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FADE IN:

EXT. DEEP SPACE

Stars. Galaxies. Nebulae. Interstellar space. Far beyond our 
solar system. An unimaginable scale. Cold indifference to 
mankind’s tribulations.

A point of light glides horizontally across this vista.

A spaceship. Lonely, isolated, battered. Sections joined 
together like a beetle’s carapace. Two immense ion drive 
engines at the back. At the front, behind an oversized 
shield, is a semi-spherical section covered in thousands of 
hatches arranged in rows and columns.

SUPER:

THE COPERNICUS
CREW: 276 (22 21 IN PRODUCTION)
JOURNEY TIME: 432 YEARS
DESTINATION: NEW EDEN
TIME TO DESTINATION: UNKNOWN

We track along its side and see patched-up, welded repairs 
and black streaks from debris hits.

INT. CORRIDOR

Claustrophobic corridors with exposed pipework and air ducts, 
harsh lighting. Everything screams ‘mend and make do’.

Metal scratches on metal.

A young woman (late teens), JAYADA, with a pallid complexion 
and shaved head, crouches as she scratches on the wall-

MAN (O.C.)
What are you writing?

She freezes, slowly withdrawing the metal shard in her hand 
away from the wall. In jagged lettering:

NEW EDEN BRINGS DEA

We see a jagged ‘E’ scarred into her forehead as she turns to 
face JOHN(late-30s), Executive Officer of The Copernicus. His 
upright demeanour contrasts with his pallid, sickly 
complexion. He absentmindedly rubs a socket in the back of 
his head.
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JAYADA
The truth.

JOHN
No, it’s a protocol violation.

JAYADA
So?

(under pressure from 
John’s stare)

Sir.

JOHN
(he considers Jayada)

I want it repaired. ASAP.

He strides off, ducking under a tangle of wires hanging from 
the ceiling.

His foot kicks a wrench on the floor. John picks it up and 
deposits it in a toolbox. Two crew working on running repairs 
in the ceiling barely acknowledge his presence.

INT. THE BOWELS OF THE COPERNICUS - CONTINUOUS

Crammed into a dark, hot, fetid crawlspace in the bowels of 
the ship are Chief Engineer ALEXANDER (early 30s), and 
Engineers VLAD, HIROSHI and FRANCOIS (all early 20s).

ALEXANDER
Watch the pressure! Watch the-

A metal bolt explodes from a flange joining two pipes, 
smashing into Hiroshi’s face mask.

Hiroshi falls back as pipes spew noxious effluent into their 
cramped workspace.

ALEXANDER (CONT'D)
Vlad! Get Hiroshi out of here 
Francois, the MGX-4. Now!

Vlad drags Hiroshi out of harm's way as Francois crawls over 
them towards Alexander, hefting a bulky clamping machine.

Alexander grabs it and guides the contraption to the fissure. 
As soon as it touches the pipes, the MGX-4 automatically 
grips the joint, aligns itself and installs a replacement 
screw into it.

The jet of effluent dissipates as the leak is sealed.
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ALEXANDER (CONT'D)
The blockage must be in Section 
981. Make sure this clamp holds.

FRANCOIS
Don’t forget where you left me!

ALEXANDER
(insulted)

I know my way round this ship 
better than the rats.

FRANCOIS
If we hadn’t eaten them all!

Alexander disappears further into the bowels of the ship.

INT. DEEPER INTO THE BOWELS OF THE COPERNICUS

Sweaty and claustrophobic, Alexander finds where the pipe 
disappears into a bulkhead.

He squeezes through a gap between pipes, following them inch 
by inch by torchlight until he discovers a section of pipe 
dribbling effluent from a leaking seal.

Alexander squeezes into a space next to it and checks the 
screws are in place. He pulls a small tool from his belt and 
scans the pipe, studying a holographic x-ray of the blockage.

With the first tool held in place, Alexander takes another 
from his belt and uses it to pierce the pipe with a thin 
needle that sprays acid inside, dissolving the blockage.

INT. CORRIDOR - LATER

John watches Alexander and Francois crawl out of a wall 
grill, their jumpsuits covered in foul-smelling slime. John 
gags at the smell.

JOHN
What happened?

FRANCOIS
Usual shit!
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ALEXANDER
(annoyed)

We used the MGX-4 to repair a 
twenty one-inch flange on the down 
main recycling conduit, then I 
dissolved a build up of solid 
effluent on the inflow-

JOHN
Is it fixed?

Alexander and Francois remove their helmets and start 
extricating themselves from their slimy suits.

ALEXANDER
For now. Its the crew recycling 
system so it’s going to get worse. 
Deposits are building up in the 
system. Teeth, bone, gristle-

JOHN
But it’s either that or we starve.

Alexander dumps his dirty suit and helmet into a bag and 
slides it with his foot to Francois.

ALEXANDER
(to Francois)

Get these cleaned then continue the 
repairs on the IGO-176 filter.

A red light flashes urgently in John’s earlobe. He taps it 
with his fingertip-

JOHN
Captain?

A female voice is heard-

CAPTAIN FERNANDEZ (FILTER)
Code seven. Mess hall.

JOHN
(SOTO)

On my way.

A rueful glance between John and Alexander.

INT. COPERNICUS LIFT

John enters and hits a button.

Nothing happens.
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He tries again. With a groan the lift doors close.

STEFAN (PRE-LAP)
Why do you think we’re here?

INT. COPERNICUS MESS HALL

John appears in the doorway to the basic, rundown mess hall.

He watches STEFAN (30s), mean-looking with small tumours on 
his shaved head and a jagged ‘E’ carved in his forehead, 
preach to his audience of crew.

FEMALE CREW MEMBER
We’re going to New Eden!

STEFAN
Are we? And then what? You really 
think we’ll be allowed off this 
hulk to contaminate it with our 
sickness? I mean, look at us!

His audience are sickly, skinny men and women (between late 
teens and late 30s) from all creeds, races and walks of life. 
A coke advert’s cast at the end of a 12-month U-boat mission.

FEMALE CREW MEMBER 2
Again with this crap Stefan?

MALE CREW MEMBER 
Maybe it’s just you She doesn’t 
want to spoil it!

Stefan stands directly behind the man, making it difficult 
for him to turn round to face Stefan.

STEFAN
Has She ever spoken to you?

John moves to step forward into the room-

CAPTAIN FERNANDEZ (FILTER)
Not yet.

MALE CREW MEMBER
Of course not. She’s never spoken 
to you! Why would she?

Stefan SMASHES the man’s face down into the table, breaking 
his nose. John moves again-

CAPTAIN FERNANDEZ  (FILTER)
Wait!
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STEFAN
(excitement rising)

She’s spoken to me. Oh yes. I know 
what awaits us! Dying, riddled with 
poison. The last dregs of humanity.

JOHN (O.C.)
That’s enough Stefan!

Stefan wheels round to see John aiming a pistol at him.

John flicks his wrist holding the pistol.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You know the drill. The brig. Now!

Stefan slowly steps to the side-

STEFAN
I was just talking, John. That’s 
not one of your blessed protocol 
violations is it?

JOHN
Without the protocols-

STEFAN
There’s only anarchy. But maybe 
that’s all there is left for us?

Stefan smiles.

In a flash Stefan SWIPES at a bottle on the table, PROPELLING 
it towards John. John ducks, but Stefan’s already on him-

Crashing over a table, scattering crew members and cutlery. 
John’s gun goes flying-

Stefan rains punches down on John’s torso. John blocks most. 
But not all of them.

A crowd gathers round, cheering them on.

John thrusts his open palm up into Stefan’s jaw, SLAMMING it 
shut and stunning him.

John rolls Stefan off and grabs his gun. He jumps to his 
feet, whirls round-

Where’s Stefan?

WHOOSH! A beaker flies past John’s head.
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STEFAN (CONT'D)
I’m not going back in that box, 
John! They need to hear the truth!

John aims and fires. A small dart SMACKS into Stefan’s neck. 
He puts a hand to it, face frozen in confusion...

Then he SPASMS as the bolt discharges its electric shock.

JOHN
Back to work. All of you.

With a collective groan, the crew starts dispersing.

As Stefan collapses, his head arcs towards the floor-

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. COPERNICUS BRIG - MINUTES LATER

Stefan’s head BANGS onto the bed of a bare, windowless 
holding cell.

JOHN
Don’t you get fed up with this? No 
one’s listening to you.

Stefan pulls himself up to his elbows-

STEFAN
They will. When they see we’re in 
purgatory, John. Doomed to repeat 
ourselves, each new generation of 
crew we manufacture getting sicker, 
more irradiated. Until-

JOHN
This ship. Our lives. Depend on us 
all focusing on our jobs.

STEFAN
Until we arrive at New Eden and Her 
plan for us is revealed-

JOHN
And until then...

STEFAN
What? You can’t recycle me. We 
don’t have enough crew as it is.

(beat)
You should ask The Captain.
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JOHN
Get some sleep.

John punches a button on the wall to seal the door. It starts 
sliding across but jams six inches from the frame!

Stefan smiles. He SPRINGS for the door-

John PUNCHES the door lock-

Just as Stefan reaches it, the door finally slides shut.

On a screen, John watches Stefan inside, hammering the door 
with his fists, silently screaming. All we hear is the ship’s 
monotonous humming.

YINGA (PRE-LAP)
No! No! No!

INT. MEDICAL - LATER

Fingers fly across touchscreen controls. Red warning lights 
flash insistently.

Chief Medical Officer YINGA (late 20s). A petit woman with 
closely cropped hair, also ill and malnourished.

She is at the controls of a bank of glass containers, each 
containing small children suspended in liquid and fed by 
tubes. In two of the five containers the children are 
convulsing.

Yinga is trying to save the dying children as technicians 
scurry around her.

She looks on, heartbroken, as the two children stop twitching 
in the containers and float lifeless.

A tearful technician at her side hovers a finger over a 
RECYCLE button.

YINGA
(sighs)

I’ll do it.

After a moment’s hesitation, she firmly presses the button.

The containers - and the two bodies - are flushed out.

A hand rests on her shoulder - it’s John.

JOHN
You can’t blame yourself.
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YINGA
We’ve tried everything. Without the 
right nutrients-

JOHN
You’ll find a way. I know you will.

YINGA
Thanks Ahbi.

The technician exits, leaving John and Yinga alone.

He kisses the top of her head to comfort her but she ignores 
his efforts to placate her.

YINGA (CONT'D)
We’re running out of embryos.

JOHN
So you’ll think of a solution.

YINGA
Yeah? What if I don’t? What if we 
all die before we get to New Eden? 
What then?

JOHN
It won’t happen. Besides, I need 
help with something-

He rolls up his top to reveal extensive bruising on his 
torso, to go with his developing black eye.

INT. COPERNICUS - CARGO HOLD

A MAN’S HEAD BURSTS INTO FRAME, taking massive gulps of air.

ABRAHAM (late teens), pants for breath like a drowning man 
breaking the surface. Steam rises from milky slime covering 
his skin and he exhales plumes of moisture into the cold air.

He’s naked and sat in a shallow bath of slime. A cryogenic-
chamber, its translucent roof curled back like an apple peel.

He looks around at the endless lines of cryogenic-chambers 
stretching vertically and horizontally off into the darkness. 
The others are all closed, green lights blinking.

INT. ENGINEERING

Alexander ducks and dives expertly through a maze of poorly 
lit pipes and tight corridors. John scrambles to keep up.
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JOHN
You’ll write up what happened to 
Hiroshi? I don’t want the Captain 
on my back again because you’ve not 
done your admin.

ALEXANDER
When I’m not elbow-deep in 
lubricants I’m up to my neck in 
human waste, I’m, working twenty 
three hours out of twenty five 
every cycle. What do you want? A 
working ship keeping us alive or 
completed reports? 

JOHN
We’re all under pressure Alex- 

ALEXANDER
Me more than most though, right? If 
you don’t do your job some people 
misbehave. If I don’t do my job we 
all die, John. But seeing as you 
asked so nicely, I’ll make it my 
number one priority.

JOHN
Thank you.

Alexander reaches a broken light and starts to fix it.

ALEXANDER
In the last forty two cycles I’ve 
lost one tech to a fatality during 
a hull repair, another with a 
broken leg, and now Hiroshi. And as 
we can’t seem to grow any more crew-

JOHN
Yinga’s doing her best.

ALEXANDER
I know, I know. We all are, right?
But this old girl’s running with 
multiple system failures. Three 
cycles back we had to re-route 
coolant from ventilation to engine 
two to prevent a meltdown.

(sighs)
Ever stop to wonder what’s the 
point of all this?
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