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I NT. SCS SYRACUSE - HYPERSLEEP DECK

Capt ai n Popescu of the Syracuse stares at a pair of
hypersl eep coffins as he finishes a drag froma cigarette.

Everyone calls himPAPS for short, and it’'s fitting, he has
silver hair and deep winkles. He's pushing hard through his
sixties and has developed a twitch in his left armthat he
ties his dammedest to hide.

Paps drops the cigarette butt and kicks it through the
grated flooring. He hides the acconpanying cigarette pack
behind a | arge oxygen tank and then dials a command on a
near by control screen. The hypersl eep coffins open.

Orange Liquid drains out fromthe two coffins and the

hat ches hiss as they open. The people within are named TURI N
and LODGE, they jolt awake and choke the remaining |iquid
out of their |ungs.

PAPS
Waki e, wakie. We've picked up a
radi o transm ssi on.

Turin, a hard-nosed, twenty-sonething femal e w pes residua
orange liquid from her face.

TURI N
Dat e?

PAPS
It’s Novenber. Sane year. Get
cl eaned up, we’'re not too far from
t he source.

I NT. SCS SYRACUSE - BRI DGE - 30 M NUTES LATER

Paps sits in the pilot’s seat with his feet propped up on a
console. In his hand is a coffee nug. H s eyes are glued on
a large viewport with the view of a noon directly in the

m ddl e of a sea of black. A few feet to his right is a
screen playing an epi sode of Gunsnoke.

Turin follows Lodge onto the Bridge. Lodge is in his late
30s. He's a handsone man, with a cold, stoic |ook.

PAPS
(to Lodge)
Brewed sone coffee for you

Lodge snatches up the nug of coffee w thout slow ng. Turin
| ooks around the room for another cup.



TURI N
Only one?
PAPS
Princess, | thought you d |earn by

now greenhorns pour their own cup.

TURI N
| ve been on this boat over three
years, Paps.

PAPS
It don’t count if you' re asleep.

LODGE
So, what do we got, Captain?

PAPS
| like that Captain business, you
should learn fromthis man, Turin.

Paps clinbs up fromhis seat to switch off Gunsnoke and then
wal k up to the ship’s viewort. He | ooks out at the noon
while taking a sip of coffee.

PAPS ( CONT' D)
Early this norning, comms picked up
a distress call fromthis noon-
It’s a standard Al call comng from
an old freighter. We're the only
sentinel scheduled to be out this
far, so let’s do our job and shut

it up.
TURI N
Wiy not just detonate it?
PAPS
Curiosity. I want to know what a

Maroc-Cl ass freighter is doing al
the way out in our system

TURI N
But the signal-

LODGE
It’s fine. An extra hour ain’t
gonna make things any worse.

Lodge takes a last gulp fromhis coffee nug and hands it to
Turin. She |ooks at it with a scow .



I NT. SCS SYRACUSE - LANDER DOCK

Lodge is in an environnmental suit, examning a pulse rifle
while Turin pulls on her own suit. Paps is in the cockpit of
the [ ander, prepping it.

PAPS
The auxiliary thruster’s still
| ooking a little tight, but you
know how to handl e her.

Paps clinbs out and lets Lodge get into the pilot’s seat.
Turin pulls on her helnet and clinbs into the seat next to
hi m
PAPS
Oh, Lodge- al nost forgot.

Paps pulls an old hand radio from his pocket and tosses it
to Lodge. On the side are the words "Emergency Only" witten
in felt tip pen. Lodge rolls his eyes and slides the radio
into a cargo net near his |eg.

PAPS
Bon voyage.

Paps slans the | ander’s hatch shut and then cl oses the
ai rl ock.

| NT. LANDER

Lodge pulls on his hel net and checks his |evels.

LODGE
| " m cl ear when you are.

Turin pulls a level and the | ander ejects itself fromthe
Syracuse. After letting it float away for a nonent, Lodge
engages the thrusters and guides it toward the noon.

TURI N
You snel | ed snoke, right? Wen we
woke.

LODGE

| can’t snell anything anynore.

TURI N
| swear he has a pack of cigarettes
hi dden sonewhere. | gotta get off
this detail before he wal ks past an
2 vent and kills us while we're
sl eepi ng.



LODGE
He’ s not gonna snoke next to a
vent. He's just doing it to fuck
Wi th you, Turin.

TURI N
And is that hand radio just to fuck
with nme? If anyone in the fleet
knew we had a pair on board-

LODGE
kay, he’s a little nutty with the
radio, but it’s not gonna do any
harmwhile it’s off.

EXT. MOON SURFACE

The | ander slows as it reaches the surface of the noon. It
hovers for a nonent as its |egs extend before touching down.

After a nonent, the lander’s hatch pops open and Turin and
Lodge clinb out with pulse rifles dangling off their
shoul ders.

Turin foll ows Lodge as they noon-hop toward the crash site
of a very large freighter craft that |lays wecked on the
| unar surface.

Turin examnes it and then hits Lodge’s armto get his
attention.

He | ooks at her, as she speaks.

TURI N
It’s in good shape for a crash

Qutsi de her helnmet, she’'s silent, there’s no atnosphere to
carry her voice.

Lodge waits for her voice to be translated to text on a
screen above her visor. He reads it and shrugs, then
continues toward the freighter.

The two reach an airlock. Turin pulls out a few levers to
open it and then the two clinb in.



I NT. FREI GHTER - Al RLOCK

Lodge shuts the airlock and then accesses the control
systens. He presses a few buttons and the roomfills with
air. After a nonent, the hatch leading into the rest of the
ship slides open

FREI GHTER Al
(Distress call)
Alert, Alert, this is the UES
Shandrin 9 requesting rescue at
coordi nates 4298429145. .

The Al voice continues to |ist nunbers over the intercom
before repeating the nessage after a 20 second break.

Lodge checks a readout on his wist and then pulls open his
visor. H's face imedi ately scrunches up with disgust.

LODGE
God damm, this air is stale.

Turin pulls up her visor and makes the sane face.

TURI N
No ki ddi ng.

Lodge runs through a few nore functions on the control pane
and then lifts his pulse rifle off of his shoul der.

LODGE
Conme on, this way.

| NT. FREI GHTER - CONTROL DECK

Turin and Lodge enter the Control Deck. To one side are the
flight controls, to the other, are a trio of fogged up
hypersl eep coffins. A green light at the top of one
signifies that it’s occupi ed.

LCODGE
You wake the trucker, 1’|l shut
this thing up

Turin nods and gets to work opening the coffin. It hisses
and slides open, a man, naned COVI NGTON, sits up and chokes
out brown fl uid.

Meanwhi | e, Lodge bangs his fists on the control screen in
frustration.



LODGE
Gd damm it! | hate these anci ent
syst ens.

Covington is a balding, slightly-overweight man, in his late
40s. He stares at Lodge in confusion. He struggles to speak
as he wipes the dirty brown fluid off his face.

COVI NGTON
VWha- VWho ar e-
LODGE
(yel l'ing)

What are the override codes?
Covi ngton | ooks at Turin and then at her pulse rifle.

COVI NGTON
Are you pirates?!

LODGE
Ah, screw it!

Lodge gives up on the control screen and rips open a nearby
panel. After studying the wiring, he grabs a handful and
tears it out.

FRI EGHTER Al
... Coordi nat es 429842-

The voice on the intercomdi es out.

TURI N
(to Lodge)
That wasn’t just the audio right?
You cut the signal?

LODGE
Yeah. Probably screwed up sone
ot her things... but, yeah.

Covi ngton clinbs out of his coffin and stunbles onto the
grated flooring. He backs away fromthe two intruders.

COVI NGTON

What the hell is going on here!
TURI N

We had to kill your comms.
COVI NGTON

Wy ?!

Turin’s eyes tighten on Covington.



TURI N
What’ s your year?

COVI NGTON
2384... How | ong have | been out?

TURI N
[t’'s 2461- Novenber.

COVI NGTON
What is that? 80 years? That can’t
be right... Were's Brucey?

Turin |l ooks at the other hypersleep coffins- their lights
are all red.

TURI N
| don’t know.

COVI NGTON
Chri st -

Covington clinbs up to his feet, fighting the painin his
joints. He grabs a nearby towel and begins w ping the
remai ning brown liquid off hinself.

COVI NGTON
So... Dd we win?
Lodge is still at work going through the conputer systens

but he lets out a chuckle.

LODGE
Not even cl ose, nan.

TURI N
(clarifies)
W're in the Spica system Wen
Eart h went, our founders cane here.
W' ve started over

COVI NGTON
Started over? How s that possible?

TURI N
The Bats found Earth because we
wer e beam ng radi o broadcasts into
space for over 300 years. It was a
calling card to cone attack. W
remai n invisible because we
strictly enforce conplete radio
si | ence.



COVI NGTON
You said Spica? Wait, none of this
makes any sense. How the hell did I
end up out here? When Brucey and |
heard about the attacks, we dunped
our freight and started heading
toward Capella... There’s no reason
in hell why we should be all the
way out here.

LODGE
Log’'s showi ng that you were boarded
bef ore changi ng course. ..

COVI NGTON
Why woul d. .

Lodge pulls up his rifle and | ooks around nervously.

LODGE
This is bait... Turin, you need to
get him back to the Syracuse. Now

Turin | ooks at Lodge with confusion. She’'s about to speak,
but Lodge puts a hand up to shush her.

Suddenly, a |l arge shape energes froma shadow at the end of
a corridor. It’s a shapeless netallic nonstrosity with
robotic tentacles sprouting out of it - a BAT

LODGE
Go!

Lodge begins firing at the Bat as it charges toward him
Turin grabs Covington’s armand drags himtoward the
ai rl ock.

| NT. FREI GHTER - Al RLOCK
As Turin and Covington reach the airlock, they hear Lodge’'s
screans, it’'s followed by a | oud, bellow ng horn that shakes

the entire freighter.

Turin pulls down her visor while Covington struggles to
clinb into one of the freighter’s environnental suits.

TURI N
Get that on quick!

The Bat enters their view at the opposite end of a corridor.
It pulls itself toward them at an incredible speed.



TURI N
Hurry!

Turin fires a few rounds at the Bat, but her bullets
ricochet off its body.

Turin |l ooks at Covington. He’'s only halfway into his suit.

TURI N
|’ m sorry!

Turin swi ngs her weapon around and fires at the airl ock
hatch. It dents and then blasts open. Both Turin and
Covi ngton are sucked out as the entire chanber ruptures
open.

EXT. MOON SURFACE

Turin flies across the surfaces of the npon and t hen bounces
hard a few tinmes before comng to a stop in a haze of noon
dust .

She struggles to get back on her feet.

A few neters away, Covington lies dead, his face distorted
in a frozen scream

Fromthe hole in the side of the freighter, the Bat pulls
itself out and scans the surface for her. Wien it finds her,
it launches itself at her.

Turin spins around and runs for the |l ander. She’'s fortunate
that the blast |launched her in the right direction.

When Turin reaches the | ander, she flings the hatch open and
propels herself in.
| NT. LANDER

Turin powers up the Lander for |aunch. Qutside the w ndow,
she can see the Bat bound toward her with incredible speed.

Turin watches desperately as the | ander’s systens boot up.

TURI N
Conme on, cone on!

Once the systemlights go green, Turin hits the thrusters.
The ship blasts off, but before it can clinb high enough,
the Bat | aunches itself upward and collides with it.



10.

The | ander spins out of control and crashes back down onto
the nmoon. Lights go red as the oxygen inside begins to | eak
out .

Turin’ s helnet is cracked. She struggles to orient herself.
Qutsi de the window, the Bat slowy wal ks toward its catch.
Turin breathes hard and | ooks across the cockpit, searching
desperately for any formof salvation. But the only thing
she finds is an idle hand radio.

Turin grabs it and turns it on just as the Bat reaches the
| ander and its robotic tentacles begin to enbrace the craft.

Turin hits the transm ssion button.
TURI N
(scream ng)
They found us!

A second later, the Listen rips the |ander open and reaches
into grab Turin.

The End.



