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FADE | N:
I NT. WHI TE STAR LI NE GLOBAL OFFI CES - DAY

In a vast open roomfilled with cubicles, the blend of
voi ces, phones, and keyboards clicking flood the room as
wor kers buzz through their work.

GREGORY ALLEN (30s) strides down the center aisle. H's hair
is perfect. He walks with his back straight and chest w de
open. Hi s every novenent seens deli berate.

As he nmakes his way down the |ong aisle he | ooks into random
cubi cl es as he passes them

Wrkers sit in front of a translucent nonitor that can
project imges in three dinmensional space. They nove charts
and figures around with one free hand as the other slips
across the keyboard.

Their lips and eyes nove at breakneck speed, conmunicating
t hrough their ear piece while nmaintaining the work in front
of them

Gregory makes it to the end of the aisle, and turns back to
face the busy workers. He rests one hand on his belt |ine.

He scans the roomin a single broad stroke.

G eg wal ks over to a nearby table, clears the top of it with
one broad sweep of his hand, and grips the sides of the
t abl e.

He plants his shoes into the rug and with a strai ght back he
pulls at the desk with full force to drag it across the
carpeted floor with ease.

W thout a nonents hesitation he clinbs on top of the table
and | ooks down on his orchestra of cubicles.

GREG
One week until [ aunch.

The action in the roomcones to an i medi ate standstill.

GREG ( CONT’ D)
We are about to send one-hundred
t housand peopl e across the vastest
di stance of space in the history of
manki nd, and quite possibly of any
civilization in the known
uni verse. What we are about to
acconplish isn't a result of the
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GREG ( CONT’ D)
hard work we have all put in for
the past ten years. In one week, it

will be a culmnation of nore than
us and our work. |In one week, it
will be nore than the entire 400

year history of the Wiite Star Line
Travel and Shi ppi ng Conpany. It

wll be the entire history of the
human race that has brought us to
where we are.

G eg steps down fromhis table under the chorus of appl ause
comng fromevery cubicle. He tugs at the knot in his tie to
| oosen it up.

He points a finger at a nearby cubicle, then to the table,
t hen back to the tables original spot in the room

Qut of the cubicle, a young man runs over and pushes the
t abl e back.

G eg heads towards a closed door in the corner of the |arge
room The sign on the door reads ' BENJAM N HALSEY - CHI EF
TECHNI CAL O FI CER .

Greg wal ks through the door in one fluid step and conti nues
his confident stride as he circles around the desk in the
center of the room The desk faces the blank drywal l
opposite of the offices.

Sitting at the desk is BENJAM N HALSEY (40s). He has a w de
jaw line. H's hands dance around his screen, enlarging
graphs with his fore-finger and thunb. Tw sting 3-D i mage
knobs and tuners. Constantly tapping the screen bringing up
new spreadsheets and cl osing ol d ones.

GREG
You | ook perpl exed.

Ben stares at the screen as nunbers pile out of the flight
si mul at or deno. Coordi nates, speeds, tinme |ogs. They begin
to fill his view. Wen it finally stops, the |ast data set
is mrked in red, marked ’'critical failure:survival rate-0.

BEN
One week?

GREG

One week and ten years. You have
had nore than enough tinme on this.
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BEN
Bull shit -- This isn’t just sone
artsy redesign of a conmerci al
cruiser.

GREG

You' re damm right it’s not. This is
hi story we’ re naki ng here Ben.
One- hundred t housand people --

BEN
-- in a giant fucking coffin with a
rocket strapped on its back. Don’t
talk to me Iike I’mone your
goddamn st ockhol ders G eg.

GREG
St ockhol ders who are expecting a
ship with a multi-trillion dollar

sol ar sail apparatus that we
promsed will fly 11 mllion |ight
years across space to popul ate sone
god forsaken planet.

The data sets start back up, spitting out statistics and

course charts that soon fill up the space in front of Geg' s
face.
At the end of it all, everything blinks in red "critical

failure:survival rate-0’

BEN
They won’t make it past the first
GID satellite, let alone nmake it
all the way to Holnberg Il. Tine
duration technol ogy or not, those
sails are going to fall apart.

Greg turns his back to Ben, and nakes his way over to a

pl ague on the wall. H's knuckles turn white as he waps his
hands around the frame. He drops all his weight into ripping
it straight out of the wall and wal ks it back over to Ben’s
desk.

G eg’s knuckles rush back with color as he lets go of the

franme md-air. It drops flat against the desk -- |oud as an
iron door slanm ng shut -- and Greg nmarches out w thout a
wor d.

The cubicles outside don’t skip a beat.

Ben | ooks down at the plaque, the inscription reads, "God
H nmsel f Coul d Not Sink This Ship. April 10, 1912 - April 17,
1912"



EXT. QUTSI DE WH TE STAR LI NE G_LOBAL OFFI CES - DAY

Ben stares at the same witing in colossal cenent font above
t he doorways of the main office building fromacross the
street.

The brick and nortar of the original Liverpool office stands
out agai nst the glass and steel additions nmade to the
bui | di ng.

Ben tilts his head up further and further, his eyes tracing
t he hei ght of the nassive skyscraper until it disappears
into the fog about thirty stories up.

EXT. LIVERPOOL - DAY

The | andscape of the city is msmatched 19th century brick
bui | di ngs next to 21st century skyscrapers next to 22nd
century carbon fiber donmes bel ow 23rd century floating

i sl ands.

The islands fl oat above the water, above buil di ngs,

anywhere. On a single island could be as nuch as an entire
city block, or as little as a single plot of grass used as a
par k.

Bul | et shaped vehicl es hover around the city, organized by
the blinking Iight projections of road paint that is built
onto 3 dinensions of axis’.

Peopl e wal k shoul der to shoul der with one anot her,
over | appi ng and squi shed on every si dewal k.

M ESHA TAYLOR (30s) is a small and nuscul ar woman i nmer sed
in the cromd. She drops her shoul der and pushes si deways

t hrough the crowd. Not a single person takes notice of her
as she wedges her way through the snmall gaps between
pedestri ans.

M esha junps out of the crowd and her head i nmedi ately pops
up. She pauses, her eyes slowy panning the nearby
bui I dings. She stops at two sliding steel doors, and takes
| ong, quick steps to get there.

Above the door is a three dinensional projected neon sign
t hat reads "Boring Tunnel Conpany".

Before she stands fully in front of the doors, a blue Ilight

reflects off her face. Dull at first, it erupts in three
bursts and then the Iight disappears.
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A. l. SYSTEM
M esha Waterbury, floor please.

M ESHA
Tunnel transit.

A l. SYSTEM
Expect delays for all BTC Sled’'s in
and out of the Asian Pacific today.

M ESHA
Not ny problem Thank you, though.

She sniles and waves to the el ectronic eye above the door. A
bri ght neon yellow smley face projects in front of the eye.

| NT. BTC TUNNEL - CONTI NUQUS

M esha stands in a line that stretches in both directions
into total darkness. The conveyor belt she stands on noves
at a slow, but steady pace.

BTC TUNNEL BOARDI NG PLATFORM

About fifty people fill the platformas the giant egg shaped
sl ed makes its noisel ess approach.

A door opens as the fifty or so passengers scuffle inside. A
blue light bursts against their face as they step through.

BTC SLED

M esha sits next to a wwndowin the sled. The lights in the
tunnel pass by the sled with snall gaps of darkness between
them M esha cl oses her eyes.

EXT. UK BORDER CHECKPO NT - DUSK( DREAM SEQUENCE)

Mesha is one in a crowd of thousands -- they nove constant
in one direction. Even as M esha wedges her way agai nst the
crowd she gets pushed backwar ds.

Her nouth is gaping open, screamng, but it can’'t be heard.
There is no noise at all. She sees the people’ s feet
stonping through the dirt.

She junps up and clinbs on top of the crowd. Her eyes racing
over the people. She sees the soldiers that stand on the
edges of the crowd -- rifles in hand, fingers resting on the
trigger. She gets dragged back into the crowd.

Tears are rushing down her cheeks. She pushes agai nst

people’s faces trying to get themto nove. She even punches
sonme strangers -- her weightless fist barely | eaving a mark.
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The first gunshot echoes, it is still the only noise that
can be heard. The crowd sl ows.

One after another gun shots get |ouder and |ouder, until
it’s a constant rattle of gunpowder exploding. The crowd
conpletely reverses its current.

M esha noves with the crowd, but each step drags her down a
little further, until she’s gone.

END OF DREAM SEQUENCE

M esha opens her eyes, still sitting in the quiet sled as it
rushes in and out of darkness in the tunnel.

| NT. THE PARLI AMENT PUB - NI GHT

M esha stands in the doorway for a nonent, smling,
sear chi ng.

She wal ks to the bar. Her heel ed shoes tap agai nst the hard
wood floor with every step.

About five feet before she reaches the bar, Ben -- who is
sitting at the bar -- takes a glance out of the corner of
his eye at her. He turns to see her fully, his eyes w den,
and a smle forns on his face.

M ESHA
Let’s get out of here.

BEN
Yeah?

M ESHA
Yeah.

Their smles linger as they continue staring into each
ot her’ s eyes.

EXT. DIRT ROAD QUTSIDE CI TY - N GHT

The mles long dirt road seens to lead right to the city in
one direction, and out to conplete darkness in the other.
The lights of the city cover the visible horizon behind

M esha and Ben.

BEN
| can’t decide if this is romantic,
or like that part in a horror novie
when everyone in the theater is
yelling, "run, you idiot, run",
because you’'re about to beat ne to
death with a rock.
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M ESHA
VWhat does that nean?

BEN
Not hing -- do you normally take
people mles outside the city into
conpl ete isol ated darkness on a
first date?

M ESHA
| thought this was our second date.

BEN
Meeting at a party and spendi ng al
ni ght al one on the roof together,
| aughi ng under the noonlight, is
not technically a date. As romantic
as it may be.

M ESHA
Real | y? Pl ease, | hate first dates.
Everyone is so stuffy and fake on
first dates.

BEN
Not true, we're on a first date,
and neither of us are being stuffy
or fake. You' re giving off a slight
hom ci dal vibe, but certainly not
stuffy.

They | augh, and the distance between them cl oses as M esha
wraps her arns around Ben’s.

M ESHA
| just wanted to show you
sonet hi ng.

BEN
See, |’ve heard serial killers say

t hose exact sane words before.

M esha stunbl es as her |aughter catches her off guard, she
can’t seemto stop | aughing, and when she does her smnile
never faulters.

M ESHA
So, I'mnot the first serial killer
you’ ve dat ed?



EXT. ABANDONED UK BCORDER CHECHPO NT - CONTI NUOUS

The road | eads down a steep hill, and at the bottomis a
mle wide conplex that is broken and abandoned.

The side of the checkpoint facing the city is a steel wal
wWth only one exit that lets out to the dirt road.

BEN
The ol d refugee border checkpoint.

Ben stops wal king and stares down the hill. He | ooks over at
M esha. She won’t | ook away fromthe single door facing the
out si de.

M ESHA
| canme in to this country through
that door. | was suppose to cone

here with my husband and our son,
but I was the only one who nmade it.

A tear rolls down her cheek that shines in the noonlight.

Ben reaches up to wipe it away, but Mesha grabs his hand
out of the air and presses it against her |ips. Her eyes
cl ose as she holds the hand gently to her kiss.

BEN
What happened to thenf

M ESHA
The day we cane to the checkpoint,
there were so many people. W got
separated. Then, for sone reason,
the soldiers started shooting at
t he crowd.

M esha sits in the dirt road, w ping her hands across the
packed down dirt.

M ESHA ( CONT’ D)
| found out nonths later ny husband
was killed by one of the soldiers
at the checkpoint. My son was
tranpl ed by the crowd.

Ben sits down with her. He nakes sure to keep his eyes on
her. H's hand sits in her lap. His lips struggle to pry open
and say sonmething brilliant.

BEN
This life can be so horrible and
ugly sonetines. It just nmakes you
want to run away.
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M esha turns to face Ben, and inch by inch she leans in
closer to him

M ESHA
That was the plan. | wanted to
bring you here so you’' d under st and.

M esha and Ben’s |ips touch for the softest, briefest
noment .

BEN
You' re | eavi ng?

M ESHA
Yeah, on the ship to Holnberg |1

Ben freezes, his neck and jaws seemto ripple as the nuscles
tighten throughout. His breath waivers as his lips struggle
to sit still.

BEN
Vhy ?

M ESHA
It’s what ny husband and | cane
here for. W believed there was a
chance for a beautiful new life up

t here.

BEN
How do you know that? It’s over 11
mllion Iight years of nothing up
there. It’s |like throwing a rock
into a lake -- you' |l just sink.

M esha pulls away from Ben. She | eans away to get nore
di stance between them

M ESHA
Pl ease, don't be like this.

BEN
" mjust saying, you trust
everything they tell you about that
shi p? Do you even understand
gravitational tinme duration? O
sol ar sails?

M ESHA
| didn’t think you d act this way.
It was a bad idea to bring you
her e.
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M esha stands and starts towards the city, her broad steps
taki ng her further and further away from Ben.

He gets up to follow her. He jogs the first few steps to
cl ose the distance with her.

BEN
No, -- do not get on that ship.
Pl ease, do not get on that ship.
prom se you, there is nothing for
you up there except cold |lonely
not hi ngness.

M ESHA
Did you not just hear me? My
husband and child were killed on
the other side of that wall so we
could be on that ship together.
There’s no way in hell | am not
going to be on that ship when it
| eaves this awful fucking place.

BEN
| know, |I’mso sorry --

M ESHA
-- that’s enough Ben. Can you
pl ease just bring ne hone?

Ben stands there as M esha turns and wal ks towards the city.
H s eyes began to well up, and he bites down on his |ip.

He runs a hand through his hair, and paces back and forth.
H's lips purse as he swngs his leg back as far as it wl|l
reach and kicks the dirt up in the air.

He pulls at his collar, popping off the top button. He
smacks his face once with each hand, then w pes under each
eye, and follows after M esha.

MONTAGE - VARI QUS LOCATI ONS

A) EXT. DI RT ROAD - CONTINUOUS - Ben wal ks a coupl e steps
behi nd M esha, his head hung ow. Mesha stares off into the
di stance opposite of Ben. Behind themis the pitch bl ack
darkness of the remants of the checkpoint.

B) INT. TAXI - CONTINUOUS - Ben and Mesha sit so far apart
in the seat that they are al nbst huggi ng the door. Ben | ooks
over to M esha.

C) EXT. LIVERPOOL STREETS - CONTI NUQUS - Ben reaches out and

touches M esha’ s el bow, she spins around to face Ben, she
puts her hand out, her lips formthe word "stop"
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D) INT. M ESHA APARTMENT/ BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS - She lies on
her side, facing the window as the city lights pour in and
gently onto her face.

END OF MONTAGE
EXT. LI VERPOOL STREETS - CONTI NUQUS

Ben wal ks past several storefronts before stopping in front
of a window with a flyer posted fromthe inside.

On the flyer is the col ossal space ship the Wite Star Line
is launching. It |ooks Iike a m x between a submarine and a
grand oceanic cruise liner fixed wth solar sails on top of
it that are so |large the bottom border doesn’t even fit on

t he poster.

He places his hand up against the gl ass, covering the shinp.
He pushes his forehead against the glass. H's eyes close so
tight his entire face crinkles up around them

He slans his free hand against the window -- balled up in a
hamrer fist. He pushes hinself away fromthe gl ass.

He | ooks down the street, the long row of street lights
hovering there without any hardware attached, and he starts
to march back towards where he left M esha.

The march becones a slow jog. A beige colored sedan hovers
al ong side him Ben begins to run. The sedan keeps pace with
hi m

Bef ore Ben reaches the next street light, the window to the
sedan rolls down. A man with dark sungl asses and a dark hat
reaches out of the w ndow.

Ben | ooks over and in the nan's sl eeve he can see two snal
round circles staring at him

There is the whisper of a silenced gun going off, and the
man with the dark sungl asses and hat watches as Ben falls
face first into the cenent. The man | ooks back and sees hal f
of Ben’s head is m ssing.

The man’s sleeve is torn to shreads and burnt, revealing two
nmetal barrels wapped around his wist. He rolls the w ndow
up and drives off into the night.



12.

EXT. VWH TE STAR LI NE LAUNCH PAD - DAY

M esha wal ks towards the gigantic space ship that is al nost
| arge as the horizon. Shoulder to shoulder with a hundred
t housand others, all herded along a runway towards the ship.

She | ooks beyond the edges of the crowd, and she sees the
soldiers holding their rifles at their hips. She tries to
sl ow down, but the force of the crowd pushes her forward at
t heir pace.

A | oud voice boons out of the sky.

GREG (O S.)
Today, we conmmenorate this brave
trip, to the loving nmenory of ny
dear friend. The man who this
voyage coul d not have been
acconpl i shed wit hout.

In the sky, Ben's face is displayed on three story tal
proj ection screens.

GREG (O. S.) (CONT' D)
We | earned that late |ast night,
Benjam n Hal sey, ny lifelong friend
and our conpany’s CTO, had been
gunned down in the streets in an
act of random vi ol ence. W carry on
in his nenory.

M esha can’t take her eyes off the screen with Ben's face on
it. She shakes her head no, her hand covering her nouth as
her breaths begin to shake her chest.

She tries to | ower her shoul der to nove through the crowd,
but they carry her forward towards the | arge space ship in
t he di stance.

| NT. VWHI TE STAR LI NE | NTERCOM ROOM - CONTI NUCUS

Greg steps away fromthe intercomm crophone. He | ooks at
t he people shuffling in to his ship over a hundred feet

bel ow t hem and he sm | es.

He’s in a cranped, dark room

He turns around to a man wearing dark sungl asses and a dark
hat .

GREG
You saw t he woman down t here?

The man nods his head yes.
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Frominside Geg' s sleeve a burst of fire and snoke | et out
a silenced gunshot. The first shot goes through the man’s
gut, and the next through his head.

Greg presses another switch on the intercom system

GREG
Gound team this is HQ |I'm
sendi ng you reference i nages of a
M esha Tayl or. Make sure she is on
that ship when it |aunches.
Priority 1 objective.

G eg stares down as a pool of blood heads towards his shoes.
Then, he stares at the crowd of people being herded into his
shi p.

FADE OUT:



