU: (Worry) Twenty minutes . . . 

 

SOUND. [Over Radio] THE ALARMS START TO WIND DOWN. 

 

NURSE 2: [Over Radio] (Relief) Pressure in the pleural cavity is returning to 

normal. 

 

KAIN: [Over Radio] (Warning) Keep a close eye on that blood pressure . . . 

 

NURSE 2: [Over Radio] Yes, Dr. Kain. 

 

KAIN: [Over Radio] (Gravely) My God, he’s lost a lot of blood. (BEAT) He’s 

going to need a larger transfusion than I thought . . . 

 

DOCTOR 2: [Over Radio] (Confused) Transfusion? (BEAT) What? Just use the 

PolyGlobin. 

 

 

SCENE NINE-C: INT. SERENDIPITY MEDICAL BAY. 

 



KAIN: No, Isaac’s a thalassemia carrier . . . PolyGlobin could kill him. [See 

Pronunciation Key] 

 

DOCTOR 2: His blood’s B Negative, and we can’t use the type converter without 

the computer. (BEAT) Speaking of, without the medical database, 

how are we going to find— 

 

KAIN: (Calmly) Already handled. 

 

 

SCENE NINE-D: INT. SERENDIPITY MEDICAL BAY. WAITING ROOM. 

 

SOUND. THE CLICK OF A MICROPHONE. 

 

KAIN:  [Over Radio] Ritsu, we’re ready for you. 

 

ALL SOUNDS FADE OUT. 

 

 

SCENE TEN: INT. SERENDIPITY MEDICAL BAY. 

 

SOUND. THE DISTANT SOUND OF A HEART MONITOR. 

 

MARCUS: How is he? 

 

KAIN: (Sighs, exhausted) He’s stable, now. The transfusion from Ms. 

Kobayashi seems to be doing the trick . . . she saved his life. 

 

MARCUS: First good news I’ve heard all day. (BEAT) What happened? 

 

KAIN: (Reluctantly) Human error, I’m afraid. (BEAT) Without access to our 

full-body scanner, what should have been a routine patch-up put a 

hole inside one of his major arteries. Medical foul-up at its worst. 

 



MARCUS: (Gravely) I see. (BEAT) Who was responsible? 

 

KAIN: (Doesn’t want to say) I take full responsibility for the incident, sir. 

 

MARCUS: “Take” full responsibility? (BEAT) Did you do the procedure? 

 

KAIN: (Doesn’t want to say) No, sir . . . no I did not. 

 

MARCUS: Than who? 

 

KAIN: Director Marcus . . . as the lead physician I am responsible for the 

actions— 

 

MARCUS: (Insists) Doctor, I want a name. 

 

KAIN: (Sighs) Clarke, sir. (LONG BEAT) Jonas Clarke. 

 

PRODUCTION NOTE: Though nobody knows it, JONAS is an agent of 

UNITY. The accident with Isaac was a clandestine attempt to kill him, 

because of what KOSTYA ABRAMOV had told him [See Episode 5]. 

However, after UNITY discovers that Isaac was responsible for Michelle 

Glassell’s death, and that he survived the assassination attempt, they 

reconsider their policy. 

 

SOUND. A SQUEAL OF STATIC. 

 

GILL:  [Over Radio] Teh-Masterer to Booker-T-7, come in. 

 

SOUND. STATIC. 

 

MARCUS: Booker-T-7 here, over. 

 

GILL: [Over Radio] I’ve been able to crack part of the worm’s encryption. 

 



SOUND. STATIC. 

 

BEN: [Over Radio] We’ve got back control of our weapons systems and 

external sensors. 

 

MARCUS: (Relief) That’s good to hear. (BEAT) What about the cloak, and our 

Level 3 files? 

 

GILL: [Over Radio] (Apologetic) Still locked out. It’s hard to say when we 

might crack it. (BEAT) But sir, that’s not really the reason I called. 

 

MARCUS: Oh? 

 

GILL: No. (BEAT) And you wouldn’t believe me if I told you. You’d better 

come up here and see what this thing is doing . . . for yourself. 

 

SCENE ELEVEN: INT. SERENDIPITY CONTROL 

 

MYRA: (Giggling) Helloooo, World. (BEAT) Hi there. My name is Myra. Let’s 

be friends. (BEAT) I’m inside your computer now . . . hee hee . . . can 

you find me? (Teasing) I bet you caaan’t . . . 


