

TITLE: SIGNAL INTEGRITY - ScreenPlay
DURATION: ~20 MINUTES

FADE IN:
EXT. DEEP SPACE — THE ESS KESTREL
The ESS KESTREL cuts through the void. It doesn’t glide — it RADIATES.
Invisible sweeps bloom outward: radar, lidar, magnetometric sniffers. A disciplined storm of emissions.
Kyron – The ESS Kestrel is a science and exploration vessel tasked with the exploration of sectors of deep space beyond the Ort cloud.   It has been on its mission for over two years, investigating planets for possible terraforming. It is in interstellar space approaching the Proxima Centauri system.
INT. ESS KESTREL — COMMAND MODULE
A compact bridge. Functional. No grandeur. Everything hums.
CAPTAIN DENIS MARKS (45) paces a tight track between the forward rail and command chair. Controlled intensity. The posture of a man who believes control is a moral duty.
LIEUTENANT DORA WHITWORTH (late 20s/early 30s) sits at COMMS/SIGNAL INTEGRITY. Precise. Calm face. Busy eyes.
DR. PAUL SIMS (32), civilian, sits in the OBSERVER seat behind Dora. Exobiology/xenocognition. The kind of man who waits for certainty and still speaks when he shouldn’t.
LT Denis Reyes – (27) Sits at Nav and tactical
On Dora’s monitor: a live SPECTRUM MAP of the ship’s emissions — jagged peaks in regulated rhythm.
MARKS
Increase sweep density.
DORA
Captain, we’re already near maximum duty cycle on active scans.
MARKS stops pacing, turns.
MARKS
Then we’re near maximum comfort, not maximum coverage.
Paul watches, says nothing yet.
The ship’s low vibration is constant, like a throat clearing.
Dora’s console CHIMES.
She glances down.
ON SCREEN: 
UNREGISTERED OBJECT — NO TRANSPONDER — DRIFTING.
Marks look over Dora inquisitively. Doar looks at Marks, then back at her console.
MARKS (To Dora)
Report.
DORA
Something is out there – (pause) I think.
MARKS
What the hell does that mean?
Dora blinks once, then pulls up overlays. Passive optics. Thermal. Radar.
DORA
The OBJECT resists resolution. It’s not invisible, just refusing crisp edges. Radar returns don’t match the optical silhouette.  My thermal reads flat.
Marks looks at her, annoyed
DORA
There is no plume. No heat bloom. No maneuvering. It’s Just… present.
MARKS
If nothing shows up on the sensor, how the hell do you know it’s there?
DORA
It does register something on the sensor, just not in the way we would expect. It is an irregularity, subtle and inconsistent.
MARKS
Can you locate it?
DORA
Its out hundred thousand kilometer off our port bow.  No transponder. No propulsion signature.
MARKS freezes like a hook caught in his spine.
MARKS
Trajectory?
DORA
Relative drift. No acceleration curve. It’s not… doing anything.
MARKS
Size?
DORA
Hard to bracket. It’s not giving clean edges.
MARKS’s mouth tightens.
MARKS
It’s some type of Cloak.
PAUL (gently)
Or materials that don’t couple well to our bands. Cloak implies intent to hide.
Marks shoots him a look.
MARKS
Unknown craft near a mineral-rich region on approach to a colonization candidate.
Of course, it’s trying to hide.

Dora keeps her eyes on the marker. In a belt like this, nothing stays steady for long by accident.
Her console lights again.
INCOMING SIGNAL.
The spectrum analyzer SPIKES — then keeps spiking.
DORA
We have… a transmission.
MARKS steps closer, looming over her station.
MARKS
Decode.
DORA
We’re trying. This is going to take time. It’s not aimed. It’s like—
Dora routes the feed through filters.
DORA
The signal is enormous in bandwidth, not power. Not a shout — a spread. High-fidelity, multi-band, redundant, uncompressed. It has no header. No handshake. No, “this is who I am.” It’s like it’s just talking to deep space. There are layers and layers of information.
PAUL’s eyes widen — first emotion.
PAUL
Perhaps it’s some new communication protocol we have never seen.
MARKS
Or a smokescreen. – Yellow Alert
Rayes (Navigation and weapons officer pushes the button to yellow alert.
DORA
Why give us everything at once?
PAUL
Maybe they don’t think of information as leverage.
MARKS snaps without hesitation.
MARKS
Information is always leverage.
He straightens.
MARKS (CONT’D)
Transmit our ID. Standard handshake. Then demand they respond with theirs.
DORA hesitates.

MARKS (CONT’D)
Transmit. Now.
Dora sends a clean Earth protocol packet.
ON SCREEN: 
ESS KESTREL / HUMAN EXPLORATION VESSEL / RESOURCE SURVEY
REQUEST IDENTIFICATION / REQUEST DECISION AUTHORITY.
Silence from the unknown.
The alien signal continues, unchanged.
Then —
Dora notices it in her data before she feels it in her bones.
ON HER ENVIRONMENTAL PANEL:
BACKGROUND EM VARIANCE: DOWN
SENSOR INTERFERENCE: DOWN
RADIATOR EFFICIENCY: UP
REYES
Captain, our thermal exchange efficiency just improved.
Radiators are dumping heat cleaner than five minutes ago.
MARKS
Explain.
REYES
We didn’t change anything. It’s like the medium of space we are in got smoother.
Marks’s eyes narrow.
MARKS
They’re in our systems.
PAUL shakes his head.
PAUL
I don’t think so.
Dora chooses her words carefully.
DORA
He’s right. It’s… around us. Regulating shared space.
MARKS
That’s interference.
Mark’s expression tightens into a decision.
MARKS (CONT’D)
Close distance. One hundred thousand klicks. I want better resolution.
MARKS
Execute.
Reyes acknowledges. Thrusters fire.
The Kestrel begins to accelerate—
—and then the acceleration curve SOFTENS, flattening like a hand pressing down on a heartbeat.
The ship doesn’t stop. It just loses crisp response.
REYES
Propulsion modulation lag. No mechanical faults. It’s like we’re encountering resistance.
Dora’s console flashes:
PROPULSION CONTROL ANOMALY — NON-DESTRUCTIVE CONSTRAINT.
Marks stares like the warning insulted him.
MARKS
They’re constraining our ship.
PAUL (leaning forward)
Perhaps they’re resolving instability. Our acceleration is a sharp state change in the shared field.
MARKS
Stop apologizing for them.
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