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NOVEMBER 8TH

INT. SHOWER

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN stands under the faucet. Her name is DIANA 
GIBSON.

Her features are sharp, severe. She bows her head, squeezes 
her eyes shut in concentration. Something terrible inside her 
claws its way up and escapes in:

A FURIOUS, ANIMALISTIC SCREAM.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Diana’s husband, SETH, sits at the breakfast table with their 
daughters EILEEN (8) and KATIE (5).

They look tense, frightened. The kids can barely get their 
Froot Loops from the bowls to their mouths.

OFF-SCREEN: AGAIN, DIANA HOWLS WITH RAGE.

It’s awkward.

INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Diana, now in a terry cloth robe, attacks her hair with a 
brush, fighting it straight. 

She moves into her

BEDROOM

And dresses in a black pantsuit.

INT. KITCHEN

Seth is washing the kids’ bowls in the sink. He’s a stay-at-
home dad, sensitive and subservient.

Diana walks in. 

SETH
Everything alright?

DIANA
I’m late. Are the girls ready for 
school?



SETH
Lunches made, backpacks packed.

DIANA
Good.

SETH
I made you coffee.

He passes her a mug. She doesn’t take it.

DIANA
Can you put it in a to-go cup? I’ll 
have it on the road.

SETH
Right. Sure, of course.

DIANA
(to Eileen and Katie)

C’mere girls, give mommy a kiss.

They approach slowly, give her timid pecks on the cheek.

DIANA (CONT’D)
(to Seth)

I’ll be home by eleven.

SETH
These hours!

DIANA
I know. Back to back meetings. I 
gotta go.

He hands her the to-go cup, she gives him a routine kiss. Not 
much fire there.

She heads for the door. Seth calls after her:

SETH
Have a good day.

She doesn’t turn around.

INT. ELEVATOR - LATER

A featureless steel box, headed down. Diana watches the floor 
numbers change, sipping her to-go cup.

The elevator stops on B26.

2.



INT. UNDERGROUND FACILITY

Diana marches down a metal corridor, the titanium throat of 
the beast. Probably miles under ground. Day or night? Who 
knows.

She sips her to-go cup.

A young scientist, HARRIS, intercepts her at a corner. He 
tries to be casual and friendly with her -- she cuts him off 
at every opportunity.

HARRIS
(re: the to-go cup)

I hope you got that decontaminated.

DIANA
It’s clean.

HARRIS
We’ve got coffee in the break room. 
Iimay makes it, it’s really not 
bad.

DIANA
Just let me have this one 
extravagance, won’t you Harris?

HARRIS
I guess you heard about November 
8th. He’s...

DIANA
Can you do me a favor? We’re not 
going to talk about anything else 
for the next thirteen hours. Can 
you just wait until we’re in the 
room?

HARRIS
Um, okay. What do you want to talk 
about?

DIANA
Jesus. Anything.

HARRIS
Well, I just got this new record by 
Boris, they’re this totally badass 
Japanese drone metal band. 180 gram 
pressing, sounds amazing through my 
Sennheisers. 
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I know, weird, I listen to vinyl on 
headphones, but I swear, you can 
feel the low end in the roots of 
your teeth.

DIANA
Never mind, we can talk about work 
now.

HARRIS
Oh. Uh, I was just going to say, 
November 8th, he... he’s rejecting 
the treatment.

DIANA
He won’t take it?

HARRIS
No, no, he doesn’t have a choice, 
but he’s blocking it somehow. We 
think it’s pharmacokinetic, he’s 
making it lose a molecule when it 
passes through the blood-brain 
barrier.

DIANA
That’s... interesting.

HARRIS
Huxley and I have been working on a 
new compound, but with his neural 
kinetics, we’re like seventh 
graders fumbling with our first bra 
strap.

DIANA
Do you honestly expect me to 
believe that you got laid in the 
seventh grade?

HARRIS
It was Huxley’s expression, I just 
sort of co-opted it.

DIANA
What about November 5th and 
November 7th, are they still under 
sedation?

HARRIS
Yeah. Uh, yes. They’re dead on the 
MEG, as usual.
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DIANA
Hm. So November 8th was allowing us 
to sedate him. He must have been 
studying the effects.

HARRIS
Oh. Shit.

DIANA
He clearly has abilities beyond the 
other two, which stands to reason 
given how compromised they were on 
arrival. We need to find out what 
his limits are.

HARRIS
Good thing he’s so chill. I mean, 
he’s a choir boy compared to those 
two.

DIANA
Or, he’s waiting for us to let our 
guard down.

HARRIS
Ugh. If he goes Hannibal Lecter on 
us, I’m out of here.

DIANA
Well Harris, if you ever do decide 
to abandon your post, I know this 
lovely stretch of highway out past 
ten where these wild sunflowers 
grow. It would be the perfect place 
to put a bullet in your head.

HARRIS
Yes, boss.

They arrive at the door to THE BOX -- the high security 
holding area. The door is marked with a vertical red stripe. 
Harris swipes his keycard and holds it open like a gentleman.

INT. MEN’S SHOWERS - DAY

JOHN SIMMONS -- a fit man with scraggly hair -- washes under 
a steaming decontamination shower. He is resolved, alert, in 
a state of constant tension.
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INT. MEN’S LOCKER ROOM

John towels off, then pulls on a cumbersome jumpsuit -- 
something akin to a full-body prophylactic. 

He opens his locker, takes out an unmarked envelope. Inside 
is a cheap digital wristwatch. He puts it on, rolls his 
sleeve over it.

He joins a gathering of jumpsuit men by the exit doors.

There, THE JANITORIAL SUPERVISOR addresses them. His title is 
emblazoned on a laminate.

SUPERVISOR
Alright sweeps, I hardly feel the 
need to say this, but we’ve got 
some new guys today. When you’re 
cleaning the rooms, stay on your 
side of the line. Don’t go near it, 
and don’t put your bucket near it 
either. That line is an estimate, 
not a guarantee, alright? And for 
Christ’s sake, don’t talk to those 
things, and don’t look at them 
either. Just keep your eyes on your 
goddamn fucking work.

He pauses, looking around to make sure this is all sinking 
in.

SUPERVISOR (CONT’D)
Alright.

He unlocks the doors and leads them out.

INT. WHITE ROOM

A cold, antiseptic cell.

Diana sits with a clipboard.

In front of her, a blue line is painted on the floor, up the 
wall and across the ceiling.

On the other side of the line, A STRIKING BLONDE MAN sits in 
a loose-fitting robe. Wires and I.V. Tubes snake out of his 
sleeves and pant legs and trail behind him.

This is NOVEMBER 8TH. 

Diana takes notes on her clipboard, never making eye contact.
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DIANA
Remove your clothes.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Why am I being medicated?

DIANA
Remove your clothes.

He stands, slips the robe with ease. No trace of modesty. 
He’s impossibly handsome, cut like an art deco Atlas. She 
pretends not to notice.

His forearms are crowded with sensor patches and intravenous 
tubes. Even the patches of bare skin are riddled with 
injection sites.

DIANA (CONT’D)
Any irritation?

NOVEMBER 8TH
I’m quite comfortable, thank you.

DIANA
Turn around.

He does. More notes.

DIANA (CONT’D)
Face me.

As he turns--

NOVEMBER 8TH
Why am I being medicated?

DIANA
But you’re not being medicated, are 
you?

A wry smile crosses his lips.

NOVEMBER 8TH
I didn’t think you’d notice.

DIANA
Well, we did. Take a seat.

He sits, putting his robe back on.

NOVEMBER 8TH
When are you going to release me?
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DIANA
I don’t know.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Who would know?

DIANA
I’ll be the first.

NOVEMBER 8TH
So Diana, what’s keeping you?

She bristles when he uses her name. It’s the first sign he’s 
gotten to her.

DIANA
I need to assess the threat your 
technology and physiology 
represent.

NOVEMBER 8TH
I possess no technology.

DIANA
Then I need to understand the 
threat your physiology represents.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Why don’t you talk to me?

She stops writing.

DIANA
I am.

NOVEMBER 8TH
No, you’re going down a checklist. 
Why don’t you look at me?

DIANA
We believe eye contact may be 
dangerous.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Oh, that’s it.

Diana looks up.

DIANA
This is a scientific study. It 
needs to be conducted 
professionally.

8.



NOVEMBER 8TH
Without emotion, you mean.

DIANA
That too.

NOVEMBER 8TH
I am an emissary. My mission is to 
bridge the greatest cultural divide 
imaginable. But I can’t possibly do 
that if we don’t allow ourselves to 
experience the full spectrum of 
emotion.

DIANA
You don’t get it. My job is to 
understand you, not accept you and 
your culture.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Begging your pardon, but perhaps 
you don’t “get it.” The ultimate 
fallacy of science is the belief 
that understanding is merely a 
cataloguing of component parts. You 
could tell me the exact chemical 
composition of oil-based paint, but 
you wouldn’t be saying very much 
about the Mona Lisa, would you?

DIANA
What the fuck do you know about the 
Mona Lisa?

He crosses his arms, says nothing.

DIANA (CONT’D)
Goddamn it. You want to get out of 
here? Just tell me how your weapons 
work.

Silence. Dead stare.

DIANA (CONT’D)
Their application is limited to 
organic matter, is that correct?

NOVEMBER 8TH
They’re not weapons.

DIANA
Semantics. You know what I mean.
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NOVEMBER 8TH
The process is natural. It has no 
meaningful context outside myself.

DIANA
It’s... mental? Its function is 
triggered mentally?

NOVEMBER 8TH
In a way. It’s a method of access. 
It’s difficult to describe, for you 
it would be like describing sight 
to a person born without eyes.

DIANA
Give me a fucking break.

NOVEMBER 8TH
I’m sorry.

She stands.

DIANA
So, you’re unwilling to help me.

NOVEMBER 8TH
Unable. Not unwilling.

DIANA
Fine.

Just behind her chair, TWO SOLDIERS have machine guns trained 
on November 8th. It seems they have been there the entire 
time.

DIANA (CONT’D)
Enjoy your stay.

She slips out between them.

INT. THE BOX - HALLWAY

Diana exits the cell on liquid knees. She puts a hand on the 
wall to steady herself -- takes big, gasping breaths.

She’s not alone.

Instantly, she recovers, straightening her pantsuit. She 
turns--

It’s Simmons -- mopping the floor, eyes hidden under the brim 
of his hat. 
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She sizes him up, wondering how much he saw, what he thought 
of her momentary weakness. It seems he wasn’t paying 
attention. She walks up to him, and he moves aside so she can 
pass.

SIMMONS
Excuse me.

She brushes by him.

DIANA
That’s fine.

Straining his mop, Simmons turns to watch her go. He’s been 
watching the entire time. Once she’s out of sight, he goes 
back to mopping.
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