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INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - DAY

The RATTLE of a train as it speeds down the track.

A cramped private room, blinds shut.

At the door stands AYLA LOH (30's), dark hair frames olive
eyes. She's lean and disciplined, her manner is controlled,
but still she's hesitant to push through, calculating her
next move.

Ayla relaxes into a practiced smile-

WHOOSH — the compartment door opens.

She steps out into:

INT. TRAIN CAR - DAY
Ayla walks towards the back of the car.

The train exudes comfort and style. The passengers, elegantly
dressed in their vacation finest, turn as Ayla approaches.
Her simple dark wardrobe and cool, tough, demeanor quiets
their excited conversations.

Ayla, hands pinned to her side, feels their lingering eyes.
She stares forward, reaches for the door to the next car-

WHOOSH - the compartment door opens:

INT. TRAIN DINING CAR - DAY

The dining car is empty save for a woman, AMBASSADOR RITU
CHAWLA (50), in a gorgeous colorful sari, chatting with the
MAITRE D at the bar.

Their conversation stalls as Ayla approaches.
Chawla's watchful eyes study Ayla, observing every detail.

MAITRE D
Good evening Miss Loh.

CHAWLA
Ayla, dear. It's about time you
emerged from that stuffy cabin.

AYLA
Thought a drink might calm the
nerves.



CHAWLA
You never forget your first time.
I'd kill to feel jitters again.

AYLA
I'll be happier once we're safely
in Torch Lake-
(To Maitre D)
A double.

The Maitre D, pours clear liquid in a glass, slides it to
Ayla. Chawla raises her nose in disgust.

CHAWLA
You'’'re headed out to the sticks.
Enjoy the luxury while you can.

She taps her own glass of wine.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
Another, please.

The Maitre D, PUNCTURES a wine cork with a long thin needle,
draws out the dark red liquid and fills Chawla's glass.

AYLA
I've never been one for luxury. I
didn't grow up with many-
(at Chawla's opulence)
—creature comforts.

CHAWLA
Then celebrate the occasion. How
long's it been since you've seen
your brother?

A flicker of emotion crosses Ayla...
She shakes it off.

AYLA
Thirty years.

A MELODIC CHIME sounds throughout the cabin.

ANNOUNCEMENT (0.C.)
Attention passengers, please brace
for entry.

Ayla quickly snatches a nearby railing, the Maitre D braces
himself. Chawla sips her wine, smirks at Ayla's caution.

CHAWLA
You really are green, aren't you.
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The MELODIC CHIME sounds again, the entire train SHUDDERS,
and for a brief second Chawla is lifted off her seat, before
landing back in place.

Glass still in hand, Chawla notes Ayla's own drink which has
spilled across the bar.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
First round is on me, but mind the
waste. I work very hard for every
single resource on this-

Chawla stops, suddenly short of breath. She coughs.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
I'm sorry- I uhh, just need some-

Chawla sways in her seat, drops the glass, it CRASHES to the
floor. Chawla stands, gasping for air.

Ayla moves to Chawla's side, steadies her.

MAITRE'D
Ma'am, are you alright? Ambassador?

AYLA
She's not breathing.

MAITRE'D
(worried)
She didn’t brace- she should have
known better. I'll grab the Doc.

AYLA
She can't wait-

The Maitre D hurries out.
Chawla WHEEZES painfully.

AYLA (CONT'D)
—-Ambassador. Try and take short
breaths. They may be painful, but
you'll be alright.

Chawla's hand opens and closes, her eyes flit to Ayla then
roll back in her head. Chawla falls from the seat, her hand
spasms at her side.

AYLA (CONT'D)
Shit...

Ayla lays Chawla flat on the floor, places an ear to her
chest, counting.
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Ayla reacts, moves behind the bar, searches through drawers-
cabinets- FOUND IT!

Ayla holds the long, thin, wine-needle, grabs a bottle of
clear liquor and hurries to Chawla.

Chawla's lips are blue. Gingerly, Ayla raises Chawla's arm
and pulls up her blouse exposing Chawla's ribcage.

Ayla pops the 1lid to the bottle.
Pours liquor over the needle.
Pours liquor on Chawla's ribs.
Counts five ribs down.

PLACES THE NEEDLE.

MAITRE'D
STOP. What are you doing?

The Maitre D stands in the doorway horrified.
MAITRE'D (CONT'D)
This is barbaric! You're going to
kill her.
Ayla eyes the strange medical device on the Maitre D's cart.

Doesn't see what she needs.

AYLA
She'll die if I do nothing.

MAITRE'D
I can’'t allow you to harm the
ambassador.

He hurries towards Ayla, who shifts. She wields the needle
towards him.

AYLA
It’'s you, or her?

Maitre D freezes, steps away, and watches in horror as-
Ayla RAMS the needle between Chawla's ribcage.

Pops the back off the tool.

The ESCAPING AIR HISSES.

Chawla inhales weakly, color slowly returns to her lips.



Ayla sits back, takes a swig from the bottle.

AYLA (CONT'D)
Next round is on you too.

A MELODIC CHIME sounds throughout the cabin.
ANNOUNCEMENT (O.C.)
Attention passengers, please enjoy
the scenic overlook.
The curtains to the train open.

Ayla takes the bottle, approaches the window.

The practiced smile fades, her brows furrow as she sees:

EXT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - SPACE - ESTABLISHING
The red-orange surface of MARS.

Pock-marked with craters, the planet's massive mirrors direct
sunlight towards a collection of DOMED TOWNS.

A silver network of tracks thread between domes.

A single track runs away from the cities. One hundred miles
from the shining domes rests a remote-town.

Nearby, a crater is surrounded by twelve massive towers,
flames erupt from their tops.

AYLA
(sotto)
Here we go...
Through the window, Ayla watches.
The SPACE STATION, visible above. Her "train", speeds towards
the surface along a nano-carbon tether.
EXT. EDGE OF CRATER - DAY
Drones zip above the red rocks, sand blasts up behind them.
They cross the expansive desert stopping at the cliff's edge.
Nearby, slumped against the rocks, is a body with a broken

oxygen mask.

Black boots appear on the horizon.



A man approaches, sheriff badge engraved on his black EVA
suit. He kneels, one hand on the body, and hangs his head.
INT. ARRIVALS STATION - DAY

Ayla steps from the shuttle, bag in hand. A single patron in
blankets watches as she moves through the sleepy station.

Ayla sits at a bench, across from her a poster demands that
Mars free itself from Earth's influence.

A countdown sign reads, "Terraforming Years Remaining: 198".

KAI (0.S.)

Hey sis... it's kinda weird isn't
it? That we're gonna see each
other, after all this time.

She watches a recording on her watch:

KAI LOH (30's), skinny, strong, black hair tied back. A few
strands draw attention to the dark rings around his eyes.

He's exhausted.

KAI (CONT'D)
I know we always talk about work
stuff, but you're a week away and
it finally feels real. I think
you'll like it here. Quiet,
spacious, plenty of bodies-

She taps her watch, tries to call Kai. INVALID SIGNAL.
She looks out the windows curiously.

KAI (CONT'D)
(smiling)
I'll fill you in when you land...
that's so weird to say. I never
thought I'd actually see you in
person, but it's finally happening.

Ayla, approaches the person on the bench.
AYLA
Hey, is there a shuttle or
something I can take?

No response.

AYLA (CONT'D)
I had a ride but- my comms are down-



She studies the unmoving figure, gaunt face, sunken eyes.
She steps closer.

AYLA (CONT'D)
You alright?

She kicks the person's feet, they slump over.

AYLA (CONT'D)
Damnit...

—— Ayla checks for a pulse- NONE.
-— She holds the man's hand in her own- COLD.
—— Pulls back his sleeve revealing track marks and bruises.

FOLKE (0.S.)
It is unfortunate-

Ayla spins, finds a thin man in a dusty suit.

FOLKE HOLMGREN (40's), he's tall, back straight, his
unnerving smile beams widely, excited at her presence.

He steps towards the body.

FOLKE (CONT'D)
May I?

Ayla aside. Folke checks the person's watch, nods sadly.

FOLKE (CONT'D)
Many of our youth are plagued by
this new illness.
(Turns to her)
You must be Ayla, the new

pathologist?
AYLA
I am... And you are?

He grins, his gray beard refined.

FOLKE
Folke Holmgren, but please call me
Folke. And this, unfortunate soul
was a prominent young engineer.
(offers his hand)
My, you certainly are getting off
to an exciting start.

She watches him curiously, shakes his hand.



AYLA
What happened to him?

FOLKE
Inevitability. We always find ways
to abuse the gifts we're given.

AYLA
It's in our nature.

FOLKE
(shrugs)
Have you been waiting long?

AYLA
I can't get a hold of my brother,
Kai Loh?

Folke's smile wavers.

FOLKE
Ah yes, the Young Deputy.

AYLA
Did he send you?

FOLKE

No, I'm here for him.

(points to body)
But, perhaps we can travel
together? And pardon my enthusiasm
Miss Ayla, but I'd be fascinated to
learn about your time on Earth.

(steps forward)
Please, allow me.

He grabs her duffle.

EXT. TORCH LAKE - DAY - ESTABLISHING

An endless stretch of HARSH RED DESERT. Pressed against the
mouth of a deep crater lies TORCH LAKE.

Sunlight glints off the splintered shell of a LARGE DOME. A
grim reminder of the planet's unforgiving conditions.

The Mining Colony, separated into quadrants, its habitats
old, aged under layers of dark red dust.

A sand-worn rover speeds into town.



INT/EXT. ROVER - DAY

Folke drives, Ayla beside him, body bag in the back.

AYLA
Can you breathe without a mask?
FOLKE
These the rumors on Earth, eh?
(grins)

No, not yet. We do have some fresh
in lower pockets, but we're still
far from a complete terraform.

Ayla looks out, admiring the vast desert.

AYLA
Does that make it tough?

FOLKE
It's the only life I've known.

AYLA
Still can be tough.

FOLKE
Perhaps, but as a facilities
engineer, I do what I can to ensure
everyone has plenty of air.

AYLA
Isn't that process automated?

FOLKE
Torch Lake's infrastructure has
been... finicky since the collapse.

She glances to the body bag.

AYLA
Not just the facilities I gather?

Folke shrugs unconcerned.

FOLKE
You're no stranger to death either?
(thinks)
On Earth, how is it- what's it like
living around so many people?

Domes vent small PUFFS of THICK YELLOW GAS into the air,
vegetation barely visible behind as they pass.

the



AYLA
Being lost in a sea of people can
feel surprisingly lonely. The brush
of shoulders, the shuffle of feet-
it becomes white noise.

FOLKE
Plenty of lonely on Mars too. But
here you'll at least have family.

They pass dusty signs: LIVESTOCK, TERRA, MEDICAL.
Ayla looks to her watch: NO SIGNAL.

AYLA
Still nothing from Kai.

He points to the sky.

FOLKE
Different satellites. I'll have an
uplink sent to your room.

The Rover CRUNCHES to a stop at:

EXT. MEDICAL CENTER - DAY

A two-story geometric habitat, formed of detachable
creates a small hospital with red sand piled at its

AYLA
He should at least know I'm not at
the station anymore.

FOLKE
Of course. Help me unload our
passenger, and I'll call him.

10.

units,
base.

Folke steps from the vehicle. Ayla follows, her oxygen mask

releases small cold puffs of air.

AYLA
It's smaller than I thought.

FOLKE
Most problems can be handled at
home. If the Medi-Doc can't help,
it's probably too late for the
clinic.
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INT. MEDICAL CENTER - DAY

Lights flick on as they move through the building. Its simple
design is cold and metallic, function over comfort.

They pass complex imaging machines, ventilators, unopened
boxes of gear, and disorganized supplies strewn about.

Cold air escapes a freezer as Folke deposits the body.

AYLA
So were you born in Torch?

FOLKE
Was born in New Biblis. Moved here
after the collapse.

AYLA
Usually people prefer to move away
after a disaster.

FOLKE
There's a lot of opportunity in
towns that need repair.

AYLA
You're a profiteer then?

FOLKE

I've made good money, sure, but
I've also come to appreciate the
people here-

(looks around)
Unusual. Doctor Carter was supposed
to meet us. He's not one to miss an
appointment.

Ayla sets her bag next to a futuristic ultrasound, she
exposes the analog tools.

FOLKE (CONT'D)
Are those... mechanical tools?

AYLA
We should appreciate our
advancements, but not rely on them.

FOLKE
That some Earth sentiment?

AYLA
Something my mom used to say.
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FOLKE
The collapse, might have set us
back, but we aren't primitive.
(glances around)
Perhaps Carter is in the back?

Ayla swallows her frustration.

FOLKE (CONT'D)
-Ah yes, the deputy?

AYLA
Would you mind?

Folke dials a number. NO ANSWER. Shrugs.
AYLA (CONT'D)
Fine, if he's too busy for me,
let's finish the tour. Figure out
what Doctor Carter's working on.

She moves towards the back. A sign reads: MORGUE.

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - MORGUE - CONTINUOUS
A MECHANICAL HUM reverberates throughout the room.

A lone steel examination table rests in the center of the
room. Upon it, A SINGLE BLACK BODY BAG.

AYLA
Seal is unbroken, must be fresh.

Folke frowns.

FOLKE
We should run this by Doctor Carter-

AYLA
-Calm down, I'm just taking a look.

She opens the bag. A skinny young man, black hair, it's KAI.
Her stomach drops.

AYLA (CONT'D)
Kai-

Folke moves closer. Ayla steps away.

FOLKE
Goodness.
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AYLA
Folke... this is a joke right?

She looks at Kai's gaunt face.

AYLA (CONT'D)
What's happening?

FOLKE
I don't know. I can call Doctor-

AYLA
-I don't give a shit about Carter!
What happened to my brother?

She leans on the cold exam table, closes her eyes.

EXT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - DAY

A large U-shaped estate. At its center, a courtyard, filled
with the skeletons of trees and fountains dried long ago,
BURIED IN SAND. Large doors buffet the elements outside.

Ayla stands alone, picks at the seam of her pants, bag by her
side. Confused, heartbroken, she looks to the stars.

Somewhere, one of them is Earth.

She finds her resolve, and relaxes into a practiced smile.

INT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - GUEST HALL - DAY

The estate is large and warm. Emblems of the United Nations
adorn the walls near paintings of lost empires. The
furniture, a rich-leather of extinct cattle.

Ayla moves through the long, clean corridor. Her boots leave
dirt-red prints behind her.

She pauses at a table with a scale-model of Torch Lake and
the town it could have been. A bright-green habitat inside a
large shining dome.

Twelve towers surround the town, BRIGHT FLAMES FLICKER from
their tops.

She reaches forward, feeling- HEAT.

CHAWLA'S VOICE (0.S.)
The real ones are much hotter.

Ayla turns to find:
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Ambassador Chawla, who's not only better, but filthy, her
once colorful saree is covered in soot and red dust.

Chawla steps forward, a sad smile on her face

AYLA
Are you feeling alright? They
carted you off so fast.

CHAWLA
And they repaired the damage
equally as fast. I'm just sorry I
wasn't here to help you settle,
there was a situation in the mines
which required my attention.

Ayla traces the scale-model, drawn to the mines.

AYLA
They didn't give you time to rest?

CHAWLA
Strikes and dissent wait for no
woman. While merely a glorified
mayor in a town people wish to
forget, I am still responsible for
getting everyone back to work.

AYLA
Who wants to forget this place?

CHAWLA
After the collapse, Torch Lake has
been a blot on Mar's idyllic image.

AYLA
Isn't it pivotal for terraforming?

CHAWLA
Which is why we haven't been
entirely disregarded. I need to
find a way to prove that I'm-

Ayla isn't listening-
Chawla places a comforting hand on her shoulder.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
Dear- I only just found out. How
are you feeling?

AYLA
We spoke last night. He was fine.
Do you know what happened?
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Chawla frowns, beckons for Ayla to follow.

CHAWLA
The details are still coming in,
but a drone found him on the
outskirts of town. He had run out
of oxygen.

AYLA
What else? Why was he out there?

CHAWLA
I don't know.

AYLA
It doesn't make any sense.

CHAWLA
Carbon dioxide poisoning is an
unfortunate risk for everyone
living in our evolving atmosphere.

Ayla struggles to hide her anger.

AYLA
Things were supposed to get better
here.

INT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - AYLA'S ROOM

The room is cramped, Ayla's bag on the bed, still packed,
ready to escape if necessary.

She removes her EVA jacket, reveals an old burn scar that
runs from shoulder to elbow.

At the desk, a message from Kai plays:

KAI (MESSAGE)
It's like we're pen-pals feel, but-
you know, family. We can finally
get those matching tattoos-

Ayla moves to the window.

KAI (CONT'D)
-Pick a nice patch of dirt for the
family cemetery, we could bring
back Ch'usok. Stop putting dead
bodies in storage- Ayla the bodies
in long-term storage stretch on
forever. Centuries of colonists,
preserved... 1it's weird.
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A storm shield obscures her view of Torch Lake. She adjusts
it and watches as drones zip from the crater to the town.

The massive terraforming towers burn bright in the distance.

KAI (CONT'D)
Speaking of weird, I haven't told
him you were coming. Wasn't sure
what to say, so I said nothing,
but... I'll figure something out.

More bad news. She rests her head against the cold window.

INT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - PARLOR - NIGHT
Ayla paces the room, admires photos of Torch Lake's infancy.

Chawla lounges nearby, clean, relaxed, and elegant before the
large fireplace, its white heat pulsates through the room.

CHAWLA
The best perk of terraforming a new
planet is an untapped supply of
natural gas and no heating bills.

Ayla studies a photo, "Igniting the Torch", a single
terraforming tower burns brightly.

AYLA
You've come a long way since the
colonies.

CHAWLA

Three Hundred years and countless
lives later. We're still nowhere
close to finished...

(smiles)
But the air is less poisonous than
it was, so that's something.

AYLA
Clearly it's not enough.

CHAWLA

Hardships are an unfortunate part
of this enterprise. While Earth
struggles to sustain life, we
struggle to start it.

(shrugs)
The cycle does not stop just
because we want it to.

Ayla turns to Chawla.
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AYLA
How could Kai have died from atmo-
poisoning? It's too simple.

CHAWLA
I'm not sure I follow.

AYLA
It's the basic principle of living
on Mars. Mask up or die.

CHAWLA
After the dome collapsed, we had to
adjust. I nearly suffocated once a
week. It was probably an accident.

AYLA
Kai used to say, "It only takes one
mistake, one time, and you're
done". He's too smart for this.

CHAWLA
Everyone here, including yourself,
is smart. We've been chosen to
forge the new world because we're
the very best, and yet, accidents
still happen.

Ayla's shoulders sag, out of energy to think.

AYLA
I knew Kal on camera. I'll never
know who he was when it was off.

Chawla sets her drink down.

CHAWLA
Your brother was an ambitious and
persistent lawman. Not the most
popular at times, but dedicated and
excellent at controlling the peace.

A picture, “The Founders of Torch Lake”. Thirty colonists,
their families, and the shining dome behind.

AYLA
Why do you think he wasn't popular?

CHAWLA
There are those who believe Mars
would be better without Earth's
interference. Your brother was
proud of being from Earth, he wore
it like a badge.
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AYLA
Do you think Kai had anyone who
wanted to hurt him?

CHAWLA
I wouldn't know anything about
that. You could ask the Sheriff.

AYLA
(glowers)
I'd rather not...

CHAWLA
Ahh yes, I forgot about that. But-
please let me know if there's
anything else I can do to help.

AYLA
(stands)
I need some air.
Chawla flashes a cheshire grin.

CHAWLA
On the wrong planet for that.

AYLA
Point me to a drink then?

Chawla taps her watch, Ayla's wrist PINGS and a map opens.
CHAWLA
Do be careful, dear.
EXT. MARKET - NIGHT

A NARROW ALLEY of shipping containers, converted living
spaces, and DIVE BARS, stacked one atop the other.

PATRONS wear EVA SUITS and more casual manners of attire,
move through the space, disappearing behind closed doors.

A PAIR OF MEN stumble down the street into:

INT. DISTILLED PINT - NIGHT

A sleepy bar, red sand across the floors, SOLO DRINKERS
scattered about. The pair of men, SLASH and CORDY, are large,
exhausted, and thirsty.

SLASH
Hossta, we need si pods-
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CORDY
—and a pour each.

The WEATHER-WORN BARTENDER obliges, returns with two bottles
and four pods, capsules filled with foggy vapor.

The men CRACK pods on the table and inhale deeply.

Ayla at a nearby table, lost in thought, picks at the seam of
her pants. The message from Kai plays-

KAI (0.S.)

You'll like it in Torch. It's not a
thriving city or anything, but it
has its charms.

She sighs, takes a deep drink.

CORDY (O.S.)
Ey, girl.

Cordy waves to Ayla.

KAT
Since your job is handled on Earth,
I'll show you what I've been up to-

CORDY
-Ey girly with them sour look. Come
let we put a smile on ya.

Ayla turns annoyed.

SLASH
She like your proposition, eh.

Ayla studies the men, their dust red boots, rigging belts,
and calloused hands.

She grabs her drink and approaches.
AYLA

Was gonna say piss off, but you
look like you've had a hard day.

CORDY
Indeed, was hard, but they all are.
I don't recognize ye... you a

scientist then?

AYLA
I'm just- thirsty.
(to bartender)
Ma'am, another round please.



CORDY
Ahh, yous an Eartha, eh?

AYLA
And you're dusters, right? You work
in the mines?

SLASH
Not much else for work on this rock-

The bartender places three bottles on the bar.

CORDY
Don't see many of your kind...
'Cept that coppa, ya.

AYLA
You know the deputy?

CORDY
That the young one or the old one?

SLASH
The shé& bi who always poking us at
work, won't leave us be?

CORDY
Eh, forget him. We've got good
drink, and he ain't here, but I am.

The words hit, Ayla grips her drink.

AYLA
What do you mean he poked you at
work? Did you deserve it?

SLASH
You're bad at flirting.

CORDY
Nah, she got the fire in her eyes.
She ain't tryna have fun.

Cordy CRACKS his second pod. Inhales deeply.
PUPILS MASSIVE. He stands, towering over Ayla.

CORDY (CONT'D)
Lots of dusters don't like law-men.
You thinking we the ones who put
him down?

AYLA
Is that what you're saying?

20.
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SLASH
Look, we stay away from that sha
bi, ya. If you starting trouble,
you just stay away from us too-

Slash looks to Cordy, who doesn't back down.
Ayla tenses, grips her drink tightly.

AYLA
Are you gonna answer the question?

CORDY
-We owe you nothing. Don't think
you superior to we cause yous got
blue blood in them veins.

The Bartender RAPS the counter.

BARTENDER
Alrighty everyone, that's enough.

CORDY
Nah hossta, she a big girly. Can
speak for herself.
(to Ayla)
Now tell me, sweet. You want to be
mad at me? I'm ready.
Ayla's face hardens.

SLASH
Shit-

Gripping her drink, she swings-

Cordy steps aside, quick as lightning, dodging her attack.
Ayla's drink CRASHES into Slash's face with a dull THUNK.

Ayla, off balance, stumbles. Cordy catches her, leans in.

CORDY
Your fire shouldn't be aimed at us.

He pushes her back, knocks the bottle from her hand - CRASH.
The warm CRACKLE OF LIGHTNING snaps nearby.

JIN (0.S.)
Cordy- that's enough.

Cordy finds an older man, gray hair cropped short, SHERIFF
BADGE on his black EVA suit, cattle prod CRACKLING in hand.
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This is SHERIFF JIN LOH (55). He's calm, unmoving, eyes
narrowed, assessing the room.

AYLA
I don't need your help.

JIN
This ain't about you.

His eyes never leave the men.

SLASH
We didn't do nothing! She hit us.

CORDY
He knows, but he just don't care
bout our people like he pretend to.
Cordy eyes the Sheriff, spits on the floor.
CORDY (CONT'D)
Not trying to dance for some
Eartha. Not many of you left, eh?

He smirks and moves past.

Ayla snatches his wrist. Cordy turns surprised, as she knees
him in the crotch and SLAMS his face into the bar.

Jin eyes Ayla curiously, looks at the men on the floor. The
cattle prod SNAPS off.

JIN
What are you doing here?

AYLA
I'm here for Kai.

A flicker of hurt in the Sheriff's eyes.

JIN
Go back.

AYLA
Your son just died and you still
want me gone?
Jin winces, looks around, all eyes on him.

He turns to the door.

JIN
Let's not talk here.
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AYLA
Let's not talk at all.

She storms past the Sheriff and out the bar.

EXT. MARKET - NIGHT
Ayla moves quickly past the stalls.

She turns down an alley and into the darkness.

MARKET ALLEY
Ayla stands in the dark, her hand shakes over her mask.

AYLA (SOTTO)
You've done everything on your own-

She removes the mask and inhales.

Each RATTLING BREATH a reminder of her loss.

CLOSE ON Ayla's face. Purple striations of atmospheric
poisoning creep into the whites of her eyes.

Her breath grating. Her eyes well with tears that won't fall.
The pain severe. She puts the mask on, INHALES DEEPLY.

AYLA (CONT'D)
-you'll do this alone too.

Her eyes harden, determined.

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - DAY

Ayla, unpacks boxes of equipment. The space has been cleaned
and drastically reorganized. She's been here for hours.

CLYDE CARTER (40's), a short rosy-cheeked man, enters, takes
in the room.

CARTER
Hey-- Excuse me, stop. What are you
doing to my office?

He grabs an empty box, scoops equipment into it.



CARTER (CONT'D)
There was a system! I had a system.
Everything was exactly where it was
supposed to be--

He pauses, unsure what to do.

AYLA
I'll teach you a better system.

CARTER
Why are you doing this- What are
you doing here?

Ayla stands, stretches, and offers her hand.

AYLA
Ayla Loh. You hired me.

CARTER
You're early...

AYLA
You're late. Doctor Carter, I left
you messages, I need-

CARTER
You're the deputy's sister.

AYLA

CARTER
Oh no, but he's-

AYLA
-dead. I know. Which is why I need
your help.

Carter is flustered. Ayla steps forward.

AYLA (CONT'D)
-Doctor Carter, I want to perform
the autopsy.

CARTER
Just wait, I'll call the capital
and they'll send a representative.

AYLA
-T can't wait.

Off her look.



25.

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - MORGUE - DAY

The autopsy table lit with LEDs. Kai's body lies on the slab,
his chest open, Ayla hovers over him with the scalpel.

She removes a kidney, she's rigid, her face wiped of emotion.

Ayla hands Kai's organ to Carter, who's still nervous.

AYLA
It's what you hired me to do.

Carter scans the kidney, a tablet BEEPS, stats appear.

CARTER
Is it even ethical?

AYLA
Computers generalize and people
lie. T won't wait for either.

CARTER
Fourteen-four-two grams, H.U. Seven-
hundred, brushite's a little low,
but otherwise everything's normal.

Ayla crunches the numbers in her head.

CARTER (CONT'D)
Auto-docs and body scans are
incredibly accurate, which is
precisely why pathology is an
outdated specialty. I don't
understand why your brother, rest
his soul, pressured me to create
the position.

He dumps the kidney in a freeze-lock bag, it seals shut.

AYLA
Determining cause of death, means I
can help prevent similar cases.
People don't need to keep dying.

CARTER
Death is one thing we all accept.
It's why we preserve the dead in
long-term storage, to remember
their sacrifice.

AYLA
Can show me where they're stored?
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CARTER
Of course, but- why?

Ayla removes the other kidney, rubs her thumb across it, a
blue-silver shine appears under the light.

AYLA
I'd like to work through the back
log, familiarize myself with any
similar death.

Carter nods, inspects Kai.

CARTER
It might not have killed him, but
the patient has a history of Ichor
use. It may have been a factor.

AYLA
(unfamiliar)
Ichor?

CARTER
Ichor Venting. These tracks on his
arms, the constrained esophagus-

Carter accepts the kidney.
AYLA
(matter of fact)

I've seen this before, at the
station. But- Kai wasn't a junkie.

As looks at her brother, his sunken cheeks, bruised throat,
black welts on his arms... her confidence waivers.

She only knew what he showed her.

INT. AYLA'S ROOM - DAY

Ayla, hunched over her desk, coffee steams beside her. On her
monitor she pulls up the TORCH LAKE ARCHIVES.

—— Researches KAI LOH, educational accolades, an article on
his upcoming promotion, plenty on the Sheriff of Torch Lake.

—- Researches ICHOR VENTING. Pictures of drug abusers, mostly
young, photos of blood transfusions (out of context).

-— Researches cases of EBULLISM (atmospheric poisoning).
Positive cases from old articles, but fewer in domed towns.

—— Pauses on track marks similar to Kai's.
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INT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - DAY
Ayla hurries from the room, nearly crashes into Chawla.

CHAWLA
No need to rush dear. This town
doesn't move nearly as quick.

AYLA
Sorry- working on something.

Chawla goes in for a HUG and sobs softly. Awkward for Ayla.

CHAWLA
You don't need to apologize. We
should have seen the signs.

AYLA
Carter told you?

CHAWLA
No one should ever see their family
like that.

AYLA
Our relationship was distant. It
was almost like he was a stranger.

CHAWLA
Almost, but he wasn't-

Chawla releases her bear hug and dabs her eyes.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
I'm sorry for my...posture. Most
wouldn't bat an eye at another
death, but I just can't help
feeling for every soul working
towards our future.

Ayla frees herself from the grip, turns towards the door, but
suddenly dizzy, she leans against the wall.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
Dear?

AYLA
I'm alright. Just moved too quick.

CHAWLA
Would you let the Sheriff handle
this? I'm certain there is no
matter more pressing to him.
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AYLA
If it's his family, I'm sure he'll
find something more pressing.

More to herself than Chawla.

AYLA (CONT'D)
I'll let you know what I find.

She hurries off.

INT. TORCH MANAGEMENT - DAY
A SLEEPY BULLPEN of employees, moving through the motions.

Through plexiglass walls, a large office is visible at the
end of the hall.

FOLKE (0.S.)
Miss Ayla, you're gonna have to
find someone else.

INT. FOLKE'S OFFICE - SAME TIME

On the desk, a digital map of Torch Lake with various
habitats 1lit by blue, yellow, and red lights.

The areas around the mines and crater are mostly red.

FOLKE
(stressed)
I'm sorry, but I don't have time to
play tour guide today.

Ayla paces in the corner.

AYLA
It's important to me.

FOLKE
And what's happening in the mines
is important to everyone else.

AYLA
There's something I'm not seeing.

FOLKE
You performed the autopsy and
scoured the archives, right? If
you're not seeing something, it
probably isn't there.
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AYLA
Show me Kai's place.

FOLKE
You don't have the clearance.

AYLA
-I'm his sister. What more
clearance do I need?

He ignores her, returns to his work.
Ayla, studies the map, tries to appeal to Folke.

AYLA (CONT'D)
What's happening in the mines?

FOLKE
Interference with our drone ops.
(traces the map)
Early colonies lived underground
before the domes were complete.
Now, the tunnels are hideouts for
dissenters with a bone to pick.

AYLA
Has this happened before?

He looks up from his monitor.

FOLKE
Please, can we do this another time-

Ayla glances into the bullpen.

AYLA
Who else can I talk to about Kai?

FOLKE

Contrary to what you may believe, I
don't know everything about
everybody. The Deputy wasn't an
open book and we weren't friends.

(softens)
If you want access to his
apartment, speak with the Sheriff.

Ayla sighs, watches Folke's map, as small RED LIGHTS flash.
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INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY

The RED LIGHT above a cell flicks off, the locked door slides
open. A young woman stumbles from the holding cell, MINDY YU
(20's), pink hair tussled from a bad night's sleep.

JIN
Mindy, yous can't spend your
evenings wandering out that far. I
may not be there to help next time.

Hungover, Mindy saunters past the Sheriff.
MINDY
Fine by me. I'll find it eventually-
(Ayla enters)
-Move.

Ayla steps aside as Mindy exits. She lingers in the doorway.

JIN

Thought you didn't wanna talk.
AYLA

I don't... but-

Jin takes a seat at his desk, resumes work.

JIN
-But you need something?

A red blip appears on Jin's coms, URGENT. He swipes it away.

Ayla takes in the station; a few souvenirs, medals, photos,
an early-Earth-model polaroid camera.

AYLA
I want to search Kai's place, look
for a lead or something.

JIN
I've already been through his
place. There's nothing there.

AYLA
Maybe you weren't looking for the
right thing.

JIN
Ayla, I can't have you interfere
with the investigation.

AYLA
If you could just give me his key.
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JIN
No.

The Sheriff flips through security photos, damaged tech, an
explosion, injury reports, a LARGE CLOAKED FIGURE in shadow.

Ayla turns to leave, hand on the door, pauses.
AYLA
Everything says Kai killed himself,
but I don't believe it. Kai had too
much to live for, people to help. I
need to find out what happened.

JIN
Are you going to be difficult?

AYLA
If you'd have bothered to get to
know me, you'd know I always am.

Jin watches his daughter, a stranger, walk out the door.

The URGENT com appears again.

INT. COMMUNITY LOFTS - DAY

Ayla enters a retrofitted apartment. An early habitat in
desperate need of repairs.

The hallways are filthy, NOISY, crowded. Scientists live
alongside blue collar neighbors, tension palpable. The shouts
of various languages fill the air.

On every wall, Ayla passes safety notices, Anti-Earth
propaganda, and "Life After the Collapse" support groups.

She tries to open door #204- LOCKED. She KNOCKS on door #206.

The door cracks. A old woman peers out at Ayla's warm smile.

INT. KAI'S LOFT - DAY

The room is shitty and dark, with a small cook stove and desk
littered in early-Earth memorabilia: Physical books, board
games, a jar of coffee beans, and much more.

The only window BANGS OPEN. Ayla awkwardly pulls herself
through, and falls to the floor.

She takes in the room.
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She studies a sealed jar of sand and ocean water.
AYLA
You really kept everything. Dirty,
old, broken, you didn't care.
A digital picture frame on the wall flashes photos of

gorgeous landscapes, Kai with a friend at a terra tower, Ayla
at her white-coat graduation.

Ayla, moves quickly. Checks his closet and drawers. Nothing.
Digs through the medicine cabinet. Nothing.

AYLA (CONT'D)
Where are you hiding it?

Ayla moves to leave, pauses, glances at the picture frame.

She pulls it off the wall, flips it over, and finds a hidden
digital strip. She removes the strip, uploads it to her com.

ACCESS KEY ACCEPTED.

Ayla takes in the room once more, disappointed.

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - DAY

Ayla and Carter stand over pictures of Ichor victims. Coffee
steams besides them.

CARTER
What were you hoping to find?

AYLA
-Something to validate all of this.

CARTER
Nothing malicious is a good thing.

AYLA
I mean- yes, but I also didn't find
anything that suggested drug use.
Now, I'm just confused.

Carter realizes her mistake.

CARTER
This doesn't help, but I suspect
you were looking in the wrong place
(off her confusion)
Ichor isn't a normal drug.
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EXT. MARKET - SHADY ALLEY - DAY
A haze fills the streets, shop owners mill about.

CARTER (0.S.)
Our atmosphere, consist mostly of
carbon dioxide-

Ayla passes stalls to find a rusty shipping container.

CARTER (0.S.) (CONT'D)
-Someone figured out, if they could
flush the blood with toxic levels
of oxygen, it gives a lasting high.

AYLA (0.S.)
How can someone's blood get that
oxygen rich without killing them?

CARTER (0.S.)
We're on a planet filled with
scientists, some of the brightest.

She reaches her hand towards the container door, opens it:

INT. SHIPPING CONTAINER - DAY

Sunlight lights the container, Ayla finds a couple with
hallowed eyes and bruised arms, hooked up to large vacuums
SWIRLING WITH BLOOD.

INT. FOLKE'S OFFICE - DAY

Chawla sits at Folke's desk, studies a view of mining
operations. A stressed Folke, pours over charts and data.

CHAWLA
Operations can't delay any longer.

FOLKE
We're doing everything we can with
harming anyone, which we risk if we
send in more drones.

Chawla rubs her temples.

CHAWLA
If this ore doesn't ship, we don't
eat, and without the dome, we won't
last long. Right now, this shipment
is more valuable than protestors.
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FOLKE
And what of our own labor force?

Her shoulders sag with the weight of the decision.

CHAWLA
Send in the drones.

FOLKE
Ambassador-

CHAWLA
I know the cost Folke, but if the
miners want to stay down there,
they do so at their own risk.

Off Folke's disappointment.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY

The cell is packed with dust covered protesters. Jin tosses
man into the cell, it's Slash.

SLASH
Shereef. Come now. You can't lock
me in here.

JIN
Just holding you, til you get a
cooler head. Stop making problems.

SLASH
Them promise equal lives yet we in
the mines while they up here, safe,
with full bellies.

JIN
I hear you, I do, but remember what
happened last time, yea? You strike
and then replace you with someone
else. Your efforts don't matter.

SLASH
Then help me.

JIN
I am helping you.

Jin presses mute, silencing the cells. Slash pounds a fist,
then slumps against the wall.

Jin takes a moment to himself, eyes closed.
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JIN (CONT'D)
Everywhere I look. More trouble.

Opens his eyes, turns to Ayla, who leans against his desk.

JIN (CONT'D)
Kai dealt with all this before but-
well, it's my job now.

She holds a photo of Jin as a younger man; he stands on an
observation deck, the vast expanse of Mars behind him.

On Jin's shoulders sits six year old Kai, beside him, a stern
looking woman with a baby swaddled in her arms.

AYLA
I'm just looking for answers.

Jin approaches Ayla.

JIN
Kai resented not growing up with
you and your mother. Wishes she had
taken you both.

AYLA
Maybe he'd still be alive, then.

Jin takes the hit, watches her quietly, accepts her anger.
Ayla points to the baby, dressed in ceremonial gown and hat.

AYLA (CONT'D)
What am I wearing?

JIN
It was your Dol-
(Ayla shakes her head)
An ancient custom my parents taught
me. A celebration on the child's
first birthday for surviving- Your
mother never told you?

AYLA
She never really spoke about you.

JIN
Your mother hated my traditions,
called them outdated. But being
somewhere new, I thought we needed
something to ground us.

AYLA
Why didn't you just leave with her?



JIN
I couldn't. I wanted to but-
I wish she had stayed.

It's hard for Ayla to open up... especially to Jin.
AYLA
-I found an Ichor container... You

don't believe Kai would do that?

JIN
When he was little, him and some
friends stole a month of rocket
fuel, rigged it to a rover, and
tried to jump part of the crater.

AYLA
You're joking... right?

JIN
They were young and dumb. Accidents
happen, but one of them died-

A beat. Jin, stoic, takes the photo, sets it down.

JIN (CONT'D)
Living here, you'll learn every day
earned. Kai never forgave himself.

Ayla moves to Kai's desk.

AYLA
He was grieving.

JIN
He wanted a way out.
(looks towards the cells)
Same as them miners. Same as every
one who comes to Torch and learns
paradise ain't perfect.

Ayla hardens, scans the desk.

AYLA
What was Kai working on?

JIN
You doing my Jjob now?

AYLA
Don't you care what happened?

36.
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We already know what happened.

37.

The

evidence- Your autopsy tells it.

AYLA

And I don't trust it. I need more.

Was he working with anyone?

JIN
Ayla, please. Just let it go.

AYLA
What do you mean let it go??
(the audacity)

Kai was always a call away when I
needed him. He was the only family
who cared about me, and I won't let

you act like he didn't matter.

Jin stands, frustrated, dons his EVA jacket and helmet.

AYLA (CONT'D)

Oh, classic Jin. Leave, when your

family needs you most.

He can't turn to face her, the hurt rushing in.

JIN
Mindy-

AYLA
What?

JIN

She's a horticulturist who recently
lost her husband... If you want to

help someone, help her.

He hurries out the door.

EXT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The door SLAMS behind Jin.

He pauses outside, reaches for the wall,
Jin glances back towards his daughter...

She is actually here, with him.

steadying himself.
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EXT. HORTICULTURE HABITAT - DAY

Reflective panels direct sunlight towards greenhouses. Carbon
filters release yellows gas into the air.

Construction on a new habitat takes place nearby.

Scientists move between buildings. As Ayla strides past, she
sways dizzy, her legs jelly, she stumbles to the red dirt.

Her breathing tight, she checks her mask, it's working. She
looks around embarrassed, no one noticed.

Ayla dusts herself off and continues to the habitat.

INT. HORTICULTURE OFFICE - DAY
Scientists shift about, check vegetation, and record data.

Forklifts rush by with pallets of fresh crops. Drones toss
crops into dehydrators.

Ayla approaches a woman cataloguing snap peas.

AYLA
Excuse me, I'm trying to find-

SNAP PEA FARMER

(rehearsed)
-This isn't a food bank, so
whatever you need, we don't have
it. Your presence here could lead
to contamination and depletion of
existing crops.

(to Ayla)
Do you want to be the asshole that
everyone blames when we starve? Or
worse, that we have to send to New
Biblis to ask for another handout?

Snap Pea Farmer resumes cataloging her inventory.

AYLA
I'm just looking for-

SNAP PEA FARMER
Lady, I'm not an information desk.

Ayla presses deeper into the compound, passes rows of
potatoes, chili peppers, kale, fixates on stalks of corn.

Growing in neat little rows, she approaches, curious.
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AYLA
No way this is actual corn?

A pink head of hair appears between the stalks. It's Mindy,
the woman from the Sheriff's cell, with bags under her eyes
and a killer hangover, she watches Ayla.

MINDY
Corn was one of the few crops that
adapted quickly to the planet's
soil. With one small change-

Mindy breaks an ear of corn and shucks back the husk. The
kernels are blue, and rather than individual seeds, its
layered around the cob like disks.

MINDY (CONT'D)
—--Something in it's evolution
needed rings I guess?

AYLA
Does it taste the same?

MINDY
Not sure what it used to taste
like, but it's good. We use it in
like everything.

AYLA
We did too, before the soil became
too toxic.

MINDY
Far out, you're from Earth? Me too,
but we moved here when I was a
baby. I don't get to meet too many
blue-blooders any more.

Ayla nods, voice caught in her throat. She wavers, breath
short and choppy, she throws out a hand for support-

Mindy catches her. Ayla finds her oxygen mask, inhales.

MINDY (CONT'D)
First time in the hab then?

AYLA
Must be something in the air.

MINDY
It's the extra CO02. Just keep the
mask on if you're feeling woozy.
(playful)
No need to asphyxiate indoors.



Ayla flinches. Shifts.

AYLA
Why were you at the Sheriff's?

MINDY
Had a hard night and a less than
pleasant morning-
(Ayla waits)
I'm not there often if that's what
you're asking.

AYLA
He said you lost your husband... If
you don't mind, what happened?

Ayla takes another deep inhale.

MINDY
They sharing tales of the weeping
widow in your welcome packet?

AYLA
Nothing like that. I uh- I just
lost someone too.

MINDY
Oh, sorry. Losing someone is never
fair, and always happens too soon.

AYLA
Or it's under suspicious conditions-

MINDY
I'm not sure I follow?

AYLA
How'd he die?

Mindy's shoulders sag, she absently wrings the corn cob.

MINDY
Zhang was an engineer at terra-
tower four and apparently there was
a broken airlock. Officially, he
died of atmo-poisoning.

AYLA
And unofficially?

MINDY
The oxygen alarm was coincidentally
broken, so I'd guess he trusted the
wrong people.

40.



AYLA
(intrigued)
Do you know what he was working on?

MINDY
No, but he and the deputy were
close... and look how that worked

out for him.

AYLA
Wait, he knew Kai? Were they-

She pauses, her eyes glisten.

MINDY
You alright?

AYLA
I'm sorry- I don't know why-
(clears her throat)
That seems connected, right?

Mindy watches, patiently.

MINDY
When did you lose your person?

AYLA
...yesterday.

MINDY
(lowers her voice)
Oh... the deputy? Was he-

AYLA
-my brother. He's gone before I got
the chance to know him.

MINDY
Zhang died over a year ago, and I
don't know if they're connected,
but I can tell you, towards the
end, Zhang was scared.

AYLA
Of what?

MINDY
He never said, but I could tell it
worried him, and whatever it was,
Deputy Loh pushed him towards it.

41.
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MINDY (CONT'D)
Wherever you're going with this, be
careful, okay? Your brother hurt a
lot of people.

AYLA
You're confused. Maybe the Sheriff,
but my brother- he wouldn't hurt-
MINDY
The Sheriff is a saint, people love
him, but the Deputy was dangerous.
Ayla is already backing out of the hab.
She reels. This can't be true. The room spins as she rushes
towards the door. She needs--

INT. KAI'S LOFT - DAY

Ayla SPLASHES icy-cold water onto her face, looks in the
mirror, she's back in Kai's apartment.

The room has been torn apart; closet emptied, bed sideways.
Ayla lets the water run down her face, soaking her jacket.

—- She sits at the desk, a half empty bottle of liquor nearby

—— The picture frame from the wall is disassembled. Ayla
stares at the data strip. She uploads it to Kai's computer.

A recording plays: Exhausted Kai sits at the desk, whispers.

KAT
You ever catch someone in a lie and
they know that you know, but still
they continue to lie? They commit
to it so fully that- that you start
to second guess yourself?

KNOCK KNOCK - The door.

KAI (CONT'D)
-I don't know, maybe I'm spinning
myself up, or I need more sleep.
I'll feel a lot better once Ayla's
here. I need someone I can trust-

CLICK -- KNOCK KNOCK.

KAI (CONT'D)
-Hello?



The video pauses, Ayla spins towards the door
Jin steps in, takes in the overturned room.

AYLA
Neighbors let me in...

JIN
Same neighbors that called me?

Ayla looks at him sideways.

AYLA
What do you want?

JIN
I'm checking on you.

AYLA
Let's not do that. Don't pretend
like you care.

JIN
I do care.

AYLA
Then why won't you show it? Are you
so certain Kai killed himself that
you're not willing to try?

JIN
It's complicated...

Jin notes the upturned apartment.
Ayla takes a drink.

JIN (CONT'D)
Ayla, people are tired of building
a life for the next generation.
They want to start their own.

AYLA
That's not an answer.

JIN
You're not gonna quit are you?

AYLA
I can't.

Jin steps back, holds the door open.

as-—

43.
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JIN
Let me show you something.

Ayla doesn't move. Jin's unwilling to budge.

She relents.

INT. OBSERVATION TOWER - EVENING

Beneath the setting sun lies a run-down weather station. Jin
and Ayla sit atop the large tower on the edge of town.

Behind them is the crater and a very active mining operation.
Beyond that, a dust storm builds.

Jin taps the tower thoughtfully.

JIN
When Kai was little, this was his
favorite place to play.
(reminiscing)
Not too many views like it.

Ayla absorbs the scenery.

JIN (CONT'D)
He was so excited to move above
ground, that he found the tallest
point and sat up here for hours.
Just taking it all in.

AYLA
In Seoul, people would kill for a
fraction of this.

JIN
Hopefully, someday, if we all do
our part, the space will be here
waiting for them.

He grins.

JIN (CONT'D)
Why'd you come here?

AYLA
Kai for one.

JIN
Any other reasons?

She turns to Jin. How open can she be with him?



AYLA
Bodies back home kept piling up,
and I was tired, I couldn't help,
not in the way they needed it.

Jin stares out over the desert.

JIN
And so you came here to help Kai?

AYLA
Kai wanted to help people. He and
Zhang were working on something.

JIN
(shakes his head)
Coincidence is not evidence and
there's much here that you aren't
seeing.

AYLA
So show me.

JIN
I just lost my son. I won't risk
losing my daughter too.

The first time he's said it out loud. Silence settles.

AYLA
So what are you going to do?

JIN
I have to calm the riots first

AYLA
That's more pressing than learning
what happened to your son?

JIN
Ayla...

AYLA
Why won't you help me?

JIN
Kai's dead. I'm trying to ensure
nobody else dies too.

Jin makes his way to the stairs.

Ayla turns her attention to the distant dust storm.

45.
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AYLA
Whatever you're doing... it's not
enough.

Off Jin's look, he knows she's right.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - EVENING

Jin moves through the quiet office, he fixates on Kai's empty
desk. A nameplate, still unwrapped reads KAI LOH, SHERIFF.

He sits heavily in his son's chair, swipes his thumb across
the nameplate, proudly.

The desk is empty save for a digital calendar. A reminder of
AYLA's ARRIVAL has yet to be cleared.

Jin, clears the notification. A new reminder appears:
Curious - he opens it: SHIPPING DOCKS, 1AM

Jin glances at his watch, then back to the notification. The
time indicated is only a few hours away.

With a grunt, he pushes himself out of the chair into:

EXT. SHIPPING YARD - NIGHT

The GROANS of monstrous cranes moving in the night, red metal
dinosaurs on a distant planet.

Jin passes rows of shipping containers stacked ten high. Dust
from years of sand storms conceal their origins.

His steps leave soft boot-marks in the sand.
DOCK WORKER (0.S.)
Thems locked. One more then we

grabba pour.

Pressed against the container Jin watches from the shadows.

NEW CONTAINER STORAGE - CONTINUOUS
Stacks of carbon pallets.

A Dock Worker taps a button on his wrist and the containers
snap shut with a CLANG.

The two Dock Workers disappear between containers.
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Jin approaches a pallet, pulls the cattle prod from his belt,
and places it over the lock.

He snaps the on switch, it CRACKLES WARMLY, and the locked
container SNAPS OPEN.

Jin swings the door open wide.

His eyes go wide in horror.

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - MORGUE - DAY
On a console, Ayla scans through a list of deceased names.
She pauses on Zhang Yu:

CAUSE OF DEATH: ASPHYXTIATION, ATMOSPHERIC.
LOCATION: OFFSITE - LONG TERM STORAGE.

INT. FOLKE'S OFFICE - DAY

Chawla stands in Folke's office clearly not happy. Folke
reads habitat statistics on a display.

FOLKE
The miners have agreed to resume
operations.

CHAWLA
Yes, but for how long? They're
getting help and we need to know
from where.

FOLKE
What do you propose?

CHAWLA
Talk to them. Figure out who's
giving the orders.

FOLKE
I am hardly suited for this kind of
task. Don't you have someone else?

CHAWLA
The people like you Folke. They
trust you. There is no one better.

KNOCK KNOCK - Ayla stands in the doorway.



CHAWLA (CONT'D)
I won't stand for another setback.
Please talk to them for me.
Chawla walks to the door, pauses by Ayla.

CHAWLA (CONT'D)
Dear, let's do dinner soon.

Ayla nods, Chawla leaves.

AYLA
Is this a good time?

Folke hardly glances up from his work.

FOLKE

If you have a solution for managing
idiots, then it's the perfect time.

AYLA
Still the mining thing?

He rubs the sleep from his eyes.
FOLKE
Among, everything else. What can I

do for you?

AYLA

Zhang Yu. He was an engineer at one

of the terraforming towers.

FOLKE
The name sounds familiar.

AYLA
His body is in long-term storage.
I'd like access.

FOLKE
Have you spoken with the Sheriff?

AYLA

I'm working through medical backlog

for Doctor Carter, autopsying old
cases. I just want to transfer the
body to our clinic.

Folke runs a search on his console.

He frowns.

48.
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FOLKE
Hmmm... Some issue with the remote
interface- I can't seem to initiate
the transfer.

AYLA
Meaning?

FOLKE
It needs to be transferred manually-

AYLA
Just point the way.

Finally, a break. Off Folke's relief.

EXT. SHIPPING YARD - NIGHT
The Dock Workers transport crates into the storage facility.

DOCK WORKER
It's creepy, yeah?

DOCK WORKER 2
How you figure?

The forklift carries a pallet into the facility.
DOCK WORKER
What if one day you wake up next to
a dead body?

DOCK WORKER 2
That wouldn't happen.

DOCK WORKER
But if you did, would be a trip?

WORKER 2
Yous got some weird thoughts, yeah.

DOCK WORKER
I'd wonder if I was dead too.

They disappear into the facility.

Jin emerges from the shadows and follows them inside.

EXT. LONG TERM STORAGE - DAY

A large facility covered in years of sand. Tire tracks lead
from the building to shipping containers beyond.
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The wind whips up as Ayla presses forward.

INT. LONG TERM STORAGE - DAY

FRONT WAREHOUSE
Dark. Cold. Ayla's light reveals rows of dusty machinery.

She wipes the screen of an old terminal. It flickers to life.

TORCH LAKE ARCHIVAL STORAGE

—— A readout hundreds of years of dates.

—- Scrolls past: Manifest, Support, Logistics, Admin.

—-- Navigates to Manifest, searches and finds: ZHANG, YU.

The console displays information about the Terraform Engineer
from Earth - Lived: 2284 - 2320.

—- Searches for Zhang's location.

—— A LIGHT FLICKERS ON at the back of the warehouse.

Ayla transfers Zhang's info to her watch, looks through the
empty warehouse, and heads towards the light.

BACK WAREHOUSE

A conveyor belt of hanging VACCUUM-SEALED COLD BAGS.

Ayla grabs the nearest one, spins it around, finds the
outline of a body inside: The name tag reads: ALLISTER.

—-— MACHINERY HUMS as bodies speed past.
—-- Finds: ZHANG YU.

Ayla scans a barcode, selects EXECUTE TRANSFER, and a drone
speeds off with the bag.

BANG -- A metal door slams.

Ayla freezes, listening. Nothing. She switches off the lights
and creeps towards the noise.

PALLET STORAGE WAREHOUSE

A man GRUNTS, straining.
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Ayla rounds the corner, sees a body being dragged.

She grabs a nearby pipe, creeps closer each step,
painstakingly slow, pressing herself against the pallets.

The silhouette drops the body, and steps into a container.
Ayla raises the pipe above her head.

AYLA
Don't move.

They move, she swings, they duck-

CLANG - the pipe strikes the container.

The silhouette knocks Ayla into the wall and runs off.
Ayla activates the lights, blinding herself.

The person on the floor groans. It's Jin.

JIN
Ayla...

As her eyes adjust, she finds the container filled with rows
and rows of humans, stored in cryo-sleep. ALIVE.
INT. AMBASSADOR'S ESTATE - NIGHT
Jin lays back with an ice pack. Ayla paces by the fire.
AYLA
You think Kai knew those people

would be there?

JIN
He had to.

AYLA
Then this proves-

JIN
-Nothing. Only that he knew.

AYLA
Maybe Kai got too close to this.

Not happy with the possible truth. Jin GROANS as he sits up.

JIN
Or maybe he was helping.
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AYLA
Of course you'd assume that.

JIN
I'm trying to be rational, we can't
rush to conclusions, good or bad,
without looking at the facts.

AYLA
Which are-?

JIN
Which are- Kai didn't share any of
this with me. He chose to hide it.

AYLA
You weren't talking-

JIN
This isn't a simple ration
violation, this is trafficking.

Ayla steams. Chawla enters, hurries towards Jin.

CHAWLA
Jin, darling. I came as soon as I
heard. Are you alright?

JIN
Still in one piece.

CHAWLA
Thank goodness. I don't know what
I'd do had something happened. What
were you even doing at the docks?

JIN
My job, Ritu.

CHAWLA
You're supposed to be retired. I
don't want to sound callous, but
hire someone else.

She places a comforting hand on his arm, pouts at his wounds.

JIN
(pulls away)
There is no one else-
(to Ayla)
I'm going to transport the victims
to the clinic. See what you and
Carter can do to help.



53.

AYLA
Carter can help them. I'm trying to
help your son.

JIN
Ayla- those people are the
priority. They still have a chance.

AYLA
Then they'll be glad you're there
for them.
Ayla storms out. Jin moves to follow.
Chawla holds his shoulder firmly.
CHAWLA
Let her go darling. You have more
important things to worry about
than childish tantrums.

JIN
I need to get back to work.

Jin looks to her, tired.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Jin, at his desk, holds on a photo of Kai shaking Ambassador
Chawla's hand, the newest deputy of Torch Lake.

His eyes red, Jin smiles at the memory.
SLASH (0.S.)
Sorry about your boy, Shereef...

Nobody deserve to go so young.

Jin moves towards the holding cell where Slash leans against
his wall. He looks at the man, nods his thanks, and-

Steps into the other cell.

JIN
Get some sleep.

The lights go BLACK.

EXT. MARKET - NIGHT

The dust storm has arrived. Red sand whips through stalls
obscuring patrons as they hustle between shops.



54.

Ayla pauses outside the Distilled Pint, in desperate need of
a drink, she sees Mindy sitting alone waiting.

Ayla continues past the bar towards the docks in the distance-

-And from the shadows, a group of men follow.

EXT. SHIPPING YARD - NIGHT

The sand storm cuts through shipping containers, obscuring
the way forward. Ayla passes through the winding maze,
disoriented.

Her comms RING - INCOMING CALL - MINDY
Ayla glances behind her, answers.

MINDY (0.S.)
You're late.

AYLA
I'm not gonna make it tonight. I
should have called.

MINDY (O.S.)
You should have. Is everything ok?

AYLA
Yeah. I just can't settle until I
know what happened to Kai.

Ayla finds the path and enters:

INT. PALLET STORAGE - NIGHT

The massive warehouse remains untouched. The pipe she swung
lays cold on the floor, the shipping container where she
found Jin, still open.

MINDY (O.S.)
I wish I could tell you what they
were working on.

AYLA
Then, let's start at the beginning.
How'd they meet?

MINDY (O.S.)

A few years back there was an
accident at the terra tower where
Zhang worked, your brother was the
newly appointed deputy on scene.



55.

AYLA
What kind of accident?

Ayla enters the shipping container, stares at the rows of
people trapped in their cryogenic sleep.

MINDY (O.S.)

Zhang's partner, suffered a seizure
while switching fuel sources. Zhang
rushed her to an Auto-Doc, but she
didn't make it.

AYLA
Do you think it could be connected?

MINDY (O.S.)
She was high on pellets and had a
history of use, but I don't know...
Ayla accesses the container's terminal.
— INITIATE SHIPMENT TRANSFER?
From behind the GROUP OF MEN approach, loud and drunk.

CORDY (0.S.)
Eartha, what you doin way out here?

Ayla spins to find Cordy with friends including. A young,
wiry miner, SHAHEEN (20's). She's trapped in the container.

AYLA
I have to call you back.

MINDY (O.S.)
If you need anything, I'm here.

SHAHEEN
Cordy said you got him with a cheap
shot. You should apologize-

He stops, absorbing the scene of cryo-pods.
Ayla selects: INITIATE TRANSFER.
—— CLOSE CONTAINER TO INITIATE TRANSFER.
AYLA
You know what, you're absolutely
right. What say we go back to the

bar, drinks on me, and we all let
our hair down?
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CORDY
Girly, who all dem bodies?

He approaches, ignoring Ayla, studying the coffins. A shred
of hope, Ayla slides past but Shaheen pins her to the wall.

SHAHEEN
Where you going? Don't be rude. He
ask you a question.

AYLA
Get your hand off me.

CORDY
You know what I think. You workin
with da Ambassador.
(thumbs a pod)
We don't wanna work, so you replace
us with more Earthas.

SLAP - Ayla's hand across Shaheen's cheek. He holds his face.

SHAHEEN
Whoo, you and I should grab a drink
somewhere after you apologize to
him, and now me.

AYLA
I'm done talking-

Ayla swings an elbow breaks Shaheen's grasp. Ayla pushes away
to run, but Cordy's ready. He wraps her in his arms.

CORDY
Calm youself. You can't come here,
and replace us with your filth.

AYLA
Get off me.

CORDY
We aren't trash, and you aren't
back home. You need a cool down.

AYLA
Let me go, now!

Ayla struggles, but Cordy is too strong. He carries her out
the container. Cordy dons his mask and carries Ayla out into
the storm without hers. The warehouse lights go out.

The container door FLASHES RED, transfer not initiated.

A FIGURE IN SHADOW SLAMS the door shut, GREEN LIGHT-
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EXT. SHIPPING YARD - NIGHT

Ayla kicks, her worry becomes fear, as Cordy carries her.
Shaheen and friends follow behind, laughing.

The DUST STORM RAGES around them.

Cordy pins Ayla against the side of a container, she gasps
for air. The atmosphere's poisonous effects immediate.

She reaches for her mask. Cordy smacks her hand away.

CORDY
You need to calm down. Once you
slow, you gon show some respect.
(tosses her mask)
Come on then, drink some air.

Ayla claws wildly, manic, at Cordy's arms. Her eye's bulge,
purple creeping in. Shaheen looks uncomfortable-

SHAHEEN
Ey man, maybe give her a small
breath of fresh?

CORDY
Not yet. She ok. Ain't you?

Ayla kicks at Cordy, he laughs.

CORDY (CONT'D)
See. Still got some fight in her.

MINER THREE
Guys, I don't want none of this.

Miner Three hurries away.
SHAHEEN
I know someone, say they be looking
for Earthas. Paying big cash.
Shaheen steps closer.
SHAHEEN (CONT'D)
Maybe we just sell her. Then sell
them Earthas in there?

Ayla swings at him, connects, rips his mask off.

SHAHEEN (CONT'D)
Sha bi!

He bends to grab the mask, Ayla kicks up into his face.
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His nose opens, spilling thick, bright, red blood.
Cordy laughs, turns back to Ayla. His eyes dark and fierce.

CORDY
Now, girly. You gon get real slow.

Her body burns, she swings at him. He easily deflects it.

SLAP - Fast as lightning, he brings a hand across her face.
Her vision EXPLODES.

Ayla's breath, short and choppy. She tries to clear the daze.

CORDY (CONT'D)
You ready to show respect?

Ayla can't move, her body is rubber.

CORDY (CONT'D)
Alright, alright, you good now-

CRUNCH - Cordy is knocked off his feet.

Ayla collapses to the floor. A LARGE STRANGER steps over her.

CORDY (0.S.) (CONT'D)
I was done, yeah? I stopped.

He scurries to stand, the Stranger KNOCKS him back down.
Metallic and distorted behind their mask-

STRANGER (0O.S.)
My turn.

Ayla fights for air, searches for a mask. The miners are
sprawled on the ground, their masks too far away.

She watches as the STRANGER lifts Cordy off the ground and
throttles him into the container - BANG, BANG, BANG.

Cordy's limp body falls to the red dirt.

The Stranger turns to Ayla, face hidden, approaches. They
toss Cordy's mask in the dirt beside her.

Ayla's hand scrambles -- dirt, dirt, MASK!
She brings it to her mouth - INHALES-
-And BLACKS OUT.

END OF EPISODE



