TERRAFORM
FADE IN:
TEXT:
Earth Time: 575,400 A.D.

To terraform: to biologically re-engineer the environment of
a planet to make it habitable for terrestrial life forms.

EXT. SKIES ABOVE DESERT - DAY

Two supersonic fighter jets, piloted by Captain THAON and
Pilot GAMIEN, approach a gigantic, white, spherical spaceship
in the desert. They are no more than specks of dust to it.
The spaceship is miles in diameter, hovering soundlessly,
five miles above ground and so large that atmospheric haze
obscures the upper part of it, like a moon in phase.

DESAT (V.0.)
Terraforming a planet takes hundreds of
thousands of years. The terraforming
civilization must have the foresight and
technology to start the process long
before their own planet becomes
uninhabitable. If a planet has reached a
tipping point, it is too late...

ANGLE ON
two jets flying over desert.
TEXT:

All alien languages in this film have been translated to
English analogs.

THAON
Captain Thaon reporting to base: Recon
Mission 1012 from Huntov Air Force Base
to Ex-Terra Craft 9301 aka Minder Vessel.
Status: no change.
(to Gamien in other jet)
How's the view?

INT/EXT. COCKPIT - DAY

GAMIEN
(staring at the Minder Vessel)
Grew up with one fifty miles from my
hometown; never thought I'd fly right up
to one. Scarier than I thought: like a
moon dropping out of the sky.

(CONTINUED)
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THAON
You'll get used to it, Gamien. Stay on
course, Flight Path four-five-niner.

EXT. SKIES ABOVE DESERT - CONTINUOUS

The two jets approach the Minder Vessel, hanging silently,
looming mind-numbingly in their field of vision.

INT/EXT. COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

GAMIEN
Do they ever react, Captain?

THAON
Never.

GAMIEN
Why waste the juice coming all the way
out here to check on 'em?

THAON
Question for the ages, kid. After a
thousand years, we still can't figure how
long they've been here or what they want!

GAMIEN
What's that dark area under them - not a
shadow; looks like... I'm framing it now

and sending images back to base.
INT. COCKPIT CONSOLE - SAME TIME

We see pictures of the "dark area" being framed and frozen on
Gamien's dashboard, stats and enhancements being done, etc.

THAON
Good call, Gamien. Seen the patch before -
but it's grown larger.
(into his comm)
Recon Mission 1012, Ex-Terra Craft 9301:
dark patch under vessel is now miles in
diameter. Images being relayed. Over.

INT/EXT. COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

GAMIEN
Any clue on where they're from, Captain?

THAON
My twenty-third mission and I figure
they're from somewhere east of Don't-Have-
a-Clue, rookie!

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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THAON (CONT'D)
You know the Minders have always been
around. Good thing is, when it comes to
training maneuvers, you can't ask for a
cushier assignment than recon with the Ex-
Terra Craft! Back at base, we call it
Goin' Nothin': a nothing mission to a
nothing ball of steel and going home with
nothing but your thumb up your--

Gamien feels his plane jolt and stutter.

GAMIEN
Uh... I've got a problem here.
THAON
Status?
GAMIEN
Computer reports my engine isn't sucking
air anymore - atmosphere's thinner--
THAON
Same. Getting choppy. Shouldn't be--
Thaon flicks switches, punches buttons - to no avail.
GAMIEN

Sir, computer's reporting atmospheric
anomaly - wait, the atmosphere, it's
gone! There's another chemical mix out
there - and it isn't air!

THAON
I'm losing control of her.

GAMIEN
Permission to abort mission, Captain.

THAON
Permission granted, rookie! We're goin'
home. Wha--?

Warning lights and BEEPS go haywire across Thaon's dashboard.

Both jets

are still aimed directly at the Minder Vessel.

GAMIEN
Sir, I'm dead stick. Ejecting.

Gamien punches Eject button. Nothing. He punches buttons and
flicks switches; punches his canopy, which doesn't budge.
WARNING NOISES fill his cockpit.

(CONTINUED)
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THAON
(into comm)
Mayday! Mayday! Captain Thaon, Recon
Mission 1012. Mayday! Ejecting at the
coordinates of the Ex-Terra Craft 9301,
Huntov Air Force Base. Mayday! Repeat:
this is...

Gamien is still bashing his canopy fruitlessly as he hears
Thaon repeat the Mayday message.

P.O0.V. FROM INSIDE GAMIEN'S COCKPIT

We see Thaon eject, as we hear him on Gamien's comm repeating
coordinates.

THAON (CONT'D)
(in Gamien's comm)
Rookie - what're you doing? Punch it!

GAMIEN
Computer's dead. So's my manual override!

Thaon watches helplessly from his descending chute as
Gamien's plane rockets toward the Minder Vessel.

THAON
Gamien! Punch it and get out! That's an
order, rookie!... Gamien!

Gamien's jet explodes on impact with the Minder Vessel, which
remains unmarked, unmoved, and unconcerned.

JUMP CUT TO:
EXT. DESERT - MOMENTS LATER

Thaon lands heavily on lush green lichen (looks like short
grass) - the "dark patch" they saw. He removes his helmet,
looks down amazed at the vegetation, then turns his gaze to
the far-off Minder Vessel where Gamien crashed. There is no
indication of an impact, just jet debris on the desert floor,
miles away.

THAON
(whispers)
Serve well, kid...

Thaon starts asphyxiating. His eyes and neck bulge, as he
falls to his knees, gropes for his helmet. His last vision is
green grass inches away from his face.

DISSOLVE TO:



INT. LABORATORY - DAY

Holo-computers clutter the room, desks littered with notes,
textbooks. It is a lab in the future. Our characters may be
human, or evolved humans.

Young scientist, Dr. REL KAVEL (male, 29 years old), talks
anxiously with PROFESSOR BREK (male, 52 years old).

KAVEL
Less than a thousand years.

PROFESSOR BREK
A thousand years?! Show me.

Kavel motions toward a holo-computer and Professor Brek sits
and reads, distressed as he shifts info around in the air
with his fingertips.

PROFESSOR BREK (CONT'D)
You're sure about this, Dr. Kavel? This
Global Environmental Project hasn't been
operational very long. How did you
estimate these projections?

KAVEL
I estimated nothing. It's empirical.
(grave portent)
Professor Brek, it's now.

PROFESSOR BREK
Verification?

KAVEL
(pulling up data)
Over 200 confirmations around the planet;
from astrophysicists, geologists,
astronomers, environmentalists...

PROFESSOR BREK
(reads stats softly to himself)
...depletion nearing fatal levels;
projections...20% toxicity... Does this
mean--"2

KAVEL
We've passed the tipping point.

PROFESSOR BREK
(horrified)
Passed--?! Dr. Kavel, our next status
meeting with Prime Tresda is scheduled
for tomorrow.
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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PROFESSOR BREK (CONT'D)
Have you any idea how they'll take news
of the planet's environmental death?

KAVEL
What else can we do? Only by reporting
our findings can we start work on the
solution.

PROFESSOR BREK
Have you considered a solution, Doctor?

KAVEL
Doctor Lankh, myself and a few others
came up with this.

Kavel brings up another holo-screen, showing graphs, data.
Professor Brek studies it for a beat, acknowledges it.

PROFESSOR BREK
It's feasible. But if we're going to
convince the Committee to do anything,
the threat has to be discernible within
one lifetime.

KAVEL
We can't alter the path of geological
death, Professor. If our lack of
foresight prevents us from saving the
planet for future generations, well,
maybe we deserve to die.

PROFESSOR BREK
Let's keep that kind of talk out of the
Committee meeting, Kavel. If we bring
morals into it, they'll laugh us out of
our grant; which we only received, I
might add, because you discovered that
upsurge in microbial bacteria--

KAVEL
Don't remind me. Two grueling years
reduced to a political talking point.

PROFESSOR BREK
Exactly! Now you want to tell our patron,
the most powerful man in the world, "By
the way, Prime Tresda, that grant money
that drove your environmental ticket and
got you elected? Turns out those microbes
are tipping the planet into biological
death!"

(CONTINUED)
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KAVEL
But they'd listen to you, Professor -
you're head of the Institute.

PROFESSOR BREK
You're still young, Kavel - you haven't
been caressed by that malformed hand of
government; the same hand that cradles
you will strangle you if you disagree.

SERENA TRYCE (female, 24 years old) enters the lab.

SERENA
Who's strangling who?

Kavel looks up with a smile, relieved Serena has interrupted.

KAVEL
(happily)
Serena.

Kavel and Serena perform a strange greeting. They kiss each
other's shoulders and touch the backs of each other's hands.

KAVEL (CONT'D)
(introducing Serena)
You know Professor Brek.
(to Professor Brek)
Dr. Serena Tryce, my season partner,
Professor.

Professor Brek touches his right back-of-hand with Serena's
right back-of-hand. (This is the "formal" greeting as opposed
to Kavel's and Serena's "intimate" greeting.)

PROFESSOR BREK
Greetings, Dr. Tryce.
(to Kavel)
If we can't sell the disaster and
solution as a profitable venture, the
Committee won't endorse it.

KAVEL
Only we're not selling a new patent for
peeling gomatoes. Our entire species is
at stake.

PROFESSOR BREK
(grimacing)
And keep it light, my boy! Keep it light!
Remember: diplomacy, tact. Whatever they
say, keep in mind that all four political
parties want their ideology represented--

(CONTINUED)
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KAVEL
But this is far more urgent than
political ideology-—-

PROFESSOR BREK
To them, a dying planet isn't a disaster -
it's political opportunism. So don't let
them see you sweat. Think patience,
subtlety.

KAVEL
How do we convey the magnitude of this
disaster if they won't admit it's a
disaster?

SERENA
Don't sell the disaster. Sell the
industries that will profit from it...

Both men look at Serena, break into big smiles and nods.

PROFESSOR BREK
(as he exits)
I'll pick you up at eight tomorrow. But
check this evidence again tonight. Be
absolutely sure of it!

KAVEL
Professor, you've seen the data. Why do
you doubt me?

PROFESSOR BREK
(turns to Kavel)

Because they will doubt you. We need to
explain this evidence as compellingly and
simply as the primary star rising, so the
Committee understands that if we don't
make plans to get off-planet within ten
lifetimes, there won't be an eleventh.

EXT. PARK - DAY

A few citizens roam the park, sit, laugh, or play. The park
is a strange color - all the trees and grass are purplish.
There are no pets to be seen.

YOUNG CHILD plays near MATER (its mother), who sits on a
bench and applies lotion to her arms and neck. Skies are
orange and pink (almost like sunset - but at high noon). The
white steel sphere of a far-off spaceship hovering
soundlessly breaks up the idyllic tableau; it is so far away
and so large it is a haze on the horizon.

(CONTINUED)
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Young Child notices the spaceship, gqueries Mater.

YOUNG CHILD
Mater, what's that?

Mater listens to instructions on a holo-computer in her lap
and wherever she applies lotion, her skin tightens, like
Botox.

MATER
(offhandedly)
Oh, nothing, dearling! Just The Minders.

YOUNG CHILD
The Minders? Why they over there? Are
they coming over here?

MATER
(slightly amused)
No, they're staying over there. They
don't bother us. And they're very far
away.

YOUNG CHILD
How far away? Like to the top of the
mountains?

MATER
Further than you can count, dearling!

YOUNG CHILD
Further than--? Huuuh... how long have
they been further than numbers?

MATER
Always, my child.

YOUNG CHILD
Always? Like yesterday and today and my
first birthing day?

MATER
That's what "always" means, dearling!

YOUNG CHILD
(amazed)
Ooooohhh!
(beat)
Mater?

MATER
(still applying lotion)
Mm-hmm?

(CONTINUED)
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YOUNG CHILD
What does The Minders do?

MATER
They wait.

JUMP CUT TO:
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

The Prime Committee. Around a long oval table sit men and
women in muted futuristic uniforms: a combination robe-suit.
Professor Brek stands at the foot of the table, Kavel sits
near. The equivalent of a President, the distinguished PRIME
TRESDA, sits at the table head, dressed in black; his aide,
SECOND NERIM, sits beside him in gray. Hovering before each
person, Jjust under their line of sight, is a holo-computer.

Attending are COUNCILMEN THENTOR, GARDEQ, JENDA, RAND,
COUNCILWOMAN ISHA and others.

Professor Brek has just completed his presentation, in front
of a hologram filled with data and graphs.

PROFESSOR BREK
...all this evidence of environmental
collapse necessitates an evacuation on a
planetary scale--

COUNCILMAN GARDEQ
(indicating his holo-screen)
Your presentation is certainly
intriguing, Professor Brek, but I don't
understand: why evacuation and not
repair?

Professor Brek looks at Kavel uncertainly.

PROFESSOR BREK
When a planet's atmosphere reaches a
certain toxicity level, it's called the
tipping point-- but there is another
element to the proposed evacuation--

COUNCILMAN RAND
Our filters were verified the most
efficient by the Energy Council--

PROFESSOR BREK (CONT'D)
(trying to keep cool)
Declaring oneself the "most efficient”
doesn't prove a single--

(CONTINUED)
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COUNCILMAN JENDA
I'd like to see more logistical details,
before I consider this "atmospheric
anomaly" a reality.

COUNCILMAN THENTOR
You mention, Professor Brek, that the
planet will only be habitable for ten
more generations, but if we started
preparing for the survival of the next
ten generations, we would soon exhaust
our resources. Our fate would be nearly
identical to the one you so urgently spin
as fact.

PROFESSOR BREK
(sees red)
'Fact' is empirical evidence, Councilman
Thentor! 'Spin' is diplomatic double-
talk. My report is all observed data.

Kavel tries to catch Professor Brek's eye, to remind him of
his own advice to stay calm. But the Council keep pouncing.

COUNCILMAN RAND
(to the council)
Professor Brek's summation is alarming,
but Council, our science teams have
mentioned no evidence that our
environment is damaged enough to consider

evacua-—-
PROFESSOR BREK
(sarcastically)
Right, Councilman Rand! The planet's
survival is not the issue - it is our

species' survival that hangs by a thread--

Kavel tries harder to catch Professor Brek's eye, by
gesturing to cool it. He goes unnoticed.

COUNCILWOMAN ISHA
--I don't think a thousand years would be
considered "by a thread," Professor--

PROFESSOR BREK
(growing animated)
By astronomical standards, one thousand
years 1s no more than an eyeblink,
Councilwoman Isha!

(CONTINUED)
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COUNCILMAN JENDA
Nonetheless, our scientists still assure
us—--

PROFESSOR BREK

(pounces on Councilman Jenda)
Funding your sycophantic scientists to
feed you evidence that the planet will
live is moot! Of course the planet will
continue - it's just a rock! But it will
be uninhabitable within a millennium!

(to the Council, loudly)
Are you reading this data before you? Do
you know how to read the data?--

Professor Brek is interrupted by Prime Tresda firmly.

Kavel is now staring bug-eyed at Professor Brek, motioning
discreetly yet urgently for him to stop.

PRIME TRESDA
Professor, it is not the provenance of
this council to apprehend your data; we
merely act upon the advice of those who
interpret your findings. Now... I'm sure
your concern is well-founded, but we must
look at the big picture, not just
"scientific findings."

PROFESSOR BREK
(barely-contained outrage)
Sir, you're dismissing the evidence that
shows you the big picture--

Prime Tresda continues unruffled.

PRIME TRESDA (CONT'D)
A planetwide emergency is no small thing,
Professor. I urge you to be patient while
our experts interpret your data with an
eye to--

PROFESSOR BREK
(flabbergasted, voice rising)
"Interpret" the data--? "Interpret"--7
Sir, it is already interpreted! I don't
think you understand the urgency of--

SECOND NERIM
The Prime does not understand? Mr.
Science Advisor, do not forget your
place!--

(CONTINUED)
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Kavel breaks in, to everyone's surprise; mainly to stop
Professor Brek.

KAVEL
(quietly, to Prime Tresda)
Do you know what terraforming is, sir?

Silence. Professor Brek notices Kavel for the first time, who
gives Professor Brek a "What were you doing?" look.

SECOND NERIM
Dr. Kavel, your presence here is a
courtesy, not an invitation to contribute
to the--

Prime Tresda speaks over Second Nerim, to Kavel.

PRIME TRESDA
We funded your microbial research that
helped win an election, young scientist.

Second Nerim is stopped short; silence from the Committee.

KAVEL
Uh... yes, sir.

PRIME TRESDA
You have the floor.

KAVEL

(surprised)
Uh, thank you, sir. The issue is not just
evacuation - but a haven to evacuate to.
That's where terraforming comes in:
manually creating a self-sustaining
biosphere on another world, which we -
and a number of subsidiary species -
would then relocate to. The details are
here...

Kavel punches keys on his holo-computer which brings up data
on everyone's.

COUNCILWOMAN ISHA
Professor Brek mentioned that we have
plenty of time before our planet will
supposedly expire. A thousand years?

(CONTINUED)
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KAVEL
Councilwoman, all due respect:
terraforming takes hundreds of thousands
of years. We're already too late...

CUT TO:
COMPUTER MONITOR SHOWING SCIENTIFIC READOUTS:

Nitrogen level: 60% (an arrow indicator shows the level is
rising) . Oxygen level: 16% (another arrow shows this level is

rising also). Carbon Dioxide: 10% (indicator shows falling
levels) . Other trace elements are listed: Argon, Neon,

Helium, etc.
TEXT ON READOUT:

Lichen colonies have corrupted indigenous fungi and continue
robust photosynthesis process.

CLOSEUP

of a human eye, reading this text as a holo-image directly in
front of it. We see no other images other than this eye.

AUDIO: radio comm-links, voices reporting the element levels,
other technical data being imparted.

COMM VOICE 1
Atmosphere responding well to microbial
implants. Nitrogen levels show a
definitive exponential rise over the last
two centuries.

MILLER (O.S.)
Tipping point, sir?

DESAT (0.S.)
I'd say we've reached tipping point,
soldier.

JUMP CUT TO:
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

COUNCILMAN THENTOR
What is this "tipping point" you keep
mentioning?

KAVEL
It means we've passed the point of no
return. We can't reverse the chemical
reactions taking place in our atmosphere.

(CONTINUED)
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PRIME TRESDA
Dr. Kavel, what has caused this
atmospheric degeneration?

Kavel looks anxiously at Professor Brek.

KAVEL
Sir, we believe the microbial agents we
were commissioned to study.

Walla around the conference table. As soon as Prime Tresda
speaks, walla dies out.

PRIME TRESDA
Dr. Kavel, am I to understand that the
same microbial agents that this
administration issued public warnings
against; that prompted the most
comprehensive Clean Air Bill in history -
those same microbial agents are now...
destroying the atmosphere anyway?

KAVEL
(grimacing)
All due respect, sir, passing a Clean Air
Bill doesn't physically address the
problem - that is, it doesn't
automatically make the air clean; it just
lets the public know you're concerned...

Kavel's comment creates offended walla through the Committee.
Councilman Gardeqg turns to Professor Brek.

COUNCILMAN GARDEQ
As Science Officer, wasn't it your duty
to ensure the Clean Air Bill was enacted?

PROFESSOR BREK
Councilman, if we were allocated the
requisite funding, resources and
personnel, we would have moved - but the
Clean Air Bill was...

Walla dies to silence.
PROFESSOR BREK (CONT'D)
was more of a Mission Statement. With
no substance other than its, uh,

"political" capital.

Outraged walla erupts. Second Nerim shouts above the din.

(CONTINUED)
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SECOND NERIM
This derogation is uncalled for! You are
here to report on planetary atmospherics,
not insult the administration--

Prime Tresda speaks and the room is suddenly silent.

PRIME TRESDA
Have you determined the origin of these
microbes, Dr. Kavel?

Kavel looks to Professor Brek for support.

KAVEL
Yes, sir... The Minders.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. WATERFALL AND STREAM - DAY

A family group lounges next to a waterfall and stream. Father
RONTH and mother SHAYRA lie on purple grass away from the
milky-white water. Their BABY GIRL sits near the water on the
grass, while their two boys, MATCHEL (7 yo) and MARKEL (6 yo)
play in the water.

On the distant horizon, a Minder Vessel perches innocuously.

SHAYRA
(gesturing to the Minder)
Wouldn't you like to see what's inside
them, Ronth?

RONTH
(while reading a book)
Inside what? The Minders?

SHAYRA
Yeah. Why not?

RONTH
Shayra, seems if they leave us alone, we
should leave them alone.

SHAYRA
Yes, but don't you ever wonder who they
are? Or what their purpose is?

Ronth looks up from his book, speaks matter-of-factly.

RONTH
We know who they are, dearheart: they're
The Minders.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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Ronth goes

17.

RONTH (CONT'D)
Been here since before writing and
speech; since before we could space
travel - so we know they're not from
here; haven't done anything for
millennia; no threats, no communication,
no interference.

back to reading.

SHAYRA
Okay, that's what they teach us as
birthlings. But how can they "teach" us
what they don't know themselves?

RONTH
What do you want to know about them?
They're just a part of life.

SHAYRA
How do we even know they're space
travelers? Maybe they were constructed by
an ancient civilization. Why are they
called "Minders"? What are they minding?
Are we the ones being minded?

RONTH
Shayra, you know these questions are
useless. If we can't penetrate them with
radio waves or gamma rays Or even nuclear
devices, well... Why do you even think
the Vessels are inhabited? By beings with
some kind of "purpose"?

SHAYRA
Someone's got to run them. For some
reason.

RONTH

Maybe. But maybe you wouldn't like what
you'd find.

(puts book down)
You know Jardeth, right?

SHAYRA
Mm-hmm.

RONTH
He went right up under a Minder Vessel -
that one up near Korden Keys.

SHAYRA

(excited)
Really?! Tell me! Tell me!

(CONTINUED)
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In B.G. the boys SPLASH and laugh while Baby Girl squeals at
them in pleasure.

RONTH
Says he traveled for three days
underneath it while it just hovered
there. It was so big, took him three days
to get out from under it and it wasn't
even moving. Said the smell was horrible
underneath it, he nearly suffocated; in
its shadow, nothing - just dead land. A
strange kind of water was running through
this area and the grass was turning weird
colors - probably from decay; the soil
was black and fetid... if that's what
those Vessels do, I don't want to imagine
what goes on inside.

SHAYRA
But that could just be from hovering
there. If the primary and secondary star
can't shine on the ground under them, how
can anything grow there?

RONTH
Well, there was stuff growing under
there, but it wasn't natural. Jardeth
says all the wildlife there was dead, or
"changed" - or worse.

SHAYRA
(uneasy)
What do you mean?

RONTH
He says he found a fish with tiny legs
instead of fins. And the water he found
it in - it was weird.

SHAYRA
Weird how, Ronth?

RONTH
I don't quite understand: said he could
see right through it--

From the stream, Matchel screams in horror. Ronth and Shayra
are startled from their reverie, Ronth rising immediately,
running towards his son, being helped from the water by
Markel.

RONTH (CONT'D)
Matchel! What's wrong?!

(CONTINUED)
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MARKEL
His legs are burning, Pater! His legs!

Shayra has run to their Baby Girl, crying on the grass.

As Matchel whimpers in pain and stumbles to the grass, Ronth
sees the skin of Matchel's legs blistering and peeling. Ronth
picks Matchel up in his arms.

RONTH
We need to wash it off!

Ronth tries to carry Matchel back into the water.

MARKEL
(holding him back)
Pater! No!--

RONTH
(to Markel)
Move! What are you doing?!--

SHAYRA
(pointing to waterfall)
Ronth! No! Don't go in the water! Look!

Ronth looks at the waterfall, now clear water, instead of
milky white. The clear water merges slowly with the white
water in the stream, gradually overpowering it.

Matchel screams, pointing to the transparent meander.

MATCHEL
That's what touched me - that stuff!
Oooww! It hurts, Pater!

RONTH
(in shock)
What is that?

Shayra cradles Baby Girl, hushing her, joins Ronth and
Matchel.

SHAYRA
(to Matchel)
Dearling - are you sure? What's
happening?--
MATCHEL
(crying)
Yes, Mater! It burns! Make it stop!

Matchel is shaking in Ronth's arms, holding Shayra's hands.

(CONTINUED)
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SHAYRA
(aside to Ronth, fearfully)
Like Jardeth saw.

Both Ronth and Shayra direct an anxious look at the Minder
Vessel on the horizon.

SHAYRA (CONT'D)

(to Matchel, soothing)
Dearling, we're going to a hospital right

now. Be strong, dearheart!

Ronth runs with Matchel in his arms to their hovercar nearby.

CUT TO:

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Professor Brek and Kavel show hologram closeups of the hull
of a Minder Vessel.

KAVEL
You can see these hull openings here, and
here. What you cannot see is the
colorless, odorless gas being emitted.

Next picture is red-tinted and choked with thick "smoke,"
obscuring the hull of the Vessel.

KAVEL (CONT'D)
But in infrared, we clearly see...

PROFESSOR BREK
We believe these are exhaust vents.
Estimating the energy required to run
vessels of that size, and the length of
time they've been in our skies, we arrive
at the pollution levels documented on
these charts.

Dynamic CGI visuals accompany their data, in motion on each
councilperson's holo-computer.

KAVEL
We believe the microbial bacteria is
indigenous to the Minder Vessel; it has
been pouring into our atmosphere
unchecked since before our great-great-
grandsires were alive. The bacteria have
adapted to our atmosphere, disrupted our
biological balance.

(CONTINUED)
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As Kavel speaks, we see the faces of the Council registering
alarm as they digest this evidence.

KAVEL (CONT'D)
Now, our questions are myriad: Do the
Minders know their gases are harmful to
us? Even if we could communicate with
them, would they cease emitting? I mean,
those processes might be integral to the
survival of their species--

COUNCILMAN GARDEQ
I don't think their species has any say
in the matter, Dr. Kavel. After all, they
are on our planet. They should cease
harming us.

PROFESSOR BREK
Councilman, who's to say they weren't
here first? Has there ever been a time in
recorded history when they weren't in our
skies? Maybe this is their planet!

Murmurs around room.

KAVEL
I must add that all our questions are
moot, as identifying the problem has not
given us the wherewithal to rectify it,
let alone stop it.

COUNCILMAN RAND
Yet rectifying or stopping would make no
difference, would it, Dr. Kavel?

KAVEL
Correct, Councilman. Even in their
passivity, the Minders display an
overwhelming power and technology that
defies our civilization. Our only
solution is evacuation. And we're already
a thousand years behind schedule.

An AIDE runs into the room to the side of Prime Tresda and
whispers in his ear. As Prime Tresda rises to leave, the
Council all stand as one.

PRIME TRESDA
Citizens, a pressing matter has forced a
conclusion to this meeting; a matter you
should all be privy to, as it will help
determine our course of action.

(CONTINUED)
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Murmurs of anxiety ripple through the Council.

PRIME TRESDA (CONT'D)
After being fixtures in our constant
skies longer than our species itself can
remember—-
(looks directly at Kavel)
-—-the Minders are moving.

CUT TO BLACK.

END ACT I

ACT TII
TEXT ON BLACK:

The killing moon - will come too soon.
"Killing Moon," Echo and The Bunnymen.

FADE IN:
EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

A bustling metropolis, skyscrapers huddled together,
shadowing streets crawling with traffic and citizens. A
traffic jam of "futuristic" cars is on the actual roadway,
while another traffic jam of hovering cars forms a layer
above the roadway. Citizens walk on the sidewalks, while
other citizens bustle above them on hovering walkways, the
same level as the hovercars.

A DEEP RUMBLING in the ground. Pedestrians hesitate, look
around, look up. A Doppler Effect of WHOOSHING BREEZE blows
through the canyon of the main street. A far-off APPROACHING
JET ENGINE WHINE is heard. We see citizens on the streets
disoriented, looking everywhere.

Suddenly, two Jjet fighters streak across the sky just above
the skyscrapers, ENGINES SCREECHING, startling the crowd, who
all look up. The jets make a long bank and streak back in the
direction they came.

We see, in the hazy distance, through the canyon walls of the
skyscrapers, a spherical shape, becoming clearer as it
advances, five miles high in the sky.

A Minder Vessel. We see only a sliver of the Vessel through

the skyscrapers, yet it is visually overwhelming - like a
moon descending on a city.

(CONTINUED)
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CROWD-1
What's that? Is it moving?

CROWD-2
Why is a Minder flying? Minders don't
move !

CROWD-3
What's going on? Why are the Minders
coming here?

An involuntary silence envelops the crowd, as the downdraft
that precedes the Minder Vessel blows everyone's ears out.
The pavement buckles. The tops of skyscrapers shudder and
spiderweb with cracks.

Then - a SCREECHING HIGH-PRESSURE WIND howls through the main
street canyon, steel and flesh and concrete mashed into a
RUMBLING, SCREAMING, RENDING mush as the city is decimated by
the Minder Vessel's forward air pressure.

WIDE SHOT

of Minder Vessel slowly moving forward and an invisible (but
discernible) air pocket around it toppling skyscrapers and
creating a shockwave on the ground.

INT/EXT. COCKPIT - SAME TIME
PILOT-1 "escorting" the Minder Vessel.

PILOT-1
(into his radio)
Oh no! Escort for Ex-Terra Craft 5212 to
base: The ETC is tearing up the land!
Repeat: the ETC is destroying the city of
Barbesson.

BASE COMMAND
(on Pilot-1's radio)
You have authorization to return fire!
You are authorized to engage ETC 5212.

PILOT-2
Sir, they're not firing on the city!
They're just moving above it!--

BASE COMMAND
Say again, Pilot!--

PILOT-2

The backwash of the craft is so powerful,
it's razing everything in its path!--

(CONTINUED)
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BASE COMMAND
Bring that vessel down, Pilot! Now!

PILOT-1
Understood, sir! Over!
(to Pilot-2)

You heard 'em. Give it all you got!
WIDE SHOT:

The two jets close in on the Minder Vessel. They look like
motes of dust next to it.

INT. CORRIDORS OF PRIME HOUSE - SAME TIME

Prime Tresda strides quickly with Professor Brek and Kavel on
either side of him, trying to keep up. A portable holo-
computer hovers before Prime Tresda and Second Nerim as they
walk. Only four Council Members accompany Prime Tresda's
party: Councilman Thentor, Gardeq, Isha and Rand.

KAVEL
(to Prime Tresda)
Begging your indulgence, sir: where are
we going?

PRIME TRESDA
Right now - to Defense Condition 4.

Second Nerim punches his porto-holo and colors change on his
screen.

PRIME TRESDA (CONT'D)

(to Kavel)
Now since you two headed the team that
studied the Minders, that makes you the
closest thing we have to authorities
here. So I'm invoking Prime Order
Emergency Clause nine-two-zero and
promoting you to heads of the Evacuation
Team. Authorize the directive, Second
Nerim.

SECOND NERIM
At once, sir.

Second Nerim punches more buttons as he walks.
AIDE-1 appears on Prime Tresda's porto-holo.
AIDE-1

Sir, the reports for the downed pilots at
site ETC 9301 have arrived. Sending now.

(CONTINUED)
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We see dossiers of Captain Thaon and pilot Gamien appear on
Prime Tresda's screen.

Professor Brek notices the sleek choker around Prime Tresda'sS
neck - the porto-holo computer - and comments aside to Kavel.

PROFESSOR BREK
A neck-portable! Been meaning to get one,
but they're just so complex; I won't find
the time to read the instructions.

KAVEL
Actually, they're more convenient than
the belt model. But I can't find the time
to get out of the lab.

Kavel implies cheekily it is Professor Brek's fault.
AIDE-2 appears on Prime Tresda's screen.

AIDE-2
Prime Tresda, the Evac Prep Team is
standing by.

Kavel looks at Professor Brek in shocked surprise as he
wonders aloud to Prime Tresda.

KAVEL
You've already assembled a planetary
evacuation team?

PRIME TRESDA
(to Aide-2, ignoring Kavel)
Integrate ops with Second Nerim.
(a Voice Recognition screen
appears, to which he responds)
Authorized, Prime Tresda.

AIDE-2
Right away, sir!

Immediately, we see Aide-2's face disappear from Prime
Tresda's porto-holo and appear on Second Nerim's porto-holo.

PRIME TRESDA
There's a virtual contingency plan for
everything, Doctor Kavel. Your task is to
organize the real off-planet evacuation.
With resources that I will place at your
disposal - today!

Professor Brek and Kavel exchange an anxious look.

(CONTINUED)
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PROFESSOR BREK
Begging the Prime's pardon again, sir,
but terraforming is the priority and
we've not yet located a suitable planet--

Prime Tresda pulls up the pilot dossiers and crash info on
his porto-holo.

PRIME TRESDA (CONT'D)

Noted, Professor. You will have your
teams and your resources.

(he switches gears instantly)
Our pilots met with an untimely end two
weeks ago in the shadow of a Minder
Vessel. Nothing like this has happened in
the two hundred years we've been doing
recon flybys. Maybe you can enlighten--

Prime Tresda looks at Professor Brek and Kavel, sees they are
not outfitted with porto-holos, and chides his Aides.

PRIME TRESDA (CONT'D)
Outfit these scientists with portables!

AIDE-3 and AIDE-PORTO appear and clip black chokers around
the necks of Professor Brek and Kavel. Aide-Porto directs
Professor Brek to place his finger on the choker.

ATIDE-PORTO
(to Professor Brek)
Please place your fingerprint here, sir.
Now recite your birthing date.

PROFESSOR BREK
Seven, Ranken, six-zero-seven-two-five.

BLIPS sound, tiny LEDs flash, then stabilize at orange. Kavel
goes through same process with Aide-3.

KAVEL
(in b.g.)
Fifteen, Harton, six-zero-seven-five-
seven.
AIDE-PORTO

You're online, sirs.
As Aide-Porto is exiting, Professor Brek shouts after him.

PROFESSOR BREK
Wait! How do you get these things off?

(CONTINUED)
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AIDE-PORTO
(illustrates the gesture)
Press the side firmly.

KAVEL
(jocular)
Looks 1like you found the time.

PROFESSOR BREK
(archly)
But you'll still be stuck in the lab.

ATIDE-1
(on Prime Tresda's screen)
Sir, military escorts dispatched to all
Minder Vessels across the planet.

PRIME TRESDA
Keep me informed of Minder movements
within 50 miles of Prime House, military
installations and major cities.

ATIDE-1
No threat discerned to Prime House, sir.
Sending report of all other movements.

A readout of coordinates scrolls down Prime Tresda's screen.
Kavel is reading his downed report and interrupts.

KAVEL
Engine malfunction? Followed by computer
shutdown. Of course!

Second Nerim gives Kavel a dirty look, like he is breaching
protocol. The walking party enters the War Room and spreads
out, all taking seats.

INT. WAR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A gigantic oval table is the centerpiece of the War Room,
while around the perimeter, staff scurry and holo-screens
show every logistical detail they could need.

PRIME TRESDA
(regarding the report)
Something catch your eye, Dr. Kavel?

KAVEL
The jets failed because they're designed
to operate in an atmosphere of a precise
combination of elements.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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KAVEL (CONT'D)
We can now surmise that the area directly
around the Minder Vessels has been
reformulated by that bacteria. In that
completely alien mix of elements, the
engines failed, precipitating computer
failure.

SECOND NERIM
Why couldn't Pilot Gamien eject?

GENERAL MARKEP enters the War Room, answers Second Nerim.

GENERAL MARKEP
When the computer sensed the unsafe
atmosphere, it assumed the plane had
ditched either underwater or in a toxic
environment - which it was in this case -
so it overrode the Eject mechanism and
sealed the canopy for the safety of the
pilot.

PROFESSOR BREK
(ironically)
"For the safety of the pilot"...

PRIME TRESDA
(in greeting)
Serve well, General Markep.

GENERAL MARKEP
Serve well, Prime Tresda.

PRIME TRESDA
(makes introductions)
General Markep, Professor Brek, Dr.
Kavel.

General Markep greets Professor Brek and Kavel by performing
the "formal" greeting: touching backs of right hands.

GENERAL MARKEP
We've never encountered an enemy that
would replace the air itself, Professor.

KAVEL
(to himself)
A biological force-shield!...

COUNCILMAN GARDEQ

Is that what we're talking about now? An
"enemy"?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

29.
(2)

PROFESSOR BREK
Please, I ask of the Council, don't judge
the Minders too hastily. They've proven
peaceful, even to this point, where lives
were lost accidentally. Those pilots were
technically invading their airspace.

COUNCILWOMAN ISHA
You've opined this planet might be
theirs, Professor. I'd hate to think they
were somehow trying to take it back--

COUNCILMAN RAND
(interrupts)
They've just been hanging there forever
doing nothing! Even if they're inhabited,
how can they claim this planet if we're
the ones living productive lives on it? I
think that gives us the claim to rights!

Harried, Professor Brek looks to Councilwoman Isha for
support before retorting to Councilman Rand.

PROFESSOR BREK
I'm sorry, Councilman, but that's just
plain ludicrous. Aside from the fact that
we can't possibly apprehend the Minders'
purpose, you're saying that by being more
active, we can claim this planet as ours?

GENERAL MARKEP
And no one has granted the Minders rights
to the airspace they inhabit--

PROFESSOR BREK
Are you going to try and rescind those
rights, General? How exactly?

COUNCILMAN RAND
You sound like you admire them,
Professor.

COUNCILMAN THENTOR
(aside)
And why not? Their power knows no bounds.

GENERAL MARKEP
I suggest you reassess your allegiances,
Professor... or you and I will soon come
to a disagreement.

Councilwoman Isha looks on, stunned.

(CONTINUED)
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PROFESSOR BREK
Now hold on, General! I'm not allying
with anyone - I don't want rash decisions
and knee-jerk responses to what could
very well be--

PRIME TRESDA
(interrupts General Markep)
No doubt you have seen my authorization
giving Professor Brek and Dr. Kavel
control of the military for terraforming
operations, General Markep?

General Markep is taken aback for a moment, then pulls up the
Authorization on his porto-holo, scowls, and slumps in his
seat - just as a SERGEANT appears on a wall holo-screen.

SERGEANT
Barbesson Air Force Base reporting to
Prime Base.

General Markep flicks a switch on the desk.

GENERAL MARKEP
General Markep, Prime Base Commander:
Report, Sergeant.

SERGEANT
Sir, Barbesson is gone.

Many heads look up. Crowd goes silent.

GENERAL MARKEP
Say again, soldier. What do you mean,
'gone'?

SERGEANT
Sir, ETC 5212 moved over the city and
created a downdraft that simply flattened
everything. We didn't have the firepower
to stop it.

Councilman Thentor and General Markep glance at Professor
Brek, who looks aghast.

GENERAL MARKEP
Firepower? How many weapons have you
deployed on the ETC?

Military personnel immediately rush to action in the War

Room, verifying incoming satellite pictures and reports of
decimated Barbesson, which appear on the walls around them.

(CONTINUED)
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SERGEANT
Sir, we were only meant to escort - there
were just two jets - the military is

spread so thin across--

GENERAL MARKEP
And what happened when you fired on it?

SERGEANT
Nothing, sir.

GENERAL MARKEP
Nothing?

SERGEANT
Absolutely nothing, sir. But...

GENERAL MARKEP
But what, Sergeant?

SERGEANT
When the jets got within one mile of the
ETC, they went down, sir.

GENERAL MARKEP
Went dow--7? Transmit full report...
(in shock, as he ends
transmission)
Serve well, Sergeant...

SERGEANT
Serve well, General...

General Markep blankly stares, as transmission data scrolls
onto wall-screens that he doesn't look at.

Prime Tresda has been watching these events and turns to
Second Nerim.

PRIME TRESDA
(quietly)
DefCon 2.
C