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PROLOGUE

We hear the sound of static filtering through a broken data
pad. Cccasionally we hear the quick stop and start of voices
t hrough the press of fog..

DECLAN
Data pad... cracked. ... Drive's been
damaged-
PETER
-Look at nme. Chel! Look at ne!
DECLAN
-m ght be able to sal vage-
SOVETHI NG
(screamns)
AXEL
-plenty of tinme to get cozy.
CAPTAI N ROR
-Violet. Repeat. Code-
CHEL
Don't let go!
PETER
Chel !
CHEL

Peter don't |et go!

DECLAN
-Hol d on. Sonething's com ng through-

The static overwhelns the junble of voices and sounds.
FADE TO

SCENE ONE

I NT. Bridge, Starship Adamantine - N GHT

The static of the blackbox filters away, and we hear a voice,
m d-transm ssi on.

CHEL
It's never been so quiet.



Chel sits alone on the bridge, her knees pulled up to her
chest as she stares out of the massive bank of w ndows before
her.

CHEL
Dark. There's sonethi ng about the
press of absolute silence, the whole,
consum ng bl ackness that |eaves ne a
l[ittle... | don't know... breathless?
Every second that passes, every
instant brings nme the farthest from
home |'ve ever been. Sonetines I'Il go
and I'Il stand at the stern of the
ship, to be just a little bit closer
to honme. At this distance fromEarth
the difference is nom nal ..
fractional at best. Mst nights
though... 1'm here.

Peter's nore of an early bird, so a
ot of the time, | have the Adamanti ne
to myself. You'd think I'd be sick of
it by now Sitting here. 287 days on a
two-man shuttle, spending at |east ten
hours a day up on the bridge. But...
well... That view.

We're just in sight of the planet now.
NCC1701-Delta is a bright lilac dot no
bi gger than a dust note on the upper

| eft hand side of the Adamantine's

vi ew shield. She came up as a blip on
the radar at 0200 hours this- uh, wow,
sorry... yesterday norning, and she's
been sliding slowy towards center for
the past three hours, getting bigger
all the tine. They grow up so fast.
According to Peter's cal cul ations, we
should be in orbit by 0700 hours.
doubl e checked himwi th the shipboard
conputer- not that | needed to. Peter
does the calculations faster - nostly
because | think he's always thinking
about then? And he al ways goes a few
decimals further. But, you know.
Protocol. But he said it, and now. .. |
can't sleep! Too excited. Too..
Everything. In a few hours, |I'll be
seeing nmy first truly alien sunrise,
on atiny little world under twin
stars. NCC1l701-Delta... CGod. W' ve got



to think of a better nane. By the way,

Peter, | get the reference. And clever
t hough you may be, you're just... not
funny.

| don't understand how he's stil

angry with ne. | nean. | do. | get it.
W woul dn't be out here if | knew how
to take no for an answer, if | hadn't
gone through his personal files, and
found this site, and gone over his
head to Axel to get perm ssion for the
dig... He has every right to be angry.
| get it... But... How anybody could
be angry with a view like that? W're
spi nni ng through the starways at a
mllion mles an hour. Nebul ae and
supernovas are hurling color |ike gold
dust across the sky, and we have seen
pl anets and nmoons danci ng on the dark
strings of gravity, under the eyes of
suns our world will never see. How
coul d anyone want to be anywhere el se?
We're on the brink of the universe,
and all he wants to do is go back to

t he | ab.

Not... that it's fair for ne to bl ane
him The Janus Initiative was never
sonet hing Peter wanted to be a part of
inthe first place, even if it IS his
di scovery. Long trips make him

anxi ous, and space makes him..

well... uh... queasy. To his credit,
he is doing MJCH better. And he's nuch
nmore graceful in zero-grav than he
admts. He's fluid. Economi cal. Like a
dancer? If he danced. Which he does

not, believe ne, |'ve tried. But the
list of things Peter doesn't do could
fill one of his collected first

edition encycl opedi a sets. Dancing,
ski i ng, karaoke, watching novi es,

dating, going outside... if it
i nvol ves | eaving the | ab, you can bet
he'll- oh god | can see himdoing it

now That little thing Peter does,
where he rests his chin on his
knuckl es and rubs his lower lip with
his thunb? And rai ses an eyebrow at
you in that "I'mnot smling, but | am



judgi ng you" way of his. And then he'd
shake his head, and go right back to
doi ng whatever it was he was working
on before you decided to test and see
if he had a pul se. Not that he's
boring. Or... cold. | just don't think
he has tine to waste on anything he
doesn't |love. And he | oves his work.
And he's so... GOOD at it. He has to
be, it's why his brother built

Aphel ion Industries up around them
Peter finds the raw material - the
resources, alien technology, all the

| ost secrets and treasures a dead
wor | d can provide, and Axel polishes
it off, gives it a sprinkle of
charisma, stanps the Aphelion |ogo on
it, and suddenly you've got a nulti-
trillion dollar research and

devel opnent conpany spanning an entire
solar system wth their fingers in

t echnol ogy, nedici ne, historical
conservation, you name it.

Conqui st ador capitalismat its finest.

And there really shouldn't be a place
for us. Not in a conpany |ike Axel's.
A xenopal eontol ogist with a focus in
bi ol ogy, and Peter, a xenoarcheol ogi st
wth a flare for anthropol ogy. Which
is ironic, because Peter is... not a
peopl e person. The only people he
seens to understand, |et alone
tolerate, are the dead ones... |

al ways thought THIS is what we shoul d
be doing. Boots on the ground, hands
in the dirt, digging. But instead,
Peter sends other teans out to m ne
the stars, and we sit in a lab and we
synt hesize. | find the swaths of

color, and give hima | andscape, and
he draws in the mnutia... Together,
we get the whole picture... uncovering
ost worlds... Working with Peter-..
He is... utterly fascinating. He's a
brilliant man. A born storyteller, and
possi bly the best cook in the solar
system Discounting his chocolate chip
cookies. It's the only thing | do
better than he does. That and tal king.
| talk a lot. Like when |I'm nervous,



and when | can't sleep, and when |I'm

trying to distract nyself-... Peter
could fill the silence just by wal ki ng
into the room He's brilliant |ike
that. Naturally gifted. | wouldn't be
here-... | couldn't do this w thout
hi m

And |'m not just saying that because
you're mad at nme. Not that he's
listening. Well... maybe not. Not vyet.
He... listens to these sonetines. As
my supervisor. For research and

col | aborati ve purposes. But | think he
forgets that | can see the |istener
history on all of ny logs, and ny data
pad sends up an alert when they're
accessed froma different conputer.
And I'"mnot saying | don't take
excel l ent notes and provide witty,

vi vaci ous and insightful commentary on
all of nmy findings, but there's
not hi ng anyone woul d need fromold
audi o journal s about dead alien
societies in the mddle of the
afternoon on Christmas break. ... in
case you are listening Peter, | m ssed
you when | was on vacation too. But |
hope you're not |istening. Because |
started this kind of nean, and | know
you hate ne teasing you, and |

woul dn't want to enbarrass you and rob
you of the sound of ny voice. You can
l[isten any time. |1'd probably listen
to nore of your logs too, if | could
figure out all of your passcodes.
You're kind of paranoid, have | ever
told you that? Then again, | just
admtted to going through your stuff,
so maybe you have a point! Touché,
Peter... Touché..

|"mdoing it again. Tal king too much.
You can't blanme me though, right?
Nobody can blanme nme. This is huge.
Relatively. It's a prelimnary

pl anetary survey. In the grand schene
of the universe... Not exactly a giant
| eap for mankind. Not even a smal
step. But for me? One giant |eap..

One huge, giant, breathtaking, earth



Static overwhel ns the transm ssion.
hear a sound like a scream And then it abruptly cuts out.

FADE QUT.

END.

shattering flight for Chel. So, yeah.

Tal ki ng too nmuch. Unable to express-
anything. But the joy of being
here. Finally. After wanting it, and
wor ki ng hard, and waiting, and NOT
wai ting, and grabbing hold of ny
chance... | have earned this.

And | deserve everything that's com ng

to ne.

Buri ed underneath it,

we



