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INT. CHILD'S BEDROOM

OPEN on the doorway into a child's bedroom. The interior 
walls, painted yellow, appear faintly gray in the dim light 
which pokes in through partially closed curtains.

The room isn't too big or too small, and has posters of 
various bands and preteen movie characters on the walls. A 
large bookshelf occupies almost half of the back wall. The 
bed sits against the left wall, across from the window.

MADELINE WUXIAN (12) sits on her bed, holding an open book in 
her lap. She sits in the dark, reading by the glow of a small 
flashlight held in her left hand. Its glow casts faintly 
blueish light on her elflike face and hazel eyes.

She softly mumbles the words aloud as she reads.

MADELINE
'I'm sure the universe is full of 
intelligent life. It's just been too 
intelligent to come here.'

She snickers at this thought, revealing gapped front teeth.

LUISA
You know, reading isn't enough of an 
excuse to be up this late, kiddo.

Madeline starts as she hears her mother's voice. LUISA WUXIAN 
(46) stands in the doorway, arms crossed. She gives her 
daughter a wry little grin and steps inside the room.

MADELINE
But mom, I-

LUISA
No buts. You've got your first day of 
the new school session tomorrow. You 
need to be rested up, so get to sleep.

Madeline pretends to pout as her mother takes the book from 
her and places it back on the bookshelf.

LUISA
And I thought I said no more sci-fi 
before bed. You get bad dreams, right?

MADELINE
Ah, mom! You never got mad at Janice 
when she stayed up late reading.
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Luisa raises an eyebrow and Madeline backs down immediately. 
She knows exactly where the line is drawn, and when not to 
cross it. This is clearly one of those times.

LUISA
That's only because your sister knew 
better than to stay up until midnight 
reading on a             . C'mon, now.             school night             

Madeline continues her affected pouting routine, but 
eventually gives in. Fatigue rushes upon her quickly now that 
the distraction of her book has been removed. She yawns.

MADELINE
Ah, c'mon, mom.

LUISA
You can tell me all about what you 
read tomorrow, Maddy. Until then, get 
some sleep. You have that big math 
test, remember? Can't let Monica Jones 
get the better grade this time, right?

Madeline lays her head back, her eyelids drooping now.

MADELINE
Right...

Something occurs to the girl, and she suddenly regains focus. 
Frowning, she sits back up in bed and grabs her mother's arm 
as Luisa turns to make her exit.

MADELINE
Wait. Aren't you leaving tomorrow?

Luisa catches herself before letting loose any sign of 
surprise or discomfort at her daughter's observation.

LUISA
Um, yes. Yes, that's right.

She realizes that her daughter is less than ready to say 
goodbye and leans in to reassure her. She squeezes her 
daughter's hand where it rests on her other arm.

LUISA
         I'm planning on driving you Bu-u-u-t                             
guys to school tomorrow morning on my 
way to the airport, okay?

She smiles, giving it her best motherly charm.
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LUISA
You can tell me about what you've been 
reading then, okay?

Madeline stares back into her mother's eyes for a long 
moment. Uncertainty is spelled all across her face.

Then she nods, just barely noticeably, and lays back down.

Her mother squeezes her hand again, and leans in to kiss her 
on the forehead. Madeline seems to calm at that.

LUISA
Good night, sweetheart. I'll see you 
in the morning.

Madeline nods again, with a bit more enthusiasm this time.

Luisa then turns to leave. As she passes through the door, 
she turns to look back into the room. Her daughter, asleep or 
not, has rolled over to face the far wall.

Luisa sighs quietly, then closes the door behind her.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. HONDURAN DIG SITE - DAY

BLACK SCREEN

The sound of the door clicking home is loud - unnaturally 
loud. It echoes in our ears for a long moment like the sound 
of something heavy hitting the ground.

FADE IN to see that this is just what has happened: a large, 
stone block has been knocked over by a forklift.

Pull back to reveal the full DIG SITE - a cleared away 
section of jungle somewhere in rural Honduras.

SUPER: "CENTRAL HONDURAS - SOUTH AMERICAN FEDERATION"

"PART OF THE SOUTHERN ALLIANCE TREATY ORGANIZATION"

Several foremen crowd around the large stone stele the 
careless forklift driver has toppled. Their expressions and 
moods range from incredulous to apoplectic.

The DIG FOREMAN stalks over to shout his indignance directly 
at the driver. He angrily waves his fist as he does.
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DIG FOREMAN
Goddammit, what hell are you thinking 
about? That stele could be on the 
order of ten thousand years old, and 
you just knocked it over like it was a 
ten-cent bowling pin!

The DRIVER, a scruffy local man in his late 20s who holds a 
cigarette in the hand he does not have on the forklift 
controls, merely shrugs. He does not seem at all bothered.

DRIVER
Don't know what you're so upset about, 
hombre. The rock ain't broken, yeah?

DIG FOREMAN
That's not the point! You so much as 
chip a bit of the carvings off of this 
and you run the risk of setting us 
back years of research, so-

The DIG MANAGER - another local man, this one in his 50s and 
wearing a nearly-pristine gray suit and purple shirt - steps 
in between the foreman and the driver.

DIG MANAGER
I think we should all be calming 
ourselves. There is no need for 
getting so upset, yes?

DIG FOREMAN
'No need'? Look, I know this isn't 
your forte, but this dig isn't some 
picnic for your friends here. These 
artifacts, they're fragile, even if 
they don't look it.

The dig manager waves a hand, showing off the thick gold ring 
just above the knuckle on his middle finger. He digs into the 
pocket of his jacket and pulls out a fat roll of paper money.

DIG MANAGER
If it is a matter of money there is no 
cause for concern, my friend. Come, 
let us discuss this as-

DIG FOREMAN
No, listen to me. This isn't something 
you brush aside with a quick little 
payoff. These artifacts are          ,                             priceless  
we can't just treat them like-!
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A third party steps in to stand between the two men - it is 
Dr. Luisa Wuxian. She wears a Panama hat to shield herself 
from the tropical sun, and a pair of tinted glasses.

She holds up a hand to quiet the foreman's protestations, and 
he and the manager eye her skeptically.

LUISA
That's enough, gentlemen. We're not 
going to get anywhere if we're at each 
others' throats all the time.

She eyes each man in turn - they stare back at her like one 
might stare at a disobedient child.

She addresses the foreman directly.

LUISA
Pete, do you think you could come and 
show me that new piece you were 
talking about a few minutes ago?

The foreman eyes the dig manager one last time before 
nodding. He waves for Dr. Wuxian to follow him.

He makes a beeline across the dig site, and as Luisa follows 
him we see the full scope of the site for the first time: 
forklifts moving large boulders to the periphery; teams of 
grad students shoveling dirt and brushing grit off of 
potsherds; graduate assistants examining possible artifacts.

At one corner of the site, the foreman points down into a 
hole being excavated by a trio of grad students with farmer's 
tans and bandanas wrapped around their heads.

His demeanor has turned around almost 180 degrees - his eyes 
are wide with youthful energy at this point.

DIG FOREMAN
Down in there. Really tip top stuff, 
Lu. Could be as old as ten or eleven 
thousand BCE, based on the other 
things we've found at that level.

Luisa nods and steps over the runner tape blocking off the 
edges of the digging square. She climbs down into the pit and 
sidles up next to one of her own graduate assistants - a 
tall, skinny twenty-eight-year-old named KYLE FAWAZ.

He addresses her without fully looking up to see who has just 
come up beside him. Intuition, perhaps.
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KYLE
We may really have found something 
here, Doctor Wuxian.

LUISA
Oh? What kind of something?

He sets down his trowel and picks up a horsehair brush. 
Reaching out with a gloved hand, he extracts a piece of odd-
looking refuse from sometime in the ancient past.

He brushes off some of the loose dirt sticking to the object 
and holds it up for the afternoon sunlight to strike.

Kyle and Dr. Wuxian lean in to examine the piece and their 
eyes widen in recognition. There, held in Kyle's outstretched 
hand, is a roughly six inch-long piece of dried, carved clay 
in the roughly-molded shape of a human being.

The two scientists grin and chuckle in unison at the sight.

KYLE
Can you believe that?

Luisa puts a hand on his shoulder and squeezes gently.

LUISA
Pretty remarkable, I'd say.

The foreman, whom the two Berkeley scientists seem to have 
forgotten, chimes in - perhaps to make himself known.

DIG FOREMAN
Yes, my thoughts exactly, Doctor! It's 
amazing craftsmanship for the era, 
wouldn't you say? Especially for this 
part of the world.

Kyle brings the item in question closer, and retrieves a 
small penlight from the breast pocket of his field shirt to 
illuminate the variously faded carvings across its face.

Luisa, meanwhile, turns to peer up at the foreman.

LUISA
I don't see what it's location in the 
world should have to do with anything. 
We've seen evidence in this region of 
human habitation going back at least 
ten thousand BCE. So why not here?



                                                          7. 

                                                             

The foreman's face shows clear evidence of the mental 
gymnastics going on inside his head as he tries to backpedal 
out of his unintended scientific faux pas.

DIG FOREMAN
Well, I-I think that-

LUISA
Relax, Pete. I'm not going to have 
your academic's street cred revoked.

He rubs the back of his head sheepishly as Luisa turns back 
to the new piece Kyle is still examining.

Before Pete the foreman can argue any more, an argument 
between one of his subordinates and the dig manager calls his 
attention away. He storms off, shaking his fist.

DIG FOREMAN
Now dammit, I told you before! We just 
cannot tolerate screwups like this. 
This stuff is                       fragile!

Luisa turns slightly to watch him stalk off back across the 
site and sighs. She removes her glasses and wipes the excess 
perspiration from her face with an old handkerchief.

LUISA
That sort of thing has been hounding 
us right the way along.

Kyle sighs, as well, but does not put down the artifact.

KYLE
I suppose we shouldn't have expected 
anything different. The Southern 
Alliance has been breathing down that 
manager fella's neck ever since we got 
here. We only get access to this site 
for another two weeks before it turns 
back over to the developers, too.

LUISA
Yeah, and they'll be breathing down 
all our necks within a week.

KYLE
Oh, you can bet on it.

Luisa removes her hat to run a hand through her hair.
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Then she sits back on the ground and rests her elbows on her 
knees as she surveys the dig site and jungle all around her. 
Her gaze is neither piercing nor pensive, merely awash with 
the weariness of repeated vexation.

LUISA
I'll tell you what, though. I can see 
now what Knopf meant when he wrote 
that modern society projects a future 
of diminishing returns upon us.

Kyle chuckles but continues examining the piece.

KYLE
I'm sorry, Doctor. I, uh, I don't 
think I'm familiar with that bit of 
scholarship. Care to clue me in?

Luisa smiles as she takes a drink of water from the tube 
linked to the hydration back on her back. Everyone at the 
site wears one, to stave off a quick death from heat stroke.

LUISA
Oh, it's just a bit of analysis on how 
the encroachment of modern society on 
the world of archaeology is making the 
kind of work people like you and I do 
more and more difficult every year.

KYLE
Oh. Uh, yeah. I think I can see how 
that might become a problem.

Luisa smirks as he chuckles awkwardly at his own affected 
nonchalance. She pats him playfully on the shoulder.

LUISA
I'm serious! Think of it: every year, 
the boundaries of civilization push 
further and further out, and as that 
happens, they tend to roll more and 
more of the ancient world under the 
new, meaning those parts of our 
history become essentially lost.

He nods and turns to face her, finally lowering the fragile 
artifact. He, too, leans back and sits against the pit wall.

KYLE
Makes sense. Scholars have been 
talking about that for a long time



                                                          9. 

                                                             

now, though, haven't they?

LUISA
True enough. But I think even most of 
the ones doing that talking haven't 
spent enough time, well, here in the 
trenches to fully appreciate the scope 
of what we're losing every year.

KYLE
What do you mean?

She waves a hand to indicate the site around them.

LUISA
Well think about it. This site was 
only uncovered because local OTAS 
authorities want to build a high-speed 
rail line through here, and if the 
University hadn't stepped in to take 
up investigation rights they probably 
would have just bulldozed all of this.

She nods at the artifact still held gently in his right hand.

LUISA
And that piece there? Whatever it is, 
whatever it might be or might not be, 
well... We'd never have gotten the 
chance to find out, would we?

Kyle holds up the artifact and examines it more thoughtfully. 
As if only now noticing that it bears the weight of thousands 
of years of human history, and not just another "find."

KYLE
I, uh, I guess I hadn't thought of it 
that way, Doctor.

She nods, then removes her glasses to dab at her face with 
the handkerchief once again.

LUISA
It's easy not to think of, I'd say. 
But what really gets my brain cooking, 
aside from all this heat, is the 
question of just how much we'll miss 
out on - or how much we've already 
missed - because of the much-vaunted 
'March of Progress.'
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KYLE
Not to mention how much    don't have                         we            
access to in the first place.

Luisa cocks her head and raises an eyebrow at him.

LUISA
How do you mean?

KYLE
Well, we were talking about how local 
OTAS politics is primed to boot us all 
out of here at month's end, right? 
After that, anything left to find - 
and there's sure to be plenty - will 
be beyond our reach for good.

LUISA
Yes...

He shakes his head slowly, explaining his reasoning in 
deliberately painstaking detail.

KYLE
Consider this, Doctor. OTAS and the 
A.P.C.A., they don't exactly get 
along, right? That sort of thing 
complicates the kind of work people 
like you and I do a lot more than the 
simple advance of civilization ever 
will. At least I think so.

She purses her lips and frowns as the thought works its way 
into and around the folds of her mind.

KYLE
What I'm saying is, some local 
corporation laying out a high-speed 
rail line, or a developer wanting to 
build a condo arcology, anything that 
like that has to go through red tape, 
sometimes for years.

He jerks his head toward the flag pole in the center of the 
site. The blue and red Southern Alliance (OTAS) banner, with 
its red southern cross, flaps lazily in the mild breeze.

KYLE
Meanwhile, bad politics could have us 
tossed out on our ears in about two 
minutes flat. All it would take is
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some disagreement at the UN, or a 
squabble over interplanetary mining 
rights, and poof-!

He clicks the fingers on his free hand.

KYLE
We'd all be marched out of here by the 
Ejército Alianza faster than you can 
say 'Hasta luego.'

Luisa stares up at the OTAS flag where it hangs on the pole. 
A weary sort of recognition is painted on her face.

KYLE
That's not even to mention what would 
happen if the two blocs actually did 
something as crazy as to go off on 
some kind of military excursion.

LUISA
Oh, yes. Then we'd trade being shipped 
home to California to being carted off 
to some local prison to sit and wait 
while the conflict ran its course.

KYLE
Exactly.

He sighs and absently wipes at his own brow with a 
handkerchief. The sound of his voice betrays the fact that 
his grin does not carry any humor behind it.

KYLE
Nah, Doc. I think the biggest problem 
we have is that society, especially 
the parts of it that like to wave guns 
around to make themselves understood, 
will always be right on the heels of 
those of us who like to slow down and 
actually see what the world has to 
tell us about ourselves.

Luisa turns to face him, and sees that he has cast his own 
gaze back to the enigmatic piece of molded clay in his right 
hand. He scrutinizes it again, as if for the first time.

She prepares to say something - perhaps to set him at ease, 
perhaps to try and change the subject - but is interrupted by 
a commotion elsewhere in the site.
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Standing, she peers around, expecting to see the foreman and 
dig site manager arguing again. Instead, she sees a few 
diggers waving their arms from the far side of the camp.

One man, a local hire, shouts loudly in Garifuna. He seems 
very excited about something - or very worried.

LUISA
What is he saying?

Another nearby research assistant, REBECCA (26), drifts 
closer and translates the excited man's shouts.

REBECCA
Uh, I can't make it all out, but it 
sounds something like 'jeep coming.'

Now Kyle stands up, back in the moment again. Luisa turns to 
face him as he rises, then turns to face the road in from the 
nearest urban area, still over fifty kilometers away.

As she and a number of other dig site personages wander that 
way, Luisa gets her first glimpse of the approaching vehicle.

A rugged, open-topped jeep, painted a dull navy blue, rumbles 
toward the dig site. It is the symbol emblazoned on the door 
of the jeep that causes Luisa's breath to catch in her throat 
for a moment: the concentric circles and dot-like planetary 
icons of the INTERLPLANETARY COLONIAL ADMINISTRATION (ICA), 
modified here by the crossed saber and ship-to-ship missile 
of the INTERPLANETARY DEFENSE CORPS (IDC).

The question of why representatives the military wing of the 
effective "UN of Space" have come out this far into the bush 
is clearly at the forefront of everyone's mind as the jeep 
comes to a stop at the edge of the blocked off dig camp.

As Luisa comes to a stop a few meters away and those all 
around her murmur animatedly about the new arrival, two tall, 
broad-shouldered men in navy blue Military Police Wing 
uniforms and black berets step out from the jeep's front 
seats and begin to look around. Each of them wears mirrored 
shades to complete the look of military precision.

The dig site foreman and dig company manager both step up to 
these two men. The former has his arms crossed defensively 
over his chest, while the latter has one hand stuffed in his 
hip pocket. His free hand, bearing that fat ring, hangs loose 
but the fingers on that hand twitch anxiously.
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DIG FOREMAN
Excuse me, hi. Yes, my name is Pete 
Lowery. I'm the foreman here. Any 
particular reason the Spacer Corps has 
sent you two all the way out here?

The leader of the two MPs - and he was clearly the leader, 
judging by the Lieutenant's bars Luisa could now make out on 
his lapels - considered the foreman as he if he were merely a 
distraction between him and his real goal.

Then he reaches inside the lower chest pocket of his uniform, 
as does his subordinate, whom Luisa could see has Sergeant's 
stripes on the lapels of his own jacket. The military men 
withdraw well-polished ID wallets and flash their credentials 
at the two site leads with practiced ease.

MP LIEUTENANT
My name is Lieutenant Powers, this is 
Staff Sergeant Mkumbe. We're here to 
locate a professor currently listed as 
working at this dig site.

The foreman and company manager exchange impressed looks. It 
is clearly the first time they've been on the same page with 
one another. Pete the foreman turns back to Lieutenant Powers 
a moment later and lowers his arms to his sides.

DIG FOREMAN
Uh, sure, I, uh... Who are you looking 
for, if I may ask?

The MP officer looks around at the gathered scientists and 
uninitiated company diggers. His gaze is inscrutable, hidden 
as it is behind mirrored shades.

MP LIEUTENANT
I've been instructed to retrieve one 
Dr. Luisa Wuxian, currently a lecturer 
and research scientist at the 
University of California at Berkeley.

The foreman's mouth drops open. Luisa feels her stomach 
tighten like a drum head being tuned.

DIG FOREMAN
I, uh, well- That is, uh, sure, she's 
here. But why, if I may ask-?

MP LIEUTENANT
I've been instructed to answer only
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that it involves a matter of national 
security. If you could point me to 
Doctor Wuxian, please?

The foreman's face slackens even more than before. He turns, 
eyes searching the crowd until they stumble across Luisa's 
own. He begins to stammer again, but Luisa steps forward to 
confirm what the Lieutenant had clearly already surmised.

He crosses the distance to her, followed closely by SSgt. 
Mkumbe. He removes his glasses, perhaps in a show of 
humanity, revealing a pair of piercing blue eyes.

MP LIEUTENANT
Doctor Wuxian?

LUISA
Yes, I-

MP LIEUTENANT
I'm going to have to ask you to come 
with me, ma'am. Time is an issue. 
There's a flight leaving Soto Cano air 
base in less than three hours, and I'm 
under orders to have you on it.

He returns the glasses to his face and turns to leave, 
leaving Luisa sputtering in indignation as he departs.

LUISA
B-But Lieutenant! I'm afraid I have 
responsibilities here, students to 
attend to. I'm engaged to lead my part 
of the dig through the rest of this 
month. I can't just up and-

The Lieutenant stops in his tracks and swivels to face her 
again. His face is still the same stony mask of professional 
indifference as when he first addressed Pete the foreman.

MP LIEUTENANT
You can, ma'am. According to Article 
IX, subsection 19-6.1 of the Tyndall 
Accords, all professional academic 
personnel operating under the purview 
of signatory nations can be called to 
duty under ICA or IDC directive in the 
event of matters of national security.

Luisa stammers for a moment, but a voice beside her forces 
her to silence. She looks over and sees Kyle standing there,
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his own eyes steely with cold resolve.

KYLE
Which nation are we talking about 
here? If you don't mind my asking.

The Lieutenant eyes Kyle with the first hint of disdain he 
has yet shown evident on his face. His voice is surprisingly 
caustic, or clearly appears so to Luisa.

MP LIEUTENANT
I'm afraid I'm not at liberty to 
discuss such matters at this time.

KYLE
Yeah. Figured as much.

Luisa puts a hand on Kyle's shoulder in an attempt to calm 
him, and notices to her surprise that he is practically 
trembling with energy - or anxiety. Berkeley has always been 
well-known for its distrust of military matters, and Kyle 
Fawaz is a good poster child for this. But he is also anxious 
of confrontation, meaning this is a big step for him.

Pete the foreman steps in to diffuse the tension, or at least 
to attempt to do so.

DIG FOREMAN
I'm sorry, Lieutenant. Where did you 
say Luisa would be going?

MP LIEUTENANT
I'm not at liberty to discuss that.

DIG FOREMAN
Okay, how about when she'll be 
returning. As she said herself, we're 
scheduled to be here for another two 
or three weeks, and that's only if 
more funding doesn't come through.

He casts a furtive sidelong glance at the dig manager, who 
rolls his eyes and crosses his own arms in annoyance.

The MP officer stares at Pete, unwavering.

MP LIEUTENANT
I'm afraid I'm not at liberty to 
discuss such matters, sir.

He turns to face Luisa, raising an eyebrow behind the shades.
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MP LIEUTENANT
Now, Doctor Wuxian, as I've said, 
we're on a bit of a tight schedule.

Luisa eyes him wearily, then turns to face Kyle.

He stares back at her, uncertainty and disbelief and anger 
all snarled up behind his eyes like tangled weeds. 
Ultimately, though, he says nothing.

She turns to face the imposing Military Policeman and nods. 
He nods back and beckons her to follow. She climbs into the 
back seat as Staff Sergeant Mkumbe opens the door for her.

As she steps up into the jeep, she looks back out over the 
small sea of faces now all staring at her. For a moment, the 
thought of giving some parting remark is clearly etched on 
her face. She thinks better of it, sits down, and buckles her 
seatbelt. The two MPs climb in the front seats, buckle their 
own safety belts, and start the engine.

The automated vehicle comes to life, almost immediately 
backing up to make a J-turn back the way it had come.

As it departs, Luisa turns in her seat to look back over her 
shoulder. The faces of her colleagues and friends race away 
behind her as the jeep gathers speed. Soon they disappear 
altogether as it rounds a bend in the jungle trail, cutting 
her off from them completely.

                                                CUT TO BLACK: 

SUPER: "BREAKTHROUGH"

"CHAPTER ONE"

EXT. DEEP SPACE

FADE IN on the sea of stars, sprawling far beyond the rim of 
our own comparatively tiny solar system. They glitter in the 
depths of endless night like grains of crystal sand.

Pan across to see the limb of a massive, gaseous planet 
stretching across the left side of the screen. As it takes up 
more and more space, we see that it is a ruddy mustard-brown 
color, and that a broad, near-totally flat system of RINGS 
encircles it - this is SATURN, jewel of the system.

Closer in, a seeming hole in the backdrop of stars comes into 
view along the bottom of the screen. The form of a long, thin 
interplanetary cruiser is now visible.
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As it pushes further onscreen, we see the radiator fins 
bristling from the vessel's aft section. They cast a glowing 
aura of eerie red-orange against the blackness all around.

Closer still, we can see the emblem of the SPACER CORPS 
emblazoned onto the hull. The crossed sword and missile have 
been pockmarked by impacts with space debris, and faded 
through successive years of hard radiation bombardment. This 
vessel is clearly a tried and tested old workhorse.

Aft of the IDC emblem, the spacecraft's hull designation is 
painted above its name, both in tall white letters:

"IDCSC-201" and "GUNNAR HARKNESS"

The vessel's engines comes into view, but not at the rear of 
the craft. Instead, they are pushing      from its direction                                      away                    
of travel, working to slow the craft into a stable elliptical 
orbit above the huge MOON now coming into view far below. The 
moon itself is shrouded in sickly off-orange haze.

SUPER: "TITAN"

"JULY 2185"

The                 careers into a slow orbit of Saturn's     Gunnar Harkness                                       
largest moon, headed for a distant orbital platform hanging 
like a chandelier far above the storm-shrouded world below. 
Its engines are off now, to protect the station from the 
high-intensity blast of radiation they put out.

The station's gravity-creating torus ring circles lazily 
around it as the          comes into a matching orbit and                  Harkness                                 
moves to engage its docking apparatus. By the time its 
ventral clamps have engaged with the station, it has come to 
a complete stop. Motionless, relative to the station.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. STATION INTERIOR

INSIDE the station, a pair of MPs stand waiting just inside 
the hatchway leading up to the now-parked spacecraft. They 
wear navy blue jumpsuits, modestly unadorned save for the 
reflective tape strips around their biceps and down the 
inseam along each side of the body and legs of the suit. Each 
of them wears a standard black MP's beret.

The hatchway above them opens, and a third spacer drifts down 
to stand on the floor of the outer promenade of the station. 
He wears a dark tan flight suit, with goggles around his neck
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and a cocky smile on his face - clearly the PILOT.

He nods smoothly at the MPs before calling up the ladder.

PILOT
It's okay, Doctor. You can come on 
down now, if you please.

A hesitant moment later, a woman in a slate gray jumpsuit, 
likewise with reflective tape strips around the arms and on 
the inseams, drifts down the ladder. She braces herself 
awkwardly with hands held tightly on the rungs.

It is none other and Dr. Luisa Wuxian. She comes to a stop at 
the base of the ladder and looks around, suddenly seeming 
very small, surrounded by the trio of military men.

She huddles in on herself and reflexively rubs her arms.

LUISA
My word. Is it always so cold here?

The pilot chuckles and pats her fondly on the shoulder as he 
conversationally lays out the explanation she seeks.

PILOT
Oh, they always keep the outer ring 
cold on stations like this. Makes it 
easier for deep sixers like me to 
transition from the cold of long-hops 
to the warmth of the R&R compartments.

He chuckles at his wit, and Luisa smiles weakly in a show of 
solidarity. The MPs show no emotion. The pilot notices and 
slaps on of them on the shoulder.

PILOT
Come now, shore patrol! Where's your 
infamously raucous sense of humor?

He lets out a single, raucous laugh before craning his neck 
to call back up the ladder to the spacecraft.

PILOT
Come on, Georgy! We're wasting 
daylight, whatever that's worth this 
far out. First round of drinks at the 
officer's club is on me.

He nods at Luisa as he makes to leave.
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PILOT
Doctor, it's been an honor flying you. 
Good luck with whatever the brass have 
cooked up for you down there.

She nods back as the pilot heads off for the bowels of the 
station. As he departs, the COPILOT stars down the ladder, 
calling after him in accented English.

COPILOT
Vait, Neil. Vhere are you going? Ve 
still have to debrief with the station 
security chief before ve can make any 
personal stops, yes?

As he reaches the bottom of the ladder, he sheepishly 
addresses the two MPs staring at him.

COPILOT
My apologies. My friend is wery eager 
to be having the end-of-flight toast, 
yes? I, ah, I must catch up to him.

He turns and nods at the Doctor, smiling nervously.

COPILOT
It has been most, ah, stimulating 
talking vith you, Doctor. Goodbye.

She smiles weakly at him as he gathers himself up to follow 
the pilot off into the bowels of the station.

The two MPs now turn to face Luisa.

STATION MP 1
Doctor Luisa Wuxian?

LUISA
Yes, that's me...

The lead MP nods once and gestures for her to follow him. She 
falls in between him and the other man, and the three of them 
begin to navigate the many winding corridors ahead of them.

The lead MP speaks as he walks, but he does not seem open to 
questions, so Luisa merely listens. There is a lot to absorb.

As they walk, she not only listens but also watches - Spacer 
Corps personnel in variously-shaded jumpsuits mingle here and 
there, or hurry between duty stations, often clutching 
attaché cases or bundles of files. All the while, a steady
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stream of comms updates comes in over the P.A. system.

STATION MP 1
Your stay on this station will be 
brief. You will only be here long 
enough to finish adjusting to Titan 
gravity on the inner ring, and to 
complete a battery of pre-descent 
tests to prepare you for your time on 
the surface. You will speak to no one 
but the personnel assigned to complete 
these steps. You will not be permitted 
to contact your family or other close 
relations back on Earth during your 
time here, and you will not be 
permitted any access to the-

Luisa frowns at the mention of being cut off from everything 
she has ever known. She cuts across the military man, but 
does not stop walking. The MP behind her, matching her 
stride, and be extension his leader's, makes sure of that.

LUISA
Now hold on. I'm       not going to be                  still                 
allowed any contact with my family? 
With my children? I'd already been 
away from home for going on six months 
when you people plucked me out of that 
jungle, and I just traveled for more 
than two weeks in radio silence 
because of tensions between the 
governments of Mars and Titan, or so I 
was told. So if I may be so blunt, 
just what the      is going on?              hell             

She finally comes to a stop beside a porthole overseeing a 
swath of the station's midsection and folds her arms across 
her chest. She does her best to ignore the site of space-
suited IDC personnel floating outside, working on various 
pieces of station and other spacecraft equipment in EVA mode. 
She only partially succeeds.

To her satisfaction, though, the two MPs pause their stride 
and the leader turns to face her. To her dissatisfaction, 
though, she can see he has little time for her protestations.

STATION MP 1
Look, Doctor. I don't know what's 
going on here, so I wouldn't have much 
to tell you even if I was at liberty 
to discuss things. All I    know is                         do        
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that you're not the first scientist to 
be rushed out here on short notice, 
with orders for radio silence about 
your final destination.

She opens her mouth to protest further but stops short. It 
takes her a second to process what he's just said. The lead 
MP nods as understanding starts to dawn across her face.

STATION MP 1
You didn't find it at all strange that 
an IDC light cruiser was requisitioned 
to carry a solo occupant all the way 
out to Saturn?

LUISA
I- I was told there was other cargo, 
that I just happened to be-

The MP shakes his head slowly and she falls silent again. He 
smirks, an uncharacteristic display of emotion that somehow 
catches Luisa more off her guard even that what he says.

STATION MP 1
I don't know much about anything, 
ma'am. I'm just a dumb grunt, really. 
But I've done security at enough ports 
to know when top brass are moving 
through a station like this one, and 
trying to keep it on the down-low. And 
I know how to tell the difference 
between Infantry Force brass, and the 
real spooky types we've had coming 
through here the last few months.

The man behind her tenses enough for Luisa to notice it 
immediately in his voice.

STATION MP 2
Sergeant, I don't think we should be 
discussing this with her...

The older man hesitates, as if stricken by the sudden thought 
that his actions could be surveilled. Then he nods, and 
returns to business as usual as if nothing had happened.

STATION MP 1
We're getting behind schedule, ma'am. 
If you'll please follow me, we'll get 
you to Primary Decontamination to 
begin your station intake process.
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She narrows her eyes at him. A feeling of eeriness seems to 
wash over her, but she dismisses it, along with any pretenses 
she may have had about resisting their guidance. She nods, 
and the three of them head off toward DECON-1 without another 
word. All around them, the station hums with activity, 
oblivious to the subtle drama which just played out onboard.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. TITAN SKY - DAY

The hazy, ruddy mustard-colored skies of Titan are torn by 
the sound and fury of a descending shuttle shrieking towards 
the surface on a plume of fire born of the air friction.

Far below, the ugly, misshapen dunes and icy plains of the 
great, cold moon stretch as far as the eye can see. The 
lights of the sparsely scattered settlements cannot be seen 
in the daytime, making the place seem almost deserted.

The shuttle transfers from pure downward force to n upward 
tilt as it comes in for final approach. Powerful ventral 
thrusters kick on to slow its descent at it nears the ground.

EXT. TITAN COMPOUND - DAY

In heart of the compound the shuttle is angling in to touch 
down near to, a man in a dark gray jumpsuit and black jacket 
stands looking up at the descending craft. He has his hands 
clenched into fists which rest irritably above his hips.

KENNETH JUMA (39) waits only somewhat patiently for the last 
of his civilian scientists to arrive. He wears a head-
enclosing bubble helmet to supply a breathable air mixture at 
the right temperature, and his suit is padded against the 
frigid far-subzero temperatures of the Titanian surface. The 
suit even has a faux fur-lined hood up around the helmet.

He looks at the LCD watch face built into the wrist of his 
suit and sighs. His hazel eyes look very tired. He kicks at a 
loose piece of icy breccia and mutters to himself.

KENNETH
About damn time.

The shuttle roars in for its final touchdown on the pad two 
kilometers or so away from the compound's edge, still 
billowing massive plumes of thruster exhaust which cause even 
thicker clouds of steam to form in the frigid air.

Kenneth nods to the team of MPs standing a pace or two to his
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right - all of whom wear similar EVA warmth suits and bubble 
helmets in addition to their berets - and together the five 
of them move forward to receive the new arrivals.

The shuttle steams as it cools to match the local 
temperature, and the airlock built into the lower side of its 
hull hisses with releasing gas its pressure equalizes.

The outer door swings open to reveal a fifth MP - the lead MP 
from aboard the orbital station - wearing another of the 
heated EVA suits and a bubble helmet-beret combo.

Behind him, a shorter person wearing a warmth suit done up in 
a light silvery bluish color steps into view. Through her own 
translucent bubble helmet, we can see Luisa Wuxian. She seems 
transfixed by the sudden alienness of her new surroundings.

The lead station MP steps forward, only a bit awkwardly in 
Titan's gravity thanks to his own time on the station. He 
snaps off a smart salute, which Kenneth Juma returns.

STATION MP 1
Reporting as directed, Major. Doctor 
Wuxian has been fully prepped for time 
on-world, as per the directives 
forwarded to my command by yours.

The two men break their salutes and Juma nods solemnly at the 
other man. He looks past him at Luisa as he speaks.

KENNETH
Your diligence is much appreciated, 
Staff Sergeant. I'll be sure to 
mention that in my next report.

STATION MP 1
I appreciate that, sir.

He then turns and beckons the Doctor over.

STATION MP 1
Come on over now, ma'am. Major Juma 
here will be your immediate liaison 
here at the Site.

Luisa eyes the two men suspiciously for a moment, then the 
four other MPs standing in crisp parade rest formation behind 
the Major. She steps forward tentatively in the low Gs and 
extends her hand to make her new handler's acquaintance.
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LUISA
Major Juma, was it? I'm Doctor Wuxian, 
very pleased to meet you.

He reaches out and grips her hand firmly, but does not shake.

KENNETH
Likewise. Sore-y for any discomfort 
you had on the trip out this way. I 
suppose that's partly my fault, if 
we're being honest. We certainly put a 
good bit of urgency on getting you all 
here in a timely manner.

She squeezes his hand before releasing it. Then she frowns as 
realization dawns on her again.

LUISA
'All of us'? Who else is here?

The lead station MP, perhaps sensing that the conversation 
could now easily stray to the topic of his subtle disclosures 
back aboard the orbital platform, chooses this time to bid 
his farewells. He snaps off a second crisp salute.

STATION MP 1
If that's all, Major, I think it's 
best if we get back to the station.

Major Juma eyes him for a moment, perhaps gauging his true 
motive for sudden departure, then nods. He snaps off a 
returned salute, smirking faintly.

KENNETH
Fair enough. Thanks again for your 
time, Staff Sergeant. Safe travels.

The other man nods at him, only a bit awkwardly. He turns to 
leave, quickly striding back aboard the shuttle, despite the 
fact that it will be at least an hour until it is prepped for 
a return ascent to head back to the station.

Kenneth Juma turns on his heel when the other man has gone, 
beckoning Luisa to follow him without another word. This 
leaves her to blurt a series of half-formed questions at his 
back as he leads her up the hill toward the compound proper. 
The four MPs flank them at a respectable distance.

LUISA
Excuse me-! Major, I really- I just 
spent almost a month in transit from
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Earth to the moon to Ceres to here. 
I'd like to think I'm owed a bit of an 
explanation. Wouldn't you?

He waves dismissively over his shoulder.

KENNETH
As I said, I'm sore-y about the 
suddenness of your trip, and any other 
troubles that might have arisen from 
it. You'll get your answers in due 
time, so please, just try to keep up.

Ignoring the second time he has pronounced "sorry" the 
Canadian way, Luisa keeps on with her own stream of 
protestations. Despite the fact that Kenneth does not stop or 
show any outward sign of interest in her questions.

LUISA
'Troubles that may have arisen'? I'm 
sorry, Major, is that supposed to be 
your way of addressing the fact that I 
haven't spoken to my husband in over a 
month now? Not to mention my children? 
And if I may be so blunt, you never 
did answer my question before, either.

KENNETH
What question was that?

LUISA
The question of who else is here.

KENNETH
Mm-hmm. Look, I don't know what Wonder 
Boy back there told you about this 
whole thing, but I'll clue you in on 
this much: you aren't alone. We've 
been sorting through people like you 
from all around the globe for the past 
three months. The only reason you 
weren't brought out with the bulk of 
them is that we had to track you down 
to that dig site you were holed up in.

She actually seems surprised at this revelation. Surprised, 
but clearly not relieved.

LUISA
So who else, then? And why?
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KENNETH
I'm sorry, ma'am. I'm not at-

LUISA
'Not at liberty to discuss that at 
this juncture.' Yeah, I know. That's 
all I've been hearing since I left the 
dig site last month.

KENNETH
Again, I'm sore-y, but that's just how 
it is. Like I said before, you'll find 
out everything you need or want to 
know in due time, so be patient.

They come to the guarded gate along the edge of the small 
facility. The Major flashes his own ID wallet at the lead MP 
manning the post. She scans the block-code and nods him 
through. He waves for the four MPs to escort Luisa up to the 
gate. She looks around at the sea of military faces staring 
at her from behind bubble helmets, seeming very small again.

The female gate guard scans over her with a blunt-tipped 
detector, which chirps a couple of times but raises no alarm.

Luisa rolls her eyes, knowing as she does that the suit and 
any contents therein were supplied to her in full by the 
Spacer Corps only earlier that week. She hadn't even seen her 
paltry allotment of personal effects since they'd been 
packaged up for pre-travel decontamination on the station.

Major Juma waves her through, and the six of them - Kenneth, 
Luisa, and the four tailing MPs - continue into the compound. 
Luisa quickly falls back to her questions, despite being 
newly distracted by all the new sights to behold inside the 
facility walls: barracks huts, parked vehicles, and so on.

LUISA
But really, why have I even been 
called out here, Major? I'm an 
archaeologist, for goodness sake! 
Being an archaeologist requires having 
subjects to study. You know, 
artifacts, leftovers from ancient 
cultures, that sort of thing? There's 
nothing on Titan to study, Major.

He stops just outside the outer door of an airlock leading 
into another of the facility's many low, blocky buildings. 
The look on his face speaks volumes.
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KENNETH
Right...

He swipes his ID card through the chip reader beside the door 
frame and the outer door hisses with the escape of gases.

INT. AIRLOCK

A moment later the door swings open and the six of them step 
inside the airlock. Once the outer door is shut again, the 
air          with returning gases and an anodyne voice     whooshes                                           
addresses the five spacers and their scientist guest.

COMPUTER VOICE (O.S.)
Atmosphere equalizing. Prepare for 
ingress in five, four, three, two...

INT. BRIEFING BUILDING - DAY

The last count is drowned by the sound of the inner door 
swinging open to allow them entry. As he steps inside the 
structure proper, Kenneth presses a code into the command pad 
along his suit's wrist computer setup. His helmet hisses at 
it depressurizes, and he reaches up to remove it.

The four MPs all do the same, leaving Luisa to feel left out 
as the only one in sight with the bubble still on her head.

Kenneth notices this and turns to assist her after hanging 
his own bubble helmet on one of the special hooks waiting 
along the wall just inside the airlock.

He gestures for her to offer him her arm, and she does. Once 
he has pressed the proper command code in, he gestures for 
her to pull up on the helmet. She obliges, and it pops off 
with a small        . She smiles at the rush of "real" air.             thwoomp                                       

KENNETH
Feels much better, doesn't it?

LUISA
     better, yes. Thank you.Much                        

He nods and waves her along, deeper into the structure.

KENNETH
This way please. We still have a lot 
to cover, and you need to meet your 
counterparts before we can begin.

She nods and they head off, still flanked by two MPs. The
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other two take up guard positions near the airlock. Luisa 
notices, and to her surprise for the first time, that each of 
them has a pistol tucked into a drop-leg holsters at their 
thigh, in addition to the batons clipped to their belts. She 
turns back to stare at the Major's back, and a look of "                                                             What 
                            " passes across her face.have I gotten wrapped up in?                         

INT. SQUAD BAY - DAY

An interior door slides open, and Kenneth Juma steps through. 
Luisa Wuxian follows close behind, while the last two MPs 
take up their posts on either side of the door.

KENNETH
Dr. Wuxian, I'd like you to meet the 
rest of the team. Everyone, this is 
Doctor Luisa Wuxian, our new resident 
archaeology specialist.

Luisa looks around to see four other people taking up various 
posts inside the room, apparently intended to function as a 
squad bay by those who designed the prefab structure.

Farthest left is Dr. RAOUL KHAN (37), the youngest and 
clearly most cerebral of the group. He sits on the top of a 
table with one foot on the seat and the other on the ground, 
and strokes his chin as he nods without meeting Luisa's eyes.

Next is Dr. MARINA STEPHANOPOULOUS (45), who leans against 
the wall farthest from the door with her arms crossed over 
her chest. She looks up at Luisa and smiles gently, but the 
expression seems somehow stifled, as if by weariness.

Then comes Dr. SERENÉ FOUCAULT (52), the oldest among the 
group. Her hair is graying to match her light blue eyes, 
which greet Luisa warmly, though she does not shift her seat 
in a folding ergo-chair near the far corner of the room.

Last is Dr. TERRENCE ZWICKY (42), who stands upright, perhaps 
having anticipated the newcomers. He smiles politely but not 
too warmly at Luisa before turning his green-eyed gaze to the 
Major. His voice is brisk but tentative when he speaks.

TERRENCE
Is this the last arrival, Major? I 
think I can speak for everyone when I 
say that we're all very eager to get 
down to the business of answers.

Across the room, Dr. Khan rolls his eyes.
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RAOUL
Think you'd be happy to speak for us 
in any occasion, Terry.

Dr. Zwicky sends him a subtly scathing look but does not 
reply. Kenneth gets involved before there is a need to 
intervene between the team's two bombastic personages.

KENNETH
Yes, Dr. Zwicky, Doctor Wuxian here is 
indeed the last member of our team to 
arrive. We can now begin the process 
of answering all your questions about 
why you have been brought here.

The four scientists already in the room exchange various 
looks - of interest, or intrigue, of shared triumph. Luisa 
realizes they have made the same journey she has, compounded 
by the fact that they've been awaiting her arrival.

Major Juma moves into the center of the room to address all 
of them at once. They watch him eagerly, but a sense falls 
across the group that indicates they won't get their answers 
just yet. Raoul deduces this, at any rate, and looks away.

KENNETH
Alright, everyone, listen up. Now that 
you're all here, we're expecting the 
remaining pieces to fall into place 
within the next few hours. You'll be 
fed the evening meal and we'll 
reconvene at approximately 2230 Zulu. 
That'll be where we can hopefully 
answer some of your questions.

A wave of displeasure circles the room. Dr. Stephanopoulos 
raises her head to offer a consensus observation.

MARINA
'    ' of our questions, Major? Some                          

KENNETH
Yes, that's correct.

He holds up his hands to quiet the scientists before any of 
them can offer further arguments.

KENNETH
Look, folks. I'm sore-y about all of 
this. Really, I am. But there's 
nothing to be done about it. I have a
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few higher ups coming to take part in 
the big presentation, and their 
schedules are a bit more rigid than 
yours, I'm afraid to say.

Marina, Terrence, and even Raoul begin to protest, but he 
waves his hands again in a gesture of finality.

KENNETH
Listen, that's all there is to it. The 
Commodore will be here within the next 
few hours. Once she arrives, we can 
get down to the meat and potatoes.

Marina throws up her hands, Terrence turns to frown down at 
the table next to him, arms crossed, and Raoul shakes his 
head, smiling bitterly. Only Dr. Foucault remains taciturn, 
passively observing the others with her hands clasped between 
her legs. Luisa watches her back, puzzled by the older 
woman's apparently quiet nature.

Major Juma turns to face each of the five scientists in turn.

KENNETH
Get to know the new arrival, people. 
You're going to be working together 
for the foreseeable. So try to find a 
way to get along, if you please.

He sends a serious glance at Terrence and Raoul as he 
emphasizes the last sentence. They make a point of ignoring 
him, and each other. He sighs and turns to Luisa.

KENNETH
Okay, then. I leave you in their 
hands, for what it's worth. Best of 
luck to you, doctor.

She smiles at him and he crosses to the door. He raps on the 
metal surface and the door slides open. He walks past the two 
MPs standing guard as the door slides shut again. Leaving 
Luisa alone with the other four scientists as he goes.

Dr. Stephanopoulos is the first to rise and walk over to 
greet her. She extends her hand and Luisa takes it. The other 
woman grasps her hand and shakes it firmly.

MARINA
So nice to finally meet you. Luisa, 
was it? My name is Marina, I'm the 
resident medical specialist.
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RAOUL
And the resident biochemist. Don't 
forget about that, Marina.

MARINA
Yes, of course, Raoul. How foolish of 
me. Now, Luisa, about your trip in... 
What did the military people who got 
you out here tell you about all this?

LUISA
Little to nothing, I'm sorry to say.

Marina throws her hands up and rolls her eyes.

MARINA
Of course. What did I tell you all?

She addresses the other three scientists.

MARINA
Did I not tell you it would be the 
same for all of us?

TERRENCE
That you did, Marina.

RAOUL
You were quite adamant, as well.

SERENÉ
True. But I believe they've made it 
perfectly clear that whatever is going 
on here, they don't want us to know 
any more than we do right now.

Luisa stares at the older woman, surprised by her sudden 
display of interest in the conversation. Marina, meanwhile, 
does not seem at all shocked by Serené's interjection.

MARINA
Yes, I guess they have. But still, it 
makes the mind boggle, does it not?

RAOUL
What does, Marina?

MARINA
'What does'? Well, the whole scope of 
this thing, that is what! Think about 
it: the five of us, plucked out of
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professional jobs and, in Luisa here's 
case, right out of the                              field-

RAOUL
I hardly think it's that big a 
mystery. The fact that the rest of you 
seem so hesitant to put the pieces 
together when they're all right there, 
staring you in the face,        the                          that's     
real quandary here.

Terrence rounds on him to bite out a terse retort.

TERRENCE
And just what pieces are those?

Raoul picks up a pencil off the table next to him and begins 
to absently flip it through the fingers on his right hand.

RAOUL
Well, let's put them in a row if it 
would help you figure it all out: five 
scientists - Terry there in applied 
astrophysics; Marina in biochemistry-

MARINA
And clinical medicine. Can't forget 
that, can we, Raoul?

RAOUL
Of course. Then we have Dr. Foucault, 
who is an expert on the psychology of 
group dynamics and reactions to 
adverse situations.

He pauses there, anticipating Luisa's sudden interest in 
Serené's area of expertise. He nods at her.

RAOUL
What, you hadn't guessed yet why she 
seemed so intent on sitting there like 
a statue and watching us all while we 
got used to the new group member? Or 
should I say,          us?              observed    

Luisa stares back at Serené, who meets her gaze with a small 
smile. She is apparently intent on smoothing over any 
awkwardness her observational nature may have caused.

MARINA
And where does that leave you, Raoul?
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Pray tell us what brings a man of your 
incisive vision and clever wit to this 
exciting corner of creation?

He turns his head to smile wryly at her.

RAOUL
Oh, but you already know that, my 
dear. Or are you just asking for me to 
say it again?

MARINA
                   ¡Solo dime, cabron!

He holds up a hand to calm her sudden wrath.

RAOUL
Please, Marina. No need to frighten 
our new friend.

He turns to address Luisa directly, his voice suddenly clear 
of the wryness it had a moment before.

RAOUL
I'm a Nanophysics specialist, 
actually. Specifically computational 
logic in quantum systems. Really crazy 
stuff, or so I like to think.

TERRENCE
Which might explain your own charming 
demeanor, Raoul...

Raoul ignores him. The five of them stand there in silence 
for a while, before Marina turns to Luisa, smiling again.

MARINA
That leaves you, I suppose. The 
resident archaeology expert, as Major 
Juma so eloquently put it.

Luisa smiles back at her and allows herself to be beckoned 
over to the nearest table. Marina sits next to her.

LUISA
Yes, that's right. And yes, I was, uh, 
I was working in the field when they 
gathered me up, like you said.

MARINA
How interesting...
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LUISA
I'm sorry, but- What's interesting?

MARINA
Oh, nothing. Well, yes, there is the 
fact that they would go to all the 
trouble of sending people into the 
heart of some of the last primordial 
jungle on Earth to retrieve you, when, 
ah... How to say it?

LUISA
Say what?

RAOUL
She's trying to ask why they went to 
all that trouble to pick you when they 
could have gotten any old archaeology 
department chair from any department 
in the world. That    it, yes?                   is         

No one speaks for a moment, least of all Marina, who sends a 
warning glare at Raoul before turning back to Luisa. At 
length she breaks the silence, however tentatively.

MARINA
Well, yes, actually. I was wondering 
why, if you'll forgive the bluntness, 
they chose     instead of all the            you                    
other scientists and professors they 
could have had with much less trouble?

Luisa prepares to speak, but Serené interjects once more.

SERENÉ
Which, by extension, can be asked of 
each and every one of us.

Raoul turns to jab his pencil at her, nodding.

RAOUL
Thank you, Doctor Foucault. That may 
be the second biggest question of the 
hour, when all is said and done.

MARINA
Oh yes? And what is the first?

RAOUL
Oh, that's obvious. To me, anyway.
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No one humors his display of arrogance.

RAOUL
Think about it: on the one hand, we 
have a question, which we've all 
probably asked sometime in the last 
few weeks if not multiple times, which 
boils down to 'Why us?' That leaves, 
on the other end of the spectrum-

SERENÉ
'Why here?'

The others turn to stare at her in equal parts amazement and 
recognition. Raoul merely nods slowly, smirking again.

RAOUL
      Bingo.

Terrence frowns at Raoul, then looks around at everyone else.

TERRENCE
So, what? What    so special about                is                  
this place? You gonna clue us in on 
your latest brilliant deduction?

Raoul's face slowly breaks into a sly grin.

RAOUL
Really thought I'd let you all come o 
that discovery on your own, actually. 
Which brings us back to where we were 
before: what could be so important as 
to necessitate plucking the five of us 
from all over the globe and dropping 
us here, in a supposedly unassuming 
part of Titan, in the middle of rising 
tensions between the various space-
faring powers within Solar Space?

Everyone remains silent, perhaps hoping he'll just spit it 
out. Ultimately, Terrence grows impatient.

TERRENCE
Well, out with it, then! What    so                               is    
important that they'd bring us all 
here on such short notice?

Raoul grins at him, looking very Cheshire Cat-like.
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RAOUL
Oh no. I'll leave that revelation to 
you. It'll be more meaningful that 
way. You'll figure it out, or you'll 
find out when the military breaks its 
silence here in a few hours.

He rises to his feet and stretches lazily.

RAOUL
As for me, I think it's high time to 
head to the mess hall for a bit of 
refreshment. Anyone want to join me?

No one responds. They all look adamantly elsewhere as they 
try to piece together what he sees as obvious.

RAOUL
No? Well, all right then.

He moves to the door and knocks twice. The door slides open 
and he addresses the MP who turns to address him. Luisa sucks 
in a quick, tense breath when she notices the military man's 
hand drift subtly closer to his holstered pistol. Raoul 
either does not notice this or does not care.

RAOUL
I'd like to head down to the mess for 
some grub, if you don't mind.

The MP counts the other heads in the room before nodding. He 
gestures for Raoul to follow him and together they head down 
the hall. The door slides shut, obscuring the remaining MP on 
duty and any replacement sent for his partner.

Back inside, Terrence and Marina huddle in closer to Luisa. 
Terrence extends his hand to make a greeting. Luisa shakes 
it, noting his less than firm, almost uncertain grip.

TERRENCE
Dr. Terrence Constantine Zwicky, at 
your service. As noted by our new 
colleague Dr. Khan, I'm active in the 
field of Applied Astrophysics, working 
out of the Johns Hopkins Applied 
Physics Lab, as a matter of fact.

Luisa nods up at him, grinning politely.

LUISA
Very pleased to meet you, doctor.
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Marina leans in, eager to blow past Terry's introduction and 
pepper Luisa with more questions -         ones.                                   leading      

MARINA
So, what do you think about all of 
this? Surely you must think that 
there's something very suspicious 
about this whole mess, Luisa.

LUISA
Well, um... Yes, of course I do, but I 
don't think that-

MARINA
I mean, did you happen to get a look 
at that Major Juma's identification 
card? He's in                      .               Military Intelligence  
That alone should be enough to set 
your teeth to chattering. I know it 
does mine, sabes que?

LUISA
How so?

MARINA
Let's be honest. Anything that 
INTELCOM wants us for, especially on 
such short notice and under such cloak 
and dagger circumstances... Well, it 
can't be good, that's for sure.

TERRENCE
Right, right. I've told everyone 
already, Dr. Wuxian, I think it has 
something to do with military 
preparedness drills, myself.

Marina looks up and eyes him warningly.

MARINA
Now there you go again, Terry! Why 
would it have anything to do with 
military preparedness?

TERRENCE
Why? Well, consider the people they've 
assembled. Consider that if the 
Colonial Administration wants the 
Spacer Corps ready for a possible 
police action here on Titan they'll to 
have to keep any preparations just as
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hush-hush as you say, and that if 
Military Intelligence is involved the 
short timetable could have something 
to do with a sea change in the 
information AEROCOM is getting from 
their spy networks out this way.

MARINA
'Spy networks'? Come on now, Terry. 
You've been watching too many old 
suspense sims. And besides that, they 
wouldn't bother rounding up a bunch of 
civilian scientists when they could 
just have who knows how many staff 
researchers. The ICA has whole teams 
of people on R&D programs like this, 
you know. Why would they waste time 
and money on us in the first place?

SERENÉ
Because they wanted us, specifically.

The others turn to look at her, perplexed yet again at her 
latest outburst. Luisa merely nods as she crunches the 
numbers on Serené's idea.

LUISA
No, that's a good thought. I mean, if 
the ICA really does have the pick of 
the litter, so to speak, then they 
would be able to choose anyone they 
wanted. Especially if this 'Article 
IX' of the Tyndall Accords is really 
what I interpret it to be.

Terrence nods and strokes his chin.

TERRENCE
Right. Which means they certainly 
      have chosen us for a reason.would                             

MARINA
And what might that be?

TERRENCE
Well, because they wanted the best of 
the best, obviously.

Marina rolls her eyes.
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MARINA
Oh, now you sound like Raoul.

LUISA
No, he's got a point, too. If they 
sifted through the whole lot and chose 
us, it would have to be for a reason. 
Which would likely be-

TERRENCE
That we have some combination of 
skills that they want.

SERENÉ
Which brings us back to Raoul's 
question of 'why us?'

Terrence clicks his fingers and nods at her, grinning like a 
schoolboy as the ideas flow in his head.

TERRENCE
Exactly. So, why us? And once we've 
covered that, what    so special about                    is                  
this place in the first place.

The questions hang in the air like daggers.

SERENÉ
I suppose there's only two ways to 
find out. Either we wait until after 
dinner and let the military types 
explain it all to us, or...

Luisa and Marina stare at her expectantly. Terrence seems to 
anticipate the answer and turns away, frowning.

MARINA
Or what?

SERENÉ
Or, we put the puzzle pieces together 
like Dr. Khan suggested.

Marina blows a snide huff out through her nose.

MARINA
As if I would humor than man.

TERRENCE
I heartily concur.
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SERENÉ
That may be so. But the fact remains 
that there is a puzzle before us, and 
all the clues to solve are laid out to 
be made sense of. Whether we choose to 
face the solution is up to us.

No one speaks. Luisa stares at Serené, who meets her gaze for 
a moment with an enigmatic little smile.

The four of them stay like that for a long moment. Waiting 
for something to happen, but not too eager to find out what 
might be awaiting them on the other side of dinner.

INT. BRIEFING ROOM

INSIDE the inner sanctum of the main conference room, the 
five scientists sit around a loosely hemispherical table. 
Raoul sits furthest from the door, then Serené, followed by 
Luisa in the middle, then Marina, and lastly Terrence.

Behind them sits a row of holographic projectors, from which 
a row of mostly blurred-out holo busts of AEROCOM and 
INTELCOM flag officers watch the proceedings.

Luisa looks nervously back at them, then at the group of MPs 
standing near the only door into the exceptionally blocky 
room. All of them have weapons near at hand, both their 
sidearms and flex batons looped to their belts.

The wall furthest from the door bears the twin flags of the 
IDC and its parent organization, the Interplanetary Colonial 
Administration (ICA). Each flag bears the central motif of 
concentric circles and planetary orbs, arrayed to show the 
pattern of orbits on the date of the ICA's founding.

A trilling sound pipes off twice in quick succession. CAPTAIN 
JAKOB TOMASI (35), the head of the MP detachment at the site, 
snaps to attention barks out a call to order.

TOMASI
Squad, tench-     Commanding officer              hut!                    
on the deck.

The MPs to each side of him snap to attention in unison. 
Luisa and the other scientists straighten in their seats by 
some deep-seated reflex at the voice of the authority.

A trio of newcomers walks through the entry-exit door as it 
slides open. In the lead is a tall, imposing woman in a 
military-issue flight suit, with a single star on each of the
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lapels. Commodore JANE BRANSKY (54), the acting commander of 
the Shikoku Facula Operational Site, is clearly suffuse with 
confidence and the experience of years. Her burgundy hair is 
pulled into a tight bun at the back of her head.

Behind her, Major Juma strides in. He wears his standard 
getup, and seems to have gotten some much-needed rest.

At the tail is an woman Luisa does not recognize. She wears a 
rumpled gray utility jumpsuit beneath an actual white lab 
coat, and carries a large data tablet. Dr. HELEN STEINMETZ 
(42) is the facility's resident research lead. Her messy off-
blonde hair is pulled back, and she wears wire-rim glasses.

The Commodore comes to a stop in the center of the room, and 
turns to face the five scientists, as well as her own 
superiors, digitally-represented though they may be.

BRANSKY
Good afternoon, ladies, gentlemen, and 
others. I'm Commodore Jane Bransky, 
and I am head of operations here at 
the Ramayana Site. I want to extend my 
very sincere thanks for your patience 
in our efforts to have you all here, 
especially you five civilians. Sirs, I 
thank you for your time.

She gestures to Major Juma, who nods.

BRANSKY
You already know Major Juma. And that 
is Dr. Helen Steinmetz. She's our head 
of scientific research.

Dr. Steinmetz nods and waves politely at her fellow 
scientists. Only Luisa and Marina wave back.

BRANSKY
Alright, now that that's out of the 
way, I think it's high time we got to 
the real issue of the hour.

She nods at someone out of sight, and another, larger 
projector kicks on in the ceiling. It projects a series of 
images on the wall behind her, which had clearly been left 
bare for just that reason.

The first image shows a map of the local area of Titan: the 
roughly British Isles-shaped Shikoku Facula, with a 
highlighted, targeted region near the center of the England
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part of the lower lobe of the facula itself.

Beside that are pictures of scientists and technicians, all 
of them in warmth suits and wearing heavy-duty bubble 
helmets. They are gathered around what appears to be the 
business end of a massive drilling apparatus, still steaming 
from the mismatch of cold air against its friction-battered 
bits. They all give similar thumbs-up signals.

BRANSKY
Two and a half years ago, a joint 
PACA-UCAAP mining operation uncovered 
something buried here, beneath the 
surface ice of the southern Shikoku 
Facula. More in-depth evaluation was 
stonewalled the following year by new 
restrictions the local governors put 
in place in response to the the One 
Mars Party coming to power in the 
Martian Senate.

She gestures with her index finger, and the images change. 
Now they seem to show a cavern deep beneath the surface ice, 
replete with the scraped markings of the drilling implements 
and the wear and tear of smaller tool marks.

BRANSKY
As such, the findings were shelved 
until the legal problems could be more 
dealt with. When the Colonial 
Administration took up control of the 
contract and did a little more digging 
of our own - figuratively and 
literally speaking, as it were - we 
discovered that what these civilian 
miners had found was something beyond 
the scope of anything ever before it.

She nods at the unseen projector operator and the images 
change again. Now, instead of showing maps or actual 
photographs, they show a battery of charts and data readouts.

As Luisa tries to make them out, one of the virtually-present 
military brass - a frowning man with a crew cut whose every 
detail screams "military" - clicks a button to call Bransky's 
attention to him.

He speaks when she faces his projection.

AEROCOM BRASS 1
With respect, Commodore, some of us
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are running short of time. If you 
would please get to the heart of the 
matter, we would appreciate it.

She nods once, acquiescing to the unspoken order.

BRANSKY
Yes, sir. The heart of the matter, as 
you rightly put it, is this.

She nods curtly up at the operator and the image shifts once 
more. Now all it shows is a long, narrow cavern leading 
toward what appears at first glance to be a jagged crack in 
the otherwise mostly-smoothed crustal ice.

Commodore Bransky disabuses the newcomers of this possible 
illusion in one fell swoop.

BRANSKY
This, whatever      is, is the reason                this                   
we're all here today. It's the literal 
heart of Project         , and it's                  Ramayana           
the reason why an entire Intelligence 
Command Special Investigations 
Squadron has been mobilized and re-
deployed here to the Shikoku Facula.

No one else says a thing for a long time, and the air seems 
so thick that someone could cut it with a knife.

A second member of the virtually-attending brass - this one a 
pale, shaved-headed man with dark-rimmed glasses - hits the 
"hand up" button, and Bransky nods smartly at his projection.

INTELCOM BRASS 1
I think all of us at Aerospace Command 
are well aware of the circumstances, 
Commodore. If you would be so kind as 
to clue your guests in to the reason 
all of this pertains to them.

Commodore Bransky eyes the senior officer's projection warily 
for a heartbeat, seemingly scandalized that he would cut 
across her carefully laid-out presentation.

BRANSKY
If that is what you wish, General, 
then it will be done.

She nods once more, and a moment later the image changes 
again. It now shows a team of technicians in the navy blue
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EVA suits of the Spacer Corps, all huddled around the base of 
the wall cleaved in two by the winding crack.

Now, everyone can see the real reason this find is so ground-
shaking: near the base of the smoothed wall, the crack meets 
with a small green-gold orb, egg-shaped, which appears almost 
to hover out of a small depression in the wall, perfectly 
bisected by the crack behind it.

The egg-shaped object is perfectly smooth, even eerily so. 
The inch or so of space between it and the wall seems to 
reach out and slap everyone in the room across the face.

BRANSKY
This is what those civilian miners 
discovered. While its origins remain 
unknown as of now, we have ascertained 
a few key details, each of which is 
more tantalizing than the last.

The gathered scientists and generals stare at the image on 
the makeshift screen in transfixed awe. For another long 
moment, no one in the room says a thing.

Finally, Raoul lets out a short ripple of laughter.

RAOUL
I      it.  knew    

Bransky, Juma, Steinmetz, and all of Raoul's colleagues stare 
at him, equally dumbfounded and exasperated.

BRANSKY
I'm sorry?

RAOUL
I had this figured out       ago.                        hours      
There was really only one explanation 
for all the disparate details 
converging in this one affair.

Terrence waves his hands in annoyance.

TERRENCE
Oh, listen to this...

RAOUL
Complain if you want, Terry. I tried 
to walk you all through the deduction, 
but you seemed too afraid to put the 
pieces together. Too afraid, I think,
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to accept what you knew was the only 
answer that made real sense.

He rounds on Serené, grinning roguishly.

RAOUL
All except for you, I'd say.

Serené stares back at him, still effusively calm. Marina 
peeks around Luisa's head to come to Dr. Foucault's aid.

MARINA
What the hell are you talking about?

RAOUL
What, you didn't notice how easygoing 
she was through all of this? There's 
only one reason I can think of why a 
psychologist specializing in group 
crisis dynamics would be so calm under 
these circumstances, and that would be 
if she had some in-road to the 
scenario in question and was trying to 
gauge everyone else's reaction. Am I 
correct in that deduction, Doctor?

The others stare at Serené, who meets each pair of eyes in 
turn. Eventually she just shrugs, still placidly calm.

SERENÉ
I had an idea of what I might be 
getting into, I'll admit. I couldn't 
be for sure, though. Not until a few 
minutes ago, that is.

The first military man to interrupt Bransky earlier chimes 
in, not waiting for anyone to notice him after hitting his 
"hand up" button. His voice is terse as he speaks.

AEROCOM BRASS 1
I think that's enough of that, 
Doctors. The matter at hand remains, 
regardless of your feelings about it. 
So, if you would please, Commodore? We 
still have a few more details to 
attend to, I should think.

BRANSKY
Right you are, General.

She nods once again, and the image changes a final time. Now
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it shows another spread of data sheets and graphs. This time 
Luisa has some context for many of them - they are carbon 
dating curves and spectrometry lots. The kinds of things she 
had more than a little experience with in her own field.

BRANSKY
As was said already, the object 
discovered beneath us is of completely 
unknown origin. We frankly have no 
idea where it comes from, or how, or 
why. What we    know, however, is              do                   
based on a thorough examination which 
has taken place over the preceding 
eleven months, and it tells us two 
things: for starters, composition.

She points at the images onscreen and a projected laser dot 
follows her intended point around. It comes to rest on the 
group of charts showing spectrometry plots.

BRANSKY
From our admittedly limited 
understanding of materials science, we 
can say with near-total certainty that 
this thing is     from anywhere around               not                      
here. What's more, wherever it did 
come from, they probably had 
metallurgy techniques we won't even 
think about for at least a few more 
centuries, if not much longer.

The INTELCOM man chimes in again. He doesn't even wait for 
Bransky to acknowledge him before speaking.

INTELCOM BRASS 1
What are you saying, Commodore?

BRANSKY
With respect, General, I honestly 
don't know what I'm saying. That's the 
scary part here, or one of them: 
whatever this thing is, its method of 
manufacture was clearly so beyond our 
grasp that our scientists up 'til now 
have expressed surprise we've been 
able to get any clues from it at all.

Murmurs pass around the room, especially among the brass, 
most of whom were likely tuning in from the same place.
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BRANSKY
But that's where we get to the other 
thing we    know, which brings us a          do                         
few more unsettling questions.

She turns and points back up at the screen, and the red laser 
dot comes to rest on the carbon dating chart.

Luisa quickly scans over the chart as Bransky waits for 
everyone else to examine it. As realization dawns on her, her 
eyes shoot open in equal parts terror and amazement.

BRANSKY
The basic fact is, this thing is    .                                  old  
Very old. In fact, when our scientists 
first checked it, they told me the 
equipment must have been faulty.

More murmurs. The INTELCOM General chimes in again.

INTELCOM BRASS 1
Just how old are we talking here?

Bransky begins to speak, but Dr. Steinmetz clears her throat. 
Bransky blinks slowly but nods in agreement.

Steinmetz steps forward, her gait still slightly awkward in 
the one-seventh gravity and in the professional heels she 
wears. She clears her throat before diving in.

HELEN
Hello. I'm Dr. Steinmetz, and I am 
head of the research team here. Um, 
well, as Commodore Bransky correctly 
described, my team and I were stunned 
by our initial findings here. I mean, 
just getting some shavings to process 
at all was a heckuva task, we actually 
had to settle for the wall itself, 
which we weren't quite sure would-

BRANSKY
Keep it to the point, Doctor.

Bransky chuckles nervously and nods.

HELEN
Right, sorry. Well, as I was saying, 
the fact is, these metal shavings we 
collected, well... They're somewhere 
north of a billion years old.
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Dead silence falls over the room, only to be broken by a 
flood of loud chattering among the assembled brass and 
between the five new scientists on the Site.

QUICK MONTAGE:

-Raoul leans in to confer with Serené.

RAOUL
There, see? This just proves we were 
both right. There's no way, absolutely 
no     something older than Earthborn    way                                
multicellular life could be have 
originated in this system, so-

-Terrence and Marina lean in to fight over Luisa's attention.

MARINA
Luisa, is this even possible? You've 
carbon dated things before, so is 
there even a        chance that there              remote                   
could have been a mistake, or-?

TERRENCE
No, it can't be true, it just can't 
be! Somehow they've gotten it wrong. 
Even with the signals we've decoded 
since Larsen's Disclosure... Well, I 
mean the chances of this level of 
evidence so close to Earth in the 
cosmic scheme- Why, the odds would 
have to be             -!           astronomical  

-He turns to wave at Steinmetz, who either ignores or doesn't 
notice him as she discusses things with Juma and Bransky.

TERRENCE
Doctor! Uh, Doctor Steinmetz? What 
exactly were your methods of 
provenance on this dig? Is there any 
chance at all that you could have-?

One by one they are all drowned out, leaving Luisa alone to 
stare up at the screen. Her eyes remain wide, and bright with 
alertness at the fear clearly welling up within her.

Somewhere, she knows, deep beneath her feet, mankind had 
finally found contemporary proof of alien life.

The only question left to answer now is what to do about it.


