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EXT. MOUNTAINS – CENTRAL COLORADO - EVENING

The moon is just starting to peak out from behind the grey 
clouds that rest above white-capped peaks.

EXT. COUNTRY BAR – EVENING

A hole in the wall. Cleanliness is not much of a concern, but 
cheap drinks and friendly bartenders are the trade-off.

HARRISON (41) sits alone at the end of the bar nursing a 
glass of bourbon. He’s tall and lean with a graying beard and 
gruff face. His eyes are piercing and deep sunken with dark 
bags underneath.

A thought is bothering him as he stares at a bare corner of 
the room. It’s the stare of a battle-weary soldier.

EXT. DESERT VALLEY – DAY - FLASHBACK

A gunfight between Army soldiers and Taliban fighters.

Gunfire echoes through towering valley walls as Harrison lays 
bloodied in the dirt. Terror shows in his eyes.

END FLASHBACK

Harrison downs his glass of bourbon at the bar. Tries to 
focus his mind elsewhere.

DWAYNE (44), a bear of a man sits down next to him. Part 
independent prepper and part hippie he has rough worksman 
hands but his presence is warm and inviting. 

The BARTENDER fills a glass for him.

DWAYNE
There he is. Starting without me 
again?

HARRISON
I needed this.

DWAYNE
I think you and me need to have a 
conversation.

HARRISON
About what?
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DWAYNE
People are talking. They’re 
starting to think you're crazier 
than me.

HARRISON
I don’t care. I’m here to forget.

DWAYNE
They know you’re holed up at the 
cabin.

HARRISON
(pushing the drink towards 
him)

Just drink. And don’t say anything 
if it involves my personal life. 

DWAYNE
Don’t know what to talk about if I 
can’t tell what you're thinking. 
You've gotta start letting us help 
you. Otherwise this is who you are 
now. 

Harrison becomes agitated.

HARRISON
I didn’t ask for help.

DWAYNE
Harry, I’m not saying you’re crazy. 
I can just tell there's a lot going 
on in your head. Can't hide that 
from me. And you can't hide it from 
yourself with booze.

HARRISON
(his expression softens)

At least bourbon doesn’t lecture 
me.

DWAYNE
Thank God you still have a sense of 
humor. Even if you're still 
stubborn as hell.

HARRISON
You’re a good friend, Dwayne. I’m 
sorry if I've been out of sorts 
lately. 
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DWAYNE
Someone’s gonna crack that hard 
head of yours open one of these 
days- Okay, I've said what I need 
to say. I'll stop prodding you.

Harrison downs his next glass.

HARRISON
Hunting season starts tomorrow. I 
need to get out there and clear my 
head.

DWAYNE
I’d go with ya if I wasn’t slammed 
at the shop.

HARRISON
Then let me get my hands on that 
stockpile you got.

DWAYNE
You know those guns ain’t for 
hunting.

Harrison motions to the bartender.

BARTENDER
Harrison, you told me to cut you 
off after the last one.

Unfortunately they’re right. Harry reaches for his wallet.

DWAYNE
How long you been here today?

HARRISON
I’ve got a lot to forget.

EXT. CABIN – DAWN

A sturdy cabin sits on top of a hill amongst the mountains.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAWN

The inside is sparse; with few colors, but comfortable. 
Harrison is drinking coffee, nursing a hangover, taking in 
the peace of his quiet surroundings. BOONE, his loyal blue 
tick hound waits patiently beside him.
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EXT. CABIN - DAWN

Harrison fires up his beat-down old TRUCK. Boone bolts from 
the front porch and hops in the truck bed. The pair take off 
down a dirt road.

EXT. WORKSITE - DAY

MONTAGE: Harrison works his roofing job.

- - Harrison sits atop a house, installing shingles. The 
repetition makes it an oddly meditative practice for him.

- - He stares out at the clear blue sky. A thought holds his 
attention. He seems to be searching for something; something 
far out in the distance. A screen door below closes with a 
BANG. Startles him, causing him to lose his balance and slide 
down the shingled roof. He digs in with his feet and catches 
a groove near the edge.

An OLD MAN makes his way out of the house. He wears a Marine 
corps hat that has his unit number stitched into the side. He 
squints through the sunlight to look up at Harrison.

OLD MAN
Are you sure you don’t need any 
help?

HARRISON
I don’t want you over-reaching 
yourself.

OLD MAN
I can do a lot more than you might 
know.

HARRISON
I just don’t want you to get hurt. 
You’ll be okay down there. 

OLD MAN
I’ll be okay if you don’t kill 
yourself falling off my roof.

- - Harrison eats his lunch in the truck while Boone rests on 
the passenger seat. He finishes eating his sandwich and feeds 
the remaining corner to Boone who happily snaps it up.

- - He examines his work, inspecting each row of shingles.

- - Harrison whistles for Boone who dashes toward the truck. 
The old man waves as they leave.
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INT. TRUCK – DAY

The radio is playing country music; something old and slow. 
Harrison grips the wheel tight. He seems tense.

The truck pulls up to a simple country gas station that 
resembles a cabin in the woods.

INT. GAS STATION – DAY

Harrison enters and heads straight for the beer cooler. A gas 
station employee is stocking the aisles just beside him.

GAS STATION WORKER
Hey, Harrison.

He remains silent, flashing a barely visible smile.

Harrison sets down a case of beer on the front counter. SUZY 
(50s), a friendly woman  with a smoker’s rasp runs the 
counter.

SUZY
You done for the day? Wish I was 
done with work.

HARRISON
How you doing today Ms. Suzy?

SUZY
Ain’t much too complain about. You 
doing alright out at the cabin? 
Seems lonely.

HARRISON
(tersely)

I’m comfortable. I got roofing jobs 
to keep me occupied.

Suzy also grabs a bottle from the liquor shelf. Wraps it in a 
paper bag. Harry hands over cash. He’s ready for a binge.

SUZY
Well, hope I see you at the taproom 
this evening.

HARRISON
Not tonight. Hunting season is 
tomorrow.
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SUZY
Oh, that’s right. Can’t get between 
a man and his hunting. Best of 
luck.

HARRISON
You ladies have a good one.

Harrison takes his beer and exits the store. The gas station 
worker’s eyes follow him with a worried gaze.

SUZY
He ain’t been the same guy he used 
to be since he got back.

GAS STATION WORKER
He’s more quiet now.

SUZY
Can’t imagine what those eyes have 
seen when he was at war. 

INT. TRUCK – DAY

Harrison shuts the door behind him. Opens the liquor bottle 
quickly to take a discreet sip.

INT. CABIN – EARLY DAWN

Harrison is passed out on a couch with the carcasses of his 
binge drinking all around him. An alarm suddenly rings. He 
slowly opens his eyes. They’re bloodshot. Another hangover.

EXT. CABIN – FRONT PORCH - EARLY DAWN

There’s an old busted television in a ditch towards the 
border of the tree-line. Harrison doesn’t trust the news.

Harrison is strapping on a pair of heavy boots. Now fully 
dressed in CAMOUFLAGE, he looks like your classic redneck 
warrior. He slings his rifle over his shoulder. Boone walks 
up beside. Harrison pats his head.

HARRISON
Can’t come with me today, bud. Got 
to be quiet.

Sends the dog inside.

Harrison peers out at the wide open view at the edge of his 
property.
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Enormous, snowy mountains dot the terrain in the distance. 
The stars and moon are still visible and cast a faint but 
brilliant luminance across the horizon.

He heads for a thick patch of trees, disappearing in the 
darkness.

EXT. DEER STAND – EARLY DAWN

Harrison sits high above the ground in a deer stand. Reaches 
in his pocket and pulls out a flask. Hair of the dog. Downs a 
sip carefully, making sure his focus stays on the terrain 
ahead. His gaze is robust, intimidating, gargoyle-like.

The environment is too quiet though. Boredom sets in.

EXT. HEAVY WOODS – MINUTES LATER

The sun is now just beginning to creep over the mountains. 
Harrison is in stalking mode, trekking through the woods as 
quietly as he can. He stops and blows into his deer horn.

He crouches beneath a tree and stretches his legs. He pays 
particular attention to his stiff left leg, examining the 
scar on his knee. He closes his eyes. The adrenaline of 
hunting seems to comfort him.

Harrison blinks. He notices something flash in the corner of 
his eye. He looks up to see a glowing orb streaking across 
the sky towards him. The object looks like a meteor crashing 
to Earth; a blue radiance following it.

The object makes impact a few hundred yards away, rumbling 
the earth throughout the woods. Harrison’s eyes are as big as 
plates. He is entranced by the sight and starts heading for 
the impact zone.

EXT. IMPACT ZONE – MOMENTS LATER

A large clearing created from the impact. A deep crater rests 
in the center with a gigantic, round object sticking out. The 
object appears metallic, foreign, alien.

Harrison moves aside some branches to get a view of the 
clearing. He is stunned at the scene in front of him. It's 
shaped like some kind of spacecraft.

He walks down closer to the side of the craft. Examines a 
strange symbol on the hull. It’s unidentifiable.
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The air is static and soundless with an unnatural, chilling 
quality.

A noise catches his attention near the bottom. A panel slides 
open revealing the black, hollow interior. Harrison lifts his 
rifle to his cheek, ready to fire.

HARRISON
Who goes there? Are you American?… 
Do you need help?

He puts the rifle down to his side carefully and peers inside 
the  hull. He squints, almost making out a dark, human-like 
figure inside.

Suddenly, a blast of energy rains down from the sky and hits 
him in the chest, stunning him. Harrison falls to the ground. 
He tries to move his body, but his extremities are completely 
numb. The only thing he can move is his facial muscles. As 
his eyes slowly open, he catches a shadow running past him. 
The hair on his arm stands on end.

The figure dashes off into the heavy woods. The brush becomes 
still as it disappears.

EXT. IMPACT ZONE – MINUTES LATER

Harrison begins to get feeling in his arms and moves his hand 
towards the rifle a few inches away. He wraps his fingers 
around the barrel and swings the gun around to his chest. He 
struggles to sit up and aims the gun out into the woods. His 
eyes dart around nervously, but he can hardly make out a 
thing in the pale morning light.

In the dirt nearby sits a shiny ORB. It emanates a faint 
RINGING like a dog whistle. It fixates him. He examines the 
seamless metallic exterior. It doesn’t seem to be anything 
other than a ball. Harry tries to pick it up, but it’s 
unbelievably ice-cold. He removes his wool cap and wraps the 
orb inside. Stuffs it in his pocket.

CUT TO:

Harrison has his phone out, taking pictures of the crash 
site. He moves towards the dark opening in the hull. Shoves 
the camera down into the hull and snaps a photo. As it 
flashes, the panel snaps shut like a trap. Harrison quickly 
pulls his arm out before it closes on him.

He then turns on the video camera app. Positions the lens so 
that it frames his face.
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HARRISON
I hope I’m working this right. My 
name is Harrison Weber... and 
something just crashed on my 
property. I was a Marine for 12 
years and I've never seen anything 
like it.

Harrison points the camera at the large ship. Scans its 
massive scope.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
I swear on my life, this is all 
real.

The video shuts off.

Fire engine SIRENS begin to ring out in the distance. It 
along with the ringing of the orb triggers something in 
Harrison. He closes his eyes to shut out the confusion. An 
image flashes in his mind:

EXT. AIRPORT HANGAR – DAY - FLASHBACK

Harrison’s bloodied body is being wheeled out of the back of 
an ambulance on a gurney. The SIREN is wailing, echoing 
through the cavernous hangar. An anesthetics mask is placed 
over his face. There’s a red stain near his “Weber” surname 
name patch.

END FLASHBACK

Harrison snaps out of it, catching his breath. He leaves the 
area hastily, heading back up the hill towards the cabin. 

INT. CELLAR – MORNING

His legs shake as he descends the stairs to the cellar floor. 
Pulls a string to illuminate work benches and tools hanging 
from pegs. A well-stocked builder’s station.

He clears debris from one of the tables and places the 
metallic orb in the center. Flicks on a directional light.

The metallic ball is starting to turn color from blue to red 
as it’s temperature acclimates. Harry looks it up and down 
from up-close. Takes out his knife in an attempt to pry it 
open. There’s nowhere to stick the edge in though. He can’t 
even make a mark on its surface with the blade. The RINGING 
sound has grown louder. He stares at it, astounded. What the 
hell is this thing?



10.

INT. COUNTRY BAR – NOON

Harrison shuffles inside, still shook up at what he 
witnessed. Takes a seat at his favorite bar stool.

HARRISON
Hey, can you turn on the news for 
me?

BARTENDER
I thought you hated that stuff.

HARRISON
It’s important- and give me a 
double.

The bartender begins pouring.

CUT TO:

INT. COUNTRY BAR – LATER THAT DAY

Harry has gone on a binge and is now passed out at the bar. 
The bartender and a BAR PATRON stand on either side of him.

BARTENDER
He’s blacked out again. Let’s carry 
him to his truck so he can sleep it 
off.

As the two men shoulder Harrison the local news comes back 
from commercial:

INT. NEWSROOM – EVENING

A REPORTER is delivering the news to camera:

REPORTER
And still no word on the 
identification of the plane that 
crashed earlier today outside of 
Colorado Springs. Now that isn't 
unusual considering the military 
has been running test flights and 
they tend to be discreet about 
those activities. But we've spoken 
to authorities and they've been 
particularly tight-lipped about the 
incident. We'll have more on that 
story as details come in tomorrow. 
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INT. NEWS STATION – STUDIO - EVENING

A woman with a clipboard and headset gives the thumbs up to 
the reporter on camera. HOLLY (38) is a strong-willed tomboy 
with a face that doesn’t hide her emotions. Her Native 
American heritage shows in the beautiful tone of her olive 
skin.

A voice is joculating in her ear on the headset.

HOLLY
(into headset)

Okay, okay, okay- I can’t do 
anything about that now that we 
have a breaking story. It'll have 
to wait.

The voice continues ceaselessly. She removes the headset as 
the only way to tune it out.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Take this.

She hands it off to an assistant, MEGHAN (20s), unassuming 
but witty, who is following her a few feet back.

MEGHAN
I’ll destroy it if it’ll make you 
happy.

HOLLY
They’ll just find a way to yell at 
me telepathically.

A suited, heavy-set man with a red face bursts into the 
studio. JOE (50s) is the blustering station manager.

JOE
I know there’s a million things 
going on- I only need you to do one 
thing: get a team and go cover that 
plane crash.

HOLLY
(playfully annoyed)

Good morning to you as well.

JOE
Sorry. Don’t have time for manners 
at the moment. You're my only 
producer who can handle this. 
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HOLLY
I can’t just abandon my kids this 
weekend. Where is this story 
anyway?

JOE
Out near Midland and Pike's Peak. 
We can’t ignore something that 
falls in our laps or we're gonna 
get out-scooped again.

HOLLY
I actually know that area. My 
husband is living out there.

She’s talking about Harrison. It stings her to admit this.

JOE
Then you’re the perfect person to 
cover this story. If you do this 
I'll love you forever.

HOLLY
Keep it professional, Hoss.

Joe steps away. Holly walks over to a man untangling cords 
from a video cart. REX (early 30s) is a shabby, dry-humored 
punk rocker.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Rex, I need a camera crew. You 
game?

REX
Hell yeah I wanna see a plane 
crash.

HOLLY
I’ll book us a motel then. We're 
doing an investigation this 
weekend.

Holly punches in Harrion’s number. It goes to voicemail.

EXT. HEAVY WOODS - NIGHT

A DARK FIGURE races through the jungle-like foliage. It moves 
like a human, however it’s much taller and its skin is an 
unnatural translucent shade.

It stops at a shallow cliffside overlooking the small town 
below. Breathes in an exasperated wheeze; clearly struggling 
for air in a foreign environment.
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INT. HARRISON’S TRUCK – EARLY MORNING

Harrison wakes up in the front seat of his truck, unsure of 
how he got there. His focus snaps back in.

INT. COUNTRY GAS STATION – EARLY MORNING

Harry’s truck zooms into a parking spot. He exits the truck 
and is inside quickly. Suzy is at the counter like usual.

SUZY
Morning, Harrison. I usually don’t 
see you so early.

Harrison grabs a newspaper, slaps a quarter down and flees 
the store, all in one seamless motion it seems.

HARRISON
Sorry, Suzy. I’m in a rush today.

SUZY
(concerned)

Well, have a good one then.

Harrison stops at the doorway, looks down at the front page 
headline: “Small private airplane crashes in Golden, 
Colorado.” His thoughts begin to race. The gas station 
workers stare at him. Off their look:

HARRISON
You have a good one too.

INT. HARRISON’S TRUCK – EARLY MORNING

The metallic orb is resting in a towel on the passenger seat. 
Harrison peels away.

INT. DWAYNE’S HARDWARE STORE – MORNING

Harrison rushes inside, flustered. Dwayne’s hardware store 
has a quaint, no frills vibe. Not much to look at other than 
rows of tools.

INT. DWAYNE’S HARDWARE STORE – BACK OF STORE - MORNING

Dwayne is helping a couple at the paint counter. Harrison 
burts in, ignoring them. Dwayne looks surprised and annoyed.
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HARRISON
-Dwayne, I need to show you 
something.

DWAYNE
Now Harry what are you doing? You 
see I’m busy with someone.

HARRISON
This is important. You know I 
wouldn’t bother you unless it was 
an emergency. 

EXT. LOADING DOCK – MORNING

Dwayne leans against the wall, cigarette dangling from his 
mouth. Harrison stands, a little less relaxed, holding the 
phone to show his alien video.

HARRISON
See? That doesn’t look like 
military to me. It could be some 
kind of experimental technology or 
something alien.

Dwayne takes a long cigarette pull. Chooses his words 
carefully.

DWAYNE
Harrison, I’ve heard of fishing 
stories and I've heard of hunting 
stories, but only the true nut job 
rednecks come up with alien 
stories.

HARRISON
Like this is any different than 
your bigfoot theories? 

DWAYNE
A giant ape-like creature is at 
least tangible. Aliens from another 
planet is entirely different. 

HARRISON
So you’re the only one that’s 
credible when it comes to 
conspiracy theories?

DWAYNE
I may not be on the up-and-up with 
technology, but how do I know 
that's real.
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HARRISON
(a bit too intense)

I don’t know dip about computers 
either!

Dwayne takes out a cigarette and offers it to Harrison who 
takes it. Anything to settle his nerves.

DWAYNE
You know it’s hard to take you 
seriously considering the state of 
your mental health. 

HARRISON
This wasn’t some PTSD 
hallucination. It doesn't work like 
that. I know what I saw.

DWAYNE
This isn’t like you, man. And I 
know crazy.

Harrison grows more frustrated. Pulls out the metallic orb.

HARRISON
Look, this came from the ship.

DWAYNE
What the hell is this?

He takes the orb out of Harrison’s hand. Holds it up to his 
face for a closer view. Suddenly a blue charge erupts, 
flinging Dwayne into a nearby dumpster.

HARRISON
Dwayne!

Dwayne’s incapacitated. Strains his facial muscles to speak:

DWAYNE
What the hell kind of trick was 
that?

HARRISON
That wasn’t a trick. I don’t know 
what that was. 

INT. HARDWARE STORE - BACKROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Dwayne sits hunched over, now able to move his limbs. 
Harrison has a THERMOMETER laid out next to the orb. The 
mercury has risen as high as it will go.
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HARRISON
I think we need to keep this thing 
cold.

Dwayne gives him a long, searching glance. Still shaken.

INT. HARDWARE STORE - FRONT OF SHOP – MORNING

Harrison holds a sports cooler from the camping section.

HARRISON
Thanks for the cooler.

DWAYNE
Just keep that damn thing away from 
me.

HARRISON
At least come with me. Let me show 
you the crash site. If you think 
I'm lying you can see for yourself. 

Dwayne hesitates.

DWAYNE
This better not be some prank. I’ll 
kick your ass if you're leading me 
on some wild goose chase.

HARRISON
You still think this might be a 
fucking prank? Your skepticism 
never ends. 

INT. GAS STATION – DAY

Harrison rushes in once more. Slaps down some cash on the 
counter. Suzy is caught off guard.

HARRISON
I need as much ice as you got.

EXT. GAS STATION – DAY

Harrison fumbles with his phone as he exits. Dials Holly’s 
number after seeing her missed call. She picks up.

HOLLY (V.O.)
Hello?

Harrison leans against the ice cooler.
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HARRISON
Sorry, I missed you. What’s going 
on?

HOLLY (V.O.)
Hey there. I’m coming your way this 
weekend if you want to see the 
kids.

Harry looks happy to hear this.

HARRISON
Of course. I can take them hunting.

Then worried.

INT. CELLAR – CHEST FREEZER – DAY

Harrison removes slabs of frozen venison and places the orb 
on the floor of the ice chest. The object is starting to turn 
back to a blue color in the cold. The venison is packed back 
on top. Then he fills the cooler to the brim with ice.

Suddenly, he hears a familiar, THUNDERING sound.

EXT. HARRISON’S PROPERTY – DAY

Harrison walks out onto the porch. The thunder grows until he 
can identify it as chopper blades cutting through the air. 
Two helicopters zoom by, low to the ground. Harrison’s psyche 
is triggered once more. He closes his eyes. Boone whimpers, 
sensing something is wrong.

EXT. DESERT – DAY - FLASHBACK

Harrison is bloodied in his military uniform, staring up at 
the blinding sun. Each breath feels like it could be his 
last.

Then suddenly, helicopter blades swish through his view of 
the sky as a rescue team arrives. The sound of the chopper 
becomes deafening.

END FLASHBACK
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EXT. CHURCH PARKING LOT – DAY

A quiet, secluded church. No one appears to be around. A 
large metal bin sits off to the side. On the sign reads 
“Christ Lutheran Clothes Donation Drive.”

The back door suddenly swings open. The dark figure’s hand 
appears, holding a wad of CLOTHING.

EXT. IMPACT ZONE – DAY

The impact zone is bustling like an ant farm- - soldiers and 
scientists rushing to contain the site. A white dome is now 
covering the ship with laboratory tents surrounding it.

Stakes are pounded into the Earth, securing the dome.

EXT. CLEARING – DAY

One of the helicopters lands in a clearing near the crash 
site. Soldiers start to exit.

INT. IMPACT ZONE - RESEARCH TENT – DAY

Inside one of the tents is a makeshift research facility. 
Wheeled carts packed with equipment are being set up 
everywhere.

A group of SCIENTISTS in white lab coats are chirping about 
the discovery.

DR. PHILLIP COLSON (40s), a biologist with a quizzical face 
examines the hull of the ship, eyes wide. Onlookers are close 
by. His partner, DR. MATHIS (40s), a by-the-books lab coat 
stands closely beside him.

DR. COLSON
It doesn’t seem like we can 
penetrate the material of the hull 
with heat or blunt force. This 
thing is built for extreme 
conditions. 

DR. MATHIS
There’s not even a seam on this 
thing. It looks like it was carved 
from granite.

A group of SOLDIERS enter the tent. At the head of the group 
is SGT. TIMOTHY MUNSON (late 50s), a steam engine who runs on 
vinegar. His voice sounds like he chews gravel.
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SGT. MUNSON
(yelling to no one in 
particular)

What the hell is going on here?

Colson and Mathis look up- approach the sergeant.

DR. COLSON
Hi, I’m Dr. Phillip Colson. And you 
are...?

SGT. MUNSON
I’m handling oversight for this 
operation. I need to know what 
we're deailing with- now. 

Dr. Mathis steps in, sensing Munson’s urgency.

DR. MATHIS
You should just take a look.

SGT. MUNSON
You’re god-damn right I want to 
take a look at this thing. 

Dr. Colson waits for a handshake that doesn’t come. Looks at 
Munson, unsure.

INT. IMPACT ZONE - SPACESHIP DOME - DAY

Two scientists in biohazard suits examine the wreckage --

INT. IMPACT ZONE - DOME ENTRYWAY – DAY

--We see the scientists through a glass window as Colson, 
Mathis and Munson look on.

DR. COLSON
You’ll need a contamination suit if 
you want a look up-close. 

Munson is stunned as he gets his first look at the scope of 
the ship. 

INT. IMPACT ZONE - SPACESHIP DOME – MOMENTS LATER

Now donning hazmat suits, Colson & Mathis lead Munson inside. 
The pressure seal hisses as the door closes behind them. 
Munson is drawn in to the colossal sight of the craft.
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SGT. MUNSON
Jesus Christ.

DR. COLSON
I know. At first we thought it was 
foreign technology. Maybe a drone 
from China or Russia. However we 
can't even crack it open to see 
what we're working with. 

They walk along the side of the mammoth object. Colson grabs 
a computer TABLET from a desk.

SGT. MUNSON
It’s far too big to be a drone.

DR. COLSON
We came to the same conclusion. 
That’s when we discovered this-

They come around to the front of the ship. It is shaped like 
the outside of a cockpit, but there is no visible window. 
Colson flicks a switch on the tablet that casts the entire 
room into an eerie dark hue, much like a black light.

The front of the ship has been illuminated- there is a clear 
window- inside it we can barely make out a control panel.

DR. COLSON (CONT'D)
It’s a manned aircraft.

SGT. MUNSON
It responds to photons?

DR. COLSON
That’s why we installed these 
photon beams. Exactly like the 
military recommended. We also have 
this…

He leads Munson to a nearby table where a blue substance sits 
in a vile. A glass enclosure encases the vile.

DR. COLSON (CONT'D)
We found this outside of the hull. 
This blood sample doesn't match any 
species known to sicence.

SGT. MUNSON
So this what we thought it might 
be?
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DR. MATHIS
(cautious)

We won’t know until we run some 
tests.

DR. COLSON
What we already know is pretty 
incredible.

Munson puts his astonishment on hold- snaps into his typical 
authoritative role.

SGT. MUSNON
-I need names of every person who 
has seen this ship. We have to lock 
this down.

EXT. IMPACT ZONE – CORRIDOR - DAY

Munson on his way to the research tent through a tunnel, 
flanked by SOLDIERS. Colson and Munson try to catch up.

SGT. MUNSON
(speaking to his squad)

Get rid of all non-essential 
responders. This site is officially 
a top secret location.

Colson steps beside him.

DR. COLSON
We need to get a full research team 
down here. There's only so much we 
can do with a small team. 

Sgt. Munson stops him.

SGT. MUNSON
I’m shutting this down. Too many 
people have already laid eyes on 
this.

DR. COLSON
We need more time to study this 
thing. We barely know what we have.

SGT. MUNSON
That’s not your job anymore. You 
are under my jurisdiction and will 
follow my orders from here out.

A soldier opens a door ahead of them.
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INT. IMPACT ZONE - RESEARCH TENT – CONTINUOUS

The group reenters the tent, full of first responders.

DR. COLSON
Sir, everyone knows a ship crashed 
to Earth. How are we supposed to 
explain that?

SGT. MUNSON
And that’s all they’re ever going 
to know.

DR. COLSON
Are you actually talking about 
covering this up? People deserve to 
know.

DR. MATHIS
Phil, it isn’t worth it. We have no 
authority.

DR. COLSON
(ignoring him)

I’m not comfortable being part of 
some conspiracy, sergeant. The 
reason I got into science was to 
discover the truth, not sweep it 
under the rug. 

SGT. MUNSON
Anybody that defies our operational 
status will be detained- 
immediately. I am not the kind of 
man that repeats himself. Do you 
understand?

Dr. Colson is speechless. The other first responders look on 
in quiet shock.

SGT. MUNSON (CONT'D)
Alright, I’m glad you’re on board…

(announcing to the room)
I need everyone’s attention!

He easily commands the room.

SGT. MUNSON (CONT'D)
My name is Sgt. Munson and I’ll be 
taking full control of this 
operation. This is officially a 
military investigation and I don't 
want a speck of dirt moved without 
my clearance. 
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A soldier steps towards Munson.

SOLDIER
Sir, your back-up team has arrived.

SGT. MUNSON
Let’s help them get operational as 
soon as possible.

Dr. Colson sits down at his workstation, sulking.

INT. PHARMACY - PHARMACIST COUNTER - NIGHT

A cozy hometown pharmacy in an old brick building. A 
SHOPKEEPER (60s) is closing the store down- sweeping behind 
the pharmacy counter.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Something is watching the man from outside the store. The 
figure inches towards the front entrance.

INT. PHARMACY - ENTRANCE - NIGHT

The shopkeeper fishes out a pair of keys and goes to lock the 
front door. Just as he is about to turn the key, an object 
shatters a window a few feet away from him. Startled, the man 
moves to the window to search the area. He picks up a large 
rock amongst the broken glass. Must be some God damn high 
school punks.

The front door suddenly swings open and a dark, hooded figure 
shoots through the doorway and disappears quickly amongst the 
aisles. The shopkeeper can only get a glimpse.

He grabs a SHOTGUN from beneath the front counter. Aims the 
barrel out at an eerily quiet store. The air becomes static.

PHARMACIST
Who the hell do you think you are!?

He hears rustling from the back of the store at the 
pharmacist counter. He carefully steps towards the sound.

INT. PHARMACY - PHARMACIST COUNTER - CONTINUOUS

As he gets to the pharmacist center he points the nose of the 
shotgun over the tall counter. He pops his head up to get a 
clear view and is immediately knocked back by a great force. 
The shotgun goes flying.
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The figure rustles through the prescription shelves, grabs a 
handful of bottles. Then it goes back to the shotgun. Stuffs 
it in the jacket and WHAM. Slams through the locked back door 
into the night.

The shopkeeper is still unconscious amongst the aisles.

EXT. CABIN – MIDNIGHT

Dwayne’s TRUCK pulls up. It resembles a small tank. He hops 
down; clad in full HUNTING GEAR and stocked to the gills with 
SUPPLIES. Boone walks out to greet him and get a pet.

Harrison greets him at the porch.

HARRISON
(sarcastically)

You got everything we might need?

DWAYNE
I ain’t messing around in case we 
do find something. I've got enough 
stuff for the zombie apocalypse, 
nuclear fallout, you name it- I'm 
prepared. 

HARRISON
Then let’s do it.

DWAYNE
I bet you we find a sasquatch 
before we find any aliens.

HARRISON
I would call that a bet, but maybe 
we’re both crazier than a shit-
house rat. 

EXT. CLEARING – NIGHT

A group of black SUVs forms a semicircle amongst the trees. 
Soldiers are unloading equipment from the backs of the 
vehicles. An array of DARK-SUITED AGENTS are awaiting orders 
from Sgt. Munson who is in the midst of a debrief:

SGT. MUNSON
…Now that we know what we’re 
dealing with it's your mission to 
contain it and keep it from the 
public. The last thing we need is a 
national news story.

(MORE)
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SGT. MUNSON (CONT'D)
You have my permission to use any 
means necessary. 

He directs his attention to AGENT BURKE (late 30s), a tall, 
strapping man who misses few details. His Boston accent comes 
out slightly when his adrenaline pumps.

AGENT BURKE
Yes sir, we’ll be up and running 
shortly.

SGT. MUNSON
I want to be clear with all of you: 
we’re far beyond the point of 
skepticism. This threat is very 
much real and there’s no room for 
hesitation. This creature is 
intelligent and we’re going to have 
to be aggressive to get to it.

Burke turns to his men.

AGENT BURKE
(addressing the group)

Go help with the load out. And be 
ready for recon in an hour.

Munson takes Burke aside.

MUNSON
Get back to me in one piece. I see 
a high-risk for leaks and I need 
someone around I can trust.

AGENT BURKE
This is what we’ve been training 
for.

MUNSON
All we know is how to track it. We 
can’t prepare for an enemy if we 
don't know what it's capable of. 
For all we know it can mimic human 
biology. 

AGENT BURKE
That seems like science-fiction.

MUNSON
A few years ago we thought the 
entire concept of aliens was 
fiction.
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AGENT BURKE
I know what I signed up for. If 
anybody can see this through it's 
me and my squad. 

SGT. MUNSON
Take care of yourself. I’ll be 
close by at Patterson Air Base 
until tomorrow.

Munson hops in a nearby humvee.

AGENT BURKE
Let’s hurry, men. We have a target 
on the loose.

EXT. DEEP FOREST – NIGHT

The dark is piercing- blinding them as Harrison and Dwayne 
trek through heavy underbrush. Harrison slows his pace as 
Dwayne lags behind under the weight of his gear.

HARRISON
I haven’t been able to figure out 
that orb. There's got to be some 
kind of machinery inside, but it's 
impossible to break in to. 

DWAYNE
You’re not worried that thing is a 
bomb?

HARRISON
It would’ve blown up by now. You 
must have something that can get it 
open.

DWAYNE
The last time I touched it I got 
tased. I don't want to go anywhere 
near it. 

HARRISON
It’s stable if you keep it cold...

DWAYNE
...I posted that video you shot to 
the internet. I figure somebody 
might be able to identify what you 
saw.

HARRISON
Good. Let it get out to the public.
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A bright light shines just ahead of them. They crouch down 
below the foliage.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
Looks like we’re coming up on the 
crash site. 

They move up a few more feet, clearing away branches to get a 
clearer view ahead of them.

They can’t see much, but they do see the large white dome and 
several other white tents dotting the landscape. There are 
armed military personnel guarding the perimeter.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
They’ve got to be hiding something 
if the military is involved. 

Dwayne looks out at the spectacle. Bewildered and intrigued 
simultaneously.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
Now don’t you believe me?

EXT. HEAVY WOODS - NIGHT

A group of soldiers creep through the thick forest running 
recon. One of them has on a large backpack. A glowing BEACON 
sticks out of the top of the pack.

Another soldier's beacon pack glows in the distance behind 
the first soldier.

EXT. HEAVY WOODS - SKY ABOVE - NIGHT

The soldiers distance themselves from one another. As we pull 
out we can see several beacons spread out through the woods 
like a spider web of Christmas lights. All glowing a blueish-
purple.

INT. FBI TENT - NIGHT

Burke lifts the flap; moving quickly. Determined. He goes to 
a mass of military personnel gathered around radar equipment. 
All wearing headsets.

QUINCY (40s), an FBI comms specialist with shifty eyes sits 
in front of the wall of monitors.

BURKE
Do we have any activity?
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QUINCY
Not yet. Once the beacons are in 
position we can get a reading of 
the energy output and triangulate 
its postion. 

BURKE
How accurate can we get?

QUINCY
Not as close as we would like since 
it's still a prototype. Still 
should be able to get it within a 
few yards though. 

BURKE
Get us as close as you can- we 
don’t know how fast it can move. I 
wanna be on this thing like a 
shadow. 

INTERCUT:

EXT. FLAT CLEARING - NIGHT

One of the soldiers removes his backpack beacon and places it 
on a level portion of ground.

EXT. HEAVY WOODS - SKY ABOVE - NIGHT

The three other beacons have positioned themselves to form a 
square with the first; several miles in width.

The lights on Quincy’s radar correlate with the lights in the 
sky.

QUINCY
Our perimeter is ready.

BURKE
(motioning to associate)

Send out our first unit. We may 
have a target for them as soon as 
we're live.

EXT. CRASH SITE - NIGHT

Two humvees pull away in a hurry. Packed with soldiers. A 
DARK SUIT sits in one of the passenger seats.
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Soldiers in the flat clearing huddle around their beacon. 
Rifles ready at their side.

BURKE
Let's see what's out there.

Quincy enters a command.

The four beacons illuminate brightly. The soldiers are 
mesmerized by the luminance.

At first Quincy’s radar screen is still. Then a stream of 
dark splotches begin to coagulate into a trail within the 
perimeter. One flair of the trail goes northwest from the 
crash site. The other is going in a south/ southwestern 
direction towards…

Dwayne and Harrison are moving around the perimeter of the 
crash site. Dwayne notices the light from one of the beacons 
stretching into the sky.

DWAYNE
What the hell is that?

Then, a pair of headlights appears over a hill in the 
distance; coming towards them. Followed by another.

HARRISON
Get down.

They duck and turn off their flashlights.

The vehicle lights slice through the dark just above them as 
they bounce around from the rough terrain.

DWAYNE
You think it might be another 
hunter?

Maybe someone is just as curious as us.

The vehicles stop and a group of soldiers hop out; pointing 
their flashlights in the direction of Harry and Dwayne.

Harrison quickly identifies them--

HARRISON
No, that’s military. We gotta go.

DWAYNE
Jesus, they’re gonna think we’re 
spies.
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HARRISON
C’mon, I know a short-cut back to 
the cabin.

They pick up to leave. Dwayne slips backwards, turtle-
shelling on his backpack. His FLASHLIGHT falls out of the 
pack, unnoticed.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
C’mon now.

DWAYNE
I didn’t know we would be running.

They scurry off into the night.

EXT. DEEP FOREST – MOMENTS LATER

The soldiers approach the spot that Dwayne and Harry just ran 
from. The agent picks up the flashlight. Feels that the lens 
is still warm. Someone was just here. Speaks into his 
earpiece:

AGENT #1
Sir, we may have a civilian problem 
to deal with.

The air has become eerily static...

EXT. TREETOP – CONTINUOUS

The tall figure sits amongst the canopy of trees, watching 
the soldiers. Unnoticed. It examines some kind of scanning 
device similar to a tablet. It’s mapping the beacon points.

The creature’s breathing is more stable now. In its grasp is 
an opened box of medication.

One of the vehicles pulls away. The creature follows.

INT. CELLAR – NIGHT

Harrison has the orb laid out in front of him on his 
workbench. He’s brought out heavy-duty tools to attempt a 
break-in this time.

His body is still shaking with adrenaline, though it’s oddly 
exhilarating. Like he’s back at war. He calms himself. Gets 
to work on the orb.

CUT TO:
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Harrison is passed out on his workbench. The orb burning red 
in front of him, still unscathed. The time display on his 
phone changes from 3:13am to 5:08am.

INT. CELLAR - EARLY MORNING

Suddenly a car horn blares loudly, waking Harrison from his 
slumber. He’s dazed. Then: Oh shit! The kids are here- -

He suddenly notices the low buzz emanating from the orb 
again. Checks the cooler. The ice is thawed- -

So Harrison hot-potatoes the orb towards the ice chest.

EXT. FRONT YARD – MOMENTS LATER

Harrison exits the cabin; disheveled and buttoning a plaid 
shirt as he makes his way to a SUBARU in the driveway.

INT. HOLLY’S VEHICLE – EARLY MORNING

Behind the wheel is Holly. In the passenger seat is their 
daughter  MAYA (14), who is sweet and sarcastic, but unsure 
of herself. And in the backseat is their son WES (12), who 
has an open, creative mind that likes to wonder.

HOLLY
Remember to be careful with you 
father.

MAYA
Mom, he’s fine around us. Don’t 
worry.

The doors swing open and Maya and Wes exit to embrace their 
father. He gives them each a firm hug. Boone is excited to 
see them too. Wes and Maya each hoist CAMPING PACKS.

HARRISON
Hey! I missed you.

MAYA
Me too. Hey there Boone.

Gives the dog a pet. Harrison approaches Holly’s window.

HARRISON
Can you chill it with the horn?
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HOLLY
We thought you might be out in the 
woods- Are you okay? You look like 
you haven't been sleeping. You been 
drinking? 

HARRISON
(glibly)

It’s been rough the past few days.

Holly glares, unamused. Harrison turns to his kids.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
Guys, will you head inside while I 
talk to your mother? 

Wes and Maya head for the cabin. Harrison moves to the 
driver-side window.

HOLLY
What’s going on? You got to stop 
binging and start talking to me 
again.

HARRISON
(hesitant)

It’s complicated.

HOLLY
What are you talking about?

HARRISON
I can’t tell you. Not yet at least.

HOLLY
(worried)

Oh, Harry. Being alone hasn’t been 
good for you.

A gut punch to Harrison’s ego.

HARRISON
Come on, Holly. Can you have some 
sympathy for me?

HOLLY
I’m starting to run out of all the 
sympathy I have left for you. 
You're too stubborn to reach out 
for help and you don't want to come 
home. Get your shit together, 
Harrison. 

Harrison pulls back, relenting in the fight.
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HARRISON
Just be careful out there.

HOLLY
Harry, I’ve reported in a war zone. 
I know how to take care of myself. 
What's got you so worried?

HARRISON
I just am.

HOLLY
I’m the one who should be worried 
about you. I do all the time.

Harrison knows he isn’t breaking through to her.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Go be with your kids. It’ll be good 
for both of you. You still have to 
be a father even if you don't want 
to have a family with me. 

The car takes off. Harrison slinks his head and makes his way 
inside.

Holly watches him through the rearview, pained.

Harrison refocuses on his kids. Sneaks a kiss onto Maya’s 
head and hugs her.

HARRISON
I love you guys. I missed you.

INT. CABIN – EARLY MORNING

Wes enters; goes to the kitchen counter where he sees an 
empty liquor bottle from Harrison’s bender. He picks it up.

Harrison and Maya step inside- - Wes drops the bottle as he 
turns around and it rolls beneath a couch.

HARRISON
(slightly embarrassed)

Apologies for everything being a 
mess. I didn't sleep much last 
night. I've been a little 
preoccupied.

Harrison exits through the cellar door.

WES
He seems... off.
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MAYA
(countering)

He’s depressed.

WES
I’m talking about that.

Wes points out the maps taped to the wall. There’s 
blackcircles and lines drawn with marker. Newspapers 
spreadacross the kitchen counter. Several sections are 
annotated and underlined. The only thing missing is the red 
string.

MAYA
(deflecting)

It’s just hunting maps.

HARRISON (O.S.)
Come grab your rifles!

INT. CELLAR – EARLY MORNING

Harrison opens a gun cabinet revealing two black RIFLES and 
one that is matte-pink.

WES
I’m not shooting with the pink one.

MAYA
I don’t want to shoot it either.

They both jostle over one of the black rifles.

WES
Dad, bought that gun for you.

MAYA
Well, I’m not into girly-girl stuff 
anymore.

Harrison grabs the pink rifle.

HARRISON
I’ll take the pink one then. Boy, 
you kids don't make things as easy 
as you used to. 

MAYA
I’m sorry.

HARRISON
No need to be sorry. You’re growing 
up.
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WES
What’s that ringing sound?

Harrison stops cold. He suddenly notices the low ring coming 
from the chest cooler. The sound grows as his anxiety spikes. 
His memories are triggered; closes his eyes… but he grits 
through and is able to refocus.

HARRISON
…Probably one of my tools I lost 
around here. Let's head out. 

He doesn’t seem to lie as easily this time. He shuts the gun 
cabinet. Heads up the stairs quickly.

Maya gives Wes a glance. Dad does seem off.

EXT. MOUNTAIN HIGHWAY – MORNING

Holly is driving. Ahead of her a group of military vehicles 
appears, coming in the opposite direction. 6 or 7 vehicles in 
a parade of military might. One filled with soldiers. You 
don’t usually see military vehicles this far from base.

Intrigued, Holly rubbernecks to get a look at the ominous 
spectacle. She pulls a U-turn.

EXT. MOUNTAIN HIGHWAY – A FEW MILES AHEAD – MORNING

The military vehicles begin to pull off at an exit. An exit 
sign reads “Cheyenne Mountain State Park.” The Subaru 
follows.

EXT. PARK ENTRANCE – MORNING

The vehicles are now travelling on a dirt road.

The military vehicles approach a stone barrier with a metal 
fence. Two SOLDIERS standing guard wave them through. Holly 
is stopped. Rolls down her window.

SOLDIER #1
Sorry, ma’am. The park is closed 
until further notice.

HOLLY
Do you know when it will be open 
again?

SOLDIER #1
They haven’t given us a time table.
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HOLLY
What’s going on with all of this?

SOLDIER #1
I can’t answer that either. Just 
following orders.

HOLLY
All this for a single passenger 
plane crash?

SOLDIER #1
Ma’am it’s my job to clear people 
out of this area. It's time to 
leave.

She relents and pulls a U-turn again, heading out of the 
park. She leers at the soldiers in the rearview.

EXT. HIGHWAY EXIT - MORNING

Holly has pulled to the side of the road to make a call. Her 
face is now in a permanently concentrated furrow.

HOLLY
They’re shutting down the whole 
park. I don’t know how I’m supposed 
to do a report. The military is 
crawling all over that place.

JOE (V.O.)
You have to find a way to get shots 
of that plane. If that’s where the 
bleeding is then that’s where we 
need to be.

Holly watches as a chopper flies overhead and then drops into 
the middle of the forest. She looks over to a nearby peak 
outside the park. That’s where I can get my shot.

EXT. HARRISON’S PROPERTY - DAY

Wes, Maya, Harrison and Boone disappear as they pass the 
treeline into the forest; down the valley edge.

EXT. CLEARING – DAY

The group of four emerge from the brush into a clearing.
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HARRISON
They’re teaching you to shoot in 
ROTC?

MAYA
They just teach us how to twirl the 
guns.

HARRISON
That’s unfortunate. They should 
actually teach you something.

MAYA
I think it’s more about getting us 
used to taking orders.

Wes, who has moved just ahead of them with Boone, freezes. 
Boone growls.

WES
Ummm, Dad.

In the near distance a group of soldiers is coming towards 
them. Burke is in the center of the group. One of the 
soldiers carries a backpack beacon.

BURKE
(from afar)

Hold up!

MAYA
What’s going on?

HARRISON
Not sure. Let’s see what they want.

CUT TO:

The two groups cross each other at a large ROCK FORMATION.

BURKE
I’m sorry to intrude on your 
property like this. I’m agent 
Burke. You must be Mr. Weber.

HARRISON
You already know a lot about me if 
you’re FBI, don’t you?

The soldiers are wrapping red tape around the trees, 
cordoning it off as a trespass zone. There’s red-marked trees 
stretching all along the side of the valley.
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BURKE
It comes with the job. I was 
actually just coming to your front 
door to inform you that we have to 
close off part of your property. 
I’m under order from the military.

HARRISON
That’s a shame cause we’re heading 
out for a hunting trip. This got to 
do with the plane crash?

BURKE
(pressing back)

We need more security to conclude 
our investigation. Last night we 
had an intruder on our premises. 
Have you maybe noticed any 
outsiders coming around this area? 
Anything out of the ordinary?

HARRISON
Besides you guys trekking through 
my property? Y’know hunting season 
just started. I’m wondering when 
I’m going to get to go back into my 
woods.

BURKE
As a former Marine I’m sure you can 
understand all the red tape that 
has to be cut during a military 
investigation.

HARRISON
I’ve got the scars to prove it.

BURKE
We’ve got a lot of ground to cover. 
Again, I’m sorry for the 
inconvenience.

HARRISON
I’ll keep an eye out.

BURKE
I’ll be sure to get in contact with 
you promptly if we need anything 
else. And make sure that you all 
stay out this area. It’s extremely 
dangerous to trespass on a military 
site.
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HARRISON
Thank you, sir. Stay safe out 
there.

Harrison turns to his kids.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
I guess that’s that then.

Their group starts heading back up the hill.

Burke turns back to his men.

BURKE
We need to head East through the 
valley to get to our next hunting 
grounds.

Burke eyes the cabin sitting on top of the hill.

EXT. HARRISON'S PROPERTY - OPEN FIELD - DAY

A can of beans sits on a single fence post. WHAM. A bullet 
splatters the contents of the can.

HARRISON
Good one!

Wes and Maya wear earmuffs as they crouch against a shooting 
stand in Harrison's make-shift shooting range. Harrison 
stands, watching them closely.

WES
Beat ya.

Wes swings the rifle barrel near his sister's head.

HARRISON
Woah! You always have to know where 
you're pointing one of these. 

WES
Sorry.

HARRISON
It's okay. That was a good shot.

Maya shoots and a cloud of dust spurts up at a good distance 
from the target.

MAYA
This gun is firing like crap.
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HARRISON
This is a good lesson for you. You 
won't be able to field strip and 
service your rifle in the middle of 
a battle. You gotta work with what 
you got.

MAYA
What do I do?

HARRISON
You can see what direction it's 
misfiring. So you gotta adjust. Use 
your eyes. Fire where you think 
it's aiming. Not where the sight 
tells you.

Maya refocuses. Her eyes dart back and forth as she tries to 
invisibly trace the bullet's trajectory. Settles. Squeezes 
the trigger. A dust cloud springs up just near the target.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
Almost. You got this.

Maya waits for a long moment. Squeezes again. The broken 
glass bottle shatters.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
There ya go!

Maya is brimming with confidence.

EXT. TRAILHEAD - DAY

A news van is parked next to Holly’s Subaru with its doors 
open as her team gathers equipment. It’s a group of five 
including Rex and Meghan.

HOLLY
There’s something weird going on 
with this investigation. If they 
won’t even release the names of 
victims then they have something to 
hide.

A CREW MEMBER is nearby with Holly's supplies.

CREW MEMBER
You didn't tell us we'd be hiking.

HOLLY
That's journalism for ya. Full of 
surprises. 
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Meghan looks at Rex’s exposed, pale legs beneath his SHORTS.

MEGHAN
You’re gonna get cold.

REX
I have good circulation.

The daunting peak stretches skyward ahead of them.

HOLLY
I hope everyone stretched.

EXT. CABIN - FRONT PORCH - DAY

Harrison exits from the cabin carrying tea for the kids and a 
mug of coffee for himself. Boone in his dog bed.

HARRISON
Your mother is going to take you 
home this evening. Sorry our 
camping trip got ruined.

MAYA
It’s okay, Dad. We just wanted to 
see you.

A beat of silence. Harrison yawns and rubs his eyes.

HARRISON
(playfully)

Well, talk to me. I wanna hear 
what’s going on in your lives.

WES
No offense Dad, but I don’t know 
what to talk about with you. You've 
been hard to figure out ever since 
you got back from the war. 

MAYA
Wes- leave him alone.

She shoves him.

WES
(to Maya)

What? I said no offense.
(to his father)

I want to know what happened to you 
out there. We can handle it. 
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HARRISON
No you’re right, Wes. I need to do 
some apologizing to you two. 

MAYA
Dad, you don’t have to apologize to 
us over that. You couldn't control 
it.

(to Wes)
C'mon we're not to supposed to 
pester him with details. 

HARRISON
No, I can control the way I’ve 
treated you and I’ve failed at 
being a good father. I’m sorry 
about the way I left you and then 
came back changed. Some of it I 
can’t control. Some of it I can. 
It’s still hard to process what I 
experienced when I went off to 
fight. I thought that keeping you 
away from me and hiding out here 
was the best thing for everybody. I 
hurt our relationship for no 
reason. It was wrong and I want to 
start making it up to you. 

Maya puts a hand on her father’s; his eyes wet with tears.

WES
It’s okay. I want to know what you 
went through.

HARRISON
I want to do everything I can to be 
in your lives more and treat you 
better... but I'm not sure I'm 
ready to talk about that yet. 

Wes starts to tear up and bear hugs his father. Maya joins.

HARRISON (CONT'D)
We can have a lot more 
conversations like this though.

EXT. PEAK – LATE AFTERNOON

They’ve made it to the top of the peak. Everyone looks 
exhausted from lugging their heavy equipment. Another chopper 
zips by into the closed park.
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HOLLY
Let’s be careful where we stick our 
noses. We can’t mess around with 
the military.

Rex sets a DRONE on the ground. Let’s it hover into the air.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Bring it in slow near the valley. 
We’ll see if we can snag a shot of 
the crash without getting too 
close.

EXT. SKY OVER FOREST - CONTINUOUS

The drone zooms out over the valley below, approaching the 
crash site.

INTERCUT:

EXT. PEAK - CONTINUOUS

The crew watches a first-person view on a VIDEO MONITOR of 
the drone’s flight. The white dome comes into view.

HOLLY
Let’s not push it. See if we can 
zoom in from here.

Rex toggles the zoom stick and the research tents are brought 
into clearer view.

MEGHAN
We can’t even see the wreckage. Why 
are they covering it up?

Rex pans over to see soldiers escorting large machinery into 
the main tent on a flat-bed truck.

CREW MEMBER
What the hell is that thing?

The machine disappears into the tent.

MEGHAN
That’s a lot of soldiers.

Holly sees a group of soldiers fanning out into the woods, 
carrying the large backpack beacon.

HOLLY
Let’s see that.
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Rex zooms in further until it can make out the definition in 
the men’s faces. They focus on the glowing beacon. 

MEGHAN
What the hell are they up to with 
that thing?

HOLLY
This is fascinating. Nobody else is 
going to get these shots. Remember 
how lucky Joe is to have me the 
next time we negotiate raises. 

The crew smirks at her. They know she's right.

WHAM! Suddenly a gunshot can be heard as the screen 
simultaneously goes black. The drone explodes into a pile of 
scrap parts, dropping into the forest.

REX
Oh shit! What was that?

MEGHAN
Maybe this was a bad idea.

REX
That was two grand. Gone now.

HOLLY
We’ll make sure you get reimbursed. 
Just tell me you got that recorded. 

REX
Yeah, but I mean- my drone.

HOLLY
Your sacrifice will not be in vain. 
I think we got the footage we need.

EXT. TREETOP - LATE AFTERNOON

A soldier in a makeshift deer stand lowers a sniper rifle. 
Speaks to Burke through a radio earpiece.

SOLDIER
I just took down a drone, sir. I 
got a feeling they were recording 
us.

INT. FBI TENT - LATE AFTERNOON

Burke stands, too furious to sit.
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BURKE
I want another sweep for bugs. I 
refuse to let this mission become 
compromised.

Quincy enters.

QUINCY
There’s something I need to show 
you. Now.

He pulls up Harrison’s video on a monitor.

QUINCY (CONT'D)
We weren’t the first ones to lay 
eyes on this ship.

Burke’s face instantly turns sour as he recognizes Harrison.

BURKE
We’re going on black protocol. We 
need to shut this down.

INT. SPACESHIP DOME – EVENING

Mathis and Colson hold a large DISPERSING UNIT together that 
is pouring a metallic liquid onto the surface of the ship. It 
creates an enormous cloud of smoke. It’s attached to the 
massive machine that was wheeled in from the drone’s view.

CUT TO:

Dr. Mathis and Dr. Colson stand below the belly of the ship. 
There isn’t a single mark or indentation on the surface.

DR. COLSON
This thing is impenetrable.

DR. MATHIS
If liquid nitrogen can’t break the 
surface I don’t know much else that 
will.

DR. COLSON
Thor’s hammer looks like it 
couldn’t even dent this thing.

DR. MATHIS
It also comes from space.

An FBI agent enters the loading bay behind them and gets on 
the intercom speaker:
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FBI AGENT (V.O.)
Dr. Colson; you’re requested by 
Agent Burke.

Colson looks uneasy.

INT. FBI TENT – EVENING

Two soldiers follow on either side of Colson as he enters.

Burke is standing, hunched over the wreckage of the drone 
spread out on a tarp. Ahead of him is a conference table 
filled with forms, all containing various signatures at the 
bottom. Burke turns his attention as the men enter.

BURKE
I think you know why I’ve brought 
you here. This is your chance to 
continue work on this project. Your 
only chance.

Burke slides the form to him across the table.

BURKE (CONT'D)
Sign it.

COLSON
Is that a question or an order?

BURKE
Doctor, you can make whatever 
decision you want. What I can 
assure you is that I’ll have your 
silence; whether it’s legally 
binding or I have to get it through 
other means.

COLSON
It’s our duty to spread what we’ve 
discovered.

BURKE
Your only order is to crack that 
ship open and keep your mouth shut.

COLSON
You know you can’t hide this 
forever. People are going to keep 
digging until they find something 
life-changing. You can’t contain 
human curiosity regardless of how 
much power you think you have.

(MORE)
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COLSON (CONT'D)
You can silence me but you can’t 
silence all of humanity. Especially 
not the scientific comm-

BURKE
-I don’t have time for some speech. 
We have other priorities to take 
care of. Either sign it or don’t.

COLSON
You can’t expect me to make a 
decision like this so suddenly.

Burke is losing all patience. 

BURKE
You have 24 hours to make a 
decision. If you can’t get with the 
program then you will be removed 
from my investigation. That’s my 
final offer.

COLSON
Thank you for giving me some time.

Burke stares at him coldly. He’s not “welcome.” Colson is 
escorted out. Burke slips on a jacket to leave.

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - EVENING

Holly wheels a suitcase to her car and stores it in the 
hatchback.

The vehicle pulls away from the neon motel sign.

INT. HOLLY’S CAR - EVENING

Meghan is towing along in the passenger seat.

MEGHAN
So what’s your theory? I’m banking 
on war games gone afoul. They got 
some new technology they must not 
wanting us getting a look at.

HOLLY
(her mind clearly 
elsewhere)

That would explain why Harry is all 
wound up. Maybe it’s better the 
kids aren’t around him when he’s 
vulnerable like this.
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MEGHAN
I don’t want to seem nosey. I’m 
just curious- What’s the situation 
with you and your husband?

HOLLY
If only we had a couple hours to 
spare I could unpack it. 

MEGHAN
It’s that messy?

HOLLY
Don’t get me wrong. My husband is 
still the love of my life. He’s 
just not the same man he used to 
be. All that trauma from the war 
and the attack he suffered through 
changed him in ways I can never 
understand. He still needs my 
support though. Even if he can’t 
support his own family anymore.

The car pulls onto a dirt road leading to the cabin.

INT. CABIN - EVENING

Harrison shoots up in a cold sweat; seemingly plucked from 
one of his nightmares. He didn’t even realize he had passed 
out in his armchair.

Immediately goes to the window. Scans his yard for any 
intruders. His heart racing.

He finally catches his breath. The kids are gone and the 
cabin is silent and still. He’s saddened to be alone again.

INT. CELLAR - EVENING

Harrison grabs the cooler and heads back up the stairs.

INT. DWAYNE’S WORKSHOP – NIGHT

A cluttered workshop behind Dwayne’s home. It’s comfortable, 
yet industrial with tools and machinery hanging everywhere. 
Harrison sets the cooler down on a workbench.

HARRISON
We need to crack this thing open 
before the feds catch on to me.

(MORE)
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HARRISON (CONT'D)
They've been sniffing around my 
property. 

DWAYNE
You can’t do that at your place? 
Why did you have to bring that 
thing over to me? 

HARRISON
Cause you got better tools. C’mon, 
you must have something in here 
that can get inside this thing.

DWAYNE
Let me show you something real 
quick.

CUT TO:

Harrison and Dwayne stare at an old computer. Dwayne’s 
workstation is nothing more than a piece of plywood propped 
up by two horse stands.

INSERT:

Harrison’s video has been uploaded to a popular video-sharing 
site with a viewer count in the hundreds.

The title of the webpage reads “Real Alien Spaceship (Not 
Edited!!!).”

Dwayne scrolls down to the comments section. He and Harrison 
squint heavily like two old men trying to read.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
Your video is exploding now.

HARRISON
What are people saying?

DWAYNE
I don’t know yet, I’m reading…

Dwayne scrolls down to the comments. His and Harrison’s 
eyebrows furrow.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
“Fake. Bullshit. This was made by a 
retard-“ People are really 
disrespectful out there.
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HARRISON
That’s crap. What’s the point of 
putting something out to millions 
of people if they’re all gonna say 
something pissy about it?

DWAYNE
Cause the internet’s chocked full 
of hoaxes. We might be on our own 
trying to make sense of all this.

HARRISON
I've got to show this to people. 
They need to know the truth. 

DWAYNE
Maybe you need to step back and 
think about what you’re doing. 
Nobody believes your video and I 
doubt anybody is gonna trust that 
that’s an authentic alien object 
coming from you. Everyone’s just 
going to think you’ve gotten worse.

The words sting Harrison's conscious.

HARRISON
Don’t give me that shit. Back me up 
here.

DWAYNE
Hey, I’m not much of a better 
messenger for this. People think 
I’m crazy too. Maybe we need to 
take a step back and think before 
we get in way over our heads.  

HARRISON
I’m not going to stop when I could 
be on the trail of something 
important. For whatever reason this  
happened right at my doorstep and 
now I’m snapped back in. I’m in the 
shit again. I need to see this 
through and I need your help.

DWAYNE
Look, I’m sorry. I’m trying to be 
realistic though. 

Harrison calms himself.
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HARRISON
We don’t know what’s realistic 
unless we keep searching… We have 
something right here that can prove 
it all.

DWAYNE
As long as we can figure out what 
it is.

HARRISON
You must have something in here 
that can get inside.

DWAYNE
I have means legal and illegal as 
always. But you gotta do it 
yourself. I'm not going near that 
thing again.

EXT. CRASHSITE - NIGHT

Two vehicles drive away from the crash site. 

The alien creature is stalking nearby. It watches them leave 
behind cover. Monitoring them with the tablet. 

It unsheaths the shotgun from the pharmacy.

INT. RESEARCH TENT - NIGHT

Colson and Mathis sit for a coffee break, frustrated.

DR. COLSON
We need to hurry up and solve this.

DR. MATHIS
What do you mean? There’s no 
deadline. We have to take our 
research slowly.

DR. COLSON
I’m not signing the non-disclosure 
agreement. They can't force my 
silence. 

DR. MATHIS
Don’t tell me-

He stops himself, noticing the guard by the doorway in his 
peripheral. He continues in a whisper:
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DR. MATHIS (CONT'D)
(hushed tones)

Don’t tell me you’re thinking about 
spreading this. You know what 
happens to traitors. 

DR. COLSON
It would be worse to keep this from 
people. 

Mathis is shocked; speechless.

INT. WEBER HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

Holly is preparing dinner, a simple chicken dish; multi-
tasking while researching on her tablet. She makes notes as 
she views aerial images of the crash area and Clear Creek 
park.

Her MOBILE buzzes on the edge of the counter. She's startled 
as her focus is broken. Joe's name pops up on the screen. She 
answers.

HOLLY
What do you need?

JOE
I need you to listen. We hit a snag 
in the Clear Creek park story. We 
can't air the report. 

HOLLY
Says who? You know I always follow 
protocol 

JOE
The FBI is putting a black out on 
all media regarding this matter. I 
just got through meeting with them. 
Guys in black suits. Real serious 
stuff.

Holly stands. Unable to take this in while sitting down.

HOLLY
Then that means there is something 
bigger going on. We have to fight 
back on this. 

JOE
Don't pursue it Holly. Sometimes a 
dead end is a good thing.

(MORE)
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JOE (CONT'D)
It can actually prevent you from 
falling off a cliff. 

HOLLY
So we don't report it. We can still 
investigate this until we crack 
something big. 

JOE
I wasn't calling to discuss. This 
is a warning. You're putting your 
entire future on the line if you 
keep digging. Do you understand? 
You'd potentially be committing 
treason.

Holly feels the weight of his words sink in.

HOLLY
I do. It's hard to drop something 
like this though. 

JOE
This is out of my hands. I'm sorry.

HOLLY
I can understand. I'll be in 
tomorrow.

Holly ends the call. Then shuts the laptop. Flustered. 
There’s a picture of her and Harrison now in her eye line. 
She stares at Harrion’s face.

Maya appears behind the bannister in the stairwell. She's 
caught the end of the phone call.

Holly faces her, her expression listless. Off Holly's look:

MAYA
Bad news?

HOLLY
No news. I put all that work in for 
nothing. 

MAYA
I'm sorry.

HOLLY
You have to learn to face a lot of 
losses in journalism. It still 
hurts every time your hard work 
doesn't pay off. 
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MAYA
You still kick ass, Mom.

Holly smiles. Partly flattered, and partly because she knows 
she can only get away with language like that at home.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Wes' bedroom is a dark shroud covered in blacklight posters, 
illuminated in neon colors. He's hunched over a desk staring 
into the bright computer monitor like a moth to a flame.

Maya appears in the doorway.

MAYA
Hey, Mom said dinner is ready. She 
made citrus chicken. 

WES
Awesome, I'm so glad we're not 
eating campfire beans.

Wes minimizes his screen and leaves his chair. On the 
computer is a web page with clickbait articles. A thumbnail 
picture for one of the articles features Harrison's crash 
site video. "Unbelievable footage of crashed UFO. 100% 
real!!!."

INT. DWAYNE’S WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Harrison stands over the orb, arms folded.

Dwayne moves to a HDRAULIC PRESS. Removes a plastic cover  
draped haphazardly over it. Looks it over with loving eyes.

DWAYNE
She’s got over 20,000lbs. of 
pressure. I doubt anything can 
withstand that. 

HARRISON
Let me fire it up.

CUT TO:

The machine whirs to life. Dwayne is now standing behind a 
loose car door for a shield. 

DWAYNE
Give it a go.
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Harrison, now wearing eye protection, engages the machine and 
the pummel lowers onto the orb. It resists the pressure. 
Harry increases the pressure, slowly ramping it up. The work 
bench begins to creak under the heavy pressure.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
Hey, that’s about as far as it can 
go.

The orb begins to buckle slightly. It’s starting to work. 
Harrison sees blood. Increases the pressure intensity. 
Everything shakes wildly.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
Turn it off!

In a split second the orb appears to crack open and flies 
across the room like a shot. The heavy workbench snaps in 
half as the beast of a machine finally comes to rest.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
Woah! You were supposed to break 
the orb, not my work bench.

HARRISON
I can fix it.

Now spliced open, the orb suddenly expands into a large 
HOLOGRAM. Several colored lights spin around a console in the 
center of the image at hyper-speed. Dwayne and Harrison look 
at each other, stunned.

Harrison steps forward, grabs a tool off the counter. He 
sticks it into the lights. A brighter circle of light 
illuminates around the tool like a node. Harrison moves his 
arm left and the circle follows the tool. A light begins 
flashing on the outer surface of the orb. Then suddenly it 
flashes red and closes up once again, Harrison still holding 
the tool in midair.

DWAYNE
What the hell was that?

Harrison is speechless though.

Now that the whirring has stopped another DEVICE can be heard 
pulsating and clicking somewhere in the shop. 

Dwayne finds it hanging from a nail on a support beam.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
Shit! This geiger counter is going 
nuts. We need to get that orb out 
of here.
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HARRISON
We can put it somewhere safe- My 
bomb shelter. It’s got lead walls.

Dwayne shakes his head. Immediately starts gathering GLOVES, 
EYE PROTECTION and RESPIRATORS. Harrison dumps a new bag of 
ice into the cooler. 

A new blinking WHITE LIGHT flickers on the orb now.

CUT TO:

INT. SPACESHIP DOME – NIGHT

Just next to a doorway on the spaceship a similar flickering 
white light appears. A large panel begins to slowly slide 
open on the hull. 

Dr. Colson sits at a desk next to the ship, wired and 
worried.

The ship suddenly quakes and a mysterious grunting sound 
emanates from inside. Dr. Colson stands up from his desk, 
startled. He picks up a radio.

DR. COLSON
Dr. Mathis, we have a disturbance 
in the ship room.

From the darkness of the hull two large legs step into the 
light.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

The alien creature stalks even closer to the crash site now; 
the white dome covering the ship only a few hundred feet 
away.

A new signal flares on the tablet. A heatmap trail shows 
activity going from Dwayne's shop up the hill that Harrison's 
cabin rests on. 

It puts the gun away and dashes off towards- -

INT. DWAYNE’S TRUCK – NIGHT

- -A light, icy rain is slapping against the windshield as 
Harrison and Dwayne head up the hill. They're now dressed in 
protective gear. Respirators on their heads like Walt and 
Jesse on break during a meth cook. 
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Harrison downs a sip from his flask. Offers it to Dwayne. He 
hesitates, then takes it.

DWAYNE
This keeps on getting crazier.

HARRISON
That’s good. Before we just had a 
metal ball. Now we have something 
that can blow people away.

DWAYNE
We can’t afford to break a 
compressor every time we want to 
open this thing up.

Harrison smirks. A beat.

DWAYNE (CONT'D)
I gotta ask: how are you planning 
on talking about this with your 
family? We need to tell them before 
we go off making a scene. 

HARRISON
I’m trying to reintroduce myself 
slowly to my kids. This would be a 
lot all at once. 

DWAYNE
See, I gotta disagree with your 
strategy there. You gotta be honest 
with them if you want to get back 
in their lives. 

HARRISON
Dwayne, I don’t need you to keep 
playing therapist for me. It’s 
better they’re not involved.

DWAYNE
Okay, what’s more important? 
Pursuing this or winning back your 
family?

HARRISON
Don’t give me shit like that. I 
told you to back off and you keep 
bringing up my troubles. You don’t 
know what I’ve been through. Have 
you been to war? I can’t just go 
back to normal. Especially not now. 
It’s not a trick I can pull out.
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DWAYNE
Time isn’t going to stop for you. I 
know how slowly you adjust. Your 
kids will be grown by the time you 
come around. Holly might actually 
move on in that time.

HARRISON
Holly can do whatever she wants- 
Dwayne, I’m about to lose my shit 
on you. Let me out. I can walk from 
here.

The truck comes to a stop and Harrison hops out. Grabs the 
cooler from the truckbed. 

EXT. HILL – CONTINUOUS

Harrison slams the truck door behind him.

DWAYNE
I’m sorry. I’m wound up too.

Harry ignores him. Heads up the hill for the cabin, a scowl 
covering his face. He barely notices the rain.

INT. SPACESHIP DOME - CONTINUOUS

Two more legs appear from inside the hull. They look like the 
legs of a dog or another large mammal, but are colored 
differently. Instead of hair, large thick spikes stand up 
from the skin. The beast growls viciously.

Dr. Colson makes his way around the ship cautiously. He spots 
the beasts figure and freezes.

DR. COLSON
Dr. Mathis!

The creature steps down from the loading ramp of the ship and 
moves towards Dr. Colson.

Hearing the disturbance, the guard enters the room and is 
horrified by what he sees. The beast turns his attention to 
the guard who lets out a terrible scream.

Dr. Colson crouches under his computer desk. He hears two 
large chomping sounds and the screaming stops. Then the 
creature turns back to its original target. It smashes the 
desk across the room, sending Colson into a heap.
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DR. COLSON (CONT'D)
Help! Help! Oh my God.

He tries to jump away from the beasts grasp, but it leaps at 
him, wrapping its massive jaws around the doctor’s neck and 
lifting him from his feet. Squeezing tightly its teeth sink 
in, snapping the vertebrae. Like a rag doll the beast tosses 
the body across the room.

All that can be seen are the creature’s legs. It spits a pool 
of blood on the ground next to its feet. The beast lets out a 
bellowing growl.

INT. HARRISON’S PROPERTY – MOMENTS LATER

As he gets close to the cabin he hears Boone barking. Gets 
closer and sees the dog in his CAGE on the porch. Harry’s 
ears prick up.

HARRISON
What are you doing in there?

He rushes over to the porch, hand on his hip where his 
sidearm rests. As he bends down to unlock the cage a gun 
barrel is pushed to his back. Harry unlocks his gun from its 
holster. Boone whines.

VOICE (O.S.)
I wouldn’t do that.

Agent Burke steps into the dim light before him. 

BURKE (CONT'D)
Sorry about this, Weber. You can’t 
hide from me anymore.

HARRISON
You better have a damn warrant 
cause this is my property you're 
on.

BURKE
We know what you’ve been keeping 
from us. I didn’t want to confront 
you like this, but you forced my 
hand. 

Soldiers and agents step out into the open, surrounding the 
cabin. The agent behind Harrison pulls out a pair of zip tie 
CUFFS and fits them around Harrison’s wrists. 

HARRISON
I know what you’re hiding too.
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BURKE
You don't have the power to prove 
it anymore. I'll make sure of it. 

An agent looks inside the cooler.

AGENT #2
Sir, it looks like he has 
contraband from the ship.

BURKE
You're hiding even more than we 
thought. You'll regeret that. 

The agent takes the cooler to a nearby SUV. He notices a 
static quality to the air. He looks closely at his arm hair 
standing on end.  

A bright light suddenly appears overhead. It’s blinding and 
mesmeric. Everyone is stunned.

Above it is the faint outline of a ship, similar to the one 
that crashed.

Strobing, loud ringing now emanates from the orb.

INT. DWAYNE’S TRUCK – CONTINUOUS

As he heads down the hill, Dwayne catches a glimpse of the 
bright beam of light. Slams on his brakes. He studies the 
sight in the rearview before turning around to see the real 
thing shooting up from the top of the hill.

EXT. HARRISON’S PROPERTY – CONTINUOUS

The light draws the men into the open.

A tall figure darts between cover behind the group of men. It 
moves to the back of the porch, behind Burke and Harry.

Burke shoves the men forward.

BURKE
Hurry, let’s get out of here.

Suddenly he is zapped with a blue electric charge from the 
sky. 

Then the man escorting the cooler is dispatched along with 
the rest of the soldiers and agents as blue charges rain down 
from the sky. 
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Harrison turns around, but before he can make out any detail 
he is blinded by a brighter flare of light. His psyche is 
triggered and he freezes in place; his senses overwhelmed.

Harrison feels something on his back. It’s a hand, unlike his 
own. They disappear along with the light.

The agents and soldiers lay stunned on the ground. The orb is 
missing from the cooler. 

EXT. SPACE – NIGHT

Earth comes into a clearer view as we are sucked backwards 
into space. The edge of the moon becomes visible.

EXT. DARK SIDE OF MOON – CONTINUOUS

A spaceship moves past the shadow that separates the dark and 
light sides of the moon. Darkness envelopes it.

A light on the ship blinks through the pitch black. 

A large, black dome raises up from the moon's surface. The 
ship starts to descend to the ground and is swallowed by the 
black dome.

BLACK OUT

END CREDITS


