**THE SEARCH**

**WindFire Trilogy Pilot**

**Proof-of-Concept Short (approx. 10 minutes)**
**Written by Tony Valdez**

**Qut in the Garage Studios — Delta, Colorado**

**FADE IN:**
**EXT. KOUROU LAUNCH PAD — DAWN - 18 OCTOBER 2033**

The pad is a ghost under merciless floodlights. SHED-PROTOTYPE 7 looms—raw, unfinished,
a desperate machine hammered together in eleven sleepless days back in Delta. No polish.
Just necessity.

TONY VALDEZ stands on the blockhouse roof. Oxygen tank heavy on his shoulder like guilt.
Binoculars shake in his hands. His face is carved with years of loss—eyes hollow, jaw set
against tears that won't fall yet.

He stares at the payload fairing. Through the seams, the BLUE BOX lunchbox begins to glow.
Soft at first. Then fierce. The 3 cm sphere inside ignites to blinding life—the first flare since
2031.

Tony's breath catches. A sob he swallows. He presses a hand to his chest, as if feeling for his
own failing heart.

*TONY™*

(whisper breaking, raw)

Go get our girl... please. She's out there alone, Lucia. Cold. Waiting. Don't let her down like |
did.

The glow surges. Blue light bleeds through metal like blood through bandages.

**MAYA PATEL** (V.O., over radio, urgent but steady—supporting engineer in blockhouse)
Tony, vitals check. Your O2's low. Come down before—

**TONY**
(interrupting, sharp)
Not now, Maya. Not until she's back.

**CUT TO BLACK.**

**LUCIA'S VOICE** (delayed, fragile, echoing across light-years and grief)
Hey Earth... you can open your eyes now. It's... beautiful out here. But so empty.



0.8 seconds of absolute silence. The void itself holding its breath. Then the faint, warped **4 Hz
hum** creeps in—her heartbeat, distant, faltering, but still fighting through vacuum static.

**TITLE CARD** — Stark white sans-serif on endless starfield:
**"Directed by Alfonso Cuarén™**

Credits roll left-justified, etched like names on a grave marker. Minimal. Unadorned.

**SILENT MONTAGE — UNBROKEN IMAX 1.43:1** — Over credits, slow, deliberate—intercut
with FLASHBACK FRAGMENTS:

*FLASHBACK — INT. DELTA HANGAR — NIGHT (16 YEARS EARLIER)**

Younger Tony and LUCIA ISABEL REYES (mid-30s, fierce eyes, gloved hands on a prototype
red button). Sweat on brows. Tools scattered.

*LUCIA**

(soft, intense)

Tony, if this works... one push, and everything changes. Forty thousand years of buttons—ours
is the last.

“*TONY**
(voice cracking with awe)
Our girl. You sure you're ready? The void doesn't forgive.

*LUCIA*™
(smiling through fear)
Neither do I. Keep burning anyway.

*BACK TO MONTAGE:**
**EXT. KOUROU LAUNCH PAD — DAWN (T+00:00:00)**

Tony's whisper loops in memory. Blue glow pierces seams. Credits:
**"Lucia Isabel Reyes as Herself"** — her name alone, a wound reopened.

**MAYA** (V.O., radio crackle)
T-minus zero. Godspeed, Mercy-1.

**IGNITION (T+00:00:03)**
No sound. A silent **BLUE-WHITE FLASH** consumes the booster. The frame warps

violently—**WindFire Effect**: reality bends, edges folding inward like grief collapsing on itself.
Colors invert to searing Cherenkov blue. Cameras overload. Feeds die to static.



**TONY** (V.O., whispered prayer over static)
Bring her home...

Credits scroll through the afterimage: empty scorch marks, a void where hope stood.
**INTERCEPT (T+00:00:03.37 elapsed real time)**
Mercy-1 snaps into existence against the heliopause. External camera lingers:

A 3.7-meter **Cherenkov-blue sphere* hangs suspended—perfect, pristine, frozen in time.
Lucia's cockpit module.

Robotic arms reach out—slow, almost reverent. Eight micro-ratchet probes latch. They unzip the
null-surface with agonizing tenderness, peeling like skin from a wound.

Frost crystals tumble out in slow motion—silent snow in vacuum.

Inside: utter stillness. Lucia's gloved hand locked on the **RED BUTTON**. Dried blood
fingerprint stark against the red. Her face behind the visor—eyes closed, tear tracks frozen on
cheeks. The open mic carries only her 4 Hz heartbeat, syncing with the hum, each pulse a knife

twist.

**LUCIA*™ (V.O., archived recording, faint and breaking)
Tony... if you're hearing this... | pushed it. For us. For everything.

Credits continue, ironic against the rawness: VFX team names fade like excuses.
**RETRIEVAL (T+00:00:09 to T+00:00:12)**

Module locked. Return snap-hop: frame implodes. Stars streak into trails of
fire-wind—desperate, burning.

Parachutes bloom in agonizing slow-motion—old canvas against indifferent blue Atlantic.
Splashdown. The booster rocks gently, cradling what it brought back.

**MAYA** (V.O., radio, voice trembling)
Splashdown confirmed. Module intact. Tony... we got her.

Credits: **"Tony Valdez — [Actor Name]"** — his name heavy with everything unsaid.
**EXT. ATLANTIC RECOVERY - DAY (T+00:00:13 + 41 MINUTES)**

French Navy catamaran cuts waves. Helicopter blades thump like a failing heart.



Tony on deck—hands trembling as he unbolts the red button with his 1979 9/16ths wrench. The
tool slips once. He steadies it against his chest, breath ragged.

*TONY**
(whisper to the button, tears falling)
You did it, Lucia. One woman. One choice. Eight billion saved. But God... the cost.

He lifts the button free. Beside it, the Blue Box holds steady at 43.7 V.
Then—a single green ivy shoot pushes through the frost-cracked seal. Defiant. Alive.

The **WindFire Effect** pulses faintly around it: wind-stirred flame aura, fragile but
unquenchable. Life insisting against the void.

Tony cradles the button to his chest. Shoulders shake. Maya approaches from behind, hand on
his shoulder.

“*MAYA**

(soft, choked)

She's home, Tony. Let it go.
“*TONY™*

(breaking fully)

How? She was everything.
The hum fades.

Screen to black.

**POST-CREDITS STING:**
0.0007 seconds of white silence—longer than breath.

Then Lucia’s voice—more delayed, more broken, barely a whisper:

**LUCIA (V.O0.)**
Hey Earth... keep burning anyway.

**FADE OUT.**
**END-**

**EXPANDED DIALOGUE NOTES FOR PRODUCTION (Pilot Version):**



- **Tone**: Grief amplified through spoken vulnerability—whispers, radio cracks, flashbacks
reveal backstory bonds. Silence still dominates, but dialogue punctuates emotional peaks.

- **Performance**: Tony's lines raw, breaking; Lucia's V.O. haunting, intimate. Maya adds
grounding support, humanizing the tech.

- **Practical Emphasis**: Real props (wrench, button, ivy), radio static via sound design.
Flashbacks shot in garage studio for authenticity.

- **Retro Sci-Fi Lens**: Analog radio chatter, vintage comms aesthetics in flashbacks—evoking
1970s sci-fi interpersonal drama.

- **Runtime**: ~10 minutes. Dialogue expands emotional layers without bloating—each line
earned in canon (e.g., "keep burning anyway" ties to trilogy tagline).

This expansion heightens intimacy and stakes: flashbacks deepen Tony/Lucia's bond, Maya's
lines provide contrast/support, and extended whispers/V.O. make grief vocal yet sparse.



