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FADE | N:

EXT. SPACE

A lone fighter ship drifts powerless in the quiet vacuum of
space.

I NT. SPACESH P

Fuzzy |ight and colors slowy conme into focus. A nuted fenale
COVPUTER VA CE increases in vol une.

COWPUTER VO CE
60 seconds to life support failure.

The spaceship PILOT (30) lays in his small cockpit
unconsci ous.

Warning lights flash all around him

COWPUTER VO CE
50 seconds to life support failure.

Slowy the Pilot opens his eyes. He's disoriented. Hi s face
cringes in pain as he gets his bearings: still not sure where
he is or what’s going on

COWPUTER VO CE
40 seconds to life support failure.

The Pilot suddenly realizes he’s in a ot of trouble. He
springs to life the best he can. Pressing buttons. Flipping
swi tches. Not hing’ s respondi ng.

COWPUTER VO CE
30 seconds to life support failure.

The Pilot hits the console in frustration. Nothing.

Pl LOT
Cone on. Cone on

Suddenly, a BLAST outside rocks the ship.

EXT. SPACE
A WNGED fighter ship strafes the Pilot’s ship



I NT. SPACESH P

The pilot instinctively ducks as the winged ship flies past
hi m
COWUTER VO CE
20 seconds to life support failure.

Pl LOT
I know, | know That’'s the |east of
nmy Worries now.
The Pilot rips off a control panel and hot-wires it. Stil
not hi ng.

EXT. SPACE

The wi nged ship comes around for another shot. He's coming in
fast.

PI LOT
Shi t!

He punches the console in frustration. The ship powers up.

PI LOT ( CONT' D)
Yah!

He hits the thrusters and his ship barely avoi ds anot her shot
fromthe w nged ship.

COWUTER VO CE
Li fe support operational. Estinmated
oxygen repl eni shnent in 60 seconds.
Pl LOT
You’' re so kind.
EXT. SPACE
The Pilot’s ship maneuvers deftly through space as he nakes a
daring spin. He cones around squarely behind the w nged ship.

I NT. SPACESH P

Pl LOT
Not your |ucky day, Criven.

He fires a shot.



EXT. SPACE

Bul | ' s-eye. The wi nged ship crackles with electricity and
smal | explosions ignite the rear section.

An LI FEPOD ej ects out of the wi nged ship just before the
whol e shi p bl ows.

I NT. SPACESH P

The pilot cones around for the final blow He lines up the
hel pless lifepod in his sights.

At the last mnute he eases off the trigger and passes by.

Pl LOT
I guess it is your |ucky day today.
So |l ong, sucker. Hope you freeze to
deat h.

EXT. SPACE

The pilot steers his ship away | eaving the |Iifepod behind
hi m

I NT. SPACESH P

The pilot hits some buttons on his console. The screen
fl ashes and dies.

Pl LOT
Ch, conme on

COVPUTER VO CE
Oxygen recycler operational. Life
support stable.

Pl LOT
Well, that’s sonething at |east.
(beat)
Computer. Display star charts.

COWUTER VO CE
Unable to conply. Star charts are
non- oper ati onal

Pl LOT
Computer. Repair star charts.



The Pil ot

The Pil ot

He hits the button turning the conputer voice back on

COWUTER VO CE
Unable to conply. Star charts are
non- oper ati onal

Pl LOT
G eat.
(beat)
Comput er. Open channel 116.

COVPUTER VQ CE
Unabl e to conply. Communi cation
channel 116 is non-operational .

PI LOT
117.

COWUTER VO CE
Unable to conply. Comm --

Pl LOT
118. 119. Any channel. Open any
channel .

COWUTER VO CE
Unabl e to conply. Communica --

punches the button turning the voice off.

| ooks around at the stars outside.

Pl LOT
Conputer. Scan for |ocal systens.

COWUTER VO CE
Scanni ng.
(beat)
Scanni ng conplete. Unable to
recogni ze star configuration.
Recomrend navi gation to known star
confi gurati on.

Pl LOT
Yeah, that’s what I'mtrying to do!

He punches the off button again in frustration.

He thinks for a mnute. Grabs the controls and fires up the
t hrusters.



EXT. SPACE
The spaceship circles back in the direction he cane.

He brings his ship to a halt.

I NT. SPACESHI P
He | ooks out the window to see the |ifepod he |eft behind.

Pl LOT
Computer. Can you establish a short
range conmuni cation |ine?

COWUTER VO CE
Unabl e to conply. Communi cation
channel s are not operational.

Pl LOT
I know, but this is only a few
nmeters. Connect the |ower band of
116 through 168, bridge them
t hrough the relays, then crank up
the juice. That shoul d connect
right to the |ifepod.

COWUTER VO CE
Pl ease restate the question.

Pl LOT
(under his breath)
Fi gures.

He taps sonething into the console.
Pl LOT
Put this here. Transfer that there.
See? It’s easy.
Sone STATI C conmes on the speakers.
He tweaks the settings until it clears up.
Pl LOT
(into the air)
Attention |ifepod. Do you copy?

Not hi ng.



PI LOT ( CONT’ D)
Li fepod of f ny starboard bow. Do
you read ne?

After a long silence.

ALIEN (Q. C.)
Val -chu-na ich ose frei-Ilar!

Pl LOT
Do you speak English?
I NT. LI FEPCD

An alien with a thick neck and strange facial markings
answers.

| NTERCUT PI LOT/ ALI EN
ALI EN

Yes, of course. You have to |learn
Engl i sh when sl aving for Human scum

i ke you.
Pl LOT
That’s no way to speak to the Human
who saved your life. | could ve
bl owmn you out of the stars back
t here.
ALl EN
Hach-al yied vulcar lill-t --
Pl LOT
Save the curse for your deathwal k,
Criven. You' |l need your god then.

I only want to know one thing. You
got any navigation on that flying
trashcan?

ALl EN
Per haps.

Pl LOT
Apparently, you gave ne a good
bl ast that knocked ne out as we cut
t hrough the wornhole, but I can't
seemto find the nouth anywhere. |
don’t recognize any of these stars.



ALl EN
That’ s because the wornmhol e shifted
when | was chasing you through
W' re stuck in sone other part of
t he gal axy.

Pl LOT
Great. Can you scan for the
wor mhol e nout h?

ALI EN
| al ready have.

Pl LOT
G ve ne the coordinates and if
you're lucky 1’1l tell your people
where you are when | get back

ALl EN

(1 aughs)

Vell, isn't this interesting? A
Human needing the help of a lowy
Criven. | take it your navigation
is out?

Pl LOT

Look, buddy, you probably only have
about a day’s worth of oxygen and
power in that thing. Gve ne the
coordi nates to the wornhol e and
"1l send sonmeone back for you.

ALl EN
To take me prisoner? Ha! You shoul d
bl ast ne right now. I’ve worked in
your mnes. That was prison enough
for me.

Pl LOT
Do you really want to get into this
ri ght now? Just give ne the goddam
coordi nates or |I’m gonna bl ast you
just for spite!

ALl EN
Typi cal human. Al ways shooti ng
first.

Pl LOT
Shoot first!? It was your raiding
party that anbushed our convoy on
t he other side of the wormhol el



ALl EN
A convoy stealing the wealth of ny
honmewor | d.

Pl LOT
Those are our ancient | ands,
Criven. You know t hat.

ALl EN
I was born there. So was ny nother,
and nmy nother’s nother tinmes ten.
W are the roots of that soil. Not
you, Human. You al ready have a
honme. Go back to Earth

Pl LOT
The anci ent Human rui ns prove our
ancestors were there eons before
any Criven set foot. You know this.
Now cone on, we don't have tine for
this. Gve ne the coordi nates!

A long silence passes between them

ALl EN
I will give themto you Human, but
only because I want you to |ive and
to face the horrors of what you ve
done to ny people.

Pl LOT
Done to you? W have your bonbs in
our cities everyday, and raids on
our convoys because of your
rebellion. We live in fear because
of you. You are the horror, not us.

ALI EN
We have no food. W have no
freedom W are slaves to you
Humans.

Pl LOT
Save ne the sob story. You have
food, and you' re not sl aves.

ALl EN
Perhaps only in technicality, but
we mght as well be. W have no
choi ce but to serve our oppressors.

The Pilot sits back in his chair and rubs his face.



Pl LOT

Look, I'’msorry about whatever it
is you' re so angry about. But |’ve
got responsibilities too. W need
Criven Prine. Earth hasn’t exactly
been good to us. We don't really
have a honme there either. W have
no choi ce.

ALl EN
Vll, it seenms we both need the
same planet. Then you understand
why the rebellion nust go on. W
have no choice as well.

A long silence passes between them

ALl EN
The coordi nates are X-57.96, Y-
987. 356, Z-5483.5536. The base
point is that star 2.6 light years
over. Can your computer read it?

The Pilot types the coordinates into his conputer.

Pl LOT
Yes. | think I’ve got it. Yes. The
conmputer has a | ock

More sil ence.

ALl EN
What are you waiting for? Go hone,
Human.

The Pilot thinks for a nonent.

Pl LOT
Computer. At full inpulse, do we
have enough power to get to the
wor mhol e?

COWUTER VO CE
Cal cul ati ng.
pause)
At full inpulse speed, this craft
will arrive 2036.68 neters short of
t he destination.



Pl LOT
A ose enough. We'Il have to drift
in.
(beat)
You still with me, buddy?

ALI EN
Does it look like | went sonewhere?

Pl LOT
I think I can tow you back to the
wor mhol e.

ALI EN
| heard your conputer. You'll
barely make it yourself. Towi ng ne
will severely drain your power.

Pl LOT
I think we can build up enough
nmonmentumto drift in.

ALI EN
You woul d have to cal cul ate that
precisely. There’s no room for
error. Don't be a fool.

Pl LOT
Hey, I'mtrying to do sonething
nice for you here. You want a tow
or not?

ALl EN
I would rather fly into a star than
be taken prisoner by a Human.

Pl LOT
Do you have any famly back on
Criven Prinme?

ALl EN
Yes. Two sisters. My wives, and
four sons.

Pl LOT
Don’t you want to get home to thenf

ALl EN
O course. Don’t you wish to return
to your famly?

10.



11.

Pl LOT
Yeah. My brothers are probably
getting drunk right now at ny
funeral. It’d be a shane to waste
all that good beer w thout ne.

ALl EN
If I return with you, I won’t stop
fighting. The rebellion wll
conti nue.
Pl LOT
(sigh)

I know, and we won’'t stop m ning
Criven Prine.

ALI EN
But at |east we’'ll have one nore
day with our famlies.

Pl LOT
That counts for sonething, right?

More sil ence between them
ALl EN
I think nmy rel ease clanp can
connect to your docking clanps.
Pl LOT
You might be right. Let’s try it.
EXT. SPACE
A smal |l protrusion pops out the back of the |ifepod.
The Pil ot eases into position with his docking clanps
exposed.
| NT. SPACESH P

The Pil ot maneuvers his ship with careful precision

COVWPUTER VO CE
Proximty alert. Proximty alert.

Pl LOT
I know! Shut up!



12.

EXT. SPACE
The docki ng cl anps seal over the |lifepod clanp successfully.

Pl LOT

Got cha

(beat)
Ok, buddy, Hold on tight. I’ m going
to programin the trajectory. The
thrusters should fire for 30
seconds, then go to inpulse. W
should be able to drift in the rest
of the way to the wormhole. ..
assuming it hasn't shifted again.

ALI EN
Let us pray it hasn't.

Pl LOT
Amen to that brother.

The Pilot carefully steers the ship into the trajectory path.

The thrusters fire and the two crafts coast out into the
stars.

FADE QUT.

THE END



