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PROLOGUE 1
EXT. Surface, NCCl1701-Delta - DAY

We hear the sound of the Adamantine’s engi nes shutting down
as the ship touches down on NCC1701-Delta. A door hisses
open. We hear footsteps as Peter steps out of the shuttle.
He pauses when he realizes Chel is not behind him

PETER
Chel ? Are you com ng?

Chel stands in the doorway, one foot poised, hovering above
the rocky earth. She doesn’t nove.

PETER
(exasperat ed) Chel!
CHEL
Coming! I'm.. I'"’mcomng... Right.

| can do this..
She takes a deep breath.

CHEL
One smal |l step for wonan.

Slowy, deliberately, she steps down onto the surface of the
new wor | d.

CHEL
Ho-ly shit.

FADE TO

SCENE ONE 2
EXT. Surface, NCC1l701-Delta - Mnents Later

Static.

We hear Chel switch on her recording device. W can hear her
footsteps as she wal ks. Her voice is slightly muffled by her
hel mret as she records through her in-suit conms |ink. W

al so hear a soft, sem -nethodical beeping which issues from
a small black radar device she is carrying.

CHEL
|’ m standi ng on an alien world.

She lets out a soft |augh, unable to contain herself.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

CHEL
Holy shit. This is really
happening. I"mreally wal ki ng on
the face of a conpletely untouched,
alien world. And in a few nonents,
I’1l be standing at the ruins of an
ancient, alien civilization.

And this handy dandy little guy is
going to help ne find it. Aren’t
you buddy?

The tracker in her hand continues to beep inpassively, but
Chel seens to take it as an affirmation.
Yes you are! Good boy.

Ah. Ckay. The surface of the planet
is surprisingly nore conplex than
it appeared fromorbit. A series of
I nposi ng nountain ranges stretch
fromhorizon to horizon, dipping in
and out of the thin grey rags of

cl ouds, their jagged, broken peaks
i ke the fangs of sonme starving
animal jutting up towards the pale
purplish sky. There are vall eys.
Craters. Huge, gaping chasnms in the
earth dozens, sonetines hundreds of
nmeters across. Possibly the result
of sonme | ong passed vol canic

di sturbance, or a particularly

vi ol ent asteroid inpact. And not
entirely barren either. The ground
is nmostly thick, black dirt,
heavily m xed with a pal e blue-grey
sedi ment. But here and there, there
are patches of short white grass
and these trunpet-shaped speckl e
brown things that m ght be flowers,
or some kind of a fungus. The whol e
scene | ooks |i ke a washed out

phot ograph. Like all the color’s
been | eeched away, |eaving a |ayer
of dust and blues and grey. You
have to wonder what kind of natura
chem cal nmakeup and evol utionary
trails could have left a place

| ooking so... haunted. Desol ate.

|’ ve taken sanples of both flora,
as well as the dirt and bl ue-grey
rocks for closer exam nation back
on the Adamantine. It’s days |ike

( MORE)
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Static.
FADE TO
SCENE TWD

CHEL (cont’d)
this where I am SUPER gl ad
listened to Dr. Eurus and took that
doubl e maj or in biology. Because
"You have absol utely no business
runni ng around on sone ot her pl anet
if you can’t understand the basics
of this one!"™ ... What would she
say if she could see ne now...
don’t think anyone ever believed
|"d make it this far. Well... she
did. And | ook at nme now.

EXT. Surface, NCC1701-Delta - Conti nuous

We fade in, md-transni ssion.

Static.
FADE TO

CHEL
W' re comng into a slightly
forested area now. The trees are
tall, sonme reaching up to thirty,
maybe forty feet. | call them
trees, but none of them have
| eaves. If | didn’t know any
better, 1'd say they were dead.
They' re a skeletal yellow white,
wi th sharply angul ar branches. Most
of themare covered in thick, dark
green vines that | oop and drape
over the bony branches in heavy
coils. But they don’'t seemto be
part of the trees thenselves. O at
| east, not all of the trees have
them They |l ook a bit Iike snakes.

Sort of... glistening, and oily. I
wish | could get a cutting, but
they’re too high up. 1'Il have to

see if there’'s a | adder back on the
shi p.



SCENE THREE 4
EXT. Surface, NCC1701-Delta - Conti nuous

CHEL
Nearly there. According to these
readi ngs, the ruins should be a few
m nutes further north. We had to
| and t he Adamantine about six mles
back. It was the only spot anywhere
near the ruins that seened stable
enough to reliably | eave her. No
fissures, reasonably clear for
takeoff and | anding. And it
afforded us with a lovely, scenic
wal k. God, | hope I'mstil
transmtting. At this distance from
t he ship, we SHOULD be okay, but
bet ween sone m nor atnospheric
interference we caught on the way
down, and Murphy’ s |law, you never
can tell. Hopefully this will all
have upl oaded to ny data pad by the
time we’'re headi ng back. And from
there | can uplink it to Aphelion’s
systens -- though this far from
Earth, it’ Il take a coupl e weeks
for a transm ssion to get back to
HQ So we probably won't send
anything until we’re on our way
home. No point, y’know? Qut here,
we’'re on our own. Alittle |ovely,

alien paradise. | could do w thout
the exo-suits, to be honest. | know
it’s helping ne -- you know,
BREATHE, but still. 1’ve never been

exactly graceful ? And this suit is
awkwar d, and bul ky, and between the
terrain and being unable to
properly maneuver ny feet, | think
it’s safe to say | | ook kind of

i nsane right now But, it’'s better
than freezing to death or being

sl owl y poi soned by the atnosphere.
The gravity here is simlar to
Earth's, slightly lighter.
Tenperature is currently 30 degrees
Fahrenheit, and while the

at nrosphere is... technically
breathable, it’s a little higher in
nitrogen than is strictly healthy.
You coul d probably breathe it

for... maybe two or three hours

( MORE)
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CHEL (cont’d)
before it starts to do any serious
damage. But Peter won't let ne test
that theory, and he’'s in charge, so
the suit stays on! |’ m being good
in the nane of survival, despite
the siren call of science.

The device in Chel’s hands suddenly begi ns beepi ng nore
urgently.
Oh! Oh! This-... This is it! Holy
shit! This is it!
She switches on her comms.
Peter! |1’ve got a | ock on the
probe. This way.
We hear her footsteps crunching on the ground.
Static.
FADE TO
SCENE FOUR 5
EXT. Surface, NCC1701-Delta - Continuous
W nd noves across the enpty, rocky plains. The tracker’s

beepi ng has stopped. Peter stands at Chel’'s side as she
stares sonewhat bl ankly ahead, unnoving and not speaki ng.

PETER
Chel, I-... I'm.. I'"'mso-..
(beat) Do you want to head back?
... Chel?

CHEL

... I'"'mfine. (she takes a deep

breath) No. Ah... W should stay.
take | ook around. There m ght stil
be-... | just... need a mnute. |
should log this.

PETER
Right. Sure thing. ... take your
time.

We hear himwal k away. Chel takes a nonent to gather
hersel f.

CHEL
It’s... it’s gone.

She sighs. Pauses. Struggles to be professional.

( CONTI NUED)
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6.
We-. .. Aphelion Industries... sent
out a probe. About three weeks
before Peter and | |aunched. It

took sone initial readings of the
at nosphere, | ocated the nost |ikely
site that would yield favorabl e
results for the dig. And it sent
back satellite pictures of what

| ooked |ike the ruins of an ancient
city, before | anding and sendi ng up
t he beacon we’ve been following to
get here. But... in the nine and
sone odd nonths since we |eft
Earth... There nust have been an
eart hquake, or a neteor inpact.
Sonmet hing. There's... a fissure...
a crack about four hundred feet
across and... fuck if I know how
deep. It’s swallowed the ruins, the
probe, everything.

FUCK
Sorry. | just-...

(trying to be positive) The probe
is still working. Down there,
somewher e, otherw se the signa
woul d have cut out. Even if it had,
we probably woul dn’t have known
about it until the planet was
already in our sights. | don’t know
if we can rappel down there. I'm
not sure | would even know how.

(and then, unable to keep from
breaking) ... we don’t have the
fuel to find a secondary site, if
one even exists. O the food
supplies, or the tinme. This-..
this was it. This was ny shot, and

l-... It's too late. I'mtoo | ate.
It’s gone. | mssed it.
Shit.

Peter’s voice suddenly cuts through on the conmuni cation’s

link. He i

s uncharacteristically breathless with excitenent.
PETER

Chel! Come in, Chel. Chel, are you
t her e?

( CONTI NUED)
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CHEL
(shaking herself from her reverie)
Yeah. I'’m here, Peter. What is it?
PETER

| found sonet hing.

Chel perks up slightly, and then, realizing she can't see
hi m

CHEL
Where are you?

PETER
About 300 yards east, along the
fissure. There’'s a sort of narrow
foot path, |eading away from what |
t hi nk woul d’ ve been the city walls.
|’mat the base of the nountain

now. There are these... big, black
pillars covered wth carvings,
and... and a cave. | | ooked inside

and- There are huge nounds of
crystals, and nore carvings on the
wal | s of the cave, and... Chel..
you' re gonna want to see this.
Sonebody |ived down here.

Static.
FADE QUT.
END.



