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INTRO AND SONG
ACT I

FADE IN. WE’RE OUTSIDE ON THE OBSERVATION DECK, ABOVE DESTINATION ALPHA.  BASS IS PACING BACK AND FORTH TO STAY WARM. WE HEAR HIS BOOTS CRUNCHING ICE AND THE METAL OF THE GRATE BELOW HIM. THE WIND IS LITE, BUT STILL PIERCING COLD.

SAT PHONE RINGS
			BASS
		[COLD, MISERABLE]
It’s minus seventy Gable! I’d appreciate you being on time if I can’t use the station’s high gain attentions to take a Satellite call from inside where it’s WARM!

			GABLE
Ah… yes. Difficult, certainly — but not impossible. The trick, my dear Marlow, is to remove the unnecessary witnesses. No pass-throughs, no digital breadcrumbs, no curious intermediaries peering through the keyhole. Just a whisper carried directly to the satellite. Cleaner. Safer. I received your message, of course. And the photographs — the map, and Dr. Lawrance Waynewright’s delightfully macabre little bedtime story.

			BASS
Okay….and? Let’s make this fast, please! Ten more minutes and I’m going to have problems feeling my kneecaps, or my soul! 

			GABLE
You were quite right, Marlow. That map is not merely a map — it is a confession. A breadcrumb left in the snow for someone patient enough to notice it hadn’t yet melted. It’s a reproduction of a hand-drawn survey of Mount Erebus, dated 1912. The printed name — F. Debenham. Frank Debenham. Australian. Geographer. One of the early cartographers of the Antarctic soul. He traveled with Captain Robert Falcon Scott… still one of the most gloriously defiant names ever frozen into history. The very Scott your station pretends to honor.

Now — the handwriting along the right margin. The initials M.T. Not “mountain.” No, no… Mason Trueblood. A name so theatrical it borders on suspicious. He guided the McMurdo rescue team in Waynewright’s account — the man who found the atmospheric scientists imprisoned in that cave in 2015. I compared your photograph with archived samples of Trueblood’s writing.
A flawless match. As unmistakable as a fingerprint on glass.

			BASS
Meaning if the story from Waynewright was accurate and the dead body from 7 years earlier was Doctor Lukasik’s assistant, Johnathan Westcott in that ice cave...

			GABLE
Then we would be standing at the threshold of something rather extraordinary — proof that Westcott not only possessed Tesla’s journal… but chose to bury it in the same frozen tomb that claimed his life. Or somewhere deliciously close to it.

BASS
I’ll have Mister Kelley pull the rest of the NSF personnel records for the researchers. See if we can get them to pinpoint the location of that cave on the map.

			GABLE
Oh, don’t trouble Mister Kelley. I already know precisely where they are.
Six feet down… each and every one of them.

			BASS
		[SHOCKED]
All five?  That’s a hell of a coincidence. 

			GABLE
Yes. Between 2016 and 2017, destiny — or perhaps a far more deliberate hand — demonstrated a rather poetic efficiency. Two died in separate automobile accidents. One crushed by a drunk driver, the other erased by a hit-and-run. One drowned in his swimming pool, marinating in poor judgment. One succumbed to heroin. And the last… a massive stroke. Five lives, extinguished with unsettling symmetry.

Coincidences, as you know, are merely secrets waiting to confess.

			BASS
That makes no sense!  If Darpa or Beau-low are looking for the journal, they’d want to pump the researchers for the location, not kill them! That location would be lost. 

GABLE
That assumes they knew where the cave was. Picture it: the southern light storm raging like a cathedral of chaos, GPS blind, no stars to guide them, and a violent ice system tearing across the landscape. Navigation would have required not science… but faith.
Frankly, it borders on miraculous that Trueblood managed to chart anything at all.

			BASS
Wait, what about the three members of the rescue team?  Were they are killed as well?

			GABLE
They were… obscured. Not hidden — obscured. As if someone carefully brushed away their footprints after they passed. It required time, persuasion, and a few conversations with people who prefer not to be spoken about.

Two are dead — including your mapmaker, Mr. Trueblood. The final member, the medical technician, has vanished entirely. No records beyond 2017. She didn’t run, she didn’t hide…

She simply stepped off the page.

An outdoorswoman. Survivalist. Precisely the sort drawn to McMurdo. Precisely the sort capable of disappearing without drama… without noise… without regret.


			BASS
[PUTTING EVERYTHING TOGETHER IN HIS HEAD] 
Okay, so what do we have…let’s bottom line this. We know Lukasik was in possession of the Journal. It’s strongly possible he had it with him during the Amundsen Scott dedication.  Notes indicate he was to hand it off to somebody on Palmer station later that trip, but the boat they were on was damaged and his assistant, Westcott secured the journal with him on the lifeboat.  Lifeboat drifts to sea, washes up on Ross Island near Erebus. 

			GABLE
I have uncovered whispers — from sources that would object violently to being called sources — that both DARPA and Beau-Low rushed assets to Palmer that same summer. They arrived the very day the Polarstern did — Lukasik’s ship. Both sides cloaked themselves as harmless tourists, drifting in under the charming illusion of cruise passengers.

Neither report claims success. Quite the opposite — they state Lukasik and his team departed abruptly, forced onto the cruise ship back to New Zealand under emergency conditions. They never set foot on Palmer.

The transfer never happened.
The journal remained… unaccounted for.

			BASS
Okay, but maybe Lukasik or one of the other assistants had the journal with them rather than Johnathan Westcott. 

			GABLE
The DARPA operative, upon discovering Beau-Low had inserted a competing asset — and after resolving that inconvenience with terminal efficiency — searched each researcher’s cabin while they were away.

The journal was not among their possessions.
Not hidden. Not misplaced. Absent.

			BASS
So, they assumed it went overboard with Westcott when the PolarStern had to be evacuated. The rescue team and researchers never included the body they found in the cave in the official accounts, so no reason to question the assumption.  But the question still remains…why kill the researchers and the rescue team?

			GABLE
A far more troubling puzzle remains — time itself appears unwilling to cooperate. Your station opened in 2008. The older station — where you discovered the framed map — was officially decommissioned in 2009, erased from memory, removed from the ice like a body from a crime scene. And yet Trueblood’s annotations were written in 2015… and discovered by you only now.

So tell me, Marlow…

How does a map not yet written find its way framed inside a building the world believes no longer exists?
Time rarely lies.
But people do.

			BASS
Okay…you got me there.  What about this last member of the rescue party, Ms. Off-the-radar? She may be able to fill in some blanks. 

			GABLE
I am searching. She is disciplined, intelligent — the sort of quarry that rewards patience. This may take time…
Unless fortune grows bored and decides to entertain us.

			BASS
Even when travel is possible after the summer season starts. There are over 100 known Ice caves on Erebus.  Who knows how many not charted? The map doesn’t say which cave is the right one and like you said GPS tracking wasn’t working at the time. All we have are those handwritten notes from Trueblood on the side. 
DIGITAL NOISE FROM GABLE’S SIDE

			GABLE
My security window has just begun to close — and I find I dislike being watched. I must go. I’m uploading new encryption protocols and phrases for our next exchange.

And Marlow…

You’ve done something rather remarkable. You’ve managed to impress me.

Excellent work, Marshal.

SAT PHONE DISCONNECTS.

FADE OUT AS BASS WALKS TO THE DOOR AND THROUGH THE VESTIBULE, INTO WARMTH. 
	 
ACT II: BAD NEWS FROM MAINLAND

	RECORDING STARTED
FOOTSTEPS GOING FROM THE GALLEY TRAY LINE TO A TABLE. CHAIR IS PULLED OUT AND TRAY SAT DOWN. 

					ZEKE
S’up lawman. Just talking about the latest country to get booted out by your boy Campbell. 

			BASS
Not my boy. Didn’t vote for the man, won’t vote for the man.  Armenia, heard about that on ICE FM this morning. Home country of the man who shot me on McMurdo last season.

			PATRICK
Did like…that become the reason they had to bounce? Popping you one?

			BASS
It was factored in yes, but more recently it was intercepted communications between Armenia and Sudan who were kicked out last season as well that caused alarm and resulted in the expulsion.  [TO KENDRA] Hey you!

			KENDRA
Hey you. How’d your follow up meeting go?

			BASS
Good.  More or less as planned.  I think I found my final Marshal for Palmer station.  

			THOMAS
		[FROM QUITE A DISTANCE]
Jiminy Cricket! that’s my favorite too! 

			ZEKE
Glad to see the kid finally find somebody he is into.  What I’ve seen. She may be onto him too! 

			BASS
Wait…Mister Kelley? Doctor Lorenz? They’re…



			PATRICK
We’re not positive.  Far as I know, haven’t been any reports about smoochy-woochies or cuddle-wuddles; but it’s the popular theory going around. 

			BASS
		[CONFUSED]
Smoochy…woochies?  What are we in Junior high again?

			KENDRA
I think it’s cute.  Very cute!  The two of them make a wonderful couple.  It’s like our very own Capulets and the Montagues. Maybe we’ll have two star crossed lovers. 

			ZEKE
Hope we don’t if that’s the example you use. I don’t remember that story ending all that well. 

			BASS
Unless my math is off, this is the third meal they’ve shared together this week. 

			KENDRA
Your math is spot on the mark, Kansas, for once!

			BASS
		[FAUX INSULTED]
Whoa! I can math alongside the best of them. 

			KENDRA
		[FAUX AGREE WITH HIM]
Okay sweetie, you’re right, or course. Silly me. 

TWO BEAT

			ZEKE
He do suck at math though. 

			PATRICK
Oh hey…check it…we’re not the only ones keeping an eye on Tommy and bug-doctor. 


			BASS
She has a first name Doctor… Jemma.

			PATRICK
No Marshal man! Your……the scarry government lady. Over there. 

			KENDRA
Huh. From the look on her face, she doesn’t approve of our little Romeo courting her Julliette. 

			BASS
Nah, she had that frown tattooed on her face ten years ago when I first ran into her.  She always looks like that. Operational Security is her favorite term. Probably worried Doctor Lorenz will slip up. 

			ZEKE
From what I hear, probably more jealousy of Tommy than disapproval or OPSEC. She has a puppy-dog crush on Jemma.

			BASS
Highly possible. 


			KENDRA
You two need to adult it up some! That’s nobody’s business but hers.  

			BASS
Oh, don’t get me wrong; I’d still feel the same about Joyclyn no matter the label you slap on her. She’s evil incarnate walking the earth in a size two dress! 

FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING

			ZEKE
And I ain’t judging none! Seem to remember something in my favorite book of all time about not doing that!  Praise Jesus. [REALIZES] Oh-no! 

			JESUS
Buenas tardes, Jefe!  Hey, we all miss you down in the V.M.F! Not the same since you ascended to the throne.  Maybe one day I’ll do the same! 

			ZEKE
Thanks, Hey-sus. Appreciate ya! [SIGH] One day I’ll learn.  Just not this day I guess. 
			
			BASS
In any event…[CHUCKLE] Joyclyn needs to be realistic.  She is WAY to old for Doctor Lorenz. 

			ZEKE				
Oh no he didn’t! 

			KENDRA
		[OFFENDED]
Excuse me?!?!  Mister 15 years the senior of the woman he knocked up! 

			PATRICK
Oooooooooooooo. 

			BASS
		[KNOWS HE STEPPED IN IT]
I uh….well that’s not exactly the…..um…I love you?

			KENDRA
Call me a romantic, but I personally believe love knows no boundaries! 

			BASS
		[SCRAMBLING]
Oh, I don’t……it’s more like 14 years not……You’re SO pretty! 

			ZEKE
		[THROWS A LIFELINE]
So, I heard this morning we getting budget cuts. 

		PATRICK			KENDRA
WHAT? AW MAN!	Budget cuts? Why? We’re coming back to this Bass!

			ZEKE
Had to attend a Fiscal Year 24 meeting as the head of Amundsen-Scott.  Head of Finance was there along with other research divisions and the head of the O.P.P.

			MIKHAIL
		[FROM DISTANCE]
Yeah you know me! 

			ZEKE
Three guesses which US Antarctic station is getting their budget scrutinized the most? First two guesses don’t count. 

			PATRICK
Us!

			ZEKE
And Bingo was his name-o!  Nothing formal being hit or reduced just yet…but it’s coming. 

			BASS
U.S. G.A.O.?

			ZEKE
Yup


			PATRICK
Whose that? How’d we manage to harsh their high? 

			BASS
Government Accountability Office. In charge of review and auditing how the government spends their budget. Seems like our good President isn’t just taking political steps, but now financial to hurt us.

			KENDRA
What about the Academic grants? 

			ZEKE
Nah, Tommy says that’s outside their ability to control. Gonna hit the DeWalts and Dexters harder than the Beakers. 

			BASS
Wonderful. Just great. 

			KENDRA
Come on guys, I thought we agreed…only positive chat at the lunch table! Let’s leave this for…other locations we chat in.  Mister foot-in-his-mouth over there had a conversation earlier with his new external friend. Wants to fill the whole group in later tonight. The friend he has to talk to while being outside! 

			ZEKE
Aw snap. About the big thing? 

			PATRICK
I am SO lost right now! 

			BASS
Yes, about that.  Mister…excuse me…Doctor Dobbers; just…meet us at the Barn at 21:00 tonight.  I’ll bring everybody up-to-speed. And so long as we’re sharing GREAT news, and to put even MORE distance between me and previous comments. 

			KENDRA
Uh-huh! 

			BASS
Most wonderful woman in the world! Do you want to tell them before Cheryl-Lynn finds out?

			ZEKE
What? Could use some good news! 

			KENDRA
Well…I had my latest appointment with Katherine yesterday. 

			PATRICK
		[EXCITED]
DUDE!!!! You’re having twins! 

TWO BEAT

			KENDRA
No.  Bite your tongue!  After the appointment Katherine and her colleagues back in the world agreed that given the distance, changes in altitude at play, other environmental factors that it was not advisable to have me flown out that late in the 3rd trimester…so

			ZEKE
NO WAY!

			KENDRA
We’ll be having the baby on station! 

			TOMMY
That’s FANTASTIC news!

BASS		PATRICK	KENDRA	ZEKE
GAHH		NARCS!	THOMAS!	DAMMIT TOMMY!
	
			BASS
		[SHOCKED]
How’d you get over here?…HOW THE HELL YOU SIT DOWN AND NOBODY…. 

			ZEKE
Tommy, damn it we talked about this son! You can’t go sneaking up on people all like that! Like a damn predator in the Arnold movies! 

			THOMAS
Gee! I’m really sorry everyone. I don’t mean to scare anybody! Honest!

			BASS
Lunch date went well?

			THOMAS
		[GLOWING]
And how! Jemma is just the swell-est!  Oh, but golly, we were just having lunch together, that’s all. 

			KENDRA
Was it planned in advance, or did one of you happen to see the other sitting down and ask to join?
			THOMAS
Oh, I asked her last night if she wanted to have lunch today.  [LEAN IN TO THE GANG] I didn’t tell her, but I had Ms. Alice make her favorite…bread pudding and buttered green beans!

	BASS			ZEKE		  PATRICK
Date!		That’s a date!  Smoochie-Woochies!

			KENDRA
Boys! Stop!  I’m very happy you have a new friend, Thomas! 

			THOMAS
Thank you doctor!  And I’m happy you’ll be staying with us a while longer!  I’ll get together with Doctor Timms and start planning for the baby.  We’ll modify three of the Berths in the B section to make larger accommodations!

			ZEKE
Damn Tommy! That’s a great idea. Wish I’d had it! 

			KENDRA
Alright gentlemen, with that…

STANDS AND THEN BASS STAND AFTER HER

			KENDRA
I have paperwork to finish over in the science labs…  

			BASS
See you tonight sweetheart. 

			KENDRA
Yes, and we can finish the ‘too young’ conversation then! 

FADE OUT WITH FOOTSTEPS AWAY.  

ACT III: UPDATE AND BASS’ PITCH TO FIONNA

DIGITAL RECORDER ON
IN BASS’ OFFICE

BASS
US Marshal Bass Marlow….no…still not used to it.  Okay today is 10 August 2023, and it is 16:10 HRS. Initial setup of my federal district and team continues along, despite…the resistance from some avenues. Pennsylvania or otherwise! 

Item 1: Staffing. I’ve notified USMS leadership and human resources my decision to promote Eric Cord to Supervisory Deputy Marshal.  Although he’s still determined to stay on the Ice, I need somebody who can operate on the northern end of the continent.  Deputy Cord has proven himself to me thoroughly and his record, while not as seasoned as others, still warrants the advancement. 

Special Deputy William Culligan, McMurdo station is retiring.  probably a good thing as I don’t think I would have been able to offer him the same bump up the ladder as Cord. Bill is a nice enough guy…but not exactly supervisory Deputy Marshal material.  I have identified a candidate who put in for the job, conducted the interview and I’m confident she will step up to the role. 



Monica “Mack” Rourke. Former Marine Corps captain, tactical operations specialist, and forensic profiler. Once led a black-ops unit in the Hindu Kush. Known for her ability to de-escalate armed standoffs… or escalate them, depending on the mood.

She is unshakable under pressure, speaks six languages, has a stare that can melt icebergs. 
Other reports documented how she once tracked and apprehended a fugitive through a monsoon-swamped jungle for 72 hours without blinking.

Then we have our deputy Marshals. Mack will get four and Cord one, not because of….anything other than the limited size of Palmer.  If the station is truly updated, enhanced and grows to double current size as the NSF said, which will probably be where the funding we need will go… then more deputies will be warranted. 

[CHUCKLE] Before I get into them, I should mention something…I finally have come to accept. I was having way too much trouble trying to make my selection. Then, it dawned on me. That’s not how this works. 

I had the opening posted in the inter-agency hiring boards.  Not unexpectedly…there was A LOT of interest! Over the last month I must have interviewed over 100 candidates. The five who are being offered the roles weren’t chosen by me…every one of the five spoke about dreams they had. About wanting to come down to the ice.  

When it dawned on me…The Ice makes the selection, not me.  Which is also how my gut intuition was proven right in my choice of the prime spot. Chief Deputy Marshal and my replacement to act as primary law enforcement here and in charge of the others. 

For the Deputies we have…

FILE FOLDERS ALIGNED IN STRAIGHT ROW AND OPENED. 

Juniper Slay. Yes, that is her real name. She is the PR-friendly one. Handles inter-agency diplomacy, plays nice with NSF, and knows how to kill with a clipboard. Five years in the field, five in the back office and is a paperwork & red-tape cutter. McMurdo Station. 

Eli Chu: Six years on the job and has a real ‘Humor-as-shield’ personality, but he is also dangerously smart. Intuitive and sees patterns no one else does.  Helped catalogue and hunt down several meth lab operations along the west coast; determining distribution routes and identifying all the players from low level runners to the cooks and even the kingpins who were over the whole operation in Bakersfield.  McMurdo Station.

Angela “Red” Caulfield. Fourteen years as a fugitive recovery expert. Has led twelve different operations and holds the current Marshal record for number of fugitive recovered, including several who had been running for decades. 

She was a former bodyguard in Eastern Europe, has a scar shaped like a question mark and never explains it and claims she can track people by scent. No one knows if she’s joking. Palmer Station

Joseph “Scout” Bear. Grew up off-grid in Montana. Reservation Kid. He’s Six-six and is built like a linebacker. Played college football but went into the Marshals instead of the NFL. 

Rural fugitive recovery specialist who looks like a bouncer & thinks like a chess master. Uses silence the way others use shouting. Rumor has it he once got a kidnapper to confess to the location of several kids he abducted. He never raised a hand to him. Never said a word.  Just stared at him the whole time. Six hours and he was confessing to every crime he ever committed. Only statement he would make thereafter was “his eyes.  His eyes.” Master tracker, naturist, loyal to the bone.

He been counseled a few times for his resistance to utilize technology as part of the job. The man hates tech. He once shot a drone for “hovering wrong.” Doesn’t trust electricity. Uses a compass and sunstones. Has never been seen using comms. Thinks computers were made by the coyote. Calls them the tool of the trickster. 
Received special commendation last year for singlehandedly apprehended three armed fugitives using a tarp, a horse, and a decoy snowman.
Finally, we have Taj Gunn, The rookie. Director Davis told me I was foolish picking a green-ass rook as one of my crew.  Heaven help me Chuck,…the kid reminds me so much of myself at 23.  

Bright-eyed, idealistic, fresh out of Glenco. Head full of steam and ready to make the world a better place.  Like all of us before our spirit gets crushed by the reality by that same world.  I don’t know why…but I want to look out for the kid. Make sure he doesn’t get himself killed too soon trying to be a hero or get corrupted by the job. He’s already asking too many questions about Antarctica. McMurdo Station

Which leaves my hand-picked successor to take over as Chief Deputy US Marshal. The obvious positional choice for the government to insert their own person to keep tabs on me and what I do. I got an email from the candidate I want a few days ago about an interesting and certain ‘pull’ they had to head down to Antarctica.  I asked them to ….

PHONE RINGS

Speak of the devil and her perfect timing! 

PHONE HANDSET PICKED UP

Hi Fionna. So, tell me about this dream of yours, and then I have an idea I’d like to run past you! 

FADE OUT
 ACT IV: ATLAS CREW

JOYC’S RECORDER: RECORDING HAS COMMENCED
FOOTSTEP DOWN THE HALL AND A SMALL DINNER CROWD HAS ASSEMBLED, BECOMING LOUDER AS JOYCLYN APPROACHES. 

						JEMMA
Wow! You don’t typically come in to join us for dinner, agent.

			JOYCLYN
		[STERN]
Yeah, and I’m not now, am I? Just passin’ through—gotta be somewhere else. Thought I’d nip in, have a quick word.

						JEMMA
					[INTERESTED]
			Sounds serious. 

						JOYCLYN
That’s what I’m hopin’ doesn’t kick off, for the sake of—y’know—certain projects. Like your new best mate, Thomas Kelley.

			JEMMA
Tommy? What about him.

			JOYCLYN
Seen you two knockin’ about. Dead pally, aren’t ya? Like Den and Angie off the telly—always at it.

			JEMMA
		[CONFUSED]
Who are Den & Angie? What is all this about Agent Fowler?

			JOYCLYN
I’m concerned, Jemma. Proper concerned, like. You and him—spendin’ all that time together. It’s dead easy to let somethin’ slip, even by accident, yeah? Bit o’ chat turns into a security breach before you can say “bacon butty.”



						JEMMA
					[INCREDULOUS]
I’m sorry. Are you trying to say that you disapprove of my personal associations and whom I wish to spend my free time with?

			JOYCLYN
I’m sayin’… it’s who you’re knockin’ round with that’s got me brows in orbit. Kelley’s tight with Marshmellow’s lot—right gang o’ gobshites, always stickin’ their noses where they shouldn’t. Always askin’ questions ‘bout stuff that ain’t their business. Makes me skin crawl, that kinda carry-on.

						JEMMA
You’re being more confusing than usual. Have you been drinking?

			JOYCLYN
I’m not on the clock luv. This here isn’t official business and I’m working real hard to make sure it doesn’t go that way. This here is just friendly advice from one woman to another. Watch who you choose as confidants. 

	FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING

						JEMMA
					[CONCERN]
Maybe we should get you some coffee and you can have a seat and tell me what specifically your concerns are.

	TWO CHAIRS SCOOT OUT AND TRAYS SET DOWN

						CARL
					[IN HIS OWN LITTLE WORLD]
I see chopped onion and breadcrumbs alright, but this mystery meatloaf ingredient smell is going to drive me batty!

			SHEPARD
Agent Fowler? Don’t often see you at the table during dinner. 



			JOYCLYN
Having a private chat with Doctor Lorenz here, but my all means lads, do sit! 

			JEMMA
I was just saying Joyclyn should have a cup of coffee and join us. Relax a bit. 

			SHEPARD
Relax? Agent Folwer?  Not words I think I’ve ever heard strung together.

			JEMMA
Yes. ‘Strung’ is the operative word here. 

			SHEPARD
Oh?...Oh.

			CARL
[IN HIS OWN LITTLE WORLD]
I think that’s celery. Not positive. 

						SHEPARD
I grabbed a mug myself in the line. Please…take mine. Black with nothing in it. 

ANOTHER CHAIR SLIDES OUT. UNSCREWING OF A CAP. 

			JEMMA
		[SHOCKED]
You… actually sat down.  You never sit with us. 

			JOYCLYN
Get off it already. 

LIQUID POURING

			SHEPARD
Is it a good idea to Irish up that coffee…at the moment Agent?

			JOYCLYN
Get off my arse, dad! After three combat deployments I assure you I can handle my mug. Won’t get in my drink.



			JEMMA
The agent here was just talking about ensuring the security and …integrity of projects. 

			JOYCLYN
Projects and other integrity.

			SHEPARD
Not sure I understand. 

			CARL
		[IN HIS OWN LITTLE WORLD]
Kosher or sea-salt? I honestly can’t tell. 

			JEMMA
Look, it’s nothing.  What this I hear about budget cuts?

TWO BEAT
					SHEPARD
				[CONFUSED BY THE TOPIC SHIFT]
Okay…um…well I heard after our departmental progress meeting that Mister Bustamante had a call with the purse-string holders in the Office of Polar Projects. Sounds like they intend to trim some economic spend and fat on the contractor side of the station. 
		
					JEMMA
I know that reporter who was on the station last season caused something of a stir. Asking about all the funding the station receives. Wonder if that had any impact?

			SHEPARD
Agent Folwer, you hear anything about budget reductions.
	
			JOYCLYN
Couldn’t care less. So long as it doesn’t cause waves down below!

					JEMMA
		You really should slow down a bit Agent. 

					JOYCLYN
				[IMPATIENT]
Look! I came in here to warn you about Kelley. About how dangerous it may be getting into a relationship.  Now I’m gonna finish my cuppa here and fuck off! 

			JEMMA
Like I told you. Tommy and I are just friends. He’s not pumping you for information. 

			JOYCLYN
Best not be pumping you at all if he knows what’s good for him! 

			SHEPARD
		[SHOCKED]
Ok now that’s not called for. 

			JEMMA
Look, Joyclyn…I can assure you; the only thing we talk about are movies we’ve seen, our families back home, bugs and excel formulas; current events on station like Gladys’ banjo playing or how Doctor Jennings will actually be having the baby on station…

CHAIR FLIES BACK. COFFEE CUP SMASHED ON GROUND. ROOM GOES SILENT. 
						
						JOYCLYN
					[INSENSED, YELLS]
ENOUGH! I DON’T WANT TO HEAR ANOTHER BLOODY WORD ABOUT BANJOS OR BUGS OR ABOUT MARSHMELLOW’S STUPID BABY! I’M TIRED OF IT ALL!  JUST KEEP YOUR GOBS SHUT! THE LOT OF YOU! 

			CARL
		[FIGURED IT OUT]
You know…I think this may actually be lasagna! 

FOOTSTEPS STOMPING OUT OF THE GALLEY. WE FOLLOW THAT STOMPING DOWN A VACANT HALL, PAST SOMEBODY SHE SHOVES OUT OF THE WAY AND OVER TO SYDNEY’S OFFICE.  NO KNOCK, JUST BARGING THROUGH THE DOOR. 


					SYDNEY
				[STARTELED]
		Joyclyn? You alright?

					JOYCLYN
				[UPSET]
No! No I’m not fucking alright you git! We have a scheduled session for now, Thought I’d grace you with my presence. Count yourself lucky. So, I’m here, let’s just do this so I can go on with this miserable assignment! AND STAY OUT OF ME HEAD!

			SYDNEY
		[CONCERNED]
Alright, go ahead and sit down and I’ll get the door. 

			JOYCLYN
I’ll stand!

FOOTSTEPS OVER AND THE DOOR CLOSES

SYDNEY
You’ve been drinking.

JOYCLYN
Do I look arsed?

TWO BEAT. JOYCLYN PACES BACK AND FORTH IN THE ROOM. ONCE THEN TWICE.

SYDNEY
You have coffee stains on your pants. Pretty wet too. 

JOYCLYN
Got mad. Threw my cuppa at the ground. It were a crap mug anyway.

SYDNEY
Oh, I don’t know..Coffee isn’t that bad! [SNIFF] Certainly not bad enough to need to pour whiskey into it.

JOYCLYN BREATHES HEAVILY THROUGH HER NOSE AND THEN TURNS TO SYDNEY.



JOYCLYN
					[MOCKING]
Oh, here we go. The lecture. The well-meaning therapist talk. Should I sit cross-legged, tell you about me childhood next? How dad never gave me enough attention or how I fried ants with a magnifying glass when I was young. 

SYDNEY
Sit however you like. Or don’t. Up to you.

THREE BEAT, JOYCLYN CONSIDERS

JOYCLYN
[WARNING]
You don’t scare easy, do you?

SYDNEY
Not much left that does.

JOYCLYN
Figures.

BEAT. JOYCLYN SLUMPS INTO THE CHAIR. ARMS DANGLE BETWEEN HER KNEES, EXHAUSTED

JOYCLYN
Look, I just came down ‘cause I said I would. Doesn’t mean I’ve got anything to say.

SYDNEY
That’s fine. I’ve got time.

JUST THE SOUND OF THE HEATER AND STATION WALLS GROANING FROM THE WOND OUTSIDE.
			
SYDNEY
You’ve been agitated for months. If I remember correctly, I noticed the shift right after your run-in with Bass in the gym. That sound about right?




JOYCLYN
					[DEFELCTING]
I don’t even remember what was said. Not really. Lot of shouting, bit of posturing. Standard post-shift bollocks.

SYDNEY
Hmm. You said he told you you’d die alone.

JOYCLYN
Yeah, well. That’s just Marlow bein’ dramatic. He loves his big pronouncements. Makes him feel like Clint Eastwood.

SYDNEY
Did it feel dramatic?

JOYCLYN
[FIRM]
I didn’t come here to talk about Marshmellow.

			SYDNEY
Fair enough. Why don’t you tell me about what just happened?  What got you this upset.

THREE BEAT

			JOYCLYN
		[SIGH, RATTLE OFF EVENTS]
I stopped by the mess to talk to Lorenz.  They noticed me drinking and tried to get me to sit, have a cuppa.  They drone on and on and on about nonsense and twaddle. About Marlow’s bird being preggers.  For a research station built on serious science endeavors, there is a lot of rubbish being bandied about

SYDNEY
You came here right after hearing Kendra’s having a baby.

JOYCLYN
					[SNAPS]
So?



SYDNEY
So. That’s twice in one hour your mind’s gone to people who have something you think you don’t.

TWO BEAT. DEEP SIGN FROM JOYC

JOYCLYN
What’s your angle, Doc? You tryin’ to squeeze some textbook grief outta me?

SYDNEY
No. I’m trying to understand why a woman with elite psychological resistance training, capable of shutting down entire rooms with a look, just exploded in a public space over a discussion about pregnancy?

JOYCLYN
[SNORTS, BITTER]
You think this is about a baby?
		
SYDNEY
No. I can’t really be sure. I think it’s about loss. I just don’t know what exactly you think you’ve lost.

TWO BEAT

JOYCLYN
When Bass said that…what he said….it didn’t hit me straight away. I thought I was above it. Thought, you don’t need people, Joyc, you’ve got the mission. The purpose. You don’t go soft, not now. Not here.

SYDNEY
And?

JOYCLYN
And I went back to my bunk that night and I just… I sat there. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Not ‘cause I was upset. Not like that. I felt… hollow. Like there was nothin’ left.




SYDNEY
Sounds like panic.

JOYCLYN
					[CONFUSED, THINKING, REMEMBERING]
No. It weren’t panic. I’ve had panic! Panic’s loud. This was quiet. Like every room inside me had just emptied out.

BEAT

JOYCLYN 
					[LOWER]
He weren’t wrong, y’know. I will die alone. Who’d stop it? There’s no one waitin’. No one checkin’ in. I made sure of that. Burnt every bridge I ever had just to feel in control.

SYDNEY
Why? Why do that?

JOYCLYN
[SCOFF]
Because if you don’t get close, you don’t get hurt. That’s the rule. That’s the job. Get attached, you get sloppy. You hesitate.

SYDNEY
And now?

BEAT

JOYCLYN
Now I don’t know what the hell I am without the job. Without the walls. They used to feel like armor. Now they feel like a coffin.


SYDNEY
Sounds like it’s not just the loneliness; it’s that you can’t turn it off anymore. The training. The vigilance. It’s leaking into the parts of you it wasn’t supposed to reach.

SILENCE. JOYCLYN SLUMPS BACK INTO THE CHAIR



JOYCLYN
You know what’s mad? I’m not scared of dying. I’m scared of… not matterin’. Of bein’ forgotten before I’ve even gone.

SYDNEY
Then you have a choice. Keep people out, and you will disappear. Or let someone in, just one, and maybe that changes.

JOYCLYN
I wouldn’t even know how to start. I don’t know how to be that person. 

SYDNEY
Good. Then there’s no wrong way to try. I’m here to help you with that journey. Be a guide. To help widen that first crack in the armor you forgot how to take off when not needed. 

FADE OUT ON THE SILENCE. THE HUM OF THE HEATER AND TWO PEOPLE FINALLY IN THE SAME ROOM FOR REAL.
























ACT V: BARN UPDATE

	FADE IN
GANG IS ALL ASSEMBLED. BARN HEATER AND SOUND OF WIND IN EXTERIOR. 

					CHRIS
We couldn’t hear everything that was being said, but something set her off like a Klingon seeing a tribble!

			PATRICK
She was not chill at all. She was fuming, steam coming out of her ears.. .like in the cartoons when somebody eats something real spicy! [CHUCKLE]

			BASS
		[LISTENING INTENTLY]
What did she say…exactly?

			CHRIS
Um..Stop playing banjos and don’t bug me about Bass’ baby…I think. There were a lot of ‘B’s’

			PATRICK
Bees? I don’t remember bees!  

			CHRIS
No, no Lebowski…the letter B.  She said words starting with the….[SIGH] never mind!

			ZEKE
I’ll start looking into it after we’re done here. Connect with Ms. Alice and anybody else who was there. Get something formal down. 

			SYDNEY
It’s okay Zeke. Everything is in control.

			FRED
Youse was there too?

			SYDNEY
No. I spoke with her afterwards. It’s …well it’s nothing I can go into because of confidentially, but there is no need for concern.
			KENDRA
[CONERN]
Is she …going to come after me?  The baby?

			BASS
I’ll kill her before that …

			SYDNEY
Please!  Trust me all.  If…and I’m only speaking hypothetically now…If I knew or even suspected anybody on station was intending to do physical harm to another…I’m required by law to notify the authorities.  In this case, the Marshal!

I assure you, in my professional opinion… nobody on this station is currently contemplating violence against anybody else on station. [CONSIDERES]  Except Dan and Dave Briggs; directed at one another….but that’s normal.  For them.  Down here. 

			ZEKE
Look…doc, I appreciate what you sayin and all, but I need to look into it myself.  It’s my new job. 

			SYDNEY
And you should! Not suggesting otherwise and I’m happy if you want to add my last statement as part of any report you need to file.  I just know the animosity level between this group and Lawrence’s. I want to help de-escalate where I can. 

			THOMAS
I’ll get the paperwork started tomorrow morning when you come in Zeke.  Same procedure when …um…with the incident between Fred and Doctor Rodney.

			FRED
	[ANNOYED]
Oh yay! We get to bring up that sucker-punching ghost what can’t even die correctly! Know what I’m sayin’?

			KENDRA
Honey…can we go over what you and Gable discussed? I’m still not comfortable staying in here for too long.

			BASS
Right! I’m sorry I…[QUICK SIGH] Right. Gable made the scheduled call this morning, albeit ten minutes late. He confirmed the map, and the journal are absolutely connected! 

			THOMAS
No foolin’? How?

			BASS
Down here, at the bottom of the handwritten notes, the letters M.T. We all thought that was to mean ‘mountain’. Turns out, the navigator they had for the three-person search party was named ‘Mason Trueblood’!

			JOHNSON
Fancy monogram he has. Could almost be a house-dick cracking cases with the rest of us Shamus! 

			THOMAS
		[DRAMATIC]
Or maybe…a superhero’s alter ego, who prowls the nights in the city, looking for evildoers and spreading justice with his cat-like reflexes! You must FEAR….[MASON’S THE-DARK VOICE] the Da…

			FRED
NERD!  Sound more like some farmer working his dad’s fields to me, chiseled-jawed pretty boy type! 

			ZEKE
Sorry Lawman…we’re getting a little distracted over here. You go on! 

			BASS
Thanks buddy.  Gable did a handwriting analysis and confirmed it’s his notations here on the right side.  This was the map he used, and notes taken, to locate the cave where the dead body was found. 
			KENDRA
Okay. I’m following so far, but are we sure that man…Westcott, the body found and was radioing in Doctor’s Waynewright’s story in fact has Tesla’s journal? 

			BASS
Gable said there was supposed to be a formal handoff of the Journal to somebody at Palmer. Where Stephen Lukasik’s team were handed after leaving the dedication of Amundsen-Scott and picking up a boat in McMurdo. 

After the ship they were om took damage from the fire, the group never even made it to Palmer, they boarded a cruise ship that was nearby. 

Agents from Beau-Low and Darpa were there and followed the team, looking to take the journal.  They searched Lukasik and his staff’s cabins and found nothing. 	

News of Westcott’s lifeboat disappearing and presumably sinking when the ship was temporarily evacuated was officially reported. They think the journal is somewhere at the bottom of McMurdo Sound. 

			JOHNSON
But the egghead with the book scribbles my chiseler Eins-en-stein had, survived… and was put in an ice-chest at the back of some cave on the side of some rock! 

			BASS
Find the cave, find the journal. 

			CHRIS
Not as good a tagline as ‘save the cheerleader, save the world’; but it plays! 

			PATRICK
So, like….all we have to do is call one of the researchers and ask where they were? 

			BASS
Can’t happen.  They’re dead. 
			SYDNEY
All of them?

			BASS
Every last one. Gable said each had an accident or died of illness between 2017-2018. 

			ZEKE
Odds of that are….stupid-impossible! So, Darpa murdered them?

			THOMAS
Oh no!  What about the people on the resc…

SAT-PHONE RINGS. BASS UNZIPS HIS JACKET. 

			BASS
It’s Gable. He’s not scheduled to call. 

SPEAKER BUTTON PUSHED. A BIT OF STATIC.

			BASS
GABLE?

WE HEAR AUTOMATIC GUNSHOTS IN THE BACKGROUND AND THE REVING OF A CAR ENGINE. IT’S A CAR PURSUIT AND RUNNING SHOOTOUT. 

			GABLE
Found the last researcher. Was hiding on a ranch outside Cheyenne.  I was updating her when we saw company approaching.  Darpa! 

GUNSHOTS AND SKIDDING 

I know of a safehouse about a day’s drive we can hideout in if we can deal with the assholes behind us.  

WOMAN’S VOICE IN BACKGROUND. 

			DANIELLE
Tell him the frame! Check the frame! 

			GABLE
Marlow. The frame…the key is in … 
DISCONNECT SOUND			
			THOMAS
The frame?

			ZEKE
Anybody see anything?

TAPPING ON THE FRAME, FRAME MOVED AROUND ON THE TABLE.

					KENDRA
Here, the wood knot in the bottom back here. I pushed it and it has some play.

WE HEAR A WOOD CLICK AND A QUICK OPENING SOUND.

					RICHARD
A secret compartment. Just like that caper I had a few years back.  Found the real will of the murdered old geezer inside. It was the young floozy wife that did it! 

			ZEKE
What is it? What’s inside?

			KENDRA
Something small, wrapped in fabric. Thermal I think. It’s a small micro cassette.  We have to hear what’s on it! 

			THOMAS
There’s one in the ARO lab, but it’s broken! Doctor Hunt used it for dictating notes!  

			ZEKE
We can get the guys to work with Patrick and see about repairs.  Hell, Annie is a wiz with small electronics and engineering. Them small woman fingers and all. 

			BASS
Okay. We need to make repairing that analogue recorder a priority.   We can’t listen to what’s on that anywhere but here.  Once it’s completed, we’ll figure out what on this! 

FADE OUT
OUTRO AND SONG
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