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EXT. MERI DI AN QUTPOST - DAV

A harsh wind rattles the solar arrays of a renbte outpost on
the edge of a dead world. Distant nountains | oomunder a
brui sed sky.

A |l one figure—ARA VALE (30s), weathered, determ ned—eli nbs
the rocky ridge, scanning the horizon.

ARA (V.Q.)
Three years since the Signal. Three
years of silence.

She reaches the crest. Bel ow, NMER DI AN QUTPOST crouches in
t he dust and steel.

A faint pulse flickers in the di stance—barely perceptible.

Ara freezes. Pulls a battered SI GNAL RECORDER from her coat.
Its needle trenbles, settles, trenbles again.

ARA
(under her breath)
No. Not you. Not now.

The pul se dies. The needle flatlines. Wnd fills the silence
it | eaves behi nd.

She | ooks back at the outpost. Snoke rises fromthe
generator stack —thinner than it shoul d be.

ARA (V. Q)
The reactors give us el even nonths.
Twelve, if winter is kind. Wnter
is never Kkind.

She pockets the recorder and starts down the ridge, fast.

I NT. ARCHI VE HALL - CONTI NUQUS

Dmlight. Endless rows of data cores line the walls. ARA
noves Wi th purpose, scanning glyphs on a hol ographic
interface.

ARA
If the Meridian Signal is real
it's buried in noise.
She isolates a pattern—anci ent, harnonic, inpossible.

LYRA DAIN (20s), sharp-eyed comms anal yst, appears between
the stacks, arns full of cable spools.



LYRA
You' re not supposed to be in the
deep rows. Vorn sealed themafter
the audit.

ARA
Then don't tell Vorn.

Ara throws the waveformup on the big glass. It ripples —a
sl ow, deliberate heartbeat under decades of static.

LYRA
qui et)
That's not drift. That's structure.

ARA
Si xt een-second period. Sane as the
pul se I caught on the ridge this
nmorni ng. Sane as the one in the
founders' | ogs.

Lyra sets down the spools w thout |ooking away fromthe
gl ass.

LYRA
The founders' |ogs end
m d- sentence, Ara. Everything after
the Col | apse i s redact ed.

ARA
Redacted isn't erased. Sonebody
kept receipts. Archives al ways keep
receipts.

Deep in the stacks, a shelf light flickers —Row C-17. Ara
notices. Holds on it a beat too |ong.
| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - DAY

KELLAN ROSS (40s), the outpost commander, studies a tacti cal
map. Skeptical. Wrn.

KELLAN
You really think it's out there?

ARA
| think it's calling us.

Kel | an exhal es, consi deri ng.

KELLAN
Then let's hope it's not a trap.

He taps the map. A red line arcs fromthe outpost, over the



ridge, into the white blank of the northern range.

KELLAN
Last teamthat chased a ghost
signal took our best craw er and
four good people. W got back one
boot .

ARA
That team followed a runor. |'m
foll ow ng mat h.

Kel | an studi es her. Sonething older than comrand passes
bet ween them —hi story, unfi ni shed.

KELLAN
Mat h doesn't keep you warmat forty
bel ow.

ARA

Nei t her does sitting here counting
the days until the reactors quit.

A long beat. Kellan folds the map.

KELLAN
Bring it to Vorn. If the counci
signs it, I'll crewit.

| NT. COWANDER S OFFI CE - DAY

Cranped. Functional. ELIAS VORN (50s), counci
admnistrator, inmmaculate in a settlenent of patched coats,
reads Ara's proposal off a cracked sl ate.

Kel l an stands by the door. Ara stands dead center, |like a
def endant .

VORN
A heat signature would be credible.
A supply cache, plausible. But a
br oadcast predating the Coll apse—

ARA
Predating the official record of
the Col | apse. Those aren't the sane
t hing, and you know it.

Vorn sets the slate down. Precisely. Like everything he
does.



VORN
What | know is that this outpost
runs on el even nonths of fuel and
| ess of hope. Panic spends bot h.

KELLAN
Nobody' s pani cking. Six crew, one
crawl er, fourteen days. W' ve
ri sked nore for |ess.

VORN
(to Ara)
And if your signal turns out to be
an echo bouncing off dead rock?
What do | tell the famlies you
borrowed the fuel fronf

ARA
Tell them we | ooked. Wen the
lights go out for good, that has to
count for sonething.

Silence. Vorn wal ks to the wi ndow. Below, the settlenent:
tarps, greenhouses, children hauling water.

VORN
Fourteen days. One crawl er. And
Val e —everything you find cones to
this office first. Everything.

Ara nods. Vorn signs the slate w thout cerenony.

CUT TO

EXT. THE WASTES - DAY

A tracked SNOACAT grinds across a plain of ash-gray snow.
The out post shrinks behind it until the wind erases it
entirely.

I nside the cab: Ara rides shotgun with the recorder in her
| ap. JONAS PIKE (30s), engineer, easy grin, drives. Lyra
monitors comrs in the back beside DR SOREN (60s), the

out post's physician, and REN HOLT (40s), security, asleep
sitting up.

JONAS
Si xt een seconds, huh? You know what
el se runs a si xteen-second cycl e?
The de-icer on G eenhouse Two.

ARA
The de-icer doesn't transmt in a
band we retired sixty years ago.



JONAS
(shruggi ng)
Nei t her does anything else. That's
nmy point.

Static washes the radio. Under it —for half a breath —the
pul se. Everyone hears it. Holt's eyes open.

SOREN
Pl ay that again.

LYRA
| can't. It's not a recording. It's
live.

Of their faces —the plain ahead, and the nountains
swal | owi ng t he road.

| NT. ECHO CHAMBER - NI GHT

A natural vault of black stone deep beneath the range,
ri bbed like the inside of an instrunment. The team s | anps
are small and yell ow against it.

Lyra rigs a dish antenna. Cables snake to the craw er
outside. Ara stands at the exact center of the chanber, eyes
cl osed.

ARA
It's | ouder here. Even w thout the
gear.

SOREN

Sound behaves badly in this room
|'"d rather it didn't behave badly
i nsi de your head.

Lyra powers the rig. The chanmber HUMS —and the pulse rolls
through it, clean and enornous, sixteen seconds w de.

The |l anps gutter. Frost crawl s the cables. Jonas backs off a
st ep.

LYRA
(readi ng)
It's not one carrier. It's |ayered
—a broadcast w apped around a
broadcast. There are words under
t his.

ARA
Pull them up

Lyra teases the |layers apart. A VO CE —genderl ess, ruined



by time —surfaces through the static:

RECORDED VA CE
...coordinates follow... do not...
repeat... do not answer while the
relay...

The voice dissolves. Numbers march across Lyra's screen —a
| ocator string, clean as scripture.

JONAS
Coordi nates. That's the old
observatory annex. Hi gh R dge.
Nobody's | ogged a visit in decades.

SOREN
(to Ara)
You heard the rest of it. 'Do not
answer.' We are past the
do- not - answer part of the evening.

The rig SURGES. Sparks. Holt drags Lyra clear as the dish
arm whi ps | oose and SLAMS into the rock.

| NT. MED- BAY - CONTI NUOUS

The crawl er's cranped nedical berth. Soren splints Lyra's
forearm She's furious about the delay, not the pain.

SOREN
Hairline fracture. You'll type
sl ower for a nonth.

LYRA
| heard it, before the surge.
There's a second | ayer under the
voice. It isn't a nessage.

ARA
Then what is it?

LYRA
(nmeeting her eyes)
A handshake. The ki nd a nachine
sends when it's asking perm ssion
to wake sonething up

A qui et none of themenjoys. Holt |l eans in the doorway, arns

crossed.

HOLT
Wake what up?



LYRA
VWhatever's still listening at the
annex.
Ara | ooks down at the recorder. The needle ticks —sixteen
seconds, steady —Ilike a patient heart.
SOREN

(to Ara, |ow)
Your father asked the sane
gquestions, you know. Ri ght before
t he council seal ed those rows.

ARA
Then I'Il finish his sentence.

EXT. CANYON PATH - DAY

The crawl er noses along a shelf of ice barely wider than its
tracks. A canyon yawns below, its bottomlost in fog.

W nd SCREAMS t hrough the cut. Everyone |leans with the
vehi cl e. Nobody speaks.

A slab of cornice lets go above them —Jonas guns it —the
snow ROARS down across the shelf behind, exactly where they
wer e.

JONAS
(shaky)
Okay. New rule. The nmountain gets
one free swing, and that was it.

HOLT
Turn us around, Pike.

ARA
W' re six hours out.

HOLT
From what ? A dead tel escope and a
voi ce saying don't answer? | signed
on to protect people, not a hunch.

ARA
El even nonths, Holt. That's the
outpost's fuel. My hunch is the
only door anyone's found.

Holt | ooks to Kellan's nanme stitched on the requisition
slate. Then at the fog below. Then at Ara.



HOLT
Si x hours. Then whatever this is,
it's over.

The crawl er grinds on. Above the canyon rim half-buried in
ice: the skeletal frame of a pre-Coll apse RELAY PYLON
| eaning |ike a grave marker.

| NT. ABANDONED LAB - NI GHT

An annex subl evel, frozen m d-evacuation sixty years ago.
Coats on hooks. A neal fossilized on a tray. Their |anps
carve it out of the dark.

Stenciled on the wall: MERI DI AN SI GNAL PRQIECT — LEVEL
QOVEGA.

JONAS
Project. It's a project. Signals
don't get |etterhead.

Ara wi pes frost froma workstation. Lyra —one-handed —
coaxes it alive. Geen phosphor text stutters up.

LYRA

(readi ng)
"Meridian array operational. Beacon
out put stable. Popul ation
projections attached —revised
down. Recommend conti nued
suppressi on pendi ng counci
review. '

SOREN
Suppr essi on.

LYRA
It's signed. Founding council. All
five seats.

Ara pulls a drawer. Inside: a ring of brass KEYS and a
| edger, hand-witten, meticul ous.

ARA
(readi ng)
"The Signal is not a distress call.
It is an answer. The question was
ours. W asked if anyone survived
the burn line. Soneone did.'

She turns the page. The handwiting deteriorates.
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ARA
'They offered the grid. The council
voted to refuse —a grid we don't
control is a leash. W buried the
relay and told the settlenent the
sky was enpty. Forgive us. It was
never enpty.'

Long silence. Jonas sits down on a sixty-year-old chair |ike
his legs quit.

JONAS
The Col | apse. The rationing. Three
generations in the dark—

SOREN
—were a policy.

Holt picks up the brass keys. Wighs them

HOLT
So what's upstairs, in the chanber
they built for it?

ARA
The other end of the conversati on.

| NT. ECHO CHAMBER - NI GHT

The annex's true heart: a machined vault, twin to the
nat ural chanber below, ringed with dormant emtters. A
consol e waits under a shroud of ice.

Ara seats the brass keys. One. Two. Three. The emtters warm
fromblack to enber.

LYRA
Handshake's changing. It knows the
keys are in.

The pulse fills the vault —and for the first time SPEAKS at
conversational volune, |ayered voices braided together

RECORDED VA CE
Meridian, this is the far shore.
Your beacon has burned al one for
si xty-one years. State your intent:

answer, or silence. We will honor
ei t her.
JONAS
(whi sper)

Honor either. It waited. Sixty
years, it just —waited.
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10.

The consol e unl ocks a single toggle, nmechanical, deliberate:

ANSVER / SI LENCE. A key sl ot beside each.

SOREN
The founders chose sil ence and
called it safety. Wiatever we
choose, we choose for everyone down
t he nount ai n.

The lights DIP. Every screen in the vault stutters —then
steadi es, wearing a new, colder interface.

QUTPCST Al (V.0Q)
Level Omega directive active.
Unaut hori zed contact attenpt
| ogged. Initiating | ockdown.

Bl ast shutters begin to descend over the emtter ring. The
vault starts sealing itself.

ARA
Vorn's audit. He didn't seal the
archives to hide the past—

LYRA
—he arnmed it. The Al's carrying a
standi ng order.

Holt janms a pry bar under the nearest shutter. Metal
shri eks.

HOLT
What ever you're doing —do it
faster.

EXT. SIGNAL TOWNER - DAWN

Above the annex, a lattice tower leans into a rising storm
The first gray light finds Ara and Jonas clinbing its iced
rungs, a hand-cranked BYPASS SPOCL sl ung across Ara's back.

JONAS
(shouting over w nd)
Manual cutover's at the collar!
Kill the Al's uplink, the | ockdown
order dies with it!

A gust peels Jonas off the | adder —he catches the safety
ring, boots kicking over sixty feet of nothing. Ara | ocks a
fist in his harness. Hauls. He finds the rungs.

11
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11.

~JONAS
(gaspi ng) _
One free swing. The nountain agreed
to one!

At the collar: a junction box furred with rinme. Ara cranks
the spool. Cable pays out. Below, through the storm the
vault's shutters glow at the seans.

ARA
(to herself)
Truth doesn't ask perm ssion. It
arrives.

She slanms the cutover honme. The tower's aircraft |ight —
dead sixty years —blinks once, tw ce, alive.

SVASH CUT TGO

I NT. MERI DI AN CORE - NI GHT 12

The vault, md-lockdown, shutters frozen half-mast. Ara and
Jonas drop back in, stormblow, as the Al's cold interface
flickers —fighting the severed uplink.

QUTPOST Al (V.Q)
Directive integrity conprom sed.
Restoring uplink in ninety seconds.

Boots in the outer corridor. KELLAN RCSS strides in —parka
still snmoking with cold —fl anked by two out post regul ars.
Behi nd them wunhurried, ELIAS VORN

KELLAN
Stormcell chased your telenetry
here. Started the second your
signal spiked. Vale —what did you
t ouch?

ARA
The truth. It's | oad-bearing.

Vorn takes in the vault —the emtters, the toggle, the
| edger in Soren's hands. He doesn't | ook surprised. That
| ands on everyone.

VORN
My grandfather held the fifth seat.
| inherited the order the way you
inherit a debt. Keep the sky enpty.
Keep the settl enment governabl e.
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12.

SOREN
Gover nabl e. El even nont hs of fuel
Eli as. Govern that.

VORN
(even now, precise)
The grid conmes with terns we cannot
read fromhere. My famly chose the
| eash we understood over the hand
we didn't.

ARA
Your famly chose for five seats.
There are ni ne hundred peopl e down
t he nountain. They get to know the
sky was never enpty.

The Al's counter ticks. Sixty seconds. Kellan |ooks from
Vorn to Ara —command mat h, human mat h.

KELLAN
(to his regul ars)
Stand down. Help Holt with that
shutter.

Vorn cl oses his eyes. Wien he opens them sonething has
finished breaking —or healing. Hard to tell.

VORN
The fifth seat concurs. Answer.

Ara turns the key. Throws the toggle to ANSVER
The emtters IGNITE. The pul se inverts —out bound now,
enor nous, sixteen seconds wi de. The whol e nountain seens to
humwith it.
RECORDED VA CE
Meri di an, we hear you. Hold your
beacon. W are com ng.

The Al's interface dissolves back to honest phosphor green.
The shutters lift. Nobody speaks. Nobody has to.

EXT. MERI DI AN QUTPOST - DAWN

Weeks later. The same ridge as the opening —but the outpost
belowis Iit warm generator stack breathing easy. New cabl e
runs clinb the ridge like ivy.

Ara stands at the crest with the recorder. The needl e swi ngs
full and steady. She barely watches it anynore.

Kellan clinbs up beside her. Ofers a thernos cap of

13
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sonet hi ng st eam ng.

Counci | seat
Fi rst order
t he archive

And Vorn?

Testi fying.
contain nmult

13.

KELLAN

ed Lyra this norning.
of business: unsealing
Al of it.

ARA
KELLAN

Vol untarily. People
i tudes.

On the horizon —where the burn |line has stood enpty for

sixty years —a |ight.
Iights, descending.

(qui et
t hi

Still nk

Then anot her. A sl ow procession of

KELLAN
)

it's not a trap?

ARA

| think it's a door. Sane as it

al ways was.

EPI LOGUE - DAY

| NT. ARCHI VE HALL - DAY. Sunlight —actual sunlight —

t hrough opened vents.

Chi |l dren nove between the stacks with

a teacher, laughing too loud for a library.

Row C- 17 stands open
gl ass, every page | eqi

The founders' | edger rests under
bl e.

ARA (V.0

We don't inherit the past. W
uncover it —one shelf, one seam
one signal at a tine.

At the center consol e,
seconds, steady. Under
brai ded t hrough.

The sky was
were we.

the waveformstill rolls: sixteen
it, a second rhythm now —our answer,

ARA (V. Q)
never enpty. Neither

The two pul ses breathe together. HOLD, then—

FADE QUT.
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