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This report will summarize the process of writing, developing, directing, and 
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Introduction 

Spider-man.  I got into filmmaking because of Spider-man.  No, not the 2001 Sam 

Raimi film.  Spider-man, the comic book.  I was ten years-old and a neighbor friend gave 

me his stack of comic books because he was moving away.   I flipped through them, 

captivated.  I was always an avid reader as a kid, so in no time at all I devoured those 

four-color stories.  Particularly the Spider-man ones.  They were different than books; 

these were stories with pictures.  Pictures that moved through time.  Pretty soon I 

dreamed of creating these stories as well – I wanted to make my own comic books.  I 

didn’t realize it at the time, but my fascination with visual storytelling had just begun. 

Jimmy Smits also had a hand in shaping my future career.  Saw him around the 

time I was twelve year-old.  Not in person, but on TV.  He played Victor Sifuentes, a 

lawyer on one of my mom’s favorite television shows, LA Law.  I don’t remember much 

about him, or for that matter, the show itself.  What I remember is that I wanted to be a 

lawyer like Victor Sifuentes because Victor Sifuentes was like me – brown.  As a kid, I 

didn’t really identify myself as Mexican or Latino or Chicano or whatever other term 

there happened to be.  All I knew was that he looked like me.  And that was enough. 

So of course, I didn’t end up in either the comic book or law field.  I grew out of 

my lawyer phase and came to believe that only people in New York City created comic 

books. Blessed with an innate capacity for math and science, I studied aerospace 

engineering in college my first year, then switched to the safer mechanical engineering 

degree when the aerospace industry took a nosedive in the early 1990s.  Aerospace had 

appealed to me because space had always fascinated me.  But college was about 

practicality and being practical meant finding a job when I graduated.  My career in 
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engineering was short-lived though.  There was no industry layoff, I simply became 

bored.  And being twenty-six years old and bored meant change.   

An overheard remark, that’s what did it.  “I’m going to make a movie.” That’s 

what a friend of mine said at a party.  He explained that he was taking a nighttime 

filmmaking class and that he would be making a short film as the final project.  I was 

intrigued enough to take the introductory class and then the follow-up intermediate class.  

And then it hit me during the making of my final project, a short film called Abuela’s 

Home – I was making moving comic books.  Not in content – the film had no 

superheroes, but in form.  Movies were stories with pictures, lots of them.  Abuela’s 

Home is the story of a self-absorbed young man who spends an afternoon with his 

grandmother.  It’s a universal story draped in Latino culture.  And this is where Jimmy 

Smits comes in.  I wanted to make a movie with people in it that looked like me.  I want 

some twelve-year old brown kid out there to know that it’s all possible, even if it only 

turns out to be a teenage phase.   

Most of my films have been serious in story and theme.  Abuela’s Home, which 

deals with generational drift in families; Tadpoles, a film about the cyclical nature of war; 

Veterans, a documentary which combines elements of the previous two films; KID, a 

story which examines rites-of-passage in Latino culture; and Mnemosyne Rising, a 

science fiction space film about regret and loss. But really, at their heart, they’re stories 

by a twelve-year old kid making moving comic books with the future Jimmy Smitses of 

the world.   
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Writing the Script 

I spent most of December 2007 and January 2008 outlining a story for a film I had 

titled El Sonidero, which I thought would be my thesis film.  In fact, I was ready to begin 

scripting, feeling I had hammered out the story beats about a man on a spirit quest 

through the desert looking for his lost love.  But I had reservations; I felt the story was in 

danger of being too abstract, that it needed to be grounded in reality somehow.  The next 

day I sat down, determined to hammer out at least a first draft of the script just to see 

where it would go.  But I was struck with a thought, took my hands from the keyboard, 

and wrote this in my journal: 

Movie set in space, astronaut on a long trip.  To keep sane, videos of places, 
events, etc.  Viewed so the mind constantly focused. Either sneaks own video or a 
video triggers memory of lost love  drives insane? 

Obviously, the new idea drew some partly from El Sonidero.  The idea of lost 

love is prevalent in both, as well as memory.  I had recently re-watched Solaris, Steven 

Soderburgh’s adaptation of Stanislaw Lem’s science fiction novel, and was struck by 

how deftly and efficiently Soderburgh had crafted a tragic love story.  I had wanted to try 

to craft the same type of story, and had decided on a Western setting.  But reflecting on 

Soderburgh’s film, and Andrei Tarkovsky’s adaptation thirty years earlier, I realized that 

I could explore the ideas of loss and regret in the ultimate setting of solitude – space.   

Memory was key to the story percolating in my mind and I wanted a way to 

trigger flashbacks without resorting to the oft-used “dream flashback”.  It seemed 

appropriate that videos or some virtual reality system could serve as the story element for 

this purpose.  As a fan of science fiction, the idea no doubt came from a novel, comic 

book, or movie I came across sometime in the past.  What works about the idea is that it’s 

visual-based, which is key to inducing that sense of nostalgia.  
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I made some other production-related choices before fleshing out the story.  I 

wanted minimal characters.  Besides the astronaut, I decided there would be no one else 

on the ship.  Story-wise, this would underscore his isolation; from a production 

standpoint, I only wanted to costume one character on the ship.  Of course, there would 

be the girl, but that would be it.  I also wanted to keep the ship settings to a minimum.  

There would be three rooms shown on the ship, with only one window out to space.  

Claustrophobia would add to the isolation.  The three rooms also meant less sets to build; 

the one window meant minimal visual effects shots to worry about in post-production. 

Before I began writing, I took a step back.  I knew what type of story I wanted to 

tell, but hadn’t taken the time to think about what type of film I wanted to make.  What 

type of science fiction film was this?  Though a fan of most science fiction, I thought 

about the type of stories and films I loved.  I revisited both versions of Solaris; watched 

Stanley Kubrick’s 2001; drowned myself in the melancholic songs of Godspeed! You 

Black Emperor.  And finally I decided I would make a film in the vein of those early 

1970s science fiction films.  Films more meditative than plot driven; films that relied on 

story rather than effects. 

My original notes and script told the story of Castillo, a deep-space pilot alone on 

his ship in orbit around a moon.  He gets word that he’s being sent back to Earth, but only 

after a hyperspace jump window opens, which is ninety days away.  Once the window 

opens, he can send his coordinates to a rendezvous ship to take him home.  In order to 

save his eyes from fatigue caused by looking at the same control panel, he must use 

retinal stimulators, which show him benign images of Earth.  One of the images (that of a 

beach), stirs a sense of nostalgia within him.  Soon he is using the retinal stimulators 

more often and begins to experience flashbacks to his days on Earth.  He remembers a 

woman he loved and the memory disturbs him.  As the days pass, the memories continue 
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to haunt him, until he finally confronts a painful moment from his past – his wife’s 

suicide upon learning he had been unfaithful.  On the ninetieth day he decides not to relay 

his coordinates to the rendezvous ship, choosing instead to stay on the ship alone, with 

only his memories of long-dead wife.  I titled the film Mnemosyne Rising, taking the 

name from the Greek goddess of memory. 

I liked the direction the first draft of the script was taking, but still had some 

reservations about it.  What bothered me the most was that Castillo’s wife, Sarah, had 

committed suicide because of his infidelity.  This made her character seem weak, and 

since most of the film centers on Castillo, Sarah came across not as a fully-rounded 

person, but a one-dimensional character in the three or four scenes she was in.  I was also 

wrestling with plot issues.  Science fiction means creating new worlds, which is fun.  The 

hard part is getting the rules of this new world across to the audience without being 

overly expository.  Unwittingly I had painted myself into a corner – how to get across 

information without anyone else on the ship?  I had created the character of Jorgens, 

Castillos’s captain on the rendezvous ship.  In the script, Castillo only ever hears his 

voice through radio transmission.  But I disliked having to constantly bring Castillo back 

into the control room as an expository technique.  Additionally, Castillo’s character 

wasn’t very active – he was sitting around waiting for ninety days to pass.  The script felt 

long and plodding as a consequence.  I noticed also that the moon Mnemosyne had 

become a character.  The script suggested that much of what was happening to Castillo 

was a possible result of some mysterious force of the moon.  Without noticing, I had 

written in a major story element of the Solaris novel and films; my homage had become a 

remake!  

Normally I like to take my time between drafts of scripts.  I allow myself days or 

weeks to just think about the story, letting it percolate, before I begin writing again.  But 
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this time I didn’t have the luxury.  I knew that nearly the whole film would have to be 

shot on custom sets built in a studio.  And building would take time.  Since I didn’t have 

the finances to rent a studio, I would need to make use of the Radio-Television-Film 

Department’s studios.  The department though, holds classes in the studios during the 

long semesters (September thru May) and sporadically in the summer.  If my film wasn’t 

ready to shoot within four months I’d have to wait a whole year until I could get 

unfettered access to the studios again.  So I immediately began working on a new draft. 

By the time shooting began, I wrote about ten “real” drafts of the script (with 

another five or six “half” drafts, which are small tweaks to a previous version).   When 

we entered production, I still didn’t feel 100% confident with the script, not so much 

because I felt it wasn’t ready, but because I wasn’t entirely sure if some of the plot 

choices I made were the most effective for the story.  In the last version before shooting, 

Castillo is a deep-space pilot in orbit around a newly discovered moon, Mnemosyne.  He 

works for the mining company Estemiko Bashi as a scout for minerals and when the film 

opens, Castillo had been on his solo mission for nearly two years.  Jorgens contacts him, 

inquiring whether this new moon is suitable for mining.  Castillo answers yes and then 

Jorgens hits him with the big news – Castillo’s being sent back home, to Earth.  The news 

unnerves Castillo; his vision blurs, the multitude of lights in the control panel become 

hazy spheres of color.  When Castillo mentions his eyes are bothering him, Jorgens 

impatiently directs him to use a pair of visors to relieve his eye strain so that he can 

calculate and transmit the moon’s coordinates. 

Castillo puts on the visors and chooses a benign looking beach scene to watch.  A 

series of beach images plays before his eyes but they’re briefly interrupted by an image 

of a woman laughing.  Castillo rewinds the video, searching for the woman, but to no 

avail.  Later, after calculating the moon’s coordinates, Castillo tries to transmit them to 
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Jorgens.  But an eclipse of the moon causes transmission problems, resulting in a loss of 

radio contact with Jorgens and the failure of the ship’s computer.  Alone in his cockpit,  

with no outside contact, Castillo hears a woman’s laugh, but a search of the ship reveals 

nothing.  Castillo tries fixing the computer, but his eyes begin bothering him again.  He 

tries the visors again and again sees the woman, this time hearing her voice.  Startled, he 

rips off the visors but can’t believe what he sees: the beach right outside the ship’s 

window.  Transfixed, he reaches to touch the window when suddenly the woman appears 

in the reflection and calls his name.  When he turns around, she’s gone.  Blaming the 

visors for his hallucinations, Castillo breaks them.  Determined not to let his emotions 

overcome him, he heads to the cockpit and tapes up all the lights.  He then splits his time 

redoing the coordinate calculations and trying to fix the computer. One night he’s 

awakened by the sounds of a rhythmic squeaking outside his room, but when he opens 

the door, there’s nothing out there.  All Castillo can do is utter Sarah.   

Castillo finds the broken visors and rewires them.  He searches furtively through 

the beach video for the woman, to no avail.  The rhythmic squeaking begins again and the 

visors go black.  When Castillo pulls them off, he sees an old rusted merry-go-round 

spinning in front of him.  He grabs it to stop the spinning and finds himself at a deserted 

playground on the beach.  The woman, Sarah, is there, and they’re in the middle of an 

argument about him leaving to space.  Sarah doesn’t understand why he would go.  

Castillo explains it’s always been his dream.  He promises to return, but Sarah calls him 

selfish and leaves.  Watching her go, Castillo realizes he’s back on the ship when 

suddenly a huge explosion rocks the ship, knocking Castillo out.  He wakes to find a 

transmission call from Jorgens, who was trying to warn him about a coming meteor storm 

now that the eclipse had passed.  The ship is damaged though and Castillo only has three 

hours of air left.  Castillo asks Jorgens if he can come rescue him but Jorgens needs the 
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coordinates.  Castillo reveals that he’s done all the calculations by hand and races to grab 

them.  While searching for the coordinates, he hears Sarah call his name again.  He turns 

to find the room empty; only the visors sit in the room.  In a final voice-over, as he flips 

off the radio transmission from Jorgens, Castillo reveals that the trip out into deep space 

takes ninety years, all of it in a deep sleep.  Everyone he knew and loved was gone.  The 

story closes with Castillo deciding to stay on the dying ship. 

In retrospect, that feels like a lot of story for a twenty-minute film.  I think I 

intuitively felt that, which is what gave me misgivings.  The eclipse-meteor storm plot 

point felt convoluted, and I was a unsure of two other voice-over moments in the film – 

an opening remembrance about Sarah and a dream sequence right in the middle.  But I 

did feel good about narrowing the Earth scenes to one beach playground, which I felt 

would resonate more as a memory.  Time was up, and whether I was ready to or not, I 

had to begin planning how to actually pull off this production. 
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Pre-Production 

Where to start?  Mnemosyne Rising was the most complicated and ambitious film 

project I had undertaken.  I honestly was at a loss on how to even begin figuring out how 

to make.  My previous work had never relied upon set building or visual effects, so I 

figured my first step was to assemble some people around me that knew what the hell 

they were doing.  Naiti Gámez was first on-board as cinematographer.  Her and I had 

collaborated on all my previous narrative films while at the University and our rapport 

was something that I valued.  I had been prepping her for months for a two-week shoot in 

the Texas desert when I thought we would be filming El Sonidero.  So it wasn’t hard to 

convince her to shoot a science fiction film in an air-conditioned studio for ten days.  The 

script excited her also; it would be, visually, unlike anything else she had shot before.  

Soham Mehta came on to produce the film, which I was extremely thankful for.  Soham’s 

practicality and organizational skills were exactly what I needed not only to help plan the 

shoot, but also to rein in Naiti and I from getting too ambitious.  I chose Nazanin Shirazi 

to production design the film.  She and I were close friends and she had been steadily 

working in the art departments of other films.  Nazanin was not a science fiction fan nor 

had she designed a film before.  I was lucky enough to bump into Javier Bonafont, a 

recent graduate of the film school, and he enthusiastically agreed art direct the film.  

Though a notorious curmudgeon, Javier was a huge fan of science fiction and had 

previous production design experience.  I thought that both of them could work as a two-

headed monster.  Nazanin would bring a distinct, fresh perspective to the film, while 

Javier would make sure it was rooted in the science of the film’s world.  With these core 

members in place, it was time to actually figure out what Mnmosyne Rising was going to 

be.  We all agreed we wanted to make the best damn science fiction film of the seventies 
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- eschewing flashy effects, instead relying on mood and production design to effectively 

establish its futuristic setting. 

There are two extremely important visual themes to the film – lights and Earth.  

Castillo becomes plagued with eye fatigue brought upon by countless hours of looking at 

his control panel lights.  There are tons of them, and they wreak havoc with his eyes.  

Sharp, distinct blinking lights become hazy colored circles of confusion.  Even when he 

closes his eyes, ghost images of his control panel remain.  These lights serve as a visual 

metaphor to the millions of stars that brought him into space in the first place and that 

continue to sit outside his observatory window.  We planned to shoot all Castillo’s POV 

of the lights with a special lens – a Lensbaby tilt shift lens – that would allow us specific 

manipulation of focus within the same focal plane.   

In an effort to alleviate his eye fatigue, Castillo begins using a retinal stimulator – 

a ninety-year old pseudo virtual reality video housed in a visor-like apparatus.  The 

retinal stimulator shows Castillo benign, candy-colored images of Earth that trigger his 

flashbacks.  These virtual reality images would be shot on Super 16mm to give a subtle 

indication of the age of the video.  Earth becomes dreamlike, a stark contrast to his ship.  

A beach scene on Earth - the final confrontation with his lost love -would be shot on 

35mm to distinguish it from the visor sequences.    

Nearly the whole film is set on the spaceship Ananke.  The ship consists of three 

“pods” all connected by a service tunnel.  Castillo has spent the last two years on the ship 

alone.  From the beginning, we thought of the ship as a “submarine in space” – the 

ultimate antiquated spaceship. The production design team and myself felt that the idea of 

time lost should be incorporated into the design.  The ship’s interior bears inspiration 

from Victorian-era architecture.  Thus, castellated beams would serve as the interior 

structural support.  All machinery and gadgets are analog (except the computer), and 
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again, in a reference to Victorian trappings, subtly based on steampunk designs.  The ship 

sequences would be shot on 35mm. 

But Castillo is also trapped – his own personal tomb.  In order to underscore this, 

our lighting design within the ship would be high contrast.  Shadows pervade the ship.  

Castillo is defined as much by what we don’t see of him as what we do.  We decided to 

use practicals for a great deal of the shoot, creating in-frame light sources that then fall 

off quickly.  These would be hard light sources.  Mixed in will be soft sources motivated 

from underneath, aimed through a grated floor lit by fluorescent banks.  In the ceilings 

we would have a finer grate allowing for hard key lights.   

I recruited Sarah Mosher to wardrobe design the film.  I told her we wanted to 

stick to the steampunk motif and showed her some examples that I thought worked well.  

I wanted to be careful and not get too costumey, which could happen with steampunk 

inspired clothes.  I pointed out specifically the wardrobes on Aliens Resurrection, which I 

think did a fantastic job of integrating steampunk style into a science fiction space film. 

Since the film was going to be shot out of order, I decided that Castillo’s wardrobe would 

signify his emotional state, rather than his body’s physical appearance (such as hair and 

beard growth).  We decided that as he became more emotionally vulnerable, he would 

gradually shed wardrobe, going from a jacketed outfit to an undershirt.  Sarah Mosher’s 

design was brilliant, and I was ecstatic with the detail.  She incorporated buckles and a 

leather half-vest into a flight/mechanic work outfit.  Our original wardrobe design for the 

character of Sarah was, admittedly, terrible.  Sarah only appears in a couple of scenes, but 

I wanted a futuristic, flow-y, summer dress that still harkened to the steampunk aesthetic.  

I signed off on Sarah Mosher’s design and she went off to make it.  When I saw the final 

dress, I tried to convince myself that it would work.  I almost did too, until Naiti and 

Nazanin recoiled in horror at the dress.  Sarah Mosher had made exactly what I had asked 



 12 

her to make.  The problem was that no real woman would wear it.  Nazanin suggested 

one of her own white dresses with a green shoal and we all agreed that was much better 

than what Naiti had started referring to as the “fairy dress”. 

Casting was relatively easy, compared to the three month process I undertook to 

find a precocious teenage boy for my last film, KID.  Originally I had written the script 

with my friend, Raul Castillo, in mind to play the lead.  This is why the lead character’s 

name is Castillo.  I had already imagined him in every scene and was looking forward to 

working with him again.  I had only two reservations – first, I didn’t know if he would be 

completely believable as a pilot.  Even though he’s thirty years old, Raul comes off as bit 

younger; I was afraid that the film might seem too much like a school project with a 

younger actor.  Second, we had planned to shoot the film over the course of thirteen 

straight days in Austin and Houston.  Raul lived in New York City and so if we were 

going to use him, I would have to be precise about shooting dates so travel and 

accommodation could be arranged.  Since the production was extremely tight budget-

wise it would be imperative that once we locked in shooting dates, we stick to them.  The 

thing was, I wasn’t comfortable locking in shooting dates because I had a gut-feeling that 

the set building was going to take longer than we had anticipated.  So while I had 

broached the idea to Raul, I hadn’t offered him the part.    

While at a script reading for a friend’s project, I was struck by the stage presence 

of one of the actors, Marc Pouhe.  I approached him afterwards and told him I’d like to 

have him read for a part in a short film I was making.  He agreed enthusiastically.  We 

arranged a meeting some time later, and I prepared a couple of Castillo sides for him.  He 

nailed it.  In person and on tape, he felt real.  Soham and I had already scheduled other 

actors to come read, but I was ready to cast him immediately.  Soham convinced me to 

finish out the audition process, and I saw a couple of others (some friends of mine), but 
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had already set my mind to casting Marc.  Now Castillo was supposed to be Latino, but 

Marc was African-American.  I didn’t want to change the character’s name, so I left it, 

reasoning that since there were no Latino cultural references in the film, there would be 

no problem. 

But I did want the character of Sarah to be played by a Latina, though I was fine if 

her race was difficult to ascertain.  So Soham and I saw about fifteen to twenty actresses 

(though Soham convinced me to audition all races).  I didn’t want Sarah to be “film 

beautiful”; I wanted her to look real.  This was the call I put out: 

Female Lead.  Early 30s. Independent and head strong, but not immune to the 
sting of love.  Left by her husband alone on Earth, she is the conscious as well as 
the heart and soul of their relationship.  The perfect blend of ancestry that makes 
it impossible to tell where she’s from.  

Of all the women we saw, Karina Dominguez best represented Sarah.  Beautiful, but not 

overtly so, with a charming blend of stubbornness and humor, Soham liked her 

immediately.  Once she read with Marc, we all knew she would be the perfect Sarah. 

I felt the biggest challenge with the film was going to be building the sets.  There 

were four main rooms in the ship: the Observatory, the Cockpit, the Tunnel, and the 

Bedroom.  We wanted the ship to feel like a submarine in many respects.  But the main 

challenge was figuring out how to actually make what we were envisioning.  Nazanin and 

Javier suggested collecting as many gadgets, computer peripherals, electronics, and wood 

as possible.  We stored everything in a friend’s garage.  They also started building an art 

team, recruiting as many people as possible to “help build a spaceship”. 

I’m very proud of the fact that the majority of the spaceship is comprised of 

material either found on Craigslist, garage sales, or auctions.  Other than wood, nails, and 

PVC pipe, we really didn’t purchase much.  Now don’t get me wrong, we purchased a lot 

of wood.  But somewhere at the very beginning of the process, we all decided that due to 
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budget constraints, the sets would have to be built with a whole lot of ingenuity, because 

there wasn’t much else.  Many times, we were just lucky.  One challenge: how to build 

the walls to our ship?  All the rooms were to be curved (the tunnel was a perfect seven-

foot circle!), making traditional flats impossible to use.  Javier came across a stack of one 

hundred fifty political signs, measuring four by eight feet each, on Craigslist for $70.  

The signs were made of coroplast, a strong, but flexible material that could be painted.  

On the opposite sides of our interior ship walls were slogans reading “Elect Sherri Cole”!  

A similar challenge was figuring out how to support the walls?  Our design called for 

corrugated, circular metal I-beams measuring up to seventeen feet high.  There’s no way 

we could afford to buy real I-beams.  My father is a retired mechanical engineer who now 

does some metal work and fabrication on the side.  He offered to build us facsimiles of I-

beams made from welded flat steel sheets that he would bend to give us our circular 

shape.   

Originally, we thought we could build the four sets in two studios over the course 

of three weeks.  In retrospect, that was absurd.  The sets were going to require a great 

deal of detail work to pass as believable.  We had set mid-May as the build start date, but 

after a week of building, we realized there was no way to build the four sets in time for 

the shoot.  So we pushed back the start of production four days.  After another week, it 

was apparent we were only trying to deny the inevitable – there was no way to complete 

building of all the sets in time to start shooting.  Our primary obstacle was manpower.  In 

the beginning months of pre-production we had a steady stream of volunteers, but none 

stayed very long.  Part of the reason was the general flakiness of young, inexperienced 

assistants.  Another was Javier’s gruff demeanor.  He had high expectations for all 

volunteers, and if they weren’t meeting those expectations, he let them know.  I had no 

problem with his attitude because I felt it was a good learning experience for everybody 
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who came to volunteer.  We were extremely lucky to find three enthusiastic, talented, and 

best of all, unemployed, people who wanted to help and who got along great with Javier.  

With a full-time crew of five people, and some part-time help, we built the tunnel, 

bedroom, and cockpit sets in one studio in about five weeks.  The remaining observatory 

set then took another three weeks in the second studio.  Now it was time to shoot. 
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Production 

We were slated to begin shooting in early June 2008.  Principal shooting would 

take eleven days, nine in the studios on the University campus and two on a beach at the 

Padre Island National Seashore (which was three hours away).  It was going to be an 

ambitious production schedule, with only one day off and long days.  On my pre-thesis 

film, KID, Naiti and I had scheduled nineteen to twenty-one shots per day.  We were 

shooting Super-16mm and figured with a good number of daytime exteriors, we would be 

able to move fast.  Well, we quickly found out that we could only realistically do thirteen 

to fourteen shots a day.  With that experience fresh in our minds, Naiti and I ruthlessly 

winnowed down our shotlist so that we would be averaging fifteen shots a day.  Neither 

of us had shot 35mm before, but we figured since the majority of the production would 

be in a studio, we could hit duplicate what we did on KID.  Plus we had a day of pre-

lighting scheduled, so we didn’t anticipate problems hitting our goal. 

About a week and a half before production was going to begin, it became 

apparent that the sets were not going to be ready.  The art team was working tirelessly, 

sometimes fifteen hours a day.  But the level of set detail required was enormous, and so 

Soham and I discussed the prospect of pushing the shoot with Nazanin and Javier.  They 

agreed another week was desperately needed to finish the Cockpit, Tunnel, and Bedroom 

sets (which were all housed in the same studio and were slated to be shot first).  The 

Observatory set sat in another studio down the hall, nowhere near complete.  It would 

take at least three weeks to get it ready.  The question was then, Do we push the whole 

shoot four weeks so that the entire film could be shot at once?  The problem was that 

much of the crew, as well as some special equipment, had already been scheduled.  Our 

solution was to break the production up into two phases.  The first phase would begin one 
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week later than our anticipated start date and consist of shooting all the Cockpit, Tunnel, 

and Bedroom scenes.  We would shoot the Observatory and the Beach scenes during the 

second phase, three weeks after the first phase ended.  This also afforded us the extra 

benefit of being able to reshoot or pickup shots from the first phase during the second 

phase of shooting, if time permitted. 

Phase One.  Phase One was tough, exhausting, and sometimes chaotic.  It was 

probably the most frustrating five days of shooting I’ve ever been a part of.  There were a 

couple of reasons for this.  First, my usual plan of attack when shooting is to approach 

each scene with a shotlist and storyboards.  I normally have a rough idea of blocking and 

when I get to set, I work it out with the actors, then call in Naiti to take a look.  

Sometime’s we’ll have to adjust the shot, and I’m fine with this.  I also have a penchant 

for adding a shot or two.  Naiti or I tend to discover shots we never thought of and we 

squeeze them in. In other words, though I have a plan, it’s malleable.  But I need a plan.  

The Cockpit was the last of the Phase One sets to be finished.  It was designed so that 

each of its five panel walls would pull apart to facilitate shooting, but since it was still 

being constructed, we never actually pulled it apart prior to shooting.  Since that 

particular set was so small, shooting angles were important.  But we couldn’t get an idea 

of the shooting angle until we pulled a panel.  If we pulled the panel and didn’t like the 

angle, the reset time was excruciatingly long.  All this meant that I entered the Cockpit 

scenes with no storyboards and only a vague idea of how we would shoot them.  

Compounding the problem was that we were shooting the Cockpit based on camera 

position and not scene.  In other words, rather than shoot all of scene five, then move on 

to scene nine (which is how I prefer to shoot), we were shooting every shot in scene five, 

nine, thirteen, etc from the camera position where panel one would be removed.  Then we 

would replace that panel, pull panel two, and shoot every shot from all the Cockpit scenes 
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form that position.  I despise shooting in this manner.  It’s harder for the actors to 

maintain emotional continuity within the scene and for me to track that continuity.  I also 

edit each scene in my head as we are shooting, making sure I have cut points and enough 

coverage.  This is difficult for me to do when I’m bouncing between seven different 

scenes.  I had agreed to shoot this way because of the time factor, but by the second day, 

regretted it.  Soham and Naiti also were frustrated and we all reached a point where we 

just wanted to get through the Cockpit scenes as quickly as possible.  Our very last day 

we shot the main Bedroom scene in its entirety, complete with on-camera effects work.  

That day was enjoyable, and I could tell during the shoot I was getting exactly what I 

envisioned in my head.  

Phase Two.  During the three weeks between phases, Naiti and I sat down to 

discuss how we could make this next round of shooting more efficient.  We discovered 

that we could only get about ten to eleven shots a day, in part because the 35mm camera 

was a beast to move around.  So we trimmed our shotlist accordingly.  We also 

storyboarded every shot from the remaining scenes, so there would be no confusion on 

what was being shot.  The Observatory was a much larger set, something like forty feet 

long and up to thirty feet wide with a fifteen foot ceiling.  The Tunnel, Bedroom, and 

Cockpit had all been very cramped, making production moves difficult.  The one difficult 

thing about the set though was that it was entirely closed.  Which meant that in some 

respects, we were going to have the same problem as the Cockpit – certain panels would 

have to be removed and everything would be shot from that setup.  What was nice though 

was that since the set was so large, I would be able to move in and shoot out a scene.   

The Observatory was also the only room that looked out into space.  The art team 

had constructed a six-foot diameter plexiglass window and behind it we set up a green 

screen.  Given the time, I would not have shot with a greenscreen, but rather made use of 
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rear-projection.  But since the pre-production time was already so short, there just wasn’t 

the time to create the moon, stars, and other space visuals needed to rear project video.  I 

think it would have added to the atmosphere of the shoot and perhaps helped Marc better 

visualize his environment.   

We also made the decision to push the beach shoot to the fall.  We wanted to 

maximize our time in the studios, since the set was going to be torn down immediately 

after production finished.  There was also a half-day’s worth of reshoots from the Cockpit 

that we needed to do, so it made sense to do all our location shooting at a later time.   

The Cockpit reshoots were needed because I felt that I hadn’t adequately guided 

Marc through a couple of the opening scenes.  I also wasn’t happy with the coverage – I 

had edited the dailies into a rough cut and noticed there were some problem spots that I 

needed to address.  Shots weren’t cutting together well (I had feared this when we were 

shooting) so since the set was still standing, it made sense to reshoot. 

Phase two was a much better shoot than phase one.  We all felt more comfortable 

with what was being shot and how we were going to shoot it.  The toughest challenge 

was figuring out how to shoot an explosion scene on-set.  Naiti and I had a vague notion 

of what the shots would be, but we had never actually knew how we were going to 

simulate an explosion.  Once the art team demonstrated that a vacuum on reverse and a 

bag of corn flakes could simulate debris, Naiti and I decided a violent shake of the 

camera would lend credence to the effect.  What we ended up with was pretty good, all 

things considered. 

I also spent more time before the shoot and during the shoot prepping Marc for 

his scenes.  Normally I like to do a read-throughs with the actors before production 

commences, to make sure we’re all on the same page.  But in this case, Marc was entirely 

by himself.  All his dialogue scenes were with a voice manifested as a waveform monitor.  
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He really had no one to act off of.  I noticed that this affected some of his performance in 

the first phase, so I wanted him to really envelop himself with emotional state of Castillo.  

I think he did a better job during the second phase.  In fact, I think we all did a better job 

on the second phase. 

Phase Three.  The third phase of shooting was to begin in September 2008.  It 

would encompass the beach scene between Castillo and Sarah, as well as the tunnel and 

“city of lights” dream sequences.  I had picked September because I thought it would 

give me enough time to get a good edit of the spaceship sequences together.  This would 

give me a better sense of how I should shoot the beach scene.  I already knew what I 

wanted with the tunnel and “city of lights” dream sequences, but I was unsure of my 

plans for the beach scene. It was the emotional crux of the story and had to hit just right 

or the film wouldn’t work.  I wanted to make absolutely sure what I thought I needed to 

shoot would work with what the film would become.  It wasn’t until late November that I 

felt reasonably comfortable with the edit that I could start thinking about planning the 

shoot.  I decided that I didn’t want to take a large crew on an out-of-town shoot for a 

small scene.  So Naiti and I decided that we would go with just eight people.  We would 

shoot in January, to minimize the number of potential beach-goers that could interfere 

with the shoot.  We chose the Padre Island National Seashore as our location. 

Part of the challenge of this scene was that it takes place in a deserted playground 

on the beach.  Rather than find a playground on a beach and then try and deal with 

keeping it deserted, we found a deserted beach and built a playground on it.  This worked 

great, but necessitated an extra day of prep to assemble the swing-set, see-saws, and 

merry-go-round.  Another challenge was weather - Texas winters are notoriously fickle.  

We planned on shooting three days, two days to do the Castillo-Sarah confrontation and 
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one day to shoot all the virtual reality beach shots, which didn’t need actors.  So we 

crossed our fingers and hoped for three days of consistent weather.   

Our plan: Friday would be the playground set-up day.  We would also shoot the 

virtual reality shots, hoping to knock them all out (since they didn’t involve the 

playground).  Saturday and half of Sunday would be devoted to the scene with the actors, 

and then the last half of Sunday would be reserved to pick up anything we didn’t get to 

and to tear down the playground.  We were also depending on Kodak to send us our film.  

Since it was being donated, it would be sent straight to Corpus Christi, the nearest city to 

our location (about 30 minutes away).   

Friday was a beautiful, sunny day.  We started to set up and had a Production 

Assistant waiting for the film to arrive at the Corpus Christi Film Commission offices.  

When it arrived, he brought it to us.  We were dismayed to find that the wrong film had 

been sent to us.  We were going to shoot 50D (a slow daylight rated film) and instead 

received 500T (a fast indoor film).  It would not be till Saturday that the correct film 

could be sent.  So we set up and went back to a house we were staying at in Aransas Pass 

(45 minutes away, but free).  The actors arrived Friday evening and I put them up at their 

hotel rooms on the island.  Saturday was cold and overcast.  The wind was gusting also, 

making the day miserable.  I knew that the actors were not going to enjoy themselves and 

neither were any of the crew.  As luck would have it, Kodak’s film didn’t make it.  They 

happened to send it by ground, rather than overnight.  Saturday was a wasted day – we 

had no film to shoot.  Worse, Kodak is unreachable on the weekend.  We were going to 

have to find film on our own.  We began calling everyone we knew back in Austin and 

found two cans of 50D.  I arranged for some friends to drop it off in San Antonio to my 

parents.  They in turn handed it off to me at midnight at a gas station halfway between 

Corpus Christi and San Antonio (the cities are three hours apart).  I hardly slept that 
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night, leaving me in a terrible state to begin shooting.  Sunday was again beautiful and 

sunny, but now we had only one day to shoot the entire scene because Karina had to be 

back in Austin that evening. 

We shot the simple stuff first, saving the meaty, emotional moment for the end of 

the day.  I disliked the dialogue I had written and never felt comfortable with my 

revisions to it.  So I had the Marc and Karina improvise the scene and asked Naiti to 

shoot it cinéma-vérité.  We didn’t have many takes, because the sun was setting, and I 

had an aching feeling I didn’t capture everything I would have liked.  The actors left and 

the crew stayed an extra day to shoot the virtual reality scenes.  We were lucky that 

Monday was bright and sunny also. 

Three days later, Naiti, myself, and our gaffer, Colin Harrington, drove to 

Houston to shoot the dream sequences.  We had secured an underground road tunnel but 

could only access it between midnight and 4am.  The tunnel was beautiful and it remains 

one of my favorite sequences in the film.  Afterwards, from the back of a pickup truck, 

we shot the hundreds of lights that adorn the oil refineries in Houston.  We simply drove 

by on the highway, racked the image out-of-focus, and shot to achieve the “city of 

lights”.  And that was it; production was done. 
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Post-Production 

Editing.  The bane of my existence.  Actually, that’s not true.  I enjoy editing, but 

am slow at it.  I agonize over every possible scene construction.  I get locked into certain 

shots and refuse to cut them for months.  I often bang my head on the desk and wonder 

what I had gotten myself into.  I spent over a year editing KID.  I did not want to go 

through that again.  In the spring of 2008 I approached Brandon Thomas about co-editing 

and doing the visual effects work required for the film.  I also asked James Leche to 

assistant edit.  Both enthusiastically jumped on-board.  Our original time-table had a 

finished film deadline of December 2008.  

After Phase Two shooting was completed, James put together a rough cut of the 

film based on the shooting script.  Of course the beach and space shots were replaced 

with title cards, but it was a great jumping off point.  I took James’ cut and recut it, 

stressing tone and theme.  I test screened this cut and was surprised both by how much 

people liked it and by how much work they thought still needed to be done.  Many story 

elements were muddled making the film hard to understand.  I had felt really confident 

about the cut until that screening; I had even told Brandon that I would finish editing the 

film myself!  Now I found myself lost in the familiar editing maze. 

I also inadvertently slowed all my effects work.  Normally I have the film 

transferred to digital tape with just a one-light pass done.  No color work is even 

attempted.  When I finish editing, Naiti and I go back to the transfer house and supervise 

the color correction.  The film is then laid out to HD.  On Mnemosyne, I did the same 

thing.  What I didn’t realize was that all the effects work would have to be done in HD, 

meaning it couldn’t start until I had an HD version.  So Brandon couldn’t start until I 
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finished editing and transferred.  I realized this early on, but didn’t have the money to pay 

for another transfer to HD.  So Brandon waited. 

It took me one year to picture lock the film.  I made numerous changes to the 

story - cutting down the beach confrontation, losing the eclipse, abandoning a subplot 

that had Castillo taping up all the lights in the ship.  My favorite prop from the film, and a 

key thematic element, was the merry-go-round.  It was the last to go sadly.  For a long 

time I thought Mnemosyne Rising would come in around 22 minutes.  It wasn’t until my 

good friend and mentor, Steve Mims, got a hold of it did it winnow down to 18+ minutes.  

All in all, I’m proud of the final film and thankful for the opportunity I had to make it.   
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The Future 

I won’t lie – the challenges this film presented were maddening at times.  I can’t 

count how many times I asked myself, “Why am I doing this?”  But no doubt, making 

Mnemosyne Rising absolutely prepared me for the challenges of feature filmmaking.  The 

amount of prep work, collaboration, and post-production supervision was on par with 

most low budget features.   

Nearly two years ago I had three thesis ideas bouncing around in my head.  One 

was the aforementioned El Sonidero; the other a short adaptation of a feature script of 

mine, La Perdida; and the last was a small, two-person drama set in small town Texas 

called Atlantic City.  All three ideas appealed to me - El Sonidero’s abstract, non-linear 

story and exotic locale; La Perdida’s science fiction underpinnings; Atlantic City’s 

minimal love story.  Mnemosyne Rising was all three films rolled into one.  Its creation 

assured me that those other three films can be made because, in a sense, I’ve already 

made them.  I intend for Atlantic City to be my first feature.  It is the next logical step in 

the progression.  An ambitious sci-fi short followed by a small, low-budget feature.  Then 

La Perdida, a time travel love story equal parts 12 Monkeys and Amores Perros.  I see the 

path before me and I’m eager to follow it. 
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Appendix 1 Original Shooting Script 

 
FADE IN. 

INT. SPACESHIP CASTILLO'S ROOM 

A timepiece, marking days, hangs from a bunk. It TICKS 
steadily. 

Castillo (V.O.) 
I remember the first time I saw her, 
I wanted to tell someone. 

INT. Spaceship cockpit 

A myriad of lights, with switches and levers, cover 
almost every available surface.  A computer monitor 
displays two celestial bodies and a diagram of a 
spaceship. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
Anyone. 

INT. Spaceship Observatory 

CASTILLO hovers at a large window, staring at the stars 
outside.  He writes in a journal.  His eyes, weary and 
sad, bear the weight of a past made up of lost choices 
and regrets.  

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
She was beautiful.  Like a star, I 
thought.   

EXT. SPACE 

Stars.  A spaceship glides by. 

Beyond it, a planet orbits slowly, its surface blue and 
hazy.  A series of concentric rings, twisted, encircle 
it.   

A moon, MNEMOSYNE, green and bright peeks from behind 
the planet.  The reflection of the sun's rays off it's 
surface emit an almost blinding flash. 
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CASTILLO (V.O.) 
A beautiful, blinding star.  How 
could you ever forget something like 
that? 

Mnemosyne flares - its aura mesmerizing. 

TITLE CARD:       MNEMOSYNE RISING 

MATCH CUT TO: 

 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT 

A red speaker light flashes and BEEPS beside a speaker.  
Castillo enters, flips a switch below it, and speaks 
into a microphone. 

CASTILLO 
Castillo here.  That you, Jorgens? 

Castillo watches a waveform react in unison with 
Jorgens' voice.   

Jorgens 
(voice only) 

Who else would it bloody be?  What's 
it look like out there? 

Castillo sits and flips some switches. 

CASTILLO 
You should see this moon. 

JORGENS 
Which one? 

CASTILLO 
Mnemosyne.  She shimmers.  Kind of 
like a mirage.  

JORGENS 
I don't care what it looks like, 
only what it's made of. 

CASTILLO 
That's your problem, Jorgens. 
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Castillo turns and plugs a data stick into a computer.  
Mineral data scrolls across the screen. Castillo glances 
at a blinking light on the control panel.  It blurs, 
becomes hazy. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
(rubbing his eyes) 

Fucking lights. 

JORGENS 
Using the visor? Those lights are 
gonna wear your eyes out.   

CASTILLO 
They're fine.    

(looking at the screen) 
Moon's oxide rich.  Perfect for 
mining. 

JORGENS 
Good.  Listen, Castillo.  They're 
sending you home. 

CASTILLO 
Home? 

JORGENS 
Earth.   

Castillo says nothing. 

JORGENS (CONT'D) 
What?  You wanna stay out there 
another nineteen months?  

Castillo looks at the speaker light.  It appears hazy, 
throbs. Puzzled, he squints and covers his eyes with his 
hand.  Looks again at the speaker light.  It's fine. 

CASTILLO 
No.  I'm ready to go back.  My eyes 
are starting to get to me out here. 

JORGENS 
I need the coordinates then. 

CASTILLO 
Still figuring them out.  I'll have 
them by tomorrow. 
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JORGENS 
Fine. Get me those coordinates then 
you can go home.  And if you're eyes 
are bothering you, use the visors.  
Jorgens out. 

The speaker light fades.   

Castillo closes his eyes.  A ghost image of the console 
lights remains.  He opens them again and sighs.  

INT. Spaceship Tunnel 

Castillo climbs down from a hatch.  A hanging light 
blurs, as does the tunnel.  He approaches another hatch 
at the end of the tunnel. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY 

Castillo enters through the hatch.  Approaches a console 
with a visor hanging.  Opens a drawer, pulls out an 
injector device.  Taps some keys and unplugs the visor.  

Castillo walks to the edge of the runway and sits in 
front of the observatory window. Castillo rubs his eyes 
then slips the visors on.  Plugs the injector into the 
visor. 

The visor lights up.  He flips the visor down. 

POV 

Waves rolling on a beach. The words 

"VIDEOSCAPES - BEACH" 

appear. 

CASTILLO 
Play. 

A seagull flies.  A hermit crab scuttling across the 
sand.  A small whirlpool in the tide.   

An image of a WOMAN, the ocean behind her, flashes 
briefly.  Then the beach with the tide retreating. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Pause. 
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The tide stops moving. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Rewind. 

The tide flows back up the beach.  Then the whirlpool in 
reverse. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Play. 

The whirlpool again.  Then the tide.  No woman flashes 
on the screen this time.  

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Pause.  Rewind. 

The scene rewinds again to the beginning. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Pause. 

The scene freezes. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Stop. 

Everything goes black. 

END POV 

Castillo flips up the visor.  He leans back and covers 
his eyes with his hands.  Then he removes the visor and 
sets it down. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - LATER 

Castillo graphs a route along a star chart.  Jots down 
calculations on a writing pad.   

CASTILLO 
They can slingshot through here.   

A red light BEEPS and flashes on the wall behind him. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Yeah, yeah, I'm coming. 
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He tears the sheet off and races out - past the visor 
still sitting on the floor. 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT 

The red speaker light flashes.  Castillo flips it on. 

CASTILLO 
Jorgens? 

JORGENS (O.C.) 
(thru static) 

What's with all the bloody static? 

CASTILLO 
Probably magnetic flare from the 
eclipse.  We'll lose all radio com 
soon but I should have the 
coordinates in a sec. 

Castillo turns to the navigation computer and switches 
it on.  The screen blinks to life. 

He types in a series of numbers from the sheet with 
calculations on it.  The computer reads: 

ERROR 

Castillo checks his calculations and types in the 
numbers again. 

The computer screen blinks then goes blank. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Oh no. 

He taps at the keyboard.  Nothing.  Again.  Nothing. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
(to Jorgens) 

Computer's down.   
(turning back to the speaker) 

Now what? 

JORGENS (o.C.) 
(thru heavy static) 

I can barely hear you, mate. 

Castillo adjusts a speaker knob. 
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CASTILLO 
Jorgens? 

JORGENS 
(inaudible) 

Castillo? 

Then nothing but static from the speaker.  The red light 
still on. 

CASTILLO 
Jorgens?  You there? 

He flips the switch on and off.  Still static.  He sits 
back.  Sighs. 

WOMAN (O.S.) 
John? 

Castillo turns.  No one is there.  Puzzled, he listens.  
No sound but the HUM of the spaceship. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY 

The room sits silent.  Castillo peers in.  Nothing.  He 
turns and leaves. 

INT. SPACESHIP TUNNEL 

Silent except for the HUM of the ship.  He approaches 
the door opposite the observatory.  Hesitates, then 
grabs the handle and opens. 

INT. Spaceship Castillo's room - CONTINUOUS 

Again, empty.  Castillo stands there, alone, listening.   

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT 

Castillo enters.  Taps at the keyboard.  Still nothing 
on the navigation computer monitor. Turns to the speaker 
- static.  Flips the switch off. 

EXT. SPACE - dAY 8 

The ship lies still.  Mnemosyne sits, mostly eclipsed. 
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INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - Day 8 

Castillo twists two wires together that protrude from 
the back of the computer.   

He touches the two wires to a third, then looks at the 
computer screen.   

Nothing. 

Castillo sits back in his chair, looking up at the wall 
of lights on the control panel.  

POV 

The control panel lights, blurry. 

END POV 

He scrunches his eyes closed.  

POV 

A ghost image of the lights still remain. 

END POV 

Castillo reopens his eyes. 

CASTILLO 
Damn. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 8 

Castillo searches the console drawer.  Sits by the star 
chart and looks at the visor.  Hesitates, then puts it 
on. The visor lights up. 

POV 

The beach. 

CASTILLO 
Play. 

The seagull.  The hermit crab.  Then the tide. 

END POV 
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Unseen by Castillo, a hermit crab crawls across the 
cargo bay floor. 

POV 

Waves rolling on a beach.  

WOMAN (O.S.) 
John? 

END POV 

Castillo whips his head around, the visor still on. 

He pulls the visor off and looks to the bay window. 

POV 

Mnemosyne with a ghost image of the waves rolling on the 
beach. 

END POV 

He rubs his eyes and approaches the window until his 
face nearly touches it.  The beach disappears.  Only 
space.  The reflection of a Woman approaches behind him. 

WOMAN (CONT'D) 
John? 

Castillo turns. 

The room is empty.  Castillo tosses the visor away.  
They land, broken.  He races off. 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - dAY 15 

The multitude of blinking lights.  Castillo watches 
them.  He places a piece of tape over one light.  Then 
another.  Then another. 

EXT. SPACE - day 15 

Mnemosyne has now emerged further from behind the 
planet. 

 

Omitted 
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INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - Day 15 

Castillo sits, watching Mnemosyne through the bay 
window.  His eyes are weary and he's stopped shaving. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
There aren't supposed to be any 
dreams on the trip from Earth.  They 
put you in a deep sleep, one you 
never feel like waking from.   

EXT. City of Lights - Dream 

Darkness.  A hazy circle of light blinks on and slowly 
moves past. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
But the last night before waking, I 
dreamt of a city of lights.  I was 
in a car traveling but I wasn't 
driving.   

One by one, more hazy circles of light blink on, all 
moving. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
I rode for hours and the city's 
lights all seemed like distant, 
blinking stars to me.  But then they 
grew larger, brighter, and I had to 
close my eyes to keep from being 
blinded.  But even with my eyes 
closed, I could still see them.  
They were ghosts of themselves, but 
they were still stars.  Bright, 
beautiful, blinding stars. I wanted 
to tell her how beautiful they were, 
but I was alone.  

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 15 

Castillo repeatedly scrunches his eyes closed.   

INT. Dream Tunnel - DAY 

A streak of yellow light races by, hard and angular. 

 

 



 36 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
But then the car entered a tunnel, 
and for the first time I was afraid.  
The walls were close, close enough 
to reach out either window and 
touch.  But what frightened me were 
the lights above me, in the tunnel.  
They were yellow and they pulsed as  

CASTILLO (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
they raced by.   

Another streak of light, then another.  They follow in a 
quick, successive pattern.  

CASTILLO (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
And every time they pulsed, the 
ceiling of the tunnel sank.  It was 
as if the tunnel was shrinking 
around me.  I looked ahead, but I 
couldn't see the end of the tunnel.  
It was just one long stream of 
pulsing yellow light.  I drove 
through that never-ending tunnel 
forever.  

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 15 

Castillo squeezes his eyes shut. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
And then I woke up. 

EXT. SPACE - dAY 24 

Half of Mnemosyne has now emerged. 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - Day 24 

The computer sits silent, part of its casing removed.  
Tape covers most of the lights. Castillo uses a small 
lamp to illuminate the innards of the computer. He leans 
in close.  A light flashes from inside the computer, 
blinding him. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 24 

Mylar sheets with furious calculations lie on the 
instrument panel.  Another is thrown on to the stack. 
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CASTILLO 
Slingshot through here.  Three point 
one four times gamma...no.  Yes.  
Thirty two five two five divided 
by... 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - dAY 24 

Castillo stands in front of the speaker.  He flips the 
switch on.  Still nothing but static. 

EXT. SPACE - Day 32 

The spaceship floats silently.  Very few running lights 
are on. 

INT. sPACESHIP TUNNEL - dAY 32 

Empty. As is the bedroom also.  

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 32 LATER 

Mnemosyne looms in the window.  An almost indecipherable 
amount of calculations cover the star chart.  

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - DAY 32 LATER 

A mess of wires dangle from the back of the computer.  
Tape still covers all the lights, leaving the cockpit 
dark. 

INT. SPACESHIP CASTILLO'S ROOM - DAY 32 LATER 

Castillo sleeps.  A tuft of wind sways the timepiece.  A 
metallic SQUEAKING, like a rusty bike wheel, begins. 

Castillo wakes.  He hears waves CRASHING.  He feels the 
wind.  He steps off the bed into wet sand.  Looks down, 
then to the door.  He takes a few steps in the dark.    

The SQUEAKING continues from behind the door.  He 
approaches. 

CASTILLO 
(whispering) 

Sarah? 

Swings it open. 
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The tunnel lies dark and silent. 

He stands on the ship floor, no sand in sight. 

EXT. SPACE - Day 40 

Mnemosyne now has fully emerged from behind the planet. 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT - DAY 40 

Almost all the lights are now covered with black tape.  
The computer sits, still disassembled.  The red speaker 
light flashes and BEEPS beneath the tape. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 40 

The visor lies on the ground by the lockers.  Castillo 
hesitates, then sits and grabs them. Splices the visor's 
hanging wires together.  Puts it on. 

The beach.  The words 

"VIDEOSCAPES - BEACH" 

appear.  But the image is distorted and flickers in and 
out. 

CASTILLO 
Play. 

Waves rolling on the beach.  A seagull flies.   

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Pause. 

Castillo hesitates. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Play. 

A hermit crab scuttling across the sand.  A small 
whirlpool in the tide. Then the beach with the tide 
retreating. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Come on.   

The scenes play out again.  A metallic SQUEAKING begins. 
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CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Where is she?  Forward two speed. 

The scene plays at regular speed, flickering. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Where is she? 

Still regular speed.  The whirlpool spins. 

CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Rewind! 

It continues to spin. 

END POV 

The SQUEAKING is louder now.  Castillo, visors still on, 
looks around, as if for the first time hearing it.  He 
pulls the visor off. 

A rusted merry-go-round spins slowly in the middle of 
the observatory. 

Castillo approaches it; reaches out and stops the merry-
go-round. 

EXT. Beach - DAY 

Castillo holds the merry-go-round. 

Sarah (O.S.) 
What's wrong? 

Castillo turns.  SARAH, striking because of her simple 
beauty, watches him.  She holds a shawl around herself 
to keep the wind off her.  Around her neck hangs the 
timepiece. 

CASTILLO 
The squeaking bothers me. 

SARAH 
No.  With you. 

CASTILLO 
This playground seems so old.  I 
don't think anybody's ever played on 
it. 



 40 

SARAH 
No one comes to this part of the 
beach anymore.  You know that.  
Except us.   

CASTILLO 
Yeah.  There's something about this 
place.  The ocean I guess.  It 
reminds me of space. 

SARAH 
You promised me you were going to 
stay. 

CASTILLO 
I promised I would try. 

SARAH 
Try?  Nobody's forcing you to go.  
There's no draft, John. 

CASTILLO 
I didn't say there was. 

SARAH 
Then why are you leaving? 

CASTILLO 
It's only for two years. 

SARAH 
Only two years?  That's nothing to 
you?  What if they put you on one of 
those mining ships? That's no two 
year trip.  I won't see you again. 

CASTILLO 
They're not going to put me on a 
mining ship.  That's for the 
drifters and foreigners.   

SARAH 
You didn't answer my question.  Why 
are you leaving? 

CASTILLO 
Sarah.  I'm coming back. 
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SARAH 
Why are you leaving me?   

CASTILLO 
It's what I want.  To be out there.  
Outer space. 

SARAH 
There is no outer space.  Just 
space.  You go out there and tell 
yourself it's for the good of 
mankind.  Exploring our galaxy, 

SARAH (CON’T)  
finding new fuel sources, or 
embarking on some great quest.  It's 
a lie.  You go out there to escape.  
Why else would you leave?  You act 
as if life has disappointed you.  
You know what space is?  A vast, 
beautiful refuge from yourself.  
There's nothing outer about it.   

Sarah turns away from him. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 
I'm not going to sit around and wait 
two years for you.  All this time, I 
had stars in my eyes.  

CASTILLO 
Sarah, I love you. 

SARAH 
It's too late, John.  You already 
left.  

Sarah turns and walks away. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - DAY 40 

An alarm RINGS, breaking his reverie.   

Castillo stands alone, looking out the bay window.  The 
merry-go-round and sand are gone.   

Warning lights flash.  A series of loud EXPLOSIONS rock 
the ship.  A meteor hurls past the window.  The 
observatory's lamps sway.  Tanks crash to the floor. 
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Castillo rushes toward the door, but another EXPLOSION 
rocks him to the ground. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY - LATER 

Castillo wakes.  Warning lights bathe the room.  A flash 
catches his attention and he turns to the bay window. 

The remnants of the meteor storm hurl towards Mnemosyne.  

Another BEEP from the red light on the wall - the 
familiar speaker. 

INT. SPACESHIP TUNNEL  

Castillo races through the tunnel.  Steam sprays from a 
pipe. 

INT. SPACESHIP COCKPIT 

A life support gauge spins wildly.  Castillo rushes in.  
He pulls off the pieces of black electrical tape until 
he finds the blinking speaker light.  He switches it on. 

CASTILLO 
Jorgens?   

JORGENS (O.C.) 
Been trying to call you to warn you 
about the storm.   

CASTILLO 
I don't understand.  What happened 
to the interference? 

JORGENS 
Eclipse is done.  No more magnetic 
flares.  How'd you pull through? 

Castillo pulls more tape off the switches and lights.  
Turns to the life support monitor.   

It flashes 

"WARNING - LOW OXYGEN LEVELS" 

CASTILLO 
I was hit. 
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JORGENS (O.C.) 
Jesus. 

Hits a button labeled 

"OXYGEN STATUS" 

The monitor reads 

"ESTIMATED OXYGEN LEVELS - 3 HOURS" 

CASTILLO 
The oxygen tanks are damaged.  I've 
got three hours.   

JORGENS (O.C.) 
Fuck me.   

CASTILLO 
Can you get here before then?  If I 
send you the coordinates? 

JORGENS (O.C.) 
It'll be close, but yeah, should be 
able to.  Computer's back up? 

CASTILLO 
No.  I did them by hand. 

JORGENS 
By hand?  Are you fucking crazy? 

CASTILLO 
No.  Desperate. 

Castillo races off. 

INT. SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY 

Castillo scans the star chart.  Jots down coordinates on 
a pad. 

A breeze rustles the chart.  He stops writing.  He hears 
the ROAR of waves.   

SARAH (O.C.) 
John. 

Hesitates, then turns around. 
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CASTILLO 
Sarah? 

Lying on the instrument table is the visor.  He walks 
over and picks it up.  Looks out at the dying meteor 
storm enveloped by Mnemosyne's rays. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
Ninety years.  That's how long it 
takes to make the trip from Earth 
out here.  All of it in a deep 
sleep.  By the time you wake, your 
life is over.  Everyone you knew, 
loved - gone.  

SPACESHIP COCKPIT 

The red speaker light flashes. 

JORGENS (o.C.) 
Castillo?  You got those 
coordinates? 

Castillo flips the speaker off.  The waveform monitor 
flatlines. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) 
You try to forget, try to push it 
away, but can't.   

SPACESHIP OBSERVATORY 

Castillo sits down in front of the window. 

CASTILLO 
She's always with me.  Even when I 
close my eyes I see her.  That's the 
thing. She's so beautiful, so 
mesmerizing.  So far away.  Like a 
shimmering mirage or ethereal ghost.  
Always there. 

The timepiece TICKS around his neck. He puts on the 
visor. 

CASTILLO (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
Always with me. 

Through the bay window, Mnemosyne flares. 
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CASTILLO (CONT'D) 
Sarah. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 

 

 



 46 

Appendix 2 Concept Art 
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Appendix 3 Visual References 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 51 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 52 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 53 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 54 

 

 

 



 55 

 

 

 

 

 



 56 

 

 

 

 

 



 57 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 58 

 

 

 

 



 59 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 60 

Appendix 4 Building the Ship 
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Appendix 5 Observatory Overhead Shot Diagrams 
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